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T H E F I E L D OF A R T

The International Exhibition
at Pittsburgh
BY ROYAL CORTISSOZ
•3^ •ifc-ajr-^ • ^ - 5 ^ • ^ •sjr "^-jfc-sjr ^ - ^ o f c ' ' 3 ^ ' ^

I HE International Exhibitions held
annually at Carnegie Institute, in
Pittsburgh, have long served a
peculiarly useful purpose. They enable
the observer of contemporary painting
to see at a glance just w^hat its most
characteristic traits are. As in a microcosm, he perceives what is going on in
the studios on both sides of the Atlantic. Of course not every one of them is
represented, but the men chosen to
stand for this or that country are fairly
typical specimens and from, their work
one may catch a truly illuminating
gleam. They are men who, if not exactly in the forefront—from the point of
view of intrinsic merit—are at all
events significant of what is newest in
the air at a given moment. The Pittsburgh galleries constitute a kind of
laboratory in which the director, Mr.
Homer Saint Gaudens, regardless of his
own "likes or dislikes," assembles the
current evidence on which an estimate
of progress—or its opposite—may be
based.
Section after section, year after year,
has hitherto had a rather miscellaneous
aspect. The different countries have
been represented by as generous a group
as space permitted. For the twenty-sixth
exhibition, in full swing as I write and
destined to be visible, so far as the foreign pictures are concerned, at the
Brooklyn Museum in January, a somewhat different policy has been adopted,
Only about a third of the usual number

of artists is represented, but these men
have three or four pictures each on the
walls and in some instances as many as
five canvases are hung by the individual. It is as though a miniature "oneman shovs^" occurred over and over
again within the ensemble. The effect
is to emphasize the specific type. Next
year, I may note in passing, another
contingent of the same numerical force
will hold the fort and a year later still
another will be organized. The present
group, responsible for about four hundred pictures, well hung in rooms given
to different nationalities, ushers in the
new system in a manner admirably provocative of discussion. It is about evenly
divided between exemplars of the old
and the new, conservatism and radicalism. The revival of an ancient conflict
is piquantly illustrated.
o o o
•
My first experience of that conflict
dates back to the crisis between the two
bodies in Paris, the Salon of the Champs
Elysees and the Salon of the Champs
de Mars. I saw something of the same
upheaval when Franz Stuck and the
other leaders of the Munich Secession
came into view. There had been historic
quarrels before that, when romanticists
like Gericault and Delacroix had rebelled against the tradition of David,
when the Barbizon school had pitted
naturalism against convention, and
when Monet and the rest of the Im-
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Mile. OrosofF.
From the painting by Abram Poole,
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Brown-eyed Boy.

The Hermit,

From the painting by Robert Henri.

From the painting by Ignacio Zuloaga.
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Motherhood.
From the painting by Anto Carte—Awarded Second Prize.
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Still Life.
From the painting by Henri Matisse—Awarded First Prize.

Carnival.
From the painting by Antonio Donghi.
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The Fish, the Bottle, and the Boy.
From the painting by Charles W. Hawthorne
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T H E F I E L D OF ART
pressionists had struggled for their
place in the sun. Over here we also have
had our revolutionary episodes, notably
when the Society of American Artists
entered into rivalry with the National
Academy. Revolution, as such, may
spring from two sources. It may originate in the creative ardor of one or two
men. A genius paints in his predestined
way because he cannot help himself. No
matter how external influences may
have urged him, Gericault was bound
to paint The Raft of the Medusa. Delacroix would have been Delacroix in
spite of the antithetical presence of Ingres upon the scene. Change does not
come from a "noble discontent" alone;
it sometimes spontaneously arises. Consider Whistler. He got into the Salon
des Refuses as the result of conditions
outside himself, but he is an instance of
self-determination if ever there was one.
The nocturnes which constitute his
most precious invention, giving him his
singularity, sprang from his innermost
being and not from any dissatisfaction
with the Salon or the Royal Academy.
Nevertheless, revolution often develops
out of nothing more nor less than resentment against a predominant mode,
It was so, I think, in the old battle of
the Salons to which I have alluded. It
was so at Munich in the nineties and it
has been so, again, in the United States,
And yet the distinction which I would
draw is not always as simple as it might
seem. There remains, inevitably, the
play of personal temperament and faculty, the quality of the man with whom
you have sometimes to reckon in the
midst of consideration of "movements."
With the due reservations to be made
which I have indicated, I would still be
inclined to ascribe the state of affairs refleeted at Pittsburgh to discontent rath-

IO7

er than to the pressure of individual
initiative. Conservatism, which has
its inalienable virtues, has also its inalienable perils. For one thing it occasionally makes for routine, which is to
say complacency and atrophy. I can
well remember one justification that the
rebels had in Paris thirty years ago. It
resided in the huge machin of which
the big men were so fond, the historical or mythological canvas in which
great academic skill was wreaked upon
banality. Individual distinction, where
it existed at all, was swallowed up in a
lifeless immensity. To what expedients
were artists driven in order that they
too might "make a hole in the wall"
and play an effective part in the great
game of attracting attention! M. Pelez,
as I recall, was even moved to paint a
full-length of a vitriol-thrower, lurking
behind a corner with a bowl of the baleful liquid in her hand and waiting,
poised like a snake, for the passing of
her recalcitrant lover. Sensationalism
ranged itself against the rule of thumb,
Well, the revolution was worked out,
happily, on other lines. In the Salon of
the Champs de Mars you saw men who
essayed to solve the problem in the only
way—by painting better. Some of
them, Besnard, for example, were, as it
happened, extraordinarily gifted. But
the general gesture was one of disgust.
directed at an outworn mode. To a certain extent that is what is at the bottom
of the newer impulses to-day.
0 0 0
France, which has so often been the
battle-ground, is once more the country in which experimentation is carried
on with peculiar fervor, and after a preliminary survey of the Pittsburgh show
as a whole it-is interesting to turn to the
French section. A passage in the pref-
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ace to it in the catalogue is apposite to
the present inquiry:
The march toward abstraction becomes
more obvious, as our own senses become more
acute, until we find ourseh^es in company
with those creators who feel that the most interesting thing to do in painting is not to appeal to the world at large, but to excite the
refined emotions o£ a few persons, who,
possessed of intense sympathy with modern
social existence, have sought to tune their
visual reactions to the most sensitive possible
combinations of form and color.

The question at once arises—what,
precisely, are the men doing who are
trying to "excite the refined emotions of
a few persons" ? I found Maurice Denis
painting religious subjects with all the
dignity of the old regime but with an
engagingly modern touch. He has
beaten out a style of his own without
sacrificing any of the elements in technique which have contented his predecessors. Not so with Henri Matisse and
the men of his new generation, such
men as Maurice Utrillo, Othon Friesz,
Henry de Waroquier, and Kees van
Dongen. They suggest that they have
come to a legitimate reaction against
old Salon conventions without substituting for them anything in itself fine
and beautiful. The Matisse legend is a
very curious phenomenon. All sorts of
potentialities are assigned to it, and we
are told, for example, that he can draw
like Ingres, but when you encounter a
specimen of his art, like The Spaniard, at Pittsburgh, you discover simply
a sketchy and mannered full-length of
a woman that has a measure of animation but is in no wise beautiful. You
would judge from it, too, that the old
French tradition of painting as a craft
had been lost. That is the broad impression left upon me by the French section
in the International. The modernists
have a zest which is better than the

ART

dead-alive mood of the Salon—but they
are inadequate painters.
It amused me to compare them with
some of the "old hands." They seemed
crude not only beside Salonniers like
Le Sidaner and Rene Menard, but beside an innovator like Claude Monet.
Just once Matisse, in the vivid flowerpiece to which the first prize was
awarded, seemed to come within hailing distance of a beguiling conception
and to cause it to vibrate at least with
the charm of color. But his other compositions left me cold. I could not find
in them any particularly "sensitive combinations of form and color." To put
it quite frankly, he doesn't seem to me
the powerful personality who, with
great creative originality, is to lead us
away from the sedater qualities of conservatism.

o o

o

It is, indeed, a crucial point. As I
have ventured to point out more than
once in these pages before, it is the artist
who counts before the art, the man
"with the mark of the gods upon him,"
as Whistler said, who comes bringing a
new vision and a magical hand to the
recording of his ideas. And when he arrives, I may add, he touches not only
"the refined emotions of a few persons"
but makes a successful appeal "to the
world at large." The strength of the
British section resides altogether in the
company of really distinguished painters there represented. I may cite the
studies of form by Augustus John, the
beautiful landscapes of Sir D. Y. Cameron—who is achieving a power with
the brush quite in harmony with that
which he has shown in etching—and
the not quite full-rounded yet unquestionably original and alluring portraiture of the late Ambrose McEvoy.

PRODUCED BY UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED

105

T H E F I E L D OF A R T
There were some modernists present in
this section, but on the whole they sank
into the background. The British, in so
far as the testimony of this exhibit may
be followed, are on the side of conservatism. Sir William Orpen's rather hard
but undeniably strong portraits, and
those painted out of a kindred academic
hypothesis by Maurice Greiflenhagen,
are more decisively "in the current"
than anything else on the walls. And
the stimulating thing about this current in Great Britain is that it is a
current, that there is no hint of stagnation in the prevailing fidelity to
old canons of thoroughgoing workman-

^^^P-
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The American section, hke those already traversed, was so framed as to
give both sides a hearing. It held one
hundred and twenty pictures in which
old and new ideas were about equally
balanced. The ideals of workmanship
nurtured by European training during
the last twenty-five or thirty years appeared in the portraits painted by Gari
Melchers, Abram Poole, and Leopold
Seyffert. Charles W. Hawthorne's pictures stood for the same more or less
traditional standard. You saw it tinctured by a more specifically "modern"
feeling in the work of Arthur B.
Davies, Leon KroU, Kenneth Hayes
Miller, and divers others. The note of
Manet was revived with his usual adroitness and force by Robert Henri. The
modernistic accent pure and simple, disclosed by a leader like Maurice Sterne,
was borne also by Bernard Karfiol,
Henry L. McFee, and Andrew Dasburg. The mere freakishness of modernism was absent. There were no cubistic fantasies on the walls. But there
was abundant illustration of the "new"
tendency. It did not seem to me to em-

brace as efficient a technique as the conservatives could claim, and I felt even
more a drop in what I may call the
purely aesthetic phase of the matter. The
object of the artist, which is to say the
production of a work of art, seems
among the modernists to have been
modified into something of a slightly
different nature. Though realism in the
photographic sense is rightly in abeyance, the realism which is to the fore
instead seems, on the whole, somewhat
stodgy. A certain heaviness broods over
the painter's sense of form and over his
touch, and in color he is inclined to be
drab. What is especially missing? Inspiration, I should say. Not anything
high-erected and imaginative that is
ordinarily connoted by the phrase, but
the inspiration of a really new and enkindling personal gift. In the United
States, as elsewhere, contemporary
painting is suffering from the slenderness of the crop of unique talents.
0

0

0

The transitional movements, to
which some reference was made at the
outset, owed a good deal to dynamic individuality. It is always rare, and there
is, perhaps, nothing to be surprised at in
its rarity to-day, when science is so emphatically in the saddle. In the search
after personality in the International,
I found nowhere a nation portentously
rich in this blessing of the gods. There
was a trace of it in the Belgian section,
made really strong by one of the two
exhibitors, Anto Carte. He is an early
Fleming born again, with a modern
twist to his traditional impulse. He
paints interesting pictures, partly naturahstic, partly symbolical, and paints
them well. He had a good colleague
on this occasion in Isadore Opsomer,
a landscapist and portrait-painter.

PRODUCED BY UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED

n o

T H E F I E L D OF A R T

Holland registered no progress at all. than this one. A wholesome nationalGermany and Austria proved as arid, ism is evidently sustaining Spanish art.
Vi^ith modernism rampant and doing In Italy the same source of strength is
nothing to raise a hopeful surmise, at odds vs^ith afloM^ingtide of modernisAmongst the other nations one had to tic straining after effect. In both counbe content vi'ith occasional flashes of a tries there are figures of consequence:
modest cleverness, as in the case of the in Italy not only the veteran Mancini
portrait-painter Ludomir Slendzinski, but younger men of ability, like Italico
in Poland, and that of Eustache Stoe- Brass, Ferruccio Ferrazzi, and Antonio
nesco in Roumania. Russia had three Donghi; in Spain, not only Zuloaga
interesting representatives in Alexander but various capable disciples of his more
Jakovlev, Vasili Shukaeiv, and Boris racy strain.
Grigoriev, especially the
first-named.
O O O
Bolshevism hasn't killed out the Russian flair for draftsmanship, though it
It vs^as a useful show, this twentyhas, apparently, encouraged a kind of sixth International. Modernism was
violence in respect to color. Out of that given every chance to affirm itself
vast cosmos important things are sure- alongside the conservative types which
ly ultimately coming. The Hungarians it would discredit. In the long run it
and Scandinavians seemed to me neg- demonstrated the truth to which I have
ligible, not even excepting the much- often returned in the analysis of this
vaunted Norwegian modernist Edvard subject, the truth that the burden of
Munch, and there was little to arrest proof rests not upon the propagandists
the eye in Czechoslovakia. Down in the but directly upon the shoulders of the
south the Spaniards and Italians gave a artists themselves. And on this occasion
fairly encouraging account of them- the proof that they have in their possesselves, though Spain has men to make sion the secret of true renovators of art
next year's display more ingratiating was not forthcoming.

•sjr-STT'3jr-STC'5JC "^c'3jr

A calendar of current art exhibitions will be found in the
Fifth Avenue Section.
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The Greene Murder Case
(Continued from page i 6 of this number)
small balustraded stone porch with a narrow
flight of stairs, set against the house, leading
to the lawn below. French doors opened
upon this porch from both Ada's and Mrs.
Greene's room.
On the opposite side of the hall were the
three rooms occupied by Julia, Chester, and
Sibella, Julia's room being at the front of the
house, Sibella's at the rear, and Chester's in
the centre. None of these rooms communicated with the other. It might also be noted
that the doors to Sibella's and Mrs. Greene's
rooms were just behind the main staircase,
whereas Chester's and Ada's were directly at
the head of the stairs, and Julia's and Rex's
farther toward the front of the house. There
was a small linen closet between Ada's room
and Mrs. Greene's; and at the rear of the hall
were the servants' stairs.
Chester Greene explained this arrangement
to us briefly, and then walked up the hall to
Julia's room.
"You'll want to look in here first, I imagine," he said, throwing open the door.
"Nothing's been touched—police orders. But

DOOR, TO UALL-n

J

Plan of Julia's Bedroom.
I can't see what good all that stained bedlinen is to any one. It's a frightful mess."
The room was large and richly furnished

with sage-green satin-upholstered furniture
of the Marie Antoinette period. Opposite to
the door was a canopied bedstead on a dais;
and several dark blotches on the embroidered
linen gave mute evidence of the tragedy that
had been enacted there the night before.
Vance, after noting the disposition of the
furniture, turned his gaze upon the old-fashioned crystal chandelier.
"Were those the lights that were on
when you found your sister last night, Mr.
Greene.?" he asked casually.
The other nodded with surly annoyance.
"And where, may I ask, is the switch?"
"Behind the end of that cabinet." Greene
indifferently indicated a highly elaborated
armoire near the door.
"Invisible-—eh, what?" Vance strolled to
the armoire and looked behind it. "An amazin' burglar!" Then he went up to Markham
and spoke to him in a low voice.
After a moment Markham nodded.
"Greene," he said, "I wish you'd go to
your room and lie down on the bed just as
you were last night when you heard the shot.
Then, when I tap on the wall, get up and do
everything you did last night—in just the
way you did it. I want to time you."
The man stiffened, and gave Markham a
look of resentful protestation.
"Oh, I say—!" he began. But almost at
once he shrugged compliance and swaggered
from, the room, closing the door behind him.
Vance took out his watch, and Markham,
giving Greene time to reach his room, rapped
on the wall. For what seemed an interminable time we waited. Then the door opened
slightly, and Greene peered round the casing.
Slowly his eyes swept the room; he swung
the door further ajar, stepped inside hesitandy, and moved to the bed.
"Three minutes and twenty seconds," announced Vance. "Most disquietin'. . . .
What do you imagine. Sergeant, the intruder was doing in the interim of the two
shots?"
"How do I know?" retorted Heath. "Probably groping round the hall outside looking
for the stairs."

Ill
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"If he'd groped that length of time he'd
have fallen down 'em."
Markham interrupted this discussion with
a suggestion that we take a look at the servants' stairway down which the butler had
come after hearing the first shot.
"We needn't inspect the other bedrooms
just yet," he added, "though we'll want to
see Miss Ada's room as soon as the doctor
thinks it's advisable. When, by the way, will
you know his decision, Greene?"
"He said he'd be here at three. And he's
a punctual beggar—a regular fiend for efficiency. He sent a nurse over early this morning, and she's looking after Ada and the Mater now."
"I say, Mr. Greene," interposed Vance,
"was your sister Julia in the habit of leaving
her door unlocked at night?"
Greene's jaw dropped a little, and his eyes
opened wider.
"By Jove—no! Now that you mention it
. . . she always locked herself in."
Vance nodded absently, and we passed out
into the hall. A thin, swinging baize door
hid the servants' stair-well at the rear, and
Markham pushed it open.
"Nothing much here to deaden the sound,"
he observed.
" N o , " agreed Greene. "And old Sproot's
room is right at the head of the steps. He's
got good ears, too—too damned good sometimes."
We were about to turn back when a highpitched querulous voice issued from the partly
open door on our right.
"Is that you, Chester? What's all this disturbance? Haven't I had enough distraction
and worry
?"
Greene had gone to his mother's door and
put his head inside.
"It's all right. Mater," he said irritably.
"It's only the police nosing around."
"The police?" Pier voice was contemptuous. "What do they want? Didn't they upset
me enough last night? Why don't they go
and look for the villain instead of congregating outside my door and annoying me?—So,
it's the police." Her tone became vindictive.
"Bring them in here at once, and let me talk
to them. The police, indeed!"
Greene looked helplessly at Markham, who
merely nodded; and we entered the invalid's
room. It was a spacious chamber, with windows on three sides, furnished elaborately
with all manner of conflicting objects. My

first glance took in an East Indian rug, a buhl
cabinet, an enormous gilded Buddha, several
massive Chinese chairs of carved teak-wood,
a faded Persian tapestry, two wrought-iron
standard lamps, and a red-and-gold lacquered
high-boy. I looked quickly at Vance, and surprised an expression of puzzled interest in his
eyes.
In an enormous bed, with neither headpiece nor foot-posts, reclined the mistress of
the house, propped up in a semirecumbent
attitude on a sprawling pile of varicolored
silken pillows. She must have been between
sixty-five and seventy, but her hair was almost
black. Her long, chevaline face, though yellowed and wrinkled like ancient parchment,
still radiated an amazing vigor: it reminded
me of the portraits I had seen of George
Eliot. About her shoulders was drawn an embroidered Oriental shawl; and the picture
she presented in the setting of that unusual
and diversified room was exotic in the extreme. At her side sat a rosy-cheeked imperturbable nurse in a stiff white uniform,
making a singular contrast to the woman on
the bed.
Chester Greene presented Markham, and
let his mother take the rest of us for granted.
At first she did not acknowledge the introduction, but, after appraising Markham for
a moment, she gave him a nod of resentful
forbearance and held out to him a long bony
hand.
"I suppose there's no way to avoid having
my home overrun in this fashion," she said
wearily, assuming an air of great toleration.
"I was just endeavoring to get a litde rest.
My back pains me so much to-day, after all
the excitement last night. But what do I matter—an old paralyzed woman like me? No
one considers me anyway, Mr. Markham.
But they're perfectly right. We invalids are
of no use in the world, are we?"
Markham muttered some polite protestation, to which Mrs. Greene paid not the
slightest attention. She had turned, with seemingly great difficulty, to the nurse.
"Fix my pillows. Miss Craven," she ordered impatiently, and then added, in a whining tone: "Even you don't give a thought to
m_y comfort." The nurse complied without a
word. "Now, you can go in and sit with Ada
until Doctor Von Blon comes.—How is the
dear child?" Suddenly her voice had assumed
a note of simulated solicitude.
"She's much better, Mrs. Greene." The
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nurse spoke in a colorless, matter-of-fact tone,
and passed quietly into the dressing-room.
The woman on the bed turned complaining eyes upon Markham.
"It's a terrible thing to be a cripple, unable
to walk or even stand alone. Both my legs
have been hopelessly paralyzed for ten years.
Think of it, Mr. Markham: I've spent ten
years in this bed and that chair"—she pointed
to an invalid's chair in the alcove—"and I
can't even move from one to the other unless
I'm lifted bodily. But I console myself with
the thought that I'm not long for this world;
and I try to be patient. It wouldn't be so bad,
though, if my children were only more considerate. But I suppose I expect too much.
Youth and health give little thought to the
old and feeble—it's the way of the world.
And so I make the best of it. It's my fate to
be a burden to every one."
She sighed and drew the shawl more
closely about her.
"You want to ask me some questions perhaps? I don't see what I can tell you that
will be of any help, but I'm only too glad to
do whatever I can. I haven't slept a wink,
and my back has been paining me terribly
as a result of all this commotion. But I'm not
complaining."
Markham had stood looking at the old
lady sympathetically. Indeed, she was a pitiful figure. Her long invalidism and solitude
had warped what had probably been a brilliant and generous mind; and she had now
become a kind of introspective martyr, with
an exaggerated sensitiveness to her affliction.
I could see that Markham's instinct was to
leave her immediately with a few consoling
words; but his sense of duty directed him to
remain and learn what he could.
"I don't wish to annoy you more than is
absolutely necessary, madam," he said in a
kindly voice. "But it might help considerably
if you permitted me to put one or two questions."
"What's a litde annoyance, more or less?"
she asked. "I've long since become used to
it. Ask me anything you choose."
Markham bowed with Old World courtesy.
"You are very kind, madam." Then, after a
moment's pause: "Mr. Greene tells me you
did not hear the shot that was fired in your
oldest daughter's room, but that the shot in
Miss Ada's room wakened you."
"That is so." She nodded slowly. "Julia's
room is a considerable distance away—across
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the hall. But Ada always leaves the doors open
between her room and mine in case I should
need anything in the night. Naturally the
shot in her room wakened me. . . . Let
me see. I must have just fallen to sleep. My
back was giving me a great deal of trouble
last night; I had suffered all day with it,
though I of course didn't tell any of the children about it. Little they care how their paralyzed old mother suffers. . . . And then,
just as I had managed to doze off, there came
the report, and I was wide-awake again—lying here helpless, unable to move, and wondering what awful thing might be going to
happen to me. And no one came to see if I
was all right; no one thought of me, alone
and defenseless. But then, no one ever thinks
of me."
"I'm sure it wasn't any lack of consideration, Mrs. Greene," Markham assured her
earnestly. "The situation probably drove
everything momentarily from their minds
except the two victims of the shooting.—Tell
me this: did you hear any other sounds in
Miss Ada's room after the shot wakened

you?"
"I heard the poor girl fall—at least, it
sounded like that."
"But no other noises of any kind? No footsteps, for instance?"
"Footsteps?" She seemed to make an effort to recall her impressions. " N o ; no footsteps."
"Did you hear the door into the hall open
or close, madam?" It was Vance who put the
question.
The woman turned her eyes sharply and
glared at him.
"No, I heard no door open or close."
"That's rather queer, too, don't you
think?" pursued Vance. "The intruder must
have left the room."
"I suppose he must have, if he's not there
now," she replied acidly, turning again to
the District Attorney. "Is there anything else
you'd care to know?"
Markham evidently had perceived the impossibility of eliciting any vital information
from her.
"I think not," he answered; then added:
"You of course heard the butler and your
son here enter Miss Ada's room?"
"Oh, yes. They made enough noise doing
it—they didn't consider my feelings in the
least. That fuss-budget, Sproot, actually cried
out for Chester like a hysterical woman; and,
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from the way he raised his voice over the telephone, one would have thought Doctor Von
Blon was deaf. Then Chester had to rouse
the whole house for some unknown reason.
Oh, there was no peace or rest for me last
night, I can tell you! And the police tramped
around the house for hours like a drove of
wild cattle. It was positively disgraceful. And
here was I—a helpless old woman—entirely
neglected and forgotten, suffering agonies
with my spine."
After a few commiserating banalities Markham thanked her for her assistance, and withdrew. As we passed out and walked toward
the stairs I could hear her calling out angrily:
"Nurse! Nurse! Can't you hear me? Come at
once and arrange my pillows. What do you
mean by neglecting me this way . . . .?"
The voice trailed off mercifully as we descended to the main hall.
IV
THE MISSING REVOLVER

(Tuesday, November 9; ^ p. m.)

"The Mater's a crabbed old soul," Greene
apologized offhandedly when we were again
in the drawing-room. "Always grousing about
her doting offspring.—Well, where do we go
from here?"
Markham seemed lost in thought, and it
was Vance who answered.
"Let us take a peep at the servants and
hearken to their tale: Sproot for a starter."
Markham roused himself and nodded, and
Greene rose and pulled a silken bell-cord
near the archway. A minute later the butler
appeared and stood at obsequious attention
just inside the room. Markham had appeared
somewhat at sea and even disinterested during the investigation, and Vance assumed
command.
"Sit down, Sproot, and tell us as briefly as
possible just what occurred last night."
Sproot came forward slowly, his eyes on
the floor, but remained standing before the
centre-table.
"I was reading Martial, sir, in my room,"
he began, lifting his gaze submissively, "when
I thought I heard a muffled shot. I wasn't
quite sure, for the automobiles in the street
back-fire quite loud at times; but at last I
said to myself I'd better investigate. I was in
neglige, if you understand what I mean, sir;
so I slipped on my bath-robe and came down.

I didn't know just where the noise had come
from; but when I was half-way down the
steps, I heard another shot, and this time it
sounded like it came from Miss Ada's room.
So I went there at once, and tried the door. It
was unlocked, and when I looked in I saw
Miss Ada lying on the floor—a very distressing sight, sir. I called to Mr. Chester, and we
lifted the poor young lady to the bed. Then I
telephoned to Doctor Von Blon."
Vance scrutinized him.
"You were very courageous, Sproot, to
brave a dark hall looking for the source of a
shot in the middle of the night."
"Thank you, sir," the man answered, with
great humility. "I always try to do my duty
by the Greene family. I've been with them
"We know all that, Sproot." Vance cut
him short. "The light was on in Miss Ada's
room, I understand, when you opened the
door."
"Yes, sir."
"And you saw no one, or heard no noise?
N o door closing, for instance?"
"No, sir."
"And yet the person who fired the shot
must have been somewhere in the hall at the
same time you were there."
"I suppose so, sir."
"And he might well have taken a shot at
you, too."
"Quite so, sir." Sproot seemed wholly indifferent to the danger he had escaped. "But
what will be, will be, sir—if you'll pardon
my saying so. And I'm an old man
"
"Tut, tut! You'll probably live a considerable time yet—^just how long I can't, of
course, say."
"No, sir." Sproot's eyes gazed blankly
ahead. "No one understands the mysteries of
life and death."
"You're somewhat philosophic, I see,"
drily commented Vance. Then: "When you
phoned to Doctor Von Blon, was he i n ? "
"No, sir; but the night nurse told me he'd
be back any minute, and tiiat she'd send him
over. H e arrived in less than half an hour."
Vance nodded. "That will be all, thank
you, Sproot.—And now please send me die
gnddige Frau Kochin."
"Yes, sir." And the old butier shufHed
from the room.
Vance's eyes followed him thoughtfully.
"An inveiglin' character," he murmured.
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Greene snorted. "You don't have to live
with him. He'd have said 'Yes sir,' if you'd
spoken to him in Walloon or Volapiik. A
sweet littie playmate to have snooping round
the house twenty-four hours a day!"
The cook, a pordy, phlegmatic German
woman of about forty-five, named Gertrude
Mannheim, came in and seated herself on the
edge of a chair near the entrance. Vance, after a moment's keen inspection of her, asked:
"Were you born in this country, Frau
Mannheim.?"
"I was born in Baden," she answered, in
flat, rather guttural tones. "I came to America
when I was twelve."
"You have not always been a cook, I take
it." Vance's voice had a slighdy different intonation from that which he had used with
Sproot.
At first the woman did not answer.
"No, sir," she said finally. "Only since the
death of my husband."
"How did you happen to come to the
Greenes.?"
Again she hesitated. "I had met Mr. Tobias
Greene: he knew my husband. When my husband died there wasn't any money. And I
remembered Mr. Greene, and I thought
"
"I understand." Vance paused, his eyes in
space. "You heard nothing of what happened
here last night.?"
"No, sir. Not until Mr. Chester called up
the stairs and said for us to get dressed and
come down."
Vance rose and turned to the window overlooking the East River.
"That's all, Frau Mannheim. Be so good as
to tell the senior maid—Hemming, isn't she.?
—to come here."
Without a word the cook left us, and her
place was presently taken by a tall, slatternly
woman, with a sharp, prudish face and severely combed hair. She wore a black, onepiece dress, and heelless vici-kid shoes; and
her severity of mien was emphasized by a
pair of thick-lensed spectacles.
"I understand. Hemming," began Vance,
reseating himself before the fireplace, "that
you heard neither shot last night, and learned
of the tragedy only when called by Mr.
Greene."
The woman nodded with a jerky, emphatic
movement.
"I was spared," she said, in a rasping voice.
"But the tragedy, as you call it, had to come
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sooner or later. It was an act of God, if you
ask me."
"Well, we're not asking you. Hemming;
but we're delighted to have your opinion.—
So God had a hand in the shooting, eh.?"
"He did that!" The woman spoke with
religious fervor. "The Greenes are an ungodly, wicked family." She leered defiantly at
Chester Greene, who laughed uneasily. " 'For
I shall rise up against them, saith the Lord of
hosts—-the name, the remnant, and son, and
daughter, and nephew'—only there ain't no
nephew—'and I will sweep them with the
besom of destruction, saith the Lord.' "
Vance regarded her musingly.
"I see you have misread Isaiah. And have
you any celestial information as to who was
chosen by the Lord to personify the besom?"
The woman compressed her lips. "Who
knows?"
"Ah! Who, indeed? . . . But to descend to temporal things: I assume you
weren't surprised at what happened last
night?"
"I'm never surprised at the mysterious
workin's of the Almighty."
Vance sighed. "You may return to your
Scriptural perusings, Hemming. Only, I wish
you'd pause en route and tell Barton we crave
her presence here."
The woman rose stiffly and passed from
the room like an animated ramrod.
Barton came in, obviously frightened. But
her fear was insufficient to banish completely
her instinctive coquetry. A certain coyness
showed through the alarmed glance she gave
us, and one hand automatically smoothed
back the chestnut hair over her ear. Vance
adjusted his monocle.
"You really should wear Alice blue. Barton," he advised her seriously. "Much more
becoming than cerise to your olive complexion."
The girl's apprehensiveness relaxed, and
she gave Vance a puzzled, kittenish look.
"But what I particularly wanted you to
come here for," he went on, "was to ask
you if Mr. Greene has ever kissed you."
"Which—Mr. Greene.?" she stammered,
completely disconcerted.
Chester had, at Vance's question, jerked
himself erect in his chair and started to splutter an irate objection. But articulation failed
him, and he turned to Markham with speechless indignation.
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The corners of Vance's mouth twitched.
"It really doesn't matter, Barton," he said
quickly.
"Aren't you going to ask me any questions
about—what happened last night.?" the girl
asked, with obvious disappointment.
"Oh! Do you know anything about what
happened.''"
"Why, no," she admitted. "I was
asleep
"
"Exactly. Therefore, I sha'n't bother you
with questions." He dismissed her good-naturedly.
"Damn it, Markham, I protest!" cried
Greene, when Barton had left us. "I call this
—this gentleman's levity rotten-bad taste—
damme if I don't!"
Markham, too, was annoyed at the frivolous line of interrogation Vance had taken.
"I can't see what's to be gained by such
futile inquiries," he said, striving to control
his irritation.
"That's because you're still holding to the
burglar theory," Vance replied. "But if, as
Mr. Greene thinks, there is another explanation of last night's crime, then it's essential
to acquaint ourselves with the conditions existing here. And it's equally essential not to
rouse the suspicions of the servants. Hence,
my apparent irrelevancies. I'm trying to size
up the various human factors we have to
deal with; and I think I've done uncommonly
well. Several rather interesting possibilities
have developed."
Before Markham could reply Sproot passed
the archway and opened the front door to
some one whom he greeted respectfully.
Greene immediately went into the hall.
"Hallo, doc," we heard him say. "Thought
you'd be along pretty soon. The District Attorney and his entourage are here, and they'd
like to talk to Ada. I told 'em you said it
might be all right this afternoon."
"I'll know better when I've seen Ada," the
doctor replied. H e passed on hurriedly, and
we heard him ascending the stairs.
"It's Von Blon," announced Greene, returning to the drawing-room. "He'll let us
know anon how Ada's coming along." There
was a callous note in his voice, which, at the
time, puzzled me.
"How long have you known Doctor Von
Blon.?" asked Vance.
"How long.?" Greene looked surprised.
"Why, all my hfe. Went to the old Beekman

Public School with him. His father—old
Doctor Veranus Von Blon—brought all the
later Greenes into the world; family physician, spiritual adviser, and all that sort of
thing, from time immemorial. When Von
Blon, senior, died we embraced the son as a
matter of course. And young Arthur's a
shrewd lad, too. Knows his pharmacopceia.
Trained by the old man, and topped off his
medical education in Germany."
Vance nodded negligendy.
"While we're waiting for Doctor Von
Blon, suppose we have a chat with Miss Sibella and Mr. Rex. Your brother first, let us
say."
Greene looked to Markham for confirmation; then rang for Sproot.
Rex Greene came immediately upon being
summoned.
"Well, what do you want now.?" he asked,
scanning our faces with nervous intensity.
His voice was peevish, almost whining, and
there were certain overtones in it which recalled the fretful complaining voice of Mrs.
Greene.
"We merely want to question you about
last night," answered Vance soothingly. "We
thought it possible you could help us."
"What help can I give you.?" Rex asked
sullenly, slumping into a chair. He gave his
brother a sneering look. "Chester's the only
one round here who seems to have been
awake."
Rex Greene was a short, sallow youth with
narrow, stooping shoulders and an abnormally large head set on a neck which appeared almost emaciated. A shock of straight
hair hung down over his bulging forehead,
and he had a habit of tossing it back with a
jerky movement of the head. His small,
shifty eyes, shielded by enormous tortoiserimmed glasses, seemed never to be at rest;
and his thin lips were constantly twitching
as with a tic douloureux. His chin was small
and pointed, and he held it drawn in, emphasizing its lack of prominence. He was not
a pleasant spectacle, and yet there was something in the man—an overdeveloped studiousness, perhaps—that gave the impression
of unusual potentialities. I once saw a juvenile chess wizard who had the same cranial
formations and general facial cast.
Vance appeared introspective, but I knew
he was absorbing every detail of the man's
appearance. At length he laid down his cig-
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arette, and focussed his eyes languidly on the
desk-lamp.
"You say you slept throughout the tragedy
last night. How do you account for that remarkable fact, inasmuch as one of the shots
was fired in the room next to yours?"
Rex hitched himself forward to the edge of
his chair, and turned his head from side to
side, carefully avoiding our eyes.
"I haven't tried to account for it," he returned, with angry resentment; but withal he
seemed unstrung and on the defensive. Then
he hurried on: "The walls in this house are
pretty thick anyway, and there are always
noises in the street. . . . Maybe my head
was buried under the covers."
"You'd certainly have buried your head
under the covers if you'd heard the shot,"
commented Chester, with no attempt to disguise his contempt for his brother.
Rex swung round, and would have retorted to the accusation had not Vance put
his next question immediately.
"What's your theory of the crime, Mr.
Greene? You've heard all the details and you
know the situation."
"I thought the police had setded on a burglar." The youth's eyes rested shrewdly on
Heath. "Wasn't that your conclusion?"
"It was, and it is," declared the Sergeant,
who, until now, had preserved a bored silence. "But your brother here seems to think
otherwise."
"So Chester thinks otherwise." Rex turned
to his brother with an expression of feline dislike. "Maybe Chester knows all about it."
There was no mistaking the implication in
his words.
Vance once more stepped into the breach.
"Your brother has told us all he knows.
Just at present we're concerned with how
much you know." The severity of his manner caused Rex to shrink back in his chair.
His lips twiched more violently, and he began fidgeting with the braided frog of his
smoking-jacket. I noticed then for the first
time that he had short rachitic hands with
bowed and thickened phalanges.
"You are sure you heard no shot?" continued Vance ominously.
"I've told you a dozen times I didn't!"
His voice rose to a falsetto, and he gripped
the arms of his chair with both hands.
"Keep calm, Rex," admonished Chester.
"You'll be having another of your spells."
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"To hell with you!" the youth shouted.
"How many times have I got to tell them I
don't know anything about i t ? "
"We merely want to make doubly sure on
all points," Vance told him pacifyingly. "And
you certainly wouldn't want your sister's
death to go unavenged through any lack of
perseverance on our part."
Rex relaxed slightly, and took a deep inspiration.
"Oh, I'd tell you anything I knew," he
said, running his tongue over his dry lips.
"But I always get blamed for everything that
happens in this house—that is, Ada and I
do. And as for avenging Julia's death: that
doesn't appeal to me nearly so much as punishing the dog that shot Ada. She has a hard
enough time of it here under normal conditions. Mother keeps her in the house waiting on her as if she were a servant."
Vance nodded understandingly. Then he
rose and placed his hand sympathetically on
Rex's shoulder. This gesture was so unlike
him I was completely astonished; for, despite
his deep-seated humanism, Vance seemed always ashamed of any outward show of feeling, and sought constantly to repress his emotions.
"Don't let this tragedy upset you too much,
Mr. Greene," he said reassuringly. "And
you may be certain that we'll do everything in
our power to find and punish the person who
shot Miss Ada.—We won't bother you any
more now."
Rex got up almost eagerly and drew himself together.
"Oh, that's all right." And with a covertly
triumphant glance at his brother, he left the
room.
"Rex is a queer bird," Chester remarked,
after a short silence. "He spends most of his
time reading and working out abstruse problems in mathematics and astronomy. Wanted
to stick a telescope through the attic roof, but
the Mater drew the line. He's an unhealthy
beggar, too. I tell him he doesn't get enough
fresh air, but you see his attitude toward m.e.
Thinks I'm weak-minded because I play

golf."
"What were the spells you spoke about?"
asked Vance. "Your brother looks as if he
might be epileptic."
"Oh, no; nothing Hke that; though I've
seen him have convulsive seizures when he
got in a specially violent tantrum. He gets
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excited easily and flies ofiF the handle. Von
Blon says it's hyperneurasthenia—whatever
that is. H e goes ghastly pale when he's
worked up, and has a kind of trembling fit.
Says things he's sorry for afterward. Nothing
serious, though. What he needs is exercise—
a year on a ranch roughing it, without his infernal books and compasses and T-squares."
"I suppose he's more or less a favorite
with your mother." (Vance's remark recalled a curious similarity of temperament
between the two I had felt vaguely as Rex
talked.)
"More or less." Chester nodded ponderously. "He's the pet in so far as the Mater's capable of petting any one but herself. Anyway,
she's never ragged Rex as much as the rest
of us."
Again Vance went to the great window
above the East River, and stood looking out.
Suddenly he turned.
"By the by, Mr. Greene, did you find your
revolver?" His tone had changed; his ruminative mood had gone.
Chester gave a start, and cast a swift glance
at Heath, who had now become attentive.
"No, by Gad, I haven't," he admitted,
fumbling in his pocket for his cigarette-holder. "Funny thing about that gun, too. Always kept it in my desk drawer—though, as
I told this gentleman when he mentioned it"
—he pointed his holder at Heath as if the
other had been an inanimate object—"I
don't remember actually having seen it for
years. But, even so, where the devil could it
have gone.? Damme, it's mysterious. Nobody
round here would touch it. The maids don't
go in the drawers when they're cleaning the
room—I'm lucky if they make the bed and
dust the top of the furniture. Damned funny
what became of it."
"Did you take a good look for it to-day,
like you said.?" asked Heath, thrusting his
head forward belligerendy. Why, since he
held to the burglar theory, he should assume
a bulldozing manner, I couldn't imagine.
But whenever Heath was troubled, he was
aggressive; and any loose end in ah investigation troubled him deeply.
"Certainly, I looked for it," Chester replied, haughtily indignant. "I went through
every room and closet and drawer in the
house. But it's completely disappeared. . . .
Probably got thrown out by mistake in one
of the annual house-cleanings."

"That's possible," agreed Vance. "What
sort of a revolver was i t ? "
"An old Smith and Wesson .32," Chester
appeared to be trying to refresh his memory.
"Mother-of-pearl handle: some scroll-engraving on the barrel—I don't recall exacdy. I
bought it fifteen years ago—maybe longer—
when I went camping one summer in the
Adirondacks. Used it for target practice.
Then I got tired of it, and stuck it away in
a drawer behind a lot of old cancelled
checks."
"Was it in good working order then?"
"As far as I know. Fact is, it worked stiff
when I got it, and I had the sear filed down,
so it was practically a hair-trigger affair. The
slightest touch sent it off. Better for shooting
targets that way."
"Do you recall if it was loaded when you
put it away?"
"Couldn't say. Might have been. It's been
so long
"
"Were there any cartridges for it in your
desk?"
"Now, that I can answer you positively.
There wasn't a loose cartridge in the place."
Vance reseated himself.
"Well, Mr. Greene, if you happen to run
across the revolver you will, of course, let
Mr. Markham or Sergeant Heath know."
"Oh, certainly. With pleasure." Chester's
assurance was expressed with an air of magnanimity.
Vance glanced at his watch.
"And now, seeing that Doctor Von Blon is
still with his patient, I wonder if we could
see Miss Sibella for a moment."
Chester got up, obviously relieved that the
subject of the revolver had been disposed of,
and went to the bell-cord beside the archway.
But he arrested his hand in the act of reaching for it.
"I'll fetch her myself," he said, and hurried from the room.
Markham turned to Vance with a smile.
"Your prophecy about the non-reappearance of the gun has, I note, been temporarily
verified."
"And I'm afraid that fancy weapon with
the hair-trigger never will appear—at least,
not until this miserable business is cleaned
up." Vance was unwontedly sober; his customary levity had for the moment deserted
him. But before long he lifted his eyebrows
mockingly, and gave Heath a chaffing look.
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"Perchance the Sergeant's predacious neophyte made off with the revolver—became
fascinated with the scrollwork, or entranced
with the pearl handle."
"It's quite possible the revolver disappeared in the way Greene said it did," Markham
submitted. "In any event, I think you unduly emphasized the matter."
"Sure he did, Mr. Markham," growled
Heath. "And, what's more, I can't see that
all this repartee with the family is getting us
anywheres. I had 'em all on the carpet last
night when the shooting was hot; and I'm
telling you they don't know nothing about
it. This Ada Greene is the only person round
here I want to talk to. There's a chance she
can give us a tip. If her lights were on when
the burglar got in her room, she maybe got
a good look at him."
"Sergeant," said Vance, shaking his head
sadly, "you're getting positively morbid on
the subject of that mythical burglar."
Markham inspected the end of his cigar
thoughtfully.
"No, Vance. I'm inclined to agree with the
Sergeant. It appears to me that you're the
one with the morbid imagination. I let you
inveigle me into this inquiry too easily.
That's why I've kept in the background and
left the floor to you. Ada Greene's our only
hope of help here."
"Oh, for your trusting, forthright mindl"
Vance sighed and shifted his position restlessly. "I say, our psychic Chester is taking a
dashed long time to fetch Sibella."
At that moment there came a sound of
footsteps on the marble stairs, and a few seconds later Sibella Greene, accompanied by
Chester, appeared in the archway.
V
HOMICIDAL POSSIBILITIES

(Tuesday, September g; j.jo p. m.)

Sibella entered with a firm, swinging gait,
her head held high, her eyes sweeping the
assemblage with bold interrogation. She was
tall and of slender, athletic build, and, though
she was not pretty, there was a cold, chiselled
attractiveness in her lineaments that held
one's attention. Her face was at once vivid
and intense; and there was a hauteur in her
expression amounting almost to arrogance.
Her dark, crisp hair was bobbed but not
waved, and the severity of its lines accentu-
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ated the overdecisive cast of her features.
Her hazel eyes were wide-spaced beneath
heavy, almost horizontal eyebrows; her nose
was straight and slightly prominent, and her
mouth was large and firm, with a suggestion
of cruelty in its thin lips. She was dressed
simply, in a dark sport suit cut extremely
short, silk-wool stockings of a heather mixture, and low-heeled mannish Oxfords.
Chester presented the District Attorney to
her as an old acquaintance, and permitted
Markham to make the other introductions.
"I suppose you know, Mr. Markham, why
Chet likes you," she said, in a peculiarly plangent voice. "You're one of the few persons
at the Marylebone Club that he can beat at

golf."
She seated herself before the centre-table,
and crossed her knees comfortably.
"I wish you'd get me a cigarette, Chet."
Her tone made the request an imperative.
Vance rose at once and held out his case.
"Do try one of these Regies, Miss Greene,"
he urged in his best drawing-room manner.
"If you say you don't like them, I shall immediately change my brand."
"Rash man!" Sibella took a cigarette and
permitted Vance to light it for her. Then she
setded back in her chair and gave Markham
a quizzical look. "Quite a wild party we
pulled here last night, wasn't it? We've never
had so much commotion in the old mansion. And it was just my luck to sleep soundly through it all." She made an aggrieved
moue. "Chet didn't call me till it was all
over. Just like him—he has a nasty disposition."
Somehow her flippancy did not shock me
as it might have done in a different type of
person. But Sibella struck me as a girl who,
though she might feel things keenly, would
not permit any misfortune to get the better
of her; and I put her apparent callousness
down to a dogged, if perverted, courageousness.
Markham, however, resented her attitude.
"One cannot blame Mr. Greene for not
taking the matter lighdy," he reproved her.
"The brutal murder of a defenseless woman
and the attempted murder of a young girl
hardly come under the head of diversion."
Sibella looked at him reproachfully. "You
know, Mr Markham, you sound exacdy like
the Mother Superior of the stuffy convent I
was confined in for two years." She became
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suddenly grave. "Why draw a long face over
something that's happened and can't be
helped? Anyway, Julia never sought to
brighten her little corner. She was always
crabbed and faultfinding, and her good deeds
wouldn't fill a book. It may be unsisterly to
say it, but she's not going to be missed so
dreadfully. Chet and I are certainly not going
to pine away."
"And what about the brutal shooting of
your other sister.'"' Markham was with difficulty controlling his indignation.
Sibella's eyelids narrowed perceptibly, and
the lines of her face became set. But she
erased the expression almost at once.
"Well, Ada's going to recover, isn't she?"
Despite her effort, she was unable to keep a
certain hardness out of her voice. "She'll
have a nice long rest, and a nurse to wait on
her. Am I expected to weep copiously because
of baby sister's escape?"
Vance, who had been closely watching this
clash between Sibella and Markham, now
took a hand in the conversation.
"My dear Markham, I can't see what Miss
Greene's sentiments have to do with the matter. Her attitude may not be stricdy in accord
with the prescribed conduct for young ladies
on such occasions, but I feel sure she has excellent reasons for her point of view. Let us
give over moralizing, and seek Miss Greene's
assistance instead."
The girl darted him an amused, appreciative glance; and Markham made a gesture of
indifferent acquiescence. It was plain that he
regarded the present inquiry as of litde importance.
Vance gave the girl an engaging smile.
"It's really my fault. Miss Greene, that we
are intruding here," he apologized. "It was
I, d' ye see, that urged Mr. Markham to look
into the case after your brother had expressed
his disbelief in the burglar theory."
She nodded understandingly. "Oh, Chet
sometimes has excellent hunches. It's one of
his very few merits."
"You, too, I gather, are sceptical in regard
to the burglar?"
"Sceptical?" She gave a short laugh. "I'm
downright suspicious. I don't know any burglars, though I'd dearly love to meet one; but
I simply can't bring my flighty brain to picture them going about their fascinating occupation the way our little entertainer did
last night."

"You positively thrill me," declared Vance.
"Y' see, our minority ideas coincide perfectly-"
"Did Chet give you any intelligible explanation for his opinion?" she asked.
"I'm afraid not. He was inclined to lay his
feelings to metaphysical causes. His conviction was due, I took it, to some kind of psychic visitation. He knew, but could not explain: he was sure, but had no proof. It was
most indefinite—a bit esoteric, in fact."
"I'd never suspect Chet of spiritualistic
leanings." She shot her brother a tantalizing
look. "He's really deadly commonplace,
when you get to know him."
"Oh, cut it. Sib," objected Chester irritably. "You yourself had a spasm this morning when I told you the police were hot-footing it after a burglar."
Sibella made no answer. With a slight toss
of the head she leaned over and threw her
cigarette into the grate.
"By the by. Miss Greene"—Vance spoke
casually—"there has been considerable mystery about the disappearance of your brother's
revolver. It has completely vanished from his
desk drawer. I wonder if you have seen it
about the house anywhere."
At his mention of the gun Sibella stiffened
slighdy. Her eyes took on an expression of
intentness, and the corners of her mouth
lifted into a faindy ironical smile.
"Chet's revolver has gone, has i t ? " She
put the question colorlessly, as if her thoughts
were elsewhere. " N o . . . I haven't seen it."
Then, after a momentary pause: "But it was
in Chet's desk last week."
Chester heaved himself forward angrily.
"What were you doing in my desk last
week?" he demanded.
"Don't wax apoplectic," the girl said carelessly. "I wasn't looking for love missives.
I simply couldn't imagine you in love, Chet.
. . . " The idea seemed to amuse her. "I was
only looking for that old emerald stick-pin
you borrowed and never returned."
"It's at the club," he explained sulkily.
"Is it, really! Well, I didn't find it anyway;
but I did see the revolver.-—Are you quite
sure it's gone?"
"Don't be absurd," the man growled. "I've
searched everywhere for it. . . . Including
your room," he added vengefully.
"Oh, you would! But why did you admit
having it in the first place?" Her tone was
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scornful. "Why involve yourself unnecessarily?"
Chester shifted uneasily.
"This gentleman"—he again pointed impersonally to Heath—"asked me if I owned a
revolver, and I told him 'yes.' If I hadn't,
some of the servants or one of my loving
family would have told him. And I thought
the truth was best."
Sibella smiled satirically.
"My older brother, you observe, is a model
of all the old-fashioned virtues," she remarked to Vance. But she was obviously distraite. The revolver episode had somewhat
shaken her self-assurance.
"You say. Miss Greene, that the burglar
idea does not appeal to you." Vance was
smoking languidly with half-closed eyes.
"Can you think of any other explanation for
the tragedy?"
The girl raised her head and regarded
him calculatingly.
"Because I don't happen to believe in burglars that shoot women and sneak away without taking anything, it doesn't mean that I
can suggest alternatives. I'm not a policewoman—though I've often thought it would be
jolly good sport—and I had a vague idea it
was the business of the police to run down
criminals.—You don't believe in the burglar
either, Mr. Vance, or you wouldn't have followed up Chet's hunch. Who do you think
ran amuck here last night?"
"My dear girl!" Vance raised a protesting
hand. "If I had the foggiest idea I wouldn't
be annoying you with impertinent questions.
I'm plodding with leaden feet in a veritable
bog of ignorance."
He spoke negligently, but Sibella's eyes
were clouded with suspicion. Presendy, however, she laughed gaily and held out her
hand.
"Another Regie, monsieur. I was on the
verge of becoming serious; and I simply
mustn't become serious. It's so frightfully
boring. Besides, it gives one wrinkles. And
I'm much too young for wrinkles."
"Like Ninon de L'Enclos, you'll always be
too young for wrinkles," rejoined Vance,
holding a match to her cigarette. "But perhaps you can suggest, without becoming too
serious, some one who might have had a
reason for wanting to kill your two sisters."
"Oh, as for that, I'd say we'd all come under suspicion. We're not an ideal home circle.

l i l

by any means. In fact, the Greenes are a queer
collection. We don't love one another the way
a perfectly nice and proper family should.
We're always at each other's throats, bickering and fighting about something or other.
It's rather a mess—this menage. It's a wonder to me murder hasn't been done long before. And we've all got to live here until
1932, or go it on our own; and, of course,
none of us could make a decent living. A
sweet paternal heritage!"*
She smoked moodily for a few moments.
"Yes, any one of us had ample reason to
be murderously inclined toward all the
others. Chet there would strangle me now if
he didn't think the nervous aftermath of the
act would spoil his golf—wouldn't you, Chet
dear? Rex regards us all as inferiors, and
probably considers himself highly indulgent
and altruistic not to" have murdered us all
long ago. And the only reason mother hasn't
killed us is that she's paralyzed and can't
manage it. Julia, too, for that matter, could
have seen us all boiled in oil without turning
a hair. And as for Ada"—her brows contracted and an extraordinary ferocity crept
into her eyes—"she'd dearly love to see us
all exterminated. She's not really one of us,
and she hates us. Nor would I myself have
any scruples about doing away with the rest
of my fond family. I've thought of it often,
but I could never decide on a nice thorough
method." She flicked her cigarette ash on the
floor. "So there you are. If you're looking for
possibilities you have them galore. There's
no one under this ancestral roof who couldn't quahfy."
Though her words were meant to be satirical, I could not help feeling that a sombre,
terrible truth underlay them. Vance, though
apparendy listening with amusement, had, I
knew, been absorbing every inflection of her
voice and play of expression, in an effort to
relate the details of her sweeping indictment
to the problem in hand.
"At any rate," he remarked offhandedly,
"you are an amazingly frank young woman.
However, I sha'n't recommend your arrest
just yet. I haven't a particle of evidence
against you, don't y' know. Annoyin', ain't
it?"
* Sibella was here referring to Tobias Greene's
will, which stipulated not only that the Greene mansion should be maintained intact for twenty-five
years, but that the legatees should live on the estate during that time or become disinherited.
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"Oh, well," sighed the girl, in mock disappointment, "you may pick up a clew later
on. There'll probably be another death or
two around here before long. I'd hate to think
the murderer would give up the job with so
litde really accomplished."
At this point Doctor Von Blon entered the
drawing-room. Chester rose to greet him, and
the formalities of introduction were quickly
over. Von Blon bowed with reserved cordiality; but I noted that his manner to Sibella,
while pleasant, was casual in the extreme. I
wondered a litde about this, but I recalled
that he was an old friend of the family and
probably took many of the social amenities for
granted.
"What have you to report, doctor?" asked
Markham. "Will we be able to question the
young lady this afternoon.?"
"I hardly think there'd be any harm in it,"
Von Blon returned, seating himself beside
Chester. "Ada has only a litde reaction fever
now, though she's suffering from shock, and
is pretty weak from loss of blood."
Doctor Von Blon was a suave, smoothfaced man of forty, with small, almost feminine features and an air of unwavering amiability. His urbanity struck me as too artificial
—"professional" is perhaps die word—and
there was something of the ambitious egoist
about him. But I was far more attracted than
repelled by him.
Vance watched him attentively as he spoke.
He was more anxious even than Heath, I
think, to question the girl.
"It was not a particularly serious wound,
then.?" Markham asked.
"No, not serious," the doctor assured him;
"though it barely missed being fatal. Had the
shot gone an inch deeper it would have torn
across the lung. It was a very narrow escape."
"As I understand it," interposed Vance,
"the bullet travelled transversely over the left
scapular region."
Von Blon inclined his head in agreement.
"The shot was obviously aimed at the heart
from the rear," he explained, in his soft,
modulated voice. "But Ada must have turned
slightly to the right just as the revolver exploded; and the bullet, instead of going direcdy into her body, ploughed along the
shoulder-blade at the level of the third dorsal
vertebra, tore the capsular ligament, and
lodged in the deltoid." H e indicated the location of the deltoid on his own left arm.
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"She had," suggested Vance, "apparently
turned her back on her assailant and attempted to run away; and he had followed her and
placed the revolver almost against her back.—
Is that your interpretation of it, doctor.?"
"Yes, that would seem to be the situation.
And, as I said, at the crucial moment she
veered a litde, and thus saved her life."
"Would she have fallen immediately to the
floor, despite the actual superficiality of the
wound.?"
"It's not unlikely. Not only would the pain
have been considerable, but the shock must
be taken into account. Ada—or, for that
matter, any woman—might have fainted at
once."
"And it's a reasonable presumption," pursued Vance, "that her assailant would have
taken it for granted that the shot had been
fatal."
"We may readily assume that to be the
case."
Vance smoked a moment, his eyes averted.
"Yes," he agreed, "I think we may assume
that.—And another point suggests itself.
Since Miss Ada was in front of the dressingtable, a considerable distance from the bed,
and since the weapon was held practically
against her, the encounter would seem to
take on the nature of a deliberate attack,
rather than a haphazard shot fired by some
one in a panic."
Von Blon looked shrewdly at Vance, and
then turned a questioning gaze upon Heath.
For a moment he was silent, as if weighing
his reply, and when he spoke it was with
guarded reserve.
"Of course, one might interpret the situation that way. Indeed, the facts would seem
to indicate such a conclusion. But, on the
other hand, the intruder might have been
very close to Ada; and the fact that the bullet
entered her left shoulder at a particularly
vital point may have been the purest accident."
"Quite true," conceded Vance. "However,
if the idea of premeditation is to be abrogated,
we must account for the fact that the lights
were on in the room when the butler entered
immediately after the shooting."
Von Blon showed the keenest astonishment
at this statement.
"The lights were on? That's most remarkable!" His brow crinkled into a perplexed
frown, and he appeared to be assimilating
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Vance's information. "Still," he argued, "that
very fact may account for the shooting. If
the intruder had entered a lighted room he
may have fired at the occupant lest his description be given to the police later."
"Oh, quite!" murmured Vance. "Anyway,
let us hope we'll learn the explanation when
we've seen and spoken to Miss Ada."
"Well, why don't we get to i t ? " grumbled
Heath, whose ordinarily inexhaustible store
of patience had begun to run low.
"You're so hasty. Sergeant," Vance chided
him. "Doctor Von Blon has just told us that
Miss Ada is very weak; and anything we can
learn beforehand will spare her just so many
questions."
"All I want to find out," expostulated
Heath, "is if she got a look at the bird that
shot her and can give me a description of
him."
"That being the case. Sergeant, I fear you
are doomed to have your ardent hopes dashed
to the ground."
H^eath chewed viciously on his cigar; and
Vance turned again to Von Blon.
"There's one other question I'd like to
ask, doctor. How long was it after Miss Ada
had been wounded before you examined
her.?"
"The buder's already told us, Mr. Vance,"
interposed Heath impatientiy. "The doctor
got here in half an hour."
"Yes, that's about right." Von Dion's tone
was smooth and matter-of-fact. "I was unfortunately out on a call when Sproot phoned,
but I returned about fifteen minutes later,
and hurried right over. Luckily I live near
here—in East 48th Street."
"And was Miss Ada still unconscious when
you arrived?"
"Yes. She had lost considerable blood.
The cook, however, had put a towel-compress
on the wound, which of course helped."
Vance thanked him and rose.
"And now, if you'll be good enough to
take us to your patient, we'll be very grateful."
"As little excitement as possible, you understand," admonished Von Blon, as he got
up and led the way up-stairs.
Sibella and Chester seemed undecided
about accompanying us; but as I turned into
the hall I saw a look of interrogation flash
between them, and a moment later they too
joined us in the upper hall.

VI
AN ACCUSATION

(Tuesday, November 9; 4 p. m.)

Ada Greene's room was simply, almost
severely, furnished; but there was a neatness
about it, combined with little touches of feminine decoration, that reflected the care its occupant had bestowed upon it. To the left,
near the door that led into the dressing-room
communicating with Mrs. Greene's chamber,
was a single mahogany bed of simple design;
and beyond it was the door that opened upon
the stone balcony. To the right, beside the
window, stood the dressing-table; and on the
amber-colored Chinese rug before it there
showed a large irregular brown stain where
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Plan of Ada's Bedroom.
the wounded girl had lain. In the centre of
the right wall was an old Tudor fireplace
with a high oak-panelled mantel.
As we entered, the girl in the bed looked
at us inquisitively, and a slight flush colored
her pale cheeks. She lay on her right side,
facing the door, her bandaged shoulder supported by pillows, and her left hand, slim and
white, resting upon the blue-figured coverlet.
A remnant of her fear of the night before
seemed still to linger in her blue eyes.
Doctor Von Blon went to her and, sitting
down on the edge of the bed, placed his hand
on hers. His manner was at once protective
and impersonal.
"These gentlemen want to ask you a few
questions, Ada," he explained, with a reassuring smile; "and as you were so much stronger
this afternoon I brought them up. Do you feel
equal to i t ? "
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She nodded her head wearily, her eyes on
the doctor.
Vance, who had paused by the mantel to
inspect the hand-carving of the quadrae, now
turned and approached the bed.
"Sergeant," he said, "if you don't mind,
let me talk to Miss Greene first."
Heath realized, I think, that the situation
called for tact and delicacy; and it was typical
of the man's fundamental bigness that he
at once stepped aside.
"Miss Greene," said Vance, in a quiet,
genial voice, drawing up a small chair beside
the bed, "we're very anxious to clear up the
mystery about last night's ti-agedy; and, as
you are the only person who is in a position
to help us, we want you to recall for us, as
nearly as you can, just what happened."
The girl took a deep breath.
"It—it was awful," she said weakly, looking straight ahead. "After I had gone to sleep
—I don't know just what time—something
woke me up. I can't tell you vyhat it was; but
all of a sudden I was wide awake, and the
strangest feeling came over me. . . ." She
closed her eyes, and an involuntary shudder
swept her body. "It was as though some one
were in the room, threatening me. . . ." Her
voice faded away into an awed silence.
"Was the room dark.?" Vance asked gendy.
"Pitch-dark." Slowly she turned her eyes
to him. "That's why I was so frightened. I
couldn't see anything, and I imagined there
was a ghost—or evil spirit—near me. I tried
to call out, but I couldn't make a sound. My
throat felt dry and—and stiff."
"Typical constriction due to fright, Ada,"
explained Von Blon. "Many people can't
speak when they're frightened.—Then what
happened.?"
"I lay trembling for a few minutes, but not
a sound came from anywhere in the room.
Yet I knew—I \new—somebody,
or something, that meant to harm me was here. . . .
At last I forced myself to get up—very quietly. I wanted to turn on the lights—the darkness frightened me so. And after a while I
was standing up beside the bed here. Then,
for the first time, I could see the dim light
of the window; and it made things seem more
real somehow. So I began to grope my way
toward the electric switch there by the door.
I had only gone a little way when . . . a
hand . . . touched me. . . ."

Her lips were trembling, and a look of •
horror came into her wide-open eyes.
"I—I was so stunned," she struggled on,
"I hardly know what I did. Again I tried to
scream, but I couldn't even open my lips.
And then I turned and ran away from the—
the thing—toward the window. I had almost
reached it when I heard some one coming
after me—a queer, shuffling sound—and I
knew it was the end. . . . There was an awful
noise, and something hot struck the back of
my shoulder. I was suddenly nauseated; the
light of the window disappeared, and I felt
myself sinking down—deep. . . . "
When she ceased speaking a tense silence
fell on the room. Her account, for all its simplicity, had been tremendously graphic. Like
a great actress she had managed to convey to
her listeners the very emotional essence of her
story.
Vance waited several moments before
speaking.
"It was a frightful experience!" he murmured sympathetically. "I wish it wasn't
necess'ry to worry you about details, but there
are several points I'd like to go over with
you."
She smiled faintly in appreciation of his
considerateness, and waited.
"If you tried hard, do you think you could
recall what wakened you?" he asked.
"No—there wasn't any sound that I can
remember."
"Did you leave your door unlocked last
night.?"
"I think so. I don't generally lock it."
"And you heard no door open or close—
anywhere.?"
"No; none. Everything in the house was
perfecdy still."
"And yet you knew that some one was in
the room. How was that.?" Vance's voice,
though gentle, was persistent.
"I—don't know . . . and yet there must
have been something that told me."
"Exactly! Now try to think." Vance bent
a little nearer to the troubled girl. "A soft
breathing, perhaps—a slight gust of air as
the person moved by your bed—a faint odor
of perfume . . . .?"
She frowned painfully, as if trying to recall
the elusive cause of her dread.
"I can't think—I can't remember." Her
voice was scarcely audible. "I was so terribly
frightened."
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"If only we could trace the source!" Vance
glanced at the doctor, who nodded understandingly, and said:
"Obviously some association whose stimulus went unrecognized."
"Did you feel, Miss Greene, that you knew
the person who was here?" continued Vance.
"That is to say, was it a famihar presence?"
"I don't know exacdy. I only know I was
afraid of it."
"But you heard it move toward you after
you had risen and fled toward the window.
Was there any familiarity in the sound?"
" N o ! " For the first time she spoke with
emphasis. "It was just footsteps—soft, sliding footsteps."
"Of course, any one might have walked
that way in the dark, or a person in bedroom
slippers. . . ."
"It was only a few steps—and then came
the awful noise and burning."
Vance waited a moment.
"Try very hard to recall those steps—or
rather your impression of them. Would you
say they were the steps of a man or a woman?"
An added pallor overspread the girl's face;
and her frightened eyes ran over all the occupants of the room. Her breathing, I noticed,
had quickened; and twice she parted her lips
as if to speak, but checked herself each time.
At last she said in a low tremulous voice:
"I don't know—I haven't the slightest
idea."
A short, high-strung laugh, bitter and
sneering, burst from Sibella; and all eyes
were turned in amazed attention in her direction. She stood rigidly at the foot of the
bed, her face flushed, her hands tighdy
clinched at her side.
"Why don't you tell them you recognized
my footsteps?" she demanded of her sister in
biting tones. "You had every intention of
doing so. Haven't you got courage enough
left to lie—you sobbing little cat?"
Ada caught her breath and seemed to
draw herself nearer to the doctor, who gave
Sibella a stern, admonitory look.
"Oh, I say. Sib! Hold your tongue." It
was Chester who broke the startled silence
that followed the outbreak.
Sibella shrugged her shoulders and walked
to the window; and Vance again turned his
attention to the girl on the bed, continuing
his questioning as if nothing had happened.

115

"There's one more point, Miss Greene."
His tone was even gender than before.
"When you groped your way across the room
toward the switch, at what point did you
come in contact with the unseen person?"
"About half-way to the door—just beyond
that centre-table."
"You say a hand touched you. But how
did it touch you? Did it shove you, or try to
take hold of you?"
She shook her head vaguely.
"Not exactly. I don't know how to explain
it, but I seemed to walk into the hand, as
though it were outstretched—reaching for
me."
"Would you say it was a large hand or a
small one? Did you, for instance, get the
impression of strength?"
There was another silence. Again the girl's
respiration quickened, and she cast a frightened glance at Sibella, who stood staring out
into the black, swinging branches of the trees
in the side yard.
"I don't know—oh, I don't know!" Her
words were like a stifled cry of anguish. "I
didn't notice. It was all so sudden—so horrible."
"But try to think," urged Vance's low,
insistent voice. "Surely you got some impression. Was it a man's hand, or a woman's?"
Sibella now came swifdy to the bed, her
cheeks very pale, her eyes blazing. For a
moment she glared at the stricken girl; then
she turned resolutely to Vance.
"You asked me down-stairs if I had any
idea as to who might have done the shooting.
I didn't answer you then, but I'll answer you
now. I'll tell you who's guilty!" She jerked
her head toward the bed, and pointed a
quivering finger at the still figure lying there.
"There's the guilty one—that snivelling little
outsider, that sweet angelic litde snake in the
grass!"
So incredible, so unexpected, was this accusation that for a time no one in the room
spoke. A groan burst from Ada's lips, and she
clutched at the doctor's hand with a spasmodic movement of despair.
"Oh, Sibella—how could you!" she breathed.
Von Blon had stiffened, and an angry light
came into his eyes. But before he could speak
Sibella was rushing on with her illogical, astounding indictment.
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"Oh, she's the one who did it! And she's
deceiving you just as she's always tried to
deceive the rest of us. She hates us—she's
hated us ever since father brought her into
this house. She resents us—the things we
have, the very blood in our veins. Heaven
knows what blood's in hers. She hates us because she isn't our equal. She'd gladly see
us all murdered. She killed Julia first, because
Julia ran the house and saw to it that she did
something to earn her livelihood. She despises
us; and she planned to get rid of us."
The girl on the bed looked piteously from
one to the other of us. There was no resentment in her eyes; she appeared stunned and
unbelieving, as if she doubted the reality of
what she had heard.
"Most interestin'," drawled Vance. It was
his ironic tone, more than the words themselves, that focussed all eyes on him. He had
been watching Sibella during her tirade, and
his gaze was still on her.
"You seriously accuse your sister of doing
the shooting.'"' He spoke now in a pleasant,
almost friendly, voice.
"I do!" she declared brazenly. "She hates
us all."
"As far as that goes," smiled Vance, "I
haven't noticed a superabundance of love
and affection in any of the Greene family."
His tone was without offense. "And do you
base your accusation on anything specific.
Miss Greene.?"
"Isn't it specific enough that she wants us
all out of the way, that she thinks she would
have everything—ease, luxury, freedom—if
there wasn't any one else to inherit the
Greene money.?"
"Hardly specific enough to warrant a direct accusation of so heinous a character.—
And by the by, Miss Greene, just how would
you explain the method of the crime if. called
as a witness in a court of law? You couldn't
altogether ignore the fact that Miss Ada herself was shot in the back, don't y' know?"
For the first time the sheer impossibility of
the accusation seemed to strike Sibella. She
became sullen; and her mouth settled into a
contour of angry bafflement.
"As I told you once before, I'm not a policewoman," she retorted. "Crime isn't my
specialty."
"Nor logic either apparently." A whimsical note crept into Vance's voice. "But perhaps I misinterpret your accusation. Did you

mean to imply that Miss Ada shot your sister
Julia, and that some one else—^party or parties
unknown, I believe the phrase is—shot Miss
Ada immediately afterward—in a spirit of
vengeance, perhaps ? A crime h quatre mains,
so to speak?"
Sibella's confusion was obvious, but her
stubborn wrath had in no wise abated.
"Well, if that was the way it happened,"
she countered malevolently, "it's a rotten
shame they didn't do the job better."
"The blunder may at least prove unfortunate for somebody," suggested Vance pointedly. "Still, I hardly think we can seriously
entertain the double-culprit theory. Both of
your sisters, d' ye see, were shot with the
same gun—a .32 revolver—within a few minutes of each other. I'm afraid that we'll have
to be content with one guilty person."
Sibella's manner suddenly became sly and
calculating.
"What kind of a gun was yours, Chet?"
she asked her brother.
"Oh, it was a .32, all right—an old Smith
and Wesson revolver." Chester was painfully
ill at ease.
"Was it, indeed? Well, that's that." She
turned her back on us and went again to the
window.
The tension in the room slackened, and
Von Blon leaned solicitously over the wounded girl and rearranged the pillows.
"Every one's upset, Ada," he said soothingly. "You mustn't worry about what's happened. Sibella'U be sorry to-morrow and make
amends. This affair has got on everybody's
nerves."
The girl gave him a grateful glance, and
seemed to relax under his administrations.
After a moment he straightened up and
looked at Markham.
"I hope you gentlemen are through—for
to-day, at least."
Both Vance and Markham had risen, and
Heath and I had followed suit; but at that
moment Sibella strode toward us again.
"Wait!" she commanded imperiously. "I've
just thought of something. Chet's revolver!
I know where it went.—She took it." Again
she pointed accusingly at Ada. "I saw her in
Chet's room the other day, and I wondered
then, why she was snooping about there."
She gave Vance a triumphant leer. "That's
specific, isn't i t ? "
"What day was this. Miss Greene?" As
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before, his calmness seemed to counteract the
effect of her venom.
"What day? I don't remember exactly.
Last week some time."
"The day you were looking for your emerald pin, perhaps?"
Sibella hesitated; then said angrily: "I don't
recall. Why should I remember the exact
time? All I know is that, as I was passing
down the hall, I glanced into Chet's room—
the door was half open—and I saw her in
there . . . by the desk."
"And was it so unusual to see Miss Ada
in your brother's room?" Vance spoke without any particular interest.
"She never goes into any of our rooms,"
declared Sibella. "Except Rex's, sometimes.
Julia told her long ago to keep out of them."
Ada gave her sister a look of infinite entreaty.
"Oh, Sibella," she moaned; "what have I
ever done to rriake you dislike me so?"
"What have you done!" The other's voice
was harsh and strident, and a look almost
demoniacal smouldered in her levelled eyes.
"Everything! Nothing! Oh, you're clever—
with your quiet, sneaky ways, and your
patient, hangdog look, and your goody-goody
manner. But you don't pull the wool over my
eyes. You've been hating all of us ever since
you came here. And you've been waiting for
the chance to kill us, planning and scheming
—you vile little
"
"Sibella!" It was Von Blon's voice that,
like the lash of a whip, cut in on this unreasoned tirade. "That will be enough!" He
moved forward, and glanced menacingly into
the girl's eyes. I was almost as astonished at
his attitude as I had been at her wild words.
There was a curious intimacy in his manner
—an implication of familiarity which struck
me as unusual even for a family physician of
his long and friendly standing. Vance noticed
it too, for his eyebrows went up slightly
and he watched the scene with intense interest.
"You've become hysterical,'" Von Blon
said, without lowering his minatory gaze.
"You don't realize what you've been saying."
I felt he would have expressed himself far
more forcibly if strangers had not been present. But his words had their effect. Sibella
dropped her eyes, and a sudden change came
over her. She covered her face with her hands,
and her whole body shook with sobs.
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"I'm—sorry. I was mad—and silly—to say
such things."
"You'd better take Sibella to her room,
Chester." Von Blon had resumed his professional tone. "This business has been too
much for her."
The girl turned without another word and
went out, followed by Chester.
"These modern women—all nerves," Von
Blon commented laconically. Then he placed
his hand on Ada's forehead. "Now, young
lady, I'm going to give you something to
make you sleep after all this excitement."
He had scarcely opened his medicine-case
to prepare the draught when a shrill, complaining voice drifted clearly to us from the
next room; and for the first time I noticed
that the door of the litde dressing-room which
communicated with Mrs. Greene's quarters
was slightly ajar.
"What's all the trouble now? Hasn't there
been enough disturbance already without
these noisy scenes in my very ear? But it
doesn't matter, of course, how much I suffer.
. . . Nurse! Shut those doors into Ada's
room. You had no business to leave them
open when you knew I was trying to get a
litde rest. You did it on purpose to annoy
me. . . . And nurse! Tell the doctor I must
see him before he goes. I have those stabbing
pains in my spine again. But who thinks
about me, lying here paralyzed—^—?"
The doors were closed softly, and the fretful voice was cut off from us.
"She could have had the doors closed a
long time ago if she'd really wanted them
closed," said Ada wearily, a look of distress
on her drawn white face. "Why, Doctor Von,
does she always pretend that every one deliberately makes her suffer?"
Von Blon sighed. "I've told you, Ada, that
you mustn't take your mother's tantrums too
seriously. Her irritability and complaining
are part of her disease."
We bade the girl good-by, and the doctor
walked with us into the hall.
"I'm afraid you didn't learn much," he
remarked, almost apologetically. "It's most
unfortunate Ada didn't get a look at her assailant." He addressed himself to Heath.
"Did you, by the way, look in the diningroom wall-safe to make sure nothing was
missing? You know, there's one there behind
the big niello over the mantel."
"One of the first places we inspected." The
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Sergeant's voice was a bit disdainful. "And
that reminds me, doc: I want to send a man
up in ttie morning to look for finger-prints
in Miss Ada's room."
Von Blon agreed amiably, and held out his
hand to Markham.
"And if there's any way I can be of service to you or the police," he added pleasantly, "please call on me. I'll be only too glad to
help. I don't see just what I can do, but one
never knows."
Markham thanked him, and we descended
to the lower hall. Sproot was waiting to help
us with our coats, and a moment later we
were in the District Attorney's car ploughing
our way through the snow-drifts.
VII
VANCE ARGUES THE CASE

(Tuesday, November 9; 5 p. m.)
It was nearly five o'clock when we reached
the Criminal Courts Building. Swacker had
lit the old bronze-and-china chandelier of
Markham's private office, and an atmosphere
of eerie gloom pervaded the room.
"Not a nice family, Markham old dear,"
sighed Vance, lying back in one of the deep,
leather-upholstered chairs. "Decidedly not a
nice family. A family run to seed, its old vigor vitiated. If the heredit'ry sires of the contempor'ry Greenes could rise from their sepulchres and look in upon their present progeny, my word! what a jolly good shock they'd
have!. . . Funny thing how these old families
degenerate under the environment of ease
and idleness. There are the Wittelsbachs, and
the Romanoffs, and the Julian-Claudian
house, and the Abbasside dynasty—all examples of phyletic disintegration. . . . And
it's the same with nations, don't y' know.
Luxury and unrestrained indulgence are corruptin' influences. Look at Rome under the
soldier emperors, and Assyria under Sardanapalus, and Egypt under the later Ramessids,
and the Vandal African empire under Gelimer. It's very distressin'."
"Your erudite observations might be highly absorbing to the social historian," grumbled Markham, with an undisguised show of
irritability; "but I can't say they're particularly edifying, or even relevant, in the present circumstances."
"I wouldn't be too positive on that point,"
Vance returned easily. "In fact, I submit, for

your earnest and profound consideration, the
temperaments and internal relationships of
the Greene clan, as pointers upon the dark
road of the present investigation. . . . Really,
y' know"—he assumed a humorsome tone—
"it's most unfortunate that you and the Sergeant are so obsessed with the idea of social
justice and that sort of thing; for society
would be much better off if such families as
the Greenes were exterminated. Still, it's a
fascinatin' problem—most fascinatin'."
"I regret I can't share your enthusiasm for
it." Markham spoke with asperity. "The
crime strikes me as sordid and commonplace.
And if it hadn't been for your interference
I'd have sent Chester Greene on his way this
morning with some tactful platitudes. But
you had to intercede, with your cryptic innuendoes and mysterious head-waggings; and
I foolishly let myself be drawn into it. Well,
I trust you had an enjoyable afternoon. As
for myself, I have three hours' accumulated
work before me."
His complaint was an obvious suggestion
that we take ourselves off; but Vance showed
no intention of going.
"Oh, I sha'n't depart just yet," he announced, with a bantering smile. "I couldn't
bring myself to leave you in your present state
of grievous error. You need guidance, Markham; and I've quite made up my mind to
pour out my flutterin' heart to you and the
Sergeant."
Markham frowned. He understood Vance
so well that he knew the other's levity was
only superficial—that, indeed, it cloaked
some particularly serious purpose. And the
experience of a long, intimate friendship had
taught him that Vance's actions—however
unreasonable they might appear—were never
the result of an idle whim.
"Very well," he acquiesced. "But I'd be
grateful for an economy of words."
Vance sighed mournfully.
"Your attitude is so typical of the spirit of
breathless speed existing in this restless day."
He fixed an inquisitive gaze on Heath. "Tell
me, Sergeant: you saw the body of Julia
Greene, didn't you?"
"Sure, I saw it."
"Was her position in the bed a natural
one?"
"How do I know how she generally laid in
bed?" Heath was restive and in bad humor.
"She was half sitting up, with a coupla pil-
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lows under her shoulders, and the covers

pulled up."
"Nothing unusual about her attitude?"
"Not that I could see. There hadn't been
a struggle, if that's what you mean."
"And her hands: were they outside or under the covers?"
Heath looked up, mildly astonished.
"They were outside. And, now that you
mention it, they had a tight hold on the
spread."
"Clutching it, in fact?"
"Well, yes."
Vance leaned forward quickly.
"And her face. Sergeant? Had she been
shot in her sleep?"
"It didn't look that way. Her eyes were
wide open, staring straight ahead."
"Her eyes were open and staring," repeated Vance, a note of eagerness coming into
his voice. "What would you say her expression indicated? Fear? Horror? Surprise?"
Heath regarded Vance shrewdly. "Well,
it mighta been any one of 'em. Her mouth
was open, like as if she was surprised at something."
"And she was clutching the spread with
both hands." Vance's look drifted into space.
Then slowly he rose and walked the length
of the office and back, his head down. He
halted in front of the District Attorney's desk,
and leaned over, resting both hands on the
back of a chair.
"Listen, Markham. There's something terrible and unthinkable going on in that house.
No haphazard unknown assassin came in by
the front door last night and shot down those
two women. The crime was planned—
thought out. Some one lay in wait—some
one who knew his way about, knew where
the light-switches were, knew when every one
was asleep, knew when the servants had retired—-knew just when and how to strike the
blow. Some deep, awful motive lies behind
that crime. There are depths beneath depths
in what happened last night—obscure fetid
chambers of the human soul. Black hatreds,
unnatural desires, hideous impulses, obscene
ambitions are at the bottom of it; and you are
only playing into the murderer's hands when
you sit back and refuse to see its significance."
His voice had a curious hushed quality,
and it was difficult to believe that this was the
habitually debonair and cynical Vance.
"That house is polluted, Markham. It's
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crumbling in decay—not material decay, perhaps, but a putrefaction far more terrible.
The very heart and essence of that old house
is rotting away. And all the inmates are rotting with it, disintegrating in spirit and mind
and character. They've been polluted by the
very atmosphere they've created. This crime,
which you take so lightly, was inevitable in
such a setting. I only wonder it was not more
terrible, more vile. It marked one of the tertiary stages of the general dissolution of that
abnormal establishment."
He paused, and extended his hand in a
hopeless gesture.
"Think of the situation. That old, lonely,
spacious house, exuding the musty atmosphere of dead generations, faded inside and
out, run down, dingy, filled with ghosts of
another day, standing there in its ill-kept
grounds, lapped by the dirty waters of the
river. . . . And then think of those six illsorted, restless, unhealthy beings compelled
to live there in daily contact for a quarter of
a century—such was old Tobias Greene's
perverted idealism. And they've lived there,
day in and day out, in that mouldy miasma
of antiquity—unfit to meet the conditions of
any alternative, too weak or too cowardly to
strike out alone; held by an undermining security and a corrupting ease; growing to hate
the very sight of one another, becoming bitter, spiteful, jealous, vicious; wearing down
each other's nerves to the raw; consumed
with resentment, aflame with hate, thinking
evil—complaining, fighting, snarling. . . .
Then, at last, the breaking-point—the logical,
ineluctable figuration of all this self-feeding,
ingrowing hatred."
"All of that is easy to understand," agreed
Markham. "But, after all, your conclusion is
wholly theoretic, not to say literary.—By
what tangible links do you connect last
night's shooting with the admittedly abnormal situation at the Greene mansion?"
"There are no tangible links—that's the
horror of it. But the joinders are there, however shadowy. I began to sense them the minute I entered the house; and all this afternoon
I was reaching for them blindly. But they
eluded me at every turn. It was like a house
of mazes and false passages and trap-doors
and reeking oubliettes: nothing normal, nothing sane—a house in a nightmare, peopled
by strange, abnormal creatures, each reflecting the subtle, monstrous horror that broke
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forth last night and went prowhng about the
old hallvi^ays. Didn't you sense it? Didn't you
see the vague shape of this abomination continually flash out and disappear as we talked
to these people and watched them battling
against their own hideous thoughts and suspicions?"
Markham moved uneasily and straightened
a pile of papers before him. Vance's unwonted gravity had affected himu
"I understand perfectly what you mean,"
he said. "But I don't see that your impressions bring us any nearer to a new theory of
the crime. The Greene mansion is unhealthy
—that's granted—and so, no doubt, are the
people in it. But I'm afraid you've been oversusceptible to its atmosphere. You talk as if
last night's crime were comparable to the
poisoning orgies of the Borgias, or the Marquise de Brinvilliers affair, or the murder of
Drusus and Germanicus, or the suffocation of
the York princes in the Tower. I'll admit the
setting is consonant with that sort of stealthy,
romantic crime; but, after all, housebreakers
and bandits are shooting people senselessly
every week throughout the country, in very
much the same way the two Greene women
were shot."
"You're shutting your eyes to the facts,
Markham," Vance declared earnestiy. "You're
overlooking several strange features of last
night's crime—the horrified, astounded attitude of Julia at the moment of death; the
illogical interval between the tv/o shots; the
fact that the lights were on in both rooms;
Ada's story of that hand reaching for her; the
absence of any signs of a forced entry
"
"What about those footprints in the
snow?" interrupted Heath's matter-of-fact
voice.
"What about them, indeed?" Vance
wheeled about. "They're as incomprehensible
as the rest of this hideous business. Some one
walked to and from the house within a halfhour of the crime; but it was some one who
knew he could get in quiedy and without disturbing any one."
"There's nothing mysterious about that,"
asserted the practical Sergeant. "There are
four servants in the house, and any one of
'em could've been in on the job."
Vance smiled ironically.
"And liiis accomplice in the house, who so
generously opened the front door at a specified hour, failed to inform the inixuder where

the loot was, and omitted to acquaint him
with the arrangement of the house; with the
result that, once he was inside, he went
astray, overlooked the dining-room, wandered up-stairs, went groping about the hall,
got lost in the various bedrooms, had a seizure of panic, shot two women, turned on the
lights by switches hidden behind the furniture, made his way down-stairs without a
sound when Sproot was within a few feet of
him, and walked out the front door to freedom! . . . A strange burglar, Sergeant. And
an even stranger inside accomplice.—No;
your explanation won't do—decidedly it
won't do." H e turned back to Markham.
"And the only way you'll ever find the true
explanation for those shootings is by understanding the unnatural situation that exists in
the house itself."
"But we know the situation, Vance,"
Markham argued patiently. "I'll admit it's an
unusual one. But it's not necessarily criminal.
Antagonistic human elements are often
thrown together; and a mutual hate is generated as a result. But mere hate is rarely a
motive for murder; and it certainly does not
constitute evidence of criminal activity."
"Perhaps not. But hatred and enforced
propinquity may breed all manner of abnormalities — outrageous passions, abominable
evils, devilish intrigues. And in the present
case there are any number of curious and sinister facts that need explaining
"
"Ah! Now you're becoming more tangible.
Just what are these facts that call for explanation?"
Vance lit a cigarette and sat down on the
edge of the table.
"For instance, why did Chester Greene
come here in the first place and solicit your
help? Because of the disappearance of the
gun? Maybe; but I doubt if it is the whole
explanation. And what about the gun itself?
Did it disappear? Or did Chester secrete it?
Deuced queer about that gun. And Sibella
said she saw it last week. But did she see it?
We'll know a lot more about the case when we
can trace the peregrinations of that revolver.
—^And why did Chester hear the first shot so
readily, when Rex, in the next room to Ada's,
says he failed to hear the second shot?—And
that long interval between the two reports
will need some explaining.—And there's
Sproot—the multilingual buder who happened to be reading Martial—Martial, by all
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that's holy!—when the grim business took
place, and came directly to the scene without
meeting or hearing any one.—And just what
significance attaches to the pious Hemming's
oracular pronouncements about the Lord of
hosts smiting the Greenes as he did the children of Babylon? She has some obscure religious notion in her head—which, after all,
may not be so obscure.—And the German
cook: there's a woman with, as we euphemistically say, a past. Despite her phlegmatic appearance, she's not of the servant class; yet
she's been feeding the Greenes dutifully for
over a dozen years. You recall her explanation
of how she came to the Greenes ? Her husband
was a friend of old Tobias's; and Tobias gave
orders she was to remain as cook as long as
she desired. She needs explaining, Markham
—and a dashed lot of it.—And Rex, with his
projecting parietals and his wambly body and
his periodic fits. Why did he get so excited
when we questioned him.? He certainly
didn't act like an innocent and uncomprehending spectator of an attempted burglary.
—And again I mention the lights. Who
turned them on, and why? And in both
rooms! In Julia's room before the shot was
fired, for she evidently saw the assassin and
understood his purpose; and in Ada's room,
after the shooting! Those are facts which fairly shriek for explanation; for without an explanation they're mad, irrational, utterly incredible.—And why wasn't Von Blon at
home in the middle of the night when Sproot
phoned him? And how did it happen he
nevertheless arrived so promptly? Coincidence? . . . And, by the by, Sergeant: was
that double set of footprints like the single
spoor of the doctor's?"
"There wasn't any way of telling. The
snow was too flaky."
"They probably don't matter particularly,
anyhow." Vance again faced Markham and
resumed his recapitulation. "And then there
are the points of difference in these two attacks. Julia was shot from the front when she
was in bed, whereas Ada was shot in the
back after she had risen from bed, although
the murderer had ample time to go to her
and take aim while she was still lying down.
Why did he wait silently until the girl got
up and approached him? How did he dare
wait at all after he had killed Julia and
alarmed the house? Does that strike you as
panic? Or as cool-headedness?—And how
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did Julia's door come to be unlocked at that
particular time? That's something I especially want clarified.—And perhaps you noticed,
Markham, that Chester himself went to summon Sibella to the interview in the drawingroom, and that he remained with her a considerable time. Why, now, did he send Sproot
for Rex, and fetch Sibella personally? And
why the delay? I yearn for an explanation of
what passed between them before they eventually appeared.—And why was Sibella so
definite that there wasn't a burglar, and yet
so evasive when we asked her to suggest a
counter-theory? What underlay her satirical
frankness when she held up each member of
the Greene household, including herself, as
a possible suspect?—And then there are the
details of Ada's story. Some of them are
amazing, incomprehensible, almost fabulous.
There was no apparent sound in the room;
yet she was conscious of a menacing presence.
And that outstretched hand and the shufHing
footsteps—we simply must have an explanation of those things. And her hesitancy about
saying whether she thought it was a man or
a woman; and Sibella's evident belief that the
girl thought it was she. That wants explaining, Markham.—And Sibella's hysterical accusation against Ada. What lay behind that?
—And don't forget that curious scene between Sibella and Von Blon when he reproached her for her outburst. That was devilish odd. There's some intimacy there—ga
saute aux yeux. You noticed how she obeyed
him. And you doubtless observed, too, that
Ada is rather fond of the doctor: snuggled
up to him figuratively during the performance, opened her eyes on him wistfully,
looked to him for protection. Oh, our little
Ada has flutterings in his direction. And yet
he adopts the hovering professional-bedside
manner of a high-priced medico toward her,
whereas he treats Sibella very much as Chester might if he had the courage."
Vance inhaled deeply on his cigarette.
"Yes, Markham, there are many things
that must be satisfactorily accounted for before I can believe in your hypothetical burglar."
Markham sat for a while, engrossed in his
thoughts.
"I've listened to your Homeric catalogue,
Vance," he said at length, "but I can't say
that it inflames me. You've suggested a number of interesting possibiHties, and raised sev-
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eral points that might hear looking into.
However, the only potential weight of your
argument lies in an accumulation of items
which, taken separately, are not particularly
impressive. A plausible ansv/er might be
found for each one of them. The trouble is,
the integers of your summary are without a
connecting thread, and consequendy must be
regarded as separate units."
"That legal mind of yours!" Vance rose
and paced up and down. "An accumulation
of queer and unexplained facts centring about
a crime is no more impressive than each
separate item in the total! Well, well! I give
up. I renounce all reason. I fold up my tent
like the Arabs and as silently steal away."
He took up his coat. "I leave you to your
fantastic, delirious burglar, who walks without keys into a house and steals nothing, who
knows where electric switches are hidden but
can't find a staircase, who shoots women and
then turns up the lights. When you find him,
my dear Lycurgus, you should, in all humaneness, send him to the psychopathic
ward. He's quite unaccountable, I assure
you."
Markham, despite his opposition, had not
been unimpressed. Vance unquestionably had
undermined to some extent his belief in a
housebreaker. But I could readily understand
why he was reluctant to abandon this theory
until it had been thoroughly tested. His next
words, in fact, explained his attitude.
"I'm not denying the remote possibility
that this affair may go deeper than appears.
But there's too little to go on at present to
warrant an investigation along other than
routine lines. We can't very well stir up an
ungodly scandal by raking the members of a
prominent family over the coals, when there's
not a scintilla of evidence against any one of

them. It's too unjust and dangerous a proceeding. We must at least wait until the police have finished their investigation. Then,
if nothing develops, we can again take inventory and decide how to proceed. . . . H o w
long, Sergeant, do you figure on being busy.?"
Heath took his cigar from his mouth and
regarded it thoughtfully.
"That's hard to say, sir. Dubois'U finish up
his finger-printing to-morrow, and we're
checking up on the regulars as fast as we
can. Also, I've got two men digging up the
records of the Greene servants. It may take
a lot of time, and it may go quick. Depends
on the breaks we get."
Vance sighed.
"And it was such a neat, fascinatin' crime!
I've rather been looking forward to it, don't
y' know, and now you talk of prying into
the early amours of serving-maids and that
sort of thing. It's most disheartenin'."
H e buttoned his ulster about him and
walked to the door.
"Ah, well, there's nothing for me to do
while you Jasons are launched on your quaint
quest. I think I'll retire and resume my translation of Delacroix's 'Journal.'"
But Vance was not destined then to finish this task he had had in mind so long.
Three days later the front pages of the country's press carried glaring head-lines telling
of a second grim and unaccountable tragedy
at the old Greene mansion, which altered the
entire character of the case and immediately
lifted it into the realm of the foremost
causes celebres of modern times. After this
second blow had fallen all ideas of a casual
burglar were banished. There could no longer
be any doubt that a hidden death-dealing horror stalked through the dim corridors of that
fated house.

(To be continued.)
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President Lincoln in 1864.
From a photograph by Brady.

-See "A Southerner Views Lincoln," page 204.

PRODUCED BY UNZ.ORG
ELECTRONIC REPRODUCTION PROHIBITED

