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  Chapter One


  1


  DURING the spring of last year the police were greatly perplexed by a violent death occurring at No. 39 Menzies Street. This district has a certain rather unenviable
  reputation; secretaries of societies existing to protect young girls from the pitfalls of city life counsel their clients against taking rooms there, though the more honest of them add that some of
  the houses are respectable. No. 39, however, did not come in this category of exceptions. Menzies Street is one of those ugly thoroughfares that make an impulsive heart sick; it consists of a
  double terrace of very tall featureless houses, split up for the most part in apartment-suites of two rooms and kitchenette, use of bath, or bed-sitting-rooms, those indescribable places of which
  it has been justly said that their occupants use them for sleeping and when they wish to go into the sitting-room remain where they are. For all its subdued appearance of furtive poverty, a fair
  amount of money changes hands in this street each night. For the rest, it is fortunate the lighting is so defective; otherwise it might be surprising to discover the identity of some of its
  occupants at a comparatively late hour of the evening.


  2


  To begin with, the crime attracted little attention. So many murders of women and girls had taken place recently that they were becoming something of a commonplace, and the
  death of the type of woman who lives in Menzies Street was nothing to trouble about unduly. She was, moreover, a woman in whom no one appeared to take any personal interest, and a cynical public
  observed it was amazing there werent more of these affairs, considering the rag, tag and bobtail of a dozen nations that passed nightly in and out of a hundred secret rooms.


  The first person to take an intelligent interest in the affair (beyond the very alert police constable on the beat) was one Inspector Field, who realised that whoever had committed the murder
  had not been, as some suggested, under the influence of drink at the time. Frenzied for the instant he doubtless was, but he had been in full command of his senses. The disposition of articles in
  the room and the care taken to obliterate all possible clues to identity, proved that. Providence sent Field to the local station on another count at the time of the murder, and it was he who
  accompanied P.C. Oliver to the house and examined Mrs. Trevor, the undesirable landlady. She had been there for a good many years, and all manner of rumours were current as to the enormous profits
  that had accrued to her during her tenancy. It mattered nothing to her that the house was shabby, unpainted and even unsound in bad weather. Her rooms were never empty and she could insist on her
  lodgers taking breakfast that she provided, at a profit of at least 150 per cent. On the morning of that notable Thursday, the 27th March, she came up to the first floor with a tray for her lodger,
  Miss Florence Penny, and scratched on the door; she had a peculiar walk that was almost silent, and she never knocked honestly or frankly as pleasant people do. When no one opened the door she put
  down the tray and furtively rattled the knob, but there was still no response. Then she battered on the panels with a soft closed fist while, from behind other doors on the same landing, voices in
  varying strains of annoyance besought her to give it a rest or put a sock in it. Mrs. Trevor expressed herself coarsely and freely, but without violence; it was her normal language and meant no
  more than a refined womans What a nuisance! Failing to obtain any response, she at length kneeled down and applied an eye to the keyhole. She saw, first, that the key had been
  removed from the door, which surprised her, as it seemed to show that Miss Penny was not in. Then she saw something else, a strip of pink silk, probably part of a nightgown, apparently suspended in
  mid-air.


  She rose slowly, scowling with fury. She had no doubt as to what had happened, and knowing her world, realised that sudden death in a house is accounted unlucky, and probably foreshadows further
  tragedies, violent or self-sought. There were girls here who would be looking for fresh quarters any day now, if she could not hush matters up. But before she could come to any decision as to the
  best thing to be done, a door farther along the passage was flung wide, and a young woman appeared.


  She was bare-footed, wore a short petticoat, had a brush in her hand and a cigarette dangling from her lips.


  Hullo, Ma, whats the trouble? Lady Vere de Vere? Why you bother about her so I cant think.


  Mrs. Trevors scowl blackened. Cant get no reply, she said heavily.


  Gone out, I expect.


  She dont go out before shes had her breakfast; and anyhow she wouldnt go, unless she flew through the window, without my seeing her.


  Praps shes been out all night, suggested the girl, whose name was Roona Meredith. Wouldnt be the first time. And I wish to God, she added
  savagely, I could find a chap whod take me to an hotel now and again, instead of coming back to this blasted place night after night. Im sick of the sight of the
  wallpaper.


  Well, all I can say is she come in last night about half-past ten, and I never heard her go out again. I heard her, standing on the steps, talking to some chap, for a long time; then a
  taxi drove off and the voices went on, so I thought hed be coming in. And sure enough, after a minute, I heard footsteps and then her door shut. Thats what makes me think its
  funny her being locked in there now.


  Oh, well, said Roona carelessly, praps this chap had too much of her high-and-mightiness, and put a knife in her. Remember Rosie Lane? A nasty mess they found her in
  in the morning. And they never got the chap neither. One thing, I will say it ud brighten things up a bit for us girls.


  She disappeared and came back again with a bright blue dress that she pulled over her head. Then, pushing past Mrs. Trevor, she knelt down and looked through the keyhole.


  Strewth! She got up again. Thats her all right. I cant see her face, but a nightdress doesnt hang itself on a line of its own accord.


  Unless its been washed, suggested Mrs. Trevor, coldly.


  You dont wash your feet along of your nightdress, returned Roona in impudent tones. Well, Ma, youd better beckon to the nice young man in blue on the other
  side of the road.


  Mrs. Trevors idea, however, was to evade all possible notice, and she proposed to go quietly along to the station and, if possible, get an un-uniformed official to accompany her back. But
  as she opened her gate the police constable who patrolled the beat at this hour met her face to face. There was some curiosity in his.


  Anything wrong? he asked.


  I dont know.


  If you want the police . . . he began, and then an upstairs window was opened and Roona thrust out her head.


  So youve caught him, she observed conversationally. Hed better come and break down the door, I should think. Her tone was one of pure malice. She
  detested Mrs. Trevor; she had hated the woman she now believed to be hanging in the next room.


  Fearful of further ostentation, Mrs. Trevor had no choice but to re-open the gate and let Oliver follow her into the house.


  Florence Pennys room was probably the best in the house; it was large and finely proportioned, though the various ignoble usages to which it had been put left it shabby and somehow
  misshapen. There was a deep alcove in which a bed had been placed; there was a dressing-table, a wardrobe, a scarred writing-table, an arm-chair and a plain bedroom chair. The floor was covered
  with linoleum and two or three mats. Of these one that normally stood beside the bed now lay some distance off, doubled over, as if it had been kicked out of place. Except for that, and a certain
  confusion of the bed-linen, there was little sign of a struggle having taken place. The most peculiar feature of the room was a long beam that stretched its complete length. Oliver, who was
  ambitious and alert, looked at it with interest.


  Wonder what made an architect put a beam there, he reflected. He couldnt be trying to give an old-world appearance.


  Mrs. Trevor retorted sulkily that all the houses in the road were built like that. They were old houses.


  Not so old as that, returned Oliver sceptically, stepping forward. It was from this beam that the body hung, the body of a young woman with dishevelled dark hair, wearing a pink
  night-dress. Her face was dreadful to see; swollen and discoloured, pointing unmistakably to the manner of her death; the mouth sagged open to reveal a blackened tongue, the eyes were staring. Her
  feet hung only a few inches above the floor; they were bare, nor was there any sign that she had just discarded her slippers. Indeed, by stooping a little, Oliver, who was above average height,
  could see them far under the bed, as if they had been kicked there, before she got beneath the clothes. A small solid oak affair, a tall stool or a low table, as you chose to regard it, lay on its
  side near the body, that was suspended by a length of rather dirty-looking worn cord. Oliver, as has been said, was ambitious; a suicide offered little scope for showing his abilities, but he was
  determined that even this comparatively insignificant affair should be efficiently handled. He must see to it that nothing was touched, no extraneous finger-prints made on the various shining
  surfaces by which they were surrounded and nothing removed. He said sharply, Take care. Dont touch that bed-post. No, nor nothing else neither. Any idea why she did it?


  Mrs. Trevor, furious at the inevitable scandal, eager to blacken the name of the dead woman who had brought it upon her, said in a low bitter voice, How should I know anything about her?
  Nobody did here. Thought herself a cut above the rest of us, she did. God knows why. But Roona, the girl along the passage, shell tell you the same. Hardly get a word out of her most of the
  time. Sweeping in and out like a duchess she was. Never expected to live like this, shed have you know. When her ladyship deigned to speak to you, that is.


  Oliver discounted her jealousy and venom; obviously Florence Penny was comparatively a stranger, in the sense that no one knew her. And at the bare notion that she might be a mystery his
  interest increased. His eyes had been eagerly searching the room, and now they lighted on an envelope set on the long rickety writing-table. This was addressed to Whoever May Find
  This. The envelope was a cheap one, and several like it were subsequently discovered in the drawer of the table. Inside was a sheet of buff-coloured paper, also taken from the drawer,
  containing a few lines written a little shakily, as though the writer had been nervous and physically unsteady.


  I do this because I must. I have made my last appeal, and he has refused me. I know no one else to whom I can turn, and if I cannot find the five hundred pounds at once I am faced with
  worse than death. This is the second time he has failed me.F. P.


  Oliver was still sufficiently susceptible to experience compassion; to the young there is something tragic about a life so empty of hope that it is not worth keeping. His curiosity was quickened
  by the dead womans mention of five hundred pounds and the consequences of her failure to find it, and her indication of some man who had played an important part in her life, finally driving
  her to this strait. Restoring the paper to its envelope, he replaced it on the table. Then he walked back to the body. He remained so long looking at the dreadful dangling creature that Mrs.
  Trevor, malicious and on the defensive, inquired sarcastically, Writing a poem on it, are you? Well, youve got queer tastes.


  Oliver turned at once. Wed better be getting along, he observed.


  Not even going to cut the poor thing down?


  Not yet. He insisted on her leaving the room in front of him; it was impossible to lock the door, which he had burst with his shoulder, but he asked for some tape and some
  tin-tacks and he made a rough-and-ready sealing of the death-chamber before leaving the house. He hammered the tacks in so hard that the seals could not be tampered with without his knowledge. Then
  he observed, Im going along to the station. Havent got a telephone, have you?


  Mrs. Trevor agreed that she hadnt. Oliver nodded and left her. Something odd there, he reflected. I dont know whats behind all that, but its more
  than just a tart tying herself up to a beam. I suppose the old harpy will have spread the news all over the street by the time the Inspector gets there.


  In point of fact, Mrs. Trevor would have concealed the facts had this been possible, but Roona bearded her as soon as the constable left the house, and dragged from her all the story.


  Gone and hung herself on the beam, the landlady exploded. Just what shed like to do, getting my house a bad name. A rotten girl, I always said. Well, whats a
  girl so quiet for if she hasnt got something to hide?


  Roona went upstairs and discussed the matter with a girl on the next floor, June Silver. Neither had liked the dead woman, both considered her a swank-pot for no reason they could
  see, and both were desperately keen to know the events that had led to the final tragedy.


  Us girls has a precious dull time most of the year, June agreed. Wonder who she really was, dear.


  It was a question that was to trouble Detective-Inspector Field also, within a very few hours.
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  Oliver, relating the story to Field, was pulled up with a sharp, Any reason to suppose theres anything more to it than a simple suicide? Ive often wondered
  more of these women dont do away with themselves. Its a hell of a life, and theyre half-starved one day in three. Anyway, I shouldnt have supposed existence in Menzies
  Street offered many attractions.


  Theres two or three things, said Oliver a little diffidently, little things, I know, but they dont quite square with her putting herself up there. First of
  all, she locked the door and took the key out of the lock. Where was the sense in that? If you dont want to be disturbed you keep the key in. Besides, when the keys out, any one can
  look through the hole, and Menzies Street isnt the sort of place Id leave key-holes empty in, specially if I was going to drape myself over a beam. But it isnt just that.
  Wheres the sense? Why should she think of taking it out? Then, she isnt wearing anything on her feet. Shed been to bed to judge from the look of things, and shed kicked
  the slippers right underneath. Well, if she was going to get up and lock the door and write a note, she wouldnt want to go about without shoes on, would she? I mean, theres only lino.
  on most of the floor, and the rooms none too tidy; dare say theres a tidy few pins scattered about. And there was something odd about the stool, too. You see, supposing she was
  standing on it, and then kicked it away, some one would have heard for one thing, and no one seems to have done. It was a precious heavy stool, and shed have had to give it a good kick to
  get it out of the way. There arent any bruises or anything on her feetand, well, it seems to me that stools too high. Still, I suppose theyll be able to show if
  theres any marks of bare feet on it. Its a shiny surface. And lastly, theres the cord. I havent touched it yet, but its not new. It looks to me as if its
  been used quite a bit, but not lately. Dirty-looking, you know. It might have been round a box. He paused and bit his lip in chagrin. I never thought to see if there was a box in the
  room it might have come off. Butwell, it seemed to me if shed really stood on a stool as high as that and then dropped that cord would either have broken or been a good deal more
  frayed than it is.


  Field remarked dryly, You seem to have noticed a good deal.


  Well, it seemed interesting, apologised Oliver inadequately.


  Youd better come with me, Field added, taking up his hat. I suppose they can manage a relief for you. We may be some time. So the two walked the short distance
  to Menzies Street while Oliver answered one or two additional questions put to him by his superior.


  Mrs. Trevor was waiting in the hall, like a lean, lascivious cat lurking in an alley. She had plastered quantities of mascara on her eyelashes and this had run down and mingled with the crude
  colour on her cheeks; her lips were artificially reddened, her hair had long ago been dyed. She gave out a kind of odour of corruption. Field shuddered inwardly at the sight of her and said he
  would let her know when he wanted her. Then he and Oliver unfastened the strips from the door and entered the room.


  The first thing Field did was to walk close up to the body and examine the condition of the cord.


  Youre unquestionably right about that, he remarked. It isnt particularly stout in the first place, and, as you say, its been used and got considerably
  frayed. Theres another point. As you also observed, that was quite a long drop, and the cord ought to be rove so tightly round the throat youd have to cut it to get it off. But if I
  had that body in a horizontal position I could unfasten the rope without a knife. That was a bad mistake.


  He sent Oliver downstairs to telephone from a box just across the road to headquarters for a police surgeon to come and make his report, and for the photographer to take the usual impressions of
  the room before anything was disturbed. Meanwhile, he turned to the bed. The clothes were dragged all ways, streaking on one side to the floor; in the pillow was a deep indentation, too deep,
  thought Field shrewdly, to be merely the hollow made by a sleeping head. It seemed more probable that some one had pressed a head forcibly into it, keeping it there for several moments. On the
  pillow-case were three black hairs; a glance was sufficient to prove that they came from the dead womans head. On the crumpled under-sheet lay a handkerchief twisted into a rag. Field took
  it by the corner and spread it out; it was small, made of inferior linen, bordered with cheap lace and decorated with a florid F in one corner. The detective examined it under a
  powerful lens, when it was possible to make out the marks of perspiration that showed a struggle of some violence had probably taken place, though if, as he suspected, the woman had been attacked
  as she lay in the bed, she would not have much opportunity of defending herself. The condition of the bed supported his theory of violence, and in the circumstances it was natural that the
  remainder of the room should be comparatively untouched. Field began to reconstruct the crime in his own mind. X, the murderer, had stood beside the bed on that blue and red mat now doubled over in
  the middle of the room; Oliver had already discovered from Mrs. Trevor that this normally stood beside the bed. Some lunging movement or sudden effort on Xs part had caused him to fling his
  whole weight forward, no doubt at the moment when he began the horrid process of throttling, and this had caused the mat to slither across the floor. Judging from the distance it had gone, Field
  thought probably the womans opponent had been a man of at least average physique. It was possible, by lying full length on the ground and examining the surface of the floor, to trace the
  path of the mat on the unpolished surface.


  Field next examined the tumbled bedclothes and here he came upon a round pink bead, an imitation pearl, partially crushed and concealed in the folds of the upper sheet. A fragment of pink
  knotted cord adhered to the bauble; what had happened was plain enough. The woman had been wearing a necklet of pink pearls when she went to bed; it might be her peculiar habit or she might have
  forgotten them; there would be no question here, Field realised, of an evening bath or even its meagre substitute in the bright pink china basin that stood on the washhand-stand. The murderer must
  have acted in a panic or a flurry of rage, or he could surely have found half a dozen casual remarks, any one of which would have persuaded her to remove the necklace. No amount of search revealed
  any further part of it, although later he searched the ground beneath the window and inquired of the road-sweepers if they had discovered such a thing in the course of their work.


  Having finished with the bed, Field turned back to the rest of the room. The bed stood behind the door, facing the fireplace, and only the foot of it came into the room, the rest being in the
  recess. The room presented a queer anomaly. It might have been furnished by two quite dissimilar minds. The silver on the dressing-table, though a little tarnished, was real and good; each article
  had a chased F in a diamond shaped design; there was a powder-box of quite unusually good cut glass with a silver lid; but the powder it contained was cheap and highly scented. This powder
  sprinkled the mirror, but unfortunately bore no fingermark; in a pin-cushion of dark blue velvet, encircled in silver, were stuck various brooches of tawdry appearance; other ornaments, lockets and
  bracelets were carelessly flung on the table; none had any value or betrayed any taste. The mantelshelf presented the same puzzle; for the most part the ornaments were what any intelligent officer
  would anticipate finding in such a room; a yellow camel, a child in a pink china hat swinging on a gate; some blue vases embossed in gilt filled with mauve everlastings; a plaster statue of a
  peasant lad and another, execrably modelled, of a nude figure of a woman. Yet, amid this tawdry slovenliness, were a charming little Spode jug, a model of Psyche, a small bronze Madonna of
  exquisite workmanship, a jade-handled knife. These last betrayed less an ample pocket than a careful and educated taste. The walls supported the usual futile pictures, gift mezzo-chromos in cheap
  frames, an original painting of flowers in a blue jug, some Kirchner girls in various stages of undress, an enlarged photograph of four kittens, a vulgar print from a second-rate French journal
  tacked up by four pins, and scattered helter-skelter among these, four or five attractive etchings, in narrow black wood frames, of rustic scenes. A village with a pump in the centre of the road; a
  church with a tall spire standing back from a little row of houses; a pond with cows feeding; a bridge; trees in a lane in winter. Field examined these with some care. They were not, he thought,
  brilliantly executed; yet the man who did them had enough of the spirit of true art to compel a second glance.


  On the chairs the dead womans clothes were carelessly spread; not betraying too fastidious a cleanliness or any taste, bright-coloured for the most part, and trimmed with lace and ribbon.
  Her wardrobe revealed a medley of shabby frocks, and one that appeared new, a powder-blue frock with a coat to match, the latter trimmed with grey fur.


  Been through hard times lately, and just made a bit, was Fields summing-up. She might have got a bit for some of those ornaments, and shed certainly have
  raised a fair amount on the dressing-table silver. I suppose she had some reason for not wishing to part with that. I dare say she bought that frock for a special occasion. This looks like
  it. This was a large black chocolate box, tied with mauve ribbons that stood on the chest of drawers. It had come from a French confiserie in Bond Street and was quite empty. In a small,
  half-concealed cupboard by the window he found eggs, butter, a piece of pie, a small uncut loaf.


  She didnt intend to do herself in last night, thought Field sceptically. Shed just been buying her breakfast. Lets look at the letter.


  This was interesting, but for the moment led him nowhere. If his murder thesis was right, as he was increasingly sure that it was, that had been forged by some one who knew her circumstances. It
  should be possible to show whether she was really trying to wring five hundred pounds from a man and if she had been with such a man the previous night. It pointed to one or two obvious
  conclusions, such asthat the murderer had known Florence Penny well enough to be cognisant of her affairs and to be able to imitate her handwriting. He hunted everywhere for something in her
  handwriting with which to compare the note, but found only a greasy smeared little list of cosmetics that she purposed to buy. The writing on this slip of paper was so rubbed that comparison was
  impossible, and he knew he must wait for that. The writing-table, however, gave him other information. It contained a small bottle of cheap ink and a bright green penholder. Field took up the
  latter thoughtfully and drew a cats face on a slip of paper he took from his pocket. This he blotted on a scrap of paper from his diary and compared the effect with that of the letter, that
  had also been blotted. They appeared much the same hue; there was, however, always the possibility that an expert could detect some difference in the quality of the ink. The writing on the envelope
  had not been blotted. Putting down the pen, Field saw that his hands were stained with ink and examining it further saw that any one using it would be in a like condition. He came back and examined
  the hands of the dead woman. There was no trace of ink upon them, nor any signs in the room that any one had tried to wash away ink-marks. The towels were folded on their rail and the sponge almost
  dry. Had she used any of these, Field was convinced they would be lying willy-nilly as she happened to drop them.


  He had not yet exhausted the clues the room had for him. The weather had been unusually warm of late, and though a fire was laid in the grate it had not been kindled. Upon the table, however, as
  on the floor surrounding it, he found innumerable feathery flakes of ash, where some one, presumably the murderer, had carefully burned a number of papers. The stumps of several matches, charred
  and crisp, lay in an ash tray that had an embossed view of Cambridge upon it. But there was nothing to show that the girl had not burnt the papers herself, except the condition of her hands, that
  were quite free from any marks of ash.


  Field had now examined everything in the room, except some books that stood on a ledge, books that were as incongruous as the etchings and the miniature statue of the Madonna. They were
  well-bound and had probably never been read. Blakes Poems, Richard Jefferies The Open Air, a book on Old London, a pocket edition of two or three of Kiplings
  books, and a very charming little book of 18th century woodcuts. Inside each on the fly-leaf was written Fanny and a date in 1923, but nothing to show from whom they came.


  Field now examined every cranny of the room in his search for the key, but not finding it came to the conclusion that the murderer must have carried it off with him, and it might now lie at the
  bottom of the Thames or in a ditch or drain anywhere. He had just come to this reluctant conclusion when a bell downstairs rang imperiously and Rogers, the police surgeon, with a companion, came
  upstairs and knocked on the door.
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  Between them Field and Rogers cut down the body and lifted it on to the bed. A more detailed examination of the rope knotted round the dead womans throat confirmed his
  suspicions. It was too loosely tied, though probably as tightly as would be possible without the additional tautness the drop would give it; nor were the abrasions on the skin, as he realised even
  before Rogers told him so, consonant with death from hanging. She had been strung up possibly as long as half an hour after death, which had taken place at midnight. In addition, there was a long
  scratch at the back of the neck, caused, Field thought, by the violent breaking of the bead necklace; and there was also on the abdomen an extensive bruise, without, however, sufficient
  discoloration for it to have been caused by a heavy weapon or even a deliberate, furious blow. Rogers said that most likely the murderer had been standing by the bed when his foot slipped on the
  mat and his whole weight was thrown forward on to his victim, the knee striking her in the abdomen and causing the bruise. An examination of the finger-nails of the deceased proved negative, which
  further convinced Field that the attack had been unexpected and she had had little opportunity of defending herself, as otherwise he would have expected to find traces of skin or hair under the
  nails, where the woman clawed at her enemy in her death-struggle.


  Next he examined the cord; this was frayed in two or three places, pointing to the fact that it had been used for fastening a box; there were also unfaded places, and by careful measurement
  Field was able to show that these represented the portion of cord that had been knotted. In a corner of the room was a wooden box banded with metal, the type of box used by families for storing
  silver or linen when on a journey, and it was obvious from the measurements the detective made that the cord had been taken from this. The box was empty, except for some old newspapers, and had
  probably not been used for some time. Whoever had removed the cord had carefully dusted the box on the top and sides, though not underneath; the fact that this stood very close to the mirror yet
  bore no trace of powder, which it must inevitably have done had it not been polished very recently, added to the weight of his evidence. He was disappointed at this development; he had an implicit
  faith in the value of dust from the detectives point of view, and though he subsequently had the dust on the rope examined it taught him nothing.


  There was nothing in the room that he could hope to link up definitely with any particular individual, no button or pin shed in the struggle, no scrap of material caught on a nail, no dropped
  pencil, no footprint and, so far as he knew at present, no finger-marks. But that he would learn later. While a subordinate was taking meticulous photographs of the room and every surface that
  might retain a fingerprint, Field examined the wood of the beam. It struck him as being very soft, and later, after the body had been removed, he experimented with a sack of a precisely similar
  weight to the corpse, slinging it on a rope and then examining the place where it had hung. He found that the drop made a quite definite ridge in the surface of the wood. He repeated the experiment
  in a spot as near as possible to the one where the body had hung, with the same result. But that came later.


  Now he examined the scattered ash. Some of this was blotting-paper, and some, as he proved, was paper similar to that in the drawer. The murderer might have been burning incriminating
  correspondence passing between him and the deceased, or he might have spent some time attempting to forge a letter that would pass muster, and these ashes might represent his failures.


  All these points convinced him that the murder was one of impulse. Had X planned it he would have provided his own rope, would not, probably, have chosen this means of committing his crime. He
  tried to put together his impressions of the man. He must be a man of personality and of cool brain, yet capable of violent loss of control. As soon as the news of the death was broadcast, there
  was a chance that some one would remember seeing a man leave the house some time after the murder; but Field did not count seriously on this; he knew that a dozen men might have been on the spot
  none of whom would care to acknowledge his presence in that compromising neighbourhood.


  Going over the ground he had already traversed, Field, lifting a cushion from the arm-chair, thought he detected a certain stiffness inside the lining, and ripping it open, discovered two
  articles that were destined to play important parts in the subsequent investigation. One of these was a Post Office savings book in which the sum of fifty pounds had been entered the previous week.
  This was the only entry in the book, and nothing had been withdrawn. The other article was a wedding ring. That in itself would have postulated no mystery, women who occasionally spend nights away
  from home are apt to find wedding rings useful; but it was the quality of the thing that struck him. As a rule these rings of convenience are broad, brassy affairs, bought cheap for the occasion.
  But this was fine, light, and obviously gold. Moreover, it fitted the dead womans finger to perfection. It was, in fact, all of a piece with the pictures, some of the ornaments, the silver
  on the dressing-table and the etchings on the wall. Field couldnt make much of any of them as yet.


  He could, however, make a good deal out of the savings book. He knew that the average run of women who live in Menzies Street cannot entice fifty pounds out of any client, and his immediate
  thought was blackmail. What he had already gleaned of the dead womans history from the room and all it contained led him to believe that this fifty pounds was not the result of months of
  patient saving and hoarding. Besides, why wait till it had reached such a sum? In that neighbourhood money was safer in the Post Office than in any purse or drawer. The letter bore out his
  contention; Florence Penny had been able to wring fifty pounds from her victim, but an attempt to glean ten times that sum had ended in tragedy. The suggestion of a sum so out of keeping with her
  general scheme of life made him consider a second effort of blackmail, this time with her for its victim. The letter, of course, he must assume to be a forgery, but no doubt it was consonant with
  all that had gone before, and the position of which it spoke was a true one.


  Before he locked and left the room he came to stand beside the bed and, removing the cloth that covered it, looked for some time into the dead womans face. He was a man of keen
  imagination and insight, and he often used psychological deduction to help him to arrive at his conclusion. This face, he reflected, once those hideous disfigurations were sponged away, must have
  been an extraordinarily interesting one. Experience had moulded it to a cheap cynicism, a recklessness, a hardness that robbed it of charm. But originally she must have been a woman of unusual
  attraction. Even now there was a beauty in the moulding of the bones of brow and throat and cheek that no disfigurement could altogether destroy; the eyes were dark, fierce, careless; they would
  have redeemed any face from insignificance; and, before greed and folly and hardness had blotted it out, there must once have been gaiety and generosity there. An expressive face at all events,
  thin, eager, a little secretive. The chin betrayed her by being weak and common, but probably that had been scarcely noticeable ten years ago. She was not tall, but very finely and slenderly built,
  with the appearance rather of a deer, springing and arched.


  Rogers came and stood beside him for a moment. He was a blunt, unimaginative man, and from his point of view the case presented no difficulties. Field put a sudden question and Rogers
  laughed.


  Not she. A girl whos lived for any length of time in Menzies Street knows when to come in out of the rain.


  Field nodded; he hadnt really supposed there could be any question of a child, but the notion suddenly occurred to him.


  Think youll be able to prove anything? Rogers went on, and Field replied, Presently. So far I only know she was murdered and that there were two people here last
  night. See those two cigarette stubs? Ones a cheap brand, the other probably is bought by the hundred and cant be had by the man who wants a bob packet. Ready? He turned to the
  photographer who had been taking patient pictures of every shiny surface, sprinkling the dark ones with a light powder and the light places with dark.


  The latter nodded. Though my impression is that whoever did her in went round rubbing up everything he touched, he added.


  5


  Mrs. Trevor was waiting in the hall, but before he questioned her Field went out of the house and examined the window sashes, panes and fittings, borrowing a tall ladder to do
  so. None of these showed the slightest sign of any attempt to enter the house from the outside. He came to a stand on the pavement and examined the place with his eyes in greater detail. Originally
  these houses had been built for well-to-do people with large families; they were tall, flat, and had been designed by a man devoid of imagination; they had no porches, no stucco ornaments, and the
  customary phrase, the wall of a house, applied to them in full measure. The windows were flush with the walls from basement to attic; each house burrowed deep into the bowels of the
  earth, and had a stone area protected by railings once a cheerful green, but now a dirty indescribable rust-colour; in place of the neat-capped maids and cooks who used to spend their days there,
  whispering behind the railings when opportunity offered, with milkmen, bakers and constables, lived the drab, secretive landladies, to whom the lives of their lodgers were generally an open book.
  Many of them had been in the profession themselves, and had only abandoned it through the pressure of competition, advancing years and an inability to face every kind of weather. Field had realised
  already that Mrs. Trevor was one of these.


  It was obvious, he thought, that even an acrobat would find it next-door to impossible to leap from the railings, slender, pointed and too close together for a foot to wedge itself on the
  horizontal rail, to a window-sill. Even more impossible would it be to escape in a similar fashion, though, once inside the house, there seemed no reason why the assailant should not have left by
  the front door. The sill of the window was only three inches wide and sloped downwards towards the area; nor did the frame give any handhold, presuming the windows to be shut, as they were at
  present. There being no porch, it was similarly impossible for an intruder to leap from the top step, that was enclosed by the same green railings as the area; nor were there any recent scratches
  on the paint. In any case, the road was patrolled by a policeman in the course of his beat, there were people passing up and down during the late evening and early morning, and to attempt such a
  feat would be to court publicity.


  All of which brought Field to another conclusion, namely that the murderer had entered the house by the front door.
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