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Dear Readers:
Since the first showing of THE

BIRDS many moviegocrs arc convinced _ g
[ have supernatural powers and can dg: e }r-'.'_" |
| . |' |T1"|

produce a lock of feathered friends . ‘ _ 'C.NTEHQ@ l.(_ _

wherever 1 go. I don’t wish to disabuse

«uch confidence nor fall from such | NOVELE T

celestial heights on the wing of their disillusitonment,

but [ must. l
Halloween, haunted houses, ghost stories and super- |

ations are synonymous. For me they can |
natural mantifest ynony y | SHORT P

. A i

THe ApvENTURE OF THE HAUNTED LiBRARY by Aut

be calamitous. Hence my a
Halloween, and my subsec

uent incarceration during All

ppeal to the Boys in Blue each |

Qaints’ Eve. Here 1s where | .ﬂm;ﬁ a few old SONgS with
the fellows i the constabulary and Lllf'ﬂ return to the
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Occasionally situations coincide 1In

. :.
mains only one thing for a sens Gk g
instances, appropriately enough, are re

life and death.

T ue puone carn Lydia Hartman
had been awaiting all day came
just as she was leaving the office.
She paused in the doorway and
waited to see if it was for her.
She heard her boss say, “Apex
[nsurance. Mr. Tremaine speak-

ing.” Then he looked up and mo-

such a way that there re-

ble person to do. These <

s matters of

tioned toward her energetically.
Crossing the room, she took the
phone from Tremaine’s hand and
said into it, “Mrs. Hartman speak-
ing.” |
“This is Jules,” a deep masculine
voice said in her ear. “I'm calling

from Buffalo.”

she said abruptly.
ne to stick with him
no matter where he went,” Jules
Weygand said a trifle resentfully.
“When he caught a bus to Buffalo,
[ drove my car up and was waiting
at the depot here when he arrived.”
Lydia glanced toward her boss,
who had moved across the room

and was lifting his hat from a
clothes tree.

"Does he know you followed
him?” he asked in a low voice,

1

this from one city to the next”

From the doorway Mr. Tremaine
said, “Night, Lydia. Lock the door
when you leave, will you?”

Placing her hand over the mouth
piece, Lydia said, “All right, Mr.
Tremaine. Good-night.”

Then, as the door closed behind
her boss, she said into the phone,
“Is he all right?”

“Of course he’s all right,” Wey-
gand said with a shade more re-
sentment. “He’s registered at the
Redmill Hotel, and since noon he’s
had two pints of bourbon delivered.

I told you he wasn’t planning any-
thing but a drunk.”

“Oh, my!¥ she said. “If he’s
drunk, he might do anything. I'm
coming there.”

“I thought you probably would,”
he said resignedly. “So 1 checked
train and bus schedules. The next
train leaves Rochester at six P.M.
and gets here at seven-thirty. There
1sn’t a bus leaving there undl
eight.”

“I'll be on the next train.”

“What do you expect to accom-
plish?” he asked.

A GIRL MUST BE PRACTICAL

alel v
AN
"I might prevent him from doing *‘ﬁ
something desperate, Jules”
"Like killing himself? Drunks
don’t commit suicide.” a1
“Jim’s hardly a drunk.” she said
sharply. “You can’t blame him for
going off the deep end after los-
Ing everything he had.”
“He lost it for me too,” Weygand
said dryly. “I was his partner, re-
member?”

"l know,” she said on a note of
contrition. “You've been like the
Rock of Gibralter in this, Jules.
You could have prosecuted.”

“I didn’t hold off for his sake,
Lydia. Only for yours. You know
how 1 feel about you.”
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long as I'm married to Jim,” she
said with a return of sharpness.

“And I certainly can't leave him
now, when he needs me more than

he ever has.”
“That sounds as though you f1-

nally plan to, once he’s straight-

ened out” Weygand said 1in 2
pleased voice. “It’s the first real

encouragement you've given me."

“Meet me at the station at seven-
thirty,” she said, and hggg up.

Jules Weygand was waitng whti:n
Lydia Hartman got off the train
.t Buffalo. When she saw him
standing, tall and lean and hand-
some. at the top of the inclined
ramp leading up from the trains, it
OCCUffﬁd O he rhat a Il'lﬁ_lillh dg0
l’.hf.‘ Sigh[ would hav n’mde hE[‘
heart skip a beat. But then he had
been a successful businessman; now
he was a bankrupt. She might
have traded one successful busi-
nessman for another, but she had
no desire to trade a bankrupt for a
bankrupt. At thirty-two a girl had
to start being practical.

He stood smiling down at her
as she moved upward toward him,
openly admiring the rounded slim-
ness of her body. When she paused
before him and he took the small
overnight bag from her hand, she
tossed her blond head pettishly.

“You shouldn’t look at me like
that,” she said.

“You shouldn’t be so beautiful,”

4

cered, taking her elbow to

«teer her toward the main exit.
His car was parked on the l:ot
only a few yards fr(?m the exit.
Dropping the overnight bag 1n
back, he held the door for her,

d the car to slide under

he coun

then rounde

the wheel.

Without turning on the ignition,
he said, “Now that you're here,

what are your plans?” ,
“To talk to him. If he won't

come. home, Ill stay here with

him.”

“And watch him drink himself
into a stupor? He may stay on
this a week.”

“Then I'll stay a week.”

“You'll lose your job.”
“I can phone in the morning. Mr.

Tremaine is understanding.”

“But you've only been there three
weeks, Lydia. Even an under-
standing boss won’t put up with
you taking a week off so soon.”

“I'm not exactly a new employ-
ee,” she said. “I worked for Apex
Insurance five years while Jim was
getting on his feet.”

“You've been away five years
too.”

“Apparently I haven’t been for-
gotten, or I wouldn’t have been

taken back with a set-up to chief
clerk.”

“Yeah,” he said. “That hasn’t
helped Jim psychologically either,
you moving back to your old em-
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ployer with a promotion at the mo-
ment he’s bungled himself out of

business entirely,”
“Bungled?”

“If embezzlement to play the
ponies isn’t bungling, I don't know
what is. Why don’t you leave him
to stew 1n his own juice, Lydia?
A month ago you were considering
e

“A month ago he wasn’t down.
I can’t leave him now.”

“Your damned loyalty,” he said
irritably. “He’ll never get back on
his feet, even if you stick with him.
He’s washed up.”

“So I should leave him for you?”
she asked sarcastically. “You're as
bankrupt as he is.”

“But not through my own fault.
I'll spring back again, eventually.
Jim won’t. Even if you managed
to heélp him back on his feet
again, he'd fritter it away a second
time. He’s weak, Lydia.”

“Perhaps. But he's my husband.
And at the moment you're no bet-
ter prospect than he i1s. I don’t
think you realize what a practical
person I am, Jules. Even if I weren’t
married to Jim, I wouldn’t have
you at this point.”

He gave her a surprised look.
"Are you serious?”

“Completely,” she assured him.
“Maybe ten years ago I'd take the
chance. As a matter of fact, I did
with Jim, With youth, you don't
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mind helping a man stn lg'g!c Je
ahead, But I've gone thmugh that
once. Now I'm thirty-two and
you're nearly forty. I'm not inter-
ested in any more financial strug-
gles that can be avoided. I'm stuck
}vith Jim, but I'm not about to
jump from the frying pan into the
fire. My next husband, if there is
one, 1s going to be firmly estab-
lished before we say the vows.”

“You don’t make sense,” he
growled. “You'll have a lot more
financial struggle with Jim than
you would with me.”

“We happen to be already mar-
ried. And I’'m just as loyal as I am
pracucal. Shall we go where he's
staying ?”

Wordlessly he started the engine
and drove off the lot.

The Redmill Hotel was on lower
Pearl Street, hardly the best section
of town. However, Jules Weygand
assured Lydia, it was a perfectly re-
spectable second-class hotel. She
left her overnight bag in the car

when they went inside.

The building was ancient- and
both the furniture and carpet in
the lobby were well worn, but it
seemed a clean enough place. Two
old men sat in the lobby reading
newspapers and a middle-aged
man with a bald head was behind
the desk.

Going over to the desk, Weygand
said to the bald man. “He still in



his room swilling the boozer”
The man merely nodded. Wey-

gand led Lydia on toward the ele-

yator.
“I slipped him a ten (O keep

crack of Jim'’s activities for me, he
said in explanation. “Thats how
[ knew about the bourbon he had

delivered.” :
“T'll repay all your expenses, she

said. ‘
“Don’t be silly. What's a few

more bucks when you're fifty thou-
<and in the hole? I have enough

ready cash.”
They steppcd on the elevator and

Wﬂ}’gand S;]id. LBL‘\-UH.}! >

When [htf‘p' gol off at seven, \.\'TE}"-
gand led the way down the hall
and around a corner to a door

numbered /14.

“Well, here you are,” he said.

Over the door there was a tran-
som with its glass painted white. It
was open about four inches at the
top, enough to show that a light
burned in the room. Lydia gave
the door a timid knock.

When there was no response, she
rapped harder. After several mo-

ments of waiting, Weygand

stepped forward and pounded sevy-
eral times.

A door across the hall opened

and an elderly man peered out,
then closed the door again,

Lydia said, “He must be asleep.”

“More likely passed out drunk,”

6

\Neygand growled. “I'll go down =
and have Baldy bring up a pass
ke "”'

Eydia waited in front of the door

while Weygand went down stairs, 8
In a few minutes he reappeared with =8

the clerk. 4
“This is Mr. Simms, Lydia,”

Weygand said. “I've explained that
you're Jim's wife. Mrs. Hartman,
Mr. Simms.” s

“Pleased to meet you,” the desk *
man said a little dubiously. “There 8
isn’t going to be any trouble here,
is there?” |

Lydia said, “I'm just concerned
about my husband, Mr. Simms. We
haven’t been having any marital
discord, if that’s what you mean. =
[ assure you he’ll be glad to see me =
if you let us in.” _

“Well, I guess it'll be all right,”
Simms said reluctantly.

He fitted a pass key in the door, =
turned it and pushed on the knob. =
Nothing happened.

“He’s got it bolted,” Simms said.
He pounded on the door until sev-
eral doors along the hall opened
and tenants peered out.

“Just a sound sleeper, folks,” =
Simms announced generally. “Ex-
cuse the noise.” g

The tenants withdrew and l'

doors closed. The three in front @f
714 listened for some sound Withi"-!

the room, but there was none.

Lydia said worriedly, “He us
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ally snores, particularly when he’s
been drinking.”

This made Simms look worried.
He tried the pass key again, with
no more result than before.

“Is there a fire escape?” Lydia
asked.

Shaking his head, Simms point-
ed to a fire-exit sign up the hall.
“Just fire stairs in each hallway.
Maybe we can see something
through the transom. I'll get a lad-
QEr.t

He went away and was gone

some ten minutes before he re-

turned carrying a six-foot steplad-
der and a small, stubby screw-
driver.

As he set the stepladder before
the door, he said, “I know I won't
be able to reach the release, because
it'’s too far down. But I may be
able to unscrew the sideplate and
get the transom open that way.”

Climbing the ladder, he at-
tempted to peer into the room
through the V-shaped crack left by
the partially open transom.

“Can’t see anything but a piece of
the ceiling,” he announced.

Holding the screwdriver, he
thrust his right hand through the
very top of the aperture and groped
around for a moment. Then he
withdrew it and climbed down the
ladder. |
- “The metal plate holding the rod
that opens and closes the transom

A GIRL MUST BE PRACTICAL
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is on the right edge about halfway"l'

down,” he said. “My wrist’s oo

thick to get my hand down tha
fal;. You want to try it, lady?”

All' right,” Lydia said in 4
steady voice.

Taking the screwdriver, she
climbed the ladder. Holding the
screwdriver in her left hand, she
inserted her right in the crack and
felt for the metal plate. As Simms
had said, it was attached to the
edge of the transom about halfway
down. Her hand and wrist were
small enough to reach it easily. She
couldn’t see it, but with her fingers
she could feel that it was held by
tWO Sscrews.

Withdrawing her hand, she trans-
ferred the screwdriver to it and
pushed it through the aperture
again. Even though she couldn’t
see what she was doing, the screw-
driver was short enough so that
with its butt end nestled in her
palm, she could still touch the
screws with her fingertips. Guiding
the blade into the slot of the lower
screwhead, she unscrewed it, pulled
her hand back out and handed the
screw down to Simms.

“Better hold the top of the tran-
som with your other hand when
you unscrew the second one,”
Simms cautioned. “Otherwise it'll
bang down against the door and
maybe break the glass.”

Lydia put her hand through the

- L,




the transom with her Jefr hand
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he quietly approached the bathroom

door and suddenly flung it open.
He stepped in with the bottle
raised high as a club.

Lowering it again, he came out,
his expression puzzled. Simmss
gaze strayed to the door of the
closet.

Striding over to 1t \Veygapd
jerked it open, the bottle again
held high. The closet was empty.

With a snort of disgust Weygand
set the bottle atop the dresser. Re-
turning to the open window, he
peered out a second time. |

“There’s a ledge about a toot
wide just below the window,” he
announced. “Who has the rooms
on either side of this one?”

I'd have to check the regster,”
Simms said faintly. “We'd better get
out of here and let the police han-
dle this.”

“Yeah, I guess,” Weygand said.

Downstairs the two old men stll
sat in the lobby. Simms moved be-
hind the desk and lifted the phone.
Weygand led Lydia over to a so'fa.

“Pll be all right now,” she said,
pulling her arm from his grip. “I
don’t want to sit down.”

He gazed down at her specula-
tively. “You're surer”

“I'm not the fainting type,” she
said straightening her shoulders. “1
don’t suppose we'll be able to go
back to Rochester tonight, will
we?”

“l hardly think so. The police
will want to talk to us. And of
course you'll have to arrange for a
local funeral director to ship Jim
home.”

“Are you registered here?”

He shook his head. “I'm not
registered anywhere. For all 1
knew, you meant to have me load
Jim in my car and drive back to

same ﬂoﬂr, or perhaps adjoining?”
As Simms was checking his ropm

chart, Lydia quietly walked to
the door and outside. Whep Wey-
gand finished registering,  he
turned to find her standing behind
him with her overnight bag in her
hand.

“You should have let me get
that,” he said, taking it from her,

‘It isn’t heavy,” she said. “Did
you get rooms?”

“Two right across the hall from
each other on five. We may as well
wait here until the police arrive,

though. Mr. Simms says they’ll be
right along.”

Lydia walked over to seat her-
self on the couch she had previous-

ly refused. Setting the bag next to

the desk, Weygand went over to
sit beside her.

street o be on call. He should be

here any minute.”

“Then let’s take a look at the
body,” Carter said. “Harry, you stay
here with these folks and send the

doc up when he comes.”

The sergeant and Simms moved
off toward the elevator.

Harry Nicholson seemed to have
no intention of asking any ques-
tions about the murder, for after
making a comment about the
pleasant weather Buffalo was hay-
ing, he lapsed into silence. Five
minutes passed before a thin, el-
derly man carrying a medical bag
came in, Nicholson walked over to
meet him at the door, and after a
moment’s conversation the elderly

man prc _ceded to the elevator.
Lydia glanced at her watch and

A homicide team arrived five
minutes later. It consisted of a burly
middle-aged man who introduced

was surprised to see it was only

eight forty-five, just an hour and

a quarter since she had gotten off
the train.

He moved toward the door. Lyd- Rochester tonight. I didn’t even
ia stepped back out of the way, bring a toothbrush.”
swaying on her feet. Grasping her “We may as well stay here, don'’t
arm to steady her, Weygand gave you think?”
her a sympathetic smile. “The place seems clean enough,”
“I'll be all right,” she said in a he said with a shrug. “I'll see if I
low voice. can get us a couple of rooms.” He
Setting the spring lock, Simms walked over to the desk just as
pulled the door closed behind him Simms hung up the phone.
and led the way to the elevator. “They’ll be right over,” the desk
Weygand steered Lydia after the clerk said. “You and Mrs. Hart-
desk clerk, still holding her arm. man better stick around.”
She moved stiffly, leaning against  “We plan to,” Weygand said. “Do
him for Support. you have a i:ouple of rooms on the

10

himself as Sergeant Charles Carter Silence resumed when Nicholson
and a lean, younger man named returned to his seat. Apparently any
Harry Nicholson. Carter had a puf-  questioning to be done was to be
fy, red-veined face and heavy-lid- conducted by Sergeant Carter,
ded eyes which gave a first impres- Twenty more minutes passed be-
sion of stupidity until you noted fore Simms, the sergeant and the
the shrewd glint in the eyes behind  doctor all got off the elevator to-
the drooping lids. gether. The elderly doctor went
The first thing he asked was if out the front door. Simms and Car-
Simms had phoned for a doctor. ter came over to where Lydia,
“Yes, sir,” the desk clerk said. Weygand, and the other detective
“Before I called you. We have an  were seated.
arrangement with a man just up the “It's homicide all right,” Carter

: A GIRL MUST BE PRACTICAL 11
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informed his partner. E
Jid a knife between couple ©
his ribs 1nto his hear
quick, he djd}?} even

| ugh.
thi&%h:}tlz tghm?" Nicholson asked.

ag:iims here says the door was
bolted from nside and the transom

» ghit” He pushed 2
s “She un-

transom Open «
o unbolt the door.

Nicholson looked at

] was the only on
et a SCrew-

Lydia. She
said, e with
small enough hands to g
driver through the crack.

Nicholson looked back
partner. “The guy left b
escape’” =4 .

®There isn't amy, Larter M

=

formed him. | |
“Hmm. Then he must have stall

heen there when they found the
body. Maybe hiding 1n the bath-
room. He must have sneaked out
when they left the room to call us.”

Carter shook his head. “Simms
says they had the same thought, and
checked both the bathroom and
closet.” He looked at Weygand.
“That night, mister?”

Weygand nodded. “I even looked
under the bed.”

“You mean we got a locked room
mystery?” Nicholson asked in a
querulous voice.

“Nope,” Carter said. “It just nar-

1t has

he 'FJFE‘

12

. He died so ledge th

. Funn building just. ’
ek A guy who didn't

~vork his way alo

room.’

of Hartman’s?

down to only one possi!alﬁ
f exit. There's 2 foot-wide
at runs clear around the
below the window.
get dizzy could
ng it to another

“Who's in the rooms either side

» Nicholson asked.
Simms said, “Theyre both va-

cant.”

“1 looked at them,” Carter said.

“The windows of both are closed,
but unlocked. The guy could have

pushed either up, then closed 1t
| 2s inside. The doors

have spring locks, so once he
stepped out in the hall and pulled
‘he door closed behind him, there’d
be no sign of anybody ever being

‘n the room.”
Nicholson asked, “What's the

doc say?”

“Dead three to five hours, which
would make it three-thirty to five-
thirty this afternoon. Probably clo-
ser to five-thirty.”

“How do you figure that?”

“Simms delivered the guy a piat
of bourbon at noon, a second one
at two-thirty. If it took him two
and a half hours to kill the first, 1t
probably took at least as long to
kill the second, which would take
him to five o'clock. And both are

empty.

Nicholson nodded. “That's logi-
cal. Where do we go from here?”
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“You can call the ice wagon and
the fingerprint boys and stand by
here to show them around. Have
the fingerprint guys catch the win-
dows in the rooms both sides of 714
too. I'll take these people down to
headquarters to get their stories.”

Jules Weygand stood up. “I'd bet-
ter move my car then, Sergeant.
[t's parked in the hotel loading
zone.” |

Simms said, “I'll move it for you,
Mr. Weygand, and you can pick
up the keys at the desk when you
come back. I'll put it on the hotel
lot.”

Weygand handed over the keys
and Simms said, “I'll put Mrs.

Hartman’s bag in her room too.
[t’s 521, Mrs. Hartman.”

“Thank you,” Lydia said.

“Okay, folks,” Sergeant Carter
said. “Let’s take a ride over to
headquarters.”

Police headquarters was only two
blocks away, also on lower Pearl
Street. Sergeant Carter ushered
them into an elevator, and when
they got off upstairs, led them to a
door lettered: HOMICIDE AND
ARSON. Beyond the door was a
large squadroom with several desks
in it. The only person in the room
was a man in shirtsleeves talking
on a phone at one of the desks.
Carter seated himself behind an-
other desk on the opposite side of the
room and waved Lydia and Wey-
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gand to a pair of nearby chairs.

“Smoke?” he asked, extending a
pack of cigarettes.

Both Weygand and Lydia shook
their heads. Carter lit one for him-
self, leaned back in his chair and
regarded Lydia from beneath his
drooping lids.

“I understand the dead man was
your husband, Mrs. Hartman. That
right?”

Lydia nodded.

“And you’re here from Roch
ter?” |

“That’s right. Jules here too.”

“Uh-huh. What was your hus-
band doing herer”

“Just getting drunk,” she said,
flushing slightly. “He’s been doing
that recently. But up unti] this
time he’s always holed up in some
Rochester hotel.”

“This 1s just something recent?
His drinking, I mean.”

“The last few weeks. He’s been
depressed over business matters.”

“Oh? What was his business?”

“Jim and Jules, here, were part-
ners in the Weygand and Hartman
Realty Company. They filed for
bankruptcy three weeks ago and
the company is in receivership. It

was all Jim’s fault, really.”
“How’s that?” Carter asked.
“He—he misappropriated some

funds. Jules found it out too late to

save the business. He’s been won-

derful about it. He could have had
13
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“How'd you know you bushand it for him. It was a favor for Lyd-

was here in Buftalor”

“Jules phoned me about hve P.M. “Kind of fond of her, huh?”
1 had asked him to keep an eye on Weygand’s  flush deepened.
my husband, because Jim's been so “What are you getung at, Ser-
depressed, 1 feared he might de geant?’
something desperate. When Jules “T'll spell it out for you,” Carter
said my husband had registered said. “Hartman’s wallet was in his
here at the Redmill Hotel, and was  hip pocket with sixty-three dollars
having whisky delivered to his in it so the motive wasn't robbery.
room, 1 took the six PM. train  He was a stranger here, so it 1sn't
here. I got in at seven-thirty and likely he had any local enemues.
Jules met me at the train.” You admit you had a grudge

“Hmm. If you were in Rochester against him and you’re fond of his
at five PM., I guess you're cleared wife. You married, Mr. Weygand?”
as a suspect.” He swung his gaze After staring at him for a ume,
back to Weygand. “You verify her Weygand said hotly, “Ne. But if
Stﬁ‘fy?” you're accusing me—'

.Of Eoms&,”-Weygand said 1n sur- “I'm not accusing anybody, just
prisc. “You didn't actually suspect yet,” the sergeant interrupted. “I'm
14

: \ y3
nnprlsoned.

. and
Jim proscculed an s

“That wouldn't ha‘:-'e saV
» Weygand said dryly.
Jim to yail.”
artenton 1O

thing,

i

ALFRED HITCHCOCK S MYSTERY MAGAZINE

just pointing out that you seem to
have a couple of good motives, and
you tailed him here all the way
from Rochester.”

“But that was at my request,”
Lydia protested, her face paling.
“I was afraid Jim might try to kill
himself.”

“Maybe your boy friend was
afraid he wouldn't,” Carter said
cynically. “Until we turn up a bet-
ter suspect, guess we'll have to hold
you a while for investigation, Wey-
gand.”

Jules Weygand puffed up with
indignation. But before he could
open his mouth, the squadroom
door opened and Harry Nicholson
walked in. He was carrying a small
paper bag in his hand.

As Nicholson approached the,
desk, Sergeant Carter said, “Get
anything?”

“The lab boys are sull lifting
prints. The guys from the morgue
have been and gone.” He set the
paper bag on the desk. “You can
handle this. It's already been
checked for prints, and there aren't
any.’ .

Sergeant Carter peered into the
bag, then reached in and drew out
an open, thin-bladed clasp knife
with a blade about five inches long.

The blade was darkly stained.
Laying it on his desk blotter,

Carter asked, “Anyone recognize

this?”
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Lydia managed to overcome her
revulsion at the dark stain and
leaned forward to examine the knife
more closely. In its tancolored bone
handle the initials “J.H.” were inset
in silver.

“It’'s my husband’s,” she said in a
whisper. “He always carried it.”

Carter looked up at Nicholson.
“So he was killed with his own
knife, huh? Probably he was passed
out on the bed when the killer en-
tered his room.”

“What I figured,” Nicholson
said. “Of course we’ll have to get
the lab to run a check of the blood
type on the knife against Hart-
man’s, but I'll bet a beer they
match.”

“No bet,” Carter said, “Where'd
you turn it up?”

“I was making a routine check of
Weygand’s car,” Nicholson said
casually. “It was in the glove com-
partment.”

It was nearly midnight when
Lydia got back to her hotel room.
She had stood by to protest Jules’
innocence to the two unbelieving
homicide officers, then had phoned
a lawyer, waited unul he arrived,
and had outlined the whole situa-
tion to him. None of it had done
any good. There was no bail in
first-degree homicide cases, so Jules
Weygand was in jail.

Her performance had helped her
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own case, she knew, even if it hadn’t
helped Jules'. It would have been
-nconvenient if the police had sus-
pected collusion between her and
Jules, even though there had been
none. As it was, they had seemed
rather admiring that she had stood
by her husband in his trouble to the
extent that she had sent a friend to
watch over him in case Jules at-
tempted suicide.

Of course nobody, including
Jules, suspected the real reason for
her worry over Jim was that he
might commit suicide before she
could arrange a suitable accident.

Slipping off her dress and slip,
she hung them neatly in the closet.
As she peeled off her left stocking,
she frowned at the small bloodstain
on the inside of her thigh. Then
she saw that a run had started
where the point of the knife had
punctured the nylon when she
thrust it down inside the stocking.

Before removing‘the other stock-
ing, she went into the bathroom
and washed away the tiny blood-
stain. Reaching down into the oth-
er stocking, she drew out a folded

slip of paper, opened it and read

16

it for the first ume. There hadn’t

been time to read it in Jim’s room,
of course; only time to get it out

of sight. S
The note was almost illegible,

obviously written in the last stages
of drunkenness. But amid the er-
ratic scrawling she could make out
the phrase: “Sorry I have to take
this way out, Lydia, bur—" Noth-
ing more was decipherable, but that
was enough to indicate it was a

suicide note.
Tearing it into small pieces, she

flushed 1t away.

It was a good thing she worked

for the insurance company where
Jim was insured, she thought. Oth-
erwise, she might have been una-
ware that his fifty-thousand-dollar
policy contained a suicide clause
which voided it in the event he
took his own life.

It was only right that she should
salvage something from a marriage
to which she had devoted ten years,
Lydia thought. And if she hadn’t
removed the knife from Jim’s chest
and the note from his hand, she
would have nothing to show for
the ten years.

g h.-
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