ELLERY QUEEN’S
MYSTERY MAGAZINE

including BLACK MASK MAGAZINE

15TH ANNIVERSARY ISSUE

NEW SHORT DETECTIVE NOVEL

For Men ONLY Roy Vickers 3
SPECIAL ANNIVERSARY STORY

MURDER AT THE PO SHRINE Nedra Tyre 22
BLACK MASX MAGAZINE

Tue Most Excrting Srow 1N Town Cornell Woolrich 35

TurTLE RacE Paul W. Fairman 50
DETECTIVE STORIES

Douste Your MoNkrY Ellery Queen 77

A VerY Opp Case INDEED Machael Innes 90

Tre MAN Wno Mabe PeorLE MaAD Mark Van Doren 93

TuE SPLINTER Mary Roberts Rinebarr 111
CRIME STORIES

Star WITNESS Allan Vaughan Elston 60

Tre First TiMe MACHINE Fredric Brown 105

Deap PigeonN Jules Archer 108
EQMM ''FIRST"

Tue DeviL anp Mr. WoorLer R.J. Tilley 70
RIDDLE STORY

WrAT Dip Poor Brown Do? Mark Twain 83
DETECTIVE DIRECTORY Roberr P. Mills 106

The best of the new and the best of the old

pUBLISHER: Joseph W. Ferman EDITOR: Ellery Queen

Ellery Queen's Mystery Magazine, Vol. 26, No 3, Whole No 142, SEPT | 1955 Published monthly by Mercury
Publicatsons, Inc., at 35¢ a copy. Annual subserniption 34 oo in U S A. and possessions, Canada and the Pan Amen-
can Unton, §s 00 1n all other countrnies Publication office, Concord, N H. Edutorial and General offices, 471 Par
Ave., New York 22, N. Y. Entered as second class matter a1 the post office at Concord, N. H under the act a}
March 3, 1879. Copynght, 1955, by Mercury Publicatsons, Inc All nghts rewerved Protection secured under the
International Copynight Convention and the Pan Amencan Copynght Convention. Prnted in U.S.A.

Rosent P. MiLLs, Managing Edior GEeorcE SALTER, At Director

CHARLES ANGOFFR, Associatre Editor Howanrb K. Pruvn, Production Manager

Gromua Levitas, Assastant Editor Constance D1 Rienzo, Ediorial Secretary



We are deeply grateful to Fay H. Wolfson of Memphis, Tennessee, for

calling our attention to a “buried treasure,”

a wondrous gem, in the work

of that grand Old Master of the riddle story, Mark Twain. The tale below
15 part of Chapter Il 1 FOLLOWING THE EQUATOR, and we guarantee

that you will relish its rediscovery . . .

One important warning: The

characterization of John Brown is vital to the riddle; you must accept it
wholly and without question as an unchangeable condition of the story

. Happy pondering!

WHAT DID POOR BROWN

DO?

by MARK TWAIN

E HAD ONE GAME ABOARD SHIP

which was a good time-passer
—at least it was at night in the
smoking-room when the men were
getting freshened up from the day’s
monotonies and dullnesses. It was the
completing of non-complete stories.
That is to say, a man would tell all of
a story except the finish, then the
others would try to supply the ending
out of their own invention. When
everyone who wanted a chance had
had it, the man who had introduced
the story would give 1ts original
ending — then you could take your
choice. Sometimes the new endings
turned out to be better than the old
one. But the story which called out
the most persistent and determined
and ambitious effort was one which
had no ending, and so there was
nothing to compare the new-made
endings with. The man who told it
said he could furnish the particulars
up to a certain point only, because
that was as much of the tale as he
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knew. He had read it in a volume of
sketches twenty-five years ago, and
was interrupted before the end was
reached. He would give anyone fifty
dollars who would finish the story to
the satisfaction of a jury to be ap-
pointed by ourselves.

We appointed a jury and wrestled
with the tale. We invented plenty of
endings, but the jury voted them all
down. The jury was right. It was a
tale which the author of it may
possibly have completed satisfactorily,
and if he really had that good fortune
I would like to know what the ending
was. Any ordinary man will find that
the story's strength is in its middle,
and that there is apparently no way
to transfer it to the close, where of
course it ought to be. In substance
the storiette was as follows:

John Brown, aged thirty-one, good,
gentle, bashful, umid, lived in a quiet
village in Missouri. He was superin-
tendent of the Presbyterian Sunday
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school. It was but a humble distinc-
tion; still, it was his only official one,
and he was modestly proud of it and
devoted to its work and interests.
The extreme kindliness of his nature
was recognized by all; in fact, people
said that he was made entirely out of
good impulses and bashfulness; that
he could always be counted upon for
help when it was needed, and for
bashfulness both whcn 1t was needed
and when it wasn't.

Mary Taylor, twenty-three, mod-
est, sweet, winung, and in character
and person beautiful, was all 1n all to
him. And he was very nearly all in all
to her. She was wavering; his hopes
were high. Her mother had been in
opposttion from the first. But she was
wavering, t0o; he could see 1t. She
was being touched by his warm tnter-
est in her two charity protégées and
by his contributions toward their
support. These were two forlorn and
aged sisters who lived 1n a log hut in
a lonely place up a crossroad four
miles from Mrs. Taylor’s farm. One
of the sisters was crazy, and sometimes
a little violent, but not often.

At last the time seemed ripe for a
final advance, and Brown gathered
his courage together and resolved to
make it. He would take along a con-
tribution of double the usual size, and
win the mother over; with her oppo-
sition annulled, the rest of the con-
quest would be sure and prompt.

He took to the road in the middle
of a placid Sunday afternoon in the
soft Missourian summer, and he was
equipped properly for his mission. He

was clothed all in white linen, with a
blue ribbon for a necktie, and he had
on dressy tight boots. His horse and
buggy were the finest that the livery
stable could furnish. The lap-robe
was of white linen, it was new, and it
had a handworked border that could
not be rivaled in that region for
beauty and elaboration.

When he was four miles out on the
lonely road and was walking his
horse over a wooden bridge, his straw
hat blew off and fell in the creek, and
floated down and lodged against a
bar. He did not quite know what to
do. He must have the hat, that was
manifest; but how was he to get 1t?

Then he had an idea. The roads
were empty, nobody was stirring. Yes,
he would risk 1t. He led the horse to
the roadside and set it to cropping the
grass; then he undressed and put his
clothes in the buggy, petted the horse
a moment to secure its compassion
and 1ts loyalty, then hurried to the
stream. He swam out and soon had
the hat. When he got to the top of
the bank the horse and buggy were
gone!

His legs almost gave way under
him. The horse was walking leisurely
along the road. Brown trotted after
it, saying, ‘“Whoa, whoa, there’s a
good fellow”; but whenever he got
near enough to chance a jump for the
buggy, the horse quickened its pace
a little and defeated him. And so this
went on, the naked man perishing
with anxiety, and expecting every
moment to sece people come n sight.
He tagged on and on, imploring the
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horse, beseeching the horse, till he had
left a mile behind him, and was clos-
ing up on the Taylor premises; then
at last he was successful, and got into
the buggy. He flung on his shirt, his
necktie, and his coat; then reached
for — but he was too late; he sat sud-
denly down and pulled up the lap-
robe, for he saw someone coming out
of the gate —a woman, he thought.
He wheeled the horse to the left, and
struck briskly up the crossroad. It
was perfectly straight, and exposed
on both sides; but there were woods
and a sharp turn three miles ahead,
and he was very grateful when he got
there. As he passed around the turn
he slowed down to a walk, and
reached for his tr — too late again.

He had come upon Mrs. Enderby,
Mis. Glossop, Mrs. Taylor, and Mary.
They were on foot, and seemed tired
and excited. They came at once to
the buggy and shook hands, and all
spoke at once, and said, cagerly and
earnestly, how glad they were that
he had come, and how fortunate it
was. And Mrs. Enderby said, im-
pressively:

“It looks like an accident, his com-
ing at such a tme; but let no one
profane it with such a name; he was
sent — sent from on high.”

They were all moved, and Mrs.
Glossop said in an awed voice:

“Sarah Enderby, you never said a
truer word in your life. This is no
accident, it is a special Providence.
He was sent. He is an angel —an
angel as truly as ever angel was —an
angel of deliverance. I say angel,

Sarah Enderby, and will have no
other word. Don’t let anyone ever
say to me again that there’s no such
thing as special Providences; for if
this 1sn’t one, let them account for
it that can.”

“I know 1t’s s0,” said Mus. Taylor,
fervently. “John Brown, [ could
worship you; I could go down on my
knees to you. Didn’t something tell
you — didn’t you fee!/ that you were
sent? T could kiss the hem of your
lap-robe.”

He was not able to speak; he was
helpless with shame and fright. Mrs.
Taylor went on:

“Why, just look at it all around,

qulia Glossop. Any person can see

the hand of Providence in it. Here at
noon what do we sce? We see the
smoke rising. I speak up and say,
‘That’s the Old People’s cabin “re.’
Didn’t I, Julia Glossop?”

“The very words you said, Nancy
Taylor. I was as close to you as [ am
now, and I heard them. You may
have said hut instead of cabin, but in
substance it’s the same. And you were
looking pale, too.”

“Pale? I was that pale that if —
why, you just compare it with this
lap-robe. Then the next thing I said
was, ‘Mary Taylor, tell the hired man
to rig up the team — we'll go to the
rescue.” And she said, ‘Mother, don’t
you know you told him he could
drive to see his people, and stay over
Sunday?’ And it was just so. I declare
for it, I had forgotten it. ‘“Then,’ said
I, ‘we’ll go afoot.” And go we did.
And found Sarah on the road.”
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“And we all went together,” said
Ms. Enderby. “And found the cabin
set fire and burnt down by the crazy
one, and the poor old things so old
and feeble that they couldn't go
afoot. And we got them to a shady
place and made them as comfortable
as we could, and began to wonder
which way to turn to find some way
to get them conveyed to Nancy
Taylor's house. And I spoke up and
said — now what did I say? Didn’t I
say, ‘Providence will provide’?”

“Why sure as you live, so you did!
I had forgotten it.”

“So had I,”
Mrs. Taylor; “but you certainly sard
it..Now wasn’t that rerharkable?”

“Yes, I'said it. And then we went
to Mr. Moseley's, two miles, and all
of them were gone to the camp-
meeting over on Stony Fork; and
then we came all the way back, two
muiles, and then here, another mile —
and Providence has provided. You
see it yourselves.”

They gazed at each other awe-
struck, and lifted their hands and
said 1n unison:

“It’s per-fectly wonderfull”

“And then,” said Mrs. Glossop,
“what do you think we had better do
—let Mr. Brown drive the Old
People to Nancy Taylor’s one at a
time, or put both of them in the
buggy, and let him lead the horse?”

Brown gasped.

“Now, then, that’s a question,”
said Mrs. Enderby. “You see, we are
all tired out, and any way we fix it
wt’s going to be difficult. For if Mr.

said Mrs. Glossop and -

Brown takes both of them, at least
one of us must go back to help him,
for he can’t load them into the buggy
by himself, and they so helpless.”

“That is so,” said Mrs. Taylor.
“It doesn’t look —oh, how would
this do! — one of us drive there with
Mr. Brown, and the rest of you go
along to my house and get things
ready. I’ll go with him. He and I to-
gether <an lift one of the Old People
into the buggy; then drive her to my
house and — "

“But who will take care of the
other one?” said Mrs. Enderby. “We
mustn't leave her there in the woods
alone, you know — especially the
crazy one. There and back is eight
mules, you see.”

They had all been sitting on the
grass beside the buggy for a while,
now, trying to rest their weary bod-
ies. They fell silent a moment or two,
and struggled in thought over the
baffling situation; then Mrs. Enderby
brightened and said:

“I think I’ve got the idea, now.
You see, we can’t walk any more.
Think what we’ve done; four miles
there, two to Moseley’s, is six, then
back to here — nine mules stnce noan,
and not a bite to eat: I declare I don’t
see how we’ve done it; and as for me,
I am just famishing. Now, somebody’s
got to go back, to help Mr. Brown —
there’s no getting around that; but
whoever goes has got to ride, not
walk. So my idea 1s this: one of us to
ride back with Mr. Brown, then ride
to Nancy Taylor’s house with one of
the Old People, leaving Mr. Brown
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to keep the other old one company,
you all to go now to Nancy’s and rest
and wait; then one of you drive back
and get the other one and drive hAer
to Nancy’s, and Mr. Brown walk.”

“Splendid!” they all cried. “Oh,
that will do — that will answer per-
fectly.” And they all said that Mrs.
Enderby had the best head for plan-
ning in the company; and they said
that they wondered that they hadn’t
thought of this simple plan them-
selves. They hadn’t meant to take
back the compliment, good simple
souls, and didn’t know they had done
1t. After a consultation it was decided
that Mrs. Enderby should drive back
with Brown, she being entitled to the
distinction because she had invented
the plan. Everything now being satis-
factorily arranged and settled, the
ladies rose, relieved and happy, and
brushed down their gowns, and three
of them started homeward; Mors.
Enderby set her foot on the buggy
step and was about to climb in, when
Brown found a remnant of his voice
and gasped out:

“Please, Mrs. Enderby, call them
back — I am very weak; I can't walk,
I can’t indeed.” .

“Why, dear Mr. Brown! You do
look pale; I am ashamed of myself
that I didn’t notice it sooner. Come
back — all of you! Mr. Brown is not
well. Is there anything 1 can do for
you, Mr. Brown —I'm real sorry.
Are you in pain?”’

“No, madam, only weak; I am not
sick, but only just weak — lately;
not long, but just lately.”

The others came back, and poured
out their sympathies and commusera-
tions, and were full of self-reproaches
for not having noticed how pale he
was. And they at once struck out a
new plan, and soon agreed that 1t was
by far the best of all. They would all
go to Nancy Taylor’s house and see
to Brown’s needs first. He could lie
on the sofa in the parlor, and while
Mirs. Taylor and Mary took care of
him the other two ladies would take
the buggy and go and get one of the
Old People, and leave one of them-
selves with the other one, and —

By this time, without any solicita-
tion, they were at the horse’s head
and were beginning to turn him
around. The danger was imminent,
but Brown found his voice again and
saved himself. He said:

“But, ladies, you are overlooking
something which makes the plan 1m-
practicable. You sce, if you bring one
of them home, and one remains be-
hind with the other, there will be
three persons there when one of you
comes back for that other, for some-
one must drive the buggy back, and
three can’t come home in 1t.”

They all exclaimed, “Why, sure-ly,
that is sol” and they were all per-
plexed again.

“Dear, dear, what can we do?”’ said
Mrs. Glossop. “‘It 1s the most mixed-
up thing that ever was. The fox and
the goose and the corn and things —
oh, dear, they ate nothing to it.”’

They sat wearily down once more,
to further torture their tormented
heads for a plan that would work.
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Presently Mary offered a plan; it was
her first effort. She said:

“I am young and strong, and am
refreshed, now. Take Mr. Brown to
our house, and give him help — you
see how plainly he needs 1t. T will go
back and take care of the Old People;
I can be there in twenty minutes.
You can go on and do what you first
started to do-—wait on the main
road at our house until somebody
comes along with a wagon; then send
the wagon and bring away the three
of us. You won't have to wait long;
the farmers will soon be coming back
from town. I will keep old Polly
patient and cheered up — the crazy
one doesn’t need it.”

This plan was discussed and ac-
cepted; 1t seemed the best that could
be done, in the circumstances, and
the Old People must be getting dis-
couraged by this tume.

Brown felt relieved, and was deeply
thankful. Let him once get to the
main road and he would find a way
to escape.

Then Mrss. Taylor said:

“Theeveningchill will be comingon,
pretty soon, and those poor old burnt-
out things will need some kind of
covering Take the lap-robe with you,
dear.”’

“Very wall Mother, I will.”

She stepped to the buggy and put
out her hand to take it —

That was the end of the tale. The
passenger who told it said that when
he read the story twenty-five years
ago in a train he was interrupted at

that point — the train jumped off a
bridge.

At first we thought we could finish
the story quite easily, and we set to
work with confidence; but it soon
began to appear that it was not a
simple thing, but difhicult and baf-
fling. This was on account of Brown’s
character — great generosity and kind-
liness, but complicated with unusual
shyness and diffidence, particularly in
the presence of ladies. There was his
love for Mary, 1 a hopeful state but
not yet secure — just 1n a condition,
indeed, whefte its affair must be han-"
dled with great tact, and no mistakes
made, no offense given. And there
was the mother — wavering, half-
willing — by adroit and flawless di-
plomacy to be won over, now, or
perhaps never at all. Also, there were
the helpless Old People yonder in the
woods waiting — their fate and
Brown’s happiness to be determined
by what Brown should do within the
next two seconds. Mary was reaching
for the lap-robe; Brown must decide
— there was no time to be lost.

Of course, none but a happy ending
of the story would be accepted by the
jury; the finish must find Brown in
high credit with the ladies, his be-
havior without blemish, his modesty
unwounded, his character for self-
sacrifice maintained, the Old People
rescued through him, their bene-
factor, all the party proud of him,
happy in him, his praises on all their
tongues.

We tried to arrange this, but it was
beset with persistent and irreconcil-
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able difficulties. We saw that Brown'’s
shyness would not allow him to give
up the lap-robe. This would offend
Mary and her mother; and it would
surprise the other ladies, partly be-
cause this stinginess toward the suf-
fering Old People would be out of
character with Brown, and partly
because he was a special Providence
and could not properly act so. If
asked to explain his conduct, his shy-
ness would not allow him to tell the

truth, and lack of invention and
practice would find him incapable of
contriving a lie that would wash. We
worked at the troublesome problem
until three in the morning without
any success.

Meantime Mary was still reaching
for the lap-robe. We gave it up, and
decided to let her continue to reach.
It is the reader's privilege to deter-
mine for himself how the thing came
out.




