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Trent’s Last Case

1. Trentis Asked to Help

The telephone on Sir James Molloy’s desk buzzed' and
his secretary, Mr Silver; answered it. The secretary looked at
Sir James and said, “It’ s Calvin Bunner, Slgsbee Mander=-
son’s-right—hand man. He says he must speak to you and no
one else. It’s bad news. He’ s speaking from Mr Mander—
son’s house at Marlstone.” o '

Sir James looked angrily at the telephone and took it
up. ' [ R P
“Well?” he asked.

“Yes, ” he said. The next: mmute, Sllver, watchmg hlm,
saw a look of horror on his face.

. “Good heavens! ” said Sir James. Still holding the
phone, he got to his feet. As he listened he kept on saying
“yes.” Then he looked at the clock and said quickly to
Silver, “Get Figgis.” Silver darted out. :

Sir James Molloy, well known in the newspaper world,
was head of the famous morning paper, the Record , as well
as the evening paper, the Sun.

“You are sure that’s all?” asked Sir James, still on the
telephone. “And how long has this been known? ... Yes, of
course, the police are. But the servants? The news must be
all over the place down there by now... Well, thanks for let-
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ting me know, Bunner. Goodbye.”

Sir James put down the telephone and picked up a rail-
way timetable, looked at it and threw it down angrily Just as
Figgis and Silver hurried into the room.

“Figgis, ” he said, “I want you to get this down Then
put it into shape as quick as you can for the Sun.” Figgis
drew up a chair.

“And you, Silver, ” said Sir James, “tell Jones to get our
man on the spot to Marlstone at once. Tell Mr Anthony to
hold himself ready for a story that’ Il knock the town side—
ways’. Oh, and see if you can get Mr Trent on the line.”

Sir James turned to Figgis. “Now then, are you ready?
Sigsbee Manderson, the rich American banker, has been
murdered. He and his wife and two secretaries have been for
the past fortnight at the house called White Gables at
Marlstone. He bought it four years ago. He and Mrs
Manderson have since spent a part of each summer -there.
Last night he went to bed about hailf past eleven, just as usu-
al. No one knows when he got up and left the house. He was
not missed until this morning. About ten o’ clock a gardener
found his body lying in the garden near a shed. He had been
shot in the head and must have died at once. He hadn’t been
robbed, but there were marks on his wrists which pointed to
a fight having taken place. Dr Stock, of Marlstone, was sent
for. The police were soon there but they are saying very little
and don’t seem to know who killed Sigsbee Manderson.”,

Sir James finished. “Now, ” he said to Figgis, “off you
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go! 7 At that point Trent came on the line.

“This is Molloy, ”-said Sir James.

“I'know it is, ” the voice said. “This is Trent. I am in the
middle of painting a plcture and you’ve stopped me.”

“Trent, ™ said Sir James; “I want you to do some work
for us. Something very bad has happened.”

“What?”

“Sigsbee Manderson has been murdered—shot through
the head— and they don’t know who has done it. They
found the body this morning. It happened at his place at
Marlstone.” Sir James went on to tell Trent the facts of the
case. “What do you think of it?” he ended.

“Look here, Molloy, ” the voice broke out, “the thmg
may be a case for me, or it may not. We can’t tell. It may be
hard to find out how he died or it may be as simple as bacon
and cheese. He was not robbed, but he may have been killed
by a tramp whom he found sleeping in the garden and tried
to kick out. It’s the sort of thing he would do. Such a mur-
derer might have left the money and not stolen it, just to
trick ‘us. I can’t say I’ m sorry to hear of his death. Not a
man like Sigsbee Manderson.” ’

. Sir James smiled at the telephone because he had talked
Trent into doing what he wanted him to do.

“Come, my boy; ” he said “Tell me that you want to.go
and have a look at the case. You know you do. If it’s any-
‘thing you don’t want to handle, you ' re free to drop it. And \
can you get here soon, say in an hour?” N
- - 4 -



»

“I suppose I can,
time have 1?7 - .

“Good man!  -Well, there’ s time enough. The only
good train of the day went half an hour ago. The next is a
slow one, leaving Paddington at twelve o’clock tonight. You
could have my fast car, if you like, but you wouldn’ t get
down in time to'do anything tonight.”

“And 1.d miss my sleep. No, thanks: The train forme. I
like going on the railway, you know. But will your people
look out a hotel near where the body was found, and get a
room for me?” '

the voice grumbled. “ How much

. “It will be done at once, "said Sir James. “Come here as
soon as you can.”



+ Sir- James put down the telephone. He turned to work at

his desk again. It wasn’t long before he could. hear boys

rushing down the steps of the building and shouting in the

‘street to sell their newspapers. Each boy.carried a lot..of
newspapers and a big poster with the hieadline:
MURDER OF ‘
SIGSBEE MANDERSQN -

~8ir James' smiled: to: think that- his ncwspaper 'was the

first with the news. ; : |

2. Breakfast

At about eight o’ clock the next -day, Mr Nathaniel
Burton Cupples stood just inside the hotel at. Marlstone He
was thinking about breakfast. He remembered fhat on the
day before he had eaten much: less food than usual. The find-
ing of the body of the dead man had stopped hisifeeling hun-

gry. This morning he was very hungry, havmg already been
up and about for an hour; and he made up his mind that he
would eat another piece of toast and another egg at break-
fast. o ' '

Mr Cupples liked the beauty of the rocks and the sea
and the woods. He was nearly sixty years old, but he looked
younger He had a beard and a moustache. He looked like a
parson’ though he was not one. He looked sad, but kind.
Until he retired he had worked in a bank; he had no children
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and his wife was dead. Just as Mr Cupples was finishing his
meal at a little table, a big motor car turned into the drive in
front of the hotel.

“Who is this?” he asked the hotel servant.

“1t’ s the manager. He has been to meet a young man
who came on the train.” ;

The car stopped near the front-door of the hotel and Mr
Cupples looked glad to see the young man who stepped from
the car and threw his hat on a chair.'He had a happy smile;
his clothes and his hair were not very tidy.

“Why, it” s Cupples, ” cried the young man before Mr
Cupples could get up from his chair. Next he took Mr
Cupples’s hand in a hard grip.

“My luck is in today, ” said the young man. “This is my
second piece of good luck in an hour. How are you, my best
of friends*?  And why are you here? Why are you sitting
beside what s left of your breakfast? 1 am glad to see you.”

“1 was half expecting you, Trent, ” answered Mr
Cupples, smiling happily. “ You're looking very well, my
dear friend. I will tell you all about it. But you cannot have
had your breakfast yet. Will you have it at my table here?”

“Yes, thank you, ” said the young man, who was Trent,
the young amateur detective. “I want a very big breakfast,
too. Will you get them to lay the table for me while I go and
wash? 1 shan’t be three minutes.” He went into the hotel,
and, after a minute’s thought, Mr Cupples went to use the
telephone.



He came back to find his young friend already sitting
down, pouring out tea and showing a clear interest.in his
food. v

“I expect this will be a hard day for me, ” he sald “I
shan’t eat again till ithe evening; I expect.nYou guess why
I’m here, don’t you?”

“Yes, ” said Mr Gupples. “You haw-c‘ome down to
write about the murder.” T

“That’s rather a dull way of saying it,” Trent said, as
he ate his fish. “I should rather say.-that I have come down
here to hunt down the murderer. That’s my. line. T say,
Cupples, I have-made a good start alrcady Wait a bit, and
1’1l tell you.” : o :

. There was a silence, while Trent -ate: qulckly and Mr
Cupples looked on happily. - :

.+ “The manager of this hotel, ” said Trent, thlnks I'ma
cle.vcr detective. He knows more about my. best cases than I
do myself. The newspaper, the Record, telephoned last night
to say I was coming, and when I got out of the train at seven
a’clock this morning, there he was waiting for me with a car
as big as a haystack.” > Trent drank a cup of:tea and went
on. . L : e
“His first words were to ask me if I would like to see
the body of the murdered man—if so, he thought he could
fix it for me. He is very keen to help me. The body is now in
Dr Stock’s house,,ybu know, down in the village, looking
just the same as it did when it was found. He drove me down
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to the doctor’ s house, telling me all about the case as we
went. He had told me all the strange things about it before he
showed me the body. He is a friend of the doctor’s. The doc-
tor and the policeman let me see the body.” :

“1 also saw the body before it was moved, ” said
Mr Cupples. “I shouldn’t have said there was anything
strange about it, except that the shot in the eye hadn’t made
the face look different, and that he had lost very little blood.

‘There were scratches and bruises on the wrists. I expect you,
with your sharp eyes, will see other strange things about the
body.” ,

“1 have seen other things that are strange, ” said Trent,
“but I.don’t understand them. Take the wrists. How was it
you could see bruises and scratches on them? I dare say you
had met Sigsbee Manderson here before the murder?”

“Yes,” said Mr Cupples. -

“Well, did you ever see his wrists?”

Mr Cupples thought. “Now you talk about his wrists, i
Cupples said, “I remember that he wore stiff cuffs at the end
of his shirt—sleeves, and they came well down over his
hands.” v

“He always did, when he was alive, ” said Trent. “Bui
when I saw the body I couldn’t see the cuffs of his sleeves,
and . they were pulled up inside the sleeves of his coat as
though he had put his coat on quickly without putting his
shirt on properly. That’s why you could see his wrists.”

“Do you think, " asked Cupples, “that when he got up

.9 .



out of bed, he put his clothes on in a hurry?”.

“Yes, but did he? Sigsbee Manderson always ‘dressed
smartly. He was proud of his clothes and liked. to look neat.
The hotel manager thinks that Manderson got up secretly
very early in the—moming, before anyone else wés awake, and
went out into the garden in a great‘ hurry. . Because
Manderson hadn’t tied the laces of his shoes, and because hé
left his false teeth in his bedroom, the manager thinks he was
in a hurry. But I can’t understand why he should part his
hair so carefully. He did part of his dressing very carefully.
He put on all his underclothes, put studs® and cuff-links’
in his shirt, put his watch and chain in his pocket, and also
his money and keys. But he didn’ t-put his false teeth in, he
didn’ t tie his shoe laces and he didn’ t plit his shirt on prop-
erly.” :

Mr Cupples thought. “Perhaps, ” he said, “he began to
dress slowly, and then hurried at the very end. He would put
his coat and shoes on last.”

“But he wouldn 't put his false teeth in last, ” Trent said.
“You ask anyone who wears them. Also he had not had a
wash. This suggests that he was in a great hurty from the
start. As I have said, he did some things in a great hurry but
he took a lot of care with other things. It’s very odd. But for
today I am not guessing why he did it. I must find out some
other things first.” Trent stopped talking and went on with
his breakfast. ' :

Mr Cupples smiled at him. “I can help you.”
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Trent looked up at him in surprise.

“1 told you I expected you. I will tell you why Mrs
Manderson, who is my niece —”

“What!” Trent cried, dropping his knife and fork with a
bang. “Cupples, you’re joking.”

“I’'m telling the truth, ” Mr Cupples answered. “Her
father was my wife’s brother. I never told you I had a neice
or who she was married to. I did not like to talk about it, be-
. cause I hated Sigsbee Manderson. To go back to what I was
about to say: last night, when 1 was over at the house—by
the way, you can see it from here. You passed it in the car.”
He pointed to a red roof among the trees.

“Yes, ” said Trent, “I passed the house. The hotel man-
ager told me all about it.”

“ Other people here have heard about how you have
found the murderers in other cases, ” Mr Cupples went on.
“As I was saying, when I was over at the house last night, Mr
Bunner, who was Manderson’s American secretary, said he -
hoped that the newspaper, the Record, would send you down
to-deal with the case, as the police couldn’t understand who
had killed him. He talked about cases in the pas.t when you
had found the murderer, and Mabel, my niece, was interest-
ed when I told her afterwards what Mr Bunner had said.
She’ s very brave about her husband’s death and about all
the fuss that the newspapers are making. She has begged me
to keep newspaper men away from the house as much as I
can, but as you are a friend of mine, she said she would like
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