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Introduction 
 
 
 WHEN IT WAS FIRST suggested that I write an introduction to one of the 
volumes in this edition of Rex Stout’s Nero Wolfe novels, it never occurred to me 
that Bantam would come up with one I hadn’t even read. For one thing, I didn’t 
think there were any Nero Wolfe books I hadn’t read. Even if I hadn’t been married 
to one of the great Rex Stout fans of all time—and therefore living in a house more 
littered with Wolfian tributes than with cats—I would have been destined to 
encounter a good deal of the Wolfe canon in childhood. I was born and brought up 
in a small Connecticut town abutting the one in which Stout spent most of his life. 
My father’s law partner drew up Stout’s will and his estate, High Meadow, is 
legendary there. So is Stout himself, of course, and for more reasons than the 
simple fact that he produced a number of excellent light mysteries about the most 
eccentric master detective of them all. Like most other states, Connecticut prides 
herself on the accomplishments of the men and women she takes to be her own. 
Stout was an enormously successful banker long before he became a bestselling 
author. He was a respected public figure before he ever presented Nero Wolfe to 
the world. He was one of those people who seem to be successful by definition—
not someone who tried but someone who accomplished, almost as a matter of 
course. These days, I know enough about writing to know that nothing about 
producing a successful book is „a matter of course,” but back then Stout seemed 
right up there with George Washington and Thomas Edison—one of those people 
so good at everything they simply couldn’t fail. After a while the images got 
confused. In my child’s mind, Rex Stout was perfect and Nero Wolfe was perfect 
and therefore Rex Stout was Nero Wolfe. (Even the names had similar rhythms 
and resonated against each other. Nero Wolfe was fat, and Rex’s last name was—
well, Stout.) It came as quite a shock when, in my adulthood, I finally came across 
a good picture of the novelist himself. A man who looked less like his master 
detective could barely be imagined. 
 Someone looking for a chance to spend time with Wolfe and Archie at their most 
vivid could hardly pick a better volume than this one. Short detective fiction is 
often very frustrating. Restricted to a few thousand words, even the best of 
authors choke. Characters strongly drawn in the longer fictional forms become 
thin. Plots made intricate by twists and turns over the course of two hundred 
pages turn out to be obvious and feeble when confined to twenty. Maybe my third-
grade teacher was right. Maybe Mr. Rex Stout was perfect. There are none of the 
weaknesses of your run-of-the-mill mystery story here. 



 What you will find are four very good stories, two of which have curious 
histories. Easter Parade, for instance, was originally published in Look magazine 
with color pictures to accompany the text. The fair-play clues to the puzzle were 
supposed to be in the photographs. Although I have not seen these photographs, I 
know from report that there is a hardcover edition of And Four to Go that includes 

them, but in black and white. Having read the story without them, I can say that 
they are not strictly necessary. Stout was too careful to leave all the responsibility 
for planting clues up to some camera. 
 Then there is Murder Is No Joke, the only one of these four stories not set during 
a holiday. A version of that one appears in Death Times Three—with a little 

difference. The difference is the female lead, Flora Gallant in both, who appears as 
an old and ugly woman in the book you are now holding, but as a young and 
beautiful one—and subplot romance for Archie—in the slightly longer version in 
the other volume. For those of you who like to play these games, I note that this 
change is a wonderfully demonstrative indication of the diverse socialization of 
men and women. My husband prefaced his explanation of the differences between 
the two versions by saying that, in lengthening the story, Stout had made „one 
minor change.” I’ve never met a woman yet who thought that change was minor. 
 Curiosities aside, however, both these stories are good solid mysteries more 
than worthy of the deductive efforts of their readers, and so are the other two. 
They are also fine vignettes of life in the brownstone on Thirty-fifth Street. When I 
read my first Nero Wolfe novel, I identified with Wolfe - the genius, the eccentric—
who seemed to me to be all the things I wanted to grow up to be, except fat. Now I 
identify with Archie, who is most of the things I have actually grown up to be, 
meaning the mother hen to a lot of people who seem quite determined not to make 
any sense whatsoever (but often do). I know I’m not supposed to be able to do 
this—Nero and Archie are men; I am a woman—but I always have and I probably 
always will. Given the number of novels published each year by women whose 
female detectives take more than a little from the personality of Archie Goodwin, I 
suspect I am not alone. There is enough opportunity to empathize with Archie in 
these four stories to last a good long vacation, or more. It’s worse than usual 
because in this volume Nero Wolfe spends an unprecedented amount of time out 
of his house. It’s not safe. 
 Never mind. In the world of Nero Wolfe nothing is ever safe for very long. It’s 
time to stop reading this introduction by me and get what you came for. After all, I 
don’t write half as well or a tenth as humorously as Stout. I don’t live a life a 
quarter as crazy as Wolfe’s either, in spite of the fact that I once shared a very 
small house with eight kittens and a totally fed-up mother cat. Maybe that’s 
because nobody ever kills anybody around here. 
 They just think about it. 

Jane Haddam 
 
 
 

Chapter  1 
 
 



 „I’M SORRY, SIR,“ I said. I tried to sound sorry. „But I told you two days ago, 
Monday, that I had a date for Friday afternoon, and you said all right. So I’ll drive 
you to Long Island Saturday or Sunday.“ 
 Nero Wolfe shook his head. „That won’t do. Mr. Thompson’s ship docks Friday 
morning, and he will be at Mr. Hewitt’s place only until Saturday noon, when he 
leaves for New Orleans. As you know, he is the best hybridizer in England, and I 
am grateful to Mr. Hewitt for inviting me to spend a few hours with him. As I 
remember, the drive takes about an hour and a half, so we should leave at twelve-
thirty.“ 
 I decided to count ten, and swiveled my chair, facing my desk, so as to have 
privacy for it. As usual when we have no important case going, we had been 
getting on each other’s nerves for a week, and I admit I was a little touchy, but his 
taking it for granted like that was a little too much. When I had finished the count 
I turned my head, to where he was perched on his throne behind his desk, and 
darned if he hadn’t gone back to his book, making it plain that he regarded it as 
settled. That was much too much. I swiveled my chair to confront him. 
 „I really am sorry,” I said, not trying to sound sorry, „but I have to keep that 
date Friday afternoon. It’s a Christmas party at the office of Kurt Bottweill—you 
remember him, we did a job for him a few months ago, the stolen tapestries. You 
may not remember a member of his staff named Margot Dickey, but I do. I have 
been seeing her some, and I promised her I’d go to the party. We never have a 
Christmas office party here. As for going to Long Island, your idea that a car is a 
death trap if I’m not driving it is unsound. You can take a taxi, or hire a Baxter 
man, or get Saul Panzer to drive you.“ 
 Wolfe had lowered his book. „I hope to get some useful information from Mr. 
Thompson, and you will take notes.” 
 „Not if I’m not there. Hewitt’s secretary knows orchid terms as well as I do. So 
do you.“ 
 I admit those last three words were a bit strong, but he shouldn’t have gone 
back to his book. His lips tightened. „Archie. How many times in the past year 
have I asked you to drive me somewhere?“ 
 „If you call it asking, maybe eighteen or twenty.” 
 „Not excessive, surely. If my feeling that you alone are to be trusted at the wheel 
of a car is an aberration, I have it. We will leave for Mr. Hewitt’s place Friday at 
twelve-thirty.“ 
 So there we were. I took a breath, but I didn’t need to count ten again. If he was 
to be taught a lesson, and he certainly needed one, luckily I had in my possession 
a document that would make it good. Reaching to my inside breast pocket, I took 
out a folded sheet of paper. 
 „I didn’t intend,” I told him, „to spring this on you until tomorrow, or maybe 
even later, but I guess it will have to be now. Just as well, I suppose.“ 
 I left my chair, unfolded the paper, and handed it to him. He put his book down 
to take it, gave it a look, shot a glance at me, looked at the paper again, and let it 
drop on his desk. 
 He snorted. „Pfui. What flummery is this?“ 
 „No flummery. As you see, it’s a marriage license for Archie Goodwin and Margot 
Dickey. It cost me two bucks. I could be mushy about it, but I won’t. I will only say 



that if I am hooked at last, it took an expert. She intends to spread the tidings at 
the Christmas office party, and of course I have to be there. When you announce 
you have caught a fish it helps to have the fish present in person. Frankly, I would 
prefer to drive you to Long Island, but it can’t be done.“ 
 The effect was all I could have asked. He gazed at me through narrowed eyes 
long enough to count eleven, then picked up the document and gazed at it. He 
flicked it to the edge of the desk as if it were crawling with germs, and focused on 
me again. 
 „You are deranged,“ he said evenly and distinctly. „Sit down.“ 
 I nodded. „I suppose,” I agreed, remaining upright, „it’s a form of madness, but 
so what if I’ve got it? Like what Margot was reading to me the other night—some 
poet, I think it was some Greek—O love, resistless in thy might, thou triumphest 
even—" 

  "Shut up and sit down!" 
  "Yes, sir." I didn’t move. "But we’re not rushing it. We haven’t set the date, and 
there’ll be plenty of time to decide on adjustments. You may not want me here any 
more, but that’s up to you. As far as I’m concerned, I would like to stay. My long 
association with you has had its flaws, but I would hate to end it. The pay is okay, 
especially if I get a raise the first of the year, which is a week from Monday. I have 
grown to regard this old brownstone as my home, although you own it and 
although there are two creaky boards in the floor of my room. I appreciate working 
for the greatest private detective in the free world, no matter how eccentric he is. I 
appreciate being able to go up to the plant rooms whenever I feel like it and look at 
ten thousand orchids, especially the odontoglossums. I fully appreciate—" 
  "Sit down!" 
  "I’m too worked up to sit. I fully appreciate Fritz’s cooking. I like the billiard 
table in the basement. I like West Thirty-fifth Street. I like the one-way glass panel 
in the front door. I like this rug I’m standing on. I like your favorite color, yellow. I 
have told Margot all this, and more, including the fact that you are allergic to 
women. We have discussed it, and we think it may be worth trying, say for a 
month, when we get back from the honeymoon. My room could be our bedroom, 
and the other room on that floor could be our living room. There are plenty of 
closets. We could eat with you, as I have been, or we could eat up there, as you 
prefer. If the trial works out, new furniture or redecorating would be up to us. She 
will keep her job with Kurt Bottweill, so she wouldn’t be here during the day, and 
since he’s an interior decorator we would get things wholesale. Of course we 
merely suggest this for your consideration. It’s your house." 
  I picked up my marriage license, folded it, and returned it to my pocket. 
  His eyes had stayed narrow and his lips tight. "I don’t believe it," he growled. 
"What about Miss Rowan?" 
  "We won’t drag Miss Rowan into this," I said stiffly. 
  "What about the thousands of others you dally with?" 
  "Not thousands. Not even a thousand. I’ll have to look up dally. They’ll get 

theirs, as Margot has got hers. As you see, I’m deranged only up to a point. I 
realize—" 
  "Sit down." 



  "No, sir. I know this will have to be discussed, but right now you’re stirred up 
and it would be better to wait for a day or two, or maybe more. By Saturday the 
idea of a woman in the house may have you boiling even worse than you are now, 
or it may have cooled you down to a simmer. If the former, no discussion will be 
needed. If the latter, you may decide it’s worth a try. I hope you do." 
  I turned and walked out. 
  In the hall I hesitated. I could have gone up to my room and phoned from there, 
but in his present state it was quite possible he would listen in from his desk, and 
the call I wanted to make was personal. So I got my hat and coat from the rack, let 
myself out, descended the stoop steps, walked to the drugstore on Ninth Avenue, 
found the booth unoccupied, and dialed a number. In a moment a musical little 
voice—more a chirp than a voice—was in my ear. 
  "Kurt Bottweill’s studio, good morning." 
  "This is Archie Goodwin, Cherry. May I speak to Margot?" 
  "Why, certainly. Just a moment." 
  It was a fairly long moment. Then another voice. "Archie, darling!" 
  "Yes, my own. I’ve got it." 
  "I knew you could!" 
  "Sure, I can do anything. Not only that, you said up to a hundred bucks, and I 
thought I would have to part with twenty at least, but it only took five. And not 
only that, but it’s on me, because I’ve already had my money’s worth of fun out of 
it, and more. I’ll tell you about it when I see you. Shall I send it up by messenger?" 
  "No, I don’t think—I’d better come and get it. Where are you?" 
  "In a phone booth. I’d just as soon not go back to the office right now because 
Mr. Wolfe wants to be alone to boil, so how about the Tulip Bar at the Churchill in 
twenty minutes? I feel like buying you a drink." 
  "I feel like buying you a drink!" 

  She should, since I was treating her to a marriage license. 
 
 

Chapter  2 
 
 
  WHEN, AT THREE o’clock Friday afternoon, I wriggled out of the taxi at the curb 
in front of the four-story building in the East Sixties, it was snowing. If it kept up, 
New York might have an off-white Christmas. 
  During the two days that had passed since I got my money’s worth from the 
marriage license, the atmosphere around Wolfe’s place had not been very 
seasonable. If we had had a case going, frequent and sustained communication 
would have been unavoidable, but without one there was nothing that absolutely 
had to be said, and we said it. Our handling of that trying period showed our true 
natures. At table, for instance, I was polite and reserved, and spoke, when 
speaking seemed necessary, in low and cultured tones. When Wolfe spoke he 
either snapped or barked. Neither of us mentioned the state of bliss I was headed 
for, or the adjustments that would have to be made, or my Friday date with my 
fiancée, or his trip to Long Island. But he arranged it somehow, for precisely at 
twelve-thirty on Friday a black limousine drew up in front of the house, and Wolfe, 



with the brim of his old black hat turned down and the collar of his new gray 
overcoat turned up for the snow, descended the stoop, stood massively, the 
mountain of him, on the bottom step until the uniformed chauffeur had opened 
the door, and crossed the sidewalk and climbed in. I watched it from above, from a 
window of my room. 
  I admit I was relieved and felt better. He had unquestionably needed a lesson 
and I didn’t regret giving him one, but if he had passed up a chance for an orchid 
powwow with the best hybridizer in England I would never have heard the last of 
it. I went down to the kitchen and ate lunch with Fritz, who was so upset by the 
atmosphere that he forgot to put the lemon juice in the soufflé. I wanted to console 
him by telling him that everything would be rosy by Christmas, only three days off, 
but of course that wouldn’t do. 
  I had a notion to toss a coin to decide whether I would have a look at the new 
exhibit of dinosaurs at the Natural History Museum or go to the Bottweill party, 
but I was curious to know how Margot was making out with the license, and also 
how the other Bottweill personnel were making out with each other. It was 
surprising that they were still making out at all. Cherry Quon’s position in the 
setup was apparently minor, since she functioned chiefly as a receptionist and 
phone-answerer, but I had seen her black eyes dart daggers at Margot Dickey, who 
should have been clear out of her reach. I had gathered that it was Margot who 
was mainly relied upon to wrangle prospective customers into the corral, that 
Bottweill himself put them under the spell, and that Alfred Kiernan’s part was to 
make sure that before the spell wore off an order got signed on the dotted line. 
  Of course that wasn’t all. The order had to be filled, and that was handled, 
under Bottweill’s supervision, by Emil Hatch in the workshop. Also funds were 
required to buy ingredients, and they were furnished by a specimen named Mrs. 
Perry Porter Jerome. Margot had told me that Mrs. Jerome would be at the party 
and would bring her son Leo, whom I had never met. According to Margot, Leo, 
who had no connection with the Bottweill business or any other business, devoted 
his time to two important activities: getting enough cash from his mother to keep 
going as a junior playboy, and stopping the flow of cash to Bottweill, or at least 
slowing it down. 
  It was quite a tangle, an interesting exhibit of bipeds alive and kicking, and, 
deciding it promised more entertainment than the dead dinosaurs, I took a taxi to 
the East Sixties. 
  The ground floor of the four-story building, formerly a de luxe double-width 
residence, was now a beauty shop. The second floor was a real-estate office. The 
third floor was Kurt Bottweill’s workshop, and on top was his studio. From the 
vestibule I took the do-it-yourself elevator to the top, opened the door, and stepped 
out into the glossy gold-leaf elegance I had first seen some months back, when 
Bottweill had hired Wolfe to find out who had swiped some tapestries. On that first 
visit I had decided that the only big difference between chrome modern and 
Bottweill gold-leaf modern was the color, and I still thought so. Not even skin 
deep; just a two-hundred-thousandth of an inch deep. But on the panels and 
racks and furniture frames it gave the big skylighted studio quite a tone, and the 
rugs and drapes and pictures, all modern, joined in. It would have been a fine den 
for a blind millionaire. 



  "Archie!" a voice called. "Come and help us sample!" 
  It was Margot Dickey. In a far corner was a gold-leaf bar, some eight feet long, 
and she was at it on a gold-leaf stool. Cherry Quon and Alfred Kiernan were with 
her, also on stools, and behind the bar was Santa Claus, pouring from a 
champagne bottle. It was certainly a modern touch to have Santa Claus tend bar, 
but there was nothing modern about his costume. He was strictly traditional, cut, 
color, size, mask, and all, except that the hand grasping the champagne bottle 
wore a white glove. I assumed, crossing to them over the thick rugs, that that was 
a touch of Bottweill elegance, and didn’t learn until later how wrong I was. 
  They gave me the season’s greetings, and Santa Claus poured a glass of bubbles 
for me. No gold leaf on the glass. I was glad I had come. To drink champagne with 
a blonde at one elbow and a brunette at the other gives a man a sense of well-
being, and those two were fine specimens - the tall, slender Margot relaxed, all 
curves, on the stool, and little slant-eyed black-eyed Cherry Quon, who came only 
up to my collar when standing, sitting with her spine as straight as a plumb line, 
yet not stiff. I thought Cherry worthy of notice not only as a statuette, though she 
was highly decorative, but as a possible source of new light on human relations. 
Margot had told me that her father was half Chinese and half Indian - not 
American Indian - and her mother was Dutch. 
  I said that apparently I had come too early, but Alfred Kiernan said no, the 
others were around and would be in shortly. He added that it was a pleasant 
surprise to see me, as it was just a little family gathering and he hadn’t known 
others had been invited. Kiernan, whose title was business manager, had not liked 
a certain step I had taken when I was hunting the tapestries, and he still didn’t, 
but an Irishman at a Christmas party likes everybody. My impression was that he 
really was pleased, so I was too. Margot said she had invited me, and Kiernan 
patted her on the arm and said that if she hadn’t he would. About my age and 
fully as handsome, he was the kind who can pat the arm of a queen or a 
president’s wife without making eyebrows go up. 
  He said we needed another sample and turned to the bartender. "Mr. Claus, 
we’ll try the Veuve Clicquot." To us: "Just like Kurt to provide different brands. No 
monotony for Kurt." To the bartender: "May I call you by your first name, Santy?" 
  "Certainly, sir," Santa Claus told him from behind the mask in a thin falsetto 
that didn’t match his size. As he stopped and came up with a bottle a door at the 
left opened and two men entered. One of them, Emil Hatch, I had met before. 
When briefing Wolfe on the tapestries and telling us about his staff, Bottweill had 
called Margot Dickey his contact woman, Cherry Quon his handy girl, and Emil 
Hatch his pet wizard, and when I met Hatch I found that he both looked the part 
and acted it. He wasn’t much taller than Cherry Quon and skinny, and something 
had either pushed his left shoulder down or his right shoulder up, making him 
lopsided, and he had a sour face, and a sour voice, and a sour taste. 
  When the stranger was named to me as Leo Jerome, that placed him. I was 
acquainted with his mother, Mrs. Perry Porter Jerome. She was a widow and an 
angel - that is, Kurt Bottweill’s angel. During the investigation she had talked as if 
the tapestries belonged to her, but that might have only been her manners, of 
which she had plenty. I could have made guesses about her personal relations 
with Bottweill, but hadn’t bothered. I have enough to do to handle my own 



personal relations without wasting my brain power on other people’s. As for her 
son Leon, he must have got his physique from his father - tall, bony, big-eared and 
long-armed. He was probably approaching thirty, below Kiernan but above Margot 
and Cherry. 
  When he shoved in between Cherry and me, giving me his back, and Emil Hatch 
had something to tell Kiernan, sour no doubt, I touched Margot’s elbow and she 
slid off the stool and let herself be steered across to a divan which had been 
covered with designs by Euclid in six or seven colors. We stood looking down at it. 
  "Mighty pretty," I said, "but nothing like as pretty as you. If only that license 
were real! I can get a real one for two dollars. What do you say?" 
  "You!" she said scornfully. "You wouldn’t marry Miss Universe if she came on 
her knees with a billion dollars." 
  "I dare her to try it. Did it work?" 
  "Perfect. Simply perfect." 
  "Then you’re ditching me?" 
  "Yes, Archie darling. But I’ll be a sister to you." 
  "I’ve got a sister. I want the license back for a souvenir, and anyway I don’t want 
it kicking around. I could be hooked for forgery. You can mail it to me, once my 
own." 
  "No, I can’t. He tore it up." 
  "The hell he did. Where are the pieces?" 
  "Gone. He put them in his wastebasket. Will you come to the wedding?" 
  "What wastebasket where?" 
  "The gold one by his desk in his office. Last evening after dinner. Will you come 
to the wedding?" 
  "I will not. My heart is bleeding. So will Mr. Wolfe’s - and by the way, I’d better 
get out of here. I’m not going to stand around and sulk." 
  "You won’t have to. He won’t know I’ve told you, and anyway, you wouldn’t be 
expected - Here he comes!" 
  She darted off to the bar and I headed that way. Through the door on the left 
appeared Mrs. Perry Porter Jerome, all of her, plump and plushy, with folds of 
mink trying to keep up as she breezed in. As she approached, those on stools left 
them and got onto their feet, but that courtesy could have been as much for her 
companion as for her. She was the angel, but Kurt Bottweill was the boss. He 
stopped five paces short of the bar, extended his arms as far as they would go, and 
sang out, "Merry Christmas, all my blessings! Merry merry merry!" 
  I still hadn’t labeled him. My first impression, months ago, had been that he 
was one of them, but that had been wrong. He was a man all right, but the 
question was what kind. About average in height, round but not pudgy, maybe 
forty-two or -three, his fine black hair slicked back so that he looked balder than 
he was, he was nothing great to look at, but he had something, not only for women 
but for men too. Wolfe had once invited him to stay for dinner, and they had 
talked about the scrolls from the Dead Sea. I had seen him twice at baseball 
games. His label would have to wait. 
  As I joined them at the bar, where Santa Claus was pouring Mumms Cordon 
Rouge, Bottweill squinted at me a moment and then grinned. "Goodwin! You here? 
Good! Edith, your pet sleuth!" 



  Mrs. Perry Porter Jerome, reaching for a glass, stopped her hand to look at me. 
"Who asked you?" she demanded, then went on, with no room for a reply, "Cherry, 
I suppose. Cherry is a blessing. Leo, quit tugging at me. Very well, take it. It’s 
warm in here." She let her son pull her coat off, then reached for a glass. By the 
time Leo got back from depositing the mink on the divan we all had glasses, and 
when he had his we raised them, and our eyes went to Bottweill. 
  His eyes flashed around. "There are times," he said, "when love takes over. 
There are times—" 
  "Wait a minute," Alfred Kiernan cut in. "You enjoy it too. You don’t like this 
stuff." 
  "I can stand a sip, Al." 
  "But you won’t enjoy it. Wait." Kiernan put his glass on the bar and marched to 
the door on the left and on out. In five seconds he was back, with a bottle in his 
hand, and as he rejoined us and asked Santa Claus for a glass I saw the Pernod 
label. He pulled the cork, which had been pulled before, filled the glass halfway, 
and held it out to Bottweill. "There," he said. "That will make it unanimous." 
  "Thanks, Al." Bottweill took it. "My secret public vice." He raised the glass. "I 
repeat, there are times when love takes over. (Santa Claus, where is yours? But I 
suppose you can’t drink through that mask.) There are times when all the little 
demons disappear down their ratholes, and ugliness itself takes on the shape of 
beauty; when the darkest corner is touched by light; when the coldest heart feels 
the glow of warmth; when the trumpet call of good will and good cheer drowns out 
all the Babel of mean little noises. This is such a time. Merry Christmas! Merry 
merry merry!" 
  I was ready to touch glasses, but both the angel and the boss steered theirs to 
their lips, so I and the others followed suit. I thought Bottweill’s eloquence 
deserved more than a sip, so I took a healthy gulp, and from the corner of my eye I 
saw that he was doing likewise with the Pernod. As I lowered the glass my eyes 
went to Mrs. Jerome, as she spoke. 
  "That was lovely," she declared. "Simply lovely. I must write it down and have it 
printed. That part about the trumpet call—Kurt! What is it? Kurt!" 

  He had dropped the glass and was clutching his throat with both hands. As I 
moved he turned loose of his throat, thrust his arms out, and let out a yell. I think 
he yelled "Merry!" but I wasn’t really listening. Others started for him too, but my 

reflexes were better trained for emergencies than any of theirs, so I got him first. 
As I got my arms around him he started choking and gurgling, and a spasm went 
over him from head to foot that nearly loosened my grip. They were making noises, 
but no screams, and someone was clawing at my arm. As I was telling them to get 
back and give me room, he was suddenly a dead weight, and I almost went down 
with him and might have if Kiernan hadn’t grabbed his arm. 
  I called, "Get a doctor!" and Cherry ran to a table where there was a gold-leaf 
phone. Kiernan and I let Bottweill down on the rug. He was out, breathing fast and 
hard, but as I was straightening his head his breathing slowed down and foam 
showed on his lips. Mrs. Jerome was commanding us, "Do something, something!" 
  There was nothing to do and I knew it. While I was holding onto him I had got a 
whiff of his breath, and now, kneeling, I leaned over to get my nose an inch from 
his, and I knew that smell, and it takes a big dose to hit that quick and hard. 



Kiernan was loosening Bottweill’s tie and collar. Cherry Quon called to us that she 
had tried a doctor and couldn’t get him and was trying another. Margot was 
squatting at Bottweill’s feet, taking his shoes off, and I could have told her she 
might as well let him die with his boots on but didn’t. I had two fingers on his 
wrist and my other hand inside his shirt, and could feel him going. 
  When I could feel nothing I abandoned the chest and wrist, took this hand, 
which was a fist, straightened the middle finger, and pressed its nail with my 
thumb-tip until it was white. When I removed my thumb the nail stayed white. 
Dropping the hand, I yanked a little cluster of fibers from the rug, told Kiernan not 
to move, placed the fibers against Bottweill’s nostrils, fastened my eyes on them, 
and held my breath for thirty seconds. The fibers didn’t move. 
  I stood up and spoke. "His heart has stopped and he’s not breathing. If a doctor 
came within three minutes and washed out his stomach with chemicals he 
wouldn’t have with him, there might be one chance in a thousand. As it is—" 
  "Can’t you do something?" Mrs. Jerome squawked. 

  "Not for him, no. I’m not an officer of the law, but I’m a licensed detective, and 
I’m supposed to know how to act in these circumstances, and I’ll get it if I don’t 
follow the rules. Of course—" 
  "Do something!" Mrs. Jerome squawked. 

  Kiernan’s voice came from behind me. "He’s dead." 
  I didn’t turn to ask what test he had used. "Of course," I told them, "his drink 
was poisoned. Until the police come no one will touch anything, especially the 
bottle of Pernod, and no one will leave this room. You will—" 
  I stopped dead. Then I demanded, "Where is Santa Claus?" 
  Their heads turned to look at the bar. No bartender. On the chance that it had 
been too much for him, I pushed between Leo Jerome and Emil Hatch to step to 
the end of the bar, but he wasn’t on the floor either. 
  I wheeled. "Did anyone see him go?" 
  They hadn’t. Hatch said, "He didn’t take the elevator. I’m sure he didn’t. He 
must have—" He started off. 
  I blocked him. "You stay here. I’ll take a look. Kiernan, phone the police. Spring 
seven-three-one-hundred." 
  I made for the door on the left and passed through, pulling it shut as I went, 
and was in Bottweill’s office, which I had seen before. It was one-fourth the size of 
the studio, and much more subdued, but was by no means squalid. I crossed to 
the far end, saw through the glass panel that Bottweill’s private elevator wasn’t 
there, and pressed the button. A clank and a whirr came from inside the shaft, 
and it was coming. When it was up and had jolted to a stop I opened the door, and 
there on the floor was Santa Claus, but only the outside of him. He had molted. 
Jacket, breeches, mask, wig… I didn’t check to see if it was all there because I had 
another errand and not much time for it. 
  Propping the elevator door open with a chair, I went and circled around 
Bottweill’s big gold-leaf desk to his gold-leaf wastebasket. It was one-third full. 
Bending, I started to paw, decided that was inefficient, picked it up and dumped 
it, and began tossing things back in one by one. Some of the items were torn 
pieces of paper, but none of them came from a marriage license. When I had 
finished I stayed down a moment, squatting, wondering if I had hurried too much 



and possibly missed it, and I might have gone through it again if I hadn’t heard a 
faint noise from the studio that sounded like the elevator door opening. I went to 
the door to the studio and opened it, and as I crossed the sill two uniformed cops 
were deciding whether to give their first glance to the dead or the living. 
 
 

Chapter  3 
 
 
  THREE HOURS LATER WE were seated, more or less in a group, and my old 
friend and foe, Sergeant Purley Stebbins of Homicide, stood surveying us, his 
square jaw jutting and his big burly frame erect. 
  He spoke. "Mr. Kiernan and Mr. Hatch will be taken to the District Attorney’s 
office for further questioning. The rest of you can go for the present, but you will 
keep yourselves available at the addresses you have given. Before you go I want to 
ask you again, here together, about the man who was here as Santa Claus. You 
have all claimed you know nothing about him. Do you still claim that?" 
  It was twenty minutes to seven. Some two dozen city employees—medical 
examiner, photographer, fingerprinters, meat-basket bearers, the whole 
kaboodle—had finished the on-the-scene routine, including private interviews with 
the eyewitnesses. I had made the highest score, having had sessions with 
Stebbins, a precinct man, and Inspector Cramer, who had departed around five 
o’clock to organize the hunt for Santa Claus. 
  "I’m not objecting," Kiernan told Stebbins, "to going to the District Attorney’s 
office. I’m not objecting to anything. But we’ve told you all we can, I know I have. It 
seems to me your job is to find him." 
  "Do you mean to say," Mrs. Jerome demanded, "that no one knows anything at 
all about him?" 
  "So they say," Purley told her. "No one even knew there was going to be a Santa 
Claus, so they say. He was brought to this room by Bottweill, about a quarter to 
three, from his office. The idea is that Bottweill himself had arranged for him, and 
he came up in the private elevator and put on the costume in Bottweill’s office. 
You may as well know there is some corroboration of that. We have found out 
where the costume came from—Burleson’s on Forty-sixth Street. Bottweill phoned 
them yesterday afternoon and ordered it sent here, marked personal. Miss Quon 
admits receiving the package and taking it to Bottweill in his office." 
  For a cop, you never just state a fact, or report it or declare it or say it. You 
admit it. 
  "We are also," Purley admitted, "covering agencies which might have supplied a 
man to act Santa Claus, but that’s a big order. If Bottweill got a man through an 
agency there’s no telling what he got. If it was a man with a record, when he saw 
trouble coming he beat it. With everybody’s attention on Bottweill, he sneaked out, 
got his clothes, whatever he had taken off, in Bottweill’s office, and went down in 
the elevator he had come up in. He shed the costume on the way down and after 
he was down, left it in the elevator. If that was it, if he was just a man Bottweill 
hired, he wouldn’t have had any reason to kill him—and besides, he wouldn’t have 



known that Bottweill’s only drink was Pernod, and he wouldn’t have known where 
the poison was." 
  "Also," Emil Hatch said, sourer than ever, "if he was just hired for the job he 
was a damn fool to sneak out. He might have known he’d be found. So he wasn’t 
just hired. He was someone who knew Bottweill, and knew about the Pernod and 
the poison, and had some good reason for wanting to kill him. You’re wasting your 
time on the agencies." 
  Stebbins lifted his heavy broad shoulders and dropped them. "We waste most of 
our time, Mr. Hatch. Maybe he was too scared to think. I just want you to 
understand that if we find him and that’s how Bottweill got him, it’s going to be 
hard to believe that he put poison in that bottle, but somebody did. I want you to 
understand that so you’ll understand why you are all to be available at the 
addresses you have given. Don’t make any mistake about that." 
  "Do you mean," Mrs. Jerome demanded, "that we are under suspicion? That I 
and my son are under suspicion?" 
  Purley opened his mouth and shut it again. With that kind he always had 
trouble with his impulses. He wanted to say, "You’re goddam right you are." He did 
say, "I mean we’re going to find that Santa Claus, and when we do we’ll see. If we 
can’t see him for it we’ll have to look further, and we’ll expect all of you to help us. 
I’m taking it for granted you’ll all want to help. Don’t you want to, Mrs. Jerome?" 
  "I would help if I could, but I know nothing about it. I only know that my very 
dear friend is dead, and I don’t intend to be abused and threatened. What about 
the poison?" 
  "You know about it. You have been questioned about it." 
  "I know I have, but what about it?" 
  "It must have been apparent from the questions. The medical examiner thinks it 
was cyanide and expects the autopsy to verify it. Emil Hatch uses potassium 
cyanide in his work with metals and plating, and there is a large jar of it on a 
cupboard shelf in the workshop one floor below, and there is a stair from 
Bottweill’s office to the workroom. Anyone who knew that, and who also knew that 
Bottweill kept a case of Pernod in a cabinet in his office, and an open bottle of it in 
a drawer of his desk, couldn’t have asked for a better setup. Four of you have 
admitted knowing both of those things. Three of you—Mrs. Jerome, Leo Jerome, 
and Archie Goodwin—admit they knew about the Pernod but deny they knew 
about the potassium cyanide. That will—" 
  "That’s not true! She did know about it!" 
  Mrs. Perry Porter Jerome’s hand shot out across her son’s knees and slapped 
Cherry Quon’s cheek or mouth or both. Her son grabbed her arm. Alfred Kiernan 
sprang to his feet, and for a second I thought he was going to sock Mrs. Jerome, 
and he did too, and possibly he would have if Margot Dickey hadn’t jerked at his 
coattail. Cherry put her hand to her face but, except for that, didn’t move. 
  "Sit down," Stebbins told Kiernan. "Take it easy. Miss Quon, you say Mrs. 
Jerome knew about the potassium cyanide?" 
  "Of course she did." Cherry’s chirp was pitched lower than normal, but it was 
still a chirp. "In the workshop one day I heard Mr. Hatch telling her how he used it 
and how careful he had to be." 
  "Mr. Hatch? Do you verify—" 



  "Nonsense," Mrs. Jerome snapped. "What if he did? Perhaps he did. I had 
forgotten all about it. I told you I won’t tolerate this abuse!" 
  Purley eyed her. "Look here, Mrs. Jerome. When we find that Santa Claus, if it 
was someone who knew Bottweill and had a motive, that may settle it. If not, it 
won’t help anyone to talk about abuse, and that includes you. So far as I know 
now, only one of you has told us a lie. You. That’s on the record. I’m telling you, 
and all of you, lies only make it harder for you, but sometimes they make it easier 
for us. I’ll leave it at that for now. Mr. Kiernan and Mr. Hatch, these men"—he 
aimed a thumb over his shoulder at two dicks standing back of him—"will take 
you downtown. The rest of you can go, but remember what I said. Goodwin, I want 
to see you." 
  He had already seen me, but I wouldn’t make a point of it. Kiernan, however, 
had a point to make, and made it: he had to leave last so he could lock up. It was 
so arranged. The three women, Leo Jerome, and Stebbins and I took the elevator 
down, leaving the two dicks with Kiernan and Hatch. Down on the sidewalk, as 
they headed in different directions, I could see no sign of tails taking after them. It 
was still snowing, a fine prospect for Christmas and the street cleaners. There 
were two police cars at the curb, and Purley went to one and opened the door and 
motioned to me to get in. 
  I objected. "If I’m invited downtown too I’m willing to oblige, but I’m going to eat 
first. I damn near starved to death there once." 
  "You’re not wanted downtown, not right now. Get in out of the snow." 
  I did so, and slid across under the wheel to make room for him. He needs room. 
He joined me and pulled the door shut. 
  "If we’re going to sit here," I suggested, "we might as well be rolling. Don’t bother 
to cross town, just drop me at Thirty-fifth." 
  He objected. "I don’t like to drive and talk. Or listen. What were you doing there 
today?" 
  "I’ve told you. Having fun. Three kinds of champagne. Miss Dickey invited me." 
  "I’m giving you another chance. You were the only outsider there. Why? You’re 
nothing special to Miss Dickey. She was going to marry Bottweill. Why?" 
  "Ask her." 
  "We have asked her. She says there was no particular reason, she knew 
Bottweill liked you, and they’ve regarded you as one of them since you found some 
tapestries for them. She stuttered around about it. What I say, any time I find you 
anywhere near a murder, I want to know. I’m giving you another chance." 
  So she hadn’t mentioned the marriage license. Good for her. I would rather have 
eaten all the snow that had fallen since noon than explain that damn license to 
Sergeant Stebbins or Inspector Cramer. That was why I had gone through the 
wastebasket. "Thanks for the chance," I told him, "but I can’t use it. I’ve told you 
everything I saw and heard there today." That put me in a class with Mrs. Jerome, 
since I had left out my little talk with Margot. "I’ve told you all I know about those 
people. Lay off and go find your murderer." 
  "I know you, Goodwin." 
  "Yeah, you’ve even called me Archie. I treasure that memory." 



  "I know you." His head was turned on his bull neck, and our eyes were meeting. 
"Do you expect me to believe that guy got out of that room and away without you 
knowing it?" 
  "Nuts. I was kneeling on the floor, watching a man die, and they were around 
us. Anyway, you’re just talking to hear yourself. You don’t think I was accessory to 
the murder or to the murderer’s escape." 
  "I didn’t say I did. Even if he was wearing gloves - and what for if not to leave no 
prints?—I don’t say he was the murderer. But if you knew who he was and didn’t 
want him involved in it, and let him get away, and if you let us wear out our 
ankles looking for him, what about that?" 
  "That would be bad. If I asked my advice I would be against it." 
  "Goddam it," he barked, "do you know who he is?" 
  "No." 
  "Did you or Wolfe have anything to do with getting him there?" 
  "No." 
  "All right, pile out. They’ll be wanting you downtown." 
  "I hope not tonight. I’m tired." I opened the door. "You have my address." I 
stepped out into the snow, and he started the engine and rolled off. 
  It should have been a good hour for an empty taxi, but in a Christmas-season 
snowstorm it took me ten minutes to find one. When it pulled up in front of the old 
brownstone on West Thirty-fifth Street it was eight minutes to eight. 
  As usual in my absence, the chain-bolt was on, and I had to ring for Fritz to let 
me in. I asked him if Wolfe was back, and he said yes, he was at dinner. As I put 
my hat on the shelf and my coat on a hanger I asked if there was any left for me, 
and he said plenty, and moved aside for me to precede him down the hall to the 
door of the dining room. Fritz has fine manners. 
  Wolfe, in his oversized chair at the end of the table, told me good evening, not 
snapping or barking. I returned it, got seated at my place, picked up my napkin, 
and apologized for being late. Fritz came, from the kitchen, with a warm plate, a 
platter of braised boned ducklings, and a dish of potatoes baked with mushrooms 
and cheese. I took enough. Wolfe asked if it was still snowing and I said yes. After 
a good mouthful had been disposed of, I spoke. 
  "As you know, I approve of your rule not to discuss business during a meal, but 
I’ve got something on my chest and it’s not business. It’s personal." 
  He grunted. "The death of Mr. Bottweill was reported on the radio at seven 
o’clock. You were there." 
  "Yeah. I was there. I was kneeling by him while he died." I replenished my 
mouth. Damn the radio. I hadn’t intended to mention the murder until I had dealt 
with the main issue from my standpoint. When there was room enough for my 
tongue to work I went on, "I’ll report on that in full if you want it, but I doubt if 
there’s a job in it. Mrs. Perry Porter Jerome is the only suspect with enough jack to 
pay your fee, and she has already notified Purley Stebbins that she won’t be 
abused. Besides, when they find Santa Claus that may settle it. What I want to 
report on happened before Bottweill died. That marriage license I showed you is for 
the birds. Miss Dickey has called it off. I am out two bucks. She told me she had 
decided to marry Bottweill." 
  He was sopping a crust in the sauce on his plate. "Indeed," he said. 



  "Yes, sir. It was a jolt, but I would have recovered, in time. Then ten minutes 
later Bottweill was dead. Where does that leave me? Sitting around up there 
through the routine, I considered it. Perhaps I could get her back now, but no 
thank you. That license has been destroyed. I get another one, another two bucks, 
and then she tells me she has decided to marry Joe Doakes. I’m going to forget 
her. I’m going to blot her out." 
  I resumed on the duckling. Wolfe was busy chewing. When he could he said, 
"For me, of course, this is satisfactory." 
  "I know it is. Do you want to hear about Bottweill?" 
  "After dinner." 
  "Okay. How did you make out with Thompson?" 
  But that didn’t appeal to him as a dinner topic either. In fact, nothing did. 
Usually he likes table talk, about anything from refrigerators to Republicans, but 
apparently the trip to Long Island and back, with all its dangers, had tired him 
out. It suited me all right, since I had had a noisy afternoon too and could stand a 
little silence. When we had both done well with the duckling and potatoes and 
salad and baked pears and cheese and coffee, he pushed back his chair. 
  "There’s a book," he said, "that I want to look at. It’s up in your room—Here and 
Now, by Herbert Block. Will you bring it down, please?" 

  Though it meant climbing two flights with a full stomach, I was glad to oblige, 
out of appreciation for his calm acceptance of my announcement of my shattered 
hopes. He could have been very vocal. So I mounted the stairs cheerfully, went to 
my room, and crossed to the shelves where I keep a few books. There were only a 
couple of dozen of them, and I knew where each one was, but Here and Now 

wasn’t there. Where it should have been was a gap. I looked around, saw a book 
on the dresser, and stepped to it. It was Here and Now, and lying on top of it was a 

pair of white cotton gloves. 
  I gawked. 
 
 

Chapter  4 
 
 
  I WOULD LIKE TO say that I caught on immediately, the second I spotted them, 
but I didn’t. I had picked them up and looked them over, and put one of them on 
and taken it off again, before I fully realized that there was only one possible 
explanation. Having realized it, instantly there was a traffic jam inside my skull, 
horns blowing, brakes squealing, head-on collisions. To deal with it I went to a 
chair and sat. It took me maybe a minute to reach my first clear conclusion. 
  He had taken this method of telling me he was Santa Claus, instead of just 
telling me, because he wanted me to think it over on my own before we talked it 
over together. 
  Why did he want me to think it over on my own? That took a little longer, but 
with the traffic under control I found my way through to the only acceptable 
answer. He had decided to give up his trip to see Thompson, and instead to 
arrange with Bottweill to attend the Christmas party disguised as Santa Claus, 
because the idea of a woman living in his house—or of the only alternative, my 



leaving—had made him absolutely desperate, and he had to see for himself. He 
had to see Margot and me together, and to talk with her if possible. If he found out 
that the marriage license was a hoax he would have me by the tail; he could tell 
me he would be delighted to welcome my bride and watch me wriggle out. If he 
found that I really meant it he would know what he was up against and go on from 
there. The point was this, that he had shown what he really thought of me. He had 
shown that rather than lose me he would do something that he wouldn’t have 
done for any fee anybody could name. He would rather have gone without beer for 
a week than admit it, but now he was a fugitive from justice in a murder case and 
needed me. So he had to let me know, but he wanted it understood that that 
aspect of the matter was not to be mentioned. The assumption would be that he 
had gone to Bottweill’s instead of Long Island because he loved to dress up like 
Santa Claus and tend bar. 
  A cell in my brain tried to get the right of way for the question, considering this 
development, how big a raise should I get after New Year’s? but I waved it to the 
curb. 
  I thought over other aspects. He had worn the gloves so I couldn’t recognize his 
hands. Where did he get them? What time had he got to Bottweill’s and who had 
seen him? Did Fritz know where he was going? How had he got back home? But 
after a little of that I realized that he hadn’t sent me up to my room to ask myself 
questions he could answer, so I went back to considering whether there was 
anything else he wanted me to think over alone. Deciding there wasn’t, after 
chewing it thoroughly, I got Here and Now and the gloves from the dresser, went to 

the stairs and descended, and entered the office. 
  From behind his desk, he glared at me as I crossed over. 
  "Here it is," I said, and handed him the book. "And much obliged for the gloves." 
I held them up, one in each hand, dangling them from thumb and fingertip. 
  "It is no occasion for clowning," he growled. 
  "It sure isn’t." I dropped the gloves on my desk, whirled my chair, and sat. 
"Where do we start? Do you want to know what happened after you left?" 
  "The details can wait. First where we stand. Was Mr. Cramer there?" 
  "Yes. Certainly." 
  "Did he get anywhere?" 
  "No. He probably won’t until he finds Santa Claus. Until they find Santa Claus 
they won’t dig very hard at the others. The longer it takes to find him the surer 
they’ll be he’s it. Three things about him: nobody knows who he was, he beat it, 
and he wore gloves. A thousand men are looking for him. You were right to wear 
the gloves, I would have recognized your hands, but where did you get them?" 
  "At a store on Ninth Avenue. Confound it, I didn’t know a man was going to be 
murdered!" 
  "I know you didn’t. May I ask some questions?" 
  He scowled. I took it for yes. "When did you phone Bottweill to arrange it?" 
  "At two-thirty yesterday afternoon. You had gone to the bank." 
  "Have you any reason to think he told anyone about it?" 
  "No. He said he wouldn’t." 
  "I know he got the costume, so that’s okay. When you left here today at twelve-
thirty did you go straight to Bottweill’s?" 



  "No. I left at that hour because you and Fritz expected me to. I stopped to buy 
the gloves, and met him at Rusterman’s, and we had lunch. From there we took a 
cab to his place, arriving shortly after two o’clock, and took his private elevator up 
to his office. Immediately upon entering his office, he got a bottle of Pernod from a 
drawer of his desk, said he always had a little after lunch, and invited me to join 
him. I declined. He poured a liberal portion in a glass, about two ounces, drank it 
in two gulps, and returned the bottle to the drawer." 
  "My God." I whistled. "The cops would like to know that." 

  "No doubt. The costume was there in a box. There is a dressing room at the rear 
of his office, with a bathroom—" 
  "I know. I’ve used it." 
  "I took the costume there and put it on. He had ordered the largest size, but it 
was a squeeze and it took a while. I was in there half an hour or more. When I re-
entered the office it was empty, but soon Bottweill came, up the stairs from the 
workshop, and helped me with the mask and wig. They had barely been adjusted 
when Emil Hatch and Mrs. Jerome and her son appeared, also coming up the 
stairs from the workshop. I left, going to the studio, and found Miss Quon and 
Miss Dickey and Mr. Kiernan there." 
  "And before long I was there. Then no one saw you unmasked. When did you 
put the gloves on?" 
  "The last thing. Just before I entered the studio." 
  "Then you may have left prints. I know, you didn’t know there was going to be a 
murder. You left your clothes in the dressing room? Are you sure you got 
everything when you left?" 
  "Yes. I am not a complete ass." 
  I let that by. "Why didn’t you leave the gloves in the elevator with the costume?" 
  "Because they hadn’t come with it, and I thought it better to take them." 
  "That private elevator is at the rear of the hall downstairs. Did anyone see you 
leaving it or passing through the hall?" 
  "No. The hall was empty." 
  "How did you get home? Taxi?" 
  "No. Fritz didn’t expect me until six or later. I walked to the public library, spent 
some two hours there, and then took a cab." 
  I pursed my lips and shook my head to indicate sympathy. That was his longest 
and hardest tramp since Montenegro. Over a mile. Fighting his way through the 
blizzard, in terror of the law on his tail. But all the return I got for my look of 
sympathy was a scowl, so I let loose. I laughed. I put my head back and let it 
come. I had wanted to ever since I had learned he was Santa Claus, but had been 
too busy thinking. It was bottled up in me, and I let it out, good. I was about to 
taper off to a cackle when he exploded. 
  "Confound it," he bellowed, "marry and be damned!" 
  That was dangerous. That attitude could easily get us onto the aspect he had 
sent me up to my room to think over alone, and if we got started on that anything 
could happen. It called for tact. 
  "I beg your pardon," I said. "Something caught in my throat. Do you want to 
describe the situation, or do you want me to?" 
  "I would like to hear you try," he said grimly. 



  "Yes, sir. I suspect that the only thing to do is to phone Inspector Cramer right 
now and invite him to come and have a chat, and when he comes open the bag. 
That will—" 
  "No. I will not do that." 
  "Then, next best, I go to him and spill it there. Of course—" 
  "No." He meant every word of it. 
  "Okay, I’ll describe it. They’ll mark time on the others until they find Santa 
Claus. They’ve got to find him. If he left any prints they’ll compare them with every 
file they’ve got, and sooner or later they’ll get to yours. They’ll cover all the stores 
for sales of white cotton gloves to men. They’ll trace Bottweill’s movements and 
learn that he lunched with you at Rusterman’s, and you left together, and they’ll 
trace you to Bottweill’s place. Of course your going there won’t prove you were 
Santa Claus, you might talk your way out of that, and it will account for your 
prints if they find some, but what about the gloves? They’ll trace that sale if you 
give them time, and with a description of the buyer they’ll find Santa Claus. You’re 
sunk." 
  I had never seen his face blacker. 
  "If you sit tight till they find him," I argued, "it will be quite a nuisance. Cramer 
has been itching for years to lock you up, and any judge would commit you as a 
material witness who had run out. Whereas if you call Cramer now, and I mean 
now, and invite him to come and have some beer, while it will still be a nuisance, 
it will be bearable. Of course he’ll want to know why you went there and played 
Santa Claus, but you can tell him anything you please. Tell him you bet me a 
hundred bucks, or what the hell, make it a grand, that you could be in a room 
with me for ten minutes and I wouldn’t recognize you. I’ll be glad to cooperate." 
  I leaned forward. "Another thing. If you wait till they find you, you won’t dare 
tell them that Bottweill took a drink from that bottle shortly after two o’clock and 
it didn’t hurt him. If you told about that after they dug you up, they could book 
you for withholding evidence, and they probably would, and make it stick. If you 
get Cramer here now and tell him he’ll appreciate it, though naturally he won’t say 
so. He’s probably at his office. Shall I ring him?" 
  "No. I will not confess that performance to Mr. Cramer. I will not unfold the 
morning paper to a disclosure of that outlandish masquerade." 
  "Then you’re going to sit and read Here and Now until they come with a 

warrant?" 
  "No. That would be fatuous." He took in air through his mouth, as far down as it 
would go, and let it out through his nose. "I’m going to find the murderer and 
present him to Mr. Cramer. There’s nothing else." 
  "Oh. You are." 
  "Yes." 
  "You might have said so and saved my breath, instead of letting me spout." 
 "I wanted to see if your appraisal of the situation agreed with mine. It does." 
  "That’s fine. Then you also know that we may have two weeks and we may have 
two minutes. At this very second some expert may be phoning Homicide to say 
that he has found fingerprints that match on the card of Wolfe, Nero—" 
  The phone rang, and I jerked around as if someone had stuck a needle in me. 
Maybe we wouldn’t have even two minutes. My hand wasn’t trembling as I lifted 



the receiver, I hope. Wolfe seldom lifts his until I have found out who it is, but that 
time he did. 
  "Nero Wolfe’s office, Archie Goodwin speaking." 
  "This is the District Attorney’s office, Mr. Goodwin. Regarding the murder of 
Kurt Bottweill. We would like you to be here at ten o’clock tomorrow morning." 
  "All right. Sure." 
  "At ten o’clock sharp, please." 
  "I’ll be there." 
  We hung up. Wolfe sighed. I sighed. 
  "Well," I said, "I’ve already told them six times that I know absolutely nothing 
about Santa Claus, so they may not ask me again. If they do, it will be interesting 
to compare my voice when I’m lying with when I’m telling the truth." 
  He grunted. "Now. I want a complete report of what happened there after I left, 
but first I want background. In your intimate association with Miss Dickey you 
must have learned things about those people. What?" 
  "Not much." I cleared my throat. "I guess I’ll have to explain something. My 
association with Miss Dickey was not intimate." I stopped. It wasn’t easy. 
  "Choose your own adjective. I meant no innuendo." 
  "It’s not a question of adjectives. Miss Dickey is a good dancer, exceptionally 
good, and for the past couple of months I have been taking her here and there, 
some six or eight times altogether. Monday evening at the Flamingo Club she 
asked me to do her a favor. She said Bottweill was giving her a runaround, that he 
had been going to marry her for a year but kept stalling, and she wanted to do 
something. She said Cherry Quon was making a play for him, and she didn’t 
intend to let Cherry take the rail. She asked me to get a marriage-license blank 
and fill it out for her and me and give it to her. She would show it to Bottweill and 
tell him now or never. It struck me as a good deed with no risk involved, and, as I 
say, she is a good dancer. Tuesday afternoon I got a blank, no matter how, and 
that evening, up in my room, I filled it in, including a fancy signature." 
  Wolfe made a noise. 
  "That’s all," I said, "except that I want to make it clear that I had no intention of 
showing it to you. I did that on the spur of the moment when you picked up your 
book. Your memory is as good as mine. Also, to close it up, no doubt you noticed 
that today just before Bottweill and Mrs. Jerome joined the party Margot and I 
stepped aside for a little chat. She told me the license did the trick. Her words 
were, ‘Perfect, simply perfect.’ She said that last evening, in his office, he tore the 
license up and put the pieces in his wastebasket. That’s okay, the cops didn’t find 
them. I looked before they came, and the pieces weren’t there." 
  His mouth was working, but he didn’t open it. He didn’t dare. He would have 
liked to tear into me, to tell me that my insufferable flummery had got him into 
this awful mess, but if he did so he would be dragging in the aspect he didn’t want 
mentioned. He saw that in time, and saw that I saw it. His mouth worked, but that 
was all. Finally he spoke. 
  "Then you are not on intimate terms with Miss Dickey." 
  "No, sir." 
  "Even so, she must have spoken of that establishment and those people." 
  "Some, yes." 



  "And one of them killed Bottweill. The poison was put in the bottle between two-
ten, when I saw him take a drink, and three-thirty when Kiernan went and got the 
bottle. No one came up in the private elevator during the half-hour or more I was 
in the dressing room. I was getting into that costume and gave no heed to 
footsteps or other sounds in the office, but the elevator shaft adjoins the dressing 
room, and I would have heard it. It is a strong probability that the opportunity was 
even narrower, that the poison was put in the bottle while I was in the dressing 
room, since three of them were in the office with Bottweill when I left. It must be 
assumed that one of those three, or one of the three in the studio, had grasped an 
earlier opportunity. What about them?" 
  "Not much. Mostly from Monday evening, when Margot was talking about 
Bottweill. So it’s all hearsay, from her. Mrs. Jerome has put half a million in the 
business—probably you should divide that by two at least—and thinks she owns 
him. Or thought. She was jealous of Margot and Cherry. As for Leo, if his mother 
was dishing out the dough he expected to inherit to a guy who was trying to corner 
the world’s supply of gold leaf, and possibly might also marry him, and if he knew 
about the jar of poison in the workshop, he might have been tempted. Kiernan, I 
don’t know, but from a remark Margot made and from the way he looked at Cherry 
this afternoon, I suspect he would like to mix some Irish with her Chinese and 
Indian and Dutch, and if he thought Bottweill had him stymied he might have 
been tempted too. So much for hearsay." 
  "Mr. Hatch?" 
  "Nothing on him from Margot, but dealing with him during the tapestry job, I 
wouldn’t have been surprised if he had wiped out the whole bunch on general 
principles. His heart pumps acid instead of blood. He’s a creative artist, he told me 
so. He practically told me that he was responsible for the success of that 
enterprise but got no credit. He didn’t tell me that he regarded Bottweill as a 
phony and a fourflusher, but he did. You may remember that I told you he had a 
persecution complex and you told me to stop using other people’s jargon." 
  "That’s four of them. Miss Dickey?" 
  I raised my brows. "I got her a license to marry, not to kill. If she was lying when 
she said it worked, she’s almost as good a liar as she is a dancer. Maybe she is. If 
it didn’t work she might have been tempted too." 
  "And Miss Quon?" 
  "She’s half Oriental. I’m not up on Orientals, but I understood they slant their 
eyes to keep you guessing. That’s what makes them inscrutable. If I had to be 
poisoned by one of that bunch I would want it to be her. Except for what Margot 
told me—" 
  The doorbell rang. That was worse than the phone. If they had hit on Santa 
Claus’s trail and it led to Nero Wolfe, Cramer was much more apt to come than to 
call. Wolfe and I exchanged glances. Looking at my wristwatch and seeing 10:08, I 
arose, went to the hall and flipped the switch for the stoop light, and took a look 
through the one-way glass panel of the front door. I have good eyes, but the figure 
was muffled in a heavy coat with a hood, so I stepped halfway to the door to make 
sure. Then I returned to the office and told Wolfe, "Cherry Quon. Alone." 
  He frowned. "I wanted—" He cut it off. "Very well. Bring her in." 
 



 

Chapter  5 
 
 
  AS I HAVE SAID, Cherry was highly decorative, and she went fine with the red 
leather chair at the end of Wolfe’s desk. It would have held three of her. She had 
let me take her coat in the hall and still had on a neat little woolen number she 
had worn at the party. It wasn’t exactly yellow, but there was yellow in it. I would 
have called it off-gold, and it and the red chair and the tea tint of her smooth little 
carved face would have made a very nice kodachrome. 
  She sat on the edge, her spine straight and her hands together in her lap. "I was 
afraid to telephone," she said, "because you might tell me not to come. So I just 
came. Will you forgive me?" 
  Wolfe grunted. No commitment. She smiled at him, a friendly smile, or so I 
thought. After all, she was half Oriental. 
  "I must get myself together," she chirped. "I’m nervous because it’s so exciting to 
be here." She turned her head. "There’s the globe, and the bookshelves, and the 
safe, and the couch, and of course Archie Goodwin. And you. You behind your 
desk in your enormous chair! Oh, I know this place! I have read about you so 
much - everything there is, I think. It’s exciting to be here, actually here in this 
chair, and see you. Of course I saw you this afternoon, but that wasn’t the same 
thing, you could have been anybody in that silly Santa Claus costume. I wanted to 
pull your whiskers." 
  She laughed, a friendly little tinkle like a bell. 
  I think I looked bewildered. That was my idea, after it had got through my ears 
to the switchboard inside and been routed. I was too busy handling my face to 
look at Wolfe, but he was probably even busier, since she was looking straight at 
him. I moved my eyes to him when he spoke. 
  "If I understand you, Miss Quon, I’m at a loss. If you think you saw me this 
afternoon in a Santa Claus costume, you’re mistaken." 
  "Oh, I’m sorry!" she exclaimed. "Then you haven’t told them?" 
  "My dear madam." His voice sharpened. "If you must talk in riddles, talk to Mr. 
Goodwin. He enjoys them." 
  "But I am sorry, Mr. Wolfe. I should have explained first how I know. This 

morning at breakfast Kurt told me you had phoned him and arranged to appear at 
the party as Santa Claus, and this afternoon I asked him if you had come and he 
said you had and you were putting on the costume. That’s how I know. But you 
haven’t told the police? Then it’s a good thing I haven’t told them either, isn’t it?" 
  "This is interesting," Wolfe said coldly. "What do you expect to accomplish by 
this fantastic folderol?" 
  She shook her pretty little head. "You, with so much sense. You must see that 
it’s no use. If I tell them, even if they don’t like to believe me they will investigate. I 
know they can’t investigate as well as you can, but surely they will find 
something." 
  He shut his eyes, tightened his lips, and leaned back in his chair. I kept mine 
open, on her. She weighed about a hundred and two. I could carry her under one 
arm with my other hand clamped on her mouth. Putting her in the spare room 



upstairs wouldn’t do, since she could open a window and scream, but there was a 
cubbyhole in the basement, next to Fritz’s room, with an old couch in it. Or, as an 
alternative, I could get a gun from my desk drawer and shoot her. Probably no one 
knew she had come here. 
  Wolfe opened his eyes and straightened up. "Very well. It is still fantastic, but I 
concede that you could create an unpleasant situation by taking that yarn to the 
police. I don’t suppose you came here merely to tell me that you intend to. What 
do you intend?" 
  "I think we understand each other," she chirped. 
  "I understand only that you want something. What?" 
  "You are so direct," she complained. "So very abrupt, that I must have said 
something wrong. But I do want something. You see, since the police think it was 
the man who acted Santa Claus and ran away, they may not get on the right track 
until it’s too late. You wouldn’t want that, would you?" 
  No reply. 
  "I wouldn’t want it," she said, and her hands on her lap curled into little fists. "I 
wouldn’t want whoever killed Kurt to get away, no matter who it was, but you see, 
I know who killed him. I have told the police, but they won’t listen until they find 
Santa Claus, or if they listen they think I’m just a jealous cat, and besides, I’m an 
Oriental and their ideas of Orientals are very primitive. I was going to make them 
listen by telling them who Santa Claus was, but I know how they feel about you 
from what I’ve read, and I was afraid they would try to prove it was you who killed 
Kurt, and of course it could have been you, and you did run away, and they still 
wouldn’t listen to me when I told them who did kill him." 
  She stopped for breath. Wolfe inquired, "Who did?" 
  She nodded. "I’ll tell you. Margot Dickey and Kurt were having an affair. A few 
months ago Kurt began on me, and it was hard for me because I—I—" She frowned 
for a word, and found one. "I had a feeling for him. I had a strong feeling. But you 
see, I am a virgin, and I wouldn’t give in to him. I don’t know what I would have 
done if I hadn’t known he was having an affair with Margot, but I did know, and I 
told him the first man I slept with would be my husband. He said he was willing to 
give up Margot, but even if he did he couldn’t marry me on account of Mrs. 
Jerome, because she would stop backing him with her money. I don’t know what 
he was to Mrs. Jerome, but I know what she was to him." 
  Her hands opened and closed again to be fists. "That went on and on, but Kurt 
had a feeling for me too. Last night late, it was after midnight, he phoned me that 
he had broken with Margot for good and he wanted to marry me. He wanted to 
come and see me, but I told him I was in bed and we would see each other in the 
morning. He said that would be at the studio with other people there, so finally I 
said I would go to his apartment for breakfast, and I did, this morning. But I am 
still a virgin, Mr. Wolfe." 
  He was focused on her with half-closed eyes. "That is your privilege, madam." 
  "Oh," she said. "Is it a privilege? It was there, at breakfast, that he told me about 
you, your arranging to be Santa Claus. When I got to the studio I was surprised to 
see Margot there, and how friendly she was. That was part of her plan, to be 
friendly and cheerful with everyone. She has told the police that Kurt was going to 



marry her, that they decided last night to get married next week. Christmas week. 
I am a Christian." 
  Wolfe stirred in his chair. "Have we reached the point? Did Miss Dickey kill Mr. 
Bottweill?" 
  "Yes. Of course she did." 
  "Have you told the police that?" 
  "Yes. I didn’t tell them all I have told you, but enough." 
  "With evidence?" 
  "No. I have no evidence." 
  "Then you’re vulnerable to an action for slander." 
  She opened her fists and turned her palms up. "Does that matter? When I know 
I’m right? When I know it? But she was so clever, the way she did it, that there 

can’t be any evidence. Everybody there today knew about the poison, and they all 
had a chance to put it in the bottle. They can never prove she did it. They can’t 
even prove she is lying when she says Kurt was going to marry her, because he is 
dead. She acted today the way she would have acted if that had been true. But it 
has got to be proved somehow. There has got to be evidence to prove it." 
  "And you want me to get it?" 
  She let that pass. "What I was thinking, Mr. Wolfe, you are vulnerable too. There 
will always be the danger that the police will find out who Santa Claus was, and if 
they find it was you and you didn’t tell them—" 
  "I haven’t conceded that," Wolfe snapped. 
  "Then we’ll just say there will always be the danger that I’ll tell them what Kurt 
told me, and you did concede that that would be unpleasant. So it would be better 
if the evidence proved who killed Kurt and also proved who Santa Claus was. 
Wouldn’t it?" 
  "Go on." 
  "So I thought how easy it would be for you to get the evidence. You have men 
who do things for you, who would do anything for you, and one of them can say 
that you asked him to go there and be Santa Claus, and he did. Of course it 
couldn’t be Mr. Goodwin, since he was at the party, and it would have to be a man 
they couldn’t prove was somewhere else. He can say that while he was in the 
dressing room putting on the costume he heard someone in the office and peeked 
out to see who it was, and he saw Margot Dickey get the bottle from the desk 
drawer and put something in it and put the bottle back in the drawer, and go out. 
That must have been when she did it, because Kurt always took a drink of Pernod 
when he came back from lunch." 
  Wolfe was rubbing his lip with a fingertip. "I see," he muttered. 
  She wasn’t through. "He can say," she went on, "that he ran away because he 
was frightened and wanted to tell you about it first. I don’t think they would do 
anything to him if he went to them tomorrow morning and told them all about it, 
would they? Just like me. I don’t think they would do anything to me if I went to 
them tomorrow morning and told them I had remembered that Kurt told me that 
you were going to be Santa Claus, and this afternoon he told me you were in the 
dressing room putting on the costume. That would be the same kind of thing, 
wouldn’t it?" 



  Her little carved mouth thinned and widened with a smile. "That’s what I want," 
she chirped. "Did I say it so you understand it?" 
  "You did indeed," Wolfe assured her. "You put it admirably." 
  "Would it be better, instead of him going to tell them, for you to have Inspector 
Cramer come here, and you tell him? You could have the man here. You see, I 
know how you do things, from all I have read." 
  "That might be better," he allowed. His tone was dry but not hostile. I could see 
a muscle twitching beneath his right ear, but she couldn’t. "I suppose, Miss Quon, 
it is futile to advance the possibility that one of the others killed him, and if so it 
would be a pity - " 
  "Excuse me. I interrupt." The chirp was still a chirp, but it had hard steel in it. 
"I know she killed him." 
  "I don’t. And even if I bow to your conviction, before I could undertake the 
stratagem you propose I would have to make sure there are no facts that would 
scuttle it. It won’t take me long. You’ll hear from me tomorrow. I’ll want—" 
  She interrupted again. "I can’t wait longer than tomorrow morning to tell them 
what Kurt told me." 
  "Pfui. You can and will. The moment you disclose that, you no longer have a 
whip to dangle at me. You will hear from me tomorrow. Now I want to think. 
Archie?" 
  I left my chair. She looked up at me and back at Wolfe. For some seconds she 
sat, considering, inscrutable of course, then stood up. 
  "It was very exciting to be here," she said, the steel gone, "to see you here. You 
must forgive me for not phoning. I hope it will be early tomorrow." She turned and 
headed for the door, and I followed. 
  After I had helped her on with her hooded coat, and let her out, and watched 
her picking her way down the seven steps, I shut the door, put the chain-bolt on, 
returned to the office, and told Wolfe, "It has stopped snowing. Who do you think 
will be best for it, Saul or Fred or Orrie or Bill?" 
  "Sit down," he growled. "You see through women. Well?" 
  "Not that one. I pass. I wouldn’t bet a dime on her one way or the other. Would 
you?" 
  "No. She is probably a liar and possibly a murderer. Sit down. I must have 
everything that happened there today after I left. Every word and gesture." 
  I sat and gave it to him. Including the question period, it took an hour and 
thirty-five minutes. It was after one o’clock when he pushed his chair back, 
levered his bulk upright, told me good night, and went up to bed. 
 
 

Chapter  6 
 
 
  AT HALF PAST TWO the following afternoon, Saturday, I sat in a room in a 
building on Leonard Street, the room where I had once swiped an assistant district 
attorney’s lunch. There would be no need for me to repeat the performance, since I 
had just come back from Ost’s restaurant, where I had put away a plateful of pig’s 
knuckles and sauerkraut. 



  As far as I knew, there had not only been no steps to frame Margot for murder; 
there had been no steps at all. Since Wolfe is up in the plant rooms every morning 
from nine to eleven, and since he breakfasts from a tray up in his room, and since 
I was expected downtown at ten o’clock, I had buzzed him on the house phone a 
little before nine to ask for instructions and had been told that he had none. 
Downtown, Assistant DA Farrell, after letting me wait in the anteroom for an hour, 
had spent two hours with me, together with a stenographer and a dick who had 
been on the scene Friday afternoon, going back and forth and zigzag, not only over 
what I had already reported, but also over my previous association with the 
Bottweill personnel. He only asked me once if I knew anything about Santa Claus, 
so I only had to lie once, if you don’t count my omitting any mention of the 
marriage license. When he called a recess and told me to come back at two-thirty, 
on my way to Ost’s for the pig’s knuckles I phoned Wolfe to tell him I didn’t know 
when I would be home, and again he had no instructions. I said I doubted if 
Cherry Quon would wait until after New Year’s to spill the beans, and he said he 
did too and hung up. 
  When I was ushered back into Farrell’s office at two-thirty he was alone—no 
stenographer and no dick. He asked me if I had had a good lunch, and even waited 
for me to answer, handed me some typewritten sheets, and leaned back in his 
chair. 
  "Read it over," he said, "and see if you want to sign it." 
  His tone seemed to imply that I might not, so I went over it carefully, five full 
pages. Finding no editorial revisions to object to, I pulled my chair forward to a 
corner of his desk, put the statement on the desk top, and got my pen from my 
pocket. 
  "Wait a minute," Farrell said. "You’re not a bad guy even if you are cocky, and 
why not give you a break? That says specifically that you have reported everything 
you did there yesterday afternoon." 
  "Yeah, I’ve read it. So?" 
  "So who put your fingerprints on some of the pieces of paper in Bottweill’s 
wastebasket?" 
  "I’ll be damned," I said. "I forgot to put gloves on." 
  "All right, you’re cocky. I already know that." His eyes were pinning me. "You 
must have gone through that wastebasket, every item, when you went to 
Bottweill’s office ostensibly to look for Santa Claus, and you hadn’t just forgotten 
it. You don’t forget things. So you have deliberately left it out. I want to know why, 
and I want to know what you took from that wastebasket and what you did with 
it." 
  I grinned at him. "I am also damned because I thought I knew how thorough 
they are and apparently I didn’t. I wouldn’t have supposed they went so far as to 
dust the contents of a wastebasket when there was nothing to connect them, but I 
see I was wrong, and I hate to be wrong," I shrugged. "Well, we learn something 
new every day." I screwed the statement around to position, signed it at the 
bottom of the last page, slid it across to him, and folded the carbon copy and put it 
in my pocket. 
  "I’ll write it in if you insist," I told him, "but I doubt if it’s worth the trouble. 
Santa Claus had run, Kiernan was calling the police, and I guess I was a little 



rattled. I must have looked around for something that might give me a line on 
Santa Claus, and my eye lit on the wastebasket, and I went through it. I haven’t 
mentioned it because it wasn’t very bright, and I like people to think I’m bright, 
especially cops. There’s your why. As for what I took, the answer is nothing. I 
dumped the wastebasket, put everything back in, and took nothing. Do you want 
me to write that in?" 
  "No. I want to discuss it. I know you are bright. And you weren’t rattled. You 

don’t rattle. I want to know the real reason you went through the wastebasket, 
what you were after, whether you got it, and what you did with it." 
  It cost me more than an hour, twenty minutes of which were spent in the office 
of the District Attorney himself, with Farrell and another assistant present. At one 
point it looked as if they were going to hold me as a material witness, but that 
takes a warrant, the Christmas weekend had started, and there was nothing to 
show that I had monkeyed with anything that could be evidence, so finally they 
shooed me out, after I had handwritten an insert in my statement. It was too bad 
keeping such important public servants sitting there while I copied the insert on 
my carbon, but I like to do things right. 
  By the time I got home it was ten minutes past four, and of course Wolfe wasn’t 
in the office, since his afternoon session up in the plant rooms is from four to six. 
There was no note on my desk from him, so apparently there were still no 
instructions, but there was information on it. My desk ashtray, which is mostly for 
decoration since I seldom smoke—a gift, not to Wolfe but to me, from a former 
client—is a jade bowl six inches across. It was there in its place, and in it were 
three stubs from Pharaoh cigarettes. 
  Saul Panzer smokes Pharaohs, Egyptians. I suppose a few other people do too, 
but the chance that one of them had been sitting at my desk while I was gone was 
too slim to bother with. And not only had Saul been there, but Wolfe wanted me to 
know it, since one of the eight million things he will not tolerate in the office is 
ashtrays with remains. He will actually walk clear to the bathroom himself to 
empty one. 
  So steps were being taken, after all. What steps? Saul, a free lance and the best 
operative anywhere around, asks and gets sixty bucks a day, and is worth twice 
that. Wolfe had not called him in for any routine errand, and of course the idea 
that he had undertaken to sell him on doubling for Santa Claus never entered my 
head. Framing someone for murder, even a woman who might be guilty, was not 
in his bag of tricks. I got at the house phone and buzzed the plant rooms, and 
after a wait had Wolfe’s voice in my ear. 
  "Yes, Fritz?" 
  "Not Fritz. Me. I’m back. Nothing urgent to report. They found my prints on stuff 
in the wastebasket, but I escaped without loss of blood. Is it all right for me to 
empty my ashtray?" 
  "Yes. Please do so." 
  "Then what do I do?" 
  "I’ll tell you at six o’clock. Possibly earlier." 
  He hung up. I went to the safe and looked in the cash drawer to see if Saul had 
been supplied with generous funds, but the cash was as I had last seen it and 
there was no entry in the book. I emptied the ashtray. I went to the kitchen, where 



I found Fritz pouring a mixture into a bowl of fresh pork tenderloin, and said I 
hoped Saul had enjoyed his lunch, and Fritz said he hadn’t stayed for lunch. So 
steps must have been begun right after I left in the morning. I went back to the 
office, read over the carbon copy of my statement before filing it, and passed the 
time by thinking up eight different steps that Saul might have been assigned, but 
none of them struck me as promising. A little after five the phone rang and I 
answered. It was Saul. He said he was glad to know I was back home safe, and I 
said I was too. 
  "Just a message for Mr. Wolfe," he said. "Tell him everything is set, no snags." 
  "That’s all?" 
  "Right. I’ll be seeing you." 
  I cradled the receiver, sat a moment to consider whether to go up to the plant 
rooms or use the house phone, decided the latter would do, and pulled it to me 
and pushed the button. When Wolfe’s voice came it was peevish; he hates to be 
disturbed up there. 
  "Yes?" 
  "Saul called and said to tell you everything is set, no snags. Congratulations. 
Am I in the way?" 
  "Oddly enough, no. Have chairs in place for visitors; ten should be enough. Four 
or five will come shortly after six o’clock; I hope not more. Others will come later." 
  "Refreshments." 
  "Liquids, of course. Nothing else." 
  "Anything else for me?" 
  "No." 
  He was gone. Before going to the front room for chairs, and to the kitchen for 
supplies, I took time out to ask myself whether I had the slightest notion what 
kind of charade he was cooking up this time. I hadn’t. 
 
 

Chapter  7 
 
 
  IT WAS FOUR. They all arrived between six-fifteen and six-twenty—first Mrs. 
Perry Porter Jerome and her son Leo, then Cherry Quon, and last Emil Hatch. 
Mrs. Jerome copped the red leather chair, but I moved her, mink and all, to one of 
the yellow ones when Cherry came. I was willing to concede that Cherry might be 
headed for a very different kind of chair, wired for power, but even so I thought 
she rated that background and Mrs. Jerome didn’t. By six-thirty, when I left them 
to cross the hall to the dining room, not a word had passed among them. 
  In the dining room Wolfe had just finished a bottle of beer. "Okay," I told him, 
"it’s six-thirty-one. Only four. Kiernan and Margot Dickey haven’t shown." 
  "Satisfactory." He arose. "Have they demanded information?" 
  "Two of them have, Hatch and Mrs. Jerome. I told them it will come from you, as 
instructed. That was easy, since I have none." 
  He headed for the office, and I followed. Though they didn’t know, except 
Cherry, that he had poured champagne for them the day before, introductions 
weren’t necessary because they had all met him during the tapestry hunt. After 



circling around Cherry in the red leather chair, he stood behind his desk to ask 
them how they did, then sat. 
  "I don’t thank you for coming," he said, "because you came in your own interest, 
not mine. I sent - " 
  "I came," Hatch cut in, sourer than ever, "to find out what you’re up to." 
  "You will," Wolfe assured him. "I sent each of you an identical message, saying 
that Mr. Goodwin has certain information which he feels he must give the police 
not later than tonight, but I have persuaded him to let me discuss it with you first. 
Before I - " 
  "I didn’t know others would be here," Mrs. Jerome blurted, glaring at Cherry. 
  "Neither did I," Hatch said, glaring at Mrs. Jerome. 
  Wolfe ignored it. "The message I sent Miss Quon was somewhat different, but 
that need not concern you. Before I tell you what Mr. Goodwin’s information is, I 
need a few facts from you. For instance, I understand that any of you—including 
Miss Dickey and Mr. Kiernan, who will probably join us later - could have found 
an opportunity to put the poison in the bottle. Do any of you challenge that?" 
  Cherry, Mrs. Jerome, and Leo all spoke at once. Hatch merely looked sour. 
  Wolfe showed them a palm. "If you please. I point no finger of accusation at any 
of you. I merely say that none of you, including Miss Dickey and Mr. Kiernan, can 
prove that you had no opportunity. Can you?" 
  "Nuts." Leo Jerome was disgusted. "It was that guy playing Santa Claus. Of 
course it was. I was with Bottweill and my mother all the time, first in the 
workshop and then in his office. I can prove that." 

  "But Bottweill is dead," Wolfe reminded him, "and your mother is your mother. 
Did you go up to the office a little before them, or did your mother go up a little 
before you and Bottweill did? Is there acceptable proof that you didn’t? The others 
have the same problem. Miss Quon?" 
  There was no danger of Cherry’s spoiling it. Wolfe had told me what he had told 
her on the phone: that he had made a plan which he thought she would find 
satisfactory, and if she came at a quarter past six she would see it work. She had 
kept her eyes fixed on him ever since he entered. Now she chirped, "If you mean I 
can’t prove I wasn’t in the office alone yesterday, no, I can’t." 
  "Mr. Hatch?" 
  "I didn’t come here to prove anything. I told you what I came for. What 
information has Goodwin got?" 
  "We’ll get to that. A few more facts first. Mrs. Jerome, when did you learn that 
Bottweill had decided to marry Miss Quon?" 
  Leo shouted, "No!" but his mother was too busy staring at Wolfe to hear him. 
"What?" she croaked. Then she found her voice. "Kurt marry her? That little 

strumpet?" 
  Cherry didn’t move a muscle, her eyes still on Wolfe. 
  "This is wonderful!" Leo said. "This is marvelous!" 
  "Not so damn wonderful," Emil Hatch declared. "I get the idea, Wolfe. Goodwin 
hasn’t got any information, and neither have you. Why you wanted to get us 
together and start us clawing at each other, I don’t see that, I don’t know why 
you’re interested, but maybe I’ll find out if I give you a hand. This crowd has 
produced as fine a collection of venom as you could find. Maybe we all put poison 



in the bottle and that’s why it was such a big dose. If it’s true that Kurt had 
decided to marry Cherry, and Al Kiernan knew it, that would have done it. Al 
would have killed a hundred Kurts if it would get him Cherry. If Mrs. Jerome knew 
it, I would think she would have gone for Cherry instead of Kurt, but maybe she 
figured there would soon be another one and she might as well settle it for good. 
As for Leo, I think he rather liked Kurt, but what can you expect? Kurt was 
milking mamma of the pile Leo hoped to get some day, and I suspect that the pile 
is not all it’s supposed to be. Actually - " 
  He stopped, and I left my chair. Leo was on his way up, obviously with the 
intention of plugging the creative artist. I moved to head him off, and at the same 
instant I gave him a shove and his mother jerked at his coattail. That not only 
halted him but nearly upset him, and with my other hand I steered him back onto 
his chair and then stood beside him. 
  Hatch inquired, "Shall I go on?" 
  "By all means," Wolfe said. 
  "Actually, though, Cherry would seem to be the most likely. She has the best 
brain of the lot and by far the strongest will. But I understand that while she says 
Kurt was going to marry her, Margot claims that he was going to marry her. Of 
course that complicates it, and anyway Margot would be my second choice. Margot 
has more than her share of the kind of pride that is only skin deep and therefore 
can’t stand a scratch. If Kurt did decide to marry Cherry and told Margot so, he 
was even a bigger imbecile than I thought he was. Which brings us to me. I am in 
a class by myself. I despise all of them. If I had decided to take to poison I would 
have put it in the champagne as well as the Pernod, and I would have drunk 
vodka, which I prefer - and by the way, on that table is a bottle with the Korbeloff 
vodka label. I haven’t had a taste of Korbeloff for fifteen years. Is it real?" 
  "It is. Archie?" 
  Serving liquid refreshment to a group of invited guests can be a pleasant chore, 
but it wasn’t that time. When I asked Mrs. Jerome to name it she only glowered at 
me, but by the time I had filled Cherry’s order for scotch and soda, and supplied 
Hatch with a liberal dose of Korbeloff, no dilution, and Leo had said he would take 
bourbon and water, his mother muttered that she would have that too. As I was 
pouring the bourbon I wondered where we would go from there. It looked as if the 
time had come for Wolfe to pass on the information which I felt I must give the 
police without delay, which made it difficult because I didn’t have any. That had 
been fine for a bait to get them there, but what now? I suppose Wolfe would have 
held them somehow, but he didn’t have to. He had rung for beer, and Fritz had 
brought it and was putting the tray on his desk when the doorbell rang. I handed 
Leo his bourbon and water and went to the hall. Out on the stoop, with his big 
round face nearly touching the glass, was Inspector Cramer of Homicide. 
  Wolfe had told me enough, before the company came, to give me a general idea 
of the program, so the sight of Cramer, just Cramer, was a letdown. But as I went 
down the hall other figures appeared, none of them strangers, and that looked 
better. In fact it looked fine. I swung the door wide and in they came—Cramer, 
then Saul Panzer, then Margot Dickey, then Alfred Kiernan, and, bringing up the 
rear, Sergeant Purley Stebbins. By the time I had the door closed and bolted they 
had their coats off, including Cramer, and it was also fine to see that he expected 



to stay a while. Ordinarily, once in, he marches down the hall and into the office 
without ceremony, but that time he waved the others ahead, including me, and he 
and Stebbins came last, herding us in. Crossing the sill, I stepped aside for the 
pleasure of seeing his face when his eyes lit on those already there and the empty 
chairs waiting. Undoubtedly he had expected to find Wolfe alone, reading a book. 
He came in two paces, glared around, fastened the glare on Wolfe, and barked, 
"What’s all this?" 
  "I was expecting you," Wolfe said politely. "Miss Quon, if you don’t mind moving, 
Mr. Cramer likes that chair. Good evening, Miss Dickey. Mr. Kiernan, Mr. 
Stebbins. If you will all be seated—" 
  "Panzer!" Cramer barked. Saul, who had started for a chair in the rear, stopped 
and turned. 
  "I’m running this," Cramer declared. "Panzer, you’re under arrest and you’ll stay 
with Stebbins and keep your mouth shut. I don’t want—" 
  "No," Wolfe said sharply. "If he’s under arrest take him out of here. You are not 
running this, not in my house. If you have warrants for anyone present, or have 
taken them by lawful police power, take them and leave these premises. Would 
you bulldoze me, Mr. Cramer? You should know better." 
  That was the point, Cramer did know him. There was the stage, all set. There 
were Mrs. Jerome and Leo and Cherry and Emil Hatch, and the empty chairs, and 
above all, there was the fact that he had been expected. He wouldn’t have taken 
Wolfe’s word for that; he wouldn’t have taken Wolfe’s word for anything; but 
whenever he appeared on our stoop not expected I always left the chain-bolt on 

until he had stated his business and I had reported to Wolfe. And if he had been 
expected there was no telling what Wolfe had ready to spring. So Cramer gave up 
the bark and merely growled, "I want to talk with you." 
  "Certainly." Wolfe indicated the red leather chair, which Cherry had vacated. "Be 
seated." 
  "Not here. Alone." 
  Wolfe shook his head. "It would be a waste of time. This way is better and 
quicker. You know quite well, sir, it was a mistake to barge in here and roar at me 
that you are running my house. Either go, with whomever you can lawfully take, 
or sit down while I tell you who killed Kurt Bottweill." Wolfe wiggled a finger. "Your 
chair." 
  Cramer’s round red face had been redder than normal from the outside cold, 
and now was redder still. He glanced around, compressed his lips until he didn’t 
have any, and went to the red leather chair and sat. 
 
 

Chapter  8 
 
 
  WOLFE SENT HIS EYES around as I circled to my desk. Saul had got to a chair 
in the rear after all, but Stebbins had too and was at his elbow. Margot had 
passed in front of the Jeromes and Emil Hatch to get to the chair at the end 
nearest me, and Cherry and Al Kiernan were at the other end, a little back of the 



others. Hatch had finished his Korbeloff and put the glass on the floor, but Cherry 
and the Jeromes were hanging on to their tall ones. 
  Wolfe’s eyes came to rest on Cramer and he spoke. "I must confess that I 
stretched it a little. I can’t tell you, at the moment, who killed Bottweill; I have only 
a supposition; but soon I can, and will. First some facts for you. I assume you 
know that for the past two months Mr. Goodwin has been seeing something of 
Miss Dickey. He says she dances well." 
  "Yeah." Cramer’s voice came over sandpaper of the roughest grit. "You can save 
that for later. I want to know if you sent Panzer to meet—" 
  Wolfe cut him off. "You will. I’m headed for that. But you may prefer this 
firsthand. Archie, if you please. What Miss Dickey asked you to do last Monday 
evening, and what happened." 
  I cleared my throat. "We were dancing at the Flamingo Club. She said Bottweill 
had been telling her for a year that he would marry her next week, but next week 
never came, and she was going to have a showdown with him. She asked me to get 
a blank marriage license and fill it out for her and me and give it to her, and she 
would show it to Bottweill and tell him now or never. I got the blank on Tuesday, 
and filled it in, and Wednesday I gave it to her." 
  I stopped. Wolfe prompted me. "And yesterday afternoon?" 
  "She told me that the license trick had worked perfectly. That was about a 
minute before Bottweill entered the studio. I said in my statement to the District 
Attorney that she told me Bottweill was going to marry her, but I didn’t mention 
the license. It was immaterial." 
  "Did she tell you what had happened to the license?" 
  So we were emptying the bag. I nodded. "She said Bottweill had torn it up and 
put the pieces in the wastebasket by the desk in his office. The night before. 
Thursday evening." 
  "And what did you do when you went to the office after Bottweill had died?" 
  "I dumped the wastebasket and put the stuff back in it, piece by piece. No part 
of the license was there." 
  "You made sure of that?" 
  "Yes." 
  Wolfe left me and asked Cramer, "Any questions?" 
  "No. He lied in his statement. I’ll attend to that later. What I want—" 
  Margot Dickey blurted, "Then Cherry took it!" She craned her neck to see across 
the others. "You took it, you slut!" 
  "I did not." The steel was in Cherry’s chirp again. Her eyes didn’t leave Wolfe, 
and she told him, "I’m not going to wait any longer—" 
  "Miss Quon!" he snapped. "I’m doing this." He returned to Cramer. "Now another 
fact. Yesterday I had a luncheon appointment with Mr. Bottweill at Rusterman’s 
restaurant. He had once dined at my table and wished to reciprocate. Shortly 
before I left to keep the appointment he phoned to ask me to do him a favor. He 
said he was extremely busy and might be a few minutes late, and he needed a pair 
of white cotton gloves, medium size, for a man, and would I stop at some shop on 
the way and get them. It struck me as a peculiar request, but he was a peculiar 
man. Since Mr. Goodwin had chores to do, and I will not ride in taxicabs if there is 
any alternative, I had engaged a car at Baxter’s, and the chauffeur recommended a 



shop on Eighth Avenue between Thirty-ninth and Fortieth Streets. We stopped 
there and I bought the gloves." 
  Cramer’s eyes were such narrow slits that none of the blue-gray showed. He 
wasn’t buying any part of it, which was unjustified, since some of it was true. 
  Wolfe went on. "At the lunch table I gave the gloves to Mr. Bottweill, and he 
explained, somewhat vaguely, what he wanted them for. I gathered that he had 
taken pity on some vagabond he had seen on a park bench, and had hired him to 
serve refreshments at his office party, costumed as Santa Claus, and had decided 
that the only way to make his hands presentable was to have him wear gloves. You 
shake your head, Mr. Cramer?" 
  "You’re damn right I do. You would have reported that. No reason on earth not 
to. Go ahead and finish." 
  "I’ll finish this first. I didn’t report it because I thought you would find the 
murderer without it. It was practically certain that the vagabond had merely 
skedaddled out of fright, since he couldn’t possibly have known of the jar of poison 
in the workshop, not to mention other considerations. And as you know, I have a 
strong aversion to involvement in matters where I have no concern or interest. You 
can of course check this - with the staff at Rusterman’s, my presence there with 
Mr. Bottweill, and with the chauffeur, my conferring with him about the gloves 
and our stopping at the shop to buy them." 
  "You’re reporting it now." 
  "I am indeed." Wolfe was unruffled. "Because I understood from Mr. Goodwin 
that you were extending and intensifying your search for the man who was there 
as Santa Claus, and with your army and your resources it probably wouldn’t take 
you long when the holiday had ended to learn where the gloves were bought and 
get a description of the man who bought them. My physique is not unique, but it 
is—uncommon, and the only question was how long it would take you to get to 
me, and then I would be under inquisition. Obviously I had to report the episode 
to you and suffer your rebuke for not reporting it earlier, but I wanted to make it 
as tolerable as possible. I had one big advantage: I knew that the man who acted 
Santa Claus was almost certainly not the murderer, and I decided to use it. I 
needed first to have a talk with one of those people, and I did so, with Miss Quon, 
who came here last evening." 
  "Why Miss Quon?" 
  Wolfe turned a hand over. "When I have finished you can decide whether such 
details are important. With her I discussed her associates at that place and their 
relationships, and I became satisfied that Bottweill had in fact decided to marry 
her. That was all. You can also decide later whether it is worth while to ask her to 
corroborate that, and I have no doubt she will." 
  He was looking at Cherry, of course, for any sign of danger. She had started to 
blurt it out once, and might again. But, meeting his gaze, she didn’t move a 
muscle. 
  Wolfe returned to Cramer. "This morning I acted. Mr. Goodwin was absent, at 
the District Attorney’s office, so I called in Mr. Panzer. After spending an hour with 
me here he went to do some errands. The first one was to learn whether Bottweill’s 
wastebasket had been emptied since his conversation with Miss Dickey in his 
office Thursday evening. As you know, Mr. Panzer is highly competent. Through 



Miss Quon he got the name and address of the cleaning woman, found her and 
talked with her, and was told that the wastebasket had been emptied at about six 
o’clock Thursday afternoon and not since then. Meanwhile I—" 
  "Cherry took it—the pieces," Margot said. 
  Wolfe ignored her. "Meanwhile I was phoning everyone concerned—Mrs. Jerome 
and her son, Miss Dickey, Miss Quon, Mr. Hatch, and Mr. Kiernan—and inviting 
them to come here for a conference at six-fifteen. I told them that Mr. Goodwin 
had information which he intended to give the police, which was not true, and that 
I thought it best to discuss it first with them." 
  "I told you so," Hatch muttered. 
  Wolfe ignored him too. "Mr. Panzer’s second errand, or series of errands, was 
the delivery of some messages. He had written them in longhand, at my dictation 
here this morning, on plain sheets of paper, and had addressed plain envelopes. 
They were identical and ran as follows: 
    

 When I was there yesterday putting on my costume I saw you through a 
crack in the door and I saw what you did. Do you want me to tell the cops? 
Be at Grand Central information booth upper level at 6:30 today. I’ll come up 
to you and say Saint Nick. 

    
  "By God," Cramer said, "you admit it." 
  Wolfe nodded. "I proclaim it. The messages were signed ‘Santa Claus.’ Mr. 
Panzer accompanied the messenger who took them to the persons I have named, 
and made sure they were delivered. They were not so much shots at random as 
they may appear. If one of those people had killed Bottweill it was extremely likely 
that the poison had been put in the bottle while the vagabond was donning the 
Santa Claus costume; Miss Quon had told me, as no doubt she has told you, that 
Bottweill invariably took a drink of Pernod when he returned from lunch; and, 
since the appearance of Santa Claus at the party had been a surprise to all of 
them, and none of them knew who he was, it was highly probable that the 
murderer would believe he had been observed and would be irresistibly impelled to 
meet the writer of the message. So it was a reasonable assumption that one of the 
shots would reach its target. The question was, which one?" 
  Wolfe stopped to pour beer. He did pour it, but I suspected that what he really 
stopped for was to offer an opening for comment or protest. No one had any, not 
even Cramer. They all just sat and gazed at him. I was thinking that he had neatly 
skipped one detail: that the message from Santa Claus had not gone to Cherry 
Quon. She knew too much about him. 
  Wolfe put the bottle down and turned to go on to Cramer. "There was the 
possibility, of course, that more than one of them would go to you with the 
message, but even if you decided, because it had been sent to more than one, that 
it was some hoax, you would want to know who perpetrated it, and you would 
send one of them to the rendezvous under surveillance. Any one or more, 
excepting the murderer, might go to you, or none might; and surely only the 
murderer would go to the rendezvous without first consulting you. So if one of 
those six people was guilty, and if it had been possible for Santa Claus to observe 
him, disclosure seemed next to certain. Saul, you may now report. What 



happened? You were in the vicinity of the information booth shortly before six-
thirty?" 
  Necks were twisted for a view of Saul Panzer. He nodded. "Yes, sir. At six-
twenty. Within three minutes I had recognized three Homicide men scattered 
around in different spots. I don’t know if they recognized me or not. At six twenty-
eight I saw Alfred Kiernan walk up near the booth and stand there, about ten feet 
away from it. I was just about to go and speak to him when I saw Margot Dickey 
coming up from the Forty-second Street side. She approached to within thirty feet 
of the booth and stood looking around. Following your instructions in case more 
than one of them appeared and Miss Dickey was one of them, I went to her and 
said, ‘Saint Nick.’ She said, ‘Who are you and what do you want?’ I said, ‘Excuse 
me, I’ll be right back,’ and went over to Alfred Kiernan and said to him, ‘Saint 
Nick.’ As soon as I said that he raised a hand to his ear, and then here they came, 
the three I had recognized and two more, and then Inspector Cramer and Sergeant 
Stebbins. I was afraid Miss Dickey would run, and she did start to, but they had 
seen me speak to her, and two of them stopped her and had her." 
  Saul halted because of an interruption. Purley Stebbins, seated next to him, got 
up and stepped over to Margot Dickey and stood there behind her chair. To me it 
seemed unnecessary, since I was sitting not much more than arm’s length from 
her and might have been trusted to grab her if she tried to start anything, but 
Purley is never very considerate of other people’s feelings, especially mine. 
  Saul resumed, "Naturally it was Miss Dickey I was interested in, since they had 
moved in on a signal from Kiernan. But they had her, so that was okay. They took 
us to a room back of the parcel room and started in on me, and I followed your 
instructions. I told them I would answer no questions, would say nothing 
whatever, except in the presence of Nero Wolfe, because I was acting under your 
orders. When they saw I meant it they took us out to two police cars and brought 
us here. Anything else?" 
  "No," Wolfe told him. "Satisfactory." He turned to Cramer. "I assume Mr. Panzer 
is correct in concluding that Mr. Kiernan gave your men a signal. So Mr. Kiernan 
had gone to you with the message?" 
  "Yes." Cramer had taken a cigar from his pocket and was squeezing it in his 
hand. He does that sometimes when he would like to squeeze Wolfe’s throat 
instead. "So had three of the others - Mrs. Jerome, her son, and Hatch." 
  "But Miss Dickey hadn’t?" 
  "No. Neither had Miss Quon." 
  "Miss Quon was probably reluctant, understandably. She told me last evening 
that the police’s ideas of Orientals are very primitive. As for Miss Dickey, I may say 
that I am not surprised. For a reason that does not concern you, I am even a little 
gratified. I have told you that she told Mr. Goodwin that Bottweill had torn up the 
marriage license and put the pieces in his wastebasket, and they weren’t there 
when Mr. Goodwin looked for them, and the wastebasket hadn’t been emptied 
since early Thursday evening. It was difficult to conceive a reason for anyone to 
fish around in the wastebasket to remove those pieces, so presumably Miss Dickey 
lied; and if she lied about the license, the rest of what she told Mr. Goodwin was 
under suspicion." 



  Wolfe upturned a palm. "Why would she tell him that Bottweill was going to 
marry her if it wasn’t true? Surely a stupid thing to do, since he would inevitably 
learn the truth. But it wasn’t so stupid if she knew that Bottweill would soon die; 
indeed it was far from stupid if she had already put the poison in the bottle; it 
would purge her of motive, or at least help. It was a fair surmise that at their 
meeting in his office Thursday evening Bottweill had told her, not that he would 
marry her, but that he had decided to marry Miss Quon, and she decided to kill 
him and proceeded to do so. And it must be admitted that she would probably 
never have been exposed but for the complications injected by Santa Claus and 
my resulting intervention. Have you any comment, Miss Dickey?" 
  Cramer left his chair, commanding her, "Don’t answer! I’m running this now," 
but she spoke. 
  "Cherry took those pieces from the wastebasket! She did it! She killed him!" She 
started up, but Purley had her arm and Cramer told her, moving for her, "She 
didn’t go there to meet a blackmailer, and you did. Look in her bag, Purley. I’ll 
watch her." 
 
 

Chapter  9 
 
 
  CHERRY QUON WAS BACK in the red leather chair. The others had gone, and 
she and Wolfe and I were alone. They hadn’t put cuffs on Margot Dickey, but 
Purley had kept hold of her arm as they crossed the threshold, with Cramer right 
behind. Saul Panzer, no longer in custody, had gone along by request. Mrs. 
Jerome and Leo had been the first to leave. Kiernan had asked Cherry if he could 
take her home, but Wolfe had said no, he wanted to speak with her privately, and 
Kiernan and Hatch had left together, which showed a fine Christmas spirit, since 
Hatch had made no exceptions when he said he despised all of them. 
  Cherry was on the edge of the chair, spine straight, hands together in her lap. 
"You didn’t do it the way I said," she chirped, without steel. 
  "No," Wolfe agreed, "but I did it." He was curt. "You ignored one complication, 
the possibility that you had killed Bottweill yourself. I didn’t, I assure you. I 
couldn’t very well send you one of the notes from Santa Claus, under the 
circumstances; but if those notes had flushed no prey, if none of them had gone to 
the rendezvous without first notifying the police, I would have assumed that you 
were guilty and would have proceeded to expose you. How, I don’t know; I let that 
wait on the event; and now that Miss Dickey has taken the bait and betrayed 
herself it doesn’t matter." 
  Her eyes had widened. "You really thought I might have killed Kurt?" 
  "Certainly. A woman capable of trying to blackmail me to manufacture evidence 
of murder would be capable of anything. And, speaking of evidence, while there 
can be no certainty about a jury’s decision when a personable young woman is on 
trial for murder, now that Miss Dickey is manifestly guilty you may be sure that 
Mr. Cramer will dig up all he can get, and there should be enough. That brings me 
to the point I wanted to speak about. In the quest for evidence you will all be 
questioned, exhaustively and repeatedly. It will—" 



  "We wouldn’t," Cherry put in, "if you had done it in the way I said. That would 
have been proof." 
  "I preferred my way." Wolfe, having a point to make, was controlling himself. "It 
will be an ordeal for you. They will question you at length about your talk with 
Bottweill yesterday morning at breakfast, wanting to know all that he said about 
his meeting with Miss Dickey in his office Thursday evening, and under the 
pressure of inquisition you might inadvertently let something slip regarding what 
he told you about Santa Claus. If you do they will certainly follow it up. I strongly 
advise you to avoid making such a slip. Even if they believe you, the identity of 
Santa Claus is no longer important, since they have the murderer, and if they 
come to me with such a tale I’ll have no great difficulty dealing with it." 
  He turned a hand over. "And in the end they probably won’t believe you. They’ll 
think you invented it for some cunning and obscure purpose—as you say, you are 
an Oriental—and all you would get for it would be more questions. They might 
even suspect that you were somehow involved in the murder itself. They are quite 
capable of unreasonable suspicions. So I suggest these considerations as much on 
your behalf as on mine. I think you will be wise to forget about Santa Claus." 
  She was eying him, straight and steady. "I like to be wise," she said. 
  "I’m sure you do, Miss Quon." 
  "I still think you should have done it my way, but it’s done now. Is that all?" 
  He nodded. "That’s all." 
  She looked at me, and it took a second for me to realize that she was smiling at 
me. I thought it wouldn’t hurt to smile back, and did. She left the chair and came 
to me, extending a hand, and I arose and took it. She looked up at me. 
  "I would like to shake hands with Mr. Wolfe, but I know he doesn’t like to shake 
hands. You know, Mr. Goodwin, it must be a very great pleasure to work for a man 
as clever as Mr. Wolfe. So extremely clever. It has been very exciting to be here. 
Now I say good-by." 
  She turned and went. 
 

 
 


