The Greene Murder Case
A P H I L O VANCE STORY

BY S. S. VAN DINE
Author of "The Benson Murder Case" and "The 'Canary' Murder Case"
SYNOPSIS OF PRECEDING CHAPTERS:—In the old Greene mansion on 53d Street by the East

River hve Mrs. Tobias Greene, who is a paralytic, and her five grown children—two daughters (Julia and Sibella), two sons (Chester and Rex), and an adopted daughter (Ada). At
half past eleven on the night of November 8 Julia and Ada are shot in their bedrooms. Julia
is killed instantly, but Ada, though wounded in the back, recovers. The police take up the investigation; and Markham, the District Attorney, is also called into the case. Markham is accompanied by his intimate friend, Philo Vance, a young social aristocrat who has helped him
unofficially in other investigations. Three nights after Julia's death Chester is shot through the
heart while sitting in his bedroom. There are no suggestive clews, and the case seems to have
reached an impasse. At the end of three weeks Ada comes to the District Attorney's office
to say that Rex has confided to her that he has important information. Rex is phoned for by
Markham; but just as he is about to leave the house he is mysteriously shot down.
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U.t2i\h. came forward at Once.

ARKHAM had considerable diffi"What about it, Santos?" the Serenity in persuading Ada to ac- geant demanded gruffly. "Who's been
company us. The girl seemed in and out of here this morning?"
almost in a panic of fright. More"What's the big idea?" the man reover, she held herself indirectly re- torted indignantly. "That old bimbo of
sponsible for Rex's death. But at last a butler came out about nine and reshe permitted us to lead her down to turned in less than half an hour with a
the car.
package. Said he'd been to Third AveHeath had already telephoned to the nue to get some dog-biscuits. The famHomicide Bureau, and his arrange- ily sawbones drove up at quarter past
ments for the investigation were com- ten—that's his car across the street."
plete when we started up Centre Street. He pointed to Von Blon's Daimler,
At Police Headquarters Snitkin and an- which was parked diagonally opposite,
other Central Office man named Burke "He's still inside.—Then, about ten
were waiting for us, and crowded into minutes after the doc arrived, this
the tonneau of Markham's car. We young lady" — he indicated Ada —
made excellent time to the Greene man- "came out and walked toward Avenue
sion, arriving there in less than twenty A, where she hopped a taxi. And that's
minutes.
every man, woman, or child that's
A plain-clothes man lounged against passed in or out of these gates since I
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relieved Cameron at eight o'clock this
morning."
"And Cameron's report ?"
"Nobody all night."
"Well, some one got in some way,"
growled Heath. "Run along the west
wall there and tell Donnelly to come
here pronto."
Santos disappeared through the gate,
and a moment later we could see him
hurrying through the side yard toward
the garage. In a few minutes Donnelly
—the man set to watch the postern gate
—came hurrying up.
"Who got in the back way this morning?" barked Heath.
"Nobody, Sergeant. The cook went
marketing about ten o'clock, and two
regular deliverymen left packages.
That's every one who's been through
the rear gate since yesterday."
"Is that so!" Heath was viciously sarcastic.
"I'm telHng you
"
"Oh, all right, all right." The Sergeant turned to Burke. "You get up on
this wall and make the rounds. See if
you can find where any one has climbed
over.—And you, Snitkin, look over the
yard for footprints. When you guys finish, report to me. I'm going inside."
We went up the front v/alk, which
had been swept clean, and Sproot admitted us to the house. His face was as
blank as ever, and he took our coats
with his usual obsequious formality.
"You'd better go to your room now.
Miss Greene," said Markham, placing
his hand kindly on Ada's arm. "Lie
down, and try to get a little rest. You
look tired. I'll be in to see you before I
go."
The girl obeyed submissively without a word.
"And you, Sproot," he ordered;
"come in the Hving-room."

The old butler followed us and stood
humbly before the centre-table, where
Markham seated himself.
"Now, let's hear your story."
Sproot cleared his throat and stared
out of the window.
"There's very little to tell, sir. I was
in the butler's pantry, polishing the
glassware, when I heard the shot
"
"Go back a little farther," interrupted Markham. "I understand you made
a trip to Third Avenue at nine this
morning."
"Yes, sir. Miss Sibella bought a Pomeranian yesterday, and she asked me to
get some dog-biscuits after breakfast."
"Who called at the house this morn-

H-"
"No one, sir—that is, no one but
Doctor Von Blon."
"All right. Now tell us everything
that happened."
"Nothing happened, sir—nothing
unusual, that is—until poor Mr. Rex
was shot. Miss Ada went out a few
minutes after Doctor Von Blon arrived;
and a little past eleven o'clock you telephoned to Mr. Rex. Then shortly afterward you telephoned a second time to
Mr. Rex; and I returned to the pantry.
I had only been there a few minutes
when I heard the shot
"
"What time would you say that
was t
"About twenty minutes after eleven,
ss

sir.
"Then what?"
"I dried my hands on my apron and
stepped into the dining-room to listen.
I was not quite sure that the shot had
been fired inside the house, but I
thought I'd better investigate. So I went
up-stairs and, as Mr. Rex's door was
open, I looked in his room first. There
I saw the poor young man lying on the
flloor with the blood running from a
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small wound in his forehead. I called
Doctor Von Blon
"
"Where was the doctor?" Vance put
the question.
Sproot hesitated, and appeared to
think.
"He was up-stairs, sir; and he came
at once
"
"Oh — up-stairs! Roaming about
vaguely, I presume—a little here, a
little there, what?" Vance's eyes bored
into the butler. "Come, come, Sproot.
Where was the doctor ?"
"I think, sir, he was in Miss Sibella's
room."
"Cogiio, cogito.... Well, drum your
encephalon a bit and try to reach a conclusion. From what sector of space did
the corporeal body of Doctor Von Blon
emerge after you had called him?"
"The fact is, sir, he came out of Miss
Sibella's door."
"Well, well. Fancy that! And, such
being the case, one might conclude—
without too great a curfuffling of one's
brains — that, preceding his issuing
from that particular door, he was actually in Miss Sibella's room?"
"I suppose so, sir."
"Dash it all, Sproot! You know
deuced well he was there."
"Well—yes, sir."
"And now suppose you continue
with your odyssey."
"It was more like the Iliad, if I may
say so. More tragic-like, if you understand what I mean; although Mr. Rex
was not exactly a Hector. However that
may be, sir. Doctor Von Blon came immediately——"
"He had not heard the shot, then?"
"Apparently not, for he seemed very
much startled when he saw Mr. Rex.
And Miss Sibella, who followed him
into Mr. Rex's room, was startled, too."
"Did they make any comment?"
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"As to that I couldn't say. I came
down-stairs at once and telephoned to
Mr. Markham."
As he spoke Ada appeared at the
archway, her eyes wide.
"Some one's been in my .room," she
announced, in a frightened voice. "The
French doors to the balcony were partly
open when I went up-stairs just now,
and there were dirty snow-tracks across
the floor. . . . Oh, what does it mean ?
Do you think
?"
Markham had jerked himself forward.
"You left the French doors shut
when you went out?"
"Yes—of course," she answered. "I
rarely open them in winter."
"And were they locked?"
"I'm not sure, but I think so. They
must have been locked—though how
could any one have got in unless I'd
forgotten to turn the key?"
Heath had risen and stood listening
to the girl's story with grim bewilderment.
"Probably the bird with those galoshes again," he mumbled. "I'll get
Jerym himself up here this time."
Markham nodded and turned back
to Ada.
"Thank you for telling us. Miss
Greene. Suppose you go to some other
room and wait for us. We want your
room left just as you found it until
we've had time to examine it."
"I'll go to the kitchen and stay with
cook. I—I don't want to be alone."
And with a catch of her breath she left
us.
"Where's Doctor Von Blon now?"
Markham asked Sproot.
"With Mrs. Greene, sir."
"Tell him we're here and would like
to see him at once."
The butler bowed and went out.
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Vance was pacing up and down, his
eyes almost closed.
"It grows madder every minute," he
said. "It was insane enough without
those foot-tracks and that open door.
There's something devihsh going on
here, Markham. There's demonology
and witchcraft afoot, or something
strangely close to it. I say, is there anything in the Pandects or the Justinian
Code relating to the proper legal procedure against diabolic possession or
spiritism ?"
Before Markham could rebuke him
Von Blon entered. His usual suavity
had disappeared. He bowed jerkily
without speaking, and smoothed his
mustache nervously with an unsteady
hand.
"Sproot tells me, doctor," said Markham, "that you did not hear the shot
fired in Rex's room."
"No!" The fact seemed both to puzzle and disturb him. "I can't make it
out either, for Rex's door into the hall
was open."
"You were in Miss Sibella's room,
were you not?" Vance had halted, and
stood studying the doctor.
Von Blon lifted his eyebrows.
"I was. Sibella had been complaining about
"
"A sore throat or something of the
kind, no doubt," finished Vance. "But
that's immaterial. The fact is that
neither you nor Miss Sibella heard the
shot. Is that correct?"
The doctor inclined his head. "I
knew nothing of it till Sproot knocked
on the door and beckoned me across
the hall."
"And Miss Sibella accompanied you
into Rex's room?"
"She came in just behind me, I believe. But I told her not to touch anything, and sent her immediately back to

her room. When I came out into the
hall again I heard Sproot phoning the
District Attorney's office, and thought
I'd better wait till the police arrived.
After talking over the situation with
Sibella I informed Mrs. Greene of the
tragedy, and remained with her until
Sproot told me of your arrival."
"You saw no one else up-stairs, or
heard no suspicious noise?"
"No one—^nothing. The house, in
fact, was unusually quiet."
"Do you recall if Miss Ada's door
was open?"
The doctor pondered a moment. "I
don't recall—which means it was probably closed. Otherwise I would have noticed it."
"And how is Mrs. Greene this morning?" Vance's question, put negligently, sounded curiously irrelevant.
Von Blon gave a start.
"She seemed somewhat more comfortable when I first saw her, but the
news of Rex's death disturbed her considerably. When I left her just now she
was complaining about the shooting
pains in her spine."
Markham had got up and now
moved restlessly toward the archway.
"The Medical Examiner will be here
any minute," he said; "and I want to
look over Rex's room before he arrives.
You might come with us, doctor.—
And you, Sproot, had better remain at
the front door."
We went up-stairs quietly: I think it
was in all our minds that we should not
advertise our presence to Mrs. Greene.
Rex's room, Hke all those in the Greene
mansion, was spacious. It had a large
window at the front and another at the
side. There were no draperies to shut
out the light, and the slanting midday
sun of winter poured in. The walls, as
Chester had once told us, were lined
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with books; and pamphlets and papers
were piled in every available nook. The
chamber resembled a student's workshop more than a bedroom.
In front of the Tudor fireplace in the
centre of the left wall—a duplication
of the fireplace in Ada's room —
sprawled the body of Rex Greene. His
left arm was extended, but his right
arm was crooked, and the fingers were
tightened, as if holding some object.
His domelike head was turned a little
to one side; and a thin stream of blood
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ran down his temple to the floor from a
tiny aperture over the right eye.
Heath studied the body for several
minutes.
"He was shot standing still, Mr.
Markham. He collapsed in a heap and
then straightened out a Htde after he'd
hit the floor."
Vance was bending over the dead
man with a puzzled expression.
"Markham, there's something curious and inconsistent here," he said. "It
was broad daylight when this thing
happened, and the lad was shot from
the front — there are even powder
marks on the face. But his expression is
perfecdy natural. No sign of fear or as-

3x1

tonishment—rather peaceful and unconcerned, in fact. . . . It's incredible.
The murderer and the pistol certainly
weren't invisible."
Heath nodded slowly.
"I noticed that too, sir. It's damn
peculiar." He bent more closely over
the body. "That wound looks to me like
a thirty-two," he commented, turning
to the doctor for confirmation.
"Yes," said Von Blon. "It appears to
have been made with the same weapon
that was used against the others."
"It was the same weapon," Vance
pronounced sombrely, taking out his
cigarette-case with thoughtful deliberation. "And it was the same killer who
used it." He smoked a moment, his
troubled gaze resting on Rex's face.
"But why was it done at just this time
—in the daylight, with the door open,
and when there were people close at
hand? Why didn't the murderer wait
until night? Why did he run such a
needless risk?"
"Don't forget," Markham reminded
him, "that Rex was on the point of
coming to my office to tell me something."
"But who knew he was about to indulge in revelations ? He was shot within ten minutes of your call
" He
broke off and turned quickly to the doctor. "What telephone extensions are
there in the house?"
"There are three, I believe." Von
Blon spoke easily. "There's one in Mrs.
Greene's room, one in Sibella's room,
and, I think, one in the kitchen. The
main phone is, of course, in the lower
front hall."
"A regular central office," growled
Heath. "Almost anybody coulda listened in." Suddenly he fell on his knees
beside the body and unflexed the fingers of the right hand.
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"I'm afraid you won't find that cryp"But don't give up hope entirely just
tic drawing, Sergeant," murmured because your cabalistic diagram has disVance. "If the murderer shot Rex in appeared," Vance exhorted him. "I
order to seal his mouth the paper will doubt if it would have helped you
surely be gone. Any one overhearing much. This case isn't a rebus. It's a
the phone calls, d'ye see, would have complex mathematical formula, filled
learned of the envelope he was to fetch with moduli, infinitesimals, quantics,
along."
faciends, derivatives, and coefficients.
"I guess you're right, sir. But I'm Rex himself might have solved it if he
hadn't been shoved off the earth so
going to have a look."
He felt under the body and then sys- soon." His eyes wandered over the
tematically went through the dead room. "And I'm not at all sure he
man's pockets. But he found nothing hadn't solved it."
even resembling the blue envelope menMarkham was growing impatient.
tioned by Ada. At last he rose to his
"We'd better go down to the drawfeet.
ing-room and wait for Doctor Doremus
and the men from Headquarters," he
"It's gone, all right."
Then another idea occurred to him. suggested. "We can't learn anything
Going hurriedly into the hall, he called here."
We went out into the hall, and as
down the stairs to Sproot. When the
butler appeared Heath swung on him we passed Ada's door Heath threw it
open and stood on the threshold sursavagely.
veying the room. The French doors
"Where's the private mail-box?"
leading
to the balcony were slightly
"I don't know that I exactly underajar,
and
the wind from the west was
stand you." Sproot's answer was placid
and unruffled. "There is a mail-box flapping their green chintz curtains. On
just outside the front door. Do you re- the light beige rug were several damp
discolored tracks leading round the foot
fer to that, sir?"
"No! You know damn well I don't. of the bed to the hall-door where we
I want to know where the private—^get stood. Heath studied the marks for a
me?—private mail-box is, in the moment, and then drew the door shut
again.
house.''
"They're footprints, all right," he
"Perhaps you are alluding to the little silver pyx for outgoing mail on the remarked. "Some one tracked in the
dirty snow from the balcony and forgot
table in the lower hall."
" 'Pyx,' is it!" The Sergeant's sar- to shut the glass doors."
We were scarcely seated in the drawcasm was stupendous. "Well, go down
ing-room
when there came a knocking
and bring me everything that's in this
on
the
front
door; and Sproot admitted
here pyx.—No! Wait a minute—I'll
keep you company. . . . Pyx\" He took Snitkin and Burke.
"You first, Burke," ordered the SerSproot by the arm and fairly dragged
geant, as the two officers appeared.
him from the room.
A few moments later he returned, "Any signs of an entry over the
wall?"
crestfallen.
"Not a one." The man's overcoat
"Empty!" was his laconic announceand
trousers were smudged from top to
ment.
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bottom. "I crawled all round the top
of the wall, and I'm here to tell you that
nobody left any traces anywheres. If
any guy got over that wall, he vaulted."
"Fair enough.—And now you, Snitkin."
"7 got news for you." The detective
spoke with overt triumph. "Somebody's
walked up those outside steps to the
stone balcony on the west side of the
house. And he walked up 'em this
morning after the snowfall at nine
o'clock, for the tracks are fresh. Furthermore, they're the same size as the
ones we found last time on the front
walk."
"Where do these new tracks come
from?" Heath leaned forward eagerly.
"That's the hell of it, Sergeant. They
come from the front walk right below
the steps to the front door; and there's
no tracing 'em farther back because the
front walk's been swept clean."
"I mighta known it," grumbled
Heath. "And the tracks are only going
oneway?"
"That's all. They leave the walk a
few feet below the front door, swing
round the corner of the house, and go up
the steps to the balcony. The guy who
made 'em didn't come down that way."
The Sergeant puffed disappointedly
on his cigar.
"So he went up the balcony steps,
entered the French doors, crossed Ada's
room to the hall, did his dirty work,
and then—disappeared! A sweet case
this is!" He clicked his tongue with
disgust.
"The man may have gone out by
the front door," suggested Markham.
The Sergeant made a wry face and
bellowed for Sproot, who entered immediately.
"Say, which way did you go upstairs when you heard the shot?"
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"I went up the servants' stairs, sir."
"Then some one mighta gone down
the front stairs at the same time without your seeing him?"
"Yes, sir; it's quite possible."
"That's all."
Sproot bowed and again took up his
post at the front door.
"Well, it looks like that's what happened, sir," Heath commented to
Markham. "Only how did he get in
and out of the grounds without being
seen ? That's what I want to know."
Vance was standing by the window
gazing out upon the river.
"There's something dashed unconvincing about those recurrent spoors in
the snow. Our eccentric culprit is altogether too careless with his feet and
too careful with his hands. He doesn't
leave a finger-print or any other sign
of his presence except those foot-tracks
—all nice and tidy and staring us in
the face. But they don't square with the
rest of this fantastic business."
Heath stared hopelessly at the floor.
He was patently of Vance's opinion;
but the dogged thoroughness of his
nature asserted itself, and presently he
looked up with a forced show of energy.
"Go and phone Captain Jerym, Snitkin, and tell him I wish he'd hustle
out here to look at some carpet-tracks.
Then make measurements of those footprints on the balcony steps.—And you,
Burke, take up a post in the upper hall,
and don't let any one go into the two
front west rooms."
XV
THE MURDERER IN THE HOUSE
(Tuesday, November j o ; /2.50 p. m.)

When Snitkin and Burke had gone
Vance turned from the window and
strolled to where the doctor was sitting.
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''I think it might be well," he said Blon rose. "And now, if I can be of no
quiedy, "if the exact whereabouts of more service . . . "
every one in the house preceding and
"That's quite all right, doctor," said
during the shooting was determined. Markham. "Go right ahead."
—We know, doctor, that you arrived
But instead of immediately leaving
here at about quarter past ten. How the house Von Blon went up-stairs, and
long were you with Mrs. Greene?"
we heard him knock on Sibella's door.
Von Blon drew himself up and gave A few minutes later he came down
Vance a resentful stare. But quickly his again and passed on to the front door
manner changed and he answered without a glance in our direction,
courteously:
In the meantime Snitkin had come
"I sat with her for perhaps half an in and informed the Sergeant that Caphour; then I went to Sibella's room—a tain Jerym was leaving PoHce Headlittle before eleven, I should say—and quarters at once and would arrive withremained there until Sproot called me." in half an hour. He had then gone out"And was Miss Sibella vi^ith you in side to make his measurements of the
the room all the time?"
footprints on the balcony steps.
"Yes—the entire time."
"And now," suggested Markham, "I
"Thank you."
think we might see Mrs. Greene. It's
Vance returned to the window, and possible she heard something. . . . "
Heath, who had been watching the
Vance roused himself from apparent
doctor belligerently, took his cigar from lethargy.
his mouth and cocked his head at Mark"By all means. But first let us get
ham.
a few facts in hand. I long to hear where
"You know, sir, I was just thinking the nurse was during the half-hour preover the Inspector's suggestion about ceding Rex's demise. And I could bear
planting some one in the house to keep to know if the old lady was alone iman eye on things. How would it be if mediately following the firing of the
we got rid of this nurse that's here now, revolver.—Why not have our Miss
and put in one of our own women from Nightingale on the tapis before we
Headquarters?"
brave the invalid's imprecations?"
Von Blon looked up widi eager apMarkham concurred, and Heath sent
proval.
Sproot to summon her.
"An excellent plan!" he exclaimed.
The nurse came in with an air of
"Very well. Sergeant," agreed Mark- professional detachment; but her roseham. "You attend to it."
ate cheeks had paled perceptibly since
"Your woman can begin to-night," we last saw her.
Von Blon told Heath. "I'll meet you
"Miss Craven" — Vance's manner
here whenever you say, and give her was easy and businesslike—"will you
instructions. There's nothing very tech- please tell us exacdy what you were donical for her to do."
ing between half past ten and half past
Heath made a notation in a battered eleven this morning?"
note-book.
"I was in my room on the third
"I'll meet you here, say, at six floor," she answered. "I went there
o'clock. How's that?"
when the doctor arrived a litde after
"That will suit me perfectly." Von ten, and remained until he called me to
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"The nurse tells me your door was
open this morning. . . . "
"And why shouldn't it have been?
Am I expected to be entirely excommunicated from the rest of the household?"
"Certainly not. I was merely trying
to find out if, by any chance, you were
in a position to hear anything that went
on in the hall."
"Well, I heard nothing—if that's
all you want to know."
Markham persisted patiendy.
"You heard no one, for instance, cross
Miss Ada's room, or open Miss Ada's
door?"
"I've already told you I heard nothing." The old lady's denial was viciously emphatic.
"Nor any one walking in the hall,
or descending the stairs?"
"No one but that incompetent doctor and the impossible Sproot. Were we
supposed to have had visitors this morning?"
"Some one shot your son," Markham
reminded her coolly.
"It was probably his own fault," she
I"
snapped. Then she seemed to relent a
me!
bit. "Still, Rex was not as hard and
"We regret, madam—more than you
thoughtless as the rest of the children.
do apparently—that your son is dead,"
But even he neglected me shamefully."
said Markham. "And we are sorry for
She appeared to weigh the matter.
the annoyance the tragedy is causing
"Yes," she decided, "he received just
you. But that does not relieve me from
punishment for the way he treated
the necessity of investigating the affair.
me.
As you were awake at the time the shot
Markham struggled with a hot rewas fired, it is essential that we seek
sentment. At last he managed to ask,
what information you may be able to
with apparent calmness:
give us."
"Did you hear the shot with which
"What information can I give you
your son was punished?"
—a helpless paralytic, lying here
"I did not." Her tone was again irate.
alone?" A smouldering anger flickered
"I
knew nothing of the disturbance unin her eyes. "It strikes me that you are
til
the
doctor saw fit to tell me."
the one to give me information."
"And
yet Mr. Rex's door, as well as
Markham ignored her barbed reyours,
was
open," said Markham. "I
tort.

bring Mrs. Greene's bouillon. Then I
returned to my room and stayed until
the doctor again summoned me to sit
with Mrs. Greene while he was with
you gentlemen."
"When you were in your room, was
the door open?"
"Oh, yes. I always leave it open in
the daytime in case Mrs. Greene calls."
"And her door was open too, I take
it."
"Yes."
"Did you hear the shot?"
"No, I didn't."
"That will be all, Miss Craven."
Vance accompanied her to the hall.
You'd better return to your room
now, for we're going to pay a visit to
your patient."
Mrs, Greene eyed us vindictively
when we entered after having knocked
and been imperiously ordered to come
in.
"More trouble," she complained.
"Am I never to have any peace in my
own house ? The first day in weeks I've
felt even moderately comfortable—and
then all this had to happen to upset
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can hardly understand your not having
heard the shot,"
The old lady gave him a look of
scathing irony.
"Am I to sympathize with your lack
of understanding ?"
"Lest you be tempted to, madam, I
shall leave you." Markham bovs^ed stiffly and turned on his heel.
As vs^e reached the lov?er hall Doctor
Doremus arrived.
"Your friends are still at it, I hear.
Sergeant," he greeted Heath, M^ith his
usual breezy manner. Handing his coat
and hat to Sproot, he came forward
and shook hands with all of us. "When
you fellows don't spoil my breakfast
you interfere with my lunch," he repined. "Where's the body?"
Heath led him up-stairs, and after a
few minutes returned to the drawingroom. Taking out another cigar he bit
the end of it savagely. "Well, sir, I guess
you'll want to see this Miss Sibella next,
won't you?"
"We might as well," sighed Markham. "Then I'll tackle the sarvants and
leave things to you. The reporters will
be along pretty soon."
"Don't I know it! And what they're
going to do to us in the papers'11 be
aplenty!"
"And you can't even tell them 'it
is confidently expected that an arrest
will be made in the immediate future,'
don't y' know," grinned Vance. "It's
most distressin'."
Heath made an inarticulate noise of
exasperation and, calling Sproot, sent
him for Sibella.
A moment later she came in carrying
a small Pomeranian. She was paler than
I had ever seen her, and there was unmistakable fright in her eyes. When
she greeted us it was without her habitual gaiety.

"This thing is getting rather ghastly,
isn't it?" she remarked when she had
taken a seat.
"It is indeed dreadful," returned
Markham soberly, "You have our very
deepest sympathy. . . . "
"Oh, thanks awf'ly." She accepted
the cigarette Vance offered her. "But
I'm beginning to wonder how long I'll
be here to receive condolences." She
spoke with forced lightness, but a strained quality in her voice told of her suppressed emotion.
Markham regarded her sympathetically,
"I do not think it would be a bad
idea if you went away for a while—to
some friend's house, let us say—preferably out of the city."
"Oh, no." She tossed her head with
defiance. "I sha'n't run away. If there's
any one really bent on killing me, he'll
manage it somehow, wherever I am.
Anyway, I'd have to come back sooner
or later. I couldn't board with out-oftown friends indefinitely—could I ? "
She looked at Markham with a kind
of anxious despair. "You haven't any
idea, I suppose, who it is that's obsessed
with the idea of exterminating us
Greenes?"
Markham was reluctant to admit to
her the utter hopelessness of the official
outlook; and she turned appealingly to
Vance,
"You needn't treat me like a child,"
she said spiritedly. "You, at least, Mr.
Vance, can tell me if there is any one
under suspicion."
"No, dash it all, Miss Greene!—
there isn't," he answered promptly.
"It's an amazin' confession to have to
make; but it's true. That's why, I think,
Mr. JMarkham suggested that you go
away for a while."
"It's very tlioughtful of him and all
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that," she returned. "But I think I'll
stay and see it through."
"You're a very brave girl," said
Markham, with troubled admiration.
"And I assure you everything humanly
possible vi^ill be done to safeguard you."
"Well, so much for that." She tossed
her cigarette into a receiver, and began
abstractedly to pet the dog in her lap.
"And now, I suppose, you vi^ant to
know if I heard the shot. Well, I didn't.
So you may continue the inquisition
from that point."
"You were in your room, though, at
the time of your brother's death?"
"I was in my room all morning," she
said. "My first appearance beyond the
threshold was when Sproot brought the
sad tidings of Rex's passing. But Doctor
Von shooed me back again; and there
I've remained until now. Model behavior, don't you think, for a member of
this new and wicked generation?"
"What time did Doctor Von Blon
come to your room ?" asked Vance.
Sibella gave him a faint whimsical
smile.
"I'm so glad it was you who asked
that question. I'm sure Mr. Markham
would have used a disapproving tone—
though it's quite au fait to receive one's
doctor in one's boudoir.—Let me see.
I'm sure you asked Doctor Von the
same question, so I must be careful. . . .
A little before eleven, I should say."
"The doc's exact words," chimed in
Heath suspiciously.
Sibella turned a look of amused surprise upon him.
"Isn't that wonderful! But then, I've
always been told that honesty is the best

policy."
"And did Doctor Von Blon remain
in your room until called by Sproot?"
pursued Vance.
"Oh, yes. He was smoking his pipe.
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Mother detests pipes, and he often
sneaks into my room to enjoy a quiet
smoke."
"And what were you doing during
the doctor's visit?"
"I was bathing this ferocious animal." She held up the Pomeranian for
Vance's inspection. "Doesn't he look
nice?"
"In the bathroom?"
"Naturally. I'd hardly bathe him in
the poudriere."
"And was the bathroom door
closed?"
"As to that I couldn't say. But it's
quite likely. Doctor Von is like a member of the family, and I'm terribly rude
to him sometimes."
Vance got up.
"Thank you very much. Miss
Greene. We're sorry we had to trouble
you. Do you mind remaining in your
room for a while?"
"Mind? On the contrary. It's about
the only place I feel safe." She walked
to the archway. "If you do find out anything you'll let me know—won't you ?
There's no use pretending any longer.
I'm dreadfully scared." Then, as if
ashamed of her admission, she went
quickly down the hall.
Just then Sproot admitted the two
finger-print experts—Dubois and Bellamy—and the official photographer.
Heath joined them in the hall and took
them up-stairs, returning immediately.
"And now what, sir?"
Markham seemed lost in gloomy
speculation, and it was Vance who answered the Sergeant's query.
"I rather think," he said, "that another verbal bout with the pious Hemming and the taciturn Frau Mannheim
might dispose of a loose end or two."
Hemming was sent for. She came in
laboring under intense excitement. Her
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eyes fairly glittered with the triumph of
the prophetess whose auguries have
come to pass. But she had no information whatever to impart. She had spent
most of the forenoon in the laundry,
and had been unaware of the tragedy
until Sproot had mentioned it to her
shordy before our arrival. She was voluble, however, on the subject of divine
punishment, and it was widbi difficulty
that Vance stemmed her oracular
stream of words.
Nor could the cook throve any light
on Rex's murder. She had been in the
kitchen, she said, the entire morning except for the hour she had gone marketing. She had not heard the shot and,
hke Hemming, knew of the tragedy
only through Sproot. A marked change,
howevor, had come over the woman,
When she had entered the drawingroom fright and resentment animated
her usually stolid features, and as she
sat before us her fingers worked nervously in her lap.
Vance watched her criticiilly during
the interview. At the end he asked suddenly:
"Miss Ada has been with you in the
kitchen this past half-hour?"
At the mention of Ada's name her
fear was perceptibly intensified. She
drew a deep breath.
"Yes, Htde Ada has been with me.
And thank the good God she was away
this morning when Mr. Rex was killed,
or it might have been her and not Mr.
Rex. They tried once to shoot her, and
maybe they'll try again. She oughtn't to
be allowed to stay in this house."
"I think it only fair to tell you, Frau
Mannheim," said Vance, "that some
one will be watching closely over Miss
Ada from now on."
The woman looked at him gratefully.

"Why should any one want to harm
httle Ada?" she asked, in an anguished
tone. "I also shall watch over her."
When she had left us Vance said:
"Something tells me, Markham, that
Ada could have no better protector in
this house than that motherly German,
—And yet," he added, "there'll be no
end of this grim carnage until we have
the murderer safely gyved." His face
darkened: his mouth was as cruel as
Pietro de' Medici's. "This hellish business isn't ended. The final picture is
only just emerging. And it's damnable
—worse than any of the horrors of Rops
or Dore."
Markham nodded with dismal depression,
"Yes, there appears to be an inevitability about these tragedies that's beyond mere human power to combat."
He got up wearily and addressed himself to Heath. "There's nothing more I
can do here at present. Sergeant. Carry
on, and phone me at the office before
five."
We were about to take our departure
when Captain Jerym arrived. He was a
quiet, heavy-set man, with a gray, scraggly mustache and small, deep-set eyes.
One might easily have mistaken him
for a shrewd, efficient merchant. After
a brief hand-shaking ceremony Heath
piloted him up-stairs.
Vance had already donned his ulster,
but now he removed it.
"I think I'll tarry a bit and hear what
the Captain has to say regarding those
footprints. Y' know, Markham, I've
been evolving a rather fantastic theory
about 'em; and I want to test it."
Markham looked at him a moment
with questioning curiosity. Then he
glanced at his watch.
"I'll wait with you," he said.
Ten minutes later Doctor Doremus
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came down, and paused long enough
on his way out to tell us that Rex had
been shot with a .32 revolver held at a
distance of about a foot from the forehead, the bullet having entered directly
from the front and embedded itself, in
all probability, in the midbrain.
A quarter of an hour after Doremus
had gone Heath re-entered the drawing-room. He expressed uneasy surprise
at seeing us still there.
"Mr. Vance wanted to hear Jerym's
report," Markham explained.
"The Captain'U be through any minute now." The Sergeant sank into a
chair. "He's checking Snitkin's measurements. He couldn't make much of
the tracks on the carpet, though."
"And finger-prints?" asked Markham.
"Nothing yet."
"And there won't be," added Vance.
"There wouldn't be footprints if they
weren't deliberately intended for us."
Heath shot him a sharp look, but before he could speak Captain Jerym and
Snitkin came down-stairs.
"What's the verdict, Cap?" asked
the Sergeant.
"Those footprints on the balcony
steps," said Jerym, "were made with
galoshes of the same size and markings
as the pattern turned over to me by
Snitkin a fortnight or so ago. As for the
prints in the room, I'm not so sure.
They appear to be the same, however;
and the dirt on them is sooty, like the
dirt on the snow outside the French
doors. I've several photographs of them;
and I'll know definitely when I get my
enlargements under the microscope."
Vance rose and sauntered to the archway.
"May I have your permission to go
up-stairs a moment. Sergeant?"
Heath looked mystified. His instinct
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was to ask a reason for this unexpected
request, but all he said was: "Sure. Go
ahead."
Something in Vance's manner—an
air of satisfaction combined with a suppressed eagerness—told me that he had
verified his theory.
He was gone less than five minutes.
When he returned he carried a pair of
galoshes similar to those that had been
found in Chester's closet. He handed
them to Captain Jerym.
"You'll probably find that these
made the tracks."
Both Jerym and Snitkin examined
them carefully, comparing the measurements and fitting the rough patterns to
the soles. Finally, the Captain took one
of them to the window, and affixing a
jeweller's glass to his eye, studied the
riser of the heel.
"I think you're right," he agreed.
"There's a worn place here which corresponds to an indentation on the cast
I made."
Heath had sprung to his feet and
stood eying Vance.
"Where did you find 'em?" he demanded.
"Tucked away in the rear of the little
linen-closet at the head of the stairs."
The Sergeant's excitement got the
better of him. He swung about to Markham, fairly spluttering with consternation.
"Those two guys from the Bureau
that went over this house looking for
the gun told me there wasn't a pair of
galoshes in the place; and I specially
told 'em to keep their eyes peeled for
galoshes. And now Mr. Vance finds 'em
in the linen-closet oflF the main hall upstairs!"
"But, Sergeant," said Vance mildly,
"the galoshes weren't there when your
sleuths were looking for the revolver.
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On both former occasions iJie johnny
who wore 'em had plenty of time to put
'em away safely. But to-day,, d' ye see,
he had no chance to sequester them; so
he left 'em in the linen-closet for the
time being."
"Oh, that's it, is it?" Heath growled
vaguely. "Well, what's the rest of the
story, Mr. Vance?"
"That's all there is to date. If I knew
the rest I'd know who fired the shots.
But I might remind you that neither of
your sergents-de-ville saw any suspicious person leave here."
"Good God, Vance!" Markham was
on his feet. "That means that the murderer is in the house this minute."
"At any rate," returned Vance lazily,
"I think we are justified in assuming
that the murderer was here when we arrived."
"But nobody's left the place but Von
Blon," blurted Heath.
Vance nodded. "Oh, it's wholly possible the murderer is still in the house.
Sergeant."
XVI
THE LOST POISONS
(Tuesday, November 50; 2 p. m.)

Markham and Vance and I had a late
lunch at the Stuyvesant Club. During
the meal the subject of the murder was
avoided as if by tacit agreement; but
when we sat smoking over our coffee
Markham settled back in his chair and
surveyed Vance sternly.
"Now," he said, "I want to hear how
you came to find those galoshes in the
linen-closet. And, damn it! I don't want
any garrulous evasions or quotations out
of Bartlett."
"I'm quite willing to unburden my
soul," smiled Vance. "It was all so
dashed simple. I never put any stock in
the burglar theory, and so was able to

approach the problem with a virgin
mind, as it were."
He lit a fresh cigarette and poured
himself another cup of coffee.
"Perpend, Markham. On the night
that Julia and Ada were shot a double
set of footprints was found. It had stopped snowing at about eleven o'clock,
and the tracks had been made between
that hour and midnight, when the Sergeant arrived on the scene. On the night
of Chester's murder there was another
set of footprints similar to the others;
and they too had been made shortly
after the weather had cleared. Here,
then, were tracks in the snow, approaching and retreating from the front
door, preceding each crime; and both
sets had been made after the snow had
stopped falling, when they would be
distinctly visible and determinable. This
was not a particularly striking coincidence, but it was sufficiently arresting
to create a slight strain on my cortex
cerebri. And the strain increased perceptibly this morning when Snitkin reported his discovery of fresh footprints
on the balcony steps; for once again the
same meteorological conditions had accompanied our culprit's passion for
leaving spoors. I was therefore driven-to
the irresistible inference, as you learned
Solons put it, that the murderer, so careful and calculating about everything
else, had deliberately made all these
footprints for our special edification. In
each instance, d' ye see, he had chosen
the only hour of the day when his
tracks would not be obliterated by falling snow or confused with other tracks.
. . . Are you there?"
"Go ahead," said Markham. "I'm
listening."
"To proceed, then. Another coincidence attached to these three sets of
footprints. It was impossible, because of
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the dry, flaky nature of the snow, to determine whether the first set had originated in the house and returned there,
or had first approached the house from
the street and then retreated. Again, on
the night of Chester's demise, when the
snow was damp and susceptible to clear
impressions, the same doubt arose. The
tracks to and from the house were on
opposite sides of the front walk: not a
single footstep overlapped! Accidental ?
Perhaps. But not wholly reasonable. A
person walking to and from a door
along a comparatively narrow pathway
would almost certainly have doubled on
some of his tracks. And even if he had
failed to superimpose any of his footprints, the parallel spoors would have
been close together. But these two lines
of prints were far apart: each clung to
the extreme edge of the walk, as if the
person who made them was positively
afraid of overlapping. Now, consider
the footprints made this morning.
There was a single line of them entering the house, but none coming out. We
concluded that the murderer had made
his escape via the front door and down
the neatly swept walk; but this, after
all, was only an assumption."
Vance sipped his coffee and inhaled
a moment on his cigarette.
"The point I'm trying to bring out is
this: there is no proof whatever that all
these footprints were not made by some
one in the house who first went out and
then returned for the express purpose
of leading the police to believe that an
outsider was guilty. And, on the other
hand, there is evidence that the footprints actually did originate in the
house; because if an outsider had made
them he would have been at no pains to
confuse the issue of their origin, since,
in any event, they could not have been
traced back farther than the street.
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Therefore, as a tentative starting-point,
I assumed that the tracks had, in reality,
been made by some one in the house.—
I can't say, of course, whether or not my
layman's logic adds lustre to the gladsome light of jurisprudence
"
"Your reasoning is consistent as far
as it goes," cut in Markham tartly. "But
it is hardly complete enough to have led
you direcdy to the linen-closet this
morning."
"True. But there were various contribut'ry factors. For instance, the galoshes which Snitkin found in Chester's
clothes-closet were the exact size of the
prints. At first I toyed with the idea that
they were the actual instruments of our
unknown's vestigial deception. But
when, after they had been taken to
Headquarters, another set of similar
tracks appeared—to wit, the ones found
this morning—I amended my theory
sUghtly, and concluded that Chester
had owned two pairs of galoshes—one
that had perhaps been discarded but not
thrown away. That was why I wanted
to wait for Captain Jerym's report: I
was anxious to learn if the new tracks
were exactly like the old ones."
"But even so," interrupted Markham, "your theory that the footprints
emanated from the house strikes me as
being erected on pretty weak scaffolding. Were there any other indicants?"
"I was coming to them," repHed
Vance reproachfully. "But you will
rush me so. Pretend that I'm a lawyer,
and my summation will sound positively breathless."
"I'm more likely to pretend that I'm
a presiding judge, and give you sus.
per coll."
"Ah, well." Vance sighed and continued. "Let us consider the hypothetical intruder's means of escape after the
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shooting of Julia and Ada. Sproot came
into the upper hall immediately after
the shot had been fired in Ada's room;
yet he heard nothing—neither footsteps
in the hall nor the front door closing,
And, Markham old thing, a person in
galoshes going dov^^n marble steps in
the dark is no midsummer zephyr for
silence. In the circumstances Sproot
would have been certain to hear him
making his escape. Therefore, the explanation that suggested itself to me
was that he did not ma\e his escape."
"And the footprints outside?"
"Were made beforehand by some
one walking to the front gate and back,
—^And that brings me to the night of
Chester's murder. You remember Rex's
tale of hearing a dragging noise in the
hall and a door closing about fifteen
minutes before the shot was fired, and
Ada's corroboration of the door-shutting part of the story ? The noise, please
note, was heard after it had stopped
snowing—in fact, after the moon had
come out. Could the noise not easily
have been a person walking in galoshes,
or even taking them off, after having
returned from making those separated
tracks to and from the gate ? And might
not that closing door have been the door
of the linen-closet where the galoshes
were being temporarily cached ?"
Markham nodded. "Yes, the sounds
Rex and Ada heard might be explained that way."
"And this morning's business was
even plainer. There were footprints on
the balcony steps, made between nine
o'clock and noon. But neither of the
guards saw any one enter the grounds.
Moreover, Sproot waited a few moments in the dining-room after the shot
had been fired in Rex's room; and if any
one had come down the stairs and gone

out the front door Sproot would certainly have heard him. It's true that the
murderer might have descended the
front stairs as Sproot v^^ent up the servants' stairs. But is that likely ? Would
he have vi^aited in the upper hall after
killing Rex, knovs^ing that some one
was likely to step out and discover him ?
I think not. And anyway, the guards
saw no one leave the estate. Ergo, I
concluded that no one came down the
jront stairs after Rex's death. I assumed
again that the footprints had been made
at some earlier hour. This time, however, the murderer did not go to the
gate and return, for a guard was there
who would have seen him; and, furthermore, the front steps and the walk had
been swept. So our track-maker, after
having donned the galoshes, stepped
out of the front door, walked round
the corner of the house, mounted the
balcony steps, and re-entered the upper
hall by way of Ada's room."
"I see." Markham leaned over and
knocked the ashes from his cigar,
"Therefore, you inferred that the galoshes were still in the house."
"Exactly. But I'll admit I didn't
think of the linen-closet at once. First
I tried Chester's room. Then I took a
look round Julia's chamber; and I was
about to go up to the servants' quarters
when I recalled Rex's story of the closing door. I ran my eye over all the
second-story doors, and straightway
tried the linen-closet—which was, after
all, the most likely place for a transient
occultation. And lo! there were the galoshes tucked under an old drugget,
The murderer had probably hidden
them there both times before, pending
an opportunity of secreting them more
thoroughly."
"But where could they have been

(Continued on page 375 of this number.)
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