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Chapter1
KATHERINE HEARS THE SLY STEP OF DEATH AT
THE CEDARS

The night of his grandfatherÕsmysterious death at the Cedars, Bobby
Blackburn was, at least until midnight, in New York. He was held there
by the unhealthy habits and companionships which recently had
angered his grandfather to the point of threatening a disciplinary change
in his will. As a consequence he drifted into that strange adventure
which later was to surround him with dark shadows and overwhelming
doubts.

Before following Bobby through his black experience, however, it is
better to know what happened at the Cedars where his cousin, Katherine
Perrine was, except for the servants, alone with old Silas Blackburn who
seemed apprehensive of some sly approach of disaster.

At twenty Katherine was too young, too light-hearted for this care of
her uncle in which she had persisted as an antidote for BobbyÕsshort-
comings. She was never in harmony with the mouldy house or its sur-
roundings, bleak, deserted, unfriendly to content.

Bobby and she had frequently urged the old man to give it up, to
move, as it were, into the light. He had always answered angrily that his
ancestorshad lived there since before the Revolution, and that what had
been good enough for them was good enough for him. So that night
Katherine had to hear alone the sly stalking of death in the house. She
told it all to Bobby the next dayÑ what happened, her emotions, the im-
pression made on her by the people who came when it was too late to
save Silas Blackburn.

She said, then, that the old man had behaved oddly for several days,
as if he were afraid. That night he ate practically no dinner. He couldnÕt
keep still. He wandered from room to room, his tired eyes apparently
seeking. Several times she spoke to him.

ÒWhat is the matter, Uncle? What worries you?Ó
He grumbled unintelligibly or failed to answer at all.
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She went into the library and tried to read, but the late fall wind
swirled mournfully about the house and beat down the chimney, caus-
ing the fire to cast disturbing shadows across the walls. Her loneliness,
and her nervousness, grew sharper. The restless, shuffling footsteps
stimulated her imagination. Perhaps a mental breakdown was respons-
ible for this alteration. Shewas tempted to ring for Jenkins, the butler, to
shareher vigil; or for one of the two women servants, now far at the back
of the house.

ÒAnd Bobby,Óshe said to herself, Òorsomebody will have to come out
here to-morrow to help.Ó

But Silas Blackburn shuffled in just then, and she was a trifle ashamed
as she studied him standing with his back to the fire, glaring around the
room, fumbling with hands that shook in his pocket for his pipe and
some loose tobacco.It was unjust to be afraid of him. There was no ques-
tion. The man himself was afraidÑ terribly afraid.

His fingers trembled so much that he had difficulty lighting his pipe.
His heavy brows, gray like his beard, contracted in a frown. His voice
quavered unexpectedly. He spoke of his grandson:

ÒBobby! Damned waster! God knows what heÕll do next.Ó
ÒHeÕs young, Uncle Silas, and too popular.Ó
He brushed aside her customary defence. As he continued speaking

she noticed that always his voice shook as his fingers shook, as his
stooped shoulders jerked spasmodically.

ÒI ordered Mr. Robert here to-night. Not a word from him. IÕdmade
up my mind anyway. My lawyerÕscoming in the morning. My money
goes to the Bedford FoundationÑ all except a little annuity for you,
Katy. ItÕs hard on you, but IÕve got no faith left in my flesh and blood.Ó

His voice choked with a sentiment a little repulsive in view of his ruth-
less nature, his unbending egotism.

ÒItÕssad, Katy, to grow old with nobody caring for you except to covet
your money.Ó

She arose and went close to him. He drew back, startled.
ÒYouÕre not fair, Uncle.Ó
With an unexpected movement, nearly savage, he pushed her aside

and started for the door.
ÒUncle!Óshe cried. ÒTell me! You must tell me! What makes you

afraid?Ó
He turned at the door. He didnÕt answer. She laughed feverishly.
ÒItÑ itÕs not Bobby youÕre afraid of?Ó
ÒYou and Bobby,Ó he grumbled, Òare thicker than thieves.Ó
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She shook her head.
ÒBobbyand I,Ó she said wistfully, ÒarenÕtvery good friends, largely

because of this life heÕs leading.Ó
He went on out of the room, mumbling again incoherently.
Sheresumed her vigil, unable to read becauseof her misgivings, star-

ing at the fire, starting at a harsher gust of wind or any unaccustomed
sound. And for a long time there beat against her brain the shuffling,
searching tread of her uncle. Its cessationabout eleven oÕclockincreased
her uneasiness.He had been so afraid! Supposealready the thing he had
feared had overtaken him? She listened intently. Even then she seemed
to sense the soundless footsteps of disaster straying in the decayed
house, and searching, too.

A morbid desire to satisfy herself that her uncleÕssilence meant noth-
ing evil drove her upstairs. Shestood in the square main hall at the head
of the stairs, listening. Her uncleÕsbedroom door lay straight ahead. To
her right and left narrow corridors led to the wings. Her room and
BobbyÕsand a spare room were in the right-hand wing. The opposite
corridor was seldom used, for the left-hand wing was the oldest portion
of the house, and in the march of years too many legends had gathered
about it. The large bedroom was there with its private hall beyond, and a
narrow, enclosed staircase, descending to the library. Originally it had
been the custom for the head of the family to use that room. Its ancient
furniture still faded within stained walls. For many years no one had
slept in it, becauseit had sheltered too much suffering, becauseit had
witnessed the reluctant spiritual departure of too many Blackburns.

Katherine shrank a little from the black entrance of the corridor, but
her anxiety centred on the door ahead.Shewas about to call when a stir-
ring beyond it momentarily reassured her.

The door opened and her uncle stepped out. He wore an untidy
dressing-gown. His hair was disordered. His face appeared grayer and
more haggard than it had downstairs. A lighted candle shook in his right
hand.

ÒWhat are you doing up here, Katy?Ó he quavered.
She broke down before the picture of his increased fear. He shuffled

closer.
ÒWhat you crying for, Katy?Ó
She controlled herself. She begged him for an answer to her doubts.
ÒYou make me afraid.Ó
He laughed scornfully.
ÒYou! What you got to be afraid of?Ó
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ÒIÕmafraid becauseyou are,Óshe urged. ÒYouÕvegot to tell me. IÕmall
alone. I canÕt stand it. What are you afraid of?Ó

He didnÕtanswer. He shuffled on toward the disused wing. Her hand
tightened on the banister.

ÒWhere are you going?Ó she whispered.
He turned at the entrance to the corridor.
ÒI am going to the old bedroom.Ó
ÒWhy?Why?Óshe asked hysterically. ÒYoucanÕtsleep there. The bed

isnÕt even made.Ó
He lowered his voice to a hoarse whisper:
ÒDonÕtyou mention IÕvegone there. If you want to know, I am afraid.

IÕm afraid to sleep in my own room any longer.Ó
She nodded.
ÒAnd you donÕtthink theyÕdlook for you there. What is it? Tell me

what it is. Why donÕt you send for some oneÑ a man?Ó
ÒLeave me alone,Ó he mumbled. ÒNothing for you to be worried

about, except Bobby.Ó
ÒYes, there is,Ó she cried. ÒYes, there is.Ó
He paid no attention to her fright. He entered the corridor. Sheheard

him shuffling between its narrow walls. Shesaw his candle disappear in
its gloomy reaches.

Sheran to her own room and locked the door. Shehurried to the win-
dow and leaned out, her body shaking, her teeth chattering as if from a
sudden chill. The quiet, assured tread of disaster came nearer.

The two wings, stretching at right angles from the main building,
formed a narrow court. Clouds harrying the moon failed quite to destroy
its power, so that she could see,across the court, the fa•ade of the old
wing and the two windows of the large room through whose curtains a
spectral glow was diffused. Sheheard one of the windows opened with a
grating noise. The court was a sounding board. It carried to her even the
shuffling of the old manÕsfeet as he must have approached the bed. The
glow of his candle vanished. Sheheard a rustling as if he had stretched
himself on the bed, a sound like a long-drawn sigh.

She tried to tell herself there was no dangerÑ that these peculiar ac-
tions sprang from the old manÕsfancyÑ but the house, her surround-
ings, her loneliness, contradicted her. To her over-acute senses the
thought of Blackburn in that room, so often consecratedto the formula of
death, suggested a special and unaccountable menace. Under such a
strain the supernatural assumed vague and singular shapes.
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She slept for only a little while. Then she lay awake, listening with a
growing expectancy for some messageto slip acrossthe court. The moon
had ceased struggling. The wind cried. The baying of a dog echoed
mournfully from a great distance. It was like a remote alarm bell which
vibrates too perfectly, whose resonance is too prolonged.

Shesat upright. Shesprang from the bed and, her heart beating insuf-
ferably, felt her way to the window. From the wing opposite the message
had comeÑ a soft, shrouded sound, another long-drawn sigh.

She tried to call across the court. At first no response came from her
tight throat. When it did at last, her voice was unfamiliar in her own
ears, the voice of one who has to know a thing but shrinks from asking.

ÒUncle!Ó
The wind mocked her.
ÒIt is nothing,Ó she told herself, Ònothing.Ó
But her vigil had been too long, her loneliness too complete. Her earli-

er impression of the presenceof death in the decaying house tightened
its hold. Shehad to assureherself that Silas Blackburn slept untroubled.
The thing she had heard was peculiar, and he hadnÕtanswered across
the court. The dark, empty corridors at first were an impassable barrier,
but while she put on her slippers and her dressing-gown she
strengthened her courage. There was a bell rope in the upper hall. She
might get Jenkins.

When she stood in the main hall she hesitated. It would probably be a
long time, provided he heard at all, before Jenkinscould answer her. Her
candle outlined the entrance to the musty corridor. Just a few running
stepsdown there, a quick rap at the door, and, perhaps, in an instant her
uncleÕs voice, and the blessed power to return to her room and sleep!

While her fear grew she called on her pride to let her accomplish that
brief, abhorrent journey.

Then for the first time a different doubt came to her. As she waited
alone in this disturbing nocturnal intimacy of an old house, she shrank
from no thought of human intrusion, and she wondered if her uncle had
been afraid of that, too, of the sort of thing that might lurk in the ancient
wing with its recollections of birth and suffering and death. But he had
gone there asan escape.Surely he had been afraid of men. It shamed her
that, in spite of that, her fear defined itself ever more clearly as
something indefinable. With a passionatedetermination to strangle such
thoughts sheheld her breath. Shetried to closeher mind. Sheentered the
corridor. She ran its length. She knocked at the locked door of the old
bedroom. She shrank as the echoesrattled from the dingy walls where
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her candle cast strange reflections. There was no other answer. A sense
of an intolerable companionship made her want to cry out for brilliant
light, for help. She screamed.

ÒUncle Silas! Uncle Silas!Ó
Through the silence that crushed her voice shebecameaware finally of

the accomplishment of its mission by death in this house. And she fled
into the main hall. She jerked at the bell rope. The contact steadied her,
stimulated her to reason. One slender hope remained. The oppressive
bedroom might have driven SilasBlackburn through the private hall and
down the enclosed staircase. Perhaps he slept on the lounge in the
library.

Shestumbled down, hoping to meet Jenkins. Shecrossed the hall and
the dining room and entered the library. Shebent over the lounge. It was
empty. Her candle was reflected in the faceof the clock on the mantel. Its
hands pointed to half-past two.

She pulled at the bell cord by the fireplace. Why didnÕt the butler
come? Alone she couldnÕtclimb the enclosed staircase to try the other
door. It seemed impossible to her that she should wait another instant
aloneÑ

The butler, as old and as gray as Silas Blackburn, faltered in. He star-
ted back when he saw her.

ÒMy God, Miss Katherine! WhatÕs the matter? You look like death.Ó
ÒThereÕs death,Ó she said.
She indicated the door of the enclosed staircase.She led the way with

the candle. The panelled, narrow hall was empty. That door, too, was
locked and the key, she knew, must be on the inside.

ÒWhoÑ who is it?ÓJenkins asked. ÒWhowould be in that room? Has
Mr. Bobby come back?Ó

She descended to the library before answering. She put the candle
down and spread her hands.

ÒItÕs happened, JenkinsÑ whatever he feared.Ó
ÒNot Mr. Silas?Ó
ÒWehave to break in,Óshesaid with a shiver. ÒGeta hammer, a chisel,

whatever is necessary.Ó
ÒBut if thereÕsanything wrong,Ó the butler objected, Òif anybodyÕs

been there, the other door must be open.Ó
She shook her head. Those two first of all faced that extraordinary

puzzle. How had the murderer entered and left the room with both
doors locked on the inside, with the windows too high for use? They
went to the upper story. She urged the butler into the sombre corridor.
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ÒWehave to know,Ó she whispered, ÒwhatÕshappened beyond those
locked doors.Ó

She still vibrated to the feeling of unconformable forces in the old
house. Jenkins,she saw, responded to the samesuperstitious misgivings.
He inserted the chisel with maladroit hands. He forced the lock back and
opened the door. Dust arose from the long-disused room, flecking the
yellow candle flame. They hesitated on the threshold. They forced them-
selvesto enter. Then they looked at eachother and smiled with relief, for
Silas Blackburn, in his dressing-gown, lay on the bed, his placid, un-
marked face upturned, as if sleeping.

ÒWhy, miss,Ó Jenkins gasped. ÒHeÕs all right.Ó
Almost with confidence Katherine walked to the bed.
ÒUncle SilasÑ Ó she began, and touched his hand.
She drew back until the wall supported her. Jenkins must have read

everything in her face, for he whimpered:
ÒBut he looks all right. He canÕt beÑ Ó
ÒColdÑ already! If I hadnÕt touchedÑ Ó
The horror of the thing descended upon her, stifling thought. Auto-

matically she left the room and told Jenkins what to do. After he had
telephoned police headquarters in the county seat and had summoned
Doctor Groom, a country physician, she sat without words, huddled
over the library fire.

The detective, a competent man named Howells, and Doctor Groom
arrived at about the same time. The detective made Katherine accom-
pany them upstairs while he questioned her. In the absenceof the coron-
er he wouldnÕt let the doctor touch the body.

ÒI must repair this lock,Ó he said, Òthefirst thing, so nothing can be
disturbed.Ó

Doctor Groom, a grim and dark man, had grown silent on entering the
room. For a long time he stared at the body in the candle light, making as
much of an examination as he could, evidently, without physical contact.

ÒWhy did he ever come here to sleep?Óhe asked in his rumbling bass
voice. ÒNastyroom! Unhealthy room! Ten to one youÕrea formality, po-
liceman. CoronerÕs a formality.Ó

He sneered a little.
ÒI daresay he died what the hard-headed world will call a natural

death. Wonder what the coronerÕll say.Ó
The detective didnÕtanswer. He shot rapid, uneasy glances about the

room in which a single candle burned. After a time he said with an ac-
cent of complete conviction:
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ÒThat man was murdered.Ó
Perhaps the doctorÕssignificant words, added to her earlier dread of

the abnormal, made Katherine read in the detectiveÕsmanner an appre-
hension of conditions unfamiliar to the brutal routine of his profession.
Her glanceswere restless,too. Shehad a feeling that from the shadowed
corners of the faded, musty room invisible faces mocked the manÕs
stubbornness.

All this she recited to Bobby when, under extraordinary circumstances
neither of them could have foreseen, he arrived at the Cedars many
hours later.

Of the earlier portion of the night of his grandfatherÕsdeath Bobby re-
tained a minute recollection. The remainder was like a dim, appalling
nightmare whose impulse remains hidden.

When he went to his apartment to dress for dinner he found the letter
of which Silas Blackburn had spoken to Katherine. It mentioned the
change in the will as an approaching fact nothing could alter. Bobby fan-
cied that the old man merely craved the satisfaction of terrorizing him, of
casting him out with all the ugly words at his command. Still a good deal
more than a million isnÕtto be relinquished lightly as long asa chancere-
mains. Bobby had an engagement for dinner. He would think the situ-
ation over until after dinner, then he might go.

It was, perhaps, unfortunate that at his club he met friends who drew
him in a corner and offered him too many cocktails. As he drank his an-
ger grew, and it wasnÕtall against his grandfather. He asked himself
why during the last few months he had avoided the Cedars, why he had
drifted into too vivid a life in New York. It increased his anger that he
hesitated to give himself a frank answer. But always at such moments it
was Katherine rather than his grandfather who entered his mind. He had
cared too much for her, and lately, beyond question, the bond of their af-
fection had weakened.

He raised his glass and drank. He set the glass down quickly as if he
would have liked to hide it. A big man, clear-eyed and handsome,
walked into the room and came straight to the little group in the corner.
Bobby tried to carry it off.

ÒÕLo,Hartley, old preacher. You fellows all know Hartley Graham? Sit
down. WeÕre going to have a little cocktail.Ó

Graham looked at the glasses, shaking his head.
ÒIf youÕve time, Bobby, IÕd like a word with you.Ó
ÒNo preaching,Ó Bobby bargained. ÒIt isnÕt Sunday.Ó
Graham laughed pleasantly.
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ÒItÕs about money. That talks any day.Ó
Bobby edged a way out and followed Graham to an unoccupied room.

There the big man turned on him.
ÒSee here, Bobby! When are you going out to the Cedars?Ó
Bobby flushed.
ÒYouÕrea dear friend, Hartley, and IÕvealways loved you, but IÕmin

no mood for preaching tonight. Besides,IÕvegot my own life to leadÓÑ
he glanced awayÑ Òmy own reasons for leading it.Ó

ÒIÕmnot going to preach,ÓGraham answered seriously, Òalthough itÕs
obvious youÕreraising the devil with your life. I wanted to tell you that
IÕvehad a note from Katherine to-day. She says your grandfatherÕs
threats are taking too much form; that the new willÕsbound to come un-
less you do something. She cares too much for you, Bobby, to see you
throw everything away. SheÕs asked me to persuade you to go out.Ó

ÒWhy didnÕt she write to me?Ó
ÒHave you been very friendly with Katherine lately? And thatÕsnot

fair. YouÕreboth without parents. You owe Katherine something on that
account.Ó

Bobby didnÕtanswer, becauseit was clear that while KatherineÕsaffec-
tion for him had weakened, her friendship for Graham had grown too
fast. Looking at the other he didnÕt wonder.

ÒThereÕsanother thing,Ó Graham was saying. ÒThegloomy old Cedars
has got on KatherineÕsnerves, and she says thereÕsbeen a change in the
old man the last few daysÑ wanders around as if he were afraid of
something.Ó

Bobby laughed outright.
ÒHim afraid of something! ItÕsalways been his system to make every-

body and everything afraid of him. But youÕreright about Katherine. We
have always depended on each other. I think IÕll go out after dinner.Ó

ÒThencome have a bite with me,ÓGraham urged. ÒIÕllseeyou off af-
terward. If you catch the eight-thirty you ought to be out there before
half-past ten.Ó

Bobby shook his head.
ÒAn engagement for dinner, Hartley. IÕmexpecting Carlos Paredesto

pick me up here any minute.Ó
GrahamÕs disapproval was belligerent.
ÒWhy, in the name of heaven, Bobby, do you run around with that

damned Panamanian? Steer him off to-night. IÕveargued with you be-
fore. ItÕs unpleasant, I know, but the man carries every mark of
crookedness.Ó
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ÒEasywith my friends, Hartley! You donÕtunderstand Carlos. HeÕs
good fun when you know himÑ awfully good fun.Ó

ÒSo,ÓGraham said, Òisthis sort of thing. Too many cocktails, too much
wine. Paredes has the same pleasant, dangerous quality.Ó

A club servant entered.
ÒIn the reception room, Mr. Blackburn.Ó
Bobby took the card, tore it into little bits, and dropped them one by

one into the waste-paper basket.
ÒTell him IÕll be right out.Ó He turned to Graham.
ÒSorryyou donÕtlike my playmates. IÕllprobably run out after dinner

and let the old man terrorize me as a cure for his own fear. Pleasantpro-
spect! So long.Ó

Graham caught at his arm.
ÒIÕmsorry. CanÕtwe forget to-night that we disagree about Paredes?

Let me dine with you.Ó
BobbyÕs laugh was uncomfortable.
ÒComeon, if you wish, and be my guardian angel. God knows I need

one.Ó
He walked across the hall and into the reception room. The light was

not brilliant there. One or two men sat reading newspapers about a
green-shaded lamp on the centre table, but Bobby didnÕtseeParedesat
first. Then from the obscurity of a corner a form, tall and graceful,
emerged with a slow monotony of movement suggestive of stealth. The
manÕsdark, sombre eyes revealed nothing. His jet-black hair, parted in
the middle, and his carefully trimmed Van Dyke beard gave him an air
of distinction, an air, at the same time, a trifle too reserved. For a mo-
ment, as the green light stained his face unhealthily, Bobby could under-
stand GrahamÕs aversion. He brushed the idea aside.

ÒGlad youÕve come, Carlos.Ó
The smile of greeting vanished abruptly from ParedesÕsface. He

looked with steady eyes beyond BobbyÕsshoulder. Bobby turned. Gra-
ham stood on the threshold, his face a little too frank. But the two men
shook hands.

ÒIÕdan idea until I saw Bobby,ÓGraham said, ÒthatyouÕdgone back to
Panama.Ó

Paredes yawned.
ÒEachyear I spend more time in New York. Business suggests it.

Pleasure demands it.Ó
His voice was deep and pleasant, but Bobby had often remarked that

it, like ParedesÕseyes, was too reserved. It seemed never to call on its
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obvious powers of expression. Its accent was noticeable only in a pleas-
ant, polished sense.

ÒHartley,Ó Bobby explained, Òis dining with us.Ó
Paredes let no disapproval slip, but Graham hastened to explain.
ÒBobby and I have an engagement immediately after dinner.Ó
ÒAn engagement after dinner! I didnÕt understandÑ Ó
ÒLetÕsthink of dinner first,Ó Bobby said. ÒWecan talk about engage-

ments afterward. Perhaps youÕll have a cocktail here while we decide
where weÕre going.Ó

ÒTheaperitif I should like very much,Ó Paredes said. ÒAbout dinner
there is nothing to decide. I have arranged everything. ThereÕsa table
waiting in the Fountain Room at the CÑÑ and there I have planned a
little surprise for you.Ó

He wouldnÕt explain further. While they drank their cocktails Bobby
watched GrahamÕsdisapproval grow. The man glanced continually at
his watch. In the restaurant, when Paredes left them to produce, as he
called it, his surprise, Graham appraised with a frown the voluble people
who moved intricately through the hall.

ÒIÕmafraid Paredes has planned a thorough evening,Ó he said, Òfor
which heÕllwant you to pay. DonÕtbe angry, Bobby. The situation is seri-
ous enough to excusefacts. You must go to the Cedars to-night. Do you
understand? You must go, in spite of Paredes, in spite of everything.Ó

ÒPeace until train time,Ó Bobby demanded.
He caught his breath.
ÒThere they are. Carlos haskept his word. See her, Hartley. SheÕs

glorious.Ó
A young woman accompanied the Panamanian as he came back

through the hall. Sheappeared more foreign than her guideÑ the Span-
ish of Spain rather than of South America. Her clothing was as unusual
and striking as her beauty, yet one felt there was more than either to at-
tract all the glances in this room, to set people whispering as she passed.
Clearly she knew her notoriety was no little thing. Pride filled her eyes.

Paredes had first introduced her to Bobby a month or more ago. He
had seenher a number of times since in her dressing-room at the theatre
where she was featured, or at crowded luncheons in her apartment. At
such moments she had managed to be exceptionally nice to him. Bobby,
however, had answered merely to the glamour of her fame, to the mag-
netic response her beauty always brought in places like this.

ÒParedes,ÓGraham muttered, Òwill have a powerful ally. You wonÕt
fail me, Bobby? You will go?Ó
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Bobby scarcely heard. He hurried forward and welcomed the woman.
She tapped his arm with her fan.

ÒLeetleBobby!Óshe lisped. ÒIhavenÕtseenvery much of you lately. So
when Carlos proposedÑ you seeI donÕtdance until late. Who is that be-
hind you? Mr. Graham, is it not? He would, maybe, not remember me. I
danced at a dinner where you were one night, at Mr. WardÕs.Even law-
yers, I find, take enjoyment in my dancing.Ó

ÒIremember,ÓGraham said. ÒIt is very pleasant we are to dine togeth-
er.ÓHe continued tactlessly: ÒBut,as IÕveexplained to Mr. Paredes,we
must hurry. Bobby and I have an early engagement.Ó

Her head went up.
ÒAn early engagement! I do not often dine in public.Ó
ÒAn unavoidable thing,Ó Graham explained. ÒBobby will tell you.Ó
Bobby nodded.
ÒItÕs a nuisance, particularly when youÕre so condescending, Maria.Ó
Sheshrugged her shoulders. With Bobby she entered the dining-room

at the heels of Paredes and Graham.
Paredeshad foreseeneverything. There were flowers on the table. The

dinner had been ordered. Immediately the waiter brought cocktails. Gra-
ham glanced at Bobby warningly. He wouldnÕt,asan example Bobby ap-
preciated, touch his own. Maria held hers up to the light.

ÒPretty yellow things! I never drink them.Ó
She smiled dreamily at Bobby.
ÒBut see! I shall place this to my lips in order that you may make

pretty speeches,and maybe tell me it is the most divine aperitif you have
ever drunk.Ó

Shepassedthe glassto him, and Bobby, avoiding GrahamÕseyes,won-
dering why she was so gracious, emptied it. And afterward frequently
she reminded him of his wine by going through the same elaborate for-
mula. Probably because of that, as much as anything else, constraint
grasped the little company tighter. Graham couldnÕthide his anxiety.
Paredes mocked it with sneering phrases which he turned most care-
fully. Before the meal was half finished Graham glanced at his watch.

ÒWeÕvejust time for the eight-thirty,Ó he whispered to Bobby, Òif we
pick up a taxi.Ó

Maria had heard. She pouted.
ÒThereis no engagement,Óshe lisped, Òassacredasa dinner, no entan-

glement except marriage that cannot be easily broken. Perhaps I have
displeased you, Mr. Graham. Perhaps you fancy I excite unpleasant
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comment. It is unjust. I assure you my reputation is above reproachÓÑ
her dark eyes twinkledÑ Òcertainly in New York.Ó

ÒIt isnÕt that,Ó Graham answered. ÒWe must go. ItÕs not to be evaded.Ó
She turned tempestuously.
ÒAm I to be humiliated so? Carlos! Why did you bring me? Is all the

world to seemy companions leave in the midst of a dinner as if I were
plague-touched? Is Bobby not capable of choosing his own company?Ó

ÒYouare thoroughly justified, Maria,Ó Paredessaid in his expression-
lesstones. ÒBobby,however, has said very little about this engagement. I
did not know, Mr. Graham, that you were the arbiter of BobbyÕsactions.
In a way I must resent your implication that he is no longer capable of
caring for himself.Ó

Graham accepted the challenge. He leaned across the table, speaking
directly to Bobby, ignoring the others:

ÒYouÕvenot forgotten what I told you. Will you come while thereÕs
time? You must see. I canÕt remain here any longer.Ó

Bobby, hating warfare in his present mood, sought to temporize:
ÒItÕs all right, Hartley. DonÕt worry. IÕll catch a later train.Ó
Maria relaxed.
ÒAh! Bobby still chooses for himself.Ó
ÒIÕllhave enough rumpus,Ó Bobby muttered, Òwhen I get to the

Cedars. DonÕt grudge me a little peace here.Ó
Graham arose. His voice was discouraged.
ÒIÕm sorry. IÕll hope, Bobby.Ó
Without a word to the others he walked out of the room.
So far, when Bobby tried afterward to recall the details of the evening,

everything was perfectly distinct in his memory. The remainder of the
meal, made uncomfortable by MariaÕssullenness and ParedesÕssneers,
his attempt to recapture the earlier gayety of the evening by continuing
to drink the wine, his determination to go later to the Cedars in spite of
GrahamÕsdoubtÑ of all these things no particular lacked. He re-
membered paying the check, as he usually did when he dined with
Paredes.He recalled studying the time-table and finding that he had just
missed another train.

MariaÕsspirits rose then. He was persuaded to accompany her and
Paredes to the music hall. In her dressing-room, while she was on the
stage, he played with the boxes of make-up, splashing the mirror with
various colours while Paredes sat silently watching.
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The alteration, he was sure, camea little later in the cafeat a table close
to the dancing floor. Maria had insisted that Paredesand he should wait
there while she changed.

ÒBut,Ó he had protested, ÒI have missed too many trains.Ó
She had demanded his time-table, scanning the columns of close

figures.
ÒThere is one,Ó she had said, Òat twelve-fifteenÑ time for a little

something in the cafe,and who knows? If you are agreeableI might for-
give everything and dance with you once, Bobby, on the public floor.Ó

Sohe sat for some time, expectant, with Paredes,watching the boister-
ous dancers, listening to the violent music, sipping absent-mindedly at
his glass. He wondered why Paredes had grown so quiet.

ÒImustnÕtmiss that twelve-fifteen,Ó he said, ÒYouknow, Carlos, you
werenÕtquite fair to Hartley. HeÕsa splendid fellow. Roomed with me at
college, played on same team, and all that. Only wanted me to do the
right thing. Must say it was the right thing. I wonÕtmiss that twelve-
fifteen.Ó

ÒGraham,ÓParedessneered,Òisa wonderful typeÑ Apollo in the flesh
and Billy Sunday in the conscience.Ó

Then, as Bobby started to protest, Maria entered, more dazzling than
at dinner; and the dancers swayed less boisterously, the chatter at the
tables subsided, the orchestra seemed to hesitate as a sort of obeisance.

A man Bobby had never seen before followed her to the table. His
middle-aged figure was loudly clothed. His face was coarse and clean
shaven. He acknowledged the introductions sullenly.

ÒIÕve only a minute,Ó Bobby said to Maria.
He continued, however, to raise his glass indifferently to his lips. All at

once his glass shook. MariaÕsdark and sparkling face became blurred.
He could no longer define the features of the stranger. He had never be-
fore experienced anything of the kind. He tried to account for it, but his
mind became confused.

ÒMaria!Ó he burst out. ÒWhy are you looking at me like that?Ó
Her contralto laugh rippled.
ÒBobbylooks so funny! Carlos! Leetle Bobby looks so queer! What is

the matter with him?Ó
BobbyÕsanger was lost in the increased confusion of his senses,but

through that mental turmoil tore the thought of Graham and his inten-
tion of going to the Cedars. With shaking fingers he dragged out his
watch. He couldnÕtread the dial. He braced his hands against the table,
thrust back his chair, and arose.The room tumbled about him. Before his
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eyes the dancers made long nebulous bands of colour in which nothing
had form or coherence. Instinctively he felt he hadnÕtdined recklessly
enough to account for these amazing symptoms. He was suddenly
afraid.

ÒCarlos!Ó he whispered.
He heard MariaÕs voice dimly:
ÒTake him home.Ó
A hand touched his arm. With a supreme effort of will he walked from

the room, guided by the hand on his arm. And always his brain recorded
fewer and fewer impressions for his memory to struggle with later.

At the cloak room some one helped him put on his coat. He was walk-
ing down steps. He was in some kind of a conveyance. He didnÕtknow
what it was. An automobile, a carriage, a train? He didnÕtknow. He only
understood that it went swiftly, swaying from side to side through a
sable pit. Whenever his mind moved at all it came back to that sensation
of a black pit in which he remained suspended, swinging from side to
side, trying to struggle up against impossible odds. Once or twice words
flashed like fire through the pit: ÒTyrant!Ñ Fool to go.Ó

From a long immersion deeper in the pit he struggled frantically. He
must get out. Somehow he must find wings. He realized that his eyes
were closed. He tried to open them and failed. So the pit persisted and
he surrendered himself, as one accepts death, to its hateful blackness.

Abruptly he experienced a momentary release. There was no more
swaying, no more movement of any kind. He heard a strange, melan-
choly voice, whispering without words, always whispering with a futile
perseverance as if it wished him to understand something it could not
express.

ÒWhat is it trying to tell me?Ó he asked himself.
Then he understood. It was the voice of the wind, and it tried to tell

him to open his eyes,and he found that he could. But in spite of his de-
sire they closed again almost immediately. Yet, from that swift glimpse,
a picture outlined itself later in his memory.

In the midst of wild, rolling clouds, the moon was a drowning face.
Stunted trees bent before the wind like puny men who strained impot-
ently to advance. Over there was one more like a real manÑ a figure,
Bobby thought, with a black thing over its faceÑ a mask.

ÒThisis the forest near the Cedars,ÓBobby said to himself. ÒIÕvecome
to face the old devil after all.Ó

He heard his own voice, harsh, remote, unnatural, speaking to the dim
figure with a black mask that waited half hidden by the straining trees.
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ÒWhy am I here in the woods near the Cedars?Ó
And he thought the thing answered:
ÒBecause you hate your grandfather.Ó
Bobby laughed, thinking he understood. The figure in the black mask

that accompanied him was his conscience.He could understand why it
went masked.

The wind resumed its whispering. The figures, straining like puny
men, fought harder. The drowning face disappeared, wet and helpless.
Bobby felt himself sinking back, back into the sable pit.

ÒI donÕt want to go,Ó he moaned.
A long time afterward he heard a whisper again, and he wondered if it

was the wind or his conscience.He laughed through the blackness be-
cause the words seemed so absurd.

ÒTakeoff your shoesand carry them in your hand. Always do that. It
is the only safe way.Ó

He laughed again, thinking:
ÒWhat a careful conscience!Ó
He retained only one more impression. He was dully aware that some

time had passed. He shivered. He thought the wind had grown angry
with him, for it no longer whispered. It shrieked, and he could make
nothing of its wrath. He struggled frantically to emerge from the pit. The
quality of the blackness deepened. His fright grew. He felt himself slip-
ping, slowly at first then faster, faster down into impossible depths, and
there was nothing at all he could do to save himself.

* * * * *
ÒGo away! For GodÕs sake, go away!Ó
Bobby thought he was speaking to the sombre figure in the mask. His

voice aroused him to one more effort at escape,but he felt that there was
no use. He was too deep.

Something hurt his eyes.He opened them and for a time was blinded
by a narrow shaft, of sunlight resting on his face. With an effort he
moved his head to one side and closed his eyes again, at first merely
thankful that he had escaped from the black hell, trying to control his
sensations of physical evil. Subtle curiosity forced its way into his sick
brain and stung him wide awake. This time his eyesremained open, star-
ing about him, dilating with a wilder fright than he had experienced in
the dark mazes of his nightmare adventure.

He had never seen this place before. He lay on the floor of an empty
room. The shaft of sunlight that had aroused him entered through a
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crack in one of the tightly drawn blinds. There were dust and grime on
the wails, and cobwebs clustered in the corners.

In the silent, deserted room the beating of his heart became audible.
He struggled to a sitting posture. He gasped for breath. He knew it was
very cold in here, but perspiration moistened his face.He could recall no
such suffering as this since,when a boy, he had slipped from the crisis of
a destructive fever.

Had he been drugged? But he had been with friends. There was no
motive.

What house was this? Was it, like this room, empty and deserted?
How had he come here?For the first time he went through that dreadful
process of trying to draw from the black pit useful memories.

He started, recalling the strange voice and its warning, for his shoes
lay near by as though he might have dropped them carelessly when he
had entered the room and stretched himself on the floor. Damp earth ad-
hered to the soles. The leather above was scratched.

ÒThen,Óhe thought, Òthatmuch is right. I was in the woods. What was
I doing there? That dim figure! My imagination.Ó

He suffered the agony of a man who realizes that he has wandered un-
awares in strange places,and retains no recollection of his actions, of his
intentions. He went back to that last unclouded moment in the cafe with
Maria, Paredes,and the stranger. Where had he gone after he had left
them? He had looked at his watch. He had told himself he must catch the
twelve-fifteen train. He must have gone from the restaurant, proceeding
automatically, and caught the train. That would account for the sensa-
tion of motion in a swift vehicle, and perhaps there had been a taxicab to
the station. Doubtless in the woods near the Cedars he had decided it
was too late to go in, or that it was wiser not to. He had answered to the
necessityof sleeping somewhere. But why had he come here?Where, in-
deed, was he?

At least he could answer that. He drew on his shoesÑ a pair of patent
leather pumps. He fumbled for his handkerchief, thinking he would
brush the earth from them. He searched each of his pockets. His
handkerchief was gone. No matter. He got to his feet, lurching for a mo-
ment dizzily. He glanced with distaste at his rumpled evening clothing.
To hide it as far as possible he buttoned his overcoat collar about his
neck. On tip-toe he approached the door, and, with the emotions of a
thief, opened it quietly. He sighed. The rest of the house was asempty as
this room. The hall was thick with dust. The rear door by which he must
have entered stood half open. The lock was broken and rusty.
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He commenced to understand. There was a deserted farmhouse less
than two miles from the Cedars. Sincehe had always known about it, it
wasnÕtunusual he should have taken shelter there after deciding not to
go in to his grandfather.

He stepped through the doorway to the unkempt yard about whose
tumbled fences the woods advanced thickly. He recognized the place.
For some time he stood ashamed,yet fair enough to seekthe causeof his
experience in some mental unhealth deeper than any reaction from last
nightÕs folly.

He glanced at his watch. It was after two oÕclock.The mournful neigh-
bourhood, the growing chill in the air, the sullen sky, urged him away.
He walked down the road. Of course he couldnÕtgo to the Cedars in this
condition. He would return to his apartment in New York where he
could bathe, change his clothes, recover from this feeling of physical ill,
and remember, perhaps, something more.

It wasnÕtfar to the little village on the railroad, and at this hour there
were plenty of trains. He hoped no one he knew would seehim at the
station. He smiled wearily. What difference did that make? He might as
well face old Blackburn, himself, as he was. By this time the thing was
done. The new will had been made. He was penniless and an outcast.
But his furtive manner clung. He didnÕtwant Katherine to seehim like
this.

From the entrance of the village it was only a few steps to the station.
Severalcarriages stood at the platform, testimony that a train was nearly
due. He prayed that it would be for New York. He didnÕtwant to wait
around. He didnÕt want to risk KatherineÕs driving in on some errand.

His mind, intent only on escaping prying eyes, was drawn by a man
who stepped from behind a carriage and started across the roadway in
his direction, staring at him incredulously. His quick apprehension van-
ished. He couldnÕtrecall that surprised face. There was no harm being
seen,miserable ashe was, dressedashe was, by this stranger. He looked
at him closer. The man was plainly clothed. He had small, sharp eyes.
His hairless face was intricately wrinkled. His lips were thin, making a
straight line.

To avoid him Bobby stepped aside, thinking he must be going past,
but the stranger stopped and placed a firm hand on BobbyÕsshoulder.
He spoke in a quick, authoritative voice:

ÒCertainly you are Mr. Robert Blackburn?Ó
For Bobby, in his nervous, bewildered condition, there was an omin-

ous note in this surprise, this assurance, this peremptory greeting.
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ÒWhatÕs amazing about that?Ó he jerked out.
The strangerÕs lips parted in a straight smile.
ÒAmazing! ThatÕsthe word I was thinking of. Hoped you might come

in from New York. Seemedyou were here all the time. ThatÕsa good one
on meÑ a very good one.Ó

The beating of BobbyÕsheart was more pronounced than it had been in
the deserted house. He asked himself why he should shrink from this
stranger who had an air of threatening him. The answer lay in that black
pit of last night and this morning. Unquestionably he had been indis-
creet. The man would tell him how.

ÒYoumean,Óhe asked with dry lips, ÒthatyouÕvebeen looking for me?
Who are you? Please take your hand off.Ó

The strangerÕs grasp tightened.
ÒNot so fast, Mr. Robert Blackburn. I daresay you havenÕtjust now

come from the Cedars?Ó
ÒNo, no. IÕm on my way to New York. ThereÕs a train soon, I think.Ó
His voice trailed away. The strangerÕsstraight smile widened. He com-

menced to laugh harshly and uncouthly.
ÒSurethereÕsa train, but you donÕtwant to take it. And why havenÕt

you been at the Cedars? GrandpaÕsdeath grieved you too much to go
near his body?Ó

Bobby drew back. The shock robbed him for a moment of the power to
reason.

ÒDead! The old man! HowÑ Ó
The strangerÕs smile faded.
ÒHereit is nearly three oÕclockin the afternoon, and youÕreall dressed

up for last night. ThatÕs lucky.Ó
Bobby couldnÕt meet the narrow eyes.
ÒWho are you?Ó
The stranger with his free hand threw back his coat lapel.
ÒMy nameÕsHowells. IÕma county detective. IÕmon the case,because

your grandfather died very strangely. He was murdered, very cleverly
murdered. Queerest case IÕve ever handled. What do you think?Ó

In his own ears BobbyÕsvoice sounded as remote and unreal as it had
through the blackness last night.

ÒWhy do you talk to me like this?Ó
ÒBecauseI tell you IÕmon the case,and I want you to turn about and

go straight to the Cedars.Ó
ÒThisisÑ absurd. You mean you suspectÑ YouÕreplacing me under

arrest?Ó
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The detectiveÕs straight smile returned.
ÒHow we jump at conclusions! IÕmsimply telling you not to bother me

with questions. IÕmtelling you to go straight to the Cedars where youÕll
stay. Understand? YouÕllstay there until youÕrewantedÑ Until youÕre
wanted.Ó

The merciless repetition settled it for Bobby. He knew it would be dan-
gerous to talk or argue. Moreover, he craved an opportunity to think, to
probe farther into the black pit. He turned and walked away. When he
reached the last houses he glanced back. The detective remained in the
middle of the road, staring after him with that straight and satisfied
smile.

Bobby walked on, his shaking hands tightly clenched, muttering to
himself:

ÒIÕvegot to remember. Good God! IÕvegot to remember. ItÕsthe only
way I can ever know heÕs not right, that IÕm not a murderer.Ó
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Chapter2
THE CASE AGAINST BOBBY

Bobby hurried down the road in the direction of the Cedars. Always he
tried desperately to recall what had occurred during those black hours
last night and this morning before he had awakened in the empty house
near his grandfatherÕshome. All that remained were his sensation of
travel in a swift vehicle, his impression of standing in the forest near the
Cedars, his glimpse of the masked figure which he had called his con-
science,the echo in his brain of a dream-like voice saying: ÒTakeoff your
shoes and carry them in your hand. Always do that. ItÕsthe only safe
way.Ó

These facts, then, alone were clear to him: He had wandered, uncon-
scious, in the neighbourhood. His grandfather had been strangely
murdered. The detective who had met him in the village practically ac-
cused him of the murder. And he couldnÕt remember.

He turned back to his last clear recollections. When he had experi-
enced his first symptoms of slipping consciousnesshe had been in the
cafe in New York with Carlos Paredes,Maria, the dancer, and a strange
man whom Maria had brought to the table. Through them he might, to
an extent, trace his movements, unless they had put him in a cab, think-
ing he would catch the train, of which he had talked, for the Cedars.

Already the forest crowded the narrow, curving road. The Blackburn
place was in the midst of an arid thicket of stunted pines, oaks, and ce-
dars. Old Blackburn had never done anything to improve the estateor its
surroundings. Steadily during his lifetime it had grown more gloomy,
less habitable.

With the silent forest thick about him Bobby realized that he was no
longer alone. A crackling twig or a loose stone struck by a foot might
have warned him. He went slower, glancing restlessly over his shoulder.
He saw no one, but that idea of stealthy pursuit persisted. Undoubtedly
it was the detective, Howells, who followed him, hoping, perhaps, that
he would make some mad effort at escape.
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ÒThat,Óhe muttered, Òisprobably the reason he didnÕtarrest me at the
station.Ó

Bobby, however, had no thought of escape.He was impatient to reach
the Cedars where he might learn all that Howells hadnÕttold him about
his grandfatherÕs death.

A high wooden fence straggled through the forest. The driveway
swung from the road through a broad gateway. The gate stood open.
Bobby remembered that it had been old BlackburnÕshabit to keep it
closed. He entered and hurried among the trees to the edge of the lawn
in the centre of which the house stood.

Feeling asguilty as the detective thought him, he paused there and ex-
amined the house for some sign of life. At first it seemedas dead as the
forest stripped by autumnÑ almost as gloomy and arid as the wilder-
nesswhich straggled close about it. He had no eye for the symmetry of
its wings which formed the court in the centre of which an abandoned
fountain stood. He studied the windows, picturing Katherine alone, sur-
rounded by the complications of this unexpected tragedy.

His feeling of an inimical watchfulness persisted. A clicking sound
swung him back to the house. The front door had been opened, and in
the black frame of the doorway, ashe looked, Katherine and Graham ap-
peared, and he knew the resolution of his last doubt was at hand.

Katherine had thrown a cloak over her graceful figure. Her sunny hair
strayed in the wind, but her face, while it had lost nothing of its beauty,
projected even at this distance a senseof weariness, of anxiety, of utter
fear.

Bobby was grateful for GrahamÕspresence.It was like the man to as-
sume his responsibilities, to sacrifice himself in his service. He
straightened. He must meet these two. Through his own wretched ap-
pearance and position he must develop for Katherine more clearly than
ever GrahamÕs superiority. He stepped out, calling softly:

ÒKatherine!Ó
Shestarted. She turned in his direction and came swiftly toward him.

She spread her hands.
ÒBobby! Bobby! Where have you been?Ó
There were tears in her eyes. They were like tears that have been too

long coming. He took her hands. Her fingers were cold. They twitched in
his.

ÒLook at me, Katherine,Ó he said hoarsely. ÒIÕm sorry.Ó
Graham came up. He spoke with apparent difficulty.
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ÒYouÕvenot been home. Then what happened last night? Quick! Tell
us what you didÑ everything.Ó

ÒIÕveseenthe detective,Óhe answered. ÒHeÕstold you, too? Be careful.
I think heÕs back there, watching and listening.Ó

Katherine freed her hands. The tears had dried. She shook a little.
ÒThenyou were at the station,Óshe said. ÒYoumust have come from

New York, but I tried so hard to get you there. For hours I telephoned
and telegraphed. Then I got Hartley. Come away from the trees so we
can talk withoutÑ without being overheard.Ó

As they moved to the centre of the open space Graham indicated
BobbyÕs evening clothes.

ÒWhyare you dressed like that, Bobby? You did come from town? You
can tell us everything you did last night after I left you, and early this
morning?Ó

Bobby shook his head. His answer was reluctant.
ÒI didnÕt come from New York just now. I was evidently here last

night, and I canÕt remember, Hartley. I remember scarcely anything.Ó
GrahamÕs face whitened.
ÒTell us,Ó he begged.
ÒYouÕve got to remember!Ó Katherine cried.
Bobby as minutely as he could recited the few impressions that re-

mained from last night.
When he had finished Graham thought for some time.
ÒParedesand the dancer,Óhe said at last, Òpractically forced me away

from you last night. ItÕs obvious, Bobby, you must have been drugged.Ó
Bobby shook his head.
ÒIthought of that right away, but it wonÕtdo. If I had been drugged I

wouldnÕt have moved around, and I did come out somehow, I managed
to get to the empty house to sleep. ItÕsmore as if my mind had simply
closed, as if it had gone on working its own ends without my knowing
anything about it. And thatÕsdreadful, becausethe detective has practic-
ally accused me of murdering my grandfather. How was it done? You
seeI know nothing. Tell me howÑ how he was killed. I canÕtbelieve IÑ
IÕmsuch a beast. Tell me. If I was in the house, some detail might start
my memory.Ó

SoKatherine told her story while Bobby listened, shrinking from some
disclosure that would convict him. As shewent on, however, his senseof
bewilderment increased, and when she had finished he burst out:

ÒButwhere is the proof of murder? Where is there even a suggestion?
You say the doors were locked and he doesnÕt show a mark.Ó
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ÒThatÕswhat we canÕtunderstand,Ó Graham said. ÒThereÕsno evid-
ence we know anything about that your grandfatherÕs heart didnÕt
simply give out, but the detective is absolutely certain, andÑ thereÕsno
use mincing matters, BobbyÑ he believes he has the proof to convict
you. He wonÕt tell me what. He simply smiles and refuses to talk.Ó

ÒThe motive?Ó Bobby asked.
Graham looked at him curiously. Katherine turned away.
ÒOfcourse,ÓBobby cried with a sharpened discomfort. ÒIÕdforgotten.

The moneyÑ the new will he had planned to make. The moneyÕsmine
now, but if he had lived until this morning it never would have been. I
see.Ó

ÒIt is a powerful motive,Ó Graham said, Òfor any one who doesnÕt
know you.Ó

ÒBut,ÓBobby answered, ÒHowells has got to prove first that my
grandfather was murdered. The autopsy?Ó

ÒCoronerÕsout of the county,Ó Graham replied, ÒandHowells wonÕt
have an assistant.Dr. GroomÕswaiting in the house. WeÕreexpecting the
coroner almost any time.Ó

Bobby spoke rapidly.
ÒIf he calls it murder, Hartley, thereÕsone thing weÕvegot to find out:

what my grandfather was afraid of. Tell me again, Katherine, everything
he said about me. I canÕt believe he could have been afraid of me.Ó

ÒHecalled you,ÓKatherine answered, Òawaster. He said: ÕGodknows
what heÕlldo next.ÕHe said heÕdordered you out last night and he
hadnÕthad a word from you, but that heÕdmade up his mind anyway.
He was going to have his lawyer this morning and change his will, leav-
ing all his money to the Bedford Foundation, except a little annuity for
me. He grew sentimental and said he had no faith left in his flesh and
blood, and that it was sad to grow old with nobody caring for him except
to covet his money. I asked him if he were afraid of you, and all he
answered was: ÔYouand Bobby are thicker than thieves.ÕOh, yes.When I
saw him for the last time in the hall he said there was nothing for me to
worry about except you. ThatÕsall. I remember perfectly. He said noth-
ing more about you.Ó

ÒI wonder,Ó Bobby muttered, Òif a jury wouldnÕt think it enough.Ó
Katherine shook her head.
ÒThereseemedso much more than that behind his fear,Óshe said. ÒAs

IÕvetold you, he gave me a feeling of superstition. I never once was
afraid of a murdererÑ of a man in the house. I was afraid of something
queer and active, but not human.Ó
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Bobby straightened.
ÒWould you,Ó he asked, Òcalla man going about in an aphasia quite

human? Somnambulists do unaccountable thingsÑ such as overcoming
locked doorsÑ Ó

ÒDonÕt, Bobby! DonÕt!Ó Katherine cried.
ÒShÑ h! Quiet!Ó Graham warned.
A foot scraped on gravel.
ÒMaybe the detective,Ó Bobby suggested.
He stared at the bend, expecting to seethe stiff, plain figure of the de-

tective emerge from the forest. Instead with a dawning amazement he
watched Carlos Paredesstroll into view. The Panamanian was calm and
immaculate. His Van Dyke beard was neatly trimmed and combed. As
he advanced he puffed in leisurely fashion at a cigarette.

Graham flushed.
ÒAfter last night he has the nerveÑ Ó
ÒBedecent to him,ÓBobby urged. ÒHemight help meÑ might clear up

last night.Ó
ÒIwonder,Ó Graham mused, Òtowhat extent he could clear it up if he

wished.Ó
Paredesthrew his cigarette away ashe camecloser. Solemnly he shook

hands with Katherine and Bobby, expressing a profound sympathy.
Even then Bobby remarked that those reserved features let slip no posit-
ive emotion. The man turned to Graham.

ÒOur little difference of last evening,Óhe said suavely, Òwill, I hope,
evaporate in this atmosphere of unexpected sorrow. If I was in the
wrong I deeply regret it. My one wish now is to join you in being of use
to Bobby and Miss Katherine in their bereavement. I saw the account in a
paper at luncheon. I came as quickly as possible.Ó

Graham answered this smooth effrontery with a blunt question.
ÒDoyou know that Bobby is in very real trouble, that he may be im-

plicated in Mr. BlackburnÕs death?Ó
Paredesflung up his hands, but Bobby, looking for emotion in the sal-

low face then, found none. ParedesÕsfeatures, it occurred to him, were
exactly like a mask.

Bobby checkedhimself. In his unhealthy way Paredeshad beena good
friend. The manÕs voice flowed smoothly, demanding particulars.

ÒButthis,Óhe said, when they had told him what they could, Òchanges
the situation. I must stay here. I must watch that detective and learn
what he has up his sleeve.Ó

Graham turned away.
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ÒIÕve tried. Maybe youÕll succeed better than I.Ó
ÒThen youÕll excuse me,ÓParedes said quickly. ÒI should like your

permission to telephone to my hotel in New York for some clothing. I
want to see this through.Ó

The three looked at each other. Katherine and Graham seemed about
to speak. Bobby wouldnÕt let them.

ÒCarlos,Óhe said, Òyoumight help me. IÕmalmost afraid to ask. What
happened in the cafe last night? The last thing I remember distinctly is
sitting there with you and Maria and a stranger she had introduced. I
didnÕt get his name. What did I do? Did any one leave the place with
me?Ó

Paredes smiled a little, shaking his head.
ÒYoubehaved as if Mr. GrahamÕsearlier fears had been accomplished.

You insisted you were going to catch your train. I didnÕtthink it wise, so
I went to the cloak room with you, intending to see you home. Some-
how, just the same you gave me the slip.Ó

ÒYou oughtnÕt to have let him get away,Ó Graham said.
Paredes shrugged his shoulders.
ÒYou werenÕt there. You donÕt know how sly Bobby was.Ó
ÒIsuppose itÕsuselessto ask,ÓGraham said. ÒYousaw nothing put in

his wine?Ó
Paredes laughed.
ÒIsit likely? Certainly not. I should have mentioned it. I should have

stopped such a thing. What do you think I am, Mr. Graham?Ó
ÒSorry,ÓGraham said. ÒYou must understand we canÕtlet any lead

slip. This stranger Maria brought up?Ó
ÒI didnÕt catch his name,Ó Paredes answered.
ÒIÕdnever seen him before. I gathered he was a friend of hersÑ con-

nected with the profession. Now I shall telephone with your permission,
Miss Katherine; and donÕtyou worry, Bobby. I will seeyou through; but
we canÕtdo much until the coroner comes, until the detective can be
made to talk.Ó

Katherine hesitated for a moment, then she surrendered.
ÒPleasego with him, Hartley, andÑ and make him as comfortable as

you can in this unhappy house.Ó
Katherine detained Bobby with a nod. He saw the others go. He

shrank, in his mental and physical discomfort, from this isolation with
her. As soon as the door was closed she touched his hand. Sheburst out
passionately:
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ÒI donÕt believe it, Bobby. IÕll never believe it no matter what
happens.Ó

ÒItÕssweet of you, Katherine,Óhe said huskily. ÒThathelps when you
donÕt know what to believe yourself.Ó

ÒDonÕttalk that way. Such a crime would never have entered your
head under any conditions. Only, Bobby, it ought never to have
happened. You ought never to have been in this position. Why have you
been friendly with people likeÑ like that Spaniard? What can he want,
forcing himself here? At any rate, youÕll never lead that sort of life
again?Ó

Her fingers sought his. He clasped them firmly.
ÒIf I get past this,Ó he said, ÒIÕllalways look you straight in the eye,

Katherine. It was madÑ silly. You donÕt quite understandÑ Ó
He broke off, glancing at the door through which Graham had

disappeared.
ÒThen remember,Ó she said softly, ÒI donÕt believe it.Ó
She released his hand, sighing.
ÒThatÕsall I can say, all I can do now. YouÕreill, Bobby. Go in. Rest for

awhile. When youÕve had sleep you may remember something.Ó
He shook his head. He walked slowly with her to the house.
As he climbed the stairs he heard Paredes telephoning. He couldnÕt

understand the manÕsinsistence on remaining where clearly he was an
intruder.

He entered his bedroom which he had occupied only once or twice
during the last few months. The place seemedunfamiliar. As he bathed
and dressed his senseof strangenessgrew, and he understood why. The
last time he had been here he had stood in no personal danger. There
had been no black parenthesis in his life during the stretch of which he
might have committed an unspeakable crime. For he couldnÕtbelieve as
firmly as Katherine did. Since he couldnÕt remember, he might have
done anything.

ÒCome!Ó he called in response to a stealthy rapping at the door.
Stealth, it occurred to him, had, since last night, becomea stern condi-

tion of his life.
Graham entered and noiselessly closed the door.
ÒIhad a chanceto slip in,Óhe explained. ÒParedesis wandering about

the place. IÕdgive a lot to know what heÕsafter at the Cedars. Katherine
is in her room, trying to rest after last night, I fancy.Ó

ÒAnd,Ó Bobby asked, Òthe detectiveÑ Howells?Ó
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ÒIfheÕsback from the station,ÓGraham answered, ÒheÕskeeping low. I
wonder if it was he or Paredes who followed you through the woods?Ó

ÒWhy should Carlos have followed me?ÓBobby asked. ÒIÕvebeen
thinking it over, Hartley. It isnÕta bad scheme having him here, since
you think he hasnÕt told all he knows.Ó

ÒI donÕtsay that,Ó Graham answered. ÒI donÕtknow what to think
about Paredes. IÕvecome to talk about just that. IÕma lawyer, and IÕve
had some criminal practice. Sincethis detective will be satisfied with you
for a victim, IÕmgoing to take your case,if youÕllhave me. IÕllbe your
detective as well as your lawyer.Ó

Bobby was a good deal touched.
ÒThatÕskind of youÑ more than I deserve, for I have resented you at

times.Ó
Graham, it was clear, didnÕt guess he referred to his friendship for

Katherine, for he answered quickly:
ÒImust have seemeda nuisance, but I was only trying to get you back

on the straight path where youÕvealways belonged. I canÕtbelieve you
did this thing, even unconsciously, until IÕmshown proof without a
single flaw. Until the autopsy the only thing we have to work on is that
party last night. IÕvetelephoned to New York and put a trustworthy man
on the heelsof Maria and the stranger. Meantime I think IÕdbetter watch
developments here.Ó

ÒPlease,ÓBobby agreed. ÒStaywith me, Hartley, until this man takes
some definite action.Ó

He picked at the fringe of the window curtain. ÒIf the autopsy shows
that my grandfather was murdered,Ó he said, ÒeitherI killed him, or else
some one has deliberately tried to throw suspicion on me, for with only a
motive to go on this detective wouldnÕt be so sure. Why in the name of
heaven should any one kill the old man, place all this money in my
hands, and at the same time send me to the electric chair? DonÕtyou see
how absurd it is that Carlos, Maria, or any one else should have had a
hand in it? There was nothing for them to gain from his death. IÕve
thought and thought in such circles until I am almost convinced of the
logic of my guilt.Ó

He drew the curtain farther back and gazed across the court at the
room where his grandfather lay dead. One of the two windows of the
room was a little raised, but the blinds were closely drawn.

ÒIdid hate him,Ó he mused. ÒThereÕsthat. Ever since I can remember
he did things to make me despise him. HaveÑ have you seen him?Ó

Graham nodded.
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ÒHowells took me in. He looked perfectly normalÑ not a mark.Ó
ÒI donÕt want to see him,Ó Bobby said.
He drew back from the window, pointing. The detective, Howells, had

strolled into the court. His hands hung at his sides. They didnÕtswing as
he walked. His lips were stretched in that thin, straight smile. He paused
by the fountain, glancing for a moment anxiously downward. Then he
came on and entered the house.

ÒHeÕllbe restless,ÓGraham said, Òuntil the coroner comes,and proves
or disproves his theory of murder. If he questions you, youÕdbetter say
nothing for the present. From his point of view what you remember of
last night would be only damaging.Ó

ÒIwant him to leave me alone,ÓBobby said. ÒIf he doesnÕtarrest me I
wonÕt have him bullying me.Ó

Jenkins knocked and entered. The old butler was as white-faced as
Bobby, more tremulous.

ÒThe policeman, sir! HeÕs asking for you.Ó
ÒTell him I donÕt wish to see him.Ó
The detective, himself, stepped from the obscurity of the hall, smiling

his queer smile.
ÒAh! You are here, Mr. Blackburn! IÕd like a word with you.Ó
He turned to Graham and Jenkins.
ÒAlone, if you please.Ó
Bobby mutely agreed, and Graham and the butler went out. The de-

tective closed the door and leaned against it, studying Bobby with his
narrow eyes.

ÒI donÕtsuppose,Óhe began, Òthat thereÕsany use asking you about
your movements last night?Ó

ÒNone,ÓBobby answered jerkily, Òunlessyou arrest me and take me
before those who ask questions with authority.Ó

The detectiveÕs smile widened.
ÒNomatter. I didnÕtcome to argue with you about that. I was curious

to know if youÕd tried to see your grandfatherÕs body.Ó
Bobby shook his head.
ÒI took it for granted the room was locked.Ó
ÒYes,Óthe detective answered, Òbutsome people, it seems,have skilful

ways of overcoming locks.Ó
He moved to one side, placing his hand on the door knob.
ÒIÕvecome to open doors for you, to give you the opportunity an affec-

tionate grandson must crave.Ó
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Bobby hesitated, fighting back his feeling of repulsion, his first instinct
to refuse. The detective might take it as an evidence against him. On the
other hand, if he went, the man would unquestionably try to tear from a
meeting between the living and the dead some valuable confirmation of
his theory.

ÒWell?Óthe detective said. ÒWhatÕsthe matter? Thought the least I
could do was to give you a chance.WouldnÕtdo it for everybody. Then
everybody hasnÕt your affectionate nature.Ó

Bobby advanced.
ÒFor GodÕs sake, stop mocking me. IÕll go, since you wish.Ó
The detective opened the door and stood aside to let Bobby pass.
ÒDaresay you know the roomÑ the way to it?Ó
Bobby didnÕt answer. He went along the corridor and into the main

hall where Katherine had met Silas Blackburn last night. He fought back
his aversion and entered the corridor of the old wing. He heard the de-
tective behind him. He was aware of the manÕsnarrow eyes watching
him with a malicious assurance.

Bobby, with a feeling of discomfort, sprung in part from the gloomy
passageway,paused before the door his grandfather had had the unac-
countable whim of entering last night. The detective took a key from his
pocket and inserted it in the lock.

ÒHadsome trouble repairing the lock this morning,Ó he said. ÒThatfel-
low, Jenkins, entered with a heavy handÑ a good deal heavier than
whoever was here before him.Ó

He opened the door.
ÒQueerest case IÕve ever seen,Ó he mumbled. ÒStep in, Mr. Blackburn.Ó
Becauseof the drawn blinds the room was nearly as dark as the cor-

ridor. Bobby entered slowly, his nerves taut. Against the farther wall the
bed was like an enormous shadow, without form.

ÒStaywhere you are,Óthe detective warned, Òuntil I give you more
light. You know, I wouldnÕt want you to touch anything, because the
room is exactly as it was when he was murdered!Ó

Bobby experienced a swift impulse to strangle the brutal word in the
detectiveÕsthroat. But he stood still while the man went to the bureau,
struck a match, and applied it to a candle. The wick burned reluctantly.
It flickered in the wind that slipped past the curtain of the open window.

ÒCome here,Ó the detective commanded roughly.
Bobby dragged himself forward until he stood at the foot of the four-

poster bed. The detective lifted the candle and held it beneath the
canopy.
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ÒYou look all you want now, Mr. Robert Blackburn,Ó he said grimly.
Bobby conquered the desire to close his eyes, to refuse to obey. He

stared at his grandfather, and a feeling of wonder grew upon him. For
Silas Blackburn rested peacefully in the great bed. His eyeswere closed.
The thick gray brows were no longer gathered in the frown too familiar
to Bobby. The face with its gray beard retained no fear, no record of a
great shock.

Bobby glanced at the detective who bent over the bed watching him
out of his narrow eyes.

ÒWhy,Ó he asked simply, Òdo you say he was murdered?Ó
ÒHe was murdered,Ó the detective answered. ÒMurdered in cold

blood, and, look you here, young fellow, I know who did it. IÕmgoing to
strap that man in the electric chair. HeÕsgot just one chanceÑ if he talks
out, if he makes a clean breast of it.Ó

Across the body he bent closer. He held the candle so that its light
searchedBobbyÕsface instead of the dead manÕs,and the uncertain flame
was like an ambush for his eyes.

In response to those intolerable words BobbyÕssick nerves stretched
too tight. No masquerade remained before this huntsman who had his
victim trapped, and calmly studied his agony. The horror of the accusa-
tion shot at him acrossthe body of the man he couldnÕtbe sure he hadnÕt
murdered, robbed him of his last control. He cried out hysterically:

ÒWhy donÕtyou do something? For GodÕssake, why donÕtyou arrest
me?Ó

A chuckle came from the man in ambush behind the yellow flame.
ÒListento the boy! WhatÕshe talking about? Grief for his grandfather.

ThatÕs what it isÑ grief.Ó
ÒStop!ÓBobby shouted. ÒItÕswhat youÕvebeen accusing me with ever

since you stopped me at the station.ÓHe indicated the silent form of the
old man. ÒYoukeep telling me I murdered him. Why donÕtyou arrest me
then? Why donÕtyou lock me up? Why donÕtyou put the caseon a reas-
onable basis?Ó

He waited, trembling. The flame continued to flicker, but the hand
holding the candlestick failed to move, and Bobby knew that the eyes
didnÕtwaver, either. He forced his glance from the searching flame. He
managed to lower and steady his voice.

ÒYoucanÕt.ThatÕsthe trouble. He wasnÕtmurdered. The coroner will
tell you so. Anybody who looks at him will tell you so. Sinceyou havenÕt
the nerve to arrest me. IÕmgoing. IÕmglad to have had this out with you.
Understand. IÕm my own master. I do what I please. I go where I please.Ó
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At last the candle moved to one side. The detective straightened and
walked to Bobby. The multitude of small lines in his face twitched. His
voice was too cold for the fury of his words.

ÒThatÕsjust what I want you to do, damn youÑ anything you please.
IÕmaccusing nobody, but IÕmgetting somebody. IÕvegot somebody right
now for this old manÕsmurder. My manÕsgoing to writhe and burn in
the chair, confession or no confession. Now get out of this room since
youÕre so anxious, and donÕt come near it again.Ó

Bobby went. At the end of the corridor he heard the closing of the
door, the scraping of the key. He was afraid the detective might follow
him to his room to heckle him further. To avoid that he hurried to the
lower floor. He wanted to be alone. He must have time to accustom him-
self to this degrading fate which loomed in the too-close future. Unless
they could demolish the detectiveÕstheory he, Bobby Blackburn, would
go to the death house.

A fire blazed in the big hall fireplace. Paredesstood with his back to it,
smoking and warming his hands. A man sat in the shadow of a deep
leather chair, his rough, unpolished boots stretched toward the flaming
logs. As he camedown the stairs Bobby heard the heavy, rumbling voice
of the man in the chair:

ÒCertainly itÕsa queer case,but not the way Howells means. I daresay
the old fool died what the world will call a natural death. If you smoke
so much you will, too, before long.Ó

Bobby tried to slip past, but Paredes saw him.
ÒFeeling better, Bobby?Ó
The boots were drawn in. From the depths of the chair arose a figure

nearly gigantic in the firelight. The manÕsface, at first glance, appeared
to be covered with hair. Black and curling, it straggled over his forehead.
It circled his mouth, and fell in an unkempt beard down his waistcoat.
The huge man must have been as old as Silas Blackburn, but he showed
no touch of gray. His only concessionto age was the sunken and blood-
shot appearance of his eyes.

Bobby and Katherine had always been afraid of this great, grim coun-
try practitioner who had attended their childish illnesses. That senseof
an overpowering and incomprehensible personality had lingered. Even
through his graver fear Bobby felt a sharp discomfort as he surrendered
his hand to the otherÕs absorbing grasp.

ÒIÕm afraid you came too late this time, Doctor Groom.Ó
The doctor looked him up and down.

34



ÒNot for you, I guess,Óhe grumbled. ÒDonÕtyou know youÕresick,
boy?Ó

Bobby shook his head.
ÒIÕm very tired. ThatÕs all. IÕm on my way to the library to try to rest.Ó
He freed his hand. The big man nodded approvingly.
ÒIÕllsend you a dose,Óhe promised, ÒanddonÕtyou worry about your

grandfatherÕshaving been murdered by any man. IÕveseen the body.
Stuff and nonsense! DetectiveÕsan ass. Waiting for coroner, although I
know heÕs one, too.Ó

ÒI pray,Ó Bobby answered listlessly, Òthat youÕre right.Ó
ÒIf thereÕs any little thing I can do,Ó Paredes offered formally.
ÒNo, no. Thanks,Ó Bobby answered.
He went on to the library. He glanced with an unpleasant shrinking

from the door of the enclosed staircase leading to the private hall just
outside the room in which his grandfather lay dead. There was no fire
here, but he wrapped himself in a rug and lay on the broad, high-backed
lounge which was drawn close to the fireplace, facing it. His complete
weariness conquered his premonitions, his feeling of helplessness.The
entrance of Jenkins barely aroused him.

ÒWhere are you, Mr. Robert?Ó
ÒHere,Ó Bobby answered sleepily.
The butler walked to the lounge and looked over the back.
ÒTo be sure, sir. I didnÕt see you here.Ó
He held out a glass.
ÒDoctorGroom said you were to drink this. It would make you sleep,

sir.Ó
Bobby closed his eyes again.
ÒPut it on the table where I can reach it when I want it.Ó
ÒYes,sir. Mr. Robert! The policeman? Did he say anything, if I might

make so bold as to ask?Ó
ÒGo away,Ó Bobby groaned. ÒLeave me in peace.Ó
And peacefor a little time came to him. It was the sound of voices in

the room that aroused him. He lay for a time, scarcelyknowing where he
was, but little by little the sickening truth cameback, and he realized that
it was Graham and the detective, Howells, who talked close to the win-
dow, and Graham had already fulfilled his promise.

Bobby didnÕtwant to eavesdrop, but it was patent he would embar-
rassGraham by disclosing himself now, and it was likely Graham would
be glad of a witness to anything the detective might say.
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It was still light. A ray from the low sun entered the window and res-
ted on the door of the enclosed staircase.

GrahamÕsanxious demand was the first thing Bobby heard dis-
tinctlyÑ the thing that warned him to remain secreted.

ÒI think now with the coroner on his way itÕstime you defined your
suspicions a trifle more clearly. I am a lawyer. In a sense I represent
young Mr. Blackburn. Pleasetell me why you are so sure his grandfather
was murdered.Ó

ÒAll right,Ó the detectiveÕslevel voice came back. ÒHalf an hour ago I
would have said no again, but now IÕvegot the evidence I wanted. I ap-
preciate, Mr. Graham, that youÕrea friend of that young rascal,and what
I have to say isnÕtpleasant for a friend to hear. But first you want to
know why IÕmso sure the case is murder, in spite of the doctor who
made his diagnosis without really looking.Ó

ÒGo on,Ó Graham said softly.
Bobby waitedÑ his nerves as tenseas they had grown in the presence

of the dead man.
ÒTwo days ago,Óthe detective went on quietly, Òold Mr. Blackburn

came to the court house in Smithtown and asked for the best detective
the district attorney could put his hand on. I donÕtwant to blow my own
trumpet, but IÕvegot away with one or two pretty fair jobs. IÕvehad
good offers from private firms in New York. So they turned him over to
me. It was easy to seethe old man was scared, just as his niece says he
was last night. The funny part was he wouldnÕt say definitely what he
was afraid of. I thought he might be shielding somebody until he was a
little surer of his ground. He told me he was afraid of being murdered,
and he wanted a good man he could call on to come out here to the
Cedars if things got too hot for him. I can hear his voice now asdistinctly
as if he was standing where you are.

ÒÔMyheartÕsall right,Õhe said. ÕItwonÕtstop awhile yet unless itÕs
made to. So if IÕmfound cold some fine morning you can be sure I was
put out of the way.Õ

ÒItried to pump him, naturally, but he wouldnÕtsay another word ex-
cept that heÕdsend for me if there was time. He didnÕt want any fuss
made, and he gave me a handsome present to keep my mouth shut and
not to bother him with any more questions. I figuredÑ you canÕtblame
me, Mr. GrahamÑ that the old boy was a little cracked. So I took his
money and let it go at that. I didnÕtthink much more about it until they
told me early this morning he lay dead here under peculiar
circumstances.Ó
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ÒOdd!ÓGraham commented. ÒItdoes make it more like murder, How-
ells. But he doesnÕt look like a murdered man.Ó

ÒWhen you know as much about crime as I do, Mr. Graham, youÕll
realize that murders which are a long time planning are likely to take on
one of two appearancesÑ suicide or natural death.Ó

ÒAll right,Ó Graham said. ÒForthe purpose of argument let us agree
itÕs murder. Even so, why do you suspect young Blackburn?Ó

ÒWithout a scrap of evidence itÕsplain as the nose on your face,Óthe
detective answered. ÒIf old Blackburn had lived until this morning our
young man would have been a pauper. As it is, heÕsa millionaire, but I
donÕtthink heÕllenjoy his money. The two had beenat swordÕspoints for
a long time. Robert hated the old manÑnever made any bones about it.
You couldnÕt ask for a more damaging motive.Ó

ÒYou canÕtconvict a man on motive,Ó Graham said shortly. ÒYou
spoke of evidence.Ó

ÒMore,Ó the detective replied, Òthan any jury in the land would ask.Ó
Bobby held his breath, shrinking from this information, which,

however, he realized it was better he should know.
ÒWhen I got here,Óthe detective said, ÒI decided on the theory of

murder to make a careful search as soon as day broke. I didnÕthave to
wait for day, though, to find one crying piece of evidence. For a long
time I was alone in the room with the body. Queer feeling about that
room, Mr. Graham. DonÕtknow how to describe it except to say itÕsun-
comfortable. Too old, maybe. Maybe it was just being there alone with
the dead man before the dawn, although I thought I was hardened to
that sort of thing. Anyway, I didnÕtlike it. To keep my spirits up, as well
as to save time, I commenced searching the place with a candle. Nothing
about the bed. Nothing in the closets or the bureau.Ó

He grinned sheepishly.
ÒYouknow I kind of was afraid to open the closet doors. Then I got on

my knees and looked under the bed. The light was bad and I didnÕtsee
anything at first. After a minute, close against the wall, I noticed
something white. I reached in and pulled it out. It was a handkerchief,
and it had a monogram, Mr. GrahamÑ R. B. in purple and green.Ó

He paused. Graham exclaimed sharply. Bobby felt the net tighten. If
that evidence was conclusive to the others, how much more so was it for
him! He recalled how, after awaking in the empty house, he had
searchedunsuccessfully in all his pockets for his handkerchief, intending
to brush the dirt from his shoes.
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ÒIwent to his room,Óthe detective hurried on, Òandfound a lot of his
clothes and his stationery and his toilet articles marked with the same
cipher. I knew my man had made a big mistakeÑ the sort of mistake
every criminal makes no matter how clever he isÑ and I had him. But
that isnÕt,by any means,all. DonÕtlook so distressed, Mr. Graham. There
isnÕtthe slightest chance for him. You see I repaired the lock, and, as
soon as it was day, closed the room and went outside to look for signs.
Since nightfall no one had come legitimately through the court except
Doctor Groom and myself. Our footprints were all rightÑ making a
straight line along the path to the front door. In the soft earth by the
fountain I found another and a smaller print, made by a very neat shoe,
sir, and I said to myself: ÕThereis almost certainly the footprint of the
murderer.Õ

ÒTherewere plenty of others coming across the grass. HeÕdevidently
avoided the path. And there was one directly under the open window
where the body lies. ItÕsstill there. Perhaps you can see it. No matter.
ThatÕsthe last one I found. The prints ceasedthere. There wasnÕta one
going back, and I was fair up a stump. Then I saw a little undefined sign
of pressure on the grass, and I got an idea. ÔSuppose,ÕI says, Õmyman
took his shoesoff and went around in his stockinged feet!ÕI couldnÕtun-
derstand, though, why he hadnÕtthought of that before. I went back to
Robert BlackburnÕsroom and got one of his shoes,and ran into a snag
again. The sole of the shoe was a trifle larger than the footprints. Every
one of his shoesI tried was the sameway. I argued that the handkerchief
was enough, but I wanted this other evidence. I simply had to clear up
these queer footprints.

ÒIfigured, since the murder had beenmade to look so much like a nat-
ural death, that heÕdcome out here some time to-day, expecting to carry
it off. I wanted to go to the station, anyway, to find out if heÕdbeen seen
coming through last night or early this morning. While I was talking to
the station agent I had my one piece of luck. I couldnÕtbelieve my eyes.
Mr. Robert walks up from the woods. HeÕdbeen hiding around the
neighbourhood all the time. Probably had missed his handkerchief and
decided heÕdbetter not take any chances. Yet it must have seemed a
pretty sure thing that the station wouldnÕt be watched, and itÕsthose
nervy things, doing the obvious, that skilful criminals get away with all
the time. I needed only one look at him, and I had the answer to the mys-
tery of the footprints. I gave him plenty of time to come here and change
his clothes, then I manoeuvered him out of his room and went there and
found the pumps heÕdworn last night and to-day. You see,theyÕdbe a
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little smaller than his ordinary shoes.Not only did they fit the footprints
exactly, but they were stained with soil exactly like that in the court.
There you are, sir. IÕvemade a plaster cast of one of the prints. IÕvegot it
here in my pocket where I intend to keep it until I clear the whole case
up and turn in my report.Ó

GrahamÕs tone was shocked and discouraged.
ÒWhat more do you want? Why havenÕt you arrested him?Ó
In this room the detectiveÕs satisfied chuckle was an offence.
ÒNo good detective would ask that, Mr. Graham. I want my report

clean. The coroner will tell us how the old man was killed. I want to tell
how young Blackburn got into that room. One of the windows was
raised a trifle, but thatÕsno use. IÕvefigured on the outside of the wing
until IÕmdizzy. ThereÕsno way up for a normal man. An orangoutang
would make hard work of it. His latch key would have let him into the
house, and it would have been simple enough for him to find out that
the old man had changed his room. IÕvegot to find out how he got past
those doors, locked on the inside.Ó

He chuckled again.
ÒAlmost like a sleep-walkerÕs work.Ó
Bobby shivered. Was that where the evidence pointed? Already the

net was too finely woven. The detective continued earnestly:
ÒIÕmfiguring on some scheme to make him show me the way. IÕvea

sort of plan for to-night, but itÕs only a chance.Ó
ÒWhat?Ó Graham asked.
ÒOh,no, sir,ÓHowells laughed. ÒYouÕlllearn about that when the time

comes.Ó
ÒIdonÕtunderstand you,ÓGraham said. ÒYouÕresure of your man but

you keep no close watch on him. Do you know where he is now?Ó
ÒHavenÕt the slightest idea, Mr. Graham.Ó
ÒWhatÕs to prevent his running away?Ó
ÒIÕmoffering him every opportunity. He wouldnÕt get far, and IÕvea

feeling that if he confessedby running heÕdbreak down and give up the
whole thing. YouÕveno idea how it frets me, Mr. Graham. IÕvegot my
man practically in the chair, but from a professional point of view it isnÕt
a pretty piece of work until I find out how he got in and out of that room.
The thing seemsimpossible, and yet here we are, knowing that he did it.
Well, maybe IÕll find out to-night. Hello!Ó

The door opened. Bobby from his hiding place could see Paredeson
the threshold, yawning and holding a cigarette in his fingers.
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ÒHereyou are,Óhe said drowsily. ÒIÕvejust been in the court. It made
me seek company. That courtÕs too damp, Mr. Detective.Ó

His laugh was lackadaisical.
ÒWhenthe sun leaves it, the court seemsfull of, unfriendly thingsÑ

what the ignorant would call, ghosts. IÕm Spanish and I know.Ó
The detective grunted.
ÒFunny!ÓParedeswent on. ÒObservationdoesnÕtseemto interest you.

IÕd rather fancied it might.Ó
He yawned again and put his cigarette to his lips. Puffing placidly, he

turned and left.
ÒWhat do you suppose he means by that?Ó the detective said to

Graham.
Without waiting for an answer he followed Paredes from the room.

Graham went after him. Bobby threw back the rug and arose.For a mo-
ment he was as curious as the others as to ParedesÕsintention. He
slipped across the dining room. The hall was deserted. The front door
stood open. From the court came ParedesÕsvoice, even, languid, wholly
without expression:

ÒMean to tell me you donÕtreact to the proximity of unaccountable
forces here, Mr. Howells?Ó

The detectiveÕs laugh was disagreeable.
ÒYou trying to make a fool of me? That isnÕt healthy.Ó
As Bobby hurried across the hall and up the stairs he heard Paredes

answer:
ÒYou should speak to Doctor Groom. He says this place is too

crowded by the unpleasant pastÑ Ó
Bobby climbed out of hearing. He entered his bedroom and locked the

door. He resented ParedesÕswords and attitude which he defined as
studied to draw humour out of a tragic and desperate situation. He
thought of them in no other way. His tired mind dismissed them. He
threw himself on the bed, muttering:

ÒIf I run away IÕm done for. If I stay IÕm done for.Ó
He took a fierce twisted joy in one phase of the situation.
ÒIf I was there last night,Ó he thought, ÒHowells will never find out

how I got into the room, because,no matter what trap he sets,I canÕttell
him.Ó

His leaden weariness closed his eyes. For a few minutes he slept again.
Once more it was a voice that awakened himÑ this time a womanÕs,

raised in a scream.He sprang up, flung open the door, and stumbled in-
to the corridor. Katherine stood there, holding her dressing gown about
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her with trembling hands. The face she turned to Bobby was white and
panic-stricken. Shebeckoned, and he followed her to the main hall. The
others came tearing up the stairsÑ Graham, Paredes,the detective, and
the black and gigantic doctor.

In answer to their quick questions she whispered breathlessly:
ÒIheard. It was just like last night. It cameacrossthe court and stole in

at my window.Ó
She shook. She stretched out her hands in a terrified appeal.
ÒSomebodyÑ something moved in that room where heÑ heÕs dead.Ó
ÒNonsense,Óthe detective said. ÒBothdoors are locked, and I have the

keys in my pocket.Ó
Paredes fumbled with a cigarette.
ÒYouÕreforgetting what I said about my sensitive apprehension of

strange thingsÑ Ó
The detective interrupted him loudly, confidently:
ÒI tell you the room is empty except for the murdered manÑ unless

someoneÕs broken down a door.Ó
Katherine cried out:
ÒNo. I heard that same stirring. Something moved in there.Ó
The detective turned brusquely and entered the old corridor.
ÒWeÕll see.Ó
The others followed. Katherine was close to Bobby. He touched her

hand.
ÒHeÕsright, Katherine. No oneÕsthere. No one could have been there.

You mustnÕt give way like this. IÕm depending on youÑ on your faith.Ó
She pressed his hand, but her assurance didnÕt diminish.
The key scraped in the lock. They crowded through the doorway after

the detective. He struck a match and lighted the candle. He held it over
the bed. He sprang back with a sharp cry, unlike his level quality, his
confident conceit. He pointed. They all approximated his helpless ges-
ture, his blank amazement. For on the bed had occurred an abominable
change.

The body of SilasBlackburn no longer lay peacefully on its back. It had
been turned on its side, and remained in a stark and awkward attitude.
For the first time the back of the head was disclosed.

Their glancesfocussedthereÑ on the tiny round hole at the baseof the
brain, on the pillow where the head had rested and which they saw now
was stained with an ugly and irregular splotch of blood.

Bobby saw the candle quiver at last in the detectiveÕshand. The man
strode to the door leading to the private hall and examined the lock.
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ÒBoth doors,Ó he said, Òwere locked. There was no way inÑ Ó
He turned to the others, spreading his hands in justification. The

candle, which he seemedto have forgotten, cast gross, moving shadows
over his face and over the face of the dead man.

ÒAt least youÕll all grant me now that he was murdered.Ó
They continued to stare at the body of Silas Blackburn. Cold for many

hours, it was as if he had made this atrocious revealing movement to as-
sure them that he had, indeed, beenmurdered; to exposeto their startled
eyes the sly and deadly method.
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Chapter3
HOWELLS DELIVERS HIMSELF TO THE
ABANDONED ROOM

For a long time no one spoke. The body of Silas Blackburn had been
alone in a locked room, yet before their eyes it lay, turned on its side, as
if to inform them of the fashion of this murder. The tiny hole at the base
of the brain, the blood-stain on the pillow, which the head had con-
cealed, offered their mute and ghastly testimony.

Doctor Groom was the first to relax. He raised his great, hairy hand to
the bed-post and grasped it. His rumbling voice lacked its usual author-
ity. It vibrated with a childish wonder:

ÒIÕmreminded that it isnÕtthe first time thereÕsbeen blood from a
manÕs head on that pillow.Ó

Katherine nodded.
ÒWhatdo you mean?Óthe detective snarled. ÒThereÕsonly one answer

to this. There must have been a mechanical post-mortem reaction.Ó
For a moment Doctor GroomÕslaugh filled the old room. It ceasedab-

ruptly. He shook his head.
ÒDonÕtbe a fool, Mr. Policeman. At the most conservative estimate this

man has been dead more than thirteen hours. Even a few instants after
death the human body is incapable of any such reaction.Ó

ÒWhat then?Óthe detective asked. ÒSomeone of us, or one of the ser-
vants, must have overcome the locks again and deliberately disturbed
the body. That must be so, but I donÕt get the motive.Ó

ÒIt isnÕt so,Ó Doctor Groom answered bluntly.
Already the detective had to a large extent controlled his

bewilderment.
ÒIÕdlike your theory then,Óhe said dryly. ÒYouand Mr. Paredeshave

both been gossiping about the supernatural. When you first came you
hinted dark things. You said heÕdprobably died what the world would
call a natural death.Ó
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ÒI meant,Ó the doctor answered, Òonly that Mr. BlackburnÕsheart
might have failed under the impulse of a sudden fright in this room. I
also said, you remember, that the room was nasty and unhealthy. Plenty
of people have remarked it before me.Ó

Graham touched the detectiveÕs arm.
ÒA little while ago you admitted yourself that the room was

uncomfortable.Ó
Doctor Groom smiled. The detective faced him with a fierce

belligerency.
ÒYouÕll agree he was murdered.Ó
ÒCertainly, if you wish to call it that. But I ask for the sharp instrument

that causeddeath. I want to know how, while Blackburn lay on his back,
it was inserted through the bed, the springs, the mattress, and the
pillow.Ó

ÒWhat are you driving at?Ó
Doctor Groom pointed to the dead man.
ÒI merely repeat that it isnÕtthe first time that pillowÕs been stained

from unusual wounds in the head. Being, as you call it, a trifle supersti-
tious, I merely ask if the coincidence is significant.Ó

Katherine cried out. Bobby, in spite of his knowledge that sooner or
later he would be arrested for his grandfatherÕsmurder, stepped for-
ward, nodding.

ÒI know what you mean, doctor.Ó
ÒAnybody,Óthe doctor said, ÒwhoÕsever heard of this house knows

what I mean. We neednÕt talk of that.Ó
The detective, however, was insistent. Paredesin his unemotional way

expressedan equal curiosity. Bobby and Katherine had been frightened
as children by the stories clustering about the old wing. They nodded
from time to time while the doctor held them in the desolate room with
the dead man, speaking of the other deaths it had sheltered.

Silas BlackburnÕsgreat grandfather, he told the detective, had been
carried to that bed from a Revolutionary skirmish with a bullet at the
baseof his brain. For many hours he had raved deliriously, fighting un-
successfully against the final silence.

ÒIthas beena legend in the family, as theseyoung people will tell you,
that Blackburns die hard, and there are those who believe that people
who die hard leave something behind themÑ something that clings to
the physical surroundings of their suffering. If it was only that one case!
But it goes on and on. Silas BlackburnÕsfather, for instance, killed him-
self here. He had lost his money in silly speculations. He stood where
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you stand, detective, and blew his brains out. He fell over and lay where
his son lies, his head on that pillow. Silas Blackburn was a money grub-
ber. He started with nothing but this property, and he made a fortune,
but even he had enough imagination to lock this room up after one more
death of that kind. It was this girlÕsfather. You were too young, Kather-
ine, to remember it, but I took care of him. I saw it. He was carried here
after he had beenstruck at the back of the head in a polo match. He died,
too, fighting hard. God! How the man suffered. He loosened his band-
agestoward the end. When I got here the pillow was redder than it is to-
day. It strikes me as curious that the first time the room has been slept in
since then it should harbour a death behind locked doorsÑ from a
wound in the head.Ó

ParedesÕsfingers were restless,as if he missed his customary cigarette.
The detective strolled to the window.

ÒVery interesting,Óhe said. ÒExtremely interesting for old women and
young children. You may classify yourself, doctor.Ó

ÒThanks,Óthe doctor rumbled. ÒIÕllwait until youÕvetold me how
these doors were entered, how that wound was made, how this body
turned on its side in an empty room.Ó

The detective glanced at Bobby. His voice lacked confidence.
ÒIÕlldo my best. IÕlleven try to tell you why the murderer came back

this afternoon to disturb his victim.Ó
Bobby went, curiously convinced that the doctor had had the better of

the argument.
For a moment Katherine, Graham, Paredes,and he were alone in the

main hall.
ÒGodknows what it was,ÓGraham said, Òbut it may mean something

to you, Bobby. Tell us carefully, Katherine, about the sounds that cameto
you across the court.Ó

ÒIt was just what I heard last night when he died,Óshe answered. ÒIt
was like something falling softly, then a long-drawn sigh. I tried to pay
no attention. I fought it. I didnÕtcall at first. But I couldnÕtkeep quiet. I
knew we had to go to that room. It never occurred to me that the detect-
ive or the coroner might be there moving around.Ó

ÒYou were alone up here?Ó Graham said.
ÒI think so.Ó
ÒNo,Ó Bobby said. ÒI was in my room.Ó
ÒWhat were you doing?Ó Graham asked.
ÒI was asleep. KatherineÕs call woke me up.Ó
ÒAsleep!Ó Paredes echoed. ÒAnd she didnÕt call at onceÑ Ó

45



He broke off. Bobby grasped his arm.
ÒWhat are you trying to do?Ó
ÒIÕmsorry,Ó Paredes said. ÒNow, really, you mustnÕtthink of that. I

shouldnÕthave spoken. IÕmmore inclined to agree with the doctorÕsthe-
ory, impossible as it seems.Ó

ÒYesterday,ÓKatherine said, ÒI would have thought it impossible.
After last night and just now IÕmnot so sure. IÑ I wish the doctor were
right. It would clear you, Bobby.Ó

He smiled.
ÒDo you think any jury would listen to such a theory?Ó
Katherine put her finger to her lips. Howells and the doctor camefrom

the corridor of the old wing. At the head of the stairs the detective
turned.

ÒYouwill find it very warm and comfortable by the fire in the lower
hall, Mr. Blackburn.Ó

He waited until Katherine had slipped to her room until Graham,
Paredes, the doctor, and Bobby were on the stairs. Then he walked
slowly into the new corridor.

Bobby knew what he was after. The detective had made no effort to
disguise his intention. He wanted Bobby out of the way while he
searched his room again, this time for a sharp, slender instrument cap-
able of penetrating between the bones at the base of a manÕs brain.

Paredeslighted a cigarette and warmed his back at the fire. The doctor
settled himself in his chair. He paid no attention to the others. He
wouldnÕt answer ParedesÕs slow remarks.

ÒInteresting,doctor! I am a little psychic. Always in this house I have
responded to strange, unfriendly influences. Always, as now, the ap-
proach of night depresses me.Ó

Bobby couldnÕtsit still. He nodded at Graham, arose,got his coat and
hat, and stepped into the court. The dusk was already thick there. Damp-
ness and melancholy seemed to exude from the walls of the old house.
He paused and gazed at one of the foot-prints in the soft earth by the
fountain. Shreds of plaster adhered to the edges, testimony that the de-
tective had made his cast from this print. He tried to realize that that
mute, familiar impression had the power to send him to his execution.
Graham, who had come silently from the house, startled him.

ÒWhat are you looking at?Ó
ÒNo use, Hartley. I was on the library lounge. I heard every word

Howells said.Ó
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ÒPerhapsitÕsjust as well,Ó Graham said. ÒYou know what you face.
But I hate to see you suffer. WeÕvegot to find a way around that
evidence.Ó

Bobby pointed to the windows of the room of death.
ÒThereÕs no way around except the doctorÕs theory.Ó
He laughed shortly.
ÒMuch as IÕvefeared that room, IÕmafraid the psychic explanation

wonÕthold water. Paredesput his finger on it. I would have had time to
get back to my room before Katherine calledÑ Ó

ÒStop, Bobby!Ó
ÒHartley! IÕmafraid to go to sleep. ItÕsdreadful not to know whether

you are active in your sleep, whether you are evil and ingenious to the
point of the miraculous in your sleep. IÕm so tired, Hartley.Ó

ÒWhy should you have gone to that room this afternoon?ÓGraham
asked. ÒYoumust get this idea out of your head. You must have sleep,
and, perhaps, when youÕre thoroughly rested, you will remember.Ó

ÒIÕm not so sure,Ó Bobby said, Òthat I want to remember.Ó
He pointed to the footprint.
ÒThereÕs no question. I was here last night.Ó
ÒUnless,ÓGraham said, Òyour handkerchief and your shoes were

stolen.Ó
ÒNonsense!ÓBobby cried. ÒTheonly motive would be to commit a

murder in order to kill me by sending me to the chair. And who would
know his way around that dark house like me? Who would have found
out so easily that my grandfather had changed his room?Ó

ÒItÕslogical,Ó Graham admitted slowly, Òbut we canÕtgive in. By the
way, has Paredes ever borrowed any large sums?Ó

Bobby hesitated. After all, Paredes and he had been good friends.
ÒA little here and there,Ó he answered reluctantly.
ÒHas he ever paid you back?Ó
ÒIdonÕtrecall,ÓBobby answered, flushing. ÒYouknow IÕvenever been

exactly calculating about money. Whenever he wanted it I was always
glad to help Carlos out. Why do you ask?Ó

ÒIfany one,ÓGraham answered, Òlookedon you as a certain source of
money, there would be a motive in conserving that source, in increasing
it. Probably lots of people knew Mr. Blackburn was out of patience with
you; would make a new will to-day.Ó

ÒDo you think,Ó Bobby asked, Òthat Carlos is clever enough to have
got through those doors? And what about this afternoonÑ that ghastly
disturbing of the body?Ó
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He smiled wanly.
ÒIt looks like me or the ghosts of my ancestors.Ó
ÒIf Paredes,ÓGraham insisted, Òtriesto borrow any money from you

now, tell me about it. Another thing, Bobby. We canÕtafford to keep your
experiences of last night a secret any longer.Ó

He stepped to the door and asked Doctor Groom to come out.
ÒHewonÕtbe likely to pass your confidences on to Howells,Ó he said.

ÒThose men are natural antagonists.Ó
After a moment the doctor appeared, a slouch hat drawn low over his

shaggy forehead.
ÒWhat you want?Ó he grumbled. ÒThis courtÕsa first-class place to

catch cold. Dampest hole in the neighbourhood. Often wondered why.Ó
ÒI want to ask you,Ó Graham began, Òsomething about the effects of

such drugs as could be given in wine. Tell him, will you, Bobby, what
happened last night?Ó

Bobby vanquished the discomfort with which the gruff, opinionated
physician had always filled him. He recited the story of last nightÕsdin-
ner, of his experience in the cafe, of his few blurred impressions of the
swaying vehicle and the woods.

ÒHartley thinks something may have been put in my wine.Ó
ÒWhat for?Ó the doctor asked. ÒWhat had these people to gain by

drugging you? Supposefor some far-fetched reason they wanted to have
Silas Blackburn put out of the way. They couldnÕtmake you do it by
drugging you. At any rate, they couldnÕthave had a hand in this after-
noon. Mind, IÕmnot saying you had a thing to do with it yourself, but I
donÕtbelieve you were drugged. Any drug likely to be used in wine
would probably have sent you into a deep sleep.And your symptoms on
waking up are scarcely sharp enough. Sorry, boy. Sounds more like
aphasia. The path youÕvebeen treading sometimes leads to that black
country, and itÕsthere that hates sharpen unknown. I remember a case
where a tramp returned and killed a farmer who had refused him food.
Retained no recollection of the crimeÑ hours dropped out of his life.
They executed him while he still tried to remember.Ó

ÒI read something about the case,Ó Bobby muttered.
ÒBeenbetter if you hadnÕt,Óthe doctor grumbled. ÒSuggestionswork

in a manÕs brain without his knowing it.Ó
He thought for a moment, his heavy, black brows coming closer to-

gether. He glanced at the windows of the old room. His sunken, infused
eyes nearly closed.
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ÒI know how you feel, and thatÕsa little punishment maybe you de-
serve. IÕllsay this for your comfort. You probably followed the plan that
had been impressed on your brain by Mr. Graham. You came here, no
doubt, and stood around. With an automatic appreciation of your condi-
tion you may have taken that old precaution of convivial men returning
home, and removed your shoes. Then your automatic judgment may
have warned you that you werenÕtfit to go in at all, and you probably
wandered off to the empty house.Ó

ÒThen,Ó Bobby asked, Òyou donÕt think I did it?Ó
ÒGodknows who did it. God knows what did it. The longer I live the

surer I become that we scientists canÕtprobe everything. Whenever I go
near SilasBlackburnÕsbody I receive a very powerful impression that his
death in that room from such a wound goes deeper than ordinary
murder, deeper than a case of recurrent aphasia.Ó

His eyeswidened. He turned with Graham and Bobby at the sound of
an automobile coming through the woods.

ÒProbably the coroner at last,Ó he said.
The automobile, a small runabout, drew up at the entrance to the

court. A little wizened man, with yellowish skin stretched across high
cheek bones, stepped out and walked up the path.

ÒWell!Ó he said shrilly. ÒWhat you doing, Doctor Groom?Ó
ÒWaiting to witness another reason why coroners should be abol-

ished,Óthe doctor rumbled. ÒThisis the dead manÕsgrandson, Coroner;
and Mr. Graham, a friend of the familyÕs.Ó

Bobby accepted the coronerÕs hand with distaste.
ÒHowells,Óthe coroner said in his squeaky voice, Òseemsto think itÕsa

queer case. Inconvenient, I call it. Wish people wouldnÕt die queerly
whenever I go on a little holiday. I had got five ducks, gentlemen, when
they came to me with that damned telegram. Bad business mine, Õcause
people will die when you least expect them to. LetÕsgo seewhat Howells
has got on his mind. Bright sleuth, Howells! Ought to be in New York.Ó

He started up the path, side by side with Doctor Groom.
ÒAre you coming?ÓGraham asked Bobby. Bobby shook his head. ÒI

donÕt want to. IÕd rather stay outside. YouÕd better be there, Hartley.Ó
Graham followed the others while Bobby wandered from the court

and started down a path that entered the woods from the rear of the
house.

Immediately the forest closed greedily about him. Here and there,
where the trees were particularly stunted, branches cut against a pallid,
greenish glow in the westÑ the last light.
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Bobby wanted, if he could, to find that portion of the woods where he
had stood last night, fancying the trees straining in the wind like puny
men, visualizing a dim figure in a black mask which he had called his
conscience.

The forest was all of a patternÑ ugly, unfriendly, melancholy. He
went on, however, hoping to glimpse that particular picture he re-
membered. He left the path, walking at haphazard among the under-
growth. Ahead he saw a placid, flat, and faintly luminous stretch. He
pushed through the bushesand paused on the shore of a lake, small and
stagnant. Dead, stripped trunks of treesprotruded from the water. At the
end a bird arose with a sudden flapping of wings; it cried angrily as it
soared above the trees and disappeared to the south.

The morbid loneliness of the place touched BobbyÕsspirit with chill
hands. As a child he had never cared to play about the stagnant lake,
nor, he recalled, had the boys of the village fished or bathed there. Cer-
tainly he hadnÕtglimpsed it last night. He was about to walk away when
a movement on the farther bank held him, made him gaze with eager
eyes across the sleepy water.

He thought there was something black in the black shadows of the
treesÑ a thing that stirred through the heavy dusk without sound. He
received, moreover, an impression of anger and haste as distinct as the
bird had projected. But he could seenothing clearly in this bad light. He
couldnÕt be sure that there was any one over there.

He started around the end of the lake, and for a moment he thought
that the shape of a woman, clothed in black, detached itself from the
shadow. The image dissolved. He wondered if it had beenmore substan-
tial than fancy.

ÒWho is that?Ó he called.
The woods muffled his voice. There was no answer. Nor was there, he

noticed, any crackling of twigs or rustling of dead leaves. If there had
been a woman there she had fled noiselessly, yet, as he went on around
the lake, his own progress was distinctly audible through the decay of
autumn.

It was too dark on the other side to detect any tracesof a recent human
presence in the thicket. He couldnÕtquiet, however, the feeling that he
had had a glimpse of a woman clothed in black who had studied him
secretly across the stagnant stretch of the lake.

On the other hand, there was no logic in a womanÕspresencehere at
such an hour, no logic in a strangerÕsrunning away from him. While he
pondered the night invaded the forest completely, making it impossible
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for him to searchfarther. It had grown so dark, indeed, that he found his
way out with difficulty. The branches caught at his clothing. The under-
brush tangled itself about his feet. It was as if the thicket were trying to
hold him away from the house.

As he entered the court he noticed a discoloured glow diffusing itself
through the curtains of the room of death.

He opened the front door. Paredes and Graham alone sat by the fire.
ÒThen theyÕre not through yet,Ó Bobby said.
Graham arose. He commenced to pace the length of the hall.
ÒTheyÕvehad Katherine in that room. One would think sheÕdbeen

through enough. Now theyÕve sent for the servants.Ó
Paredes laughed lightly.
ÒAfter this,Óhe said, ÒIÕmafraid, Bobby, youÕllneed the powers of the

police to keep servants in your house.Ó
Muttering, frightened voices came from the dining-room. Jenkins

entered, and, shaking his head, went up the stairs. The two women who
followed him, were in tears. They paused, as if seeking an excuse to
linger on the lower floor, to postpone as long as possible their entrance
of the room of death.

Ella, a pretty girl, whose dark hair and eyessuggested a normal viva-
city, spoke to Bobby.

ÒItÕsoutrageous, Mr. Robert. He found out all we knew this morning.
WhatÕs he after now? You might think weÕd murdered Mr. Blackburn.Ó

Janewas older. An ugly scar crossedher cheek. It was red and like an
open wound as she demanded that Bobby put a stop to these
inquisitions.

ÒIcan do nothing,Ó he said. ÒGoon up and answer or they can make
trouble for you.Ó

Muttering again to eachother, they followed Jenkins,and in the lower
hall the three men waited.

Jenkins came down first. His face was white. It twitched.
ÒThe body!Ó he mouthed. ÒItÕs moved! I saw it before.Ó
He stretched out his hands to Bobby.
ÒThatÕswhy they wanted us, to find out where we were this afternoon,

and everything weÕve done, as if we might have gone there, and
disturbedÑ Ó

Angry voices in the upper hall interrupted him. The two women ran
down, aswhite asJenkins.At an impatient nod from Bobby the three ser-
vants went on to the kitchen. Howells, the coroner, and Doctor Groom
descended.
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ÒWhat ails you, Doctor?Óthe coroner was squeaking. ÒI agree itÕsan
unpleasant room. Lots of old rooms are. I follow you when you say no
post-mortem contraction would have caused such an alteration in the
position of the body. ThereÕsno question about the rest of it. The man
was clearly murdered with a sharp tool of some sort, and the murderer
was in the room again this afternoon, and disturbed the corpse. Howells
sayshe knows who. ItÕsup to him to find out how. He sayshe has plenty
of evidence and that the guilty personÕsin this house, so IÕmnot fretting
myself. IÕmcrosswith you, Howells, for breaking up my holiday. One of
my assistants would have done as well.Ó

Howells apparently paid no attention to the coroner. His narrow eyes
followed the doctor with a growing curiosity. His level smile seemedto
have drawn his lips into a line, inflexible, a little cruel. The doctor
grunted:

ÒInstead of abolishing coroners we ought to double their salaries.Ó
The coroner made a long squeak as an indication of mirth.
ÒYouthink unfriendly spooks did it. IÕvealways believed you were an

old fogy. Hanged if that doesnÕt sound modern.Ó
The doctor ran his fingers through his thick, untidy hair.
ÒImerely ask for the implement that causeddeath. I only ask to know

how it was inserted through the bed while Blackburn lay on his back.
And if youÕvetime you might tell me how the murderer entered the
room last night and to-day.Ó

The coroner repeated his squeak. He glanced at the little group by the
fire.

ÒOut in the kitchen, upstairs, or right here under our noses is almost
certainly the person who could tell us. Interesting case, Howells!Ó

Howells, who still watched the doctor, answered dryly:
ÒUnusually interesting.Ó
The coroner struggled into his coat.
ÒPermitsare all available,Óhe squeaked. ÒHaveyour undertakers out

when you like.Ó
Graham answered him brusquely.
ÒEverythingÕs arranged. IÕve only to telephone.Ó
The coroner nodded at Doctor Groom. His voice pointed its humour

with a thinner tone.
ÒIf I were you, Howells, IÕdtake this hairy old theorist up as a suspi-

cious character.Ó
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The doctor made a movement in his direction while Howells contin-
ued to stare. The doctor checked himself. He went to the closet and got
his hat and coat.

ÒWant me to drop you, old sawbones?Ó the coroner asked.
Savagely the doctor shook his head.
ÒMy buggyÕs in the stable.Ó
The coronerÕs squeak was thinner, more irritating than ever.
ÒThendonÕtlet the spooks get you, driving through the woods. Old

folks say there are a-plenty there.Ó
Bobby arose. He couldnÕt face the prospect of the manÕssqueaking

again.
ÒWefind nothing to laugh at in this situation,Ó he said. ÒYouÕrequite

through?Ó
The coronerÕs eyes blazed.
ÒIÕmthrough, if thatÕsthe way you feel. Goodnight.Ó He added with a

sharp maliciousness: ÒIleave my sympathy for whoever Howells has his
eagle eye on.Ó

Howells, when the doctor and the coroner had gone, excused himself
with a humility that mocked the others:

ÒWith your permission I shall write in the library until dinner.Ó
He bowed and left.
ÒHe wants to work on his report,Ó Graham suggested.
ÒAn exceptional man!Ó Paredes murmured.
ÒHas he questioned you?Ó Graham asked.
ÒIÕdscarcely call it that,Ó Paredes replied. ÒWeÕveboth questioned,

and weÕveboth been clams. I fancy he doesnÕtthink much of me since I
believe in ghosts, yet the doctor seems to interest him.Ó

ÒWhere were you?Ó Graham asked, Òwhen Miss PerrineÕsscream
called us?Ó

Paredes stifled a yawn.
ÒDozing here by the fire. I am very tired after last night.Ó
ÒYou donÕt look particularly tired.Ó
ÒCustom, IÕmashamed to say, constructs a certain armour. To-mor-

row, with a fresh mind, I hope to be able to dissect all I have seen and
heard, all that has happened here to-day.Ó

ÒThething that counts is what happened to me last night, Carlos,Ó
Bobby said. ÒItÕs the only way you can help me.Ó

As Paredesstrolled to the foot of the stairs Bobby waited for a defens-
ive reply, for a sign, perhaps, that the Panamanian was offended and
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proposed to depart. Paredes, however, went upstairs, yawning. He
called back:

ÒI must make myself a trifle more presentable for dinner.Ó
Graham faced Bobby with the old question:
ÒWhat can he want hanging around here unless itÕsmoney?ÓAnd

after a moment: ÒHeÕscleverÑ hard to sound. I have to leave you,
Bobby. I must telephoneÑ the ugly formalities.Ó

ÒItÕs good of you to take them off my mind,Ó Bobby answered.
He remained in his chair, gazing drowsily at the fire, trying, always

trying to remember, yet finding no new light among the shadows of his
memory.

Justbefore dinner Katherine joined him. Shewore a sombre gown that
made her face seem too white, that heightened the groping curiosity of
her eyes.

Without speaking she sat down beside him and stared, too, at the
smouldering fire. From her presence, from her tactful silence he drew
comfortÑ to an extent, rest.

ÒYoumake me ashamed,Óhe whispered once.ÒIÕvebeen a beast, leav-
ing you here alone these weeks. You donÕtunderstand quite, why that
was.ÓShewouldnÕtlet him go on. Sheshook her head. They remained si-
lently by the fire until Graham and Paredes joined them.

When dinner was announced the detective camefrom the library, and,
uninvited, sat at the table with them. His report evidently still filled his
mind, for he spoke only when it was unavoidable and then in monosyl-
lables. Paredesalone ate with a show of enjoyment, alone attempted to
talk. Eventually even he fell silent before the lack of response.

Afterward he arranged a small card table by the fire in the hall. He
found cards, and, with a packageof cigarettes and a box of matches con-
venient to his hand, commenced to play solitaire. The detective, Bobby
gathered, had brought his report up to date, for he lounged near by,
watching the PanamanianÕsslender fingers as they handled the cards
deftly. Bobby, Graham, and Katherine were glad to withdraw beyond
the range of those narrow, searching eyes.They entered the library and
closed the door.

Graham, expectant of a report from his man in New York as to the
movements of Maria and the identity of the stranger, was restless.

ÒIf we could only get one fact,Ó he said, Òonereasonable clue that
didnÕt involve Bobby! IÕvenever felt so at sea. I wonder if, in spite of
HowellsÕsevidence, weÕrenot all a little afraid since this afternoon, of
something such as Katherine felt last nightÑ something we canÕtdefine.
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Howells alone is satisfied. We must believe in the hand of another man.
Doctor Groom talks about indefinable hands.Ó

ÒUncle Silas was so afraid last night!Ó Katherine whispered.
ÒThat,Ó Bobby cried, Òis the fact we must have.Ó
He paused.
ÒWhatÕs that?Ó he asked sharply.
They sat for some time, listening to the sound of wheels on the gravel,

to the banging of the front door, and, later, to the pacing of men in the
room of death overhead. They tried again to thread the mazes of this
problem whose only conceivable exit led to BobbyÕsguilt. The move-
ments upstairs persisted. At last they became measured and dragging,
like the footsteps of men who carried some heavy burden.

They looked at each other then. Katherine hid her eyes.
ÒItÕs like a tomb here,Ó Bobby said.
He arranged kindling in the fireplace and touched a match to it. It

hadnÕtoccurred to him to ring for Jenkins. None of them wished to be
disturbed. Eventually it was the detective who intruded. He strolled in,
glanced at them curiously for a moment, then walked to the door of the
enclosed staircase. He grasped the knob.

ÒTo-night,Óhe announced, ÒI am trying a small experiment on the
chanceof clearing up the last details of the mystery. Since it depends on
the courage of whoever murdered Mr. Blackburn IÕvesmall hope of its
success.Ó

He indicated the ceiling. ÒYouÕveheard, I daresay, whatÕsbeen going
on up there. Mr. BlackburnÕsbody has been removed to his own room.
The room where he was killed is empty. I mean to go up and enter and
lock the doors as he did last night. I shall leave the window up as it was
last night. I shall blow out the candle as he did.Ó

He lowered his voice. He looked directly at Bobby. His words carried
a definite challenge.

ÒIshall lie on the bed and await the murderer under the precise condi-
tions Mr. Blackburn did.Ó

ÒWhat do you expect to gain by that?Ó Graham asked.
ÒProbablynothing,Ó Howells answered, Òbecause,as I have said, suc-

cessdepends upon the courage of a man who kills in the dark while his
victim sleeps. I simply give him the chance to attack me as he did Mr.
Blackburn. Of course he realizes it would be a good deal to his advant-
age to have me out of the way. I ask him to come, therefore, as stealthily
as he did last night. I beg him to match his skill with mine. I want him to
play his miracle with the window or one of the locks. But IÕllwager he
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hasnÕtthe nerve, although I donÕtsee why he should hesitate. HeÕsa
doomed man. I shall make my arrest in the morning. I shall publish all
my evidence.Ó

Bobby wouldnÕt meet the narrow, menacing eyes, for he knew that
Howells challenged him to a duel of slyness with the whole truth at
stake. The detectiveÕsmanner increased the hatred which had blazed in
BobbyÕsmind when he had stood in the bedroom over his grandfatherÕs
body. For a moment he wished with all his heart that he might accept the
challenge. He did the best he could.

ÒI gather,Óhe said, Òthat you havenÕtunearthed the motive for dis-
turbing the body. And have you found the sharp instrument that caused
death?Ó

The detective answered tolerantly:
ÒIhave found a number of sharp instruments. None of them, however,

seems quite slender or round enough. IÕll get all that out of my man
when I lock him up. IÕll get it to-night if he dares come.Ó

ÒWhy,ÓGraham said, Òdo you announce your plans so accurately to
us?Ó

The detectiveÕs level smile widened.
ÒYou shouldnÕt ask that, Mr. Graham. IÕvecaused the servants to

know my plans. Mr. Paredesknows them. I wish every one in the house
to know them. That is in order that the murderer, who is in the house,
may come if he wishes.Ó

Katherine arose abruptly.
ÒWhenyou come down to it,Ó she said, Òyou are accusing one of us.

ItÕs brutal, unfairÑ absurd.Ó
ÒI am a detective, Miss,Ó Howells answered. ÒI have my own

methods.Ó
Bobby stared at the slight protuberance in the breast pocket of the de-

tectiveÕscoat. The castof his footprint must be secretedthere, and almost
certainly the handkerchief which had been found beneath the bed. He
shrank from his own thoughts.

If he had consciously committed this murder he could understand a
desire to get that evidence.

Katherine had gone closer to the detective.
ÒIn any case,Óshe urged him, ÒIwish you wouldnÕt try to spend the

night in that room. It isnÕtpleasant. After what the doctor has said, itÑ
well, it isnÕt safe.Ó

Howells burst out laughing.
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ÒNeverfear, Miss. IÕmcontent to give Doctor GroomÕsspirits as much
chance to take a fall out of me as anybody. IÕllbe going up now.Ó He
bowed. ÒGood-night to you all, and pleasant dreams.Ó

He opened the door and slipped into the darkness of the private stair-
case.They heard him, after he had closed the door, climbing upward.
Katherine shivered.

ÒHehas plenty of courage, Hartley! If nothing happens to him to-night
heÕllfinish Bobby in the morning. That mustnÕthappen. He mustnÕtgo to
jail. You understand. Things would never be the same for him again.Ó

Graham spread his hands.
ÒWhatam I to do? I might go to New York and get after these people

myself.Ó
ÒDonÕtleave the Cedars,ÓBobby begged, Òuntil he does arrest me.

ThereÕllbe plenty of time for the New York end then. IÕveno faith in it.
Watch Carlos if you want, but most important of all, find outÑ some-
how youÕve got to find outÑ what my grandfather was afraid of.Ó

Graham nodded.
ÒAnd if it does come to an arrest, Bobby, youÕrenot to say a word to

anybody without my advice. You ought to get to bed now. You must
have rest, and Katherine, too. DonÕtlisten to-night, Katherine, for mes-
sages from across the court.Ó

ÒIÕlltry,Ó she said, Òbut,Hartley, I wish that man wasnÕtthere. I wish
no one was in that room.Ó

She took BobbyÕs hand.
ÒGood-night, Bobby, and donÕtgive up hope. WeÕlldo something.

Somehow weÕll pull you through.Ó
Bobby waited, hoping that Graham would offer to sharehis room with

him. For, as he had said earlier, the prospect of going to sleep, of losing
control of his thoughts and actions, appalled him. Yet such an offer, he
realized, must impress Graham asdelicate, asan indication that he really
doubted BobbyÕsinnocence, as a sort of spying. He wasnÕtsurprised,
therefore, when Graham only said:

ÒIÕllbe in the next room, Bobby. If youÕrerestless or need me youÕve
only to knock on the wall.Ó

Bobby didnÕt leave the library with them. The warmth with which
Katherine had just filled him faded ashe watched her go out side by side
with Graham. Her hand was on GrahamÕsarm. There was, he fancied, in
her eyes an emotion deeper than gratitude or friendship. He sighed as
the door closed behind them. He was himself largely to blame for that

57



situation. His very revolt against its imminence had hastened its
shaping.

He walked anxiously to the table. He had remembered the medicine
Doctor Groom had prepared for him that afternoon to make him sleep.
He hadnÕttaken it then. If it remained where he had left it, which was
likely enough in the disordered state of the household, he would drink it
now. Reinforced by his complete weariness, it ought to send him into a
sleep profound enough to drown any possible abnormal impulses of
unconsciousness.

The glass was there. He drained it, and stood for a time looking at the
pinkish sediment in the bottom. That was all right for to-night, but after-
wardÑ he couldnÕt shrink perpetually from sleep. He shrugged his
shoulders, remembering it would make little difference what he did in
his sleep when they had him behind prison bars. Perhaps this would be
his last night of freedom.

He found Paredesstill in the hall. The Panamanian, with languid ges-
tures, continued to play his solitaire. His box of cigarettes was much
reduced.

ÒI thought you were tired, Carlos.Ó
Paredesglanced up. His eyes were neither weary nor alert. As usual

his expression disclosed nothing of his thoughts, yet he must have read
in BobbyÕs tone a reproach at this indifference.

ÒThegame intrigues me,Óhe murmured, Òandyou know,Ó he added
dreamily. ÒI sometimes think better while I amuse myself.Ó

Bobby nodded good-night and went on up to his room. Even while he
undressed the effects of the doctorÕsnarcotic were perceptible. His eyes
had grown heavy, his brain a trifle numb.

Almost apathetically he assured himself that he couldnÕtaccomplish
these mad actions in his sleep.

ÒYetlast nightÑ Óhe murmured. ÒThatfinishes me in the eyes of the
law. The doctor will testify to aphasia.According to him I am two menÑ
two men!Ó

He yawned, recalling snatchesof books he had read and one or two
scientific reports of such cases.He climbed into bed and blew out his
candle. His drowsiness thickened. In his dulled mind one recollection re-
mainedÑ the picture of Howells coldly challenging him with his level
smile to make a secretentrance of the old bedroom in a murderous effort
to escapethe penalty of the earlier crime. And Howells had been right.
His death would give Bobby a chance.The destruction of the evidence,
the bringing into the case of a broader-minded man, a man without a
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carefully constructed theoryÑ all that would help Bobby, might save
him. Howells, moreover, had indicated that he had so far withheld his
evidence. But that was probably a bait.

In his drowsy way Bobby hated more powerfully than before this de-
tective who, with a serene malevolence, made him writhe in his net.
Thought ceased. He drifted into a trance-like sleep. He swung in the
black pit again, fighting out against crushing odds. The darkness
thundered as though informing him that graver forces than any he had
ever imagined had definitely grasped him. Then he understood. He was
in a black cell, and the thundering was the steady advance of men along
an iron floor to take himÑ

ÒBobby! Bobby!Ó
He flung out his hands. He sat upright, opening his eyes. The black-

nessassumed the familiar, yielding quality of the night. The thunder, the
footfalls, became a hurried knocking at his door.

ÒBobby!YouÕrethereÑ ÓIt was Katherine. Her tone made the night as
frightening as the blackness of the pit.

ÒWhatÕs the matter?Ó
ÒYouÕrethere. I didnÕtknow. Get up. HartleyÕsputting some clothes

on. Hurry! The house is so darkÑ so strange.Ó
ÒTell me whatÕs happened.Ó
ShedidnÕtanswer at first. He struck a match, lighted his candle, threw

on a dressing gown, and stepped to the door. Katherine shrank against
the wall, hiding her eyes from the light of his candle. He thought it odd
she should wear the dress in which she had appeared at dinner. But it
seemed indifferently fastened, and her hair was in disorder. Graham
stepped from his room.

ÒWhat is it?Ó Bobby demanded.
ÒYouwouldnÕt wake up, Bobby. You were so hard to wake.ÓThe idea

seemed to fill her mind. She repeated it several times.
ÒItÕsnothing,Ó Graham said. ÒGoback to your room, Katherine. SheÕs

fancifulÑ Ó
She lowered her hands. Her eyes were full of terror. ÒNo.We have to

go to that room as I went last night, as we went to-day.Ó
Graham tried to quiet her. ÒWeÕll go to satisfy you.Ó
Her voice hardened. ÒIknow. I was asleep. It woke me up, stealing in

across the court again.Ó
Bobby grasped her arm. ÒYou came out and aroused up at once?Ó
Sheshook her head. ÒIÑ I couldnÕtfind my dressing gown. This dress

was by the bed. I put it on, but I couldnÕt seem to fasten it.Ó
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Bobby stepped back, remembering his last thought before drifting into
the trance-like sleep. She seemed to know what was in his mind.

ÒBut when I knocked you were sleeping so soundly.Ó
ÒToo soundly, perhaps.Ó
ÒCome.WeÕregrowing imaginative,Ó Graham said. ÒHowells would

take care of himself. HeÕllprobably give us the deuce for disturbing him,
but to satisfy you, Katherine, weÕll wake him up.Ó

ÒIf you can,Ó she whispered.
They entered the main hall. Light camethrough the stair well from the

lower floor. Graham walked to the rail and glanced down. Bobby fol-
lowed him. On the table by the fireplace the cards were arranged in neat
piles. A strong draft blew cigarette smoke up to them.

ÒParedes,ÓGraham said, amazed, Òisstill downstairs. The front doorÕs
open. HeÕs probably in the court.Ó

ÒIt must be very late,Ó Bobby said.
Katherine shivered.
ÒHalf-past two. I looked at my watch. The same time as last night.Ó
With a gesture of resolution she led the way into the corridor. Bobby

shrank from the damp and musty atmosphere of the narrow passage.
ÒWhy do you come, Katherine?Ó he asked.
ÒI have to know, as I had to know last night.Ó
Graham raised his hand and knocked at the door which again was

locked on the inside. The echoes chattered back at them. Graham
knocked again. With a passionaterevolt Katherine raised her hands, too,
and pounded at the panels. Suddenly she gave up. Shelet her hands fall
listlessly.

ÒItÕs no use.Ó
ÒHowells! Howells!Ó Graham called. ÒWhy donÕt you answer?Ó
ÒWhen he boasted to-night,Ó Katherine whispered, Òthe murderer

heard him.Ó
ÒSuppose heÕs gone down to the library?Ó Graham said.
Bobby gave Katherine the candle.
ÒNo.HeÕdhave stayed. WeÕvegot to break in here. WeÕvegot to find

out.Ó
Graham placed his powerful shoulder against the door. The lock

strained. Bobby added his weight. With a splintering of wood the door
flew open, precipitating them across the threshold. Through the dark-
ness Graham sprang for the opposite door.

ÒItÕs locked,Ó he called, Òand the keyÕs on this side.Ó
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Bobby took the candle from Katherine and forced himself to approach
the bed. The flame flickered a little in the breezewhich stole past the cur-
tain of the open window. It shook across the body of Howells, fully
clothed with his head on the stained pillow. His face, intricately lined,
was as peaceful as Silas BlackburnÕs had been. Its level smile persisted.

Bobby caught his breath.
ÒHowellsÑ Ó
He set the candle on the bureau.
ÒItÕs no use. We must look at the back of his head.Ó
ÒThe back of his head!Ó Katherine echoed.
ÒItÕs illegal,Ó Graham said.
ÒLook!Ó Bobby cried. ÒWeÕve got to look!Ó
Graham tiptoed forward. He stretched out his hand. With a motion of

abhorrence he drew it back. Bobby watched him hypnotically, thinking:
ÒI wanted this. I hated him. I thought of it just before I went to sleep.Ó
Graham reached out again. This time he touched HowellsÕshead. It

rolled over on the pillow.
ÒGood God!Ó he said.
They stared at the red hole, near the baseof the brain, at a fresh crim-

son splotch, straying beyond the edges of the darker one they had seen
that afternoon.

Graham turned away, his hand still outstretched, as if it had touched
some poisonous thing and might retain a contamination.

ÒHe was prepared against it,Ó he whispered, Òexpectedit, yet it got
him.Ó

He glanced rapidly around the room whose shadows seemed
crowding about the candle to stifle it.

ÒUnlessweÕreall mad,Óhe cried, Òthemurderer must be hidden in this
room now. DonÕtyou see?HeÕsgot to be, or GroomÕsright, and weÕre
fighting the dead. Go out, Katherine. Stand by that broken door, Bobby.
IÕm going to look.Ó
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Chapter4
A STRANGE LIGHT APPEARS AT THE DESERTED
HOUSE

GrahamÕsintention, logical as it was, impressed Bobby as quite futile.
SilasBlackburn had died in this ancient, melancholy room behind locked
doors. This afternoon, with a repetition of the sounds that had probably
accompanied his death, they had been drawn to find that, behind locked
doors again, the position of the body had changed incredibly, as if to ex-
pose to them the tiny fatal wound at the baseof the brain. Now for the
third time those stealthy movements had aroused Katherine, and they
had found, once more behind locked doors, the determined and mali-
cious detective, murdered precisely as old Blackburn had been.

Of course Graham was logical. By every rational argument the mur-
derer must still be in the room. Yet Bobby foresaw that, as always, no
one would be found, that nothing would be unearthed to explain the
successionof tragic mysteries. While Graham commenced his search,in-
deed, he continued to stare at the little round hole in HowellsÕshead, at
the fresh, irregular stain on the pillow, and he became absorbed in his
own predicament. Again and again he asked himself if he could be re-
sponsible for these murders which had been committed with an inhu-
man ingenuity. He knew only that he had wandered, unconscious, in the
vicinity of the Cedars last night; that he had beenasleepwhen his grand-
fatherÕsbody had altered its position; that he had gone to sleep a little
while ago too profoundly, brooding over HowellsÕschallenge to the
murderer to invade the room of death and kill him if he could. Howells
had beenconfident that he could handle a man and so solve the riddle of
how the room had been entered. Certainly HowellsÕschallenge had been
accepted,and Bobby knew that he had fallen into that deep sleep hating
the detective, telling himself that the manÕsdeath might save him from
arrest, from conviction, from an intolerable walk to a little room with a
single chair.
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ÒRecurrent aphasia.ÓThe doctorÕsexpression came back to him. In
such a state a man could overcome locked doors, could accomplish ap-
parent miracles and retain no recollection. And Bobby had hated and
feared Howells more than he had his grandfather.

Dully he saw Katherine go out at GrahamÕsdirection. As one in a
dream he moved toward the door they had had to break down on
entering.

ÒStand close to it,Ó Graham said. ÒWeÕll cover everything.Ó
ÒYouÕll find no one,Ó Bobby answered with a perfect assurance.
He saw Graham take the candle and explore the large closets. He

watched him examine the spacesbehind the window curtains. He could
smile a little as Graham stooped, peering beneath the bed, as he moved
each piece of furniture large enough to secrete a man.

ÒYou see, Hartley, itÕs no use.Ó
GrahamÕs lack of success, however, stimulated his anger.
ÒThen,Óhe said, Òtheremust be some hiding place in the walls. Such

devices are common in houses as old as this.Ó
Bobby indicated the silent form of the detective.
ÒHebelieved I killed my grandfather. The only reason he didnÕtarrest

me was his failure to find out how the room had been entered and left.
DonÕtyou suppose he looked for a hiding place or a secret entrance the
first thing? ItÕs obvious.Ó

But GrahamÕssavagedetermination increased. He sounded each pan-
el. None gave the slightest revealing response.He got a tape from Kath-
erine and measured the dimensions of the room, the private hall, and the
corridor. At last he turned to Bobby, his anger dead, his face white and
tired.

ÒEverything checks,Óhe admitted. ÒThereÕsno secret room, no way in
or out. Logically GroomÕsright. WeÕrefighting the dead who resent the
intrusion of your grandfather and Howells.Ó

He laughed mirthlessly.
ÒAfter all, we canÕt surrender to that. There must be another answer.Ó
ÒFrom the first Howells was satisfied with me,Ó Bobby said.
Graham flung up his hands.
ÒThentell me how you got in without disturbing those locks. I grant

you, Bobby, you had sufficient motive for both murders, but I donÕtbe-
lieve you have two personalities, one decent and lovable, the other cruel
and cunning to the point of magic. I donÕtbelieve if a man had two such
personalities the actions of one would be totally closed to the memory of
the other.Ó
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Bobby smiled wanly.
ÒIt isnÕt pleasant to confess it, Hartley, but I have read of such cases.Ó
ÒFiction!Ó
ÒScientific fact.Ó
ÒIwish to the devil I had shared your room with you to-night,Ó Gra-

ham muttered. ÒI might have furnished you an alibi for this affair at
least.Ó

ÒEither that,ÓBobby answered frankly, Òor you might have followed
me and learned the whole secret. Honestly, isnÕtthat what you were
thinking of, Hartley? And I did go to sleep, telling myself it would help
me if something of the sort happened to Howells. Now IÕmnot so sure
that it will. IÑ I suppose youÕve got to notify the police.Ó

Graham held up his hand.
ÒWhatÕs that? In the corridor!Ó
There were quiet footsteps in the corridor. Bobby turned quickly,

Paredes strolled slowly through the passage, a cigarette held in his
slender, listless fingers. Bobby stared at him, remembering his surprise a
few minutes ago that the Panamanian should have sat up so late, should
have been, probably, in the court when they had followed Katherine to
the discovery of this new crime.

Paredespaused in the doorway. He took in the tragic picture framed
by the sinister room without displaying the slightest interest. He contin-
ued to hold his cigarette until it expired. Then he crossed the threshold.
Graham and Bobby watched the expressionlessface. Gracefully Paredes
raised his finger and pointed to the bed. When he spoke his voice was
low and pleasant:

ÒAppalling! I feared something of the kind when I heard you come to
this room.Ó

He glanced at the broken door.
ÒThesame unbelievable circumstance,Óhe drawled. ÒIseeyou had to

break in.Ó
The colour flashed back to GrahamÕs face.
ÒYou have taken plenty of time to solve your misgivings.Ó
ÒIt hasnÕtbeen so long. I fancied everything was all right, and I was

immersed in my solitaire. Then I heard a stirring upstairs. As IÕvetold
you, the house frightens me. It is not natural or healthy. So I came up to
investigate this stirring, and there was Miss Katherine in the hall. She
told me.Ó

Graham faced him with undisguised enmity.
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ÒImmersedin your solitaire! We were attracted by a light in the lower
hall at such an hour. We looked down. You were not there. The front
door was open.Ó

Paredes glanced at his cold cigarette. He yawned.
ÒWhenHowells died precisely asMr. Blackburn did,ÓGraham hurried

on, Òyoualone were awake about the house.WerenÕtyou at that moment
in the court?Ó

Paredes laughed tolerantly.
ÒIt is clear, in spite of my apologies, that we are not friends, Graham;

but, may I ask, are you accusing me of this strangeÑ accident?Ó
ÒI should like to know what you were doing in the court.Ó
ÒPerhaps,ÓParedes answered, ÒI was attracted there by the sounds

that aroused Miss Katherine.Ó
Graham shook his head.
ÒFromher description I doubt if those sounds would have been aud-

ible in the hall.Ó
ÒNo matter,Ó Paredes said. ÒI merely suggest that itÕsa case for

Groom. His hint of a spiritual enmity may be saner than you think.Ó
Katherine appeared in the doorway. She had evidently overheard

ParedesÕscomment, for she nodded. The determination in her eyes sug-
gested that she had struggled with the situation during these last mo-
ments and had reached a definite conclusions That quality was in her
voice.

ÒAt least, Hartley,Ó she said, Òyoumust send for Doctor Groom before
you notify the police.Ó

Graham waved his hand.
ÒWhy?Ó he asked. ÒThe man is dead.Ó
With a movement, hidden from Paredes, she indicated Bobby.
ÒLasttime there was a good deal of delay before the doctor came.If we

get him right away he may be able to do something for this poor fellow.
At least his advice would be useful.Ó

Bobby realized that she was fighting for time for him. Any delay
would be useful that would give them a chanceto plan before the police
with unimaginative efficiency should invade the house and limit their
opportunities. Graham showed that he caught her point.

ÒMaybe itÕsbetter,Ó he said. ÒThen,Bobby, telephone Groom to be
ready for you, and take my runabout. ItÕsin the stable. YouÕllget him
here much faster than he could come in his carriage.Ó

ÒWhile IÕm gone,Ó Bobby asked, Òwhat will you do?Ó

65



ÒWatch this room,Ó Graham jerked out. ÒSeethat no one enters or
leaves it, or touches the body. IÕll hope for some clue.Ó

ÒYouÕveplenty of courage,ÓParedes drawled. ÒI shouldnÕt care to
watch alone in this room.Ó

He followed Katherine into the corridor. Bobby looked at Graham.
ÒYouÕll take no chances, Hartley?Ó
GrahamÕs smile wasnÕt pleasant.
ÒAccording to you and the dead detective thereÕsno risk while youÕre

out of the house. Still, I shall be nervous, but donÕt worry.Ó
Bobby joined the others before they had reached the hall.
ÒOf course Hartley found nothing,Ó Katherine said to him.
ÒNothing,Ó Paredes answered, Òexcept a very bad temper.Ó
KatherineÕs distaste for the man was no longer veiled.
ÒYoudonÕtlike Mr. Graham,Óshe said, Òbuthe is our friend, and he is

in this house to help us.Ó
Paredes bowed.
ÒIregret that the amusement Mr. Graham causesme sometimes finds

expression. He is so earnest, so materialistic in his relation to the world.
That is why he will see nothing psychic in the situation.Ó

ParedesÕseasy contempt was like a tonic for Katherine. Her fear
seemed to drop from her. She turned purposefully to Bobby, ignoring
the Panamanian.

ÒI shall watch with Hartley,Ó she said.
He was ashamed that jealousy should creep into such a moment, but

her resolve recalled his amorous discontent. The prospect of Graham and
her, watching alone, drawn to eachother by their fright and uncertainty,
by their surroundings, by the hour, becameunbearable. It placed him, to
an extent, on ParedesÕsside. It urged him, when Paredes had gone on
downstairs, to spring almost eagerly to his defence.

ÒAsHartley says,ÓKatherine began, Òhemakes you think of a snake.
He must see we dislike and resent him.Ó

ÒYou and Hartley, perhaps,ÓBobby said. ÒCarlossays he is here to
help me. IÕve no reason to disbelieve him.Ó

A little colour came into KatherineÕsface. She half stretched out her
hand as if in an appeal. But the colour faded and her hand dropped.

ÒWe are wasting time,Ó she said. ÒYou had better go.Ó
ÒI am sorry we disagree about Carlos,Ó he commenced.
She turned deliberately away from him.
ÒYou must hurry,Ó she said. ÒHurry!Ó
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He saw her enter the corridor to join Graham. The obscurity of the nar-
row place seemed to hold for him a new menace.

He walked downstairs slowly. While he telephoned, instructing a ser-
vant to tell the doctor to be dressedand ready in twenty minutes, he saw
Paredes go to the closet and get his hat and coat.

ÒI shall keep you company,Ó the Panamanian announced.
Bobby was glad enough to have him. He didnÕtwant to be alone. He

was aware by this time that no amount of thought would persuade use-
ful memories to emerge from the black pit. They walked to the stable,
half gone to ruin like the rest of the estate.Bobby started GrahamÕscar.
The servantsÕquarters, he saw, were dark. Then Jenkinsand the two wo-
men hadnÕtbeen aroused, were still ignorant of the new crime. As they
drove smoothly past the gloomy house they glimpsed through the court
the dimly lit windows of the old room that persistently guarded its grim
secret.Bobby pictured the living as well as the dead there, and his mind
revolted, and he shivered. He opened the throttle wider. The car sprang
forward. The divergent glare from the headlights forced back the reluct-
ant thicket. Paredes drawled unexpectedly:

ÒThere is nothing as lonely anywhere in the world.Ó
He stooped behind the windshield and lighted a cigarette.
ÒAt least. Bobby,Óhe said between puffs, ÒtheCedars has taken from

you the fear of Howells.Ó
And after a time, staring at the glow of his cigarette, he went on softly:
ÒHave you noticed anything significant about the discovery of each

mystery at the Cedars?Ó
ÒMany things,Ó Bobby muttered.
ÒThink,Ó Paredes urged him.
Bobby answered angrily:
ÒYouÕvesuggested that to me once to-day, Carlos. You mean that each

time I have been asleep or unconscious.Ó
ÒI mean something quite different,Ó Paredes said.
He hesitated. When he continued, his drawl was more pronounced.
ÒThenyou havenÕtremarked that eachtime it has beenMiss Katherine

who has made the discovery, who has aroused the rest of the house?Ó
The car swerved sharply. BobbyÕsfirst impulse had been to take his

hands from the wheel, to force Paredes to retract his sly insinuation.
ÒThatÕsthe rottenest thing IÕveever known you to do, Carlos. Take it

back.Ó
Paredes shrugged his shoulders.
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ÒThereis nothing to take back. I accuseno one. I merely call attention
to a chain of exceptional coincidences.Ó

ÒYoumake me wonder,Ó Bobby said, Òif Hartley isnÕtjustified in his
dislike of you. YouÕll kill such a ridiculous suspicion.Ó

ÒOr?ÓParedesdrawled. ÒVerywell. It seemsmy fate recently to offend
those I like best. I merely thought that any theory leading away from you
would be welcome.Ó

ÒAny theory,Ó Bobby answered, Òinvolving Katherine is unthinkable.Ó
Paredes smiled.
ÒIdidnÕtunderstand exactly how you felt. I rather took it for granted

that GrahamÑ Never mind. I take it back.Ó
ÒThendrop it,ÓBobby answered sullenly, sorry that there was nothing

else he could say.
They continued in silence through the deserted forest whose aggress-

ive loneliness made words seemtrivial. Bobby was asking himself again
where he had stood last night when he had glimpsed for a moment the
straining trees and the figure in a mask which he had called his con-
science. If he could only prove that figure substantial! Then Graham
would have some ground for his suspicion of Paredes and the dancer
Maria. He glanced at Paredes. Could there have been a conspiracy
against him in the New York cafe?Did Paredes,in fact, have some devi-
ous purpose in remaining at the Cedars?

The automobile took a sharp curve in the road. Bobby started, gazing
ahead with an interest nearly hypnotic. The headlights had caught in
their glare the deserted farmhouse in which he had awakened just before
Howells had told him of his grandfatherÕsdeath and practically placed
him under arrest. In the white light the frame of the house from which
the paint had flaked, appeared ghastly, unreal, like a structure seenin a
nightmare from which one recoils with morbid horror. The light left the
building. As the car tore past, Bobby could barely make out the black
mass in the midst of the thicket.

Paredes had observed it, too.
ÒIdaresay,Óhe remarked casually, ÒtheCedars will become as deser-

ted as that. It is just that it should, for the entire neighbourhood im-
pressesone as unfriendly to life, as striving through death to drive life
out.Ó

ÒHave you ever seen that house before?Ó Bobby asked quickly.
ÒI have never seen it before. I do not care ever to see it again.Ó
It was a relief when the forest thinned and fields stretched, flat and

pleasant, like barriers against the stunted growth. Bobby stopped the car
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in front of one of a group of housesat a crossroads.He climbed the steps
and rang. Doctor Groom opened the door himself. His gigantic, hairy fig-
ure was silhouetted against the light from within.

ÒWhatÕsthe matter now?Ó he demanded in his gruff voice.
ÒFortunately I hadnÕtgone to bed. I was reading some books on psychic
manifestations. WhoÕs sick? OrÑ Ó

BobbyÕs face must have told him a good deal, for he broke off.
ÒGetyour things on,Ó Bobby said, Òand I will tell you as we drive

back, for you must come. Howells has beenkilled precisely asmy grand-
father was.Ó

For a moment Doctor GroomÕsbulky frame remained motionless in
the doorway. Instead of the surprise and horror Bobby had foreseen,the
old man expressed only a mute wonder. He got his hat and coat and
entered the runabout, Paredesmade room for him, sitting on the floor,
his feet on the running board.

Bobby had told all he knew before they had reached the forest. The
doctor grunted then:

ÒThewound at the back of the head was the same as in your grand-
fatherÕs case?Ó

ÒExactly.Ó
ÒThen what good am I? Why am I routed out?Ó
ÒA formality,Ó Bobby answered. ÒKatherine thought if we got you

quickly you might do something. Anyway, she wanted your advice.Ó
The woods closed about them. Again the lights seemedto push back a

palpable barrier.
ÒIcanÕtwork miracles,Óthe doctor was murmuring. ÒIcanÕtbring men

back to life. Such a wound leavesno ground for hope. YouÕdbetter have
sent for the police at once. Hello!Ó

He strained forward, peering around the windshield.
ÒFunny!Ó Paredes called.
BobbyÕs eyes were on the road.
ÒWhat do you see?Ó
ÒThe house, Bobby!Ó Paredes cried.
ÒNoone, to my certain knowledge,Ó the doctor said, Òhaslived in that

house for ten years. You say it was empty and falling to pieceswhen you
woke up there this morning.Ó

Bobby knew what they meant then, and he reduced the speed of the
car and looked ahead to the right. A pallid glow sifted through the trees
from the direction of the deserted house.
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Bobby guided the car to the side of the road, stopped it, and shut off
the engine. At first no one moved. The three men stared as if in the pres-
ence of an unaccountable phenomenon. Even when Bobby had extin-
guished the headlights the glow failed to brighten. Its pallid quality per-
sisted. It seemed to radiate from a point close to the ground.

ÒIt comes from the front of the house,Ó Bobby murmured.
He stepped from the automobile.
ÒWhat are you going to do?Ó Paredes wanted to know.
ÒFind out who is in that house.Ó
For Bobby had experienced a quick hope. If there was a man or a wo-

man secretedin the building the truth as to his own remarkable presence
there last night might not be so far to seekafter all. There was, moreover,
something lawless about this light escaping from the place at such an
hour. A little while ago, when Paredesand he had driven past, the house
had been black. They had remarked its lonely, abandoned appearance.It
had led Paredesto speak of the neighbourhood as the domain of death.
Yet the strange, pallid quality of the light itself made him pause by the
broken fence. It did come from the lower part of the front of the house,
yet, so faint was it, it failed to outline the aperture through which it es-
caped. The doctor and Paredes joined him.

ÒWhenI was here,Óhe said, Òall the shutters were closed. This glow is
too white, too diffused. We must see.Ó

As he started forward Paredes grasped his arm.
ÒThereare too many of us. We would make a noise. Suppose I creep

up and investigate.Ó
ÒThereis one way inÑ at the back,ÓBobby told the doctor. ÒLetus go

there. WeÕll have whoeverÕsinside trapped. Meantime, Carlos, if he
wishes, will steal up to the front; heÕllfind out where the light comes
from. HeÕll look in if he can.Ó

ÒThatÕs the best plan,Ó Paredes agreed.
But they had scarcely turned the corner of the house, beyond reach of

the glow, when Paredesrejoined them. His feet were no longer careful in
the underbrush. He cameup running. For the first time in their acquaint-
ance Bobby detected a lessening of the manÕs suave, unemotional habit.

ÒThe light!Ó the Panamanian gasped. ÒItÕsgone! Before I could get
close it faded out.Ó

Bobby called to the doctor and ran toward the door at the rear. It was
unhinged and half open as it had been when he had awakened to his
painful and inexplicable predicament. He went through, fumbling in his
pocket for matches. The damp chill of the hall nauseated him as it had
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done before, seemed to place about his throat an intangible band that
made breathing difficult. Before he could get his match safe out the doc-
tor had struck a wax vesta. Its strong flame played across the dingy,
streaked walls.

ÒThereÕsa flashlight, Carlos,Ó Bobby said, Òin the door flap of the
automobile.Ó

Paredes started across the yard with a haste, it seemed to Bobby, al-
most eager.

Striking matches as they went, the doctor and Bobby hurried to the
front of the house. The rooms appeared undisturbed in their decay. The
shutters were closed. The front door was barred. The broken walls from
which the plaster hung in shreds leered at them.

Suddenly Bobby turned, grasping the doctorÕs arm.
ÒDid you hear anything?Ó
The doctor shook his head.
ÒOr feel anything?Ó
ÒNo.Ó
ÒIthought,ÓBobby said excitedly, Òthatthere was some one in the hall.

IÑ I simply got that impression, for I saw nothing myself. My back was
turned.Ó

Paredes strolled silently in.
ÒIt may have been Mr. Paredes,Ó the doctor said.
But Bobby wasnÕt convinced.
ÒDid you see or hear anything coming through the hall, Carlos?Ó
ÒNo,Ó Paredes said.
He had brought the light. With its help they explored the tiny cellar

and the upper floor. There was no sign of a recent occupancy.
Everything was as Bobby had found it on awakening. A vagrant wind
sighed about the place. They looked at each other with startled eyes.
They filed out with an incongruous stealth.

ÒThen there are ghosts here, too!Ó Paredes whispered.
ÒWho knows?ÓDoctor Groom mused. ÒIt is as puzzling as anything

that has happened at the Cedars unless the light we saw was some phos-
phorescent effect of decaying wood or vegetation.Ó

ÒThenwhy should it go out all at once?ÓBobby asked. ÒIsthere any
connection between this light and what has happened at the Cedars?Ó

ÒThe house at least,ÓParedes put in, Òis connected with what has
happened at the Cedars through your experience here.Ó
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At Doctor GroomÕssuggestion they sat in the automobile for some
time, watching the house for a repetition of the pallid light. After several
minutes, when it failed to come, Bobby set his gears.

ÒGraham and Katherine will be worried.Ó
They drove quickly away from the black, uncommunicative mass of

the abandoned building. The woods were lonelier than before. They im-
pressed Bobby as guarding something.

He drove straight to the stable. As they walked into the court they saw
the uncertain candlelight diffused from the room of death. In the hall
Bobby responded to a quick alarm. The Cedars was too quiet. What had
happened since he and Paredes had left?

ÒKatherine! Hartley!Ó he called.
He heard running steps upstairs. Katherine leaned over the banister.

Her quiet voice reassured him. ÒIs the doctor with you?Ó
He nodded. Paredesyawned and lighted a cigarette. He settled him-

self in an easychair. Bobby and Doctor Groom hurried up. Katherine led
them down the old corridor. Two chairs had been placed in the broken
doorway. Graham sat there. He arose and greeted the doctor.

ÒNothing has happened since I left?Ó Bobby asked.
Graham shook his head.
ÒKatherine and I have watched every minute.Ó
Doctor Groom walked to the bed and for a long time looked down at

Howells. Once he put out his hand, quickly withdrawing it.
ÒItÕssimply a repetition,Ó he said at last, and his voice was softer than

its custom. ÒItmay be a warning, for all we know, that no one may sleep
in this room without attracting death. Yet why should that be?I miss this
poor fellowÕsmaterialistic viewpoint. ThereÕsnothing I can do for him,
nothing I can say, except that death must have been instantaneous. The
police must seek again for a man to place in the electric chair.Ó

Graham touched his arm with an odd reluctance.
ÒSittinghere for so long IÕvebeen thinking. I have always beenmateri-

alistic, too. Tell me seriously, doctor, do you believe there is any psychic
force capable of killing two men in this incisive fashion?Ó

ÒNoone,Óthe doctor answered, Òcansay what psychic force is capable
of doing. Somescientists have started to explore, but it is still uncharted
country. From certain placesÑ I daresay youÕvenoticed itÑ one gets an
impression of peace and content; from others a depression, a sense of
suffering. I think we have all experienced psychic force to that extent. Re-
member that this room has a history of intense and rebellious suffering.
Some of it I have seen with my own eyes. Your fatherÕsfight for life,
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Katherine, was horrible for those of us who knew he had no chance.As I
watched beside him I used to wonder if such violent agony could ever
drift wholly into silence, and when we had to tell him finally that the
fight was lost, it was beyond bearing.Ó

ÒIf these men had been found dead without marks of violence,ÓGra-
ham said, ÒI might consider such a possibility, irrational as it seems.Ó

ÒIrrational,ÓDoctor Groom answered, Òmustnot be confused with im-
possible. The marks of a physical violence, far from proving that the at-
tack was physical, strengthens the case of the supernatural. Certainly
you have heard and read of pictures being dashed from walls by invis-
ible hands, of objects moved about empty rooms, of caseswhere human
beings have been attacked by inanimate thingsÑ heavy thingsÑ hurt-
ling through the air. Some scientists recognize such irrational possibilit-
ies. Policemen donÕt.Ó

ÒVerywell,ÓGraham said stubbornly. ÒIÕllfollow you that far, but you
must show me in this room the sharp object with which these men were
attacked, no matter what the force behind it.Ó

The doctor spread his hands. His infused eyes nearly closed.
ÒThatI canÕtdo. At any rate, Robert, this isnÕtwholly tragic to you. I

donÕt see how any one could accuse you of aphasia to-night.Ó
ÒYouÕvenot forgotten,ÓBobby said slowly, Òthatyou spoke of a recur-

rent aphasia.Ó
ÒThatÕsthe trouble,ÓGraham put in under his breath. ÒHehas no more

alibi now than he had when his grandfather was murdered.Ó
Bobby told of his heavy sleep, of the delay in KatherineÕsarousing

him.
The doctorÕs gruff voice was disapproving.
ÒYou shouldnÕthave drunk that medicine. It had stood too long. It

would only have approximated its intended effect.Ó
ÒYou mean,ÓBobby asked, Òthat I wasnÕtsleeping as soundly as I

thought?Ó
ÒProbablynot, but youÕreby no means a satisfactory victim. Men do

unaccountable things in a somnambulistic state, but asleep they havenÕt
wings any more than they have awake. YouÕvegot to show us how you
entered this room without disturbing the locks. Now, Mr. Graham, we
must comply with the law. Call in the police.Ó

ÒThereÕs nothing else to do,Ó Bobby agreed.
So they went along the dingy corridor and downstairs. From the

depths of the easy chair in which Paredeslounged smoke curled with a
lazy indifference. The Panamanian didnÕt move.
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While Graham and the doctor walked to the back of the hall to tele-
phone, Katherine, an anxious figure, a secretive one, beckoned Bobby to
the library. He went with her, wondering what she could want.

It was quite dark in the library. As Bobby fumbled with the lamp and
prepared to strike a match he was aware of the girlÕsprovocatively near
presence.He resisted a warm impulse to reach out and touch her hand.
He desired to tell her all that was in his heart of the division that had in-
creased between them the last few months. Yet to follow that impulse
would, he realized, place a portion of his burden on her shoulders;
would also, in a sense,be disloyal to Graham, for he no longer ques-
tioned that the two had reached a definite sentimental understanding. So
he sighed and struck the match. Even before the lamp was lighted Kath-
erine was speaking with a feverish haste:

ÒBeforethe police comeÑ youÕvea chance, BobbyÑ the last chance.
You must do before the police arrive whatever is to be done.Ó

He replaced the shade and glanced at her, astonished by her intensity,
by the forceful gesture with which shegrasped his arm. For the first time
since Silas BlackburnÕs murder all of her vitality had come back to her.

ÒWhat do you mean?Ó
She pointed to the door of the private staircase.
ÒJust what Howells told you before he went up there to his death.Ó
Bobby understood. He reacted excitedly to her attitude of conspirator.
ÒHesaid,Óshe went on, Òthatthe criminal had nothing to lose. That it

would be to his advantage to have him out of the way, to destroy that
evidence.Ó

ÒI thought of it,Ó Bobby answered, Òjust before I went to sleep.Ó
ÒDonÕtyou see?Óshe said. ÒIf you had killed him you would have

taken the cast and the handkerchief and destroyed them? Hartley has
told me everything, and I could seehis coat for myself. The cast and the
handkerchief are still in HowellsÕs pocket.Ó

ÒWhy should I have killed him if not to destroy those?ÓBobby took
her up with a quick hope.

ÒYou didnÕt,Óshe cried. ÒNothing would ever make me believe that
you killed him, but you will be charged with it unless the evidenceÑ
disappears. YouÕll have no defence.Ó

Bobby drew back a little.
ÒYou want me to go thereÑ andÑ and take from his pocket those

things?Ó
She nodded.
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ÒYouremember he suggested that he hadnÕtsent his report. That may
be there, too.Ó

Bobby shook his head. ÒHe must have said that as a bait.Ó
ÒAt the worst,Óshe urged, Òareport without evidence could only turn

suspicion against you. It wouldnÕtconvict you as those other things may.
You must get them. You must destroy them.Ó

Graham slipped quietly in and closed the door.
ÒThedistrict attorney is coming himself with another detective,Óhe

said. ÒIcan guesswhat Katherine has been talking about. SheÕsright. IÕm
a lawyer, an I know the penalty of tampering with evidence. But I donÕt
believe youÕrea murderer, and I tell you as long as that evidence exists
they can convict you. They can send you to the chair. They may arrest
you and try you anyway on his report, but I donÕtbelieve they can con-
vict you on it alone. YouÕrejustified in protecting yourself, Bobby, in the
only way you can. No one will seeyou go in the room. WeÕllarrange it
so that no one can testify against you.Ó

Bobby felt himself at a cross roads. During the commission of those
crimes he had been unconscious. If he had, in fact, had anything to do
with them, his personality, his real self, had known nothing, had done no
wrong. His body had merely reacted to hideous promptings whose
source lurked at the bottom of the black pit. To tamper with evidence
would be a conscious crime. All the more, becauseof his doubt of him-
self, he shrank from that. Katherine saw his hesitation.

ÒItÕs a matter of your life or death.Ó
But although Katherine decided him it wasnÕtwith that. She came

closer. She looked straight at him, and her eyes were full of an affection
that stirred him profoundly:

ÒFor my sake, BobbyÑ Ó
He studied the dead ashes of the fire which a little while ago had

played on Howells, vital and antagonistic, by the door of the private
staircase.The man had challenged him to do just the thing from which
he shrank. But Howells was no longer vital or antagonistic, and it oc-
curred to him that a little of his shrinking arose from the thought of ap-
proaching and robbing the still thing upstairs, all that was left of the man
who had not been afraid of the mystery of the locked room.

ÒFor my sake,Ó Katherine repeated.
Bobby squared his shoulders. He fought back his momentary cow-

ardice. The affection in KatherineÕs eyes was stronger than that.
ÒAll right,Ó he said. ÒHowells never gave me a chance while he was

alive. HeÕll have to now heÕs dead.Ó
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Katherine relaxed. GrahamÕsface was quite white, but he gave his in-
structions in a cold, even tone:

ÒWeÕllgo to the hall now. Katherine will go on upstairs. She mustnÕt
seeyou enter the room, but she will watch in the corridor while you are
there to be sure you arenÕtdisturbed. You and I will chat for awhile with
the others, Bobby, then you will go up. You understand? Paredes
mustnÕteven guesswhat you are doing. IÕllkeep him and Groom down-
stairs. If he spied, if he knew what you were at, heÕdhave a weapon in
his hands IÕdhate to think about. He may be all right, but we canÕtrisk
any more than we have to. We must go on tiptoe.Ó

He opened the door. Katherine gave BobbyÕshand a quick, encour-
aging pressure.

ÒTakethe stuff to my room,Ó Graham whispered. ÒThefirst chance,
weÕll destroy it so that no trace will be left.Ó

They went to the hall. Without speaking, Katherine climbed the stairs.
Graham drew a chair between Paredes and the doctor. Bobby lounged
against the mantel, trying to find in the PanamanianÕsface some clue as
to his real feelings. But ParedesÕseyes were closed. His hand drooped
across the chair arm. His slender, pointed fingers held, as if from mere
habit, a lifeless cigarette.

ÒAsleep,Ó Graham whispered.
Without opening his eyesParedesspoke: ÒNo;I feel curiously awake.Ó

He yawned.
Doctor Groom glanced at his watch. ÒThepowers of prosecution,Óhe

grumbled, Òought to be here within the next fifteen or twenty minutes.Ó
Bobby glanced at Graham. Then it wasnÕtsafe to delay too long. More

and more ashe waited he shrank from the invasion of the room of death.
The prospect of reaching out and touching the still, cold thing on the bed
revolted him. Was there anything in that room capable of forbidding his
intention? Was there, in short, a surer, more malicious force for evil than
his unconscious self, at work in the house?He was about to make some
formal comment to the others, to embark on his distasteful adventure,
when Paredes, as if he had read BobbyÕsmind, opened his eyes, lan-
guidly left his chair, and walked to the foot of the stairs.

ÒWhere you going?Ó Graham asked sharply.
Paredes waved his hand indifferently and walked on up. There was

something of stealth in his failure to reply, in his cat-like tread on the
stairs. Graham and Bobby stared after him, unable to meet this new situ-
ation audibly becauseof Groom. Yet five minutes had gone. There was
no time to be lost. ParedesmustnÕtrob Bobby of his chance.With a sort
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of desperation he started for the stairs. Graham held out his hand as if to
restrain him, then nodded. Bobby had his foot on the first step when
KatherineÕscry reached them, shaping the moment to their use.For there
was no fright in her cry. It was, rather, angry. And Bobby and Graham
ran up while Doctor Groom remained in his chair, an expression of blank
amazement on his face.

A candle burned on the table in the upper hall. Katherine and Paredes
stood near the entrance of the old corridor. Paredes,as usual, was quite
unruffled. KatherineÕsattitude was defensive. She seemed to hold the
corridor against him. The anger of her cry was active in her eyes.Paredes
laughed lightly.

ÒSorry to have given the household one more shock. Fortunately no
harm done.Ó

ÒWhat is it, Katherine?Ó Graham demanded.
ÒI donÕt know,Ó she answered. ÒHe startled me. He entered the

corridor.Ó
Paredes nodded.
ÒQuite right. She was there. I was on my way to my room. If your

house had electricity, Bobby, this incident would have been avoided. I
saw something dark in the corridor.Ó

ÒYoumay not know,Ó Graham said, Òthatever since we found How-
ells, one of us has tried, more or less, to keep the entrance of that room
under observation.Ó

ÒYetyou were all downstairs a little while ago,ÓParedesyawned. ÒItÕs
too bad. I might have taken my turn then. At any rate, since I was ex-
cluded from your confidence, I overcame my natural fear, and, for
BobbyÕs sake, slipped in, and, I am afraid, startled Miss Katherine.Ó

ÒYes,Ó she said.
His explanation was reasonable. There was nothing more to be said,

but BobbyÕsdoubt of his friend, sown by Graham and stimulated by the
incidents of the last hour, was materially strengthened. He felt a sharp
fear of Paredes.Such reserve,such concealment of emotion, was scarcely
human.

ÒIf,ÓGraham was saying, Òyou really want to help Bobby, there is
something you can do. Will you come downstairs with me for a mo-
ment? IÕd like to suggest one or two things before the police arrive.Ó

Without hesitation Paredes followed Graham down the stairs.
Katherine turned immediately to Bobby, her eyes eager, full of the

tense determination that had dictated her plan in the library.
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ÒNow, Bobby!Óshe whispered. ÒAnd thereÕsno time to waste. They
may be here any minute. I wonÕtseeyou go, but IÕllbe back at once to
guard you against Paredes if he slips up again.Ó

She walked across the hall and disappeared in the newer corridor.
Without witness he faced the old corridor, and with the attempt directly
ahead his repugnance achieved a new power. The black entrance with its
scarcely dared memories reminded him that what he was about to do
was directed against more than human law, was an outrage against the
dead man. He had to remind himself of the steely purpose with which
Howells had marked him as the murderer; and the manÕspower per-
sisted after death. In such a contest he was justified.

He took the candle from the table. Through the stair-well the murmur
of GrahamÕsvoice, occasionally interrupted by GroomÕsheavy tones or
the languid accents of Paredes, drifted encouragingly. Trying to crush
his premonitions, Bobby entered the corridor. Instead of illuminating the
narrow passagethe candle seemed half smothered by its blackness.For
the first time in his memory Bobby faced the entrance of the sinister
room alone. He pushed open the broken door. He paused on the
threshold. It impressed him as not unnatural that he should experience
such misgivings. They sprang not alone from the fact that within twenty-
four hours two men had died unaccountably within these faded walls.
Nor did the evidence pointing to his own unconscious guilt wholly ac-
count for them. At the bottom of everything was the fact that from his
earliest childhood he had looked upon the room as consecratedto death;
had consequently feared it; had, he recalled, always hurried past the dis-
used corridor leading in its direction.

Through its wide spacesthe light of the candle scarcelypenetrated. No
more than an indefinite radiance thrust back the obscurity and outlined
the bed. He could barely see the stark, black form outstretched there.

The dim, vast room, as he advanced, imposed upon him a sense of
isolation. Katherine in the upper hall, the others downstairs, whose
voices no longer reached him, seemedall at once far away. He stood in a
place lonelier and more remote than the piece of woods where he had
momentarily opened his eyes last night; and, instead of the straining
trees and the figure in the black mask which he had called his con-
science,he had for motion and companionship only the swaying of the
curtains in the breeze from the open window and the dark, prostrate
thing whose face as he went closer was like a white maskÑ a mask with
a fixed and malevolent sneer.
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The wind caught the flame of the candle, making it flicker. Tenuous
shadows commenced to dance acrossthe walls. He paused with a tight-
ening throat, for the form on the bed seemedmoving, too, with sly and
scarcelyperceptible gestures.Then he understood. It was the effect of the
shaking candle, and he forced himself to go on, but a senseof a multiple
companionship accompanied himÑ a sense of a shapeless, soundless
companionship that projected an idea of a steady regard. There swept
through his mind a procession of figures in quaint dress and with faces
not unlike his own, remembered from portraits and family legends, men
and women to whom this room had been familiar, within whose limits
they had suffered, cried out a too-powerful agony, and died. It seemedto
him that he waited for voices to guide him, to urge him on as Katherine
had urged him, or to drive him back, becausehe was an intruder in a
company whose habit was strange and terrifying.

He forced his glance from the shadows which seemed more active
along the walls. He raised his candle and stared at the dead man. The
cast was undoubtedly there. The coat, stretched tightly acrossthe breast,
outlined it. He stood at the side of the bed. He had only to bend and
place his hand in the pocket which the cast filled awkwardly. The wind
alone, he saw, wasnÕtresponsible for the shaking of the candle. His hand
shook as the shadows shook, as the thing on the bed shook. The senseof
loneliness grew upon him until it became complete, appalling. For the
first time he understood that loneliness can possessa ponderable quality.
It was, he felt, potent and active in the roomÑ a thing he couldnÕtunder-
stand, or challenge, or overcome.

His hand tightened. He thought of Katherine guarding the corridor; of
Paredesand Doctor Groom, held downstairs by Graham; of the county
authorities hurrying to seize this evidence that would convict him; and
he realized that his duty and his excusewere clear. He understood that
just now he had been captured by a force undefinable in terms of the
world he knew. For a moment he eluded the stealthy fleshless hands of
its impalpable skirmishers. He reached impulsively out to the dead man.
He was about to place his fingers in the pocket, which, after all was said
and done, held his life.

In the light of the candle the face seemed alive and more menacing
than it had ever done in life. About the straight smile was a wider, more
triumphant quality.

The candle flickered sharply. It expired. The conquering blackness
took his breath.
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He told himself it was the draft from the window which was strong,
but the companionship of the night was closer and more numerous. The
darkness wreathed itself into mocking and tortuous bodies whose faces
were hidden.

In an agony of revolt against these incorporeal, these fanciful horrors,
he reached in the pocket.

He sprang back with a choked, inaudible cry, for the dead thing be-
neath his hand was stirring. The dead, cold thing with a languid and im-
possible rebuke, moved beneath his touch. And the pocket he had felt
was empty. The coat, a moment ago bulging and awkward, was flat.
There sprang to his mind the mad thought that the detective, malevolent
in life, had long after death snatched from his hand the evidence, care-
fully gathered, on which everything for him depended.
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Chapter5
THE CRYING THROUGH THE WOODS

BobbyÕsinability to cry out alone prevented his alarming the others and
announcing to Paredesand Doctor Groom his unlawful presencein the
room. During the moment that the shock held him, silent, motionless,
bent in the darkness above the bed, he understood there could have been
no ambiguity about his ghastly and loathsome experience.The dead de-
tective had altered his position as Silas Blackburn had done, and this
time someone had been in the room and suffered the appalling change.
BobbyÕsfingers still responded to the charnel feeling of cold, inactive
flesh suddenly becomealive and potent beneath his touch. And a reason
for the apparent miracle offered itself. Between the extinction of his
candle and the commencement of that movement!Ñ only a second or
soÑ the evidence had disappeared from the detectiveÕs pocket.

Bobby relaxed. He stumbled acrossthe room and into the corridor. He
went with hands outstretched through the blackness, for no candle
burned in the upper hall, but he knew that Katherine was on guard
there. When he left the passagehe saw her, an unnatural figure herself,
in the yellowish, unhealthy twilight which sifted through the stair well
from the lamp in the hall below.

Shemust have sensedsomething out of the way immediately, for she
hurried to meet him and her whisper held no assurance.

ÒYou got the cast and the handkerchief, Bobby?Ó
And when he didnÕt answer at once she asked with a sharp rush of

fear:
ÒWhatÕs the matter? WhatÕs happened?Ó
He shuddered. At last he managed to speak.
ÒKatherine! I have felt death cease to be death.Ó
Later he was to recall that phrase with a sicker horror than he experi-

enced now.
ÒYousaw something!Ó she said. ÒButyour candle is out. There is no

light in the room.Ó
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He took her hand. He pressed it.
ÒYouÕrereal!Óhe said with a nervous laugh. ÒSomethingI can under-

stand. Everything is unreal. This lightÑ Ó
He strode to the table, found a match, and lighted his candle. Kather-

ine, as she saw his face, drew back.
ÒBobby!Ó
ÒMy candle went out,Ó he said dully, Òand he moved through the

darkness. I tell you he moved beneath my hand.Ó
She drew farther away, staring at him.
ÒYou were frightenedÑ Ó
ÒNo.If we go there with a light now,Óhe said with the samedull con-

viction, Òwe will find him as we found my grandfather this afternoon.Ó
The monotonous voices of the three men in the lower hall weaved a

background for their whispers. The normal, familiar sound was like a
tonic. Bobby straightened. Katherine threw off the spell of his
announcement.

ÒBut the evidence! You gotÑ Ó
Shestared at his empty hands. He fancied that he saw contempt in her

eyes.
ÒIn spite of everything you must go back. You must get that.Ó
ÒEvenif I had the courage,Óhe said wearily, Òit would be no use, for

the evidence is gone.Ó
ÒBut I saw it. At least I saw his pocketÑ Ó
ÒIt was there,Óhe answered, Òwhen my light went out. I did put my

hand in his pocket. In that second it had gone.Ó
ÒThere was no one there,Ó she said, Òno one but you, because I

watched.Ó
He leaned heavily against the wall.
ÒGood God, Katherine! ItÕs too big. Whatever it is, we canÕt fight it.Ó
She looked for some time down the corridor at the black entrance of

the sinister room. At last she turned and walked to the banister. She
called:

ÒHartley! Will you come up?Ó
Bobby wondered at the steadinessof her voice. The murmuring below

ceased. Graham ran up the stairs. Her summons had been warning
enough. Their attitudes, as Graham reached the upper hall, were elo-
quent of BobbyÕs failure.

ÒYou didnÕt get the cast and the handkerchief?Ó he said.
Bobby told briefly what had happened.
ÒWhat is one to do?Ó he ended. ÒEven the dead are against me.Ó
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ÒItÕs beyond belief,Ó Graham said roughly.
He snatched up the candle and entered the corridor. Uncertainly Kath-

erine and Bobby followed him. He went straight to the bed and thrust
the candle beneath the canopy. The others could see from the door the
change that had taken place. The body of Howells was turned awk-
wardly on its side. The coat pocket was, as Bobby had described it, flat
and empty.

Katherine turned and went back to the hall. GrahamÕshand shook as
BobbyÕs had shaken.

ÒNo tricks, Bobby?Ó
Bobby couldnÕtresent the suspicion which appeared to offer the only

explanation of what had happened. The candle flickered in the draft.
ÒLook out!Ó Bobby warned.
The misshapen shadows danced with a multiple vivacity across the

walls. Graham shaded the candle flame, and the shadows became like
morbid decorations, gargantuan and motionless.

ÒItÕsmadness,ÓGraham said. ÒThereÕsno explanation of this that we
can understand.Ó

HowellsÕsstraight smile mocked them. As if in answer to Graham a
voice sighed through the room. Its quality was one with the shadows,
unsubstantial and shapeless.Bobby grasped one of the bed posts and
braced himself, listening. The candle in GrahamÕshand commenced to
flicker again, and Bobby knew that it hadnÕtbeen his fancy, for Graham
listened, too.

It shook again through the heavy, oppressive night, merely accentu-
ated by the candleÑ a faint ululation barely detaching itself from silence,
straying after a time into the silence again. At first it was like the grief of
a woman heard at a great distance. But the sound, while it gained no
strength, forced on them more and more an abhorrent senseof intimacy.
This crying from an infinite distance filled the room, seemed finally to
have its source in the room itself. After it had sobbed thinly into nothing,
its pulsations continued to sigh in BobbyÕsears. They seemed timed to
the renewed and eccentric dancing of the amorphous shadows.

Graham straightened and placed the candle on the bureau. He seemed
more startled than he had been at the unbelievable secretivenessof a
dead man.

ÒYou heard it?Ó Bobby breathed.
Graham nodded.
ÒWhatwas it? Where did you think it came from?ÓBobby demanded.

ÒIt was like someone mourning for thisÑ this poor devil.Ó
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Graham couldnÕtdisguise his effort to elude the sombre spell of the
room, to drive from his brain the illusion of that unearthly moaning.

ÒItmust have come from outside the house,Óhe answered ÒThereÕsno
use giving way to fancies where thereÕsa possible explanation. It must
have come from outsideÑ from some woman in great agony of mind.Ó

Bobby recalled his perception of a woman moving with a curious ab-
senceof sound about the edges of the stagnant lake. He spoke of it to
Graham.

ÒI couldnÕtbe sure it was a woman, but thereÕsno house within two
miles. What would a woman be doing wandering around the Cedars?Ó

ÒAt any rate, there are three women in the house,ÓGraham said,
ÒKatherine and the two servants, Ella and Jane. The maids are badly
frightened. It may have come from the servantsÕquarters. It must have
been one of them.Ó

But Bobby saw that Graham didnÕtbelieve either of the maids had re-
leased that poignant suffering.

ÒIt didnÕt sound like a living voice,Ó he said simply.
ÒThenhow are we to take it?ÓGraham persisted angrily. ÒIshall ques-

tion Katherine and the two maids.Ó
He took up the candle with a stubborn effort to recapture his old force-

fulness, but as they left the room the shadows thronged thickly after
them in ominous pursuit; and it wasnÕtnecessaryto question Katherine.
She stood in the corridor, her lips parted, her face white and shocked.

ÒWhat was it?Ó she said. ÒThat nearly silent grief?Ó
She put her hands to her ears, lowering them helplessly after a

moment.
ÒWhere did you think it came from?Ó Graham asked.
ÒFroma long ways off,Óshe answered. ÒThenIÑ I thought it must be

in the room with you, and I wondered if you sawÑ Ó
Graham shook his head.
ÒWesaw nothing. It was probably Ella or Jane.TheyÕvebeen badly

frightened. Perhapsa nightmare, or theyÕveheard us moving around the
front part of the house. I am going to see.Ó

Katherine and Bobby followed him downstairs. Doctor Groom and
Paredes stood in front of the fireplace, questioningly looking upward.
Paredes didnÕt speak at first, but Doctor Groom burst out in his
grumbling, bass voice:

ÒWhatÕs been going on up there?Ó
ÒDid you hear just now a queer crying?Ó Graham asked.
ÒNo.Ó
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ÒYou, Paredes?Ó
ÒIÕveheard nothing,Ó Paredesanswered, ÒexceptDoctor GroomÕsdis-

quieting theories. ItÕsan uncanny hour for such talk. What kind of a
cryÑ may I ask?Ó

ÒLike a woman moaning,Ó Bobby said, Òand, Doctor, Howells has
changed his position.Ó

ÒWhat are you talking about?Ó the doctor cried.
ÒHe has turned on his side as Mr. Blackburn did,Ó Graham told him.
Paredes glanced at Bobby.
ÒAnd how was this new mystery discovered?Ó
Bobby caught the implication. Then the Panamanian clung to his slyly

expressed doubt of Katherine which might, after all, have had its im-
pulse in an instinct of self-preservation. Bobby knew that Graham and
Katherine would guard the fashion in which the startling discovery had
been made. Before he could speak for himself, indeed, Graham was an-
swering Paredes:

ÒThis crying seemed after a time to come from the room. We entered.Ó
ÒButMiss Katherine called you up,ÓParedessaid. ÒIsupposed shehad

heard again movements in the room.Ó
Bobby managed a smile.
ÒYou see, Carlos, nothing is consistent in this case.Ó
Paredes bowed gravely.
ÒIt is very curious a woman should cry about the house.Ó
ÒTheservants may make it seemnatural enough,ÓGraham said. ÒWill

you come, Bobby?Ó
As they crossed the dining room they heard a stirring in the kitchen.

Graham threw open the door. Jenkins stood at the foot of the servantsÕ
stairs. The old butler had lighted a candle and placed it on the mantel.
The disorder of his clothing suggested the haste with which he had left
his bed and come downstairs. His wrinkled, sunken face had aged per-
ceptibly. He advanced with an expression of obvious relief.

ÒI was just coming to find you, Mr. Robert.Ó
ÒWhatÕsup?ÓBobby asked. ÒA little while ago I thought you were all

asleep back here.Ó
ÒOne of the women awakened him,Ó Graham said. ÒItÕsjust as I

thought.Ó
ÒWasthat it?Óthe old butler asked with a quick relief. But immedi-

ately he shook his head. ÒIt couldnÕthave been that, Mr. Graham, for I
stopped at EllaÕsand JaneÕsdoors, and there was no sound. They seemed
to be asleep. And it wasnÕt like that.Ó
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ÒYou mean,Ó Bobby said, Òthat you heard a woman crying?Ó
Jenkins nodded. ÒIt woke me up.Ó
ÒIf you didnÕt think it was one of the maids,ÓGraham asked, Òwhat

did you make of it?Ó
ÒI thought it came from outside. I thought it was a woman prowling

around the house. Then I said to myself, why should a woman prowl
around the Cedars?And it was too unearthly, sir, and I remembered the
way Mr. Silas was murdered, and the awful thing that happened to his
body this afternoon, and IÑ you wonÕt think me foolish, sirs?Ñ I
doubted if it was a human voice I had heard.Ó

ÒNo,Ó Graham said dryly, Òwe wonÕt think you foolish.Ó
ÒSo I thought IÕd better wake you up and tell you.Ó
Graham turned to Bobby.
ÒKatherine and you and I,Ó he said, Òfancied the crying was in the

room with us. Jenkins is sure it came from outside the house. That is
significant.Ó

ÒWherever it came from,Ó Bobby said softly, Òit was like some one
mourning for Howells.Ó

Jenkins started.
ÒThe policeman!Ó
Bobby remembered that Jenkins hadnÕtbeen aroused by the discovery

of HowellsÕs murder.
ÒYouÕdknow in a few minutes anyway,Ó he said. ÒHowells has been

killed as my grandfather was.Ó
Jenkins moved back, a look of unbelief and awe in his wrinkled face.
ÒHe boasted he was going to sleep in that room,Ó he whispered.
Bobby studied Jenkins,not knowing what to make of the old man, for

into the awe of the wrinkled face had stolen a positive relief, an emotion
that bordered on the triumphant.

ÒItÕs terrible,Ó Jenkins whispered.
Graham grasped his shoulder.
ÒWhatÕs the matter with you, Jenkins? One would say you were glad.Ó
ÒNo.Oh, no, sir. It is terrible. I was only wondering about the police-

manÕs report.Ó
ÒWhat do you know about his report?Ó Bobby cried.
ÒOnly thatÑ that he gave it to me to mail just before he went up to the

old room.Ó
ÒYou mailed it?Ó Graham snapped.
Jenkins hesitated. When he answered his voice was self-accusing.
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ÒIÕman old coward, Mr. Robert. The policeman told me the letter was
very important, and if anything happened to it I would get in trouble. He
couldnÕtafford to leave the house himself, he said. But, as I say, IÕma
coward, and I didnÕtwant to walk through the woods to the box by the
gate. I figured it all out. It wouldnÕt be taken up until early in the morn-
ing, and if I waited until daylight it would only be delayed one collec-
tion. So I made up my mind IÕdsleep on it, becauseI knew he had it in
for you, Mr. Robert. I supposed IÕdmail it in the morning, but I decided
IÕdthink it over anyway and not harrow myself walking through the
woods.Ó

ÒYouÕvedone a good job,ÓGraham said excitedly. ÒWhereis the re-
port now?Ó

ÒIn my room. Shall I fetch it, sir?Ó
Graham nodded, and Jenkins shuffled up the stairs.
ÒWhatluck!ÓGraham said. ÒHowells must have telephoned his suspi-

cions to the district attorney. He must have mentioned the evidence, but
what does that amount to since itÕsdisappeared along with the duplicate
of the report, if Howells made one?Ó

ÒI can fight with a clear conscience,ÓBobby cried. ÒI wasnÕtasleep
when HowellsÕs body altered its position. Do you realize what that
means to me? For once I was wide awake when the old room was at its
tricks.Ó

ÒIfHowells were alive,ÓGraham answered shortly, Òhewould look on
the fact that you were awake and alone with the body as the worst pos-
sible evidence against you.Ó

BobbyÕs elation died.
ÒThereis always something to tangle me in the eyes of the law with

these mysteries. But I know, and IÕllfight. Can you find any trace of a
conspiracy against me in this last ghastly adventure?Ó

ÒIt complicates everything,Ó Graham admitted.
ÒItÕsbeyond sounding,Ó Bobby said, Òfor my grandfatherÕsdeath last

night and the disturbance of his body this afternoon seemed calculated
to condemn me absolutely, yet HowellsÕsmurder and the movement of
his body, with the disappearance of the cast and the handkerchief, seem
designed to save me. Are there two influences at work in this houseÑ
one for me, one against me?Ó

ÒLetÕsthink of the human elements,ÓGraham answered with a frown.
ÒIhave no faith in Paredes.My man has failed to report on Maria. ThatÕs
queer. You fancy a woman in black slipping through the woods, and we
hear a woman cry. I want to account for those things before I give in to
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GroomÕsspirits. I confessat times they seemthe only logical explanation.
HereÕs Jenkins.Ó

ÒIf trouble comes of his withholding the report IÕll take the blame,Ó
Bobby said.

Graham snatched the long envelope from JenkinsÕhand. It was ad-
dressed in a firm hand to the district attorney at the county seat.

ÒThereÕsno question,Ó Graham said. ÒThatÕsit. We mustnÕtopen it.
WeÕdbetter not destroy it. Put it where it wonÕtbe easily found, Jenkins.
If you are questioned you have no recollection of Howells having given
it to you. Mr. Blackburn promises he will see you get in no trouble.Ó

The old man smiled.
ÒTrouble!Óhe scoffed. ÒMr. Blackburn neednÕtfret himself about me.

HeÕsthe last of this familyÑ that is Miss Katherine and he. IÕmold and
about done for. I donÕt mind trouble. Not a bit, sir.Ó

Bobby pressed his hand. His voice was a little husky: ÒI didnÕt think
youÕd go that far in my service, Jenkins.Ó

The old butler smiled slyly: ÒIÕd go a lot further than that, sir.Ó
ÒWeÕdbetter get back,ÓGraham said. ÒTheblood hounds ought to be

here, and theyÕllsniff at the caseharder than ever becauseitÕsdone for
Howells.Ó

They watched Jenkins go upstairs with the report.
ÒWeÕretaking long chances,ÓGraham said, Òdesperatelylong chances,

but youÕrein a desperately dangerous position. ItÕsthe only way. YouÕll
be accusedof stealing the evidence; but remember, when they question
you, they can prove nothing unless the cast and the handkerchief turn
up. If theyÕvebeen taken by an enemy in some magical fashion to be pro-
duced at the proper moment, thereÕsno hope. Meantime play the game,
and Katherine and I will help you all we can. The doctor, too, is friendly.
ThereÕs no doubt of him. Come, now. LetÕs face the music.Ó

Bobby followed Graham to the hall, trying to strengthen his nerves for
the ordeal. Even now he was more appalled by the apparently supernat-
ural background of the casethan he was by the material details which
pointed to his guilt. More than the report and the cast and the handker-
chief, the remembrance of that impossible moment in the blackness of
the old room filled his mind, and the unearthly and remote crying still
throbbed in his ears.

Katherine, Graham, and the doctor waited by the fireplace. They had
heard nothing from the authorities.

ÒBut they must be here soon,Ó Doctor Groom said.
ÒDid you learn anything back there, Hartley?Ó Katherine asked.
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ÒIt wasnÕtthe servants,Óhe said. ÒJenkinsheard the crying. HeÕscer-
tain it came from outside the house.Ó

Paredes looked up.
ÒExtraordinary!Ó he said.
ÒI wish I had heard it,Ó Doctor Groom grumbled.
Paredes laughed.
ÒThank the good Lord I didnÕt. Perpetually, Bobby, your house re-

minds me that IÕvenerves sensitive to the unknown world. I will go fur-
ther than the doctor. I will say that this house is crowded with the super-
natural. It shelters things that we cannot understand, that we will never
understand. When I was a child in Panama I had a nurse who, unfortu-
nately, developed too strongly my native superstition. How she
frightened me with her bedtime stories! They were all of men murdered
or dead of fevers, crossing the trail, or building the railroad, or digging
insufficient ditches for De Lesseps.Some of her best went farther back
than that. They were thick with the ghosts of old Spaniards and the crim-
son hands of MorganÕsbuccaneers.Really that tiny strip acrossthe isth-
mus is crowded with souls snatched too quickly from torn and tortured
bodies. If you are sensitive you feel they are still there.Ó

ÒWhat has all this to do with the Cedars?Ó Doctor Groom grumbled.
ÒIt explains my ability to sense strange elements in this old house.

There are in PanamaÑ if you donÕtmind, doctorÑ improvised grave-
yards, tangled by the jungle, that give you a feeling of an active, unseen
population precisely as this house does.Ó

He arose and strolled with a cat-like lack of sound about the hall.
When he spoke again his voice was scarcelyaudible. It was the voice of a
man who thinks aloud, and the doctor failed to interrupt him again.

ÒIhave felt less spiritually alarmed in those places of grinning skulls,
which always seem trying to recite agonies beyond expression, than I
feel in this house. For here the woods are more desolate than the jungle,
and the walls of houses as old as this make a prison for suffering.Ó

A vague discomfort stole through BobbyÕssurprise. He had never
heard Paredesspeak so seriously. In spite of the manÕsunruffled manner
there was nothing of mockery about his words. What, then, was their
intention?

Paredessaid no more, but for several minutes he paced up and down
the hall, glancing often with languid eyes toward the stairs. He had the
appearance of one who expects and waits.
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Katherine, Graham, and the doctor, Bobby could see,had been made
as uneasy as himself by the change in the Panamanian. The doctor
cleared his throat. His voice broke the silence tentatively:

ÒIf this house makes you so unhappy, young man, why do you stay?Ó
Paredes paused in his walk. His thin lips twitched. He indicated

Bobby.
ÒForthe sakeof my very good friend. What are a manÕspersonal fears

and desires if he can help his friends?Ó
GrahamÕsdistaste was evident. Paredes recognized it with a smile.

Bobby watched him curiously, realizing more and more that Graham
was right to this extent: they must somehow learn the real purpose of the
PanamanianÕs continued presence here.

Paredes resumed his walk. He still had that air of expectancy. He
seemedto listen. This feeling of imminence reached Bobby; increased his
restlessness. He thought he heard an automobile horn outside. He
sprang up, went to the door, opened it, and stood gazing through the
damp and narrow court. Yet, he confessed,he listened for a repetition of
that unearthly crying through the thicket rather than for the approach of
those who would try to condemn him for two murders. Paredes was
right. The place was unhealthy. Its dark walls seemed to draw closer.
They had a desolate and unfriendly secretiveness. They might hide
anything.

The whirring of a motor reached him. Headlights flung gigantic, dis-
torted shadows of trees acrossthe walls of the old wing. Bobby faced the
others.

ÒTheyÕrecoming,Óhe said, and his voice was sufficiently apprehensive
now.

Graham joined him at the door. ÒYes,Óhe said. ÒTherewill be another
inquisition. You all know that Howells for someabsurd reasonsuspected
Bobby. Bobby, it goes without saying, knows no more about the crimes
than any of us. I dare say youÕllkeep that in mind if they try to confuse
you. After all, thereÕs very little any of us can tell them.Ó

ÒExcept,ÓParedessaid with a yawn, Òwhatwent on upstairs when the
woman cried and HowellsÕsbody moved. Of course I know nothing
about that.Ó

Graham glanced at him sharply.
ÒI donÕtknow what you mean, but you have told us all that you are

BobbyÕs friend.Ó
ÒQuite so. And I am not a spy.Ó
He moved his head in his grave and dignified bow.
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The automobile stopped at the entrance to the court. Three men
stepped out and hurried up the path. As they entered the hall Bobby re-
cognized the sallow, wizened features of the coroner. One of the others
was short and thick set. His round and florid face, one felt, should have
expressedfriendliness and good-humour rather than the intolerant anger
that marked it now. The third was a lank, bald-headed man, whose
sharp face released more determination than intelligence.

ÒIam Robinson, the district attorney,Óthe stout one announced, Òand
this is JackRawlins, the best detective IÕvegot now that Howells is gone.
Jackwas a close friend of Howells, so heÕllmake a good job of it, but I
thought it was time I camemyself to seewhat the devilÕsgoing on in this
house.Ó

The lank man nodded.
ÒYouÕreright, Mr. Robinson. ThereÕllbe no more nonsenseabout the

case. If Howells had made an arrest he might be alive this minute.Ó
BobbyÕsheart sank. These men would act from a primary instinct of

revenge. They wanted the man who had killed Silas Blackburn princip-
ally because it was certain he had also killed their friend. RawlinsÕs
words, moreover, suggestedthat Howells must have telephoned a pretty
clear outline of the case. Robinson stared at them insolently.

ÒThis is Doctor Groom, I know. Which is young Mr. Blackburn?Ó
Bobby stepped forward. The sharp eyes, surrounded by puffy flesh,

studied him aggressively. Bobby forced himself to meet that unfriendly
gaze.Would Robinson accusehim now, before he had gone into the case
for himself? At least he could prove nothing. After a moment the man
turned away.

ÒWho is this?Ó he asked, indicating Graham.
ÒA very good friendÑ my lawyer, Mr. Graham,Ó Bobby answered.
Robinson walked over to Paredes.
ÒAnother lawyer?Ó he sneered.
ÒAnother friend,Ó Paredes answered easily.
Robinson glanced at Katherine.
ÒOf course you are Miss Perrine. Good. Coroner, these are all that

were in the front part of the house when you were here before?Ó
ÒThe same lot,Ó the coroner squeaked.
ÒThereare three servants, a man and two women,ÓRobinson went on.

ÒAccount for them, Rawlins, and seewhat they have to say. Come up-
stairs when youÕre through. All right, Coroner.Ó

But he paused at the foot of the steps.
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ÒForthe present no one will leave the house without my permission. If
you care to come upstairs with me, Mr. Blackburn, you might be useful.Ó

Bobby shrank from the thought of returning to the old room even with
this determined company. He didnÕt hesitate, however, for RobinsonÕs
purpose was clear. He wanted Bobby where he could watch him. Gra-
ham prepared to accompany them.

ÒIf you need me,Ó the doctor said. ÒI looked at the bodyÑ Ó
ÒOh,yes,ÓRobinson sneered.ÒIÕdlike to know exactly what time you

found the body.Ó
Graham flushed, but Katherine answered easily:
ÒAbout half-past twoÑ the hour at which Mr. Blackburn was killed.Ó
ÒAnd I,ÓRobinson sneered,Òwasaroused at three-thirty. An hour dur-

ing which the police were left out of the case!Ó
ÒWe thought it wise to get a physician first of all,Ó Graham said.
ÒYou knew Howells never had a chance. You knew he had been

murdered the moment you looked at him,Ó Robinson burst out.
ÒWe acted for the best,Ó Graham answered.
His manner impressed silence on Katherine and Bobby.
ÒWeÕllsee about that later,Ó Robinson said with a clear threat. ÒIf it

doesnÕt inconvenience you too much weÕll go up now.Ó
In the upper hall he snatched the candle from the table.
ÒWhich way?Ó
Katherine nodded to the old corridor and slipped to her room. Robin-

son stepped forward with the coroner at his heels. Bobby, Graham, and
the doctor followed. Inside the narrow, choking passageBobby saw the
district attorney hesitate.

ÒWhatÕs the matter?Ó the doctor rumbled.
The district attorney went on without answering. He glanced at the

broken lock.
ÒSo you had to smash your way in?Ó
He walked to the bed and looked down at Howells.
ÒPoordevil!Ó he murmured. ÒHowells wasnÕtthe man to get caught

unawares. ItÕsbeyond me how any one could have come closeenough to
make that wound without putting him on his guard.Ó

ÒItÕsbeyond us, as it was beyond him,Ó Graham answered, Òhow any
one got into the room at all.Ó

In responseto RobinsonÕsquestions he told in detail about the discov-
ery of both murders. Robinson pondered for some time.
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ÒThen you and Mr. Blackburn were asleep,Óhe said. ÒMiss Perrine
aroused you. This foreigner Paredeswas awake and dressed and in the
lower hall.Ó

ÒIthink he was in the court aswe went by the stair-well,Ó Graham cor-
rected him.

ÒI shall want to talk to your foreigner,Ó Robinson said. He shivered.
ÒThis room is like a charnel house. Why did Howells want to sleep
here?Ó

ÒI donÕtthink he intended to sleep,ÓGraham said. ÒFrom the start
Howells was bound to solve the mystery of the entrance of the room. He
came here, hoping that the criminal would make just such an attempt as
he did. He was confident he could take care of himself, get his man, and
clear up the last details of the case.Ó

Robinson looked straight at Bobby.
ÒThen Howells knew the criminal was in the house.Ó
ÒHowells, I daresay,ÓGraham said, Òtelephonedyou something of his

suspicions.Ó Robinson nodded.
ÒHe was on the wrong line,Ó Graham argued, Òor he wouldnÕt have

been so easily overcome. You can see for yourself. Locked doors, a
wound that suggests the assailant was close to him, yet he must have
been awake and watchful; and if there had been a physical attack before
the sharp instrument was driven into his brain he would have cried out,
yet Miss Perrine was aroused by nothing of the sort, and the coroner, I
daresay, will find no marks of a struggle about the body.Ó

The coroner who had been busy at the bed glanced up.
ÒNo mark at all. If Howells wasnÕtasleep, his murderer must have

been invisible as well as noiseless.Ó
Doctor Groom smiled. The coroner glared at him.
ÒIsuggest,Mr. District Attorney,Ó he squeaked,Òthatthe ordinary lay-

man wouldnÕt know that this type of wound would cause immediate
death.Ó

ÒNor would any man,Óthe doctor answered angrily, Òbeable to make
such a wound with his victim lying on his back.Ó

ÒOn his back!Ó Robinson echoed. ÒBut he isnÕt on his back.Ó
The doctor told of the amazing alteration in the positions of both vic-

tims. Bobby regretted with all his heart that he had made the attempt to
get the evidence. Already complete frankness was impossible for him.
Already a feeling of guilt sprang from the necessity of withholding the
first-hand testimony which he alone could give.
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ÒAnd a woman cried!Ó Robinson said, bewildered. ÒAll this sounds
like a ghost story.Ó

ÒYouÕvemore sensethan I thought,Ó Doctor Groom said dryly. ÒInev-
er could get Howells to see it that way.Ó

ÒWhat are you driving at?Ó Robinson snapped.
ÒThesecrimes,Ó the doctor answered, Òhave all the elements of a

ghostly impulse.Ó
RobinsonÕs laugh was a little uncomfortable.
ÒTheCedars is a nice place for spooks, but it wonÕtdo. IÕllbe frank.

Howells telephoned me. He had found plenty of evidence of human in-
terference. ItÕsevident in both casesthat the murderer came back and
disturbed the bodies for some special purpose. I donÕtknow what it was
the first time, but itÕssimple to understand the last. The murderer came
for evidence Howells had on his person.Ó

Bobby couldnÕtmeet the sharp, puffy eyes. He alone was capable of
testifying that the evidence had been removed as if to secreteit from his
unlawful hand. Yet if he spoke he would prove the district attorneyÕs
point. He would condemn himself.

ÒCurious,ÓGraham said slowly, Òthat the murderer didnÕt take the
evidence when he killed his man.Ó

ÒI donÕtknow about that,Ó Robinson said, Òbut I know Howells had
evidence on his person. You through, Coroner? Then weÕllhave a look,
although itÕs little use.Ó

He walked to the bed and searched HowellsÕs pockets.
ÒJustas I thought. Nothing. He told me he was preparing a report. If

he didnÕt mail it, that was stolen with the rest of the stuff. RawlinsÕs
right. He waited too long to make his arrest.Ó

Again Bobby wondered if the man would bring matters to a head now.
He could appreciate, however, that Robinson, with nothing to go on but
HowellsÕstelephoned suspicions, might spoil his chancesof a solution by
acting too hastily. Rawlins strolled in.

ÒThetwo women were asleep,Óhe said. ÒTheold man knows nothing
beyond the fact that he heard a woman crying outside a little while ago.Ó

ÒIdonÕtthink we need bother about the back part of the house for the
present,ÓRobinson said. ÒHowellsÕsevidence has been stolen. ItÕsyour
job to find it unless itÕsbeen destroyed. Your other job is to discover the
instrument that causeddeath in both cases.Then maybe our worthy doc-
tor will desert his ghosts. Mr. Blackburn, if you will come with me
thereÕsa slight possibility of checking up some of the evidence of which
Howells spoke. Our fine fellow may have made a slip in the court.Ó
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Bobby understood and was afraidÑ more afraid than he had been at
any time since he had overheard Howells catalogue his caseto Graham
in the library. Why, even in so much confusion, had Graham and he
failed to think of those tell-tale marks in the court? They had been intact
when he had stood there just before dark. It was unlikely any one had
walked across the grass since. He saw GrahamÕselaborate precautions
demolished, the caseagainst him stronger than it had been before How-
ellsÕsmurder. GrahamÕsface revealed the same helpless comprehension.
They followed Robinson downstairs. Graham made a gesture of sur-
render. Bobby glanced at Paredeswho alone had remained below. The
Panamanian smoked and lounged in the easy chair. His eyes seemed
restless.

ÒI shall wish to ask you some questions in a few minutes, Mr.
Paredes,Ó the district attorney said.

ÒAt your service, IÕm sure,Ó Paredes drawled.
He watched them until they had entered the court and closed the door.

The chill dampness of the court infected Bobby as it had always done. It
was a proper setting for his accusation and arrest. For Robinson, he
knew, wouldnÕt wait as Howells had done to solve the mystery of the
locked doors.

Robinson, while the others grouped themselves about him, took a
flashlight from his pocket and pressed the control. The brilliant cylinder
of light illuminated the grass, making it seem unnaturally green. Bobby
braced himself for the inevitable denouement. Then, while Robinson ex-
claimed angrily, his eyeswidened, his heart beat rapidly with a vast and
wondering relief. For the marks he remembered so clearly had been ob-
literated with painstaking thoroughness, and at first the slate seemed
perfectly clean. He was sure his unknown friend had avoided leaving
any trace of his own. Each step in the grass had been carefully scraped
out. In the confusion of the path there was nothing to be learned.

The genuine surprise of BobbyÕsexclamation turned Robinson to him
with a look of doubt.

ÒYou acknowledge these footmarks were here, Mr. Blackburn?Ó
ÒCertainly,ÓBobby answered. ÒI saw them myself just before dark. I

knew Howells ridiculously connected them with the murderer.Ó
ÒYoumade a good job of it when you trampled, them out,ÓRobinson

hazarded.
But it was clear BobbyÕs amazement had not been lost on him.
ÒOr,Óhe went on, Òthis foreigner who advertises himself as your

friend! He was in the court tonight. We know that.Ó
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Suddenly he stooped, and Bobby got on his kneesbeside him. The cyl-
inder of light held in its centre one mark, clear and distinct in the
trampled grass,and with a warm gratitude, a swift apprehension, Bobby
thought of Katherine. For the mark in the grass had been made by the
heel of a womanÕs shoe.

ÒNot the foreigner then,ÓRobinson mused, Ònot yourself, Blackburn,
but a woman, a devoted woman. ThatÕs something to get after.Ó

ÒAnd if she lies, the impression of the heel will give her away,Ó the
coroner suggested.

Robinson grinned.
ÒYouÕdmake a rotten detective, Coroner. WomenÕsheels are cut to a

pattern. There are thousands of shoeswhose heels would fit this impres-
sion. We need the sole for identification, and that she hasnÕtleft us. But
sheÕsdone one favour. SheÕsadvertised herself as a woman, and there
are just three women in the house. One of those committed this serious
offence, and the inference is obvious.Ó

Before Bobby could protest, the doctor broke in with his throaty
rumble: ÒOne of those, or the woman who cried about the house.Ó

Bobby started. The memory of that eerie grief was still uncomfortable
in his brain. Could there have been actually a woman at the stagnant
lake that afternoon and close to the house to-nightÑ some mysterious
friend who assumed grave risks in his service? He recognized Robin-
sonÕslogic. Unless there were something in that far-fetched theory, Kath-
erine faced a situation nearly as serious as his own. Robinson
straightened. At the same moment the scraping of a window reached
them. Bobby glanced at the newer wing. Katherine leaned from her win-
dow. The coincidence disturbed him. In RobinsonÕsmind, he knew, her
anxiety would assume a colour of guilt. Her voice, moreover, was too
uncertain, too full of misgivings:

ÒWhat is going on down there? There have been noÑ no more
tragedies?Ó

ÒWould you mind joining us for a moment?Ó Robinson asked.
Shedrew back. The curtain fell over her lighted window. The darkness

of the court was disturbed again only by the limited radiance of the
flashlight. She came hurriedly from the front door.

ÒI saw you gathered here. I heard you talking. I wondered.Ó
ÒYouknew there were footprints in this court,ÓRobinson said harshly,

Òthat Howells connected them with the murderer of your uncle.Ó
ÒYes,Ó she answered simply.
ÒWhy then,Ó he asked, Òdid you attempt to obliterate them?Ó

96



She laughed.
ÒWhatdo you mean?I didnÕt.I havenÕtbeenout of the house since just

after luncheon.Ó
ÒCan you prove that?Ó
ÒIt needs no proof. I tell you so.Ó
The flashlight exposed the ugly confidence of RobinsonÕs smile.
ÒI am sorry to suggest the need of corroboration.Ó
ÒYou doubt my word?Ó she flashed.
ÒAwoman,Óhe answered, Òhasobliterated valuable testimony, I shall

make it my business to punish her.Ó
She laughed again. Without another word she turned and reentered

the house. RobinsonÕs oath was audible to the others.
ÒWe canÕt put up with that sort of thing, sir,Ó Rawlins said.
ÒI ought to place this entire household under arrest,Ó Robinson

muttered.
ÒAsa lawyer,Ó Graham said easily, ÒIshould think with your lack of

evidence it might be asking for trouble. There is Paredeswho acknow-
ledges he was in the court.Ó

ÒAll right. IÕll see what heÕs got to say.Ó
He started for the house. Bobby lingered for a moment with Graham.
ÒDo you know anything about this, Hartley?Ó
ÒNothing,Ó Graham whispered.
ÒThen you donÕt think KatherineÑ Ó
ÒIf sheÕddone it sheÕdhave taken good care not to be so curious. I

doubt if it was Katherine.Ó
They followed the others into the hall. Bobby, scarcely appreciating

why at first, realized there had beena changethere. Then he understood:
Robinson faced an empty chair. The hall was pungent with cigarette
smoke, but Paredes had gone.

Robinson pointed to the stairs.
ÒGet him down,Ó he said to Rawlins.
ÒHewouldnÕthave gone to bed,ÓGraham suggested.ÒSupposeheÕsin

the old room where Howells lies?Ó
But Rawlins found him nowhere upstairs. With an increasing excite-

ment Robinson joined the search. They went through the entire house.
Paredeswas no longer there. He had, to all appearances,put a period to
his unwelcome visit. He had definitely disappeared from the Cedars.

His most likely exit was through the kitchen door which was un-
locked, but Jenkins who had returned to his room had heard no one.
With their electric lamps Robinson and Rawlins ferreted about the rear
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entrance for traces. The path there was as trampled and uselessas the
one in front. Rawlins, who had gone some distance from the house,
straightened with a satisfied exclamation. The others joined him.

ÒHereÕswhere he left the path right enough,Óhe said. ÒAnd our for-
eigner wasnÕt making any more noise than he had to.Ó

He flashed his lamp on a fresh footprint in the soft soil at the side of
the path. The mark of the toe was deep and firm. The impression of the
heel was very light. Paredes,it was clear, had walked from the house on
tiptoe.

ÒFollow on,Ó Robinson commanded. ÒI told this fellow I wanted to
question him. IÕve scared him off.Ó

Keeping his light on the ground, Rawlins led the way acrossthe clear-
ing. The trail was simple enough to follow. Each of the PanamanianÕs
footprints was distinct. Each had that peculiarity that suggested the
stealth of his progress.

As they continued Bobby responded to an excited premonition. He
sensedthe destination of the chase.He could picture Paredesnow in the
loneliest portion of the woods, for the trail unquestionably pointed to the
path he had taken that afternoon toward the stagnant lake.

ÒHartley!Óhe said. ÒParedesleft the house to go to the stagnant lake
where I fancied I saw a woman in black. Do you see?And he didnÕthear
the crying of a woman a little while ago, and when we told him he be-
came restless. He wandered about the hall talking of ghosts.Ó

ÒA rendezvous!ÓGraham answered. ÒHemay have been waiting for
just that. The crying may have been a signal. PerhapsyouÕllbelieve now,
Bobby, that the man has had an underhanded purpose in staying here.Ó

ÒIÕvemade too many hasty judgments in my life, Hartley. IÕllgo slow
on this. IÕll wait until we see what we find at the lake.Ó

Rawlins snapped off his light. The little party paused at the black en-
trance of the path into the thicket.

ÒHeÕs buried himself in the woods,Ó Rawlins said.
They crowded instinctively closer in the sudden darkness. A brisk

wind had sprung up. It rattled among the trees, and set the dead leaves
in gentle, rustling motion. It suggested to Bobby the picture which had
been forced into his brain the night of his grandfatherÕsdeath. The moon
now possessedless light, but it reminded him again of a drowning face,
and through the darkness he could fancy the trees straining in the wind
like puny men. Abruptly the thought of penetrating the forest became
frightening. The silent loneliness of the stagnant lake seemed as un-
friendly and threatening as the melancholy of the old room.
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ÒThereare too many of us,ÓRobinson was saying. ÒYouÕdbetter go on
alone, Rawlins, and donÕttake any chances.IÕvegot to have this man.
You understand? I think he knows things worth while.Ó

The rising wind laughed at his whisper. The detective flashed his lamp
once, shut it off again, and stepped into the close embrace of the thicket.

Suddenly Bobby grasped GrahamÕsarm. The little group became
tense, breathless. For across the wind with a diffused quality, a lack of
direction, vibrated to them again the faint and mournful grief of a
woman.
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Chapter6
THE ONE WHO CREPT IN THE PRIVATE
STAIRCASE

The odd, mournful crying lost itself in the restless lament of the wind.
The thicket from which it had seemed to issue assumed in the pallid
moonlight a new unfriendliness. Instinctively the six men moved closer
together. The coronerÕs thin tones expressed his alarm:

ÒWhat the devil was that? I donÕtreally believe there could be a wo-
man around here.Ó

ÒA queer one!Ó the detective grunted.
The district attorney questioned Bobby and Graham.
ÒThatÕs the voice you heard from the house?Ó
Graham nodded.
ÒPerhaps not so far away.Ó
Doctor Groom, hitherto more captured than any of them by the im-

minence of a spiritual responsibility for the mystery of the Cedars, was
the first now to reach for a rational explanation of this new phase.

ÒWemustnÕtlet our fancies run away with us. The coronerÕsright for
once. No excuse for a woman hiding in that thicket. A bird, maybe, or
some animalÑ Ó

ÒSounded more like a human being,Ó Robinson objected.
The detective reasoned in a steady unmoved voice: ÒOnly a mad wo-

man would wander through the woods, crying like that without a spe-
cial purpose. This man Paredes has left the house and come through
here. IÕd guess it was a signal.Ó

ÒGraham and I had thought of that,Ó Bobby said.
ÒHowells was a sharp one,ÓRobinson mused, Òbuthe must have gone

wrong on this fellow. He Õphonedme the man knew nothing. Spoke of
him as a foreigner who lolled around smoking cigarettes and trying to
make a fool of him with a lot of talk about ghosts.Ó

ÒHowells,Ó Graham said, Òmisjudged the case from the start. He
wasnÕt to blame, but his mistake cost him his life.Ó
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Robinson didnÕtanswer. Bobby saw that the man had discarded his in-
tolerant temper. From that changehe drew a new hope. He acceptedit as
the beginning of fulfilment of his prophecy last night that an accident to
Howells and the entrance of a new man into the casewould give him a
fighting chance.It was clearly Paredesat the moment who filled the dis-
trict attorneyÕs mind.

ÒGoafter him,Óhe said shortly to Rawlins. ÒIfyou can get away with it
bring him back and whoever you find with him.Ó

Rawlins hesitated.
ÒIÕmno coward, but I know whatÕshappened to Howells. This isnÕtan

ordinary case.I donÕtwant to walk into an ambush. It would be safer not
to run him down alone.Ó

ÒAll right,Ó Robinson agreed, ÒIdonÕtcare to leave the Cedars for the
present. Perhaps Mr. GrahamÑ Ó

But Graham wasnÕtenthusiastic. It never occurred to Bobby that he
was afraid. Graham, he guessed, desired to remain near Katherine.

ÒIÕll go, if you like,Ó Doctor Groom rumbled.
It was probable that GrahamÕsinstinct to stay had sprung from service

rather than sentiment. The man, it was reasonable, sought to protect
Katherine from the Cedars itself and from RobinsonÕstoo direct methods
of examination. As an antidote for his unwelcome jealousy Bobby
offered himself to Rawlins.

ÒWould you mind if I came, too? IÕve known Paredes a long time.Ó
Robinson sneered.
ÒWhat do you think of that, Rawlins?Ó
But the detective stepped closeand whispered in the district attorneyÕs

ear.
ÒAll right,Ó Robinson said. ÒGo with Õem, if you want, Mr. Blackburn.Ó
And Bobby knew that he would go, not to help, but to be watched.
The others strayed toward the house.The three men faced the entrance

of the path alone.
ÒNomore loud talk now,Óthe detective warned. ÒIfhe went on tiptoe

so can we.Ó
Even with this company Bobby shrank from the dark and restless

forest. With a smooth skill the detective followed the unfamiliar path.
From time to time he stooped close to the ground, shaded his lamp with
his hand, and pressed the control. Always the light verified the presence
of Paredesahead of them. Bobby knew they were near the stagnant lake.
The underbrush was thicker. They went with more care to limit the
sound of their passageamong the trees. And each moment the physical
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surroundings of the pursuit increased BobbyÕsdoubt of Paredes.No or-
dinary impulse would bring a man to such a place in this black hour be-
fore the dawnÑparticularly Paredes,who spoke constantly of his super-
stitious nature, who advertised a thorough-paced fear of the Cedars. The
PanamanianÕsdecision to remain, his lack of emotion before the tragic
successionof events at the house, his attempt to enter the corridor just
before Bobby had gone himself to the old room for the evidence, his de-
sire to direct suspicion against Katherine, finally this excursion in re-
sponseto the eerie crying, all suggesteda definite, perhaps a dangerous,
purpose in the brain of the serene and inscrutable man.

They slipped to the open spaceabout the lake. The moon barely distin-
guished for them the flat, melancholy stretch of water. They listened
breathlessly. There was no sound beyond the normal stirrings of the
forest. Bobby had a feeling, similar to the afternoonÕs,that he was
watched. He tried unsuccessfully to penetrate the darkness across the
lake where he had fancied the woman skulking. The detectiveÕskeen
senses were satisfied.

ÒDollars to doughnuts theyÕrenot here. TheyÕveprobably gone on. IÕll
have to take a chance and show the light again.Ó

Fresh footprints were revealed in the narrow circle of illumination.
Testifying to ParedesÕscontinued stealth, they made a straight line to the
waterÕs edge. Rawlins exclaimed:

ÒHe stepped into the lake. How deep is it?Ó
The black surface of the water seemedto Bobby like an opaque glass,

hiding sinister things. Suppose Paredes, instead of coming to a rendez-
vous, had been led?

ÒItÕs deep enough in the centre,Ó he answered.
ÒShallow around the edges?Ó
ÒQuite.Ó
ÒThen he knew we were after him,Ó Groom said.
Rawlins nodded and ran his light along the shore. A few yards to the

right a ledge of smooth rock stretched from the water to a grove of pine
trees. The detective arose and turned off his light.

ÒHeÕsblocked us,Óhe said. ÒHeknew he wouldnÕt leave his marks on
the rocks or the pine needles. No way to guess his direction now.Ó

Doctor Groom cleared his throat. With a hesitant manner he recited
the discovery of the queer light in the deserted house, its unaccountable
disappearances their failure to find its source.

ÒIwas thinking,Ó he explained, ÒthatParedesalone saw the light give
out. It was his suggestion that he go to the front of the house to
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investigate. This path might be used as a short cut to the deserted house.
The rendezvous may have been there.Ó

Rawlins was interested again.
ÒHow far is it?Ó
ÒNot much more than a mile,Ó Groom answered.
ÒThen weÕll go,Ó the detective decided. ÒShow the way.Ó
Groom in the lead, they struck off through the woods. Bobby, who

walked last, noticed the faint messengersof dawn behind the trees in the
east. He was glad. The night cloaked too much in this neighbourhood.
By daylight the empty house would guard its secretlesseasily. Suddenly
he paused and stood quite still. He wanted to call to the others, to point
out what he had seen.There was no question. By chancehe had accom-
plished the task that had seemed so hopeless yesterday. He had found
the spot where his consciousnesshad come back momentarily to record a
wet moon, trees straining in the wind like puny men, and a figure in a
mask which he had called his conscience.He gazed, his hope retreating
before an unforeseen disappointment, for with the paling moon and the
bent trees survived that very figure on the discovery of whose nature he
had built so vital a hope; and in this bad light it conveyed to him an ap-
pearance nearly human. Through the underbrush the trunk of a tree
shattered by some violent storm mocked him with its illusion. The dead
leavesat the top were like cloth acrossa face.Therefore, he argued, there
had beenno conspiracy against him. Paredeswas clean as far as that was
concerned.He had wandered about the Cedars alone. He had opened his
eyes at a point between the court and the deserted house.

Rawlins turned back suspiciously, asking why he loitered. He contin-
ued almost indifferently. He still wanted to know ParedesÕsgoal, but his
disappointment and its meaning obsessed him.

When they crept up the growing light exposed the scarsof the deser-
ted house. Everything was as Bobby remembered it. At the front there
was no decayed wood or vegetation to strengthen the doctorÕshalf-
hearted theory of a phosphorescent emanation.

The tangle of footsteps near the rear door was confusing and it was
some time before the three men straightened and glanced at each other,
knowing that the doctorÕswisdom was proved. For Paredes had been
there recently; for that matter, might still be in the house. Moreover, he
hadnÕthidden his tracks, as he could have done, in the thick grass. In-
stead he had come in a straight line from the woods across a piece of
sandy ground which contained the record of his direction and his contin-
ued stealth. But inside they found nothing except burnt-out matches
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strewn acrossthe floor, testimony of their earlier search.The fugitive had
evidently left more carefully than he had come. The chill emptiness of
the deserted house had drawn and released him ahead of the chase.

ÒIguesshe knew what the light meant,Óthe detective said, Òaswell as
he did that queer calling. It complicates matters that I canÕtfind a wo-
manÕsfootprints around here. She may have kept to the grass and this
marked-up path, for, since I donÕtbelieve in banshees,IÕllswear thereÕs
been a woman around, either a crazy woman, wandering at large, who
might be connected with the murders, or else a sane one who signalled
the foreigner. LetÕsget back and seewhat the district attorney makes of
it.Ó

ÒIt might be wiser not to dismiss the banshees,as you call them, too
hurriedly,Ó Doctor Groom rumbled.

As they returned along the road in the growing light Bobby lost the
feeling he had had of being spied upon. The memory of such an adven-
ture was bound to breed something like confidence among its actors.
Rawlins, Bobby hoped, would be less unfriendly. The detective, in fact,
talked as much to him as to the doctor. He assured them that Robinson
would get the Panamanian unless he proved miraculously clever.

ÒHeÕsshown us that he knows something,Óhe went on. ÒI donÕtsay
how much, becauseI canÕtget a motive to make it worth his while to
commit such crimes.Ó

The man smiled blandly at Bobby.
ÒWhile in your case thereÕs a motive at leastÑ the money.Ó
He chuckled.
ÒThatÕsthe easiest motive to understand in the world. ItÕsstronger

than love.Ó
Bobby wondered. Love had been the impulse for the last few monthsÕ

folly that had led him into his present situation. Graham, over his stern
principles of right, had already stepped outside the law in backing Kath-
erineÕsefforts to saveBobby. Sohe wondered how much Graham would
risk, how far he was capableof going himself, at the inspiration of such a
motive.

The sun was up when they reached the Cedars. Katherine had gone to
her room. The coroner had left. Robinson and Graham had built a fresh
fire in the hall. They sat there, talking.

ÒWhere you been?ÓRobinson demanded. ÒWeÕdabout decided the
spooks had done for you.Ó
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The detective outlined their failure. The district attorney listened with
a frown. At the end he aroseand, without saying anything, walked to the
telephone. When he returned he appeared better satisfied.

ÒMr. Paredes,Óhe said, Òwill have to be a slick article to make a clean
getaway. And IÕmbringing another man to keep reporters out. TheyÕll
know from HowellsÕsmurder that Mr. Blackburn didnÕt die a natural
death. If reporters get in donÕttalk to them. I donÕtwant that damned
foreigner reading in the papers whatÕsgoing on here. IÕdgive my job to
have him in that chair for five minutes now.Ó

Graham cleared his throat.
ÒIscarcely know how to suggest this, since it is sufficiently clear, be-

causeof HowellsÕssuspicions, that you have Mr. Blackburn under close
observation. But he has a fair idea of ParedesÕshabits, his haunts, and his
friends in New York. He might be able to learn things the police
couldnÕt.IÕveone or two matters to take me to town. I would make my-
self personally responsible for his returnÑ Ó

The district attorney interrupted.
ÒI see what you mean. Wait a minute.Ó
He clasped his hands and rolled his fat thumbs one around the other.

The little eyes,surrounded by puffy flesh, becameenigmatic. All at once
he glanced up with a genial smile.

ÒWhy not? I havenÕtsaid anything about holding Mr. Blackburn as
more than a witness.Ó

His tone chilled Bobby as thoroughly as a direct accusation would
have done.

ÒAnd,ÓRobinson went on, Òthesooner you go the better. The sooner
you get back the better.Ó

Graham was visibly puzzled by this prompt acquiescence.He started
for the stairs, but the district attorney waved him aside.

ÒCoats and hats are downstairs. No need wasting time.Ó
Graham turned to Doctor Groom.
ÒYouÕll tell Miss Perrine, Doctor?Ó
The doctor showed that he understood the warning Graham wished to

convey.
The district attorney made a point of walking to the stable to seethem

off. Graham gestured angrily as they drove away.
ÒItÕsplain as the nose on your face. I was too anxious to test their atti-

tude toward you, Bobby. He jumped at the chance to run us out of the
house. HeÕllhave several hours during which to turn the place upside
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down, to give Katherine the third degree. And we canÕtgo back. WeÕll
have to see it through.Ó

ÒWhy should he give me a chance to slip away?Ó Bobby asked.
But before long he realized that Robinson was taking no chances.At

the junction of the road from Smithtown a car picked them up and clung
to their heels all the way to the city.

ÒRawlinsmust have telephoned,ÓGraham said, Òwhile we went to the
stable. TheyÕrestill playing HowellsÕsgame. TheyÕllgive you plenty of
rope.Ó

He drove straight to BobbyÕsapartment. The elevator man verified
their suspicions. Robinson had telephoned the New York police for a
search. A familiar type of metropolitan detective met them in the hall
outside BobbyÕs door.

ÒIÕm through, gentlemen,Ó he greeted them impudently.
Graham faced him in a burst of temper.
ÒThe city may have to pay for this outrage.Ó
The man grinned.
ÒI should get gray hairs about that.Ó
He went on downstairs. They entered the apartment to find confusion

in each room. Bureau drawers had been turned upside down. The desk
had been examined with a reckless thoroughness. Graham was frankly
worried.

ÒI wonder if he found anything. If he did you wonÕt get out of town.Ó
ÒWhat could he find?Ó Bobby asked.
ÒIf the court was planted,Ó Graham answered, Òwhy shouldnÕtthese

rooms have been?Ó
ÒAfter last night I donÕt believe the court was planted,Ó Bobby said.
In the lower hall the elevator man handed Bobby the mail that had

come since the night of his grandfatherÕsmurder. In the car again he
glanced over the envelopes. He tore one open with a surprised haste.

ÒThis is MariaÕs handwriting,Ó he told Graham.
He read the hastily scrawled note aloud with a tone that failed toward

the end.
ÒDearBobby;
ÒYou must not, as you say, think me a bad sport. You were very

wicked last night. Maybe you were so because of too many of those
naughty little cocktails. Why should you threaten poor Maria? And you
boasted you were going out to the Cedars to kill your grandfather be-
causeyou didnÕtlike him any more. So I told Carlos to take you home. I
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was afraid of a scenein public. Come around. Have tea with me. Tell me
you forgive me. Tell me what was the matter with you.Ó

ÒShemust have written that yesterday morning,Ó Bobby muttered.
ÒGood Lord, Hartley! Then it was in my mind!Ó

ÒUnlessthat letterÕsa plant, too,ÓGraham said. ÒYethow could she
know thereÕdbe a search?Why shouldnÕtshe have addressed it to the
Cedars where there was a fair chanceof its being opened and read by the
police? Why hasnÕtmy man made any report on her? WeÕvea number of
questions to ask Maria.Ó

But word came down from the dancerÕsapartment that Maria wasnÕt
at home.

ÒWhen did she go out?Ó Graham asked the hall man.
ÒNot since I came on duty at six oÕclock.Ó
Graham slipped a bill in the manÕs hand.
ÒWeÕvean important messagefor her. WeÕdbetter leave it with the

maid.Ó
When they were alone in the upper hall he explained his purpose to

Bobby.
ÒWemust know whether sheÕsactually here. If she isnÕt,if she hasnÕt

been back for the last twenty-four hoursÑ donÕtyou see?It was yester-
day afternoon you thought you saw a woman at the lake, and last night a
woman cried about the CedarsÑ Ó

ÒThatÕs going pretty far, Hartley.Ó
ÒItÕs a chance. A physical one.Ó
A pretty maid opened the door. Her face was troubled. She studied

them with frank disappointment.
ÒI thoughtÑ Ó she began.
ÒThat your mistress was coming back?Ó Graham flashed.
There was no concealment in the girlÕsmanner. It was certain that

Maria was not in the apartment.
ÒYou remember me?Ó Bobby asked.
ÒYes.You have been here. You are a friend of mademoiselleÕs.You

can, perhaps, tell me where she is.Ó
Bobby shook his head. The girl spread her hands. She burst out

excitedly:
ÒWhat is one to do? I have telephoned the theatre. There was no one

there who knew anything at all, except that mademoiselle had not ap-
peared at the performance last night.Ó

Graham glanced at Bobby.
ÒWhen,Ó he asked, Òdid you see her last?Ó
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ÒIt was before luncheon yesterday.Ó
ÒDid she leave no instructions? DidnÕt she say when she would be

back?Ó
The girl nodded.
ÒThatÕswhat worries me, for she said she would be back after the per-

formance last night.Ó
ÒShe left no instructions?Ó Graham repeated.
ÒOnly that if any one called or telephoned I was to make no appoint-

ments. What am I to do? Perhaps I shouldnÕt be talking to you. She
would never forgive me for an indiscretion.Ó

ÒForthe present I advise you to do nothing,Ó Graham said. ÒYoucan
safely leave all that to her managers. I am going to seethem now. I will
tell them what you have said.Ó

The girlÕs eyes moistened.
ÒThank you, sir. I have been at my witsÕ end.Ó
Apparently she withheld nothing. She played no part to confuse the

dancerÕs friends.
On the way to the managersÕoffice, with the trailing car behind them,

Graham reasoned excitedly:
ÒForthe first time we seem to be actually on the track. HereÕsa tan-

gible clue that may lead to the heart of the case.Maria pulled the wool
over the maidÕseyes,too. ShedidnÕtwant her to know her plans, but her
instructions show that she had no intention of returning last night. She
probably made a bee line for the Cedars. It was probably she that you
saw at the lake, probably she who cried last night. If only she hadnÕt
written that note! I canÕtget the meaning of it. ItÕsup to her managers
now. If they havenÕtheard from her itÕsa safeguesssheÕsplaying a deep
game, connectedwith the crying, and the light at the deserted house,and
the disappearanceof Paredesbefore dawn. You must realize the connec-
tion between that and your condition the other evening after you had left
them.Ó

Bobby nodded. He began to hope that at the managersÕoffice they
would receive no explanation of MariaÕsabsence destructive to Gra-
hamÕstheory. Early as it was they found a bald-headed man in his shirt
sleeves pacing with an air of panic a blantantly furnished office.

ÒWell!Óhe burst out as they entered. ÒMy secretary tells me youÕve
come about this temperamental Carmen of mine. Tell me where she is.
Quick!Ó

Graham smiled at Bobby. The manager ran his fingers acrosshis bald
and shining forehead.
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ÒItÕs no laughing matter.Ó
ÒThen she has definitely disappeared?Ó Graham said.
ÒDisappeared!Why did I come down at this ungodly hour except on

the chanceof getting some word? ShedidnÕteven telephone last night. I
had to show myself in front of the curtain and give them a spiel about a
sudden indisposition. And believe me, gentlemen, audiences ainÕtwhat
they used to be. Did these ginks sit back and take the show for what it
was worth? Not by a darn sight. Flocked to the box office and howled for
their money back. If she doesnÕtappear to-night I might as well close the
house. IÕll be ruined.Ó

ÒUnless,ÓGraham suggested,Òyouget your press agent to make capit-
al out of her absence.The papers would publish her picture and thou-
sands of people would look her up for you.Ó

The manager ceasedhis perplexed massageof his forehead. He shook
hands genially.

ÒIÕdthought of that with some frills. ÕHasbeautiful dancer met foul
play? Millions in jewels on her person when last seen.ÕOld stuff, but
they rise to it.Ó

ÒThat will help,Ó Graham said to Bobby when they were in the car
again. ÒThereporters will find Maria quicker than any detective I can
put my hand on. My man evidently fell down becauseshe had gone be-
fore I got him on the case.ÓAt his office they learned that was the fact.
The private detective had been able to get no slightest clue as to MariaÕs
whereabouts. Moreover, BobbyÕsdescription of the stranger who had
entered the cafewith her merely suggesteda type familiar to the Tender-
loin. For purposes of identification it was worthless. Always followed by
the car from Smithtown, they went to the hotel where Paredeshad lived,
to a number of his haunts. Bobby talked with men who knew him, but he
learned nothing. ParedesÕsfriends had had no word since the manÕsde-
parture for the Cedars the day before. So they turned their backs on the
city, elated by the significance of MariaÕsabsence,yet worried by the
search and the watchful car which never lost sight of them. When they
were in the country Graham sighed his relief. ÒYou havenÕt been
stopped. Therefore, nothing was found at your apartment, but if that
wasnÕt planted why should Maria have sent an incriminating note
there?ÓÒUnless,ÓBobby answered, Òshetold the truth. Unless she was
sincere when she mailed it. Unless she learned something important
between the time she wrote it and her disappearance from her home.Ó

ÒFrankly, Bobby,ÓGraham said, Òthenote and the circumstances un-
der which it came to you are as damaging as the footprints and the
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handkerchief, but it doesnÕttell us how any human being could have
entered that room to commit the murders and disturb the bodies. At
least weÕve got one physical fact, and IÕm going to work on that.Ó

ÒIf it is Maria prowling around the Cedars,ÓBobby said, ÒsheÕsamaz-
ingly slippery, and with Paredes gone what are you going to do with
your physical fact? And how does it explain the friendly influence that
wiped out my footprints? Is it a friendly or an evil influence that
snatched away the evidence and that keeps it secreted?Ó

ÒWeÕllsee,ÓGraham said. ÒIÕmgoing after a flesh-and-blood criminal
who isnÕtyou. IÕmgoing to try to find out what your grandfather was
afraid of the night of his murder.Ó

After a time he glanced up.
ÒYouÕveknown Paredes for a long time, Bobby, but I donÕt think

youÕve ever told me how you met him.Ó
ÒA couple of years ago I should think,Ó Bobby answered. ÒSomebody

brought him to the club. IÕveforgotten who. Carlos was working for a
big Panama importing firm. He was trying to interest this chap in the
New York end. I saw him off and on after that and got to like him for his
quiet manner and a queer, dry wit he had in those days. Two or three
months ago heÑ he seemed to fit into my humour, and we became
pretty chummy as you know. Even after last night I hate to believe heÕs
my enemy.Ó

ÒHeÕsyour enemy,Ó Graham answered, Òand last nightÕsthe weak
joint in his armour. I wonder if Robinson didnÕt scare him away by
threatening to question him. ParedesisnÕtconnected with that company
now, is he? I gather he has no regular position.Ó

ÒNo.HeÕspicked up one or two temporary things with the fruit com-
panies. More than his running away, the thing that worries me about
Carlos is his ridiculous suspicion of Katherine.Ó

He told Graham in detail of that conversation. Graham frowned. He
opened the throttle wider. Their anxiety increased to know what had
happened at the Cedars since their departure. The outposts of the forest
imposed silence, closed eagerly about them, seemedto welcome them to
its dead loneliness. There was a man on guard at the gate. They hurried
past. The house showed no sign of life, but when they entered the court
Bobby saw Katherine at her window, doubtless attracted by the sounds
of their arrival. Her face brightened, but she raised her arms in a gesture
suggestive of despair.

ÒDoes she mean the evidence has been found?Ó Bobby asked.
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Graham made no attempt to conceal his real interest, the impulse at
the back of all his efforts in BobbyÕs behalf.

ÒMorelikely Robinson has worried the life out of her since weÕvebeen
gone. I oughtnÕt to have left her. I set the trap myself.Ó

When they were in the house their halting curiosity was lost in a vast
surprise. The hall was empty but they heard voices in the library. They
hurried across the dining room, pausing in the doorway, staring with
unbelieving eyes at the accustomed picture they had least expected to
see.

Paredes lounged on the divan, smoking with easy indifference. His
clothing and his shoeswere spotless.He had shaved, and his beard had
been freshly trimmed. Rawlins and the district attorney stood in front of
the fireplace, studying him with perplexed eyes.The persistenceof their
regard even after BobbyÕsentrance suggested to him that the evidence
remained secreted, that the officers, under the circumstances, were
scarcely interested in his return. He was swept himself into an explosive
amazement:

ÒCarlos! What the deuce are you doing here?Ó
The Panamanian expelled a cloud of smoke. He smiled.
ÒResting after a fatiguing walk.Ó
In his unexpected presence Bobby fancied a demolition of the hope

Graham and he had brought back from the city. He couldnÕt imagine
guilt lurking behind that serene manner.

ÒWhere did you come from? What were you up to last night?Ó
There was no accounting for ParedesÕsdaring, he told himself, no ac-

counting for his easy gesture now as he drew again at his cigarette and
tossed it in the fireplace.

ÒThesegentlemen,Óhe said, Òhavebeen asking just that question. IÕm
honoured. I had no idea my movements were of such interest. IÕvetold
them that I took a stroll. The night was over. There was no point in going
to bed, and all day I had been without exercise.Ó

ÒYet,ÓGraham said harshly, Òyou have had practically no sleep since
you came here.Ó

Paredes nodded.
ÒVery distressing, isnÕt it?Ó
ÒMaybe,ÓRawlins sneered,ÒyouÕlltell us why you went on tiptoe, and

I suppose you didnÕt hear a woman crying in the woods?Ó
ÒThatÕsjust it,ÓParedesanswered. ÒIdid hear something like that, and

it occurred to me to follow such a curious sound. So I went on tiptoe, as
you call it.Ó

111



ÒWhy,ÓRobinson exclaimed angrily, Òyou walked in the lake to hide
your tracks!Ó

Paredes smiled.
ÒIt was very dark. That was chance. Quite silly of me. My feet got

wet.Ó
ÒIgather,ÓRawlins said, Òit was chance that took you to the deserted

house.Ó
Paredes shook his head.
ÒDonÕtyou think I was as much puzzled as the rest by that strange,

disappearing light? It was as good a place to walk as any.Ó
ÒWhere have you been since?Ó Graham asked.
ÒWhenI had got there I was tired,ÓParedesanswered. ÒSinceit wasnÕt

far to the station I thought IÕdgo on into Smithtown and have a bath and
rest. But I assure you IÕve trudged back from the station just now.Ó

Suddenly he repeated the apparently absurd formula he had used
with Howells.

ÒYouknow the court seemsfull of unfriendly thingsÑ what the ignor-
ant would call ghosts. IÕmSpanish and I know.Ó After a moment he ad-
ded: ÒThe woods, too. I shouldnÕt care to wander through them too
much after dark.Ó

Robinson stared, but Rawlins brushed the question aside.
ÒWhat hotel did you go to in Smithtown?Ó
ÒItÕs called the ÔNew.Õ Nothing could be farther from the fact.Ó
ÒShall I see if thatÕs straight, sir?Ó
The district attorney agreed, and Rawlins left the room. Paredes

laughed.
ÒHow interesting! IÕm under suspicion. It would be something,

wouldnÕt it, to commit crimes with the devilish ingenuity of these?No,
no, Mr. District Attorney, look to the ghosts. They alone are sufficiently
clever. But I might say, since you take this attitude, that I donÕtcare to
answer any more questions until you discover something that might give
you the right to ask them.Ó

He lay back on the divan, languidly lighting another cigarette. Graham
beckoned Robinson. Bobby followed them out, suspecting GrahamÕs
purpose, unwilling that action should be taken too hastily against the
Panamanian; for even now guilty knowledge seemedincompatible with
ParedesÕspolished reserve. When he joined the others, indeed, Graham
with an aggressive air was demanding the district attorneyÕs intentions.
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ÒIf he could elude you so easily last night, itÕscommon senseto put
him where you can find him in case of need. HeÕsgiven you excuse
enough.Ó

ÒThemanÕsgot me guessing,ÓRobinson mused, Òbut there are other
elements.Ó

ÒWhatÕshappened since we left?ÓGraham asked quickly. ÒHaveyou
got any trace of HowellsÕs evidence?Ó

Robinson smiled enigmatically, but his failure was apparent.
ÒIÕmlike Howells,Ó he said. ÒIÕdrisk nearly anything myself to learn

how the room was entered, how the crimes were committed, how those
poor devils were made to alter their positions.Ó

ÒSo,ÓBobby said, Òyouhad my rooms in New York searched.You had
me followed to-day. ItÕs ridiculous.Ó

Robinson ignored him. He stepped to the front door, opened it, and
looked around the court.

ÒWhat did the sphinx mean about ghosts in the court?Ó
They walked out, gazing helplessly at the trampled grass about the

fountain, at the melancholy walls, at the partly opened window of the
room of mystery.

ÒHe knows something,Ó Robinson mused. ÒMaybe youÕreright, Mr.
Graham, but I wonder if I oughtnÕt to go farther and take you all.Ó

Graham smiled uncomfortably, but Bobby knew why the official failed
to follow that radical course. Like Howells, he hesitated to remove from
the Cedars the person most likely to solve its mystery. As long as a
chance remained that Howells had been right about Bobby he would
give Silas BlackburnÕsgrandson his head, merely making sure, as he had
done this morning, that there should be no escape. He glanced up.

ÒI wonder if our foreignerÕs laughing at me now.Ó
Graham made a movement toward the door.
ÒWemight,Ó he said significantly, Òfind that out without disturbing

him.Ó
Robinson nodded and led the way silently back to the house. Such a

method was repugnant to Bobby, and he followed at a distance. Then he
saw from the movements of the two men ahead that the library had
again offered the unexpected, and he entered. Paredeswas no longer in
the room. Bobby was about to speak, but Robinson shook his head an-
grily, raising his hand in a gesture of warning. All three strained for-
ward, listening, and Bobby caught the sound that had arrested the oth-
ersÑ a stealthy scraping that would have been inaudible except through
such a brooding silence as pervaded the old house.
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BobbyÕsinterest quickened at this confirmation of GrahamÕstheory.
There was a projection of cold fear, moreover, in its sly allusion. It gave
to his memory of Paredes,with his tall, graceful figure, his lack of emo-
tion, his inscrutable eyes, and his pointed beard, a suggestion nearly
satanic. For the stealthy scraping had come from behind the closed door
of the private staircase. Howells had gone up that staircase. None of
them could forget for a moment that it led to the private hall outside the
room in which the murders had been committed.

It occurred to Bobby that the triumph GrahamÕsface expressed was
out of keeping with the man. It disturbed him nearly as thoroughly as
ParedesÕs stealthy presence in that place.

ÒWeÕve got him,Ó Graham whispered.
RobinsonÕsbulky figure moved cautiously toward the door. He

grasped the knob, swung the door open, and stepped back, smiling his
satisfaction.

Half way down the staircaseParedesleaned against the wall, one foot
raised and outstretched, as though an infinitely quiet descent had been
interrupted. The exposure had been too quick for his habit. His face
failed to hide its discomfiture. His laugh rang false.

ÒHello!Ó
ÒIÕmafraid weÕvecaught you, Paredes,ÓGraham said, and the tri-

umph blazed now in his voice.
What Paredesdid then was more startling, more out of key than any of

his recent actions. He came precipitately down. His eyes were danger-
ous. As Bobby watched the face whose quiet had at last been tempestu-
ously destroyed, he felt that the man was capable of anything under suf-
ficient provocation.

ÒGot me for what?Ó he snarled.
ÒTell us why you were sneaking up there. In connection with your

little excursion before dawn it suggests a guilty knowledge.Ó
Paredesstraightened. He shrugged his shoulders. With an admirable

effort of the will he smoothed the rage from his face, but for Bobby the
satanic suggestion lingered.

ÒWhy do you suppose IÕmhere?Óhe said in a restrained voice that
scarcely rose above a whisper. ÒTo help Bobby. I was simply looking
around for BobbyÕs sake.Ó

That angered Bobby. He wanted to cry out against the supposed friend
who had at last shown his teeth.
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ÒThat,ÓGraham laughed, Òiswhy you sneaked,why you didnÕtmake
any noise, why you lost your temper when we caught you at it? What
about it, Mr. District Attorney?Ó

Robinson stepped forward.
ÒNothing else to do, Mr. Graham. HeÕstoo slippery. IÕllput him in a

safe place.Ó
ÒYou mean,Ó Paredes cried, Òthat youÕll arrest me?Ó
ÒYouÕve guessed it. IÕll lock you up as a material witness.Ó
Paredes swung on Bobby.
ÒYouÕllpermit this, Bobby? YouÕll forget that I am a guest in your

house?Ó
Bobby flushed.
ÒWhyhave you stayed?What were you doing up there?Answer those

questions. Tell me what you want.Ó
Paredesturned away. He took a cigarette from his pocket and lighted

it. His fingers were not steady. For the first time, it became evident to
Bobby, Paredes was afraid. Rawlins came back from the telephone. He
took in the tableau.

ÒWhatÕs the rumpus?Ó
ÒRunthis man to Smithtown,Ó Robinson directed. ÒLockhim up, and

tell the judge, when heÕsarraigned in the morning, that I want him held
as a material witness.Ó

ÒHe was at the hotel in Smithtown all right,Ó Rawlins said.
He tapped ParedesÕs arm.
ÒYoucoming on this little joy ride like a lamb or a lion? Say,youÕllfind

the jail about as comfortable as the New Hotel.Ó
Paredessmiled. The evil and dangerous light died in his eyes.He be-

came all at once easy and impervious again.
ÒLike a lamb. How else?Ó
ÒIÕmsorry, Carlos,ÓBobby muttered. ÒIf youÕdonly say something! If

youÕd only explain your movements! If youÕd only really help!Ó
Again Paredes shrugged his shoulders.
ÒHandcuffs?Ó he asked Rawlins.
Rawlins ran his hands deftly over the PanamanianÕs clothing.
ÒNoarmed neutrality for me,Óhe grinned. ÒAll right. WeÕllforget the

bracelets since you havenÕt a gun.Ó
Puffing at his cigarette, Paredesgot his coat and hat and followed the

detective from the house.
Robinson and Graham climbed the private staircaseto commence an-

other systematic searchof the hall, to discover, if they could, the motive
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for ParedesÕsstealthy presence there. Bobby accepted greedily this op-
portunity to find Katherine, to learn from her, undisturbed, what had
happened in the house that morning, the meaning, perhaps, of her des-
pairing gesture. When, in response to his knock, she opened her door
and stepped into the corridor he guessed her despair had been an ex-
pression of the increased strain, of her helplessnessin face of RobinsonÕs
harsh determination.

ÒHequestioned me for an hour,Óshe said, Òprincipally about the heel
mark in the court. They cling to that, becauseI donÕtthink theyÕvefound
anything new at the lake.Ó

ÒYoudonÕtknow anything about it, do you, Katherine? You werenÕt
there? You didnÕt do that for me?Ó

ÒIwasnÕtthere, Bobby. I honestly donÕtknow any more about it than
you do.Ó

ÒCarlos was in the court,Ó he mused. ÒDid you know theyÕdtaken
him? We found him creeping down the private stairway.Ó

There was a hard quality about her gratitude.
ÒIam glad, Bobby. The man makes me shudder, and all morning they

seemed more interested in you than in him. TheyÕverummaged every
roomÑ even mine.Ó

She laughed feverishly.
ÒThatÕswhy IÕvebeen so upset. They seemedÑ ÓShe broke off. She

picked at her handkerchief. After a moment she looked him frankly in
the eyes and continued: ÒTheyseemed almost as doubtful of me as of
you.Ó

He recalled ParedesÕs suspicion of the girl.
ÒItÕs nonsense, Katherine. And IÕm to blame for that, too.Ó
She put her finger to her lips. Her smile was wistful.
ÒHush! You mustnÕt blame yourself. You mustnÕt think of that.Ó
Again her solicitude, their isolation in a darkened place, tempted him,

aroused impulses nearly irresistible. Her slender figure, the pretty face,
grown familiar and more desirable through all theseyears, swept him to
a harsher revolt than he had conquered in the library. In the face of Gra-
ham, in spite of his own intolerable position he knew he couldnÕtfight
that truth eternally. Shemust have noticed his struggle without grasping
its cause,for she touched his hand, and the wistfulness of her expression
increased.

ÒI wish you wouldnÕt think of me, Bobby. ItÕsyou we must all think
of.Ó
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He accepted with a cold dismay the sisterly anxiety of her attitude. It
made his renunciation easier. He walked away.

ÒWhy do you go?Ó she called after him.
He gestured vaguely, without turning.
He didnÕtseeher again until dinner time. Shewas as silent then as she

had been the night before when Howells had sat with them, his morose-
ness veiling a sharp interest in the plan that was to lead to his death.
RobinsonÕsmood was very different. He talked a great deal, making no
effort to hide his irritation. His failure to find any clue in the private
staircase after ParedesÕsarrest had clearly stimulated his interest in
Bobby. The sharp little eyes,surrounded by puffy flesh, held a threat for
him. Bobby was glad when the meal ended.

HowellsÕsbody was taken away that night. It was a relief for all of
them to know that the old room was empty again.

ÒI daresay you wonÕt sleep there,Ó Graham said to Robinson.
Robinson glanced at Bobby.
ÒNot as things stand,Ó he answered. ÒThe library lounge is plenty

good enough for me tonight.Ó
Graham went upstairs with Bobby. There was no question about his

purpose. He wouldnÕt repeat last nightÕs mistake.
ÒAt least,Óhe said, when the door was closed behind them, ÒIcan see

if you do get up and wander about in your sleep. IÕdbet a good deal that
you wonÕt.Ó

ÒIf I did it would be an indication?Ó
ÒGranted itÕs your custom, what is there to tempt you to-night?Ó
Bobby answered, half jesting:
ÒYouÕvenot forgotten Robinson on the library sofa. The man isnÕtex-

actly working for me. Tonight he seemsalmost as unfriendly as Howells
was.Ó

He yawned.
ÒI ought to sleep now if ever. IÕveseldom been so tired. Two such

nights!Ó
He hesitated.
ÒButI am glad youÕrehere, Hartley. I can go to sleep with a more com-

fortable feeling.Ó
ÒDonÕtworry,Ó Graham said. ÒYouÕllsleep quietly enough, and weÕll

all be better for a good rest.Ó
For only a little while they talked of the mystery. While Graham re-

gretted his failure to find any trace of Maria, their voices dwindled
sleepily. Bobby recalled his last thought before losing himself last night.
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He tried to force from his mind now the threat in RobinsonÕseyes. He
told himself again and again that the man wasnÕtactually unfriendly.
Then the blackness encircled him. He slept.

Almost at once, it seemed to him, he was fighting away, demanding
drowsily:

ÒWhatÕs the matter? Leave me alone.Ó
He heard GrahamÕs voice, unnaturally subdued and anxious.
ÒWhat are you doing, Bobby?Ó
Then Bobby knew he was no longer in his bed, that he stood instead in

a cold place; and the meaning of his position came with a rush of sick
terror.

ÒGet hold of yourself,Ó Graham said. ÒCome back.Ó
Bobby opened his eyes. He was in the upper hall at the head of the

stairs. Unconsciously he had been about to creep quietly down, perhaps
to the library. Graham had awakened him. It seemedto offer the answer
to everything. It seemed to give outline to a monstrous familiar that
drowned his real self in the black pit while it conducted his body to the
commission of unspeakable crimes.

He lurched into the bedroom and sat shivering on the bed. Graham
entered and quietly closed the door.

ÒWhat time is it?Ó Bobby asked hoarsely.
ÒHalf-past two. I donÕt think Robinson was aroused.Ó
The damp moon gave an ominous unreality to the room.
ÒWhat did I do?Ó Bobby whispered.
ÒGotsoftly out of bed and went to the hall. It was uncanny. You were

like an automaton. I didnÕtwake you at once. You see,IÑ I thought you
might go to the old room.Ó

Bobby shook again. He drew a blanket about his shoulders.
ÒAnd you believed IÕdshow the way in and out, but the room was

empty, so I was going downstairsÑ Ó
He shuddered.
ÒGoodGod! Then itÕsall true. I did it for the money. I put Howells out

to protect myself. I was going after Robinson. ItÕstrue. Hartley! Tell me.
Do you think itÕs true?Ó

Graham turned away.
ÒDonÕtask me to say anything to help you just now,Ó he answered

huskily, Òfor after this I donÕt dare, Bobby. I donÕt dare.Ó
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Chapter7
THE AMAZING MEETING IN THE SHADOWS OF
THE OLD COURTYARD

Bobby returned to his bed. He lay there still shivering, beneath the heavy
blankets. ÒI donÕtdare!ÓHe echoed GrahamÕswords. ÒThereÕsnothing
else any one can say. I must decide what to do. I must think it over.Ó

But, as always, thought brought no release.It merely insisted that the
caseagainst him was proved. At last he had been seen slipping uncon-
sciously from his roomÑand at the samehour. All that remained was to
learn how he had accomplished the apparent miracles. Then no excuse
would remain for not going to Robinson and confessing. The woman at
the lake and in the courtyard, the movement of the body and the vanish-
ing of the evidence under his hand, ParedesÕsodd behaviour, all became
in his mind puzzling details that failed to obscure the chief fact. After
this something must be done about ParedesÕs detention.

He hadnÕtdreamed that his weariness could placate even momentarily
such reflections, but at last he slept again. He was aroused by the tramp-
ing of men around the house, and strange, harsh voices. He raised him-
self on his elbow and glanced from the window. It had long been day-
light. Two burly fellows in overalls, carrying pick and spade acrosstheir
shoulders, pushed through the underbrush at the edge of the clearing.
He turned. Graham, fully dressed, stood at the side of the bed.

ÒThose men?Ó Bobby asked wearily.
ÒThegrave diggers,ÓGraham answered. ÒTheyare going to work in

the old cemetery to prepare a place for Silas Blackburn with his fathers.
ThatÕswhy IÕvecome to wake you up. The ministerÕstelephoned Kather-
ine. He will be here before noon. Do you know itÕs after ten oÕclock?Ó

For some time Bobby stared through the window at the desolate,
ragged landscape. It was abnormally cold even for the late fall. Dull
clouds obscured the sun and furnished an illusion of crowding
earthward.

ÒA funereal day.Ó
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The words slipped into his mind. He repeated them.
ÒWhenyour grandfatherÕsburied,ÓGraham answered softly, ÒweÕllall

feel happier.Ó
ÒWhy?Ó Bobby asked. ÒIt wonÕt lessen the fact of his murder.Ó
ÒTime,Ó Graham said, Òlessens such factsÑ even for the police.Ó
Bobby glanced at him, flushing.
ÒYoumean youÕvedecided to stand by me after what happened last

night?Ó
Graham smiled.
ÒIÕvethought it all over. I slept like a top last night. I heard nothing. I

saw nothing.Ó
ÒOught I to want you to stand by me?ÓBobby said. ÒOughtnÕtI to

make a clean breast of it? At least I must do something about Paredes.Ó
Graham frowned.
ÒItÕshard to believe he had any connection with your sleep-walking

last night, yet itÕsas clear as ever that Maria and he are up to some game
in which you figure.Ó

ÒHe shouldnÕt be in jail,Ó Bobby persisted.
ÒGetup,ÓGraham advised. ÒBathe,and have some breakfast, then we

can decide. ThereÕsno use talking of the other thing. IÕveforgotten it. As
far as possible you must.Ó

Bobby sprang upright.
ÒHow can I forget it? If it was hard to face sleep before, what do you

think it is now? Have I any rightÑ Ó
ÒDonÕt,ÓGraham said. ÒIÕllbe with you again to-night. If I were satis-

fied beyond the shadow of a doubt IÕdadvise you to confess,but I canÕt
be until I know what Maria and Paredes are doing.Ó

When Bobby had bathed and dressed he found, in spite of his mental
turmoil, that his sleep had done him good. While he breakfasted Graham
urged him to eat, tried to drive from his brain the morbid aftermath of
last nightÕs revealing moment.

ÒThemanager took my advice, but MariaÕsstill missing. Her pictures
are in most of the papers. There have been reporters here this morning,
about the murders.Ó

He strolled over and handed Bobby a number of newspapers.
ÒWhereÕs Robinson?Ó Bobby asked.
ÒI saw him in the court a while ago. I daresay heÕswandering

aroundÑ perhaps watching the men at the grave.Ó
ÒHe learned nothing new last night?Ó
ÒI was with him at breakfast. I gather not.Ó
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Bobby looked up.
ÒIsnÕt that an automobile coming through the woods?Ó he asked.
ÒMaybe Rawlins back from Smithtown, or the minister.Ó
The car stopped at the entrance of the court. They heard the remote

tinkling of the front door bell. Jenkins passed through. The cold air in-
vading the hall and the dining room told them he had opened the door.
His sharp exclamation recalled HowellsÕsreport which, at their direction,
he had failed to mail. Had his exclamation been drawn by an accuser?
Bobby started to rise. Graham moved toward the door. Then Jenkins
entered and stood to one side. Bobby shared his astonishment, for
Paredeswalked in, unbuttoning his overcoat, the former easy-mannered,
uncommunicative foreigner. He appeared, moreover, to have slept pleas-
antly. His eyesshowed no weariness,his clothing no disarrangement. He
spoke at once, quite as if nothing disagreeable had shadowed his
departure.

ÒGood morning. If I had dreamed of this change in the weather I
would have brought a heavier overcoat. IÕvenearly frozen driving from
Smithtown.Ó

Before either man could grope for a suitable greeting he faced Bobby.
He felt in his pockets with whimsical discouragement.

ÒFactis, Bobby, I left New York too suddenly. I hadnÕtnoticed until a
little while ago. You see I spent a good deal in Smithtown yesterday.Ó

Bobby spoke with an obvious confusion:
ÒWhat do you mean, Carlos? I thought you wereÑ Ó
Graham interrupted with a flat demand for an explanation.
ÒHow did you get away?Ó
Paredes waved his hand.
ÒLater,Mr. Graham. There is a hack driver outside who is even more

suspicious than you. He wants to be paid. I asked Rawlins to drive me
back, but he rushed from the courthouse, probably to telephone his ro-
tund superior. Fact is, this fellow wants five dollarsÑ an outrageous
rate. IÕvetold him soÑ but it doesnÕtdo any good. So will you lend me
BobbyÑ Ó

Bobby handed him a banknote. He didnÕt miss GrahamÕsmeaning
glance. Paredes gave the money to the butler.

ÒPay him, will you, Jenkins? Thanks.Ó
He surveyed the remains of BobbyÕs breakfast. He sat down.
ÒMay I? My breakfast was early, and prison food, when youÕrenot in

the habitÑ Ó
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Bobby tried to account for ParedesÕsfriendly manner. That he should
have come back at all was sufficiently strange, but it was harder to un-
derstand why he should expressno resentment for his treatment yester-
day, why he should fail to refer to BobbyÕsquestions at the moment of
his arrest, or to the openly expressedenmity of Graham. Only one theory
promised to fit at all. It was necessaryfor the Panamanian to return to
the Cedars. His purpose, whatever it was, compelled him to remain for
the present in the mournful, tragic house. Therefore, he would crush his
justifiable anger. He would make it practically impossible for Bobby to
refuse his hospitality. And he had asked for moneyÑ only a trifling sum,
yet Graham would grasp at the fact to support his earlier suspicion.

ParedesÕsarrival possessedone virtue: It diverted BobbyÕsthoughts
temporarily from his own dilemma, from his inability to chart a course.

Graham, on the other hand, was ill at ease.Beyond a doubt he was dis-
armed by ParedesÕsgood humour. For him yesterdayÕsincident was not
so lightly to be passed over. Eventually his curiosity conquered. The
words came, nevertheless, with some difficulty:

ÒWe scarcely expected you back.Ó
His laugh was short and embarrassed.
ÒWe took it for granted you would find it necessary to stay in

Smithtown for a while.Ó
Paredes sipped the coffee which Jenkins had poured.
ÒSplendid coffee! You should have tasted what I had this morning.

Simple enough, Mr. Graham. I telephoned as soon as Rawlins got me to
the Bastille. I communicated with the lawyer who represents the com-
pany for which I once worked. HeÕsa prominent and brilliant man. He
planned it with some local fellow. When I was arraigned at the opening
of court this morning the judge could hold me only asa material witness.
He fixed a pretty stiff bail, but the local lawyer was there with a bonds-
man, and I came back. My clothes are here. You donÕt mind, Bobby?Ó

That moment in the hall when Graham had awakened him urged
Bobby to reply with a genuine warmth:

ÒIdonÕtmind. IÕmglad youÕreout of it. IÕmsorry you went asyou did.
I was tired, at my witsÕend. Your presence in the private staircasewas
the last straw. You will forgive us, Carlos?Ó

Paredessmiled. He put down his coffee cup and lighted a cigarette. He
smoked with a vast contentment.

ÒThatÕsbetter. Nothing to forgive, Bobby. Let us call it a
misunderstanding.Ó

Graham moved closer.
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ÒPerhaps youÕll tell us now what you were doing in the private
staircase.Ó

Paredes blew a wreath of smoke. His eyes still smiled, but his voice
was harder:

ÒBygones are bygones. IsnÕt that so, Bobby?Ó
ÒSince you wish it,Ó Bobby said.
But more important than the knowledge Graham desired, loomed the

old question. What was the manÕs game? What held him here?
Robinson entered. The flesh around his eyes was puffier than it had

been yesterday. Worry had increased the incongruous discontent of his
round face. Clearly he had slept little.

ÒI saw you arrive,Ó he said. ÒRawlins warned me. But I must say I
didnÕt think youÕd use your freedom to come to us.Ó

Paredes laughed.
ÒSincethe law wonÕt hold me at your convenience in Smithtown I

keep myself at your service hereÑ if Bobby permits it. Could you ask
more?Ó

Bobby shrank from the man with whom he had idled away so much
time and money. That fleeting, satanic impression of yesterday came
back, sharper, more alarming. ParedesÕsclear challenge to the district at-
torney was the measureof his strength. His mind was subtler than theirs.
His reserve and easy daring mastered them all; and always, as now, he
laughed at the futility of their efforts to sound his purposes, to limit his
freedom of action. Bobby didnÕtcare to meet the uncommunicative eyes
whose depths he had never been able to explore. Was there a special
power there that could control the destinies of other people, that might
make men walk unconsciously to accomplish the ends of an unscrupu-
lous brain?

The district attorney appeared as much at sea as the others.
ÒThanks,Ó he said dryly to Paredes.
And glancing at Bobby, he asked with a hollow scorn:
ÒYouÕve no objection to the gentleman visiting you for the present?Ó
ÒIfhe wishes,ÓBobby answered, a trifle amused at RobinsonÕsobvious

fancy of a collusion between Paredes and himself.
Robinson jerked his head toward the window.
ÒIÕvebeen watching the preparations out there. I guesswhen heÕslaid

away youÕll be thinking about having the will read.Ó
ÒNo hurry,Ó Bobby answered with a quick intake of breath.
ÒI suppose not,Ó Robinson sneered, Òsince everybody knows well

enough whatÕs in it.Ó
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Bobby arose. Robinson still sneered.
ÒYouÕll be at the graveÑ as chief mourner?Ó
Bobby walked from the room. He hadnÕtcared to reply. He feared, as

it was, that he had let slip his increased self-doubt. He put on his coat
and hat and left the house. The raw cold, the yearÕsfirst omen of winter,
made his blood run quicker, forced into his mind a cleansing stimula-
tion. But almost immediately even that prophylactic was denied him.
With his direction a matter of indifference, chanceled him into the thick-
et at the side of the house. He had walked some distance. The under-
brush had long interposed a veil between him and the Cedars above
whose roofs smoke wreathed in the still air like fantastic figures weaving
a shroud to lower over the time-stained, melancholy walls. For once he
was grateful to the forest becauseit had forbidden him to glance per-
petually back at that dismal and pensive picture. Then he becameaware
of twigs hastily lopped off, of bushes bent and torn, of the uncovering,
through these careless means, of an old path. Simultaneously there
reached his ears the scraping of metal implements in the soft soil, the
dull thud of earth falling regularly. He paused, listening. The labour of
the men was given an uncouth rhythm by their grunting expulsions of
breath. Otherwise the nature of their industry and its surroundings had
imposed upon them a silence, in itself beast-like and unnatural.

At last a harsh voice came to Bobby. Its brevity pointed the previous
dumbness of the speaker:

ÒDeep enough!Ó
And Bobby turned and hurried back along the roughly restored path,

as if fleeing from an immaterial thing suddenly quickened with the
power of accusation.

He could picture the fresh oblong excavation in the soil of the family
burial ground. He could seewhere the men had had to tear bushes from
among the graves in order to insert their tools. There was an ironical
justice in the condition of the old cemetery. It had received no interment
since the death of KatherineÕsfather. Like everything about the Cedars,
Silas Blackburn had delivered it to the swift, obliterating fingers of time.
If the old man in his selfishness had paused to gaze beyond the inevit-
able fact of death, Bobby reflected, he would have guarded with a more
precious interest the drapings of his final sleep.

This necessarytask on which Bobby had stumbled had made the thick-
et lesscongenial than the house. As he walked back he forecasted with a
keen apprehension his approaching ordeal. It would, doubtless, be more
difficult to endure than HowellsÕs experiment over Silas BlackburnÕs
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body in the old room. Could he witness the definite imprisonment of his
grandfather in a narrow box; could he watch the covering earth fall nois-
ily in that bleak place of silence without displaying for Robinson the
guilt that impressed him more and more?

A strange man appeared, walking from the direction of the house. His
black clothing, relieved only by narrow edgesof white cuffs between the
sleevesand the heavy mourning gloves, fitted with solemn harmony into
the landscape and BobbyÕsmood. Such a figure was appropriate to the
Cedars. Bobby stepped to one side, placing a screen of dead foliage
between himself and the man whose profession it was to mourn. He
emerged from the forest and saw again the leisurely weaving of the
smoke shroud above the house. Then his eyeswere drawn by the restless
movements of a pair of horses,standing in the shafts of a black wagon at
the court entrance,and his ordeal becamelike a vast morass which offers
no likely path yet whose crossing is the price of salvation.

He was glad to see Graham leave the court and hurry toward him.
ÒIwas coming to hunt you up, Bobby. The ministerÕsarrived. So has

Doctor Groom. EverythingÕs about ready.Ó
ÒDoctor Groom?Ó
ÒYes.He used to see a good deal of your grandfather. ItÕsnatural

enough he should be here.Ó
Bobby agreed indifferently. They walked slowly back to the house.

Graham made it plain that his mind was far from the sad business ahead.
ÒWhat do you think of Paredes coming back as if nothing were

wrong?Ó he asked. ÒHe ignores what happened yesterday. He settles
himself in the Cedars again.Ó

ÒI donÕtknow what to think of it,Ó Bobby answered. ÒThis morning
Carlos gave me the creeps.Ó

Graham glanced at him curiously. He spoke with pronounced deliber-
ation, startling Bobby; for this friend expressed practically the thought
that ParedesÕs arrival had driven into his own mind.

ÒGaveme the creeps,too. Makes me surer than ever that he has an ab-
ominably deep purpose in using his wits to hang on here. He suggests
resources as hard to understand as anything that has happened in the
old room. YouÕllconfess,Bobby, heÕshad a good deal of influence over
youÑ an influence for evil?Ó

ÒIÕve liked to go around with him, if thatÕs what you mean.Ó
ÒIsnÕthe the cause of the last two or three months nonsense in New

York?Ó
ÒI wonÕt blame Carlos for that,Ó Bobby muttered.
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ÒHeinfluenced you against your better judgment,Ó Graham persisted,
Òto refuse to leave with me the night of your grandfatherÕs death.Ó

ÒMaria did her share,Ó Bobby said.
He broke off, looking at Graham.
ÒWhat are you driving at?Ó
ÒIÕvebeen asking myself since he came back,ÓGraham answered, Òif

thereÕsany queer power behind his quiet manner. Maybe he is psychic.
Maybe he can do things we donÕtunderstand. IÕvewondered if he had,
without your knowing it, acquired sufficient influence to direct your
body when your mind no longer controlled it. ItÕsa nasty thought, but
IÕve heard of such things.Ó

ÒYoumean Carlos may have made me go to the hall last night, per-
haps sent me to the old room those other times?Ó

Now that another had expressedthe idea Bobby fought it with all his
might.

ÒNo. I wonÕtbelieve it. IÕvebeen weak, Hartley, but not that weak.
And I tell you I did feel HowellsÕs body move under my hand.Ó

ÒDonÕtmisunderstand me,Ó Graham said gently. ÒI must consider
every possibility. You were excited and imaginative when you went to
the old room to take the evidence. It was a shock to have your candle go
out. Your own hand, reaching out to Howells, might have moved spas-
modically. I mean, you may have been responsible for the thing without
realizing it.Ó

ÒAnd the disappearance of the evidence?Ó Bobby defended himself.
ÒIf it had been stolen earlier the coat pocket might have retained its

bulging shape.We know now that Paredesis capableof sneaking around
the house.Ó

ÒNo,no,ÓBobby said hotly. ÒYouÕretrying to take away my one hope.
But I was there, and you werenÕt.I know with my own senseswhat
happened, and you donÕt.Paredes has no such influence over me. I
wonÕt think of it.Ó

ÒIf itÕsso far-fetched,Ó Graham asked quietly, Òwhy do you revolt
from the idea?Ó

Bobby turned on him.
ÒAnd why do you fill my mind with such thoughts? If you think IÕm

guilty say so. Go tell Robinson so.Ó
He glanced away while the angry colour left his face. He was a little

dazed by the realization that he had spoken to Graham as he might have
done to an enemy, as he had spoken to Howells in the old bedroom. He
felt the touch of GrahamÕs hand on his shoulder.
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ÒIÕmonly working in your service,ÓGraham said kindly. ÒIÕmsorry if
IÕvetroubled you by seeking physical facts in order to escapethe ghosts.
For Groom has brought the ghosts back with him. DonÕtmake any mis-
take about that. You want the truth, donÕt you?Ó

ÒYes,ÓBobby said, Òevenif it does for me. But I want it quickly. I canÕt
go on this way indefinitely.Ó

Yet that flash of temper had given him courage to face the ordeal. A
lingering resentment at GrahamÕssuggestion lessened the difficulty of
his position. Entering the court, he scarcely glanced at the black wagon.

There were more dark-clothed men in the hall. Rawlins had returned.
From the rug in front of the fireplace he surveyed the group with a bland
curiosity. Robinson sat near by, glowering at Paredes.The Panamanian
had changed his clothing. He, too, was sombrely dressed,and, instead of
the vivid necktie he had worn from the courthouse, a jet-black scarf was
perfectly arranged beneathhis collar. He lounged opposite the district at-
torney, his eyes studying the fire. His fingers on the chair arm were
restless.

Doctor Groom stood at the foot of the stairs, talking with the clergy-
man, a stout and unctuous figure. Bobby noticed that the great stolid
form of the doctor was ill at ease.From his thickly bearded face his red-
dish eyes gleamed forth with a fresh instability.

The clergyman shook hands with Bobby. ÒWeneed not delay. Your
cousin is upstairs.ÓHe included the company in his circling turn of the
head.

ÒAny one who cares to goÑ Ó
Bobby forced himself to walk up the staircase,facing the first phase of

his ordeal. He saw that the district attorney realized that, too, for he
sprang from his chair, and, followed by Rawlins, started upward. The
entire company crowded the stairs. At the top Bobby found Paredesat
his side.

ÒCarlos! Why do you come?Ó
ÒI would like to be of some comfort,Ó Paredes answered gravely.
His fingers on the banister made that restless, groping movement.
Graham summoned Katherine. One of the black-clothed men opened

the door of SilasBlackburnÕsroom. He stepped aside, beckoning. He had
an air of a showman craving approbation for the surprise he has
arranged.

Bobby went in with the others. Automatically through the dim light he
catalogued remembered objects, all intimate to his grandfather, each
oddly entangled in his mind with his dislike of the old man. The iron
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bed; the chest of drawers, scratched and with broken handles; the closed
colonial desk; the miserly rag carpetÑ all seemed mutely asking, as
Bobby did, why their owner had deserted them the other night and de-
livered himself to the ghostly mystery of the old bedroom.

Reluctantly BobbyÕsglance went to the centre of the floor where the
casketrested on trestles. From the chestof drawers two candles, the only
light, played wanly over the still figure and the ashen face. So for the
second time the living met the dead, and the law watched hopefully.

Robinson stood opposite, but he didnÕt look at Silas Blackburn who
could no longer accuse.He stared instead at Bobby, and Bobby kept re-
peating to himself:

ÒI didnÕt do this thing. I didnÕt do this thing.Ó
And he searched the face of the dead man for a confirmation. A chill

thought, not without excuseunder the circumstances and in this vague
light, raced along his nerves. Silas Blackburn had moved once since his
death. If the power to move and speak should miraculously return to
him now! In this house there appeared to be no impossibilities. The cold
control of death had been twice broken.

KatherineÕsentrance swung his thoughts and released him for a mo-
ment from RobinsonÕswatchfulness. He found he could turn from the
wrinkled face that had fascinated him, that had seemedto question him
with a calm and complete knowledge, to the lovely one that was active
with a little smile of encouragement. He was grateful for that. It taught
him that in the heavy presenceof death and from the harsh trappings of
mourning the magnetism of youth is unconquerable. So in affection he
found an antidote for fear. Even GrahamÕsquick movement to her side
couldnÕt make her presence less helpful to Bobby. He looked at his
grandfather again. He glanced at Robinson. As in a dream he heard, the
clergyman say:

ÒThe service will be read at the grave.Ó
Almost indifferently he saw the dark-clothed men sidle forward, lift a

grotesquely shaped plate of metal from the floor, and fit it in place, hid-
ing from his eyes the closed eyes of the dead man. He nodded and
stepped to the hall when Robinson tapped his arm and whispered:

ÒMake way, Mr. Blackburn.Ó
He watched the sombre men carry their heavy burden acrossthe hall,

down the stairs, and into the dull autumn air. He followed at the side of
Katherine across the clearing and into the overgrown path. He was
aware of the others drifting behind. Katherine slipped her hand in his.
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ÒIt is dreadful we shouldnÕtfeel more sorrow, more regret,Óshe said.
ÒPerhapswe never understood him. That is dreadful, too; for no one un-
derstood him. We are the only mourners.Ó

Bobby, as they threaded the path behind the stumbling bearers, found
a grim justice in that also. Becauseof his selfishnessSilas Blackburn had
lived alone. Becauseof it he must go to his long rest with no other
mourners than these, and their eyes were dry.

Bobby clung to KatherineÕs hand.
ÒIf I could only know!Ó he whispered.
She pressed his hand. She did not reply.
Ahead the forest was scarred by a yellow wound. The bearersset their

burden down beside it, glancing at each other with relief. Across the
heap of earth Bobby saw the waiting excavation. In his ears vibrated the
memory of the harsh voice:

ÒItÕs deep enough!Ó
Another voice droned. It was soft and unctuous. It seemed to take a

pleasure in the terrible words it loosed to stray eternally through the de-
caying forest.

Bobby glanced at bent stones, strangled by the underbrush; at other
slabs, cracked and brown, which lay prone, half covered by creeping
vines. The tones of the clergyman were no longer revolting in his ears.
He scarcely heard them. He imagined a fantasy. He pictured the inhabit-
ants of these forgotten, narrow houses straying to the great dwelling
where they had lived, punishing this one, bringing him to suffer with
them the degradation of their neglect. So Robinson becameless import-
ant in his mind. Through such fancies the ordeal was made bearable.

A wind sprang up, rattling through the trees and disturbing the vines
on the fallen stones. Later, he thought, it would snow, and he shivered
for those left helpless to sleep in the sad forest.

The dark-clothed men strained at ropes now. They glanced at Kather-
ine and Bobby as at those most to be impressed by their skill. They
lowered Silas BlackburnÕsgrimly shaped casing into the sorrel pit. It
passed from BobbyÕssight. The two roughly dressed labourers came
from the thicket where they had hidden, and with their spades ap-
proached the grave. The sound from whose imminence Bobby had
shrunk rattled in his ears.The yellow earth cut acrossthe stormy twilight
of the cemetery and scattered in the trench. After a time the responselost
its metallic petulance.
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Katherine pulled at BobbyÕshand. He started and glanced up. One of
the black-clothed men was speaking to him with a professional
gentleness:

ÒYou neednÕt wait, Mr. Blackburn. Everything is finished.Ó
He saw now that Robinson stood acrossthe grave still staring at him.

The professional mourner smiled sympathetically and moved away.
Katherine, Robinson, the two grave diggers, and Bobby alone were left of
the little company; and Bobby, staring back at the district attorney, took
a sombre pride in facing it out until even the men with the spades had
gone. The ordeal, he reflected, had lost its poignancy. His mind was in-
tent on the empty trappings he had witnessed. He wondered if there
was, after all, no justice against his grandfather in this unkempt burial.
The place might have something to tell him. If it could only make him
believe that beyond the inevitable fact nothing mattered. If he were sure
of that it would offer a way out at the worst; perhaps the happiest exit
for KatherineÕs sake.

Then Doctor Groom returned. His huge hairy figure dominated the
cemetery. His infused eyes,beneath the thick black brows, were far-see-
ing. They seemedto penetrate BobbyÕsthought. Then they glanced at the
excavation, appearing to intimate that Silas BlackburnÕsearthy blanket
could hide nothing from the closed eyes it sheltered. At his age he faced
the near approach of that inevitable fact, and he didnÕthesitate to look
beyond. Bobby knew what Graham had meant when he had said that
Groom had brought the ghosts back with him. It was as if the cemetery
had recalled the old doctor to answer his presumptuous question.

ÒThereÕs no use your staying here.Ó
The resonanceof the deep voice jarred through the woods. The broad

shoulders twitched. One of the hairy hands made a half circle.
ÒIhope youÕllclean this up, my boy. You ought to replace the stones

and trim the graves. You couldnÕtblame them, could you, if these old
people were restless and tried to go abroad?Ó

For Bobby, in spite of himself, the man on whose last shelter the earth
continued to fall becameonce more a potent thing, able to appraise the
penalty of his own carelessness.

ÒCome,Ó Katherine whispered.
But Bobby lingered, oddly fascinated, supporting the ordeal to its final

moment. The blows of the backs of the spadeson the completed mound
beat into his brain the end. The workmen wandered off through the
woods. From a distance the harsh voice of one of them came back:
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ÒI donÕtwant to dig again in such a place. People donÕtseem dead
there.Ó

Robinson tried to laugh.
ÒThat manÕswise,Ó he said to the doctor. ÒIf Paredes spoke of this

cemetery as being full of ghosts I could understand him.Ó
The doctorÕs deep bass answered thoughtfully:
ÒParedesis probably right. The man has a special sense,but I have felt

it myself. The Cedars and the forest are full of things that seemto whis-
per, things that one never sees.Such things might have an excuse for
evil.Ó

ÒLetÕs get out of it,Ó Robinson said gruffly.
Katherine withdrew her hand. Bobby reached for it again, but she

seemed not to notice. She walked ahead of him along the path, her
shoulders a trifle bent. Bobby caught up with her.

ÒKatherine!Ó he said.
ÒDonÕt talk to me, Bobby.Ó
He looked closer. He saw that she was crying at last. Tearsstained her

cheeks.Her lips were strange to him in the distortion of a grief that seeks
to control itself. He slackened his pace and let her walk ahead. He fol-
lowed with a sort of awe that there should have been grief for Silas
Blackburn after all. He blamed himself becausehis own eyes were not
moist.

Back of him he heard the murmuring conversation of the doctor and
the district attorney. Strangely it made him sorry that Robinson should
have been more impressed than Howells by the doctorÕs beliefs.

They stepped into the clearing. The wind had dissipated the smoke
shroud. It was no longer low over the roofs. Against the forest and the
darker clouds the house had a stark appearance.It was like a frame from
which the flesh has fallen.

The black wagon had gone. The Cedars was left alone to the solution
of its mystery.

Paredes,Graham, and Rawlins waited for them in the hall. There was
nothing to say. Paredesplaced with a delicate accuracy fresh logs upon
the fire. He arose, flecking the wood dust from his hands.

ÒHow cold it will be here,Óhe mused, Òhow impossible of entrance
when the house is left as empty as the woods to those who only go
unseen!Ó

Bobby saw KatherineÕsshoulders shake.Shehad dried her eyes,but in
her face was expressed an aversion for solitude, a desire for any com-
pany, even that of the man she disliked and feared.
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Robinson took Rawlins to the library for another futile consultation,
Bobby guessed.Katherine sat on the arm of a chair, thrusting one foot to-
ward the fresh blaze.

ÒIt will snow,Ó she said. ÒIt is very early for that.Ó
No one answered. The strain tightened. The flames leapt, throwing

evanescentpulsations of brilliancy about the dusky hall. They welcomed
JenkinsÕsannouncement that luncheon was ready, but they scarcely dis-
turbed the hurriedly prepared dishes, and afterward they gathered again
in the hall, silent and depressed,appalled by the long, dreary afternoon,
which, however, possessedthe single virtue of dividing them from an-
other night.

For long periods the district attorney and the detective were closeted
in the library. Now and then they passed upstairs, and they could be
heard moving about, but no one, save Graham, seemedto care. Already
the officers had had every opportunity to searchthe house.The old room
no longer held an inhabitant to set its fatal machinery in motion. Yet
Bobby realized in a dull way that at any moment the two men might
come down to him, saying:

ÒWe have found something. You are guilty.Ó
The heavy atmosphere of the house crushed such forecasts, made

them seem a little trivial. Bobby fancied it gathering density to cradle
new mysteries. The long minutes loitered. Doctor Groom made a move-
ment to go.

ÒWhy should I stay?Ó he grumbled. ÒWhat is there to keep me?Ó
Yet he sat back in his chair again and appeared to have forgotten his

intention.
Graham wandered off. Bobby thought he had joined Rawlins and

Robinson in the library.
The only daylight entered the hall through narrow slits of windows on

either side of the front door. Bobby, watching these, was, even with the
problems night brought to him now, glad when they grew paler.

Paredes, who had been smoking cigarette after cigarette, arose and
brought his card table. Drawing it close to him, he arranged the cards in
neat piles. The uncertain firelight made it barely possible to identify their
numbers. Doctor Groom gestured his disgust. Katherine stooped for-
ward, placing her hands on the table.

ÒIs it kind,Ó she asked, Òso soon after he has left his house?Ó
Paredes started.
ÒWait!Ó he said softly.
Puzzled, she glanced at him.
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ÒStayjust as you are,Óhe directed. ÒTherehas been so much death in
this houseÑ who knows?Ó

Languidly he placed his fingers on the edge of the table opposite hers.
ÒWhat are you doing?Ó Dr. Groom asked hoarsely.
ÒWait!Ó Paredes said again.
Then Bobby, scarcely aware of what was going on, saw the cards glide

softly acrossthe faceof the table and flutter to the floor. The table had lif-
ted slowly toward the Panamanian. It stood now on two legs.

ÒWhat is it?ÓKatherine said. ÒItÕsmoving. I can feel it move beneath
my fingers.Ó

Her words recalled to Bobby unavoidably his experience in the old
room.

ÒDonÕt do that!Ó the doctor cried.
Paredes smiled.
ÒIf,Óhe answered, Òthesource of these crimes is, as you think, spiritu-

al, why not ask the spirits for a solution? You seehow quickly the table
responds. It is as I thought. There is something in this hall. HavenÕtyou a
feeling that the dead are in this dark hall with us? They may wish to
speak. See!Ó

The table settled softly down without any noise. It commenced to rise
again. Katherine lifted her hands with a visible effort, as if the table had
tried to hold them against her will. She covered her face and sat
trembling.

ÒI wonÕt! IÑ Ó
Paredes shrugged his shoulders, appealing to the doctor. The huge,

shaggy head shook determinedly.
ÒIÕmnot so sure I donÕtagreewith you. IÕmnot so sure the dead arenÕt

in this hall. That is why IÕll have nothing to do with such dangerous
play. It has shown us, at least, that you are psychic, Mr. Paredes.Ó

ÒIhave a gift,Ó Paredesmurmured. ÒIt would be useful to speak with
them. They see so much more than we do.Ó

He lifted his hands. He waved them dejectedly. He stooped and com-
menced picking up the cards. The doctor arose.

ÒI shall go now.Ó He sighed. ÒI donÕt know why I have stayed.Ó
Bobby got his coat and hat.
ÒIÕll walk to the stable with you.Ó
He was glad to escapefrom the dismal hall in which the firelight grew

more eccentric. The court was colder and damper, and even beyond the
chill was more penetrating than it had been at the grave that noon.
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Uneven flakes of snow sifted from the swollen sky, heralds of a white
invasion.

ÒNo more sleep-walking?Ó the doctor asked when he had taken the
blanket from his horse and climbed into the buggy.

Bobby leaned against the wall of the stable and told how Graham had
brought him back the previous night from the stairhead, to which he had
gone with a purpose he didnÕt dare sound. The doctor shook his head.

ÒYou shouldnÕt tell me that. You shouldnÕt tell any one. You place
yourself too much in my hands, as you are already in GrahamÕshands.
Maybe that is all right. But the district attorney? YouÕresure he knows
nothing of this habit which seemsto have commenced the night of the
first murder?Ó

ÒNo, and I think Paredes alone of those who know about that first
night would be likely to tell him.Ó

ÒSeethat he doesnÕt,Óthe doctor said shortly. ÒIÕvebeen watching
Robinson. If he doesnÕtmake an arrest pretty soon with something back
of it heÕlllose his mind. He mightnÕtstop to ask, as I do, as Howells did,
about the locked doors and the nature of the wounds.Ó

ÒHow shall I find the courage to sleep to-night?Ó Bobby asked.
The doctor thought for a moment.
ÒSupposeI come back?Óhe said. ÒIÕveonly one or two unimportant

casesto look after. I ought to return before dinner. IÕll take GrahamÕs
place for to-night. ItÕstime your reactions were better diagnosed. IÕll
share your room, and you can go to sleep,assured that youÕllcome to no
harm, that harm will come to no one through you. IÕllbring some books
on the subject. IÕllread them while you sleep.Perhaps I can learn the im-
pulse that makes your body active while your mindÕs a blank.Ó

The idea of the influence of Paredes, which Graham had put into
words, slipped back to Bobby. He was, nevertheless,strengthened by the
doctorÕspromise. To an extent the dread of the night fell from him like a
smothering garment. This old man, who had always filled him with dis-
comfort, had becomea capable support in his difficult hour. He saw him
drive away. He studied his watch, computing the time that must elapse
before he could return. He wanted him at the Cedars even though the
doctor believed more thoroughly than any one else in the spiritual sur-
vival of old passions and the power of the dead to project a physical evil.

He didnÕtcare to go back to the hall. It would do him good to walk, to
force as far as he could from his mind the memory of the ordeal at the
grave, the grim, impending atmosphere of the house. And suppose he
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should accomplish something useful? Supposehe should succeedwhere
Graham had failed?

Sohe walked toward the stagnant lake. The flakes of snow fell thicker.
Already they had gathered in white patches on the floor of the forest. If
this weather continued the woods would ceaseto be habitable for that
dark feminine figure through which they had accounted for the mourn-
ful crying after HowellsÕsdeath, which Graham had tried to identify
with the dancer, Maria.

As he passed the neighbourhood of the cemetery; he walked faster.
Many yards of underbrush separated him from the little time-devastated
city of the dead, but its mere proximity forced on him, as the old room
had done, a feeling of a stealthy and intangible companionship.

He stepped from the fringe of trees about the open spacein the centre
of which the lake brooded. The water received with a destructive indif-
ference the fluttering caressesof the snowflakes. Bobby paused with a
quick expectancy. He saw nothing of the woman who had startled him
that first evening, but he heard from the thicket a sound like muffled
sobbing, and he responded again to the sense of a malevolent regard.

He hid himself among the trees, and in their shelter skirted the lake.
The sobbing had faded into nothing. For a long time he heard only the
whispers of the snow and the grief of the wind. When he had rounded
the lake and was some distance beyond it, however, the moaning
reached him again, and through the fast-deepening twilight he saw, as
indistinctly as he had before, a black feminine figure flitting among the
trees in the direction of the lake. GrahamÕstheory lost its value. It was
impossible to fancy the brilliant, colourful dancer in this black, shadowy
thing. He commenced to run in pursuit, calling out:

ÒStop! Who are you? Why do you cry through the woods?Ó
But the dusk was too thick, the forest too eager. The black figure dis-

appeared. In retrospect it was again as unsubstantial as a phantom. The
flakes whispered mockingly. The wind was ironical.

He found his pursuit had led him back to the end of the lake nearest
the Cedars. He paused. His triumph was not unmixed with fear. A black
figure stood in the open, quite closeto him, gazing over the stagnant wa-
ter that was like a veil for sinister things. He knew now that the woman
was flesh and blood, for she did not glide away, and the snow made pal-
lid scars on her black cloak.

He crept carefully forward until he was close behind the black figure.
ÒNow,Óhe said, ÒyouÕlltell me who you are and why you cry about

the Cedars.Ó
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