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Chapter One

It was the kind of house you always see from the road,
never up close. Seen through vast gates, at the end of 2
winding gravel driveway, half-hidden by the foliage of
trees planted more than a half century ago. You slow down
- as you pass it, trying to catch glimpses over the vine-
covered brick walls that surround it, of its peaked gables
and its dark windows and curious porches. It is silent and
secret.

You use your imagination and try to think who might
live there: a rich woman, the flickering ember of a family
the world thought had died out decades before 1954. A
reclusive millionaire with a passion for diet soft drinks
and some silent film star long since passed. A gangster,
ensconced with cronies over cribbage, and a bored, per-
oxided doxy who knocks about from room to room in the
silent, empty house.

But even as you make these romantic conjectures, you
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know that you're wrong, and the truth—whatever it might
be-—of the house and what transpires within is much
stranger than anything you can imagine. The brick wail
turns, but the road you’re traveling on curves in another
directioi. You drive on, and perhaps in the rear-view
mirror you catch a glimpse of a finger of chimney above
the massive trees that surround the house, and that is all.

Houses like that keep their secrets from people like
~ you and me.

Route 41 had never been a well-traveled road. But
since the war, when a new highway had been constructed
from the guarries to the city, this small winding highway
had been nearly forgotten. A few big old houses behind
crumbling walls mouldered in disuse, their tennis courts
overgrown with coarse grass, their elegant ponds choked
with weeds and scum. There had been a few farms along
Route 41 as well; bright, spanking places with picturesque
black and white cows and an air of cleanliness and hard
work to them, but the farmers had moved into the city
or died off, and their sons had gone away to fight Germany
and Japan, and forest was now closing over the old fislds
and pastures.

The few who drove along Route 41 in the day were
oppressed with its gloom, for all along its length, massive
trees crossed branches over the narrow blacktop. Those
who drove along it at night thought themselves to be in
a deselation of forest, in a gloom that two wavering head-
lights could make no headway against. And Hill House,
the largest of the big old houses that could be glimpsed
from this highway, did not appear a welcoming cutpost of
a comforting civilization. It seemed to partake of the des-
olation of the forest itself.

Hill House was appropriately if dully named, for it had
been built on the highest piece of land around. Perhaps
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it had wonderful views, but because no one ever went up
there, no one was quite sure what might be seen from.
that eminence. No one seemed to know who owned it}
the taxes on the place were paid for by an old fum of
lawyers in Baltimore. No one could remember when it
had been last inhabited, but the nearest neighbor—an old
woman living about half a mile distant-—said she had seen
forty gardeners working the place in the summer of 1946.
But this old woman was known to be crazy, and no one
paid any attention to her.

Hill House kept its secrets, even better than most other
such places.

The night was dark.

The branches that crossed over Route 41 thrashed in
the wind. Above the trees, scudding clouds swept across
the gibbous moon, but down below, all was black. The
air reeked of a storm to come within an hour, two hours
at the most. The watery beams of twe headlights, one
much weaker than the other, pushed along the uneven
surface of Route 41. The automobile was in character with.
the road it traveled on, being out-of-date and not entirely
dependable.

The automobile stopped before the high iron gates of
Hill House in such a way that the stronger of the two
headlights shone on the ornate lock.

The driver leaned out of the car window. He glanced
up at the sky, as if judging how long the storm would hold
off. He lowered his gaze to Hill House itself, and his head
~ nodded once, twice, thrice, as if—perhaps—he were
counting the three lighted windows there. With an air of
duty and correctness, he went up to the gates and pushed
open the right-hand side. It swung back with a metallic
squeal, only slightly dampened by the moistness in the
alr.
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Wadsworth, for that was the name of the dutiful and
correct driver of the 1948 black Chevrolet Fleetline,
climbed back into his vehicle. He drove it through the
gate and up the gravel drive to Hill House. He went nei-
ther quickly nor slowly, but in an orderly, correct manner.
. As if expecting others to follow him, he did not close the
gate behind him, and when he parked, he did so well off
to the side-—Ileaving room for any vehicles that might
follow.

A rumble of thunder asserted itself over the trailing
cough of Wadsworth’s automobile, and when that had
passed, the barking of hounds echoed in the holiow. There

"~ was a viciousness to the dogs’ noise, as if they’d been
starved for the past three days, or kicked in the past five
minutes.

“Wadsworth got out of the car, locked it carefully, and
approached the entrance to Hill House. Over the door
burned one of the three lights he’d counted from the gate.

A German shepherd hurtled at Wadsworth from out of
the darkness, like a hound of hell greeting a hapless new
inhabitant. Wadsworth flinched back several steps, but a
chain attached to the dog’s collar protected him.

A second shepherd; also barking, rose from a squat
just before the front door of Hill House.

Wadsworth thrust his hand into the pocket of his over-
coat, and drew out a two-pound chunk of raw beef. He
tossed it on the ground between the two dogs, and waited
till they had fallen hungrily onto the meat before he cau-
tiously mounted the steps to the impressive entrance to
the mansion.

It was as substantial as the rest of Hill House, with
massive peaked double doors set in a framework of stone.
From ancther pocket of his overcoat, Wadsworth drew
out alarge key, and stepped forward—into a neatly turned
pile of dog shit.

Wadsworth grimaced and glanced over his shoulder
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with a look of disgusted reproach at the German shep-
herds.

It was wasted. The dogs were interssted only in the
meat, '

Wadsworth opened the front door and stepped inside.
His first action was to hang up his coat, and his second
was to examine the bottom of his shoe, as if in meager
hope that he had stepped in something that had the squish
and the stink of German shepherd excreta but that was
something else entirely.

Mo, Wadsworth’s first guess had been correct. It was
dog shit. He scraped it off on the mahogany door sill.

Wadsworth closed the front door quietly, and stood
still 2 moment in the hallway, as if listening. Wadsworth
wore a black jacket and a white tie beneath a stiff collar.
His trousers were gray and pin-striped.

The entrance hall of Hill House was high and vast, all
stone and carved wood and marble paving. A staircase
wound up into the darkness of the upper floors. Moonlight
struggled through windows of stained glass high above,
and was broken against the dusty glass of two chandeliers.
The wind was a dull moan outside. In a house sc old,
with so many rooms filled with so much furniture, there
was a small but incessant racket of creaks and groans—
but dully, as if from behind thick walls, Wadsworth heard
the rise and fall of a single angry voice, though the quality
of that voice suggested mechanical amplification. It was
a voice on the radio, or the television, somewhere in Hill
House.

He moved a few steps forward—just enough so that
he could glance through the open doors of the dining
room. The room was dark, illuminated only by what little
light spiiled in from the hall. A massive table was laid, as
for dinner, but the agglomeration of plate and crystal and
china looked dusty and forlorn and uninviting—like a
display in a department store.
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" Wadsworth listened again, then without hesitation he

crossed the hail, opened one of the doors there, and dis-
appeared inside.

If Hill House was the paradigm of secretive mansions,
and Wadsworth was the ultimate in cauticus and careful
butlers, then Yvette was the nec plus uitra of downstairs
maids.

She was voung. She was astonishingly beautiful. She
had better curves than a major league pitcher. She was
dusting the books in the library with a feather duster that
wasn’t half as soft as the waves of her lustrous hair. Yvette
was not only a French maid; she was a fetishist’s dream
of a French maid, and she had an outfit to match: a glossy
bhlack dress, cut high on the thigh and low in the bosom,
so tight it whined when she walked. A starched white cap
was perched absurdly atop her head, and a starched white
apron was slung low across her waist, like 2 remembrance
of chastity. Her stockings were at once black and sheer,
and the seam that ran along the back of her calf was a
draftman’s ecstasy of curve. Her shoes were high in the
heel and tight in the toe, completing a figure that was—
all in all-—at once startling, grotesque, and divine.

“Is everything ready?” Wadsworth asked.

“Oui, Monsieur,” Yvette replied, turning arocund shyly.
The feather duster was pressed against the bosom, like a
sere bouquet from some fondly remembered admirer.

Yvette’s accent was on a level with her costume. It
was the expected carried to the extreme. Beyond parody,
it was a thing unto itself,

“You have your instructions,” said Wadsworth.

“QOui, Monsieur,” Yvette replied, with a crinkling of
her nose and a wrinkling of her brow-—a set of gestures
which, in a bad French farce, would have indicated that
she smelled something distinctly unpleasant.
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_But it wasn’t till Wadsworth, that paradigm of butlers,

had left that room that Yvette crossed one leg stork-wise,
and daintily checked the bottom of her shoe.

The kitchen of Hill House was vast and old-fashioned,
having been equipped in a time when the only real labor-
saving device was a full complement of servants. It was
white and gleaming and filled with enough appliances,
sufficient pots and pans, ample pantries and cabinets and
drawers and larders to accommodate the gustatory
demands of two dozen Hill House guests, each under a
different physiological regimen.

But tonight, only a portion of the kitchen was in use.
Pots bubbled on only three of the burners of the vast
range. One small section of counter was littered with the
remains of a few pounds of vegetables. Nearby was a
small, neat heap of discarded fat, fish scales and innards,
and cleaver-scarred bones. '

A console television set had been placed on one of the
empty counters and was turned to the live proceedings
of the House Committee on Un-American Activities.

A full-bodied Chinese woman stood directly in front
of the television set, sharpening a carving knife against a
long steel. She was somehow managing to perform this

ction in time with the rhythm of Senator McCarthy’s
speech. But whether she agreed with the gentieman from
Wisconsin or thought him a hypocritical scoundrel was
a matter of debate. The thunder of the oncoming storm
rumbled outside the windows of the kitchen, and the
expression of the face of Mrs. Ho was entirely inscrutable.

The swinging door swung inward from the hallway.
Mrs. Ho did not turn. Senator McCarthy had irrefutable
evidence of the operation of communist agents in the Army.

“Evervthing all right, Mrs. Ho7” asked Wadsworth.

The blade of Mrs. Ho’s knife sparked against the steel.
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Clang.

In a turret somewhere high atop the house, a bell jarred
and clamored. It hadn’t been cast right, and had never
rung properly, but it had never been replaced. The bell
produced a cracked reverberation so unpleasant and tin-
gling it would have wakened Lazarus from his sleep.

“Dinner will be ready at nine-thirty,” said Mrs. Ho, as
Wadswaorth went to answer the front door.

Butler, maid, and cook in Hill House.

The first of the evening’s guests was at the door.

A bolt of lightning split open the sky and luridly illu-
mined the cavernous hallway of Hill House. Wadsworth
paused only a moment in his echoing progress across the
hall, counting till he should hear the thunder. '

One, two, three—

The storm was drawing nearer.

Wadsworth put his hand on the door and drew it open.



Chapter Two

The man at the door was forty-five years old, perhaps
fifty if he’d been taking care of himself, and it looked as
if he had been. He was smartly turned-out in a suit of
quietly expensive cut, material, and fit, and out in the
darkness behind him, the mustard yellow 1954 Cadillac
convertible he’d driven up in was new and rather more
obviously expensive than his clothes. In his own element
he was probably hale and hearty, and if he had a wife,
then the poor woman was probably trampled on, psy-
chologically speaking. But just now, the man at the door
looked rather uncertain, and he also looked unhappy at
finding himself in that condition.

“Good evening,” Wadsworth said, with easy polite--
ness. He stepped aside to offer the gentleman entrance
into the house.

“Good evening,” the man said, hesitantly. “I don’t know
if...”

He faltered, but Wadsworth came fo the rescue.

9
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“Yes indeed, Colonel. You are expected.’

The title secmed (o roassure the man. He stepped inside
the house, and Wadsworth smoothly closed the door behind
him, as if 1o discourage second thoughts.

“May I m@ vour ¢coat?” Wadsworth asked, h@lmpg
out his hand for the garmefit. “It is Colonel Mustard, isn’t
it?” he as %cd thh 2 tone that was half diffidence, half
iﬁ‘ih”ﬁcﬁﬁ

ut the man locked up, surp
name. I'm Colonel—"

Wadsworth raised kis hand sharply for silence. The
gesture was neither po ?‘te nor diffident. It was wholly
Cinstructive. “Forgive me,” he said, “but tonight vou may
weil feel obliged to my emplover for the use of a paeud-
onym.’

“Beg vour pardon?” guestioned Colonel Mustard, as
if he had got the drift but xmﬁ the precise meaning of
Wadsworth’s instruction

¢ Wadsworth car ﬁmiv hung the Colonel’s cont on a
hook beside the door, Mustard sniffed the air and sur-
reptiticusly checked the soles of his shoes.

“Who are vou?” Mustard demanded when Wadsworth
wned back to him. Command sounded 2 much more
anatural tone for the Colon

“1 am Wadsworth, sin f‘ he butler.”

56 Py

ised. “MNo, that’s not my

as Wadsworth enfered v
he butler said, “would you af
giégﬂ‘siﬁ and give him anything he requires.” The glance
between Colonel Mustard and Vvette—one of particular
imeregﬂ‘ —was evidently not lost on "%?*ea dsworth, for he
added dryly, “Anything within reason, that is.”

ali
Cliagng.
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With a smell s;ﬂd Yvetie poured another glass
me*pamew& second of the evening's guests had evi-

£ my arrived,

Colonel Must :v‘d sipped |
around the room. The butier w
worth? he said tentatively, thenr
pagne glass "fg surprise. The door bv wh
t‘m Eb* ary was i 1ssing as w«:i’s

Het umed bmiiki}, ) Y /F&p Inﬁ:rs wasaéﬁm, wasn’t
‘iuw 27 Because 1 came through it.”
“There still is a door, mm%ieuv ” replied Yvette, with
a simile that showed interest in matters other than archi-
tectural, “but it, foo, is cevefﬁd w*i“a ﬂ*@ Dﬂ@i{s There is
a handle o the v
For 3 momet T
templating Y Vf;!:?,el E cent with asmmséunms.‘
began to search for the handle of the librar

con-

Do come in, Madam, you are expected.”
auhcm« the dark splendors of Hill Hse
tanding framed in the entranceway “*'uz‘ 12
gure of drama. In fafx, she would probably hac
=y bit as tragic if y@u had coms across her
fore a shooting gallery on a,oney Island —she

-
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had that much presence. She was beautiful as Desdemona

on the night that lady was murdered, pale as s%haaa the
day she leamed her lover was dead, and her hair was as

as Judith’s the moming she struck off the head of
. Her eyes were -wt“ s, her lips
S5} ;}r‘i@’x ed a;;f’i bﬁ@é She was d essed | €

g

her, and a tiny corner of stiff, w hite DA a;;u gaea%,@a ﬁ* OUE
the top.
“Dio vou know who T am?” asked the lady. Her low-
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pitched voice was the match of her appearance: startiing
© but splendid.

“1 know that yvou are to be known as. .. Mrs. White.”
“It said so in the letter,” the lady rephei noking the
commer of the envelope so that it slipped back m&; her
pocketbook. Perhaps she'd thought she’d be required to
produce proof of her invitation fo Hill House, “But why?”

Wadsworth didn’t reply. He helped Mrs, White off with
her coat. The lady kept her mkﬁf’\ﬁ%k, and pressed it
against her knee for balance as she checked the soles of
her shining leather shoes. Then, de-crinkling her nose,
Mrs. White followed Wadsworth to the door of the library.

The butler preceded her into the room, then stood aside.

“Ah,” he said, “may lintroduce vou—Mrs, White, this
ige—"

Wadsworth locked about a moment, but only the maid
was there. Yveite turned with a glass of champagne, and
a smile for the new guest.

ﬁm when Yveite's eves met those of Mrs. White, both

men fiinched. Mrs, White was more subtie than Yvette,

?'zﬁ involuntary exchange wasn’t lost on Wadsworth.
Mrs., White, this is Yvette, the maid. But then 1 see vou
know each other.” Though perhaps they didn’t know one
another by those names. “Where is Colonel Mustard?”
asked the butler.

“He was locking for the door to the room,” Yvetie
said, pomti rg behind Mrs. White,

The be ﬂr sanelied door swung slowly to, and Colonel
Mustard, lmir crumpled and flattened, stepped uncer-
tainly from behind it

A 1952 wood-paneied Pontiac gtation wagon, not as old
as Wadsworth’s and not as new as Colonel Mustard’s
drove slowly along Route 41. It proceeded cautiously
through the blackness, as if unsure of the road, the des-
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tination, perhaps even the purpose of the journey itself.
A man was driving, hunched over the steering wheel,
peering out mto the blackness. The strong headlights kept
him on the road, and now and then scraped against the
black trunks of the trees that lined the highway, but the
lamps’ narrow focus only made the automobile seem more
isolated against the night. Lightning broke briefly in the
sky overhead, and the overhanging branches threw 2
cracked web of lurid light over the automobile. On the
crackhing radio, Senator McCarthy warned the American
people—each and every one of them——against the per-
nicious and widespread influence of communists across
America.

Nothing but the black road, broken and holed. Nothing
but black trees to the side, and black branches overhead.
MNow and then a flash of lightning somewhere above the
trees, and a moment later the rumble of thunder, like a
warning o look out that comes after the blow is struck.
Mothing but the voice on the radio, ranting, as if broadcast
from an asylum. Nothing but a curve, bevond that a stretch
of straight road, then another curve, and—

A ravishingly beautiful woman dressed in emerald
green.

She was waving her arms in 2 way that suggested she
was trying hard not to appear franfic.

The driver slowed, but then he drove on past.

He glanced at her in the rear view mirror, her figure
dim, nearly black, in the pale red glow of his taillights.

He slowed, stopped, backed up. As he did so, he
reached across and rolled down the passenger window.

“What's the trouble?” he asked.

“It’s my car,” she replied. Even in the lurid headlight
glare, her face looked terrific. It was even better up close.

“Want a bft?” he asked.

She hesitated. '

“If you didn’t want a lift, why did you flag me down?”
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He leered, pushing open the door. “It’s perfectly safe.”

“Yes, please,” she said finally, and with sudden con-

“viction, as she slipped into the front seat. “I'm late fora
dinner date.”

“Me, t00,” be said. The car was still in neutral. “Where
are you going?” g

 She equivocated: “Do vou know this road?”

“T’ve never even been in this part of the country.”

“Me neither.” She reached into her purse and drew out
an envelope. The back flap had been torn open. She
reached inside and partially drew out a sheet of thickly
woven paper. “I'm going to Hill House, off Route Forty-
one.”

“Wait a minute,” he said. “Let me look at that.” He
reached for the letter, but she drew it away from him.
He’d still managed 1o see the heading of the folded page.

He turned the key in the ignition. “That’s where I'm
going. I got a letter just like that.”

The lady in green glanced at the driver with a mixture
of interest and suspicion. He returned if. Benator McCarthy
was a rising and falling drone on the radic. Heavy drops
of rain splashed on the windshield. The driver turned on
the wipers, and they drove on, towards Hill House.

A young man, tall, dapper, slim, and splendidly turned-
out, stood nervously at the entrance way of Hill House.
He pressed himself right against the door to avoid being
pelted with the heavy drops of water that were now falling
from the rain-laden sky. Behind him the two chained
dogs——finished with their morsels of meai—barked and
strained at their leashes,

Clang. Clang.

Before the dapper voung man had even stopped rever-
berating from the shrill clamor of the bell, the door was
pulied open with a jerk.
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The butler stood just inside, silent, almost accusatory.

“Is this the right address to meet Mr. Boddy?” asked
the dapper young man, already leaning inside. The rain
was falling more heavily at his back.

“You must be Mr. Green,” the butler said slowly.

The young man hesitated for a moment, thought, then
nodded anxiously. He pushed his way inside out of the
rain,

“Sit!” commanded the butler.

The nervous young man instantly sat on 2 small tufted
chair just inside the front door, and awaited further
instructions,

The butler carefully shut the door against the rain and
the baying hounds and the howl of the wind.

“I was speaking to the dogs, sir,” the butler said with
a biandness that might have disguised any amount of con-
tempt.

“And this is Mrs. Peacock,” Wadsworth said, com-
pleting the round of introductions in the library.

Mrs. Peacock smiled a tiny smile of acknowledgment
at Mr. Green, with an instinct and a2 judgment that he
deserved no more. Mrs. Peacock was a handsome matron
with more than her share of jewels and bosom. She wore
one of those dresses that is expensive and tasteful without
being in the least fashionable or flattering, and over it a
fox stole with several of the creatures’ heads resting on
her bosom, and their claws digging at her ample waist,

Mr. Green smiled a little dismaved smile of unworthi-
ness back at Mrs. Peacock, as if he were inclined to share
her unfavorable judgment, and then he shook hands with
Colonel Mustard.

“How do you do?” Colonel Mustard said, with the air
of saying What kept you out of the army?

“Hello,” said Mrs. White, with unfathomable meaning.
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Clang.

Wadsworth smiled faintly. “Another of our guests,” he
said. “Yvetie, would yvou please go and check that dinner
will be ready just as soon as all the guests have arrived?”
The butler reached unhesitatingly for the concealed han-
die of the library door, and drew it open for the maid.

Wrs. Peacock watched Yvette’s retreating figure with
some Incredulity, for, if possible, her shape was even more
pronounced from the rear than from the front. A moment
later, when Wadsworth passed by her on his way out of
the room, Mrs. Peacock delicately checked the bottom
of her right shoe. She smiled a little smile of relief, and
then fixed a cold and accusatory eye upon Mr. Green.

The rain beat down upon the lone automobile on Route
41, and the wipers, even on high, were insufficient to wash
away the water. The rain seemed to quash the headlights
so that they illuminated only a few feet ahead of the car.
The lady in green tried to read a map by the feeble green
light of the radio dial.

“1t should be right along here,” she said. “Orelse we've
passed it.”

The driver slowed to a crawl, s0 as not t¢ miss any
mrnoff. The lady in green switched off the distracting
voice of Senator McCarthy, The rain was like incessant
thunder against the metal roof of the car. The two peered
out of the side windows.

“I can’t see any—"" she began to complain.

Lightning flashed. :

The gabies and turrets and strange porches of Hill House
were momentarily outlined against the black sky. The bold
blue lght shone on the silicate pebbles of the driveway.
The driver instinctively turned the car sharply to the right,
and before the thunder rumbled all around them, they
were through the gate and on the inclined drive that led
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straight up to their destination. And all around them was
blackness again. The few lights of Hill House were yellow
smudges through the rain-drenched windshield.

“Professor Plum and Miss Scarlet?” the butler asked.

The man’s arm was around the waist of the lady in
green. His other hand held up his coat above their heads.
It did no good. They were already wet through from the
short walk from the car to the entrance of Hill House.

“I didn’t realize vou were acquainted,” the butler said
as he stood aside for them to enter Hill House.

“We weren't,” said Miss Scarlet.

“MNow we are,” said Professor Plum.

“May I present...” Wadsworth announced, and then
paused for the attention of those in the library.

They didn’t seem a happy group. Colonel Mustard,
Mrs. White, Mr. Green, and Mrs. Peacock stood apart
from one another, champagne glasses absently held
unsipped before them. Not talking or appearing to regard
one another much, they stared at the leather-bound vol-
umes on the bookcases that rose to the ceiling, examined
the intricate carving of the fireplace mantel, glanced
uneasily through the black panes of the mullioned win-
dows at the storm outside, or attempied to see deeply
into the mystery that was Yvette’s bosor.

“May I present Professor Plum and Miss Scarlet,” said
Wadsworth,

Nods, murmurs, inarticulate greetings, and a general
shuffling of uneasy feet greeted the arrivals. The butler
took a salver from Yvette and offered them champagne.
Mr. Green took another glass directly from Yvette. Colo-~
nel Mustard crushed out a glowing ember that spat from
the crackling fire onto an antigue oriental runner.



i8 CLUE

There was a general sense of compietion to the group
1ow, and in an unspoken toast, each of the guests raised
glass 1o Lp.

“Of course,” said Wadsworth, “since you have each
been addressed by a pseudonym, you will have realized
that nobody here is being addressed with his or her real

name.”

Perhaps not everyone had realized this, for the gath-
ered guests giaaace at one another with renewed suspi-
cion,

Crash!

A noise louder than the cracked bell in the tower at
the top of the house, louder than thunder which follows

a bolt of lightning striking within vards, louder than any-
thing any of these fnghiened guests had heard in a great
while reverberated through the house.

Mr. Green’s champagne flew out of his glass and spread
itgelf effervescently over Mrs. Peacocl’s ampée bosom.
The glass eves of the dead foxes around her neck ghinted
drunkenly

“Ah,” sa;é Wadsworth. “Dinner is served.”




Chapter Three

“T'mi sorry,” Mr, Green said, apologizing to Mrs. Pea-
cock’s back as she walked across the hallway im*. ard the
dining room, “but Um a little accident mom,.

“You will find your names beside vour ¢ 7 Wads-
worth said o the guests as they entered i‘si € %zag ng rOONL:
“Flease be seated.”

The mahogany table in the center of the ornately
papered room was long and bright with cutlery, glass, and
china. The six guests looked at the &ng, looked at on
another, lonked at Wadsworth, and then searched out
their pseudonyms on the place cards, executed in careful
4/.(}.}&}3;&

=0

o

They found themselve nwee oun a side. The lower end
of the table was lackir 'gg a chair, but the upper end was

conspicucusly empty, s‘h a massive, car
chair in the k.hmpmdf%«f: styie.

“Is that place for you?” Colonel Mustard asked the

butler as the six guests seated themselves with as much

ved mahogany

-
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suspicion directed toward their chairs as toward oune
another,

“Indeed no, sir. { am merely a humble butler.” In such
a tone did Jehovah a@m@isms to Adam, [ am merely the
Lord of All Creation.”

“Hmmmm! 50 what exactly do you do?” the Colonel
pursued.

I buttle, sir,” replied Wadsworth with perfect egua-
nimity.

“Which means what?” Colonel Mustard persisted, not
ietting Wadsworth off the hook.

“The butler is head of the kitchen and dining room. I
keep everything . . . tidy, that’s all.”

“1 see,” said Mustard, for the moment defeated. '?‘here
was nothing 1o be gotten out of Wadsworth. I busvie, after
all, was 2 very old joke.

“Well, what’s this about, Wadsworth?” demanded Mrs.
Peacock. Mrs. Peacock was one of i‘si}&@ women who
I a great deal in a very hitle. By the way she

: name, Wadsworth, she seemed to say: [ don’t
usually trouble myself to remember "%e rames of serv-
ants, but you seem a good fellow, and E’ e decided to
make an exception, so would you kindly help along through
this difficulty? On the other hand, Mrs. Peacock was also

@

the sort of woman who, when she spoke at length, maa-
aged to say very little at all. “"What's this about——this
dinner party?”

*Ours not to reason why; Ours huttodo and die . ..
guoted Wadsworth Jmaﬂth;y

i Die’?” echoed Professor Plum, with an anxiety that
he looked ashamed of betraying immediately afterward.

“I was merely quoting, sir, from Alfred, Lord Tenny-
son.”

“1 prefer &'p{ g myself,” said Colonel Mustard, who
appeared to take it upon himself to le ad the conversation,
even if in no pa.musEaz‘ direction. " “The female of the

53
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species is more deadly than the male.

The ladies at the table eved him coldly. If he noticed,
he guelled any blush of embarrassment, but it was with
some alacrity that he picked up a plate of hors d’oeuvres
and held them out before Miss Scarlet, his neighbor to
the right.

“Do you like Kipling, Miss Scarlet?”

“Sure,” that lady replied, picking up one that looked
less wilted and sweaty than the others, “TI'll eat anything.”

The Colonel blinked, then tured smoothly to the left
with the plate. “Dio you like Kipling, Mrs., White?”

“1 don’t know,” replied Mrs. White coldly, eveing the
profiered platter with distaste, “T’'ve never kippled.”

“Shark’s fin soup, madam?” Yvette asked of Mrs. Pea-
cock.

Mrs. Peacock smiled the smile she reserved for serv-
ants, and Yvette placed the small bowl before her. She
then continued round the table, each guest nodding a silent
yes to the offer of soup.

“So, is this for our host?” asked Colonel Mustard,
indicating the empty chair at the head of the table.

“Mo, sir,” replied Wadsworth over his shoulder. He
stood at the sideboard, readying the first wine. “That’s
for the seventh guest. Mr. Boddy.”

The six guests present exchanged surprised glances.

“I thought Mr. Boddy was our host,” said Mrs. White
after a moment.

“So did 117 said Mr. Green, and the others echoed him
with vigorous nodding.

“So who is our host, Wadsworth?”

If Wadsworth heard the question, he didn’t reply. He
filled Mrs. Peacock’s glass with 2 wine that was thick and
nearly yellow, and then crossed behind Professor Plum
to Mrs. White.

“Well, I'm poing to start, while it’s still hot,” said Pro-
fessor Plum, his spoon poised above his soup.
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“Should we wait for the other guest?” asked Mrs, Pea-
cock.

From her station beside the sideboard, Yvette said, “1
will keep something warm for him.”

“What did vou have in mind, dear?” Miss Scerlet asked
acidly.

That remark hung in tm: air for a few moments, and
then the guests began to eat. Each gnestinterested himself
ini the first course, perhiaps out of hunger, but more likely
out of 2 desire to avoid speech, which might prove smbar-
rassing, or even in some obscure way, dangerous.

They watched one another over spoons and the
of the bowls. Wadsworth and Yvette had disappeared into
thie kitchen. Mrs. Peacock was the first {0 break.

“Well...” @h@ began.

There was silence. Spoons stopped in mid-air. Every
head turned to look at her. Rrs. White, Miss Scarlet,
Colonel Mustard, Mr. Green, and Professor Plum watched
Mrs. Peacock and listen %;i for her next wcr*s

“Well, somebody’s got to break the ice, so it might as
well be me. 1 mean, f ’1; ’i’SZ(ﬁ £ being a hostess, it goes
with my husband’s work, and it's always dhhﬁm when
a group of new friends—1 suppoese I may call us friends—
when a group of new friends meet zegﬁ:t her for the first
;*ne to get acguaini ed with one another, so I'm perfectly
prepared to start the ball rolling, so o speak, though of
course I have abschitely no idea what we’re doing hffv;:f:f.
or i.: am rate what {"m doing here or what this place is
about, but 'm d@iemzﬁmﬁ to enjoy myself because Linigh
As weéL and I'm verv intrigued and I imagine the rest of
you are s well, and oh, my, this soup really is guit
delicious, isn’t i7"

There was a pause, for this speech was probably fess
digestable than the soup.

Mrs. White spoke: “You say vou are used {o being a

o e



[
fa

Michael McDoweli

hostess as part of vour husband’s work?”
“Yes,” Mrs. Peacock replied without hesitation. “It’s
an mt" ral part of your life when vou're the wife of

¥

a—" She left off abruptly, and looked about the table.
Hach of the guests was staring at her. “Buf then, I forgot,”

ﬁ

¢ are not supposed (o say who we really
1o P@m’ i dm‘g t i’»m‘fv why.”

she wer ts‘m
az'ea &‘d‘i& W‘@ thmw‘s‘;

Mrs Pefaw céx ool s§ &ii E’a@r soup. Then she iaﬁku(ﬁ
found Mr sreen’s eyes steadily upon her.
’ %16 Sﬁi{i quie‘i}v

ol
2
&
i%
&

e
9
LS
?f?

een mrug ed as if to say: IUs not up 1o me. But
s if she felt that she were being s iy g;‘m‘*
out af Lh 4 SADOSUre, wmmh tlet it alone. “How
do you know who I am?” she demanded of thin, dapper
Mr. Green.

Mr. Green paused a moment, and then replied, “T work
in Washington, t0o.”

“’W@s Lm:wn"‘?” echoed Professor Plum. He looked at
Mrs. Peacock. “So you're the wife of a politician?”

““{es I am,” replied Mrs. Pezamck} egéépm"' deter-
mined to brazen it out, thought it was rather unfair that
they knew more about her than she a‘mu‘; ?iwe*r

Co; ne on then,” Colonel Mustard said with bluster,
‘who's vour hushand

Mrs. %?e;awca s mouth opened, but at that moment the
door to the kitchen sv Jsmg Wié’i{; ?vi’rss, ?@“@G ,it:’:: ﬁLiEi

shut snddenly. If
ezl her iden she
eye was fastened upon her. The guests sm in Pcmp

1]

silence as Yvette came in and collected the soup bowls
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A few moments later she disappeared into the kitchen
again, Wadsworth followed her, and the door shut with a
swish.

The conversation resumed immediately with Mrs. Pea-
cock on the offense. “And what does yowr husband do?”
she asked Mrs. White suddenly.

“Nothing.”

“Nothing at all?”

“Well,” said Mrs. White, “he just lies around on his
back all day.”

“Wice work if vou can get it,” said Miss Scarlet dryly.

“Some of us can, dear,” returned Mrs. White like a
desert.

A panel shot up in the wall with such suddeness that
Mr. Green's spoon dropped into his bowl, and a little of
the essence of shark’s fin splashed over the silk sleeve of
Miss Scarlet’s plunging dress,

“Excuse moi,” Yvette said from the kitchen, pushing
through a serving dish onto the shelf of the hatch that had
just been revealed.

“I'm sorry,” said Mr. Green, reaching ineffectually
toward Miss Scarlet with a corner of his napkin that he'd
dipped in his wine, rather than his water, glass, “but I'm
a little accident prone.”

Miss Scarlet declined his assistance with a tight smile.

A few moments later, after pushing more platters
through, Yvette came into the dining room to serve the
main course. She began with Mrs. Peacock, and contin-
ued around the table.

The guests eved the food askance, The dishes steamed,
and the odors were an amalgam of unfamiliar spices. The
colors were various shades of vellow, brown, and tan, a
short, dull spectrum. Bits of broken vegetables and
shredded, unidentifiable meats were saturated in dark,
viscous sauces and lain over beds of gelatinous, burned
rice and limp noodles.
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Either she was hungry, or the smells tempted her too
greatly, or perhaps she fm got her breeding; whatever the
reason, Mrs. Peacock began to eat before everyvone was
{gmie served.,

“MMimm. D@Emz@u% she said. "This is one of my favor-
ite recipes.” She glanced toward the hatch into the kitchen
with a smile for the invisibie cook, but Wadsworth-—per-
haps deliberately, but perhaps only reaching for the
decanter-——blocked Mrs. Peacock’s view of the passs
through.

“I know it ig, madam,” he said.

Mrs. ?eam; 'z sinile faded. She looked at Wadsworth
usiy as he topped off Colone! Mustard’s and Miss
Scarlet’s glasses.

“So what do you do in Washington, D.C., My, Green?”
Wm, Peacock asked.

Mr. Green smﬂ@c& slightly and shook his head.

“How are we {0 get acquainted if we don’t say anvthing
about um@gws”’ Mrs. Peacock persisted.

Mr. Green smiled & wintry smile.

“Perhaps he doesn’t want {0 get acquainted with you,”

Miss Scarlet suggested.

‘SW 1 T don’t know, Vm sure,” Mra. Peacock said huf-
fily. Al T know is, is that if T weren’t (rving 1o keep the
conversation going, w‘, ¢ all be sitiing here in a very
embarrassed silence

There followed an egnﬁxzawad sitence.

Wadsworth stood behind the chair of the missing guest,
holding the decanter before him, eyes fixed \»paa‘;ﬁ

Mrs, Peacock looked most uncomfortable of all, but
%ii“t’ determination not 1o speak was evident.

*Are yvou frightened of silence, Mrs. Peacock?” asked
Professor Plum suddeniy.

“MWo,” replied Mrs. Peacock, with fright
apparent in §‘«.;r veice. “’%;VE"W Why do you as

gi (}7&
“It just seems o me that you are. You seem to sufier
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from what we call ‘pressure m speech.’
“We?” said Miss Scarlet. “Who's ‘we'?
Pm essor Plum hesitated.
“Are you a shrink?” Miss Scarlet asked.
“Ah“ i do know a little about psychological medi-
cine, yes.”
“Fou're a doctor?” M 'S, W;%h e asked.
“] am, b t I don’t practice,” Professor Plum replied
evasively.
“But practice makes perfect,” M‘égn Scarlet remarked,
rather inconseguentially, “In fact,” she added s&zggesﬂ
‘vdv, ‘I thirk most men need a hittle practice. Don’t you,

Mrs. Peacock stared as if she had no idea w I Mis
carlet was talking about, and had no intention of finding

*"’} m

“So what de vou do, Professor?” said Mrs. White.
“f work for U.N.0.” he said reluctantly, then glanced
at Wadsworth, as if half expecting a protest at his reveal-
ing this pwce finformation. “The United Nations Crgan-
ization,” he explained wam a deggm of pride, as ke E(wk‘“
down again ax f saw the look of incomprehension on the
face of Miss Scarlet.
‘Another politician?” exclaimed Colonel Mustard in
disgust. “Jesus.”
“I'm not a politician, I work for a branch of U.N.G.
W.H.O. The World Health ﬁ'ganizaﬁon
Wsm s your area of special concern?” asked Mrs.
Peacock, in the same tone she probably emploved at the
samg:ﬂs she hosted for her husband, the unidentified pol-
itician.
“Family ;ﬁmp;s‘*g,” re .Sz‘e { Professor Plum.
“So,” said Miss Scarlet, “If we ever want to find out
about you-know-what, we could go to UNO WHO?”
Mr, Green smiled 8 smile that wasn’t quite as winiry

o
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as the one before. The guests ate in silence and—except
for Mrs. Peacock—in some trepidation. Even after sev-
eral mouthfuls, the contents of the dishes they'd been

served weren’t entirely identifiable.
“So what about yvou, Colonel Mustard?” asked Profes-

sor Plum. “Are vou a real colonel?”
“I am, sir,” replied Colons! Musiard with dignity, and
émm@éé&ieiy resumed améﬂg? as if that were all that was

not going to mention zﬁw oincidence that you

afﬁf\ e in Washington, D.C.7” asked Miss Scarlet with
arent mnocence

= ¢lse i; the table stopped eating and logked

cariet. Then they looked at Colonel Mustard.

ﬁd yvou know that? Have we mei before,

Iy seen you before—though vou may not
v

ced m
f Mean you

7 Mr.

i a moment of silence, then Professor Plum,
with a satisfied smile, said, *
Mo one else spoke up, wi
se lived in @aemﬁgts}? s
one else believe that he ¢ 14;3, Mn {reen was 1 iinkin
! ' r Plum. “Yo .Euym
but you Worik EO‘{ U0, T

And the rest of us all ive in a govern
e aﬁ‘yew ?m* whq ﬁf)ef-;s 't garn his ié»mv fro

. 9

v
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Colonel Mustard pushed away his plate, and stood up
from the table. “Wadsworth, where is our host, and why
have we been brought here?”

Wadsworth’s smile was enigmatical.

Clang.

Hosts don’t ring their own doorbells, so that moust have
been the seventh guest.



Chapter Four

Wadsworth drew open the door slowly, but with a kind
of confidence, as if he already knew who was on the other
side, and was glad of his arrival.

The man stood hunched against the storm of wind and
rain at his back. He was not as self-possessed or assertive
as Colonel Mustard, not as dapper or careful as Mr. Green,
not as intelligent and apparently sharp as Professor Plum.
Just an ordinary man vou wouldn’t pick out in a crowd,
and a man who looked as if he resented that fact about
himself. He wasn’t tall and good-locking, he wasn’t well-
dressed, and there wasn’t anything about him that would
engage the sympathy or the curiosity of a stranger. In fact
he was, if anything, rather an unpleasant sort, in appear-
ance and expression. He carried a small suitcase of alli-
gator leather.

Behind him lightning struck near Route 41, and there
was a distant echping crash as some great limb smashed

29
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to the ground. The man in the door turned sharply and
glanced over his shoulder, as if he thought the blow might
have been meant for him.

“Ah, Mr. 8{1(36.5 7 Wadsworth said with an odd plea-
sure in his voice, as if he were %C‘{s}f‘}“f glad io see this
man, ‘wi *Z)g??&?ﬁi fittle MWQEEM ted to bring pleasure o

Anyone erly awaitaed.”

“I find i”af hard ‘eﬁ believe,” said My, %}f}dd% or the
man who saw {it to answer 10 i%mt nag
a maich to his a ,
was harsh, with ili-concealed ﬁi}mm’(v his is nol your
place, [ taks it7” he asked with sarcasm.

- is on loan.”

y stepped aside to allow Mr. Boddy to enter
the house. fu he was taking off his coat, he looked the
butler up and down, adding a sneer to distort further his

e - -
v features, " And supposad

g wingd blew suddenly against
rbie floor with rain, With
essad the front giu\n closed.
» Wadsworth said evenly.
gimd that the task is al i

Yez ht was vwﬂ“s uim

ety that Wadsw

'r\f pro §3
g;:}m‘,

the %}sﬁ%mﬂg;&é
“ 3*”‘&

Wadsworth

your bag?”’
“Po. Tl lea
CCAsvouw

e & et
2 it here. Til 1 ne

said Wadsworth. Then, as if he couldn’t
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keers from asking, he
sume.” :

“Surprises, my fiend?” Mr. Boddy grinned. Mr. Bod-
dy’s mirth was actually more unpleasant than his sarcasm.
-t s w‘n{ 1*; V{*A..aammszzrpﬂsw?

added, “It contains evidence, I pre-

the co 9% Tac Ee Wadsworth wa “-‘aeﬁ him out of the corner
of his eve as he locked the front :inor

“May 1 see that key?” szui Mr. Boddy harshly as he

Ow, my dead body, sir,” Wadsworth replied as he
slipped the key into his pocket.

Mr. Boddy smiled again, as if a particularly
%E«,s}zjgi";z had shone down some dark alley of his
followed Wadsworth across the vast marble hall in the
direction of the dining room.

“Havse you just arrived from Washington, sir?7” Wads-
worth asked.

“Yes, it's a long haul”

Wadsworth gimce eeded, “Yes, it is

a long hall. But then it’s @use.“

“Think vou're pretty sm&ﬁ, ﬁ’ﬁ“ t you?” Mr. Boddy
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fENCE AMong
the assembled guesis of nm rying i”s overhear the con-

versation in the hallway between Wadsworth and ms SEV-
iﬂﬂ; and final guest of the evening. The men’s voices had
been loud, and by some trick of acoustics, entirely audi-
ble. Even Yvette had stopped, holding ‘@&r serving tray,

and cocked an sar. An expanse of blue cotton was visibie
ciose against the sy-i wough to the kitchen, and evi-

dently even the cook was list tening as well
Hwvery pair of eves in the room was nvetaeﬁ; to the door-
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way as Mr. Boddy appeared behind Wadsworth.

The m"@sis appeared disappoinied, They glanced ai one

other, as if to gauge whether anyone found Mr. Boddy
f&mm&f. A;,par ently no one did.

Om the other hand, Mr. Boddy seemed quite unpleas-
antly surprised. He sioppedidead in the doorway. Hc took
a faltering step back. He looked st each guestin g and
his expression of unpleasant astonishment mfﬁﬂtﬁﬁéﬁﬂ

“Ladies and gentlernen,” said Wadsworth, “may I pre-
senf{—>Mr. Boddv.”

No one spoke or greeted him. Perhaps 1t was something
1 ks face that discouraged even murmured civilities. Per-
nap each of the guests was too nervous 1o bother with

e littlie hypocricies any more. The evening was already
uimz}gey and perhaps everyone feared that it was only
going to get stranger.

"Whaﬁ are they all doing here?” Mr, Boddy des
in no pleasant tone of voice,

“Eating dinner,” Wadsworth rephied smoothly, “Do sit
down, Mr. Boddy,” be added politely, indicating th@ ?Eai;:ﬁ
at the head of ﬁ"s@ table.

Distraciedly, he took the proffered . ¥vette ner-
vously p i&wa a s fi p before him.

“Take it away,” he

He stared at the guests, and the guests stared back at
. Saddenly Mr, Be soafled 2 confident and nasty
smile, but mayv £

ook,” snapped Mr

nded

e

$18 9 a»

g

br :ﬁvadg.

8 X,

w%ai s going on here? W‘Ey Ezav% we been dxaggad down
here to this horrible place?

Mo one answered. Wa aswaz*iﬁf coughed, drawing their
attention to him. Then he slowly pulled an envelope O
his pocket. “Well, 1 believe we have all mseiv@ﬂ a lett

He twned the envelope around, lifted the torn flap,
and drew out a folded page. His hand shook s 3 hiiv and
he made an effort to control his nervousnes
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%&gm %fiy ir:t’fe says, {t will be io your advaniage to

emf a certain fu ng-standing confidential wz{f painful
financiaf lability. And 1 s signed, A friend.”
He folded the page and returned it to the envelope. He
ﬁiipmg the envelope bas ep inside the pocket o the
ning of his coat.
The guests loocked at one another around the iable. No
one seemed willing to speak.
Eventually, Mr. Green ?Lav:ed his throat, and admit-
ted, “Igot as uzi“v}ﬁal tetter. .
“SD did we,” said Miss Sc amtt immediately thereafier,
and furning to Professor Plum, added, “Didn’t we?”
Professor Plum nodded
“1 also received a letter,” said Mr. Boddy. He waved
away the plate that Yvetie placed in front of him. “No
thanks, Yvette, ﬁn not hungry.”
Mr. Green ?0 ked hard at them both. “How did vou
know her name?” he demanded.
Mr. ﬁ(ari@y smiled at Yvette, and with a repellant play-
fuiness, placed his hand on the back of her thigh, and
began to siide it ap und fsm&&i:h her tight skirt. Yvette
edged away with disgu
“We know each mhv
Yveite nodded, almost
disgust on her face.
“Forgive my ecuriosity, Mr. Boddy,” said Wadsworth,
‘but did your letter say the same thing?”
* é ” M" Boddy replied brusquely.
sa;d Wadsworth, as if that were an end to the
f’ ?rs:.m ai %‘m ?’Wé‘d“d o know. “Can | interest

Vi we, dear?” said Mr. Boddy.
nperceptibly. Fear had replaced

,:3
&J
"ﬂ GJ
3

AL e ga’«“e:s’%«s sh@@é& t%‘a@i? heads. They pushed away

their plates, and much of what had been served them of
the main course remained there, cold and even less appe-
tizing than before.



CLUE

(%R
i,

“In that case,” said Wadswaﬂh “may 1 suggest that
we adjourn to the study for coffee and brandy, at which
point 1 believe our unkn@wn host will reveal his inten-
tions.”

All seven guests rose, -eager fo have this business

xplained and done with.

“Ladies ﬁ 5t,” said Colonel Mustard with a gallantry
which, considering their ap"sa'mf nerveusness in regard
of what lay zl;m them, might actually have been con-
strued as cowardice. In éfﬁ; case, the gentlemen stood

aside, and ie ladies preceded ﬂz@m out into the great
hall.

W d W“Y'iﬁ ?@iﬂaii*@d behind just long enough to give
Yvette th al (o begin clearing the dishes,

M*z%. *“ﬁf‘:ﬁf@ was the &*u t‘ e ,fw Tiaf study was a
large but essentially comfortable room, with oak panel-
ling, and vast, comfortable furniture covered in chintz.
The furniture ‘QC%C‘@ soft and deep, and was probsbly

easier {o go to slee g, in Lhm tos \:w an zﬁ(e in. ?ﬁc gsa; quet

¥een ﬁ}}'ﬁWH O as W
fashioned.

All the guesis entered, with Wadsworth behind. They
locked about the room. Mr. Green pointed out the obvious:

&
*“Mind if T smoke7?” asked Miss Scarlet, in a tone of
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voice that indicated that she wasn’t a bif surprised to find
the room empty. Il was on a par with the rest of the
evening. She offered cigarettes arcund, but only Colonel
Mustard took one. He lighted both.

“Please help vourselves to coffee and brandy,” said
Wadsworth, indicating a hmg zmzs,u{}ry table with a silver
urn and crystal decanters. “And then, if you would, be
seated.”

Mr. Green poured coffee for Mirs. Peacock and himself.
Mrs. White accepted ar‘mdv from Colonel Mustard, who
then poured rather 2 more generous glass for himself. Mr.
Boddy sat apart from the others, on a high-ba gkﬁd chair
near the door of the room. Wadsworth went o the sec-

-4 near the windows, and picked up a large brown
envelope, On it were the simple directions:

!J')

TO WADSWORTH
N AFTER DINMER

: were seated and atientive, Wadsworth
eiter opener—-long and silver

vy a sharp, delicately chased pon-
he shit open § hc maniia envelope. e peered inside
i kmw out 2 short letter. He glanced at it, looked around
£ asse muiﬁs guests, then placed the letter and the

M»

3y

Wadsworth began, “I am
msamied to explain {6 you wi‘ i you ali have i common
with one another.” He paused and g@mﬁg at the gentle-
man slouched in the comner of the sofa. “Unless vou would
are o do the honors, Mr. Boddy.”

“Why me? Do {,ué,‘V know who T am?”

“I dor't think so,” gifﬁﬁ Wadsworth. “You have never
identified yourself to them, I believe.”

“Why?” demanded E“v‘sls. ‘hmm, standing from her chair.
“Who are you?”

.
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Mr. Boddy stood uyp, as if taking the floor from Mrs.
White.

“1Ladies and gentlemen,” he said guietly, “vou all have
one thing in commeon. You are all being blackmailed.”
Mrs. White sat down. Mr. Boddy addressed the group.
*We have all been dragged here for nothing.”

They stared at him. Mr. Boddy glanced at Wadsworth,
and with a little desperation in his voice, added, “It's a
hoax. [ suggest we all leave.”

“I'm sorry, sir, but vou cannot leave this house,’
Wadsworth smoocthly.

“No?” said Mr. Boddy, and stalked out of the room.

5

“You can’t leave!” cried Wadsworth, hastily following
GOT.

Mr. Boddy down the hall toward the front d
“Whao's going to stop me?” snarled Mr, B
with his hand on the knob.

“All the windows are barred,” said Wadsworth guietly.
“All the doors are locked.”

The knob would not even turn in Mr. Boddy's hand.

Behind them, the other guestis were crushed in the
doorway of the study, watching with anxisty.

Mr. Boddy locked at them, tonk a step aside, and cried
foudly to Wadsworth, “This is an outrage. How dare you
hold us all prisoner?”

A chorus of seconding voices sounded from the door-
way, prominent among which was Wirs. White’s nearly
hysterical, “Let us out!”; Mrs. Peacock’s tiny scream of
accumulated nervousness; and Colonel Mustard’s har-
rumphing “Hear, hear!”

Wadsworth, who had suddenly been cast in the role of
jailer, tried o calm them down. “Ladies and gentlemen—

D

please. Please,” he repeated, and the chorus dwindied

down, except for Mr. Green’s exclamation of pain when
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someons’s ¢lbow jabbed him in the ribs.

“Please return $0 the study and all will be explained.
“You, too, Mr. Boddy.”

With some difficulty, the six guests untangled them-
selves and retreated into the study, Wadsworth following
them inside. Mr. Boddy, on the other hand, sneaked behind
Wadsworth’s back, and hurried toward a pair of glass
doors on the farther side of the hall, down past the doors
feading to the dining room and the kifchen.

“This way, Mr. Boddy!” Wadsworth called from the
study.

Mr. Boddy didn’t even turn. He reached the glass doors,
pitlled them open, and stepped inside the conservatory.

o
o]
I

e being transported from
a rain forest. The

< s hall to the
conservatory was constru
nearly entively of glass. The rain beat furicusly down upon
the glass roof, and intermittent lightning shone haridly
through the stresming panes. Below was an Oppressive
forest of greenery. Full-leaved irees in roiting buckets

igled their branches overhead. Vines and creepers
waked across the flagstone paths like trip-wires. Low-
owing shrubs had shed a carpet of dead leaves and
ywers. The air was warm, sultry, and humid, and a cricket
1d gotten in somewhere and was lonesomely chirping in
dark corner.

Mr. Boddy ran down the paths, stumbling across vines
and barking his shins against dark pots. At the far end of
the conservatory was a double-tiered ledge holding flower
pots with dead chrysanthemurms, lilies that should have
been divided five years ago, and bromeliads that could
survive any amount of neglect. He climbed up onto the
fedge, and raised one of these pots high above his head,
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preparatory to smashing it through the window.

“You can’t get out that way,” Wadsworth said calmily
frorn behind him.

“Why nm 7" Mr. Boddy snarled over his shoulder, “It’s
Ju %t g,é&’

Look,” said Wadsworth.

A Doberman pinscher leaped out of the darkness out-
siéf” and pressed his snarling muzzie against the glass

eaving a train of dark sahva Lightning broke GV:;F’AQ&J
immc%m' came a moment later, and when that was gone,
Mr. Boddy and Wadsworth could hear the baving of sev-
eral hounds just outside.

Mr. Boddy handed il e pot of dead chrysanthemums
to Wadsworth, and climbed down {rom the imigé

1

In the study, all seven guests were seated as before
Yvette had refilled coffee cups, zsﬁd Colonel Mmtaxd ‘k.d
replenished his glass of brandy.

Wadsworth steod before the fire, examining unhur-
riedly and without expression, the confents of the enve-
lope that bore his name. After a moment, he looked up.




Chapter Five

The guests all looked nervously at one another. A mys-
terious house, p g g m@*}ym& Jm{‘@aﬁﬁ sble Chinese food,
and a z’f:%.%aiie hmkﬁ}agi Already they could tell that
o be your usual Friday evening get-

masiderable time,” Wadsworth went on,
“all of you have been paying what vou can afford-—and,
in some cases, more than you can afford—to someons
wi £ ose you. And none of you know
who’s been bie rﬂq\'m 11 you, do you?”

There was another silence, uncomfortable and some-
how menacing.

Mrs. Peacock, who resorted to speech in times of dis-
tress—and at many other Umes, ?G-’)m-m&égﬁairee:&“ “T've
never heard anything so ridiculous!” She looked around—
evidently no one else in the room had found Wadsworth's
assertions whoily unbelievable. “Nobody could blackmail
me,” said Mrs. Peacock, in an experimental sort of way.

39

\Ju

o

[¢]

. oo
£22 ped
24

\J



40 CLUE

But that statement dida’t elicit any more credence mm
the previous Mv life’s an open book.” Mr. Green

smiled with g fite condescension at Mrs. Peacock, and
. got her back for her former slights to him. Near hystenia,
the lady con de% “Uve never done anvthing wrong!”

Mo one bothered to contradict so ndiculous a state-
ment as ﬁm& Infact, Mrs. Peacock’s denials had the single
effect of convincing evervone in the room that indeed,

she was being blackmailed, and probably for something
that she most defipitely had done
“Anybody eise wish to deny !K’P" Wadsworth asked.

Mo one replied. No one spoke at all. They sipped their
coffee, swallowed their hrmd% stabbed out their ciga-
reites, and looked at one another out of the comers of
‘ihim EYES

So iw,t was that. Evervone in the room was being
blackmailed —or at least was content to let the others
belicve so.

“Very well,” said Wadsworth. “As everyone here is in
the same boat, there is no harm in my revesling some
details. And my mstructions are to do s0.”

He glanced through s sheafl of ftypewritien pages that
he had taken from the manila envelope. Over the top of
them, he nodded to Yvette. She put down her tray, and
slipped out of the room as discreetly as her outfit would
permit.

The door closed guietly behind her.

“Dron’t vou think that vou might spare us this humili-
ation?” Mrs. ’&% hite said snddend

“T'm sorry,” Wadsworth said, as if the matter were
quite beyvond his help. “Professor Plum-—""he began, con-
sulting the second page of notes. “You were once & pro-
tessor of psychiatry. Specializing in helping paranoid and
homicidal lunatics suffering from delusions of grandeur.”

“Yes,” conceded Professor Plum, “but now I work at

the United Nations.”

"\
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‘So your work has not changed. But you don’t praciice
medicine at the UM, Your iicense to practice has been
lifted. Is this not correct?”

rofessor Plurn was silent, But Miss Scariet leaned
forward and glanced at the Professor, seated on the other
end of the sofa. Then she turned to Wadsworth., "Why?
What did he do?”

“You know what doctors aren’t allowed to do with their
lady patients?”

Misg Scarlet evidently m@‘ a pretty good idea. “Ves”

SRell” mg«ﬁs Wadsworth, “he did.”

Rrs. Peacock, seated between Miss Scarlet and the
Professor on the sofa, drew away from the accused with
a pursed mouth. “How disgusting!”

“Would you like to change places?” asked Miss Scarlet.
in another moment, Mrs. Peacock had moved down to
the end of the sofs, and Miss Scarlet taken her place next
to the Professor. She smiled warmly at her new peighbor.

He returned it

“Really,” Mrs. Peacock fumed, flushed.

“Are you making moral judgments, Mrs. Peacock?”
ced Wadsw 0?"‘*’5 “How then do vou justify taking bribes
in mmm for delivering vour husband’s—'Senator Fea-
T ¥ ﬁﬁ@s 20 corts PV

1 -(3 Ovhin.

“‘Noz é? it’s p&%}iic‘ay declared. But if the payvment is
. .

delivered by slipping used greenbacks in ;‘3’ in envelopes

un dgf the "5(‘»(‘&" of the men’s room outside the Senste
ha

("3

ber, how wsm% you describe that transaction?”
’QZ say it stinks,” saéd Miss Scarlet.
“How would you know?” Mrs. Peacock returned sca-
Iy, “When were you in that men’s room7”
So it’s true,” Professor Plum said complacenily.
“MNo,” said Mrs. Peacock, “it’s a vicious lie”

[
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Colonel Mustard, Mr. Green, and Mrs. White were
rening with undisguised interest and barsly concealed
pzeauwﬁa these charges and counter-charges. Mr. Boddy

emed to be sinking lower in his ch“

“U'm sure we are all happy o h r that the accusations
t you and ‘vmzr mamﬂﬁ ar
d Wadsworth, “But however the
¢ you've been paving Ummmfa fo
eep this story out of the papers.”
E*fe;zwf: you,” said Mrs. W hite ?&‘ i
ck EP,MW ;G“‘"J?

againg

Aye Daononcl
, Mirs. Peacock

ALy

she explained wit Ea a g‘ “I'm also
mailed for scmething 1 didn’t do.”
Mr. Green coughed a little

“And me,”
finess—it Wgwdﬁ’
such 2 maﬁter s ?:ms

ail right, But I did

’Ln.w th polite

what part of

f ?‘? e said

Eiel
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“‘Evﬁmsi"’ exclaimed Mm. Peacm:%:, appalied. She ieanﬁd

ta flf 24 @ﬁ m@ra“a gui‘rage

Q%m, however, was doing g little simple arith-
metic—putting two and two ‘s}gﬁ:iher To Miss Scariet he
gazé Ss} how did you know that Colonel Mustard worked

: {s he one of your a:m«?a‘? ’

"‘\,mmz:é;{ notl” cried %C{}iméﬁs Mustard, his affronted
digr m up out of his chair and carryving him
across the room to the window. There he jerked aside the

sty lifting hi

curtain, The storm outside was bike a savage cre:
secking entrance into the house. It howled at Colonel

o
&

M

ustard in 1:% € hgﬁ ed ﬂrﬁ%:ir)%r@ and flung paiis of water
i indows in frustration.

carlet,” said Mr, Green quietly.
ned on Miss Scarlet. “Tell them

zj ?‘“oi*sz or Plum.,

“What’s true?”

he five,” said Wadsworth,
“Ch, Gﬁd,” tard, horrified. “You
mean you have—photographs?”

Mis@ S arlet v

lusiard.
stupid in front of the
oth
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“You don’t n yf,j any help from me, Colonel Mustard,”
returned ad h smﬂeéhiv

“But sert si% Professor Plum, who'd evidently
been *,é"g‘rsﬂ{n foraf mumwnu,y “I don’t see what's 30
terrible about ¢ ,Giémﬁ, Austard w&é#m@a%’mv se of l-fame.
Mose soldiers do, dow’t they?” he asked Miss Scarlet, at
the same time-—as f b
upon her knee.

Miss Scarlet quietly removed Professor Plum’s hand.
With an admonitory finger, s "Ese directed the Professor’s
attention to Wadsworth, who was studying vet another
page of the wﬂ@miﬁ‘m notes,

“The nature and the &'rpquy of "’“Gﬁﬁﬁﬁﬁi Mustard’s
tte Ma‘i"' E‘B\fa‘f‘it

by accident—dropping his hand

SRR}S

ey are 1o A’z{: m@&:kﬁ‘ al E@f?
yment. ﬁjg YO S€8, m EJS‘E(:T
£y the Pentagor éﬂ for som
C > pay 089 a colonel, C::; onel @%nssﬁa
expensive car. A car which is repl VETY Yeur \ngg
the newer model, I might add. 5%.”1{3 on’t suppose that
Miss Scarlet’s . f,‘“mgmaa; services...come very cheap.”
“I should say not,” said Miss Scarlet, preening 2 little.
“Te
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me inlo money,” ff'“%d the Colonel. “During the
Wat. ‘Wh 1 I lost my ﬂr'emte ’

“That was cazdf:
ol report the loss

“Nﬁ re txi)f”s’}éf

sog
@
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o
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ses,” Wadsworth qualified. Then, as if that
suggested a new avenue of ,rwec*iga"iam Wadsworth
turned toward the other side of the room. “Mrs. White,
you have been paving our friend the blackmailer ever
since vour husband died under...shali we say...
tericus circumstances.”
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M‘TG“ Swﬂez laughed, not a cruel laugh, but mercly

7 Mrs., White demanded,
‘ s why your husband spends all his
time ivmg on hi% E’ma, He's in his coffin!”
“I didn’t kill him,” Mrs. White remarked.

h-*fz wny ﬂre yvou paying the blackmailer?” iiicmaime&
Colone L»g?;&f ciddy, evidently happy now to retur
with mtr’r@%t the Lrpi asant attention that had just been
paid to him.

“I didn’t M‘% z scandal,” replied Mrs. White, with

ntmost simnplici @a, d h&eé fight. He was crazy. He
hated me. He w} threatened o kill me in publ

“Why would he want to kill vou in public?” Miss Scar-
tet wanted to know.

“I think,” Wadsworth said carefully, “Mrs. White meant
that her hushand had threatened, in public, to kill her.”

“Unless,” said Mr. Green, “he had threatened, in pub-
lic, to kil her, in public. & course, that wouldn’t make
sense, but murder rarely does.”

“But that was his final word on the matter?” Miss
Scarlet asked.

“Being murdered in public is pretty final, wouldn't you
say?” returned Mrs. While.

d vet, he was the one who é‘éﬁd;’ Wadsworth pointed
out. “MNot vou, Mrs, Whife, not you.
Mrs., White remained silent and impassive, as if the
matter concerned someone else entirely. Miss Scarlet’s
GBE’EGSK}’ was, however, unsatisfied. “What did he do for
a lving?” she asked.
“He was a scientist. Nuclear physics.”
“What was he Hke?”

Mrs. White considered this for a moment, with the air
of one who is recalling something she had not thought
about in a great while. “He was alwayvs a stupidly opti-

An

2
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in cur h{\me hm he* d had %3@@13 ui ?“f b(\ Md hcw»

She logked realize sud wE v that
she was in mi m scm; my you know,” she con-
cluded, witl 1&3»131 s;)t‘mi;él yesmze in the direction of
Mr. Boddy's nether parts.

Colonel fy‘%mm“@ harremphed uncomforiably, Mr.
Green drew a ¢ &g breath, and Professo %'ui moor {&%ﬁ"””é

nehed, Mr. Boddy sank even fur-

“E

> Mrs, White continued. At

jow

a oge

the movies.,”

calmly, “Mow |

M

SOuUn %mg a }mi
“Your first a
*“That was his
“RBut he neve ;
“He wasn’t a ver

> amﬂz‘ ﬂaaséﬁsa



]

4

Michee! McDowell 47

; ave o E@e ep it guiet or I would lose my ich
curity gmvmiﬂ.”
For & moment there was silenc

£
The & around, and it
was noting down, on 2 mental {ab

made them susceptible (o blackmat
At just ;ab@ t the same moment, the six guests came
to the same i ; ;

“Wel 2

gﬁ@a” i 3’»

fust leaves Mr.

way

ss Scarlet.
‘mug t you'd
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“You bastard!” Colonel Mustard shouted, and strode
across the room directly for Mr. Boddy.

Mr. Boddy casually stood from his chair near the door.

Wadsworth s tegvgw ! forward between the two, “Colo-
nel—please! Don’t do anything rough.”

Colonel Mustard pushed the mgiéﬁr aside, ‘\‘?w g“m
up!” he cried, throwing up hi
‘z;s,hi} stalwart adversary pitied against %Gﬁw ae.

. Boddy didn’t quite see things that way. He took

ig

one 3 0& at wuiarﬁz Mmmd b@f'@m ‘wxzm%% s -“asgeés
one ie

fire m-angi iﬁ“‘i sé’amg;éc. as has‘d as he {,gsd ont gc Lms;m

The Colonel stared at My, Boddy for a second in
i ned E“si‘f» mouth and cried out
AT, W 1 “’w bent forward at the waist, reaching for
injured foot, Mr, Baédﬁ prongs ngers

o
of his right %am‘ﬁ and poked them expertly into the Colo-
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3

nel’s eyes. Then he stomped on the Colonel’s other foot,

With g yell of pain, the Colonal collapsed, dropping to
his knees with a thud.

’Mr. Boddy then threw himself on the Colonel, raining
Blows upon his ears and shonlders with his fists, slamming
his imeﬁss into the Colonel’s ribs, and then throwing him-

EJ entirely onto the larger man, kno 2 hi "FW'&V&
3‘{} the fio ﬁ”i‘f Colonet’s hand knoo 3y
ne cawat? echoing with the wood of the floor beneath.

After a few moments consurmed in astonishment at the
violence of Mr. Boddy's attack, Mr. Green and Professor
Plum stepped forward to Colone! Mustard’s rescue. They

auled Mr. Boddy up off the siruggling, %mfxmg wailitary
nian. This was no easy task, for Mr. Boddy merely turmed

s vigorous exertions against those two gentlemen,
a-iaﬁipn&g on their feet, elbowing their ribs, and smashing
his head up under their chins.

Finally this dirty fighter was brought io a standstill
when Mr. Green and Professor Plum, working together,
snapped Mr. Boddy’s arms behind his back.

Mrs. White, who had watched this proceeding with
intere *: turned to Brs. Peacock and Miss Ecarlet.
ﬁ%@c ng a nod of approbation, Mrs. White stepped for-
ward, a;“si kneed Mr. Boddy smartly in the nuts.

Mr. Boddy screamed and slipped out of the grasp of
Mr. Green and Professor Plum, He rolied onto the floor,
gueezing up into a ball with both hands caught between
his legs. The three women together ran up and proceeded
1o kick the blackmailer as hard as their skirts and their
heels an %’%zerr undergarments would allow.

Waé vorth puiled away Mrs. Peacock, who was kick
ing hardest Of all, and commanded, ”‘”am’ Stop! Every-
e sw;}? The police are coming!”

The alte rmt{m left off abruptly,
Mr, n{mdfy; bruised and panting, crawled behind the

sy

”,,f‘“
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sofa, probably n@pmv
until he could breat gam.

The other six guests stared at Wadsworth, and then in
a babble of voices, t /:y r%magt;: i

“The police! ts;;y

“How can we ‘iw hie p@iiss anything?”
“I'd be ruined!”

“it’s the end of my career!”

“Let’s get out of herel”

“Listen!” Wadsworth shouted to the six guests, who
had surrounded him, angd were clawing at his slcﬁveﬁ
“Listen—blackmail depends on secrecy. You have all
admitted how Mr. Bode n able to blackmail vou.
All vou have to do is tell the police, then he’ll be con-
victed, and your trouble wili be over.’

The faces of the six guests bore 2 singie eXpression-—
horror.

Mr. Boddy's arms appeared over the back of the sofa,
and a moment later, his lolling head vose, too. He gasped,
“You see, Wadsworth, iU’s not so ¢asy. They'il never tell
the police.”

“Then I will,” said Wadsworth. “1 have evidence in my
and this conversation is being tape

vecerﬁ f”

Next door to the study where the guests, their black
nailer, and the buil 50 er of the cerem
xnm«m%}aﬁ gathered, was the billi ami mn ra of Hill House.
It was papered in dark green and at the center of it was
a massive billiard table, of intricately méf heavily carved
mahogany. Above it hung two massive stained glass lamps.
Along the walls were s f

ks with cues, and i m@i sporting
prints. There was a cupboard, too, which once had held
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liguors for the B«ite -night players. But the liquors and the
shelves }‘afs been removed. The cupboard now contained
a massive rf@ -to-reel tape recorder.

Yvetie stood ?‘mee the open cupboard doors, her cap
put aside on the bilhard table. She w 3
phones, and her pert face was slack and expressioniess
with atiention.

Point of order, sir. That was Mr. Green. Tape record-
ings aren’t admissible evidence.

Pl deny everything. Colonel Mustard? Or Professor
Plum? Probably Colonel Mustard.

I've admitted nothing. Mrs. White.

Nor have 1. Mrs. Peacock,

But then the denials came more frantically, and Yvette

uld no longer distinguish individual speakers. She peered
a? ;he counier on the recorder, and made a small notation
on a pad of paper.

7

“Ladies and ﬂefﬁéeznaqﬁ“ Wadsworth cried and held up
both hands for silence. “The police have already been
invited. They will be ‘}%r{: in forty-five minutes. Tell them
the truth and Mr. Boddy will be behind bars.

The guests stared at Wadsworth in panic.

Mr. Boddy dragged himself up from the floor, and
walked-—with a slight Hmp-—toward the door.

“Where are vou going this time?” Wadsworth asked.

“f think 1 can help them make up their minds. May I
st get my hittle bag Grom the hall?”

Without waiting ﬁw permission, Mr. Boddy pulled open
the do ~massaging his bruised elbow at the same time.
As he left, Wadsw }'1‘% appeared puzzied and worried. The
guests gradually backed away from Wadsworth as they
would have backed away from a certified lunatic.

In their collective opinion, only a certified lunatic would

P
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ke pe S

have suggested that they expose themselves to the police.
ims Scarlet tock out a small mirror and checked her
. When she was done, Mrs. White borrowed 1f, and
M rs. Peacock glanced into it over Mrs, White's shoulder.
é,{!leﬂf! Mustard poured himself more brandy. Mr. Green
tried to re-establish the giea&e in his right trousers leg.
Professor Plum kicked at the back of the upholstered sofs
in frustration. Mr ﬁ(}cdy w~em€re&‘ the room, leaving the
door open behind him, He i,,éa,s: d his alligator bag on the
secretary and turned to face his victims.
“Can anvbody guess what's in here?”
The guests looked at each other, nouplussed. Guessing
games with a blackmailer?
“The evidence agamst us, no doubt,” said Mrs. White.
Mr. Boddy smiled, shook his head, and opensgd the
vere six parcels, each in a bla ca box neatly

case. Inside
<, dark varn. Seemin

;.»

tied with thick
a parcel to each of the guests,
&6 !
‘5 e il

LS Wi 1 e
0% SNow we %;%”“i

“Oh, yes,” said Em, Ba}édv
‘Wﬁa{ were you told p 7 asked Mrs. White.
-uEv that vou were azi meeting to éisc;:mg our little
. angements. And that if I did not appear,
Wadsworth wmxés:% be informing the police about it all
Matarally { could hardly resist putting in an appearance.”

Despite a blackening bruise on his neck, a torn pocket
flap on his jackes, two red nail scratches across the back

of his left hand, and a ripped trouser cuff, Mr. Boddy

managed to look supremely smug and complacent as he
stood before them.

“Open them,” said Mr Boddy.

The guesis locked down at the parcels in their hag
Mr. Boddy Hmped to ?%‘h refectory table tme:“ £o JE‘@@ !umw
self a glass of brandy. He sniffed the bouquet, s
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Iittle lopsided smile of approbation, and sipped it.

Miss Scarlet picked at the yara %@w “Why not? I enjoy
getting presents from strange men.”

The others watched as she slowly lifted the lid. Her
eves widened, and she locked up at Mr. Boddy.

From the box, Miss Scarlet took a heavy brass candle-
stick. It was nearly a foot high, square-cut with a green
felt base. It probably weighed {ive pounds.

“A candiestick? What’s this for?”

Mr. Beddy looked around at the group. “Nobody else
going to open up? Go on; pretend it's Christmas.”

Mrs. White went next. In a sguare box she discovered
she’d been given a ten-foot coil of hemp rope.

Colonel Mustard got a shiny steel wrench, sticky where
the price tag had been peeled off,

Mr. Green found, in 2 long narrow box, a fwo-foot
length of grimy lead pipe. “What is this? Some sort of
scavenger hunt in reverse?”

Then Mrs. Peacock opened her box and took out an
ornately cast dagger—antigue and very sharply pointed.

‘M:}, Mzss Scarlet said suddenly. “Don’™t vou see?
veapons. Professor Plum, what did yvou get?”
v Plum took the iid off his box. He gﬁmawd
< Vfi i% de, and pulled out a revolver.

“Careful,” said Mr. Boddy. “It’s loaded.”

Wadsworth, who'd watched all this with confusion and
mounting disquiet, stepped forward, “Mr, Boddy, this is
110E "

Mr. Boddy held vp his hand zmp cratively, silencing the
butler. He spoke to the group: “In your hands vou each
hold a lethal weapon. If you dencunce me o the police,
you will also be exposed and humiliated . ‘é*i? see to that
in court,” he pr omised, looking Mrs. ??eag@»% directly in
th c zve. Mrs. Peacock quailed,

ut,” Mr. Boddy went on, turning suddenly to face
the revolver, “if one of

3
sor Plum, gingerly holding
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you kills Wadsworth now, no one but the seven of us will
ever know. ..." Mr. Boddy threw a grim smile over his
shoulder at the blanching butler.

Mrs. White glanced down at the ‘«‘Gp@i her hand, and
began fiddling with one end of i, as if rying to remem-
ber—for nstance~—how to form a noose. Mr. Boddy gwﬁé
before her. “He has the key to the front door, you see,”
aid almost conversationally, “which he told me would
only be opened over his dead body.’ ﬂc smiled to Miss
Scariet. “I hggesf we take him up on that offer.”

Colonel Mustard and Mr. Green stood beside one
another, holding wrench and lead pipe, looking like two
over-dressed, bewildered workmen. Mr. Boddy nodded
friendlly to them as he passed them on the way io the
door of the room. There he turped 1o face them all, “The
only way to avoid finding vourseives on the front pages
is for one of vou to kill Wadsworth. Now/”

With that command, M&* B@dﬁy brought his hand down

he s

sharply on the hght switc
The room was :)Euugwe? mm absolute darkness.

There was 2 loud, satisfied rthud.

Someone gasped, then one of the ladies screamed.

{)m:mg A gun fired once.

i ecusly, some piece of glass, or china, was

gwﬁ c% ‘ﬂ another part of the room.
Ti‘x@r& was a scuffle of feet dg& st furniture, and some-
thing large toppled over onto the rug.

Someone groaned loudly.

Someone else sereamed, but it wasn't one of the ladies.

oy

The lights came back on as suddenly as they’d been




Chapter Seven

For a few moments, the six guests and Wadsworth
stared at the manimate Mr. Boddy.

Then they all rushed forward, forming a tight circle
argund the bsacmn iler.

Mr. Boddy didn’t move.

*“Is he alive?” Mrs. White asked, her voice remaining
soft and low-keved as alwavs.

“Is thers a doctor in the—" Miss Scarlet began, but

didn’t even finish the question. “Oh, yes,” she said, turn-
ing to Professor Plum.

Professor Plum seemed to remember his training and
admitied identity af that s moment, for ke threw his
arms wide and co mrmrswd ‘Stand back! Give this man
air! Let me examine him!” Just the way doctors did it in
the movies.

The other guests cautiously move
Plum dropped down to his knees and g
hasty examination, which seemed to ¢ %éﬁsé mainly of

'JQQ.
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puiting his ear to Mr. Boddy's *ég it chas Zsﬁt and then
sers pocket, He

poking a finger into Mr. Boddy’s frou
fooked up somberly. “He's dead.”

For a few momer yts, there was stunned

Then Mrs, White asked, :““i%! o had the g

Professor ;E um stood up, a kttle shakils
“I did.” He seemed almost as surprised at thi

at remembering ;Emz he once had been a licensed doctor.

“And there it is.”

He pointed at the revolver, lving on the floor a few
feet away, nearly hidden by an end iable.

“You shot him!” Mrs. Peacock screamed, with sudde
hysteria.

“f didn't!”

the gun!” Mrs Peacock maintained,
3 a Hitle less ?E)‘S%&?ﬁ cally, “And if you didn’t shoot
, then who digd?
I didn’t say he'd been shot,” said Professer Plum. He
reached down, grasped the tail of ?tfér ?mi{iv s ¢oat, and
fupped him over onto his back. “Look, there’s no gunshot
wound.”

The gu sts loocked at Mr. Boddy’s body, but no one

ventured closer. There was no bullet wound immediatel
&g‘m&rem n his flesh or in his clothing, and no blosd o
be seen, either.

“@Gm@b&{?}f tried (o grab the gun in the dark,” explained
Professor Plum. “And it went off.” ”rk: iooked about the
room. “Lock.” He pointed agam. “The bullet broke that
vase on the mantel.”

Celonel rfawtaré, who was neavest the fire ¢
a finger into the shards of broken porcelain, ar!d i%erz
peered at the dark waﬂ behind. “He's right.

a bullet lodged n the panelling. Here! See?

The guests and Wadsworth crowded arcund and peered
at the bullet iwi% It was, after all, a more pleasant z?a:ﬂg
to look at an mjured wall up close than to perform

cs?
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same operation on a corpse in the middle of the floor.

“So how did he die?” asked Mr. Green.

Despite the fact that only one shot had been fired, and
the bullet from that shot located, they all stared accusingly
at Professor Pium,

“I don’t brow,” he said. “I"m not a forensic expert.”

“One of us must have killed him,” Mrs., White said
quietly.

The guests stopped, looked down at Mr. Boddy, and
then iuﬂ@ another. Mrs. White was m{:{e correct. There
was a fatal connection b’"“ reen the dead blackmailer and
in this room. One of them had done i,
as owning up o the deed, one of them
by {rving (o get away with it as well.
ilence first. "I dida"t do 1Y he shouted

[

" Mrs. Peacock said faintly. S‘hfs picked
up the ;:;Eia.s‘-\; of bmndy ﬁsa‘é Mr. Boddy had put aside just
before he’d o shts, Her hand s ‘“z SOK 50 in
= put down the dagger she
whifte knuckles, and grasped
nds. She Um&' took a small
as if she feared Mr. Boddy would want his
'?E"SS b&f k—Dbut it seemed to make her foe

Professor Plum had watched this, aﬁr‘ it suggested an

idea to him: “BMaybe he was potsoned.”

Spilling back over into hysieria, Mrs Pi’%“i‘ck scre d
dropped the glass. [t shattered, s ing her shoe
ankles with the liquor. She contix &36@ to scream,
didn’t mean—" Professor i)i&iiﬂ began.
one could hear him aver Mys. P

ing found 2 good scream—piercing, high-pitcl
about two and a half secor mx duration-—was d@icsmémaﬁ
to practice it without ceasing.

Green stepped in front of her and slapped her face.
Mrs. Peacock abruptly left off her screaming.

ar

it

e fh £ g




38 CLUE

Mr. Green wiped his hands together, both to signify a
job well dom, aﬂd 2iso to dust off the scented powder

with which Mrs. Peacock b“la iy sprinkled her cheeks.
But when he turned back, he found the others locking

at hz;r; spect L Wiy,;% man capable of striking Mrs, Pea-

S
e nurdering a blackmailer
o : ism@," Mr. Green said smfuz
sively. It hadn’t been hard to read the others’ :E’;« ougt his.

“Was the %t randy poisoned, do vou think?” asked Colo-
nei Musts

Mrs. ok moaned and cellansed onto the sofa,
deftly managing to avoid stepping on the corpse at her

e

floor.
“Looks like we'll never know,” said Miss Scarlet,
”"“iﬁ'*“ Mrs. Peacock dies, too,” Mr. Green pointed
out.

% o

he sofa.
O just

Another scream, 'i'mss one guite unlike the scre of
nlet‘?e room. The g
thw in ?ez"*m’

hird k zd Gf scream, q%iﬁ i h:“ ﬁ from
the others. It was more of a a“aggad series  of
Aaazansasaaghs separated by gasping breaths.

Mr. Green’s screams nmvmm an i.m%emés‘xgg and def-
initely unpleasant co n*@m oint {o the screams that came
from elsewhere in the h@me

”gsmﬂ Si’?“ﬁﬁiﬂi}'w‘(, r u; pilee] am&d Colons E fustard,
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and shook him. Mr. ( reen c ‘m%nued to scream, only now
¥ F\‘}g ato.

“Wﬂa&f‘ Gf?”

“Screaming! Screaming frightens mel And there’s
somecne screaming in the next room!”

Colonel Mustard %éapmmj Mr.
AT Lr] aghs whimpe
But Mr. Green was

* sereamed Mr. Green.

coming from the next rcom.

“Th

e billiard room,” cried Wadsworth.

The

itely coming fmm the bhl ard

“He must have ax
Then she cried out, ’i' hh

shut up, xGe)
Colonel Mustard b
screamung left off abrupt
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“Hel-lo-0!” called Miss Scariet, in the way that one
standing on the edge of & deep canvon tries (o provoke
an echo. "Yoo-hoo! Open the dé}-gzi”

Yvette, tearful, cap askew, opened the door.

They rushed into the billiard room, frantically search-
ing for the murderer. The butler shut the door behind him,
turning the key once more.

“You're alive!” cried Wadsworth with relief.

“I don’t see him,” it

s

said Professor Pham.

“What's that clicking?” aske 0 Mr. Green. There was
a quiet click click click, mechanical and rhythmic, some-
where in the room.

“T'm alive, & Etﬁgzé
“But no thanks {0 yo

“What do vou mean?” asked W&dowm’?%’;

“You locked me up wnh murderer.”

“8o the murderer iz in this room,” said Mrs. White,
peering speculatively at the billiard table, which appeared
to be the only place possible in wiw:* : to hude. Perhaps
certain hzé:xard tables, like coffins in magician’s shows,
had false bottoms.

)'

tte angrily said to the butler.

“Yes,” said Yvette, still fuming, “the murderer is in
‘aitis room.”
“But where?” cried Mr, Green. He drew away from

Professor Plum, standing next to him.
“We are ail Esa:;u ng a2t him,” Yvette said portento
They all locked about themselves desperately, movi zgj

away from one another until they were severally as far

apart as possible.

“Or her,” Yvette went on. “1t’s what Mrs. White said
in the study-—one of you is the killer.

“How do vou %«;rmw Mrs. White said that?” asked Pro-

st

Yvette flipped open the door of the cupboard, revealing
the %;ag&e recorder. The reels still turned, but the recording
tape had run off, and ofick click clicked against the empty
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&
spool. “1 was listening,” Yvette said, pickin g 3 the head-
phones, and carefully miming the action ¢ f cing them
over her ears—as if someons in the room o ‘%: never
hafi seen anvthing like them before.

“Buat if vou were in here all by vourself,” asked Mrs.
White, “why were vou screaming?”
“Because [ was frightened! I, too, Yveite, the maid,
was dreadfvlly frightened. T also drank the cognac {3 rectly
from the bottle. Mon DHeu.” She wme:s;‘a real tears from
her eves, "I cannot stay in this room by myself”
“Then come back to the study Mih us,” said Miss
Scarlet, reasonably enough.
“With all of you! But one of you is a murderer!”
“Ah, my dear,” C‘Oi@mﬁi Mustard said soothingly, “there
is safety in numbers.
W&d*wcmh switched off the tape recorder. Without the
ick click click, there was ».ﬁ“m::ei the room.
One by one they filed out of the billiard room, and one
by one they returned to i" study, And when they were
2ll there again, the murderes with them.




Chapter Eight

was most ncon-

the

ed, more or less to their ‘i’i}i‘m&f |
i an ap ance of normality,
g e corpseg in the middle of the room.

Seill, it was a presence that was impossible to i
fike a dwarf at a wedd:

at Edgi
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descended vpon him. “This is terrible,” he said guistly,
and as if (o himself. “This is absolutely terrible. This is
not what 'd intended. Oh, my God. ... he groaned.

He collapsed into the nearest chair, This was the fir
time in the course of the evening that he had been seated
int the presence of the gufsf% This sudden lapse was tan-

tamount m giving up the charade of being a butler.

Mrs. White stared at E&am‘, “Not what you intended?”

Wadsworth blotted his brow with the back of his hand.

“So you're not ibi’* butler?” said Miss Scarlet.

“U'ro not rhe butler, no. But I am 2 butler. In fact, |
was &is butler.” He pdm&,ﬁ at the dead man.

?‘Gfﬁs‘a‘)‘“ PEA n considered this for a

why aad he armive iate?”

“f invited vou,” Wadsworth confessed. “In fact, T wrote
the letters. It was all my idea.”

Mrs. White strode across the room, and stood before
Wadsworth’s chair. “Wail a minute! [ don’t vnderstand.
Why did you invite us ali here {o meet vour late eraployer?”
Were vou a%szstmg him to blackmail us?”

“Certainly m)'d”

“I think you’d better explain,” Mrs., White said firmiy.

Wadsworth looked around the room. He nodded.
“Please sit down. Everyone.”

Alacritously, each of the guesfs took a nearby seat.
&rm ately, since Wadsworth had taken one to himself,
eite slipped into the hittle side chair beside the
that
Cre

1]

“}J

@i" zs 'y table, E f only five places for me remaining
51X guests. Mr. oment out of
politeness for Mis t of mm, found

sy

Zf‘)

himself without a pizi@« in this cxzemgm&zxé s game of
musical chairs.

v

With a little apm\)gmi ¢ clearing of his throat, he perched
himself on the edge of a small table
“AlL vight)” said wga,uswarih at last. “When 1.
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Mr. Green's table was just a little high for his legs. He
slipped of f it and crashed o the floor, bringing with kim
the table, a silver tray, the glasses and decanter of brandy
that had been on it, and an antigue lamp with a double
globe and fringed shade.

“Ah ... sorry. .. said Mr. Green. “Um a little accident
pmmfx”

“He's a kittle what?” asked Colonel Mustard, who hadn’t
qum heard.

“He's a Httle jork,” replied Miss Scarlet, lighting another
cigarette.

Mr. Green flushed, and leaned against a litile out-of-
the-way stretch of wall w?aere* he wasr ’i likely to break
"nvf?ﬁivgﬁ knock anvibh i

2

ﬁyum s best clothes,

was Mr. Boddy's butler,” said
s both frue and misleading.
itchwater,” remarked Miss Scarlet

in a low voice.
“I was once his batler, but it was not his untimely death
is evening wmm brought my employment with him to
n end. Oh, no! That wass't it at afl”

“When did it come to anend?” as Colonel Mustard.

“When my wife decided to ... end h@:r {ife. She too was
being blac Mm( ed by this odious man who now lies dead
hc(mﬁ us,’

Wadsworth p&
1k f*‘;}( to ‘mw if)

thi

g:p

~“~§:.y were hardly
orpse, or the
i one of odipus

°‘M¥' Eeuh hate v wife for the same reason tha
he hated a8l of y«‘m

“He hated me?” asked Mrs. Peacockin snmnme “Why
on earth would he nate me? Evervone likes me. At leas
all myv friends——my close friends at any rate—are quite

fond of me. 1 didn’t even know this man—why would he

e
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hate me? Why would he hate any of us?” Mrs. Peacock
eemed quite distressed by the possibility that she’d been
d*z iked by a total sir anger.

“Mr. Boddy believed that you were all thoroughly un-
American.”

The guests blinked. That bit had made A SETSE.

Wadsworth explained: “For some reason, Mr. Boddy
felt it was inappropriate for the wife of a sena m“ (0 accept
bribes, for a doctor to \de‘é h;s patients, for a woman
to emasculate her husband. .

Wadsworth spoke without awmarm? irony, but the eves
i . Peacock, Professor Plum, and Mrs. White wid-
sned in astonished anger. But before any of that trio could
protest, and before Wadsworth could continue with his
litany of ofl m;%cs against American ideals, Mr. Green
mterrupted him: “But this is ridicul if he was suda
patriotic American, why didn’ h@ms% report us all to the
authorities?

“2-’?"&: def‘idad to turn his information 1o good use and
little money out of it. What could be more Amer-
i har that? Mr. Bmiév was truly an apostle of free
enterprise. He became a rich man, but money,” Wads-
worth reminded them darkly, “is the root of all evil.”

“Actually,” said Professor Plum, “it’s the love of money
that is the root of all evil, but let that pass. I'd like to
know what vour role was in all this.”

“I was a victum, t00,” said Wadsworth, “At least my
wife was. She had friends who were—" He took a desp
breath, looked arcund the room, and then vast his eves
down to the floor.

“Friends who were what?” prompted Miss Scarlet.

‘Friends who were ... Socialisis?”

The guests gasped in horror. So dsm Yveite, and even
her gasp had a strong gallic Hsp to

Wadsworth shook his head m and two thick
tears spilled out of his eves. Mrs. ‘w?sm, handed him 2

2]

-
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handkerchief that was ostentatiously bordered by half an

“Well,” he weni on afier ﬁf* ’d wiped away the tears
that were welling in his eves, “we all make mistakes. But

r. Boddy threatened to give my wife’s n ‘o the House
un-American Activities Commities unless she named them.
She refused-—and so he blackmailed her. ¢ ’e had no
money-—and the price of his silence was that we worked
for him for nothing. We were slaves, Well, (o make a long
story short.

“Tw late,” gmf* d Colonel Mustard.

 Wadsworth hf*ar@ however, he made no apology.

“T %’ suicide of my wife preved on my mind and created
sense of injustice in me. I resolved to put Mr. Boddy
behind bars. I seemed to me that the best way to do it
and at the same ¢ ree all of vou from the burden
of blackmail—was ;,ﬁ ug all face to f@(;& confront Mr.
Boddy with his crimes, extract s fession, and then
turn him over to the police.”

Wadsworth stopped, and after & few moments, it was
apparent that he had finished with his tale.

Professor Plum stood, and looked at the group. “Sol
Everything is explained at last.”

Mrs. Peacock nodded in vigorous and relieved agree-

vt
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rorih md ed agreement. Aﬁa the mm As. We
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“But...” faltered My, Green, “how can we possibly

find out which of vou did 117”7

They ail stared at him.

“What do you mean-—which of you did it7” demanded
ofessor Plun,

“Well, 7 didn’t do it?” countered Mr. Green.

“One of us certainly did,” Wadsworth said. “We ali had
the opportunity. We all had a motive.”

“We'll ail go to the chalr,” cried Miss Scarlet, and on
her face was painted the horror with which she-—and the
others as well—contemplated a small room at the bottom
f o prison somewhere; three guards; a Catholic priest, a
Protestant chaplain, and a rabbi; and eight chairs outfitted
rith steel caps, welded straps, and dangling electrodes.

“Maybe it wasa’t one of us!” Professor Plum cried
suddenty.

“Whoe else could it have been?” asked Colonel Mus-
tard.

“Well, who else is in the house?” asked Professor Plum.

Wadsworth and Yvetie spoke together at the same

instant: “QOnly the cook.”

he cookl” everyone cried, in unison.
Thev rushed out of the study en masse.

&

]

%)

The senator from Minnesota pounded the mahogany
fe with his fist, and droned on. There were Communists
everywhere, to hear him teil i, and it was the Friends of
Communists who were protecting them, and it was Mor-
ally Flabby Americans who didn’t care enough (o smoke
out the Friends of the Communists and turn them in for
the traitors that they were. Or something like that,

Wadsworth turned down the volume on the set. The

The dishes from dinner were stacked neatly beside the
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sink. The cooking utensils had already been é«*.a.&?*i:& and
put away, Water **r%g*p@d from the fancet against the por-
celain,

“She, the e:m%f is not here,” said Yvette,

2

ck maintained.

“Mo it ﬁg}f:mﬁ“ ” saﬂ Mr. Green. “It doesn’t prove
anything at all, except that she isn’t her Vﬁ can’t pos-

3%

sibly accuse.—

Mr. Green stopped with a shudder, He turned toward
the noise of a metallic creaking beside him.

Just behind him, the door of 2 narrow cold cupboard
stowly swung open. Two pinpoints of light were reflected
in g pair of wide, staring eyes.

“Here she-—" began Mr, Green.

Mrs. Ho, the cook, fell face first out of the stone-walled
cupboard into Mr. Green’s arms. She was nearly as hr%
as he was, and he swung around under her sudden

~ That was when the others saw the dagger protruding
from Mrs. Ho's back, and the red ciroular stain that sur-
rounded it.




Chapter Nine

Miss Scarlet screamed, and threw her well-manicured
hands over her face, as if to blot out the sight. She backed
away into the comforting arms of Mrs, White.

All the others stared at Mr. Green, holding up the corpse
of the Chinese cook.

Mr. Green was very close 1o tears. “7 didn’s do 17" he

They all considered this statement for a few moments,
as the des ‘d worman began (o slip in Mr. Green’s swealing

D.
“Well, help me, s@me:m\@y " he pleaded.

Mrs. “!%;z% Colonel Mustard, and-—afier a moment
of hesitation—Miss Scarlet came t‘?\rvam and helped Mr.
Gire een lower the body of the cook to the floor. They set
her sideways, and P"zs White reached for the dagger
embedded in her back.

“Down’t touch 1t]” cried Colonel Mustard,

Mrs. White's fingers paused less than an inch away
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from the chased hilt. She locked enquiringly up at the
Colonel.

“it’s evidence,” he said.

Mrs. White nodded, then pushed Mrs. Ho over on her
face, pres the knife free of fingerprints, and mg;n—
taining ifs original angle of entry through the cloth and
flesh.

“But i’s not evidence for us,” Wadsworth countered.
“We have to find out who did this—and we don’t have
any way to fake fingerprints.”

Colonel Mustard pld(‘(—:{} himsell squarely before the
butler. “I think you’d betier explain vourself, Wads-
worth,” he said, with an apparent attempt to add a threat-
ening tone to his voice.

“Me? Why me?”

“YWho would want to kill the cook?” Mr. Green asked,

“The dinner wasn’t £§zzt bad,” said M <

Colon 5 Mustard s S¢ for é: f%m! said
quite clearly that Jnu was not the time for 3 es, be they
robust or——as in her case—irredeemably hﬁs,.

Wadsworth locked af the body on the floor. Gravely,
he opined, “T'm afraid she has reaped the fruils of her
evil and received her st deserts)

“If this was desser %,’“ Mz s Scariet went on repress
ibly, “I'm glad I said n

Cui(}nnz Mustard a‘mu:i on her savagely. “How can
ycm make jokes at a time like this?”

'S 1t }f defense mechanism,” she returned quickly and
é‘{h apparent honesty.
“Some defense,” snorted the Colonel. “If 1 were the
killer, I'd kill you next.”

Mrs. White and Mr. Green, standing on either side of
the Colonel, slowly drew away from him. Their faces were
deliberately set and expressioniess, as if they were trying
1o contain their fear and their horror.
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“1 said if,"” protested Colonel Mustard. “ 1) That's
all. After all, there’s only one admitted killer here, and
that’s not me. It's her.” He tapped Mrs. White on the
shoulder, and she shrank from the contact.

“§ admitted nothing,” she said.

“You paid the blackmail,” colonel Mustard argued, then
pursued: “How many husbands have vou had?”

“Mine or other women's?”

Mrs. Peacock, who stood braced against a counter out
of sight of the dead woman m*z the fioor, locked away
from Mrs. White, scandalized by this frank and casual
admission of infidelity.

“Yours,” said the Colonel.

“Hive,” repl !@G Mrs. Wbi‘se surreptitiously counting

) s on her right hand.
ive?” repeatﬂc {,ﬁifkmi Mustard in astonishment.
“Yes, just the five. Husbands should be like Kleenex—
strong, wfﬁ, and disposable.”
“Their slogan is ‘Soft, Strong, and Pops Up, Toeo,"”

iss Scarlet amended.
“So vou don’t believe in marriage?” asked the Colonel.
“I certammly do. Perhaps 1*“a because I was ed ted i
& cs*fwevzi! but I'm in the habit,”

“You lure men to their death like a spider with flies,”
mks:'i the Colonel, with a solemn shaking of his head.

“You're guite right. Flies are where men are most vul-
nerable.

E; ncomfortably, Colone! Mustard hitched up his irou-

&
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“Beside s, " said Mrs. White, “1 don’t know why I shouid
subjected to this m*l*?ary tribunal, Colonel Musmm
ail, Mr. Boddy didn’¢ give me the dagger.”

one, ihey turned o Mrs. D?&STECKG inching along

the counter toward the doorway back to the han

Her eyes were wide, and she pressed her lips together
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3

anxiously. “Yes, I did have the dagger. I can’t deny that,
You all saw me with it. But I put it down.”

“Where? asked Professor Plum, blocking the door
into the h&%

“In me st féyg

“When?” asked Professor Plum.

“T don't k now. Before [ fainted, After [ fainted. Who
kanows? But any of you could have pxaxm it up.”

The others considered this for 2 moment. If Mrs. Pea-
é:a)dg bad in fact, put the dagger down, Lheﬁ any of them
Bt in fg@* have picked it up.

“Look,” said Wadsworth, “I suggest that we move the
cook’s E;{d} n‘aw the study.”

Why? agkad Colonel Mustard.

“Because h ke i; keep the kitchen tidy/
Wadsworth, iz “And having two dead bodies in the
house, it just seems . . . neater, somehow, if we have them
both in the same place.”

This made sense.

Wadsworth and Professor Plum took an arm apiece,
Colonel Must *_rd and Mr. Green each hefted a leg. Mrs.
Ho, who had not been a delicate fower wi;eﬁ it came
anatomical construction, sagged perceptibly in the mid-

die.
Mrs. ‘Whim he‘** en Ln Ea;is,mm door

33

returned

éik«;, some pzzmz;a, Mh Ew
“Careful,” said Wadsworth,
the hall towards the study
When they’d atiaine c', the door, Wadsworth reached
behind hum and mm@fﬁ the knob. He pushed the door
open, and he and Professor Plum pulled Mrs. Ho arms
first into the room
“Just beside Mr. Boddy, I think,” said Wadsworth,
“All right, we—"" began Professor Plum, glancing over
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his shoulder in order to guide them. But then he stopped
and cried in a terrified voice, “Look? He dropped Mrs.
Ho's right arm, and the cook’s knuckles rapped soundly
against the floor.

“What?” cried the others.

Wadsworth turned as well, “Oh, my God,” he cried,
and in his astonishment, dropped M’za Ho’s left arm. Mrs.
Ho’s left hand, her head, and her shoulders cked
snuvdw aq&an 5t *%19 ?1 of.

iaeu view obstructed
agony of suspense.

Q,m
= o

‘m a!ze other mig men, wers m
“Whar is 1?7 they demanded.
“It’s nothing,” said Professor Plum in a quiet voice,
“Nothing?”
i\mmmg at all,” repeated Professor Plum. “Mr. Bod-
’s gone.”

. y lay face dﬂwz% on the floor of the study,
nearly blocking the aiobm ay. Arms and legs were thrown
vide, as if she were at wmmm;% to butterfly across the
ca net, N(}i‘sﬁ of ii ¢ four men who had so unceremon-

a:?; dropped her there had moved farther into the study.
{g;e:: qi_;arigi s‘awé at the place w’zzei,* a few minutes
b—’*i’:}}“@ the ‘vsv;és*zg 3’3;‘3 c@s&: ﬁa{}; tais

dea Mrs. Pea-
fe, Miss Scarlet,

cock, sta Ec‘ i ahﬂ haiiwa;» t ;ﬁ;s ﬁx

Yvetie,

“Mothing,” Mr. Green called ba@’&;u

“Well—who’s there?” asked Mra. Peacock.

& 1

“Mobody,” replied O fﬁ@ﬁe% Mm%&rﬁ

“What do yui} mean?”
ated.

“Mobedy,” cried a panic-siricken Wadsworth. “No

s wﬁ“‘ . We IMean. dy, 1t's gone.”
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The four women fought to get through the doorway.
Colonel Mustard and Mr. Green, however, wouldn’t budge.
They were immobile with surprise.

“Mavbe he wasn't dead,” suggested Mrs. While, inad-
veﬁﬁmiv kicking the sole of Mrs. Ho’s right shoe, causing

a shmdder to ripple up through the dead woman’s leg—
a&msz as zf \he too, might not be ée ad.

“*iﬂ was!” Professor Plum R’&M’i ined.
‘ Rhmﬁiﬁ 1ave made sure,’ Mrs. White.

¢ querniously. “By

s. White, tirning coldly

‘ell, dead or not, where is he?” asked Miss Scarlet.
*d better look for him,” said Wadsworth.

The eight of them cautiously side-stepped the unfor-
tunate cook and fanned out into the room. In eerie silence
they opened cupboards, locked under the sofas, crept
beneath the desk and tables, peered behind the curtains,
even patted the panelling as if in search of a secret spring.
But the room, except for the daunting presence of Mrs
Ho, remained ésrazg‘zt:{,m“rd;v cheerful and open. ih@r'e
was nowhere to hide a corpse.

An inescapable conclusion had to be drawn. Mr. Green
drew it. “He couldn’t have been dead, that’s all.”

P cried Professor Plum, mystified. “At
t

“But he was?
least, I thought he was. But. .. what difference does i

z@a“ e now?”

“It makes i;‘.n{@ a difference 10 %imi H shmsd imagine,”
said Miss Scarlet dryly. 1 ath,”
she rem%rkm to *V‘v‘s i”vmie

“L.ife after death is as unlikely as sex after marriage,”
that lady remmeﬁ

“Well, we've got to find out. The police will
in—-" Wadsworth took his watch from the pocket ¢
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vest, and consulted it. “—in thirty five minutes, and we
have another corpse on our hands.”

Mr. Green had a sudden inspiration that looked to be
a way out of all their difficuities: “Maybe Mr. Boddy killed
the cook.”

“Ves,” said Miss Scarlet,

“Of course,” said Mrs. Peacock, who would have
grasped at any straw.

“How?” asked Wadsworth.

“Maybe he...” began the Colonel, but trailed off. He
couldn’t work zt out, and neither could any of the others,

They were silent.

“Well,” said Mrs. Peacock at last, “if you’ll excuse me,
I have to—ah-—have to...” She turned to Yvette, and
said in a low voice, “Is there a little girls” room in the
hall?”

“Oui, oul, madame.”

“No,” said Mrs. Peacock, pained with embarrassment,
“I just wani tc powder my nose.”

“The small door d;r«,:cﬂy under the staircase, mada
said Wadsworth politely, and took her arm as she
over the corpse of the cook. He had just closed t
door behind Mrs. Peacock when Miss Scarlet said, “W1
this, Wadsworth?”

Hf»‘ turned. Miss Scarlet had picked up the envelope
i w
i

8

as addressed to him, poured out the contents on
““Kﬁ picked up a half-dozen three-inch-square
egatives. She was holding one of them up

‘T'm afraid those are the negatives to which Colonel
earlier,” said Wadsworth, stepping for-
aij 'i;@ reclaim them.
“Oh, my God...” said Colonel Mustard. He lurched
toward Miss Scarlet and the incriminating evidence.

“Were you planning to blackmail him, Wadsworth?”
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Miss Scarlet asked covly, casually moving arcund the
iable out of the men’s reach.

Wadsworth was visibly appalled at the idea. “Certainly

not. | had obtained them for the Colonel, and T was going

to give them back when Mr, Boddy was unmasked.”

“Very pretty,” Miss Scariet said, gcmx*;mzmgagw& 1d
negative. ‘M‘uﬂ v@u like to see these, Yvette? They
might shock vou.”

“No, thank vou very much, mademoiselle,” replied
Ywvette with a prim haif cursty. “T am a lady.”

“Then how do you know whi sort of pictures they
are?” Miss Scarlet returned.

“What sort of pictures are they?” Professor Plum asked,
csmmg around the other side of the table toward Miss

arlet.

?*:% s Scariet st to hand them 1o the Professor, but
Colonel Mustard intervened. “How dare you, madam!
Give th w:n to me at oncel”

“No,” replied Miss Scarlet, palming them smoothly. “1
think zﬁhme s something in them thai concerns me, too.’
Colonel Mustard reached roughiy behind Miss Scarle
£ 5;‘:atc§i them from her. She spun her m‘m out of %‘r*
reach--—but right into that of Professor P ﬂm uG took
hold of her hand, and guickly pried her fingers from the

negatives.

“Let me see,” he said, holding them up to the light.
Colonel Mustard would i}a\i{‘ moved around the table s ﬁé
snaiched them from Professor Plum, but Miss Scarl
smilingly blocked his path.

Mr, Green and Mrs., ‘%’hi‘i& peered over
shoulder as he held up the negatives eac

They regarded the nfet wx*% ridened e

Their eves grew vet wider on the
Green Wmstze«} iow.

On the thir N"m White exclaime
nto that g}mhi;on&

:,.4
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“Sure they can,” said Professor Plum. He spun smoethly
arcund. In one fluid motion, be handed the negatives (o
Mr. Green, pushed Mrs. White down onto the sofa, swung
one leg over the back, shd his left arm down into the
crevice between the cushions, and pressed his shoulder
agz:a%mi Mrs, White's—

“Cret J{‘;"' mei” she shouted.
“Fust demonstrating,” Professor Plurn said amiably, and
backed off.

Mrs. Peacock walked slowly down the hall. She could
hear the storm beating ‘,.(gamht té.e massive staircase win-
dow. Up above, the chandelicrs were only dimly glowing,
and the ceiling of the massive hall was lost in shadows.
She looked behind her, before her, and on every side. She
glanced into the darkened dining room. It was spectrally.

ighted with a feeble glow that must have been light fr om
the kitchen spil through the open serving hatch. §
found the small d r beneath the staircase without diffi-
culty, but she also f sund that it was stuck., Or it was
focked.

She backed away from the door, and stood for a moment
2t the foot of the stairs, as if wondering if she shouldn’t
ascend into the darkness of the upper reaches of Hill
Houze, Certainly there would be bathreooms up there. But
it was very dark at the top of the stairs, and Mrs, Peacock
returned to the little door of the bathroom at the darkest
end of the hall,

She put her ear to the door. Nothing was (o be heard.
She tried the door again. It wo u Idn’t open. She planted
her feet firmly, aﬁd jerked on the knob,

The door opened.

Mr. Boddy stood there, mouth agape, blood dripping
from his chin.

T

s
ooy

ing
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soard. His chin snagged
on Mrs. P aw‘k shoulder, cmd; his heavy arms flung
round her back.

Mrs. Peacock screamed and screamed.



Chapter Ten

“It’s Mrs. Peacock!” cried Wadsworth after a moment
in which everyone in the study stood stock still listening
to the screams from the hall.

Evervyone rushed for the door. In the crush, the butler
grabbed the photographic negatives from Miss Scarlet and
threw them onto the table, out of harm’s way.

In the hallway, Mrs. Peacock was futilely fighting off
Mr. Boddy, who appeared to be hugging her in a sloppy,
drunken embrace.

Bicod smeared Mrs. Peacock’s face and bosom.

“Oh, God, it’s Mr. Boddy,” exclaimed Professor Plum.

“He’s attacking her!” cried Mr. Green.

Wadsworth grabbed one of Mr. Boddy’s arms, and Mr.
Green the other. They dragged the blackmailer off Mrs.
Peacock. Like Mrs. Ho, he sagged towards the ground.
When his head slumped forward, it was apparent that the
right side of his head had been bashed in. Blood was caked

79
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in his hair, dried around his torn ear, and soaked info the
shoulder of his jacket

“He wasn’t atiac §<1e g axfﬂ" said Mrs. White, peering
at him. “He couldn’t have. He's dead.”

“Mr. Boddy?” inguired “‘amww*ﬁ with My, Green
carefully layving the man down on an Odental ronner. “Are
vea & ad? Aﬁam’w

r. Boddy wasn’t making any denials, and if, before,
% E‘w d iooked bevond help on the floor of the study, %iaf:
was looking a gm’ﬁ deal worse now.

“Gr; my w{)w, * Mirs. Peacock whispered faintly, per-
realization that she had been defending her
st the provocations of a corpse. She began a
siow spggaé to the marbie {loor.

“She’s going to faint!” crisd Wadsworth.
“"’Mc;’s her,” advised Professor Plum.,
%9 ®

catch vou, Mrs. Peacock,” said Wadsworth. “Fall
‘?’ﬁs} my arms. ”
He held ow

. Peacock

& arins

tottered backward alm into ;;:% 35(1:@ Twi‘, fearing

her balance, she staggered forward ¢ nd nearly fell

onio the corpse. } iny g

straight to the ﬁ@@* in a heap, UBCONSCIOUS.
“5 Isworth.

Sorry,” said 3
In sympathy with Wadsworth's attempt to catch Mrs.
*eacock, M? Green had held out his hands as well. Kow
i %O*TOF at fas upra Sw{i, Cpen § .zyvq}
s, remarked Mrs

00w

S

White.

“F didn’t do 117

Vadsworth kneli on the floor, grasped Mr. Boddy’s
chin, and turned his b rard the light, “He's got new
injuries. ?Ee 5 certainly dead now.”

He s d; up is of his vest,
and wen ?%x, tmé@t neath the stairs. “‘i’u* ing around

11
153

v o
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in the doorway, he announced, “I'm going o look for
chues.” Then he shut the {i@or firmly.

“Why would anyvone want {0 kill him swice?” asked
Mr. Green.

“It seems s0. .. unnecessary,” said Miss Scarlet.

Colonel Mustard, who stood out of the way behind Mr.
Green as if the sight of bloody corpses did not agree with
his digestion, said, guite reasonably, “1t"s what we call
overkill.”

“It’s what we call psychotic,” said Professor Plum.

“Unless he wasp’t dead before,” insisted Mr. Green.

Professor Plum looked as if he wanted to tear his hair,
and tear Mr. Green's hair, oo, “Whai's the a’gj erence?”

W@dqw orth flung open the bathroom door, There was
a noise of swirling water behind him. “That's wh
trying to find out! We are irving to find out who killed
him, and where, and with whszg“

3 need to shous!” shouted Professor Plum.
said W&ﬁgwaﬁh, clearly on edge. “T am
ﬂ%:s&?';fw? 1 i sh»:%i;mg;’

: fac at a bloody brass
candlegtick 1 ‘Ta had baus gwaaz‘wua‘y lodged aiop the
§ athroom door toppled over and hit him

1‘1
bet‘a?mg ring.
A moment later, Wadsworth, too, jolted to the floor.

wlck fell to the floor with a taliic, rever-

Cuatside, the storm continued

C, only to return with renewed sfﬁieﬁx,e Asﬁn ’3 ‘”{»a(i~
side, grass was beaten out of the earth in tufts, and then
the earth was washed away. Above Route 41, the {rees
swaved and thrashed, a 'd old dying limbs that had clung
to the trees for seasons crashed to the ground. Small furry
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animals dug holes and cowered in them and forgot that
they had ever been warm and dry. The moon was directly
overhead but hada’t been seen "hmug%z the clouds for
hours.

A lone automobile sped along the highway. The driver
Wwas a man, iens m* worried. He avoided the sheets ﬁf
water that had awﬁmuia‘“é aioag either side of the road,
fearful of ditches but not at all worried 2bout meeting
oncoming cars. He'd encountered none in the past half
hour.

Watching out for a particular sign, a particular gate, a
particular portion of the landscape that would serve for
his directions, he realized that he was going too fast. He
gingerly applied his brakes. The car nkidﬁeﬁ through a
film of water before the tires caught. He cased up on the
brake, went more slowly 2s he peered out to the right-
hand side of the road.

All was dark.

Except for a tiny spot of white.

An enormous wi ¢ crouched on the side of the
road ahead, s eves gi aming red in the headlights.

The cat bounded out into the highway directly in the
path of the car. 1 pidity, dangerousness, and point-
lessness of this action should have been apparent, even

on the brakes.
spinning down ithe road like an
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Mr. Boddy’s body lay propped against the iamb of
study door. Professor Plum and Mr. Green had dra
him there, Mr. Green volunteering to take the dead maw
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injured side because his hands were already bloody.
They wg‘ﬁid ve brought him all the way in, but Mrs.
Ho's body ¢ fi;,»d something of an %“zxgm:ﬁes

T

“All right,” Colone! Mustard said, loudly from the hall,
“I'm in command imw Move the coo i{ ”

Mrs. White, Miss Scarlet, and Yvette clambered gver
Mr. Boddy’s legs, ané took hold of Mrs. Ho's arms. They

drawg@d her away from the door.
1 want both corpses on the sofz,” said Colonel Mus-
iﬁ’\%
Professor Plum ard Mr. Green, dazed by events of
recent minutes, did not seem to hear. Colonel Mustard
nodded in approbation atf their inactivity, however, and
p@mi@fi to Mrs. Ho: “That’s right. Ladies first.”
Suddenly jumping (o @réea Mr. Green and Professor
Plam took hold of Mrs. Ho's dragging legs. In a few min-
uies move, they had Mrs. Ho more or less on the sofa.
As Yvette leaned forward and tried 10 arrange the cook’s
left arm in an artistic and natural ¢ Pro-

an

wnner 1o her 17

a

fessor Plum bemrn‘; mesimerized ’by his clear and close
view of the upper portion of Yvetie’s tor s0. So close was

i ?;
hiis attention, in i’ , that he might have been countin
the stitches in her %} g% ne hem, though probably he v:aa
ounting something else ¢ ﬁm&ﬁ}u

“Careful,” Wadsworth said groggily from the doorway.
He rubbed his b ead where the candlestick had beaned
him. “Tion’t get LEG@J on the safa. Look what you're
@uﬁ}g7 Professor

“I'm ﬁomegj, E m looking!”

“How is this (o be done?” asked Yvetie ‘“31 we lean
her against the cushion of the sofa, the dagger she will go
deeper into the back of the cook.”

Colonel Mustard considered this a moment, then
instructed: “Tip her forward, over the arm of the sofa.

Yvette and Mrs. White arranged this, and then looked
to Colonel Mustard, who nodded his satisfaction. Miss

o 93
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Scarlet spread out the hem of Mrs. Ho's skirt, to cover
a it Je drop of blood that had spilled on a white chintz
rose.

“Wow Mr, Boddy,” said Colonel Mustard,

The process was gmkt&@ but this time with more
dispatch as they were now practiced at the transportation
and arrangement of corpses.

They all stood back, locked at the little tablean, and
then tirned to Colonel Mustard, as if to say, what next?

Colonel Mustard was in his best mode—that of com-
mand. “Now-—who had access 1o the candlestick?”

Miss Scariet spoke up s y. "Al of us.”

“You were given it,” | hite reminded her.

“Yes, but I dropped it when the lights weat cut. Any-
one could have picked it up. You-——him—"

“Loock,” sald Wadsworth, “there :
weapons— e pointed them out in the room, where they
had been laid aside on tables, dropped beside chairs, or
kicked beneath the desk. “The rope, the wrench, the h,a,é
pipe, and the gun. The candlestick is still out in the hall,”
he said, rubbing his head ruefully. “And the dagger is in
Mrs, Ho's back. So *v at [ would suggest is that we put

them in this Mup:}wr and lock it. [ don’t need to reémind
you all that there’s a it'wwsid:a; maniac about.”

This seemed H i{f idea, and the guests locked
at one another and i ed approval of the plan. The
weapons were gathered up, and Wadsworth placed all the
itemns in the closed cupboard of the secretary. Then he
shut the doors, turned the key in the lock, and shipped
> key into his pockst.

W ?‘y are you putting that key into your pocket?” Mr.
Grezen asked suspiciously.

“To keep it safe, obviously.”

“But Qa At means you can open the cupboard whenever
you want,” Mrs. Peacock protested. She’d siaggered in

a few minutes before, wan and pale, but recovered from
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her frinting spell. 1t was with some disapproval that she’d

regarded the two corpses half sprawled together on the

“It aif\;{,a **xsmﬁ thaﬁ, you can’t,” he. r«':ms*md ;s ointedly.
cook per-

T'm not,” Wadsworth replied simply.

“But what if vou are?” said Colonel Mustard.

“The kevy has 1o be put somewhere. And if 've got i,
I know Um safe.”

“But we don’t know we are,” said Mrs. White, with
guiet emphasis.

“So where do we leave #177 asked Mr. White,

“In the lock?” suggested Yvetie.

“Oh, brilliant,” said Wadsworth, and rolied 313& eyes,
TI've an idea—we’il throw the key away.’
Without wgﬁmg for a seconding opinion, he rushed out

31 e others followed him hastily into the hall.
“Unlock the door,” Wadsworth said, handing Mr. {nfﬁ, P
e deadbolt lock. Mr. Green fumbled
ew moments while Wadsworth held his hand upz&ssm,
ready to hurl the key inio the siorm.

My, Green at last succeeded in releasing the bolt. He
wirned the knob and flung the door open wide.

Wadsworth’s arm froze in mid-hurl

“MNol” cried the stranger who ﬁmf}(‘ open-mouthed in
surprise on the doorsten. He cowered bencath Wads-
worth's upraised fist. “Please don’t gm mel”

te




Chapter Eleven

“Oh, sorry,” said W&dww th, clearing his throat
uncomfortably. "Somry. Ah an we help?”

The strangerinthed og%rw(w si:amﬂ at the eight persons,
equally divided between the sexes, who crowded the
doorway, staring at him with varying mixtures of fear,
suspicion, and %l}fa\fu“’

‘Tm sorry.. . he aaid faintly, echoing Wadsworth. 1
didn’t mean 1o disturb the whole household . . . but my car
broke down out here, and I was wondering if I could use
your phone.

“Just 2 moment, Yﬁisas“ Wadsworth said, resuming
the manner of the butler

The eight persons in m&« doorway fell into a whispere
colloguivm on the merits of this reguest, w"h some ;;ﬁ"ga
ing for, just as many against, several

e

=8

[
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:i—”m%rm tf’ aEEy

few more changing their opinions in m i
the stranger use of

came down to the point that to refus
the phone would be suspicious.
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The group did not consider that their behavior might
already appear a little out-of-the-ordinary to the wide-
eved motorist cowering i the doorway, with the storm

beating at his back.
Naésw\mn turned, and with as much dignity as he
could muster "@r the circumsiances, said, “Very well,
sir. Would you like to come in7”

The motorist quickly stepped inside, as if fearful that
if he did not move fast encugh they would change their
minds and slam the door in his face. “Well,” he asked,
“where is it?”

Wadsworth’s dignit d. “What?” he stammered. “The
body?”

Mr. Green gasped, and Mrs. Peacock emitied a tight
frtle scream.

The motorist stared. “The phone,” he said. “What

7
“There’s no body,” said Wadsworth, “TMNobody, I mean.
's nobody in the sfudy.”

sointed (o the study door,
m@ m@*&}ﬂ t went straight for it, evidently thinking the

39

ik 1
the—"" Wadsworth g,ﬁm ed at ‘kvv"zf She whispered
s@,ﬁsﬁzin to him behind her hand, “—in the lounge,”
said W

‘T 1k }f(m,’ said the motorist, “Where is the k@msm:‘
Wadsworth closed his eves in relief. “Walk this way.”
The six guests and Yvetie stared af the vzmmﬂsz i
mingled . The motorist, perh
msimg 1S ;m sniion, was very careful
worth, imitating, as much as possib
idiosyncratically dignified gait.

i
s
LE




v smaller than either the library
';}i‘m‘aﬁ than %‘;i;’iﬁ{‘ and had
‘here éh y cou d g: up mﬂ feet,
Or & ii t%a. corner to pursue a conversation that wasn’t
going 1o be overheard, orread a huid m ,Mm v novel with-
out fear of interruption.
Wadsworth pointed ocuf the telephone oz
between two deeply upholstered chairs.
“When you've made your call, perhaps yoﬁ would b
good encugh (o wait here?” Wadsworth asked
“Certainly,” repiied the motorist, and a m@mé‘:m fater,
as Wadsworth closed the door softly behind him, found
%éfmeﬁ'; alone. Without moving from the spot, he locked
11 about the room. Then he went cauticusly fo the iele-
zs.h@z e and picked up the receiver. He poked one well
manicured finger into the ¢ on the dial, but sk “mj—m
He stared at the door to the hall, Hstening (o the
distinct noise of the kev being turned in the lock.
The motorist put down the receiver %7“ ety E’Z crossed

to the door, put his ear o the panel and listene ’4 He
lovked at the knob as if he meant to a*y >z—~mi he did

not. He started back to the telephone,

Lightning struck to the east, and for a few moments a
coid blue hight suffused the rocom-—brighter than the lamp
that the butler had turned on—and shadowed the lines
in the motorist’s brow,

of anxist

3 se

where’s that key

“Mow,” said Colonel Mustar
%: the door of the lounge.

Wadsworth silently pointed to
“Still in the §Gs§( m whisperad.

“Mot thar key,” said Professor Plum. “The key to the
cupboard. %nh mf weapons.”
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“You still wish me to throw it away?

“Yes,” cried everyone,

“Yery weill.”

Wadsworth stepped guickly to the other end of the hall,
Mr. Green g &&m Q ahead, and once gam pulled open
the front @%m which had remained unlocked since the
entrance of the motorist.

one Was waiting on the stoop this time. Rain pelted
the gmve; drive and drummed against the guests’ aunto-
mobiles. The wind thrashed the limbs of the ancig;
sive trees on the grounds of Hill House. Everything was
wet, and chill, and black. Wadsworth drew the key from
his pocket and fhung it into the densest part of a nearby
:*sz@'mzbb@w.

¥
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They 't even heay it land.
Mr. Green pushed the door shut,

“What now?” Wadsworth asked of the assembled guesis
ALt .ﬁ«ij\‘{f?ﬁ

“What now?” echoed Mrs. White, " What now’ is I'm
fewf;g’ She reached for the handle of the door,

“No,” said Wadsworth, blocking her path.

“Why n

“We've ! ” replied Wadsworth,
“iU's not ém 1ger just i, essor Plum pointed out.
“There have been ¢ ¥
“We're all in i;im together now,” said Wadsworth.
“If you ” said Mrs. Peacock primly 1o Mrs. White,

‘T'il say vou killed them both.”

That seemed issg\, a good idea, and Mys. Peacock was
seconded by all others.

“Wa liswerﬁx, said Mrs., White with a2 amile that was
more than a little unpdeasant and ‘:,u@g;atwg “one day
u«-‘%»m we're aione together, I'll make vou very sorry vou

r started all this)”

V i, White, no msr in *‘1 nﬂ“*i mind would ever be

alone with vou. Now lsten—" The butler checked his
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watch “—we’ve got twenty-five minutes left till the police
get here.”

“Yes,” agreed Colonel Mustar
1 mﬁed a drink.”

here was z general chorus of agreement from the

gm‘gts and Colonel Mustard was already in the lead for
the bbrarv. As he passed the door of the study, he guietly
pushed if open and peered inside.

Mr. Boddy and Mrs. Ho were still sprawled on the
sofa.

“Just checking,” he remarked to the others.

‘Everything E right?” asked Mrs. Peacock aﬁxi@mgég.

“Oh, ves. Two corpses. Everything's just fine.’

Bpm ging up the rear, Wadsworth glanced at the study
red 1o himself, “Two corpses. Two
vihing's fine?”

The library had two very distinct advantages over the
Si‘l@,‘;‘ Th@ *'Zrz was thaﬁ it had two full decanters of whis-

as that it he d no corpses at all
{mtd fi DOUTES : ink in a

“Anvbody els

ta wmakey 7

Ee Mr. Green, and ?‘miesmr Plum stepped

forward, gnd Profes essor Plum poured out three morve stiff
dollops of the kquor.

“&1&%.,; vom%cthw Ed said g\;:'m Vi

‘w niend Q(i o rrwt m %E e botiom oi 2l & ;;& “Wadswaorth,

1
am I right in thinking t Nﬁt there is nobody else in this
house?”

S‘T’t}(ﬁ kil
ni#mei ’Mzzwaye eyed him anxiously over the rim of
the tumbler. “You mean, there is someone else?”

"‘N o. Sorrv. [ said ne meaning ves.’
“Wo meaning ves?” asked Colonel Mustard, confused
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at the very outset of his examination. “Look, I want a
str mgiﬁ answer. Is there someone else heve or isn’t there?

the guestion carefully. “Ah. ..

Colonel Mustard considered the answer carefully. “MNo
there is or no there isn’t?”
Yes,” Wadsworth replied immediately.
if Colonel Mustard had n
and if he had been a few yards nearer Waéswaré‘h, and if
he perhaps hadn’t feared retaliation, he would probably
have struck the i"ufsea
Wadsworth
shut decisi
answer gue s

p}\oﬁg 2

demanded Professo
“If we let him ﬁa; in the house, he may gel suspi-
arg%d Miss
e throw hi
Cious ,"" retorted
“IT T were him

iiay

I'd be suspicicus already,” said Colonel

cesn't marter?” cried Mrs. Pea
y m@k% up for aﬁm}“ T s%a;i an hour, ‘Vv’ ho

potice will be bere by then, and there are fwo

1;;,@%/

P M,
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Iooked around the room. He wiped his mouth. He blinked
his eyes hard several times, as if he were having trouble
focusing them. He shook his head vigorously, as if he
were having the same frouble focusing his brain and
thoughts as well. “There seems o be some confusion
about whether or not we are the only people mn this house.”
1 you there wasn't,” Wadsworth cried angrily.
mean there isn't any confusion or there isn't any-
body else?” returned the Colonel, beginning a new round
of irritation mﬁ leg up.

Either,” said Wadsworth, looking a little confused now
himself. “Or both.”

“Then give me a clear answer.”

“Certainly,” replied the butler. He looked at the Colo-
nel. “What was the question?”
“Is there anyone else in the house?”

Wadsworth opened his mouth {o reply, but the others,
mfuriated by this tedious exchange, shouted, as one, “Nof”

Colonel Imw tard was still unsure, evidently, for he faid
a steely eve W sdsworth, “That’s what he says,” the
Colone] said da “But does he know? And even if he
knows, is he {@i > the pruth? 1 suggest we handle this in
a proper military fashion. Split up and search the house,
Top to bottom. Ir sgd > and out,

“We can’t get outside,” Miss Scarlet pointed out.

“Top to bottom,” said Colonel Mustard. “Front to back
and side to side. How's that?”

“I don’t like the part about splitting up,” said Mrs.
Peacock.

Colonel Mustard pointedly consulted his watch. “We
don’t ha ve muc h fime, so we're going to have to split up
into pairs.”

“Pairs?” Said Plurm.

“Yes,” replied ‘XEL& stard,

“Wait a mmute ? said Professor Plum, io@km? around
at the others with considerable misgiving. “Suppose one

SATTIZ

e g
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of us is the murderer. If we split up into pairs, whichever
one of us is left alone with the killer might be killed!”

Colonel Mustard nodded his head triumphantty. “Then
we would have discovered who the murderer was.”

“Yes,” said Mrs. Peacock, “but the other hall of the
pair would be dead!”

Colonel Mustard shrugged philosophically. “This is war.
Casualties are inevitable. You can’t make an omeletie
without breaking eggs. Every cook will tell you that.”

“Yes,” said M*“: Peacock, “but look what happened
to the cook.”

Thers was a moment in which each of the guests silenth
contemplated the fate of Mrs. Ho.

“Are you willing to take that chance?” Mr. Green asked
Colonel Mustard.

“What choice have weT’ returned the Colonel.

He looked from one face to another, evidenily inexpec-
tation of 2 loud and fervent chorus @i none, but none was
forthcoming. After s bit, huﬁgi here was a ragged mur-
muring of I suppose sos and § guess it'll have to be that
ways.

“Bon d’ accord,” Yvette said carefully, though she still

nade the French phrase sound like an exotic bwiss choc-
0§ the dark.” She crossed her arms across her bosom-—
a bit of a stretch—and shook herself as if with vézwerx of
fear. Other parts of her body 3?(33& t0o. She looked up
plaintively. “Who will go with me, s'i vous plair?’

“F will” cried Professor Plum.

And Colonel Mustard.
And Wadsworth.
With one emphatic voice.

g
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Mrs. Peacock went siraight up to him, “Wadsworth, I
still don't ¢ emk-m

He turned on Mrs. Peacock with a carving knife.

It was black-handled, steel-bladed, and sharp. It glinted
in the light, as if Mrs. Ho’s last act on earth had been to
polish it to exemplary brightness.

Mrs. Peacock gasped and fell back,

“Ready?” asked Wadsworth.

The others stared. “Ready for what?” Professor Plum
asked at last. “Are we ready {o die?”

“MNo,” said Wadsworth, “are we ready to choose

He turned back to the counter and ¢ ;@gaﬁ 10 cut eight
;a%a:hm %m ih@ “‘ox zmm ::m*q Jf hs. Then

sible m i»,_j fvl’nu? were E@ng and which were short.

Wadsworth thought for a minute, then decided, “Each
of us will take a maich and find is partner. Agreed? And
let’s say the two shortest search the c«?i;ar, and so onup.”

No one stepped forward. Wadsworth casually plucked
out one of the matches. It appeared 1o a be a longish one.
“Mrs. Peacock?” he asked politely.

Mrs. Peacock hesitantly stepped forward a

maich fs om Wadsworth's fist. She had chosen what
appeared to be one of the very shortest. She trembled,
and fell back.

Then ‘f%}e rest of the ladies came forward: Mrs. White,
Miss Scariet, and Yvette. Then the gentiemen: Mr. Green,
: SOr th and Colonel Mm{amﬁ_

Comparing lengths, Professor Plum looked out for his
partner. He grinned smarmily and Sibo wed Mrs, Peacock
in the ribs. “It’s vou and me, honey.’

“Yuck!” cried Mrs. Peacock. The expr asgs fi wasn't
one she cultivated, but it sprang ins tanﬂv 1o her I s never-
theless. “Why don’t we all search “‘%“c house ¢ h“""f”
she suggested, with a hint of desperatio }“
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“We haven’t the t:m 7 said Wadsworth. “Find vour

it—-effective prisoners in Hill House ¥ they
{’E "msnzza@ who had murdered Mr. Boddy and Mrs. Ho—
S

ame out into the hall again. Standing away from the
;ﬂ:mge door, they divided themselves into proper pairs.
5 y directed 9‘;‘0‘&6%80? Piu m and Mrs. Peacock
zﬁ} a dark door in a darker corner. “The cellar stairs are
18t hev: n:asi "he ;i«f. Mrs. Peacock groaned a little groa
on th@ ad‘:’}:txa @ §”§ er wzlif

Professor Plum.
Wa ffaié &0"{%‘, Mrs. White, Mr. Gresn, and Yvette started

up the main stairs towards the upper floors. Lightning

f‘»iamma. r in bluish-white light th

floor ma

stard, some of his bluster

and disconcerting being two,

50 ion fg “We know what’s in
fr he Hbrary. There was

i s:ﬁ; Just now. ,5" he motorist

Q')

“Well. . .” said Colonel Mu
drained away. 1t was lonel
after having E}‘C‘ea eigh

the atuds £y
ady. ¥

aiy

” suggested Miss
. the nearest

ed improbable that the
f inn & room that contained
table and a couple of shallow

cupboards.
The room appeared 1o be exactly as they'd left it e

lier. Nothing they could see was altered in any way. With
out a word io one another, Miss Scarlet and Colonsl
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earched the room, locking under the table,
‘ z:i ind the draperies.
. and to their manifest relief, they were

The quartet that nted the siairs separated on
the second floor landing. Mr. Green and Yvette continued
upward, mwurda the servanis’ guarters and the attic.

Wadsworth and Mrs. t2 turned down a wide cor-
ridor, It was wzé@ and windowless, darkly p«;peim and
carpeted, and only dimly illuminated by infrequent elec-
i sconces,

At the first two doors, on the same side of the hallway,
they paused and looked at one another. Thev shrugged,
turned the kn sbs and pushed open the é{;wa.

“Wine’s dark inside,” Mrs. White said uncer Eaé;ﬂy,
peering into a c&zfmﬁsez that wasn’t dark so much as

“Mine, foo,” said Wadsworth., “Are vou going in ihme"“‘

“Yﬁsj" said Mrs. White, not very convincingly, “Are
vou?”’

“Yes.”

(’)
.

Meither moved. Thev looked at one another suspi-

“Rz oht,” Wadsworth said decisively with one foot on
the Ezg‘sf»%&@?ﬁ
“Right,” echoed Mrs. White, imitating the foot upon

the threshoild.

“Neither can

§ Bm in these old houses, they put the
switches by the beds.”
There was another ;ame
“I can’t see the bed,” said Wadsworth,
“Meither can 1.7 said Mrs. White.

o



“Perha; aps I should come in there with vou,” Wadsworth

TCr M:i Mrs., White, but then she added, “I mean
... B0, ai*&i}é you”’

Wadsworth lifted his leg and put his left foot past his
right foot into the room itself

Mrs, White imitated.

Both were s de%{;w\,sﬁ up into blackness.

A moment later, two heads appeared in the corrid

again. Mrs, White and Wadsworth exchanged tight little
smiles.

3 =

Find the light switch vet?” Mrs. White asked inno-

said Wadsworth, with gentle insouciance.

i

“Mot yet.”

m;sly ve iu‘iiv casing burned diss @%ﬁy
served only to show how dark and bl“f‘k
wi&-@m ﬁima

fy.

“Non,” returped Yvette.

“P’'m sure t?mﬂ ’s no one up there.

“Then you go in front,” said Yvette.
i

=

aid Mr. Green. He ¢ t move, After a
e )

few m@i“’*&gl%q he took out his handkerchief and wiped a
hittle J si from fi%ziﬁ yeliow wgmg, of the dim vellow bulb.
“Y hate dust,” be told Yv
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Beyond the dark door in the downstairs hallway was
a short panelled passage. Its ending, if it had one, was
fost in obscurity. The panelling scon gave out 1o exposed
brick. A flight of wide flagstone steps descended into
darkness and the unknown. It probably felt damper here
than it did outside.

“Well,” said Professor Plum, “ladies first.

”“Af’a, ne,” said Mrs, }?‘Mw k, “we’re all friends here.

‘Li §J3 first.”

1 do insist,” said Professor Plum.
“No, no. [ insist,

“What are vou frightened of, Mrs. Peacock, a fate worse

m 1 death?”

3

“Mo,” returned Mrs. Peacock, “wst death. Isp’t that
enough?” She maneuvered herself {E%zczwi behind Pro-
fessor Plum, azad gave him a litile nudge. Mrs. Peacock’s

iwd solitaive slic @é through the {abric of hi@ ja@;ks’:ﬁ

4207 mmug 1 waxed paper.
e M&r & Brhm
go ahead of n

1%1&1
“’E‘hars’g no way around it,” Mrs. Peacock sighed,

The flagsione steps were not only cold and wet, they
ivnery. Their descent was in blacks and igno-

“%What do you suppose is behind t‘fmSa, doors?” ask d
Colonel Mustard, pointing 10 fwo massive double door
at the far end of the hall, past the ;Q‘unge and past m@
conservatory

“% don’ kvmw " said M% Scariet. 1 don’t think any-
one’s been down h,.r@, all evening.”
Cautiously, they approached the doors, which were

every bit as large as the enfrance doors of Hill House.
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Colonel Mustard turned the handle and genily pushed
the doors wide.

A vast cavern of blackness opened beyond.

“Whaﬁ E“Gs:}{‘“i"‘ this?” Colonel Mustard asked again,

r:‘h me.” Miss Smrg“t shrugged.

“Ox‘a ” Colonel Mustard said gquickly, as if he’d just
been w@etmg for her 1o say the magic words. P‘e clapped
two heavy, swmmig }mw& agatnst her sides, and %;ag«m
to run them over her scantily clothed flesh.

“{ didn’t mean m t %ﬁ*ewivf’" she cried, pushing bim
iﬂ‘iﬁ» the darkness of the room beyond. “So get your mitts
off mel”

Mr. Green and Yveite still lingerved at the botiom of
the atiic stairs. Neither had moved a foot, though the
veﬁiﬂw ra@*m, of the dim vellow bulb was sparkling clean.

“Go on,” said Yvette impatiently. “I'll be right behind
vou.”

Poir. Gﬁ‘eeﬁ lowered his voice and eves. “That's why
Pm nervous.”

“Then we go together,” said ¥vette, who evidently had
no wish to mount the stairs ahead of Mr. Green, leaviz ng
her back very pearly as exposed as her front.

Together, their inside elbows jammed against each other
and their thighs pressed against the walls, Yvette and My,
Green proceeded slowly and @wxwwgiiy up the narrow
stairs.

99

“If there’s anvbody in here,” Wadsworth intoned
weakly, sounding as confident as if he were, for the frst
time, stepping up o an AA podium, “just loock out!”

He g;’“‘}pﬁ:@ for a switch, a lamp, any familiar piecs of

e knocked his shin against
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{e *‘iav%‘éi‘d up the mattress, reaching out fo the left,

the footboard and fell face forward (mm the matiress.
¥
hoping to come into contact with a t}@dmde table. Nothing

He tried the other side.
His %‘ nd brushed a lamp and knocked it over.
He caught it before it broke, righted it, and found the

switch,
He torned on the lamp.
He sat up on the bed, res
and looked about the room.
It was plainly but t@mforia}sﬁéj, urnished. Every corner
as visible to him. There was no closet, and a standing
wa mrnbs stood §emﬂgﬁy empty. Mo one was hiding in
this bedroom, at any rate.
s they were under the bed, of course.

ris head against the wall,

Ezi the next room, Mrs. White blundered blindly.

*Are vou hiding? Whoever you are. If vou are hiding,
P coming, And vou'd better look out!”

A pallid rectangle of light suddenly appeared in the
wall, cuthning a door 1o the adicining bedroom. Wads-
worth had evidently switched on a light in there.

When Mrs. White turned again, fwo glinting eyes
at her from the corner of ihe room.

“Who are yvou? Who is it? Who are you?” she demanded
feverishly, retrea mf with &gdfsi‘y’ steps.

&mmﬂm ng ing into her back told her she’d backed
into the wall tch. She whirled arcund and ficked it
on, then turned ﬁiﬂwi‘y back.

She was in the nursery of Hill House. A child’s room,
with a child’s bed, and 2 child’s dream of toys—an army
of doils, a menagerie of @mﬁ’”ﬁé animals, a corral of hobby
horses, a Chicago of model trains, and in the corner, a
mama doll, as big as Mrs. White herself, with wide staring
eyes.

o

j
S

.
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\

Professor Plum and Mrs. Peacock, holding one m@a"b
er’s sweating hands, at iast reached the bottom of
wide flagstone steps that led to the cell

“I supnpose i !
said Professor Plum.

“I expecied a2 va

of

ce, water heaters

thing,” said Mrs. Peacock.
3 %’191 they found was merely another set of n?xrmw
g off

b;&@k corridors, and dark, fathomless rooms openin
them. Perhaps the rooms contained water heaters,
furnaces, and ra 23 wm’a old bottles of %ma w,ﬁh w T
obscuring the la
out further inv ai;gmioz;o

They ventured a few feet down the corridor directly
before them. Then Mrs. Peacock, with a wary eye on
Professor Plum, backed mio the room on her left, and
Professor Plum, ’E‘?‘ an gven warier eve on Mrs. Peacock,
backed into the room on the right.

Colonel Mustard crept along the wall to the lefi-hand
side of the double doors. Miss gﬁ‘“ rlet went {mi;msim,
along the right-hand side. This was Miss Scarlet’s idea.

Misg Scarlet found the light s v?{:

Three enormous wy stal and brass
on in an explosion of light.

The room was massive——about thirty feet wide, and
twice that in length. The floor was parquet, the walls were
cut velvet, Along one long wall were tall French windows
covered with silk draperies. The only furnis i’nﬁgs were
about 2 dozen painted and upholsiered chairs set around
the walls, and a massive, painted grand plano that lan-
guished in a far cormer.

“it’s the baliroom,” concinded Miss Scarlet.
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“MNobody here,” sald Colonel Mustard, pleased and
aa;ﬁmsm o leave. Perhaps he had no wish to encounter

he !ﬁﬁ?épfﬁi‘ stalking Hill House. Perhiaps he only ws‘ah{/i
to gx‘*l some more confining space in the oo ;
Miss bi‘lcﬁ'z%i«

“Mobody here,” Miss Scariet repeated n *{vmmév,
“unless they’re hiding in those cupboards
other end, or bpﬁiﬁ those curiains.

Colonel Mustard cleared his throat. ““You look, Miss
Scarlet, I'll search ﬂ’;ﬁf kitchen.”

He was already gone before Miss Scariet had the
ﬁpwnﬁ ity —if she had wished—1{o object to this g?za.ngf:
in ﬁ eir plans. Taking courage, Miss Scarlet walked to the
snd of the Li%;“ om, heels clacking with an echo against
One by one, she pulled open the “u;wa:d
mpty space for the hanging of coats and th
—aq{:a? paraphernalia. Nothing but an agsm“&
f music stands and coat hangers.
curned with relief from the last cupboard.
was when she saw one of the curtains shimmer

again,
s 8¢ "“M m fm Ssgmifg and fearfully towards the

stood before it.
'0 more movement.
She reached out, her hand inches away.
Suddenly the curtain billowed out toward her. She
g‘fabﬁ&; the material and jerked it aside.
A sharp gust of rain-sodden wind blew through a bro-
ken pane in the French doors.

Fly

The «;E@mﬁg that had produced lightning and ﬁs'pder
had g;zm:s ed over Hill r{csms, and were now frightening
people in f
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But the rain and wind continued unabated, a steady
drumming against the earth and everything that walked
upon it.

On Route 41, the motorist’s car was plunged nose-first
inm a ditch, almost as if it were trying to dig down to a
place that was warm and dry.

Heside the car, in 3 black and vellow slicker, stood a
policeman, eveing the vehicle suspiciously.

With the side of his hand, he wined away the moisture
on the driver’s window, and peered into the darkness
within. He tried the handle of the door, but ﬁ was locksed

He moved down behind the car and lpoked at the license
plate. He looked up the hill behund the gates, to the yvellow
lights shimmering in the windows of Hi

Mrs. Ho and Mr. Boddy remained sprawled on the sofa
in the study. They locked as if they had found themselves
at a3 very (éasi party and were having every difficulty in
the world keeping their eves open.

Thelr eves were open, in point of fact, but they did o
blink, and thev did not follow the movements of the third
party inn the room.

On the desk lay scatiered the contents of the envelope
that bore Wadsworth’s name. Besz* es the negatives tha
had so interested Colonel My and Miss Scarlet, the
were several letters in their original envelopes, 2 coup E
of dossiers, some {ransc ﬁ“ﬂ.k wﬁ“; mgz documentatic
attached, and a sp tape. And K)P‘S‘ﬁ;éi“% ail
this, there were , five inches by eight
inches, in black an %h&@ which Mﬁ i
neat square, as if for study and comparison.

The top two photographs were of the two bored and
diqimer&vee spectators—Mr, Boddy and Mrs. Ho, the

ook. The third photograph was of Mr. Green, smiling-—

’QJF»@

=4

£
€
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hm arm abouf a male companion whose face had been
cropped by the photographer.
The fourth photograph was of an army driver, siiting

at the wheel of a Jeep, deftly—and mockingly—saluting
into the camers. This army dit bore a striking resem-
blance—with the difference of

511 s in age—to the
motorist, who had been loc ;‘ﬁ:i i

Mrs. Ho and Mr. Boddy wa
see—as these photographs, ar
WEre va?h@ﬂfﬂi together Ehm 4

mio im‘ en ;'siap@,

and the envelope tossed onto Lm burning logs in the fire
place.

The envelope caught fire immediately. The contents
spilled out over ah@ pyramid of logs, and began 1o burn.,

Mr. Boddy and Mrs. Ho seemed mesmerized, and did
m’ﬁ i‘;um ‘ih’*;” from the destruction of Mr. Boddy’s

&

€

» ’3{?{53“ creake j ﬁ;;&'{!
was o trifle more nolse

s arawn from its hiding

” gaid the motorist quietly. And
hand cupped over the receiver.
, and I've been x%%mi into z?\?

“and the funny m! ng &, ghw
ug some sort of sir
old boss fro

iver was
. A tinny,
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frantic voice sounded on the other end. A moment later,
the receiver was quietly replaced on the sef and the tinny,
frantic voice was heard no more.

Mr. Boddy’s new wrench, now biood-stain
dropped on the gay lounge carpet directly beside the corpse
of the motorist. '
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Colonel Mustard was runming his hands up and down
and at last came into contact with the light switch,

Lights came on, but they didn’t do much. The %asmﬁe
in dead of night became a jungle at twilight, hardly les
cmincus and threatening than before. Miss Scarie% mf}ds
H ‘e steps into the foliage, holding her hands
ectively before her.

“Lisﬁki” cried Colone! Mustard, pointing just to their
left.

In the dark wall, a vertical panel was ajs

He motioned Miss Scarlet over, and the two of them
cautiously approached the disturbed panel. They s‘m){i
still and listened. Hearing nothing, Eu&{}m. Mustard pulled
the disguised door wider open.

Steps were visible, leading down.
Beyond, all was darkness.
“Looks like a secretf pass to me,” said Miss Scarlet,

exchanging a nervous glance with the Colonel. “Shall we
see where it leads?” she asked, as she might %w» asmd’
Shall we pull Lhe pin on this hand grenade and see if 1
explodes?

Colonel V‘i’
would answe
but he and M\isa S»arﬁet Were aypammiy alone in ms
conservatory.

In fact, on a small table near the secref passage stood
a powerful flashlight—as if someone an’?g:‘it" them to
explore the passage. {Another good reason nof ig, of
course.} Colonel Mustard picked up the flashlight, and
pressed his thumb against the switch., A powerful beam
of white light spun down into the blackness of the pas-
sageway.

“What the hell!” he said resignedly. “T'# go first. U've
had a good life.”

&

T,

9

Q’”

There were twelve steps down. At the bottom they

paused.

g
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“We're in the cellar,” said Miss Scarlet. The words
echoed.

Colonel Mustard playe pon the walls of the
passage. They were f , regula naé featureless,
They neither widened n Comracieé nor tumed.

They went forward, & ;‘N feet or so.

“More steps,” said zZ lonel Mustard., He waited till
Miss Scarlet had caught up to him. She fumbled for his
hand. Miss Scarlet’s atfitude towards ?’ﬁ"y cal intimacy
with Colonel Mustard was e %mamiy guite different in a
narrow, dark tunnel than it was in a wide, open, lighted
baliroom.

They climbed the steps——twelve more. They were evi-
dently on the first floor again. At the top they encountered
2 wall-——not of stone, but of wood. “Is there another
ranel?” Miss Scarlet asked.

Colonel Mustard pushed his haund against one corner
of the terminating wall, Ni}iizmg moved.

“Try the other side,” Miss Scarlet suggesied nervously.

He did so.

The panel swung wide, and they could see that they
had emerged into another room of the house, but which
room they could not tell, Moonlight struggled through a
crack in the shutters-——evidently the storm was over out-
zide.

“Why is it dark in here?” asked Colonel Mustard.

“Because there’s no lgnt,” returned Miss Scarlet, step-

ping boldly through.

Colonel Mustard remained on the thr %h@ﬁd of the secret

nw

passageway, panning his flashlight over the room. It plaved
over random bits of upholstery, wood, and g&s. s, but it
still wasn’t apparent fcxax,ﬁy what room they had entered.

ite
“Have you figured out—"" he began, but ju E en Miss
Scarlet gave out an coofjf, and after she'd zﬁ%wvcreé her
breath, expended it again in a startled yelp. Colonel Mus-
tard heard her stumable and fall to the floor.
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batieries were jarred away in the casing.
“The murderer’s in herve!” cried Colonel Mustard.
“Ti in here with a murderer!” screamed Miss Scarlet,
Colonel Mustard leaped forward toward Miss Scar-
let’s voice, tripped over something that was wide and soft
and very probably a dead man. He toppled over onto Miss
Smr;@s’ who screamed a
Eeeelitieeeeyyyyyyy!”
Colonel Mustard shook her.
identical scream, only a gs:)f)(i ¢
done with that, she beat aga
with her fists. “Leave s
“1t’s me. Colonel
0 it°s youl”
““@5 course it's me!

She screamed again, the
2al louder. When she was
i the f’oﬁu&ei s shoulder
elled fmmraﬁh

ple’s houses, but it seemed mep@«i arsd st

the roof was mﬁgﬁw pitched, and & ﬂry amaéam@ inch
e )

7 o e i
4 wi a hest

3
‘s and i
sxes and bundies, gmnm?‘mer clocks
he time, st&cm of pawz*&is vf the

cover ﬂ‘s‘ef‘f{hmg and make & ti‘;csmtigﬁ zzwﬁgaga‘imn VETY
nasty for someone as fastidious as Mr. Green.

Atleast, however, Yvetle had inuad light switch, and
half a dozen dim bulbs in rusting cages shone pallidly
down on this forgotien | &s“ng’ser FOOm.

The two poked about miserably, waiting for something

wa,xs aad through tm egf)eﬂ aim door. it w
eam, once repeated and then

¥

Mlsx {;’f&::n and Yveite logsked at one

%
3
e
ot
&
(‘1
e
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moment and then rushed out and é wn the stairs, thigh
to gg*i@:i”e, crushing elbows once more. At the landing they

earty collided with Wadsworth zmgi ’%ii . White, and then
the four together ran down the main siairs wnto the hall-
way, At the same moment, Mrs. Peacock and Professor
Pham flang ﬁgm the cellar L‘ti}i}f ag‘f'@r; nent evident on
their faces. The d at one
another, ﬁgm‘iﬁgf by
missing.

There was ancther scream.

“Eeecitiieeeeyyyyyyyl”

“Who ig it77 cried Mrs. Wi
e’y it cx}mmg from?”
=1 yelled Wﬁ*wmﬁ

Y ted down the hall to the door of the E{;ww
Vi, Green, @ ‘“{ 1g there Tirst v s httle shide
i e of ﬁ*ﬂ-e d-ﬂm
cried Professor Plum.
cen, pumping at the handle.

e
5 L
"
W

"Wei urlock asf‘”
“The key's gone!l
"z\iﬂver mind @ t the key,” Professor Plum cried

{136 lown on

"i“’i;@’ he door withous ¢ " He gave hp
the hazmh , and bang i st the panels. “Ler
wus inl Let us inl”

From the other si

d voices |

> Came tWo mi
and an echoing pounding on the door. “Let us owr! Ler
us owut!”

“I’s no good,” said Wadsworth, firmly pushing M.

y

Green aside. “There’s no alternative. I'll have to break it

down.”
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he others backed away. Wadsworth eved the door
manfully, and twrned to it sideways. “Back off in there!”
he called.

From about fen feel away, he ran at the lounge door
full tily, shoulder first.

The door handie didn’t even ratile, so sturdy was the
door in its jamb.

”fiz:mﬁymgggiih " yeiled Wadsworth, recoiling from the
door in a tight spin, cluiching his ingjured shoulder, and
mmwmg himself onto the floor as if balm from pain were
to be found there.

“1 know!” Yvette cried suddenly. "1 have it?”

She ran ?23; o the study, lightly skipping over Wads-
worth, who was turning circies in his agony

The noise from within the lounge had rv}t abated. Still
Miss Scarlet and Colonel Muﬁ,zm yelled for s‘ei@age.

“Will vou please shut up in there!” cried Mrs. Peacock
angrily. “We’re doing our best!”

Ywvette ran out of the study waving a gun af the group.

They all screamed and backed away from the door.
Even Wadsworth, still writhing on the floor, tried to rol]
out of her way—but Yvette did not see the butler, and
tripped over his flailing legs.

She fell sprawling forwards, windmilling both arms fo
%’.ﬁ&iﬁﬁ(i”"

The entire pa
none in the hallway, ende
to the floor.

The butt of the revolver struck the marble flooring.
The firing mechanism was jarred. The bullet in the upper-
most chamber was struck by the hammer, a fair amount
of gunpowder ox ﬁia ed with the impact, and the madly
%p“ 3 ut along the polished barrel wntd it

for cover, but since there was
up merely throwing themselves

Sﬁiﬁ )

f i’@ bulle fed “““’arésﬁ zmd ‘Ba‘l neatly through

up the chandelier directly above
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them, leaving a precise, singed hole in the thickly braided
support. Slightly deflected, the bullet knocked the ear off
a grimacing gargovie that had been invisible all evening
and had guarded the hall of }‘mz House unmolasted for
eighty years. Ricocheting madly, the bullet turned right
back around and buil’s-eved the center panel of the lounge
door, splintering it

From behind the lounge door came an anguished cry,
y Colonel Mustard’s no less anguished voice: “{'ve
been shot! They're shooting at us! They're shooting at

“’\"5‘ we're not!” cried Yvetie, scrambling up from the
and firing the gun twice more at the lock of the
lounge dw};

From inside the lounge came the screams of Colonel
Mustard and Miss Scarlet, but more muffled now, as if
they’d already taken refuge he%%né the largest and best
uphoistered pieces of furnitur h@y wmd find.

Wh n ?;**a cc?.e Of ti‘m shots

e door she is open
re was a pause. The others—even Wadswort!
érew g;@%iv to their feet.

] here in the hall, it sounded as if someone was
f:)ré,c fa s’:{:“ *bm

nt
5 4

¢ out ot

hand. He plucked out the elbow of bi
where the first, ricocheting bullet b wnctured the cloth,
evidently just missing his arm. f 1y were you shooting
that thing at us?”

“To get vou out.”
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“You might have killed us,” said Colonel Mustard,
moving well out of the lounge into the hall. He stood
directly beneath the lighted chandelier, @3 if hoping its
light wsﬁié éi‘:peé some of the fear he'd experienced in
the darkened lounge.

That Vi{)pmg« tearing sound had grown louder, and
Wadsworth looked about for ils source. It was ¢ ﬁiz‘?gmii in
3 space as high and long and wide ag the hall to pinpoint
the origin of one particular noise, but he thoughs it might
be coming from somewhere above.

“‘Wﬁv wwe you am* eaming in there?” Mrs. White asked.

Vadsworth looked up. Yes, the noise was coming from
up ab{}%«mfr@m somewhere near the chandelier. He took
a step backward, hoping {0 see more clearly.

What he saw then-—very clearly—-was that the brass
and crystal chandelier was suspended directly over Colo-

nel Mustard’s head, by (miy a single strand of rope.

“We were frightened,” said the Colonel. "That’s why
screaming in there.”

“ﬁl‘zaiwenm” said Wadsworth.
“And if you want to know why we were fright-

3y

engd -
He took a step toward the lounge door again-—yperhaps
i ;ﬂg on the light inside,
¢ the last braid of rope gave way, and
came crashing to the floor not a foot behind
Colonel I%i @L@ﬂt%.
Colonel Maswa;@ turned xisswiy around and gazed at
the thousand-p v, in a rubble of gs i8S 21 ndd
crystal and iwwig—:ﬁ on m spot where he’d stood
went before. He looked round at the other puests of
Hill House, as il asking silently which of them had engi-
neered fhis little ad nal ecarembm they, too, were
attempling 1o recover from their near heart attacks.
‘3% iook!” cried Miss Scarlet, as if ﬂhﬁ were suddenty
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Vemfm‘)sz‘mg something very important. She took a single
step inio the lounge, reached her hand along the wall, and
turned on the light.

The motorist sprawled dead on the floor. The injury
to his head was readil v' ap pparent, as was its sowrce, The
bicody wrench lay directly beside the corpse.

“He needed that i’mi in the head like a hole in the
head,” remarked Mrs., Whit

“Which of you d ” ash

7 asked Mrs. Peacock quietly of
Colonel Mustard and Miss Scarlet.

“We found him,” said Colonel Mustard, ﬁu@&gesi and
still unnerved by the bullet that hea bmz&aﬁ his sleey ﬁ
and the chandelier that had fanned his back. “Togeiher.

“There’s a secret passage from the conservatory,” said
Miss Scariet excitedly, “See?”

They ali crowded into the lounge and stared at the open
2l and the steps that led down into blackness.

VE iss Scarlet skirted arcund the dead man, and sank
onto the sofa, exhaus feﬁ by her portion of the ordeal.
le 5: get us out, Yvette.

>

“Thank God vou were abl etie.
xve;zﬁ;@, who had s&mq.,wha i her accent and her
manner in all the excitement, regained it with a polite

e

half curtsy. The politeness of me gesiure was wmf*w?ﬁaf
modified, however, by the revolver stifl chitched in her
right hand.
“Is that the gun Mr. Boddy pave us befo
Professor Plum.
“From the cupboard?” asked Mrs. Peacock.
“But the cupboard w said Professor Plum.
“Non,” ﬂzd Yvetie, “It was umack@dﬁ’
“Unioci they ail sﬁf::é.
“Muais oui, but ves, but yes. See for yourself.”
A few moments later they’'d all tripped into the gmﬁy
where there werg two o s sprawled instead of ju
one.

And, as Yve

'va - 5

asked

ad indicaied, ¢
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open. The key was in the lock. They stared at it.

“How did you know it was unlocked?” Mrs. Peacock

demanded of Yvette, “How did you know ‘;ma could get
t the gun?”

“I didn’t,” said Yvette, a tone of detensiveness creep-
ing into her voice. “1 think: 1 break it Qﬁenmbﬁs it was
cpiﬁ n already.”

“A very likely story,” Mrs. Peacock said primly to the

[75]

others.
Clang. Clang
That was the doorbell.
e
kS

he brv up stood fmzam terror. Colonel Mustard and
1 ner meaw cl Wc d &ur watches.
Plam.

) Miss Scarlet whispered,

a minute or so, Mrs. White breathed a sigh

%ﬁ ;b ut
of refief. “They—"

Clang. (J!ang.
“I'm going to open it,” said Mr. Gre e, starting for the

;77 everyone demanded.

“T've nothing to hide,” he replied. “1 didn’t do it.”
He rushed out, and the guests—perhaps not knowing
what else to do, and not wishing any of the others {0 think
they did have something to hide—{followed.

They were only a few steps behind when Mr, Gi
took the key from a reluctant Wadsworth, and opened ¢
front door.

‘Good evening, sir,”

3

iceman.




Chapter Fourteen

v

Vir. Green slammed the front door shut.

He turned and looked at the others. He was sweating.
They glared at him. He iis lower lip, and
ejpm»c‘a the door again.

The expression on the cop’s face was puzzled.
“Yes? reen asked politely

“I found an abandoned car near the gates of this house.
Did the driver come here for help, by any ch ?

The eight persons crowding the doorway iried their
level best to assuage whatever suspicions the policeman
%\mgh?%’z ve. “No, no, no, 50, 06, no, no .. .7 they a Tsaid,
with a few ﬁbsniw"ﬁiv W)* ’s and "”)‘381‘ me no’’s and
“‘VE}a‘ze ey made vou think that™’s thrown in for good
MCASUre.

Q«‘;‘

he policeman, as if to see what
effect &m series of denials had on him. He was looking

at them strangely. “No?” the policeman echoed, with fur-
rowed brow.

{8
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“Well, actually,” said Mr. Green, “ves.”
No!” screamed the group, en masse,
There seems to be some disagreement,” remarked the

“No, no, no, 5o, no, 00, 1o..." they all began again,
except for Mr. Green, who concluded, “Yes,..”

“May I come inside and use the phone?” asked
policeman.

3:2.4
oo
fad
i
B

ibowed his way forward, pulling on his
ly force, drawing composure back
bf course, you may, sit, you may use the
¢ e vaguely indicated the lounge, as it was
nearest the *ﬁm, nt door, but xa@a a lo )‘*( of horror was
immeadiately apparent on the Fessor Plum and
Miss | Carﬁé*i that he saw his q{ . e Aeng, you
can use the one in the stu—No! Ah—Woeuld vou be kind

encugh to wait in the ah-"" He looked arcund at the
2uesis.

“The libr rs. Peacock in an excited whis-
per.

“Yes th, full of confidence. “Would you
be kind n the ,§z’£3m,fy*”

“Sure p, stepping into the hall. As he did
80, Miss into the lounge, and slammed the

ng. A moment later, Professor Plum
hm@@f into the study. Wadsworth
mile. “The library’s just beyond,”
iceman that way.
digtely follow. He stared for a
vette, who had been standing at the back of

the little group in the ugbrwafy, “Don’t I know vou from
somewhere?”

Yvette returned him a little Gallic shrug, which might
have been interpreted as almost any %zszig,

“All vou people seem very anxious about something,”
the policeman mused.

my
C O L
o @
o
=Y
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“it's because that chandelier fell down,” Wadsworth

aid immeﬂ At E 738 if he'd had that answer prepared in
his mind. “It could have killed us.’

Wadsworth opened the door of the library and waited
§ or the policeman to enter. The policeman, however, stood

i the hallway looking at the butler, looking at the five
mh@r frightened persons in the hall, looking at the two
doors that had been slammed in his faﬁe::f:. and iooking at
the pile of rubble that was once a chandelier. BEvidently,
however, these various clues added up to no satisfactory
wm‘:imi&:«n. They didn’t even really suggest what the mys-

tery was.

The policeman went into the hibrary.

“Please,” said Wadsworth, “help yourself to a drink,

i vou like.”

The policeman picked up the decanter of cognac on
the study table, and s fx?d 10 pour a glass,

“Bui not the cognac,” said Wadsworth quickly, “j

in case.”

¢ i”Si in case what?

Wadsworth didn’t answer. He pulled the {E i with
a bang, and turned the key in the lock. He hurried back
down the hall where the guests and Yveite were gathered
anxiously.

“What now?” Wadsworth asked in a hoarse whisper.

“We should’ve told him,” Mr. Green F aintained.

“It’s ail very well to say that zow....” said Mrs, Pea-
cock

“¥ said it gkw"” ried Mr. Green indignantly.

“Oh, shut upt” they all cried, and Mr. Q;rc n, though
perhaps in the rig h, guailed before theiru YUS 2nger
Down the hall was the noise of the door han{ﬁf‘ being
jiggled. The policeman had evidently discovered that he’d
been locked in the library, and asow was determined to
get out again.
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They all stared, as if wondering if he'd succeed.
Then the telephone rang
The policeman in the library looked around. There was

b

the telephone, ﬁiﬁgmf’ uite stridently. M\ ﬁm aame o
he de e

3

~'—m over o the table, and Lifted the receiver.
. then replied, “And who shall

, and made a little startled sound in
s 'im"oa%;. ”f imn sarcastically, he replied, “Oh, ves? And
T'm President Eisenhower.”

A torrent of angry abz;s@ was s "i’_ wiited at him from the
other end. As he %*ﬁﬁ away from hm ear and
stared at if,
{ f“{;«mheé

£

“i“iiy*"u

%Ec call @a;ia OU

30y

t ‘ta i%au e in

The door swung wide.

The six guests, the maid and the butler stood in the.
doorway. Yery s*’@hiazy—“ .

“What do you mean, murder?” asked the butler, with

mustered hﬁma to.
The cop grinned. “1 just said that to make you open

the d%f. Sut what’s going on iere? Why did vou lock

me in? And why are you receiving phone calls from 1.
Edgar Hoover?”




I
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I
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“J. Edgar Hoover? ted the butler.

“That’s right. The E’x@ad of t h“ Federal Burean of Inves-
tigation,

“The Federal Bureau of Investigation!” they ali crisd,
and Mrs. Peacock made a little swoon.

“Why is J. Edgar Hoover on yvour line?” demanded the
tall man with the military bearing

“1 don’t %mow?” cried the butler, irritated. “But he's
on everybody else’s. Why shouldn’t he be on mine?”

He pushed the cop out into the hall and started for th
tséeahgnﬂ He was about to shut the door behind h;gm

hen he paused and prudently removed the key from the
EG\/

Ther he shut the door, and m others, left in the hall-
way, heard the unintelligible inflections of his voice as he
began 1o converse with Mr. Hoover,

“What’s going on here?” the cop demanded.

The guests looked at each other.

“We're having a pariy!” cried Miss Scarlet at last, gaily,

“Mind if 1 look «ﬂmmfﬁ“

“Sure,” said Miss Scarlet. “You show him around, Mr.
Green.”

“Re?” shrilled Mr. Green.

“Yes,” replied Miss Scarlet with brisk mea mng “Why
don’t you show him the dmmg room? Or the kitchen? Or
the ballroom?”

Mr. Green pulled in 2 very d deep breath. “Fing,” he
said in a low, measurs vai ,@ ce. “Come with me, officer,

and 'l gi’mv you the dining room. Or the kitchen. Or the
ballroom.”

With the others watching nervously, Mr. Green led the
rehuctant policeman to the door f:b ﬁ ining room. He

5

pulled them open, and pushed m cop through. He closed

h doors behind him, whistled 2 moment in the darkness,
thet ﬁmwaﬁ on the ught

“T is is the dining room,” said Mr. Green.

"3
Rie
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“Wo kidding,” said the con.
“We had dinner here earlier,” said M;
had bee ared, and ?hﬁ ;rf‘ I &€
ed s.éma@how i’m*

ther two rooms?” asked
: had made no motion {o

toward
al beneath his
: 3 hr‘ﬁ and grabbed
don’t think you should go in

to h*m
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sat on Mr., Boddy's knee, kissing that
il on the mouth. His arms were wrapped
tightly about her waist, and she even struggled 2 bit, in
an apparent effort to get free of him. But the more she
twisted, the more tightly his arms were wrapped about
her,

Mrs. White cast a smiling glance over her shoulder 1o
the policeman and Mr. Green. “What you two must think
of me!” she exclaimed, and then—as if she didn’t really
care what they thought, she threw her arms about Mr.
Boddy’s neck, and pressed her lps against his, with a
groan of amorous satisfaction.

in the far corner of the room, Colonel Mustard had
brouvght Mrs, Ho to bay, His arms were around that lady,
and his cheek was prossed hard agsinst hers. He panted
with the fervor of his embrace, and Mrs. Ho's breath was
justas qu nd uneven. The Chinese lady’s hands swept
up through the C s fugged play-
fully at his ears.

“It’s not all that shocking,” the policeman remarked
to Mr. Green. “Folks are just having 2 good time. You
will all pardon the introsion, I hope,” he added as he left
the room.

Mr. Creen lagged 2 moment behind, staring open-
mouthed. Mrs. White bresthed a sigh of relief and pushed
Mr, Boddy back against the sofa—though she did not ye
rise from his knee, which was not an uncomforiable perch,
if rather a stiff one.

But in the corner, Mrs. Peacock squeezed out from
behind the dead cook. She looked quite demented.

“Cih, thank God, Mrs. Peacock,” whispered Mr. Green,
“those were your hands in the Colonel’s hair. 1 thought
for a minute ... Thar point resolved, he hurried out after
the policeman.

1% 4

How could you kiss that. . thing? Mrs. Peacock
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asked, staring 2t Mrs, White, still on Mr. Boddy’s kue
“It’s like kissing mv second husband” Mrs. thtaﬁt
shrugged.
“Before or afier you cut off his head?”

B

Again, the policeman preceded My, Green into the room.
In fact, Mh Green entered the room in a sidewise, creep-
ing motion, even sguinting his eves as i¥ fearful of what
he might see.

Miss Scarlet was caught in the viclent embrace of Pro-
fessor Phum. They broke apart with startled exclamations
on the entry of the policeman.

The motorist sat slouched in a chair, one arm dangling
over the side, his fingers curled around the neck of an
empty bottle of brandy. The cop leaned down and sniffed
Jsf* motorist’s breath.
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