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      Between 1932 and 1935 Edgar Rice Burroughs wrote seven murder mystery puzzles, featuring ERB's last series character to appear in book form:  Police Inspector Muldoon  and his trusted biographer and sidekick, Edgar Rice Burroughs. These puzzles appeared in Rob Wagner's Script Weekly, an American west coast magazine.


      The solutions were mailed in by readers and appeared in later issues. In one case, Edgar Rice Burroughs provided the solution himself.


      They were all later collected into the rarity "Murder!" A Collection of Short Murder Mystery Puzzles which had a run of 1045 copies.


      
The titles flagged with a bullet were provided from various people's copies of the original Script magazines to the Burroughs Fan community (collected notably by Bill Hillman's ERBzine and The Burroughs Bibliophiles) and are included in this volume.
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    THE LIGHTSHIP MURDER


  


  
    When Muldoon asked me to go along with them I didn't know what I was in for. My longest sea voyage has been west from the Statue of Liberty to Catalina Island. I am not much of a sailor. The launch that the Coast Guard furnished us seemed to me wholly inadequate beyond the breakwater, but we were headed far out for the lightship that marks a dangerous reef twenty miles off shore.

    However, the sea was calm; and there were only the long oily swells to remind one of the latent might of the great ocean -- an aftermath of the storm that had raged but a day or two before. It was all rather restful, and I was soon enjoying it to the full.

    In addition to the crew of the launch and Muldoon and myself, there were United States Marshal Olson and two of his deputies. The Marshal, a warm friend and admirer of Inspector Muldoon, had invited him to come along and help solve what appeared to be something of a mystery; and Muldoon had, as he often does, asked me to go with him.

    The Marshal knew practically nothing about the case except that the lightship tender, making her BI-monthly visit to the lightship, had wirelessed that morning, that she had found Daniel MacTeevor, the keeper of the lightship, murdered and could get no information from any of the others on board.

    The tender was still standing by ass we climbed over the rail of the murder ship; and it was the captain of the tender, there with tow of his men, who greeted us. Otherwise, the deck was deserted.

    "I've got 'em down below in the main cabin," he said, following brief introductions. "They're a glum lot; I can't get a thing out of 'em that makes sense."

    "That's what I brought my old friend, Inspector Muldoon, along for," remarked Olson. "He'll get the truth out of 'em without their knowing it."

    "The truth ain't in 'em," growled the captain of the tender. "Where do you want to start, Inspector?"

    "Let's have a look at the body," replied Muldoon. "Where is it?"

    "He's still in his cabin. Come with me."

    We followed Captain Black down a companionway and entered a cabin in which were two bunks. On one of them was stretched a figure covered with a piece of tarpaulin.

    Captain Black jerked a thumb toward it. "There it is," he said.

    Olson and I followed Muldoon to the side of the bunk and watched as he pulled down the tarpaulin. I do not know why I have such a morbid desire to see such gruesome things. I am always sorry afterward, and ashamed; but the fact remains that the corpse of a murdered person holds me in its grisly power as surely as the wedding guest was held by the glittering eye of the ancient mariner.

    And this sight was hideously gruesome. MacTeevor's throat had been cut from ear to ear and so deeply that his head was almost severed from his body. From the seamed and weather-beaten face his dead eyes stared horribly, his shaved upper lip was drawn back from his teeth in a snarl, the fringe of white beard beneath his lower jaw was matted with blood.

    Muldoon drew the tarpaulin back in place. "I would like to question those who were on board at the time of the murder," he said.

    "They are all in the main cabin," said Black, leading the way from the scene of the murder.

    There were four people in the cabin that we entered a moment later. They were a sullen, dour-looking lot. They glowered at us from beneath scowling brows, but none of them spoke. Muldoon stood surveying them for a moment; then he turned toward the man sitting nearest him.

    "What is your name?" he demanded.

    "Bill MacTeevor," came sullenly after a moment's hesitation.

    "Were the four of you in this cabin on board this ship the night of the murder?"

    The man did not answer, but a woman across the cabin spoke up. "Yes," she said. "We was all here."

    "And who else?" asked Muldoon.

    "Only Daniel," she replied.

    Muldoon turned again to the man. "I am Inspector Muldoon of the metropolitan police force, and this gentleman on my right is United States Marshal Olson. We have come out here to investigate this murder. It will be pleasanter for all concerned if you answer our questions and answer them truthfully. None of you need answer any question that will incriminate himself.

    "Now, when was this murder committed?"

    "The night of September first, night before last."

    "You are here together alone much of the time, are you not?"

    "We ain't seen no one since the tender was here last time."

    "When was that?"

    "The second of July."

    "What was the murdered man doing the last time you saw him alive?"

    "He was scrappin' with her." Bill MacTeevor pointed toward a woman sitting near him.

    "What is you name? Asked Muldoon, addressing the woman.

    "Esther MacTeevor." She was a slatternly woman clothed in a dirty calico garment that would have been called a Mother Hubbard twenty or thirty years ago; I don't know what they call them now.

    "What were you and the murdered man quarrelling about? asked the Inspector.

    "What we always quarreled about -- money. He was turrible tight about money -- he wouldn't give me none."

    "Why did you want money?"

    "Andy wanted to go ashore when the tender come. He wanted to get a job on shore. He was  sick o' livin' on a lightship. I wanted the money fer him."

    '"Were you and Daniel related Esther? Inquired Muldoon.

    "Yes, but we weren't no blood kin."

    "Just when did you see your sister last prior to the murder?" Muldoon has an odd way of skipping about in his questioning and suddenly asking what seem to be the most irrelevant sort of questions.

    Esther MacTeevor puckered her brows in thought. "Let's see," she said finally, "4th o' July come on a Monday this year; an' it was jest a week before the Fourth that I seen Susan last. The husband of one of her friends owns a fishin' boat, and she come with him. She spent a week with me an' went back the Monday before the Fourth. She ain't never been married, an' she likes to gad about an' visit. Especial she likes to come an' see me, 'cause me an' her is the only ones left in our family."

    Muldoon wheeled suddenly toward a scrawny, hard-faced woman. "What is your name?" he demanded.

    The woman started nervously as though someone had suddenly stuck a pin into her. "Ca-Carrie MacTeevor," she stammered.

    "What do you know of the happenings on this ship the night of September1?" Muldoon shot the question at her as though he were accusing her of the murder.

    "I don't know nothin'," she replied sullenly. "I never done it." And then half hysterically, "I swear to God I never done it!"

    "I am only asking you to recall what you do know of that night," said Muldoon, soothingly. I think it is these quick changes of manner that help to make Mullion's technique so effective; his subjects are alternately soothed or shocked into revealing more than they realize.

    "Well," commenced the woman, reminiscently, "it was a turrible night. The wind was blowin' a gale, an' the clouds hid every star; it was dark as a pocket except when The Light flashed  -- on five seconds, off fifteen. The ship was wallowin' an' pitchin', the wind was howlin' through the riggin', an' above the storm I could hear the seas breakin' on the reef. I was plumb scairt; an' I was seasick, too. I staid in my bunk from right after supper. I didn't know nothin' about Daniel until mornin', when Bill come in an' tol' me."

    "How long have you known Andy?"

    "Eighteen year."

    "Did he and Daniel ever quarrel?"

    "Yes. We all quarreled. There wasn't nothin' else much to do."

    "Didn't Andy quarrel with Daniel more than the rest of you?"

    "No, he didn't. Andy has always been a good boy. Perhaps, bein' an only child, he's been spoiled a little; but he ain't a bad boy."

    Muldoon was silent for a moment; then he turned away from Carrie. "Bill," he asked, "where was your brother sleeping the night of the murder?"

    "I never had no brother," replied Bill, "nor sister, neither."

    "How old are you?"

    "Almost forty."

    "Who was on watch the hour of the murder?"

    Bill shuffled his feet nervously and cleared his throat before answering. "I was; my father went to bed early."

    "How long have you known Carrie MacTeevor?"

    "Nigh onto twenty year."

    "Was she particularly fond of Daniel?"

    "Hell, no; there wasn't none o' us particularly fond of no one. We been cooped up along here too long.

    Once more Muldoon turned his attention to another member of the sorry company. "Young man, what is your name?"

    "Andy MacTeevor."

    "How old are you, Andy?"

    "Eighteen."

    "Is your mother living?"

    "Yes."

    "Say, mister," interrupted Carrie MacTeevor, "I forgot to tell you somethin'. I heard Andy's grandmother scoldin' Daniel after I turned in."

    "Could you hear what she said?

    "No."

    "How old are you, Carrie?"

    "Thirty-nine."

    "Esther, did Daniel quarrel with his sister the night of the murder?"

    "Daniel's only sister died more 'n forty year ago. I was tellin' my sister it seemed nigh onto a hundred years since Abbie passed on."

    "Have you done anything about notifying Daniel's other relatives?"

    "His father an' mother died over forty year ago, just before his sister Abbie went; and he never had no other kin except what's on this ship."

    "But you were related to him."

    "We're all related -- all what was on the ship."

    "How many was that?"

    "Five."

    "Was Daniel married?"

    "Yes."

    "And his wife is still living?

    "Yes."

    "That would be his first wife?"

    "He never had but one. They couldn't have been but one woman in the world fool enough to marry Daniel MacTeevor." She cast a vindictive look at the other woman.

    "Andy," continued the Inspector, "what other relatives have you beside those on board this ship?"

    "Just a great aunt," replied the youth.

    "And now, Esther, just one more question. Do you know who committed this murder?"

    "Yes, but I won't tell. You couldn't never drag it out of me."

    "I shan't try to," Muldoon assured her.

    "If Daniel had listed to me it wouldn't never have happened. I been expectin' somethin' like this for a long time."

    "Indeed! Why?

    "It was in the blood -- the mother's blood; 'twarn't in my blood nor in the MacTeevor's."

    "Thank you, Esther," said Muldoon suavely; that explains everything."

    We all looked at Muldoon blankly. Marshal Olson was the first of speak, "Perhaps it does to you, Inspector," he said; "but I don't ever know who's related to whom, much less who did the killing.

    "It is quite simple," said Muldoon. "If the captain has the authority to leave someone here to tend the light, you can take the guilty party back with you now and the others as material witnesses."


    Who is the guilty party? What were the relationships that existed between the five people aboard the lightship? And why?

  


  
    These mystery stories of Ed Burroughs are on the square. There's no "catch."

    Time yourself for arriving at a correct solution and mail it to SCRIPT. 

    The winner will be given a high position at court when we are King.  --- Rob 
  


  

  

  



  
    


    THE RED NECKTIE

  


  
    THE PROSECUTING ATTORNEY cleared his throat and glared at the witness fidgeting uneasily on the stand. "You say your name is King," he barked. "How old are you?"

    The witness, a red-faced man uneasy in ill-fitting clothes, fingered his soft hat nervously as he answered in a scarcely audible voice. "I am five years older than that other defendant over there who is twenty years younger and much poorer than the defendant who has the same name as he."


    "Now," snapped the Prosecuting Attorney, "in addition to you and two other defendants you have just mentioned, there is a fourth defendant. Do you know his age?"


    "He is five years older than I."


    "You are well acquainted with all the other defendants, are you not?"


    "I know them all, sir, but I wouldn't say as how I am well acquainted with all of them. I am only a porter in Mr. James' bank and scarcely ever spoke to him until after we were both indicted."


    "Do you know who gave the red necktie to Judge Racket?" The Prosecuting Attorney shot the question suddenly after a brief pause. His vehemence startled the witness and left him gasping.


    "Y-yes," he stammered.


    "Which one of the four defendants was it?" demanded the Prosecutor.



    THE ATTORNEY FOR THE DEFENSE leaped to his feet. "I object to that question, your honor, on the grounds that his answer might incriminate him."

    "Objection sustained," ruled the court.


    "King," continued the Prosecuting Attorney, "one of the defendants in this case has the same name as I; would you say that this defendant is older than the one who gave the red necktie to Judge Racket?


    "He is younger, sir; he is ten years younger than you."


    "That is all." He turned to a white-haired man sitting at a table beside the Attorney for the Defense. "Mr. James, please take the witness chair."


    A PORTLY MAN with a careworn face approached and was sworn. "What is your name?" asked the prosecutor.

    "Thaddeus James," came the answer in a dull, weary voice.


    "And what is your vocation, Mr. James?"


    "I am a banker."


    "How old are you?"


    "If I were five years younger I should be just your age."


    "You are a very rich man, are you not, Mr. James?"


    "I was born in 1929," replied the witness with a tinge of bitterness in his voice; "but today I am worth but little more than my clerk over there, regardless of what others may think."


    "You mean William James, one of the defendants in this case?"


    "Yes."


    "Now, Mr. James, you have known Mr. Cooper for how long?"


    "There are two Coopers in the court room, sir; my attorney's name is Cooper. Do you refer to him?"


    "No, to the other Cooper -- one of your co-defendants."


    "I have known him for one-seventh of my life and one sixth of his."


    "Is the man who bribed Judge Racket older or younger than this man?"


    "He is as much younger than you as he is older than the defendant whose name is the same as yours."


    "THAT IS ALL, Mr. James; you are excused. And now, gentlemen of the jury, you have heard all the evidence, and during the past three days of this trial it has shown conclusively that one of these four defendants is guilty of having given a red necktie to Judge Racket. These men have all tried to shield one another, but the State has circumvented them by reducing the identification of the guilty man to a matter of cold figures that cannot lie. Unintentionally and unknowingly on their part, they have been adroitly led into divulging the identity of the culprit by revealing his age. The man against whom you must bring in a verdict of guilty, if this great and glorious nation is to endure, has just been identified by Mr. James.

    "Gentlemen of the jury, your duty is plain."


    FIFTEEN MINUTES LATER, the jury brought in a verdict of guilty against one of the four defendants.

    How old is the guilty man, and what is his name? 


    

  


  
    


    THE TERRACE DRIVE MURDER


  


  
    I was idling with my violin on a grey November morning, the sort of blue, depressing morning that offers no incentive to creative work, and wishing that something would happen that would shift the responsibility for shirking from my conscience, when the telephone bell jangled insistently.

    It was Muldoon. "Hello, old man!" he greeted me. "Feel like a murder this morning?"

    "I feel like murdering the weather man."

    "This murder has already been committed; so if the victim is the weather man, you're too late. I think it may have possibilities; the men on the job are up a stump, and they have sent for me. Come along, you like murders."

    "Sure!" I accepted with alacrity. "Shall I come to your office or meet you somewhere else?"

    "I'll pick you up; it's over in your neck of the woods."

    Twenty minutes later Muldoon and I were pulling up in front of a pretentious home on Terrace Drive. "Why, this is Atwater's place!" I exclaimed. "Has Atwater been murdered?"

    "No, it isn't Atwater; but come on in and we'll soon know all about it."

    "You hope."

    "Want to make a little bet?"

    "I'm a gentleman; I never bet on the other fellow's sure things."

    One of the men from the homicide squad let us in through the ornate entrance and led us back to a large sun parlor overlooking the gardens and the tennis court at the rear of the house.

    In addition to the chief of the homicide squad and two of his men, there were five people in the room. A grey-haired man arose as we entered and came forward. "I am glad you are here, Inspector," he said, extending a hand to Muldoon; "I want to see this thing cleared up. It is terrible, terrible!" He broke down and sobbed.

    "Calm yourself, Mr. Atwater," said Muldoon; "and if I can have the co-operation of all those present, I am sure we can get to the solution quickly.

    "And now, Mr. Atwater, when did the murder occur:"

    "Some time between eleven o'clock last night and seven this morning."

    "How do you know?"

    "We had been playing bridge after dinner -- my daughter, Bernice (he indicated a tall, dark girl quietly weeping in a corner), Mr. Elwood, myself, and  -- oh, it's terrible! Alive and well at eleven o'clock last night and now lying cold and dead up there -- murdered, foully, cruelly murdered."

    "Who discovered the body?" snapped Muldoon.

    "My secretary, Foley, over there, he replied, pointing.

    "Who was in the house between eleven o'clock last night and seven this morning?" asked Muldoon.

    "Just those who are in the room now," replied Atwater, "--and of course--" he nodded his head toward the upper floor where the corpse lay.

    "I understand," said Muldoon -- "you, your daughter, your secretary, Mr. Elwood, and who's that man there?"

    "That is Charles, my chauffeur and, ah, well, he is a sort of valet , too."

    "Where were the other servants," explained Atwater, "that is, beside Charles; a man and his wife. They had been with us only a few days, and they were most unsatisfactory. They left after dinner last night."

    "You paid them off, and they left and did not return - is that right?"

    "Yes."

    "Were the deceased and Mr. Elwood members of your household?"

    "Oh, no. They are guests. I sent Charles to the station to get them yesterday evening, and we had dinner about nine o'clock. It was the late dinner that caused the butler and his wife to leave; they were disagreeable about it."

    Muldoon turned to the chauffeur, a sullen appearing man with a deep scar across one cheek. "What time did you pick these guests up at the station, Charles?"

    "Their train got in a 7:45 last night, but I had a little trouble finding them -- I hadn't never seen them before -- and it was about eight o'clock before I picked 'em out of the crowd."

    Muldoon swung swiftly toward the secretary. "Why did you go to that room at seven o'clock this morning?"

    The suddenness of it made me jump, and I saw Foley gasp.

    "I -- I -- " stammered the secretary." Some one had to awaken the guests, and there were no servants in the house. I just went there to wake--"

    "Foley, you're lying to me -- you know who committed this crime. Come on -- out with it!"

    "Yes, I know," blurted the secretary; "but I'll never tell."

    "You were with the murderer last night?" demanded the inspector.

    "I was not. The last time I saw the murderer yesterday was while we were playing tennis together."

    "That is all for the present, Foley," said Muldoon, and then he looked over at the tall, dark girl. "You are Miss Atwater?" he asked.

    "I am."

    "Are you well acquainted with Mr. Elwood?"

    "We are engaged to be married -- we hoped to be married the tenth of next month, my birthday and his, too."

    "You are both the same age?"

    "I am a year younger than he."

    "What relation was he, if any, to the victim of this crime?"

    "He was a nephew."

    "Was there any reason why the deceased should object to this marriage?"

    At this question, Bernice Atwater broke down and commenced to cry. "I don't see why you should torture me with questions," she sobbed. "Haven't I been through enough already?"

    "Then there was a reason?" insisted Muldoon.

    "Yes -- oh, it was a matter of money. You see, Jerry -- Mr. Elwood -- was to come into  his money when he married. It is in a trust, and the trustee -- well -- had speculated and lost a lot of it. If Jerry married, it would all come out."

    "Was the deceased the trustee?"

    "Yes."

    Jerry Elwood was a short , unprepossessing looking person with thick-lensed spectacles that give him an owlish cast of countenance. During the interview he had been smoking one cigarette after another almost as rapidly as he could light them, taking a few puffs at each before pressing the fire out in the bottom of an ash receiver; then nervously extracting another from a gold cigarette case.

    Now he interposed. "I think you've said quite enough, Bernice." He fumbled for another cigarette.

    Muldoon pointed a pudgy finger at him. "Elwood," he demanded, "are you free to marry Miss Atwater?"

    "I am now -- I mean -- I --"

    "You mean you are since the murder removed an obstacle," roared Muldoon.

    "I -- I -- didn't say that," stammered Elwood.

    "But it's the truth," snapped the inspector. "You couldn't marry without the consent of the trustee of your father's estate. Now, isn't that a fact?"

    Elwood assumed an air of bravado that comported illy with his personality. "Yes, it is!" he shouted almost as loud as Muldoon; "but that doesn't prove anything."

    "It proves that you and Miss Atwater had an incentive -- it establishes a motive -- you would both have profited by the death of this person. Now, you might as well come clean, Elwood -- it will make it easier for all."

    "You have no right to accuse Miss Atwater -- she had nothing to do with it -- neither did I."

    "Perhaps not, but was there any one else in your family who might have profited by this death?"

    "I have no relatives now that -- well, since what happened last night. Like my dead mother, I am an only child."

    "Was your father the Elwood of the Elwood Grain Company?"

    "Yes."

    "And he was very wealthy before his death, was he not?"

    "Why, yes, I suppose he was wealthy," replied Elwood. "I was only ten when he died, and so I didn't know much about his affairs."

    "Let's see," ruminated Muldoon; "he and his brother were business partners?"

    "He never had a brother."

    "And now, Foley," said Muldoon, "I'd like to ask you another question."

    "Well, I don't know that I'll answer it," snapped the secretary, with some acerbity. The nerves of the three men were holding better than those of the two women; yet, all were on the edge.

    "Oh, it's not a very pertinent question, perhaps," said Muldoon, smiling. "I was just wondering if the murderer and the deceased were well acquainted?"

    The secretary laid down a half-finished cigarette, and then said, "Yes; once they were engaged to be married."

    "Do you know anything about this trust we have been hearing about, Foley?"

    "Not much -- it was not my affair."

    "You don't happen to know when it was established?"

    "Immediately after my father's death," said Elwood, "fifteen years ago."

    "Charles," said Muldoon, turning to the chauffeur, "how old are you?"

    "I'm forty-eight," replied the man.

    "You look much younger," commented Muldoon. "How long have you been employed by Mr. Atwater?"

    "Two years."

    "Like your job?"

    "Sure! It's a swell job; they treat me great."

    "What were you doing just before you went to work for Mr. Atwater"

    The chauffeur scowled. "I -- well -- you ain't got nothin' on me. What difference does it make what I was doin' two years ago?"

    "Perhaps no difference," replied Muldoon easily. "I have been trying to place you ever since I came into this room, Charles;  and now I have succeeded. That scar on your cheek is as good as a set of fingerprints. You were in the pen two years ago for burglary!"

    "Well, what if I was? Growled the chauffeur. "This murder wasn't committed two years ago."

    "And you were paroled to Mr. Atwater?"

    "Yes."

    "And he's been pretty good to you, hasn't he?"

    "Sure, fine."

    "There isn't anything you wouldn't do for him, is there?"

    "No. I'd do anything for him -- he's been swell to me."

    "You'd even commit murder for him, wouldn't you?"

    The man's eyes narrowed and he glared at Muldoon as he exclaimed, "To hell with you! I never done it."

    "Do you play tennis, Charles? Inquired Muldoon, blandly.

    "Yes. Foley taught me to play."

    "Were you playing tennis with Foley yesterday?"

    "Yes."

    "Thank you, Charles; that's all."

    Muldoon turned to the chief of the homicide squad. "Mike," he said, softly, "you may make the arrest now, bring the prisoner to headquarters."

    "Which one, Inspector?"

    Muldoon pointed at one of the five. "That one," he said.


    At whom did Muldoon point?

  


  
    


  


  

   


  
    


    WHO MURDERED MR. THOMAS?


  


  
    
      Mystery Puzzle from Tarzana

      Dear Rob:

      You have a right to boast of the high order of intelligence of your readers. Let's see how high it is. The enclosed murder mystery may be solved logically from the clues given in the story. There is no "catch" to it. Ask your readers to time themselves and then tell you how long it took them to reach the correct solution logically. Also ask them not to lie.

    


    


    POLICE INSPECTOR MULDOON and I are old cronies. I was sitting in his office when the report came in that Mr. Thomas had been murdered. Mr. Thomas was a prominent and wealthy citizen.


    "I'll look into this thing myself," said Muldoon; "Mr. Thomas was a good friend of mine."


    :May I come along?" I asked.


    "Sure," said Muldoon.


    When we reached the Thomas home, one of the show-places of the city, Muldoon immediately took full charge, placing men at all entrances with orders to permit no one to enter or depart.


    As we entered the library, a large room beautifully paneled in walnut, we found six nervous and distraught people awaiting us. Mr. Thomas' body lay on the floor in front of the fireplace, where it had fallen. There was a bullet hole between the eyes.


    The daughter of the murdered man was weeping. Her fiance, a guest in the house, was trying to comfort her. I recall that as I first looked at them I was struck by the remarkable similarity of the color of their hair. A man named Perry stood across the room from them watching Miss Terry closely.


    MULDOON'S FIRST QUESTIONS elicited the fact that there were no other people in the house and that no one had entered or left it since the murder. An examination of the corpse revealed no clue to the identity of the murderer, unless a strand of hair on the coat might have significance.

    At least, it called our attention to the hair of those present; there were two with blond hair, tow with black, and two red-heads.


    When the butler was questioned, he said that the other two men were guests and that their names were Mr. Wayne and Mr. Perry.


    Muldoon called my attention to the fact that the strand of hair found on Mr. Thomas' coat was the same color as the hair of one of the men, no two of whom had the same color hair; but I reminded him that it was also exactly the same color as that of one of the women.


    When Muldoon questioned Miss Mills, she said that she and Miss Terry were visiting Miss Thomas over the week-en, and when he urged her to make a clean breast of it and tell him who the murderer was she just shook her mass of bobbed black hair, and burying her face in her hands, burst into tears.


    IT WAS ABOUT THE SAME with the others; no one would name the murderer. One of the girls told Muldoon that she did not know where Miss Thomas was at the time the shot was fired that killed Mr. Thomas.

    Muldoon asked one of the male guests, the one with blond hair, how he accounted for the strand of hair on Mr. Thomas' coat.


    "I think it has no bearing on the case," the guest replied. "It is not fair to assume that it was a strand of the murderer's hair. As a matter of fact, the murderer has the same color hair as one of the guests who was in another part of the house when Mr. Thomas was shot."


    "So you know who the murderer is?" demanded Muldoon, but the man closed up like a clam and would say no more.


    Muldoon turned again to Miss Mills and snapped, "Where were you when this man was shot?"


    "I was with Miss Thomas."


    THE BUTLER WAS STANDING beside Miss Mills; the contrast between the colors of their hair was striking. He fidgeted as Muldoon questioned him.

    "Where was Miss Terry at the time of the murder?" the Inspector shot at him.


    "She -- she was here -- here, in this room, with Mr. Thomas," stammered the butler.


    "Who else was in the room at the time?"


    "There were two others, beside Mr. Thomas and Miss Terry."


    :Was the color of the murderer's hair the same as that of either of the other two present?"


    "No; but the other two had the same color hair."


    This was all the information we could gather, yet within ten minutes Muldoon arrested the murderer.


    

    Whom did Muldoon arrest?

     

  


  



  
    


    THE SOLUTIONS


  


  

  

  



  
    SOLUTION: The Lightship Murder

  


  
    There were five people aboard the lightship the night of the murder: Andy MacTeevor, Bill MacTeevor, Carrie MacTeevor, Daniel MacTeevor, Esther MacTeevor

    All are related to one another.


    Andy's grandmother is on the ship.


    Andy being 18 and Carrie 39, Esther must be Andy's grandmother.


    Andy's mother is alive; he has only one blood relative ashore, a great aunt; there, Carrie and Esther being the only women on the ship and Esther being his grandmother, Carrie must be Andy's mother.


    Bill said his father was on watch the night of the murder. Andy being 18 and Bill almost 40, Andy could not be Bill's father; therefore Daniel was Bill's father.


    Neither Bill nor Andy has a brother; Bill had no uncle because his father, Daniel, had no brother, Andy had no relatives (except an unmarried great aunt) other than those on the lightship; therefore they cannot be cousins, and as each was an only child they cannot be brothers-in-law. But they are related; therefore they must be father and son -- Bill is Andy's father.


    So Bill and Carrie, being the father and mother of Andy, are husband and wife.


    Daniel being Bill's father must have been Andy's grandfather; therefore Daniel and Esther were husband and wife.


    Esther said the murderer had murder in his blood but that there was no such criminal strain in her blood nor in the MacTeevors'; therefore the blood stain must have come from Carrie, and as Andy is the only one with her blood in his veins and as Carrie was in her bunk when the murder was committed Andy must be the murderer.


    
      Readers David Cliff, Marie Fleming and Brita Holm solved the mystery correctly.

    

  


  

  

  



  
    SOLUTION: The Red Necktie


    This solution appeared in the June 4, 1932 issue of Rob Wagner's Script Weekly magazine
  


  
    EDDIE BURROUGHS, who is by way of being a colleague of ours in the side issue of writing mystery thrillers, had a story in last week's THE SCRIPT about a fellow by the name of Cooper, anno aetatis suae LX, who was found guilty of bribing a judge by the name of Racket by giving him a red necktie for nothing. Thus the correct answer would be that the guilty man was sixty years old and his name was Cooper.

  


  

  

  



  
    
      SOLUTION: The Terrace Drive Murder


      This solution appeared in Rob Wagner's Script of October 15, 1932
    


    
      So many people are writing and phoning in asking who was guilty in Ed Burroughs' "The Terrace Drive Murder," that we're printing the author's answer:

    


    
      We meet the following principals and the folllowing pertinent facts in the following order:


      Mr. Atwater, host.


      Bernice, his daughter.


      Mr. Elwood.


      Foley, Atwater's secretary.


      Charles, Atwater's chauffeur.


      The Deceased.


      Elwood and the victim were guests that arrived about eight P.M. the previous evening.


      Charles had never seen either of these guests before.


      Foley played tennis with the murderer the previous day. This eliminated Elwood, who did not arrive until after dark.


      Elwood was the deceased's nephew.


      Elwood's mother was an only child; therefore Elwood had no uncle nor aunt on that side.


      Elwood's father had no brothers; therefore, his mother being an only child, he never had an uncle; therefore, the murdered person, whose nephew he was, must have been his aunt.


      There were three men and two women involved. The sex of all but Foley has previously been established -- Mr. Atwater, his daughter, Mr. Elwood, and 'that man there,' Charles; Foley must be the other woman.


      If the murderer and the victim were at one time engaged, the murderer must be a man, which leaves only Mr. Atwater and Charles suspect. But Charles never saw the deceased previous to last night; so Charles could never have been engaged to her.


      Therefore, Mr. Atwater is the murderer. Q.E.D.

    


    

    


    
      SOLUTION: Who Murdered Mr. Thomas?

    


    
      Muldoon finds six people in the library:


      Miss Thomas


      Her fiancé (a guest)


              These two have the same color hair (Wayne)


      Mr. Perry (a guest)


      Butler


      Mr. Wayne (a guest) (Miss Thomas' fiancé)


      Miss Mills (bobbed black hair)


      Miss Terry (in room with two men when Thomas murdered)


      Of the six people it has been shown that three were women and the other three men; the three women have been named and the butler stating that "the other two men" were guests.


      As Perry stood across the room from Miss Thomas and her fiancé, Wayne must be the other guest and therefore Miss Thomas' fiancé.


      As no two of the men had the same color hair, there must have been one blond, one red, and one black; and the same must be true of the women, as there were two of each color hair in the room.


      Miss Terry was in room at time of murder; she did not know where Miss Thomas was at that time. As Miss Mills was with Miss Thomas at the time of the murder, neither of them could have been in the room; so neither could have been the murderess. We therefore place an X before their names.


      There were three in the room (beside Thomas) when the murder was committed; two of them had the same color hair, so must have been of different sexes; the killer's hair was of a different color. Miss Terry was there; and as both the other women were out of the room, Miss Terry and two men must have been there. Miss Terry and one of the men must have had the same color hair; therefore the third person must have been the murderer, and was a man. 


      The killer had the same color hair as either Miss Thomas or Miss Mills.


      The butler's hair was either red or blond, because it contrasted strikingly with Miss Mills' black hair; and he must have been one of the two men in the room, in order to know definitely who was in t he room at the exact moment of the murder.


      The killer did not have the same color hair as either of the other two men, and as he had the same color hair as one of the guests who was absent from the room it must have been the same color as Miss Mills', which was black, as she was the only woman guest absent from the room; therefore the killer had black hair.


      The butler could not have been the killer because his hair contrasted strikingly with Miss Mills', and we X him out. 


      So either Perry or Wayne must be the killer.


      As Miss Mills was the only girl with black hair, Wayne's hair could not have been black, as it was the same color as Miss Thomas's, and so we X Wayne out. 


      Therefore it was Perry whom Muldoon arrested.
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