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FOREWORD

I tme past your humble prefator has garnered a
vicarious famme by acting as master of ceremonies, endre-
frimeur, and general buffer between Mr, Ellery Queen and
his public ; and has, indeed, been quite happy in the task,
In serving in my customary capagity in this volume, how-
ever, | must confess that I stand in the shadow of my friend
by courtesy enly, drawn there by the old fascination and
a certain irresistible tug of habit, For while in the past I
have had my legitimate excuse—I was personally respon-
sible, for instance, for the introduction of Ellery's cases to
the reading public=—I have no titde of excuse for participa-
tion in the present. In fact, this whole thing has come as
a4 surprise to me.

The firat I kmew about it Ellery called me up and said :
“ Look here, J. J., you've been perfectly splendid about
these things in the past—"

“ What things 7 ** I said.

* Forewords and things. You see—"

“ What are you talking about ? "

“ Well," said Ellery rather sheepishly, * Pve been hit-
ten by the bug, J. . I'm aftaid your job as official goad
and prodder extraordinary has become cutmoded. I was
looking over some of my notes not long ago——"

* Don't tell me,” I cried, * you've unsarthed some case



resist them, A fow of them vou know about. Remember
Mason—FPhineas Mason, of the Park Row law firm 7"

* Of course . . . By George | I sent him to you in that
Shaw matter.”

* Exactly, Then you went out of town or something—
1 don't believe you ever found out what happened. Well,
that’s one of them. T've already done a good deal of work
and they'll be out in volume form very soon. Er—would
you write a foreword, s wal P "

The truth of the matter is that T couldn’t refise Ellery,
and he said that for various reasons it was impossible to
turn the manuscript over to me ; 8o in my travail [ went
to Sergeant Velie,

* Sergeant,” T said pleadingly, * do you know anything
about this book Ellery Oneen's getting up "

" What book 7 growled the good Sergeant. He scemed
suspicious. ' He's always writing a book.™

I realised that I couldn't even tell Velis what book it
wis, ** There's something in it,” I said hopefully, " about
Mason and the Shaw cam,”

* Mason and the Shaw cass . . . Velie rubbed his seeel
jaw. " Oh, that ene ! " And be began to chuckls, * What
& case that was | "'

* Ah, then you do knew something about i, T said with
a sigh of relief. " Well, Sergeant, how would you like to
write a little foreword for the volome ? You know—for
Friendship’s sake, 2nd all that sort of thing."

" Me?™ gasped Sergeant Velie, and he began to hack
away. “ 'Scuse me, Mr. McO——, T think the Inspector’s
waitin' for me "

The Inspector may have been waiting for Velie, but it
was I who got there first. I found the old g’euumup to
his ears in reports, and apparently in a high dudgeon about
samncthing appurtenant to his office. The mement did nat



seem propitious for the request, but I confess [ was a
desperate man, and I blurted it out without ceremony.

Inspector Chaeen put down his pen and sucked some snuff
inte his nostrils and leaned back in his chair, * Sit down,
McC——" he said, not unkindly, “I want to talk to you
like a Dutch uncle. T know you're a good friend of El's,
and all that ; but did it ever occur to you you're a sucker
for a left jab? ™

* A su—" It rather took the wind eut of my sails, * I'm
afraid I don't understand, Inspector.™

" That's the trouble with my son’s friends,” sighed the
old geatleman. * He hypnotises "em, or something. Don't
you realise that for five or six years he’s been victimising
you P ”

" Victimising me [

* Exactly. He should have been a wanrd leader. Makin®
you do all that work | ®

* But it’s been & pleasure, an—an honowr,™ T protested,
aghast,

The Inspector’s frosty blue cyes twinkled. “ That's the
beauty of his technigue,™ he said drily. * Makss you work
and like it, too. You're determined to keep on writing pretty
little forewords for his books 7

“I don't think you get the point, Inspector,™ I began.
*I'm asking you if you wouldn't be kind enough, under
the circumstancss—"

“ Well, I've been trying to tell you,” chuckled the old
gentleman, * The answer & : I wouldn't. Henour's all
yours.” Then he added, with what I found to be a mad-
deming thoughtfulness, * But they were pips, some of "em."

I bit my mails, * What on carth am I to do ? Ellery says
this is rather a rush job——"

* Now, now, den't be stampeded,” said the Inspector
with a sort of pitying look. *T know just how you feel.
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El's been jumping me through heops so long I'm kind of
dizzy myself. Why don't you just scribble down thar I
woukin't help you ? Might give El a laugh, and it will a11
a couple of pages.”

And so here [ am, grateful even for that suggestion,
Ellery knows nothing of what I am doing—he's off some.
where in Minnesota tracking down a murderer who persists
in remeving the left forefinger of his victims—and T dare-
say he will complain at my lack of resourcefilnes,

If there is ane redeeming feature of the affair it is that
I find myself in the pleasant and uwnaccustomed poaitinn—
at least in so far as Ellery Queen's memoirs are concerned
—af locking forward to a few nights of exciting reading,
I suggest we indulge our pleasure together |

1. I. MeC.

M Fork
September 1534



THE ADVENTURE OF THE
MAD TEA-PARTY

Tae Tart vouse wax in the dun raincoat thought that
he had never ssen such & downpour. It gushed out of the
biack sky in a roaring flood, grey-gleaming in the fechle
yellow of the station lamps, The red tails of the local from
Jamaica had just been drowned out in the west. It was
very dark beyond the ragged blur of light surrounding the
little railroad station, and unquestionably very wet, The
tall young man shivered under the eaves of the platiorm
roof and wondered what insanity had moved him to
wenture into the Long Island hinterland in sach wretched
weather, And where, dammn it all, was Owen ?

He had just miserably made up his mind to seck out 2
boath, telephone his regrets, and take the next train back
to the City, when a low-slung coupé came splashing and
smuffling out of the darkness, squealed to a stop, and a man
in chauffeur’s livery leaped out and dashed acros the
gravel for the protection of the eaves.

“ Mr. Ellery Queen 7" he panted, shaking out his cap.
He was a blonde young man with a ruddy face and sun-
squinted eves,

* Yes," said Ellery with a sigh. Too late now.

* I'm Millan, Mr. Owen's chauffeur, sir,” said the man.
# Mr. Owen's sorry he conldn®™t come down to meet you
himself. Some guests, This way, Mr. Queen.™

He picked up Ellery's bag and the two of them ran for
the coupé. Ellery collapsed agminst the mohair in an
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indign mood, Damn Chwen and his invitations ! Should
have known better. Mere acquaintance, when it came to
that, Cne of J.J."s questionable friends. People were always
pushing $o. Put him up on exhibition, like a trained seal.
Come, come, Rotlo ; here's a juicy little fish for you 1. . .
Got vicaricus thrills out of listening to crime yarns, Made
a man feel like a coriosity. Well, he'd be drawn and quar-
tered if they got him to mendieon crime once | But then
Owen had said Emmy Willowes would be there, and he'd
always wanted to meet Emmy. Curious woman, Emmy,
fram all the reports. Daughter of some blue blood diplomat
who had gone to the dogs—in this case, the stage. Stuffed
ghirts, her tribe, probably. Atavi | There were some people
who still lived in medizval . . . Hom, Owen wanted him
to gee © the house.™ Just taken a month age. Ducky, he'd
gaid. = Ducky | ™ The big brute . . .

The coupé splashed along in the darkness, its head-lights
revealing only remorselem sheets of speckled water and
oocasionally a tree, a house, a hedge.

Millan cleared his throat. * Fotten weather, isn't it, sir.
Worst this spring. The rain, I mean.”

Ah, the conversational chauffeur | thought Ellery with
an inward groan. * Pity the poor sailor on a nipht like
this," he said piously.

“Ha, ba," said Millan, * Jan’t it the truth, though.
You're o little late, aren™t wou, gir 7 That was the eleven-
fifty, Mr, Orheen told me this morning you were expected
te-night on the mine-twenty,™

“ Detained,” murmured Ellery, wishing he were dead.

A cass, Mr, Ouezen P asked Millan eagerly, rolling his
sguinty eyes.

Even he, O Lord. . . . * No, no. My father had his annoal
attack of elephantiasis, Foor dad | We thought for a bad
hour that it was the end."
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The chauffeur gaped. Then, looking puzzled, he returned
his attention to the sogoy, pelted road. Ellery closed his
eved with a sigh of relief,

Bat Millan's was a persevering soul, for after a morcat
of silence he grinned—true, a trifle dublously—and said :
 Lots of excitement at Mr, Owen's te-night, sir. You see,
Master Jonathan—-="

= Ak paid Ellery, starting a little. Master Jonathan,
eh ? Ellery recalled him as a stringy, hot=syed brat in the
indeterminate vears between seven and ten who posesmed
a perfectly fiendish ingenuity for making a muisance of

himself. Master Jonathan. . . . He shivered again, this
time from apprehension. He had quite forgotten Master
Jonathan.

* Yes, air, Jonathan®s having a birthday party to-morrow,
gr—ainth, I think—and Mr. and Mrs, Owen've rigeed up
something special.’ Millan grinned again, mysteriously.
* Something very special, sir. It's a secret, y'zee, The kid—
Master Jopathan deesn't koow about it yet. Will he be
surprised ! "

“T doubt it, Millan," groaned Ellery, and lapsed into
a dismal silence which not even the chauffeur's companion-
able blandishments were able to shatter,

Richard Chwen's * ducky ** howse was a large rambling
affair of gables and ells and coloured stones and bright
shutters, set at the terminal of a winding driveway flanked
by soldierly trees. It blazed with light and the front door
gtood ajar,

" Here we are, Mr. Queen | "' cried Millan cheerfully,
jumping cut and holding the door open. ® It's only & hop
to the porch ; vou won't get wet, sr."”

Ellery descended and obediently hopped to the porch.
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Millan fished his bag out of the car and bounded up the
steps. " Door open ‘'n’ everything," he grinned. * Guess
the help are all watchin® the show.™

* Show ? ** gesped Ellery with a sick feeling ar the pit
of his stomach.

Millan pushed the door wide open. * Step in, step in,
Mr. Queen, I'll go get Mr. Owen. . . . They're rehearsing,
yaee, Guﬂ:tucda:twhﬂﬂnuathanmup,mtbwmdw
wait il he'd gone to bed. It's for to-morrow, v'see. And he
was very suspicious ; they had an awful tme with hime——

“I cam well believe that,” mumbled Ellery, Damn
Jonathan and all his tribe ! He stood in & small fover
looking upon & wide brisk living=room, warm and attrac-
tive. * 3o they're putting on a play, Hmm. . . . Don’t
bother, Millan ; I°ll just wander in and wait unsil they'we
finished. Who am I to clog the wheels of Dirama ? ™

“Yeu, sir,” said Millan with a vegue disappointment ;
and he =t down the bag and touched his cap and vanished
in the darkness cutside. The door closed with a click
curimusly final, shutting out both rain and night.

Ellery reluctantly divested himself of his drenched hat
and raineoat, hung them dutifully in the foyer-closet,
kicked his bag into a corner, and sauntered into the living-
room to warm his chilled hands at the good fire, He stood
before the flarmes scaking in heat, enly halfconscious of
‘the voices which ficated through one of the two open
doorways bevand the freplace,

A woman’s voice was saving in odd childish tones :
* No, please go an | T won't Interrupt you again. T dare
gay there may be sns

“ Emmy," thought Ellery, beeoming conscious wery
abroptly. * What's going on here ? " He went to the fest
doorway and leaned againet the jamb.

An astonishing sight met him. They were all—as far as
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he could determine—there. It was apparently a library, a
large bookish room done In the modern manmer. The
farther side had been ¢leared and a home-made cortain,
rmanufactured out of starchy sheets and a pulley, stretched
acroas the room. The curtain was open, and in the cleared
gpace there was a long table covered with a white cloth
and with cups and saucers and things on it. In an armchair
at the head of the table sat Emmy Willowes, whimsically
girlish in a pinafore, her gold-brown hair streaming down
her back, her alim legs sheathed in white stockings, and
black pumpa with Iow heels on her fiet, Beside her sat an
apparition, no less © & rabhbity creature the size of a man,
hiz huge ears stiffly up, an enormous bow-tie at his furry
neck, his mouth clacking open and ghut as hurnan sounds
came from his throat. Beside the hare there was another
apparition : a creature with an amiably rodent little face
and slow sleepy movements, And beyond the little one,
who looked unaccountably like a dormouse, sat the most
remarkable of the guartette—a curious creature with
shaggy eychrows and features reminiscent of George
Arliss's, at his throat a dotted bow-tie, dressed Vietordan-
ishly in a quaint waistcoat, on his head an extraordinary
tall cloth hat in the band of which was stuck a placard
reading : * For This Seyle 1os. 64"

The sudience was composed of two women : an ald lady
with pure white hair and the sbbornly sweet facial expres-
sion which mere often than not coneeals a chronie acerbity
and a very beautiful young woman with full breass, red
hair, and green eyes. Then Ellery noticed that two domestic
heads were ssuck in another doorway, gaping and giggling
decorously.

“ The mad tea-party,” thought Ellery, grinning. I
might have known, with Emway in the house. Too good
for that merciless brat | **
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# They were learning to draw,™ said the little Dormouse
in a high-pitched woice, yawning and rubbing its eyes,

" they drew all manner of things—everything that

“Why with an M? " demandsd the woman-ehild,

“Why not?" smapped the Hare, flapping his cars
indignantly.

The Dormouse began to doze and was instantly beset by
the top-hatted gentleman, who pinched him so roundly
that he awoke with a shrick and eaid ; “—rthas begins with
m!d.nmhaamm;pa,mdhmmdmmwy,
and muchness—you know you say things are * much of a
mdmu'-adﬂmtmmsuthumingﬂadﬂwing
of & muchness # *

* Really, now you ask me," said the girl, quite confused,
“1 don't think—"

* Then you shoulda't talk," said the Haster tartly.

Tﬂngir]rm:lnapendi@ntmdbtpnmwslkmﬁ
hnwhitcltgsmjmkﬁng.mrhrmnuu&ﬂulupand.ﬂm
Hare and the Hatter stood up and grasped the Dormomuse's
little head and tried very earnestly to push it into the
mouth of a monstrous teapot on the tahle.

And the little gir]l cried, stamping her right foot @ * At
any rate I'll never go there again. It's the stupidest tea-
party I was ever at in all my life 1™

And she vanished behind the curtain ; an Instant lates
It swayed and came together as she operated the rope of
the pulley,

* Buperh,” drawled Ellery, clapping his hands, * Brang,
Alice. And a couple of bresi for the zoclogical characters,
Megrs. Dormowse and March Hare, not to speak of my
good friend the Mad Hatter,”

The Mad Hatter goggled at him, tore off his hat, and
came running aerost the mom. His vulturine features
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under the make-up were both good-humoured and crafiy ;
he was a stoutish man in his prime, 2 faintly cynical and
ruthless peime, “ Queen | When on earth did you come ?
Darned if T hadn't completely forgotten about you, What
held you up ? ™

“ Family matter. Millan did the honours. Owen, that's
your natral costume, I'll swear. T don’t know whatever
passessed you to go into Wall Street. You were born to be
the Hatter,”

“ Think so?" chuckled Chwen, pleased. “1 gues I
always did have a yen for the stage ; that’s why I backed
Emmy Willowes's Alice show, Here, T want you to meet
the gang. Mother," he said to the white-haired old lady,
“may 1 present Mr. Ellery Ousen. Laura's mother,
Cueen—Mrs, Mansfield.” The old lady smiled a sweet,
gweet gmile ; but Ellery noticed that her eyes were very
sharp. * Mrs. Gardner," continued Owen, indicating the
Buxom young woman with the red hair and green eyes
# Balieve it or not, she's the wife of that hairy Hare over
there. Ho, ho, ho [ **

There was sornething a Httle brutal in Orwen's langhter,
Ellery bowed to the beautiful worsan and said quickly :
* Gardner * You're not the wife of Paul Gardoer, the
architect 2 '*

* Guilty,” said the March Hare in a cavernous voice ;
mdﬁ:rmvedhuhuadanddﬂtlmﬂakan&mmth
twinkling eyes. * How are you, Chueen ? T haven't scen
wou since T testified for your father in that Schultz murder
case in the Village™

They shook hands. * Surprise,” said Ellery. * This is
nice, Mrs. Gardner, you have a clever hushand., He set
mony in that case.”™

“ Oh, I've always said Paul is a genjue™ smiled the
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red-haired woman. She had & quesr husky woice, ™ But he
won't believe me, He thinks I'm the only one in the world
who dotan't appreciate him.”

* Now, Carolyn,'” protested Gardner with a laugh ; but
the pwinkle had gone out of his eyes and for some odd
regson he E[a.mm:l at Richard Chwen,

Of course you remermnber Lavra! boomed Owen,
taking Ellery forcibly by the arm. * That's the Dormomse.
Charming Little rat, isn't she ? **

Mrs. Manafield loat her swest expression for s feeting
irdtant ; very flesting indeed, What the Dormouss thought
about being publicly characterised as a rodent, however
charming, by her hushand was concealed by the furry
Little head ; when she took it off she was amiling. She was
& wan little woman with tired eyes and cheeks that had
already begun to sag.

* And this,” eontinued Owen with the pride of a stock-
raiser exhibiting a prize milch-cow, *°is the one and only
Emmy. Emmy, mest Mr. Queen, that murder-smelling
chap T'we been telling vou about. MMiss Willowes,™

"“You see w, Mr., Queen,” murmured the actress, ™ in
character. | hope vou aren’t hers on a professional visic ?
Because if you are;, we'll get into mufti at opee and let
vou g2 to work, I know o a vicariously guilty conscience,
If I were to be convicted of every mental murder I've
commpitted, I'd need the nine lives of the Cheshire Cat.
These darmn” critics—""

* The costurne' said Ellery, not looking at her legs,
* is most fetching, And I think I liks vou better as Alice.™
She made a charming Alice ; she was curved in her alim-
ness, hali-boy, half-giel, ** Whose ides was this, anywsy ¢ ™

*1 suppose you think we're fools or nuts," chuckled
Owen, © Here, sit down, Queen, Maud | ™ he roared, ™ A
cocktail for Mr. Queen, Bring some more fixin's™ A
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frightened domestic head vanished. * We're having a dress-
rehearsal for Johany's birthday party to-morrow ; welve
invited all the kids of the neighbourhood, Emmy’s beilliant
idea ; she brought the costumes down from the theatre,
You know we closed Saturday night,”

* I hadn't heard. I thought difce was playing w 5.R.0."

* Sp it was. But our lease at the Odeon ran out and we've
our engagements on the road to keep. We open in Beston
next Wednesday.™

Blim-legged Maud set a pinkish lquid concoction before
Ellery. He sipped slowly, succeeding in not making a face.

“ Borry to have to break this up," said Panl Gardoes,
beginning to take off his costume, * But Carolyn and
have a bad trip befors us, And then to-morrow . . . The
road must be an absolate wash-out.™

* Pretty bad,” said Ellery politely, setting down his
three-quarters’-full glass,

** I won't hear of it,” said Laura Owen. Her pudgy little
Dormouse’s stomach gave her a peculiar appearance, tiny
and fat and sexless, © Driving horme in this storm | Carclyn,
you and Paul must stay over.”

* It's only four miles, Laura,” murmured Mre. Gardnoer.

* MNonsenge, Caralyn | More like forty on a night like
this," boomed Chwen, His chesks were curicusly pale
and damp under the make-up. * That's settled | We've
got more room than we know what to do with, Paul saw
to that when he designed this development.™

# That's the insidious pert of knowing architects socially,”
said Emmy Willowes with a grimace. She flung herself in a
chair and tucked her long lepa under her. * Youo can’t foel
‘e about the number of available guest-rooms.”

“Don't mind Emmy,” pgrinned Owen. ™ Bhe's the
Peck’s Bad Girl of show business : no manners at all, Well,
well | This is great. How's about a drink, Paul ?
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* Mo, thanks"

= You'll have one, won't you, Carolyn? Only good
gport in the erowd.” Ellery realised with a furious embar-
rassent that his host was, under the red jovial glaze of
the exterior, vilely drunk.

She raised her heavily-lidded preen eves to his, " I'd
lowe it, Dick.” They stared with peculiar hunger at each
other. M. Owen suddenly smiled and turned her back,
struggling with her cumbersome costume.

And, just as suddenly, Mrs, Mamefield rose and smiled
her unconvincing sweet smils and said in her sugary voice
to no one in particular : * Will you all excuse me ¥ [t's been
a trying day, and I'm an old woman. . . . Lawra, my
dasling.” Bhe went to her daughter and kisged (he lined,
averted forehead.

Everybody murmured something ; including Ellery, who
had a headache, a dow pinkish fire in his vitals, and a
consuming wishfulness to be far, far away.

Mr. Ellery Queen came to with a start and a groan. He
turned aver in bed, feeling very poorly. He had dozed in
fits gince one o'clock, annoyed rather than soothed by the
splash of the rain againat the bedroom windows, And now
he was mibserably awake, inexplicably sleepless, attacked
by & rather surprising insomnia. He sat up and reached for
his wrist-watch, which was ticking thundercusly away on
the night-table beside his bed, By the radizm hands he saw
that it was five paat two,

He lay back, croming his palms behind his head, and
stared into the half-darkness, The matiress was decp and
downy, as one had a right to expect of the mattress of a
plutocrat, but it did not rest his tired bones. The houss was
cogy, but it did net comfort him. His hostess was thoughtful,

Tg
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but uncomfortably woebegone, His host was a disturbing
force, like the storin. His fellow-guests ; Mastes Jonathan
mﬂ]jrg away i ]:I.i.EJHIJiﬂI.‘ b-!d—Eﬂtl‘}l' Wad Plﬁ.ﬁ\ﬂ: thaf
Master Jonathan enuffled. . . .

At two-fifteen he gave up the battle and, riging, turmed
an the light and got into his dressing-gown and slippem,
That there was no book or magazine on or in the nighs-
tabls he had ascertained before retiving. Shocking hoepi-
tality | Bighing, be went o the door and opened it and
peered out, A small night-light glimmered at the landieg
down the hall, Everything was quiet.

And suddenly he was attacked by the strangest diffidencs,
He definitely did not want to leave the bedroom.

Analyaing the fogitve fear, and arriving nowhers, Ellery
gternly reproached himeelf for anm imaginative fool and
stepped out into the hall. He was not habitually & creature
of nerves, nor was he psychic ; he Inid the blame to lowered
physical resistance due to fatigue, lack of deep. This was &
nice house with nice people in 56 It was lke a man, bhe
thought, saying : * Nice doggie, nice doggie,” to a par-
ticularly fearsome beast with slavering jaws. That woman
with the sea-green eyes. Put o s0a in a sca-gresn boat. Or
was it pes-greon. . .. * Noroom | Noroom | ... There's
plenty of room,™ said Alice indignantly. . . . And Mre
Manefield's saile did make you shiver,

Berating himself hitterly for the ferment his imagination
was in, he went down the carpeted stairs to the living-
O,

It was pitch-dark and he did not know where the light-
gwiteh was, He stumbled cver 2 hassock and stubbed his
‘toe and cursed silently. The library should be acros from
the stairs, next to the fireplace. He strained his oy toward
the fireplace, but the last embers had died, Stepping warily,
he finally reached the fireplace-wall, He groped about in
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the rain-splattered silence, searching for the library door,
His hand met a cold knob, and he turned the knob rather
noisily and swung the door open. His eyes were oriented to
the darkness now and he had already begun to make ont
in the mistiest black haze the unrecopnisable cutlines of sl
ohjecis,

The darkness from beyond the door however struck him
like a blow. It was darker darkness. . . . He was about to
step across the sll when he stopped. It was the wrong
roorm. Mot the library at all, How he koew he could not say,
but he was sure he had pushed open the door of the wrong
room. Must have wandered orbitally to the right. Lost men
in the dark focest, . . . He stared intently straight before
him into the absolute, unrelieved blackness, sighed, and
retreated. The door shut noisily again,

He groped along the wall to the left, A few feet. . . .
There it was | The very next door. He paused to test his
psychic faculties. No, all's well. Grinning, he pushed spen
the deor, entered boldly, fumbled on the nearest wall for the
switch, found it, presed. The light Hooded on to reveal,
trivmphantly, the library.

The curtain was closed, the room in disorder as he had
last seen it before being conducted upstairs by his host.

He went to the built-in bookeases, seanned several shebres,
hesitated bebween two volumes, fnally selected Hueklebarry
Firn as good reading on a dour night, put cut the light, and
felt his way back across the living-room to the stairway.
Book tucked under his arm, he began to climb the staire
There was a footfall from the landing above. He looked up.
A man's dark form was silhouetted below the tiny landing

" Owen 7 * whispered a dubicus male volce.
Ellery langhed, * It's Queen, Gardner. Can't you aleep,
either #
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He heard the man aigh with relief * Lord, no | T was
Just coming downstairs for something to read, Gar-al?n
—my wife's aslesp, T guess, in the room adjeining mine.
How she can sleep——! There's something in the air to-
might.”

* Or elss you drank too much,” said Ellery cheerfully,

Gardner was in pyvjamas and dressing-gown, hin hair
mussed. * Didn't drink at all to speak of Must be this
confounded rain. My nerves are all shot™

 Something in that Hardy believed, anvway, in the
Greek unities, . . . Il you can®t slesp, you might join me for
a stmoke in my room, Gardner,”

* YWou're sure | won't be—"

“ Beeping me up ! Monsense, The only reasen T fished
about downstairs for a book was to occupy my mind with
something, Talk’s infinitely better than Huck Finn, though
he does help at times. Come on,™

They went to Ellery’s room and Ellery produced cigar-
ettes and they relaxed in chairs and chattered and smoked
until the early dawn began struggling to emerge from behind
the fine grey wet bars of the rein outside. Then Gardmer
went yawning back to his room and Ellery fell into a heawvy,
uneasy slumber.

He waa on the rack in a tall room of the Inguisition and
his left arm was being torn out of his shoulder-socket. The
pain was almost pleasant, Then he awoke to find Millan's
roddy face in broad daylight above him, his blond hair
tragically dishevelled, He was jerking at Ellery’s arm for all
he was worth,

* Mr. Queen | ** he was crying, * Mr. Chneen | For God's
sake, wake up | "
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Ellery sat up guickly, startled. * What's the matter,
II.'E.I.[E.'I:I §a

¥ Mr, Owen, sir. He's—he's gone [ ™

Ellery sprang out of bed, © What d've mean, man? "

% Disappeared, Mr, Cuesn, We—we can't find him, Just
gone, Mrs, Owen is all—"*

“You go downstairs, Millan,” said Ellery calmly, strip-
ping off his pyjama-coat, * and pour yourself a drink.
Flease tell Mrs. Owen not to do anything until [ come down.
And nobody's to leave or telephone, You understand ? *

* ¥es, mr,” said Millan in 2 low woice, and blundered off,

Ellery dressed like a fireman, splashed his face, spat water,
adjusted his necktie, and ran downstairs. He found Laura
Owen in a crumpled sdgligé on the sofa, sobhing. DMrs.
Mansfield was patting her daughter's shoulder. Master
Jonathan Orwen was scowling at his grandmother, Emmy
Willowes silentfy smoked a cigarette, and the Gardners were
pale and quiet by the grey-washed windows.

* Mr, Crueen,” said the actress quickly, * It & drama,
hot off the script. At least Laura Owen thinks so. Won't
you assure her that it's all probably nothing #

* I can't do that,” smiled Ellery, * until I learn the facts,
Oween's gone 7 How ! When v ™

* Oh, Mr. Queen,” choked Mrs. Owen, raising 4 tear-
stained face. I know something—something dreeadful’s
bappened. I had a feeling—— You remember last night,
after Richard showed you to your room 7 ™

L1 Yﬂ-"

" Then he came back downstairs and said he had eome
work t do in hia den for Monday, and told me to go to
bed. Evervbody else had gone upstaivs. The servants, too.
I warned him ot o sty up too late and I went up to bed.
I—1 was exhausted, and I fell right asleep——"

*You cocupy one bedroom, Mra. Owen?™



204 THE ADVENTURE OF

“ Yes. Twin beda. I fell asleep and didn't wake up undl
a half-hour ago. Then I saw——" She shuddered and began
to soh again. Her mother looked helpless and angry, " His
bed hadn’t been slept in. His clothes—the ones he'd taken
off when he got into the costume—were still where he had
left them on the chalr by his bed. I was shocked, and rag
downstairs ; but be was gone. . . .7

“ AR mid Ellery queerdy. * Then, as far as you know,
he's gtill in that Mad Hatter's rig ¥ Have you locked over
his wardrobe 7 Are any of his regular clothes mising ? ©

“ No, no ; they're all there, Oh, he's dead. T know he's
dead '

* Laura, dear, please,” said M, Mansfizld in & tight
QUAVETY VOIoT.

“ Oh, mother, it's too horrble—"

“ Here, here,” said Ellery. * Mo hysterics. Was be
worried about anything P Business, for instance ™

* Mo, I'm sure he wasn't, In fact, be said only yesterday
things were picking vwp beautifully. And he fsn't—isn't
the type to woery, anyway." |

* Then it probably isn’t amnesia, He hasn't had a shock
of some sort recently i

* Mo, no."

* No possibility, despite the costume, that he went to
his office ?

" Mo, He never goss down Saturdays."

Master Jonathan jammed his fsts into the pockets of
his Eton jacket and said bitterly : * I bet he's drunk again.
Makin' mamma cry. I hope he aeoer comes back "

“ Jomathan | ** sereamed Mrs, Manefisld. * You go up
i your room this very minate, do you hear, you naity
oy ' This mimate | *°

Mo one said anything ; M, Owen continued to zob |
g0 Master Jonathan thrust cut his lower lip, scowled at his
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grandmaother with unasharned dislike, and stamped upstairs,
¥ Where," said Ellery with a frown,  was your husband
when you last saw him, Mrs, COwen ? In this room ? ™

“In his den,” she said with difficulty. " He went in
just s [ went upstairs, I saw him go in. That door, there,™
She pointed to the door at the right of the library door.
Ellery started ; it was the door to the room he had almeost
blundered into during the night in his hunt for the library,

“ Do you think—"" began Carolyn Gardner in her
husky woice, and stopped. Her lips were dry, and in the
grey morming light her hair did not seem 50 red and ber
eyves did mot seem so gresn. Thers was, in fact, & weshed-
ot ook abouat her, as if all the fisrce vitality within her had
been quenched by what had happened.

* Keap out of this, Carolyn,” said Paul Gardner harshly.
His eves were red-rimrmed from lack of sleep.

“ Coame, some,” murmused Ellery, " we may be, as
Mfiss Willowes has said, making a fuss over nothing at all.
If wou'll excuse me . . . I'll have a peep at the den.™

He went inlo the den, clodeg the door behind him, and
stood with his back squarely againet the door. It was a
small room, so narrow that it looked long by contrast ;
it was sparsely furnished and scemed a businesslike place.
There was a simple neatness about is desk, a modern
severity about its furnithings that were reflections of the
direct, brutal character of Richard Cheen. The room was
as tritm as & pin ; it was almeae ludicrows to conceive of its
having served as the seene of a crime,

Ellery gazed long and thoughtfully. Nothing out of place,
so far as he could see ; and nothing, at least perceptible
to & stranger, added. Then hiz eyes wavered and fived
thml:]mnpm: wh:umndnu-nightb&&m&him.Thﬂm
odd. . . . Fecing him a8 he leaned agairst the door there
was a bold naked mirror sst flush into the opposite wall
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and reaching from floor to ceiling—a startling feature of
the room's decorations. Ellery’s lean figure, and the doer
behind him, were pecfectly reflected in the sparkling glass,
And there, abowe . . . In the mirror he saw, above the
reflection of the door against which he was leaning, the
reflection of the face of 8 modermn electsic elock. In the
dingy greyness of the light there was a curious lambent
quality about its dial. . . . He pushed away from the doos
and turned and stared up. It was a chromium-and-onyx
clock, about & foot in diameter, round and simple and
startling.

He opened the door and beckoned Millan, who had
joined the silent group in the living-room. “ Have you a
step-ladder 7

Millan brought one. Ellery smiled, shut the door firmly,
mounted the ladder, and examined the clock. Its electric
outlet was behind, concealsd from view. The plug was
in the socket, as he saw at once. The clock was goimg ;
the time=he consulted his wrist-watch—was reasonably
sccurate, But then he cupped his hands as best he could
to shut out what light there was and stared hard and saw
that the romerals and the hands, as he had suspected,
were radium-painted. They glowed findy.

He descended, opensd the door, gave the ladder imfo
Millan's keeping, and sauntered into the hving-room. They
Tooked up at him trustfully.

“ Well,"”" said Emmy Willowes with a light shrug, * has
the Master Mind discoversd the all-impostant clue ? Ton't
tell ua that Dickis Owen i3 out playing golf &t the Meadow-
brook links in that Mad Hatter's get-up 1"

= Well, Mr. Quoesn ¥ ** asked Mrs, Owen anxicnasly.

Ellery gank into an armchair and lighted a cigarette.
= These's sormething curious in thers, Mrs, Owen, did you
get this house firnished 7 **



THE MAD TEA=FARTY 207

She was puzzled. * Furnished ? Oh, no. We bought it,
you know ; brought all our own things.™

“ Then the electric clock abeve the door in the den is
yours ? "'

* The clock ? ' They all stared at him. * Why, of course.
What has that—""

* Hrmm,™ said Ellery. " That clock has a disappraring
quality, like the Cheshire Cat—since we may as well
continue being Carrollish, Miss Willowes.™

“But what can the clock posmibly have to do with
Richard's=being gone? ™ asked Mrs. Marsfield with
asperity.

Ellery shrugged. ™ Jr o'sels, The point is that a litde
after two this morning, being unable to sleep, T ambled
downstairs to leok for a book. In the dark T blundered
to the door of the den, mistaking it for the library door.
I opened it and looked in. But I saw nothing, yoo see™

“ But how could yvou, Mr. Queen I ™ said Mrs, Gardoer
in a small voice : her breasts heaved., * IF it was dark—""

“ That's the curious part of it,” drawled Ellery, * I should
have seen sornething becanse it was so dark, Mrs. Gardner.™

[E} But__!'l

" The clock over the door.™

“ Did vou go in ? " murmured Emmy Willowes, frown-
ing. "I can't say I understand, The cleck's shove the
doos, En'titf ™

* There & a mirror facing the deor," explained Ellery
absently, ® and the fact that it was so dark makes my
seeing nothing quite remarkable, Because that clock has
lumineus hands and numerals. Consequently I should have
seen their reflected glow very clearly indeed in that pitch-
darkness. But I dide’t, yvouses, I sawliterally nothing at all,™

They were silent, bewildered. Then Gardner muttered :
“ 1 still don't see—— You mean something, somebody was
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standing in front of the mirror, obscuring the reflection
of the clack 7 "'

® Oh, no. The clock’s above the door—a good seven
feet or more from the floor, The mirror reaches to the
ceiling. There in't a picce of furniture in that room
seven feet high, and certainly we may dismiss the peasi-
bility of an intruder seven feet or more tall. No, no, Gardner,
It do=s seem as il (he clock wasn’t above the door at all
when I looked in."

“ Are you sure, young man' enapped Mrs. Mansfield,
¥ that you know what you're talking about 7 I thought
we were concerned with my son-ins-law's absence. And how
on earth could the clock not have been there P

Ellery clossd his eyes. ™ Fundamental. J? war moned fram
itr position. Wasn't above the door when T looked in, After
I Ieft, it was returned.”

“ Put why on earth,” momured the actress, ™ should
anyone want to move & mere clock from a wall, Mr
Omeen ? That's almost as nonsensical as some of the things
in Al

* That,” said Ellery, ** is the question I’'m
to myself, Frankly I dono’t know.” Then be opened his
eves, “ By the way, has anyone seen the MMad Hatier's
hat? "

Mre. Owen shivered. * No, that—thats gone, too,”

# Yeu've looked for fc?™

* Yes, Would you like to look yours—"

“ No, no, I'll take your word for it, Mr. Owen. Oh,
yes. Your hushand has no enemies 7 "' He smiled.  That's
the routine question, Miss Willowes. I'm afraid T car't
offer you anything startling in the way of technigue.”

** Enemies ¥ Oh, I"m sure not,” gquaversd M, Owen.
" Richard was—is strong and—and sometimes rather curt
and contemptuous, but I'm sure no one would hate him
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enough to—to kill him.” She shivered again and drew the
silk of her ndpligd cloder about her plump shoulders.

* Dom't say that, Laura," said Mrs. Mansfield sharply.
* I do declars, you people are like children ! It probably
has the simplest explanation,™

* Quite possible,” said Ellery in a chesrful voice. * It's
the depressing weather, I suppose, . . . There | I believe
the rain's stopped.” They dully looked oot the windows,
The rain had perversely ceased, and the sky was growing
brighter. * Of course,” continued Ellery, * there are
certain pomibilites. It's concetvable—I say conceivable,
Mrs, Orwen—that your husband has been . , . well, kid-
napped. Now, now, don't look so fightened, It's a theory
only, The fact that ke has disappeared in the costume does
se=m to point to & very abrupi—and therefore possibly
enforced—departure. You haven't found a note of some
kind ? Nothing in your letter-box F The morning madl—""'

“Kiiu:ppc-:[“ whispersd Mre, Owen foebly.

* Kidnapped ? ™ breathed Mrs. Gardner, and bit her lip,
But thers waa a brightness in her eye, like the brightness
of the sy outdoors.

Mo note, no mail” snapped Mra, Mansfield, * Per-
sonally, I think this is fidieulous, Laura, this is your house,
but I think I have a doty. . . . ¥You should do one of two
things. Either take thia seriously and telephone the regular
police, or forget all about it. M'm inclined to believe Richard
got befuddled—he had a lot to drink last night, dear—and
wandered off drunk somewhers, He's probably sleeping
it off in & feld somewhere and won't come back with any-

worie than a bad cold.”

* Excellent suggestion,” drawled Ellery. “All except
for the summoning of the raguler police, Mre. Bfanafield.
I assure you I posess—er—ay offido qualifications. Let's
not call the police and aay we did. If there's any explaining
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to do—afterward-—I"ll do it. Meanwhile, I suggest we try
to forget all this unpleasantness and wait, If Mr. Owen
hasn't returned by nightfall, we can go into conference and
decide what measures to take. Agreed 7™

* Sounds reasonable” said Gardner disconsolately,
“ May T—"" he smiled and shrugged—" this i exciting |
—telephone my office, Queen ? "

CL) Lﬂl.dl ?ﬁ""

Mrs. Owen shricked suddenly, rising and tottering toward
the stairs. " Jonathan's birthday party [ 1 forgot all about
it! And all these children invited—— What wfll T say ™

T suggest,” saild Ellery in a sad wolce, °° that Master
Jemathan i indisposed, Mo, Chwen, Harsh, but necessary,
You might 'phone all the potential spectators of the mad
tea-party and voice vour tegrets,” And Ellery rose and
wandered into the library,

It was a depressing day for all the lightening skies and
the crisp sun. The morning wore on and nothing whatever
happened. Mrs, Manafield firmly tuweked her danghter into
bed, made her swallow a small dose of lumine] from a
big bottle in the medicine-chest, and remained with her
until she dropped off to exhausted sleep, Then the old lady
telephoned to all and sundry the collective Ohwen regrets
over the unfortunate turn of events. Jonathan would hare
to Tan & fever when . . . Master Jonathan, apprised later
by his grandmother of the Jé6dclz, sent up an ululating howl
of surprisingly healthy anguish that caused Ellery, poking
mbout downstairs in the libeary, to fesl prickles slicher up
and down his spine. It took the combined labours of M,
Mansfield, Millan, the maid, and the cook to pacify the
Orwen hope. A five-dollar bill uitimately restored a rather
strained emfenis, . . . Emmy Willowes spent the day serenely
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reading. The Gardners Lstlessly played two-handed bridge,

Luncheon was a dismal affair, No one spoke in more
than monosyllables, and the strained atmosphere grew
positively taut.

During the afternoon they wandersd about, restless
ghosts. Even the actreas began to show sgns of tension :
she consumed innurmerable cgarettes and cocktails and
lapsed into elmost sullen sifence. No word came ; the
telephone rang only ence, and then it was merely the local
confectioner protesting the cancellation of the ice-cream
order. Ellery spent most of the afternoon in mysterious
activity in the Lbrary and den. What he was looking for
remained his secret. At five o'clock he emerged from the
den, rather grey of face, There was a desp crease betwesn
his brows. He went oat on to the porch and leaned against
a pillar, sunk in thought. The gravel was dry ; the sun had
quickly sopped up the rain. When he went back into the
house it was already dusk sand growing darker each mo-
ment with the swiliness of the counery nightfall.

There was no ons about ; the house wis quiet, its miser-
ahble occupants having retired to their rooms. Ellery sought
a chair. He buried his face in his hands and thought for
long minutes, completely stll,

And then at last something happened to his face and
ke went to the foot of the stairs and listened. Mo sound.
H:mmndback,rmhadﬁutlwhltphmnmdspm!lh
next fifteen minutes in low-voiced, carnest conversation
with someone in New York, When he had finished, he
went upstairs to his room.

An hour later, while the others were downstains gathering
for dinner, he slipped down the rear stairway and out of
the house unobserved even by the cook in the kitchen, He
spent gome time in the thick darkness of the grounds,



TR THE ADVENTURE OF

How it happened Ellery never knew. He felt its effects
soom after dinner | and on retrospection he recalled that
the others, too, had scemed drowsy at approximately the
same time, It was a Jate dinner and a cold one, Owen's
disappearance apparently having disrupted the culinary
organisation as well ; so that it was not until a litde after
eight that the coffee—Ellery was certain later it had been
the coffee—was served by the trim-legped maid, The
drowsiness came on less than hall an hour later, They were
seated in the living-reom, chatting dully about nothing
at all. Mrs, Owen, pale and silent, had gulped her coffee
thirstily ; had called for & second cup, in fact. Only M
Mansfield had been belligerent. She had been definitely
of & mind, it appeared, to telephone the police. She had
great faith in the local constabulary of Long Island,
particularly in one Chief Naughton, the local prefect;
and she left no doubt in Ellery’s mind of i incompetency,
Gardner had been restless and a little rebellious ; he had
tinkered with the plano in the aloove, Emmy Willowes
had drawn herself into a slant-eyed shell, no longer amused
and very, very quist, Mrs, Gardner had been nervous.
Jonathan, packed off screaming to bed. . . .

It came over their senses like a soft insidious blanket
of snow. Just a pleasant sleepiness. The room was warm
two, and Ellery rather hazily felt beads of perspiration on
his forchead. He was half gone before his dulled brain
sounded a warning note, And then, trying in panic to rise,
to use his muscles, he felt hirnself slipping, sipping nto
anconsciousmess, his body as leaden and remote a3 Vega.
His last comscious thought, as the room whirled dizzily
before his eyes and he saw blearily the expressions of his
companions, was that they had all been drugged. . - .

The dizziness scemed merely to have taken up where
it had left off, almost without hiatus. Specks danced
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before his closed eyes and somebody was hammering
petulantly at his temples. Then he opened his eyes and saw
glittering sun fixed upon the fioor at his feet. Good God,
all night. . .

He sat up groaning and fecling his head. The others
were sprawled in various attimdes of laboured-breathing
coma about hir—without exception. Someone—his aching
brain wok it in dully; it was Emmy Willowes—stirred
and sighed, He got to his fest and stumbled toward a
portable bar and poursd himself a stiff, nasty droink of
Scotch, Then, with his throat burning, be felt unaccount=
ably better ; and be went to the actress and pummellsd
her gently until she opened her eyes and gave him a sick,
dazed, troubled ook,

“W'.I:Lat—whun—"

* Drugged,” croaked Ellery. * The crew of us. Try to
revive thess people, Il.-ﬂuWﬂInw:a while I scout about a
bit, And ges if anyones -

He wove his way a little uncertainly, but with purpose,
toward the rear of the howse, Groping, be found the
kitchen. And there were the trim-legged maid and Millan
and the cook unconscious in chairs about the kitchen
table over cold cups of coffes. He made his way back to
the living-room, nodded at Miss Willowes working over
Gardner at the pianc, and staggered upstairs. He dis-
covered Master Jonathan's bedroom after a short search ;
the boy was still sleeping—a deep natural desp punctuated
by nasal snuffles. Lord, he did snuffle | Groaning, Ellery
visited the lavatory adjoining the master-bedroom. After
a little while he went downstairs and into the den. He
came out almost at once, haggard and wild-eyed. He
took his hat from the foyer-closet and hurried outdoors
into the warm sunshine, He spent fifteen minutes poking
about the grounds; the Owen house was shallowly
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surrounded by timber and seemed isolated as a Westerp
ranch. . . . When he returned to the house, looking grim
and disappointed, the others were all conscious, making
mewing little sounds and holding their heads Ike scared
children,

® Jueen, for God's sake," began Gardoer hoarsely,

“Whoever it was used that luminel in the lavatory
upstairs,” said Ellery, flinging his hat away and wincing
at a sudden pain in his head. * The stufl M. Mansfield
gave Mrs. Owen yesterday to make her sleep. Except chat
almear the whole of that large bottle was used, Swell
sleeping-draught | Make yourselves comfortable while I
conduct & little investigation in the kitchen, I think it was
the java,” But when he returned he was grimacing. * No
luck. Madoms la Cuisindérs, it seems, had o visit the baths
room at one period ; Millan was out in the garage looking
at the cars ; and the maid was off somewhere, doubiles
primping, Result : our friend the luminsolist had an
opportunity o pour most of the powder from the bottle
inte the coffee-pot, Damn L™

“1 om going to call the police 1" cried Mrs. Mansfeld
bysterically, striving to rise. * We'll be murdered in our
beds, next thing we know ! Laurs, I positively insist—""

* Please, please, Mrs. Mansfield,” said Ellery wearily.
“ No heroics. And you would be of greater service if you
went into the kitchen and checked the nsurrection that's
brewing there, The two females are on the verge of packing,
Tl pwear™

Mrs. Mansfield bit her lip and flounced off. They heard
her no longer sweet voice raised in remonstrancs a moment
later,

* But, Chueen,” protested Gardner, “ we can't go un-
protected —"

“ What I want to know in my infantile way," drawled
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Emmy Willowes fom pale lips, * is who did it, and why.
That botide upatairs . . . It looks unconscdonably like one
af wi, doesn’t 87"

Mrs, Gardner gave a little shriek, Mrs, Owen sank back
into her chair,

" Ome of us ? " whispered the red-haired woman,

Ellery smiled without humour, Then his smile faded
and he cocked his head toward the fover, ™ What was
that ? " he snapped suddenly.

They turned, terror-atvicken, and looked. But there
was nothing to see. Ellery atrode toward the front doos.

“What s it now, for heaven's sabe?" faltered Mrs.
Orvarena,

“T thought T heard a sound——"" He flung the door
open. The early morning sun streamed in. Then they saw
him stoop and pick up something from the porch and rise
and look swiftly about cutside. But he shook his head and
stepped back, closing the door.

“ Package” he said with a frown. “1 thought some.
ane o "

They looked blankly at the brown-paper bundle in his
hamds, * Package 7 ¥ asked Mrs. Owen. Her face lit up.
“Oh, it may be fram Richard | ™ And then the light
went out, o be replaced by fearful pallor. ™ Oh, do you
think——72 "

“It's addressed,” said Ellery slowly, o wou, Mes.
Chwen, No stamp, no postmark, written in pencil in dis-
guised block-letters. T think T'll take the liberty of opening
this, Mrs. Owen.” He broke the feshble twine and rore
away the wrapping of the crude parcel. And then he
frowned even more deeply. For the packags contained only
a pair of large men’s shoes, worn at the heels and soles—
sport oxfords in tan and white,

I'E:m Owen rolled her eyes, her nestrils quivering with

Q2



o6 THE ADVENTURE OF

nausea, ** Richard’s ! ™ she gasped. And she sank ha.n},
half-fainting.

“ Indeed ? ¥ murmured Ellery. ® How interesting, Not,
of course, the shoes he wore Friday night, You're positive
they're his, Mrs. Owen? ™

“ Oh, be Aar been kidnapped | ™ quavered Mrs, Mars-
field from the rear doorway. " Isn't there a note,
b-blood . . . ™

“ Nothing but the shoes. I doubt the kidoap theory
mow, Mre Mancfield. Thess weren't the shoes Ohwen
wore Friday night. When did you see these last, Mm.
Onwen 2

She moaned : “In his wardrobe closet upstairs only
yesterday afternoon. Oh—"

* There. You see? ™ said Ellery cheerfully. * Probably
stolen from the closet while we were all unconscious last
night. And now returned rather spectacularly. 5o far,
you know, there's been no harm done. I'm afraid,” he said
with severity, * we're nursing a viper at our bosoms.™

Baut they did not langh. Miss Willowes said strangely :

“Very odd. In fact, insane, Mr, Queen. I can’t ses the
slightest purpose in it."

“Mor I, at the moment. Somebody's cither playing a
monstrous prank, or there's a devilishly clever and warped
mentality behind all this,” He retrieved his hat and made
for the doar,

“ Wherever are you going ? " gasped Mrs. Gardner.

* Oh, out for a thinking spell undesr God’s blue canopy.
But remember,” he added quietly, * that's a privilege
reserved to detectives. No one s to sst foot outside this
hmucl"

He returned an hour later without explanation,
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At noon they found the second package. It was a squarish
parcel wrapped in the same brown paper. Inside there was
a cardboard carton, and in the carton, packed in erumpled
timue-paper, there were two magnificent toy sailing-boats
guch as children race on summer lakes. The package was
addressed o Mis Willowes.

“ This is getting dreadful,” murmured Mrs. Gardner,
her full lips trembling. * I'm all goose-pimples.™

“1°d feel better,” muttered Miss Willowes, * if it was
a bloody dapger, or something. Toy boats ! ™ She stepped
back and her eyes narrowed. * Now, look here, good people,
I'm as much a sport as anybedy, but a joke's a joke and
I'm just a bit fed up on this particular one, Whe's manoeav-
ring these monkeyshines 7 ™

“ Joke," snarled Gardner. He was white as death. ™ It's
the work of & madman, T tell you |

* Now, now,” murmured Ellery, staring at the green-
and-creamn boats. © We shan't get anywhere this way.
Mrs. Owen, have you ever seen these before P

Mrs. Owen, on the verge of collapse, mumbled : * Oh,
oy good dear God. Mr. Queen, T don’t—— Why, they're
—they're Jonathan's | ™

Ellery blinked. Then he went to the foot of the stairway
and yelled : * Johnny | Come down here & minute.™

Master Jonathan descended sluggishly, sulkily. * What
wou want ? '* he acked in a cold voice.

 Come here, son.™ Master Jonathan came with dragging
feet. * When did you see these boats of pours last 7

“ Boats | "' shricked Master Jonathan, springing into
life. He pounced on them and snatched them away, glaring
at Ellery. * My boats | Never seen such a place. My boats |
You stole 'em | ¥

* Come, come,” said Ellery, flushing, * be 2 good litde
man. When did you see thern last 7 "
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“ Yest'day ! In my toy-chest | My boats | Bean'lows,”
hissed Master Jonathan, and fled upstairs, hugging his
boats to his scrawny breas:,

* Stolen at the same tme,' said Ellery helplesly, * By
thunder, Miss Willowes, I'm almost inclined to agree with
you. By the way, who bought those boats for your som,
Mz, Owen ™

1 H-hi‘ Eﬂ.mﬁr:”

* Damn,™ said Ellery for the second time that impions
Sunday, and he sent them all 'on a search of the house to
gaceriain i anything else were missing. But no one could
find that anything had been taken.

Tt was when they came down from upetairs that they
found Ellery regarding a small white envelope with
P1.1:.1'|Ln:|.t|:|t.

H Mow what 7' demanded Gardner wildly,

¥ Stuck in the door,”” he said thoughtflly, * Hadn't
noticed it before. This ir a goeer one.™

It was a rich plece of stationery, sealed with blue wax
on the back and bearing the same pencilled scrawl, this
time addrested to MMre. Manafield,

The old lady collapsed in the nearsst chair, holding her
hand to her heart. She was speechless with fear,

¥ Well," said Mre., Gardner huskily, * apen it,™

Ellzry tore open the eovelope, His frown 5
“ Why," he muttered, * there's nothing at all inside | ™

Gardner gnawed his fingers and turned away, mumbling.
Mrs, Gardner shook her head bke a dazed pugilist and
stumibled toward the bar for the fifth tme that day, Emmy
Willowes's brow was dark as thunder,

* You know," said M. Owen almost guistly, * that's
mother's stationery.” And thers was another silence,
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Ellery muttered : “ Qucerer and queerer. I must get
this organised. . . . The shoes are a puzsler. The toy boats
might be constroed as a gift ; vesterday was Jonathan's
birthday ; the boats are his—a distorted practical
joke. ., " He shook his bead. * Doesn't wash, And this
third—an envelope without a letter in it. That would seem
to point to the envelope as the important thing. But the
envelope's the property of Mrs. Mansfield, The only other
thing—ah, the wax | * He scanned the blue blob on the
back narrowly, but it bore no seal-insignia of any kind,

* That,"” said Mrs, Owen, agrin in the quiet unnatoral
voice, * looks ke our wax, too, Mr, Queen, from the
Library.”

Ellery dashed away, followed by a troubled company.
Mrs. Owen went to the library desk and opened the top
drawer.

" Was it here ? ** asked Ellery quickly.

" ¥Yea,™ she said, and then her wolce quivered. ™ T used
it oaly Friday when I wrote a letter. Oh, good . . [

There was no stick of waee in the drawer.

And while they stared at the drawer, the font door-hell

rang.

It was a market-hasket this time, lying innocently on the
porch, In it, neatling erisp and green, wers two large
cabbages.

Ellery shouted for Gardner and Millan, and himself led
the charge down the steps. They scattered, searching
wildly through the brush and woods surrounding the
house. But they found nothing. Mo ggn of the bell-ringer,
no sign of the ghost who had cheerfully left a basket of
cabbages at the door as his fourth odd gift. Tt was as if he
were made of emoke and materialised only for the instant
be nesded to press his impalpable fnger to the bell.
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They found the women huddled in a corper of the living-
rootn, shivering and white-lipped. Mrs, Mansfield, shaking
like an aspen, was at a telephone ringing for the local
police. Ellery started to protest, shrugged, set his lips, and
stooped over the basket,

There was a slip of paper ted by string to the handle of
the basket. The same crude pencil-serawl, . , . “ Mr, Paul
Gardner.”

" Looks,” mufttered Ellery, * as if you're elected, old
fellow, this time.™

Gardner stared as if he could not believe his ey,
* Cabbages | ™

* Excuse me,” said Ellery curtly. He went away. When
he returmesd he was shrugging. © From the vegetable-bin
in the outside pantry, says Cook. She hadn't thought to look
for missing segetables, she told me with scom.,™

Mre. Mansfield was babbling excitedly over the telephane
to & sorely puzzled officer of the law. When she hung up she
wae rod a8 & pew-born baby, * That will be guile enough
of thia crazy nonsense, Mr. Quesn | ™ she snarled. And
then she collapsed in a chair and laughed hysterically and
ghrieked : ** Oh, T konew you wers making the mistake of
yout life when you maried that beast, Laws " and
langhed again like a mad woman,

The law armived in fifteen minutes, accompanied by &
howling siren and personified by a stocky brick-faced man
in chief's stripes and a gangling young policeman.

" P'm Naughton,” he said shortly, * What the devil's
goin” oo here P ™

Ellery said : * Ah, Chief Maughton. I'm Cueen’s son—
Ipspecior Bichard Cueen of Centre Street. How d'ye do 2

ORI gaid Naughton, He turned on Mrs, Mansfield
sternly, “ Why didn't you say Mr., Cueen was here,
Mrs, Mansfisld ¥ You oughs to know—"
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* Oh, I'm sick of the lot of you | "' screamed the old
lady. ** Nonsense, nonsense, nonsense from the instant this
week-end began | First that awful actress-woman there, in
her short skirt and legs and things, and then this—this——*"

MNaughton' rubbed his chin. " Come over here, Mr.
Oncen, where we can talk ke human beings, What the
deuce happened ¥ "

Ellery with a sigh told him. As he spoke, the Chicf"s
face grew redder and redder. “ You mean you're serious
about this business? * he rumbled at last. * It sounds
plain crazy to me. Mr. Owen’s gone off his nut and
he's playing jokes on vou people. Good God, you can't
take this thing serious ! ™

“ I"m afraid,” murmured Ellery, © we must, . ... What's
that ? By heaven, if that’s another manifestation of our
playful ghost—I| ** And he dashed toward the door while
MNaughton gaped and pulled it open, to be soruck by a
wave of dusk. On the porch lay the fifth parcel, a tiny one
this time.

The two officers darted cut of the house, flashlights
blinking and probing. Ellery picked up the packet with
eaper fingers. It was addressed in the now familiae scraw]
to Mrs. Paul Gardner. Inside were two identically shaped
ohjects : chessmen, kings. One was white and the other was
black.

“Who plays ches here P ™ he drawled,

* Richard,” shrieked Mrs. Owen. * Oh, my God, I'm
going mad |

Investigation proved that the two kings from Richard
Owen'a chess-set were gone,

The local officers came back, rather pals and panting,
They had found no one outside. Ellery was silently studying
the two chessmen.
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HWell P gaid Naughton, drooping his shoulders,

# Well," said Ellery guietly. * I have the most brilliant
notion, Naughton, Come here 2 mement.” He drew
Naughton aside and began to speak rapidly in a low voice,
The others stood Limply about, teitching with nervousness,
There was no longer any pretence of self-control. If this was
a joke, it was a ghasily one indeed. And Richard Owen
loaming in the background . . .

The Chief blinked and nodded. * You people,” he said
shortly, turning to them,  get into that Lbrary there™
They gaped. ¥ I mean it ! The lot of you. This tomfoolery is
poing to stop right now,"

" But, Naughton,” gasped Mrs, Mansfield, ** it couldn't
be any of ws who sent those things. Mr., Oueen will el vou
we weren't out of his gight to-day—"

“ Do as I zgay, M. Mansfield,” snapped the officet,

They trooped, puzzled, into the library. The policeman
rounded up Millan, the cook, the maid, and went with
them. MNobody said anything ; nobody looked at anyone
else, Minutes passed ; a half-hour ; an hour, There was
the silence of the grave from beyond the door to the living-
room. They strainad their ears. . . .

At seven-thirty the door was jerked open and Ellery and
the Chief glowered in on them. * Everybody out,” said
Naughton shortly. * Come on, step on it

" Out P ™ whispered Mre. Chwen. * Where 7 Where &
Bichard ¥ Whar——"

The policeman herded them out. Ellery stepped to the
door of the den and pushed it open and switched on the
light and stoad asde.

“Will vou please come in here and take seats,” he said
drily ; there was a tense look on his face and he seemed
exhansted,

Silently, slowly, they obeyed. The policeman dragged in
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extra chairs from the lving-room. They sat down. Naugh-
ton drew the shades. The policeman closed the door and set
his back agadnst it.

Ellery said topnelessly : * In a way this has been one of
the moat remarkable cases in my experience. It's besn
unorthodox fem every angle, Utterly nonconforming, T
think, Miss Willowes, the wish you expressed Friday might
has come true. You're about to witness a slightly cock-
eyed exsrcize in eriminal ingenuity.*

* Crim———-" Mrs. Gardner’s full lips quiversd. * You
mean—there’s been a crime P ™

# Omiet," said Naughton harshly.

" Yes," said Ellery in gentle tones, ™ there has been a
crime, I might say—I"m sorry to say, Mre. Cwen—a
major crime,”

“ Richard's g—""

¥ T'm sorry.” There was a little silence. Mrs, Orwen did
not weep ; ahe searmed dried out of tears. * Fantastic,” said
Ellery at last. " Look here.” He sighed. * The crux of the
problem was the clock. The Clock That Wasn®t Whers It
Should Hawe Been, the clock with the nvisdble face. You
remember I pointed out that, since I hadn’t seen the reflec-
tion of the Juminos hands in thar mirrer there, the clock
must have been moved, That was a tenable theory, But it
wasn't the eily theory"

“Richard’s dead,” said Mrs. Chwen, in a wondering weice.

“Mr. Gardner,” continwsd Ellery quickly, ™ pointed
out one possbility ; that the clock may still have been
over this door, but that something or someone may have
been standing in front of the mirror. I told you why that
was impossible, But,” and he went muddenly to the tall
mirror, * there was still ancther theory which accounted
fior the fact that I hadn't seen the luminous hands® reflection.
And that was ; that when I opened the door in the dark
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and peered in and saw nothing, the clock was still there bue
the mirror wasn't [ ™ :

Miss Willowes said with a curious drymess : " But how
could that be, Mr. Oueen P That—that's silly.”

“ Mothing is silly, dear lady, until it is proved so. T said
to myself : How could it be that the mirror wasn't there at
that instant ? It's apparently a solid part of the wall, a
built-in section in this modem room.” Something glim-
mered in Mim Willowes's eyes, Mrs, Mansfield was staring
straight before her, hands clasped tightly in her lap. M,
Owen was looking at Ellery with glazed eyes, blind and
deaf. © Then," said Ellery with another sigh, * there was
the very odd nature of the packages which have been
descending upon us all day like manna from heaven, I said
this was a fantastic affair, Of course it must have ocourred to
you that someone was trying desperately to call our attens
tion to the seervet of the crime.™

* Call our at—"" began Gardner, frowning,

¥ Precisely. Now, Mo, Chwen," murmured Ellery softly,
* the first package was addressed o vou. What did it
contain ? ™ She stared at him without expresion. Thers
was & dreadfial silence. Mrs, Mamsfield suddenly shook her,
ag if she had been a child, She started, smiled vaguely ;
Ellery repeated the goestion.

And she said, almest brightly : * A pair of Richard's
sport oocfiords,™

He wineed. “ In & word, shoar, Miss Willewes" and des-
pite her nonchalance she saffened a little, * vou were the
recipient of the gecond package. And what did that con-
tain P

* Jomathan's toy boats,” she murmured,

“In a word, again—ships. Mrs, Mansfield, the third

was sent to you. It contained what, precisely 7 7

* Mething," She tossed her head. 1 still think thia i
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the purest drivel. Can't you see you're driving my danghter
—all of us—insane ? Naughton, are you going to permit
this farce to continue ? If you know what's happened to
Richard, for goodnass' sake tell us [

“ Answer the question,” said Naughton with a scowl.

“ Well,” she said defizntly, “ a silly envelope, empty,
and sealed with our own wax."

*“ And again in & word," drawled Ellery, * seafing-max,
Now, Gardner, to you fell the really whimsical fourth
beguest. It was—7="

* Cabbage,” said Gardner with an uncertain grin.

* Cabbage:, my dear chap ; there were two of them.
And finally, Mrs. Gardner, you received what ? *

¥ Two chessmen,” she whispered.

" Mo, no. Mot just two chessmen, Mra. Gardner, Two
ktngr.”" Ellery's grey eves plittered. ™ In other words, in
the order named we were bombarded with gifts . . ." he
paused and looked at them, and continued softly, *°gf
shoer and shipr and maling-war, of cobboper and kingr' ™

Thers was the most extraordinary silence, Then Emmy
Willowes gasped : “The Walrus and the Carpenter.
Alics’s Advendures in Wondsrland ! ©

“I'm schamed of you, Miss Willowes, Where precisely
does Tweedledee’s Walres speech come in Carrell®s
duology ™

A preat light broke over her eager features. ™ Through e

: :_llﬂl'

 Through the Looking-Glaw,” murmured Ellery in the
crackling silence that followed. * And do you know what
the sub-title of Threugh the Looking-Glarse 2 ? ¥

Bhe sadd in an awed wolce :  dod Wi Al Fouad
There,"
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* A perfect recitation, Miss Willowess, We were instracted
then, to go through the looking-glas and, by inference,
find something on the other side connected with the dis-
appearance of Richard Owen. Quaint idea, e¢h?" He
feaned forward and said brusquely @ ' Let me revert to
my original chain of ressoning. I said that a lkely theory
was that the mirror didn't reflect the luminous hands
because the mirror wasn't there, But since the wall at any
rate is solid, the mirror itself muost be movable to have beea
shifted out of place. How was this possble 7 Yestesday I
sought for two hours to find the secret of that mirror—or
should I say . . . looking-glass ¥ " Their eyves went with
horror o the tall mirror set in the wall, winking back at
them in the glitter of the bulbs. ™ And when I discovered
the secret, I looked through the laoking-glass and what do you
suppose [—a clumsy Alice, indeed 1—found thers ? ™

No one replied,

Ellery went gwifthy to the mirror, stood on tiptoe, touched
something, and something happened to the whols glass Tt
moved forward as if on hinges. He hooked his fingers in the
crack and pulled. The mirror, like a door, swung out and
away, revealing a shallow closes-like cavity.

The women with one breath screamed and covered their
Eyed.

ThtEﬁEH.gluﬂ&fthuM&dH&ttﬂ,hﬁIhRiﬂhﬂl‘d Orwen's
unmistakahle features, glared out at them—a dead,
horrible, baleful glare.

Paul Gardner stumbled to his feet, choking and jerking
at his eollar. His eyes bulged out of his head. * O-0-
Orwen,” he gasped, * Owen. He can'f be here, T b-b-baried
him myself under the big rock behind the house in the
woods. Oh, my God." And he smiled a dreadfial amile and
his eves turned over and he collapsed in a faint on the foor,

Ellery sighed. ™ It's all right now, De Vere,” and the
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Mad Hatter moved and his features ceased to resemble
Rickard Owen’s magically, ™ You may come out now,
Admirable bit of staruary histrionies. And it twned the
trick, as I thought it would. There's vour man, Mr, Maugh-
ton. And if you'll question Mrs, Gardner, I beliese vou'll
find that she's been Owen's mistress for some time, Gardner
obviowsly found it out and killed him. Look out—there she

Em'tm!::

*“ What I can’t understand,” murmured Emmy Willowes
after a long silence late that night, as she and Mr. Ellery
Chueen aat side by side in the local bound for Jamaica and
the express for Penneylvania Station, " is=——"" She stopped
helplessly. ®1 can't understand so miany things, Mr.

L

“ It was simple enough,™ said Ellery wearily, staring out
the window at the nuhing dark countryside.

" But whe is that man—that De Vere P "

“ Oh, he | A Thespian scquaintance of mine tempor-
arily * at liberty.' He’s an actor—does character bits. You
wouldn't know bim, T suppese. You see, when my deduc-
tions had led me to the looking-glass and I examined it and
Enﬂ?dimnmd:ulmtmdupmndmlfwnd&vms
body Iying there in the Hatter coatume——"

She shuddered. * Much too realistic drams to my taste
Why didn"t you announce your discovery at cnce 7

“ And gain what? There wasn't & shred of evidence

¢ the murderer. I wanted time to think out a plan to
make the murderer give himself away. I left the body

I'lfl'l 2

* You mean to sit thers and say you knew Gardner did
it all the time ? " she demanded, frankly sceptical.

He shrugged. “ OFf course. The Crwens had lived in that
house barely a month. The spring on that compartment is
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remarkably well concealsd ; it probably would never be
discosered unless vou knew it exsted and were locking for
it. But T recalled that Owen himself had remarked Friday
pight that Gardner had designed * this development " T had
it then, maturally, Who more likely than the architect to
know the secret of such a hidden closet ? Why he designed
and had built & secrst panel T don’t know ; T suppoae it
fitted into some architectural whirm af his. So it had to be
Gardner, you aee.” He gazed thoughtfully at the dusty ceil-
ing of the car, ¥ 1 reconstructed the crime easily enough,
After we retived Friday night Gardner came down to have
it oat with Ohwen about M. Gardner—a 1|.|!-1.1.,r wem;.h‘ if
I ever saw one. They had words ; Gardner killed him, Tt
must have been an unpremeditated crime. His first impulse
waa 1o hide the body. He couldn®t take it out Friday night
in that awful rain without leaving traces on his naghts
clothes, Then he remembered the panel behind the mireor.
The body would be safe encugh there, he felt, untl he
could remove it when the rain stopped and the ground
dried to a permanent hiding-place ; dig a grave, or what-
« He was stowing the body away in the closet when
I opened the door of the den ; that was why I didn't ee
the reflection of the clock, Then, while I was in the library,
be closed the mirrgr-door and dodged upstairs. I came out
quickly, though, and he decided to brazen it out; even
pretended he thought T might be * Owen * coming up.
= At any rate, Satrdey night he drugged ws all, took
the body out, buried it, and camse back and doaed himse1f
with the drug to make his part as natural as possible. He
didn't knew I had found the body behind the mirror Satar-
day afternoon, When, Sunday moming, I found the body
gone, I knew of conrse the reason for the drogring, Gardner
by burying the body in & place unknown to anyone—with-
out leaving, as far as he knew, even a clue to the fact that
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murder had been committed at all—was naturally deing
away with the primary piece of evidenes in any murder
case . . - the corpur delieti, . . . Well, T found the oppartunity
o telephone De Vere and instruct him in what he had to
do. He dug up the Hatter's eostume somewhere, managed
to get a photo of Owen from a theatrical office, came down
here. . . . We put him in the closet while Naughton's man
was detaining you people in the library. You see, I had to
build up suspense, maks Gardner give himself away, break
down his moral resistance. He had to be forced to disclose
whers he had buried the body ; and he was the only one
who could tell us It worked.™

The actress regarded him sidewise out of her clever eyes.
Ellery sighed moodily, glancing away from her slim legs
cutstreiched to the oppesite seat,  But the most puzzling
thing of all,” she said with a pretty frown. * Those per-
fectdy fiendish and fantastic packages. Who sent them, for
beaven's sake ? "

Ellery did not reply for a long time. Then he said
drowsily, barely audible above the clatter of the traim :
*You did, really.™

“I#* She was so startled that her mouth few open.

“Only in & manner of speaking," murmured Ellery,
closing his eyes. * Your idea about running a mad tea-
party out of dficr for Master Jonathan's delectation—the
whole pervading spirit of the Reverend Dodgson—started
& chain of fantasy in my own brain, you sse Just opening
the closet and saying that Owen's body bad been there,
or even getting De Vere to act as Ohwen, wasn't enough.
I had to prepare Gardner's mind psychologically, fill him
with puzzlement first, get him to realise after a while whers
the gifts with their implications were leading. . . . Had to
torture him, I suppose. It's a weakness of mine. At any
rate, it was an eagy matter 1o telephone my father, the
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Inspector ; and he sent Sergeant Velie down and T mang
aged to smuggle all those things I'd filched from the house
out into the woods behind and hand good Velie what T
had. . . . He did the rest, packaging and all."”

She st up and measured him with a severe glance, © My,
Q;mmtl:ma;m:kﬂmmmhmdﬂctuwmdu"’

D gene . rlacpdy. FT 12 it, you see, Drama,
Miss Willowes. You ought to be able to understand that,
Surrcund & murderer with things he doesn’t understand,
bewilder him, get him mentally punch-dronk, and then
spring the knock-gut blow, the crusher. . . . Ob it was
devilish clever of me, I admut."

She regarded him for so long and in such silence and
with such supple twisting of her bovish figure that he
stirred uncomfortably, fecling an wowilling flush come to
his cheeks, * And what, if T may ask™ he said lighthy,
“ prings that positively lewd expression to your Peter
Parmish face, my dear ? Feel all right ? Anything wrong 7
By Gearge, how db you feel 7

* As Alice would say,” she said softly, leaning a little
toward him, * curicuser and curiousesr,™
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