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THE LEAVENWORTH CASE

ANNA KATHARINE GREEN (1846–1935), often referred to as “The Mother of the Detective Novel,” was born on November 11, 1846, to Katherine Ann Whitney Green and James Wilson Green. Her mother died while Green was still young, and her father moved the family from Brooklyn to Connecticut, Albany, and finally Buffalo. At her stepmother’s urging, Green attended Ripley Female College in Vermont, where she met Ralph Waldo Emerson, with whom she later corresponded. On November 25, 1884, Green married Charles Rohlfs, an actor seven years her junior, though Green’s father forced him to give up acting before the wedding. With him she designed award-winning furniture. Her first novel, The Leavenworth Case, was published in 1878, nine years before the debut of Sherlock Holmes, and became the standard by which new detective stories were measured. She went on to publish thirty-six novels, several more of them starring Ebenezer Gryce of The Leavenworth Case, before she died in Buffalo at eighty-eight years old. She was also the creator of Amelia Butterworth, the intrepid spinster who helped inspire Agatha Christie’s Miss Marple.
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Introduction

The first time I opened The Leavenworth Case, I couldn’t put it down. I had found a century-old edition in green buckram with crossed red keys embossed on the cover—nothing valuable, just a reading copy whose cloth and paper gave antique pleasure, but still not a volume I ought to hold in one hand while scrambling eggs with the other. Yet I couldn’t stop reading. I took the book with me to a doctor’s office and even read a page or two at traffic lights. I had enjoyed her later stories about the young socialite detective Violet Strange, but this was my introduction to Anna Katharine Green’s entertaining skills as a novelist. And this nineteenth-century bestseller was her first novel.

From the opening page, the story gallops off like a runaway hansom cab. Soon readers find themselves caught up in a trial scene worthy of Perry Mason or Law & Order—a coroner’s inquest held, as was customary in the late nineteenth century, at the scene of the crime. After this surprising episode, the story grows ever trickier, with revelations and cliff-hangers galore. Green keeps the dialogue lively and mostly convincing, especially for its era. Some critics disparage her characters’ occasional florid speeches, but if outbreaks of Victorian emotion were fatal, all of Dickens’s characters would have expired long ago. Aside from her modern sense of pacing, Green draws us back to her books for all the virtues that we think of as Victorian, those that keep us returning to, say, Wilkie Collins: atmosphere, plot, color, and sheer narrative energy. Now and then her storytelling is as leisurely as you would expect from a nineteenth-century novel, but mostly the story dashes at a pace that dazzled her contemporaries. She zips through many scenes like an indie film director. Watch this cinematic jump cut:The answer came in the shape of an envelope thrust under the door. Raising it, I found it to be a note. It was from Mr. Gryce, and ran thus:

“Come at once; Hannah Chester is found.”





“Hannah found?”

“So we have reason to think.”

“When? Where? by Whom?”

“Sit down, and I will tell you.”

Drawing up a chair in a flurry of hope and fear, I sat down by Mr. Gryce’s side.

“She is not in the cupboard,” that personage exclaimed, observing without doubt how my eyes went traveling about the room in my anxiety and impatience.



The Leavenworth Case was published in 1878, nine years before the debut of a cocky English private detective named Sherlock Holmes. Anna Katharine Green was unquestionably a pioneer, but even she was not the first woman to write a detective novel. Apparently that honor goes to American dime novelist Metta Victoria Fuller Victor, who published The Dead Letter in 1867 under the pseudonym Seeley Regester. And Regester’s novel was preceded by a story published in January 1866 in the Australian Journal—“The Dead Witness,” which appeared under the pseudonym “W. W.,” which hid the identity and gender of a young Irish-born writer named Mary Fortune.

But Green was much the better writer of the three. Her plotting was outrageously sneaky, and her characterizations quick and often witty. The Leavenworth Case became one of the best-selling novels of the nineteenth century, launching not only the first major detective novelist—her career would span forty-five years—but also the first series of such novels about an ongoing character. Green became so well known that, during his tour of America in the 1890s, Arthur Conan Doyle sought a meeting with her.

When Green wrote her sophisticated and confident first  book, the genre was still young. Most critics cite Edgar Allan Poe’s 1841 “Murders in the Rue Morgue” as the genesis of detective fiction. Of course, practically every story since Cain and Abel has included crime; and rudimentary detection shows up in, for example, Voltaire’s novel Zadig and E. T. A. Hoffmann’s story “Mademoiselle de Scuderi.” But Poe brought them all together. His influences included the felony-ridden stories of French novelist Honoré de Balzac, who drew some of his own inspiration from the hawkeyed trackers in James Fenimore Cooper’s tales of American Indians. It was Poe who introduced the first private consulting detective, C. Auguste Dupin, as well as other trappings that Conan Doyle would later purloin to furnish his Sherlock Holmes adventures—an egotistical amateur, an admiring narrator, inept official police, and an outré murder. The genre reached adolescence in the detective novels that Balzac’s countryman Émile Gaboriau began publishing in 1866, several of them starring Monsieur Lecoq, based upon a real-life criminal-turned-policeman named Eugène François Vidocq. Soon after her debut, Anna Katharine Green was called the American Gaboriau.

Ahead of the pack as usual, it was also Poe who established the now standard last scene in detective stories, a retrospective explanation by the detective that casts the story’s events in a new light. This innovation launched one of the great aesthetic pleasures of the genre: the last-minute reconfiguring of events into a second story underlying the one that you thought you were reading. From this first novel, Anna Katharine Green proved a master at such conjuring.

 

In 1846, after living in Manhattan and moving to Indiana and back, a restless attorney named James Wilson Green and his pregnant wife, Katherine Ann Whitney Green, settled their three children in Brooklyn Heights, on the bluff across the East River from Manhattan. In their house opposite the Plymouth Church, Anna Catherine Green was born on November 11. Not until the age of thirty-two, when she published her first book, would she change the spelling of her middle name to more closely resemble her mother’s first name.

Brooklyn Heights was bustling. Walt Whitman lived there  and edited the Brooklyn Eagle. A decade before, the census had reported sixty-four lawyers working in Brooklyn, but James Green practiced in Manhattan near the U.S. courthouse. The Plymouth Church was the pulpit of the famous Presbyterian orator Henry Ward Beecher. Three years after arriving and immediately joining the church, the Greens would name their fifth child after Beecher—just before his church burned down. That same tragic summer, leaving three older children, a three-year-old Anna, and a newborn, Katherine Green died in a cholera epidemic. The baby lived only two more weeks, and Anna became the charge of her sixteen-year-old sister. James Green gathered his children around him and became ever more the guardian patriarch.

He also continued his peripatetic lifestyle, taking the family to Connecticut and Albany before settling in Buffalo in 1857. Financial troubles were haunting the New York City area; thanks largely to the Erie Canal, however, Buffalo was a bustling ironand-steel town that was trying to outgrow its frontier roughness. Green prospered. While tightly controlling his children’s lives, he gave them material comforts and education. In time he married a woman who encouraged her bright stepdaughter to write down her rhymes and narratives. It was in this cold industrial town that young Anna began her habit of walking alone, reciting to herself the poems she wrote. Her older brother had a toy printing press and played publisher to her author.

Unlike most fathers of his era, James Green sent his daughters to college, although only a few specialized universities even accepted female students at the time. In 1863, after graduating from public high school in Buffalo, Anna Green left for Poultney, Vermont, where she attended Ripley Female College, which is now Green Mountain College. At Ripley she met Ralph Waldo Emerson. She was drawn toward writing poetry, and her professors encouraged her. She became president of the Washington Irving Association, and like Irving she would set most of her writing in New York or at least in the northeastern United States. Employment was not an option for a middleclass young woman, so after graduation Green returned home—although home kept moving, to various places around New York and finally back to Brooklyn Heights. Five years after  graduating, Green sent several poems to Emerson, who replied with only modest encouragement:[T]hey clearly indicate a good degree attained in power of expression.... I think one is to be congratulated on every degree of success of this kind.... But it is quite another question whether it is to be made a profession,—whether one may dare leave all other things behind, & write....





Discouraged, Green looked to other avenues of expression. Her stepmother again encouraged her to write fiction. Throughout her young life, she had observed her father’s career—his remarks about courts and attorneys, his interactions with colleagues and police. Later she remembered riding in the backseat of a carriage and listening to her father chatting in the front with the police chief as their horse clopped along the streets. Gradually she began to wonder if she might write a novel along the lines of Wilkie Collins—a suspenseful tale about crime and lawyers and detectives. She began to draw upon her knowledge of her father’s profession and the wealthier people whose lives she had glimpsed, making notes toward characters and scenes, thinking about the legalities of wills and marriages. The daughter of a strong-willed father, she worked female dependence and inheritance laws into the story.

For six long years, afraid that she would be unable to complete a novel, Anna Green worked in secret, filling school notebooks as she evolved the story that would become The Leavenworth Case. Writing with various inks and on various colored papers, working at the mountains and seashore, in Brooklyn, even on trains, she accumulated a 150,000-word manuscript that she later described as “like Joseph’s coat of many colors.” She waited until it was two-thirds complete before showing it to her father and the rest of the family. He liked it and encouraged her but also immediately assumed the role of editor, advising a number of deletions and additions. “I felt grateful to my father for his kindness in helping me,” she recalled later, “but I must confess that the way he tore some of my most cherished construction all to pieces was almost disheartening. However, I reconstructed and pieced together the parts which he had condemned, and set about  completing my work.” He insisted that before going to a publisher, she surrender the manuscript to the critical legal eye of a judge he knew; but when the judge completed his reading, he had a single minor critique—that the author had used the word equity in a colloquial rather than a precise legal sense. She changed her wording.

Through a contact of her father’s, the manuscript was submitted to New York publisher George Putnam, who insisted that Green cut sixty thousand words. Frustrated but eager to please, she did so, and Putnam published the book in 1878. It quickly became astonishingly popular. Later Wilkie Collins himself exclaimed over its virtues:Her powers of invention are so remarkable—she has so much imagination and so much belief (a most important qualification for our art) in what she says.... Dozens of times reading the story I have stopped to admire the fertility of invention, the delicate treatment of incident—and the fine perception of event on the personages of the story.





Soon Yale assigned Green’s first novel to its law students, as a demonstration of the risks of circumstantial evidence. The book was so well known six years later, when Green married a young aspiring actor named Charles Rohlfs—who later became an acclaimed furniture designer—that Rohlfs said he felt as if he had married The Leavenworth Case. She was thirty-seven, he twenty-eight. She came from an old New England family and had become famous and wealthy; his parents were German immigrants, and he was just starting out. But in real life as in fiction, Anna Katharine Green seldom followed expectations.

 

Wherever you turn in the history of detective stories, Green’s influence shows up. In Agatha Christie’s 1963 novel The Clocks, for example, Hercule Poirot holds forth about various early crime stories. He applauds The Mystery of the Yellow Room, the 1907 impossible-crime novel by Gaston Leroux of Phantom of the Opera fame, and of course lauds the Sherlock Holmes stories. Then he says of The Leavenworth Case, “One savours its period atmosphere, its studied and deliberate melodrama.” Christie herself had savored the novel since the age of eight, when her sister Madge read it to her. When she published her own first novel in 1920, The Mysterious Affair at Styles, she too created an elderly male detective, the vainglorious Poirot. Considering Christie’s fondness for Green’s writing, surely she read the later Ebenezer Gryce novels—including That Affair Next Door and other cases that Gryce shared with the first meddlesome spinster sleuth in detective fiction, Amelia Butterworth, a worthy ancestor of Miss Jane Marple (in fact, a more rounded, amusing, and believable character).

Christie adopted Green’s habit of telling a story mostly in dialogue and even her gimmick of having characters misconstrue what they overhear. Christie, Conan Doyle, and others also followed Green’s example in employing what would later be called a multimedia text. In Leavenworth, Green includes two scene diagrams and two samples of handwriting, one of which is reversed because it appears scratched on a windowpane.

The atmosphere and melodrama that Christie admired owe something to the so-called sensation novels—books such as Wilkie Collins’s The Woman in White, Ellen Wood’s East Lynne, and Mary Elizabeth Braddon’s Lady Audley’s Secret, all of which appeared between 1859 and 1862. Green chose not to follow directly in their path, but she learned from them. Such books tore away the comforting notion that scandal and melodrama belonged only to Gothic settings; sensation writers brought violent events and family secrets out of haunted castles and into drawing rooms. They were so popular that W. S. Gilbert parodied them in his 1871 comic opera A Sensation Novel.

Green’s first and longest-running series detective, Ebenezer Gryce, advances beyond two particular ancestors. In 1852 Charles Dickens created Inspector Bucket, a secondary character in Bleak House but the first important fictional detective. He investigates the mysterious past of Lady Dedlock. Middle-aged, sharp-eyed Bucket seems to materialize in a room like a phantom, so quiet is his approach; and he looks at one character, as Dickens remarks with his usual offhand genius for simile, “as if he were going to take his portrait.” Bucket’s intense gaze belies his lethargic pose. Then in 1868 came Sergeant Cuff in The Moonstone, by Dickens’s friend Wilkie Collins, the king of sensation writers. Cuff is “a grizzled, elderly man, so miserably lean that he looked as if he had not got an ounce of flesh on his bones in any part of him,” and his eyes, “of a steely light gray, had a very disconcerting trick, when they encountered your eyes, of looking as if they expected something more from you than you were aware of yourself.”

By the time Green started writing, readers were already assuming that a detective character’s raison d’être in a novel was his literal and symbolic penetrating gaze. When she created Ebenezer Gryce a decade after The Moonstone, Green amusingly rejected this idea in the very first chapter:Mr. Gryce, the detective, was not the thin, wiry individual with a shrewd eye that seems to plunge into the core of your being and pounce at once upon its hidden secret that you are doubtless expecting to see. Mr. Gryce was a portly, comfortable personage with an eye that never pounced, that did not even rest—on you. If it rested anywhere, it was always on some insignificant object in your vicinity, some vase, inkstand, book or button. These things he would seem to take into his confidence, make the repositories of his conclusions, but you—you might as well be the steeple on Trinity Church, for all the connection you ever appeared to have with him or his thoughts.





Tireless, rheumatic, and sardonic, Gryce is a wonderful character who stands comfortably beside other great eccentrics in the field. “Oh, beautiful!” he exclaims when pieces of evidence fit together. The narrator asks him, “Whom do you suspect?” and Gryce replies with the kind of oracular ambiguity later immortalized by Sherlock Holmes, “Everyone and nobody.” This remark sounds like a cliché because it has since become one; but readers heard it here first. Green’s detective even propounds a manifesto that would be strikingly reminiscent of Holmes had not Gryce said it a decade before the debut of the sage of Baker Street: “Now it is a principle which every detective recognizes the truth of, that if of a hundred leading circumstances connected with a crime, ninety-nine of these are acts pointing to the suspected party with unerring certainty but the hundredth equally important act one which that person could not  have performed, the whole fabric of suspicion is destroyed.” And Gryce distinguishes between inquisition and investigation with a single remark: “It is not enough to look for evidence where you expect to find it.”

Unlike Bucket and Cuff, Gryce has something of a Watson to tell his story in The Leavenworth Case, although he appears only in this one novel: our narrator, Everett Raymond. But the story’s camera-eye doesn’t follow Gryce all the time, because Raymond is no passive admirer dogging his master’s footsteps. He has an agenda of his own. He is an intelligent, passionate, and impulsive lawyer who hounds across the countryside sniffing for clues because, as you will soon discover, he falls for one of Leavenworth’s beautiful nieces. Raymond is an excellent point-of-view character. Driven by emotion but determined to employ his professional brain in the cause of justice, he pays close attention, thinks aloud, and inaugurates what will become a detective story tradition: he regularly summarizes the clues glimpsed so far.

These were not the only genre conventions that Green established; she also provides the aforementioned diagrams of crime scenes and wraps up the story with a trap-laden assembly of suspects. Throughout The Leavenworth Case, while her characters are caught up in the tempest, the author calmly presents the crime as a puzzle to be worked out. Book I is called “The Problem” and Book IV “The Problem Solved.” Green liked the mathematical-sounding word problem, and she would use it again elsewhere, including in the title of a 1915 story collection about a female detective, The Golden Slipper, and Other Problems for Violet Strange. In this case the problem is a SHOCKING MURDER, as one headline shouts before adding in a stage whisper, “Mr. Leavenworth, the Well-Known Millionaire, Found Dead in His Room.” This kind of lighthearted, escapist detective story is more fun when the victim is wealthy. Riches increase the motivation and also furnish an exotic setting—“the glow of satin, glitter of bronze, and glimmer of marble,” as Everett Raymond remarks. The author turns Horatio Leavenworth’s Gilded Age palace into the New York City version of an English country house, replete with butler, maids, cook, amanuensis, and, of course, the eccentric and reclusive millionaire and his beautiful orphaned nieces. Throughout her career, she would  often build a story around a single family or a single setting. In this characteristic too, Agatha Christie would follow her model, gradually expanding it to include brilliant variations such as Murder on the Orient Express.

 

I find it interesting that Green is no less preoccupied with class structure than her later colleagues across the Atlantic. During the 1870s, as Green was writing The Leavenworth Case, the notorious Mrs. Astor was directing the selection of four hundred old-family New Yorkers who would become the new American aristocracy and be permitted to enter the sacred precincts of her Fifth Avenue ballroom. The servants in the Leavenworth household reflect the influx of Irish immigrants in the decades following the potato famine; by 1890, there would be more Irish in New York than in Dublin. Leavenworth’s glum secretary, in contrast, is distinctly middle class, precisely attuned to the distinctions between himself and the rest of the staff.

When Ebenezer Gryce wants to persuade the narrator to spy for him—that is, to watch for evidence behind the scenes—he explains first that there is one disguise that he himself cannot execute convincingly: “I have never by any possibility of means succeeded with one class of persons at all. I cannot pass myself off for a gentleman. Tailors and barbers are no good; I am always found out.” Everett Raymond is a gentleman who became an attorney, and the policeman cannot possibly join him in this exclusive club. Gryce says to him, “Now you, I dare say, have no trouble———was born one, perhaps. Can even ask a lady to dance without blushing, eh?” When Raymond later complains that there was simply no way to stop a woman from mailing a certain epistle, Gryce mutters, “That is because you are a gentleman.” Raymond doesn’t deny his elevated position; he happily observes the world from the height of privilege. When a humble laborer professes himself dazzled by a lady’s beauty, Raymond thinks, “I could but wonder over a loveliness capable of swaying the low as well as the high.”

Sometimes, like Jane Austen, Anna Katharine Green describes characters more in terms of the overall implications of their social status than with actual physical description. Consider the young man “whose sleek appearance, intelligent eye, and general air of trustworthiness, seemed to proclaim him to be, what in fact he was, the confidential clerk of a responsible mercantile house.” Arthur Conan Doyle, and therefore Sherlock Holmes, interpreted the world via more specific details of status—a racing form protruding from a goose-monger’s pocket, the double line on a typist’s plush sleeve.

In her social-criticism mode, while confidently employing a male narrator, Green has fun with stereotypes about her own gender. “Women,” mutters one of Gryce’s assistants, “are a mystery.” Raymond himself advises a client, “Of old, the modes of getting a wife were the same as those of acquiring any other species of property, and they are not materially changed at the present time.” The dependent legal status of women plays an important role in the story. Yet Green opposed the women’s suffrage movement. Throughout her life she remained socially conservative, fond of old-fashioned clothes and furnishings, and sympathetic to women’s issues but resistant to what she saw as radical or unseemly behavior. In 1917, at the height of World War I—when she was in her seventies and famous and rich—Green wrote a public letter to the New York Times urging men to vote against granting women the right to vote, because it would confuse government, encourage immodesty, provoke marital discord, and unnecessarily add to the traditional burdens of women.

Although Raymond is the narrator and Gryce the official detective, another character grows ever more important as the story progresses—“the horrible, blood-curdling it,” as Raymond exclaims, “that yesterday was a living, breathing man.” Although Horatio Leavenworth is dead before the story opens, “Death by murder is in a way not an end but a beginning,” as Ruth Rendell observes in one of her Inspector Wexford novels. “The lives of the naturally dead may be buried with them,” says Rendell, but murder victims’ lives are exposed, one piece at a time, until they take on “the character of a celebrity’s biography.” In fiction as in reality, old sins cast long shadows. “One must go farther back than this murder,” muses Raymond about the death of Horatio Leavenworth, “to find the root of a mistrust so great. . . .”

[image: 003]

After The Leavenworth Case, Anna Katharine Green’s fame grew through more than three dozen books in the mystery field, from A Strange Disappearance in 1880 to The Step on the Stair in 1923. She quickly developed a work schedule, beginning to write around 9:00 a.m. and working into the afternoon, only to often return again after dinner, when she would read her day’s work aloud for her husband and children and governess to critique. She was her own most severe critic, of course, and often paused in reading to jot marginal notes on the pages. Ebenezer Gryce returned in several novels and some stories, and three times he was joined by the quick-witted spinster, Amelia Butterworth. After her first couple of novels, Green published a volume of twenty-six early poems, The Defence of the Bride. “Vigorous productions,” Harper’s magazine called the poems, and the reviewer added the highest compliment he could imagine, proclaiming this young woman’s poetry to be absolutely masculine in its power and concision. Later Green also published a drama, Risifi’s Daughter.

Green’s seemingly risky choice of husband proved as wise as her determination to pursue a career instead of sitting quietly in the parlor and chatting about fashion. Besides acting now and then—in Shakespeare and Molière and a stage version of The Leavenworth Case—Charles Rohlfs became an acclaimed industrial designer and furniture designer. In a recent article, art historian Joseph Cunningham called Rohlfs “one of the most enigmatic and celebrated American designers of the early twentieth century,” and went on to examine the ways that his wife collaborated with him on much of his best-known work. A desk chair they designed together is in the Metropolitan Museum of Art in New York. Together, Green and Rohlfs raised three children; two sons embraced the new century to the point of becoming pilots.

Green didn’t publish any more books after 1923, but even this date was in the modern era that critics often call the Golden Age of detective fiction. Agatha Christie had published her first Poirot novel three years earlier and was moving toward becoming the Anna Katharine Green of the twentieth century. Before the end of the decade, such influential forces as Raymond Chandler and Ellery Queen would appear. Upon Green’s death on  April 11, 1935, at the age of eighty-eight, Publishers Weekly reported that her first book had sold more than a million copies.

Her grave, in Forest Lawn Cemetery in Buffalo, bears her name incised next to others on a single large family stone labeled ROHLFS. There is no mention of her fame. But literary characters, unlike their creators, live beyond the grave. The mortal remains of Anna Katharine Green rest underground, but Amelia Butterworth and Ebenezer Gryce and Violet Strange are still cavorting in the minds of readers. A century and a third after their first appearance, the characters in The Leavenworth Case stand poised to reenact the drama. Turning the first page, you will open the door at the firm of Veeley, Carr & Raymond and find ambitious young Everett Raymond seated behind a desk. Someone is coming in to announce the shocking murder of Mr. Leavenworth.

MICHAEL SIMS
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BOOK I

 THE PROBLEM




CHAPTER 1

“A Great Case”

A deed of dreadful note.

—MACBETH.

 

I had been a junior partner in the firm of Veeley, Carr & Raymond, attorneys and counselors at law, for about a year, when one morning, in the temporary absence of both Mr. Veeley and Mr. Carr, there came into our office a young man whose whole appearance was so indicative of haste and agitation that I involuntarily rose as he approached, and advanced to meet him.

“What is the matter, sir?” I inquired. “You have no bad news to tell me, I hope?”

“I have come to see Mr. Veeley; is he in?”

“No,” I replied; “he was unexpectedly called away this morning to Washington; he cannot be home before tomorrow, but if you will make your business known to me——”

“To you, sir?” interrupted he, turning a very cold, but steady eye on mine; then seeming to be satisfied with his scrutiny, continued: “There is no reason why I shouldn’t; my business is no secret. I came to inform him that Mr. Leavenworth is dead.”

“Mr. Leavenworth!” I exclaimed, falling back a step. Mr. Leavenworth was an old client of our firm, to say nothing of his being the particular friend of Mr. Veeley.

“Yes, murdered; shot through the head by some unknown person while sitting at his library table.”

“Shot! Murdered!” I could scarcely believe my ears. What! The genial, whole-souled old gentleman, who but a week before had stood in that very spot, twitting me with my bachelorhood and asking me in the same breath to come to his house and see what he had there to show me! I stared at the man beside me, half incredulously.

“How? When?” I gasped.

“Last night. At least so we suppose. He was not found till  this morning. I am Mr. Leavenworth’s private secretary,” he explained, “and live in the family. It was a dreadful shock,” he went on, “especially to the ladies.”

“Dreadful!” I repeated. “Mr. Veeley will be overwhelmed by it.”

“They are all alone,” continued he in a low business-like way I afterward found to be inseparable from the man; “the Misses Leavenworth I mean—Mr. Leavenworth’s nieces; and as an inquest is to be held there today, it is deemed proper they should have someone present capable of advising them. As Mr. Veeley was their uncle’s best friend, they naturally sent me for him, but he being absent, I don’t know what to do or where to go.”

“Well,” replied I, “I am a stranger to the ladies, but if I can be of any assistance to them, my respect for their uncle is such——”

The expression of the secretary’s eye stopped me. Without seeming to wander from my face, its pupil had suddenly dilated till it appeared to embrace my whole person within its scope.

“I don’t know,” remarked he finally, a slight frown testifying to the fact that he was not altogether pleased with the turn affairs were taking. “Perhaps it would be best. The ladies must not be left alone——”

“Say no more,” interrupted I; “I will go.” And sitting down I dispatched a hurried message to Mr. Veeley, after which, and the few other preparations necessary, I accompanied the secretary to the street.

“Now,” said I, “tell me all you know of this frightful affair.”

“All I know? A few words will do that. I left him last night sitting as usual at his library table, and found him this morning, seated in the same place, almost in the same position, but with a bullet hole in his head as large as the end of my little finger.”

“Dead?”

“Stone dead.”

“Horrible!” I exclaimed. Then, after a moment: “Could it have been a suicide?”

“No. The pistol with which the deed was committed is not to be found.”

“But if it was a murder, there must have been some motive. Mr. Leavenworth was too benevolent a man to have enemies, and if robbery was intended——”

“There was no robbery. There is nothing missing,” he again interrupted. “The whole affair is a mystery.”

“A mystery?”

“An utter mystery.”

Turning, I looked at my informant curiously. The inmate of a house in which a mysterious murder had occurred was rather an interesting object. But the good-featured and yet totally unimpressive countenance of the man beside me offered but little basis for even the wildest imagination to work upon, and glancing almost immediately away I asked:

“Are the ladies very much overcome?”

He took at least a half-dozen steps before replying.

“It would be unnatural if they were not,” he said at last; and whether it was the expression of his face at the time or the nature of the reply itself, I felt that in speaking of these ladies to this uninteresting, self-possessed secretary of the late Mr. Leavenworth, I was somehow treading upon dangerous ground. As I had heard they were very accomplished women, I was not altogether pleased at this discovery. It was, therefore, with a certain consciousness of relief that I saw a Fifth Avenue stage approach.

“We will defer our conversation,” said I. “Here’s the stage.” But once seated within it, we soon discovered that all intercourse upon such a subject was impossible. Employing the time, therefore, in running over in my mind what I knew of Mr. Leavenworth, I found that my knowledge was limited to the bare fact of his being a retired merchant of great wealth and fine social position, who in default of possessing children of his own, had taken into his home two nieces, one of whom had already been declared his heiress. To be sure I had heard Mr. Veeley speak of his eccentricities, giving as an instance this very fact of his making a will in favor of one niece to the utter exclusion of the other, but of his habits of life and connection with the world at large, I knew little or nothing.

There was a great crowd in front of the house when we arrived there, and I had barely time to observe that it was a corner dwelling of unusual depth as well as width, when I was seized by the throng and carried quite to the foot of the broad stone steps. Extricating myself, though with some difficulty, owing to the importunities of a boot-black and butcher boy, who seemed to think that by clinging to my arms they might be able to smuggle themselves into the very scene of the tragedy, I mounted the steps, and finding the secretary by some unaccountable good fortune close to my side, hurriedly rang the bell. Immediately the door opened, and a face I recognized as that of one of our city detectives appeared in the gap.

“Mr. Gryce!” I exclaimed.

“The same,” replied he. “Come in, Mr. Raymond.” And drawing us quietly into the house, he shut the door with a grim smile on the disappointed crowd without. “I trust you are not surprised to see me here,” said he, holding out his hand, with a side-glance at my companion.

“No,” returned I. Then with a vague idea that I ought to introduce the young man at my side, continued, “This is Mr. ——, Mr.——,—excuse me, but I do not know your name,” I said, turning with a glance of inquiry to my companion. “The private secretary of the late Mr. Leavenworth,” I hastened to add.

“Oh,” returned he, “the secretary! The coroner has been asking for you, sir.”

“The coroner is here, then?” said I.

“Yes, the jury have just gone upstairs to view the body; would you like to follow them?”

“No,” said I. “It is not necessary. I have merely come in the hope of being of some assistance to the young ladies. Mr. Veeley is away.”

“And you thought the opportunity too good to be lost,” he went on; “just so. Still, now that you are here and as the case promises to be a marked one, I should think that, as a rising young lawyer, you would wish to make yourself acquainted with it in all its details. But follow your own judgment.”

I made an effort and overcame my repugnance. “I will go,” said I.

“Very well, then,” he replied, “follow me.”

But just as I set foot on the stairs I heard the jury descending, so drawing back with Mr. Gryce into the recess between the reception room and parlor, I had time to remark:

“The young man says that it could not have been the work of a burglar.”

“Indeed!” fixing his eye on a door-knob near by.

“That nothing has been found missing——”

“And that the fastenings to the house were all found secure this morning; just so.”

“He did not tell me that. In that case”—and I shuddered—“the murderer must have been in the house all night.”

Mr. Gryce smiled darkly at the door-knob.

“It has a dreadful look!” exclaimed I.

Mr. Gryce immediately frowned at the door-knob.

And here let me say that Mr. Gryce, the detective, was not the thin, wiry individual with a shrewd eye that seems to plunge into the core of your being and pounce at once upon its hidden secret that you are doubtless expecting to see. Mr. Gryce was a portly, comfortable personage with an eye that never pounced, that did not even rest—on you. If it rested anywhere, it was always on some insignificant object in your vicinity, some vase, inkstand, book or button. These things he would seem to take into his confidence, make the repositories of his conclusions, but you—you might as well be the steeple on Trinity Church, for all the connection you ever appeared to have with him or his thoughts. At present, then, Mr. Gryce was, as I have already suggested, on intimate terms with the door-knob.

“A dreadful look,” I repeated.

His eye shifted to the button on my sleeve.

“Come,” he said, “the coast is clear at last.”

Leading the way, he mounted the stairs, but stopped on the upper landing. “Mr. Raymond,” said he, “I am not in the habit of talking much about the secrets of my profession, but in this case everything depends upon getting the right clue at the start. We have no common villainy to deal with here; genius has been at work. Now sometimes an absolutely uninitiated mind will intuitively catch at something which the most highly trained intellect will miss. If such a thing should occur, remember that  I am your man. Don’t go round talking, but come to me. For this is going to be a great case, mind you, a great case. Now come on.”

“But the ladies?”

“They are in the rooms above; in grief, of course, but tolerably composed, for all I hear.” And advancing to a door, he pushed it open and beckoned me in.

All was dark for a moment but presently, my eyes becoming accustomed to the place, I saw that we were in the library.

“It was here that he was found,” said he; “in this room and upon this very spot.” And advancing he laid his hand on the end of a large, baize-covered table that, together with its attendant chairs, occupied the center of the room. “You see for yourself that it is directly opposite this door,” and, crossing the floor, he paused in front of the threshold of a narrow passage-way, opening into a room beyond.* “As the murdered man was discovered sitting in this chair, and consequently with his back toward the passage-way, the assassin must have advanced through the doorway to deliver his shot, pausing let us say about here.” And Mr. Gryce planted his feet firmly upon a certain spot in the carpet, about a foot from the threshold before mentioned.

“But——” I hastened to interpose.
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This diagram is for those who are interested in the details of this affair.

 

“There is no room for but,” he cried. “We have studied the situation.” And without deigning to dilate upon the subject, he turned immediately about and stepping swiftly before me led the way into the passage named. “Wine closet, clothes closet, washing apparatus, towel-rack,” explained he, waving his hand from side to side as we hurried through, finishing with “Mr. Leavenworth’s private apartment,” as that room in all its elegance opened upon us.

Mr. Leavenworth’s private apartment! It was here then that it ought to be, the horrible blood-curdling it that yesterday was a living, breathing man. Advancing to the bed that was hung with heavy curtains, I raised my hand to put them back when Mr. Gryce, drawing them from my clasp, disclosed lying upon the pillow a cold, a calm face looking so natural I involuntarily started.

“His death was too sudden to distort the features,” said he, turning the head to one side in a way to make visible a ghastly wound in the back of the cranium. “Such a hole as that sends a man out of the world without much notice. The surgeon will convince you it could never have been inflicted by himself. It is a case of deliberate murder.”

Horrified, I drew hastily back, when my glance fell upon a door situated directly opposite me in the side of the wall toward the hall. It appeared to be the only outlet from the room with the exception of the passage through which we had entered, and I could not help wondering if it was through there the assassin had come on his roundabout course to the library. But Mr. Gryce, seemingly observant of my glance, though his own was fixed upon the chandelier, made haste to remark, as if in reply to the inquiry in my face:

“Found locked on the inside; may have come that way and may not: we don’t pretend to say.”

Observing now that the bed was undisturbed in its arrangement, I remarked: “He had not retired then?”

“No; the tragedy must be ten hours old. Time for the murderer to have studied the situation and provided for all contingencies.”

“The murderer? Whom do you suspect?” I whispered.

He looked impassively at the ring on my finger.

“Everyone and nobody. It is not for me to suspect but to detect.” And dropping the curtain into its former position he led me from the room.

The coroner’s inquest being now in session, I felt a strong desire to be present, so requesting Mr. Gryce to inform the ladies that, Mr. Veeley being absent from town, I had come as one of his partners to render them any assistance they might require on so melancholy an occasion, I proceeded to the large parlor below and took my seat among the various perons there assembled.




CHAPTER 2

The Coroner’s Inquest

The baby figure of the giant mass
 Of things to come.

—TROILUS AND CRESSIDA.

 

For a few minutes I sat dazed by the sudden flood of light that greeted me from the many open windows, then as the strongly contrasting features of the scene before me began to impress themselves upon my consciousness, I found myself experiencing something of the same sensation of double personality, which years before had followed an enforced use of ether. As at that time it appeared to me that I was living two lives at once, in two distinct places, with two separate sets of incidents going on, so now did I seem to be divided between two irreconcilable trains of thought; the gorgeous house, its elaborate furnishing, the little glimpses of yesterday’s life as seen in the open piano with its sheet of music held in place by a lady’s dainty fan, occupying my attention fully as much as the aspect of the throng of incongruous and impatient people huddled about me.

Perhaps one reason of this lay in the extraordinary splendor of the room I was in; the glow of satin, glitter of bronze and  glimmer of marble meeting the eye at every turn. But I am rather inclined to think that it was mainly due to the force and eloquence of a certain picture that confronted me from the opposite wall. A sweet picture—sweet enough and poetic enough to have been conceived by the most idealistic of artists: simple too—vision of a young, golden-haired, blue-eyed coquette, dressed in the costume of the First Empire, standing in a woodpath looking back over her shoulder as at someone following—yet with such a dash of something not altogether saint-like in the corners of her meek eyes and baby-like lips, that it impressed me with the individuality of life. Had it not been for the open dress with its waist almost beneath the armpits, the hair cut short on the forehead and the perfection of the neck and shoulders, I should have taken it for a literal portrait of one of the ladies of the house. As it was, I could not rid myself of the idea that one, if not both, of Mr. Leavenworth’s nieces looked down upon me from the eyes of this entrancing blonde with the beckoning glance and forbidding hand. So vividly did this fancy impress me, that I half shuddered as I looked, wondering if this sweet creature did not know what had occurred in this house since the happy yesterday, that she should stand there smiling so invitingly—when suddenly I became aware that I had been watching the little crowd of men about me with as complete an attention as if there were nothing else in the room but themselves. That the face of the coroner, sternly intelligent and attentive, was as distinctly imprinted upon my mind as that of this lovely picture, or the clearer-cut and more noble features of the sculptured Psyche, shining in mellow beauty from the crimson-hung window at his right. Yes, even that the various countenances of the jurymen clustered before me, commonplace and insignificant as most of them were, the trembling forms of the excited servants crowded into a far corner, and the still more disagreeable aspect of the pale-faced seedy reporter, seated at a small table and writing with a ghoul-like avidity that made my flesh creep, were each and all as fixed an element in the remarkable scene before me as the splendor of the surroundings which made their presence such a nightmare of discord and unreality.

I have spoken of the coroner. As fortune would have it he  was no stranger to me. I had not only seen him before, but had had frequent conversation with him, in fact knew him. His name was Hammond, and he was universally regarded as a man of more than ordinary acuteness, fully capable of conducting an important examination with the necessary skill and address. Interested as I was, or rather was likely to be in this particular inquiry, I could not but congratulate myself upon our good fortune in having so intelligent a coroner.

As for his jurymen, they were, as I have intimated, very much like all other bodies of a similar character. Picked up at random from the streets, but from such streets as Fifth and Sixth Avenues, they presented much the same appearance of average intelligence and refinement as might be seen in the chance occupants of one of our city stages rolling down Broadway, with its quota of business men. Indeed, I marked but one amongst them all who seemed to take any interest in the inquiry, as an inquiry; all the rest appearing to be actuated in the fulfillment of their duty by the commoner instincts of pity and indignation.

Dr. Maynard, the well-known surgeon of Thirty-sixth Street, was the first witness called. His testimony was mainly concerning the nature of the wound found in the murdered man’s head. As some of the facts presented by him are likely to prove of importance to us in our narrative, I will proceed to give a synopsis of what he said.

Prefacing his remarks with some account of himself, and the manner in which he had been summoned to the house by one of the servants, he went on to state that upon his arrival he found the deceased lying on a bed in the second-story front room, with the blood clotted about a pistol wound in the back of the head; having evidently been carried there from the adjoining apartment some hours after death. It was the only wound discovered on the body, and having probed it, he had found and extracted the bullet which he now handed to the jury. It was lying in the brain, having entered the base of the skull, passed obliquely upward, and at once struck the medulla oblongata, causing instant death. The fact of the ball having entered the brain in this peculiar manner, he deemed worthy of note, since it would produce not only instantaneous death but an utterly  motionless one. Further, from the position of the bullet hole and the direction taken by the bullet, it was manifestly impossible that the shot should have been fired by the man himself, even if the condition of the hair about the wound did not completely demonstrate the fact that the shot was fired from a point some three feet or four feet distant. Still further, considering the angle at which the bullet had entered the skull, it was evident that the deceased must not only have been seated at the time, a fact about which there could be no dispute, but he must also have been engaged in some occupation which drew his head forward. For, in order that the ball should enter the head of a man sitting erect at the angle seen here, at 45°, it would be necessary not only for the pistol to be held very low down, but in a peculiar position; while if the head had been bent forward as in the act of writing, a man holding a pistol naturally, with the elbow bent, might very easily fire a ball into the brain at the angle observed.

Upon being questioned in regard to the bodily health of Mr. Leavenworth, he replied that the deceased appeared to have been in good condition at the time of his death, but that not being his attendant physician, he could not speak conclusively upon the subject without further examination; and to the remark of a juryman observed that he had not seen pistol or weapon lying upon the floor, or indeed anywhere else in either of the above-mentioned rooms.

I might as well add here what he afterward stated, that from the position of the table, the chair and the door behind it, the murderer, in order to satisfy all the conditions imposed by the situation, must have stood upon or just within the threshold of the passage-way leading into the room beyond. Also, that as the ball was small and from a rifled barrel, and thus especially liable to deflections while passing through bones and integuments, it seemed to him evident that the victim had made no effort to raise or turn his head when advanced upon by his destroyer; the fearful conclusion being that the footstep was an accustomed one, and the presence of its possessor in the room either known or expected.

The physician’s testimony being ended, the coroner picked up the bullet which had been laid on the table before him, and  for a moment rolled it contemplatively between his fingers, then drawing a pencil from his pocket, hastily scrawled a line or two on a piece of paper and calling an officer to his side, delivered some command in a low tone. The officer taking up the slip, looked at it for an instant knowingly, then catching up his hat left the room. Another moment, and the front door closed on him, and a wild halloo from the crowd of urchins without told of his appearance in the street. Sitting where I did, I had a full view from the window of the corner. Looking out, I saw the officer stop there, hail a cab, hastily enter it, and disappear in the direction of Broadway.




CHAPTER 3

Facts and Deductions

Confusion now hath made his master-piece;
 Most sacrilegious murder hath broke ope
 The Lord’s anointed temple and stolen thence
 The life of the building.

—MACBETH.

 

Turning my attention back into the room where I was, I found the coroner consulting a memorandum through a very impressive pair of gold eye-glasses.

“Is the butler here?” he asked.

Immediately there was a stir among the group of servants in the corner, and an intelligent-looking though somewhat pompous Irishman stepped out from their midst and confronted the jury. “Ah,” thought I to myself as my glance encountered his precise whiskers, steady eye and respectfully attentive though by no means humble expression, “here is a model servant who is likely to prove a model witness.” And I was not mistaken. Thomas, the butler, was in all respects one in a thousand—and he knew it.

The coroner, upon whom, as upon all others in the room, he seemed to have made the like favorable impression, proceeded without hesitation to interrogate him.

“Your name, I am told, is Thomas Dougheity?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Well, Thomas, how long have you been employed in your present situation?”

“It must be a matter of two years now, sir.”

“You are the person who first discovered the body of Mr. Leavenworth?’”

“Yes, sir; I and Mr. Harwell.”

“And who is Mr. Harwell?”

“Mr. Harwell is Mr. Leavenworth’s private secretary, sir; the one who did his writing.”

“Very good. Now at what time of the day or night was it that you made this discovery?”

“It was early, sir; early this morning, about eight.”

“And where?”

“In the library, sir, off Mr. Leavenworth’s bedroom. We had forced our way in, feeling anxious about his not coming to breakfast.”

“You forced your way in; the door then was locked?”

“Yes, sir.”

“On the inside?”

“That I cannot tell; there was no key in the door.”

“Where was Mr. Leavenworth lying when you first found him?”

“He was not lying, sir. He was seated at the large table in the center of the room, his back to the bedroom door; leaning forward, his head on his hands.”

“How was he dressed?”

“In his dinner suit, sir, just as he came from the table last night.”

“Were there any evidences in the room that a struggle had taken place?”

“No, sir.”

“Any pistol on the floor or table?”

“No, sir.”

“Any reason to suppose that robbery had been attempted?”

“No, sir. Mr. Leavenworth’s watch and purse were both in his pockets.”

Being asked to mention who was in the house at the time of the discovery, he replied: “The young ladies, Miss Mary Leavenworth and Miss Eleanore, Mr. Harwell, Kate the cook, Molly the upstairs girl, and myself.”

“The usual members of the household?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Now tell me whose duty it is to close up the house at night.”

“Mine, sir.”

“Did you secure it as usual, last night?”

“I did, sir.”

“Who unfastened it this morning?”

“I, sir.”

“How did you find it?”

“Just as I left it.”

“What, not a window open nor a door unlocked?”

“No, sir.”

By this time you could have heard a pin drop. The certainty that the murderer, whoever he was, had not left the house, at least till after it was opened in the morning, seemed to weigh upon all minds. Forewarned as I had been of the fact, I could not but feel a certain degree of emotion at having it thus brought before me; and moving so as to bring the butler’s face within view, searched it for some secret token that he had spoken thus emphatically in order to cover up his own dereliction of duty. But it was unmoved in its candor, and sustained the concentrated gaze of all in the room like a rock.

Being now asked when he had last seen Mr. Leavenworth alive, he replied. “At dinner last night.”

“He was, however, seen later by some of you?”

“Yes, sir; Mr. Harwell says he saw him as late as half-past ten in the evening.”

“What room do you occupy in this house?”

“A little one on the basement floor.”

“And where do the other members of the household sleep?”

“Mostly on the third floor, sir; the ladies in the large back  rooms, and Mr. Harwell in the little one in front. The girls sleep above.”

“There was then no one on the same floor with Mr. Leavenworth?”

“No, sir.”

“At what hour did you go to bed?”

“Well, I should say about eleven.”

“Did you hear any noise in the house either before or after that time, that you remember?”

“No, sir.”

“So that the discovery you made this morning was a surprise to you?”

“Yes, sir.”

Requested now to give a more detailed account of that discovery, he went on to say that it was not till Mr. Leavenworth failed to come to his breakfast at the call of the bell, that any suspicion arose in the house that all was not right. Even then they waited some time before doing anything, but as minute after minute went by and he did not come, Miss Eleanore grew very anxious, and finally left the room saying she would go to see what was the matter, but soon returned looking very much frightened, saying she had knocked at her uncle’s door, and had even called to him, but could get no answer. At which he and Mr. Harwell had gone up and together tried both doors, and finding them locked, burst open that of the library, when they saw Mr. Leavenworth as he had already said, sitting at the table, dead.

“And the ladies?”

“Oh, they followed us up and came into the room and Miss Eleanore fainted away.”

“And the other one, Miss Mary I believe they call her?”

“I don’t remember anything about her. I was so busy fetching water for Miss Eleanore, I didn’t notice.”

“Well, how long was it before Mr. Leavenworth was carried into the next room?”

“Almost immediate, as soon as Miss Eleanore recovered and that was as soon as ever the water touched her lips.”

“Who proposed that the body should be carried from the spot?”

“She, sir. As soon as ever she stood up she went over to it and looked at it and shuddered, and then calling Mr. Harwell and me, bade us carry him in and lay him on the bed and go for the doctor, which we did.”

“Wait a moment; did she go with you when you went into the other room?”

“No, sir.”

“What did she do?”

“She stayed by the library table.”

“What doing?”

“I couldn’t see; her back was to me.”

“How long did she stay there?”

“She was gone when we came back.”

“Gone from the table?”

“Gone from the room.”

“Humph! When did you see her again?”

“In a minute. She came in at the library door as we went out.”

“Anything in her hand?”

“Not as I see.”

“Did you miss anything from the table?”

“I never thought to look, sir. The table was nothing to me. I was only thinking of going for the doctor, though I knew it was of no use.”

“Whom did you leave in the room when you went out?”

“The cook, sir, and Molly, sir, and Miss Eleanore.”

“Not Miss Mary?”

“No, sir.”

“Very well. Have the jury any questions to put to this man?”

A movement at once took place in that profound body.

“I would like to ask a few,” exclaimed a weazened-faced, excitable little man whom I had before noticed shifting in his seat in a restless manner, strongly suggestive of an intense but hitherto repressed desire to interrupt the proceedings.

“Very well, sir,” returned Thomas.

But the juryman stopping to draw a deep breath, a large and decidedly pompous man who sat at his right hand seized the opportunity to inquire in a round listen-to-me sort of voice:

“You say you have been in the family for two years. Was it what you might call a united family?”

“United?”

“Affectionate, you know—on good terms with each other.” And the juryman lifted a very long and heavy watch chain that hung across his vest as if that as well as himself had a right to a suitable and well-considered reply.

The butler, impressed perhaps by his manner, glanced uneasily around. “Yes, sir, as far as I know.”

“The young ladies were attached to their uncle?”

“Oh, yes, sir.”

“And to each other?”

“Well, yes, I suppose so; it’s not for me to say.”

“You suppose so. Have you any reason to think otherwise?”

And he doubled the watch chain about his fingers as if he would double its attention as well as his own.

Thomas hesitated a moment. But just as his interlocutor was about to repeat his question, he drew himself up into a rather stiff and formal attitude and replied:

“Well, sir, no.”

The juryman, for all his self-assertion, seemed to respect the reticence of a servant who declined to give his opinion in regard to such a matter, and drawing complacently back, signified with a wave of his hand that he had no more to say.

Immediately the excitable little man, before mentioned, slipped forward to the edge of his chair and asked this time without hesitation: “At what time did you unfasten the house this morning?”

“About six, sir.”

“Now could anyone leave the house after that time without your knowledge?”

Thomas glanced a trifle uneasily at his fellow-servants, but answered up promptly and as if without reserve.

“I don’t think it would be possible for anybody to leave this house after six in the morning without either myself or the cook’s knowing of it. Folks don’t jump from second-story windows in broad daylight, and as to leaving by the doors, the front door closes with such a slam all the house can hear it  from top to bottom, and as for the back door, no one that goes out of that can get clear of the yard without going by the kitchen window, and no one can go by that kitchen window without the cook’s a-seeing of them, that I can just swear to.” And he cast a half quizzing, half malicious look at the round, red-faced individual in question, strongly suggestive of late and unforgotten bickerings over the kitchen coffee-urn and castor.

This reply, which was of a nature calculated to deepen the forebodings which had already settled upon the minds of those present, produced a visible effect. The house found locked and no one seen to leave it! Evidently, then, we had not far to look for the assassin.

Shifting on his chair with increased fervor, if I may so speak, the juryman glanced sharply around. But perceiving the renewed interest on the faces about him, he declined to weaken the effect of the last admission by any further questions. Settling, therefore, comfortably back, he left the field open for any other juror who might choose to press the inquiry. But no one seeming to be ready to do this, Thomas in his turn evinced impatience, and at last looking respectfully around inquired:

“Would any other gentleman like to ask me anything?” No one replying, he threw a hurried glance of relief toward the servants at his side, then while each one marveled at the sudden change that had taken place in his countenance, withdrew with an eager alacrity and evident satisfaction for which I could not at the moment account.

But the next witness proving to be none other than my acquaintance of the morning, Mr. Harwell, I soon forgot both Thomas and the doubts his last movement had awakened in the interest which the examination of so important a person as the secretary and right-hand man of Mr. Leavenworth was likely to create.

Advancing with the calm and determined air of one who realized that life and death itself might hang upon the words he would be called upon to utter, Mr. Harwell took his stand before the jury with a degree of dignity that was not only highly prepossessing in itself, but to me who had not been over and above pleased with him in our first interview, admirable and surprising. Lacking, as I have said, any distinctive quality of  face or form agreeable or otherwise—being what you might call in appearance a negative sort of person, his pale regular features, dark well-smoothed hair and simple whiskers all belonging to a recognized type and very commonplace—there was still visible on this occasion at least a certain self-possession in his carriage which went far toward making up for the want of impressiveness in his countenance and expression. Not that even this was in any way remarkable. Indeed there was nothing remarkable about the man, any more than there is about a thousand others you meet every day on Broadway, unless you except the look of concentration and solemnity which pervaded his whole person; a solemnity which at this time would not have been noticeable, perhaps, if it had not appeared to be the habitual expression of one who in his short life had seen more of sorrow than joy, less of pleasure than care and anxiety.

The coroner, to whom his appearance one way or the other seemed to be a matter of no moment, addressed him immediately and without reserve.

“Your name?”

“James Trueman Harwell.”

“Your business?”

“I have occupied the position of private secretary and amanuensis to Mr. Leavenworth for the past eight months.”

“You are the person who last saw Mr. Leavenworth alive, are you not?”

The young man raised his head with a haughty gesture that well-nigh transfigured it.

“Certainly not; as I am not the man who killed him.”

This answer, which seemed to introduce something akin to levity or badinage into an examination the seriousness of which we were all beginning to realize, produced an immediate revulsion of feeling toward the man who, in face of facts revealed and to be revealed, could so lightly make use of it. A hum of disapproval swept through the room, and in that one remark, James Harwell lost all that he had previously won by the self-possession of his bearing and the unflinching regard of his eye. He seemed himself to realize this, for he lifted his head still higher, though his general aspect remained unchanged.

“I mean,” the coroner exclaimed, evidently nettled that the  young man had been able to draw such a conclusion from his words, “that you were the last one to see him previous to his assassination by some unknown individual?”

The secretary folded his arms, whether to hide a certain tremble that had seized him or by that simple action to gain time for a moment’s further thought, I could not then determine. “Sir,” he replied at length, “I cannot answer yes or no to that question. In all probability I was the last so to see him, but in a house as large as this I cannot be sure of even so simple a fact as that.” Then observing the unsatisfied look on the faces around, added slowly: “It is my business to see him late.”

“Your business? Oh, as his secretary, I suppose?”

He gravely nodded.

“Mr. Harwell,” the coroner went on, “the office of private secretary in this country is not a common one. Will you explain to us what your duties were in that capacity; in short, what use Mr. Leavenworth had for such an assistant and how he employed you?”

“Certainly. Mr. Leavenworth was, as you perhaps know, a man of great wealth. Connected with various societies, clubs, institutions, etc., besides being known far and near as a giving man, he was accustomed every day of his life to receive numerous letters, begging and otherwise, which it was my business to open and answer; his private correspondence always bearing a mark upon it which distinguished it from the rest. But this was not all I was expected to do. Having in his early life been engaged in the tea-trade, he had made more than one voyage to China, and was consequently much interested in the question of international communication between that country and our own. Thinking that in his various visits there he had learned much which if known to the American people would conduce to our better understanding of the nation, its peculiarities and the best manner of dealing with it, he has been engaged for some time in writing a book on the subject, which same it has been my business for the last eight months to assist him in preparing, by writing at his dictation, three hours out of the twenty-four, the last hour being commonly taken from the evening, say from half-past nine to half-past ten; Mr. Leavenworth being a very methodical man and accustomed to regulate his  own life and that of those about him with almost mathematical precision.”

“You say that you were accustomed to write at his dictation evenings. Did you do this as usual last evening?”

“I did, sir.”

“What can you tell us of his manner and appearance at the time? Were they in any way unusual?”

A frown crossed the secretary’s brow.

“As he probably had no premonition of his doom, how should there have been any change in his manner?”

This giving the coroner an opportunity to revenge himself for his discomfiture of a moment before, he said somewhat severely:

“It is the business of a witness to answer questions, not to put them.”

The secretary flushed and the account stood even.

“Very well then, sir; if Mr. Leavenworth felt any forebodings of his end, he did not reveal them to me. On the contrary, he seemed to be more absorbed in his work than usual. One of the last words he said to me was: ‘In a month we will have this book in press, eh, Trueman?’ I remember this particularly, as he was filling his wineglass at the time. He always drank one glass of wine before retiring, it being my duty to bring the decanter of sherry from the closet the last thing before leaving him. I was standing with my hand on the knob of the hall door, but advanced as he said this and replied, ‘I hope so indeed, Mr. Leavenworth.’ ‘Then join me in drinking a glass of sherry,’ he said, motioning me to procure another glass from the closet. I did so, and he poured me out the wine with his own hand. I am not especially fond of sherry, but the occasion was a pleasant one and I drained my glass. I remember being slightly ashamed of doing so, for Mr. Leavenworth set his down half full. It was half full when we found him this morning.”

Do what he would (and being a reserved man, he appeared anxious to control his emotion), the horror of his first shock seemed to overwhelm him here. Pulling his handkerchief from his pocket he wiped his forehead. “Gentlemen, that is the last action of Mr. Leavenworth I ever saw. As he set the glass down on the table, I said good night to him and left the room.”

The coroner, with a characteristic imperviousness to all expressions of emotion, leaned back and surveyed the young man with a scrutinizing glance. “And where did you go then?” he asked.

“To my own room.”

“Did you meet anybody on the way?”

“No, sir.”

“Hear anything or see anything unusual?”

The secretary’s voice fell a trifle. “No, sir.”

“Mr. Harwell, think again. Are you ready to swear that you neither met anybody, heard anybody nor saw anything which lingers yet in your memory as unusual?”

His face grew quite distressed. Twice he opened his lips to speak and as often closed them without doing so. At last with an effort he replied:

“I saw one thing, a little thing, too slight to mention, but it was unusual, and I could not help thinking of it when you spoke.”

“What was it?”

“Only a door half open.”

“Whose door?”

“Miss Eleanore Leavenworth’s.” His voice was almost a whisper now.

“Where were you when you observed this fact?”

“I cannot say exactly. Probably at my own door, as I did not stop on the way. If this frightful occurrence had not taken place I should never have thought of it again.”

“When you went into your room did you close your door?”

“I did, sir.”

“How soon did you retire?”

“Immediately.”

“Did you hear nothing before you fell asleep?”

Again that indefinable hesitation.

“Barely nothing.”

“Not a footstep in the hall?”

“I might have heard a footstep.”

“Did you?”

“I cannot swear I did.”

“Do you think you did?”

“Yes, I think I did. To tell the whole, I remember hearing, just as I was falling into a doze, a rustle and a footstep in the hall, but it made no impression upon me and I dropped asleep.”

“Well?”

“Some time later I woke, woke suddenly, as if something had startled me, but what, a noise or move, I cannot say. I remember rising up in my bed and looking around, but hearing nothing further soon yielded to the drowsiness which possessed me and fell into a deep sleep. I did not awaken again till morning.”

Here requested to relate how and when he became acquainted with the fact of the murder, he substantiated, in all particulars, the account of the murder already given by the butler; which subject being exhausted, the coroner went on to ask if he had noted the condition of the library table after the body had been removed.

“Somewhat, yes, sir.”

“What was on it?”

“The usual properties, sir; books, paper, a pen with the ink dried on it, besides the decanter and the wineglass from which he drank the night before.”

“Nothing more?”

“I remember nothing more.”

“In regard to that decanter and glass,” broke in the juryman of the watch and chain, “did you not say that the latter was found in the same condition in which it was at the time you left Mr. Leavenworth sitting in his library?”

“Yes, sir, very much.”

“Yet he was in the habit of drinking a full glass?”

“Yes, sir.”

“An interruption must, then, have ensued very close upon your departure, Mr. Harwell.”

A cold bluish pallor suddenly broke out upon the young man’s face. He started and for a moment looked as if struck by some horrible thought. “That does not follow, sir,” he articulated with some difficulty. “Mr. Leavenworth might”—but suddenly stopped as if too much distressed to proceed.

“Go on, Mr. Harwell, let us hear what you have to say.”

“There is nothing,” he returned faintly as if battling with some strong emotion.

As he had not been answering a question, only volunteering an explanation, the coroner let it pass, but I saw more than one pair of eyes roll suspiciously from side to side as if many there felt they had at last found some sort of a clue in this man’s emotion. The coroner, ignoring in his easy way both the emotion and the universal excitement it had produced, now proceeded to ask—“Do you know whether the key to the library was in its place or not when you left the room last night?”

“No, sir; I did not notice.”

“The presumption is, it was?”

“I suppose so.”

“At all events the door was locked in the morning, and the key gone?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Then whoever committed this murder locked the door on passing out and took away the key?”

“It would seem so.”

The coroner turning, faced the jury with an earnest look. “Gentlemen,” said he, “there seems to be a mystery in regard to this key which must be looked into.”

Immediately a universal murmur swept through the room testifying to the acquiescence of all present. The little juryman rising hastily proposed that an instant search should be made for it, but the coroner, turning upon him with what I should denominate as a quelling look, decided that the inquest should proceed in the usual manner, till the verbal testimony was all in.

“Then allow me to ask a question,” said the irrepressible. “Mr. Harwell, we are told that upon the breaking in of the library door this morning, Mr. Leavenworth’s two nieces followed you into the room.”

“One of them, sir, Miss Eleanore.”

“Is Miss Eleanore the one who is said to be Mr. Leavenworth’s sole heiress?” the coroner here interposed.

“No, sir, that is Miss Mary.”

“That she gave orders,” pursued the juryman, “for the removal of the body into the farther room?”

“Yes, sir.”

“And that you obeyed her by helping to carry it in?”

“Yes, sir.”

“Now in thus passing through the rooms did you observe anything to lead you to form a suspicion of the murderer?”

The secretary shook his head. “I have no suspicion,” he said emphatically.

Somehow I did not believe him. Whether it was the tone of his voice, the clutch of his hand on his sleeve—and the hand will often reveal more than the countenance—I felt that this man was not to be relied upon in making this assertion.

“I would like to ask Mr. Harwell a question,” said a juryman who had not yet spoken. “We have had a detailed account of what looks like the discovery of a murdered man. Now, murder is never committed without some motive. Does the secretary know whether Mr. Leavenworth had any secret enemy?”

“I do not.”

“Everyone in the house seemed to be on good terms with him?”

“Yes, sir,” with a little quaver of dissent in the assertion however.

“Not a shadow lay between him and any other member of his household, as far as you know?”

“I am not ready to say that,” he returned, quite distressed. “A shadow is a very slight thing. There might have been a shadow——”

“Between him and whom?”

A long hesitation. “One of his nieces, sir.”

“Which one?”

Again that defiant lift of the head. “Miss Eleanore.”

“How long has this shadow been observable?”

“I cannot say.”

“You do not know the cause?”

“I do not.”

“Nor the extent of the feeling?”

“No, sir.”

“You open Mr. Leavenworth’s letters?”

“I do.”

“Has there been anything in those lately received by him  that, recurring to your memory now, might seem to throw any light upon this deed?”

It actually seemed as if he never would answer. Was he simply pondering over his reply or was the man turned to stone?

“Mr. Harwell, did you hear the juryman?” inquired the coroner.

“Yes, sir; I was thinking.”

“Very well; now answer.”

“Sir,” he replied, turning and looking the juryman full in the face and in that way revealing his unguarded left hand to my gaze, “I have opened Mr. Leavenworth’s letters as usual for the last two weeks, and I can think of nothing in them bearing in the least upon this tragedy.”

The man lied; I knew it instantly. The clenched hand pausing irresolute, then making up its mind to go through with the lie firmly, was enough for me.

“Mr. Harwell, this is undoubtedly true according to your judgment,” said the coroner; “but Mr. Leavenworth’s correspondence will have to be searched for all that.”

“Of course,” he replied carelessly, “that is only right.”

This remark ended Mr. Harwell’s examination for the time. As he sat down I made note of four things.

That Mr. Harwell himself, for some reason not given, was conscious of a suspicion which he was anxious to suppress even from his own mind.

That a woman was in some way connected with it, a rustle as well as a footstep having been heard by him on the stairs.

That a letter had arrived at that house and not long since which if found would be likely to throw some light upon this subject.

That Eleanore Leavenworth’s name came with difficulty from his lips; this evidently unimpressible man manifesting more or less emotion whenever he was called upon to utter it.
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