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INTRODUCTION


Often called the Golden Age of the detective novel, the years between the two World Wars produced some of the most iconic names in the history of mystery. In England, the names Agatha Christie and Dorothy L. Sayers continue to resonate to the present day. In America, there is one name that towers above the rest, and that is Ellery Queen.


That famous name was the brainchild of two Brooklyn-born cousins, Frederic Dannay (born Daniel Nathan, he changed his name to Frederic as a tribute to Chopin, with Dannay merely a combination of the first two syllables of his birth name) and Manfred B. Lee (born Emanuel Lepofsky). They wanted a simple nom de plume and had the brilliant stroke of inspiration to employ Ellery Queen both as their byline and as the name of their protagonist, reckoning that readers might forget one or the other but not both.


Dannay was a copywriter and art director for an advertising agency while Lee was writing publicity and advertising material for a motion picture company when they were attracted by a $7,500 prize offered by McClure’s magazine in 1928; they were twenty-three years old.


They were informed that their submission, The Roman Hat Mystery, had won the contest but, before the book could be published or the prize money handed over, McClure’s went bankrupt. Its assets were assumed by Smart Set magazine, which gave the prize to a different novel that it thought would have greater appeal to women. Frederick A. Stokes decided to publish The Roman Hat Mystery anyway, thus beginning one of the most successful mystery series in the history of the genre. Almost immediately, the cousins’ plan to brand the author and character under the same name paid off, and the Ellery Queen name gained an iconic status. 


Although Dannay and Lee were lifelong collaborators on their novels and short stories, they had very different personalities and frequently disagreed, often vehemently, in what Lee once described as “a marriage made in hell.” Dannay was a quiet, scholarly introvert, noted as a perfectionist. Lee was impulsive and assertive, given to explosiveness and earthy language. They remained steadfast in their refusal to divulge their working methodology, claiming that over their many years together they had tried every possible combination of their skills and talent to produce the best work they could. However, upon close examination of their letters and conversations with their friends and family, it eventually became clear that, in almost all instances, it was Dannay who created the extraordinary plots and Lee who brought them to life.


Each resented the other’s ability, with Dannay once writing that he was aware that Lee regarded him as nothing more than “a clever contriver.” Dannay’s ingenious plots, fiendishly detailed with strict adherence to the notion of playing fair with readers, remain unrivaled by any American mystery author. Yet he did not have the literary skill to make characters plausible, settings visual, or dialogue resonant. Lee, on the other hand, with his dreams of writing important fiction, had no ability to invent stories, although he could improve his cousin’s creations to make the characters come to life and the plots suspenseful and compelling.


The combined skills of the collaborators produced the memorable Ellery Queen figure, though in the early books he was clearly based on the best-selling Philo Vance character created by S.S. Van Dine. The Vance books had taken the country by storm in the 1920s so it was no great leap of imagination for Dannay and Lee to model their detective after him. In all candor, both Vance and the early Queen character were insufferable, showing off their supercilious attitude and pedantry at every possible opportunity.


When Queen makes his debut in The Roman Hat Mystery, he is ostensibly an author, though he spends precious little time working at his career. He appears to have unlimited time to collect books and help his father, Inspector Richard Queen, solve cases. Although close to his father, the arrogant young man is often condescending to him as he loves to show off his erudition. As the series progresses (and as the appetite for Philo Vance diminished), Ellery becomes a far more realistic and likable character.


One characteristic of the Queen novels is an opening situation in which a murder is committed that appears so confounding that it may be insoluble. If it weren’t, the police would handle it and not have to bring Ellery Queen to the scene to help them figure out what happened, how it was achieved, and who did it.


In The Dutch Shoe Mystery, the third book in the series, the richest, most famous, and possibly most eccentric woman in America, Abby Doorn, suddenly goes into diabetic coma, falls down a flight of stairs, lands on her abdomen, and ruptures her gall bladder. She awaits surgery in the hospital she founded, where an operation will be performed by the head of surgery, a doctor who owes his career to the generosity of Doorn.


The surgery is scheduled in the main operating theater with numerous hospital staff, family members, friends (and enemies),  and Ellery Queen on hand to watch the procedure. When everyone is settled in their seats, the noted surgeon calls for the patient to be wheeled out. He lifts the sheet and finds Abby Doorn strangled to death with a piece of picture wire.


As would be expected, Queen leaps into the mystery and uncovers clues that he shares with the reader: a pair of hospital shoes, one with a broken shoelace that has been repaired with surgical tape; a file cabinet that does not appear to be in exactly the right position; and other seemingly insignificant facts that have been observed and lead to certain deductions.


There will be an “Interlude” in which Queen summarizes the major elements of the case and, nearing the conclusion, a “Challenge to the Reader,” which is a trademark of the Ellery Queen mysteries. Here, he advises the reader that all the information needed to solve the mystery have been presented and, “by the exercise of strict logic and irrefutable deductions from given data, it should be simple for the reader to name at this point the murderer.” It is not, of course, at all simple, but a daring challenge in which the detective (that is to say, the author) has pitted his own cleverness against that of the reader.


“Ellery Queen is the American detective story,” as Anthony Boucher, the mystery reviewer for the New York Times, wrote, and it would be impossible for any reasonable person to disagree.


The tantalizing puzzles created by the Ellery Queen writing team are irresistible to anyone who enjoys fair-play detective stories, no matter how outre or impossible they may seem. We selected The Chinese Orange Mystery for the American Mystery Classics series because it features one of the most extraordinary scenes in the history of mystery fiction, and are following it with The Dutch Shoe Mystery, which some readers have called his masterpiece of observation and deduction.


We are confident that you will agree that these have been the right choices—although there are other Queen novels tempting us. After you have read one or two, you will understand why the London Times wrote that “Ellery Queen is the logical successor to Sherlock Holmes.” 


The American Mystery Classics series plans to bring back into print the greatest authors and books of the Golden Age of the detective novel. Please look at the back of the book to see other distinguished crime novels included in the line.


—OTTO PENZLER




FOREWORD


The Dutch Shoe Mystery (a whimsicality of title which will explain itself in the course of reading) is the third adventure of the questing Queens to be presented to the public. And for the third time I find myself delegated to perform the task of introduction. It seems that my labored articulation as oracle of the previous Ellery Queen novels discouraged neither Ellery’s publisher nor that omnipotent gentleman himself. Ellery avers gravely that this is my reward for engineering the publication of his fictionized memoirs. I suspect from his tone that he meant “reward” to be synonymous with “punishment”!


There is little I can say about the Queens, even as a privileged friend, that the reading public does not know or has not guessed from hints dropped here and there in Opus 1* and Opus 2.** Under their real names (one secret they demand be kept) Queen père and Queen fils were integral, I might even say major, cogs in the wheel of New York City’s police machinery. Particularly during the second and third decades of the century. Their memory flourishes fresh and green among certain ex-officials of the metropolis; it is tangibly preserved in case records at Centre Street and in the crime mementoes housed in their old 87th Street apartment, now a private museum maintained by a sentimental few who have excellent reason to be grateful.


As for contemporary history, it may be dismissed with this: the entire Queen ménage, comprising old Inspector Richard, Ellery, his wife, their infant son and gypsy Djuna, is still immersed in the peace of the Italian hills, to all practical purpose retired from the manhunting scene ….


I remember clearly the gasp of horror, the babble of conjecture that rippled outward from New York, spreading through the civilized world, when it was learned that Abigail Doorn, the mighty, had been murdered like any poor defenseless devil. She was of course a figure of international stature—an eccentric whose least financial operation, whose quietest benefaction, whose most ordinary family affair were automatically front-page news. Distinctly a “press personality,” she was one of perhaps two dozen in the past decade who, struggle or protest as they might, could not escape the all-seeing eye of the journalistic and consequently the lay world.


Ellery’s pertinacity in resolving the strange and perplexing circumstances which accompanied Abigail Doorn’s death, his masterly manipulation of the many people involved—some famous, some wealthy, some merely notorious—and his astonishing revelations at the last, added considerably to the prestige of the old Inspector and privately, needless to say, magnified Ellery’s reputation as adviser extraordinary to the Police Department.


Please bear in mind that the story about which The Dutch Shoe Mystery revolves is in essence truth, although from policy names have been altered and for fictional purposes certain details revised.


In this puzzling chase Ellery indisputably reaches the full blossom of his mental prowess. Not even the maze of the Monte Field investigation or the remarkable complexity of the French murder case demanded more of that amazing intellect. I firmly believe that no keener deductive mind has ever, in fact or fiction, probed the murky depths of criminal psychology or unraveled the twisted skeins of criminal deception. I wish you pleasure in the reading!


—J. J. McC.


 


 





* The Roman Hat Mystery


** The French Powder Mystery




CHARACTERS





	Abigail Doorn

	a millionairess




	Hulda Doorn

	an heiress




	Hendrik Doorn

	an ovis ebenus




	Sarah Fuller

	a companion




	Dr. Francis Janney

	a Head Surgeon




	Dr. Lucius Dunning

	a diagnostician




	Edith Dunning

	a sociologist




	Dr. Florence Pennini
	an obstetrician




	Dr. John Minchen

	a Medical Director




	Dr. Arthur Leslie

	a surgeon




	Dr. Robert Gold

	an interne




	Dr. Edward Byers

	an anæsthetist




	Lucille Price

	a trained nurse




	Grace Obermann

	a trained nurse




	Moritz Kneisel

	a “genius”




	James Paradise

	a superintendent




	Isaac Cobb
	a “special”




	Philip Morehouse

	an attorney




	Michael Cudahy

	a racketeer




	Thomas Swanson

	a mystery




	Little Willie, Joe Gecko, Snapper

	a bodyguard




	Bristol

	a butler




	Pete Harper

	a newspaperman




	Henry Sampson

	a District Attorney




	Timothy Cronin

	an assistant D. A.




	Dr. Samuel Prouty

	a Medical Examiner




	Thomas Velie

	a Detective-Sergeant




	Lieutenant Ritchie

	a District Detective




	Flint, Ritter, Piggott, Hesse, 
Johnson

	a detective squad




	Inspector Richard Queen

	a policeman




	Ellery Queen

	an analyst
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PART I


TALE OF TWO SHOES


“There are only two detectives for whom I have felt, in my own capacity as hunter-of-men, any deeply underlying sympathy … transcending racial idiosyncrasies and overleaping barriers of space and time. … These two, strangely enough, present the weird contrast of unreality, of fantasm and fact. One has achieved luminous fame between the boards of books; the other as kin to a veritable policeman. … I refer, of course, to those imperishables—Mr. Sherlock Holmes of Baker Street, London, and Mr. Ellery Queen of West 87th Street, New York City.”


—from 30 Years on the Trail
—by DR. MAX PEJCHAR*


 


 





* Ed. Note: Viennese police-consultant



1


OPERATION


Inspector Richard Queen’s alter ego, which was in startling contrast with his ordinarily spry and practical old manner, often prompted him to utter didactic remarks on the general subject of criminology. These professorial dicta were habitually addressed to his son and partner-in-crime-detection, Ellery Queen, in moments when they browsed before their living-room fire, alone except for the slippery shadow of Djuna, the wraith-like gypsy lad who served their domestic needs.


“The first five minutes are the most important,” the old man would say severely, “remember that.” It was his favorite theme. “The first five minutes can save you a heap of trouble.”


And Ellery, reared from boyhood on a diet of detectival advice, would grunt and suck his pipe and stare into the fire, wondering how often a detective was fortunate enough to be on the scene of a crime within three hundred seconds of its commission.


Here he would put his doubt into words, and the old man would nod sadly and agree—yes, it wasn’t very often that such luck came one’s way. By the time the investigator reached the scene the trail was cold, very cold. Then one did what one could to atone for the unsympathetic tardiness of fate. Djuna, hand me my snuff! …


Ellery Queen was no more the fatalist than he was the determinist, or pragmatist, or realist. His sole compromise with isms and ologies was an implicit belief in the gospel of the intellect, which has assumed many names and many endings through the history of thought. Here he swung wide of the fundamental professionalism of Inspector Queen. He despised the institution of police informers as beneath the dignity of original thinking; he pooh-poohed police methods of detection with their clumsy limitations—the limitations of any rule-plagued organization. “I’m one with Kant at least to this extent,” he liked to say, “that pure reason is the highest good of the human hodge-podge. For what one mind can conceive another mind can fathom …”


This was his philosophy in its simplest terms. He was very near to abandoning his faith during the investigation of Abigail Doorn’s murder. Perhaps for the first time in his sharply uncompromising intellectual career, doubt assailed him. Not doubt of his philosophy, which had proved itself many times over in former cases, but doubt of his mental capacity to unravel what another mind had conceived. Of course he was an egoist—“bobbing my head vigorously with Descartes and Fichte,” he used to remark … but for once in the extraordinary labyrinth of events surrounding the Doorn case he had overlooked fate, that troublesome trespasser on the private property of self-determination.


Crime was on his mind that raw blue Monday morning in January, 192-, as he strode down a quiet street in the East Sixties. Heavy black ulster bundled about him, fedora pulled low over his forehead shading the cold gleam of his pince-nez glasses, stick cracking against the frosty pavement, he made for a low-slung group of buildings clustered solidly on the next block.


This was an unusually vexing problem. Something must have occurred between the moment of death and rigor mortis. … His eyes were tranquil but the skin of his smooth brown cheek tightened and his stick struck the concrete with force.


He crossed the street and made rapidly for the main entrance to the largest building of the group. Looming before him were the red granite steps of an immense curving stairway which rose from two distinct points of the pavement to meet on a stone platform above. Carved in stone over a huge iron-bolted double door appeared the legend:


THE DUTCH MEMORIAL HOSPITAL


He ran up the steps and, panting a little from his exertions, heaved on one of the big doors. He was looking into a serene, high-ceilinged vestibule. The floor was of white marble, the walls heavily coated with dull enamel. To his left was an open door displaying a white plaque marked: office. To his right was a door similarly marked: WAITING ROOM. Directly ahead, beyond the vestibule, he could see through a glass swinging door the grillwork of a large elevator, in the entrance to which sat an old man in spotless white.


A burly, hard-jawed, red-faced man similarly dressed in white trousers and jacket, but wearing a black-visored cap, stepped out of the Office as Ellery paused to look around.


“Visitin’ hours from two t’ three,” he said gruffly. “Can’t see nobody in the Horspit’l till then, mister.”


“Eh?” Ellery plunged his gloved hands deeper into his pockets. “I want to see Dr. Minchen. Quickly.”


The attendant rasped his jaw. “Dr. Minchen, is it? D’ya have an appointment with th’ Doctor?”


“Oh, he’ll see me. I said quickly, please.” He fumbled in his pocket, brought out a piece of silver. “Now get him, won’t you? I’m in the devil of a hurry.”


“Can’t take tips, sir,” said the attendant regretfully. “And I’ll tell th’ Doctor who—?”


Ellery blinked his eyes, smiled, put the coin away. “Ellery Queen. No tips, eh? What’s your name? Charon?”


The man looked dubious. “No, sir. Isaac Cobb, sir. ‘Special.’ ” He indicated a nickel badge on his coat, shuffled off.


Ellery stepped into the Waiting Room and sat down. The room was empty. He wrinkled his nose unconsciously. A faint odor of disinfectant pinched the sensitive membrane of his nostrils. The ferrule of his stick tapped nervously on the tiled floor.


A tall athletic man in white burst into the room. “Ellery Queen, by thunder!” Ellery rose swiftly; they shook hands with warmth. “What on earth brings you down here? Still snooping around?”


“The customary thing, John. A case,” murmured Ellery. “Don’t like hospitals as a rule. They depress me. But I need some information—”


“Only too glad to be of service.” Dr. Minchen spoke incisively; he had very keen blue eyes and a quick smile. Grasping Ellery’s elbow he steered him through the door. “But we can’t talk here, old man. Come into my office. I can always find time for a chat with you. Must be months since I’ve seen you ….”


They passed through the glass door and turned to the left, entering a long gleaming corridor lined on both sides with closed doors. The odor of disinfectant grew stronger.


“Shades of Aesculapius!” gasped Ellery. “Doesn’t this awful smell affect you at all? I should think you’d choke after a day in here.”


Dr. Minchen chuckled. They turned at the end of the corridor and strode along another at right angles to the one they had just traversed. “You get used to it. And it’s better to inhale the stink of lysol, bichloride of mercury and alcohol than the insidious mess of bacteria floating about …. How’s the Inspector?”


“Middling.” Ellery’s eyes clouded. “A stubborn little case just now—I’ve got everything but one detail …. If it’s what I think …”


Again they turned a corner, proceeding down a third hall parallel to the first through which they had passed. To their right, along the entire length of the corridor, there was blank wall broken only at one spot by a solid-looking door labeled: AMPHITHEATER GALLERY. To their left they passed in succession a door marked: DR. LUCIUS DUNNING, CHIEF INTERNIST; a little farther on another door inscribed: WAITING ROOM; and finally a third door at which Ellery’s companion halted, smiling. The door was lettered: DR. JOHN MINCHEN, MEDICAL DIRECTOR.


It was a large, sparsely furnished room dominated by a desk. Several cabinets with metallic instruments gleaming on glass shelves stood against the walls. There were four chairs, a low wide bookcase filled with heavy volumes, a number of steel filing-cases.


“Sit down, take your coat off and let’s have it,” said Minchen. He flung himself into the swivel-chair behind the desk, leaned backward, placed his square-fingered hard hands behind his head.


“Just one question,” muttered Ellery, throwing his ulster over a chair and striding across the room. He leaned forward over the desk, stared earnestly at Minchen. “Are there any circumstances which will alter the length of time in which rigor mortis usually sets in?”


“Yes. What did the patient die of?”


“Gunshot …”


“Age?”


“I should judge about forty-five.”


“Pathology? I mean—any disease? Diabetes, for example?”


“Not to my knowledge.”


Minchen rocked gently in his chair. Ellery retreated, sat down, groped for a cigarette.


“Here—have some of mine,” said Minchen …. “Well, I’ll tell you, Ellery. Rigor mortis is tricky, and generally I should like to examine the body before making a decision. I asked about diabetes particularly because a person over forty affected by an excess saccharine condition in the blood will almost inevitably stiffen up after a violent death in about ten minutes—”


“Ten minutes? Good God!” Ellery stared at Minchen, the cigarette drooping from his thin firm lips. “Ten minutes,” he repeated to himself softly. “Diabetes …. John, let me use your ’phone!”


“Help yourself.” Minchen waved, relaxed in his chair. Ellery snapped a number, spoke to two people, made connection with the Medical Examiner’s office. “Prouty? Ellery Queen …. Did the autopsy on Jiminez show traces of sugar in the blood? … What? Chronic diabetic condition, eh? I’ll be damned!”


He replaced the receiver slowly, drew a long breath, grinned. The lines of strain had vanished from his face.


“All’s well that ends ill, John. You’ve rendered yeoman service this morning. One call more, and I’m through.”


He telephoned Police Headquarters. “Inspector Queen … 
Dad? It’s O’Rourke … Positive. The broken leg …. Yes. Broken after death, but within ten minutes …. Right! … And so am I.”


“Don’t go, Ellery,” said Minchen genially. “I’ve a bit of time on my hands and I haven’t seen you for ages.”


They sat back in their chairs, smoking. Ellery wore a singularly peaceful expression.


“Stay here all day, if you want me to.” He laughed. “You’ve just provided the straw that broke a stubborn camel’s back …. After all, I mustn’t be too harsh with myself. Not having studied the mysteries of the Galenic profession, I couldn’t possibly have known about diabetes.”


“Oh, we’re not a total loss,” said Minchen. “As a matter of fact, I had diabetes on my mind. Just about the most important personage in the Hospital—chronic case of diabetes mellitus—had a bad accident this morning on the premises. Nasty fall from the top of a flight of stairs. Rupture of the gall bladder and Janney’s getting ready to operate immediately.”


“Too bad. Who is your first citizen?”


“Abby Doorn.” Minchen looked grave. “She’s over seventy, and although she’s well preserved for her age the diabetic condition makes the operation for rupture fairly serious. The only compensating feature of the whole business is that she is in a coma, and anæsthesia won’t be necessary. We’ve all been expecting the old lady to go under the knife for mildly chronic appendicitis next month, but I know that Janney won’t touch the appendix this morning—just not to complicate her condition. It’s not so serious as I’m probably making it sound. If the patient weren’t Mrs. Doorn, Janney would consider the case interesting but nothing more.” He consulted his wrist watch. “Operation’s at 10:45—it’s almost 10:00 now—how would you like to witness Janney’s work?”


“Well …”


“He’s a marvel, you know. Best surgeon in the East. And Head Surgeon of the Dutch Memorial, partly because of Mrs. Doorn’s friendship and of course through his genius with the knife. Why not stay? Janney will pull her through—he’s operating in the Amphitheater across the corridor. Janney says she’ll be all right and when he says so, you can bank on it.”


“I suppose I’m in for it,” said Ellery ruefully. “To tell the truth, I’ve never witnessed a surgical operation. Think I’ll have the horrors? I’m afraid I’m a wee bit squeamish, John ….” They laughed. “Millionaire, philanthropist, social dowager, financial power—damn the mortality of the flesh!”


“It hits us all,” mused Minchen, stretching his legs comfortably under the desk. “Yes, Abigail Doorn …. I suppose you know she founded this Hospital, Ellery? Her idea, her money—really her institution …. We were all shocked, I can tell you. Janney more than the rest of us—she’s been fairy godmother to him practically all his life—sent him through Johns Hopkins—Vienna—the Sorbonne—just about made him what he is to-day. Naturally he insisted on operating, and naturally he’ll do the job. No finer nerves in the business.”


“How did it happen?” asked Ellery curiously.


“Fate, I guess …. You see, Monday mornings she always comes down here to inspect the Charity Wards—her pet idea—and as she was about to walk down a flight of steps on the third floor she went into a diabetic coma, fell down the stairs and landed on her abdomen …. Luckily Janney was here. Examined her at once, and even from a superficial examination saw that the gall bladder had been ruptured by the fall—abdomen swollen, bloated …. Well, there was only one thing to do. Janney began to give her the insulin-glucose emergency treatment ….”


“What caused the coma?”


“We’ve discovered it was negligence on the part of Mrs. Doorn’s companion, Sarah Fuller—middle-aged woman who has been with Abby for years, runs the house, keeps her company. You see, Abby’s condition called for an insulin injection three times a day. Janney’s always insisted on doing it himself, although in most cases of this sort even the patient may inject the insulin. Last night Janney was kept by a very important case, and as he usually did when he couldn’t run over to the Doorn house, he ’phoned for Hulda, Abby’s daughter. But Hulda wasn’t home, and he left word with this Fuller woman to tell Hulda when she got in to administer the insulin. Fuller woman forgot or something. Abby is generally careless about it—the result was the dose wasn’t given last night. Hulda slept late this morning, never knowing of Janney’s message, and again this morning Abby didn’t get her injection. And on top of it ate a hearty breakfast. The breakfast finished the job. Sugar content in her blood quickly overbalanced the insulin, and coma inevitably followed. As luck would have it, it struck her at the top of a flight of stairs. And there you are.”


“Sad!” murmured Ellery. “I suppose everybody’s been notified? There’ll be a sweet family party here, I’ll wager.”


“Not in the operating-room, there won’t,” said Minchen grimly. “The whole kit and boodle of ’em will be in the Waiting Room next door. Family’s barred from the theater, don’t you know that? Well! How’d you like to take a little walk around? Love to show you the place. If I do say so, it’s a model of hospitalization.”


“With you, John.”


They left Minchen’s office and walked down the North Corridor the way they had come. Minchen pointed out the door to the Amphitheater Gallery, from which they would later view the operation; and the door to the Waiting Room. “Some of the Doorn crowd are probably in there now,” commented Minchen. “Can’t have ’em wandering around …. Two auxiliary operating-rooms off the West Corridor,” he went on as they rounded the corner. “We’re pretty busy at all times—have one of the largest surgical staffs in the East …. Across the corridor, on the left here, is the main operating-room—called the Amphitheater—which has two special rooms, an Anteroom and an Anæsthesia Room. As you can see, there’s a door to the Anteroom off this corridor—the West—and another entrance, to the Anæsthesia Room, around the corner in the South Corridor …. Amphitheater’s where the big operations take place; it’s also used for demonstration purposes to the internes and nurses. Of course, we have other operating-rooms upstairs.”


The Hospital was strangely quiet. Occasionally a white-garbed figure flitted through the long halls. Noise seemed to have been entirely eliminated; doors swung on heavily oiled hinges and made no sound when they slipped shut. A soft diffused light bathed the interior of the building; and except for the chemical odor the air was singularly pure.


“By the way,” said Ellery suddenly, as they sauntered into the South Corridor, “I believe you said before that Mrs. Doorn wouldn’t be given anæsthetic for the operation. Is that only because she is in a coma? I’ve been under the impression that anæsthesia is administered in all surgical cases.”


“Fair question,” admitted Minchen. “And it’s true that in most cases—virtually all cases—anæsthesia is used. But diabetics are funny people. You know—or rather I suppose you don’t know—that any surgical operation is dangerous to a chronic diabetic. Even minor surgery may be fatal. Had a case just the other day—patient came into the dispensary with a festered toe—some poor devil. The doctor in charge—well, it’s just one of those unforeseeable accidents of dispensary routine. The toe was cleaned, the patient went home. Next morning he was found dead. Post mortem examination showed the man to be full of sugar. Probably never knew it himself ….


“What I started out to say was that cutting is holy hell on diabetics. When an operation is absolutely necessary a buildup process is instituted—which accomplishes over a comparatively short period the task of temporarily restoring a normal sugar content in the patient’s blood. And even while the operation is being performed alternate injections of insulin and glucose are given without let-up to keep the sugar content normal. They’ll have to do that with Abby Doorn. She’s being injected now with these insulin-glucose treatments; taking blood-tests right along to check up on the diminution of sugar milligrams. This emergency treatment takes about an hour and a half, perhaps two hours. Generally the treatment is stretched over a month or so; too rapid building up may affect the liver. But we have no choice with Abby Doorn; that gall bladder rupture can’t be neglected, even for half a day.”


“Yes, but how about the anæsthetic?” objected Ellery. “Would that make the operation even riskier? Is that why you’re relying on the comatose condition to pull her through the shock?”


“Exactly. Riskier and more complicated. We must take what the gods provide.” Minchen paused with his hand on the knob of a door lettered: examining room. “Of course, an anæsthetist will be standing beside the operating-table prepared to administer without a second’s delay should Abby pop out of the coma …. Come in here, Ellery; I want to show you how a modern hospital does things.”


He pushed the door open and waved Ellery into the room. Ellery noticed that a small panel on the wall illuminated by a tiny electric bulb flashed on as the door opened to announce that the Examining Room was now occupied. He paused appreciatively on the threshold.


“Neat, eh?” grinned Minchen.


“What’s that thingamajig over there?”


“Fluoroscope. There’s one in every Examining Room. Of course, there’s the stock examining-table, small sterilizing-machine, drug cabinet, instrument racks …. You can see for yourself.”


“The instrument,” said Ellery didactically, “is an invention of man to mock his Creator. Heavens, aren’t five fingers sufficient?” They laughed together. “I’d stifle in here. Doesn’t anybody ever throw things around?”


“Not while John Quintus Minchen is boss,” grinned the physician. “Actually, we make a fetish of orderliness. Take minor supplies, for instance. All kept in these drawers—” he flipped his hand at a large white cabinet in one corner, “and quite out of sight or knowledge of meddling patients or visitors. Everybody in the Hospital who has to, knows just where to get supplies. Makes things confoundedly simple.”


He pulled open a large metal drawer at the bottom of the cabinet. Ellery bent over and stared down at a bewildering display of assorted bandages. Another drawer contained absorbent cotton and tissue; another medicated cotton; another adhesive tapes.


“System,” murmured Ellery. “Your subordinates get demerit marks for dirty linen and untied shoelaces, don’t they?”


Minchen chuckled. “You’re not so far off at that. Standing rule of the Hospital makes it mandatory to dress in Hospital uniform, which for men is white canvas shoes, white duck trousers and coat; and for women white linen throughout. Even the ‘special’ outside—well, you remember he wore white, too. The elevator men, mopmen, kitchen help, clerical force—everybody wears the standardized uniform from the moment he sets foot on the Hospital premises until he leaves.”


“My head’s absolutely a-buzz,” groaned Ellery. “Let me out of here.”


As they emerged once more into the South Corridor, they caught sight of a tall young man dressed in a brown greatcoat, hat in hand, hurrying toward them. He looked their way, hesitated, then turned suddenly into the East Corridor at his right and disappeared.


Minchen’s frank face fell. “Forgot Abigail the Mighty,” he muttered. “There goes her attorney now—Philip Morehouse. Bright young coot. Devotes all his time to Abby’s interests.”


“He’s heard the news, I gather,” remarked Ellery. “Is he interested so personally in Mrs. Doorn?”


“I should say in Mrs. Doorn’s lovely young daughter,” replied Minchen dryly. “He and Hulda have hit it off quite famously. Looks like a romance to me. And from all accounts Abby, in her grand lady-of-the-manor fashion, smiles on the affair …. Well! I suppose the clans are gathering …. Hullo! There’s the old master himself. Just out of ‘A’ operating-room …. Hi there, Doctor!”
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AGITATION


The man in the brown greatcoat ran up to the closed door of the Waiting Room in the North Corridor and rapped sharply. There was no sound from beyond the door. He tried the knob, pushed ….


“Phil!”


“Hulda! Darling ….”


A tall young woman, her eyes red with tears, flew into his arms. He cradled her head on his shoulder, murmuring wordless incoherent sympathy.


They were alone in the vast bare room. Long benches squatted stiffly along the walls. Over one was thrown a beaver coat.


Philip Morehouse gently raised the girl’s head, tipped her chin upward, looked into her eyes.


“It’s nothing, Hulda—she’ll be all right,” he said huskily. “Don’t cry, dear, I—please!”


She blinked, made a convulsive effort to smile at him. “I’ll—oh, Phil, I’m so glad you’ve come … sitting here all alone … waiting, waiting ….”


“I know.” He looked around with a slight frown. “Where are the others? What the devil are they thinking of to leave you alone in this room?”


“Oh, I don’t know …. Sarah, Uncle Hendrik—they’re about somewhere ….”


She groped for his hand, snuggled against his breast. After a long moment they walked to a bench and sat down. Hulda Doorn stared wide-eyed at the floor. The young man fumbled desperately for words, but none came.


About them, silent and huge, lay the Hospital, humming with the work of life. But in the room there was no sound, no footfall, no cheerful voice. Only white dull walls ….


“Oh, Phil, I’m afraid, I’m afraid!”
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VISITATION


A small, queerly shaped man had walked into the South Corridor, heading toward Minchen and Ellery. Ellery received an instant impression of personality, even while the man’s features could not be clearly distinguished. Perhaps this feeling arose from the peculiarly stiff manner in which he held his head, and the pronounced limp with which he walked. That there was something wrong with his left leg was apparent from the manner in which he put his weight on the right. “Probably muscular paralysis of some sort,” muttered Ellery to himself as he watched the little doctor approach.


The newcomer was dressed in full surgical regalia—a white gown under which protruded the bottoms of white duck trousers and the tips of white canvas shoes. The gown was stained with chemicals; on one sleeve was a long bloody smudge. On his head perched a white surgical cap, turned up at the corners; he was fumbling with the string of his face-gag as he limped toward the two waiting men.


“Ah there, Minchen! We did it. Perforated appendix. Managed to avoid peritonitis. Dirty job …. How’s Abigail? Seen her? What’s the milligram content at last report? Who’s this?” He spoke with gatling-gun rapidity, his bright little eyes never still, darting from Minchen to Ellery.


“Dr. Janney, meet Mr. Queen. Particularly old friend,” said Minchen hastily. “Ellery Queen, the writer.”


“Hardly,” said Ellery. “This is a pleasure, doctor.”


“Pleasure’s all mine, all mine,” snapped the surgeon. “Any friend of Minchen’s is welcome here …. Well, John—got to rest up now. Worried about Abigail. Thank God for her pumper. Bad rupture. How about those intravenous injections?”


“Coming along splendidly,” replied Minchen. “They pulled her down from 180 to 135 when I last heard, a little before 10:00. Ought to be ready as scheduled. She’s probably in the Anteroom now.”


“Good! She’ll be hopping around again in no time.”


Ellery smiled apologetically. “Pardon my ignorance, gentlemen, but just what is meant by your cabalistic reference to ‘180 to 135’? Blood pressure?”


“Good God, no!” shouted Dr. Janney. “180 milligrams of sugar to 100 c.c. of blood. We’re pulling it down. Can’t operate until we get to normal—110, 120. Oh, you’re not a medical man. Excuse me.”


“I’m overwhelmed,” said Ellery.


Minchen cleared his throat. “I suppose our plans for tonight on the book are shot, with Mrs. Doorn so badly off?”


Dr. Janney rubbed his jaw. His eyes continued to dart between Ellery and the Medical Director. They made Ellery distinctly uncomfortable.


“Of course!” Janney turned unexpectedly toward Ellery, placing his small rubber-sheathed hand on Minchen’s shoulder. “You’re a writer, aren’t you? Well—” he chuckled, showed tobacco-stained teeth in a weird grin, “you’re looking at another writer, here, young man. Johnny Minchen. Smart as a whip. Helping me profoundly with a book we’re doing together. Something quite revolutionary. And I’ve picked the best co-author in the profession. Know what Congenital Allergy is, Queen? Didn’t think you would. Make a big stir in the medical world. We’ve proved something the bone-setting business has been messing about for years ….”


“Well, John!” Ellery smiled in amusement “You didn’t tell me—”


“Pardon me,” said Dr. Janney abruptly, swinging on his right heel. “Well, Cobb, what is it?”


The white-garbed doorman had shuffled shyly up to the three men, and now stood uncomfortably in the background trying to attract the attention of the little surgeon. He took his cap off.


“Man outside wants t’ see ye, Dr. Janney,” he said hastily. “Says he’s got an appointm’t. Sorry to bother ye, Doctor—”


“He’s a liar,” barked Dr. Janney. “You know I can’t see anybody, Cobb. How many times must I tell you not to bother me about these things? Where’s Miss Price? You know she takes care of all that truck for me. Go on now—beat it. Can’t see him. Too busy.”


He turned his back on the doorman. The scarlet of Cobb’s face deepened. Nevertheless, he did not move away.


“But I—she—he says …”


“You must have forgotten, Doctor,” interposed Minchen. “Miss Price has been copying the Congenital Allergy manuscript all morning, and she’s with Mrs. Doorn now, by your own order ….”


“Shucks! That’s right, too,” muttered Dr. Janney. “But I won’t see that man, Cobb, I—”


Mutely, the doorman lifted his huge hand and thrust a white card toward the surgeon, handling it as if it were a precious document.


Janney snatched at it “Who’s this? Swanson—Swanson …. 
Oh!” The tone of his voice changed instantly. His bright little eyes clouded as he froze to immobility. Then he lifted his gown and tucked the card into a pocket of his coat. With the same deft motion he whipped a watch from his underclothes. “10:29,” he mumbled. Surprisingly, with that effortless ease which marked all his manual movements, he replaced the watch and smoothed down his gown. “All right Cobb!” he said clearly. “Lead the way. Where is he? … See you later, John. ’Bye, Queen.”


As suddenly as he had appeared, he swung about and limped off in the wake of Cobb, who seemed anxious to depart. Minchen and Ellery stared down the corridor after them for a long moment. Both men turned away just as Janney and the doorman were passing the elevator opposite the main entrance.


“Janney’s office is down there,” said Minchen, shrugging. “Queer sort of cuss, isn’t he, Ellery? But as great as they come …. Let’s go back to my office. There’s still a good quarter of an hour before the operation.”


They turned the corner and walked with leisurely steps up the West Corridor.


“Reminds me of a bird, somehow,” said Ellery thoughtfully. “They way he holds his head, keeps darting those avian eyes of his about …. Interesting little fellow. About fifty, isn’t he?”


“Thereabouts …. Interesting in more ways than one, Ellery.” Minchen spoke boyishly. “There’s one medical man who’s really devoted his life to his profession. He’s spared neither himself nor his personal fortune. I’ve never known him to refuse a case on grounds of a small fee. In fact he’s done scores of jobs for which he never saw a cent, and didn’t expect to …. Don’t get him wrong, Ellery; you’ve just met a genuine personage.”


“If what you said about his relationship with Mrs. Doorn is true,” commented Ellery, smiling, “I don’t suppose Dr. Janney has much to worry about financially.”


Minchen stared. “Why, how did you—? Well, of course,” he chuckled sheepishly, “it’s probably evident. Yes, Janney is due for a whacking big legacy on Abby’s departure from this world. Everybody knows that. He’s been quite like a son to her …. And here we are.”


They had reached Minchen’s office. Minchen telephoned briefly, seemed satisfied with what he heard.


“They have Abby in the Anteroom already,” he stated, putting down the instrument. “They got her blood sugar down to 110 milligrams—it’s a question of minutes now. Well, I’ll be glad when it’s over.”


Ellery shivered slightly. Minchen pretended not to notice. Over cigarettes, they sat in silence; an indefinable gloom hovered between them.


With an effort Ellery shrugged his shoulders and exhaled a cloud of smoke. “About this co-authorship, John,” he said lightly. “I never suspected that you’d succumb to the writing bug. What’s it all about?”


“Oh, that” Minchen laughed. “Most of the work is bound up with actual case histories, proving a theory which both Janney and I hold in common; and it is possible to predict the predisposition to specific ailments of embryos by careful analysis of congenital influences. Complicated?”


“Overwhelmingly scientific, professor,” murmured Ellery. “How about letting me peep at the manuscript? I might be able to give you a few pointers in a literary way.”


Minchen flushed. “Thunder! Can’t do that, old son,” he said awkwardly. “Janney’d have my life. As a matter of fact, both the manuscript and the case records we are using in the book are kept absolutely private; Janney guards ’em as jealousy as his life. Why, the old man recently cashiered an interne who had the unhappy impulse to root around in Janney’s filing-cabinet—merely out of academic curiosity, I suppose …. Sorry, Ellery. The only people who can see those records are Janney, myself and Miss Price, Janney’s assistant—she’s a trained nurse—and she does only the routine clerical work.”


“All right, all right!” grinned Ellery, closing his eyes. “I surrender. I just wanted to help you, you blamed old codger …. Of course you remember your Iliad? ‘Light is the task when many share the toil.’ If you spurn my assistance ….”


They laughed together.



4


REVELATION


Ellery Queen, dilettante of criminology, had no stomach for blood. Raised on stories of crime, fed with tales of murder, in daily contact with desperadoes and manhunters, he nevertheless endured the sight of maltreated flesh with difficulty. His position as son of a policeman; his association with brutality and warped minds; his own literary dabblings in the mire of criminal psychology—these had not inured him to the reeking evidences of man’s inhumanity to man. On the scene of a slaughter his eyes were keen, his judgment swift, but always his heart was sick ….
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