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'%,mwd opened the door
. Was
3 t . Gubb was a modest man

.
S

(Coppeight by the McClure Newspaper way, he said, jand 1 went and had

i \ ¢ - Syndieate) * Mrd s&s“u 1;\1;‘ the ’;wer ::un ‘:?: wall,

; ! and the next day Henry come
. Philo Gub:; t:n%»ed in his bathingme at all. I cried end cried about
1 went e door of the room|yus quarrelling over a mean little thing

3 "’
| that ‘was the headquarters of 'hi§ busi-
: mess of paper hanging and decorating,
{as well as the office of his detective
crack.
, but
d, lest'
' gnyone should see him in his scanty at-
{tire, he red through the crack of the ¢
door before he stepped hastily into the
! hall and captured his copy of the Riv,
{erbank Daily Eagle. When he had
{secured the still damp newspaper, he'
inhmed to his cot bed and spread
i himself out to read comfortably.

It was a hot lowa morning. The
thermometer had registered 90 de-
grees at sun<down; at midnight the
mercury had risen to 94, and in the
. dawn it stood at 96 with every

ise of a ferociously hot day—one
: ould strain the ther ter to
the utmost. R

Business was slack with the celebrat.
eod graduate of the Rising Sun Detec’
tive Bureau’s Correspondence School

like that, and last night I made up my
mind it was all my fault and that when
Henry came home he'd find a decent
paper on the wall I don’t mind tell-
ing you, Mr, Gubb, that when the pa-
per was on the wall it looked worse
than it looked in the roll—it looked

@arly in the morn|

$

Tagy.

“Yes'm,” said Mr. Gubb, “it often
does.  But, however, there’s some.
thing you'd ought to know right away
about Henry. If I had my garments
onto me I'd tell you myself, but 1 aint
ldressed enough to do so. . If 1 was you
I'd go somewhere where you could
faint if you felt so minded, and—"
The young woman stared wide-eyed
at Mr, Gubb for a moment; she turned
as white as her shirt-waist.

“Henry is dead!” she cried, and she
d into Mr. Gubb's long, thin

ms.

Mr. Gubb stood in his doorway, the
inert form of the yonhg woman in his
arms, and glanced around with a star-

enws. L—PHILO GUBBS GREATEST CASE
e ’Wndene‘e lghool detechﬁw‘i. enga ‘e:- R

I'm as innogent of this erime as-the te
babe unborn.”

did you think?” gaid Mr. Wiggins. “Do
I look like & man that would go and
murder a man just because him and

one to the other doubtfully.

“All right, take me back to jail,”
sald Mr. Wiggins. “You look up the
case, Mr. Gubb; that's all 1 came here,
for. Will you do it? Dig into it, hey?” ;

“1 most certainly shall be glad to so
do,” said Mr. Gubb; “at the regular

mystery of the murder of

IS,

“I've got Some money in the bank,”
said Mr. Wiggins proudly. “You come
to jail after awhile and we can have a
nice quiet talk. I want you to find
hat ‘4

“And I for one, will be glad to have

you work on the case,” said O'Tools,
“tor yow'll find nothing, but what will
prove this Wiggins murdered Smits.
I tell you that mow,” And with that
he led his prisoner away.
For a few minutes Mrs. Smitz sat si-
lent, her hands clasped, staring at the
ficor. Then she looked up into Mr.
Gubb’s eyes.

“You will work on this case, Mr.
Gubb, won’t you?"” ghe begged. “I have
a little money—Pil give it all to have
you do your best. It is cruel—cruel
to have that poor man suffer under the
charge of murder when 1 know so well
Henry killed himself because 1 was
cross with him. Y¥You can prove he
killed himself—thét it was my fault
You will?”
“The way the deteckative profession
operates onto a ease,” said Mr. Gubb,
“isn’t to go to work to prove anything
particularly especial. It finds a clue
or clues and follows them tmo where

“What crime?” asked Mr, Gubb.
“Why, killing Hen Smitz—whatcrime

-

me had words in fun? I leave it to
you, can't a man say words in fun once
in a while?”

“Certainly sure,” said Mr. Gubb.
“Of course he can,” said Mr. Wig-
gins. “I'll bet there's been lots of
times when you—just fooling—have
said, Now, just for that Fll cut your
heart out,’ or something like that. Just
fooling, you know.”

“I:can't recall such an occasion of
time at the present moment,” said P.
Gubb, “but pethaps that was probably
because I don’t speak that way as a
general rule.”
“I guess s0,” sald Mr. Wiggins.
“Anybedy’d know a man don’t mean
all he says. Anybody but a fool police-
man wounla. 'When I went and told Hen
Smitz I'd murder him ds sure as green
apples grow on a tree, 1 was just fool-
ing. Anybody’d ought to know that.
Hen knew it. You can go ask Hen—no

ot Detecting. But P. Gubb was not!
downcast. The let-up in the paper-
henging and detecting lines gave him
fong and undisturbed days in which to
ye-read the Course of Twelve Lessons
in Detecting, and he was making the
most of the opportunity.
P. Gubb opened the Hagle. The first
words that met his eye caused him to
it upright on his cot. At the top of
the first column of the first page were
the headlines:

* Mysterious Death of Henry Smitz

Body Found in Mississippi River by
Boatman Early This A. M.

Foul Play Suspected.

tled gaze. Scantily clad as he was, he
did not dare drag the falnting woman
into his office;. clad only in his night-
robe he did not dare carry her to the
street. He stood miserably, not know-
ing what.to do, when suddenly he
heard feet mounting the brass-clad
gteps that led up from the street.’In

you can’t! He's dead. But you could
ask him, if he wasn't dead. But this
fool policeman—"
“Mr. O'Toole?”
“Yes., They gave him this Hen
Smitz case to look into, and the first
thing he did was to arrest me for mur-
der Nervy, 1 call it.”
Poli 0'Toole d the door

less than a minute he saw P
&'Toole coming toward him down the
2—FRONT PAGE—
hall, and Policeman O'Toole was lead-
ing by the arm a man whose wrists
bore clanking handcuffs. Policeman
O"Toole led his prisoner directly to
Philo Gubb’s door.
“I am exceedingly glad you have
come,” said Mr. Gubb, "particularly at
this moment of time. I am not dress-

a crack and peeked in. Seeing Mr.
Gubb well along in his dressing opera-
ticns, he opened the door wider and
assister Mrs. Smitz to a chair. She
was still limp and frightfully over-
come by the recent knowledge of her
husband’s death—the particulars ol'
which the policeman had just givemi
her—but she was a brave little woman
at heart and was trying to control her

they lead to. That I shall be willing
to do.”
“That-is all I could ask,’ said Mrs.
Smitz gratefully. cArising from her
goat with difficulty, she walked tremb-
lingly to the door. Mr. Gubb assisted
her down the stairs, and it was not
urtil she was gone that he remember-
ed that she d@id not know the body of
her husband had been found—sewed
in a sack and at the bottom of the riv-
er. Young husbands have been known
t. quarrel with their wives over mat-
ters ag trivial as’bedroom wall-pa-
pers; they have even been known to
leave home for several days at a time
when angry; in extreme cases they
Fave even been kmown to seek death
at their own hands; but it is not at

ed up to receive the arrival of ladies,
especially fainted ones.”
“What's the meaning’ of this now?”
said O’'Toole.
“The only meaning into it,” said Mr.
Gubb haughtily, “is that this is Mrs.
H. Smitz, widow-lady, who cailed upon
me on a matter of deteckating and pa-

Mr. Gubb unfolded the paper and
road the item under the headlines with
the most intense interest. Foul play
meant the possibility of an opportunity
to put to use once more the precepts
of the Course of Twelve Lessons, and
with them fresh in his mind, Detective

sons.

“Through?”" O'Toole asked Wiggins
“If you are, come along back to jail.”

“Now don’t talk to me in that tone of
voice,” said Mr. Wiggins angrily. “No,
Tm not through, but if you are going
to talk that way I'll get through and
get back to jail and be rid of you. You

all usual for a young husband to leave
home for several days and then in
cold blood sew himelf in a sack and
jump into the river.
Philo Gubb thought of all this as he
looked through his @Msguises, selecting
one suitable for thew ork he had in
hend. He haé justi'decided that the

Gubb was eager to undertake the solu-
¢lon of any mystery that Riverbank
eculd furnish. This wag the article—

per-hanging _shortly since, and fainted
onto me against my will and wishes,

don’t know how to treat & gentleman

like a gentleman, and never did.” most appropriate _disguise would be

“Number 13, Un ker” and Thad
picked up the cloge black wig and

short because received Sgu_t as the pa |
per was golng to-Dressy’ % v %

“Just as we go to press we receive
word  through Policeman, Michaal
O"Tools that the well-known musse!
dredger and boatman, Samuel Fliggis
(Long Sam), while dredging for mus-
sels last night just below the bridge;

covered the body of Heury Smitz,

£ [/
A 4.8

late of this place.
“Although too late to secure particu-
lars, our reporter learned that Mr.

Smitz had been missing for three days
and his wife had been greatly worried.
ing Company, by whom he was employ-
ed, admitted that Mr. Smitz had been
missing for several days.

“The body was found sewed in a
sack. Foul play is suspected.”

“1 ghould think to some extent foul
play would be suspected,” exclaimed
Philo Gubb as he stared at the paper.
“1¢ the editorial persons onto the
‘Pagle had the advantages of a detecka-
tive education, they would almost
gurely think foul play was into a case,
where a man was gewed into a bag
and deposited into the Mississippi Riv-
er until dead.”

He propped the paper against the
foot of the cot bed, and picked up the
twelve thin pamphlets that constitute
the Rising Sun Correspondence School
course., From these he selected two—

“Mysterious Disappearances” and
“Murder Mysteries’’—and, as & prellg-

fnary to solving the mystery of
Smits, read the two pamphlets care-
fully. He was still reading them when
some one knocked on his door. He
wrapped his bathrobe carefully about
4 nim and opened the door. A young wo-
man with tear-dimmed eyes stood in
the doorway.
“)My. P. Gubb?" she asked. “I'm sor
ry to disturb you so early in the morn-
4ng, Mr. Gubb, but 1 couldn’t sleep all
night. I came on a matter of business,

ms you might eay. There’s a couple
of things I want you to do.”
#pgper-hanging or deteckating?” ask- @
ed P. Gubb.
“Both,” sald the young woman. “My
pame is Smitz—Emily Staiil. My hus-
d__l'

“I'm aware of the knowledge of your
Joss, ma’am,” said the paper-hanger-de-
tective gently.

“Lots of people know of it,” said Mrg
@mite. “I guess everybody knows of
it—1 told the police to try to find
Henry, so it is no secret. And I want
you to come up as goon as you get
dressed, and paper my bedroom.”

Mr. Gibbs looked at the young wo-
man as if he thought she had gone in-
sane under the burden of her woe.

“And then I want you to help to find
Henry,” she said, “because T've heard

can do so well in the detecting
line as anybody in town, or better.”

Mr, Gubb suddenly realized that the
poor creature did not yet know the

full extent of her loss. He gazed down
n her with pity in 'his bird-like

ter you until you know better.”

“I was only askin’,
0'Toole politely enough.

ery and so forth.”
0O'Toole looked at his prisoner.

“] can't hold them both,” he said.
“I can .perform my dressing bett
with ™ the prisoner person

easy means of escape,
8. his prisoner
“] kmow you'll think it strange,”

4 the young woman went on, “that 1
* ghould ask you to paper & bedroom
first, when my husband is no one
xnows where; but if he js gone it is

ed the door.
“L may as well
say right now,”

say what I want

‘because I was a mean, stubborn thing. |man. “I've heard of Detective Gubb,
We never quatreled in our lives, Mr.|pft and on, many a time, and l“ so;a;
said,

until I picked out the wall-pa-{as I got into this trouble
our bedroom, and Henry said
parrots and birds-of-paradise and trop-
foal flowers that weére as big as um-
brellas would lo:k r:l on our bed-

hadn’t any-

m% Bot

~

Gubb,

per for ‘Gubb’s, the man

it amyone can.

He changed his ungdertaker disguise for that of a blue woolen-
shirted labering man.

and if you mean to think evil and will
hold her for me, I'll assault and bat-

said Policeman

“You shouldn’t ask such things until
you're asked to ask,” said Mr. Gubb,
“and if you've asked all you've got to
ask, I'll ask you to kindly hold the
lady until I get into my pants, et cet-

into my
charge than with the lady,” sugggested
Mr. Gubb, and after looking into Mr.
Gubb's room to see that there was no
0'Toole pushed
into the room and took
the limp form of Mrs. Smitz from Mr.
Gubb, who entered the room and clos-

said the handcuffed

that can get me out

man gins,” |

“@lad to meet you,” said Mr. Gubb,
his long legs into his trousers.
rd Yor what it
Wiggs, “that quite positive.

=

long, drooping mustsche, when he had
another thought, Given a bag suffic-
iently loose to permit fre motion of the
hands and arms, and @ man, even in
hot anger might sew himself in. A
man, indeed on suicidally bagging him-
self down, would sew the mouth of the
bag shut and would then cut a slit in
the front of the bag large enough to
crawl into. He would then crawl into
the bag and sew up the slit, which
would be immediately in front of his
hands. It could be done! Philo Gubb
chose from his wardrobe a black frock
coat and a silk hat with wide band of
crepe. . He carelully locked his coor
and went down to the stret.
On a day as hot as this day promis:
ed to be, a frock coat and a silk hat
could be nothing but distressingly un
comfortable. - Between his door and
the corner, eight various citizens spoke
to Philo Gubb, calling him by name.
In fact, Riverbank was &s accustomed
to seeing P. Gubb in disguie® as out
of disguise, and while a faw children
might be interested by the sight of
Detective Gubb in disguise, the older
citizens thought no more of it, as a
rule. than of sccing Banker Jennings
appear in a pink shirt one day and and
Ja blue striped onec the next. No one
ever accused Banker Jennings of try-
ing to hide his identity by a change
of shirts, and no noe imagined that P.
Gubb was trying to disguise himself
when he put on a disguise. They con-
gidered it a mere business custom,
just as a butcher tied on & white apron
hefore hew ent behind his counter.
This was why, instead of wondering
who the tall, dark-garbed setranger
might be, Banker Jennings greeted
Philo Gubb cheerfully.
“Ah, Gubb!” he said. “So you are
going to work on this Smitz case, are
ycu? Glad of it, and wish you luck
Let me tell you there's mothing in this
rumor of Smitz being ghort of money.
We did Jend him money, but we never
pressed him for it We never even
asked him for interest. I told him a
dozen times he could have as much
more from us as he wanted, within
reason, whenever he wanted it, and
that he could pay me when his in-
vention was on the market.”
“No report of news of any such ru-
mor has as yet come to my hearing,”

i

4&&; Ra—

He turned to Mr. Gubb,
“The long ahd short of it is this;
I'm arrested for the murder of Ken
Smitz, and I didn't murder him, and i

On the edge of the river Mr.

an empty tar

As Mr. Gubb walked toward the riv-

er, other citizens joined the group.
When Mr. Gubb reached River street
and his false mustache fell off, the in-
terest of the audience stopped short
three paces behind him and stood un-
til he had rescued the mustache and
once ‘moré placed its wires in his
nostrils.

Then, when he moved for-
ward again, they too moved forward.

On the edge of the river, Mr. Gubb
found Long Sam Fliggis, the mussel
dredger, seated on an empty tar-bar-
rel with his own audience ranged be-
fore him listening while he told, for
the fortieth time, the story of his find-
ing of the body of H. Smitz. As Philo
Gubb approached, Long Sam ceased
speaking, and his audience and Mr.
Gubb’s gallery merged into one great
circle which respectfully looked and
listened while Mr. Gubb question the
mussel dredger.

“Suicide?” said Long Sam scoftingly.
“Why, he warn't no more a suicitie
than I am right now.

ed or warn't nothin’! I've dredged up

said positively, ‘“that Hen

sewing.

is jest the same as a murderer.”

is possibly probable a man

ingly.

ed up,” said Long Sam, “or

wouldn't talk like that.”

work up my case.
can't set forth to work until he has
clue, that being a rule of the game."”
for?” asked Long Sam. “What's
clue, anyway?”

had anything to do

said P. Gubb, “but since you mention
it, I'll take it for less than it is worth.”
“And that's less than nothing,” said
the banker. “Well, let me give you a
pointer.
gins or some of
Don’t say I said

want you to take my case and look up
the clues, and snoop around, and find
out who did murder him, and get me
out of jail!”
“Ah, stuff!” exclaimed O'Toole. “You
murdered him and you know you did.
‘What's the use talkin'?” .
Mrs, Smitz leaned forward in her
chair.
“Murdered Henry?”" she cried. “He
never murdered Henry. I murdered
him."
“Now, ma'am,” said O'Toole politely,
“I hate to contradict a lady, but you
never murdered him at all. This man
here murdered him, and I've got the
proof on him.” i
“] murdered him!” cried Mrs. Smitz
again, “I did it. I drove him from
home, I drove him out of his right
mind and made him kill himself.”
“It's kind of you to.say that,” said
Mr, W , “but I've got to say it
ain't so ma’am. It will relieve your
mind to know that anything you did—
any little family quarrel or anything— 4
had nothing to do with it. Hen was|his many friends and admirers,
murdered, all right, bat I didn't do
it. Somebody else did it."

It seemed a deadlock, for each was
.Mr, Gubb looked from

his crew, understand?

afraid of Wiggins
ar told me so. He said Wiggins
threatened to murder him.

tody of the county jail for killing H

Mr. Gubb.

the banker.
himi. 1 thought they would.

to bit of detecting just the same.
hair, eh?”’
The banker waved a cheerful hand a

institution.

"My name is Her-

large and
the pleasant occupation of
a detective detect.

Get a line on Herman Wig-

to be brought into this—but Smitz was
and his crew. He
had!it in Phil

Mr. Wiggins is at present in the cus-
Smitz with intent to murder him,” said

“Oh then—then it's all settled,” said
“They've proved it on |little souvenir.
Well, 1{wien you
suppose you've got to do your little | more.”

“Certainly sure,” agreed Mr. Gubb

Got
and he examined the needle carefully.

to air the camphor out of the false

P. Gubb and passed into his banking needle

Detective Gubb, cordially greeted by |sack;
passed | scmewhat flatte:
on down the main stret followed by a and finger may
growing group intent on|to pull
watching | style the eye

whatsoever. Not
it is a button.”

“Well, I've got no button except
them that is sewed onto me,” said
|Long Sam, “but if this here sack-
a word==I don’t wnntlneedle will do any good—"

He brought from his pocket

lpciut of a heavy sack-needle and lal

|looked at it carefully.

of the needle still remained a
.|inches of twine.

sewed up in,”

There are two kinds of sack-needle
t | general use.
is curved

in both, the curved portion

while in the other

el

He was murder-

some suicides in my day, and some of
'em had stones tled to 'em, to make
sure they’d sink without no ballast, but
nary one of 'em ever gewed himself
into a bag, and I give my word,” he
Smitz
couldn’t have sewed himself into that
burlap bag unless some one done the
Then the fellow that did it
was an assistant-suicide, and the way
I look at it is that an assistant-sulcide

“In certain kinds of burlap bags it
could sew
himself into it,” said Mr. Gubb, and
the crowd applauded gently but feel

“You ain’t seen the way he was sew-
you

“I haven't yet took a look,” admitted
Mr. Gubb, “but I aim so to do immedi-
ately after I find a clue onto which to
An A-1 deteckative

*“What kind of a clue was you lookin’

“A clue,” said P. Gubb, “is almost
anything connected with the late la-
| mented, but generally something that
|nobody but a detective would think
with anything
infrequently often

the

o Gubb's palm. Mr, Gubb
In the eye
few

I cut that off'n the burlap he was
volunteered Long Sam.
~1 thought I'd keep it as a sort of nice
I'd like it back again
don’t need it for a clue no

In both, the point of the
to facilitate pushing
it into and out of the closely filled

ned so that the thumb
gecure a firm grasp
the needle through; but in one
is at the end of the shaft
it is near the point.

\u-‘u.mﬂll(’!ﬂum 'T”
= ]

This needle was like neither;

was midway of the shaft; the needle |
was pointed at each end and mel
curved portions were not flattened. Mr. |
Gubb noticed another thing—the tw
was not the ordinary loosely-twiste
hemp twine, but a hard smooth cotton |
cord, like carpet warp.

“Thank you,” said Mr. Gubb,

ine |

to a further extent.” |
Sam Long and his audience joined |
Mr. Gubb’s gallery and, with a dozen|
or so newcomers, they followed Mr.,
Gubb at a decent distance as he walk-
ed toward the plant of the Brownson
Packing Company, which stood on the
river bank some two blocks away

It was here Henry Smitz had work-
ed. Six or eight buildings of various
sizes, the largest of which stood im-
mediately on the river's edge, together
with the “yards’ or pens, all enclosed
by a high board fence, constituted the |
plant of the packing company, and as|
Mr. Gubb appeared at the gate lhci
watchman there stood aside to let him
enter.

“Good morning, Mr. Gubb,” he said
pleasantly “1 been sort of expecting
you. Always right on the job when |
there’s crime being done, ain't you?
You'll find Merkel and Brill and Joko-
sky and the rest of Wiggins' crew ml
the main building, and 1 guess they'll
tell you just what they told the police
They hate it, but what else can they
say. It's the truth.”
“What is the truth?”
Gubb.

“That Wiggins was dead sore at Hen
Smitz,” said the watchman. “That Wig-
gins told Hen he'd do for him if he
lost them their jobs like he said he
would. That's the truth.”

Mr. Gubb—his admiring followers
were halted at the gate by the watch-
man—entered the large building and
inquired his way to Mr. Wiggins' de
partment. He found it on the side of
the building toward the river and on
the ground floor. On one side the vast
room led into the refrigerating room
of the company; on the other it open-
ed upon a long but narrow dock that
ran the width of the building.

Along the outer edge of the dock
were tied two barges, and into these
barges some of Wiggins' crew were
dumping mutton—not legs of mutton
but entire sheep, neatly sewed into
burlap. The large room was

asked Mr

a

a

of Wiggins’
the slaughtered and refrigerated
carcases in burlap
of burlap stood against one wall;
strands of hemp twine ready
needle hung from pegs in t
and the posts that supposted the
above. The contiguity of the refrig
erating room gave the room a pleas
antly cool atmosphere.

he wal
id

Here was the burlap, here
needles, here was twine.

twine. Yonder was the river

glass into the river.
the room watched him curiously,
Gubb picked up a piece of burlap an
put it in his

in

is
stuck in

picked up
“Clues,”

e S e

| frankly admitted that Wiggins
4 | more than on
Mr
{h
wand | building—a sort of autocrat with, 88

now I will go elsewhere to investigate ‘\'liggins' crew informed him, an easy
| job

the pack-
ing and shipping room, and the work
crew was that of sewing
sheep
for shipment. Bales

Mr. Gubb glanced sharply around.
were

Yonder was
into |
which Hen Smitz had been thrown.
As his eye returned he noticed one
of the men carefully sweeping the dock
with a broom—sweeping fragments of
Ag the men in
Mr.

pocket, wrapped a strand
of twine around his finder and pocket-
ed the twine, examined the needles
improvised needle-holders
made by boring gimlet holes in the
wall, and then walked to the dock and
one of the pieces of glass.
he remarked, and gave his

Gubb found Lor;g Sam Fliggis, the mussel dredger, seated on
barrel with his own audience.

the eye attention to the work of questioning
the men.

Although manifestly relucmnyt. they
had
ce threatened Hen Smitz.
Gubb learned that Hen Smitz
ad been the foreman for the entire

He had only to see that the

crews in the building turned out more

work this year than they did last year.
“Ficiency” had been his motto, they
said, and they hated * ‘Ficiency.”

Mr. Gubb's gallery fell in behind him
as he walked away from the packing
house and toward the undertaking es-
tablishment of Mr. Holworthy Bart-
man, on the main stret. Here, joining
the curious group already assembled,
the gallery was forced to wait while
Mr. Gubb entered. His task was an
unpleasant,, but necessary one. He
must visit the little “morgue” at the
back of Mr. Bartman's establishment.

The body of poor Hen Smitz had no:
yet been removed from the bag in
which it had been found, and it was to
the bag' Mr. Gubb gave his closest at-
tention. The bag—in order that the
body might be identified—had not been
ripped, but had been cut, and not a
stitch had been severed. It did not
take Mr. Gubb a moment to see that
Hen Smitz had not been sewed in a
bag at all. He had been sewed in bur-
lap “yard goods,” to use a shopkeep-
ler's term—and it was burlap identical
with that used by Mr. Wiggins and his
|{crew. It was no loose bag of burlap—
but a cocoon of burlap that had been
{drown tight around the body, as bur-
lap is drawn tight around the carcass
of sheep for shipment.

1t would have been utterly imposs-
liLle for Hen Smitz to have sewed him-
|gelf into the casing, not only because
{it bound his arms tight to his sides,
'but because the burlap was lapped
| over and sewed from the outside. This,
once and for all, ended the suicide
theory. The question was: Who was
|the murderer?

i‘ As Philo Gubb turned away from
}(!w bier, Undertaker Bartman entered
the morgue

! “The crowd outside is getting im-
| patient, Mr. Gubb,” he said in his soft,
imxdvrtakary voice. “It is getting om
| toward their lunch hour, and they
\\\‘nm to crowd into my front office
to find out what you've learned. I
ld(vn't want to hurry you, but if you
|would go out and tell them Wiggins
is the murderer they’ll go away. Of
course there's mo doubt about Wig-

for the|gins being the murderers, since he

1/has admitted he asked the stock-keep-

floor ler for the electric bulb.”

.| “What bulb?” asked Philo Gubb.

- “The electric light bulb we feund
sewed inside this burlap when we
sliced it open,” said Bartman. “Matter
of fact, we found it m Hen’s hand.
0O'Toole took it for a clue and 1 guess
it fixes the murder on Wiggins be-
yend all doubt. The stock-keeper
says Wiggins got it from him.”

“And what does Wiggins remark
on that subject?”’ asked Mr. Gubb.

“Not a word,” sald Bartman, “His
lawyer told him not to open his mouth,
end he won't. Listen to that crowd
out there!”

“1 will attend to that crowd present-
ly,” said P. Gubb sternly. “What ¥
should wish to know now is why Mis-
ter Wiggins went and sewed an elec-
tric light bulb in with the corpse
for.”

d

conunuqd on page 18.




