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In this Premier Issue of 
Editingle mag, we wanted 
introduce us as Hybrid 
Publishing House by giving 
platform for published 

authors as well as Indie 
authors.  We wanted 
to share stories and 
introduce our readers 
to new authors and 
their books. Also we 
wanted to explore the 
past of book world 
and get to know more 
about the legends. 

We seek  to breakdown 
stereotypes of literature 
magazine and give our 
readers something new 
and more out of the 
box content. We also 
hope that this magazine 
open new doors of 
communication for 
authors and readers 
by bridging the 
gap between them.
    
In this issue, we are 
decided to explore the 

In this issue, we are decided 

to explore the mystery genre 

and celebrate Pride month 

and Audio Book appreciation 

month.
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mystery genre and 
celebrate Pride month 
and Audio Book 
appreciation month. 
You will get a chance to 
read some wonderful 
stories, columns, 
articles and much more 
from various authors.

Our hope is that with 
every issue we carve 
out a space online 

where the authors and 
readers can tell their 
stories, get inspired, 
raise awareness, and 
find opportunities 
to better themselves 
and share happiness. 
We believe that there 
is something for 
everyone in this issue 
and hope you enjoy 
the read! Remember, 
this is a digital 

magazine and publish for 
private circulation only.

- E D I T I N G L E

Our hope is that 

every issue we carve 

out a space online 

where  the authors 

and readers can 

tell their stories,  

get inspired, raise 

awareness, and find 

opportunities to 

better
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2019 Best Mystery Issue



WALL OF FAME: 

OLD 
MYSTERY 
STORIES



Maur i c e  Leb l an c

THE RED SILK SCARF

On leaving his house one 
morning at his usual early 
hour for going to the Law 
Courts ,  Chief-Inspector 
G a n i m a r d  n o t i c e d  t h e 
c u r i o u s  b e h a v i o u r  o f 
an  ind iv idua l  who  was 
wa lk ing  a long  the  Rue 
P e rg o l è s e  i n  f r o n t  o f 
h i m .  Shabb i l y  d r e s sed 
a n d  w e a r i n g  a  s t r a w 
hat ,  though the day was 
1  D e c e m b e r,  t h e  m a n 
s tooped every  th i r ty  or 
for ty  yards  to  fas ten his 
b o o t - l a c e ,  o r  p i c k  u p 
h i s  s t i ck ,  o r  f o r  some 

other  reason.  And,  each 
t i m e ,  h e  t o o k  a  l i t t l e 
p i e c e  o f  o r a n g e -  p e e l 
f r o m  h i s  p o c k e t  a n d 
la id  i t  s teal thi ly  on the 
cu rb  o f  t he  pavemen t . 
I t  was  probably  a  mere 
d isp lay  of  eccent r ic i ty, 
a  chi ldish amusement  to 
which no one else would 
have paid at tent ion;  but 
Gran imard  was  one  o f 
those  shrewd observers 
who  a r e  i nd i f f e r en t  t o 
nothing that strikes their 
eyes  and who are  never 
s a t i s f i e d  u n t i l  t h e y 

know the  s ec r e t  c ause 
of  th ings .  He  therefore 
began to follow the man.

Now,  a t  t h e  momen t 
when  t h e  f e l l ow  wa s 
turning to the r ight into 
the Avenue de la Grand-
A rmée ,  t h e  i n s p e c t o r 
caught  h im exchang ing 
s i gna l s  w i t h  a  boy  o f 
twe lve or  th i r teen who 
was  wa lk ing  a long  the 
h o u s e s  o n  t h e  l e f t - 
hand side. Twenty yards 
further, the man stooped 
a n d  t u r n e d  u p  t h e 



Maur i c e  Leb l an c

bot tom o f  h i s  t rouse r-
l egs .  A  b i t  o f  o range - 
peel  marked the place. 
At the same moment the 
boy  s topped and ,  w i th 
a piece of  chalk ,  drew a 
white cross surrounded 
by a circle on the wall of 
the house next to him.

The  two  con t i nued  on 
their way. A minute later, 
a fresh halt. The strange 
ind iv idua l  p i cked up a 
pin and dropped a piece 
o f  o r a n g e - p e e l ;  a n d 
the  boy  a t  once  made 
a  second c ross  on  the 
wa l l  and aga in  d rew a 
wh i t e  c i r c l e  r ound  i t . 

“ B y  J o v e ! ”  t h o u g h t 
t h e  C h i e f - I n s p e c t o r, 
w i t h  a  g r u n t  o f 

s a t i s f a c t i o n .  “ T h i s  i s 
ra the r  p romis ing .  What 
on ear th can those two 
merchants be plot t ing?”

T h e  t w o  “ m e r c h a n t s ” 
went  down the  Avenue 
Friedland and the Rue du 
Faubou rg - Sa in t -Hono ré , 
b u t  n o t h i n g  o c c u r r e d 
t h a t  w a s  w o r t h y  o f 
s p e c i a l  m e n t i o n .  T h e 
d o u b l e  p e r f o r m a n c e 
was repeated at  a lmost 
regular intervals and, so 
to  speak,  mechanica l ly. 
N e v e r t h e l e s s ,  i t  w a s 
obvious on the one hand 
tha t  the  man  w i th  the 
o range -pee l  d id  no t  do 
his part  of  the business 
unti l  after he had picked 
ou t  w i t h  a  g l ance  the 
house  t ha t  was  t o  be 

m a r k e d ,  a n d  o n  t h e 
o t h e r  h a n d  t h a t  t h e 
boy  d id  no t  mark  tha t 
pa r t i cu l a r  house  un t i l 
a f t e r  he  had  obse rved 
his companion’s s ignal . 
It was certain, therefore, 
t h a t  t h e r e  w a s  a n 
a g r e e m e n t  b e t w e e n 
t h e  t w o ;  a n d  t h e 
p roceed ings  p resen ted 
no small  interest  in  the 
ch ie f - inspec to r ’s  eyes .

At  the  P lace  Beauveau 
the man hesitated.  Then, 
apparently making up his 
m ind ,  he  tw ice  t u rned 
u p  a n d  t w i c e  t u r n e d 
down the bot tom of  his 
t rouser- legs .  Hereupon, 
the boy sat  down on the 
curb opposi te  the sentry 
who was mounting guard 



outs ide  the  Minis t ry  of 
the Inter ior  and marked 
the  f l ags tone  wi th  two 
l i t t le  crosses  conta ined 
within  two ci rc les .  The 
s a m e  c e r e m o n y  w a s 
g o n e  t h r o u g h  a  l i t t l e 
f u r t h e r  o n  w h e n  t h e y 
reached the Elysée. Only 
on  the  pavement  where 
t h e  P r e s i d e n t ’s  s e n t r y 
w a s  m a r c h i n g  u p  a n d 
down,  there  were  three 
s i g n s  i n s t e a d  o f  t w o .

“Hang i t  a l l !”  muttered 
G a n i m a r d ,  p a l e  w i t h 
excitement and thinking, 
i n  sp i t e  o f  h imse l f ,  o f 
h i s  i n v e t e r a t e  e n e m y, 
Lupin, whose name came 
to  his  mind whenever  a 
mysterious circumstance 
presented itself. “Hang at 
a l l ,  what  does i t  mean?”

He was near ly  col lar ing 
and quest ioning the two 
“merchants”. But he was 
too clever  to  commit  so 
gross a blunder. The man 
with the orange-peel had 
now l i t  a  c igaret te .  And 
the  boy,  a l so  p lac ing  a 
c i g a r e t t e - e n d  b e t w e e n 
h i s  l i p s ,  h a d  g o n e  u p 
t o  h i m ,  a p p a r e n t l y 
w i t h  t h e  o b j e c t  o f 
a s k i n g  f o r  a  l i g h t .

T h e y  e x c h a n g e d  a 
f e w  w o r d s .  Q u i c k  a s 
thought ,  the boy handed 
his  companion an object 
w h i c h  l o o k e d — a t 
l ea s t ,  so  t he  in spec to r 

b e l i e v e d — l i k e  a 
revolver.  They both bent 
over  this  object  and the 
man ,  s tand ing  wi th  h i s 
f a c e  t o  t h e  w a l l ,  p u t 
h i s  h a n d  s i x  t i m e s  i n 
h i s  pocke t  and  made  a 
movement  as  though he 
were loading a  weapon.

As soon as this was done, 
t h e y  w a l k e d  b r i s k l y 
t o  t h e  R u e  d e  S u r è n e 
a n d  t h e  I n s p e c t o r , 
who  fo l l owed  them a s 
c lose ly  as  he  was  ab le 
to  do without  a t t ract ing 
t h e i r  a t t e n t i o n ,  s a w 
them enter  the  gateway 
o f  a n  o l d  h o u s e  o f 
w h i c h  a l l  t h e  s h u t t e r s 
w e r e  c l o s e d ,  w i t h  t h e 
e x c e p t i o n  o f  t h o s e  o n 
t he  t h i rd  o r  t op  f l oo r.

H e  h u r r i e d  i n  a f t e r 
them. At  the end of  the 
c a r r i a g e - e n t r a n c e ,  h e 
s a w  a  l a rg e  c o u r t y a r d 
wi th  a  house -pa in t e r ’s 
s ign  a t  t he  back  and  a 
s ta i rcase on the lef t .  He 
went  up  the  s ta i r s  and , 
a s  soon  a s  he  r eached 
the  f i rs t  f loor,  ran  s t i l l 
fas ter  because he heard, 
r i g h t  u p  a t  t h e  t o p ,  a 
d in  a s  o f  a  f r ee - f igh t .

W h e n  h e  c a m e  t o  t h e 
l a s t  l and ing ,  he  found 
t h e  d o o r  o p e n .  H e 
e n t e r e d ,  l i s t e n e d  f o r 
a  s e c o n d ,  c a u g h t  t h e 
s o u n d  o f  a  s t r u g g l e , 
r u s h e d  t o  t h e  r o o m 

f r o m  w h i c h  t h e  s o u n d 
a p p e a r e d  t o  p r o c e e d , 
and  r ema ined  s t and ing 
on  the  t h r e sho ld ,  ve ry 
much out  of  breath and 
great ly  surpr ised to  see 
the  man of  the  orange-
peel and the boy banging 
t h e  f l o o r  w i t h  c h a i r s .

At  that  moment ,  a  third 
person walked out  of  an 
ad jo in ing  room.  I t  was 
a  young man of  twenty-
eight  or  thir ty,  wearing 
a  pair  of  short  whiskers 
i n  a d d i t i o n  t o  h i s 
mous tache ,  spec tac le s , 
a n d  a  s m o k i n g - j a c k e t 
w i t h  a n  a s t r a k h a n 
co l la r  and  looking  l ike 
a  fo re igner,  a  Russ ian .

“ G o o d  m o r n i n g , 
G a n i m a r d , ”  h e  s a i d . 
And turn ing  to  the  two 
companions, “Thank you, 
my f r iends ,  and  a l l  my 
congra tu l a t ions  on  the 
successful result .  Here’s 
t he  r eward  I  p romised 
y o u . ”  H e  g a v e  t h e m 
a  h u n d r e d - f r a n c  n o t e , 
p u s h e d  t h e m  o u t s i d e , 
a n d  s h u t  b o t h  d o o r s .

“I  am sorry,  o ld  chap,” 
he said to  Ganimard.  “I 
wanted to  ta lk  to  you. . . 
w a n t e d  t o  t a l k  t o  y o u 
badly.”  He offered  h im 
h i s  h a n d  a n d ,  s e e i n g 
t h a t  t h e  I n s p e c t o r 
remained f labbergas ted 
a n d  t h a t  h i s  f a c e  w a s 
s t i l l  d i s t o r t e d  w i t h 
a n g e r ,  h e  e x c l a i m e d , 



“Why,  you  don’t  s eem 
t o  u n d e r s t a n d ! . . .  A n d 
ye t  i t ’s  c lear  enough . . . 
I  w a n t e d  t o  s e e  y o u 
par t icu lar ly     So  what 
c o u l d  I  d o ? ”  A n d , 
p re t end ing  to  r ep ly  t o 
an  ob jec t ion ,  “No ,  no , 
old chap,” he continued. 
“ Yo u ’ r e  q u i t e  w r o n g . 
I f  I  h a d  w r i t t e n  o r 
t e lephoned ,  you  would 
not  have come    or  e lse 
y o u  w o u l d  h a v e  c o m e 
w i t h  a  r e g i m e n t .  N o w 
I  wanted to  see you al l 
a lone,  and I  thought  the 
bes t  th ing  was  to  send 
those two decent fellows 
to meet you, with orders 
to scatter bits of orange-
pee l  and  d raw  c ros se s 
a n d  c i r c l e s — i n  s h o r t , 
to mark out your road to 
th i s  p lace . . . .  Why,  you 
look  qu i te  bewi ldered! 
What  is  i t?  Perhaps you 
d o n ’ t  r e c o g n i z e  m e ? 
Lupin. . .Arsène Lupin. . . . 
Rans ack  you r  memory 
Doesn’t the name remind 
y o u  o f  a n y t h i n g ? ”

“You d i r ty  scoundre l !” 
G a n i m a r d  s n a r l e d 
b e t w e e n  h i s  t e e t h .

L u p i n  s e e m e d  g r e a t l y 
d i s t r e s s e d ,  a n d  i n  a n 
affect ionate voice,  “Are 
you  vexed?  Yes ,  I  can 
s ee  i t  i n  you r  eye s . . . . 
The Dugrival  business,1  
I  s u p p o s e ?  I  o u g h t  t o 
have  wai ted  for  you  to 
c o m e  a n d  t a k e  m e  i n 
charge?    There now, the 

thought  never  occurred 
t o  m e !  I  p r o m i s e 
y o u ,  n e x t  t i m e … . ” 

“You scum of the earth!” 
g r o w l e d  G a n i m a r d .

“And  I  t h ink ing  I  was 
g i v i n g  y o u  a  t r e a t ! 
Upon  my  word ,  I  d id . 
I  sa id  to  myse l f ,  ‘Tha t 
dear  o ld  Ganimard!  We 
haven’t  met  for  an age. 
H e ’ l l  s i m p l y  r u s h  a t 
me  when  he  sees  me!”

G a n i m a r d ,  w h o  h a d 
no t  ye t  s t i r r ed  a  l imb , 
s e e m e d  t o  b e  w a k i n g 
f r o m  h i s  s t u p o r .  H e 
l o o k e d  a r o u n d  h i m , 
looked at  Lupin,  vis ibly 
a sked  h imse l f  whe the r 
he would not  do wel l  to 
rush  a t  h im in  r ea l i t y, 
a n d  t h e n ,  c o n t r o l l i n g 
himself ,  took hold  of  a 
chair and settled himself 
in  i t ,  as  though he  had 
s u d d e n l y  m a d e  u p  h i s 
m i n d  t o  l i s t e n  t o  h i s 
enemy. “Speak,” he said. 
“ A n d  d o n ’ t  w a s t e  m y 
t ime with any nonsense. 
I ’ m  i n  a  h u r r y . ”

“That ’s  i t ”  sa id  Lupin , 
“ l e t ’s  t a l k .  Yo u  c a n ’ t 
imagine a  quieter  place 
t h a n  t h i s .  I t ’s  a n  o l d 
m a n o r - h o u s e ,  w h i c h 
o n c e  s t o o d  i n  t h e 
o p e n  c o u n t r y,  a n d  i t 
be longs  to  the  Duc  de 
Roche lau re .  The  duke , 
who has  never  l ived  in 
i t ,  le ts  th is  f loor  to  me 

and  the  ou thouses  to  a 
pa in t e r  and  deco ra to r. 
I  a l w a y s  k e e p  u p  a 
f e w  e s t a b l i s h m e n t s  o f 
th is  k ind;  i t ’s  a  sound, 
pract ical  plan.  Here,  in 
spite of my looking like a 
Russian nobleman,  I  am 
Monsieur  Daubreui l ,  an 
ex-  cab ine t  min is te r. . . . 
Y o u  u n d e r s t a n d , 
I  h a d  t o  s e l e c t  a 
r a t h e r  o v e r s t o c k e d 
p r o f e s s i o n  s o  a s  n o t 
t o  a t t r a c t  a t t e n t i o n .  ”

“ D o  y o u  t h i n k  I  c a r e 
a  h a n g  a b o u t  a l l 
t h i s ? ”  s a i d  G a n i m a r d , 
i n t e r r u p t i n g  h i m .

“Quite right, I’m wasting 
w o r d s  a n d  y o u ’ r e  i n 
a  hur ry.  Forg ive  me .  I 
shan’t  be long now	
Five minutes  that’sal l . . . 
I ’ l l  s tar t  a t  once	
Have a  c igar?  No? Very 
we l l ,  no  more  wi l l  I . ”

H e  s a t  d o w n  a l s o , 
drummed his  f ingers  on 
the table while thinking, 
and began in this fashion, 
“On  17  Oc tobe r  1599 , 
o n  a  w a r m  a n d  s u n n y 
au tumn day. . . .  Do  you 
f o l l o w  m e ? .  B u t ,  n o w 
that  I  come to  th ink of 
i t ,  i s  i t  real ly  necessary 
to  go back to  the  re ign 
of Henry IV and tell  you 
a l l  abou t  t he  bu i l d ing 
o f  the  Pon t -Neuf?  No , 
I  don’t  suppose you are 
very  wel l  up  in  French 
h i s t o r y ;  a n d  I  s h o u l d 
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o n l y  e n d  b y  m u d d l i n g 
y o u .  S u f f i c e  i t ,  t h e n , 
for you to know that last 
night ,  a t  one o’clock in 
the morning,  a  boatman 
pas s ing  unde r  t he  l a s t 
a r ch  o f  t he  Pon t -Neu f 
aforesaid,  a long the lef t 
bank of  the r iver,  heard 
something drop into the 
f ront  par t  of  h is  barge . 
The thing had been flung 
f rom the br idge and i ts 
evident  dest inat ion was 
the bot tom of  the Seine. 
The bargee’s dog rushed 
f o r w a r d  b a r k i n g  a n d , 
when  the  man  r eached 
the  end of  his  craf t ,  he 
saw the animal worrying 
a piece of newspaper that 
had served to  wrap up a 
number  o f  ob jec t s .  He 
took from the dog such 
o f  the  con ten t s  a s  had 
not fallen into the water, 
w e n t  t o  h i s  c a b i n  a n d 
examined them carefully. 
T h e  r e s u l t  s t r u c k  h i m 
a s  i n t e r e s t i n g  a n d ,  a s 
t h e  m a n  i s  c o n n e c t e d 
with one of  my fr iends, 
he sent  to  le t  me know. 
T h i s  m o r n i n g ,  I  w a s 
woken up and placed in 
possess ion  of  the  fac t s 
and of the objects which 
the  man  had  co l lec ted . 
H e r e  t h e y  a r e . ”

H e  p o i n t e d  t o  t h e m , 
sp read  ou t  on  a  t ab l e . 
T h e r e  w e r e ,  f i r s t  o f 
a l l ,  t h e  t o r n  p i e c e s 
o f  a  n e w s p a p e r.  N e x t 
came  a  l a rge  cu t -g la s s 

i n k s t a n d ,  w i t h  a  l o n g 
piece of  s t r ing fastened 
t o  t h e  l i d .  T h e r e  w a s 
a  b i t  o f  b r o k e n  g l a s s 
a n d  a  s o r t  o f  f l e x i b l e 
c a r d b o a r d ,  r e d u c e d  t o 
s h r e d s .  L a s t l y,  t h e r e 
w a s  a  p i e c e  o f  b r i g h t 
s ca r l e t  s i l k ,  end ing  in 
a  t a s s e l  o f  t h e  s a m e 
m a t e r i a l  a n d  c o l o u r .

        “You see our exhibits, 
friend of my youth,” said 
L u p i n .  “ N o  d o u b t  t h e 
problem would be more 
easi ly  solved i f  we had 
the other  objects  which 
went overboard owing to 
the s tupidi ty  of  the dog. 
But  i t  seems to  me,  a l l 
the  same,  that  we ought 
t o  be  ab l e  t o  manage , 
wi th  a  l i t t l e  r e f l ec t ion 
a n d  i n t e l l i g e n c e .  A n d 
those are just  your great 
qual i t ies .  How does the 
b u s i n e s s  s t r i k e  y o u ? ”

Ganimard did not move a 
muscle. He was willing to 
s tand Lupin’s  chaff ,  but 
h is  d igni ty  commanded 
him not to speak a single 
word in answer nor even 
to give a nod or shake of 
the head that might have 
b e e n  t a k e n  t o  e x p r e s s 
a p p r o v a l  o r  c r i t i c i s m .

“I see that we are entirely 
of  one mind,” continued 
Lupin, without appearing 
t o  r e m a r k  t h e  C h i e f -
I n s p e c t o r ’ s  s i l e n c e . 
“And I  can  sum up  the 

ma t t e r  b r i e f l y,  a s  t o ld 
u s  b y  t h e s e  e x h i b i t s . 
Ye s t e r d a y  e v e n i n g , 
between nine and twelve 
o ’ c l o c k ,  a  s h o w i l y -
d r e s s e d  y o u n g  w o m a n 
was wounded with a knife 
and  then  caugh t  round 
the throat  and choked to 
death by a  wel l -dressed 
g e n t l e m a n  w e a r i n g  a 
s i n g l e  e y e - g l a s s  a n d 
i n t e r e s t e d  i n  r a c i n g , 
with whom the aforesaid 
s h o w i l y - d r e s s e d 
y o u n g  l a d y  h a d  b e e n 
ea t ing  th ree  mer ingues 
a n d  a  c o f f e e  é c l a i r . ”

L u p i n  l i t  a  c i g a r e t t e 
and, taking Ganimard by 
the s leeve,  “Aha,  that’s 
up  aga ins t  you ,  Ch ie f -
Inspec tor !  You thought 
t h a t  i n  t h e  d o m a i n  o f 
pol ice  deduct ions,  such 
f e a t s  a s  t h o s e  w e r e 
prohibi ted to  outs iders! 
W r o n g ,  s i r !  L u p i n 
juggles  wi th  inferences 
a n d  d e d u c t i o n s  f o r 
a l l  t h e  w o r l d  l i k e  a 
d e t e c t i v e  i n  a  n o v e l . 
My proofs  are  dazzl ing 
and absolutely s imple.”

A n d ,  p o i n t i n g  t o  t h e 
ob jec t s  one  by  one ,  a s 
h e  d e m o n s t r a t e d  h i s 
s ta tement ,  he  resumed, 
“I said after nine o’clock 
yesterday evening.  This 
s c r a p  o f  n e w s p a p e r 
bears  yes te rday’s  da te , 
with the words,  Evening 
Edi t ion .  Also ,  you wi l l 
see  here ,  pas ted  to  the 



pape r,  a  b i t  o f  one  o f 
those  ye l low wrapper s 
in which the subscribers’ 
c o p i e s  a r e  s e n t  o u t . 
These copies are always 
de l ive red  by  the  n ine -
o’clock post .  Therefore, 
it  was after nine o’clock. 
I  s a id  a  we l l -  d r e s sed 
man. Please observe that 
th is  t iny piece  of  g lass 
has  the round hole  of  a 
s ingle  eye-glass  a t  one 
of the edges and that the 
s i n g l e  e y e - g l a s s  i s  a n 
essen t ia l ly  a r i s toc ra t i c 
a r t i c l e  o f  w e a r.  T h i s 
well-dressed man walked 
i n t o  a  p a s t r y - c o o k ’s 
shop .  Here  i s  the  ve ry 
th in  ca rdboard ,  shaped 
l i k e  a  b o x  a n d  s t i l l 
showing  a  l i t t l e  o f  the 
cream of  the meringues 
and écla i rs  which were 
packed in i t  in  the usual 
w a y.  H a v i n g  g o t  h i s 
p a r c e l ,  t h e  g e n t l e m a n 
w i t h  t h e  e y e - g l a s s 
j o ined  a  young  pe r son 
w h o s e  e c c e n t r i c i t y  i n 
t h e  m a t t e r  o f  d r e s s  i s 
pret ty  c lear ly  indicated 
by  th i s  b r igh t - r ed  s i lk 
scarf.  Having joined her, 
fo r  some reason  as  ye t 
unknown he first stabbed 
her with a knife and then 
s t r ang led  he r  w i th  t he 
help of  this  same scarf . 
Ta k e  y o u r  m a g n i f y i n g 
g lass ,  Ch ie f - Inspec to r, 
and you wil l  see on the 
s i lk  s t a ins  o f  a  da rke r 
red which are  here ,  the 
marks of  a  knife  wiped 
on  the  scar f  and  there , 

t h e  m a r k s  o f  a  h a n d , 
c o v e r e d  w i t h  b l o o d , 
c lu tch ing  the  mate r ia l . 
H a v i n g  c o m m i t t e d  t h e 
murder, his next business 
i s  t o  l e a v e  n o  t r a c e 
behind him.  So he takes 
from his pocket  f irst  the 
newspaper  to  which  he 
s u b s c r i b e s — a  r a c i n g -
paper,  as you will  see by 
glancing at  the contents 
o f  t h i s  s c rap ;  and  you 
wi l l  have  no  d i ff i cu l ty 
in discovering the title— 
and ,  s econd ly,  a  co rd , 
w h i c h ,  o n  i n s p e c t i o n , 
turns  out  to  be a  length 
of whip-cord.  These two 
de ta i l s  p rove—do they 
n o t ? — t h a t  o u r  m a n  i s 
interested in  racing and 
t h a t  h e  h i m s e l f  r i d e s . 
N e x t ,  h e  p i c k s  u p  t h e 
f r a g m e n t s  o f  h i s  e y e -
glass ,  the cord of  which 
has  been  broken  in  the 
struggle.  He takes a pair 
of scissors—observe the 
hacking of the scissors—
and cuts  off  the s ta ined 
part of the scarf,  leaving 
the other  end,  no doubt , 
in  his  vict im’s  c lenched 
hands.  He makes a  bal l 
o f  t h e  c o n f e c t i o n e r ’s 
cardboard box.  He a lso 
p u t s  i n  c e r t a i n  t h i n g s 
that would have betrayed 
h im,  such as  the  kni fe , 
which must have slipped 
i n t o  t h e  S e i n e .  H e 
wraps everything in  the 
newspaper,  t i es  i t  wi th 
t h e  c o r d ,  a n d  f a s t e n s 
th i s  cu t -g lass  inks tand 
to  i t  as  a  make-weight . 

Then he  makes  himself 
s c a r c e .  A l i t t l e  l a t e r 
the parcel  fa l ls  into the 
waterman’s  barge .  And 
there  you are .  Oof,  i t ’s 
h o t  w o r k ! . . .  W h a t  d o 
you  say  to  the  s to ry?”

He looked at Ganimard to 
see what  impression his 
speech had produced on 
the inspector.  Ganimard 
d i d  n o t  d e p a r t  f r o m 
h is  a t t i tude  of  s i l ence .

Lup in  began  to  l augh , 
“ A s  a  m a t t e r  o f  f a c t , 
y o u ’ r e  a n n o y e d  a n d 
s u r p r i s e d .  B u t  y o u ’ r e 
suspicious as well.  ‘Why 
should that  confounded 
Lupin hand the business 
o v e r  t o  m e , ’ s a y  y o u , 
‘ i n s t e a d  o f  k e e p i n g  i t 
f o r  h i m s e l f ,  h u n t i n g 
down the  murderer  and 
r i f l i n g  h i s  p o c k e t s ,  i f 
t h e r e  w a s  a  r o b b e r y ? ’ 
T h e  q u e s t i o n  i s  q u i t e 
l o g i c a l ,  o f  c o u r s e . 
But— there  i s  a  but—I 
have  no  t ime ,  you  see . 
I  am ful l  up wi th  work 
a t  the  present  moment : 
a  bu rg l a ry  i n  London , 
another  a t  Lausanne,  an 
e x c h a n g e  o f  c h i l d r e n 
a t  M a r s e i l l e s ,  t o  s a y 
nothing of having to save 
a  young  g i r l  who  i s  a t 
th i s  moment  shadowed 
by death.  That’s  a lways 
the  way:  i t  never  ra ins 
bu t  i t  pours .  So  I  sa id 
t o  m y s e l f ,  ‘ S u p p o s e  I 
h a n d e d  t h e  b u s i n e s s 
o v e r  t o  m y  d e a r  o l d 



Ganimard?  Now tha t  i t 
i s  ha l f - so lved  fo r  h im, 
he  i s  qu i t e  capab le  o f 
succeeding.  And what  a 
service I  shal l  be doing 
him! How magnificently 
h e  w i l l  b e  a b l e  t o 
dis t inguish himself!  No 
sooner  sa id  than  done . 
At  e ight  o’c lock  in  the 
morning I  sent  the joker 
with the orange-peel  to 
meet you. You swallowed 
the  ba i t  and  you  were 
here by nine, all  on edge 
and eager  for  the fray.”

L u p i n  r o s e  f r o m  h i s 
cha i r.  He  ben t  ove r  t o 
the  inspector  and,  wi th 
his  eyes  on Ganimard’s , 
s a i d ,  “ T h a t ’s  a l l .  Yo u 
n o w  k n o w  t h e  w h o l e 
story. Presently, you will 
know the  v ic t im;  some 
bal le t -dancer,  probably, 
some s inger  a t  a  music-
hal l .  On the other  hand, 
the chances are  that  the 
c r imina l  l ives  near  the 
Pont -Neuf ,  mos t  l ike ly 
on the lef t  bank.  Last ly, 
here are al l  the exhibits . 
I  m a k e  y o u  a  p r e s e n t 
of  them.  Set  to  work.  I 
shal l  only keep this  end 
of  the scarf .  I f  ever  you 
want  to  p iece  the  scar f 
t oge the r,  b r ing  me  the 
other end, the one which 
the police will find round 
the vict im’s neck.  Bring 
it  me in four weeks from 
now to  the  day;  tha t  i s 
to  say,  on 29 December, 
a t  t e n  o ’ c l o c k  i n  t h e 

m o r n i n g .  Yo u  c a n  b e 
sure  of  f inding me here . 
And don’t be afraid; this 
is  a l l  perfect ly  ser ious, 
f r i e n d  o f  m y  y o u t h ,  I 
swear  i t  i s .  No humbug, 
honour  br ight .  You can 
go straight ahead. Oh, by 
the way, when you arrest 
the fel low with the eye-
g lass ,  be  a  b i t  ca re fu l ; 
h e  i s  l e f t - h a n d e d ! 
G o o d - b y e ,  o l d  d e a r , 
and good luck to  you!”

L u p i n  s p u n  r o u n d  o n 
h i s  h e e l ,  w e n t  t o  t h e 
d o o r ,  o p e n e d  i t ,  a n d 
d i s a p p e a r e d  b e f o r e 
G a n i m a r d  h a d  e v e n 
t h o u g h t  o f  t a k i n g  a 
decis ion.  The inspector 
r u s h e d  a f t e r  h i m ,  b u t 
a t  once  found  tha t  t he 
hand le  o f  the  door,  by 
some trick of mechanism 
which he did not  know, 
refused to  turn .  I t  took 
h i m  t e n  m i n u t e s  t o 
u n s c r e w  t h e  l o c k  a n d 
t e n  m i n u t e s  m o r e  t o 
unscrew the lock of  the 
ha l l -door.  By  the  t ime 
t ha t  he  had  s c r amb led 
down  the  th ree  f l i gh t s 
of  s ta i rs ,  Ganimard had 
g i v e n  u p  a l l  h o p e  o f 
ca tching Arsène  Lupin .

B e s i d e s ,  h e  w a s  n o t 
t h i n k i n g  o f  i t .  L u p i n 
i n s p i r e d  h i m  w i t h  a 
queer,  complex  fee l ing 
m a d e  u p  o f  f e a r , 
h a t r e d ,  i n v o l u n t a r y 
admirat ion,  and also the 

vague  ins t inc t  tha t  he , 
G a n i m a r d ,  i n  s p i t e  o f 
a l l  h i s  e ffor t s ,  in  sp i te 
of  the persis tency of  his 
endeavours, would never 
g e t  t h e  b e t t e r  o f  t h i s 
part icular  adversary.  He 
pursued him from a sense 
o f  du ty  and  p r ide ,  bu t 
with the continued dread 
of being taken in by that 
fo rmidab le  hoaxe r  and 
scouted and fooled in the 
face of a public that  was 
always only too wil l ing 
t o  l augh  a t  t he  Ch ie f -
I n s p e c t o r ’s  m i s h a p s . 

T h i s  b u s i n e s s  o f  t h e 
red scarf ,  in  par t icular, 
s t r u c k  h i m  a s  m o s t 
s u s p i c i o u s .  I t  w a s 
interest ing,  certainly,  in 
more ways than one,  but 
so very improbable! And 
L u p i n ’s  e x p l a n a t i o n , 
a p p a r e n t l y  s o  l o g i c a l , 
would never stand the test 
of a severe examination!

“ N o , ”  s a i d  G a n i m a r d , 
“that is all swank; a parcel 
o f  s u p p o s i t i o n s  a n d 
guess-work based upon 
no th ing  a t  a l l .  I ’m no t 
to be caught with chaff.”

W h e n  h e  r e a c h e d  t h e 
headqua r t e r s  o f  po l i ce 
at  36 Quai des Orfevres, 
h e  h a d  q u i t e  m a d e  u p 
h i s  m i n d  t o  t r e a t  t h e 
i n c i d e n t  a s  t h o u g h  i t 
h a d  n e v e r  h a p p e n e d . 
H e  w e n t  u p  t o  t h e 
Cr imina l  Inves t iga t ion 



D e p a r t m e n t .  H e r e  o n e 
of  his  fe l low-inspectors 
sa id ,  “Seen the  chief?”

“No.”

“He was asking for  you 
just  now.” 

“Oh,  was he?”

“Yes,  you had bet ter  go 
af ter  him.” 

“Where?”

“To  the  Rue  de  Berne . 
T h e r e  w a s  a  m u r d e r 
there  l as t  n igh t . ”  “Oh! 
W h o ’s  t h e  v i c t i m ? ”

“ I  d o n ’ t  k n o w 
e x a c t l y.  A m u s i c - h a l l 
s i n g e r ,  I  b e l i e v e . ”

G a n i m a r d  s i m p l y 
m u t t e r e d ,  “ B y  J o v e ! ” 
Tw e n t y  m i n u t e s  l a t e r, 
h e  s t e p p e d  o u t  o f  t h e 
u n d e rg r o u n d  r a i l w a y -
s t a t i o n  a n d  m a d e  f o r 
t h e  R u e  d e  B e r n e .

T h e  v i c t i m ,  w h o  w a s 
known in the theatr ical 
w o r l d  b y  h e r  s t a g e -
name  o f  Jenny  Saph i r, 
o c c u p i e d  a  s m a l l  f l a t 
o n  t h e  s e c o n d  f l o o r 
o f  o n e  o f  t h e  h o u s e s . 
A p o l i c e m a n  t o o k  t h e 
Chief-Inspector upstairs 
and showed him the way 
t h r o u g h  t w o  s i t t i n g -
r o o m s  t o  a  b e d r o o m , 
w h e r e  h e  f o u n d  t h e 
m a g i s t r a t e s  i n  c h a rg e 

of  the inquiry,  together 
w i t h  t h e  d i v i s i o n a l 
s u rg e o n  a n d  M o n s i e u r 
D u d o u i s ,  t h e  h e a d  o f 
t h e  d e t e c t i v e  s e r v i c e .

Ganimard s tar ted at  the 
f i r s t  g l a n c e  w h i c h  h e 
gave into  the  room. He 
saw lying on a  sofa  the 
corpse of a young woman 
w h o s e  h a n d s  c l u t c h e d 
a  s t r i p  o f  r e d  s i l k ! 
O n e  o f  t h e  s h o u l d e r s 
w h i c h  a p p e a r e d  a b o v e 
t h e  l o w - c u t  b o d i c e 
wore  the  marks  o f  two 
w o u n d s  s u r r o u n d e d 
with clot ted blood.  The 
d i s t o r t e d  a n d  a l m o s t 
b l a c k e n e d  f e a t u r e s 
s t i l l  bore  an expression 
o f  f r e n z i e d  f e a r .

The divis ional  surgeon, 
w h o  h a d  j u s t  f i n i s h e d 
h i s  examina t i on ,  s a id , 
“ M y  f i r s t  c o n c l u s i o n s 
a r e  v e r y  c l e a r .  T h e 
victim was twice stabbed 
w i t h  a  d a g g e r  a n d 
a f t e r w a r d s  s t r a n g l e d . 
The immediate  cause of 
d e a t h  w a s  a s p h y x i a . ”

“ B y  J o v e ! ”  t h o u g h t 
G a n i m a r d  a g a i n , 
r e m e m b e r i n g  L u p i n ’s 
w o r d s  a n d  t h e 
p i c t u r e  w h i c h  h e  h a d 
d r a w n  o f  t h e  c r i m e .

T h e  e x a m i n i n g 
m a g i s t r a t e  o b j e c t e d , 
“ B u t  t h e  n e c k  s h o w s 
n o  d i s c o l o r a t i o n . ”

“ S h e  m a y  h a v e  b e e n 
s t rangled with a  napkin 
o r  a  h a n d k e r c h i e f , ” 
s a i d  t h e  d o c t o r .

“Mos t  p robab ly, ”  s a id 
t h e  C h i e f  D e t e c t i v e , 
“ w i t h  t h i s  s i l k  s c a r f , 
w h i c h  t h e  v i c t i m  w a s 
w e a r i n g  a n d  a  p i e c e 
o f  w h i c h  r e m a i n s ,  a s 
t h o u g h  s h e  h a d  c l u n g 
to  i t  wi th  her  two hands 
t o  p r o t e c t  h e r s e l f . ”

“But why does only that 
piece remain?” asked the 
mag i s t r a t e .  “Wha t  ha s 
become  o f  the  o the r?”

         “The other  may 
have  been s ta ined wi th 
b l o o d  a n d  c a r r i e d  o f f 
b y  t h e  m u r d e r e r.  Yo u 
can  p la in ly  d is t inguish 
t h e  h u r r i e d  s l a s h i n g 
o f  t h e  s c i s s o r s . ”

“ B y  J o v e ! ”  s a i d 
G a n i m a r d  b e t w e e n 
h i s  t ee th ,  fo r  the  th i rd 
t ime .  “Tha t  b ru te  o f  a 
L u p i n  s a w  e v e r y t h i n g 
without seeing a thing!”

“ A n d  w h a t  a b o u t  t h e 
motive of  the  murder!” 
a s k e d  t h e  m a g i s t r a t e . 
“ T h e  l o c k s  h a v e  b e e n 
f o r c e d ,  t h e  c u p b o a r d s 
t u r n e d  u p s i d e  d o w n . 
Have you anything to tell 
me, Monsieur Dudouis?”

T h e  C h i e f  o f  t h e 
d e t e c t i v e  s e r v i c e 
rep l ied ,  “ I  can  a t  l eas t 



sugges t  a  suppos i t i on , 
d e r i v e d  f r o m  t h e 
s ta tements  made by the 
s e r v a n t .  T h e  v i c t i m , 
who  en joyed  a  g rea t e r 
reputation on account of 
he r  looks  than  th rough 
he r  t a l en t  a s  a  s inge r, 
went to Russia two years 
a g o  a n d  b r o u g h t  b a c k 
wi th  her  a  magni f icen t 
s a p p h i r e ,  w h i c h  s h e 
appears to have received 
f r o m  s o m e  p e r s o n  o f 
importance at  the court . 
Since then,  she went  by 
the name of Jenny Saphir 
and  seems genera l ly  to 
have been very proud of 
t h a t  p r e s e n t ,  a l t h o u g h 
f o r  p r u d e n c e ’s  s a k e 
s h e  n e v e r  w o r e  i t .  I 
d a r e s a y  t h a t  w e  s h a l l 
n o t  b e  f a r  o u t  i f  w e 
presume the thef t  of  the 
s apph i r e  t o  have  been 
the cause of  the cr ime.”

“But  did the maid know 
where  the  s tone  was?”

“No ,  nobody  d id .  And 
t h e  d i s o r d e r  o f  t h e 
r o o m  w o u l d  t e n d  t o 
prove that  the murderer 
d i d  n o t  k n o w  e i t h e r. ” 

“ We  w i l l  q u e s t i o n 
t h e  m a i d , ”  s a i d  t h e 
e x a m i n i n g - m a g i s t r a t e .

Monsieur  Dudouis  took 
t h e  C h i e f - I n s p e c t o r 
as ide and said,  “You’re 
l o o k i n g  v e r y  o l d -
f a s h i o n e d ,  G a n i m a r d . 

What ’s  the  ma t t e r?  Do 
you suspect  anything?”

“Nothing at  a l l ,  chief .”

“That’s  a  pi ty.  We could 
do  wi th  a  b i t  o f  showy 
work in  the department . 
This  is  one of  a  number 
o f  c r i m e s ,  a l l  o f  t h e 
department .  This  is  one 
of  a  number  of  c r imes , 
a l l  of  the same class ,  of 
which we have fai led to 
discover the perpetrator. 
This  t ime,  we want  the 
cr iminal ,  and quickly!”

“A diff icul t  job,  Chief .”

“ I t ’s  g o t  t o  b e  d o n e . 
Listen to me,  Ganimard. 
Accord ing  to  wha t  t he 
maid says,  Jenny Saphir 
led  a  very  regular  l i fe . 
For a month past, she was 
in the habit of frequently 
rece iv ing  v i s i t s  on  her 
re tu rn  f rom the  mus ic -
ha l l—tha t  i s  to  say,  a t 
a b o u t  h a l f - p a s t  t e n —
from a  man who would 
s t ay  un t i l  m idn igh t  o r 
so. ‘He’s a society man,’ 
Jenny Saphir used to say, 
‘and he wants  to  marry 
me’ .  Th i s  soc i e ty  man 
took every precaution to 
avo id  be ing  seen ,  such 
as  tu rn ing  up  h i s  coa t -
col lar  and lowering the 
b r i m  o f  h i s  h a t  w h e n 
he  pas sed  the  po r t e r ’s 
box .  And  Jenny  Saph i r 
a l w a y s  m a d e  a  p o i n t 
o f  s e n d i n g  a w a y  h e r 

m a i d  e v e n  b e f o r e  h e 
came .  Th i s  i s  t he  man 
whom we have to  f ind.”

“Has he lef t  no t races?”

“ N o n e  a t  a l l .  I t  i s 
obvious that  we have to 
deal  wi th  a  very c lever 
scoundrel  who prepared 
h i s  c r i m e  b e f o r e h a n d 
and  commi t t ed  i t  w i th 
e v e r y  p o s s i b l e  c h a n c e 
of  escaping unpunished. 
H i s  a r r e s t  w o u l d  b e  a 
great feather in our cap. I 
rely on you,  Ganimard.”

“ A h ,  y o u  r e l y  o n  m e , 
c h i e f ? ”  r e p l i e d  t h e 
I n s p e c t o r .  “ We l l ,  w e 
s h a l l  s e e . . .  We  s h a l l 
s ee . . .  I  don’t  say  no . . . 
Only. . .”  He seemed in  a 
very nervous condi t ion, 
and his  agi ta t ion s t ruck 
M o n s i e u r  D u d o u i s . 
“ O n l y , ”  c o n t i n u e d 
G a n i m a r d ,  “ o n l y  I 
s w e a r. . .  D o  y o u  h e a r, 
C h i e f ?  I  s w e a r . . . ”

“What  do  you  swear?”

“Nothing.  We shal l  see, 
Chief . . .  We shal l  see…”

Ganimard did not  f inish 
h i s  s e n t e n c e  u n t i l  h e 
was outs ide,  a lone.  And 
h e  f i n i s h e d  i t  a l o u d , 
s tamping  h is  foo t ,  in  a 
tone of  the most  violent 
anger,  “Only,  I  swear  to 
Heaven  tha t  t he  a r r e s t 
be  e ffec ted  by  my own 



m e a n s ,  w i t h o u t  m y 
employing a  s ingle  one 
of  the clues  with which 
that  vi l lain has supplied 
me.  Ah,  no!  Ah,  no! . . .”

Ra i l ing  aga ins t  Lup in , 
fu r ious  a t  be ing  mixed 
up in  th is  business  and 
reso lved ,  never the less , 
to get to the bottom of it , 
he  wandered  a imless ly 
a b o u t  t h e  s t r e e t s .  H i s 
brain was seething with 
i r r i t a t ion ,  and  he  t r i ed 
t o  a d j u s t  h i s  i d e a s  a 
l i t t l e  and  t o  d i s cove r, 
among the chaotic facts, 
s o m e  t r i f l i n g  d e t a i l , 
u n p e r c e i v e d  b y  a l l , 
u n s u s p e c t e d  b y  L u p i n 
h i m s e l f ,  t h a t  m i g h t 
l e a d  h i m  t o  s u c c e s s .

He lunched hurr iedly at 
a  bar,  resumed his  s trol l 
and suddenly s topped—
p e t r i f i e d ,  a s t o u n d e d , 
and  con fused .  He  was 
w a l k i n g  u n d e r  t h e 
g a t e w a y  o f  t h e  v e r y 
h o u s e  i n  t h e  R u e  d e 
Surène  to  which  Lupin 
had  en t i ced  h im a  f ew 
hou r s  e a r l i e r !  A fo r ce 
s t r onge r  t han  h i s  own 
w i l l  w a s  d r a w i n g  h i m 
t h e r e  o n c e  m o r e .  T h e 
solut ion of  the problem 
l a y  t h e r e .  T h e r e  a n d 
there  a lone were al l  the 
elements of the truth. Do 
and say what  he would, 
L u p i n ’ s  a s s e r t i o n s 
w e r e  s o  p r e c i s e ,  h i s 
calculat ions so accurate 
t h a t ,  w o r r i e d  t o  t h e 

i n n e r - m o s t  r e c e s s e s 
o f  h i s  b e i n g  b y  s o 
prodigious  a  display of 
perspicacity, he could not 
do other than take up the 
work at  the point  where 
h i s  enemy  had  l e f t  i t .

Abandoning  a l l  fu r ther 
r e s i s t ance ,  he  c l imbed 
the three flights of stairs. 
T h e  d o o r  o f  t h e  f l a t 
was  open .  No  one  had 
touched the exhibi ts .  he 
pu t  them in  h i s  pocke t 
and walked away.  From 
that moment, he reasoned 
and ac ted ,  so  to  speak, 
m e c h a n i c a l l y ,  u n d e r 
t h e  i n f l u e n c e  o f  t h e 
mas te r  whom he  cou ld 
n o t  c h o o s e  b u t  o b e y.

A d m i t t i n g  t h a t  t h e 
unknown person  whom 
he was seeking l ived in 
t h e  n e i g h b o u r h o o d  o f 
the Pont-Neuf, it  became 
neces sa ry  t o  d i s cove r, 
s o m e w h e r e  b e t w e e n 
that  br idge and the Rue 
de Berne,  the f i rs t -class 
confectioner ’s shop open 
in the evenings at  which 
the  cakes  were  bought . 
Th i s  d id  no t  t ake  long 
to  f i nd .  A pas t ry -cook 
n e a r  t h e  G a r e  S a i n t -
Lazare showed him some 
l i t t l e  ca rdboard  boxes , 
identical in material  and 
shape  w i th  t he  one  i n 
Ganimard’s  possess ion. 
M o r e o v e r,  o n e  o f  t h e 
shop  g i r l s  r emembered 
h a v i n g  s e r v e d ,  o n  t h e 
p r e v i o u s  e v e n i n g ,  a 

g e n t l e m a n  w h o s e  f a c e 
was almost  concealed in 
the collar of his fur-coat, 
but  whose eye-glass  she 
had happened to  not ice .

“ T h a t ’ s  o n e  c l u e 
c h e c k e d , ”  t h o u g h t  t h e 
I n s p e c t o r .  “ O u r  m a n 
w e a r s  a n  e y e - g l a s s . ”

H e  n e x t  c o l l e c t e d  t h e 
p i e c e s  o f  t h e  r a c i n g -
paper  and showed them 
to  a  news  vendor,  who 
e a s i l y  r e c o g n i z e d  t h e 
Turf  I l lus t ré .  Ganimard 
a t  o n c e  w e n t  t o  t h e 
o f f i c e s  o f  t h e  T u r f 
a n d  a s k e d  t o  s e e  t h e 
l i s t  o f  s u b s c r i b e r s . 
Going  through the  l i s t , 
h e  j o t t e d  d o w n  t h e 
n a m e s  a n d  a d d r e s s e s 
o f  a l l  t hose  who  l ived 
anywhere near  the Pont-
Neuf  and  pr inc ipa l ly—
b e c a u s e  L u p i n  h a d 
s a i d  s o — t h o s e  o n  t h e 
l e f t  bank  o f  t he  r i ve r.

He then went back to the 
Cr imina l  Inves t iga t ion 
Depar tment ,  took  ha l f -
a - d o z e n  m e n ,  a n d 
packed them off with the 
necessa ry  ins t ruc t ions . 
A t  s e v e n  o ’ c l o c k  i n 
the  evening,  the  las t  of 
these  men re turned and 
brought  good news with 
him. A certain Monsieur 
Prevai l les ,  a  subscr iber 
t o  t h e  Tu r f ,  o c c u p i e d 
an  en t re so l  f l a t  on  the 
Quai  des  August ins .  On 
the previous evening he 



l e f t  h i s  p l ace  wea r ing 
a  f u r - c o a t ,  t o o k  h i s 
letters and his paper,  the 
Tur f  I l lu s t r é ,  f rom the 
p o r t e r ’s  w i f e ,  w a l k e d 
a w a y ,  a n d  r e t u r n e d 
home at  midnight .  This 
M o n s i e u r  P r e v a i l l e s 
w o r e  a  s i n g l e  e y e -
glass .  He was a  regular 
r a c e - g o e r  a n d  h i m s e l f 
o w n e d  s e v e r a l  h a c k s 
w h i c h  h e  e i t h e r  r o d e 
h imse l f  o r  j obbed  ou t .

The  inqu i ry  had  t aken 
so shor t  a  t ime and the 
resul ts  obtained were so 
e x a c t l y  i n  a c c o r d a n c e 
with Lupin’s predictions 
that  Ganimard fel t  qui te 
overcome on hearing the 
detect ive’s  report .  Once 
more he was measuring 
the prodigious extent  of 
the resources  a t  Lupin’s 
d i sposa l .  Neve r  i n  t he 
course  of  h i s  l i fe—and 
Gan imard  was  a l r e ady 
well-advanced in years—
had he come across such 
perspicacity, such a quick 
a n d  f a r - s e e i n g  m i n d .

He went  in  search of  M. 
Dudouis .  “Everything’s 
r e a d y ,  C h i e f .  H a v e 
y o u  a  w a r r a n t ? ” 

“Eh?”

“ I  s a i d ,  e v e r y t h i n g  i s 
r e a d y  f o r  t h e  a r r e s t , 
Chief .” 

“You know the name of 

Jenny Saphir ’s murderer?

“Yes.”

“ B u t  h o w ?  E x p l a i n 
yourself .”

Ganimard had a  sor t  of 
s c rup le  o f  consc i ence , 
b l u s h e d  a  l i t t l e ,  a n d 
n e v e r t h e l e s s  s a i d , 
“ A n  a c c i d e n t ,  c h i e f . 
T h e  m u r d e r e r  t h r e w 
e v e r y t h i n g  t h a t  w a s 
l i k e l y  t o  c o m p r o m i s e 
him into the Seine.  Par t 
of  the parcel  was picked 
up  and  handed  to  me .”

“By whom?

“A boatman who refused 
to give his name for fear 
of  ge t t ing  in to  t rouble . 
But  I  had  a l l  the  c lues 
I  wanted.  I t  was not  so 
diff icul t  as  I  expected.” 
A n d  t h e  i n s p e c t o r 
d e s c r i b e d  h o w  h e  h a d 
gone to  work.

“ A n d  y o u  c a l l  t h a t 
a n  a c c i d e n t ! ”  c r i e d 
M o n s i e u r  D u d o u i s . 
“ A n d  y o u  s a y  t h a t  i t 
was not  diff icul t !  Why, 
i t ’s  one  o f  your  f ines t 
p e r f o r m a n c e s !  F i n i s h 
i t  you r se l f ,  Gan imard , 
a n d  b e  p r u d e n t . ”

Ganimard  was  eager  to 
ge t  t he  bus iness  done . 
He went  to  the Quai  des 
August ins  with his  men 
a n d  d i s t r i b u t e d  t h e m 

a r o u n d  t h e  h o u s e .  H e 
quest ioned the portress , 
who said that  her  tenant 
t o o k  h i s  m e a l s  o u t  o f 
doors, but made a point of 
looking in  af ter  dinner.

A l i t t l e  b e f o r e  n i n e 
o’clock,  in  fact ,  leaning 
out  of  her  window,  she 
warned  Ganimard ,  who 
a t  o n c e  g a v e  a  l o w 
w h i s t l e .  A g e n t l e m a n 
i n  a  t a l l  h a t  a n d  a 
f u r - c o a t  w a s  c o m i n g 
a l o n g  t h e  p a v e m e n t 
b e s i d e  t h e  S e i n e .  H e 
c r o s s e d  t h e  r o a d  a n d 
walked up to  the house.

G a n i m a r d  s t e p p e d 
f o r w a r d ,  “ M o n s i e u r 
P reva i l l e s ,  I  be l i eve?” 
“Yes,  but  you are  you?”

“ I  h a v e  a  c o m m i s s i o n 
to…”

He had not time to finish 
his sentence. At the sight 
of the men appearing out 
of the shadow, Prevailles 
q u i c k l y  r e t r e a t e d  t o 
the  wa l l  and  f aced  h i s 
a d v e r s a r i e s  w i t h  h i s 
b a c k  t o  t h e  d o o r  o f  a 
s h o p  o n  t h e  g r o u n d -
f l o o r ,  t h e  s h u t t e r s  o f 
w h i c h  w e r e  c l o s e d . 
“Stand back!” he cr ied. 
“I  don’t  know you!” His 
r ight  hand brandished a 
heavy  s t i ck ,  wh i l e  h i s 
lef t  was s l ipped behind 
h im  and  s eemed  to  be 
t rying to  open the door.



G a n i m a r d  h a d  a n 
impression that  the man 
might escape through this 
way  and  th rough  some 
secre t  out le t .  “None of 
this  nonsense,”  he said, 
mov ing  c lo se r  t o  h im . 
“You’re caught.  You had 
b e t t e r  c o m e  q u i e t l y. ”

But just as he was laying 
hold of Prevailles’ stick, 
Gan imard  r emembered 
the warning which Lupin 
g a v e  h i m .  P r e v a i l l e s 
w a s  l e f t - h a n d e d ,  a n d 
i t  was  h i s  revo lver  fo r 
w h i c h  h e  w a s  f e e l i n g 
b e h i n d  h i s  b a c k .

The inspector ducked his 
head. He had noticed the 
man’s sudden movement. 
Tw o  r e p o r t s  r a n g  o u t . 
N o  o n e  w a s  h i t .  A 
second la ter,  Prevai l les 
r ece ived  a  b low unde r 
the  chin  f rom the  but t -
end of a revolver,  which 
b r o u g h t  h i m  d o w n 
where he s tood.  He was 
e n t e r e d  a t  t h e  d é p ô t 
soon af ter  nine o’clock.

G a n i m a r d  e n j o y e d  a 
g r e a t  r e p u t a t i o n  e v e n 
a t  t h a t  t i m e .  B u t  t h i s 
c a p t u r e ,  s o  q u i c k l y 
effected by such a  very 
s i m p l e  m e a n s  a n d  a t 
once made public by the 
police, won him a sudden 
c e l e b r i t y .  P r e v a i l l e s 
was  fo r t hwi th  s add l ed 
w i t h  a l l  t h e  m u r d e r s 
t h a t  h a d  r e m a i n e d 
u n p u n i s h e d ,  a n d  t h e 

n e w s p a p e r s  v i e d  w i t h 
one another  in  extol l ing 
G a n i m a r d ’s  p r o w e s s .

The case was conducted 
briskly at the start. It was 
f i r s t  o f  a l l  a sce r t a ined 
t ha t  P r eva i l l e s ,  whose 
rea l  name was  Thomas 
Deroeq, had already been 
i n  t r o u b l e .  M o r e o v e r, 
the  search ins t i tu ted in 
h i s  r o o m s ,  w h i l e  n o t 
s u p p l y i n g  a n y  f r e s h 
p roo f s ,  a t  l e a s t  l ed  t o 
the  d i scovery  of  a  ba l l 
o f  w h i p c o r d  s i m i l a r 
t o  t h e  c o r d  u s e d  f o r 
doing up the parcel  and 
a l s o  t o  t h e  d i s c o v e r y 
o f  d a g g e r s  w h i c h 
w o u l d  h a v e  p r o d u c e d 
a  wound  s imi la r  to  the 
wounds  on  the  v i c t im .

But ,  on  the  e ighth  day, 
everything was changed. 
U n t i l  t h e n  P r e v a i l l e s 
had  refused to  reply  to 
the questions put to him. 
But  now, assis ted by his 
c o u n s e l ,  h e  p l e a d e d  a 
c i rcumstant ia l  a l ibi  and 
mainta ined tha t  he  was 
at the Folies-Bergères on 
the night  of  the murder. 
As a  mat ter  of  fact ,  the 
pocke t s  o f  h i s  d inne r-
j a c k e t  c o n t a i n e d  t h e 
coun t e r fo i l  o f  a  s t a l l -
t icket  and a  programme 
o f  t h e  p e r f o r m a n c e , 
b o t h  b e a r i n g  t h e 
d a t e  o f  t h a t  e v e n i n g .

“ A n  a l i b i  p r e p a r e d  i n 
advance ,”  ob jec ted  the 

e x a m i n i n g - m a g i s t r a t e .

“ P r o v e  i t , ”  s a i d 
Prevai l les .

T h e  p r i s o n e r  w a s 
c o n f r o n t e d  w i t h  t h e 
w i t n e s s e s  f o r  t h e 
p r o s e c u t i o n .  T h e 
y o u n g  l a d y  f r o m  t h e 
confect ioner ’s  “ thought 
she knew” the gentleman 
with the eye-glass .  The 
ha l l  po r t e r  i n  t he  Rue 
d e  B e r n e  “ t h o u g h t  h e 
k n e w ”  t h e  g e n t l e m a n 
w h o  u s e d  t o  c o m e  t o 
s ee  J enny  S aph i r.  Bu t 
nobody dared to  make a 
more definite statement. 
T h e  e x a m i n a t i o n , 
therefore,  led to nothing 
o f  a  p rec i se  charac te r, 
provided no sol id  basis 
w h e r e o n  t o  f o u n d  a 
s e r i o u s  a c c u s a t i o n .

T h e  j u d g e  s e n t  f o r 
Ganimard and to ld  him 
of his difficulty, “I can’t 
possibly pers is t ,  a t  this 
rate. There is no evidence 
to  suppor t  the  charge.”

“ B u t  s u r e l y  y o u  a r e 
c o n v i n c e d  i n  y o u r 
o w n  m i n d ,  m o n s i e u r 
l e  j u g e  d ’ i n s t r u c t i o n ! 
Prevai l les  would  never 
have resis ted his  arrest 
un le s s  he  was  gu i l ty. ”

“He says that he thought 
he was being assaul ted. 
H e  a l s o  s a y s  t h a t  h e 
never  set  eyes  on Jenny 
Saphir  and,  as  a  mat ter 



of  fact ,  we can f ind no 
o n e  t o  c o n t r a d i c t  h i s 
a s s e r t i on .  Then  aga in , 
a d m i t t i n g  t h a t  t h e 
sapphire has been stolen, 
we  have  no t  been  ab le 
t o  f i nd  i t  a t  h i s  f l a t . ”

“ N o r  a n y w h e r e  e l s e , ” 
s u g g e s t e d  G a n i m a r d .

“Qui t e  t rue ,  bu t  t ha t ’s 
n o  e v i d e n c e  a g a i n s t 
h im.  I ’ l l  t e l l  you  wha t 
we shall  want,  Monsieur 
G a n i m a r d ,  a n d  t h a t 
v e r y  s o o n — t h e  o t h e r 
end  o f  th i s  r ed  sca r f . ”

“The other  end?”

“Yes ,  fo r  i t  i s  obv ious 
t h a t ,  i f  t h e  m u r d e r e r 
took  i t  away wi th  h im, 
t h e  r e a s o n  w a s  t h a t 
t h e  s t u f f  i s  s t a i n e d 
w i t h  t h e  m a r k s  o f  t h e 
b lood  on  h i s  f i nge r s . ”

Ganimard made no reply. 
F o r  s e v e r a l  d a y s ,  h e 
had  fe l t  tha t  the  whole 
business  was tending to 
t h i s  conc lus ion .  The re 
w a s  n o  o t h e r  p r o o f 
p o s s i b l e .  G i v e n  t h e 
s i l k  s c a r f — a n d  i n  n o 
o t h e r  c i r c u m s t a n c e s —
P r e v a i l l e s ’ g u i l t  w a s 
certain. Now Ganimard’s 
p o s i t i o n  r e q u i r e d  t h a t 
Prevai l les’ gui l t  should 
be  es tab l i shed .  He  was 
responsible for the arrest, 
i t  h a d  c a s t  a  g l a m o u r 
around him, he had been 

p ra i sed  to  the  sk ies  a s 
t h e  m o s t  f o r m i d a b l e 
adversary  of  cr iminals , 
a n d  h e  w o u l d  l o o k 
absolutely  r idiculous i f 
Prevailles were released.

Unfor tuna te ly,  t he  one 
and  on ly  ind ispensab le 
p r o o f  w a s  i n  L u p i n ’s 
p o c k e t .  H o w  w a s 
h e  t o  g e t  h o l d  o f  i t ?

G a n i m a r d  c a s t  a b o u t , 
exhaus ted  h imsel f  wi th 
f r e s h  i n v e s t i g a t i o n s 
f r o m  s t a r t  t o  f i n i s h , 
spent sleepless nights in 
turning over the mystery 
o f  t h e  R u e  d e  B e r n e , 
s t ud i ed  t he  r eco rds  o f 
P r e v a i l l e s ’ l i f e ,  s e n t 
t e n  m e n  h u n t i n g  a f t e r 
t he  inv i s ib l e  s apph i re . 
Everything was useless .

O n  2 8  D e c e m b e r  t h e 
e x a m i n i n g - m a g i s t r a t e 
s topped  h im in  one  o f 
the passages of  the law 
courts .  “Well ,  Monsieur 
Gan imard ,  any  news?”

“No ,  mons i eu r  l e  j uge 
d’ instruct ion.” 

“ T h e n  I  s h a l l  d i s m i s s 
the case.” 

“Wait  one day longer.”

“ W h a t ’s  t h e  u s e ?  We 
want the other end of the 
scarf ;  have you got  i t?” 

“ I  s h a l l  h a v e  i t 

tomorrow.”

“Tomorrow!”

“ Ye s ,  b u t  p l e a s e  l e n d 
m e  t h e  p i e c e  i n  y o u r 
possession.” 

“What  i f  I  do?”

“ I f  y o u  d o ,  I  p r o m i s e 
t o  l e t  y o u  h a v e  t h e 
whole  scar f  comple te .” 

“ Ve r y  w e l l ,  t h a t ’ s 
understood.”

Ganimard  fo l lowed  the 
e x a m i n i n g - m a g i s t r a t e 
t o  h i s  r o o m  a n d  c a m e 
o u t  w i t h  t h e  p i e c e  o f 
s i lk .  “Hang  i t  a l l ! ”  he 
growled.  “Yes,  I  wil l  go 
and fetch the proof and I 
shall have it, too. Always 
p re suming  tha t  Mas te r 
Lupin has the courage to 
keep the  appointment .”

I n  p o i n t  o f  f a c t ,  h e 
d i d  n o t  d o u b t  f o r  a 
m o m e n t  t h a t  M a s t e r 
Lup in  wou ld  have  th i s 
c o u r a g e ,  a n d  t h a t  w a s 
j u s t  w h a t  e x a s p e r a t e d 
h i m .  W h y  h a d  L u p i n 
insisted on this meeting? 
W h a t  w a s  h i s  o b j e c t , 
i n  t h e  c i r c u m s t a n c e s ?

A n x i o u s ,  f u r i o u s ,  a n d 
full of hatred, he resolved 
to take every precaution 
n e c e s s a r y  n o t  o n l y  t o 
prevent his falling into a 
trap himself, but to make 
his  enemy fal l  into one, 



now that the opportunity 
o f f e r e d .  A n d ,  o n  t h e 
next  day,  which was 29 
December, the date fixed 
by Lupin, after spending 
the  n igh t  s tudy ing  the 
o l d  m a n o r - h o u s e  i n 
the  Rue  de  Surène  and 
c o n v i n c i n g  h i m s e l f 
that  there  was no other 
o u t l e t  t h a n  t h e  f r o n t -
door,  he warned his men 
tha t  he  was  going  on  a 
d a n g e r o u s  e x p e d i t i o n 
and  a r r ived  wi th  them 
on  the  f i e ld  o f  ba t t l e .

H e  p o s t e d  t h e m  i n  a 
c a f é  a n d  g a v e  t h e m 
f o r m a l  i n s t r u c t i o n s : 
I f  h e  s h o w e d  h i m s e l f 
a t  o n e  o f  t h e  t h i r d -
f loor  windows,  or  i f  he 
f a i l ed  to  r e tu rn  wi th in 
an  hour,  the  de tec t ives 
were to  enter  the house 
and  a r res t  anyone  who 
t r i e d  t o  l e a v e  i t .  T h e 
c h i e f - i n s p e c t o r  m a d e 
s u r e  t h a t  h i s  r e v o l v e r 
w a s  i n  w o r k i n g  o r d e r 
and that  he could take if 
f rom his  pocket  eas i ly. 
Then  he  went  ups ta i r s .

He was surprised to find 
t h i n g s  a s  h e  h a d  l e f t 
them, the doors open and 
the locks  broken.  After 
a s c e r t a i n i n g  t h a t  t h e 
windows of the principal 
r o o m  l o o k e d  o u t  o n 
t h e  s t r e e t ,  h e  v i s i t e d 
t h e  t h r e e  o t h e r  r o o m s 
tha t  made  up  t he  f l a t . 
There was no one there .

“ M a s t e r  L u p i n  w a s 
a f r a i d , ”  h e  m u t t e r e d , 
n o t  w i t h o u t  a 
c e r t a i n  s a t i s f a c t i o n . 

“ D o n ’ t  b e  s i l l y, ”  s a i d 
a  v o i c e  b e h i n d  h i m .

T u r n i n g  r o u n d ,  h e 
s a w  a n  o l d  w o r k m a n 
w e a r i n g  a  h o u s e -
p a i n t e r ’s  l o n g  s m o c k 
standing in the doorway.

“ Yo u  n e e d n ’ t  b o t h e r 
y o u r  h e a d , ”  s a i d  t h e 
workman. “It’s  I ,  Lupin. 
I  h a v e  b e e n  w o r k i n g 
i n  t h e  p a i n t e r ’s  s h o p 
s i n c e  e a r l y  m o r n i n g . 
This  i s  when we knock 
o f f  f o r  b r e a k f a s t .  S o 
I  c a m e  u p s t a i r s . ”  H e 
l o o k e d  a t  G a n i m a r d 
w i t h  a  q u i z z i n g  s m i l e 
a n d  c r i e d ,  “ U p o n  m y 
word,  this  is  a  gorgeous 
moment  I  owe you,  old 
c h a p !  I  w o u l d n ’ t  s e l l 
i t  for  ten years  of  your 
l i fe ;  and  ye t  you  know 
how I love you! What do 
you  th ink  o f  i t ,  a r t i s t ? 
Wasn’t  i t  wel l  thought- 
ou t  and  wel l  fo reseen? 
Foreseen f rom alpha to 
omega? Did I understand 
t h e  b u s i n e s s ?  D i d  I 
penetrate the mystery of 
the scarf? I’m not saying 
that  there  were no holes 
in my argument, no links 
missing in the chain, but 
wha t  a  mas t e rp i ece  o f 
intel l igence,  Ganimard, 
w h a t  a  r e c o n s t r u c t i o n 
o f  e v e n t s !  W h a t  a n 

in tu i t ion  of  every th ing 
that  had taken place and 
o f  every th ing  tha t  was 
g o i n g  t o  t a k e  p l a c e , 
f r o m  t h e  d i s c o v e r y 
o f  t h e  c r i m e  t o  y o u r 
arr ival  here in search of 
a  p roof !  What  a  rea l ly 
marve l lous  d iv ina t ion! 
H a v e  y o u  t h e  s c a r f ? ”

“Yes ,  ha l f  o f  i t .  Have 
you the other?”

“ H e r e  i t  i s .  L e t ’ s 
compare.”

T h e y  s p r e a d  t h e  t w o 
pieces of silk on the table. 
T h e  c u t s  m a d e  b y  t h e 
s c i s s o r s  c o r r e s p o n d e d 
exac t ly.  Moreover,  the 
colours  were  ident ica l .

“Bu t  I  p r e sume ,”  s a id 
L u p i n ,  “ t h a t  t h i s  w a s 
n o t  t h e  o n l y  t h i n g 
y o u  c a m e  f o r .  W h a t 
y o u  a r e  i n t e r e s t e d  i n 
see ing  i s  the  marks  o f 
t h e  b l o o d .  C o m e  w i t h 
m e ,  G a n i m a r d ;  i t ’ s 
r a t h e r  d a r k  i n  h e r e . ”

T h e y  m o v e d  i n t o  t h e 
n e x t  r o o m ,  w h i c h , 
t h o u g h  i t  o v e r  l o o k e d 
t h e  c o u r t y a r d ,  w a s 
l ighter,  and Lupin held 
his  piece of  s i lk  against 
t h e  w i n d o w - p a n e . 
“Look” he said,  making 
r o o m  f o r  G a n i m a r d .

T h e  i n s p e c t o r  g a v e  a 
s t a r t  o f  d e l i g h t .  T h e 
marks of the five fingers 



a n d  t h e  p r i n t  o f  t h e 
p a l m  w e r e  d i s t i n c t l y 
v i s i b l e .  T h e  e v i d e n c e 
w a s  u n d e n i a b l e .  T h e 
m u r d e r e r  h a d  s e i z e d 
the  s tu ff  i n  h i s  b lood-
stained hand, in the same 
hand  t ha t  had  s t abbed 
J e n n y  S a p h i r  a n d  t i e d 
the scarf round her neck.

“And  i t  i s  the  p r in t  o f 
a  l e f t  hand ,”  obse rved 
L u p i n .  “ H e n c e  m y 
w a r n i n g ,  w h i c h  h a d 
n o t h i n g  m i r a c u l o u s 
abou t  i t ,  you  see .  For, 
t hough  I  admi t ,  f r i end 
o f  my  you th ,  t ha t  you 
may look upon me as  a 
s u p e r i o r  i n t e l l i g e n c e , 
I  w o n ’ t  h a v e  y o u 
t r ea t  me  as  a  wiza rd . ”

G a n i m a r d  h a d  q u i c k l y 
p o c k e t e d  t h e  p i e c e  o f 
s i lk .  Lup in  nodded  h i s 
head in approval,  “Quite 
r igh t ,  o ld  boy,  i t ’s  fo r 
you.  I ’m so glad you’re 
glad! And, you see, there 
was no trap about all this, 
only the wish to oblige; a 
service between friends, 
b e t w e e n  p a l s .  A n d 
a l so ,  I  confess ,  a  l i t t l e 
cur iosi ty.  Yes,  I  wanted 
t o  e x a m i n e  t h i s  o t h e r 
p i e c e  o f  s i l k ,  t h e  o n e 
the pol ice had.  Don’t  be 
afraid;  I ’ l l  g ive i t  back 
to you.. . .  Just a second ”

Lup in ,  w i th  a  ca re l e s s 
movement ,  p layed wi th 
the  tassel  a t  the  end of 

t h i s  h a l f  o f  t h e  s c a r f , 
while Ganimard listened 
t o  h i m  i n  s p i t e  o f 
himself. “How ingenious 
t h e s e  l i t t l e  b i t s  o f 
women’s  work are!  Did 
y o u  n o t i c e  o n e  d e t a i l 
in  the maid’s  evidence? 
Jenny  Saph i r  was  ve ry 
handy  wi th  he r  need le 
a n d  u s e d  t o  m a k e  a l l 
her own hats and frocks. 
I t  i s  o b v i o u s  t h a t  s h e 
made this  scarf  herself . 
Bes ides ,  I  no t iced  tha t 
f r o m  t h e  f i r s t .  I  a m 
na tu ra l ly  cu r ious ,  a s  I 
have  a l r eady  to ld  you , 
and  I  made  a  thorough 
examination of the piece 
of  s i lk  which  you have 
just  put  in  your  pocket . 
Inside the tassel  I  found 
a  l i t t l e  s a c r e d  m e d a l 
which the poor  gir l  had 
s t i tched into i t  to  br ing 
h e r  l u c k .  To u c h i n g , 
i s n ’ t  i t ,  G a n i m a r d ? 
A l i t t l e  m e d a l  o f  O u r 
Lady of  Good Succour.”

T h e  i n s p e c t o r  f e l t 
great ly  puzzled and did 
n o t  t a k e  h i s  e y e s  o f f 
t h e  o t h e r.  A n d  L u p i n 
c o n t i n u e d ,  “ T h e n  I 
s a i d  t o  m y s e l f ,  ‘ H o w 
in te res t ing  i t  would  be 
to explore the other half 
o f  t h e  s c a r f ,  t h e  o n e 
w h i c h  t h e  p o l i c e  w i l l 
f ind  round the  v ic t im’s 
n e c k !  F o r  t h i s  o t h e r 
half ,  which I  hold in  my 
hands at  last ,  is  f inished 
off  in  the same way,  so 
I  shal l  be able  to  see i f 

i t  has a hiding-place too 
and what’s inside i t .  But 
look,  my fr iend,  isn’t  i t 
c lever ly  made?  And  so 
s imple!  All  you have to 
do is to take a skein of red 
cord and braid i t  round 
a  wooden  cup ,  l eav ing 
a  recess ,  a  l i t t le  empty 
s p a c e  i n  t h e  m i d d l e , 
ve ry  sma l l ,  o f  cou r se , 
but  large enough to hold 
a  meda l  o f  a  sa in t—or 
a n y t h i n g .  A p r e c i o u s 
s t o n e ,  f o r  i n s t a n c e . . . . 
S u c h  a s  a  s a p p h i r e  ”

A t  t h a t  m o m e n t ,  h e 
f i n i s h e d  p u s h i n g  b a c k 
the  s i lk  cord and,  f rom 
t h e  h o l l o w  o f  a  c u p , 
h e  t o o k  b e t w e e n  h i s 
thumb and foref inger  a 
w o n d e r f u l  b l u e  s t o n e , 
p e r f e c t  i n  r e s p e c t 
o f  s i z e  a n d  p u r i t y .

“Ha! What did I tell  you, 
f r i e n d  o f  m y  y o u t h ? ” 
H e  r a i s e d  h i s  h e a d .

The Inspector had turned 
l i v i d  a n d  w a s  s t a r i n g 
w i l d - e y e s ,  a s  t h o u g h 
fasc inated by the  s tone 
t h a t  s p a r k l e d  b e f o r e 
him.  He at  las t  real ized 
t h e  w h o l e  p l o t ,  “ Yo u 
d i r t y  s c o u n d r e l ! ”  h e 
mut tered,  repeat ing the 
insults which he had used 
a t  t h e  f i r s t  i n t e r v i e w. 
“You scum of the earth!”

T h e  t w o  m e n  w e r e 
s t a n d i n g  o n e  a g a i n s t 
the other.  “Give me that 



back,” said the Inspector. 

L u p i n  h e l d  o u t 
t h e  p i e c e  o f  s i l k .

“ A n d  t h e  s a p p h i r e , ” 
s a i d  G a n i m a r d  i n 
a  p e r e m p t o r y  t o n e . 

“Don’t  be s i l ly.”

“Give i t  back,  or.  ”

“Or  wha t ,  you  i d io t ?” 
c r i e d  L u p i n .  “ L o o k 
h e r e ,  d o  y o u  t h i n k  I 
pu t  you  on  to  th i s  sof t 
t h i n g  f o r  n o t h i n g ? ” 

“Give i t  back!”

“ Yo u  h a v e n ’ t  n o t i c e d 
wha t  I ’ ve  been  abou t , 
that ’s  p la in!  What!  For 
f o u r  w e e k s ,  I ’ v e  k e p t 
y o u  o n  t h e  m o v e  l i k e 
a  d e e r ;  a n d  y o u  w a n t 
to 	 !  Come, Ganimard, 
o ld  chap ,  pul l  yourse l f 
together!  Don’t  you see 
that you’ve been playing

the  good  dog  fo r  f ou r 
weeks on end? Fetch i t , 
R o v e r !  T h e r e ’s  a  n i c e 
blue pebble  over  there , 
which  mas te r  can’t  ge t 
a t .  Hun t  i t ,  Gan imard , 
f e t c h  i t ,  b r i n g  i t  t o 
mas t e r. . . .  Ah ,  he ’s  h i s 
m a s t e r ’ s  o w n  g o o d 
l i t t l e  d o g ! . . .  S i t  u p ! 
B e g !  D o e s ’ m s  w a n t 
a  b i t  o f  s u g a r  t h e n ? ”

Ganimard, containing the 
anger that seethed within 

h i m ,  t h o u g h t  o n l y  o f 
one  th ing—summoning 
h i s  d e t e c t i v e s .  A n d , 
a s  t h e  r o o m  i n  w h i c h 
h e  n o w  w a s  l o o k e d 
o u t  o n  t h e  c o u r t y a r d , 
h e  t r i e d  g r a d u a l l y  t o 
w o r k  h i s  w a y  r o u n d 
t o  t h e  c o m m u n i c a t i n g 
d o o r.  H e  w o u l d  t h e n 
run  to  the  window and 
break one of  the panes.

“All the same,” continued 
Lupin,  “what  a  pack of 
d u n d e r h e a d s  y o u  a n d 
the rest  must be! You’ve 
had the si lk al l  this  t ime 
and not  one of  you ever 
thought of feeling it ,  not 
one  o f  you  eve r  a sked 
himself  the  reason why 
t h e  p o o r  g i r l  h u n g  o n 
t o  h e r  s c a r f .  N o t  o n e 
o f  you!  You  jus t  ac ted 
a t  h a p h a z a r d ,  w i t h o u t 
r e f l e c t i n g ,  w i t h o u t 
fo re see ing  any th ing .  ”

T h e  i n s p e c t o r  h a d 
a t t a i n e d  h i s  o b j e c t . 
Tak ing  advan tage  o f  a 
second when Lupin had 
tu rned  away  f rom h im, 
h e  s u d d e n l y  w h e e l e d 
round  and  g ra sped  the 
d o o r - h a n d l e .  B u t  a n 
oa th  e scaped  h im;  t he 
hand l e  d id  no t  budge .

L u p i n  b u r s t  i n t o  a  f i t 
o f  laughing.  “Not  even 
tha t !  You  d id  no t  even 
f o r e s e e  t h a t !  Yo u  l a y 
a  t r ap  fo r  me  and  you 
won’t  admit  that  I  may 
perhaps smell  the thing 

o u t  b e f o r e h a n d .  A n d 
you allow yourself  to be 
b rought  in to  th i s  room 
without  asking whether 
I  am no t  b r ing ing  you 
h e r e  f o r  a  p a r t i c u l a r 
r e a s o n  a n d  w i t h o u t 
r e m e m b e r i n g  t h a t  t h e 
l o c k s  a r e  f i t t e d  w i t h 
a  s p e c i a l  m e c h a n i s m . 
C o m e ,  n o w,  s p e a k i n g 
f r a n k l y,  w h a t  d o  y o u 
t h i n k  o f  y o u r s e l f ? ”

“What  do I  think of  i t?” 
roared Ganimard, beside 
himself with rage. He had 
drawn his  revolver  and 
was point ing i t  s t ra ight 
a t  Lupin’s  face.  “Hands 
up !”  he  c r i ed .  “Tha t ’s 
w h a t  I  t h i n k  o f  i t ! ”

L u p i n  p l a c e d  h i m s e l f 
i n  f r o n t  o f  h i m  a n d 
shrugged his  shoulders . 
“So ld  aga in !”  he  sa id .

“Hands  up ,  I  say,  once 
more!”

“ A n d  s o l d  a g a i n , 
s a y  I .  Yo u r  d e a d l y 
weapon  won’t  go  o ff , ” 

“What?”

“ O l d  C a t h e r i n e ,  y o u r 
housekeepe r,  i s  i n  my 
service.  She damped the 
c h a rg e s  t h i s  m o r n i n g , 
whi le  you  were  hav ing 
your  breakfas t  coffee .”

G a n i m a r d  m a d e  a 
f u r i o u s  g e s t u r e , 
p o c k e t e d  t h e  r e v o l v e r 



a n d  r u s h e d  a t  L u p i n . 

“Well?” said Lupin, 
s topping him short 
with a  wel l -a imed kick 
on the shin.

Their  c lothes  were 
almost  touching.  They 
exchanged glances 
of  two adversar ies 
who mean to  come to 
blows.  Nevertheless , 
there  was no f ight . 
The recol lect ion of  the 
ear l ier  s t ruggles  made 
any present  s t ruggle 
useless .  And Ganimard, 
who remembered al l 
his  past  fa i lures ,  his 
vain at tacks,  Lupin’s 
crushing reprisals ,  did 
not  l i f t  a  l imb.  There 
was nothing to  be done. 
He fel t  i t .  Lupin had 
forces  a t  his  command 
against  which any 
individual  force s imply 
broke to  pieces .  So 
what  was the good?

“I  agree,”  said Lupin 
in  a  f r iendly voice, 
as  though answering 
Ganimad’s  unspoken 
thought ,  “you would 
do bet ter  to  le t 
things be as  they are . 
Besides ,  f r iend of 
my youth,  think of 
a l l  that  this  incident 
has  brought  you: 
fame,  the cer ta inty of 
quick promotion and, 
thanks to  that ,  the 
prospect  of  a  happy 

and comfortable  old 
age!  Surely,  you don’t 
want  the discovery of 
the sapphire  and the 
head of  poor  Arsène 
Lupin in  addi t ion!  I t 
wouldn’t  be fai r.  To 
say nothing of  the fact 
that  poor  Arsène Lupin 
saved your  l i fe .  Yes 
s i r !  Who warned you, 
a t  this  very spot ,  that 
Prevai l les  was lef t -
handed? And is  this 
the way you thank me? 
I t ’s  not  pret ty  of  you, 
Ganimard.  Upon my 
word,  you make me 
blush for  you!”

While  chat ter ing, 
Lupin had gone through 
the same performance 
as  Ganimard and was 
now near  the door. 
Ganimard saw that 
his  foe was about  to 
escape him.  Forget t ing 
al l  prudence,  he t r ied 
to  block his  way and 
received a  t remendous 
but t  in  the s tomach, 
which sent  him rol l ing 
to  the opposi te  wal l . 
Lupin dexterously 
touched a  spr ing, 
turned the handle , 
opened the door,  and 
s l ipped away,  roar ing 
with laughter  as  he 
went .

Twenty minutes  la ter, 
when Ganimard at  las t 
succeeded in  joining 
his  men,  one of  them 

said to  him,  “A house- 
painter  lef t  the house 
as  his  mates  were 
coming back from 
breakfast  and put  a 
le t ter  in  my hand. 
‘Give that  to  your 
governor, ’ he said. 
‘Which governor?’ I 
asked,  but  he was gone. 
I  suppose i t ’s  meant  for 
you.”

“Let’s  have i t .”

Ganimard opened the 
le t ter.  I t  was hurr iedly 
scr ibbled in  penci l  and 
contained these words:

This  is  to  warn you, 
fr iend of  my youth, 
against  excessive 
credul i ty.  When a 
fe l low tel ls  you that 
the cartr idges in  your 
revolver  are damp, 
however great  your 
conf idence in  that 
fe l low may be,  even 
though his  name be 
Arsène Lupin,  never 
al low yoursel f  to  be 
taken in .  Fire  f irs t 
and i f  the  fe l low 
hops the twig,  you 
wil l  have acquired 
the proof  (1)  that  the 
cartr idges are not 
damp,  and (2)  that  old 
Catherine is  the most 
honest  and respectable 
of  housekeepers .
One of  these days, 
I  hope to  have the 
pleasure of  making her 
acquaintance.



Meanwhile ,  fr iend of  my youth,  bel ieve me to  be always af fect ionately 
and s incerely  yours ,

Arsène Lupin

Maurice Leblanc, 

“The Red Si lk  Scarf” in The Confessions of  Arsène 
Lupin (New York:  Grosset  and Dunlap,  1913):138–176.
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Ivory  Sandova l  f inds  he r se l f  t r apped 
i n  a n  u n i m a g i n a b l e  p l a c e ,  w i t h 
be ings  tha t  shou ldn’t  ex i s t ,  a f t e r  he r 
l i f e  was  ha l t ed  by  a  fo rce  she  never 
s a w.  N o w,  s h e  w i l l  d o  a n y t h i n g  t o 
ge t  back  to  the  ones  she  l e f t  beh ind .
Wi t h  t h e  a s s i g n m e n t  i n  t h e  L i v i n g 
Wor ld  ove r,  Ca l l a  and  he r  Un i t  f i nd 
t hems e lve s  f a c ing  t h e  co ns equ ences 
o f  t h e i r  i n v o l v e m e n t .  A s  t h e  d u s t 
se t t les ,  some th ings  s imply  don’t  add 
up .   The re  i s  ano the r  s i de  a t  w ork , 
spinning a  des t ruct ive  web that  could 
c o l l a p s e  a l l  C a l l a  h a s  e v e r  k n o w n . 
f o r  m o re  b u y  c o p y  f ro m  A m a z o n



THE 
BLUE

CROSS 

Valentin smoked frowningly 

for a few seconds; then, 

removing his cigarette,  he 

said:  “ I f  you know what a 

man’s doing,  get in front of 

him; but i f  you want to guess 

what he’s doing,  keep behind 

him.

Between the s i lver 
r ibbon of  morning and 
the green gl i t ter ing 
r ibbon of  sea,  the boat 
touched Harwich and 
le t  loose a  swarm of 
folk l ike f l ies ,  among 
whom the man we 
must  fol low was by no 
means conspicuous – 
nor  wished to  be.  There 
was nothing notable 
about  him,  except  a 
s l ight  contrast  between 
the hol iday gaiety of 
his  c lothes  and the 
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off ic ia l  gravi ty  of 
his  face.  His  c lothes 
included a  s l ight , 
pale  grey jacket ,  a 
white  wais tcoat ,  and a 
s i lver  s t raw hat  with 
a  grey-blue r ibbon. 
His  lean face was 
dark by contrast ,  and 
ended in  a  cur t  black 
beard that  looked 
Spanish and suggested 
an El izabethan ruff . 
He was smoking a 
c igaret te  with the 
ser iousness  of  an idler. 

There was nothing 
about  him to indicate 
the fact  that  the grey 
jacket  covered a  loaded 
revolver,  that  the white 
wais tcoat  covered a 
pol ice  card,  or  that  the 
s t raw hat  covered one 
of  the most  powerful 
intel lects  in  Europe. 
For  this  was Valent in 
himself ,  the  head 
of  the Paris  pol ice 
and the most  famous 
invest igator  of  the 
world;  and he was 

coming from Brussels 
to  London to  make the 
greatest  arrest  of  the 
century.

Flambeau was in 
England.  The pol ice 
of  three countr ies 
had t racked the great 
cr iminal  a t  las t  f rom 
Ghent  to  Brussels , 
f rom Brussels  to  the 
Hook of  Holland;  and 
i t  was conjectured 
that  he would take 
some advantage of 



the  unfamil iar i ty 
and confusion of  the 
Eucharis t ic  Congress , 
then taking place in 
London.  Probably 
he would t ravel  as 
some minor  c lerk or 
secretary connected 
with i t ;  but ,  of  course, 
Valent in  could not 
be cer ta in;  nobody 
could be cer ta in  about 
Flambeau.

I t  is  many years  now 
since this  colossus of 
cr ime suddenly ceased 
keeping the world in 
a  turmoil ;  and when 
he ceased,  as  they 
said af ter  the death 
of  Roland,  there  was 
a  great  quiet  upon 
the ear th .  But  in  his 
best  days (I  mean, 
of  course,  his  worst) 
Flambeau was a  f igure 
as  s ta tuesque and 
internat ional  as  the 
Kaiser.  Almost  every 
morning the dai ly 
paper  announced that 
he had escaped the 
consequences of  one 
extraordinary cr ime by 
commit t ing another. 
He was a  Gascon of 
gigant ic  s ta ture  and 
bodi ly  dar ing;  and 
the wildest  ta les  were 
told of  his  outbursts 
of  a thlet ic  humour; 
how he turned the 
juge d’ instruct ion 
upside down and 
s tood him on his  head, 

“ to  c lear  his  mind”; 
how he ran down the 
Rue de Rivol i  with a 
pol iceman under  each 
arm.  I t  is  due to  him to 
say that  his  fantast ic 
physical  s t rength was 
general ly  employed 
in  such bloodless 
though undignif ied 
scenes;  his  real  cr imes 
were chief ly  those 
of  ingenious and 
wholesale  robbery.  But 
each of  his  thef ts  was 
almost  a  new sin,  and 
would make a  s tory by 
i tself .  I t  was he who 
ran the great  Tyrolean 
Dairy Company in 
London,  with no 
dair ies ,  no cows,  no 
car ts ,  no milk,  but 
with some thousand 
subscr ibers .  These he 
served by the s imple 
operat ion of  moving 
the l i t t le  milk cans 
outs ide people’s  doors 
to  the doors  of  his 
own customers .  I t  was 
he who had kept  up 
an unaccountable  and 
close correspondence 
with a  young lady 
whose whole le t ter-
bag was intercepted, 
by the extraordinary 
t r ick of  photographing 
his  messages 
inf ini tes imal ly  small 
upon the s l ides  of 
a  microscope.  A 
sweeping s implici ty, 
however,  marked many 
of  his  experiments .  I t 

i s  said that  he once 
repainted al l  the 
numbers  in  a  s t reet 
in  the dead of  night 
merely to  diver t  one 
t ravel ler  into a  t rap. 
I t  i s  qui te  cer ta in  that 
he invented a  portable 
pi l lar-box,  which he 
put  up at  corners  in 
quiet  suburbs on the 
chance of  s t rangers 
dropping postal  orders 
into i t .  Last ly,  he was 
known to be a  s tar t l ing 
acrobat ;  despi te  his 
huge f igure,  he could 
leap l ike a  grasshopper 
and melt  into the t ree-
tops l ike a  monkey. 
Hence the great 
Valent in ,  when he set 
out  to  f ind Flambeau, 
was perfect ly  aware 
that  his  adventures 
would not  end when he 
had found him.

But  how was he to 
f ind him? On this  the 
great  Valent in’s  ideas 
were s t i l l  in  process  of 
set t lement .

There was one thing 
which Flambeau,  with 
al l  his  dexter i ty  of 
disguise ,  could not 
cover,  and that  was 
his  s ingular  height . 
I f  Valent in’s  quick 
eye had caught  a  ta l l 
apple-woman,  a  ta l l 
grenadier,  or  even a 
tolerably ta l l  duchess , 
he might  have arrested 
them on the spot .  But 



al l  a long his  t ra in 
there  was nobody that 
could be a  disguised 
Flambeau,  any more 
than a  cat  could be 
a  disguised giraffe . 
About  the people  on 
the boat  he had already 
sat isf ied himself ;  and 
the people  picked 
up at  Harwich or  on 
the journey l imited 
themselves  with 
cer ta inty to  s ix .  There 
was a  short  ra i lway 
off ic ia l  t ravel l ing 
up to  the terminus, 
three fair ly  short 
market  gardeners 
picked up two s ta t ions 
af terwards,  one very 
short  widow lady going 
up from a small  Essex 
town,  and a  very short 
Roman Cathol ic  pr ies t 
going up from a small 
Essex vi l lage.  When i t 
came to  the las t  case, 
Valent in  gave i t  up 
and almost  laughed. 
The l i t t le  pr ies t  was 
so much the essence 
of  those Eastern f la ts ; 
he had a  face as  round 
and dul l  as  a  Norfolk 
dumpling;  he had eyes 
as  empty as  the North 
Sea;  he had several 
brown paper  parcels , 
which he was qui te 
incapable  of  col lect ing. 
The Eucharis t ic 
Congress  had doubt less 
sucked out  of  their 
local  s tagnat ion many 
such creatures ,  bl ind 
and helpless ,  l ike 

moles  dis interred. 
Valent in  was a  scept ic 
in  the severe s tyle  of 
France,  and could have 
no love for  pr ies ts . 
But  he could have pi ty 
for  them, and this  one 
might  have provoked 
pi ty  in  anybody.  He 
had a  large,  shabby 
umbrel la ,  which 
constant ly  fe l l  on 
the f loor.  He did not 
seem to know which 
was the r ight  end 
of  his  re turn t icket . 
He explained with a 
moon-calf  s implici ty 
to  everybody in  the 
carr iage that  he had to 
be careful ,  because he 
had something made 
of  real  s i lver  “with 
blue s tones” in  one 
of  his  brown-paper 
parcels .  His  quaint 
blending of  Essex 
f la tness  with saint ly 
s implici ty  cont inuously 
amused the Frenchman 
t i l l  the  pr ies t  arr ived 
(somehow) at 
Tot tenham with al l 
his  parcels ,  and came 
back for  his  umbrel la . 
When he did the las t , 
Valent in  even had the 
good nature  to  warn 
him not  to  take care 
of  the s i lver  by te l l ing 
everybody about  i t .  But 
to  whomever  he ta lked, 
Valent in  kept  his  eye 
open for  someone else; 
he looked out  s teadi ly 
for  anyone,  r ich or 
poor,  male  or  female, 

who was wel l  up to  s ix 
feet ;  for  Flambeau was 
four  inches above i t .

He al ighted at 
Liverpool  Street , 
however,  qui te 
conscient iously 
secure that  he had not 
missed the cr iminal 
so far.  He then went 
to  Scot land Yard to 
regular ise  his  posi t ion 
and arrange for  help in 
case of  need;  he then 
l i t  another  c igaret te 
and went  for  a  long 
s t rol l  in  the s t reets 
of  London.  As he 
was walking in  the 
s t reets  and squares 
beyond Victor ia ,  he 
paused suddenly and 
s tood.  I t  was a  quaint , 
quiet  square,  very 
typical  of  London, 
ful l  of  an accidental 
s t i l lness .  The ta l l ,  f la t 
houses  round looked 
at  once prosperous 
and uninhabi ted;  the 
square of  shrubbery 
in  the centre  looked 
as  deser ted as  a  green 
Pacif ic  is le t .  One of 
the four  s ides  was 
much higher  than the 
rest ,  l ike  a  dais ;  and 
the l ine of  this  s ide 
was broken by one of 
London’s  admirable 
accidents  –  a  res taurant 
that  looked as  i f  i t  had 
s t rayed from Soho.  I t 
was an unreasonably 
at t ract ive object , 
wi th  dwarf  plants  in 



pots  and long,  s t r iped 
bl inds of  lemon yel low 
and white .  I t  s tood 
special ly  high above 
the s t reet ,  and in  the 
usual  patchwork way 
of  London,  a  f l ight  of 
s teps  f rom the s t reet 
ran up to  meet  the front 
door  a lmost  as  a  f i re-
escape might  run up to 
a  f i rs t - f loor  window. 
Valent in  s tood and 
smoked in  f ront  of  the 
yel low-white  bl inds 
and considered them 
long.

The most  incredible 
thing about  miracles 
is  that  they happen.  A 
few clouds in  heaven 
do come together  into 
the s tar ing shape of 
one human eye.  A t ree 
does s tand up in  the 
andscape of  a  doubtful 
journey in  the exact 
and elaborate  shape of 
a  note  of  interrogat ion. 
I  have seen both these 
things myself  within 
the las t  few days. 
Nelson does die  in  the 
instant  of  victory;  and 
a  man named Wil l iams 
does qui te  accidental ly 
murder  a  man named 
Wil l iamson;  i t 
sounds l ike a  sor t 
of  infant ic ide.  In 
short ,  there  is  in  l i fe 
an element  of  e l f in 
coincidence which 
people  reckoning 
on the prosaic  may 

perpetual ly  miss . 
As i t  has  been wel l 
expressed in  the 
paradox of  Poe, 
wisdom should reckon 
on the unforeseen.

Aris t ide Valent in 
was unfathomably 
French;  and the 
French intel l igence is 
intel l igence special ly 
and solely.  He was 
not  “a  thinking 
machine”;  for  that 
is  a  brainless  phrase 
of  modern fatal ism 
and mater ia l ism.  A 
machine only <is> a 
machine because i t 
cannot  think.  But  he 
was a  thinking man, 
and a  plain man at 
the same t ime.  All  his 
wonderful  successes , 
that  looked l ike 
conjur ing,  had been 
gained by plodding 
logic ,  by clear  and 
commonplace French 
thought .  The French 
electr i fy  the world 
not  by s tar t ing any 
paradox,  they electr i fy 
i t  by carrying out  a 
t ruism.  They carry a 
t ruism so far  –  as  in 
the French Revolut ion. 
But  exact ly  because 
Valent in  understood 
reason,  he understood 
the l imits  of  reason. 
Only a  man who knows 
nothing of  motors  ta lks 
of  motoring without 
petrol ;  only a  man 

who knows nothing 
of  reason ta lks  of 
reasoning without 
s t rong,  undisputed 
f i rs t  pr inciples .  Here 
he had no s t rong f i rs t 
pr inciples .  Flambeau 
had been missed at 
Harwich;  and i f  he 
was in  London at  a l l , 
he  might  be anything 
from a ta l l  t ramp on 
Wimbledon Common to 
a  ta l l  toast-master  a t 
the Hotel  Metropole .  In 
such a  naked s ta te  of 
nescience,  Valent in  had 
a  view and a  method of 
his  own.

In such cases  he 
reckoned on the 
unforeseen.  In  such 
cases ,  when he could 
not  fol low the t ra in 
of  the reasonable ,  he 
coldly and careful ly 
fol lowed the t ra in 
of  the unreasonable . 
Instead of  going to 
the r ight  places  – 
banks,  pol ice  s ta t ions, 
rendezvous – he 
systematical ly  went 
to  the wrong places; 
knocked at  every empty 
house,  turned down 
every cul  de sac,  went 
up every lane blocked 
with rubbish,  went 
round every crescent 
that  led him uselessly 
out  of  the way.  He 
defended this  crazy 
course qui te  logical ly. 
He said that  i f  one 
had a  c lue this  was the 



worst  way;  but  i f  one 
had no clue at  a l l  i t 
was the best ,  because 
there  was just  the 
chance that  any oddi ty 
that  caught  the eye 
of  the pursuer  might 
be the same that  had 
caught  the eye of  the 
pursued.  Somewhere 
a  man must  begin, 
and i t  had bet ter  be 
just  where another 
man might  s top. 
Something about  that 
f l ight  of  s teps  up to 
the shop,  something 
about  the quietude 
and quaintness  of  the 
restaurant ,  roused al l 
the detect ive’s  rare 
romantic  fancy and 
made him resolve to 
s t r ike at  random. He 
went  up the s teps ,  and 
s i t t ing down at  a  table 
by the window, asked 
for  a  cup of  black 
coffee.

I t  was half-way 
through the morning, 
and he had not 
breakfasted;  the 
s l ight  l i t ter  of  other 
breakfasts  s tood about 
on the table  to  remind 
him of  his  hunger; 
and adding a  poached 
egg to  his  order,  he 
proceeded musingly 
to  shake some white 
sugar  into his  coffee, 
thinking al l  the t ime 
about  Flambeau.  He 
remembered how 
Flambeau had escaped, 

once by a  pair  of  nai l 
scissors ,  and once by 
a  house on f i re ;  once 
by having to  pay for 
an unstamped le t ter, 
and once by get t ing 
people  to  look through 
a  te lescope at  a  comet 
that  might  destroy 
the world.  He thought 
his  detect ive brain as 
good as  the cr iminal’s , 
which was t rue.  But 
he ful ly  real ised the 
disadvantage.  “The 
cr iminal  is  the creat ive 
ar t is t ;  the  detect ive 
only the cr i t ic ,”  he said 
with a  sour  smile ,  and 
l i f ted his  coffee cup to 
his  l ips  s lowly,  and put 
i t  down very quickly. 
He had put  sal t  in  i t .

He looked at  the vessel 
f rom which the s i lvery 
powder  had come;  i t 
was cer ta inly a  sugar-
basin;  as  unmistakably 
meant  for  sugar  as 
a  champagne-bot t le 
for  champagne.  He 
wondered why they 
should keep sal t  in  i t . 
He looked to  see i f 
there  were any more 
or thodox vessels .  Yes; 
there  were two sal t -
cel lars  qui te  ful l . 
Perhaps there  was 
some special i ty  in 
the condiment  in  the 
sal tcel lars .  He tas ted 
i t ;  i t  was sugar.  Then 
he looked round at 
the restaurant  with 
a  refreshed air  of 

interest ,  to  see i f  there 
were any other  t races 
of  that  s ingular  ar t is t ic 
tas te  which puts  the 
sugar  in  the sal t -
cel lars  and the sal t  in 
the sugar-basin.  Except 
for  an odd splash of 
some dark f luid on one 
of  the white-papered 
wal ls ,  the  whole place 
appeared neat ,  cheerful 
and ordinary.  He rang 
the bel l  for  the wai ter.

When that  off ic ia l 
hurr ied up,  fuzzy-
haired and somewhat 
blear-eyed at  that  ear ly 
hour,  the detect ive 
(who was not  without 
an appreciat ion of 
the s impler  forms of 
humour)  asked him 
to tas te  the sugar  and 
see i f  i t  was up to  the 
high reputat ion of  the 
hotel .  The resul t  was 
that  the wai ter  yawned 
suddenly and woke up.

“Do you play this 
del icate  joke on your 
customers  every 
morning?” inquired 
Valent in .  “Does 
changing the sal t  and 
sugar  never  pal l  on you 
as  a  jes t?”

The wai ter,  when 
this  i rony grew 
clearer,  s tammeringly 
assured him that  the 
establ ishment  had 
cer ta inly no such 
intent ion;  i t  must 



be a  most  cur ious 
mistake.  He picked up 
the sugar-basin and 
looked at  i t ;  he  picked 
up the sal t -cel lar  and 
looked at  that ,  h is  face 
growing more and more 
bewildered.  At  las t 
he abrupt ly  excused 
himself ,  and hurrying 
away,  re turned in 
a  few seconds with 
the proprietor.  The 
proprietor  a lso 
examined the sugar-
basin and then the sal t -
cel lar ;  the proprietor 
a lso looked bewildered.

Suddenly the wai ter 
seemed to  grow 
inar t iculate  with a  rush 
of  words.

“I  r ink,”  he s tut tered 
eagerly,  “I  z ink i t  i s 
those two clergymen.”‘

“What  two clergymen? 
”

“The two clergymen,” 
said the wai ter,  “ that 
threw soup at  the 
wal l .”

“Threw soup at  the 
wal l?”  repeated 
Valent in ,  feel ing 
sure  this  must  be 
some s ingular  I ta l ian 
metaphor.

“Yes,  yes ,”  said the 
at tendant  exci tedly, 
and pointed at  the dark 

splash on the white 
paper;  “ threw i t  over 
there  on the wal l .” 
Valent in  looked his 
query at  the proprietor, 
who came to  his  rescue 
with ful ler  reports .

“Yes,  s i r,”  he said, 
“ i t ’s  qui te  t rue,  though 
I  don’t  suppose i t  has 
anything to  do with 
the sugar  and sal t .  Two 
clergymen came in  and 
drank soup here  very 
ear ly,  as  soon as  the 
shut ters  were taken 
down.  They were both 
very quiet ,  respectable 
people;  one of  them 
paid the bi l l  and went 
out ;  the other,  who 
seemed a  s lower coach 
al together,  was some 
minutes  longer  get t ing 
his  things together.  But 
he went  a t  las t .  Only, 
the instant  before  he 
s tepped into the s t reet 
he del iberately picked 
up his  cup,  which he 
had only half  emptied, 
and threw the soup s lap 
on the wal l .  I  was in 
the back room myself , 
and so was the wai ter ; 
so I  could only rush 
out  in  t ime to  f ind the 
wal l  splashed and the 
shop empty.  I t  don’t  do 
any par t icular  damage, 
but  i t  was confounded 
cheek;  and I  t r ied to 
catch the men in  the 
s t reet .  They were too 
far  off  though;  I  only 

not iced they went 
round the next  corner 
into Carstairs  Street .”

The detect ive was on 
his  feet ,  hat  set t led and 
s t ick in  hand.  He had 
already decided that  in 
the universal  darkness 
of  his  mind he could 
only fol low the f i rs t 
odd f inger  that  pointed; 
and this  f inger  was odd 
enough.  Paying his  bi l l 
and clashing the glass 
doors  behind him,  he 
was soon swinging 
round into the other 
s t reet .

I t  was for tunate  that 
even in  such fevered 
moments  his  eye 
was cool  and quick. 
Something in  a  shop-
front  went  by him 
l ike a  mere f lash;  yet 
he went  back to  look 
at  i t .  The shop was a 
popular  greengrocer 
and frui terer ’s ,  an 
array of  goods set  out 
in  the open air  and 
plainly t icketed with 
their  names and pr ices . 
the two most  prominent 
compartments  were two 
heaps,  of  oranges and 
of  nuts  respect ively. 
On the heap of  nuts  lay 
a  scrap of  cardboard, 
on which was wri t ten 
in  bold,  blue chalk, 
“Best  tangerine 
oranges,  two a  penny.” 
On the oranges was the 
equal ly  c lear  and exact 



descr ipt ion,  “Finest 
Brazi l  nuts ,  4d.  a  lb .” 
M. Valent in  looked at 
these two placards  and 
fancied he had met  this 
highly subt le  form of 
humour before ,  and 
that  somewhat  recent ly. 
He drew the at tent ion 
of  the red-faced 
frui terer,  who was 
looking rather  sul lenly 
up and down the s t reet , 
to  this  inaccuracy in 
his  advert isements .  The 
frui terer  said nothing, 
but  sharply put  each 
card into i ts  proper 
place.  The detect ive, 
leaning elegant ly 
on his  walking-
cane,  cont inued to 
scrut inise  the shop. 
At  las t  he said,  “Pray 
excuse my apparent 
i r re levance,  my good 
s i r,  but  I  should l ike 
to  ask you a  quest ion 
in  experimental 
psychology and the 
associat ion of  ideas .”

The red-faced shopman 
regarded him with an 
eye of  menace;  but 
he cont inued gai ly, 
swinging his  cane, 
“Why,” he pursued, 
“why are  two t ickets 
wrongly placed in  a 
greengrocer ’s  shop l ike 
a  shovel  hat  that  has 
come to  London for  a 
hol iday? Or,  in  case 
I  do not  make myself 
c lear,  what  is  the 
myst ical  associat ion 

which connects  the 
idea of  nuts  marked 
as  oranges with the 
idea of  two clergymen, 
one ta l l  and the other 
short?”

The eyes of  the 
t radesman s tood out  of 
his  head l ike a  snai l ’s ; 
he real ly  seemed for 
an instant  l ikely to 
f l ing himself  upon the 
s t ranger.  At  las t  he 
s tammered angri ly:  “I 
don’t  know what  you 
‘ave to  do with i t ,  but 
i f  you’re  one of  their 
f r iends,  you can te l l 
’em from me that  I ’ l l 
knock their  s i l ly  ‘cads 
off ,  parsons or  no 
parsons,  i f  they upset 
my apples  again.”

“Indeed? ”  asked the 
detect ive,  with great 
sympathy.  “Did they 
upset  your  apples?”

“One of  ’em did,”  said 
the heated shopman; 
“rol led ’em al l  over  the 
s t reet .  I ’d  ‘ave caught 
the fool  but  for  havin’ 
to  pick ’em up.”

“Which way did these 
parsons go?” asked 
Valent in .

“Up that  second road 
on the lef t -hand s ide, 
and then across  the 
square,”  said the other 

promptly.

“Thanks,”  repl ied 
Valent in ,  and vanished 
l ike a  fa i ry.  On the 
other  s ide of  the 
second square he 
found a  pol iceman,  and 
said:  Thus is  urgent , 
constable;  have you 
seen two clergymen in 
shovel .”

The pol iceman began 
to  chuckle  heavi ly.  “I 
‘ave.  s i r ;  and i f  you 
ars t  me,  one of  ’em 
was drunk.  He s tood in 
the middle  of  the road 
that  bewildered that 
–  ”

“Which way did they 
go?” snapped Valent in .

“They took one of 
them yel low buses  over 
there ,”  answered the 
man;  “ them that  go to 
Hampstead.”  Valent in 
produced his  off ic ia l 
card and said very 
rapidly:  Cal l  up two of 
your  men to  come with 
me in  pursui t ,”  and 
crossed the road with 
such contagious energy 
that  the ponderous 
pol iceman was moved 
to  a lmost  agi le 
obedience.  In  a  minute 
and a  half  the French 
detect ive was joined on 
the opposi te  pavement 
by an inspector  and a 
man in  plain clothes .



“Well ,  s i r,”  began the 
former,  with smil ing 
importance,  “and what 
may – ?”

Valent in  pointed 
suddenly with his  cane. 
“I’ l l  te l l  you on the top 
of  that  omnibus,”  he 
said,  and was dar t ing 
and dodging across  the 
tangle  of  the t raff ic . 
When al l  three sank 
pant ing on the top 
seats  of  the yel low 
vehicle ,  the inspector 
said:  “We could go 
four  t imes as  quick in  a 
taxi .”

“Quite  t rue,”  repl ied 
their  leader  placidly, 
“ i f  we only had an 
idea of  where we were 
going.”

“Well ,  where <are> 
you going?” asked the 
other,  s tar ing.

Valent in  smoked 
frowningly for  a 
few seconds;  then, 
removing his  c igaret te , 
he said:  “If  you know 
what  a  man’s  doing, 
get  in  f ront  of  him; but 
i f  you want  to  guess 
what  he’s  doing,  keep 
behind him.  Stray when 
he s t rays;  s top when he 
s tops;  t ravel  as  s lowly 
as  he.  Then you may 
see what  he saw and 
may act  as  he acted. 
All  we can do is  to 

keep our  eyes  skinned 
for  a  queer  thing.”

“What  sor t  of  queer 
thing do you mean? ” 
asked the inspector.

“Any sor t  of  queer 
thing,”  answered 
Valent in ,  and relapsed 
into obst inate  s i lence.

The yel low omnibus 
crawled up the 
northern roads for  what 
seemed l ike hours  on 
end;  the great  detect ive 
would not  explain 
fur ther,  and perhaps his 
ass is tants  fe l t  a  s i lent 
and growing doubt  of 
his  errand.  Perhaps, 
a lso,  they fel t  a  s i lent 
and growing desire  for 
lunch,  for  the hours 
crept  long past  the 
normal  luncheon hour, 
and the long roads 
of  the North London 
suburbs seemed to 
shoot  out  into length 
af ter  length l ike an 
infernal  te lescope. 
I t  was one of  those 
journeys on which a 
man perpetual ly  feels 
that  now at  las t  he 
must  have come to the 
end of  the universe , 
and then f inds he 
has  only come to the 
beginning of  Tufnel l 
Park.  London died 
away in  draggled 
taverns  and dreary 
scrubs,  and then was 

unaccountably born 
again in  blazing high 
s t reets  and blatant 
hotels .  I t  was l ike 
passing through 
thir teen separate  vulgar 
c i t ies  a l l  just  touching 
each other.  But  though 
the winter  twil ight  was 
already threatening the 
road ahead of  them, the 
Paris ian detect ive s t i l l 
sa t  s i lent  and watchful , 
eyeing the frontage 
of  the s t reets  that  s l id 
by on ei ther  s ide.  By 
the t ime they had lef t 
Camden Town behind, 
the pol icemen were 
near ly  asleep;  a t  least , 
they gave something 
l ike a  jump as  Valent in 
leapt  erect ,  s t ruck a 
hand on each man’s 
shoulder,  and shouted 
to  the dr iver  to  s top.

They tumbled down 
the s teps  into the 
road without  real is ing 
why they had been 
dis lodged;  when 
they looked round 
for  enl ightenment 
they found Valent in 
t r iumphant ly  point ing 
his  f inger  towards a 
window on the lef t  s ide 
of  the road.  I t  was a 
large window, forming 
par t  of  the long facade 
of  a  gi l t  and palat ia l 
publ ic-house;  i t  was 
the par t  reserved for 
respectable  dining,  and 
label led “Restaurant .” 
This  window, l ike 



al l  the rest  a long the 
frontage of  the hotel , 
was of  f rosted and 
f igured glass;  but  in 
the middle  of  i t  was a 
big,  black smash,  l ike 
a  s tar  in  the ice .

“Our cue at  las t ,”  cr ied 
Valent in ,  waving his 
s t ick;  “ the place with 
the broken window.”

“What  window? 
What  cue?” asked his 
pr incipal  ass is tant . 
“Why,  what  proof  is 
there  that  this  has 
anything to  do with – ”

Valent in  a lmost  broke 
his  bamboo s t ick with 
rage.

“Proof!”  he cr ied. 
“Good God! the man 
is  looking for  proof ’ 
Why,  of  course,  the 
chances are  twenty to 
one that  i t  has  nothing 
to  do with them. But 
what  e lse  can we do? 
Don’t  you see we must 
e i ther  fol low one wild 
possibi l i ty  or  e lse 
go home to bed?” He 
banged his  way into the 
restaurant ,  fol lowed by 
his  companions,  and 
they were soon seated 
at  a  la te  luncheon at  a 
l i t t le  table ,  and looked 
at  the s tar  of  smashed 
glass  f rom the inside 
Not  that  i t  was very 
informative to  them 
even then.

“Got  your  window 
broken,  I  see,”  said 
Valent in  to  the wai ter 
as  he paid the bi l l .

“Yes,  s i r,”  answered 
the at tendant ,  bending 
busi ly  over  the change, 
to  wretch vaientm 
si lent ly  added an 
enormous t ip .  The 
wai ter  s t ra ightened 
himself  with mild 
but  unmistakable 
animation.

“Ah,  yes ,  s i r,”  he said. 
“Very odd thing,  that , 
s i r.”

“Indeed? Tel l  us  about 
i t ,”  said the detect ive 
with careless  cur iosi ty.

“Well ,  two gents  in 
black came in ,”  said 
the wai ter,  “ two of 
those foreign parsons 
that  are  running about . 
They had a  cheap and 
quiet  l i t t le  lunch,  and 
one of  them paid for  i t 
and went  out  The other 
was just  going out  to 
join him when I  looked 
at  my change again and 
found he’d paid me 
more than three t imes 
too much.  ‘Here,’ I 
says to  the chap who 
was near ly  out  of  the 
door,  ‘you’ve paid too 
much.’ ‘Oh,’ he says, 
very cool ,  ‘have we?’ 
‘Yes,’ I  says,  and picks 
up the bi l l  to  show 
him.  Well ,  that  was a 

knock-out .”

“What  do you mean?” 
asked his  inter locutor.

“Well ,  I ’d  have sworn 
on seven Bibles  that 
I ’d  put  4s .  on that  bi l l . 
But  now I  saw I’d put 
14s. ,  as  plain as  paint .”

“Well?” cr ied Valent in , 
moving s lowly,  but 
with burning eyes, 
“and then?”

“The parson at  the 
door  he says al l  serene, 
‘Sorry to  confuse your 
accounts ,  but  i t ’ l l 
pay for  the window.’ 
‘What  window?’ I 
says.  ‘The one I’m 
going to  break,’ he 
says,  and smashed that 
blessed pane with his 
umbrel la .”

All  three inquirers 
made an exclamation; 
and the inspector 
said under  his  breath, 
“Are we af ter  escaped 
lunat ics?” The 
wai ter  went  on with 
some rel ish for  the 
r idiculous s tory:

“I  was so knocked s i l ly 
for  a  second,  I  couldn’t 
do anything.  The man 
marched out  of  the 
place and joined his 
f r iend just  round the 
corner.  Then they went 
so quick up Bullock 
Street  that  I  couldn’t 



catch them, though I 
ran round the bars  to 
do i t .”

“Bullock Street ,”  said 
the detect ive,  and shot 
up that  thoroughfare  as 
quickly as  the s t range 
couple  he pursued.

Their  journey now 
took them through 
bare  br ick ways l ike 
tunnels ;  s t reets  with 
few l ights  and even 
with few windows; 
s t reets  that  seemed 
bui l t  out  of  the blank 
backs of  everything 
and everywhere.  Dusk 
was deepening,  and i t 
was not  easy even for 
the London pol icemen 
to  guess  in  what  exact 
direct ion they were 
t reading.  The inspector, 
however,  was pret ty 
cer ta in  that  they would 
eventual ly  s t r ike some 
par t  of  Hampstead 
Heath.  Abrupt ly  one 
bulging gas- l i t  window 
broke the blue twil ight 
l ike a  bul l ’s-eye 
lantern;  and Valent in 
s topped an instant 
before  a  l i t t le  gar ish 
sweets tuff  shop.  After 
an instant’s  hesi ta t ion 
he went  in;  he s tood 
amid the gaudy colours 
of  the confect ionery 
with ent i re  gravi ty 
and bought  thir teen 
chocolate  c igars  with 
a  cer ta in  care .  He was 

clear ly  preparing an 
opening;  but  he did not 
need one.

An angular,  e lder ly 
young woman in  the 
shop had regarded his 
e legant  appearance 
with a  merely 
automatic  inquiry;  but 
when she saw the door 
behind him blocked 
with the blue uniform 
of  the inspector,  her 
eyes  seemed to  wake 
up.

“Oh,” she said,  “ i f 
you’ve come about  that 
parcel ,  I ’ve sent  i t  off 
a l ready.”

“Parcel!”  repeated 
Valent in;  and i t  was his 
turn to  look inquir ing.

“I  mean the parcel  the 
gent leman lef t  –  the 
clergyman gent leman.

“For  goodness’ sake,” 
said Valent in ,  leaning 
forward with his 
f i rs t  real  confession 
of  eagerness ,  “for 
Heaven’s  sake te l l 
us  what  happened 
exact ly.”

“Well ,”  said the woman 
a  l i t t le  doubtful ly, 
“ the clergymen came 
in  about  half  an hour 
ago and bought  some 
peppermints  and ta lked 
a  bi t ,  and then went  off 

towards the Heath.  But 
a  second af ter,  one of 
them runs back into the 
shop and says,  ‘Have I 
lef t  a  parcel?’ Well ,  I 
looked everywhere and 
couldn’t  see one;  so 
he says,  ‘Never  mind; 
but  i f  i t  should turn up, 
please post  i t  to  this 
address , ’ and he lef t 
me the address  and a 
shi l l ing for  my t rouble . 
And sure  enough, 
though I  thought  I ’d 
looked everywhere, 
I  found he’d lef t  a 
brown paper  parcel , 
so  I  posted i t  to  the 
place he said.  I  can’t 
remember the address 
now; i t  was somewhere 
in  Westminster.  But  as 
the thing seemed so 
important ,  I  thought 
perhaps the pol ice  had 
come about  i t .”

“So they have,”  said 
Valent in  short ly.  “Is 
Hampstead Heath near 
here? ”

“Straight  on for  f i f teen 
minutes ,”  said the 
woman,  “and you’l l 
come r ight  out  on the 
open.”  Valent in  sprang 
out  of  the shop and 
began to  run.  The other 
detect ives  fol lowed 
him at  a  re luctant  t rot .

The s t reet  they 
threaded was so narrow 
and shut  in  by shadows 
that  when they came 



out  unexpectedly into 
the void common and 
vast  sky they were 
s tar t led to  f ind the 
evening s t i l l  so  l ight 
and clear.  A perfect 
dome of  peacock-
green sank into gold 
amid the blackening 
t rees  and the dark 
violet  dis tances .  The 
glowing green t int 
was just  deep enough 
to  pick out  in  points 
of  crystal  one or  two 
s tars .  All  that  was lef t 
of  the dayl ight  lay in 
a  golden gl i t ter  across 
the edge of  Hampstead 
and that  popular 
hol low which is  cal led 
the Vale  of  Heal th .  The 
hol iday makers  who 
roam this  region had 
not  wholly dispersed; 
a  few couples  sat 
shapelessly on 
benches;  and here  and 
there  a  dis tant  gir l  s t i l l 
shr ieked in  one of  the 
swings.  The glory of 
heaven deepened and 
darkened around the 
subl ime vulgar i ty  of 
man;  and s tanding on 
the s lope and looking 
across  the val ley, 
Valent in  beheld the 
thing which he sought .

Among the black 
and breaking groups 
in  that  dis tance was 
one especial ly  black 
which did not  break 
– a  group of  two 
f igures  c ler ical ly  c lad. 

Though they seemed 
as  small  as  insects , 
Valent in  could see 
that  one of  them was 
much smaller  than the 
other.  Though the other 
had a  s tudent’s  s toop 
and an inconspicuous 
manner,  he could see 
that  the man was wel l 
over  s ix  feet  high. 
He shut  his  teeth and 
went  forward,  whir l ing 
his  s t ick impat ient ly. 
By the t ime he 
had substant ia l ly 
diminished the dis tance 
and magnif ied the 
two black f igures  as 
in  a  vast  microscope, 
he had perceived 
something else; 
something which 
s tar t led him,  and yet 
which he had somehow 
expected.  Whoever  was 
the ta l l  pr ies t ,  there 
could be no doubt 
about  the ident i ty 
of  the short  one.  I t 
was his  f r iend of  the 
Harwich t ra in ,  the 
s tumpy l i t t le  <curé> 
of  Essex whom he 
had warned about  his 
brown paper  parcels .

Now, so far  as  this 
went ,  everything 
f i t ted in  f inal ly  and 
rat ional ly  enough. 
Valent in  had learned 
by his  inquir ies  that 
morning that  a  Father 
Brown from Essex was 
br inging up a  s i lver 

cross  with sapphires , 
a  re l ic  of  considerable 
value,  to  show some 
of  the foreign pr ies ts 
a t  the congress .  This 
undoubtedly was the 
“si lver  with blue 
s tones”;  and Father 
Brown undoubtedly 
was the l i t t le 
greenhorn in  the t ra in . 
Now there  was nothing 
wonderful  about 
the fact  that  what 
Valent in  had found 
out  Flambeau had also 
found out ;  Flambeau 
found out  everything. 
Also there  was nothing 
wonderful  in  the fact 
that  when Flambeau 
heard of  a  sapphire 
cross  he should t ry  to 
s teal  i t ;  that  was the 
most  natural  thing in 
a l l  natural  his tory. 
And most  cer ta inly 
there  was nothing 
wonderful  about  the 
fact  that  Flambeau 
should have i t  a l l  h is 
own way with such 
a  s i l ly  sheep as  the 
man with the umbrel la 
and the parcels .  He 
was the sor t  of  man 
whom anybody could 
lead on a  s t r ing to  the 
North Pole;  i t  was not 
surpr is ing that  an actor 
l ike Flambeau,  dressed 
as  another  pr ies t ,  could 
lead him to Hampstead 
Heath.  So far  the cr ime 
seemed clear  enough; 
and while  the detect ive 



pit ied the pr ies t  for  his 
helplessness ,  he almost 
despised Flambeau 
for  condescending to 
so gul l ible  a  vict im. 
But  when Valent in 
thought  of  a l l  that  had 
happened in  between, 
of  a l l  that  had led 
him to his  t r iumph,  he 
racked his  brains  for 
the smallest  rhyme or 
reason in  i t .  What  had 
the s teal ing of  a  blue-
and-si lver  cross  f rom a 
pr ies t  f rom Essex to  do 
with chucking soup at 
wal l  paper? What  had 
i t  to  do with cal l ing 
nuts  oranges,  or  with 
paying for  windows 
f i rs t  and breaking them 
af terwards? He had 
come to the end of  his 
chase;  yet  somehow he 
had missed the middle 
of  i t .  When he fai led 
(which was seldom),  he 
had usual ly  grasped the 
clue,  but  nevertheless 
missed the cr iminal . 
Here he had grasped 
the cr iminal ,  but  s t i l l 
he  could not  grasp the 
clue.

The two f igures  that 
they fol lowed were 
crawling l ike black 
f l ies  across  the huge 
green contour  of  a  hi l l . 
They were evident ly 
sunk in  conversat ion, 
and perhaps did not 
not ice  where they were 
going;  but  they were 

cer ta inly going to  the 
wilder  and more s i lent 
heights  of  the Heath. 
As their  pursuers 
gained on them, the 
la t ter  had to  use the 
undignif ied at t i tudes 
of  the deer-s ta lker,  to 
crouch behind clumps 
of  t rees  and even to 
crawl prostrate  in 
deep grass .  By these 
ungainly ingenui t ies 
the hunters  even 
came close enough 
to  the quarry to 
hear  the murmur of 
the discussion,  but 
no word could be 
dis t inguished except 
the word “reason” 
recurr ing frequent ly 
in  a  high and almost 
chi ldish voice.  Once 
over  an abrupt  dip 
of  land and a  dense 
tangle  of  thickets ,  the 
detect ives  actual ly  lost 
the two f igures  they 
were fol lowing.  They 
did not  f ind the t ra i l 
again for  an agonis ing 
ten minutes ,  and then 
i t  led round the brow 
of  a  great  dome of 
hi l l  over looking an 
amphitheatre  of  r ich 
and desolate  sunset 
scenery.  Under  a  t ree 
in  this  commanding 
yet  neglected spot 
was an old ramshackle 
wooden seat .  On this 
seat  sat  the two pr ies ts 
s t i l l  in  ser ious speech 
together.  The gorgeous 

green and gold s t i l l 
c lung to  the darkening 
horizon;  but  the dome 
above was turning 
s lowly from peacock-
green to  peacock-blue, 
and the s tars  detached 
themselves  more and 
more l ike sol id  jewels . 
Mutely motioning 
to  his  fol lowers , 
Valent in  contr ived to 
creep up behind the 
big branching t ree , 
and,  s tanding there 
in  deathly s i lence, 
heard the words of  the 
s t range pr ies ts  for  the 
f i rs t  t ime.

After  he had l is tened 
for  a  minute  and a  half , 
he  was gr ipped by a 
devi l ish doubt .  Perhaps 
he had dragged the 
two Engl ish pol icemen 
to  the wastes  of  a 
nocturnal  heath on an 
errand no saner  than 
seeking f igs  on i ts 
this t les .  For  the two 
pr ies ts  were ta lking 
exact ly  l ike pr ies ts , 
piously,  with learning 
and le isure ,  about  the 
most  aer ia l  enigmas 
of  theology.  The l i t t le 
Essex pr ies t  spoke 
the more s imply,  with 
his  round face turned 
to  the s t rengthening 
s tars ;  the other  ta lked 
with his  head bowed, 
as  i f  he were not  even 
worthy to  look at  them.

But  no more innocent ly 



cler ical  conversat ion 
could have been heard 
in  any white  I ta l ian 
clois ter  or  black 
Spanish cathedral .

The f i rs t  he heard 
was the ta i l  of  one 
of  Father  Brown’s 
sentences,  which 
ended:  “ .  .  .  what 
they real ly  meant  in 
the Middle  Ages by 
the heavens being 
incorrupt ible .”

The ta l ler  pr ies t 
nodded his  bowed head 
and said:

“Ah,  yes ,  these modern 
inf idels  appeal  to  their 
reason;  but  who can 
look at  those mil l ions 
of  worlds  and not 
feel  that  there  may 
wel l  be wonderful 
universes  above us 
where reason is  ut ter ly 
unreasonable? ”

“No,” said the other 
pr ies t ;  “reason is 
a lways reasonable , 
even in  the las t  l imbo, 
in  the lost  borderland 
of  things.  I  know that 
people  charge the 
Church with lowering 
reason,  but  i t  i s  just 
the other  way.  Alone 
on ear th ,  the Church 
makes reason real ly 
supreme Alone on 
ear th ,  the Church 
aff i rms that  God 
himself  is  bound by 

reason.”

The other  pr ies t  ra ised 
his  austere  face to  the 
spangled sky and said: 
“Yet  who knows i f  in 
that  inf ini te  universe 
–  ?”

“Only inf ini te 
physical ly,”  said the 
l i t t le  pr ies t ,  turning 
sharply in  his  seat , 
“not  Inf ini te  in  the 
sense of  escaping from 
the laws of  t ruth.”

Valent in  behind his 
t ree  was tear ing his 
f ingernai ls  with s i lent 
fury.  He seemed 
almost  to  hear  the 
sniggers  of  the 
Engl ish detect ives 
whom he had brought 
so far  on a  fantast ic 
guess  only to  l is ten 
to  the metaphysical 
gossip of  two mild 
old parsons.  In  his 
impat ience he lost 
the equal ly  e laborate 
answer of  the ta l l 
c ler ic ,  and when he 
l is tened again i t  was 
again Father  Brown 
who was speaking:

“Reason and just ice 
gr ip  the remotest 
and the lonel ies t 
s tar.  Look at  those 
s tars .  Don’t  they 
look as  i f  they were 
s ingle  diamonds and 
sapphires? Well ,  you 

can imagine any mad 
botany or  geology you 
please.  Think of  forests 
of  adamant  with leaves of 
br i l l iants .  Think the moon 
is  a  blue moon,  a  s ingle 
e lephant ine sapphire . 
But  don’t  fancy that  a l l 
that  f rant ic  as t ronomy 
would make the smallest 
difference to  the reason 
and just ice  of  conduct . 
On plains  of  opal ,  under 
c l i ffs  cut  out  of  pear l ,  you 
would s t i l l  f ind a  not ice-
board,  ‘Thou shal t  not 
s teal .”‘

Valent in  was just  in 
the act  of  r is ing from 
his  r igid and crouching 
at t i tude and creeping 
away as  sof t ly  as  might 
be,  fe l led by the one 
great  fol ly  of  his  l i fe . 
But  something in  the very 
s i lence of  the ta l l  pr ies t 
made him stop unt i l  the 
la t ter  spoke.  When at 
las t  he did speak,  he said 
s imply,  his  head bowed 
and his  hands on his 
knees:  “Well ,  I  think that 
other  worlds  may perhaps 
r ise  higher  than our 
reason.  The mystery of 
heaven is  unfathomable, 
and I  for  one can only 
bow my head.”

Then,  with brow yet  bent 
and without  changing 
by the faintest  shade 
his  a t t i tude or  voice,  he 
added:  “Just  hand over 
that  sapphire  cross  of 



that  sapphire  cross 
of  yours ,  wil l  you? 
We’re  a l l  a lone here , 
and I  could pul l  you 
to  pieces  l ike a  s t raw 
dol l .”

The ut ter ly  unal tered 
voice and at t i tude 
added a  s t range 
violence to  that 
shocking change 
of  speech.  But  the 
guarder  of  the rel ic 
only seemed to  turn his 
head by the smallest 
sect ion of  the compass. 
He seemed s t i l l  to 
have a  somewhat 
fool ish face turned to 
the s tars .  Perhaps he 
had not  understood. 
Or,  perhaps,  he had 
understood and sat 
r igid with terror.

“Yes,”  said the ta l l 
pr ies t ,  in  the same low 
voice and in  the same 
s t i l l  posture ,  “yes ,  I  am 
Flambeau.”

Then,  af ter  a  pause,  he 
said:”Come,  wil l  you 
give me that  cross? ”

“No,” said the other, 
and the monosyl lable 
had an odd sound.

Flambeau suddenly 
f lung off  a l l  h is 
pont i f ical  pretensions. 
The great  robber 
leaned back in  his  seat 
and laughed low but 

long.  “No,”  he cr ied, 
“you won’t  give i t  me, 
you proud prelate . 
You won’t  give i t  me, 
you l i t t le  cel ibate 
s impleton.  Shal l  I  te l l 
you why you won’t 
give i t  me? Because 
I’ve got  i t  a l ready in 
my own breast-pocket .”

The small  man from 
Essex turned what 
seemed to  be a  dazed 
face in  the dusk,  and 
said,  with the t imid 
eagerness  of  “The 
Private  Secretary”: 
“Are – are  you sure? 
”“Oh,  by being a 
cel ibate  s impleton,  I 
suppose,”  he said.  “Has 
i t  never  s t ruck you that 
a  man who does next 
to  nothing but  hear 
men’s  real  s ins  is  not 
l ikely to  be wholly 
unaware of  human 
evi l?  But ,  as  a  mat ter 
of  fact ,  another  par t 
of  my t rade,  too,  made 
me sure  you weren’t  a 
pr ies t .”

“What?” asked the 
thief ,  a lmost  gaping.

“You at tacked reason,” 
said Father  Brown. 
“I t ’s  bad theology.”

And even as  he turned 
away to  col lect  his 
property,  the three 
pol icemen came out 
f rom under  the twil ight 

t rees .  Flambeau was an 
ar t is t  and a  sportsman. 
He s tepped back and 
swept  Valent in  a  great 
bow.

“Do not  bow to 
me,  mon ami,”  said 
Valent in  with s i lver 
c learness .  “Let  us  both 
bow to our  master.”

And they both s tood 
an instant  uncovered 
while  the l i t t le  Essex 
pr ies t  bl inked about 
for  his  umbrel la .
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“ I  have often 

been reproached 

with the ar idity 

of  my genius; 

a def iciency of 

imagination has 

been imputed to 

me as a cr ime; and 

the Pyrrhonism of 

my opinions has at 

al l  t imes rendered 

me notorious.”

*****

True!  - -nervous --very, 
very dreadful ly  nervous 
I  had been and am; but 
why wil l  you say that  I 
am mad? The disease had 
sharpened my senses  - -not 
destroyed --not  dul led 
them. Above al l  was the 
sense of  hear ing acute . 
I  heard al l  things in  the 
heaven and in  the ear th . 
I  heard many things in 
hel l .  How, then,  am I  mad? 
Hearken!  and observe how 
heal thi ly  - -how calmly 
I  can te l l  you the whole 
s tory.
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I t  is  impossible  to  say how f i rs t 
the idea entered my brain;  but 
once conceived,  i t  haunted me day 
and night .  Object  there  was none. 
Passion there  was none.  I  loved the 
old man.  He had never  wronged me. 
He had never  given me insul t .  For 
his  gold I  had no desire .  I  think i t 
was his  eye!  yes ,  i t  was this!  He had 
the eye of  a  vul ture  - -a  pale  blue 
eye,  with a  f i lm over  i t .  Whenever 
i t  fe l l  upon me,  my blood ran cold; 
and so by degrees  - -very gradual ly 
- - I  made up my mind to  take the l i fe 
of  the old man,  and thus r id  myself 
of  the eye forever.

Now this  is  the point .  You fancy 
me mad.  Madmen know nothing. 
But  you should have seen me. 
You should have seen how wisely 
I  proceeded --with what  caut ion 
--with what  foresight  - -with what 
diss imulat ion I  went  to  work!  I  was 
never  kinder  to  the old man than 
during the whole week before  I 
ki l led him.  And every night ,  about 
midnight ,  I  turned the la tch of  his 
door  and opened i t  - -oh so gent ly! 
And then,  when I  had made an 

opening suff ic ient  for  my head,  I  put 
in  a  dark lantern,  a l l  c losed,  c losed, 
that  no l ight  shone out ,  and then I 
thrust  in  my head.  Oh,  you would 
have laughed to  see how cunningly 
I  thrust  i t  in!  I  moved i t  s lowly 
--very,  very s lowly,  so that  I  might 
not disturb the  old man’s  s leep.  I t  took 
me an hour  to  place my whole head 
within the opening so far  that  I  could 
see him as  he lay upon his  bed.  Ha! 
would a  madman have been so wise 
as  this ,  And then,  when my head 
was wel l  in  the room, I  undid the 
lantern caut iously-oh,  so caut iously 
--caut iously (for  the hinges creaked) 
- - I  undid i t  jus t  so much that  a  s ingle 
thin ray fel l  upon the vul ture  eye. 
And this  I  did for  seven long nights 
- -every night  just  a t  midnight  - -but 
I  found the eye always closed;  and 
so i t  was impossible  to  do the work; 
for  i t  was not  the old man who vexed 
me,  but  his  Evi l  Eye.  And every 
morning,  when the day broke,  I  went 
boldly into the chamber,  and spoke 
courageously to  him,  cal l ing him by 
name in  a  hear ty  tone,  and inquir ing 
how he has  passed the night .  So 
you see he would have been a  very 
profound old man,  indeed,  to  suspect 
that  every night ,  just  a t  twelve,  I 
looked in  upon him while  he s lept .

Upon the eighth night  I  was more 
than usual ly  caut ious in  opening the 
door.  A watch’s  minute  hand moves 
more quickly than did mine.  Never 
before  that  night  had I  fe l t  the  extent 
of  my own powers  - -of  my sagaci ty. 
I  could scarcely contain my feel ings 
of  t r iumph.  To think that  there  I  was, 
opening the door,  l i t t le  by l i t t le ,  and 
he not  even to  dream of  my secret 
deeds or  thoughts .  I  fa i r ly  chuckled 
at  the idea;  and perhaps he heard me; 
for  he moved on the bed suddenly, 

“ I  heard al l 
things in the 

heaven and 
in the earth. I 

heard many 
things in 

hel l . ”



as  i f  s tar t led.  Now you may think that 
I  drew back --but  no.  His  room was as 
black as  pi tch with the thick darkness , 
( for  the shut ters  were close fastened, 
through fear  of  robbers , )  and so I 
knew that  he could not  see the opening 
of  the door,  and I  kept  pushing i t  on 
s teadi ly,  s teadi ly.  I  had my head in , 
and was about  to  open the lantern, 
when my thumb sl ipped upon the t in 
fas tening,  and the old man sprang up 
in  bed,  crying out  - -”Who’s  there?” I 
kept  qui te  s t i l l  and said nothing.  For 
a  whole hour  I  did not  move a  muscle , 
and in  the meant ime I  did not  hear  him 
l ie  down.  He was s t i l l  s i t t ing up in  the 
bed l is tening;  - - just  as  I  have done, 
night  af ter  night ,  hearkening to  the 
death watches in  the wal l .

Present ly  I  heard a  s l ight  groan,  and 
I  knew i t  was the groan of  mortal 
terror.  I t  was not  a  groan of  pain or  of 
gr ief  - -oh,  no!  - - i t  was the low st i f led 
sound that  ar ises  f rom the bot tom of 
the soul  when overcharged with awe. 
I  knew the sound wel l .  Many a  night , 
just  a t  midnight ,  when al l  the world 
s lept ,  i t  has  wel led up from my own 
bosom, deepening,  with i ts  dreadful 
echo,  the terrors  that  dis t racted me. 
I  say I  knew i t  wel l .  I  knew what  the 
old man fel t ,  and pi t ied him,  a l though 
I  chuckled at  hear t .  I  knew that  he had 
been lying awake ever  s ince the f i rs t 
s l ight  noise ,  when he had turned in 
the bed.  His  fears  had been ever  s ince 
growing upon him.  He had been t rying 
to  fancy them causeless ,  but  could not . 
He had been saying to  himself  - -”I t  is 
nothing but  the wind in  the chimney 
-- i t  i s  only a  mouse crossing the f loor,” 
or  “I t  is  merely a  cr icket  which has 
made a  s ingle  chirp.”  Yes,  he had been 
t rying to  comfort  himself  with these 
supposi t ions:  but  he had found al l  in 
vain.  All  in  vain;  because Death,  in 

approaching him had s ta lked with 
his  black shadow before him, 
and enveloped the vict im.  And 
i t  was the mournful  inf luence 
of  the unperceived shadow that 
caused him to feel  - -a l though he 
nei ther  saw nor  heard -- to  feel  the 
presence of  my head within the 
room.

When I  had wai ted a  long t ime, 
very pat ient ly,  without  hear ing 
him l ie  down,  I  resolved to  open a 
l i t t le  - -a  very,  very l i t t le  crevice 
in  the lantern.  So I  opened i t  - -you 
cannot  imagine how steal thi ly, 
s teal thi ly  - -unt i l ,  a t  length a 
s imple dim ray,  l ike the thread 
of  the spider,  shot  f rom out  the 
crevice and fel l  ful l  upon the 
vul ture  eye.  I t  was open --wide, 
wide open --and I  grew fur ious as  I 
gazed upon i t .  I  saw i t  with perfect 
dis t inctness  - -a l l  a  dul l  blue,  with 
a  hideous vei l  over  i t  that  chi l led 
the very marrow in my bones;  but 
I  could see nothing else  of  the old 
man’s  face or  person:  for  I  had 
directed the ray as  i f  by inst inct , 
precisely upon the damned spot . 
And have I  not  told you that 
what  you mistake for  madness  is 
but  over-acuteness  of  the sense? 
--now, I  say,  there  came to  my ears 
a  low,  dul l ,  quick sound,  such as 
a  watch makes when enveloped 
in  cot ton.  I  knew that  sound wel l , 
too.  I t  was the beat ing of  the old 
man’s  hear t .  I t  increased my fury, 
as  the beat ing of  a  drum st imulates 
the soldier  into courage.

But  even yet  I  refrained and kept 
s t i l l .  I  scarcely breathed.  I  held 
the lantern motionless .  I  t r ied how 
steadi ly  I  could maintain the ray 
upon the eve.  Meant ime the hel l ish



ta t too of  the hear t  increased.  I t  grew 
quicker  and quicker,  and louder  and 
louder  every instant .  The old man’s 
terror  must  have been extreme! I t 
grew louder,  I  say,  louder  every 
moment!  - -do you mark me wel l  I 
have told you that  I  am nervous:  so 
I  am.  And now at  the dead hour  of 
the night ,  amid the dreadful  s i lence 
of  that  old house,  so s t range a  noise 
as  this  exci ted me to  uncontrol lable 
terror.  Yet ,  for  some minutes  longer 
I  refrained and s tood s t i l l .  But 
the beat ing grew louder,  louder! 
I  thought  the hear t  must  burst . 
And now a new anxiety seized me 
-- the sound would be heard by a 
neighbour!  The old man’s  hour  had 
come! With a  loud yel l ,  I  threw open 
the lantern and leaped into the room. 
He shr ieked once --once only.  In  an 
instant  I  dragged him to the f loor, 
and pul led the heavy bed over  him. 
I  then smiled gai ly,  to  f ind the deed 
so far  done.  But ,  for  many minutes , 
the hear t  beat  on with a  muff led 
sound.  This ,  however,  did not  vex 
me;  i t  would not  be heard through 
the wal l .  At  length i t  ceased.  The old 
man was dead.  I  removed the bed and 
examined the corpse.  Yes,  he was 
s tone,  s tone dead.  I  placed my hand 
upon the hear t  and held i t  there  many 
minutes .  There was no pulsat ion. 
He was s tone dead.  His  eye would 
t rouble  me no more.

If  s t i l l  you think me mad,  you wil l 
think so no longer  when I  descr ibe 
the wise precaut ions I  took for  the 
concealment  of  the body.  The night 
waned,  and I  worked hast i ly,  but  in 
s i lence.  Firs t  of  a l l  I  d ismembered 
the corpse.  I  cut  off  the head and 
the arms and the legs .  I  then took up 
three planks from the f looring of  the 
chamber,  and deposi ted al l  between 

the scant l ings.  I  then replaced the 
boards so cleverly,  so cunningly,  that 
no human eye --not  even his  - -could 
have detected any thing wrong. 
There was nothing to  wash out  - -no 
s ta in  of  any kind --no blood-spot 
whatever.  I  had been too wary for 
that .  A tub had caught  a l l  - -ha!  ha!

When I  had made an end of  these 
labors ,  i t  was four  o’clock --s t i l l 
dark as  midnight .  As the bel l 
sounded the hour,  there  came a 
knocking at  the s t reet  door.  I  went 
down to open i t  wi th  a  l ight  hear t , 
- - for  what  had I  now to fear?  There 
entered three men,  who introduced 
themselves ,  with perfect  suavi ty,  as 
off icers  of  the pol ice .  A shr iek had 
been heard by a  neighbour  during 
the night ;  suspicion of  foul  play 
had been aroused;  information had 
been lodged at  the pol ice  off ice ,  and 
they ( the off icers)  had been deputed 
to  search the premises .  I  smiled, 
- - for  what  had I  to  fear?  I  bade the 
gent lemen welcome.  The shr iek,  I 
said,  was my own in a  dream. The 
old man,  I  ment ioned,  was absent  in 
the country.  I  took my vis i tors  a l l 
over  the house.  I  bade them search 
--search wel l .  I  led them, at  length, 
to  his  chamber.  I  showed them his 
t reasures ,  secure,  undis turbed.  In 
the enthusiasm of  my confidence, 
I  brought  chairs  into the room, and 
desired them here to  res t  f rom their 
fa t igues,  while  I  myself ,  in  the wild 
audaci ty  of  my perfect  t r iumph, 
placed my own seat  upon the very 
spot  beneath which reposed the 
corpse of  the vict im.

The off icers  were sat isf ied.  My 
manner  had convinced them. I  was 
s ingular ly  a t  ease.  They sat ,  and 
while  I  answered cheeri ly,  they 
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chat ted of  famil iar  things.  But ,  ere 
long,  I  fe l t  myself  get t ing pale  and 
wished them gone.  My head ached, 
and I  fancied a  r inging in  my ears : 
but  s t i l l  they sat  and s t i l l  chat ted. 
The r inging became more dis t inct : 
- - I t  cont inued and became more 
dis t inct :  I  ta lked more freely to  get 
r id  of  the feel ing:  but  i t  cont inued 
and gained def ini teness  - -unt i l ,  a t 
length,  I  found that  the noise  was 
not  within my ears .  No doubt  I  now 
grew very pale;  - -but  I  ta lked more 
f luent ly,  and with a  heightened 
voice.  Yet  the sound increased --and 
what  could I  do? I t  was a  low,  dul l , 
quick sound --much such a  sound 
as  a  watch makes when enveloped 
in  cot ton.  I  gasped for  breath --and 
yet  the off icers  heard i t  not .  I  ta lked 
more quickly --more vehemently;  but 
the noise  s teadi ly  increased.  I  arose 
and argued about  t r i f les ,  in  a  high 
key and with violent  gest iculat ions; 
but  the noise  s teadi ly  increased. 
Why would they not  be gone? I 
paced the f loor  to  and fro with 
heavy s t r ides ,  as  i f  exci ted to  fury 
by the observat ions of  the men --but 
the noise  s teadi ly  increased.  Oh 
God! what  could I  do? I  foamed --I 
raved --I  swore!  I  swung the chair 
upon which I  had been s i t t ing,  and 
grated i t  upon the boards,  but  the 
noise  arose over  a l l  and cont inual ly 
increased.  I t  grew louder  - - louder 
- - louder!  And s t i l l  the  men chat ted 
pleasant ly,  and smiled.  Was i t 
possible  they heard not?  Almighty 
God! --no,  no!  They heard!  - - they 
suspected!  - - they knew! -- they were 
making a  mockery of  my horror!-
this  I  thought ,  and this  I  think.  But 
anything was bet ter  than this  agony! 
Anything was more tolerable  than 
this  der is ion!  I  could bear  those 
hypocri t ical  smiles  no longer!  I  fe l t 

that  I  must  scream or  die!  and now 
--again!  - -hark!  louder!  louder! 
louder!  louder!

“Vil la ins!”  I  shr ieked,  “dissemble no 
more!  I  admit  the deed!  - - tear  up the 
planks!  here ,  here!  - - I t  i s  the beat ing 
of  his  hideous hear t !”
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ONLY ENEMIES 
SPEAK THE 
TRUTH; 
FRIENDS AND 
LOVERS LIE 
ENDLESSLY, 
CAUGHT IN THE 
WEB OF DUTY.     
-STEPHEN KING 

YOU MUSTN’T 
FALL IN LOVE 
WITH YOUR 
OWN HERO. 

-LEE CHILD 

THE KEY TO 
THRILLERS IS 
VICARIOUS 
PLEASURE. 

-LEE CHILD

IT’S NOT 
ABOUT WHAT 
YOU TELL 
THE READER, 
IT’S ABOUT 
WHAT YOU 
CONCEAL. 

-DAN BROWN 

WOMEN 
SHOULDN’T 
BE EXPECTED 
TO ONLY PLAY 
NURTURING, 
KIND 
CARETAKERS. 
-GILLIAN FLYNN 

I  LIKED THE 
IDEA OF A 
WHODUNIT 
REVOLVING 
AROUND A 
MARRIAGE. 
-GILLIAN FLYNN 
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EVERYTHING 
THAT HAS 
EXISTED, 
LINGERS 
IN THE 
ETERNITY. 

-AGATHA CHRISTIE 

I  REALLY 
BELIEVE THAT 
A WRITER IS 
SOMEONE WHO 
HAS TRAINED 
THEIR MIND TO 
MISBEHAVE. 

-BRAD THOR 

THE GREATEST 
GIFT IS OUR 
OWN EYES, 
SENSE OF 
SMELL, AND 
ABILITIES TO 
DEDUCE. 

-PATRICIA CORNWELL 

SUCCESS 
LEAVES CLUES, 
AND IF YOU 
SOW THE SAME 
SEEDS, YOU’LL 
REAP THE SAME 
REWARDS. 

-BRAD THOR 

THE HUMAN 
CAPACITY TO 
BE CURIOUS 
HAS ALWAYS 
EXISTED. 

-PATRICIA CORNWELL 

I ’M ALWAYS 
FASCINATED BY 
HOW DIFFERENT 
WRITERS’ 
ROOMS WORK. 
-MEGAN ABBOTT 
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GLIMPSE OF 
MYSTERY 

MINDS
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S a m a n t h a  G o o d w i n  h a s  w r i t t e n 

professional ly  for  her  business  career 

as  a  Chartered Market ing Manager  for 

over a decade before turning her hand to 

fiction. As an avid crime fiction fan, she 

regular ly  par t ic ipates  in  the renowned 

Theakston Old Pecul ier  Crime Wri t ing 

Fes t iva l  in  Har roga te  and  comple ted 

their  in  Harrogate  and completed their S
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p r e s t i g i o u s  C r i m e  Wr i t i n g 

Creat ive  Workshop.  She  a lso 

r e l i shes  a t t end ing  l i t e r a tu re 

fest ivals  across the country as 

wel l  as  engaging in  numerous 

on l ine  wr i t ing  communi t i e s . 

Keen to support upcoming authors, 

Samantha r e c e n t l y  l a u n c h e d 

t h e  # I n d i e W r i t i n g W i s d o m 

i n i t i a t i v e  o n  I n s t a g r a m  t o 

co l l a t e  and  sha re  i n sp i r i ng , 

o r ig ina l  quo tes  f rom a  wide 

range  of  d i ffe ren t  wr i te r s  to 

encourage others . 

W h e n  s h e  i s  n o t  w r i t i n g , 

S a m a n t h a  e n j o y s  r e a d i n g , 

c o u n t r y s i d e  w a l k s , 

m o v i e s ,  m u s i c a l s  a n d 

a l m o s t  a l l  c h o c o l a t e  ( b u t 

con t rovers ia l ly  no t  Oreos) . 

She l ives  in  Leeds with her 

husband, Chris, and son, Jack.

M u r d e r  a t  M a c b e t h  i s  h e r 

first novel and was longlisted 

fo r  the  in t e rna t iona l  F la sh 

500  Nove l  Award  in  2017 . 

“I loved this book. 

It’s a really great 

read; a proper 

whodunnit! As a 

debut novel, this is 

a cracker!”

-JOY ELLIS,

No.1 bestselling author of 

the D.I. Nikki Galena series
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M u r d e r  a t  M a c b e t h  i s  a  t r e a t 
f o r  c r i m e  a n d  m y s t e r y  l o v e r s . 

I t  s t a r t s  w i th  s t age  ac t r e s s  N ikk i , 
s t abb ing  he r se l f  whi l e  hundreds  o f 
audience  watch ing .  When the  scene 
ends ,  c laps  drown the  theat re .  Only 
behind the closed curtains, Nikki pleads 
unsuccessfully to her  colleagues with 
her eyes before losing consciousness.

The director and everyone first  thinks 
that she got too much into the character. 
But when she doesn’t move even when 
i t ’s  t ime for  the next  scene,  to  their 
horror they realize what had happened.

“I loved this book. It’s 

a really great read; a 

proper whodunnit! 

As a debut novel, this 

is a cracker!”

-JOY ELLIS,

No.1 bestselling author of the 

D.I. Nikki Galena series
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   Book
    Review
        by 
    Catherine 
    Edward 

Nikki is rushed to the hospital 
a n d  t h e  d e t e c t i v e s  g e t  t o 
w o r k ,  s l o w l y  u n r a v e l i n g 
t h e  k n o t s  o f  m y s t e r y.  T h e 
more  they  d ig  more  pol i t ics 
and  p ropaganda  comes  ou t . 
The  ant ic ipa t ion  only  keeps 
on  bu i ld ing  f rom the re  on .

They are  led on a  ta i l  chase 
a s  t h e y  f o l l o w  e a c h  b r e a d 
c rumbs ,  so  a re  the  r eaders . 
The  succ e s s  o f  t h i s  au t ho r 
l ies  in  the factor  that  readers 
are led on to suspect anything 
a n d  e v e r y t h i n g  t h e y  c o m e 
a c r o s s .  T h e  s t o r y  i s  w e l l 
p l o t t e d  t h a t  r e a d e r s  d o n ’ t 
na r row down the i r  suspec t s 
for  a t  least  90% of  the s tory.

Even i f  a  few had succeeded 
in  guess ing  the  k i l le r,  there 
i s  s t i l l  a  suspense  tha t  you 
never  expected.  Like I  sa id , 
this  cr ime drama is  a  t reat  to 

c r ime  and  mys t e ry  l ove r s .

When I  s tar ted reading I  fe l t 
a  wave of  nostalgia .  I  grew 
up reading cr ime myster ies . 
And this  book reminded me 
of my childhood days when I 
was first introduced to books. 
Such a  good o ld  memories . 

T h e  b o o k  s u c k e d  m e  i n , 
t ak ing  me to  London a long 
w i t h  t h e  c h a r a c t e r s .  I t ’s 
a  w h i l e  s i n c e  I  g o t  l o s t 
in to  a  s to ry  so  re l ig ious ly.

Author  Samantha 
had done a  great 
job in  her  debut 
novel ,  which 
only increases 
the expectat ion 
of  the readers  for 
her  next .  Highly 
recommend this 
read.

-  By Cather ine 
Edward

“A classic whodunnit that entertains in 

true Poirot style. It read like a really good 

episode of a prime-time crime series.”

CAROL DEELEY,

Author of the Britannica series
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CHIT CHAT 
WITH 
SAMANTHA 
GOODWIN
A small  Interview with Samantha Goodwin on the 

occasion of her debut novel  .-  by Michael le Sandefur

Hello Samantha, thank you for 
giving me your time for this 
interview. I’m excited for you to give 
us encouragement, insight and also 
a view into your world of mystery.

Q.1- Having a job and family, 
how do you manage to find time 
to write? 
It certainly is a challenge! I find 
I have to make the most of small 

snippets of time, rather than just 
discount them for not being long 
enough. That means I can continue 
to progress slowly but surely; for 
example when my baby is napping! 
Having a one-page outline is 
really useful for staying focused 
so I can pick up writing from 
where I left off while maintaining 
oversight of the whole story arc. 

Q.2- Did you ever invision 
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that you would ever become an 
author? What gave you the push 
in that direction?
 
I’ve always written stories, ever 
since I was about 5 years old! It’s 
been a dream of mine my whole life 
to write a book, so I’m really excited 
that I’ve finally released my debut 
novel. It’s been a long time coming!
It was my husband, Chris, who 
finally convinced me that I could 
do it. Also, it ended up being the 
last proper conversation I had with 
my Dad before he died suddenly of 
encephalitis two years ago so I felt 
very driven to finish it as a tribute 
to him. I found the whole process of 
writing very cathartic during grieving, 
it was helpful to be able to pour my 
energy into something positive.

Q.3- Once you started writing, did 
you have any doubts and worries?  
If so what were they? 

I am a people pleaser so I did 
worry about others not enjoying 
reading it. But being in a Book Club 
really opened my eyes to the fact 
that people can have very diverse 
opinions about the same book, so 
that made me relax about it a lot more 

– you can never please everyone!

Q.4- I’m sure family has always 
been supportive, did you ever 
experience jealousy on their part 
when you were engrossed in 
writing? 

I’ve actually been really blessed with 
a very supportive family, so have 
never experienced jealousy from any 
of them, but the balancing act was 
certainly tricky at times, especially 
with a young baby. My husband is a 
Graphic Designer so he understands 
the importance of having a creative 
outlet, and coincidentally he’s the 
one who designed my book cover!

I see that you participate often in 
the Theakston Old Peculier Crime 
Writing Festival and completed the 
Crime Writing Creative Workshop.

Q.5- Do you feel like it has honed 
your ability to write mystery 
crime novels? Do you suggest 
others should get involved with 
such festivals. 

I would definitely recommend that 
aspiring authors get involved with 
crime writing festivals. It was an 
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absolutely fantastic experience and 
was very inspiring to be coached 
by bestselling crime authors such 
as Lesley Thomson and Elly 
Griffiths. I learned a lot of great 
tips that I could incorporate into 
my novel, especially regarding 
maintaining a good pace and 
developing interesting characters.

I  love the fact  that  you 
have involved yourself  with 
helping other authors.  And 
your wil l ingness  to  give 
them your time and support. 

Q.6- Is this the reason why you 
created #IndieWritingWisdom 
on instagram so authors can 
find you and Connect? Have 
you had a good response? 

Yes it is, I love to help support 
fellow writers.
#IndieWritingWisdom is an 
initiative I launched on Instagram 
late last year to collate and share 
inspiring writing quotes from 
new and upcoming authors to 
encourage others. I’ve always 
been a fan of motivational writing 
quotes and I thought it would be 
an ideal way of giving a voice to 

new authors in the online writing 
community.
I’ve had a great response so far; over 
50 authors have contributed original 
quotes already and I hope to see that 
number grow even more this year.

Q.7- What inspired you to come 
up with the title “Murder At 
Macbeth”? 

I’ve always been fascinated by the 
superstitions surrounding Macbeth 
about it being cursed and the fact the 
play itself is about corruption and 
deception provided an interesting 
parallel to the novel’s murder mystery. 

I was also inspired by a newspaper 
article about a London West End 
actor who was accidentally stabbed 
live on stage. That sparked an idea in 
me about how dramatic that would 
be if it had been intentional. Plus, I 
found the concept of interviewing 
suspects who are also actors really 
interesting; they could so easily 
be playing a part to hide the truth.

Q.8- Of all the characters in your 
book, who is the one that you 
identify with the most? And why? 
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Always a tricky question when most of 
them are murder suspects! Although 
I did work really hard at creating 
multi-dimensional characters, so 
I do relate to a lot of them in some 
way. Violet Underwood is the one 
I identify with the most; she’s very 
conscientious and studious which was 
loosely based on my younger self. 
Plus she’s always late; my friends 
will confirm that is definitely like me!

Q.9- Were you shocked at the 
response to Murder At Macbeth? 
Did it change your life so to 
speak? 

I’ve been so thrilled by how well 
it has been received. To get five 
star reviews from numerous book 
bloggers and reach the No.1 spot on 
Amazon UK is a dream come true. 
And a lot of readers have compared 
my writing to Agatha Christie which is 
an incredible compliment. I wouldn’t 
say it’s necessarily life-changing but 
the thing that has shocked me the 
most is how people from all over the 
world have been enjoying my book 
which is really exciting to see. So 
far it’s been read in 14 countries and 
10 states (that I know about) which 
is kind of mind-blowing to me!

Q.10- Can we hope to find more 
novels in the future? If so is there 
a possibility for a series? 

I’ve definitely left it open so that the 
series can indeed continue. I think 
there would be a lot of scope to develop 
D.I. Robson further. I do have a lot of 
ideas, but haven’t started working on 
my next book just yet – as I recently 
became a new mum I’m taking my 
time on the writing front at present.

I bet family and friends find it 
difficult to watch crime dramas 
and movies with you. Because you 
guess the outcome. 

Q.11- Do you always get it 
right? Or do you get surprised 
sometimes? 

That is a brilliant question as it is 
so true! I must admit I can often 
guess the outcome of a lot of 
crime dramas and movies. I can 
still be surprised though and I love 
discovering new shows that have 
more twists and are less predictable; 
Killing Eve is a current favorite.

Q.12- What other types of genre 
do you enjoy reading? Have 
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you ever thought of writing 
something other than crime? 

I absolutely love reading 
dystopia books, so it would be 
interesting to explore that genre.
I think it’s so great to have 
that sense of escapism of 
experiencing another world.

On one last note, is there 
anything you would like to say 
to your fellow authors? 

Believe in yourself, and surround 
yourself with positive people who 
will spur you on. Writing groups 
and online communities are 
great for when you need advice. 

Also don’t worry about getting it 
right first time, otherwise you’ll 
never write anything.  One of 
my favourite writing quotes is 
from Shannon Hale who said, 
“I’m writing a first draft and 
reminding myself that I’m simply 
shovelling sand into a box so 
that later I can build castles.”

Thank you so much for doing 
this interview and we look 
forward to seeing more from you! 

Submission
Invite for
Christmas 
Anthology

vis i t :  www.edit ing le indiehouse.com

For more informat ion.
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By Tani 
Hanes

S c o u t  L a w s o n  i s  f l e e i n g  a n  u n h a p p y  p a s t ,  a n d 
t h i n k s  s h e ’s  r u n  a s  f a r  a s  s h e  c a n  f r o m  Ya l e 
Universi ty  when she lands a  job restor ing a  l ibrary 
i n  C o r n w a l l ,  E n g l a n d  f o r  r e c l u s i v e  r o c k  s t a r 
G e o rg e  Wi l d e r,  w h o  d r o p p e d  o u t  o f  s i g h t  a f t e r 
t he  dea th  o f  h i s  beau t i fu l  w i fe  t he  yea r  be fo re . 

A s  s o o n  a s  s h e  a r r i v e s  a t  h i s  e s t a t e ,  F a r r a w a y 
M i s t ,  s t r a n g e  t h i n g s  s t a r t  t o  h a p p e n . 

A s  t h e  c o u p l e ’ s  f e e l i n g s  f o r  e a c h  o t h e r 
g r o w,  t h e  e v e n t s  b e c o m e  m o r e  h a r r o w i n g , 
u n t i l  e v e r y t h i n g  t h e y  h o l d  d e a r  i s  i n  p e r i l .
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What is  i t  about a good 
t h r i l l e r  t h a t  k e e p s 
u s  c a p t i v a t e d ?  W h a t 
keeps  us  coming back 
to  the  same  r ide?  We 
k n o w  t h e  t w i s t s  a n d 
tu rns .  We know when 
that  music  bui lds  that 
someth ing  i s  coming . 
We  s h i f t  t o  t h e  e d g e 
o f  our  sea t s ,  l i t e ra l ly 
or  f igurat ively,  and we 
wai t  with bated breath 
f o r  t h e  k i l l e r ,  t h e 
s ta lker,  the  inevi table 
p i n  d r o p .  We  k n o w 
what  wai ts  around the 
bend.  We have fel t  the 
gu t t ed  sadness  o f  the 
mor t a l  l o s s .  We  have 
seen  the  gu i se  o f  the 
suspected fall  to reveal 
b l a s t e d  i n n o c e n c e . 
We  h a v e  r i d d e n  t h e 
h i g h s  a n d  l o w s ,  a n d 
though the  names  and 

THE PART 
OF PIECES

Author  of  Ages from Eterni ty  and Trapped in  Eterni ty.  With her  novels ,  Lora Douglas , 
offers  a  gl impse into her  mind.  A wanderer  s ince bir th ,  she del ights  in  the wonders 
of  places ,  people  and cul ture .  When she isn’t  wri t ing,  or  absorbed in  the wonderful ly 
crazy dance of  dai ly  l i fe ,  you can f ind her  rocking out  in  her  car  or  searching for  an 
adventure  deep in  the pages of  book or  out  on the winding road. 
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s i t u a t i o n s  c h a n g e , 
the  bones  are  s imilar. 

So, in those cases, when 
we know the s tory,  we 
know the bones.  What 
keeps us  s t rapped into 
t h e  s e a t ,  r e a d y i n g 
t h e  c u p  o f  c o f f e e ,  a 
g l a s s  o f  w i n e ,  o r  a 
moun ta in  o f  popco rn 
a n d  t a k i n g  t h e  r i d e ? 

O n e  a s p e c t  i s  t h e 
a r t  o f  c o n t r o l l e d , 
regulated fear.  Within 
a  s a f e  e n v i r o n m e n t , 
w e  c a n  t a p  i n t o  t h a t 
pr imal ,  pr imit ive  fear 
tha t  t akes  ho ld  as  we 
r ide the wave through 
anxiety, determination, 
t e n s i o n ,  t e r r o r ,  a n d 
f i n a l l y  l a n d i n g  t h e 
a d d i c t i v e  p o o l  o f 
r e l i e f ,  e x h i l a r a t i o n , 
a n d  s a t i s f a c t i o n . 

This ride is more than a 
mental  jaunt  or  t r ivial 
e n t e r t a i n m e n t .  T h e 
l i m b i c  s y s t e m ,  d e e p 
in  our  bra ins ,  p lays  a 
paramount  role  in  our 
r e sponse  t o  a  t h r ea t , 
whe the r  i t  i s  r e a l  o r 
f ic t i t ious.  I f  the brain 
perceives it ,  the limbic 
s y s t e m  r e s p o n d s . 
T h e  l i m b i c  r e s p o n s e 
affects  many different 
a r e a s ,  p a r t ,  a n d 
workings in  the body, 
m a i n l y  t h e  r e l e a s e 

o f  s t e ro id  ho rmones . 

C o r t i s o l ,  t h e  s t r e s s 
h o r m o n e ,  i n c r e a s e s 
your blood pressure and 
b r ea th ing  r a t e .  A l so , 
with the fear response, 
n e u r o t r a n s m i t t e r s 
l i k e  d o p a m i n e , 
n o r e p i n e p h r i n e ,  a n d 
e p i n e p h r i n e  ( a l s o 
c a l l e d  a d r e n a l i n e ) , 
(gamma)-aminobutyric 
a c i d  ( G A B A ) ,  a n d 
s e r o t o n i n  f l o o d 
t h e  b r a i n .   T h e s e 
l i t t l e  t r a n s m i t t e r s 
p l a y  a  m i g h t y  r o l e . 

Often referred to as the 
“fee l  good hormone,” 
d o p a m i n e  t r i g g e r s  a 
feeling of euphoria and 
aids  in  motivat ion and 
concen t ra t ion .  GABA 
i n h i b i t s  s t r e s s  a n d 
a n x i e t y.  E n d o r p h i n s 
a l t e r  t h e  p e r c e p t i o n 
o f  p a i n  a n d  c r e a t e 
f ee l ings  o f  euphor i a . 
S e r o t o n i n  r e g u l a t e s 
y o u r  m o o d .  W h e n 
the  body  pe rce ives  a 
threat ,  a  f lood of these 
n e u r o t r a n s m i t t e r s 
can  suppress  ac t iv i ty 
i n  c e r t a i n  p a r t s  o f 
t h e  b r a i n  t h a t  a f f e c t 
c o n c e n t r a t i o n  a n d 
s h o r t - t e r m  m e m o r y 
w h i l e  a l s o  a f f e c t i n g 
r a t i o n a l  t h o u g h t 
a n d  i n h i b i t i o n s . 

A l l  o f  t h i s  t o g e t h e r 
fuels the flight or fight 
r e s p o n s e .  Yo u r  b o d y 
r e c e i v e s  a  h e a l t h y 
dose of  pain numbing, 
t h o u g h t  f o c u s i n g , 
b l o o d  p u m p i n g  f u e l 
as  your  brain zeros  in 
o n  t h e  t a s k  a t  h a n d . 
I n  S h u t t e r  I s l a n d  b y 
D e n n i s  L e h a n e ,  a s 
Teddy cl imbs his  way 
to the l ighthouse,  your 
b ra in  scours  the  road 
that  has  led him here. 
You search the scenes, 
a i m l e s s l y  t r y i n g  t o 
discern truth from lies. 
You have fel t  his  pain, 
saw his mental  turmoil 
a n d  a t  l e a s t  y o u  a r e 
g i v e n  t h e  t r u t h .  T h e 
rug is pulled from your 
feet  and you saw with 
n e w,  s a n e  e y e s .  T h e 
p ieces  t ick  in to  p lace 
and you are faced with 
gaping bewilderment or 
palatable  sat isfact ion. 
“I  knew i t !” 

The story wove its track 
and your  brain worked 
i ts  magic.  This twisted 
pas de deux, l ike many 
o the rs  in  many  t a les , 
took you on a  visceral 
thrill ride, leaving your 
s t r e s s ,  conce rns ,  and 
d a y - t o - d a y  h u m d r u m 
at  the gate.   The twists 
a n d  t u r n s  c o n s u m e 
y o u r  b r a i n  a n d  y o u 
g e t  a  g r e a t  b o o s t  o f 
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f e e l - g o o d  h o r m o n e s  t o  b o o t . 

Another  aspect  of  a  good thr i l ler 
that  keeps us  engaged and coming 
back, is the power of the trick. This 
is  more than the br i l l iance of  the 
p lo t  twis t  o r  the  “shockingness” 
of  the reveal .  The t rue power l ies 
in  the  bu i ld  up .  What  makes  up 
t h e  t r a i l  o f  b r e a d  c r u m b s  t h a t 
keeps us  with our  eyes  locked on 
the  page and our  brain ,  dut i ful ly 
f o c u s e d ?  P e r s o n a l l y,  t h e  m o s t 
c a p t i v a t i n g ,  c l u t c h i n g ,  a n d  a t 
t imes  in fu r ia t ing  pa r t  o f  a  good 
thril ler  that  keeps me coming back 
for  the damned r ide,  is  that  t ra i l . 

The fragments of foreshadowing and 
t ips  of  information dropped along 
the  way are  the  crucia l  e lements 
that  leave me thoroughly sat isf ied 
or frustratingly disappointed. Give 
me a  l ack- lus te r  twis t  bu t  i f  the 
p ieces  are  c lear  and c lever,  then 
chances are,  I  am sat isf ied.  Throw 
in  a  hel l  of  a  twis t  but  leave the 
pieces  d is jo inted,  scat tered or  a t 
worst ,  forced,  and I  might applaud 
the twist ,  but  I  wil l  not  c lose the 
book with a smile.  Give me a good 
rug  pu l l  and  in s t an t ly  my  mind 
wi l l  d ive  back  to  the  beg inn ing 
and analyze al l  the  pieces  leading 
up to the monumental moment. Our 
bra ins  c rave  informat ion  and  we 
are addicted to certainty.  I  bel ieve 
a  s to ry  wi th  sound  p ieces  f eeds 
t hose  pa r t s  o f  ou r  b r a in .  When 
mixed with the visceral cocktail  of 
neurotransmitters  and endorphins, 
v o i l a ,  y o u  h a v e  t h e  p e r f e c t 
m e a n s  o f  p l e a s u r a b l e  e s c a p e . 

M y  f i r s t  e x p e r i e n c e  w i t h  t h e 

magic  o f  the  p ieces  occur red  by 
c o m p l e t e  a c c i d e n t .  I  w a s  o n l y 
seven  when  I  c rossed  the  l iv ing 
room and glimpsed an image on the 
te lev is ion  sc reen .  I t  was  a  smal l 
pengu in .  A man  in  a  whee lcha i r 
was setting it  back on a small  table 
l i t t e r ed  wi th  o the r  l i t t l e  f igu res 
a n d  a  v o i c e  i n  m y  y o u n g  b r a i n 
was  adamant  tha t  someth ing  was 
wrong.  That  l i t t le  penguin needed 
to  face a  different  direct ion.  I  had 
no  con tex t ,  no  reason  to  fee l  so 
strongly about such a tr ivial  image 
but  I  did.  Years  la ter,  in  the throes 
of building suspense in the pages of 
Stephen King’s  Misery,  I  saw that 
l i t t l e  pengu in  aga in  and  beho ld , 
tha t  young voice  was  dead  on  in 
i t s  pe rcep t ion .  Ca l l  i t  i n tu i t ion . 
Cal l  i t  a  coincidence.  I  cal l  i t  the 
power of  the pieces.  The setup and 
a t t en t ion  to  de ta i l  were  done  so 
precisely that I didn’t need to know 
the s tory to  feel  the power in  that 
l i t t le  act ion.  I  did not  know why i t 
was important .  I  did not  know why 
I  had  th is  pr imal  need to  correc t 
the  man  on  the  sc reen ,  the  need 
to  f ix  the  penguin  but  I  d id ,  and 
that  need was raw and compulsive. 

For some people, their mind relishes 
in  a  good puzzle .  I  have heard i t 
said many times by family, friends, 
a s s o c i a t e s ,  a n d  r e a d e r s ,  “ D o n ’ t 
just scare me; make me think.”  We 
want  to  see  the  op t ions ,  ana lyze 
the data  and f ind the cer ta inty in 
the conclusion.  Wil l  they survive? 
Who is the culprit? Who is the real 
ev i l ?  What  i s  the  twis t  go ing  to 
be? We crave the cer ta inty in  the 
midst of building tension, character 
d e v e l o p m e n t ,  w i n d i n g  p l o t  a n d 
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viscera l  th r i l l .  We want  to  know. 
Somet imes  the  puzz le  t akes  on  a 
different  feel .  Maybe we think we 
could survive. We could do it  better 
than the f leeing vict im.  Maybe we 
would  no t  ge t  caugh t .  We  would 
see  th rough  the  d i sgu i se  and  we 
w o u l d  w i n .  S o m e t i m e s  w e  s l i p 
i n to  the  p ro t agon i s t ’s  shoes  and 
s tand toe to  toe with the towering 
evi l  and we win.  Regardless  of  the 
tone of  the puzzle ,  the crux of  the 
pul l  s tays  the same.  We devour  the 
p i eces ,  we  ana lyze  the  da t a  and 
th rough  tha t ,  the  s to ry  g rabs  us . 

No doubt  cer ta in  movies  or  s tor ies 
c o m e  t o  m i n d .  A s t r e w  o f  r e d 
objects ,  a  harbinger  tha t  lays  out 
t he  s to ry,  a  d i s in t e r e s t ed  gua rd , 
or  f lashes  of  dreams.  Some pieces 
s t and  in  the  fo reground ,  sh in ing 
a  l ight  on th ings  to  come.  Others 
on ly  fu l l y  make  s ense  a f t e r  t he 
reveal  but  once you know of  their 
ex i s t ence ,  t hey  l ine  the  t r ack  o f 
t h e  r i d e  a n d  w i t h o u t  t h e m ,  t h e 
experience would not  be the same.  

Whi l e  I  am  su re  t ha t  a l l  p i e ce s 
a r e  t e c h n i c a l l y  c o n s i d e r e d 
f o r e s h a d o w i n g ,  f o r  t h e  s a k e  o f 
th i s  a r t i c le ,  I  have  sp l i t  the  two. 
Foreshadowing is  a  v i ta l  force  to 
be planned,  executed,  and revised. 
I t  i s  a  power  to  be  honed  though 
n e v e r  o v e r u s e d .  I t  m o r p h s  a n d 
s h i f t s  i n  t h e  w a y  i t  i s  w i e l d e d . 
Take care  in  foreshadowing.  Give 
i t  due at tent ion.  Though I  value i ts 
impor tance ,  the  p ieces  I  r e fe r  to 
can differ  s l ight ly.  They are ,  in  a 
sense,  foreshadowing but  i t  i s  the 
clever  craf t  of  the tangible  object 

or  the use of  the phrase,  precise  in 
its oddity that taunts the mind to pay 
at tention.  As the penguin,  mundane 
i n  i t s  ex i s t ence ,  w i th  a  tw i s t  o f 
i t s  pos i t ion ,  gave  way  to  unease . 
This  small  piece not  only brought 
ha rdsh ip  on  ou r  he ro  bu t  dus t ed 
off  another  layer  of  the  perver ted 
psyche of Annie,  our antagonist .   In 
the  f i lm,  the  s t i l lness  o f  the  l ens 
h i n t e d  t o  t h e  i m p o r t a n c e  o f  o u r 
l i t t le  penguin,  but  a  viewer caught 
up in  the thr i l l  r ide,  on the edge of 
the i r  sea t ,  holding thei r  breath  or 
screaming a t  Paul  to  move fas ter, 
cou ld  mi s s  t he  g r av i t y  un t i l  t he 
moment  the piece f lexes  i ts  power. 
Then ,  inev i t ab ly,  the  mind  snaps 
back to  the blasted l i t t le  penguin. 
Moments  l ike this ,  the  pieces  glow 
in  the  mind ,  l ike  a  beacon  a long 
the track, not too quickly forgotten. 

When you sit down to pen your story, 
r emember  the  p ieces .  Trea t  them 
with respect ,  hone them to clar i ty, 
c h i p  t h e m  t o  p e r f e c t i o n  a n d  l a y 
them out  precisely.  Set  up the track 
wi th  i t s  twis ts  and turns  and give 
your  reader,  your  watcher  a  r ide of 
a lifetime. And when that final gong 
hits ,  that  last  gut  punch, rug pull  or 
feel  good moment  ends,  give them 
pieces to go back and digest.  This is 
when the story becomes part of them. 

Wha t  i s  i t  abou t  a  good  t h r i l l e r 
t h a t  k e e p s  u s  c a p t i v a t e d ?  W h a t 
keeps us  coming back to  the same 
r ide?  A good  th r i l l e r  g r ips  us  a t 
a  p r i m a l  l e v e l .  I t  t a k e s  u s  o n  a 
v i sce ra l  r ide  tha t  ge t s  our  minds 
and bodies  involved.  They do not 
jus t  scare  us;  they make us  think. 
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They grab ahold of  our  need for  cer ta inty,  our  craving for  escape and 
they  reward  us  wi th  a  phys ica l ,  f ee l -good  sensa t ion  and  senses  o f 
re l ief  or  sat isfact ion.  But  most  of  a l l ,  they lay out  a  tempting puzzle 
with hooking pieces  that  keep me coming back,  digging for  more and 
digest ing the informat ion unt i l  I  am intoxicated with  the  feel ing of 
cer ta inty,  in te l l igence,  and unders tanding.  I  see  i t .  I  feel  i t .  I  want 
to  s t rap in  again for  the same r ide,  the same rush,  and the same hunt . 

THANK YOU

Lora Doug las

Guest Author

F o l l o w  L o r a  o n  S o c i a l  M e d i a 

@lora_douglas_author

@LoraDouglas112
@loradouglas.com
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Coming soon 
by

C a t h e r i n e 
Edward
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Rememberance
Your hands easy we i gh t , 

t eas i ng  th e  b e e s

h i v ed i n  my ha i r , 

your  sm i l e  a t  t h e s l op e  o f  my che ek .

On th e  o c cas i on , 

you pr e s s  above  me , 

g l ow ing ,  spou t i ng  r ead in e s s , 

mys t e ry  rape s

my r eason

When you have  w i t hdrawn

your s e l f  and th e  mag i c , 

when on ly  th e  sme l l  o f  your

l ov e  l i ng er s  b e twe en

my br eas t s ,  t h en ,  on ly  th en , 

can I gr e ed i l y  consume

your p r e s enc e .

                 -  Maya Ange l ou

E D I T I N G L E  M A G  |  P R E M I E R  I S S U E70



Master 
Stroke
tips  from

well  known
Authors
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WRITING 
TIPES 
FROM

ASPIRING
AUTHORS

Excited him now natural  saw passage off ices 

you minuter.  At by asked being court hopes. 

Farther so fr iends am to detract .  Forbade 

con private be.  Offending residence but men 
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Stephen 
King

1.  On what i t  takes:
“If  you want to be a wri ter,  you must  do two things above 
a l l  o the rs :  r ead  a  lo t  and  wr i t e  a  lo t .  There ’s  no  way 
around these two things that  I ’m aware of ,  no shortcut .

2.  On going forward:
“The scar ies t  moment  i s  a lways  jus t  before  you s tar t .”

3.  On motivation:
“You cannot  hope  to  sweep  someone  e l se  away by  the 
fo rce  o f  your  wr i t ing  un t i l  i t  has  been  done  to  you .”

4.  On keeping i t  s imple:
“ D e s c r i p t i o n  b e g i n s  i n  t h e  w r i t e r ’ s 
imaginat ion,  but  should f inish in  the  reader ’s .”

5.  On quality:
“I think the best stories always end up being about the people 
ra ther  than the event ,  which is  to  say character-dr iven.”



6.  On style:
“The road to  hel l  is  paved with adverbs.”

7.  On meaning:
“Words  c rea te  sen tences ;  sen tences  c rea te  paragraphs ; 
somet imes  pa ragraphs  qu icken  and  beg in  to  b rea the .”

8.  On happiness:
“Writing isn’t about making money, getting famous, getting 
dates, getting laid, or making friends. In the end, it’s about 
enriching the l ives of  those who wil l  read your work,  and 
enriching your own life, as well. It’s about getting up, getting 
well, and getting over. Getting happy, okay? Getting happy.”

9.  On f inding ideas:
“Let’s  get  one thing clear  r ight  now, shal l  we? There is 
no Idea Dump,  no Story Central ,  no Is land of  the Buried 
Bestsel lers;  good story ideas seem to come quite  l i teral ly 
f rom nowhere,  sai l ing at  you r ight  out  of  the empty sky: 
two previously unrelated ideas  come together  and make 
some th ing  new unde r  t he  sun .  Your  j ob  i sn ’ t  t o  f i nd 
these ideas  but  to  recognize them when they show up.”

10.  On hard work:
“There is  a  muse,  but  he’s  not  going to  come f lut ter ing 
down into your  wri t ing room and scat ter  creat ive fairy-
dus t  a l l  over  your  typewri te r  or  computer.  He  l ives  in 
the  ground.  He’s  a  basement  k ind  of  guy.  You have  to 
descend to  his  level ,  and once you get  down there  you 
have to  furnish an apartment  for  him to l ive in .  You have 
to  do al l  the  grunt  labor,  in  other  words,  while  the muse 
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s i ts  and smokes  c igars  and admires  h is  bowling t rophies 
and pretends to  ignore you.  Do you think i t ’s  fa i r?  I  think 
i t ’s  fa i r.  He may not  be  much to  look a t ,  tha t  muse-guy, 
and he may not  be much of a  conversat ionalis t ,  but  he’s got 
inspirat ion.  I t ’s  r ight  that  you should do al l  the  work and 
burn al l  the  mid-night  oi l ,  because the guy with the cigar 
and the l i t t le  wings has  got  a  bag of  magic .  There’s  s tuff 
in  there  that  can change your  l i fe .  Bel ieve  me,  I  know.”

A l l  q u o t e s  t a k e n  f r o m  S t e p h e n  K i n g ’ s  O n  W r i t i n g :  A 
M e m o i r  o f  t h e  C r a f t

H a r r i e t t  L a r s o n  h a s  b e e n  i n  l o v e  w i t h 

Stan  Craf tsman for  years ,  but  he’s  never 

p a i d  a n y  a t t e n t i o n  t o  h e r.  I n s t e a d ,  h i s 

focus has  a lways been on her  twin s is ter. 

So  when  S tan  p roposes  to  Har r i e t t ,  she 

knows i t ’s  only because he needs a  mother 

f o r  t h e  l i t t l e  g i r l  h e  r e c e n t l y  a d o p t e d .

And  wh i l e  he r  f i r s t  r e ac t i on  i s  t o  t u rn 

h i m  d o w n ,  s h e  c a n ’ t  b r i n g  h e r s e l f  t o 

tu rn  he r  back  on  an  innocen t  ch i ld  who 

needs  he r.  So  i t  i s  w i th  r e luc t ance  she 

a g r e e s  t o  m a r r y  h i m .  B u t  o n l y  o n  o n e 

condi t ion .  Thei rs  wi l l  never  be  anyth ing 

more than a  marr iage of  convenience.  She 

wil l  not  be vulnerable  to  him ever  again.

B u t  a s  s o o n  a s  S t a n  m a r r i e s  h e r ,  h e 

r eg re t s  the  dea l  he  made .  She ’s  no t  the 

wal l f lower  he  thought  her  to  be .  In  fac t , 

she’s  much more appeal ing than her  s is ter. 

The problem is ,  how can he convince her 

of  that  so they can turn their  marr iage of 

convenience  in to  someth ing  much more?



Lee
Chi ld

Like  h is  famous  pro tagonis t ,  Jack  Reacher,  Lee  Chi ld  i s 
a  b i t  of  a  rogue badass—especia l ly  when i t  comes to  h is 
thoughts  on wri t ing,  and debunking popular  wri t ing rules .

I n  h i s  T h r i l l e r F e s t  s e s s i o n  “ Te l l ,  D o n ’ t  S h o w :  W h y 
Wr i t ing  Ru les  a re  Mos t ly  Wrong ,”  Ch i ld  ba t t l ed  a  f ew 
o f  t he  b igges t  wr i t i ng  my ths  ou t  t he r e ,  and  exp l a ined 
w h a t  r e a l l y  k e e p s  a  r e a d e r  r e a d i n g  u n t i l  T h e  E n d .

1.  Show, Don’t  Tel l
Picture this: In a novel, a character wakes up and looks at himself in 
the mirror, noting his scars and other physical traits for the reader.

“It is completely and utterly divorced from real life,” Child said.

S o  w h y  d o  w r i t e r s  d o  t h i s ?  C h i l d  s a i d  i t ’s  b e c a u s e 
t hey ’ve  been  bea t en  down  by  the  ru l e  o f  Show,  Don’ t 
Te l l .  “They  manufac tu re  t h i s  en t i r e ly  a r t i f i c i a l  t h ing . ”

“We’re not story showers,” Child said. “We’re story tellers.”

Chi ld  sa id  there’s  noth ing wrong wi th  s imply  saying the 
character  was 6 feet  ta l l ,  wi th  scars .

After all, he added—do your kids ever ask you to show them a story? 
They ask you to tell them a story. Do you show a joke? No, you tell it.

“There is  nothing wrong with just  te l l ing the s tory,” 
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Child said.  “So l iberate  yourself  f rom that  rule .”

Child bel ieves  the average reader  doesn’t  care  a t  a l l  about 
te l l ing ,  showing,  e tc .  He or  she  jus t  wants  something  to 
la tch onto,  something to  carry them through the book.  By 
fo l lowing  too  many  “ ru les , ”  you  can  lose  your  readers .

2.  Don’t  Start  With the Weather
“ I f  t h e  w e a t h e r  i s  w h a t ’s  o n  y o u r  m i n d ,  s t a r t 
w i t h  i t , ”  C h i l d  s a i d . S i m p l y  p u t ,  a l l - t i m e  g r e a t 
A l i s t a i r  M a c L e a n  d i d  i t  a l l  t h e  t i m e .  E n o u g h  s a i d .

3.Suspense is  Created by X,  Y,  or Z
For  ins tance:  Suspense  i s  c rea ted  by  having sympathet ic 
charac ters .  More  and  more ,  Chi ld  sa id ,  th i s  ru le  doesn’t 
a d d  u p .  C a s e  i n  p o i n t :  I n  T h e  R u n a w a y  J u r y  b y  J o h n 
Gr i sham,  Chi ld  sa id  the re  i sn ’t  a  sympathe t i c  charac te r 
in  the  en t i re  book—there  a re  bad  guys ,  and  worse  guys . 
Ins tead  of  sympathet ic  charac ters ,  the  book i s  dr iven  by 
what the verdict  of  the tr ial  at  the heart  of  the story wil l  be.

“And that’s how you create suspense,” he said—it all boils down 
to asking a question and making people wait  for  the answer.

Child added that  one thing he has  learned throughout  his 
career  as  a  te levis ion  wr i ter  and novel i s t  i s  tha t  humans 
a re  ha rd-wi red  to  wan t  the  answer  to  a  ques t ion .  When 
the remote control  was invented,  i t  threw the TV business 
through a  loop.  How would you keep people  around during 
a commercial? So TV producers started posing a question at 
the start  of the commercial break, and answering it  when the 
program returned.  (Think sports—Who has the most  career 
grand s lams?)  Even i f  you don’t  care  about  the answer, 
Ch i ld  sa id ,  you  s t i ck  a round because  you ’ re  in t r i gued .

Ultimately, he said writing rules make the craft more complicated 
than it really is—when it comes down to it, it’s a simple thing.

“ The  way  t o  w r i t e  a  t h r i l l e r  i s  t o  a s k  a  ques t i on  a 
t he  beg i nn i n g ,  and  an swe r  i t  a t  t h e  end , ”  he  s a i d .



When he’s crafting his books, Child doesn’t know the answer to 
his question, and he writes scene by scene—he’s just trying to 
answer the question as he goes through, and he keeps throwing 
different complications in that he’ll f igure out later. And that 
very wel l  may be the key to his sharp,  bestsel l ing prose.

“For me the end of  a book is  just  as exc i t ing as i t  is  for  a 
reader,” he said.

C lever,  beaut i fu l  but unfortunate ly 
lonely Vio let  F i re works peaceful ly 
in the company of the powerful, one 
of the richest men in Madrid, Spain - 
Kyle Jamieson. But one night in club 
‘Drunken Cher ry ’  changes her  l i fe 
abrupt ly,  and Vio let  having no idea 
i f  i t  is  for  the better  or  worse.  An 
accidental meeting with her gorgeous 
boss,  Mr.  Jamieson who al l  women 
in the off ice are thri l led with, twists 
her dest iny.  A dest iny she couldn’t 
imagine even in her worst nightmares 
o r  her  bes t  daydreams.  A  des t iny 
tha t  tu rns  he r  l i f e  ups ide  down .

Will Violet survive this race in her life 
where her independence is at stake? 
Wi l l  she be the independent woman 
V i o l e t  a lway s  t hough t  she  was ?
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Bernard 
Cornwell

Bernard Cornwell  is  a  Bri t ish author  of  his tor ical  novels , 
modern thr i l lers ,  and a  his tory of  the Water loo Campaign. 
He was born 23 February 1944.

He is  best  known for  his  novels  featur ing Napoleonic  Wars 
r i f leman,  Richard Sharpe,  which were adapted into a  ser ies 
of  Sharpe te levis ion f i lms.  The f i rs t  book in  the ser ies  was 
Sharpe’s  Eagle .

Other  works  include The Saxon Chronicles  Ser ies ,  which 
began  wi th  The  Las t  Kingdom in  2004 .  The  books  have 
been  adap t ed  t o  a  t e l ev i s ion  s e r i e s  o f  t he  s ame  name .

Here is  some t ips  f rom his  websi te  t i t led:  Wri t ing Advice

1.  The Story Is  All-Important
“When  I  had  wr i t t en  two  o r  th ree  books ,  I  l ea rned  tha t 
s tyle  is  something that  can be appl ied at  the la ter  s tages  of 
wri t ing.  The most  important  thing,  the al l - important  thing, 
is  to  get  the s tory r ight .  Wri te ,  rewri te ,  rewri te  again,  and 
do not  worry about  anything except  s tory.  I t  i s  s tory,  s tory, 
story…  Once the story is right,  everything else will  follow.”

2.  Begin With A Question
“Kur t  Vonnegu t  once  gave  a  sp l end id  p i ece  o f  adv i ce . 
Every  good s tory,  he  sa id ,  begins  wi th  a  ques t ion.  Harry 
meets  Anne and wants  to  marry her.  There’s  the  quest ion 



a l ready,  wi l l  he  succeed?  But  Har ry  i s  a l r eady  mar r i ed 
to  Kathar ine,  so  there  is  your  plot .  Simple,  isn’t  i t?  And 
i f  your  opening quest ion is  r ight ,  then the  pursui t  of  the 
answer  w i l l  p rope l  t he  r eade r  t h rough  the  book .  More 
impor tan t ,  i t  w i l l  p rope l  the  wr i t e r  th rough  the  book .”

3.  Improve Your Work By Analysing Other Books
“Suppose you decide to build a better mousetrap. You would 
begin ,  surely,  by taking apar t  the  exis t ing mousetraps  to 
see how they worked.  You must  do the same with books.”

4.  You wil l  Never Know How Much Research Is 
Enough
“Research,  how much is  needed? The answer is  annoyingly 
contradictory – both more than you can ever  do and only 
as  much as  is  needed.  By that  I  mean that  you can never 
know enough about  your  chosen per iod,  and so your  whole 
l i fe  becomes  a  research  pro jec t  in to  the  16th  or  18 th  or 
wha tever  cen tu ry  i t  i s  you  a re  wr i t ing  abou t ,  bu t  when 
i t  comes to  a  specif ic  book there  real ly  can be too much 
research.  Why explore eighteenth century furni ture making 
i f  the book doesn’t  feature  furni ture? Do as  much research 
a s  you  f ee l  comfor t ab le  do ing ,  wr i t e  the  book  and  see 
where  the  gaps  a re ,  then  go  and  resea rch  the  gaps .  But 
don’t  ge t  hung  up  on  r e sea rch  –  some  fo lk  do  no th ing 
bu t  r e sea rch  and  never  ge t  round  to  wr i t ing  the  book .”

5.  You Have To Do The Work
“In the end you have to  wri te  the book.  Do i t ,  remember 
t h a t  e v e r y o n e  b e g a n  j u s t  l i k e  y o u ,  s i t t i n g  a t  a  t a b l e 
and  s ec r e t l y  doub t ing  t ha t  t hey  wou ld  eve r  f i n i sh  t he 
t a sk .  Bu t  keep  a t  i t .  A page  a  day  and  you’ve  wr i t t en 
a  b o o k  i n  a  y e a r !  A n d  e n j o y  i t !  Wr i t i n g ,  a s  m a n y  o f 
u s  h a v e  d i s c o v e r e d ,  i s  m u c h  b e t t e r  t h a n  w o r k i n g . ”
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Jeffrey 
Archer

Je ff rey Archer (born 15 Apr i l  1940) is  an Engl ish author and 
former po l i t i c ian .  H is  books ,  s tar t ing wi th Kane and Abe l 
have been publ ished in 97 countr ies and in more than 33 
languages.  Je ff rey Archer is  a f i rmly establ ished bestsel l ing 
novel ist ,  with internat ional sales passing 330 mil l ion copies.

1.  Make t ime 
“Decide when you’re going to write.  Don’t be casual and only 
do it as and when it suits you. Don’t think you can write a novel 
af ter  you’ve done a  hard day’s  work,  i t ’s  insul t ing to  those 
professional novelists who spend their time doing nothing else.”

2.  Be discipl ined 
“For example, I  write from 6-8 a.m., 10-12 a.m., 2-4 p.m., 6-8 
p.m. I keep that routine up for 40-50 days and handwrite every 
word. I then take a break and go back to it again a month later.”

3.  Write  what you know 
“Don’t  do  vampires ,  wizards  or  ghos ts  because  they’re  in 
f a sh ion .  J ane  Aus ten  wro te  abou t  f ami ly  l i f e  i n  a  sma l l 
vi l lage and gave us  s ix  of  the greatest  novels  ever  writ ten.”

4.  Get  some fresh air. 
“I  go for  two long walks  between sessions,  for  two reasons, 



physica l  and menta l .  The  p lo t  wi l l  buzz  around in  your 
m i n d  w h i l e  y o u  a r e  w a l k i n g ,  c o n t i n u a l l y  c h u r n i n g 
over,  which  i t  can’t  be  whi le  you’ re  ac tua l ly  wr i t ing .”

5.  Do several  drafts 
“Do not  imagine that  the f irs t  draft  of  your book is  the one 
that  wi l l  be  publ ished.  My la tes t  novel ,  The Sins  of  the 
Father,  was 14 drafts  and took approximately 1000 hours.”

6.  Be f lexible 
“I f  you  th ink  of  someth ing  be t te r  ha l f -way through the 
w r i t i n g  p r o c e s s ,  d o n ’ t  b e  f r i g h t e n e d  t o  g o  b a c k  a n d 
i n c o r p o r a t e  i t  o r  e v e n  c h a n g e  t h e  s t o r y  c o m p l e t e l y. ”

7 .  Seek opinions from professionals 
“When  you  wan t  an  op in ion  on  wha t  you  cons ide r  the 
f in i shed  sc r ip t ,  s eek  i t  f rom a  p ro fes s iona l  ed i to r,  an 
a g e n t  o r  s o m e o n e  y o u  d o n ’ t  k n o w,  t h r o u g h  a  t h i r d 
par ty.  Do not  seek an opinion f rom your  wife ,  husband, 
p a r t n e r ,  m i s t r e s s  o r  c l o s e  f r i e n d .  T h e y  w i l l  l i e . ”

8.  Read the greats 
“There  i s  no  subs t i tu te  for  reading  grea t  novel i s t s ,  and 
instead of just enjoying their craft, think carefully about how 
they’ve achieved i t?  Do they spend pages on descr ipt ion, 
do they move the s tory on quickly,  how do they make you 
turn  the  page?  I t ’s  a l l  there  in  f ront  of  you i f  you look 
carefully, so at least when you try to do it, you have analysed 
how success fu l  authors  have managed i t  in  the  pas t .”

9.  Stay f i t 
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“ I f  the  body  i s  a  phys ica l  wreck  –  too  much  d r ink ing , 
smoking ,  l a t e  n igh t s  –  how can  you  expec t  the  wr i t t en 
word to  be anything less  than drunken,  useless  and t i red?”

10.  Don’t  give up 
“My f i rs t  novel ,  Not  a  Penny More,  Not  a  Penny Less ,  was 
turned down by 14 publishers,  ended up with an advance of 
£3,000 and on first  printing took a year to sell  3,000 copies. 
I t  is  st i l l  extremely rare for a first  book to be a best-seller.”

Flower S er ies  by Tan i  Hanes
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IS TO DO 

WITH THE 
BRAIN; 

SUSPENSE 
AFFECTS 
THE GUT 
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M y s t e r y  i s  l i k e 
p u z z l e .  To  c r a c k  a 
m y s t e r y  o n e  m u s t 
h a v e  e n o u g h  c l u e s . 
A  c r i m e ,  u s u a l l y 
m u r d e r ,  h a s  b e e n 
c o m m i t t e d  a n d  i t ’s 
hero’s  responsibi l i ty 
to  f ind a  culpr i t  with 
g i v e n  c l u e s ,  t h a t ’s 
why myster ies  of ten 
called as “whodunits” 
because the culpri t  is 
unknown for  readers 
a n d  h e r o ’ s  b o t h . 

A mystery is to do with 
powers  of  deduct ion. 
To join the dots .  And 
to  do that  one needs 
to  use the grey cel ls . 
That  means act ion or 
a tmospher ics  can  be 
done away with. What 
b e c o m e s  i m p o r t a n t 
then is  the plot .  The 
s tory l ine can’t  have 
h o l e s  a n d  a l l  l o o s e 
e n d s  m u s t  b e  t i e d . 

A l s o  i m p o r t a n t  a r e 
p robable  charac te rs . 
S o  w e  c a n ’ t  h a v e 
Superman or  Joker in 
the mystery novel, can 
we?  I t  has  to  be  the 
bu t l e r,  t he  dowage r 
a u n t ,  t h e  s i n i s t e r 
s is ter- in- law. . .and of 
c o u r s e  t h e  s l i g h t l y 
e ccen t r i c  de t ec t i ve . 

A g a t h a  C h r i s t i e  i s 
w e l l  k n o w n  a s  o n e 
o f  t he  bes t  mys t e ry 
w r i t e r  i n  m o d e r n 
t ime and a  master  a t 
providing clues .  She 
scatters enough clues 
across  her  pages  for 
h e r  d e t e c t i v e s ,  a s 
w e l l  a s  t h e  r e a d e r 
to  pick up and make 
sense.  There are  a lso 
a  f e w  r e d  h e r r i n g s 
tha t  add  to  the  fun . 

O n  t h e  o t h e r  h a n d 
S u s p e n s e  i s  a  s t a t e 

o f  ex i s t ence  marked  by 
i n c r e a s e d  h e a r t  b e a t s , 
s w e a t y  p a l m s ,  c h e w e d 
f i n g e r  n a i l s . . .  W h e r e 
myster ies  s tar t  the  brain 
ce l l s  whir r ing ,  suspense 
sends adrenal ine scoring 
through the veins .  There 
i s  n o  m y s t e r y  w h e n  i t 
c o m e s  t o  s u s p e n s e ;  a l l 
t h e  c a r d s  a r e  l a i d  o n 
t h e  t a b l e ;  i t ’s  j u s t  t h e 
wai t  — wil l  i t  or  wi l l  i t 
not  happen?  Plo t  can  be 
t h i n  a n d  a t m o s p h e r i c s 
r e i g n  s u p r e m e . 

U n l i k e  a  m y s t e r y , 
t h e r e  i s  n o  p u z z l e  t o 
so lve .  I t s  ma in  purpose 
i s  c r e a t e  h i g h  l e v e l 
t e n s i o n  a n d  f o r e b o d i n g 
i n  r e a d e r s  m i n d . 
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THE 

BECOMING 

OF 

PRIDE 

MONTH

The rise of homosexuality 
as  an accepted and free 
c o m m u n i t y  i n  r e c e n t 
years  have been a  very 
c r i t i ca l  s i tua t ion .  I t  i s 
s t i l l  a  v e r y  s e n s i t i v e 
topic  around the world. 
T h e  c o n c e p t i o n  o f 
a  p e r s o n  h a v i n g  t h e 
choice  to  love who he/
she  wan t s  i r r e spec t ive 
o f  the  spec i f i c  gender 
human minds are dril led 
i n t o  l o v i n g  s i n c e  t h e 
d a y  w e  a r e  b o r n .  T h e 
f igh t  fo r  the  r igh t s  o f 
an LGBTQ+ community 
has  been long and hard. 
S o m e  c o u n t r i e s  a r e 
s t i l l  agains t  the  not ion 
t h a t  a  p e r s o n  f a l l i n g 
i n  l o v e  w i t h  a n o t h e r 
p e r s o n  o f  t h e  s a m e 
g e n d e r  i s  a c c e p t a b l e .

The general  myth of  the 
L G B T Q +  c o m m u n i t y 
i s  tha t  i t  i s  only  about 
g a y s  a n d  l e s b i a n s , 
w h e n  p e o p l e  r e f u s e 
t o  b e l i e v e  t h a t  t h e 
LGBTQ+ community, as 
explained by Wikipedia 
i s  a  l o o s e l y  d e f i n e d 
g roup ing  o f  Lesb i ans , 
G a y s ,  B i s e x u a l , 
Transgender  as  wel l  as 
other minor subcultures.  
The people belonging to 
the community have had 
to  suppress  themselves 
and their preferences for 
centuries now, however, 
i t  i s  a l s o  s t a t e d  t h a t 
no t  a l l  people  who are 
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Lesbian ,  Gay,  Bisexua l 
or  Transgender  consider 
t h e m s e l v e s  p a r t  o f 
t h e  c o m m u n i t y .  T h e 
communi ty  has  s ince  a 
long t ime now accepted 
t h e  r a i n b o w  f l a g  a s 
t h e  s y m b o l  o f  t h e i r 
e x i s t e n c e ,  e a c h  c o l o r 
proudly displays a value 
in the community as well 
as  a  sec t ion  of  i t ;  p ink 
shows sexuality, red is of 
l i fe ,  orange is  a  symbol 
of  heal ing,  yel low is  the 
color of the sun, green of 
nature, blue of art, indigo 
represents  harmony,  and 
v i o l e t  i s  a  s y m b o l  o f 
harmony. The flag that is 
seen now lacks pink and 
indigo just  for  the sake 
of the fact that individual 
l i f e  a n d  h a r m o n y 
should  not  be  l inked to 
o n l y  o n e  c o m m u n i t y.

T h e  c o m m u n i t y  t h a t 
s t i l l  s t r u g g l e s  w i t h 
a c c e p t a n c e  i s  l a r g e l y 
c o m p r o m i s e d  b y 
globalization and several 
o t h e r  f a c t o r s  o u t  o f 
which the most important 
a r e  h o m o p h o b i a , 
h e t e r o s e x i s m  a n d 
c o m m u n a l  p h o b i a s 
a g a i n s t  b i s e x u a l  a n d 
t r a n s g e n d e r  p e o p l e . 
S o c i a l  a c c e p t a n c e  o f 
t h e  c o m m u n i t y  v a r i e s 
o v e r  t i m e  a n d  p l a c e , 
countries that were more 
a c c e p t i n g  t o  c o u n t r i e s 
w h e r e  t h e  p r a c t i c e  i s 



a  s in  and  rep ress ing  i t  t h rough 
l a w  e n f o r c e m e n t  a n d  j u d i c i a l 
m e c h a n i s m s ,  s o m e  c o u n t r i e s 
g o i n g  a s  f a r  a s  p r e s c r i b i n g  i t 
u n d e r  t h e  p e n a l t y  o f  d e a t h .  A 
vas t  s tudy by Gwen Broude and 
Sarah Greene in  1970 shows that 
out  of  70 different  communit ies , 
1 7  s t r o n g l y  c o n d e m n e d  t h e 
i d e a  o f  h o m o s e x u a l i t y ,  1 1 
c o n s i d e r e d  i t  a s  u n d e s i r a b l e 
b u t  w e r e n ’ t  s e t  t o  p u n i s h  i t s 
members  and 5 had no concept  of 
homosexuali ty whatsoever but  29 
communit ies  were accept ing and 
the  p rac t i ce  was  common in  i t .

A l t h o u g h  t h e  h i s t o r y  o f 
homosexuality goes back a couple 
o f  thousand  years ,  we  f ind  tha t 
e x i s t e n c e  a n d  a c c e p t a n c e  o f 
the  communi ty  were  be t t e r  and 
wasn’t  a  taboo in  ancient  t imes. 
The  ev idence  l i e s  i n  t he  g r ea t 
l i terary f igures  of  Socrates ,  Lord 
Baron,  King Edward the second, 
C h r i s t o p h e r  ( K i t  M a r l o w e  a n d 
Shakespeare have the terms –gay 
and  b i sexua l  a t t ached  to  t hem. 
The more ancient written evidence 
f o u n d  i n  I n d i a n  m y t h o l o g y  i s 
t h e  e x i s t e n c e  o f  S h i k h a n d i , 
a  c h a r a c t e r  i n  t h e  H i n d u  e p i c 
Mahabha ra t a .  Born  to  t he  k ing 
o f  Pancha la ,  Drupada  a s  a  g i r l 
chi ld .  The epic  c la ims Shikhandi 
a s  t h e  r e i n c a r n a t i o n  o f  A m b a , 
t aken  aga ins t  he r  wi l l  f rom her 
o w n  m a r r i a g e .  L e g e n d s  c l a i m 
tha t  sh ikhandi  i s  a  eunuch  born 
as  a  woman whereas  others  c la im 
that  she changed her  gender  with 
a  y a k s h a  e n d i n g  u p  a s  a  m a n . 
Another existence is  the presence 

o f  t r ansgender  women  and  men 
in  the  cas t l e  o f  Indra ,  the  k ing 
o f  I n d i a n  m y t h i c a l  g o d s .  T h e 
i n d i g e n o u s  p e o p l e  o f  A m e r i c a 
be fo re  the  Br i t i sh  co lon iza t ion 
respected the roles of homosexual 
a n d  b i s e x u a l  p e o p l e  i n  t h e i r 
community, and are sti l l  supposed 
to exist ,  some examples being the 
communi t i es  o f  Az tecs ,  Mayan , 
Moche, and Zapotec civilizations. 
H o m o s e x u a l i t y  i n  E a s t  A s i a 
con ta ins  t he  cus tom o f  t he  cu t 
sleeve,  the pleasures of the bit ten 
peach and the southern custom of 
China recorded in existence since 
600  BCE whe rea s  Scho l a r  Pan 
Guangdan came to the conclusion 
that  near ly  every emperor  in  the 
Han Dynasty had one or more male 
sex  par tners  and  homosexua l i ty 
was  ment ioned  in  many  famous 
w o r k s  o f  C h i n e s e  l i t e r a t u r e . 
A n c i e n t  G r e e c e  i s  t h e  b i g g e s t 
s o u r c e  o f  h o m o s e x u a l  l i t e r a r y 
w o r k s ,  a r t  a n d  m y t h o g r a p h y 
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m a t e r i a l ,  P l a t o  p r a i s e d  t h e 
relationship between a male slave 
and  an  adu l t  ma le  fo r  s eve ra l 
benefi ts  l ike populat ion control 
a n d  f o r  t e a c h i n g / p u n i s h i n g 
methods. In Rome, every emperor 
except  Claudius  is  said to  have 
m a l e  l o v e r s  a n d  d u r i n g  t h e 
renaissance the cities of northern  
I t a l y  e s p e c i a l l y  F l o r e n c e  a n d 
Venice  were  renowned  fo r  the 
w idesp read  p r ac t i c e  o f  s ame-
s e x  r e l a t i o n s h i p s .  P r o m i n e n t 
f igures  l ike  King  James  I  and 
D u k e  o f  B u c k i n g h a m  w e r e 
examples  tha t  h igh l igh ted  the 
issue of  homosexual i ty  in  their 
t imes .  I n  1867  Ka r l  He in r i ch 
U l r i c h  b e c a m e  t h e  f i r s t  s e l f -
proclaimed homosexual to speak 
out  publ ic ly  through his  ser ies 
of  twelve t racts  t i t led “research 
o n  t h e  r i d d l e  o f  m a n - m a n l y 
love” ,  and spoke in  defense  of 
homosexuality through his plead 
at the Congress of German jurists 
aga ins t  an t i -homosexua l  l aws .

In 1948 Alfred Kinsey published 
a  r e p o r t  s e x u a l  b e h a v i o r  i n 
t h e  h u m a n  m a l e ,  p o p u l a r l y 
known  a s  t he  K insey  r epo r t s . 
Homosexua l i ty  was  deemed as 
a  mental  i l lness ,  a  disorder  for 
many years  unt i l  the  theory was 
d e t e r m i n e d  t o  b e  f l a w e d  a n d 
dec lass i f i ed  as  menta l  i l lness .  
In  1897 the homosexual  women 
and men were given a  voice by 
the  found ing  o f  the  Sc ien t i f i c 
H u m a n i t a r i a n  C o m m i t t e e  i n 
Berlin. In 1914 the British Society 
for  the s tudy of  sex psychology 
was founded by Edward Carpenter 
and Havelock, and similarly,  the 

society for human rights was formed 
i n  t h e  u n i t e d  s t a t e s  i n  1 9 2 4  b y 
Henry Gerber,  a German immigrant. 
The mid- twent ie th  century  saw an 
increasing number of  organizat ions 
support ing the LGBTQ community 
in  var ied forms and levels ,  l ike the 
Mattachine Society by Harry Hay in 
Los  Angeles ,  Daughters  o f  Bi l i t i s 
was formed in 1955 by Phyll is  Lyon 
and  Del  Mar t in  in  San  Franc i sco .

One major  in i t ia t ion of  such more 
f o r m a t i o n s  c o m m e n c e d  w i t h  t h e 
S t o n e w a l l  R i o t s  t o o k  p l a c e  o n 
J u n e  2 7 ,  1 9 6 9 ,  i n  t h e  U S A ;  t h e 
off ic ia l  beginning of  the gay r ights 
movement, a violent conflict between 
New York  Po l i ce  Depar tment  and 
p e o p l e  o f  t h e  S t o n e w a l l  I n n ,  a 
h idden  gay  hangout  in  Greenwich 
Village.  After  almost  50 years since 
t h i s  i n c i d e n t ,  t h e  N Y P D  q u o t e d 
i t s  o ff i c ia l  apo logy,  “The  ac t ions 
t aken  by  the  NYPD were  wrong , 
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p la in  and  s imp le .  The  ac t ions 
and the laws were discriminatory 
a n d  o p p r e s s i v e ,  a n d  f o r  t h a t , 
I  a p o l o g i z e . ”  s a i d  t h e  N Y P D 
Commissioner James O’Neill said.

E v e n  t h o u g h  t h e  i s s u e  w a s 
a d d r e s s e d ,  i t  d o e s  n o t  g o 
unnot iced that  i t  took 50 years 
to  f inal ly  accept  and apologize 
f o r  t h e  o p p r e s s i v e  s u c c e s s i o n 
of  inc iden ts  tha t  took  p lace  in 
Stonewall .  The poem two loves 
b y  L o r d  A l f r e d  D o u g l a s  h a d 
declared that  “homosexual i ty  is 
the love that  dare  not  speak i ts 
name” .  More  t han  400  peop le 
joined the r iot  against  the police 
and were successful, successfully 
ce lebra ted  as  the  annua l  p r ide 
month not  only  in  the  USA but 
worldwide in this day. The 1970s 
and  1980s  saw the  r i s e  o f  the 
c o m m u n i t y  s t r u g g l e  a c r o s s  a 
g lobe  which  was  on ly  s i tua ted 
in  Europe and America t i l l  then 
a l t h o u g h  t h e  r e c e p t i o n ,  s i z e , 
s t r e n g t h ,  a n d  s u c c e s s  v a r i e d 
s ign i f i can t ly  f rom each  o the r.

I n  1 9 9 8  G l e n  M u r r a y  b e c a m e 
t h e  f i r s t  m a y o r  o f  Wi n n i p e g , 
M a n i t o b a .  T h e  f i r s t  o p e n l y 
gay  po l i t i c i an  t o  l e ad  a  l a rge 
c i t y ,  f o l l o w e d  b y  J o h a n n a 
s i g u r e a r d o t t i r  t o  b e  t h e  f i r s t 
o p e n l y  g a y  p r i m e  m i n i s t e r  o f 
Iceland and the f i rs t  openly gay 
head  o f  a  gove rnmen t .  I n  t he 
Indian pol i t ical  f ront ,  India  has 
b e c o m e  i n c r e a s i n g l y  t o l e r a n t 
of  i t s  gay c i t izen over  the  pas t 
decade.  On September  6 ,  2018, 
t h e  S u p r e m e  c o u r t  o f  I n d i a 
decriminalized homosexuality by 

declaring section 377 if the Indian 
Penal  Court  is  unconst i tut ional . 
Homosexuality never being illegal 
or  a  cr iminal  offense in  Ancient 
Indian communities and Tradition 
a s  d e p i c t e d  b y  t h e  K h a j u r a h o 
temples, famous for its erotic and 
homosexual  ar t  but  cr iminal ized 
b y  t h e  B r i t i s h  g o v e r n m e n t .

Homosexual i ty  has  been a  topic 
of  debate  for  years  now, people 
belonging to the community were 
o p p r e s s e d ,  l e g a l l y  v i c t i m i z e d 
and  murde red  on  t he  p re t ense 
of  s in ,  the  re l ig ious  and soc ia l 
d o g m a  o f  h o m o s e x u a l i t y  h a s 
seen the lowest  and highest  state 
of  i ts  oppression,  an individual 
b e l i e f  a n d  s u b s t a n c e  o f  i t s 
b e l i e f s  h a v e  c h a n g e d  g r e a t l y 
over  the las t  century or  so.  The 
Chris t ian  Levi t icus  18:22 says ,

“ M e n  s h a l l  n o t  l i e  w i t h 
a  m a l e  a s  o n e  l i e s  w i t h  a 
w o m a n ,  i t s  a n  a b o m i n a t i o n  ”

a n d  i n  L e v i t i c u s  1 8 : 1 3 ,

“If  there  is  a  man who l ies  with 
a  m a n  a s  t h o s e  w h o  l i e  w i t h 
a  w o m a n .  B o t h  o f  t h e m  h a v e 
c o m m i t t e d  a  d e t e s t a b l e  a c t . ”

B u t  t h e s e  w e r e  t h e  r u l e s  t h a t 
were accepted whereas  the rules 
t h a t  a d v i c e  a n i m a l  s a c r i f i c e s 
and  de te rmine  wha t  to  ea t  and 
w h a t  n o t  t o  e a t  w a s  s e v e r e l y 
i g n o r e d .  T h e  c l e a r  i n d i c a t i o n 
that  men fol low what  he chooses 
t o  and  igno re  he  h imse l f  f i nd 
wrong ,  u l t imate ly  p rov ing  tha t 
t h e  p e o p l e  i n  p o w e r  c h o o s e 
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according to their  wil l  for  others 
t o  f o l l o w.  W h e r e a s  C h r i s t i a n s 
are  supposed to  fol low the rules 
o f  the  o ld  t e s t amen t  tha t  were 
inc luded  in  the  new tes tament .

M a n  h a s  t a k e n  t o o  l o n g  t o 
in te rpre t  tha t  the  sp i r i t  o f  love 
i s  as  f ree  as  the  b i rds  l iv ing in 
the  f r ee  wor ld ,  t he  communi ty 
has  s t rugg led  to  l i ve  and  love 
just  as  a  man loves a  woman,  i ts 
no t  a  person’s  choice  who they 
fall  in love with, but the society’s 
v iew and  accep tance  of  love  i s 
so complicated that  we love one 
kind of  love and despise another. 
When gods and kings the highest 
people  of  the  socia l  ladder,  the 
peop le  we  look  up  to  have  no t 
eve r  r ega rded  l ove  d i f f e r en t l y 
f rom one  another.  For  the  t ru th 
remains that  love is  love,  i t ’s  not 
abou t  gender  o f  an  ind iv idua l , 
i t ’s  the  soul  tha t  l inks  i t se l f  to 
another  soul  through the bond of 
love and commitment because we 

were made in  pairs ,  a  s ingle  soul 
in  two bodies  yearning for  each 
o ther,  i t  doesn’t  see  the  gender 
of the person who completes i t ,  i t 
only sees  the soul  i t  i s  bound to . 
Let it  be free of social humiliation 
and  ha t r ed  because ,  a t  t he  end 
o f  t h e  d a y,  L O V E  I S  L O V E .

All  people 
should be 

treated equally, 
regardle s s  of 

who they are  or 
who they love By -  Alankr i ta  Verma

 Port ia  Ekka 

That’s  the 
thing about 
books. 
They let 
you travel 
without 
moving your 
fest .
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With the onset of  June,  a l l  of 
the pr ide community and the 
supporters have pushed in a 
re lent less f ront of  union.  We 
have Sam Burns the author of 
B lackbird in the Reeds (The 
Rowan Harbor Cyc le ,  #1) with 
us today.  G iv ing some ins ight 
into our cur ious quest ions.  We 
welcome her in th is issue of 
rendezvous.  Hel lo Sam, Thank 
you for  taking the t ime out 
of  your busy schedule to take 
this interv iew.
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1.  What is  l i fe  l ike for a 
person from the LGBTQ 
community?

H o n e s t l y,  w e  a l l  h a v e  v a s t l y 
different  exper iences .  There are 
c o m m o n a l i t i e s ,  o b v i o u s l y,  b u t 
everyone’s  experience is  unique. 

2.What is  sexual 
orientation? 

Sexual orientation is pretty simple: 
who you’re sexually at t racted to.

3.Is  sexual  orientation 
real ly  a  choice? 

No. I can’t say this enough. There 
is no choice in sexual orientation.

4.Why is  anyone’s  sexual 
orientation a matter of 
discussion between the 
rel igious groups? 

Frankly,  i t  shouldn’t  be.  Why do 
p e o p l e  t r y  t o  m a k e  s o m e t h i n g 
their business when it  has nothing 
to  do with  them? You’d have to 
ask the rel igious extremists  who 
have issues  with the LGBTQIA+ 
c o m m u n i t y  t h a t  q u e s t i o n .

5.If  i t  were accepted that 
one’s  sexual  preference 

is  not  a  matter of  choice, 
would the general 
prejudice towards the 
LGBTQ community reduce 
signif icantly? 

To some degree,  yes ,  but  I  think 
some people just want a target for 
their hatred, so some would remain.

6.Why do you think that 
there is  such acceptance 
cris is  for the LGBTQ 
community? 

Do we have t ime for  me to  get  a 
psychology degree? At  i ts  hear t , 
I  th ink  the  i s sue  i s  tha t  people 
l ike us  vs .  them dichotomy,  and 
for  that  to  exis t ,  there  has  to  be 
a  t hem.  I f  i t  i sn ’ t  LGBTQIA+ 
people, its people of color, people 
of  different  re l igions,  or  people 
of different social classes. People 
want  someone to  blame for  their 
p roblems tha t  i sn’t  themselves , 
w h e t h e r  i t ’s  l o g i c a l  o r  n o t .

7.  Do you think that  the 
digression in the LGBTQ 
communit ies  are a source 
of  identity cris is? 

I  t h i n k  a  r i g i d ,  u n a c c e p t i n g 
s o c i e t y  a n d  p e o p l e  s e a r c h i n g 
fo r  the i r  p l ace  ins ide  o f  i t  a re 
t h e  s o u r c e  o f  i d e n t i t y  c r i s e s .

E D I T I N G L E  M A G  |  P R E M I E R  I S S U E 95



8.What is  the most 
stereotypical  that  thing 
you have encountered with 
LGBTQ community? 

I  can’t  th ink of  a  s ingle  th ing. 
Every person I’ve known in the 
communi ty  i s  more  ind iv idua l 
t h a n  s t e r e o t y p e s  a l l o w  f o r .

9.Why is  there a need for 
‘special  r ights’ i f  what 
they are looking for is 
equal  r ights? 

There’s no such thing as ’special 
rights.’ There are only basic human 
r ights ,  which  are  be ing  denied 
based on gender and orientation.

10.Do you feel  that 
the current laws and 
regulations are enough or 
sat isfactory? 

Considering the fact  that  people 
a re  push ing  fo r  l aws  tha t  ban 
trans people from bathrooms and 
same-sex couples from adoption, 
I would say it’s clear there aren’t 
e n o u g h  p r o t e c t i o n s  i n  p l a c e .

11.Do you st i l l  feel  safe  in 
the society when you hear 
about the homophobic 
incidents  around the 
internet? 

No.

12.  What message would 
you want to give to the 
people struggl ing to 
understand their gender 
identity? 

Thi s  i s  ha rd  because  “ i t  ge t s 
better” messages aren’t  helpful , 
even  though i t ’s  the  knee- je rk 
reaction. I  think maybe the most 
important  th ing for  me when I 
was a kid would have been to hear 
that  however much you feel  l ike 
an  ou t s ide r,  however  “we i rd” 
y o u  t h i n k  y o u r  i d e n t i t y  o r 
thought  process on that  identi ty 
is ,  you’re  absolutely not  a lone. 
There are other people struggling 
w i t h  t h e  s a m e  t h i n g  a s  y o u .

13.  What advice would 
you give to young people 
who are deal ing with 
their sexual  orientation 
and have ‘come out of  the 
closest’ very recently? 

Find your people.  I’m not going 
to pretend it’s always an option, 
b u t  i f  y o u  c a n  m a k e  f r i e n d s 
wi th in  the  communi ty  who’ve 
deal t  with s imilar  issues,  you’l l 
have someone to  lean on when 
th ings  a r e  t he i r  ha rdes t .  And 
then  you  can  re tu rn  the  f avor 
in someone else’s darkest hours.

14.  What message you’d 
want to send out  to  our 
readers in regards to this 
subject? 
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We’ve come a long way on these issues in the 
las t  twenty years ,  but  unfortunately,  we’ve 
got  a  long way to  go.  Pr ide s tar ted l i fe  as  a 
protest,  and we’ve turned it  into a celebration 
of  who we are .  We’ve just  got  to  remember 
that  i t  s t i l l  i s  a  protes t ,  a t  hear t .  Unt i l  we 
l ive  in  a  u top ia  tha t  doesn’t  ca re  who  we 
love  o r  how,  we’ve  go t  to  keep  f igh t ing .
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Follow on Sam Burns 
on Social Media

@SamBurnsWr i t e s
@SamBurns

@  b u r n s w r i t e s . c o m 
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CHOICES 
OF A 

STRUGGLING 
COMMUNITY

A s u p p r e s s e d  c o m m u n i t y  t h a t 
has  suffered in  s i lence for  a  long 
t ime and has  been forced to  face 
discr iminat ion just  because of  the 
choices that weren’t theirs to make. 
The LGBTQ+ communi ty  has  i t s 
def ini t ion evolved and twisted to 
a greater extent in the last  century 
o r  so .  The  anc ien t  peop le  had  a 
g rea te r  accep tance  o f  the  soc ia l 
stigma it  has been turned into now, 
the more “modern” t imes.  Today, 
i f  we are  to  experience the l i fe  of 
a member of the community be it  a 
gay,  lesbian,  bisexual or any other 
variant of a sexuality that isn’t  the 
accep tab le  he te rosexua l i ty,  I t  i s 
frowned upon, guil t  tr ipped and in 
some areas of  the world punished. 
Love  has  i t s  meaning  twis ted  to 

t he  f a i ry - t a l e  ve r s ions  o f  i t s e l f 
that  today people  have refused to 
bel ieve that  a  man can be another 
m a n ’s  “ R o m e o ”  a n d  a  w o m a n 
can be  another  woman’s  “Jul ie t” 
or  a  person can  end up having a 
Romeo as  wel l  as  Ju l ie t  in  the i r 
l i ve s  because  a t  t he  end  o f  t he 
day,  love is  love ,  i t  i s  supposed 
t o  b e  b o u n d l e s s  a n d  f r e e ,  n o t 
gu ided  by  people  and  def in i t e ly 
no t  judged  by  o the r s  who  don’t 
know what  i t  feels  l ike to  be in  a 
p lace  of  another  person’s  shoes .

LGBTQ ini t ia ls  has  been adopted 
into the mainstream as an umbrella 
t e r m  f o r  u s e  w h e n  l a b e l l i n g 
topics  refer r ing  to  sexual i ty  and 
gender  ident i f ica t ion .  I t  goes  on 

Let us al l  treat 

people with 

kindness. 

Everyone 

is f ighting 

a battle we 

know nothing 

about,  let ’s 

just be 

respectful  and 

give love
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to  add lesbians,  gays,  bisexuals , 
transgender, queers and the + sign 
referring to other variants  of  the 
sexualities that are considered to 
be minori t ies  in  the community 
i t se l f  a re  un i t ed  by  a  common 
cu l t u r e  and  soc i a l  movemen t . 
S o m e t i m e s  t h e  t e r m  p r i d e  o r 
gay pr ide is  used to  express  the 
L G B T  c o m m u n i t y ’s  i d e n t i t y 
and  co l l ec t ive  s t r eng th .  When 
i t ’s  much  more  than  tha t .  The 
S tonewal l  r io t s  a re  cons idered 
t h e  d a w n  o f  g a y  l i b e r a t i o n 
m o v e m e n t  a c r o s s  t h e  w o r l d 
w h e r e a s  t h e r e  w e r e  m u l t i p l e 
incidents that led to the stonewall 
r i o t s .  F r o m  p r o t e s t  a g a i n s t 
pol ice  harassment ,  Transgender 
women,  d rag  queens ,  l esb ians , 
and gay men clashed with police 
a t  Cooper  Do-nuts ,  a  hang-out 
f requent ly  harassed by the  Los 
Ange le s  Po l i ce  Depar tmen t  t o 
protest  the firing of an employee 
s u s p e c t e d  o f  b e i n g  g a y.  To 
p ro tes t  a  po l i ce  r a id  on  a  gay 
ba r  t o  t he  p ro t e s t  aga in s t  t he 
classi f icat ion of  homosexual i ty 
a s  a  m e n t a l  i l l n e s s .  I n  1 9 5 9 , 
t he  po l i ce  fo rce  o f  New York 
C i t y ’s  Wa g n e r  a d m i n i s t r a t i o n 
began  c los ing  down the  c i ty ’s 
gay  bars ,  which  had  numbered 
almost  two dozen in  Manhat tan. 
Exis t ing gay bars  were  quickly 
closed and new ones las ted only 
a  shor t  t ime.  In  Apr i l  of  1966, 
a  s taged  S ip- In  resu l ted  in  the 
anti-gay accommodation rules of 
the  NY Sta te  L iquor  Author i ty 
ge t t i ng  ove r tu rned  cou r t .  The 
S L A p r o v i s i o n s  d e c l a r e d  t h a t 
s e r v i n g  a l c o h o l i c  b e v e r a g e s 
to  homosexua l s  i s  i l l ega l .  The 

resul t  of  the changes in  the law 
ini t ia ted the,  combined with the 
social attitudes of the late Sixties 
led to  the increased vis ibi l i ty  of 
gay  l i f e  which  resu l ted  in   the 
r i o t s  a t  The  S tonewa l l  I nn  on 
Friday,  June 27,  1969.  However 
t h e  r i o t s  g o t  n o  p u b l i c i t y  i n 
n e w s p a p e r s  o r  s u c h  u n t i l  t h e 
commemorat ive march one year 
la ter,  organized  by the  impetus 
o f  C r a i g  R o d w e l l ,  l e a d i n g  t o 
t h e  e m e rg e n c e  o f  t h e  m o d e r n 
d a y  p r i d e  m o n t h  a n d  p a r a d e s 
o rgan i sed   a l l  ove r  t he  wor ld .

T h e  L G B T Q +  c o m m u n i t y  h a s 
been a t  odds with  the  “normal” 
people  for  a  very long t ime,  the 
so  ca l led  normal  people  re fuse 
to  accept  choices  that  are  a t  par 
con t ro l  o f  a  pe r son .  Who  you 
a re  a t t r ac ted  to  has  abso lu te ly 
n o t h i n g  t o  d o  w i t h  p e r s o n ’s 
c h o i c e .  L o v e  a s  a n  a t t r a c t i o n 
i s  no t  a  cho i ce ,  i t ’s  beyond  a 
person’s  control ,  but  so  are  the 
on-going struggle of  the identi ty 
as  wel l  as  equal  r ights .  No rules 
or  regula t ions  pro tec t  members 
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of  the  LGBTQ communi ty 
from getting fired from a job 
just  because of  their  sexual 
o r i e n t a t i o n ,  g e t t i n g  b a s i c 
p u b l i c  a c c o m m o d a t i o n s 
d e n i e d  b e c a u s e  o f  t h e i r 
sexual i ty  ,gender  ident i t ies 
s t i l l  aren’t  protected under 
t h e  h a t e  c r i m e  s t a t u t e s , 
some  s t a t e s  s t i l l  cons ide r 
c o n s e n s u a l  s e x  i l l e g a l , 
sexual ly  act ive gay men are 
s t i l l  banned  f rom donat ing 
b l o o d ,  s t r u g g l e  f o r  t h e 
cus tody  r igh t  o r  a s  s imple 
a  t h i n g  a s  s e x u a l  h e a l t h 
educa t ion ,  doesn’t  inc lude 
gay  and  lesb ian  sex  a t  a l l . 
A f a c a d e  o f  e q u a l i t y  t h a t 
we  have  succes s fu l ly  won 
and accepted,  i t  i s  however 
applies to more mainstream, 
respec tab le  and  p r iv i l eged 
gay  or  lesb ian  person.  The 
f i r s t  c o u n t r y  t o  l e g a l i z e 
same-sex marr iages  was the 
Netherlands in 2001. The first 
US  s t a t e  t o  dec r im ina l i z e 
sodomy was I l l inois  in 1961 
fol lowed by Connect icut  in 
1969 and the  las t  14 s ta tes 
t h a t  d i d  n o t  r e p e a l  t h e s e 
laws unt i l  2003 were forced 
to  by  the  l andmark  Uni ted 
S t a t e s  S u p r e m e  C o u r t . 

In  the  l i fe  o f  a  member  o f 
the community the s t ruggle 
d o e s n ’ t  s t a r t  w i t h  b e i n g 
wha t  you  a re ,  the  s t rugg le 
s tar t s  wi th  the  fee l ing  tha t 
you’ re  no t  s imi la r  to  your 
s ib l ings ,  cous ins  o r  peers . 
The real isat ion hits  you l ike 
a  bomb,  sometimes as  ear ly 

as the age of  seven years  o ld or  the 
early onset of puberty in the varied age 
of eleven to eighteen.  The young minds 
baff led in  the real isat ion that  they are 
different  f rom the people  around them, 
clouded by the feel ing of  not  belonging 
wi th  the  people  they  have  spent  the i r 
who le  l i ves  w i th  t he  f ea r  o f  ge t t i ng 
judged and left  alone.  Some people just 
resor t  to  denial  their  ent i re  l ives ,  with 
real isat ion of  throwing themselves into 
relationships and suffering through them 
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for  years  on end just  to  show themselves  and others  as  wel l  as  feel 
a  l i t t le  accepted and normal  because the human society has  twisted 
the meaning of  normal  into a  def ini t ion that  isn’t  normal  in  i tself . 

You,  me and everyone is  normal ,  having the same body organs,  the 
same a i r  and food to consume, but  normal  for  communit ies i s  a 
man marrying a  woman.  Acceptance is  such a  crucial  par t  of  i t  and 
more factors  than necessary play a  role  in  i t .  One factor  that  jumps 
out is  rel igion,  in the Hindu epics and scriptures,  homosexuali ty and 
third gender is  very much accepted as the normal part  of  the society, 
however Christian societies have been more reserved in the matter and 
have been in denial  and rejection of the fact  that  variable sexuali t ies 
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are  acceptable .  The more s t r ic t 
and  c lo sed  kn i t  a  soc i e ty  i s , 
the  harder  is  the acceptance of 
one’s  sexual i ty  by themselves . 
More  so  l e s s  by  o the r  peop le 
who don’t  understand or feel  an 
ounce of  s t ruggle  the person is 
go ing  t h rough .  The  soc i e t i e s 
tha t  a re  more  accep tab le  and 
s e n s i t i v e  t o  t h e  p e o p l e  a r e 
made up of easier  opportunit ies 
t o  c o m e  o u t  t o  a n d  l i v e  o n . 
H o w e v e r,  t h e  d e n i a l  a n d  t h e 
psycho log ica l  e ffec t  o f  one ’s 
s e x u a l i t y  i s  r e p o r t e d l y  l e s s .

A n o t h e r  f a c t o r  t h a t  p l a y s  a 
l o t  m o r e  v i t a l  r o l e  i s  t r u s t , 
the  fami ly  i s  one  o f  the  mos t 
important  par t  of  humans l i fe , 
society plays far  less  role  than 
family does,  most people prefer 
coming out  to  their  famil ies  or 
a t  least  to  a  t rusted par t  of  the 
fami ly  tha t  they  pre fe r  peers . 
Acceptance by the family plays 
a  major  role  in  the acceptance 
of  the fact  that  different  is  a lso 
n o r m a l .  M a n y  f a m i l i e s  t h a t 
a ren ’ t  ve ry  accep t ing ,  p l ay  a 
very crucial role in the person’s 
l i f e  s t r ugg l e ,  howeve r,  when 
the famil ies  are  support ing and 
a c c e p t i n g ,  b e i n g  t h e m s e l v e s 
b e c o m e s  m u c h  e a s i e r  a n d 
normal.  The rel ief  to the scared 
mind  i s  maybe  incomparab le . 
Soc i a l  a ccep t ance  i s  ano the r 
s t igma the community has  s t i l l 
to  endure  and  a t  one  po in t  in 
t ime ,  ove rcome .  Homophob ia 
i s  one  such  fac to r  tha t  needs 
to  go  ex t inc t  f rom the  human 
m i n d s ,  t h e  m e m b e r s  o f  t h e 
community on more t imes than 

no t  los t  peop le  who  they  were 
once very close to  only because 
the acceptance was compromised 
a n d  t h e  f a c t  t h a t  a  p e r s o n ’s 
nature and acceptabili ty does not 
change with his  sexual i ty.  When 
a c c e p t a n c e  f r o m  f a m i l y  a n d 
soc i e ty  i s  g r adua l l y  r ece ived , 
several  aspects  of  a person’s l i fe 
change,  one of  them being self-
love .  When  we  s t a r t  t o  accep t 
t h e  p e o p l e  a r o u n d  u s  w i t h o u t 
r e s e r v a t i o n s  a n d  c o n d i t i o n s , 
they love themselves  more,  they 
don’t  dwell  and burn in self-hate 
because the people  around them 
refuse to accept the way they are.  
The happiness  comes with being 
who  you  wan t  t o  be ,  w i th  t he 
suppor t  o f  f ami ly  and  f r i ends , 
t he  r ea l i za t ion  tha t  someone’s 
sexual  or ientat ion does not  and 
cannot  def ine them as  a  person, 
nothing is  wrong with them just 
because they are not in a “normal 
” h e t e r o s e x u a l  r e l a t i o n s h i p s . 
R a t h e r  i n  o n e  t h a t  d o e s  n o t 
identify as part of the community 
o n e  w a s  b o r n  a n d  r a i s e d  i n . 
The  f ea r  o f  h id ing ,  hav ing  t o 
keep  secre t s  and  pre tend ing  to 
be  wha t  you  do  no t  l e ave  t he 
person vulnerable  and sensi t ive, 
e f f e c t i v e l y  k i l l i n g  t h e  l i f e 
meant  to  be cherished and l ived.

On  the  o the r  hand ,  t he  age  o f 
technology has brought i ts boons 
and  curses  a long wi th  i t  soc ia l 
media  has  helped the  people  to 
reach out  to  others  and f inding 
s i m i l a r i t i e s  a n d  d i f f e r e n c e s 
among the  people  l iv ing across 
the globe.  I t  has  made people  in 
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more ways fathomable than not , 
n o w  t h e  s e x u a l  i d e n t i t i e s  a r e 
easier to recognize and found that 
i t  was in  the ear ly  1990s.  Social 
media  has  made people  f ind and 
converse with people  who have 
been through the same thing far 
easier  than before ,  people  have 
found their  quest ions  answered 
a n d  c o n f u s i o n s  c l e a r e d ,  t h e 
acceptance to not being different 
is resolved to a far greater degree 
than personal  in teract ion could 
ever do. But with this, has arrived 
the curse  of  cyberbul lying,  as  i f 
a  pe r son  su ffe r ing  in  r ea l  l i f e 
w a s n ’ t  e n o u g h  a n d  t h e  s o c i a l 
s t igma per ta ining in  the society 
wasn’t  ruining a person’s mental 
heal th searching for  acceptance, 
t h e  p o w e r  o f  b e i n g  b e h i n d  a 
screen with far less possibility of 
getting caught and prosecuted has 
made  peop le  wi th  homophobic 
tendencies bolder and sharper in 
thei r  approach,  the  hate  spread 
b y  h o m o p h o b i c ,  t r a n s p h o b i c , 
biphobic people is easy to spread 
and harder to ignore.  From using 
s l u r s  t o  a c c u s i n g  o f  r u i n i n g 
soc ie ty  the  bu l ly ing  re fuses  to 
s top or  decrease.  Then there  are 
incidents  of  homophobic  abuse 
treated as breaking news for online 
media  out le ts  wi thout  real is ing 
that  i t  i s  in  a  very twisted way 
spreading hate ,  even when more 
people  of  the  communi ty  i t se l f 
choose  to  ignore  them because 
they know that  the act ion taken 
on i t  would  be  next  to  noth ing 
as  there  are  no legis la t ive rules 
and regulat ions protect ing them 
from i t  and prosecut ing people 
responsible  for  i t ,  the  quest ion 

is ‘will  the people keeping quiet 
on homophobic abuse in  publ ic 
and make the  abuse eventual ly 
s t o p ? ’ a n d  ‘ c a n ’ t  w e  s t o p 
medd l ing  in  o the r ’s  l i ves  and 
making them feel  unsafe ,  upset 
and  sca red?”  The  answer  very 
clear ly  is ,  “no” i t  would never 
do ,  except  making  the  abusers 
bolder and more aggressive than 
they already were, and yes to the 
la t ter  by being accept ing of  the 
fact that someone’s love life and 
sexual  preferences are  no one’s 
business except the person itself 
and their  better halves.   Imagine 
t h e  o u t r a g e o u s  b a f f l e m e n t  i f 
s o m e o n e  t e l l s  s o m e b o d y  t h a t 
your relationship with your wife 
or husband is wrong just because 
i t ’s  your  pe r sona l  p re fe rence ! 
Are we allowed to judge someone 
j u s t  b e c a u s e  o u r  p r e f e r e n c e s 
d i f f e r ?  No ,  we ’ r e  no t ;  do  we 
do that  anyway? Yes,  every day 
eve ry  minu t e .  I s  i t  j u s t i f i ed? 
No, i t ’s  not  and would never be.

While  i t  i s  agreeable  that  a  lot 
o f  peop le  a r e  more  accep t ing 
than they seem to be,  they can 
l o v e  y o u  a n d  y o u r  s e x u a l i t y 
doesn’t  change  tha t ,  hav ing  i t 
out  there  and being able  to  get 
support would lift  a huge weight 
off  a  person’s shoulders.  People 
shouldn’t feel pressured to come 
o u t  a t  a n y  s p e c i f i c  t i m e  b u t 
encouraged by making them feel 
sa fe r  and  accep ted  and  no t  be 
obligated to hide themselves and 
the i r  inc l ina t ions .  People  who 
aren’t  out  yet  need to  take their 
t ime, and we as a community are 
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respons ib le  to  make  the  people 
w h o  a r e  s t r u g g l i n g  w i t h  s e l f -
accep tance  know tha t  t hey  a re 
perfect  and acceptable ,  however, 
it may take time to accept yourself. 
Time real ly  does heals  pain,  just 
s tay  pos i t ive  and  when  you  a re 
ready and want  to  come out ,  do 
i t .  I f  y o u  d o n ’ t  f e e l  s a f e  a n d 
comfortable ,  take your  t ime but 
know that there is always someone 
who cares for you no matter what.  
Stay strong and don’t give up. One 
day you wil l  be able  to  come out 
and fee l  l ike  you are  loved and 
that  you belong.  Be pat ient .  You 
are  beaut i fu l .  You are  wor th  i t . 
Just  hold on!  Be t rue to  yourself 
even i f  you get  told to  hide i t  or 
stop it  just be true to yourself and 
you wil l  never  be ashamed to  be 
who you are.   At least  t i l l  the day 
we go back to  the mental i ty  our 
a n c i e n t  f o r e f a t h e r s  p o s s e s s e d , 
where sexual i ty  and i ts  different 
forms were general  form of  l i fe , 
not frowned upon but encouraged, 
just  l ike we see in  the Khajuraho 
temples ,  famous for  their  erot ic 
scu lp tu res  tha t  con ta in  seve ra l 
depictions of homosexual activity 
and l ike scr iptures  and ar tefacts 
that  portrayed Roman men were 
f r e e  t o  e n j o y  s e x  w i t h  o t h e r 
males  wi thou t  a  pe rce ived  loss 
o f  mascu l in i ty  o r  soc ia l  s ta tus .

Ti l l  then  the  on ly  th ing  we  a re 
c a p a b l e  o f  d o i n g  i s  t o  L o v e 
everyone.  Whether  they are  gay, 
straight, pan, bi, we are ultimately 
a l l  human  and  no  mat t e r  wha t , 
we  shou ld  love  and  accep t  t he 
people  around us .  We may never 
r e a l i z e  h o w  m u c h  j u s t  a  f e w 
k i n d s  o r  a c c e p t i n g  w o r d s  c a n 

help someone out of a dark place. 
The  bes t  th ing  we  can  do  i s  to 
educate  ourselves and be kind to 
one another.  I t  doesn’t  mat ter  i f 
you “agree” with someone being 
a  par t  of  the LGBTQ community 
o r  n o t  w e  a r e  a l l  h u m a n  a n d 
dese rve  t rue  love  and  i t  cou ld 
come  in  any  fo rm imag inab le . 

We truly do not  understand how 
hard i t  i s  to  be hated for  who we 
love and probably never  wil l  but 
do not  give homosexual  couples 
s e c r e t  g l a n c e s  a n d  o b v i o u s 
whisper ings ,  making  them fee l 
uncomfortable  and scared to  be 
on the s t reets ,  and not  abandon 
them due  to  the i r  reve la t ion  or 
reject  them just  because they are 
LGBTQ or  judge  them because 
we don’t see it;  i t  is bound to hurt 
a  lot .  Let  us al l  t reat  people with 
kindness .  Everyone is  f ight ing a 
battle we know nothing about, let’s 
just  be respectful  and give love.  

   
    By

Alankrita 

Verma      
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    By

Alankrita 

Verma      

    

By Lora Douglas
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SAFIA
“Saf ia is  my love for  you,

Even when i t ’s  for

A man to a man and

A woman to a woman,

I f  love had a face and a body,

Would i t  st i l l  not be human?”

To  s t a r t  w i t h  a  c o n f e s s i o n ;

I  don ’ t  know my  Ver se s ,  o r  my 
Scr ip tures  or  the  Tes taments  and 
the Vedas nor do I care to fil l  in my 
uninterested brain with the learnings 
of the making of the world in 7 days 
and the construct ion of  i t ,  only to 
be swamped with the 40-day rain. 

I  ho ld  no  va lue  fo r  the  a rc  tha t 
carr ied a  pair  of  every species  and 
probably bir thed the next  6 bi l l ion 

people on the planet  excluding the 
o t h e r  B i n o m i a l  n o m e n c l a t u r e s . 

Or  the par t ing of  the  Red waves, 
paving the  way for  the  people  of 
God and leaving a  t ra i l  of  bodies 
o f  t h e  u n g o d l y  f o l k s  b e h i n d .

I  do ,  howeve r,  c a r e  abou t  wha t 
I  fee l  and  I ’m prec ious ly  se l f i sh 
w i t h  m y  c h o i c e  o f  w o r d s . 

As the number of  t imes,  I  used “I” 
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and the number of times, I have refused to give a moment’s worth of my 
understanding, learning about the societal background our lives are built on.

Now, people will call me too forward with my thinking or too naive, with 
maybe a slight hint of blasphemy which again I do not give any thoughts to. 

People may even call  me dumb for my “negligence” 
o r  l a c k  o f  u n e a r t h l y  i m p o r t a n c e ,  b u t  c a n  y o u 
blame me i f  I  don’t  want  to  l is ten to  patr iarchy? 

N o ,  i t ’s  m y  r i g i d n e s s  t o  n o t  d e d i c a t e  m y 
l i f e  t o  t h e  s c r i p t u r e s  f r o m  3 0 0 0  y e a r s  b a c k , 
I  m i g h t  a s  w e l l  u s e  t h e  M a y a n  c a l e n d a r .

But  I  have not .

I  do bel ieve in  a  few pivotal  things though.

L ike  r each ing  to  some-p lace  t akes  l onge r  t han 
coming back home,  and that  sometimes the engine 
noise of my car relaxes me, the best  taste of Ramen 
is  in  l icking the plate  par t  and that  people  should 
only sleep with one sock on. I can go on and on with 
my pivotal  l is t  but  I ’ l l  s top with the thing of  most 
importance,  that  I  most  viciously bel ieve in ,  and 
that  you should too in  a l l  your  awareness ,  I t ’s  that 
everyone and I mean EVERYONE has the right to love. 

Or hate .  Depends on the person completely,  I ’m not  judging you.

Okay,  maybe just  a  l i t t le .

But  I  bel ieve that  everyone has  the r ight  to  love.  Man,  woman,  chi ld , 
and  dogs .  And  any th ing  o r  anyone  tha t  t e l l s  me  o therwise  o r  tha t 
bel ieves  other  e lse  can s tay away from me. 

Please don’t  ki l l  my vibe.

I have made my decision that if there is a God, he definitely won’t sit still 
on his high pedestal and condemn the love a person, he made in his own 
image,  has for  another.  Love that  is  not  a  choice and that  happens with 
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an easy s l ip  of  concern and has 
befuddled the minds of  scholars 
and  ph i losophers  fo r  cen tur ies .

A r e  y o u  t e l l i n g  m e  t h a t 
i t  i s  w r o n g  t o  l o v e ?

And If i t  is  so right to fall  in love 
and if we should love our neighbors 
l ike  ourse lves ,  then  why i s  i t  a 
mat ter  of  debate  i f  a  man fal ls  in 
love with another  man whom the 
god has created in his own image? 

A n  a n g e l i c  i m a g e  a p p a r e n t l y.

Why did we lose so many brothers 
and s is ters  in  the name of  love?

Because  i t  cou ldn’t  sa t i s fy  the 
needs  o f  the  words  wr i t t en  and 
adapted thousands of  years  ago? 
Are we not past crucifixion? Have 
we not decided on votes and ban on 
slavery? Why follow just  a select 
f e w  r u l e s  a n d  c o n c e n t r a t e  t h e 
horror  and pain on a  subject  far- 
FAR away from any form of love?  

Why is  our  source of  admission 
s o  m u d d i e d  w i t h  w o r d s  t h a t 
don’t  r e f l ec t  i n  love ,  a l though 
i t  prompts  on i t  a  mil l ion t imes? 

W h a t  i s  s o  w r o n g  w i t h  l i v i n g 
in  love,  peace,  and acceptance?

When the  dec is ions  tha t  people 
want to make it for themselves and 
their lives. When all they want is to 
love without fearing for their lives 
and to continue being themselves 
regardless of what anyone thinks; 

Why do they have to parade their 

gr ief  and f ight  for  equal  r ights?

Why is a man loving another man 
or a woman loving another woman 
an idea of  abhorrence? Why do 
t he se  29  coun t r i e s  s t i l l  don ’ t 
accept homosexuality as a trait of 
character  and sexual  preference 
and  re fuse  to  acknowledge  the 
e x i s t e n c e  o f  i t  s o  b l a t a n t l y ? 

If this was mentioned in the Holy 
S c r i p t u r e s ,  Ve r s e s  a n d  Ve d a s 
even then when 2019 was a mere 
myth then i t  sure  was prevalent 
dur ing  the  re igns  of  k ings  and 
queens and everyone in between. 

A n d  i f  w e ’ v e  o n l y  e v e r  t r i e d 
to  curb  and  suppress  th i s ,  tha t 
comes from deep within the core 
feel ings of  al l  these,  chi ldren of 
God, then maybe, just maybe, it’s 
time we give them an equal chance 
a n d  a c c e p t a n c e  a n d  t r y  t o  b e 
kinder,  better human beings than 
our  past  regimes and ancestors .

Let me remind you dear all ,  even 
h o m o p h o b i c  c u l t u r e  t o o .  M y 
God doesn’t  deny h is  k ingdom 
t o  h i s  c h i l d r e n  b e c a u s e  t h e y 
f e l l  i n  l o v e  w i t h  e a c h  o t h e r.

M a n  w i t h  M a n  a n d 
W o m a n  w i t h  W o m a n .

L o v e  i s  h o l y  a n d  i f  y o u  a s k 
m e  w h o s e  s i d e  I ’ l l  t a k e ,
S c r i p t u r e s  o r  A m e n d m e n t s .
Verses  or  Laws.
I  wil l  always,  always choose the 
s ide of  love.
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And to those that  s tand to 
disagree,

May your idols ,  ideas, 
and myths 

be fucketh.

By Portia Ekka

Jesse’s  only pr ior i ty  in  l i fe 
is  protect ing the people  he 
loves,  so he’s  determined to  see 
Rowan Harbor ’s  wards rebui l t . 
There’s  just  one problem: 
they’re  missing an ingredient 
that  can’t  be ordered onl ine.

Jesse volunteers  to  search 
for  the missing component  in 
the realm of  the fae ,  but  his 
boyfr iend,  Sean,  isn’t  le t t ing 
him go alone.  The town has an 
enemy among the fae,  so they’l l 
need to  keep a  low profi le . 
Along their  way,  they f ind 
unexpected al l ies ,  surpr is ing 
enemies,  and a  whole host  of 
problems.

The journey is  a  tes t  of  their 
endurance,  but  a lso of  their 
re la t ionship and their  fa i th  in 
each other.  Can they f ind what 
they need and get  back home 
in one piece in  t ime for  the 
summer sols t ice?
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  Jenny Rosen 
is publ ished 
audio book 
author.  Her 
Cheater.Faker.
t roublemaker 
Ser ies just  g0t 
publ ished by 
Hachette audio 
and you can 
l is ten her book 
on Amazon 
Audible

On the occasion of  audio book month our PR ‘Michael le Sandefur ’s

chat with Jenny Rosen on her v iews and exper inace with audio 

books.

Q.1- Were you surprised by the response and how 
did i t  affect  you and Kristen? 

I  was shocked to  see how well  the book has  done 
s ince I  f i rs t  posted.  I  actual ly  didn’t  expect  anyone 
to  read i t  because i t  was a  total ly  new rewri te  of  a 
short  s tory I’d come up with in  8th grade.  So wri ters , 
i f  you have something you wrote  in  the past ,  don’t  be 
afraid to  rework i t ! 

Q.2- Speaking of  Kristen,  how did you two meet 
and who’s  idea was i t  on the col laboration? 

We’ve been best  f r iends s ince univers i ty!  We both 
went  to  UCLA and met  while  we were taking classes 
in  the school  of  Theater,  Fi lm,  and Televis ion.  We 
both love wri t ing s tor ies  & making f i lms so once I 
had a  few chapters  f inished,  I  le t  her  read i t  and we 
s tar ted col laborat ing from there!

Q.3- You have a BA in English,  were you st i l l  in 
Uni  when you started writ ing on Wattpad? If  so, 
how did you manage to juggle  writ ing and classes . 
If  not  and was teaching,  how did you manage?

Yes I  was.  I  f i rs t  joined Wattpad in  2011 and I  loved 
how support ive and responsive the readers  were on 
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the  websi te  so much that  I  made 
a  point  to  consis tent ly  update .  I 
wrote  whenever  I  had free t ime 
and on t ra in  & bus r ides  whenever 
I  had long-haul  t r ips .

Q.4- Besides Wattpad,  do you 
have your work on any other 
writ ing platform? If  no,  how 
old were you when you started 
on this  platform. If  yes ,  same 
question.  Also how old are you 
now. 

Wattpad is  the only place you’l l 
f ind my wri t ing.  My publ ished 
audiobooks from Hachet te  are 
avai lable  on Audible ,  Amazon,  and 
most  major  re ta i lers .  I ’m 30 years 
old!

You have done interviews,  reviews, 
also press  releases .  Like with your 
one book “Vigi lante  Green” in  The 
Huff ington Post . 

Q.5- How and when did al l  this 
come about? 

Things real ly  s tar ted taking off 
press-wise af ter  Cheater.Faker.
Troublemaker  won the Watty 
Award in  2016.  Direct ly  af ter  that , 
I  landed a  two-book audiobook 
deal  with Hachet te  thanks to  my 
awesome team at  Wattpad.  Wattpad 
also helped arrange a  massive 
interview alongside Anna Todd 
with The Mirror /Der  Spiegel 
which was exci t ing because i t 
was my f i rs t  feature  in  a  major ly 
syndicated magazine.  I ’ve done 
a  handful  of  other  features  with 
Riveted Li t ,  Thought  Catalogue, 
and the Dai ly  Bruin along with 
Kris ten as  wel l .

I  enjoyed Kris ten’s  rendi t ion of  the 
books on YouTube.  She’s  qui te  the 
voice actor!

Jenny ~

Thank you so much!  We appreciate 
you taking the t ime to  l is ten!

Q.6- Do you think that  showing i ts 
potential  for an audiobook is  what 
grabbed Wattpad’s  attention? And 
ult imately got  you the deal  with 
Hatchett? 

That’s  a  great  quest ion!  I ’m not 
ent i re ly  sure .  Wattpad approached 
me af ter  the Watty’s  saying 
Hachet te  wanted to  Cheater.Faker.
Troublemaker  to  be one of  the 
f i rs t  two s tor ies  to  kick off  their 
Audiobook Partnership with Wattpad. 
Both the voice actors ,  Chris t ine 
Lakin & Aaron Landon,  did an 
amazing job with the f i rs t  to  books, 
Cheater.Faker.Troublemaker  and 
Love Her,  Leave Her,  so I’m very 
grateful  for  the opportuni ty.

In  this  day and age we have a 
lot  more opt ions than we used to 
for  reading.  Besides  t radi t ional  
paperbacks and hardcovers  for  the 
ones who love the smell  and feel  of 
a  good book.  We now have digi ta l 
l ibrar ies ,  ebooks and audiobooks. 

Q.7- What are the pros and also the 
cons of  doing an audiobook. 

I  think an audiobook has  most ly 
pros!  I t ’s  a  total ly  new medium to 
reach your  readers  with,  i t  br ings the 
characters  to  l i fe ,  and i t  expands the 
experience of  reading.  The recording 
process  is  a  bi t  gruel ing,  but  s t i l l 
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quite  fun.  I f  there’s  any con,  i t ’s 
that  sometimes readers  prefer  to 
imagine the characters’ voices 
and can be a  bi t  shocked or  when 
a  voice actor ’s  rendi t ion doesn’t 
match what  they’ve imagined.  But 
then again,  that’s  a lmost  the case 
with any book being changed into a 
new form of  visual  or  audio media.

Q.8- Has your audiobook been 
received wel l  and is  i t  taking off? 

I t  was received very wel l !  Kris ten 
and I  were f loored by the wonderful 
reviews on Goodreads,  Amazon,  and 
Audible  and we appreciate  everyone 
who has  taken the t ime to  leave 
their  thoughts  on the book.  I ’d  love 
to  look into promoting the book so 
i t  can reach larger  audiences,  but 
I ’m planning on doing that  once I 
eventual ly  re lease the book as  an 
e-book & hard copy.

Speaking on t radi t ional  publ ishing 
and audiobooks with now and future 
projects . 

Q.9- Is  there a wait ing t ime 
before you’re al lowed to take your 
audiobook to print . 

I ’d  have to  double  check with my 
team before I  can answer that .

Q.10- And in the future would 
you do i t  different? Would you do 
print  f irst  and then an audiobook? 

In  the future ,  I  think I’d release 
both at  the same t ime.

Your books are a wonderful  f ind 
and I  hope we wil l  see  more of  your 

works making their  debut . 

Q.11- Do you have any thoughts  or 
words of  encouragement for your 
fel low authors?

Write  a  s tory that  only you can te l l 
and that  dis t inct ly  belongs to  you. 
There’s  a  lot  of  pressure sometimes 
to  jump into t rends and t ry  to  wri te 
what’s  popular,  but  you tend to  lose 
the love of  wri t ing i f  you’re  focused 
on numbers  and popular i ty  instead 
of  being t rue to  your  and your 
characters’ experiences .  As long as 
your  s tory can connect  to ,  encourage, 
and move someone,  you’re  headed in 
the r ight  direct ion. 

Let’s  not  leave out  the fai thful  reader 
to  whom, without  their  support , 
wouldn’t  be able  to  cont inue wri t ing. 
Making their  l ives  ful l  and enriched 
and a  l i t t le  less  dreary. 

Q.12- What do you want to say to 
them?

You guys feel  l ike family at  this 
point .  I  have known or  got ten to 
know some of  you over  the las t  8 
years  and I  am truly grateful  for 
every s ingle  person who has  taken 
the t ime to  read,  comment ,  and 
support  the s tory.  Kris ten and I  do 
read every message and t ry  our  best 
to  respond when we can.  Sometimes 
I  don’t  know how because I’m so 
overwhelmed by the support  i t ’s 
t r icky f inding the r ight  words to  say 
thank you.  We hope to  keep wri t ing 
s tor ies  that  move you and creat ing 
characters  that  help you real ize  that 
you’re  not  a lone.  Thank you for 
bel ieving in  us  for  this  long!  Can’t 
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wait  to  wri te  another  adventure  for  you!

Jenny Rosen thank you so much for  giving us  your  t ime for  this  interview. 

Keep a  watchful  eye out  for  these two amazing ladies!  And don’t  forget  to 
check out  their  audiobooks by Hatchet t  on Amazon. 

T H A N K  Y O U

By 

Michael le 

Sandefur 

Fol low Jenny Rosen on 
Scoai l  Media

@jennyrosen

@jr01 27 
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T h e r e  a r e  m a n y  p r e f e r r e d  t a s t e s 
when choosing which creative design 
s p e a k s  t h e  l o u d e s t .  M u s i c ,  a r t , 
archi tect ,  hel l ,  maybe even ASMR. 
B u t  w h a t  i s  a  r e a d e r ’s  p r e f e r r e d 
handl ing when i t  comes to  a  s tory? 
Do they favor reading? Or listening?

When I  was given this  ass ignment , 
t o  e x p r e s s  m y  o p i n i o n s  o f 
audiobooks, I  thought,  ‘Shit .  I  know 
a b s o l u t e l y  n o t h i n g  a b o u t  t h e m ’ .

I  grew up touching black ink on the 
d ry  t ex tu r e  o f  pape rback  nove l s . 
T h e  a r o m a t i c  r e m i n i s c e  o f  m y 
childhood and adulthood, a physical 
embodiment  that  made me whole in 
a  sense.  I ’m reminded of  Barnes & 
Noble  and  the i r  she lves  of  Manga 
and  t een  journeys  tha t  he lped  me 
d i scover  who  I  am.  Of  o ld  corner 
books to res  tha t  were  over f lowing 

w i t h  o p p o r t u n i t y  a n d  g r o w t h .

T h e r e ’ s  h i s t o r y  b e h i n d  e a c h 
book  I  ho ld .  A t a l e  w i th in  a  t a l e 
t h a t  i s  e m b e d d e d  i n t o  t h e  w o r d s 
I ’ v e  r e a d  t h a t  t e l l  m e  o f  a  t i m e 
a n d  p l a c e  I  o n c e  r e s i d e d  w i t h i n . 
Pe rhaps  i t ’s  the  exac t  same  th ing 
fo r  t hose  who  en joy  aud iobooks .

A l l  t h e  p a g e s  m y  f i n g e r s  h a v e 
touched, and the covers my eyes have 
seen. Tears I can’t undo and laughter 
that  shook the pages with evidential 
glee and surpr ise .  My terr ible  habi t 
of abusing the fragile pages with dog 
ears  that  would eventual ly  tear  off 
i f  I  wasn’t  careful ,  and wi th  those 
lessons  I  came to  cher ish  them al l 
the more,  ut i l iz ing anything I  could 
f ind  as  a  bookmark ,  f rom hai rp ins 
t o  s h o e l a c e s  a n d  e v e n  m y  b r a s .

Hear Me, 
See Me, 
Hold Me
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W h e n  i t  c o m e s  t o  t h e 
radio, I can only listen to it 
when I’m in the car  going 
to work.  Not even coming 
back  home ,  i t ’s  j u s t  on 
the way to  work.  I t ’s  led 
me  to  wonder,  fo r  those 
who have a  fondness  for 
l i s t en ing  to  aud iobooks , 
i s  i t  dependen t  on  wha t 
k ind  o f  mood  to  be  i n?

T h e r e ’s  a  m e t h o d  t o 
audiobooks in  regards  to 
how the story is being told 
and what kind of ambiance 
t h e  n a r r a t o r  c a n  c r e a t e 
wi th  the i r  vo ice .  I s  i t  a 
static charge of chemistry 
in  the  a i r  for  a  romant ic 
i n c l i n a t i o n ?  A h o r r i f i c 
or  suspensefu l  sensa t ion 
o f  t e r ro r ?  How abou t  a 
captivating or adrenaline-
s p i k i n g  a n t i c i p a t i o n 
o f  w h a t ’ s  t o  c o m e ?

What kind of story does the 
voice behind the mic bring 
to  l i f e  fo r  each  pe r son?

But  t imes  a re  chang ing . 
The opt ion for  reading is 

now being s t re tched through many direct ions of 
c rea t iv i ty,  and  hones t ly,  I  couldn’t  be  happier. 
It’s how I’ve become more engrossed with stories, 
through video games, short clips, music videos, even 
interactive mobile apps such as Chapters or Choices. 

I’m happy for readers who are able to find what works 
for  them when i t  comes to  enjoying a  book,  be i t 
through listening, playing a game or holding a book. 
Maybe I’m a knuckleheaded, old-school individual 
who hasn’t quite acquired the taste for audiobooks 
ye t ,  and  may  never  ge t  in to  i t  fo r  a l l  I  know.

Or,  perhaps I  just  haven’t  come across  the r ight 
voice yet .  That  being said,  for  anyone who knows 
of  any superb audiobooks that  could loosen my 
b lank  s la ted  fee l ings  on  aud iobooks ,  f ee l  f ree 
t o  g i v e  s u g g e s t i o n s  w i t h  l i n k s  a t  t h e  r e a d y !

An American Author 
of Erotica,  Fantasy & 
Paranormal romance novels , 
Vice was born in Duluth,  GA 
a proud Libra in the Fal l  of 
October.  She is  the author of 
Obl ivion,  the f i rst  novel  to 
her Tales of Incipion series , 
and the highly anticipated 
werewolf  novel ,  Beneath the 
Blood Moon. 

By 
Mel i s sa 
S.  Vi ce
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There’s  nothing worse than having to  take 
a  b a t h r o o m  b r e a k  w h e n  t h e r e ’s  n o n e  t o 
be  had .When Whi tney  Dugan  i s  fo rced  to 
play babysi t ter  to  a  pat ient ,  her  temporary 
pos i t ion  i s  t u rned  in to  a  pe rmanen t  one . 
Soon,  she’s pulled into a troubling si tuation 
she wants no part of,  despite there being two 
dangerously,  smoldering Alphas at  her  s ide.

The  Vik to r  twins  have  the  wor ld  a t  the i r 
feet .  Demanding an empire  of  respect ,  fear 
a n d  s u b m i s s i o n ,  h u m a n  a n d  l y c a n  s t e e r 
clear  of  the dynamic duo.  But  when a brutal 
a t t ack  l ands  one  o f  them in  the  hosp i ta l , 
they real ize  everything is  nothing without 
t he  p r e sence  o f  t he i r  f ema le  a s  t hey  a l l 
t oo  sudden ly  f a l l  f o r  t he i r  human  ma te .

Wil l ing to  do whatever  i t  takes  for  revenge 
w h i l e  k e e p i n g  t h e i r  f e m a l e  h a p p i l y  b y 
t h e i r  s i d e ,  t h e y  m u s t  b a r e  e v e r y  d a r k 
secret  they hide in  hopes i t  wi l l  br ing them 
t o g e t h e r  i n s t e a d  o f  d r i v i n g  t h e m  a p a r t .
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Editingle Indie House, a hybrid publishing 
house is  created by a team who believes 
every s tory,  and every author  mat ters .

We  s e e k  t o  p r o v i d e  a  t r a d i t i o n a l 
p u b l i s h i n g  o p p o r t u n i t i e s  a s  w e l l  a s 
f o c u s  o n  h e l p i n g  s e l f - p u b l i s h i n g 
authors  in  their  journey of  publ ishing. 
We s t r ive  to  make a  d i fference  in  the 
publ ishing world ,  s tar t ing wi th  th ings 
o t h e r  p u b l i s h e r s  d o n ’ t  o f t e n  o f f e r. 

Ed i t ing le  works  wi th  i t s  au thors  s ide 
by  s ide  a s  they  e s t ab l i sh  themse lves 
in  the  wr i t ing  wor ld .  We  he lp  c rea te 
a  p a t h  t h e y  e n v i s i o n  a n d  g u i d e 
t h e m  t o w a r d  t h e  r i g h t  d i r e c t i o n .  

     Catherine Edward, 
   Co-Founder

     Rucha Shrinath, 
   Co-Founder
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     Rucha Shrinath, 
   Co-Founder

Melissa  S.  Vice, 
Head Developmental 

Alankri ta  Verma, 
Product ion Assis tant

Apurva Biswas,   
Product ion Assis tant

Port ia  Ekka, 
Market ing Head

Michael le  Sandefur, 
Publ ic  Relat ions Head
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