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INTRODUCTION


_________________




The perfect detective story cannot be written. The type of mind which can evolve the perfect problem is not the type of mind that can produce the artistic job of writing.


Raymond Chandler
“Notes on the Detective Story”





Despite Chandler’s pessimism about the “perfect” detective story, the tales in his book come as close to being perfect exemplars of the mystery story as any can be—besides being great works of literature in their own right. Back in the fourth century BCE, Aristotle set forth in his Poetics a formula for Greek tragic drama that has been a mainstay of literary art ever since: There is some serious matter that has upset the balance of the world; an element of discovery; and the cleansing, or setting matters right. This denouement has some element of tragedy and downfall, but always brings release, or catharsis, to the audience. In the classic mystery story, we find all of the elements set out by Aristotle: it has a serious matter—the crime—which is discovered and ultimately cleansed, bringing the downfall of the perpetrator and, in the process, catharsis. Thus, in contrast to Chandler’s opinions, this volume shows that the mystery story can indeed be high art.


Likewise, much as Greek theater began as religious rites performed during the worship of Dionysus, the almost ritualistic nature of the mystery story is encoded in the name of the genre itself. The English word “mystery” dates from the Middle Ages. Deriving from the Latin mysterium, it originally meant “craft” or “secret,” or, in religious contexts, something whose significance is not immediately understandable. Thus, a guild (an association of artisans for mutual support and to regulate competition in the market) might have been called a “mystery,” the skills and techniques of its members unintelligible to the uninitiated, while elements of Christian belief, such as the Trinity, might also be “mysteries.” (Uniting the two meanings, guilds often put on religious dramas known as “mystery plays.”) From these come our definition of a mystery as “something unexplained.” But this tension also implies an inevitable resolution: that the unknown can be made known, producing enlightenment.


CHARACTERISTICS OF THE MYSTERY STORY


A mystery story is, at its most fundamental level, a story of “order restored through the power of explanation.” A crime has been committed—usually, but not always, that most flagrant violation of the social contract, murder—and the world must be set aright. Enter the detective, the central figure of the mystery story. If the mystery story is viewed as a craft-guild or other community of practice, then the detective is the master who trains the apprentices; if it is a religious ritual, then they are the priest who leads the service. The detective is both the reader’s surrogate and a memorable character with their own peculiar quirks. They may be male or female, young or old, professional or amateur. However, all detectives have one thing in common: a keen and penetrating intelligence, superior to the minds of the other characters (if not that of the reader). The detective is the only person able to analyze the clues inevitably left behind by the criminal, to reject the obvious conclusion, and to thus discover the true perpetrator. The innocent are vindicated and the guilty taken away to their (off-stage) punishment. Thus, the scales of the plot, and of justice, are balanced, and catharsis is granted the reader.


Assisting the detective is the inevitable sidekick. This estimable personage plays the part of the detective’s foil and Socratic interlocutor. As the Catholic priest and detective-story writer Ronald Knox put down in his rules of the genre in 1929, “The ‘sidekick’ of the detective, the Watson, must not conceal from the reader any thoughts which pass through his mind: his intelligence must be slightly, but very slightly, below that of the average reader.” Through the interactions of the detective and their sidekick, background information is given, and the points of the case are revealed.


There are a few more typical elements to the mystery story. One is a memorable setting—sometimes interesting and exotic, sometimes urban and dangerous, sometimes (as in the “cozy” mystery) familiar and domestic. It is an unstated rule that this may also be a closed community—people gathered together in a remote country home, or on a train, as in Murder on the Orient Express—which helps to limit the possibilities for the perpetrator’s identity and keeps the cast of characters from getting out of hand. The perpetrator, moreover, cannot be an unexplained sinister foreigner or stranger: they must be present since the beginning of the story.


There is also, of course, the element of suspense: there must be stakes (such as an innocent risking being wrongly punished, if not an actual threat to the life of the detective or a loved one), and it must seem as if the worst might happen. Heightening the suspense is the element of misdirection: the solution to the crime is never the obvious one. It is often helpful in this if the elements of police-work and detection are plausible and backed up by real-world facts and methods; this helps give the mystery story (which is, in the end, fantastic wish-fulfillment) the veneer of verisimilitude. No supernatural causes or madeup, fantastic devices such as exotic poisons, previously unknown identical twins, or excessive numbers of secret passages should be used. Similarly, the detective should arrive at their conclusions based on detective-work, not luck or a deus ex machina, and must declare the clues when they find them.


GENESIS OF THE MYSTERY STORY


The mystery story is usually considered to be a product of modernity, born, at least for Anglophones, when Edgar Allen Poe published “The Murders in the Rue Morgue” in 1841. However, elements go back much earlier: what are the Judgment of Solomon from the Bible, or Oedipus Rex, if not mysteries of a sort? Gong’an fiction is often referred to as “Chinese detective fiction,” and “The Three Apples” from One Thousand and One Nights is a similar sort of predecessor. Likewise, many medieval stories, including several tales from the Decameron and Canterbury Tales, have mystery-like elements, as do Voltaire’s 1747 novel Zadig and E. T. A. Hoffman’s 1819 novel Mademoiselle de Scudéri.


To be sure, though, the modern mystery story would have been unthinkable before the nineteenth century. In the premodern village, everyone knew everyone else and it was hard for malefactors to remain anonymous. Growing urbanization in the modern era led to the anonymity of the city, and thus the possibility of a crime going undetected became real. To maintain order in these new cities, the first professional police forces were formed with administrators who took a “scientific” view towards crime and its punishment. The Enlightenment, the growth of scientific thought in the West, brought with it faith in the power of reason. All truths are knowable, if we only are able to ask the right questions. Thus, the invention of the detective whose job it is to uncover the perpetrators of crime and bring their misdoings to light in order to be purged by the criminal justice system. The fact that the mystery-story detective is usually not a police officer corresponds to real history: the first “detective,” a former Parisian criminal-turned-police informant named Eugène-François Vidocq, who founded his “Office of Information” in 1833, was a “private eye.” The first police detective unit, meanwhile, was only just founded in Boston in 1846.


That being said, the mystery has endless subgenres. “Hard-boiled” detective stories are set in a gritty, corrupt world; feature professional detectives with antiheroic features (often working outside the proper legal and police systems, which cannot be trusted); and sometimes have explicit violence and a strong sexual element. This is contrasted with the “soft-boiled” or “cozy” mystery, feature a domestic setting, an intimate community, an amateur (often female) detective (who the police regard as an annoying busybody), restrained language, personal motivations for the crime, such as jealousy or a longstanding grudge, and no explicit sex or violence. However, the “cozy” mystery’s detective can only exist in contrast to, and as an antidote to, the professional detective and the alienation and violence of the city. “Historical” mysteries combine the mystery genre with the historical, such as Ellis Peters’s series about Brother Cadfael, the mystery-solving crusader-turned-monk, or Umberto Eco’s Name of the Rose. “Supernatural” mysteries, such as Jim Butcher’s series about the crime-solving wizard Harry Dresden, use magic and/or horror themes in place of the principles of “scientific” detection—but they must still always operate according to the consistent rules of the world they have established. The “police procedural” has professional law enforcement as its protagonist. The mystery may even be comical, as famously embodied Peter Sellers’ bumbling Inspector Clouseau, or intended for children, such as Donald J. Sobol’s Encyclopedia Brown series. The line between the mystery and the spy thriller is often thin indeed, save that the spy story usually includes elements of the adventure story and political thriller.


The stories in this book are the primordial examples of the mystery tale, written, for the most part, in the “Golden Age of Detective Fiction”—the 1920s and 1930s—with a few nineteenth-century predecessors thrown in for good measure. This “golden age” took place in the context of the rise of well-paying, widely distributed pulp magazines and the growth of a reading public. It was ended by the shortages of World War II and, after that, by the rise of television. The stories tend to observe the “typical rules” noted above. In this, they represent the mystery story in its most classic form.


ABOUT THE WRITERS AND STORIES


Our collection begins with what is often considered the first “real” detective story in the English language, Edgar Allan Poe’s “The Murders in the Rue Morgue.” Poe is associated with many genres. He was born in Boston in 1809; his double-barreled surname comes from the fact that, after his mother’s death of tuberculosis and his father’s abandonment of the family, he was raised in Richmond, Virginia, and the United Kingdom by a wealthy merchant couple, John and Frances Allan. Poe was lucky in another circumstance: His birth coincided with the beginning of the era when the industrialized printing press meant that a writer could begin to make a living solely from their literary output (albeit not easily), and the widespread distribution of his work meant that he was influential not just in the genesis of the mystery story, but also in the nascent genres of science fiction and horror. After purposely getting kicked out of West Point (he had earlier dropped out of the University of Virginia), he began a career in publishing that was marked by heavy drinking and erratic behavior. His poem “The Raven,” which may have been inspired by his young wife Virginia’s imminent death due to tuberculosis, was an instant classic when he published it in 1845. (Virginia would die in 1847.) Poe himself died a broken man in 1849, the cause of death variously attributed to alcoholism, heart disease, meningitis, syphilis, violence, and suicide.


Poe’s “The Murders in the Rue Morgue,” the ancestor of all of the Golden Age detective stories, was first published in Graham’s Magazine in 1841. His protagonist, C. Auguste Dupin, is credited with being the forerunner of such characters as Agatha Christie’s Hercule Poirot and Arthur Conan Doyle’s Sherlock Holmes. Dupin also appeared in two subsequent stories, “The Mystery of Marie Rogët” and “The Purloined Letter.” The version reproduced here is Poe’s revised version from his twelve-story collection Tales, published by Wiley & Putnam in 1845—though he would continue to write further edits in his own personal copy until his death. (Now known as the J. Lorimer Graham copy, it is housed at the University of Texas at Austin.) Typographical errors have been corrected, though errors in French have been retained to reflect Poe’s understanding of the language.


The name of Dame Agatha Mary Clarissa Christie, Lady Mallowan, or as she is known to the reading public: Agatha Christie (1890–1976), is almost synonymous with the mystery story. Born Agatha Miller to a wealthy family in Devon, England, she was the youngest of three children. Young Agatha was educated at home, in Paris, and in Egypt. On Christmas Eve of 1914, several months after the outbreak of World War I, she married her fiancé, Archibald (“Archie”) Christie, an officer in the Royal Air Corps. Agatha Christie herself contributed to the war effort as a volunteer nurse, and then as a paid pharmacist’s assistant.


Though she had been experimenting with writing since the age of 18, Christie’s first publication was The Mysterious Affair at Styles, written in 1916 and published, after several rejections, in 1920. It was also the first book to feature her most famous creation: a Belgian policeman named Hercule Poirot, who found himself in England after being displaced by the German invasion of his home country. The bald little man with the waxed mustachios would appear in 47 novels and short story collections penned by Christie. Her detective was so popular and beloved that Poirot’s “death” in Curtain (written in the early 1940s but only published in 1975) was reported on the front page of the New York Times. The Murder on the Links, published in 1923, is the second Poirot story and Christie’s third overall novel. It is the author at her best: Poirot solves a murder in the north of France, while his companion Arthur Hastings has a romantic subplot.


Though Archie and Agatha Christie lived a privileged life of wealth and international travel, two personal tragedies struck in 1926: her mother died in April, and in August, Archie, who had been having an affair, asked her for a divorce. This set up the most mysterious episode in Agatha Christie’s life: her own disappearance. In early December of 1926, she vanished from her home. Her abandoned car was discovered the next day with her clothes and driver’s license inside. After an extensive manhunt and widespread media attention, she was discovered registered under a false name at a spa in Yorkshire, apparently having traveled there in a dissociative state—though at the time, the press saw it as a publicity stunt. The Christies divorced the following year, though Agatha retained custody of their daughter, Rosalind, and kept writing under her married surname.


Dorothy L. Sayers (1893–1957), in addition to being a writer of mystery stories, was a poet, translator, and—like her friends J. R. R. Tolkien and C. S. Lewis—a writer on theological subjects. Born to a middle-class family in Oxford, UK, she moved in literary circles and was one of the first women awarded a degree—an MA, in fact—by Oxford University. Though Sayers published Whose Body? to great acclaim in 1923, she continued working until 1931 in London as a copywriter at the advertising firm S. H. Benson, where she penned a number of famous jingles and slogans. In 1926 Sayers married Oswald Atherton “Mac” Fleming, the divorced father of two daughters who was twelve years her senior. They had no children. Owing to complications from his World War I service, Mac Fleming gradually became an invalid and died, aged 68, in 1950. Sayers herself died of a coronary thrombosis seven years later, aged 64, whereupon it was revealed that her “nephew” John Anthony Fleming, called “Tony,” was in fact her illegitimate son and heir, born of an affair she had with a married man before meeting her husband.


Sayers summed up the plot of Whose Body? thusly: “My detective story begins brightly, with a fat lady found dead in her bath with nothing on but her pince-nez. Now why did she wear pince-nez in her bath? If you can guess, you will be in a position to lay hands upon the murderer, but he’s a very cool and cunning fellow…” Her almost-too-perfect, multitalented Lord Peter Wimsey would feature in eleven bestselling novels and two short story collections, but Sayers would personally consider her translation of Dante’s Divine Comedy to be her best work. Like other Oxfordians of her generation, there is something of a nostalgia for the classically educated past—and a disdain for the crudity of post–World War I mass culture—in Sayers’s writing, but at the same time she brings a knowing worldliness that was beyond the dons of the Inklings circle.


Sir Arthur Conan Doyle (1859–1930) was, of course, the creator of the most famous fictional detective of all time, Sherlock Holmes. Born in Edinburgh, Scotland, Doyle grew up poor but received an excellent education. He trained as a medical doctor but failed in his chosen specialty of ophthalmology. However, in his writing, he found a great deal of success. Holmes first appeared in A Study in Scarlet in 1886, and stories of the detective were much in demand—though Doyle was ambivalent about his creation and even tried to kill him off in 1893’s “The Final Problem.” Nonetheless, Holmes was resurrected in 1901’s Hound of the Baskervilles and eventually appeared in a total of 56 short stories and four novels. “The Adventure of the Creeping Man” was first published in 1923 in The Strand magazine in the UK and Hearst’s International in the US. It veers toward science-fiction in its resolution—another interest of Doyle’s, as seen in works such as his The Lost World—but nonetheless is classic Holmes.


Besides having his fictional detective set wrongs aright, Doyle had a keen sense of social justice in his own life, writing about the abuses the Belgians committed in the Congo and championing those wrongly accused by the justice system—particularly people of color. Though raised Catholic, he had drifted away from the Church and toward Spiritualism, and was a famous proponent of seances and of establishing contact with the dead.


G. K. Chesterton (1874–1936) trained as an illustrator at University College London but found his fame in writing. He was, like Dorothy L. Sayers, exceedingly interested in theology (in his case, Catholicism) and, like Sir Arthur Conan Doyle, interested in social justice. Also, like Sayers, he moved in literary circles, associating with T. S. Elliot, George Bernard Shaw, H. G. Wells, and Bertrand Russell. He was incredibly prolific, penning 80 books, hundreds of poems and short stories, thousands of essays, and a number of plays, as well as being an early pioneer in radio. At his requiem mass in 1936—a large man, he died of congestive heart failure at the age of only 62—his friend Ronald Knox said of him, “All of this generation has grown up under Chesterton’s influence so completely that we do not even know when we are thinking Chesterton.”


Chesterton’s interests in religion and justice came together in his most famous literary creation, Father Brown, who, beginning with “The Blue Cross” in 1910, appeared in 50 short stories published in the author’s lifetime. Brown’s “twist,” as it were, is that he is a Roman Catholic priest who uses his knowledge of human nature to solve crimes. In “The Blue Cross,” for instance, he uses a variety of ingenious tricks—in addition to his knowledge of theology—to deceive the criminal master of disguise Flambeau and thwart the theft of a valuable work of art.


Ernest Bramah’s detective Max Carrados, like the most memorable fictional detectives, has a distinctive quality: he is blind due to a riding accident. However, his other senses are, stereotypically, sharpened as a result. “The Coin of Dionysius,” published as “The Master Coiner Unmasked” in 1913, is the first story in which we are introduced to the independently wealthy Carrados and his “Watson,” the detective Mr. Carlyle. The plot hinges on the forgery of an ancient coin; Carrados cracks the case without leaving his study—though he would go further afield in subsequent adventures.


Bramah (1868–1942) was an intensely private man who was a failure at both school and farming, though, supported by his wealthy father, he persisted in a career in publishing and in trying to sell his fiction. It was not until 1900 that he sold his first book about the comical adventures of the itinerant storyteller Kai Lung. The Kai Lung stories are today criticized for their baroque and stereotypical depiction of Chinese society, though their style would become widely influential. Altogether, he would write 21 books and many short stories, working in the science-fiction and supernatural genres as well as in mystery. More than two dozen Carrados stories were republished in five collections and one stand-alone novel, The Bravo of London.


R. Austin Freeman (1862–1943) was, like his creation Dr. John Evelyn Thorndyke, a medical doctor. He had a successful career but was forced to give up his practice in 1904 owing to complications of the malaria he had contracted while serving in British West Africa. His conservative political views are apparent in his work: Criminals are a sort of genetically defective underclass and must be wiped out for the good of civilization. (These views were widespread at the time and gave rise to the eugenics movement.) Similarly, he was a strong believer in racial predispositions and stereotypes. Freeman kept writing until his death, despite the London Blitz of World War II and his progressing Parkinson’s disease.


“The Anthropologist at Large” is one of the 40 short stories and 21 novels featuring Thorndyke, beginning with “The Red Thumb Mark” in 1907. Freeman is remarkable both for his early depiction of what would be called forensics and for being widely credited as the inventor of the “inverted mystery story” where the perpetrator is known at the beginning of the story and the detective shows how their identity was established. (Peter Falk’s Columbo is perhaps the most widely known example of the genre.) Despite Freeman’s painstaking attempts at accuracy, his efforts often led him to the realm of the speculative. “The Red Thumb Mark,” for instance, features the counterfeiting of fingerprints well before this was proven possible. “The Anthropologist at Large” is an early Thorndyke story and notable not just for its disagreeable antisemitism and anti-Japanese stereotypes, but by the way in which the protagonist definitively deduces the identity of the criminal from a hat in a manner most superior to Sherlock Holmes in a similar case.


John Buchan (1875–1940) was many things in his career: a historian, a politician, and the 15th Governor-General of Canada. His love of the Scottish Borders is evident in many of his works, as is his service in the foreign ministry and the Intelligence Service. He published The Thirty-Nine Steps in 1915; it marked the point of departure where the spy thriller (particularly the “man on the run” type) leaves the mystery story proper. Set just before the outbreak of World War I, Buchan’s all-purpose man of action, Richard Hannay, must keep Britain’s war plans safe from a ring of German spies. It was later adapted, much changed, into a movie by Alfred Hitchcock.


The Frenchman Jules Verne (1828–1905) needs little introduction: He is, of course, the author of 20,000 Leagues Under the Sea, Journey to the Center of the Earth, and Around the World in Eighty Days. After Agatha Christie, he is the world’s second-most-translated author. In addition to tales of adventure and science fiction, his travel writing, and his popular-science writing, he was also a practitioner of the mystery story. “The Antarctic Mystery” (originally Le Sphinx des glaces, “The Sphinx of the Ice”) is a continuation of Edgar Allan Poe’s The Narrative of Arthur Gordon Pym of Nantucket. It is an adventure tale grounded in natural phenomena as much as a “mystery,” and stands in a line of “weird fiction” about the Antarctic that connects Coleridge’s “Rime of the Ancient Mariner” to H. P. Lovecraft’s At the Mountains of Madness.


Richard Connell’s “The Most Dangerous Game” is similarly less a mystery than an adventure story and a tale of suspense. Published in Collier’s in 1924, it turns the American fad for big-game hunting (popularized, in part, by former president Teddy Roosevelt) on its head by making the hunter into the hunted. It was made into a successful 1932 film and is widely read in high school curricula. Connell (1893–1949) was a World War I veteran, journalist, and screenwriter who published more than 300 short stories. He died of a heart attack in his home in Beverly Hills, aged only 56.


Edgar Wallace (1875–1932) was born out of a brief out-of-wedlock encounter his mother had while touring as an actress; he grew up in poverty, and left school at the age of 12. With little else to do, he enlisted in the British army, where, inspired by Rudyard Kipling, he began writing. His big break, as it were, came during the Boer War when he became a war correspondent, which led to a career as a reporter for the Daily Mail—which he was fired from in 1907 because of inaccurate reporting that put the paper at legal risk. Fiction rapidly became a way of paying the bills; also, like Sir Arthur Conan Doyle, Wallace reported on the atrocities committed in the Congo. He achieved notable success in the early 1920s and became known as the “king of thrillers.” He could pump out work at a rapid rate by recording his tales and having them transcribed by secretaries. “Room 13” (1924) is the first story featuring J. G. Reeder, a mild-mannered civil servant who solves mysteries. In this case, Reeder plants an accomplice in prison to solve a case of forgery. It has been adapted to films several times.


After an unsuccessful run for Parliament, Wallace moved to Hollywood to write movies for RKO, where he perhaps made his most lasting contribution to popular culture—the initial script for King Kong. Unfortunately, Wallace never saw the success of his creation: He died of complications from undiagnosed diabetes in 1932.


INFLUENCE


The influence of the mystery story has been far-reaching, providing no shortage of material for television, movies, live theatre, and even boardgames (such as Clue). It is endlessly adaptable to our times: The urbane gentlemen of the “Golden Age” gave way to the hard-boiled detectives of 1940s noir, the lawand-order upholding police procedurals of classic TV series such as Columbo, Kojak, or Hawaii Five-O, and quirky private eyes such as Monk, Castle, and Angela Lansbury’s Jessica Fletcher of Murder, She Wrote. (The running joke is that Jessica Fletcher was always the real killer—wherever she went, someone was murdered.)


It even affects the real-world legal system: Juries often want to see things tied up neatly, as in Perry Mason or CSI. Real life, alas, is never as cut-and-dried. The mystery story is clever escapism—albeit escapism of the type that shows us some deep truths about human nature.


Ken Mondschein
Northampton, MA
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What song the Syrens sang, or what name Achilles assumed when he hid himself among women, although puzzling questions, are not beyond all conjecture.


—Sir Thomas Browne





The mental features discoursed of as the analytical, are, in themselves, but little susceptible of analysis. We appreciate them only in their effects. We know of them, among other things, that they are always to their possessor, when inordinately possessed, a source of the liveliest enjoyment. As the strong man exults in his physical ability, delighting in such exercises as call his muscles into action, so glories the analyst in that moral activity which disentangles. He derives pleasure from even the most trivial occupations bringing his talent into play. He is fond of enigmas, of conundrums, of hieroglyphics; exhibiting in his solutions of each a degree of acumen which appears to the ordinary apprehension preternatural. His results, brought about by the very soul and essence of method, have, in truth, the whole air of intuition.


The faculty of resolution is possibly much invigorated by mathematical study, and especially by that highest branch of it which, unjustly, and merely on account of its retrograde operations, has been called, as if par excellence, analysis. Yet to calculate is not in itself to analyze. A chess-player, for example, does the one without effort at the other. It follows that the game of chess, in its effects upon mental character, is greatly misunderstood. I am not now writing a treatise, but simply prefacing a somewhat peculiar narrative by observations very much at random; I will, therefore, take occasion to assert that the higher powers of the reflective intellect are more decidedly and more usefully tasked by the unostentatious game of draughts than by all the elaborate frivolity of chess. In this latter, where the pieces have different and bizarre motions, with various and variable values, what is only complex is mistaken (a not unusual error) for what is profound. The attention is here called powerfully into play. If it flag for an instant, an oversight is committed resulting in injury or defeat. The possible moves being not only manifold but involute, the chances of such oversights are multiplied; and in nine cases out of ten it is the more concentrative rather than the more acute player who conquers. In draughts, on the contrary, where the moves are unique and have but little variation, the probabilities of inadvertence are diminished, and the mere attention being left comparatively unemployed, what advantages are obtained by either party are obtained by superior acumen. To be less abstract—Let us suppose a game of draughts where the pieces are reduced to four kings, and where, of course, no oversight is to be expected. It is obvious that here the victory can be decided (the players being at all equal) only by some recherché movement, the result of some strong exertion of the intellect. Deprived of ordinary resources, the analyst throws himself into the spirit of his opponent, identifies himself therewith, and not unfrequently sees thus, at a glance, the sole methods (sometime indeed absurdly simple ones) by which he may seduce into error or hurry into miscalculation.


Whist has long been noted for its influence upon what is termed the calculating power; and men of the highest order of intellect have been known to take an apparently unaccountable delight in it, while eschewing chess as frivolous. Beyond doubt there is nothing of a similar nature so greatly tasking the faculty of analysis. The best chess-player in Christendom may be little more than the best player of chess; but proficiency in whist implies capacity for success in all those more important undertakings where mind struggles with mind. When I say proficiency, I mean that perfection in the game which includes a comprehension of all the sources whence legitimate advantage may be derived. These are not only manifold but multiform, and lie frequently among recesses of thought altogether inaccessible to the ordinary understanding. To observe attentively is to remember distinctly; and, so far, the concentrative chess-player will do very well at whist; while the rules of Hoyle (themselves based upon the mere mechanism of the game) are sufficiently and generally comprehensible. Thus to have a retentive memory, and to proceed by “the book,” are points commonly regarded as the sum total of good playing. But it is in matters beyond the limits of mere rule that the skill of the analyst is evinced. He makes, in silence, a host of observations and inferences. So, perhaps, do his companions; and the difference in the extent of the information obtained, lies not so much in the validity of the inference as in the quality of the observation. The necessary knowledge is that of what to observe. Our player confines himself not at all; nor, because the game is the object, does he reject deductions from things external to the game. He examines the countenance of his partner, comparing it carefully with that of each of his opponents. He considers the mode of assorting the cards in each hand; often counting trump by trump, and honor by honor, through the glances bestowed by their holders upon each. He notes every variation of face as the play progresses, gathering a fund of thought from the differences in the expression of certainty, of surprise, of triumph, or of chagrin. From the manner of gathering up a trick he judges whether the person taking it can make another in the suit. He recognises what is played through feint, by the air with which it is thrown upon the table. A casual or inadvertent word; the accidental dropping or turning of a card, with the accompanying anxiety or carelessness in regard to its concealment; the counting of the tricks, with the order of their arrangement; embarrassment, hesitation, eagerness or trepidation—all afford, to his apparently intuitive perception, indications of the true state of affairs. The first two or three rounds having been played, he is in full possession of the contents of each hand, and thenceforward puts down his cards with as absolute a precision of purpose as if the rest of the party had turned outward the faces of their own.


The analytical power should not be confounded with simple ingenuity; for while the analyst is necessarily ingenious, the ingenious man is often remarkably incapable of analysis. The constructive or combining power, by which ingenuity is usually manifested, and to which the phrenologists (I believe erroneously) have assigned a separate organ, supposing it a primitive faculty, has been so frequently seen in those whose intellect bordered otherwise upon idiocy, as to have attracted general observation among writers on morals. Between ingenuity and the analytic ability there exists a difference far greater, indeed, than that between the fancy and the imagination, but of a character very strictly analogous. It will be found, in fact, that the ingenious are always fanciful, and the truly imaginative never otherwise than analytic.


The narrative which follows will appear to the reader somewhat in the light of a commentary upon the propositions just advanced.


Residing in Paris during the spring and part of the summer of 18—, I there became acquainted with a Monsieur C. Auguste Dupin. This young gentleman was of an excellent—indeed of an illustrious family, but, by a variety of untoward events, had been reduced to such poverty that the energy of his character succumbed beneath it, and he ceased to bestir himself in the world, or to care for the retrieval of his fortunes. By courtesy of his creditors, there still remained in his possession a small remnant of his patrimony; and, upon the income arising from this, he managed, by means of a rigorous economy, to procure the necessaries of life, without troubling himself about its superfluities. Books, indeed, were his sole luxuries, and in Paris these are easily obtained.


Our first meeting was at an obscure library in the Rue Montmartre, where the accident of our both being in search of the same very rare and very remarkable volume, brought us into closer communion. We saw each other again and again. I was deeply interested in the little family history which he detailed to me with all that candor which a Frenchman indulges whenever mere self is his theme. I was astonished, too, at the vast extent of his reading; and, above all, I felt my soul enkindled within me by the wild fervor, and the vivid freshness of his imagination. Seeking in Paris the objects I then sought, I felt that the society of such a man would be to me a treasure beyond price; and this feeling I frankly confided to him. It was at length arranged that we should live together during my stay in the city; and as my worldly circumstances were somewhat less embarrassed than his own, I was permitted to be at the expense of renting, and furnishing in a style which suited the rather fantastic gloom of our common temper, a time-eaten and grotesque mansion, long deserted through superstitions into which we did not inquire, and tottering to its fall in a retired and desolate portion of the Faubourg St. Germain.


Had the routine of our life at this place been known to the world, we should have been regarded as madmen—although, perhaps, as madmen of a harmless nature. Our seclusion was perfect. We admitted no visitors. Indeed the locality of our retirement had been carefully kept a secret from my own former associates; and it had been many years since Dupin had ceased to know or be known in Paris. We existed within ourselves alone.


It was a freak of fancy in my friend (for what else shall I call it?) to be enamored of the night for her own sake; and into this bizarrerie, as into all his others, I quietly fell; giving myself up to his wild whims with a perfect abandon. The sable divinity would not herself dwell with us always; but we could counterfeit her presence. At the first dawn of the morning we closed all the messy shutters of our old building; lighting a couple of tapers which, strongly perfumed, threw out only the ghastliest and feeblest of rays. By the aid of these we then busied our souls in dreams—reading, writing, or conversing, until warned by the clock of the advent of the true Darkness. Then we sallied forth into the streets arm in arm, continuing the topics of the day, or roaming far and wide until a late hour, seeking, amid the wild lights and shadows of the populous city, that infinity of mental excitement which quiet observation can afford.


At such times I could not help remarking and admiring (although from his rich ideality I had been prepared to expect it) a peculiar analytic ability in Dupin. He seemed, too, to take an eager delight in its exercise—if not exactly in its display—and did not hesitate to confess the pleasure thus derived. He boasted to me, with a low chuckling laugh, that most men, in respect to himself, wore windows in their bosoms, and was wont to follow up such assertions by direct and very startling proofs of his intimate knowledge of my own. His manner at these moments was frigid and abstract; his eyes were vacant in expression; while his voice, usually a rich tenor, rose into a treble which would have sounded petulantly but for the deliberateness and entire distinctness of the enunciation. Observing him in these moods, I often dwelt meditatively upon the old philosophy of the Bi-Part Soul, and amused myself with the fancy of a double Dupin—the creative and the resolvent.


Let it not be supposed, from what I have just said, that I am detailing any mystery, or penning any romance. What I have described in the Frenchman, was merely the result of an excited, or perhaps of a diseased intelligence. But of the character of his remarks at the periods in question an example will best convey the idea.


We were strolling one night down a long dirty street in the vicinity of the Palais Royal. Being both, apparently, occupied with thought, neither of us had spoken a syllable for fifteen minutes at least. All at once Dupin broke forth with these words:


“He is a very little fellow, that’s true, and would do better for the Théâtre des Variétés.”


“There can be no doubt of that,” I replied unwittingly, and not at first observing (so much had I been absorbed in reflection) the extraordinary manner in which the speaker had chimed in with my meditations. In an instant afterward I recollected myself, and my astonishment was profound.


“Dupin,” said I, gravely, “this is beyond my comprehension. I do not hesitate to say that I am amazed, and can scarcely credit my senses. How was it possible you should know I was thinking of——?” Here I paused, to ascertain beyond a doubt whether he really knew of whom I thought.


——“of Chantilly,” said he, “why do you pause? You were remarking to yourself that his diminutive figure unfitted him for tragedy.”


This was precisely what had formed the subject of my reflections. Chantilly was a quondam cobbler of the Rue St. Denis, who, becoming stage-mad, had attempted the rôle of Xerxes, in Crébillon’s tragedy so called, and been notoriously Pasquinaded for his pains.


“Tell me, for Heaven’s sake,” I exclaimed, “the method—if method there is—by which you have been enabled to fathom my soul in this matter.” In fact I was even more startled than I would have been willing to express.


“It was the fruiterer,” replied my friend, “who brought you to the conclusion that the mender of soles was not of sufficient height for Xerxes et id genus omne.”


“The fruiterer!—you astonish me—I know no fruiterer whomsoever.”


“The man who ran up against you as we entered the street—it may have been fifteen minutes ago.”


I now remembered that, in fact, a fruiterer, carrying upon his head a large basket of apples, had nearly thrown me down, by accident, as we passed from the Rue C——into the thoroughfare where we stood; but what this had to do with Chantilly I could not possibly understand.


There was not a particle of charlâtanerie about Dupin. “I will explain,” he said, “and that you may comprehend all clearly, we will first retrace the course of your meditations, from the moment in which I spoke to you until that of the rencontre with the fruiterer in question. The larger links of the chain run thus—Chantilly, Orion, Dr. Nichols, Epicurus, Stereotomy, the street stones, the fruiterer.”


There are few persons who have not, at some period of their lives, amused themselves in retracing the steps by which particular conclusions of their own minds have been attained. The occupation is often full of interest and he who attempts it for the first time is astonished by the apparently illimitable distance and incoherence between the starting-point and the goal. What, then, must have been my amazement when I heard the Frenchman speak what he had just spoken, and when I could not help acknowledging that he had spoken the truth. He continued:


“We had been talking of horses, if I remember aright, just before leaving the Rue C——. This was the last subject we discussed. As we crossed into this street, a fruiterer, with a large basket upon his head, brushing quickly past us, thrust you upon a pile of paving stones collected at a spot where the causeway is undergoing repair. You stepped upon one of the loose fragments, slipped, slightly strained your ankle, appeared vexed or sulky, muttered a few words, turned to look at the pile, and then proceeded in silence. I was not particularly attentive to what you did; but observation has become with me, of late, a species of necessity.


“You kept your eyes upon the ground—glancing, with a petulant expression, at the holes and ruts in the pavement, (so that I saw you were still thinking of the stones,) until we reached the little alley called Lamartine, which has been paved, by way of experiment, with the overlapping and riveted blocks. Here your countenance brightened up, and, perceiving your lips move, I could not doubt that you murmured the word ‘stereotomy,’ a term very affectedly applied to this species of pavement. I knew that you could not say to yourself ‘stereotomy’ without being brought to think of atomies, and thus of the theories of Epicurus; and since, when we discussed this subject not very long ago, I mentioned to you how singularly, yet with how little notice, the vague guesses of that noble Greek had met with confirmation in the late nebular cosmogony, I felt that you could not avoid casting your eyes upward to the great nebula in Orion, and I certainly expected that you would do so. You did look up; and I was now assured that I had correctly followed your steps. But in that bitter tirade upon Chantilly, which appeared in yesterday’s Musée, the satirist, making some disgraceful allusions to the cobbler’s change of name upon assuming the buskin, quoted a Latin line about which we have often conversed. I mean the line


Perdidit antiquum litera sonum.


“I had told you that this was in reference to Orion, formerly written Urion; and, from certain pungencies connected with this explanation, I was aware that you could not have forgotten it. It was clear, therefore, that you would not fail to combine the two ideas of Orion and Chantilly. That you did combine them I saw by the character of the smile which passed over your lips. You thought of the poor cobbler’s immolation. So far, you had been stooping in your gait; but now I saw you draw yourself up to your full height. I was then sure that you reflected upon the diminutive figure of Chantilly. At this point I interrupted your meditations to remark that as, in fact, he was a very little fellow—that Chantilly—he would do better at the Théâtre des Variétés.”


Not long after this, we were looking over an evening edition of the Gazette des Tribunaux, when the following paragraphs arrested our attention.


“EXTRAORDINARY MURDERS.—This morning, about three o’clock, the inhabitants of the Quartier St. Roch were aroused from sleep by a succession of terrific shrieks, issuing, apparently, from the fourth story of a house in the Rue Morgue, known to be in the sole occupancy of one Madame L’Espanaye, and her daughter Mademoiselle Camille L’Espanaye. After some delay, occasioned by a fruitless attempt to procure admission in the usual manner, the gateway was broken in with a crowbar, and eight or ten of the neighbors entered accompanied by two gendarmes. By this time the cries had ceased; but, as the party rushed up the first flight of stairs, two or more rough voices, in angry contention, were distinguished and seemed to proceed from the upper part of the house. As the second landing was reached, these sounds, also, had ceased and everything remained perfectly quiet. The party spread themselves and hurried from room to room. Upon arriving at a large back chamber in the fourth story (the door of which, being found locked, with the key inside, was forced open), a spectacle presented itself which struck every one present not less with horror than with astonishment.


“The apartment was in the wildest disorder—the furniture broken and thrown about in all directions. There was only one bedstead; and from this the bed had been removed, and thrown into the middle of the floor. On a chair lay a razor, besmeared with blood. On the hearth were two or three long and thick tresses of grey human hair, also dabbled in blood, and seeming to have been pulled out by the roots. Upon the floor were found four Napoleons, an earring of topaz, three large silver spoons, three smaller of métal d’Alger, and two bags, containing nearly four thousand francs in gold. The drawers of a bureau, which stood in one corner were open, and had been, apparently, rifled, although many articles still remained in them. A small iron safe was discovered under the bed (not under the bedstead). It was open, with the key still in the door. It had no contents beyond a few old letters, and other papers of little consequence.


“Of Madame L’Espanaye no traces were here seen; but an unusual quantity of soot being observed in the fire-place, a search was made in the chimney, and (horrible to relate!) the corpse of the daughter, head downward, was dragged therefrom; it having been thus forced up the narrow aperture for a considerable distance. The body was quite warm. Upon examining it, many excoriations were perceived, no doubt occasioned by the violence with which it had been thrust up and disengaged. Upon the face were many severe scratches, and, upon the throat, dark bruises, and deep indentations of finger nails, as if the deceased had been throttled to death.


“After a thorough investigation of every portion of the house, without farther discovery, the party made its way into a small paved yard in the rear of the building, where lay the corpse of the old lady, with her throat so entirely cut that, upon an attempt to raise her, the head fell off. The body, as well as the head, was fearfully mutilated—the former so much so as scarcely to retain any semblance of humanity.


“To this horrible mystery there is not as yet, we believe, the slightest clew.”


The next day’s paper had these additional particulars.


“The Tragedy in the Rue Morgue. Many individuals have been examined in relation to this most extraordinary and frightful affair. [The word ‘affaire’ has not yet, in France, that levity of import which it conveys with us,] “but nothing whatever has transpired to throw light upon it. We give below all the material testimony elicited.


“Pauline Dubourg, laundress, deposes that she has known both the deceased for three years, having washed for them during that period. The old lady and her daughter seemed on good terms—very affectionate towards each other. They were excellent pay. Could not speak in regard to their mode or means of living. Believed that Madame L. told fortunes for a living. Was reputed to have money put by. Never met any persons in the house when she called for the clothes or took them home. Was sure that they had no servant in employ. There appeared to be no furniture in any part of the building except in the fourth story.


“Pierre Moreau, tobacconist, deposes that he has been in the habit of selling small quantities of tobacco and snuff to Madame L’Espanaye for nearly four years. Was born in the neighborhood, and has always resided there. The deceased and her daughter had occupied the house in which the corpses were found, for more than six years. It was formerly occupied by a jeweller, who under-let the upper rooms to various persons. The house was the property of Madame L. She became dissatisfied with the abuse of the premises by her tenant, and moved into them herself, refusing to let any portion. The old lady was childish. Witness had seen the daughter some five or six times during the six years. The two lived an exceedingly retired life—were reputed to have money. Had heard it said among the neighbors that Madame L. told fortunes—did not believe it. Had never seen any person enter the door except the old lady and her daughter, a porter once or twice, and a physician some eight or ten times.


“Many other persons, neighbors, gave evidence to the same effect. No one was spoken of as frequenting the house. It was not known whether there were any living connexions of Madame L. and her daughter. The shutters of the front windows were seldom opened. Those in the rear were always closed, with the exception of the large back room, fourth story. The house was a good house—not very old.


“Isidore Musèt, gendarme, deposes that he was called to the house about three o’clock in the morning, and found some twenty or thirty persons at the gateway, endeavoring to gain admittance. Forced it open, at length, with a bayonet—not with a crowbar. Had but little difficulty in getting it open, on account of its being a double or folding gate, and bolted neither at bottom not top. The shrieks were continued until the gate was forced—and then suddenly ceased. They seemed to be screams of some person (or persons) in great agony—were loud and drawn out, not short and quick. Witness led the way up stairs. Upon reaching the first landing, heard two voices in loud and angry contention—the one a gruff voice, the other much shriller—a very strange voice. Could distinguish some words of the former, which was that of a Frenchman. Was positive that it was not a woman’s voice. Could distinguish the words ‘sacré’ and ‘diable.’ The shrill voice was that of a foreigner. Could not be sure whether it was the voice of a man or of a woman. Could not make out what was said, but believed the language to be Spanish. The state of the room and of the bodies was described by this witness as we described them yesterday.


“Henri Duval, a neighbor, and by trade a silver-smith, deposes that he was one of the party who first entered the house. Corroborates the testimony of Musèt in general. As soon as they forced an entrance, they reclosed the door, to keep out the crowd, which collected very fast, notwithstanding the lateness of the hour. The shrill voice, this witness thinks, was that of an Italian. Was certain it was not French. Could not be sure that it was a man’s voice. It might have been a woman’s. Was not acquainted with the Italian language. Could not distinguish the words, but was convinced by the intonation that the speaker was an Italian. Knew Madame L. and her daughter. Had conversed with both frequently. Was sure that the shrill voice was not that of either of the deceased.


“—Odenheimer, restaurateur. This witness volunteered his testimony. Not speaking French, was examined through an interpreter. Is a native of Amsterdam. Was passing the house at the time of the shrieks. They lasted for several minutes—probably ten. They were long and loud—very awful and distressing. Was one of those who entered the building. Corroborated the previous evidence in every respect but one. Was sure that the shrill voice was that of a man—of a Frenchman. Could not distinguish the words uttered. They were loud and quick—unequal—spoken apparently in fear as well as in anger. The voice was harsh—not so much shrill as harsh. Could not call it a shrill voice. The gruff voice said repeatedly ‘sacré,’ ‘diable,’ and once ‘mon Dieu.’


“Jules Mignaud, banker, of the firm of Mignaud et Fils, Rue Deloraine. Is the elder Mignaud. Madame L’Espanaye had some property. Had opened an account with his banking house in the spring of the year—(eight years previously). Made frequent deposits in small sums. Had checked for nothing until the third day before her death, when she took out in person the sum of 4,000 francs. This sum was paid in gold, and a clerk went home with the money.


“Adolphe Le Bon, clerk to Mignaud et Fils, deposes that on the day in question, about noon, he accompanied Madame L’Espanaye to her residence with the 4,000 francs, put up in two bags. Upon the door being opened, Mademoiselle L. appeared and took from his hands one of the bags, while the old lady relieved him of the other. He then bowed and departed. Did not see any person in the street at the time. It is a bye-street—very lonely.


“William Bird, tailor, deposes that he was one of the party who entered the house. Is an Englishman. Has lived in Paris two years. Was one of the first to ascend the stairs. Heard the voices in contention. The gruff voice was that of a Frenchman. Could make out several words, but cannot now remember all. Heard distinctly ‘sacré’ and ‘mon Dieu.’ There was a sound at the moment as if of several persons struggling—a scraping and scuffling sound. The shrill voice was very loud—louder than the gruff one. Is sure that it was not the voice of an Englishman. Appeared to be that of a German. Might have been a woman’s voice. Does not understand German.


“Four of the above-named witnesses, being recalled, deposed that the door of the chamber in which was found the body of Mademoiselle L. was locked on the inside when the party reached it. Every thing was perfectly silent—no groans or noises of any kind. Upon forcing the door no person was seen. The windows, both of the back and front room, were down and firmly fastened from within. A door between the two rooms was closed, but not locked. The door leading from the front room into the passage was locked, with the key on the inside. A small room in the front of the house, on the fourth story, at the head of the passage was open, the door being ajar. This room was crowded with old beds, boxes, and so forth. These were carefully removed and searched. There was not an inch of any portion of the house which was not carefully searched. Sweeps were sent up and down the chimneys. The house was a four story one, with garrets (mansardes). A trap-door on the roof was nailed down very securely—did not appear to have been opened for years. The time elapsing between the hearing of the voices in contention and the breaking open of the room door, was variously stated by the witnesses. Some made it as short as three minutes—some as long as five. The door was opened with difficulty.


“Alfonzo Garcio, undertaker, deposes that he resides in the Rue Morgue. Is a native of Spain. Was one of the party who entered the house. Did not proceed up stairs. Is nervous, and was apprehensive of the consequences of agitation. Heard the voices in contention. The gruff voice was that of a Frenchman. Could not distinguish what was said. The shrill voice was that of an Englishman—is sure of this. Does not understand the English language, but judges by the intonation.


“Alberto Montani, confectioner, deposes that he was among the first to ascend the stairs. Heard the voices in question. The gruff voice was that of a Frenchman. Distinguished several words. The speaker appeared to be expostulating. Could not make out the words of the shrill voice. Spoke quick and unevenly. Thinks it the voice of a Russian. Corroborates the general testimony. Is an Italian. Never conversed with a native of Russia.


“Several witnesses, recalled, here testified that the chimneys of all the rooms on the fourth story were too narrow to admit the passage of a human being. By ‘sweeps’ were meant cylindrical sweeping brushes, such as are employed by those who clean chimneys. These brushes were passed up and down every flue in the house. There is no back passage by which any one could have descended while the party proceeded up stairs. The body of Mademoiselle L’Espanaye was so firmly wedged in the chimney that it could not be got down until four or five of the party united their strength.


“Paul Dumas, physician, deposes that he was called to view the bodies about day-break. They were both then lying on the sacking of the bedstead in the chamber where Mademoiselle L. was found. The corpse of the young lady was much bruised and excoriated. The fact that it had been thrust up the chimney would sufficiently account for these appearances. The throat was greatly chafed. There were several deep scratches just below the chin, together with a series of livid spots which were evidently the impression of fingers. The face was fearfully discoloured, and the eye-balls protruded. The tongue had been partially bitten through. A large bruise was discovered upon the pit of the stomach, produced, apparently, by the pressure of a knee. In the opinion of M. Dumas, Mademoiselle L’Espanaye had been throttled to death by some person or persons unknown. The corpse of the mother was horribly mutilated. All the bones of the right leg and arm were more or less shattered. The left tibia much splintered, as well as all the ribs of the left side. Whole body dreadfully bruised and discoloured. It was not possible to say how the injuries had been inflicted. A heavy club of wood, or a broad bar of iron—a chair—any large, heavy, and obtuse weapon would have produced such results, if wielded by the hands of a very powerful man. No woman could have inflicted the blows with any weapon. The head of the deceased, when seen by witness, was entirely separated from the body, and was also greatly shattered. The throat had evidently been cut with some very sharp instrument—probably with a razor.


“Alexandre Etienne, surgeon, was called with M. Dumas to view the bodies. Corroborated the testimony, and the opinions of M. Dumas.


“Nothing farther of importance was elicited, although several other persons were examined. A murder so mysterious, and so perplexing in all its particulars, was never before committed in Paris—if indeed a murder has been committed at all. The police are entirely at fault—an unusual occurrence in affairs of this nature. There is not, however, the shadow of a clew apparent.”


The evening edition of the paper stated that the greatest excitement still continued in the Quartier St. Roch—that the premises in question had been carefully re-searched, and fresh examinations of witnesses instituted, but all to no purpose. A postscript, however, mentioned that Adolphe Le Bon had been arrested and imprisoned—although nothing appeared to criminate him, beyond the facts already detailed.


Dupin seemed singularly interested in the progress of this affair—at least so I judged from his manner, for he made no comments. It was only after the announcement that Le Bon had been imprisoned, that he asked me my opinion respecting the murders.


I could merely agree with all Paris in considering them an insoluble mystery. I saw no means by which it would be possible to trace the murderer.


“We must not judge of the means,” said Dupin, “by this shell of an examination. The Parisian police, so much extolled for acumen, are cunning, but no more. There is no method in their proceedings, beyond the method of the moment. They make a vast parade of measures; but, not unfrequently, these are so ill adapted to the objects proposed, as to put us in mind of Monsieur Jourdain’s calling for his robe-de-chambre—pour mieux entendre la musique. The results attained by them are not unfrequently surprising, but, for the most part, are brought about by simple diligence and activity. When these qualities are unavailing, their schemes fail. Vidocq, for example, was a good guesser and a persevering man. But, without educated thought, he erred continually by the very intensity of his investigations. He impaired his vision by holding the object too close. He might see, perhaps, one or two points with unusual clearness, but in so doing he, necessarily, lost sight of the matter as a whole. Thus there is such a thing as being too profound. Truth is not always in a well. In fact, as regards the more important knowledge, I do believe that she is invariably superficial. The depth lies in the valleys where we seek her, and not upon the mountain-tops where she is found. The modes and sources of this kind of error are well typified in the contemplation of the heavenly bodies. To look at a star by glances—to view it in a side-long way, by turning toward it the exterior portions of the retina (more susceptible of feeble impressions of light than the interior), is to behold the star distinctly—is to have the best appreciation of its lustre—a lustre which grows dim just in proportion as we turn our vision fully upon it. A greater number of rays actually fall upon the eye in the latter case, but, in the former, there is the more refined capacity for comprehension. By undue profundity we perplex and enfeeble thought; and it is possible to make even Venus herself vanish from the firmanent by a scrutiny too sustained, too concentrated, or too direct.


“As for these murders, let us enter into some examinations for ourselves, before we make up an opinion respecting them. An inquiry will afford us amusement” [I thought this an odd term, so applied, but said nothing], “and, besides, Le Bon once rendered me a service for which I am not ungrateful. We will go and see the premises with our own eyes. I know G——, the Prefect of Police, and shall have no difficulty in obtaining the necessary permission.”


The permission was obtained, and we proceeded at once to the Rue Morgue. This is one of those miserable thoroughfares which intervene between the Rue Richelieu and the Rue St. Roch. It was late in the afternoon when we reached it; as this quarter is at a great distance from that in which we resided. The house was readily found; for there were still many persons gazing up at the closed shutters, with an objectless curiosity, from the opposite side of the way. It was an ordinary Parisian house, with a gateway, on one side of which was a glazed watch-box, with a sliding panel in the window, indicating a loge de concierge. Before going in we walked up the street, turned down an alley, and then, again turning, passed in the rear of the building—Dupin, meanwhile examining the whole neighborhood, as well as the house, with a minuteness of attention for which I could see no possible object.


Retracing our steps, we came again to the front of the dwelling, rang, and, having shown our credentials, were admitted by the agents in charge. We went up stairs—into the chamber where the body of Mademoiselle L’Espanaye had been found, and where both the deceased still lay. The disorders of the room had, as usual, been suffered to exist. I saw nothing beyond what had been stated in the Gazette des Tribunaux. Dupin scrutinized every thing—not excepting the bodies of the victims. We then went into the other rooms, and into the yard; a gendarme accompanying us throughout. The examination occupied us until dark, when we took our departure. On our way home my companion stepped in for a moment at the office of one of the daily papers.


I have said that the whims of my friend were manifold, and that Je les ménagais:—for this phrase there is no English equivalent. It was his humor, now, to decline all conversation on the subject of the murder, until about noon the next day. He then asked me, suddenly, if I had observed any thing peculiar at the scene of the atrocity.


There was something in his manner of emphasizing the word “peculiar,” which caused me to shudder, without knowing why.


“No, nothing peculiar,” I said; “nothing more, at least, than we both saw stated in the paper.”


“The Gazette,” he replied, “has not entered, I fear, into the unusual horror of the thing. But dismiss the idle opinions of this print. It appears to me that this mystery is considered insoluble, for the very reason which should cause it to be regarded as easy of solution—I mean for the outré character of its features. The police are confounded by the seeming absence of motive—not for the murder itself—but for the atrocity of the murder. They are puzzled, too, by the seeming impossibility of reconciling the voices heard in contention, with the facts that no one was discovered up stairs but the assassinated Mademoiselle L’Espanaye, and that there were no means of egress without the notice of the party ascending. The wild disorder of the room; the corpse thrust, with the head downward, up the chimney; the frightful mutilation of the body of the old lady; these considerations, with those just mentioned, and others which I need not mention, have sufficed to paralyze the powers, by putting completely at fault the boasted acumen, of the government agents. They have fallen into the gross but common error of confounding the unusual with the abstruse. But it is by these deviations from the plane of the ordinary, that reason feels its way, if at all, in its search for the true. In investigations such as we are now pursuing, it should not be so much asked ‘what has occurred,’ as ‘what has occurred that has never occurred before.’ In fact, the facility with which I shall arrive, or have arrived, at the solution of this mystery, is in the direct ratio of its apparent insolubility in the eyes of the police.”


I stared at the speaker in mute astonishment.


“I am now awaiting,” continued he, looking toward the door of our apartment—“I am now awaiting a person who, although perhaps not the perpetrator of these butcheries, must have been in some measure implicated in their perpetration. Of the worst portion of the crimes committed, it is probable that he is innocent. I hope that I am right in this supposition; for upon it I build my expectation of reading the entire riddle. I look for the man here—in this room—every moment. It is true that he may not arrive; but the probability is that he will. Should he come, it will be necessary to detain him. Here are pistols; and we both know how to use them when occasion demands their use.”


I took the pistols, scarcely knowing what I did, or believing what I heard, while Dupin went on, very much as if in a soliloquy. I have already spoken of his abstract manner at such times. His discourse was addressed to myself; but his voice, although by no means loud, had that intonation which is commonly employed in speaking to some one at a great distance. His eyes, vacant in expression, regarded only the wall.


“That the voices heard in contention,” he said, “by the party upon the stairs, were not the voices of the women themselves, was fully proved by the evidence. This relieves us of all doubt upon the question whether the old lady could have first destroyed the daughter and afterward have committed suicide. I speak of this point chiefly for the sake of method; for the strength of Madame L’Espanaye would have been utterly unequal to the task of thrusting her daughter’s corpse up the chimney as it was found; and the nature of the wounds upon her own person entirely preclude the idea of self-destruction. Murder, then, has been committed by some third party; and the voices of this third party were those heard in contention. Let me now advert—not to the whole testimony respecting these voices—but to what was peculiar in that testimony. Did you observe any thing peculiar about it?”


I remarked that, while all the witnesses agreed in supposing the gruff voice to be that of a Frenchman, there was much disagreement in regard to the shrill, or, as one individual termed it, the harsh voice.


“That was the evidence itself,” said Dupin, “but it was not the peculiarity of the evidence. You have observed nothing distinctive. Yet there was something to be observed. The witnesses, as you remark, agreed about the gruff voice; they were here unanimous. But in regard to the shrill voice, the peculiarity is—not that they disagreed—but that, while an Italian, an Englishman, a Spaniard, a Hollander, and a Frenchman attempted to describe it, each one spoke of it as that of a foreigner. Each is sure that it was not the voice of one of his own countrymen. Each likens it—not to the voice of an individual of any nation with whose language he is conversant—but the converse. The Frenchman supposes it the voice of a Spaniard, and ‘might have distinguished some words had he been acquainted with the Spanish.’ The Dutchman maintains it to have been that of a Frenchman; but we find it stated that ‘not understanding French this witness was examined through an interpreter.’ The Englishman thinks it the voice of a German, and ‘does not understand German.’ The Spaniard ‘is sure’ that it was that of an Englishman, but ‘judges by the intonation’ altogether, ‘as he has no knowledge of the English.’ The Italian believes it the voice of a Russian, but ‘has never conversed with a native of Russia.’ A second Frenchman differs, moreover, with the first, and is positive that the voice was that of an Italian; but, not being cognizant of that tongue, is, like the Spaniard, ‘convinced by the intonation.’ Now, how strangely unusual must that voice have really been, about which such testimony as this could have been elicited!—in whose tones, even, denizens of the five great divisions of Europe could recognise nothing familiar! You will say that it might have been the voice of an Asiatic—of an African. Neither Asiatics nor Africans abound in Paris; but, without denying the inference, I will now merely call your attention to three points. The voice is termed by one witness ‘harsh rather than shrill.’ It is represented by two others to have been ‘quick and unequal.’ No words—no sounds resembling words—were by any witness mentioned as distinguishable.


“I know not,” continued Dupin, “what impression I may have made, so far, upon your own understanding; but I do not hesitate to say that legitimate deductions even from this portion of the testimony—the portion respecting the gruff and shrill voices—are in themselves sufficient to engender a suspicion which should give direction to all farther progress in the investigation of the mystery. I said ‘legitimate deductions;’ but my meaning is not thus fully expressed. I designed to imply that the deductions are the sole proper ones, and that the suspicion arises inevitably from them as the single result. What the suspicion is, however, I will not say just yet. I merely wish you to bear in mind that, with myself, it was sufficiently forcible to give a definite form—a certain tendency—to my inquiries in the chamber.


“Let us now transport ourselves, in fancy, to this chamber. What shall we first seek here? The means of egress employed by the murderers. It is not too much to say that neither of us believe in præternatural events. Madame and Mademoiselle L’Espanaye were not destroyed by spirits. The doers of the deed were material, and escaped materially. Then how? Fortunately, there is but one mode of reasoning upon the point, and that mode must lead us to a definite decision. Let us examine, each by each, the possible means of egress. It is clear that the assassins were in the room where Mademoiselle L’Espanaye was found, or at least in the room adjoining, when the party ascended the stairs. It is then only from these two apartments that we have to seek issues. The police have laid bare the floors, the ceilings, and the masonry of the walls, in every direction. No secret issues could have escaped their vigilance. But, not trusting to their eyes, I examined with my own. There were, then, no secret issues. Both doors leading from the rooms into the passage were securely locked, with the keys inside. Let us turn to the chimneys. These, although of ordinary width for some eight or ten feet above the hearths, will not admit, throughout their extent, the body of a large cat. The impossibility of egress, by means already stated, being thus absolute, we are reduced to the windows. Through those of the front room no one could have escaped without notice from the crowd in the street. The murderers must have passed, then, through those of the back room. Now, brought to this conclusion in so unequivocal a manner as we are, it is not our part, as reasoners, to reject it on account of apparent impossibilities. It is only left for us to prove that these apparent ‘impossibilities’ are, in reality, not such.


“There are two windows in the chamber. One of them is unobstructed by furniture, and is wholly visible. The lower portion of the other is hidden from view by the head of the unwieldy bedstead which is thrust close up against it. The former was found securely fastened from within. It resisted the utmost force of those who endeavored to raise it. A large gimlet-hole had been pierced in its frame to the left, and a very stout nail was found fitted therein, nearly to the head. Upon examining the other window, a similar nail was seen similarly fitted in it; and a vigorous attempt to raise this sash, failed also. The police were now entirely satisfied that egress had not been in these directions. And, therefore, it was thought a matter of supererogation to withdraw the nails and open the windows.


“My own examination was somewhat more particular, and was so for the reason I have just given—because here it was, I knew, that all apparent impossibilities must be proved to be not such in reality.


“I proceeded to think thus—à posteriori. The murderers did escape from one of these windows. This being so, they could not have refastened the sashes from the inside, as they were found fastened—the consideration which put a stop, through its obviousness, to the scrutiny of the police in this quarter. Yet the sashes were fastened. They must, then, have the power of fastening themselves. There was no escape from this conclusion. I stepped to the unobstructed casement, withdrew the nail with some difficulty and attempted to raise the sash. It resisted all my efforts, as I had anticipated. A concealed spring must, I now know, exist; and this corroboration of my idea convinced me that my premises at least, were correct, however mysterious still appeared the circumstances attending the nails. A careful search soon brought to light the hidden spring. I pressed it, and, satisfied with the discovery, forbore to upraise the sash.


“I now replaced the nail and regarded it attentively. A person passing out through this window might have reclosed it, and the spring would have caught—but the nail could not have been replaced. The conclusion was plain, and again narrowed in the field of my investigations. The assassins must have escaped through the other window. Supposing, then, the springs upon each sash to be the same, as was probable, there must be found a difference between the nails, or at least between the modes of their fixture. Getting upon the sacking of the bedstead, I looked over the head-board minutely at the second casement. Passing my hand down behind the board, I readily discovered and pressed the spring, which was, as I had supposed, identical in character with its neighbor. I now looked at the nail. It was as stout as the other, and apparently fitted in the same manner—driven in nearly up to the head.


“You will say that I was puzzled; but, if you think so, you must have misunderstood the nature of the inductions. To use a sporting phrase, I had not been once ‘at fault.’ The scent had never for an instant been lost. There was no flaw in any link of the chain. I had traced the secret to its ultimate result—and that result was the nail. It had, I say, in every respect, the appearance of its fellow in the other window; but this fact was an absolute nullity (conclusive as it might seem to be) when compared with the consideration that here, at this point, terminated the clew. ‘There must be something wrong,’ I said, ‘about the nail.’ I touched it; and the head, with about a quarter of an inch of the shank, came off in my fingers. The rest of the shank was in the gimlet-hole where it had been broken off. The fracture was an old one (for its edges were incrusted with rust), and had apparently been accomplished by the blow of a hammer, which had partially imbedded, in the top of the bottom sash, the head portion of the nail. I now carefully replaced this head portion in the indentation whence I had taken it, and the resemblance to a perfect nail was complete—the fissure was invisible. Pressing the spring, I gently raised the sash for a few inches; the head went up with it, remaining firm in its bed. I closed the window, and the semblance of the whole nail was again perfect.


“The riddle, so far, was now unriddled. The assassin had escaped through the window which looked upon the bed. Dropping of its own accord upon his exit (or perhaps purposely closed), it had become fastened by the spring; and it was the retention of this spring which had been mistaken by the police for that of the nail—farther inquiry being thus considered unnecessary.


“The next question is that of the mode of descent. Upon this point I had been satisfied in my walk with you around the building. About five feet and a half from the casement in question there runs a lightning-rod. From this rod it would have been impossible for any one to reach the window itself, to say nothing of entering it. I observed, however, that the shutters of the fourth story were of the peculiar kind called by Parisian carpenters ferrades—a kind rarely employed at the present day, but frequently seen upon very old mansions at Lyons and Bourdeaux. They are in the form of an ordinary door, (a single, not a folding door) except that the lower half is latticed or worked in open trellis—thus affording an excellent hold for the hands. In the present instance these shutters are fully three feet and a half broad. When we saw them from the rear of the house, they were both about half open—that is to say, they stood off at right angles from the wall. It is probable that the police, as well as myself, examined the back of the tenement; but, if so, in looking at these ferrades in the line of their breadth (as they must have done), they did not perceive this great breadth itself, or, at all events, failed to take it into due consideration. In fact, having once satisfied themselves that no egress could have been made in this quarter, they would naturally bestow here a very cursory examination. It was clear to me, however, that the shutter belonging to the window at the head of the bed, would, if swung fully back to the wall, reach to within two feet of the lightning-rod. It was also evident that, by exertion of a very unusual degree of activity and courage, an entrance into the window, from the rod, might have been thus effected.—By reaching to the distance of two feet and a half (we now suppose the shutter open to its whole extent) a robber might have taken a firm grasp upon the trellis-work. Letting go, then, his hold upon the rod, placing his feet securely against the wall, and springing boldly from it, he might have swung the shutter so as to close it, and, if we imagine the window open at the time, might even have swung himself into the room.


“I wish you to bear especially in mind that I have spoken of a very unusual degree of activity as requisite to success in so hazardous and so difficult a feat. It is my design to show you, first, that the thing might possibly have been accomplished—but, secondly and chiefly, I wish to impress upon your understanding the very extraordinary—the almost preternatural character of that agility which could have accomplished it.


“You will say, no doubt, using the language of the law, that ‘to make out my case,’ I should rather undervalue, than insist upon a full estimation of the activity required in this matter. This may be the practice in law, but it is not the usage of reason. My ultimate object is only the truth. My immediate purpose is to lead you to place in juxtaposition, that very unusual activity of which I have just spoken with that very peculiar shrill (or harsh) and unequal voice, about whose nationality no two persons could be found to agree, and in whose utterance no syllabification could be detected.”


At these words a vague and half-formed conception of the meaning of Dupin flitted over my mind. I seemed to be upon the verge of comprehension without power to comprehend—men, at times, find themselves upon the brink of remembrance without being able, in the end, to remember. My friend went on with his discourse.


“You will see,” he said, “that I have shifted the question from the mode of egress to that of ingress. It was my design to convey the idea that both were effected in the same manner, at the same point. Let us now revert to the interior of the room. Let us survey the appearances here. The drawers of the bureau, it is said, had been rifled, although many articles of apparel still remained within them. The conclusion here is absurd. It is a mere guess—a very silly one—and no more. How are we to know that the articles found in the drawers were not all these drawers had originally contained? Madame L’Espanaye and her daughter lived an exceedingly retired life—saw no company—seldom went out—had little use for numerous changes of habiliment. Those found were at least of as good quality as any likely to be possessed by these ladies. If a thief had taken any, why did he not take the best—why did he not take all? In a word, why did he abandon four thousand francs in gold to encumber himself with a bundle of linen? The gold was abandoned. Nearly the whole sum mentioned by Monsieur Mignaud, the banker, was discovered, in bags, upon the floor. I wish you, therefore, to discard from your thoughts the blundering idea of motive, engendered in the brains of the police by that portion of the evidence which speaks of money delivered at the door of the house. Coincidences ten times as remarkable as this (the delivery of the money, and murder committed within three days upon the party receiving it), happen to all of us every hour of our lives, without attracting even momentary notice. Coincidences, in general, are great stumbling blocks in the way of that class of thinkers who have been educated to know nothing of the theory of probabilities—that theory to which the most glorious objects of human research are indebted for the most glorious of illustration. In the present instance, had the gold been gone, the fact of its delivery three days before would have formed something more than a coincidence. It would have been corroborative of this idea of motive. But, under the real circumstances of the case, if we are to suppose gold the motive of this outrage, we must also imagine the perpetrator so vacillating an idiot as to have abandoned his gold and his motive together.


“Keeping now steadily in mind the points to which I have drawn your attention—that peculiar voice, that unusual agility, and that startling absence of motive in a murder so singularly atrocious as this—let us glance at the butchery itself. Here is a woman strangled to death by manual strength, and thrust up a chimney, head downward. Ordinary assassins employ no such modes of murder as this. Least of all, do they thus dispose of the murdered. In the manner of thrusting the corpse up the chimney, you will admit that there was something excessively outré—something altogether irreconcilable with our common notions of human action, even when we suppose the actors the most depraved of men. Think, too, how great must have been that strength which could have thrust the body up such an aperture so forcibly that the united vigor of several persons was found barely sufficient to drag it down!


“Turn, now, to other indications of the employment of a vigor most marvellous. On the hearth were thick tresses—very thick tresses—of grey human hair. These had been torn out by the roots. You are aware of the great force necessary in tearing thus from the head even twenty or thirty hairs together. You saw the locks in question as well as myself. Their roots (a hideous sight!) were clotted with fragments of the flesh of the scalp—sure token of the prodigious power which had been exerted in uprooting perhaps half a million of hairs at a time. The throat of the old lady was not merely cut, but the head absolutely severed from the body: the instrument was a mere razor. I wish you also to look at the brutal ferocity of these deeds. Of the bruises upon the body of Madame L’Espanaye I do not speak. Monsieur Dumas, and his worthy coadjutor Monsieur Etienne, have pronounced that they were inflicted by some obtuse instrument; and so far these gentlemen are very correct. The obtuse instrument was clearly the stone pavement in the yard, upon which the victim had fallen from the window which looked in upon the bed. This idea, however simple it may now seem, escaped the police for the same reason that the breadth of the shutters escaped them—because, by the affair of the nails, their perceptions had been hermetically sealed against the possibility of the windows having ever been opened at all.


“If now, in addition to all these things, you have properly reflected upon the odd disorder of the chamber, we have gone so far as to combine the ideas of an agility astounding, a strength superhuman, a ferocity brutal, a butchery without motive, a grotesquerie in horror absolutely alien from humanity, and a voice foreign in tone to the ears of men of many nations, and devoid of all distinct or intelligible syllabification. What result, then, has ensued? What impression have I made upon your fancy?”


I felt a creeping of the flesh as Dupin asked me the question. “A madman,” I said, “has done this deed—some raving maniac, escaped from a neighboring Maison de Santé.”


“In some respects,” he replied, “your idea is not irrelevant. But the voices of madmen, even in their wildest paroxysms, are never found to tally with that peculiar voice heard upon the stairs. Madmen are of some nation, and their language, however incoherent in its words, has always the coherence of syllabification. Besides, the hair of a madman is not such as I now hold in my hand. I disentangled this little tuft from the rigidly clutched fingers of Madame L’Espanaye. Tell me what you can make of it.”


“Dupin!” I said, completely unnerved; “this hair is most unusual—this is no human hair.”


“I have not asserted that it is,” said he; “but, before we decide this point, I wish you to glance at the little sketch I have here traced upon this paper. It is a facsimile drawing of what has been described in one portion of the testimony as ‘dark bruises, and deep indentations of finger nails,’ upon the throat of Mademoiselle L’Espanaye, and in another, (by Messrs. Dumas and Etienne,) as a ‘series of livid spots, evidently the impression of fingers.’


“You will perceive,” continued my friend, spreading out the paper upon the table before us, “that this drawing gives the idea of a firm and fixed hold. There is no slipping apparent. Each finger has retained—possibly until the death of the victim—the fearful grasp by which it originally imbedded itself. Attempt, now, to place all your fingers, at the same time, in the respective impressions as you see them.”


I made the attempt in vain.


“We are possibly not giving this matter a fair trial,” he said. “The paper is spread out upon a plane surface; but the human throat is cylindrical. Here is a billet of wood, the circumference of which is about that of the throat. Wrap the drawing around it, and try the experiment again.”


I did so; but the difficulty was even more obvious than before. “This,” I said, “is the mark of no human hand.”


“Read now,” replied Dupin, “this passage from Cuvier.”


It was a minute anatomical and generally descriptive account of the large fulvous Ourang-Outang of the East Indian Islands. The gigantic stature, the prodigious strength and activity, the wild ferocity, and the imitative propensities of these mammalia are sufficiently well known to all. I understood the full horrors of the murder at once.


“The description of the digits,” said I, as I made an end of reading, “is in exact accordance with this drawing. I see that no animal but an Ourang-Outang, of the species here mentioned, could have impressed the indentations as you have traced them. This tuft of tawny hair, too, is identical in character with that of the beast of Cuvier. But I cannot possibly comprehend the particulars of this frightful mystery. Besides, there were two voices heard in contention, and one of them was unquestionably the voice of a Frenchman.”


“True; and you will remember an expression attributed almost unanimously, by the evidence, to this voice—the expression, ‘mon Dieu!’ This, under the circumstances, has been justly characterized by one of the witnesses (Montani, the confectioner,) as an expression of remonstrance or expostulation. Upon these two words, therefore, I have mainly built my hopes of a full solution of the riddle. A Frenchman was cognizant of the murder. It is possible—indeed it is far more than probable—that he was innocent of all participation in the bloody transactions which took place. The Ourang-Outang may have escaped from him. He may have traced it to the chamber; but, under the agitating circumstances which ensued, he could never have recaptured it. It is still at large. I will not pursue these guesses—for I have no right to call them more—since the shades of reflection upon which they are based are scarcely of sufficient depth to be appreciable by my own intellect, and since I could not pretend to make them intelligible to the understanding of another. We will call them guesses then, and speak of them as such. If the Frenchman in question is indeed, as I suppose, innocent of this atrocity, this advertisement which I left last night, upon our return home, at the office of Le Monde, (a paper devoted to the shipping interest, and much sought by sailors,) will bring him to our residence.”


He handed me a paper, and I read thus:




CAUGHT—In the Bois de Boulogne, early in the morning of the—inst., (the morning of the murder,) a very large, tawny Ourang-Outang of the Bornese species. The owner, (who is ascertained to be a sailor, belonging to a Maltese vessel,) may have the animal again, upon identifying it satisfactorily, and paying a few charges arising from its capture and keeping. Call at No. ——, Rue ——, Faubourg St. Germain—au troisième.





“How was it possible,” I asked, “that you should know the man to be a sailor, and belonging to a Maltese vessel?”


“I do not know it,” said Dupin. “I am not sure of it. Here, however, is a small piece of ribbon, which from its form, and from its greasy appearance, has evidently been used in tying the hair in one of those long queues of which sailors are so fond. Moreover, this knot is one which few besides sailors can tie, and is peculiar to the Maltese. I picked the ribbon up at the foot of the lightning-rod. It could not have belonged to either of the deceased. Now if, after all, I am wrong in my induction from this ribbon, that the Frenchman was a sailor belonging to a Maltese vessel, still I can have done no harm in saying what I did in the advertisement. If I am in error, he will merely suppose that I have been misled by some circumstance into which he will not take the trouble to inquire. But if I am right, a great point is gained. Cognizant although innocent of the murder, the Frenchman will naturally hesitate about replying to the advertisement—about demanding the Ourang-Outang. He will reason thus:—‘I am innocent; I am poor; my Ourang-Outang is of great value—to one in my circumstances a fortune of itself—why should I lose it through idle apprehensions of danger? Here it is, within my grasp. It was found in the Bois de Boulogne—at a vast distance from the scene of that butchery. How can it ever be suspected that a brute beast should have done the deed? The police are at fault—they have failed to procure the slightest clew. Should they even trace the animal, it would be impossible to prove me cognizant of the murder, or to implicate me in guilt on account of that cognizance. Above all, I am known. The advertiser designates me as the possessor of the beast. I am not sure to what limit his knowledge may extend. Should I avoid claiming a property of so great value, which it is known that I possess, I will render the animal at least, liable to suspicion. It is not my policy to attract attention either to myself or to the beast. I will answer the advertisement, get the Ourang-Outang, and keep it close until this matter has blown over.’ ”


At this moment we heard a step upon the stairs.


“Be ready,” said Dupin, “with your pistols, but neither use them nor show them until at a signal from myself.”


The front door of the house had been left open, and the visiter had entered, without ringing, and advanced several steps upon the staircase. Now, however, he seemed to hesitate. Presently we heard him descending. Dupin was moving quickly to the door, when we again heard him coming up. He did not turn back a second time, but stepped up with decision, and rapped at the door of our chamber.


“Come in,” said Dupin, in a cheerful and hearty tone.


A man entered. He was a sailor, evidently—a tall, stout, and muscular-looking person, with a certain dare-devil expression of countenance, not altogether unprepossessing. His face, greatly sunburnt, was more than half hidden by whisker and mustachio. He had with him a huge oaken cudgel, but appeared to be otherwise unarmed. He bowed awkwardly, and bade us “good evening,” in French accents, which, although somewhat Neufchatelish, were still sufficiently indicative of a Parisian origin.


“Sit down, my friend,” said Dupin. “I suppose you have called about the Ourang-Outang. Upon my word, I almost envy you the possession of him; a remarkably fine, and no doubt a very valuable animal. How old do you suppose him to be?”


The sailor drew a long breath, with the air of a man relieved of some intolerable burden, and then replied, in an assured tone:


“I have no way of telling—but he can’t be more than four or five years old. Have you got him here?”


“Oh no, we had no conveniences for keeping him here. He is at a livery stable in the Rue Dubourg, just by. You can get him in the morning. Of course you are prepared to identify the property?”


“To be sure I am, sir.”


“I shall be sorry to part with him,” said Dupin.


“I don’t mean that you should be at all this trouble for nothing, sir,” said the man. “Couldn’t expect it. Am very willing to pay a reward for the finding of the animal—that is to say, any thing in reason.”


“Well,” replied my friend, “that is all very fair, to be sure. Let me think!—what should I have? Oh! I will tell you. My reward shall be this. You shall give me all the information in your power about these murders in the Rue Morgue.”


Dupin said the last words in a very low tone, and very quietly. Just as quietly, too, he walked toward the door, locked it and put the key in his pocket. He then drew a pistol from his bosom and placed it, without the least flurry, upon the table.


The sailor’s face flushed up as if he were struggling with suffocation. He started to his feet and grasped his cudgel, but the next moment he fell back into his seat, trembling violently, and with the countenance of death itself. He spoke not a word. I pitied him from the bottom of my heart.


“My friend,” said Dupin, in a kind tone, “you are alarming yourself unnecessarily—you are indeed. We mean you no harm whatever. I pledge you the honor of a gentleman, and of a Frenchman, that we intend you no injury. I perfectly well know that you are innocent of the atrocities in the Rue Morgue. It will not do, however, to deny that you are in some measure implicated in them. From what I have already said, you must know that I have had means of information about this matter—means of which you could never have dreamed. Now the thing stands thus. You have done nothing which you could have avoided—nothing, certainly, which renders you culpable. You were not even guilty of robbery, when you might have robbed with impunity. You have nothing to conceal. You have no reason for concealment. On the other hand, you are bound by every principle of honor to confess all you know. An innocent man is now imprisoned, charged with that crime of which you can point out the perpetrator.”


The sailor had recovered his presence of mind, in a great measure, while Dupin uttered these words; but his original boldness of bearing was all gone.


“So help me God,” said he, after a brief pause, “I will tell you all I know about this affair;—but I do not expect you to believe one half I say—I would be a fool indeed if I did. Still, I am innocent, and I will make a clean breast if I die for it.”


What he stated was, in substance, this. He had lately made a voyage to the Indian Archipelago. A party, of which he formed one, landed at Borneo, and passed into the interior on an excursion of pleasure. Himself and a companion had captured the Ourang-Outang. This companion dying, the animal fell into his own exclusive possession. After great trouble, occasioned by the intractable ferocity of his captive during the home voyage, he at length succeeded in lodging it safely at his own residence in Paris, where, not to attract toward himself the unpleasant curiosity of his neighbors, he kept it carefully secluded, until such time as it should recover from a wound in the foot, received from a splinter on board ship. His ultimate design was to sell it.


Returning home from some sailors’ frolic the night, or rather in the morning of the murder, he found the beast occupying his own bed-room, into which it had broken from a closet adjoining, where it had been, as was thought, securely confined. Razor in hand, and fully lathered, it was sitting before a looking-glass, attempting the operation of shaving, in which it had no doubt previously watched its master through the key-hole of the closet. Terrified at the sight of so dangerous a weapon in the possession of an animal so ferocious, and so well able to use it, the man, for some moments, was at a loss what to do. He had been accustomed, however, to quiet the creature, even in its fiercest moods, by the use of a whip, and to this he now resorted. Upon sight of it, the Ourang-Outang sprang at once through the door of the chamber, down the stairs, and thence, through a window, unfortunately open, into the street.


The Frenchman followed in despair; the ape, razor still in hand, occasionally stopping to look back and gesticulate at its pursuer, until the latter had nearly come up with it. It then again made off. In this manner the chase continued for a long time. The streets were profoundly quiet, as it was nearly three o’clock in the morning. In passing down an alley in the rear of the Rue Morgue, the fugitive’s attention was arrested by a light gleaming from the open window of Madame L’Espanaye’s chamber, in the fourth story of her house. Rushing to the building, it perceived the lightning rod, clambered up with inconceivable agility, grasped the shutter, which was thrown fully back against the wall, and, by its means, swung itself directly upon the headboard of the bed. The whole feat did not occupy a minute. The shutter was kicked open again by the Ourang-Outang as it entered the room.


The sailor, in the meantime, was both rejoiced and perplexed. He had strong hopes of now recapturing the brute, as it could scarcely escape from the trap into which it had ventured, except by the rod, where it might be intercepted as it came down. On the other hand, there was much cause for anxiety as to what it might do in the house. This latter reflection urged the man still to follow the fugitive. A lightning rod is ascended without difficulty, especially by a sailor; but, when he had arrived as high as the window, which lay far to his left, his career was stopped; the most that he could accomplish was to reach over so as to obtain a glimpse of the interior of the room. At this glimpse he nearly fell from his hold through excess of horror. Now it was that those hideous shrieks arose upon the night, which had startled from slumber the inmates of the Rue Morgue. Madame L’Espanaye and her daughter, habited in their night clothes, had apparently been occupied in arranging some papers in the iron chest already mentioned, which had been wheeled into the middle of the room. It was open, and its contents lay beside it on the floor. The victims must have been sitting with their backs toward the window; and, from the time elapsing between the ingress of the beast and the screams, it seems probable that it was not immediately perceived. The flapping-to of the shutter would naturally have been attributed to the wind.


As the sailor looked in, the gigantic animal had seized Madame L’Espanaye by the hair, (which was loose, as she had been combing it,) and was flourishing the razor about her face, in imitation of the motions of a barber. The daughter lay prostrate and motionless; she had swooned. The screams and struggles of the old lady (during which the hair was torn from her head) had the effect of changing the probably pacific purposes of the Ourang-Outang into those of wrath. With one determined sweep of its muscular arm it nearly severed her head from her body. The sight of blood inflamed its anger into phrenzy. Gnashing its teeth, and flashing fire from its eyes, it flew upon the body of the girl, and imbedded its fearful talons in her throat, retaining its grasp until she expired. Its wandering and wild glances fell at this moment upon the head of the bed, over which the face of its master, rigid with horror, was just discernible. The fury of the beast, who no doubt bore still in mind the dreaded whip, was instantly converted into fear. Conscious of having deserved punishment, it seemed desirous of concealing its bloody deeds, and skipped about the chamber in an agony of nervous agitation; throwing down and breaking the furniture as it moved, and dragging the bed from the bedstead. In conclusion, it seized first the corpse of the daughter, and thrust it up the chimney, as it was found; then that of the old lady, which it immediately hurled through the window headlong.


As the ape approached the casement with its mutilated burden, the sailor shrank aghast to the rod, and, rather gliding than clambering down it, hurried at once home—dreading the consequences of the butchery, and gladly abandoning, in his terror, all solicitude about the fate of the Ourang-Outang. The words heard by the party upon the staircase were the Frenchman’s exclamations of horror and affright, commingled with the fiendish jabberings of the brute.


I have scarcely anything to add. The Ourang-Outang must have escaped from the chamber, by the rod, just before the break of the door. It must have closed the window as it passed through it. It was subsequently caught by the owner himself, who obtained for it a very large sum at the Jardin des Plantes. Le Don was instantly released, upon our narration of the circumstances (with some comments from Dupin) at the bureau of the Prefect of Police. This functionary, however well disposed to my friend, could not altogether conceal his chagrin at the turn which affairs had taken, and was fain to indulge in a sarcasm or two, about the propriety of every person minding his own business.


“Let him talk,” said Dupin, who had not thought it necessary to reply. “Let him discourse; it will ease his conscience, I am satisfied with having defeated him in his own castle. Nevertheless, that he failed in the solution of this mystery, is by no means that matter for wonder which he supposes it; for, in truth, our friend the Prefect is somewhat too cunning to be profound. In his wisdom is no stamen. It is all head and no body, like the pictures of the Goddess Laverna—or, at best, all head and shoulders, like a codfish. But he is a good creature after all. I like him especially for one master stroke of cant, by which he has attained his reputation for ingenuity. I mean the way he has ‘de nier ce qui est, et d’expliquer ce qui n’est pas.’ ”*


______________


* Rousseau—Nouvelle Héloïse.
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1. A FELLOW TRAVELLER


____________________


I believe that a well-known anecdote exists to the effect that a young writer, determined to make the commencement of his story forcible and original enough to catch and rivet the attention of the most blasé of editors, penned the following sentence:


“ ‘Hell!’ said the Duchess.”


Strangely enough, this tale of mine opens in much the same fashion. Only the lady who gave utterance to the exclamation was not a Duchess!


It was a day in early June. I had been transacting some business in Paris and was returning by the morning service to London where I was still sharing rooms with my old friend, the Belgian ex-detective, Hercule Poirot.


The Calais express was singularly empty—in fact, my own compartment held only one other traveller. I had made a somewhat hurried departure from the hotel and was busy assuring myself that I had duly collected all my traps when the train started. Up till then I had hardly noticed my companion, but I was now violently recalled to the fact of her existence. Jumping up from her seat, she let down the window and stuck her head out, withdrawing it a moment later with the brief and forcible ejaculation “Hell!”


Now I am old-fashioned. A woman, I consider, should be womanly. I have no patience with the modern neurotic girl who jazzes from morning to night, smokes like a chimney, and uses language which would make a Billingsgate fishwoman blush!


I looked up now, frowning slightly, into a pretty, impudent face, surmounted by a rakish little red hat. A thick cluster of black curls hid each ear. I judged that she was little more than seventeen, but her face was covered with powder, and her lips were quite impossibly scarlet.


Nothing abashed, she returned my glance, and executed an expressive grimace.


“Dear me, we’ve shocked the kind gentleman!” she observed to an imaginary audience. “I apologize for my language! Most unladylike, and all that, but Oh, Lord, there’s reason enough for it! Do you know I’ve lost my only sister?”


“Really?” I said politely. “How unfortunate.”


“He disapproves!” remarked the lady. “He disapproves utterly—of me, and my sister—which last is unfair, because he hasn’t seen her!”


I opened my mouth, but she forestalled me.


“Say no more! Nobody loves me! I shall go into the garden and eat worms! Boohoo! I am crushed!”


She buried herself behind a large comic French paper. In a minute or two I saw her eyes stealthily peeping at me over the top. In spite of myself I could not help smiling, and in a minute she had tossed the paper aside, and had burst into a merry peal of laughter.


“I knew you weren’t such a mutt as you looked,” she cried.


Her laughter was so infectious that I could not help joining in, though I hardly cared for the word “mutt.” The girl was certainly all that I most disliked, but that was no reason why I should make myself ridiculous by my attitude. I prepared to unbend. After all, she was decidedly pretty…


“There! Now we’re friends!” declared the minx. “Say you’re sorry about my sister—”


“I am desolated!”


“That’s a good boy!”


“Let me finish. I was going to add that, although I am desolated, I can manage to put up with her absence very well.” I made a little bow.


But this most unaccountable of damsels frowned and shook her head.


“Cut it out. I prefer the ‘dignified disapproval’ stunt. Oh, your face! ‘Not one of us,’ it said. And you were right there—though, mind you, it’s pretty hard to tell nowadays. It’s not every one who can distinguish between a demi and a duchess. There now, I believe I’ve shocked you again! You’ve been dug out of the backwoods, you have. Not that I mind that. We could do with a few more of your sort. I just hate a fellow who gets fresh. It makes me mad.”


She shook her head vigorously.


“What are you like when you’re mad?” I inquired with a smile.


“A regular little devil! Don’t care what I say, or what I do, either! I nearly did a chap in once. Yes, really. He’d have deserved it too. Italian blood I’ve got. I shall get into trouble one of these days.”


“Well,” I begged, “don’t get mad with me.”


“I shan’t. I like you—did the first moment I set eyes on you. But you looked so disapproving that I never thought we should make friends.”


“Well, we have. Tell me something about yourself.”


“I’m an actress. No—not the kind you’re thinking of, lunching at the Savoy covered with jewellery, and with their photograph in every paper saying how much they love Madame So and So’s face cream. I’ve been on the boards since I was a kid of six—tumbling.”


“I beg your pardon,” I said puzzled.


“Haven’t you seen child acrobats?”


“Oh, I understand.”


“I’m American born, but I’ve spent most of my life in England. We got a new show now—”


“We?”


“My sister and I. Sort of song and dance, and a bit of patter, and a dash of the old business thrown in. It’s quite a new idea, and it hits them every time. There’s to be money in it—”


My new acquaintance leaned forward, and discoursed volubly, a great many of her terms being quite unintelligible to me. Yet I found myself evincing an increasing interest in her. She seemed such a curious mixture of child and woman. Though perfectly worldly-wise, and able, as she expressed it, to take care of herself, there was yet something curiously ingenuous in her single-minded attitude towards life, and her whole-hearted determination to “make good.” This glimpse of a world unknown to me was not without its charm, and I enjoyed seeing her vivid little face light up as she talked.


We passed through Amiens. The name awakened many memories. My companion seemed to have an intuitive knowledge of what was in my mind.


“Thinking of the War?”


I nodded.


“You were through it, I suppose?”


“Pretty well. I was wounded once, and after the Somme they invalided me out altogether. I had a half fledged Army job for a bit. I’m a sort of private secretary now to an M. P.”


“My! That’s brainy!”


“No, it isn’t. There’s really awfully little to do. Usually a couple of hours every day sees me through. It’s dull work too. In fact, I don’t know what I should do if I hadn’t got something to fall back upon.”


“Don’t say you collect bugs!”


“No. I share rooms with a very interesting man. He’s a Belgian—an exdetective. He’s set up as a private detective in London, and he’s doing extraordinarily well. He’s really a very marvellous little man. Time and again he has proved to be right where the official police have failed.”


My companion listened with widening eyes.


“Isn’t that interesting, now? I just adore crime. I go to all the mysteries on the movies. And when there’s a murder on I just devour the papers.”


“Do you remember the Styles Case?” I asked.


“Let me see, was that the old lady who was poisoned? Somewhere down in Essex?”


I nodded.


“That was Poirot’s first big case. Undoubtedly, but for him, the murderer would have escaped scot-free. It was a most wonderful bit of detective work.”


Warming to my subject, I ran over the heads of the affair, working up to the triumphant and unexpected dénouement. The girl listened spellbound. In fact, we were so absorbed that the train drew into Calais station before we realized it.


“My goodness gracious me!” cried my companion. “Where’s my powderpuff?”


She proceeded to bedaub her face liberally, and then applied a stick of lip salve to her lips, observing the effect in a small pocket glass, and betraying not the faintest sign of self-consciousness.


“I say,” I hesitated. “I dare say it’s cheek on my part, but why do all that sort of thing?”


The girl paused in her operations, and stared at me with undisguised surprise.


“It isn’t as though you weren’t so pretty that you can afford to do without it,” I said stammeringly.


“My dear boy! I’ve got to do it. All the girls do. Think I want to look like a little frump up from the country?” She took one last look in the mirror, smiled approval, and put it and her vanity-box away in her bag. “That’s better. Keeping up appearances is a bit of a fag, I grant, but if a girl respects herself it’s up to her not to let herself get slack.”


To this essentially moral sentiment, I had no reply. A point of view makes a great difference.


I secured a couple of porters, and we alighted on the platform. My companion held out her hand.


“Good-bye, and I’ll mind my language better in future.”


“Oh, but surely you’ll let me look after you on the boat?”


“Mayn’t be on the boat. I’ve got to see whether that sister of mine got aboard after all anywhere. But thanks all the same.”


“Oh, but we’re going to meet again, surely? I—” I hesitated. “I want to meet your sister.”


We both laughed.


“That’s real nice of you. I’ll tell her what you say. But I don’t fancy we’ll meet again. You’ve been very good to me on the journey, especially after I cheeked you as I did. But what your face expressed first thing is quite true. I’m not your kind. And that brings trouble—I know that well enough…”


Her face changed. For the moment all the light-hearted gaiety died out of it. It looked angry—revengeful…


“So good-bye,” she finished, in a lighter tone.


“Aren’t you even going to tell me your name?” I cried, as she turned away.


She looked over her shoulder. A dimple appeared in each cheek. She was like a lovely picture by Greuze.


“Cinderella,” she said, and laughed.


But little did I think when and how I should see Cinderella again.


2. AN APPEAL FOR HELP


____________________


It was five minutes past nine when I entered our joint sitting-room for breakfast on the following morning.


My friend Poirot, exact to the minute as usual, was just tapping the shell of his second egg.


He beamed upon me as I entered.


“You have slept well, yes? You have recovered from the crossing so terrible? It is a marvel, almost you are exact this morning. Pardon, but your tie is not symmetrical. Permit that I rearrange him.”


Elsewhere, I have described Hercule Poirot. An extraordinary little man! Height, five feet four inches, egg-shaped head carried a little to one side, eyes that shone green when he was excited, stiff military moustache, air of dignity immense! He was neat and dandified in appearance. For neatness of any kind, he had an absolute passion. To see an ornament set crooked, or a speck of dust, or a slight disarray in one’s attire, was torture to the little man until he could ease his feelings by remedying the matter. “Order” and “Method” were his gods. He had a certain disdain for tangible evidence, such as footprints and cigarette ash, and would maintain that, taken by themselves, they would never enable a detective to solve a problem. Then he would tap his egg-shaped head with absurd complacency, and remark with great satisfaction: “The true work, it is done from within. The little grey cells—remember always the little grey cells, mon ami!”


I slipped into my seat, and remarked idly, in answer to Poirot’s greeting, that an hour’s sea passage from Calais to Dover could hardly be dignified by the epithet “terrible.”


Poirot waved his egg-spoon in vigorous refutation of my remark.


“Du tout! If for an hour one experiences sensations and emotions of the most terrible, one has lived many hours! Does not one of your English poets say that time is counted, not by hours, but by heart-beats?”


“I fancy Browning was referring to something more romantic than sea sickness, though.”


“Because he was an Englishman, an Islander to whom la Manche was nothing. Oh, you English! With nous autres it is different. Figure to yourself that a lady of my acquaintance at the beginning of the war fled to Ostend. There she had a terrible crisis of the nerves. Impossible to escape further except by crossing the sea! And she had a horror—mais une horreur!—of the sea! What was she to do? Daily les Boches were drawing nearer. Imagine to yourself the terrible situation!”


“What did she do?” I inquired curiously.


“Fortunately her husband was homme pratique. He was also very calm, the crises of the nerves, they affected him not. Il l’a emportée simplement! Naturally when she reached England she was prostrate, but she still breathed.”


Poirot shook his head seriously. I composed my face as best I could.


Suddenly he stiffened and pointed a dramatic finger at the toast rack.


“Ah, par exemple, c’est trop fort!” he cried.


“What is it?”


“This piece of toast. You remark him not?” He whipped the offender out of the rack, and held it up for me to examine.


“Is it square? No. Is it a triangle? Again no. Is it even round? No. Is it of any shape remotely pleasing to the eye? What symmetry have we here? None.”


“It’s cut from a cottage loaf,” I explained soothingly.


Poirot threw me a withering glance.


“What an intelligence has my friend Hastings!” he exclaimed sarcastically. “Comprehend you not that I have forbidden such a loaf—a loaf haphazard and shapeless, that no baker should permit himself to bake!”


I endeavoured to distract his mind.


“Anything interesting come by the post?”


Poirot shook his head with a dissatisfied air.


“I have not yet examined my letters, but nothing of interest arrives nowadays. The great criminals, the criminals of method, they do not exist. The cases I have been employed upon lately were banal to the last degree. In verity I am reduced to recovering lost lap-dogs for fashionable ladies! The last problem that presented any interest was that intricate little affair of the Yardly diamond, and that was—how many months ago, my friend?”


He shook his head despondently, and I roared with laughter.


“Cheer up, Poirot, the luck will change. Open your letters. For all you know, there may be a great case looming on the horizon.”


Poirot smiled, and taking up the neat little letter opener with which he opened his correspondence he slit the tops of the several envelopes that lay by his plate.


“A bill. Another bill. It is that I grow extravagant in my old age. Aha! a note from Japp.”


“Yes?” pricked up my ears. The Scotland Yard Inspector had more than once introduced us to an interesting case.


“He merely thanks me (in his fashion) for a little point in the Aberystwyth Case on which I was able to set him right. I am delighted to have been of service to him.”


“How does he thank you?” I asked curiously, for I knew my Japp.


“He is kind enough to say that I am a wonderful sport for my age, and that he was glad to have had the chance of letting me in on the case.”


This was so typical of Japp, that I could not forbear a chuckle. Poirot continued to read his correspondence placidly.


“A suggestion that I should give a lecture to our local Boy Scouts. The Countess of Forfanock will be obliged if I will call and see her. Another lapdog without doubt! And now for the last. Ah—”


I looked up, quick to notice the change of tone. Poirot was reading attentively. In a minute he tossed the sheet over to me.


“This is out of the ordinary, mon ami. Read for yourself.”


The letter was written on a foreign type of paper, in a bold characteristic hand:


Villa Geneviève
Merlinville-sur-Mer
France




DEAR SIR,


I am in need of the services of a detective and, for reasons which I will give you later, do not wish to call in the official police. I have heard of you from several quarters, and all reports go to show that you are not only a man of decided ability, but one who also knows how to be discreet. I do not wish to trust details to the post, but, on account of a secret I possess, I go in daily fear of my life. I am convinced that the danger is imminent, and therefore I beg that you will lose no time in crossing to France. I will send a car to meet you at Calais, if you will wire me when you are arriving. I shall be obliged if you will drop all cases you have on hand, and devote yourself solely to my interests. I am prepared to pay any compensation necessary. I shall probably need your services for a considerable period of time, as it may be necessary for you to go out to Santiago, where I spent several years of my life. I shall be content for you to name your own fee.


Assuring you once more that the matter is urgent,


Yours faithfully,    
P. T. RENAULD





Below the signature was a hastily scrawled line, almost illegible:




For God’s sake, come!





I handed the letter back with quickened pulses.


“At last!” I said. “Here is something distinctly out of the ordinary.”


“Yes, indeed,” said Poirot meditatively.


“You will go of course,” I continued.


Poirot nodded. He was thinking deeply. Finally he seemed to make up his mind, and glanced up at the clock. His face was very grave.


“See you, my friend, there is no time to lose. The Continental express leaves Victoria at 11 o’clock. Do not agitate yourself. There is plenty of time. We can allow ten minutes for discussion. You accompany me, n’est-ce pas?”


“Well—”


“You told me yourself that your employer needed you not for the next few weeks.”


“Oh, that’s all right. But this Mr. Renauld hints strongly that his business is private.”


“Ta-ta-ta. I will manage M. Renauld. By the way, I seem to know the name?”


“There’s a well-known South American millionaire fellow. His name’s Renauld. I don’t know whether it could be the same.”


“But without doubt. That explains the mention of Santiago. Santiago is in Chile, and Chile it is in South America! Ah, but we progress finely.”


“Dear me, Poirot,” I said, my excitement rising, “I smell some goodly shekels in this. If we succeed, we shall make our fortunes!”


“Do not be too sure of that, my friend. A rich man and his money are not so easily parted. Me, I have seen a well-known millionaire turn out a tramful of people to seek for a dropped halfpenny.”


I acknowledged the wisdom of this.


“In any case,” continued Poirot, “it is not the money which attracts me here. Certainly it will be pleasant to have carte blanche in our investigations; one can be sure that way of wasting no time, but it is something a little bizarre in this problem which arouses my interest. You remarked the postscript? How did it strike you?”


I considered.


“Clearly he wrote the letter keeping himself well in hand, but at the end his self-control snapped and, on the impulse of the moment, he scrawled those four desperate words.”


But my friend shook his head energetically.


“You are in error. See you not that while the ink of the signature is nearly black, that of the postscript is quite pale?”


“Well?” I said puzzled.


“Mon Dieu, mon ami, but use your little grey cells! Is it not obvious? M. Renauld wrote his letter. Without blotting it, he reread it carefully. Then, not on impulse, but deliberately, he added those last words, and blotted the sheet.”


“But why?”


“Parbleu! so that it should produce the effect upon me that it has upon you.”


“What?”


“Mais, oui—to make sure of my coming! He reread the letter and was dissatisfied. It was not strong enough!”


He paused, and then added softly, his eyes shining with that green light that always betokened inward excitement: “And so, mon ami, since that postscript was added, not on impulse, but soberly, in cold blood, the urgency is very great, and we must reach him as soon as possible.”


“Merlinville,” I murmured thoughtfully. “I’ve heard of it, I think.”


Poirot nodded.


“It is a quiet little place—but chic! It lies about midway between Bolougne and Calais. It is rapidly becoming the fashion. Rich English people who wish to be quiet are taking it up. M. Renauld has a house in England, I suppose?”


“Yes, in Rutland Gate, as far as I remember. Also a big place in the country, somewhere in Hertfordshire. But I really know very little about him, he doesn’t do much in a social way. I believe he has large South American interests in the City, and has spent most of his life out in Chile and the Argentino.”


“Well, we shall hear all details from the man himself. Come, let us pack. A small suit-case each, and then a taxi to Victoria.”


“And the Countess?” I inquired with a smile.


“Ah! je m’en fiche! Her case was certainly not interesting.”


“Why so sure of that?”


“Because in that case she would have come, not written. A woman cannot wait—always remember that, Hastings.”


Eleven o’clock saw our departure from Victoria on our way to Dover. Before starting Poirot had despatched a telegram to Mr. Renauld giving the time of our arrival at Calais. “I’m surprised you haven’t invested in a few bottles of some sea sick remedy, Poirot,” I observed maliciously, as I recalled our conversation at breakfast.


My friend, who was anxiously scanning the weather, turned a reproachful face upon me.


“Is it that you have forgotten the method most excellent of Laverguier? His system, I practise it always. One balances oneself, if you remember, turning the head from left to right, breathing in and out, counting six between each breath.”


“H’m,” I demurred. “You’ll be rather tired of balancing yourself and counting six by the time you get to Santiago, or Buenos Aires, or wherever it is you land.”


“Quelle idée! You do not figure to yourself that I shall go to Santiago?”


“Mr. Renauld suggests it in his letter.”


“He did not know the methods of Hercule Poirot. I do not run to and fro, making journeys, and agitating myself. My work is done from within—here—” he tapped his forehead significantly.


As usual, this remark roused my argumentative faculty.


“It’s all very well, Poirot, but I think you are falling into the habit of despising certain things too much. A finger-print has led sometimes to the arrest and conviction of a murderer.”


“And has, without doubt, hanged more than one innocent man,” remarked Poirot dryly.


“But surely the study of finger-prints and footprints, cigarette ash, different kinds of mud, and other clues that comprise the minute observation of details—all these are of vital importance?”


“But certainly. I have never said otherwise. The trained observer, the expert, without doubt he is useful! But the others, the Hercules Poirots, they are above the experts! To them the experts bring the facts, their business is the method of the crime, its logical deduction, the proper sequence and order of the facts; above all, the true psychology of the case. You have hunted the fox, yes?”


“I have hunted a bit, now and again,” I said, rather bewildered by this abrupt change of subject. “Why?”


“Eh bien, this hunting of the fox, you need the dogs, no?”


“Hounds,” I corrected gently. “Yes, of course.”


“But yet,” Poirot wagged his finger at me. “You did not descend from your horse and run along the ground smelling with your nose and uttering loud Ow Ows?”


In spite of myself I laughed immoderately. Poirot nodded in a satisfied manner.


“So. You leave the work of the d——hounds to the hounds. Yet you demand that I, Hercule Poirot, should make myself ridiculous by lying down (possibly on damp grass) to study hypothetical footprints, and should scoop up cigarette ash when I do not know one kind from the other. Remember the Plymouth Express mystery. The good Japp departed to make a survey of the railway line. When he returned, I, without having moved from my apartments, was able to tell him exactly what he had found.”


“So you are of the opinion that Japp wasted his time.”


“Not at all, since his evidence confirmed my theory. But I should have wasted my time if I had gone. It is the same with so called ‘experts.’ Remember the handwriting testimony in the Cavendish Case. One counsel’s questioning brings out testimony as to the resemblances, the defence brings evidence to show dissimilarity. All the language is very technical. And the result? What we all knew in the first place. The writing was very like that of John Cavendish. And the psychological mind is faced with the question ‘Why?’ Because it was actually his? Or because some one wished us to think it was his? I answered that question, mon ami, and answered it correctly.”


And Poirot, having effectually silenced, if not convinced me, leaned back with a satisfied air.


On the boat, I knew better than to disturb my friend’s solitude. The weather was gorgeous, and the sea as smooth as the proverbial mill-pond, so I was hardly surprised to hear that Laverguier’s method had once more justified itself when a smiling Poirot joined me on disembarking at Calais. A disappointment was in store for us, as no car had been sent to meet us, but Poirot put this down to his telegram having been delayed in transit.


“Since it is carte blanche, we will hire a car,” he said cheerfully. And a few minutes later saw us creaking and jolting along, in the most ramshackle of automobiles that ever plied for hire, in the direction of Merlinville.


My spirits were at their highest.


“What gorgeous air!” I exclaimed. “This promises to be a delightful trip.”


“For you, yes. For me, I have work to do, remember, at our journey’s end.”


“Bah!” I said cheerfully. “You will discover all, ensure this Mr. Renauld’s safety, run the would-be assassins to earth, and all will finish in a blaze of glory.”


“You are sanguine, my friend.”


“Yes, I feel absolutely assured of success. Are you not the one and only Hercule Poirot?”


But my little friend did not rise to the bait. He was observing me gravely.


“You are what the Scotch people call ‘fey,’ Hastings. It presages disaster.”


“Nonsense. At any rate, you do not share my feelings.”


“No, but I am afraid.”


“Afraid of what?”


“I do not know. But I have a premonition—a je ne sais quoi!”


He spoke so gravely, that I was impressed in spite of myself.


“I have a feeling,” he said slowly, “that this is going to be a big affair—a long, troublesome problem that will not be easy to work out.”


I would have questioned him further, but we were just coming into the little town of Merlinville, and we slowed up to inquire the way to the Villa Geneviève.


“Straight on, monsieur, through the town. The Villa Geneviève is about half a mile the other side. You cannot miss it. A big Villa, overlooking the sea.”


We thanked our informant, and drove on, leaving the town behind. A fork in the road brought us to a second halt. A peasant was trudging towards us, and we waited for him to come up to us in order to ask the way again. There was a tiny Villa standing right by the road, but it was too small and dilapidated to be the one we wanted. As we waited, the gate of it swung open and a girl came out.


The peasant was passing us now, and the driver leaned forward from his seat and asked for direction.


“The Villa Geneviève? Just a few steps up this road to the right, monsieur. You could see it if it were not for the curve.”


The chauffeur thanked him, and started the car again. My eyes were fascinated by the girl who still stood, with one hand on the gate, watching us. I am an admirer of beauty, and here was one whom nobody could have passed without remark. Very tall, with the proportions of a young goddess, her uncovered golden head gleaming in the sunlight, I swore to myself that she was one of the most beautiful girls I had ever seen. As we swung up the rough road, I turned my head to look after her.


“By Jove, Poirot,” I exclaimed, “did you see that young goddess.”


Poirot raised his eyebrows.


“Ça commence!” he murmured. “Already you have seen a goddess!”


“But, hang it all, wasn’t she?”


“Possibly. I did not remark the fact.”


“Surely you noticed her?”


“Mon ami, two people rarely see the same thing. You, for instance, saw a goddess. I—” he hesitated.


“Yes?”


“I saw only a girl with anxious eyes,” said Poirot gravely.


But at that moment we drew up at a big green gate, and, simultaneously, we both uttered an exclamation. Before it stood an imposing sergent de ville. He held up his hand to bar our way.


“You cannot pass, monsieurs.”


“But we wish to see Mr. Renauld,” I cried. “We have an appointment. This is his Villa, isn’t it?”


“Yes, monsieur, but—”


Poirot leaned forward.


“But what?”


“M. Renauld was murdered this morning.”


3. AT THE VILLA GENEVIÈVE


____________________


In a moment Poirot had leapt from the car, his eyes blazing with excitement. He caught the man by the shoulder.


“What is that you say? Murdered? When? How?”


The sergent de ville drew himself up.


“I cannot answer any questions, monsieur.”


“True. I comprehend.” Poirot reflected for a minute. “The Commissary of Police, he is without doubt within?”


“Yes, monsieur.”


Poirot took out a card, and scribbled a few words on it.


“Voilà! Will you have the goodness to see that this card is sent in to the commissary at once?”


The man took it and, turning his head over his shoulder, whistled. In a few seconds a comrade joined him and was handed Poirot’s message. There was a wait of some minutes, and then a short stout man with a huge moustache came bustling down to the gate. The sergent de ville saluted and stood aside.


“My dear M. Poirot,” cried the new-comer, “I am delighted to see you. Your arrival is most opportune.”


Poirot’s face had lighted up.


“M. Bex! This is indeed a pleasure.” He turned to me. “This is an English friend of mine, Captain Hastings—M. Lucien Bex.”


The commissary and I bowed to each other ceremoniously, then M. Bex turned once more to Poirot.


“Mon vieux, I have not seen you since 1909, that time in Ostend. I heard that you had left the Force?”


“So I have. I run a private business in London.”


“And you say you have information to give which may assist us?”


“Possibly you know it already. You were aware that I had been sent for?”


“No. By whom?”


“The dead man. It seems he knew an attempt was going to be made on his life. Unfortunately he sent for me too late.”


“Sacré tonnerre!” ejaculated the Frenchman. “So he foresaw his own murder? That upsets our theories considerably! But come inside.”


He held the gate open, and we commenced walking towards the house. M. Bex continued to talk:


“The examining magistrate, M. Hautet, must hear of this at once. He has just finished examining the scene of the crime and is about to begin his interrogations. A charming man. You will like him. Most sympathetic. Original in his methods, but an excellent judge.”


“When was the crime committed?” asked Poirot.


“The body was discovered this morning about nine o’clock. Madame Renauld’s evidence, and that of the doctors goes to show that the death must have occurred about 2 a.m. But enter, I pray of you.”


We had arrived at the steps which led up to the front door of the Villa. In the hall another sergent de ville was sitting. He rose at sight of the commissary.


“Where is M. Hautet now?” inquired the latter. “In the salon, monsieur.”


M. Bex opened a door to the left of the hall, and we passed in. M. Hautet and his clerk were sitting at a big round table. They looked up as we entered. The commissary introduced us, and explained our presence.


M. Hautet, the Juge d’Instruction, was a tall, gaunt man, with piercing dark eyes, and a neatly cut grey beard, which he had a habit of caressing as he talked. Standing by the mantelpiece was an elderly man, with slightly stooping shoulders, who was introduced to us as Dr. Durand.


“Most extraordinary,” remarked M. Hautet, as the commissary finished speaking. “You have the letter here, monsieur?”


Poirot handed it to him, and the magistrate read it.


“H’m. He speaks of a secret. What a pity he was not more explicit. We are much indebted to you, M. Poirot. I hope you will do us the honour of assisting us in our investigations. Or are you obliged to return to London?”


“M. le juge, I propose to remain. I did not arrive in time to prevent my client’s death, but I feel myself bound in honour to discover the assassin.”


The magistrate bowed.


“These sentiments do you honour. Also, without doubt, Madame Renauld will wish to retain your services. We are expecting M. Giraud from the Sûreté in Paris any moment, and I am sure that you and he will be able to give each other mutual assistance in your investigations. In the meantime, I hope that you will do me the honour to be present at my interrogations, and I need hardly say that if there is any assistance you require it is at your disposal.”


“I thank you, monsieur. You will comprehend that at present I am completely in the dark. I know nothing whatever.”


M. Hautet nodded to the commissary, and the latter took up the tale: “This morning, the old servant Françoise, on descending to start her work, found the front door ajar. Feeling a momentary alarm as to burglars, she looked into the dining-room, but seeing the silver was safe she thought no more about it, concluding that her master had, without doubt, risen early, and gone for a stroll.”


“Pardon, monsieur, for interrupting, but was that a common practice of his?”


“No, it was not, but old Françoise has the common idea as regards the English—that they are mad, and liable to do the most unaccountable things at any moment! Going to call her mistress as usual, a younger maid, Léonie, was horrified to discover her gagged and bound, and almost at the same moment news was brought that M. Renauld’s body had been discovered, stone dead, stabbed in the back.”


“Where?”


“That is one of the most extraordinary features of the case. M. Poirot, the body was lying, face downwards, in an open grave.”


“What?”


“Yes. The pit was freshly dug—just a few yards outside the boundary of the Villa grounds.”


“And he had been dead—how long?”


Dr. Durand answered this.


“I examined the body this morning at ten o’clock. Death must have taken place at least seven, and possibly ten hours previously.”


“H’m, that fixes it at between midnight and 3 a.m.”


“Exactly, and Madame Renauld’s evidence places it at after 2 a.m. which narrows the field still further. Death must have been instantaneous, and naturally could not have been self-inflicted.”


Poirot nodded, and the commissary resumed:


“Madame Renauld was hastily freed from the cords that bound her by the horrified servants. She was in a terrible condition of weakness, almost unconscious from the pain of her bonds. It appears that two masked men entered the bedroom, gagged and bound her, whilst forcibly abducting her husband. This we know at second hand from the servants. On hearing the tragic news, she fell at once into an alarming state of agitation. On arrival, Dr. Durand immediately prescribed a sedative, and we have not yet been able to question her. But without doubt she will awake more calm, and be equal to bearing the strain of the interrogation.”


The commissary paused.


“And the inmates of the house, monsieur?”


“There is old Françoise, the housekeeper, she lived for many years with the former owners of the Villa Geneviève. Then there are two young girls, sisters, Denise and Léonie Oulard. Their home is in Merlinville, and they come of the most respectable parents. Then there is the chauffeur whom M. Renauld brought over from England with him, but he is away on a holiday. Finally there are Madame Renauld and her son, M. Jack Renauld. He, too, is away from home at present.”


Poirot bowed his head. M. Hautet spoke:


“Marchaud!”


The sergent de ville appeared.


“Bring in the woman Françoise.”


The man saluted, and disappeared. In a moment or two, he returned, escorting the frightened Françoise.


“Your name is Françoise Arrichet?”


“Yes, monsieur.”


“You have been a long time in service at the Villa Geneviève?”


“Eleven years with Madame la Vicomtesse. Then when she sold the Villa this spring, I consented to remain on with the English milor’. Never did I imagine—”


The magistrate cut her short.


“Without doubt, without doubt. Now, Françoise, in this matter of the front door, whose business was it to fasten it at night?”


“Mine, monsieur. Always I saw to it myself.”


“And last night?”


“I fastened it as usual.”


“You are sure of that?”


“I swear it by the blessed saints, monsieur.”


“What time would that be?”


“The same time as usual, half-past ten, monsieur.”


“What about the rest of the household, had they gone up to bed?”


“Madame had retired some time before. Denise and Léonie went up with me. Monsieur was still in his study.”


“Then, if any one unfastened the door afterwards, it must have been M. Renauld himself?”


Françoise shrugged her broad shoulders.


“What should he do that for? With robbers and assassins passing every minute! A nice idea! Monsieur was not an imbecile. It is not as though he had had to let cette dame out—”


The magistrate interrupted sharply: “Cette dame? What lady do you mean?”


“Why, the lady who came to see him.”


“Had a lady been to see him that evening?”


“But yes, monsieur—and many other evenings as well.”


“Who was she? Did you know her?”


A rather cunning look spread over the woman’s face. “How should I know who it was?” she grumbled. “I did not let her in last night.”


“Aha!” roared the examining magistrate, bringing his hand down with a bang on the table. “You would trifle with the police, would you? I demand that you tell me at once the name of this woman who came to visit M. Renauld in the evenings.”


“The police—the police,” grumbled Françoise. “Never did I think that I should be mixed up with the police. But I know well enough who she was. It was Madame Daubreuil.”


The commissary uttered an exclamation, and leaned forward as though in utter astonishment.


“Madame Daubreuil—from the Villa Marguerite just down the road?”


“That is what I said, monsieur. Oh, she is a pretty one, cellela!” The old woman tossed her head scornfully.


“Madame Daubreuil,” murmured the commissary. “Impossible.”


“Voilà,” grumbled Françoise. “That is all you get for telling the truth.”


“Not at all,” said the examining magistrate soothingly. “We were surprised, that is all. Madame Daubreuil then, and Monsieur Renauld, they were—” he paused delicately. “Eh? It was that without doubt?”


“How should I know? But what will you? Monsieur, he was milord anglais—très riche—and Madame Daubreuil, she was poor, that one—and très chic for all that she lives so quietly with her daughter. Not a doubt of it, she has had her history! She is no longer young, but ma foi ! I who speak to you have seen the men’s heads turn after her as she goes down the street. Besides lately, she has had more money to spend—all the town knows it. The little economies, they are at an end.” And Françoise shook her head with an air of unalterable certainty.


M. Hautet stroked his beard reflectively.


“And Madame Renauld?” he asked at length. “How did she take this—friendship.”


Françoise shrugged her shoulders.


“She was always most amiable—most polite. One would say that she suspected nothing. But all the same, is it not so, the heart suffers, monsieur? Day by day, I have watched Madame grow paler and thinner. She was not the same woman who arrived here a month ago. Monsieur, too, has changed. He also has had his worries. One could see that he was on the brink of a crisis of the nerves. And who could wonder, with an affair conducted such a fashion? No reticence, no discretion. Style anglais, without doubt!”


I bounded indignantly in my seat, but the examining magistrate was continuing his questions, undistracted by side issues.


“You say that M. Renauld had not to let Madame Daubreuil out? Had she left, then?”


“Yes, monsieur. I heard them come out of the study and go to the door. Monsieur said good night, and shut the door after her.”


“What time was that?”


“About twenty-five minutes after ten, monsieur.”


“Do you know when M. Renauld went to bed?”


“I heard him come up about ten minutes after we did. The stair creaks so that one hears every one who goes up and down.”


“And that is all? You heard no sound of disturbance during the night?”


“Nothing whatever, monsieur.”


“Which of the servants came down the first in the morning?”


“I did, monsieur. At once I saw the door swinging open.”


“What about the other downstairs windows, were they all fastened?”


“Every one of them. There was nothing suspicious or out of place anywhere.” “Good, Françoise, you can go.”


The old woman shuffled towards the door. On the threshold she looked back.


“I will tell you one thing, monsieur. That Madame Daubreuil she is a bad one! Oh, yes, one woman knows about another. She is a bad one, remember that.” And, shaking her head sagely, Françoise left the room.


“Léonie Oulard,” called the magistrate.


Léonie appeared dissolved in tears, and inclined to be hysterical. M. Hautet dealt with her adroitly. Her evidence was mainly concerned with the discovery of her mistress gagged and bound, of which she gave rather an exaggerated account. She, like Françoise, had heard nothing during the night.


Her sister, Denise, succeeded her. She agreed that her master had changed greatly of late.


“Every day he became more and more morose. He ate less. He was always depressed.” But Denise had her own theory. “Without doubt it was the Mafia he had on his track! Two masked men—who else could it be? A terrible society that!”


“It is, of course, possible,” said the magistrate smoothly. “Now, my girl, was it you who admitted Madame Daubreuil to the house last night?”


“Not last night, monsieur, the night before.”


“But Françoise has just told us that Madame Daubreuil was here last night?”


“No, monsieur. A lady did come to see M. Renauld last night, but it was not Madame Daubreuil.”


Surprised, the magistrate insisted, but the girl held firm. She knew Madame Daubreuil perfectly by sight. This lady was dark also, but shorter, and much younger. Nothing could shake her statement.


“Had you ever seen this lady before?”


“Never, monsieur.” And then the girl added diffidently: “But I think she was English.”


“English?”


“Yes, monsieur. She asked for M. Renauld in quite good French, but the accent—one can always tell it, n’estce pas? Besides when they came out of the study they were speaking in English.”


“Did you hear what they said? Could you understand it, I mean?”


“Me, I speak the English very well,” said Denise with pride. “The lady was speaking too fast for me to catch what she said, but I heard Monsieur’s last words as he opened the door for her.” She paused, and then repeated carefully and laboriously:


“ ‘Yeas—yeas—butt for Gaud’s saike go nauw!’ ”


“Yes, yes, but for God’s sake go now!” repeated the magistrate.


He dismissed Denise and, after a moment or two for consideration, recalled Françoise. To her he propounded the question as to whether she had not made a mistake in fixing the night of Madame Daubreuil’s visit. Françoise, however, proved unexpectedly obstinate. It was last night that Madame Daubreuil had come. Without a doubt it was she. Denise wished to make herself interesting, voilà tout! So she had cooked up this fine tale about a strange lady. Airing her knowledge of English too! Probably Monsieur had never spoken that sentence in English at all, and even if he had, it proved nothing, for Madame Daubreuil spoke English perfectly, and generally used that language when talking to M. and Madame Renauld. “You see, M. Jack, the son of Monsieur, was usually here, and he spoke the French very badly.”


The magistrate did not insist. Instead he inquired about the chauffeur, and learned that only yesterday, M. Renauld had declared that he was not likely to use the car, and that Masters might just as well take a holiday.


A perplexed frown was beginning to gather between Poirot’s eyes.


“What is it?” I whispered.


He shook his head impatiently, and asked a question:


“Pardon, M. Bex, but without doubt M. Renauld could drive the car himself?”


The commissary looked over at Françoise, and the old woman replied promptly:


“No, Monsieur did not drive himself.”


Poirot’s frown deepened.


“I wish you would tell me what is worrying you,” I said impatiently.


“See you not? In his letter M. Renauld speaks of sending the car for me to Calais.”


“Perhaps he meant a hired car,” I suggested.


“Doubtless that is so. But why hire a car when you have one of your own.


Why choose yesterday to send away the chauffeur on a holiday—suddenly, at a moment’s notice? Was it that for some reason he wanted him out of the way before we arrived?”


4. THE LETTER SIGNED “BELLA”


____________________


Françoise had left the room. The magistrate was drumming thoughtfully on the table.


“M. Bex,” he said at length, “here we have directly conflicting testimony. Which are we to believe, Françoise or Denise?”


“Denise,” said the commissary decidedly. “It was she who let the visitor in. Françoise is old and obstinate, and has evidently taken a dislike to Madame Daubreuil. Besides, our own knowledge tends to show that Renauld was entangled with another woman.”


“Tiens!” cried M. Hautet. “We have forgotten to inform M. Poirot of that.” He searched amongst the papers on the table, and finally handed the one he was in search of to my friend. “This letter, M. Poirot, we found in the pocket of the dead man’s overcoat.”


Poirot took it and unfolded it. It was somewhat worn and crumbled, and was written in English in a rather unformed hand:




MY DEAREST ONE:


Why have you not written for so long? You do love me still, don’t you? Your letters lately have been so different, cold and strange, and now this long silence. It makes me afraid. If you were to stop loving me! But that’s impossible—what a silly kid I am—always imagining things! But if you did stop loving me, I don’t know what I should do—kill myself perhaps! I couldn’t live without you. Sometimes I fancy another woman is coming between us. Let her look out, that’s all—and you too! I’d as soon kill you as let her have you! I mean it.


But there, I’m writing high-flown nonsense. You love me, and I love you—yes, love you, love you, love you!


Your own adoring
BELLA  





There was no address or date. Poirot handed it back with a grave face.


“And the assumption is, M. le juge—?”


The examining magistrate shrugged his shoulders.


“Obviously M. Renauld was entangled with this Englishwoman—Bella. He comes over here, meets Madame Daubreuil, and starts an intrigue with her. He cools off to the other, and she instantly suspects something. This letter contains a distinct threat. M. Poirot, at first sight the case seemed simplicity itself. Jealousy! The fact that M. Renauld was stabbed in the back seemed to point distinctly to its being a woman’s crime.”


Poirot nodded.


“The stab in the back, yes—but not the grave! That was laborious work, hard work—no woman dug that grave, monsieur. That was a man’s doing.”


The commissary exclaimed excitedly: “Yes, yes, you are right. We did not think of that.”


“As I said,” continued M. Hautet, “at first sight the case seemed simple, but the masked men, and the letter you received from M. Renauld complicate matters. Here we seem to have an entirely different set of circumstances, with no relationship between the two. As regards the letter written to yourself, do you think it is possible that it referred in any way to this ‘Bella,’ and her threats?”


Poirot shook his head.


“Hardly. A man like M. Renauld, who has led an adventurous life in outof-the-way places, would not be likely to ask for protection against a woman.”


The examining magistrate nodded his head emphatically.


“My view exactly. Then we must look for the explanation of the letter—”


“In Santiago,” finished the commissary. “I shall cable without delay to the police in that city, requesting full details of the murdered man’s life out there, his love affairs, his business transactions, his friendships, and any enmities he may have incurred. It will be strange if, after that, we do not hold a clue to his mysterious murder.”


The commissary looked round for approval.


“Excellent,” said Poirot appreciatively.


“His wife, too, may be able to give us a pointer,” added the magistrate. “You have found no other letters from this Bella amongst M. Renauld’s effects?” asked Poirot.


“No. Of course one of our first proceedings was to search through his private papers in the study. We found nothing of interest, however. All seemed square and above-board. The only thing at all out of the ordinary was his will. Here it is.”


Poirot ran through the document.


“So. A legacy of a thousand pounds to Mr. Stonor—who is he, by the way?”


“M. Renauld’s secretary. He remained in England, but was over here once or twice for a week-end.”


“And everything else left unconditionally to his beloved wife, Eloise. Simply drawn up, but perfectly legal. Witnessed by the two servants, Denise and Françoise. Nothing so very unusual about that.” He handed it back.


“Perhaps,” began Bex, “you did not notice—”


“The date?” twinkled Poirot. “But yes, I noticed it. A fortnight ago. Possibly it marks his first intimation of danger. Many rich men die intestate through never considering the likelihood of their demise. But it is dangerous to draw conclusions prematurely. It points, however, to his having a real liking and fondness for his wife, in spite of his amorous intrigues.”


“Yes,” said M. Hautet doubtfully. “But it is possibly a little unfair on his son, since it leaves him entirely dependent on his mother. If she were to marry again, and her second husband obtained an ascendancy over her, this boy might never touch a penny of his father’s money.”


Poirot shrugged his shoulders.


“Man is a vain animal. M. Renauld figured to himself, without doubt, that his widow would never marry again. As to the son, it may have been a wise precaution to leave the money in his mother’s hands. The sons of rich men are proverbially wild.”


“It may be as you say. Now, M. Poirot, you would without doubt like to visit the scene of the crime. I am sorry that the body has been removed, but of course photographs have been taken from every conceivable angle, and will be at your disposal as soon as they are available.”


“I thank you, monsieur, for all your courtesy.”


The commissary rose.


“Come with me, monsieurs.”


He opened the door, and bowed ceremoniously to Poirot to precede him. Poirot, with equal politeness, drew back and bowed to the commissary.


“Monsieur.”


At last they got out into the hall.


“That room there, it is the study, hein?” asked Poirot suddenly, nodding towards the door opposite.


“Yes. You would like to see it?” He threw the door open as he spoke, and we entered.


The room which M. Renauld had chosen for his own particular use was small, but furnished with great taste and comfort. A businesslike writing desk, with many pigeon holes, stood in the window. Two large leather-covered armchairs faced the fireplace, and between them was a round table covered with the latest books and magazines. Bookshelves lined two of the walls, and at the end of the room opposite the window there was a handsome oak sideboard with a tantalus on top. The curtains and portière were of a soft dull green, and the carpet matched them in tone.


Poirot stood a moment talking in the room, then he stepped forward, passed his hand lightly over the backs of the leather chairs, picked up a magazine from the table, and drew a finger gingerly over the surface of the oak sideboard. His face expressed complete approval.


“No dust?” I asked, with a smile.


He beamed on me, appreciative of my knowledge of his peculiarities.


“Not a particle, mon ami! And for once, perhaps, it is a pity.”


His sharp, birdlike eyes darted here and there.


“Ah!” he remarked suddenly, with an intonation of relief. “The hearth-rug is crooked,” and he bent down to straighten it.


Suddenly he uttered an exclamation and rose. In his hand he held a small fragment of paper.


“In France, as in England,” he remarked, “the domestics omit to sweep under the mats!”


Bex took the fragment from him, and I came closer to examine it.


“You recognize it—eh, Hastings?”


I shook my head, puzzled—and yet that particular shade of pink paper was very familiar.


The commissary’s mental processes were quicker than mine.


“A fragment of a cheque,” he exclaimed.


The piece of paper was roughly about two inches square. On it was written in ink the word “Duveen.”


“Bien,” said Bex. “This cheque was payable to, or drawn by, one named Duveen.”


“The former, I fancy,” said Poirot, “for, if I am not mistaken, the handwriting is that of M. Renauld.”


That was soon established, by comparing it with a memorandum from the desk.


“Dear me,” murmured the commissary, with a crestfallen air, “I really cannot imagine how I came to overlook this.”


Poirot laughed.


“The moral of that is, always look under the mats! My friend Hastings here will tell you that anything in the least crooked is a torment to me. As soon as I saw that the hearth-rug was out of the straight, I said to myself: ‘Tiens ! The leg of the chair caught it in being pushed back. Possibly there may be something beneath it which the good Françoise overlooked.’ ”


“Françoise?”


“Or Denise, or Léonie. Whoever did this room. Since there is no dust, the room must have been done this morning. I reconstruct the incident like this. Yesterday, possibly last night, M. Renauld drew a cheque to the order of some one named Duveen. Afterwards it was torn up, and scattered on the floor. This morning—” But M. Bex was already pulling impatiently at the bell.


Françoise answered it. Yes, there had been a lot of pieces of paper on the floor. What had she done with them? Put them in the kitchen stove of course! What else?


With a gesture of despair, Bex dismissed her. Then, his face lightening, he ran to the desk. In a minute he was hunting through the dead man’s cheque book. Then he repeated his former gesture. The last counterfoil was blank.


“Courage!” cried Poirot, clapping him on the back. “Without doubt, Madame Renauld will be able to tell us all about this mysterious person named Duveen.”


The commissary’s face cleared. “That is true. Let us proceed.”


As we turned to leave the room, Poirot remarked casually: “It was here that M. Renauld received his guest last night, eh?”


“It was—but how did you know?”


“By this. I found it on the back of the leather chair.”


And he held up between his finger and thumb a long black hair—a woman’s hair!


M. Bex took us out by the back of the house to where there was a small shed leaning against the house. He produced a key from his pocket and unlocked it.


“The body is here. We moved it from the scene of the crime just before you arrived, as the photographers had done with it.”


He opened the door and we passed in. The murdered man lay on the ground, with a sheet over him. M. Bex dexterously whipped off the covering. Renauld was a man of medium height, slender and lithe in figure. He looked about fifty years of age, and his dark hair was plentifully streaked with grey. He was clean shaven with a long thin nose, and eyes set rather close together, and his skin was deeply bronzed, as that of a man who had spent most of his life beneath tropical skies. His lips were drawn back from his teeth and an expression of absolute amazement and terror was stamped on the livid features.


“One can see by his face that he was stabbed in the back,” remarked Poirot. Very gently, he turned the dead man over. There, between the shoulderblades, staining the light fawn overcoat, was a round dark patch. In the middle of it there was a slit in the cloth. Poirot examined it narrowly.


“Have you any idea with what weapon the crime was committed?”


“It was left in the wound.” The commissary reached down a large glass jar. In it was a small object that looked to me more like a paper-knife than anything else. It had a black handle, and a narrow shining blade. The whole thing was not more than ten inches long. Poirot tested the discoloured point gingerly with his finger tip.


“Ma foi! but it is sharp! A nice easy little tool for murder!”


“Unfortunately, we could find no trace of fingerprints on it,” remarked Bex regretfully. “The murderer must have worn gloves.”


“Of course he did,” said Poirot contemptuously. “Even in Santiago they know enough for that. The veriest amateur of an English Mees knows it—thanks to the publicity the Bertillon system has been given in the Press. All the same, it interests me very much that there were no finger-prints. It is so amazingly simple to leave the finger-prints of some one else! And then the police are happy.” He shook his head. “I very much fear our criminal is not a man of method—either that or he was pressed for time. But we shall see.”


He let the body fall back into its original position.


“He wore only underclothes under his overcoat, I see,” he remarked.


“Yes, the examining magistrate thinks that is rather a curious point.”


At this minute there was a tap on the door which Bex had closed after him. He strode forward and opened it. Françoise was there. She endeavoured to peep in with ghoulish curiosity.


“Well, what is it?” demanded Bex impatiently.


“Madame. She sends a message that she is much recovered, and is quite ready to receive the examining magistrate.”


“Good,” said M. Bex briskly. “Tell M. Hautet and say that we will come at once.”


Poirot lingered a moment, looking back towards the body. I thought for a moment that he was going to apostrophize it, to declare aloud his determination never to rest till he had discovered the murderer. But when he spoke, it was tamely and awkwardly, and his comment was ludicrously inappropriate to the solemnity of the moment.


“He wore his overcoat very long,” he said constrainedly.


5. MRS. RENAULD’S STORY


____________________


We found M. Hautet awaiting us in the hall, and we all proceeded upstairs together, Françoise marching ahead to show us the way. Poirot went up in a zigzag fashion which puzzled me, until he whispered with a grimace:


“No wonder the servants heard M. Renauld mounting the stairs; not a board of them but creaks fit to wake the dead!”


At the head of the staircase, a small passage branched off.


“The servants’ quarters,” explained Bex.


We continued along a corridor, and Françoise tapped on the last door to the right of it.


A faint voice bade us enter, and we passed into a large sunny apartment looking out towards the sea, which showed blue and sparkling about a quarter of a mile distant.


On a couch, propped up with cushions, and attended by Dr. Durand, lay a tall, striking-looking woman. She was middle-aged, and her once dark hair was now almost entirely silvered, but the intense vitality and strength of her personality would have made itself felt anywhere. You knew at once that you were in the presence of what the French call “une maitresse femme.”


She greeted us with a dignified inclination of the head.


“Pray be seated, messieurs.”


We took chairs, and the magistrate’s clerk established himself at a round table.


“I hope, madame,” began M. Hautet, “that it will not distress you unduly to relate to us what occurred last night?”


“Not at all, monsieur. I know the value of time, if these scoundrelly assassins are to be caught and punished.”


“Very well, madame. It will fatigue you less, I think, if I ask you questions and you confine yourself to answering them. At what time did you go to bed last night?”


“At half-past nine, monsieur. I was tired.”


“And your husband?”


“About an hour later, I fancy.”


“Did he seem disturbed—upset in any way?”


“No, not more than usual.”


“What happened then?”


“We slept. I was awakened by a hand being pressed over my mouth. I tried to scream out, but the hand prevented me. There were two men in the room. They were both masked.”


“Can you describe them at all, madame?”


“One was very tall, and had a long black beard, the other was short and stout. His beard was reddish. They both wore hats pulled down over their eyes.”


“H’m,” said the magistrate thoughtfully, “too much beard, I fear.”


“You mean they were false?”


“Yes, madame. But continue your story.”


“It was the short man who was holding me. He forced a gag into my mouth, and then bound me with rope hand and foot. The other man was standing over my husband. He had caught up my little dagger paper-knife from the dressing-table and was holding it with the point just over his heart. When the short man had finished with me, he joined the other, and they forced my husband to get up and accompany them into the dressing-room next door. I was nearly fainting with terror, nevertheless I listened desperately.


“They were speaking in too low a tone for me to hear what they said. But I recognized the language, a bastard Spanish such as is spoken in some parts of South America. They seemed to be demanding something from my husband, and presently they grew angry, and their voices rose a little. I think the tall man was speaking. ‘You know what we want!’ he said. ‘The secret! Where is it?’ I do not know what my husband answered, but the other replied fiercely: ‘You lie! We know you have it. Where are your keys?’


“Then I heard sounds of drawers being pulled out. There is a safe on the wall of my husband’s dressing-room in which he always keeps a fairly large amount of ready money. Léonie tells me this has been rifled and the money taken, but evidently what they were looking for was not there, for presently I heard the tall man, with an oath, command my husband to dress himself. Soon after that, I think some noise in the house must have disturbed them, for they hustled my husband out into my room only half dressed.”


“Pardon,” interrupted Poirot, “but is there then no other egress from the dressing-room?”


“No, monsieur, there is only the communicating door into my room. They hurried my husband through, the short man in front, and the tall man behind him with the dagger still in his hand. Paul tried to break away to come to me. I saw his agonized eyes. He turned to his captors. ‘I must speak to her,’ he said. Then, coming to the side of the bed, ‘It is all right, Eloise,’ he said. ‘Do not be afraid. I shall return before morning.’ But, although he tried to make his voice confident, I could see the terror in his eyes. Then they hustled him out of the door, the tall man saying: ‘One sound—and you are a dead man, remember.’


“After that,” continued Mrs. Renauld, “I must have fainted. The next thing I recollect is Léonie rubbing my wrists, and giving me brandy.”


“Madame Renauld,” said the magistrate, “had you any idea what it was for which the assassins were searching?”


“None whatever, monsieur.”


“Had you any knowledge that your husband feared something?”


“Yes. I had seen the change in him.”


“How long ago was that?”


Mrs. Renauld reflected.


“Ten days perhaps.”


“Not longer?”


“Possibly. I only noticed it then.”


“Did you question your husband at all as to the cause?”


“Once. He put me off evasively. Nevertheless, I was convinced that he was suffering some terrible anxiety. However, since he evidently wished to conceal the fact from me, I tried to pretend that I had noticed nothing.”


“Were you aware that he had called in the services of a detective?”


“A detective?” exclaimed Mrs. Renauld, very much surprised.


“Yes, this gentleman—M. Hercule Poirot.” Poirot bowed. “He arrived today in response to a summons from your husband.” And taking the letter written by M. Renauld from his pocket he handed it to the lady.


She read it with apparently genuine astonishment.


“I had no idea of this. Evidently he was fully cognizant of the danger.”


“Now, madame, I will beg of you to be frank with me. Is there any incident in your husband’s past life in South America which might throw light on his murder?”


Mrs. Renauld reflected deeply, but at last shook her head.


“I can think of none. Certainly my husband had many enemies, people he had got the better of in some way or another, but I can think of no one distinctive case. I do not say there is no such incident—only that I am not aware of it.”


The examining magistrate stroked his beard disconsolately.


“And you can fix the time of this outrage?”


“Yes, I distinctly remember hearing the clock on the mantelpiece strike two.” She nodded towards an eight-day travelling clock in a leather case which stood in the centre of the chimney-piece.


Poirot rose from his seat, scrutinized the clock carefully, and nodded, satisfied.


“And here too,” exclaimed M. Bex, “is a wrist watch, knocked off the dressing-table by the assassins, without doubt, and smashed to atoms. Little did they know it would testify against them.”


Gently he picked away the fragments of broken glass. Suddenly his face changed to one of utter stupefaction.


“Mon Dieu !” he ejaculated.


“What is it?”


“The hands of the watch point to seven o’clock!”


“What?” cried the examining magistrate, astonished.


But Poirot, deft as ever, took the broken trinket from the startled commissary, and held it to his ear. Then he smiled.


“The glass is broken, yes, but the watch itself is still going.”


The explanation of the mystery was greeted with a relieved smile. But the magistrate bethought him of another point.


“But surely it is not seven o’clock now?”


“No,” said Poirot gently, “it is a few minutes after five. Possibly the watch gains, is that so, madame?”


Mrs. Renauld was frowning perplexedly.


“It does gain,” she admitted, “but I’ve never known it to gain quite so much as that.”


With a gesture of impatience, the magistrate left the matter of the watch and proceeded with his interrogatory.


“Madame, the front door was found ajar. It seems almost certain that the murderers entered that way, yet it has not been forced at all. Can you suggest any explanation?”


“Possibly my husband went out for a stroll the last thing, and forgot to latch it when he came in.”


“Is that a likely thing to happen?”


“Very. My husband was the most absent-minded of men.”


There was a slight frown on her brow as she spoke, as though this trait in the dead man’s character had at times vexed her.


“There is one inference I think we might draw,” remarked the commissary suddenly. “Since the men insisted on M. Renauld dressing himself, it looks as though the place they were taking him to, the place where ‘the secret’ was concealed, lay some distance away.”


The magistrate nodded.


“Yes, far, and yet not too far, since he spoke of being back by morning.”


“What time does the last train leave the station of Merlinville?” asked Poirot. “Eleven-fifty one way, and 12:17 the other, but it is more probable that they had a motor waiting.”


“Of course,” agreed Poirot, looking somewhat crestfallen.


“Indeed, that might be one way of tracing them,” continued the magistrate, brightening. “A motor containing two foreigners is quite likely to have been noticed. That is an excellent point, M. Bex.”


He smiled to himself, and then, becoming grave once more, he said to Mrs. Renauld:


“There is another question. Do you know any one of the name of ‘Duveen?’ ”


“Duveen?” Mrs. Renauld repeated, thoughtfully. “No, for the moment, I cannot say I do.”


“You have never heard your husband mention any one of that name?”


“Never.”


“Do you know any one whose Christian name is Bella?”


He watched Mrs. Renauld narrowly as he spoke, seeking to surprise any signs of anger or consciousness, but she merely shook her head in quite a natural manner. He continued his questions.


“Are you aware that your husband had a visitor last night?”


Now he saw the red mount slightly in her cheeks, but she replied composedly.


“No, who was that?”


“A lady.”


“Indeed?”


But for the moment the magistrate was content to say no more. It seemed unlikely that Madame Daubreuil had any connection with the crime, and he was anxious not to upset Mrs. Renauld more than necessary.


He made a sign to the commissary, and the latter replied with a nod. Then rising, he went across the room, and returned with the glass jar we had seen in the outhouse in his hand. From this, he took the dagger.


“Madame,” he said gently, “do you recognize this?”


She gave a little cry.


“Yes, that is my little dagger.” Then—she saw the stained point, and she drew back, her eyes widening with horror. “Is that—blood?”


“Yes, madame. Your husband was killed with this weapon.” He removed it hastily from sight. “You are quite sure about its being the one that was on your dressing-table last night?”


“Oh, yes. It was a present from my son. He was in the Air Force during the War. He gave his age as older than it was.” There was a touch of the proud mother in her voice. “This was made from a streamline aeroplane wire, and was given to me by my son as a souvenir of the War.”


“I see, madame. That brings us to another matter. Your son, where is he now? It is necessary that he should be telegraphed to without delay.”


“Jack? He is on his way to Buenos Aires.”


“What?”


“Yes. My husband telegraphed to him yesterday. He had sent him on business to Paris, but yesterday he discovered that it would be necessary for him to proceed without delay to South America. There was a boat leaving Cherbourg for Buenos Aires last night, and he wired him to catch it.”


“Have you any knowledge of what the business in Buenos Aires was?”


“No, monsieur, I know nothing of its nature, but Buenos Aires is not my son’s final destination. He was going overland from there to Santiago.”


And, in unison, the magistrate and the commissary exclaimed:


“Santiago! Again Santiago!”


It was at this moment, when we were all stunned by the mention of that word, that Poirot approached Mrs. Renauld. He had been standing by the window like a man lost in a dream, and I doubt if he had fully taken in what had passed. He paused by the lady’s side with a bow.


“Pardon, madame, but may I examine your wrists.”


Though slightly surprised at the request, Mrs. Renauld held them out to him. Round each of them was a cruel red mark where the cords had bitten into the flesh. As he examined them, I fancied that a momentary flicker of excitement I had seen in his eyes disappeared.


“They must cause you great pain,” he said, and once more he looked puzzled. But the magistrate was speaking excitedly.


“Young M. Renauld must be communicated with at once by wireless. It is vital that we should know anything he can tell us about this trip to Santiago.” He hesitated. “I hoped he might have been near at hand, so that we could have saved you pain, madame.” He paused.


“You mean,” she said in a low voice, “the identification of my husband’s body?”


The magistrate bowed his head.


“I am a strong woman, monsieur. I can bear all that is required of me. I am ready—now.”


“Oh, tomorrow will be quite soon enough, I assure you—”


“I prefer to get it over,” she said in a low tone, a spasm of pain crossing her face. “If you will be so good as to give me your arm, Doctor?”


The doctor hastened forward, a cloak was thrown over Mrs. Renauld’s shoulders, and a slow procession went down the stairs. M. Bex hurried on ahead to open the door of the shed. In a minute or two Mrs. Renauld appeared in the doorway. She was very pale, but resolute. Behind her, M.


Hautet was clacking commiserations and apologies like an animated hen.


She raised her hand to her face.


“A moment, messieurs, while I steel myself.”


She took her hand away and looked down at the dead man. Then the marvellous self-control which had upheld her so far deserted her.


“Paul!” she cried. “Husband! Oh, God!” And pitching forward she fell unconscious to the ground.


Instantly Poirot was beside her, he raised the lid of her eye, felt her pulse. When he had satisfied himself that she had really fainted, he drew aside. He caught me by the arm.


“I am an imbecile, my friend! If ever there was love and grief in a woman’s voice, I heard it then. My little idea was all wrong. Eh bien! I must start again!”


6. THE SCENE OF THE CRIME


____________________


Between them, the doctor and M. Hautet carried the unconscious woman into the house. The commissary looked after them, shaking his head.


“Pauvre femme,” he murmured to himself. “The shock was too much for her. Well, well, we can do nothing. Now, M. Poirot, shall we visit the place where the crime was committed?”


“If you please, M. Bex.”


We passed through the house, and out by the front door. Poirot had looked up at the staircase in passing, and shook his head in a dissatisfied manner.


“It is to me incredible that the servants heard nothing. The creaking of that staircase, with three people descending it, would awaken the dead!”


“It was the middle of the night, remember. They were sound asleep by then.” But Poirot continued to shake his head as though not fully accepting the explanation. On the sweep of the drive, he paused, looking up at the house.


“What moved them in the first place to try if the front door were open? It was a most unlikely thing that it should be. It was far more probable that they should at once try to force a window.”


“But all the windows on the ground floor are barred with iron shutters,” objected the commissary.


Poirot pointed to a window on the first floor.


“That is the window of the bedroom we have just come from, is it not? And see—there is a tree by which it would be the easiest thing in the world to mount.”


“Possibly,” admitted the other. “But they could not have done so without leaving footprints in the flower-bed.”


I saw the justice of his words. There were two large oval flower-beds planted with scarlet geraniums, one each side of the steps leading up to the front door. The tree in question had its roots actually at the back of the bed itself, and it would have been impossible to reach it without stepping on the bed.


“You see,” continued the commissary, “owing to the dry weather no prints would show on the drive or paths; but, on the soft mould of the flower-bed, it would have been a very different affair.”


Poirot went close to the bed and studied it attentively. As Bex had said, the mould was perfectly smooth. There was not an indentation on it anywhere.


Poirot nodded, as though convinced, and we turned away, but he suddenly darted off and began examining the other flower-bed.


“M. Bex!” he called. “See here. Here are plenty of traces for you.”


The commissary joined him—and smiled.


“My dear M. Poirot, those are without doubt the footprints of the gardener’s large hobnailed boots. In any case, it would have no importance, since this side we have no tree, and consequently no means of gaining access to the upper story.”


“True,” said Poirot, evidently crestfallen. “So you think these footprints are of no importance?”


“Not the least in the world.”


Then, to my utter astonishment, Poirot pronounced these words:


“I do not agree with you. I have a little idea that these footprints are the most important things we have seen yet.”


M. Bex said nothing, merely shrugged his shoulders. He was far too courteous to utter his real opinion.


“Shall we proceed?” he asked instead.


“Certainly. I can investigate this matter of the footprints later,” said Poirot cheerfully.


Instead of following the drive down to the gate, M. Bex turned up a path that branched off at right angles. It led, up a slight incline, round to the right of the house, and was bordered on either side by a kind of shrubbery. Suddenly it emerged into a little clearing from which one obtained a view of the sea. A seat had been placed here, and not far from it was a rather ramshackle shed. A few steps further on, a neat line of small bushes marked the boundary of the Villa grounds. M. Bex pushed his way through these and we found ourselves on a wide stretch of open downs. I looked round, and saw something that filled me with astonishment.


“Why, this is a golf course,” I cried.


Bex nodded.


“The limits are not completed yet,” he explained. “It is hoped to be able to open them sometime next month. It was some of the men working on them who discovered the body early this morning.”


I gave a gasp. A little to my left, where for the moment I had overlooked it, was a long narrow pit, and by it, face downwards, was the body of a man! For a moment, my heart gave a terrible leap, and I had a wild fancy that the tragedy had been duplicated. But the commissary dispelled my illusion by moving forward with a sharp exclamation of annoyance:


“What have my police been about? They had strict orders to allow no one near the place without proper credentials!”


The man on the ground turned his head over his shoulder.


“But I have proper credentials,” he remarked, and rose slowly to his feet. “My dear M. Giraud,” cried the commissary. “I had no idea that you had arrived, even. The examining magistrate has been awaiting you with the utmost impatience.”


As he spoke, I was scanning the new-comer with the keenest curiosity. The famous detective from the Paris Sûreté was familiar to me by name, and I was extremely interested to see him in the flesh. He was very tall, perhaps about thirty years of age, with auburn hair and moustache, and a military carriage. There was a trace of arrogance in his manner which showed that he was fully alive to his own importance. Bex introduced us, presenting Poirot as a colleague. A flicker of interest came into the detective’s eye.


“I know you by name, M. Poirot,” he said. “You cut quite a figure in the old days, didn’t you? But methods are very different now.”


“Crimes, though, are very much the same,” remarked Poirot gently.


I saw at once that Giraud was prepared to be hostile. He resented the other being associated with him, and I felt that if he came across any clue of importance he would be more than likely to keep it to himself.


“The examining magistrate—” began Bex again. But Giraud interrupted him rudely:


“A fig for the examining magistrate! The light is the important thing. For all practical purposes it will be gone in another half-hour or so. I know all about the case, and the people at the house will do very well until tomorrow, but, if we’re going to find a clue to the murderers, here is the spot we shall find it. Is it your police who have been trampling all over the place? I thought they knew better nowadays.”


“Assuredly they do. The marks you complain of were made by the workmen who discovered the body.”


The other grunted disgustedly.


“I can see the tracks where the three of them came through the hedge—but they were cunning. You can just recognize the centre footmarks as those of M. Renauld, but those on either side have been carefully obliterated. Not that there would really be much to see anyway on this hard ground, but they weren’t taking any chances.”


“The external sign,” said Poirot. “That is what you seek, eh?” The other detective stared.


“Of course.”


A very faint smile came to Poirot’s lips. He seemed about to speak, but checked himself. He bent down to where a spade was lying.


“That’s what the grave was dug with, right enough,” said Giraud. “But you’ll get nothing from it. It was Renauld’s own spade, and the man who used it wore gloves. Here they are.” He gesticulated with his foot to where two soiled earth-stained gloves were lying. “And they’re Renauld’s too—or at least his gardener’s. I tell you, the men who planned out this crime were taking no chances. The man was stabbed with his own dagger, and would have been buried with his own spade. They counted on leaving no traces! But I’ll beat them. There’s always something! And I mean to find it.”


But Poirot was now apparently interested in something else, a short discoloured piece of lead-piping which lay beside the spade. He touched it delicately with his finger.


“And does this, too, belong to the murdered man?” he asked, and I thought I detected a subtle flavour of irony in the question.


Giraud shrugged his shoulders to indicate that he neither knew nor cared. “May have been lying around here for weeks. Anyway, it doesn’t interest me.”


“I, on the contrary, find it very interesting,” said Poirot sweetly.


I guessed that he was merely bent on annoying the Paris detective and, if so, he succeeded. The other turned away rudely, remarking that he had no time to waste, and bending down he resumed his minute search of the ground.


Meanwhile Poirot, as though struck by a sudden idea, stepped back over the boundary, and tried the door of the little shed.


“That’s locked,” said Giraud over his shoulder. “But it’s only a place where the gardener keeps his rubbish. The spade didn’t come from there, but from the toolshed up by the house.”


“Marvellous,” murmured M. Bex, to me ecstatically. “He has been here but half an hour, and he already knows everything! What a man! Undoubtedly Giraud is the greatest detective alive today.”


Although I disliked the detective heartily, I nevertheless was secretly impressed. Efficiency seemed to radiate from the man. I could not help feeling that, so far, Poirot had not greatly distinguished himself, and it vexed me. He seemed to be directing his attention to all sorts of silly, puerile points that had nothing to do with the case. Indeed, at this juncture, he suddenly asked:


“M. Bex, tell me, I pray you, the meaning of this whitewashed line that extends all round the grave. Is it a device of the police?”


“No, M. Poirot, it is an affair of the golf course. It shows that there is here to be a ‘bunkair,’ as you call it.”


“A bunkair?” Poirot turned to me. “That is the irregular hole filled with sand and a bank at one side, is it not?”


I concurred.


“You do not play the golf, M. Poirot?” inquired Bex.


“I? Never! What a game!” He became excited. “Figure to yourself, each hole it is of a different length. The obstacles, they are not arranged mathematically. Even the greens are frequently up one side! There is only one pleasing thing—the how do you call them?—tee boxes! They, at least, are symmetrical.”


I could not refrain from a laugh at the way the game appeared to Poirot, and my little friend smiled at me affectionately, bearing no malice. Then he asked:


“But M. Renauld, without doubt he played the golf?”


“Yes, he was a keen golfer. It’s mainly owing to him, and to his large subscriptions, that this work is being carried forward. He even had a say in the designing of it.”


Poirot nodded thoughtfully.


Then he remarked:


“It was not a very good choice they made—of a spot to bury the body? When the men began to dig up the ground, all would have been discovered.”


“Exactly,” cried Giraud triumphantly. “And that proves that they were strangers to the place. It’s an excellent piece of indirect evidence.”


“Yes,” said Poirot doubtfully. “No one who knew would bury a body there—unless—unless—they wanted it to be discovered. And that is clearly absurd, is it not?”


Giraud did not even trouble to reply.


“Yes,” said Poirot, in a somewhat dissatisfied voice. “Yes—undoubtedly—absurd!”


7. THE MYSTERIOUS MADAME DAUBREUIL


____________________


As we retraced our steps to the house, M. Bex excused himself for leaving us, explaining that he must immediately acquaint the examining magistrate with the fact of Giraud’s arrival. Giraud himself had been obviously delighted when Poirot declared that he had seen all he wanted. The last thing we observed, as we left the spot, was Giraud, crawling about on all fours, with a thoroughness in his search that I could not but admire. Poirot guessed my thoughts, for as soon as we were alone he remarked ironically:


“At last you have seen the detective you admire—the human foxhound! Is it not so, my friend?”


“At any rate, he’s doing something,” I said, with asperity. “If there’s anything to find, he’ll find it. Now you—”


“Eh bien! I also have found something! A piece of lead-piping.”


“Nonsense, Poirot. You know very well that’s got nothing to do with it. I meant little things—traces that may lead us infallibly to the murderers.”


“Mon ami, a clue of two feet long is every bit as valuable as one measuring two millimetres! But it is the romantic idea that all important clues must be infinitesimal! As to the piece of lead-piping having nothing to do with the crime, you say that because Giraud told you so. No”—as I was about to interpose a question—“we will say no more. Leave Giraud to his search, and me to my ideas. The case seems straightforward enough—and yet—and yet, mon ami, I am not satisfied! And do you know why? Because of the wrist watch that is two hours fast. And then there are several curious little points that do not seem to fit in. For instance, if the object of the murderers was revenge, why did they not stab Renauld in his sleep and have done with it?”


“They wanted the ‘secret,’ ” I reminded him.


Poirot brushed a speck of dust from his sleeve with a dissatisfied air.


“Well, where is this ‘secret’? Presumably some distance away, since they wish him to dress himself. Yet he is found murdered close at hand, almost within ear-shot of the house. Then again, it is pure chance that a weapon such as the dagger should be lying about casually, ready to hand.”


He paused frowning, and then went on:


“Why did the servants hear nothing? Were they drugged? Was there an accomplice and did that accomplice see to it that the front door should remain open? I wonder if—”


He stopped abruptly. We had reached the drive in front of the house. Suddenly he turned to me.


“My friend, I am about to surprise you—to please you! I have taken your reproaches to heart! We will examine some footprints!”


“Where?”


“In that right-hand bed yonder. M. Bex says that they are the footmarks of the gardener. Let us see if that is so. See, he approaches with his wheelbarrow.”


Indeed an elderly man was just crossing the drive with a barrowful of seedlings. Poirot called to him, and he set down the barrow and came hobbling towards us.


“You are going to ask him for one of his boots to compare with the footmarks?” I asked breathlessly. My faith in Poirot revived a little. Since he said the footprints in this right-hand bed were important, presumably they were.


“Exactly,” said Poirot.


“But won’t he think it very odd?”


“He will not think about it at all.”


We could say no more, for the old man had joined us.


“You want me for something, monsieur?”


“Yes. You have been gardener here a long time, haven’t you?”


“Twenty-four years, monsieur.”


“And your name is—?”


“Auguste, monsieur.”


“I was admiring these magnificent geraniums. They are truly superb. They have been planted long?”


“Some time, monsieur. But of course, to keep the beds looking smart, one must keep bedding out a few new plants, and remove those that are over, besides keeping the old blooms well picked off.”


“You put in some new plants yesterday, didn’t you? Those in the middle there, and in the other bed also?”


“Monsieur has a sharp eye. It takes always a day or so for them to ‘pick up.’ Yes, I put ten new plants in each bed last night. As Monsieur doubtless knows, one should not put in plants when the sun is hot.”


Auguste was charmed with Poirot’s interest, and was quite inclined to be garrulous.


“That is a splendid specimen there,” said Poirot, pointing. “Might I perhaps have a cutting of it?”


“But certainly, monsieur.” The old fellow stepped into the bed, and carefully took a slip from the plant Poirot had admired.


Poirot was profuse in his thanks, and Auguste departed to his barrow.


“You see?” said Poirot with a smile, as he bent over the bed to examine the indentation of the gardener’s hobnailed boot. “It is quite simple.”


“I did not realize—”


“That the foot would be inside the boot? You do not use your excellent mental capacities sufficiently. Well, what of the footmark?”


I examined the bed carefully.


“All the footmarks in the bed were made by the same boot,” I said at length after a careful study.


“You think so? Eh bien, I agree with you,” said Poirot.


He seemed quite uninterested, and as though he were thinking of something else.


“At any rate,” I remarked, “you will have one bee less in your bonnet now.”


“Mon Dieu! But what an idiom! What does it mean?”


“What I meant was that now you will give up your interest in these footmarks.”


But to my surprise Poirot shook his head.


“No, no, mon ami. At last I am on the right track. I am still in the dark, but, as I hinted just now to M. Bex, these footmarks are the most important and interesting things in the case! That poor Giraud—I should not be surprised if he took no notice of them whatever.”


At that moment, the front door opened, and M. Hautet and the commissary came down the steps.


“Ah, M. Poirot, we were coming to look for you,” said the magistrate. “It is getting late, but I wish to pay a visit to Madame Daubreuil. Without doubt she will be very much upset by M. Renauld’s death, and we may be fortunate enough to get a clue from her. The secret that he did not confide to his wife, it is possible that he may have told it to the woman whose love held him enslaved. We know where our Samsons are weak, don’t we?”


I admired the picturesqueness of M. Hautet’s language. I suspected that the examining magistrate was by now thoroughly enjoying his part in the mysterious drama.


“Is M. Giraud not going to accompany us?” asked Poirot.


“M. Giraud has shown clearly that he prefers to conduct the case in his own way,” said M. Hautet dryly. One could see easily enough that Giraud’s cavalier treatment of the examining magistrate had not prejudiced the latter in his favour. We said no more, but fell into line. Poirot walked with the examining magistrate, and the commissary and I followed a few paces behind.


“There is no doubt that Françoise’s story is substantially correct,” he remarked to me in a confidential tone. “I have been telephoning headquarters. It seems that three times in the last six weeks—that is to say since the arrival of M. Renauld at Merlinville—Madame Daubreuil has paid a large sum in notes into her banking account. Altogether the sum totals two hundred thousand francs!”


“Dear me,” I said, considering, “that must be something like four thousand pounds!”


“Precisely. Yes, there can be no doubt that he was absolutely infatuated. But it remains to be seen whether he confided his secret to her. The examining magistrate is hopeful, but I hardly share his views.”


During this conversation we were walking down the lane towards the fork in the road where our car had halted earlier in the afternoon, and in another moment I realized that the Villa Marguerite, the home of the mysterious Madame Daubreuil, was the small house from which the beautiful girl had emerged.


“She has lived here for many years,” said the commissary, nodding his head towards the house. “Very quietly, very unobtrusively. She seems to have no friends or relations other than the acquaintances she has made in Merlinville. She never refers to the past, nor to her husband. One does not even know if he is alive or dead. There is a mystery about her, you comprehend.” I nodded, my interest growing.


“And—the daughter?” I ventured.


“A truly beautiful young girl—modest, devout, all that she should be. One pities her, for, though she may know nothing of the past, a man who wants to ask her hand in marriage must necessarily inform himself, and then—” The commissary shrugged his shoulders cynically.


“But it would not be her fault!” I cried, with rising indignation.


“No. But what will you? A man is particular about his wife’s antecedents.”


I was prevented from further argument by our arrival at the door. M. Hautet rang the bell. A few minutes elapsed, and then we heard a footfall within, and the door was opened. On the threshold stood my young goddess of that afternoon. When she saw us, the colour left her cheeks, leaving her deathly white, and her eyes widened with apprehension. There was no doubt about it, she was afraid!


“Mademoiselle Daubreuil,” said M. Hautet, sweeping off his hat, “we regret infinitely to disturb you, but the exigencies of the Law—you comprehend? My compliments to Madame your mother, and will she have the goodness to grant me a few moments’ interview.”


For a moment the girl stood motionless. Her left hand was pressed to her side, as though to still the sudden unconquerable agitation of her heart. But she mastered herself, and said in a low voice:


“I will go and see. Please come inside.”


She entered a room on the left of the hall, and we heard the low murmur of her voice. And then another voice, much the same in timbre, but with a slightly harder inflection behind its mellow roundness said:


“But certainly. Ask them to enter.”


In another minute we were face to face with the mysterious Madame Daubreuil.


She was not nearly so tall as her daughter, and the rounded curves of her figure had all the grace of full maturity. Her hair, again unlike her daughter’s, was dark, and parted in the middle in the madonna style. Her eyes, half hidden by the drooping lids, were blue. There was a dimple in the round chin, and the half parted lips seemed always to hover on the verge of a mysterious smile. There was something almost exaggeratedly feminine about her, at once yielding and seductive. Though very well preserved, she was certainly no longer young, but her charm was of the quality which is independent of age.


Standing there, in her black dress with the fresh white collar and cuffs, her hands clasped together, she looked subtly appealing and helpless.


“You wished to see me, monsieur?” she asked.


“Yes, madame.” M. Hautet cleared his throat. “I am investigating the death of M. Renauld. You have heard of it, no doubt?”


She bowed her head without speaking. Her expression did not change. “We came to ask you whether you can—er—throw any light upon the circumstances surrounding it?”


“I?” The surprise of her tone was excellent.


“Yes, madame. It would, perhaps, be better if we could speak to you alone.” He looked meaningly in the direction of the girl.


Madame Daubreuil turned to her.


“Marthe, dear—”


But the girl shook her head.


“No, maman, I will not go. I am not a child. I am twenty-two. I shall not go.”


Madame Daubreuil turned back to the examining magistrate.


“You see, monsieur.”


“I should prefer not to speak before Mademoiselle Daubreuil.”


“As my daughter says, she is not a child.”


For a moment the magistrate hesitated, baffled.


“Very well, madame,” he said at last. “Have it your own way. We have reason to believe that you were in the habit of visiting the dead man at his Villa in the evenings. Is that so?”


The colour rose in the lady’s pale cheeks, but she replied quietly:


“I deny your right to ask me such a question!”


“Madame, we are investigating a murder.”


“Well, what of it? I had nothing to do with the murder.”


“Madame, we do not say that for a moment. But you knew the dead man well. Did he ever confide in you as to any danger that threatened him?”


“Never.”


“Did he ever mention his life in Santiago, and any enemies he may have made there?”


“No.”


“Then you can give us no help at all?”


“I fear not. I really do not see why you should come to me. Cannot his wife tell you what you want to know?” Her voice held a slender inflection of irony.


“Madame Renauld has told us all she can.”


“Ah!” said Madame Daubreuil. “I wonder—”


“You wonder what, madame?”


“Nothing.”


The examining magistrate looked at her. He was aware that he was fighting a duel, and that he had no mean antagonist.


“You persist in your statement that M. Renauld confided nothing in you?”


“Why should you think it likely that he should confide in me?”


“Because, madame,” said M. Hautet, with calculated brutality. “A man tells to his mistress what he does not always tell to his wife.”


“Ah!” she sprang forward. Her eyes flashed fire. “Monsieur, you insult me! And before my daughter! I can tell you nothing. Have the goodness to leave my house!”


The honours undoubtedly rested with the lady. We left the Villa Marguerite like a shamefaced pack of schoolboys. The magistrate muttered angry ejaculations to himself. Poirot seemed lost in thought. Suddenly he came out of his reverie with a start, and inquired of M. Hautet if there was a good hotel near at hand.


“There is a small place, the Hotel des Bains, on this side of town. A few hundred yards down the road. It will be handy for your investigations. We shall see you in the morning then, I presume?”


“Yes, I thank you, M. Hautet.”


With mutual civilities, we parted company, Poirot and I going towards Merlinville, and the others returning to the Villa Geneviève.


“The French police system is very marvellous,” said Poirot, looking after them. “The information they possess about every one’s life, down to the most commonplace detail, is extraordinary. Though he has only been here a little over six weeks, they are perfectly well acquainted with M. Renauld’s tastes and pursuits, and at a moment’s notice they can produce information as to Madame Daubreuil’s banking account, and the sums that have lately been paid in! Undoubtedly the dossier is a great institution. But what is that?” He turned sharply.


A figure was running hatless, down the road after us. It was Marthe Daubreuil.


“I beg your pardon,” she cried breathlessly, as she reached us. “I—I should not do this, I know. You must not tell my mother. But is it true, what the people say, that M. Renauld called in a detective before he died, and—and that you are he?”


“Yes, mademoiselle,” said Poirot gently. “It is quite true. But how did you learn it?”


“Françoise told our Amélie,” explained Marthe, with a blush.


Poirot made a grimace.


“The secrecy, it is impossible in an affair of this kind! Not that it matters. Well, mademoiselle, what is it you want to know?”


The girl hesitated. She seemed longing, yet fearing, to speak. At last, almost in a whisper, she asked:


“Is—any one suspected?”


Poirot eyed her keenly.


Then he replied evasively:


“Suspicion is in the air at present, mademoiselle.”


“Yes, I know—but—any one in particular?”


“Why do you want to know?”


The girl seemed frightened by the question. All at once Poirot’s words about her earlier in the day recurred to me. The “girl with the anxious eyes!”


“M. Renauld was always very kind to me,” she replied at last. “It is natural that I should be interested.”


“I see,” said Poirot. “Well, mademoiselle, suspicion at present is hovering round two persons.”


“Two?”


I could have sworn there was a note of surprise and relief in her voice. “Their names are unknown, but they are presumed to be Chilians from Santiago. And now, mademoiselle, you see what comes of being young and beautiful! I have betrayed professional secrets for you!”


The girl laughed merrily, and then, rather shyly, she thanked him.


“I must run back now. Maman will miss me.”


And she turned and ran back up the road, looking like a modern Atalanta. I stared after her.


“Mon ami,” said Poirot, in his gentle ironical voice, “is it that we are to remain planted here all night—just because you have seen a beautiful young woman, and your head is in a whirl?”


I laughed and apologized.


“But she is beautiful, Poirot. Any one might be excused for being bowled over by her.”


Poirot groaned.


“Mon Dieu! But it is that you have the susceptible heart!”


“Poirot,” I said, “do you remember after the Styles Case when—”


“When you were in love with two charming women at once, and neither of them were for you? Yes, I remember.”


“You consoled me by saying that perhaps some day we should hunt together again, and that then—”


“Eh bien?”


“Well, we are hunting together again, and—” I paused, and laughed rather self-consciously.


But to my surprise Poirot shook his head very earnestly.


“Ah, mon ami, do not set your heart on Marthe Daubreuil. She is not for you, that one! Take it from Papa Poirot!”


“Why,” I cried, “the commissary assured me that she was as good as she is beautiful! A perfect angel!”


“Some of the greatest criminals I have known had the faces of angels,” remarked Poirot cheerfully. “A malformation of the grey cells may coincide quite easily with the face of a madonna.”


“Poirot,” I cried, horrified, “you cannot mean that you suspect an innocent child like this!”


“Ta-ta-ta! Do not excite yourself! I have not said that I suspected her. But you must admit that her anxiety to know about the case is somewhat unusual.”


“For once, I see further than you do,” I said. “Her anxiety is not for herself—but for her mother.”


“My friend,” said Poirot, “as usual, you see nothing at all. Madame Daubreuil is very well able to look after herself without her daughter worrying about her. I admit I was teasing you just now, but all the same I repeat what I said before. Do not set your heart on that girl. She is not for you! I, Hercule Poirot, know it. Sacré! if only I could remember where I had seen that face!”


“What face?” I asked, surprised. “The daughter’s?”


“No. The mother’s.”


Noting my surprise, he nodded emphatically.


“But yes—it is as I tell you. It was a long time ago, when I was still with the Police in Belgium. I have never actually seen the woman before, but I have seen her picture—and in connection with some case. I rather fancy—”


“Yes?”


“I may be mistaken, but I rather fancy that it was a murder case!”


8. AN UNEXPECTED MEETING


____________________


We were up at the Villa betimes next morning. The man on guard at the gate did not bar our way this time. Instead, he respectfully saluted us, and we passed on to the house. The maid Léonie was just coming down the stairs, and seemed not averse to the prospect of a little conversation.


Poirot inquired after the health of Mrs. Renauld.


Léonie shook her head.


“She is terribly upset, la pauvre dame! She will eat nothing—but nothing! And she is as pale as a ghost. It is heartrending to see her. Ah, par exemple, it is not I who would grieve like that for a man who had deceived me with another woman!”


Poirot nodded sympathetically.


“What you say is very just, but what will you? The heart of a woman who loves will forgive many blows. Still, undoubtedly there must have been many scenes of recrimination between them in the last few months?”


Again Léonie shook her head.


“Never, monsieur. Never have I heard Madame utter a word of protest—of reproach, even! She had the temper and disposition of an angel—quite different to Monsieur.”


“Monsieur Renauld had not the temper of an angel?”


“Far from it. When he enraged himself, the whole house knew of it. The day that he quarrelled with M. Jack—ma foi! they might have been heard in the market place, they shouted so loud!”


“Indeed,” said Poirot. “And when did this quarrel take place?”


“Oh! it was just before M. Jack went to Paris. Almost he missed his train. He came out of the library, and caught up his bag which he had left in the hall. The automobile, it was being repaired, and he had to run for the station. I was dusting the salon, and I saw him pass, and his face was white—white—with two burning spots of red. Ah, but he was angry!”


Léonie was enjoying her narrative thoroughly.


“And the dispute, what was it about?”


“Ah, that I do not know,” confessed Léonie. “It is true that they shouted, but their voices were so loud and high, and they spoke so fast, that only one well acquainted with English could have comprehended. But Monsieur, he was like a thundercloud all day! Impossible to please him!”


The sound of a door shutting upstairs cut short Léonie’s loquacity.


“And Françoise who awaits me!” she exclaimed, awakening to a tardy remembrance of her duties. “That old one, she always scolds.”


“One moment, mademoiselle. The examining magistrate, where is he?”


“They have gone out to look at the automobile in the garage. Monsieur the commissary had some idea that it might have been used on the night of the murder.”


“Quelle idée,” murmured Poirot, as the girl disappeared.


“You will go out and join them?”


“No, I shall await their return in the salon. It is cool there on this hot morning.”


This placid way of taking things did not quite commend itself to me.


“If you don’t mind—” I said, and hesitated.


“Not in the least. You wish to investigate on your own account, eh?”


“Well, I’d rather like to have a look at Giraud, if he’s anywhere about, and see what he’s up to.”


“The human foxhound,” murmured Poirot, as he leaned back in a comfortable chair, and closed his eyes. “By all means, my friend. Au revoir.”


I strolled out of the front door. It was certainly hot. I turned up the path we had taken the day before. I had a mind to study the scene of the crime myself. I did not go directly to the spot, however, but turned aside into the bushes, so as to come out on the links some hundred yards or so further to the right. If Giraud were still on the spot, I wanted to observe his methods before he knew of my presence. But the shrubbery here was much denser, and I had quite a struggle to force my way through. When I emerged at last on the course, it was quite unexpectedly and with such vigour that I cannoned heavily into a young lady who had been standing with her back to the plantation.


She not unnaturally gave a suppressed shriek, but I, too, uttered an exclamation of surprise. For it was my friend of the train, Cinderella!


The surprise was mutual.


“You,” we both exclaimed simultaneously.


The young lady recovered herself first.


“My only Aunt!” she exclaimed. “What are you doing here?”


“For the matter of that, what are you?” I retorted.


“When last I saw you, the day before yesterday, you were trotting home to England like a good little boy. Have they given you a season ticket to and fro, on the strength of your M.P.?”


I ignored the end of the speech.


“When last I saw you,” I said, “you were trotting home with your sister, like a good little girl. By the way, how is your sister?”


A flash of white teeth rewarded me.


“How kind of you to ask! My sister is well, I thank you.”


“She is here with you?”


“She remained in town,” said the minx with dignity.


“I don’t believe you’ve got a sister,” I laughed. “If you have, her name is Harris!”


“Do you remember mine?” she asked, with a smile.


“Cinderella. But you’re going to tell me the real one now, aren’t you?”


She shook her head with a wicked look.


“Not even why you’re here?”


“Oh, that! I suppose you’ve heard of members of my profession ‘resting.’ ”


“At expensive French watering-places?”


“Dirt cheap if you know where to go.”


I eyed her keenly.


“Still, you’d no intention of coming here when I met you two days ago?”


“We all have our disappointments,” said Miss Cinderella sententiously. “There now, I’ve told you quite as much as is good for you. Little boys should not be inquisitive. You’ve not yet told me what you’re doing here? Got the M.P. in tow, I suppose, doing the gay boy on the beach.”


I shook my head. “Guess again. You remember my telling you that my great friend was a detective?”


“Yes?”


“And perhaps you’ve heard about this crime—at the Villa Geneviève—?” She stared at me. Her breast heaved, and her eyes grew wide and round. “You don’t mean—that you’re in on that?”


I nodded. There was no doubt that I had scored heavily. Her emotion, as she regarded me, was only too evident. For some few seconds, she remained silent, staring at me. Then she nodded her head emphatically.


“Well, if that doesn’t beat the band! Tote me round. I want to see all the horrors.”


“What do you mean?”


“What I say. Bless the boy, didn’t I tell you I doted on crimes? What do you think I’m imperilling my ankles for in high-heeled shoes over this stubble? I’ve been nosing round for hours. Tried the front way in, but that old stick-inthe-mud of a French gendarme wasn’t taking any. I guess Helen of Troy, and Cleopatra, and Mary, Queen of Scots, rolled in one wouldn’t cut ice with him! It’s a real piece of luck happening on you this way. Come on, show me all the sights.”


“But look here—wait a minute—I can’t. Nobody’s allowed in. They’re awfully strict.”


“Aren’t you and your friend the big bugs?”


I was loath to relinquish my position of importance.


“Why are you so keen?” I asked weakly. “And what is it you want to see.”


“Oh, everything! The place where it happened, and the weapon, and the body, and any finger-prints or interesting things like that. I’ve never had a chance of being right in on a murder like this before. It’ll last me all my life?”


I turned away, sickened. What were women coming to nowadays? The girl’s ghoulish excitement nauseated me. I had read of the mobs of women who besieged the law courts when some wretched man was being tried for his life on the capital charge. I had sometimes wondered who these women were. Now I knew. They were of the likeness of Cinderella, young, yet obsessed with a yearning for morbid excitement, for sensation at any price, without regard to any decency or good feeling. The vividness of the girl’s beauty had attracted me in spite of myself, yet at heart I retained my first impression of disapproval and dislike. I thought of my mother, long since dead. What would she have said of this strange modern product of girlhood? The pretty face with the paint and powder, and the ghoulish mind behind!


“Come off your high horse,” said the lady suddenly. “And don’t give yourself airs. When you got called to this job, did you put your nose in the air and say it was a nasty business, and you wouldn’t be mixed up in it?”


“No, but—”


“If you’d been here on a holiday, wouldn’t you be nosing round just the same as I am? Of course you would.”


“I’m a man. You’re a woman.”


“Your idea of a woman is some one who gets on a chair and shrieks if she sees a mouse. That’s all prehistoric. But you will show me round, won’t you? You see, it might make a big difference to me.”


“In what way?”


“They’re keeping all the reporters out. I might make a big scoop with one of the papers. You don’t know how much they pay for a bit of inside stuff.”


I hesitated. She slipped a small soft hand into mine.


“Please—there’s a dear.”


I capitulated. Secretly, I knew that I should rather enjoy the part of showman. After all, the moral attitude displayed by the girl was none of my business. I was a little nervous as to what the examining magistrate might say, but I reassured myself by the reflection that no harm could possibly be done.


We repaired first to the spot where the body had been discovered. A man was on guard there, who saluted respectfully, knowing me by sight, and raised no question as to my companion. Presumably he regarded her as vouched for by me. I explained to Cinderella just how the discovery had been made, and she listened attentively, sometimes putting an intelligent question. Then we turned our steps in the direction of the Villa. I proceeded rather cautiously, for, truth to tell, I was not at all anxious to meet any one. I took the girl through the shrubbery round to the back of the house where the small shed was. I recollected that yesterday evening, after relocking the door, M. Bex had left the key with the sergent de ville Marchaud, “in case M. Giraud should require it while we are upstairs.” I thought it quite likely that the Sûreté detective, after using it, had returned it to Marchaud again. Leaving the girl out of sight in the shrubbery, I entered the house. Marchaud was on duty outside the door of the salon. From within came the murmur of voices.


“Monsieur desires Hautet? He is within. He is again interrogating Françoise.”


“No,” I said hastily, “I don’t want him. But I should very much like the key of the shed outside if it is not against regulations.”


“But certainly, monsieur.” He produced it. “Here it is. M. le juge gave orders that all facilities were to be placed at your disposal. You will return it to me when you have finished out there, that is all.”


“Of course.”


I felt a thrill of satisfaction as I realized that in Marchaud’s eyes, at least, I ranked equally in importance with Poirot. The girl was waiting for me. She gave an exclamation of delight as she saw the key in my hand.


“You’ve got it then?”


“Of course,” I said coolly. “All the same, you know, what I’m doing is highly irregular.”


“You’ve been a perfect duck, and I shan’t forget it. Come along. They can’t see us from the house, can they?”


“Wait a minute.” I arrested her eager advance. “I won’t stop you if you really wish to go in. But do you? You’ve seen the grave, and the grounds, and you’ve heard all the details of the affair. Isn’t that enough for you? This is going to be gruesome, you know, and—unpleasant.”


She looked at me for a moment with an expression that I could not quite fathom. Then she laughed.


“Me for the horrors,” she said. “Come along.”


In silence we arrived at the door of the shed. I opened it and we passed in. I walked over to the body, and gently pulled down the sheet as M. Bex had done the preceding afternoon. A little gasping sound escaped from the girl’s lips, and I turned and looked at her. There was horror on her face now, and those debonair high spirits of hers were quenched utterly. She had not chosen to listen to my advice, and she was punished now for her disregard of it. I felt singularly merciless towards her. She should go through with it now. I turned the corpse gently over.


“You see,” I said, “he was stabbed in the back.”


Her voice was almost soundless.


“With what?”


I nodded towards the glass jar.


“That dagger.”


Suddenly the girl reeled, and then sank down in a heap. I sprang to her assistance.


“You are faint. Come out of here. It has been too much for you.”


“Water,” she murmured. “Quick. Water…”


I left her, and rushed into the house. Fortunately none of the servants were about, and I was able to secure a glass of water unobserved and add a few drops of brandy from a pocket flask. In a few minutes I was back again. The girl was lying as I had left her, but a few sips of the brandy and water revived her in a marvellous manner.


“Take me out of here—oh, quickly, quickly!” she cried, shuddering. Supporting her with my arm I led her out into the air, and she pulled the door to behind her. Then she drew a deep breath.


“That’s better. Oh, it was horrible! Why did you ever let me go in?”


I felt this to be so feminine that I could not forbear a smile. Secretly, I was not dissatisfied with her collapse. It proved that she was not quite so callous as I had thought her. After all she was little more than a child, and her curiosity had probably been of the unthinking order.


“I did my best to stop you, you know,” I said gently.


“I suppose you did. Well, good-bye.”


“Look here, you can’t start off like that—all alone. You’re not fit for it. I insist on accompanying you back to Merlinville.”


“Nonsense. I’m quite all right now.”


“Supposing you felt faint again? No, I shall come with you.”


But this she combated with a good deal of energy. In the end, however, I prevailed so far as to be allowed to accompany her to the outskirts of the town. We retraced our steps over our former route, passing the grave again, and making a detour on to the road. Where the first straggling line of shops began, she stopped and held out her hand.


“Good-bye, and thank you ever so much for coming with me.”


“Are you sure you’re all right now?”


“Quite, thanks. I hope you won’t get into any trouble over showing me things?”


I disclaimed the idea lightly.


“Well, good-bye.”


“Au revoir,” I corrected. “If you’re staying here, we shall meet again.”


She flashed a smile at me.


“That’s so. Au revoir, then.”


“Wait a second, you haven’t told me your address?”


“Oh, I’m staying at the Hôtel du Phare. It’s a little place, but quite good. Come and look me up tomorrow.”


“I will,” I said, with perhaps rather unnecessary empressement.


I watched her out of sight, then turned and retraced my steps to the Villa. I remembered that I had not relocked the door of the shed. Fortunately no one had noticed the oversight, and turning the key I removed it and returned it to the sergent de ville. And, as I did so, it came upon me suddenly that though Cinderella had given me her address I still did not know her name.


9. M. GIRAUD FINDS SOME CLUES


____________________


In the salon I found the examining magistrate busily interrogating the old gardener, Auguste. Poirot and the commissary, who were both present, greeted me respectively with a smile and a polite bow. I slipped quietly into a seat. M. Hautet was painstaking and meticulous in the extreme, but did not succeed in eliciting anything of importance.


The gardening gloves Auguste admitted to be his. He wore them when handling a certain species of primula plant which was poisonous to some people. He could not say when he had worn them last. Certainly he had not missed them. Where were they kept? Sometimes in one place, sometimes in another. The spade was usually to be found in the small tool shed. Was it locked? Of course it was locked. Where was the key kept? Parbleu, it was in the door of course! There was nothing of value to steal. Who would have expected a party of bandits, of assassins? Such things did not happen in Madame la Vicomtesse’s time. M. Hautet signifying that he had finished with him, the old man withdrew, grumbling to the last. Remembering Poirot’s unaccountable insistence on the footprints in the flower beds, I scrutinized him narrowly as he gave his evidence. Either he had nothing to do with the crime or he was a consummate actor. Suddenly, just as he was going out of the door, an idea struck me. “Pardon M. Hautet,” I cried, “but will you permit me to ask him one question?”


“But certainly, monsieur.”


Thus encouraged, I turned to Auguste.


“Where do you keep your boots?”


“Sac à papier!” growled the old man. “On my feet. Where else?”


“But when you go to bed at night?”


“Under my bed.”


“But who cleans them?”


“Nobody. Why should they be cleaned? Is it that I promenade myself on the front like a young man? On Sunday I wear the Sunday boots, bien entendu, but otherwise—!” he shrugged his shoulders.


I shook my head, discouraged.


“Well, well,” said the magistrate. “We do not advance very much. Undoubtedly we are held up until we get the return cable from Santiago. Has any one seen Giraud? In verity that one lacks politeness! I have a very good mind to send for him and—”


“You will not have to send far, M. le juge.”


The quiet voice startled us. Giraud was standing outside looking in through the open window.


He leaped lightly into the room, and advanced to the table.


“Here I am, M. le juge, at your service. Accept my excuses for not presenting myself sooner.”


“Not at all. Not at all,” said the magistrate, rather confused.


“Of course I am only a detective,” continued the other. “I know nothing of interrogatories. Were I conducting one, I should be inclined to do so without an open window. Any one standing outside can so easily hear all that passes… But no matter.”


M. Hautet flushed angrily. There was evidently going to be no love lost between the examining magistrate and the detective in charge of the case. They had fallen foul of each other at the start. Perhaps in any event it would have been much the same. To Giraud, all examining magistrates were fools, and to M. Hautet who took himself seriously, the casual manner of the Paris detective could not fail to give offence.


“Eh bien, M. Giraud,” said the magistrate rather sharply. “Without doubt you have been employing your time to a marvel? You have the names of the assassins for us, have you not? And also the precise spot where they find themselves now?”


Unmoved by this irony, Giraud replied:


“I know at least where they have come from.”


“Comment?”


Giraud took two small objects from his pocket and laid them down on the table. We crowded round. The objects were very simple ones: the stub of a cigarette, and an unlighted match. The detective wheeled round on Poirot.


“What do you see there?” he asked.


There was something almost brutal in his tone. It made my cheeks flush. But Poirot remained unmoved. He shrugged his shoulders.


“A cigarette end, and a match.”


“And what does that tell you?”


Poirot spread out his hands.


“It tells me—nothing.”


“Ah!” said Giraud, in a satisfied voice. “You haven’t made a study of these things. That’s not an ordinary match—not in this country at least. It’s common enough in South America. Luckily it’s unlighted. I mightn’t have recognized it otherwise. Evidently one of the men threw away his cigarette end, and lit another, spilling one match out of the box as he did so.”


“And the other match?” asked Poirot.


“Which match?”


“The one he did light his cigarette with. You have found that also?”


“No.”


“Perhaps you didn’t search very thoroughly.”


“Not search thoroughly—” For a moment it seemed as though the detective were going to break out angrily, but with an effort he controlled himself. “I see you love a joke, M. Poirot. But in any case, match or no match, the cigarette end would be sufficient. It is a South American cigarette with liquorice pectoral paper.”


Poirot bowed. The commissary spoke:


“The cigarette end and match might have belonged to M. Renauld. Remember, it is only two years since he returned from South America.”


“No,” replied the other confidently. “I have already searched among the effects of M. Renauld. The cigarettes he smoked and the matches he used are quite different.”


“You do not think it odd,” asked Poirot, “that these strangers should come unprovided with a weapon, with gloves, with a spade, and that they should so conveniently find all these things?”


Giraud smiled in a rather superior manner.


“Undoubtedly it is strange. Indeed, without the theory that I hold, it would be inexplicable.”


“Aha!” said M. Hautet. “An accomplice. An accomplice within the house!”


“Or outside it,” said Giraud with a peculiar smile.


“But some one must have admitted them? We cannot allow that, by an unparalleled piece of good fortune, they found the door ajar for them to walk in?”


“D’accord, M. le juge. The door was opened for them, but it could just as easily be opened from outside—by some one who possessed a key.”


“But who did possess a key?”


Giraud shrugged his shoulders.


“As for that, no one who possesses one is going to admit the fact if they can help it. But several people might have had one. M. Jack Renauld, the son, for instance. It is true that he is on his way to South America, but he might have lost the key or had it stolen from him. Then there is the gardener—he has been here many years. One of the younger servants may have a lover. It is easy to take an impression of a key and have one cut. There are many possibilities. Then there is another person who, I should judge, is exceedingly likely to have such a thing in her keeping.”


“Who is that?”


“Madame Daubreuil,” said the detective dryly.


“Eh, eh!” said the magistrate, his face falling a little, “so you have heard about that, have you?”


“I hear everything,” said Giraud imperturbably.


“There is one thing I could swear you have not heard,” said M. Hautet, delighted to be able to show superior knowledge, and without more ado, he retailed the story of the mysterious visitor the night before. He also touched on the cheque made out to “Duveen,” and finally handed Giraud the letter signed “Bella.”


Giraud listened in silence, studied the letter attentively, and then handed it back.


“All very interesting, M. le juge. But my theory remains unaffected.”


“And your theory is?”


“For the moment I prefer not to say. Remember, I am only just beginning my investigations.”


“Tell me one thing, M. Giraud,” said Poirot suddenly. “Your theory allows for the door being opened. It does not explain why it was left open. When they departed, would it not have been natural for them to close it behind them? If a sergent de ville had chanced to come up to the house, as is sometimes done to see that all is well, they might have been discovered and overtaken almost at once.”


“Bah! They forgot it. A mistake, I grant you.”


Then, to my surprise, Poirot uttered almost the same words as he had uttered to Bex the previous evening:


“I do not agree with you. The door being left open was the result of either design or necessity, and any theory that does not admit that fact is bound to prove vain.”


We all regarded the little man with a good deal of astonishment. The confession of ignorance drawn from him over the match end had, I thought, been bound to humiliate him, but here he was self-satisfied as ever, laying down the law to the great Giraud without a tremor.


The detective twisted his moustache, eyeing my friend in a somewhat bantering fashion.


“You don’t agree with me, eh? Well, what strikes you particularly about the case. Let’s hear your views.”


“One thing presents itself to me as being significant. Tell me, M. Giraud, does nothing strike you as familiar about this case? Is there nothing it reminds you of?”


“Familiar? Reminds me of? I can’t say off-hand. I don’t think so, though.”


“You are wrong,” said Poirot quietly. “A crime almost precisely similar has been committed before.”


“When? And where?”


“Ah, that, unfortunately, I cannot for the moment remember—but I shall do so. I had hoped you might be able to assist me.”


Giraud snorted incredulously.


“There have been many affairs of masked men! I cannot remember the details of them all. These crimes all resemble each other more or less.”


“There is such a thing as the individual touch.” Poirot suddenly assumed his lecturing manner, and addressed us collectively. “I am speaking to you now of the psychology of crime. M. Giraud knows quite well that each criminal has his particular method, and that the police, when called in to investigate—say a case of burglary—can often make a shrewd guess at the offender, simply by the peculiar method he has employed. (Japp would tell you the same, Hastings.) Man is an unoriginal animal. Unoriginal within the law in his daily respectable life, equally unoriginal outside the law. If a man commits a crime, any other crime he commits will resemble it closely. The English murderer who disposed of his wives in succession by drowning them in their baths was a case in point. Had he varied his methods, he might have escaped detection to this day. But he obeyed the common dictates of human nature, arguing that what had once succeeded would succeed again, and he paid the penalty of his lack of originality.”


“And the point of all this?” sneered Giraud.


“That when you have two crimes precisely similar in design and execution, you find the same brain behind them both. I am looking for that brain, M. Giraud—and I shall find it. Here we have a true clue—a psychological clue. You may know all about cigarettes and match ends, M. Giraud, but I, Hercule Poirot, know the mind of man!” And the ridiculous little fellow tapped his forehead with emphasis.


Giraud remained singularly unimpressed.


“For your guidance,” continued Poirot, “I will also advise you of one fact which might fail to be brought to your notice. The wrist watch of Madame Renauld, on the day following the tragedy, had gained two hours. It might interest you to examine it.”


Giraud stared.


“Perhaps it was in the habit of gaining?”


“As a matter of fact, I am told it did.”


“Eh bien, then!”


“All the same, two hours is a good deal,” said Poirot softly. “Then there is the matter of the footprints in the flower-bed.”


He nodded his head towards the open window. Giraud took two eager strides, and looked out.


“This bed here?”


“Yes.”


“But I see no footprints?”


“No,” said Poirot, straightening a little pile of books on a table. “There are none.”


For a moment an almost murderous rage obscured Giraud’s face. He took two strides towards his tormentor, but at that moment the salon door was opened, and Marchaud announced.


“M. Stonor, the secretary, has just arrived from England. May he enter?”


10. GABRIEL STONOR


____________________


The man who entered the room was a striking figure. Very tall, with a wellknit athletic frame, and a deeply bronzed face and neck, he dominated the assembly. Even Giraud seemed anaemic beside him. When I knew him better I realized that Gabriel Stonor was quite an unusual personality. English by birth, he had knocked about all over the world. He had shot big game in Africa, travelled in Korea, ranched in California, and traded in the South Sea Islands. He had been secretary to a New York railway magnate, and had spent a year encamped in the desert with a friendly tribe of Arabs.


His unerring eye picked out M. Hautet.


“The examining magistrate in charge of the case? Pleased to meet you, M. le juge. This is a terrible business. How’s Mrs. Renauld? Is she bearing up fairly well? It must have been an awful shock to her.”


“Terrible, terrible,” said M. Hautet. “Permit me to introduce M. Bex—our commissary of police, M. Giraud of the Sûreté. This gentleman is M. Hercule Poirot. M. Renauld sent for him, but he arrived too late to do anything to avert the tragedy. A friend of M. Poirot’s, Captain Hastings.”


Stonor looked at Poirot with some interest.


“Sent for you, did he?”


“You did not know, then, that M. Renauld contemplated calling in a detective?” interposed M. Bex.


“No, I didn’t. But it doesn’t surprise me a bit.”


“Why?”


“Because the old man was rattled! I don’t know what it was all about. He didn’t confide in me. We weren’t on those terms. But rattled he was—and badly!”


“H’m!” said M. Hautet. “But you have no notion of the cause?”


“That’s what I said, sir.”


“You will pardon me, M. Stonor, but we must begin with a few formalities. Your name?”


“Gabriel Stonor.”


“How long ago was it that you became secretary to M. Renauld?”


“About two years ago, when he first arrived from South America. I met him through a mutual friend, and he offered me the post. A thundering good boss he was too.”


“Did he talk to you much about his life in South America?”


“Yes, a good bit.”


“Do you know if he was ever in Santiago?”


“Several times, I believe.”


“He never mentioned any special incident that occurred there—anything that might have provoked some vendetta against him?”


“Never.”


“Did he speak of any secret that he had acquired whilst sojourning there?”


“No.”


“Did he ever say anything at all about a secret?”


“Not that I can remember. But, for all that, there was a mystery about him. I’ve never heard him speak of his boyhood for instance, or of any incident prior to his arrival in South America. He was a French-Canadian by birth, I believe, but I’ve never heard him speak of his life in Canada. He could shut up like a clam if he liked.”


“So, as far as you know, he had no enemies, and you can give us no clue as to any secret to obtain possession of which he might have been murdered?”


“That’s so.”


“M. Stonor, have you ever heard the name of Duveen in connection with M. Renauld?”


“Duveen. Duveen.” He tried the name over thoughtfully. “I don’t think I have. And yet it seems familiar.”


“Do you know a lady, a friend of M. Renauld’s whose Christian name is Bella?”


Again Mr. Stonor shook his head.


“Bella Duveen? Is that the full name? It’s curious! I’m sure I know it. But for the moment I can’t remember in what connection.”


The magistrate coughed.


“You understand, M. Stonor—the case is like this. There must be no reservations. You might, perhaps, through a feeling of consideration for Madame Renauld—for whom, I gather, you have a great esteem and affection, you might—enfin!” said M. Hautet getting rather tied up in his sentence, “there must absolutely be no reservations.”


Stonor stared at him, a dawning light of comprehension in his eyes.


“I don’t quite get you,” he said gently. “Where does Mrs. Renauld come in? I’ve an immense respect and affection for that lady; she’s a very wonderful and unusual type, but I don’t quite see how my reservations, or otherwise, could affect her?”


“Not if this Bella Duveen should prove to have been something more than a friend to her husband?”


“Ah!” said Stonor. “I get you now. But I’ll bet my bottom dollar that you’re wrong. The old man never so much as looked at a petticoat. He just adored his own wife. They were the most devoted couple I know.”


M. Hautet shook his head gently.


“M. Stonor, we hold absolute proof—a love letter written by this Bella to M. Renauld, accusing him of having tired of her. Moreover, we have further proof that, at the time of his death, he was carrying on an intrigue with a Frenchwoman, a Madame Daubreuil, who rents the adjoining Villa. And this is the man who, according to you, never looked at a petticoat!”


The secretary’s eyes narrowed.


“Hold on, M. le juge. You’re barking up the wrong tree. I knew Paul Renauld. What you’ve just been saying is utterly impossible. There’s some other explanation.”


The magistrate shrugged his shoulders.


“What other explanation could there be?”


“What leads you to think it was a love affair?”


“Madame Daubreuil was in the habit of visiting him here in the evenings. Also, since M. Renauld came to the Villa Geneviève, Madame Daubreuil has paid large sums of money into the bank in notes. In all, the amount totals four thousand pounds of your English money.”


“I guess that’s right,” said Stonor quietly. “I transmitted him those sums at his request. But it wasn’t an intrigue.”


“Eh! mon Dieu! What else could it be?”


“Blackmail,” said Stonor sharply, bringing down his hand with a slam on the table. “That’s what it was.”


“Ah! voilà une idé!” cried the magistrate, shaken in spite of himself. “Blackmail,” repeated Stonor. “The old man was being bled—and at a good rate too. Four thousand in a couple of months. Whew! I told you just now there was a mystery about Renauld. Evidently this Madame Daubreuil knew enough of it to put the screws on.”


“It is possible,” the commissary cried excitedly. “Decidedly, it is possible.”


“Possible?” roared Stonor. “It’s certain! Tell me, have you asked Mrs. Renauld about this love affair stunt of yours?”


“No, monsieur. We did not wish to occasion her any distress if it could reasonably be avoided.”


“Distress? Why, she’d laugh in your face. I tell you, she and Renauld were a couple in a hundred.”


“Ah, that reminds me of another point,” said M. Hautet. “Did M. Renauld take you into his confidence at all as to the dispositions of his will?”


“I know all about it—took it to the lawyer for him after he’d drawn it out. I can give you the name of his solicitors if you want to see it. They’ve got it there. Quite simple. Half in trust to his wife for her lifetime, the other half to his son. A few legacies. I rather think he left me a thousand.”


“When was this will drawn up?”


“Oh, about a year and a half ago.”


“Would it surprise you very much, M. Stonor, to hear that M. Renauld had made another will, less than a fortnight ago?”


Stonor was obviously very much surprised.


“I’d no idea of it. What’s it like?”


“The whole of his vast fortune is left unreservedly to his wife. There is no mention of his son.”


Mr. Stonor gave vent to a prolonged whistle.


“I call that rather rough on the lad. His mother adores him, of course, but to the world at large it looks rather like a want of confidence on his father’s part. It will be rather galling to his pride. Still, it all goes to prove what I told you, that Renauld and his wife were on first rate terms.”


“Quite so, quite so,” said M. Hautet. “It is possible we shall have to revise our ideas on several points. We have, of course, cabled to Santiago, and are expecting a reply from there any minute. In all possibility, everything will then be perfectly clear and straightforward. On the other hand, if your suggestion of blackmail is true, Madame Daubreuil ought to be able to give us valuable information.”


Poirot interjected a remark:


“M. Stonor, the English chauffeur, Masters, had he been long with M. Renauld?”


“Over a year?”


“Have you any idea whether he has ever been in South America?”


“I’m quite sure he hasn’t. Before coming to Mr. Renauld, he had been for many years with some people in Gloucestershire whom I know well.”


“In fact, you can answer for him as being above suspicion?”


“Absolutely.”


Poirot seemed somewhat crestfallen.


Meanwhile the magistrate had summoned Marchaud.


“My compliments to Madame Renauld, and I should be glad to speak to her for a few minutes. Beg her not to disturb herself. I will wait upon her upstairs.”


Marchaud saluted and disappeared.


We waited some minutes, and then, to our surprise, the door opened, and Mrs. Renauld, deathly pale in her heavy mourning, entered the room.


M. Hautet brought forward a chair, uttering vigorous protestations, and she thanked him with a smile. Stonor was holding one hand of hers in his with an eloquent sympathy. Words evidently failed him. Mrs. Renauld turned to M. Hautet.


“You wished to ask me something, M. le juge.”


“With your permission, madame. I understand your husband was a French-Canadian by birth. Can you tell me anything of his youth, or upbringing?”


She shook her head.


“My husband was always very reticent about himself, monsieur. He came from the North West, I know, but I fancy that he had an unhappy childhood, for he never cared to speak of that time. Our life was lived entirely in the present and the future.”


“Was there any mystery in his past life?”


Mrs. Renauld smiled a little, and shook her head.


“Nothing so romantic, I am sure, M. le juge.”


M. Hautet also smiled.


“True, we must not permit ourselves to get melodramatic. There is one thing more—” he hesitated.


Stonor broke in impetuously:


“They’ve got an extraordinary idea into their heads Mrs. Renauld. They actually fancy that Mr. Renauld was carrying on an intrigue with a Madame Daubreuil who, it seems, lives next door.”
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