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  Foreword


  FROM time to time, paying tribute to outstanding leaders in the field of legal medicine, I have dedicated my books by appropriate forewords.


  This book, however, is not dedicated to one individual but to a group of men.


  As one who has had much to do with crime and with the trial of criminal cases, I have learned to appreciate the value of scientific investigation and of the impartial devotion to truth which
  characterizes the true expert.


  The professional witness who uses his technical qualifications as a springboard by which he can inject himself into a partisan position in a legal controversy is an old-fashioned carry-over from
  a bygone day.


  The modern expert witness regards the facts with scientific objectivity. He states the reasons for his opinions with concise logic and is the first to admit any fact which may be opposed to his
  opinion or which may seem to be opposed to it.


  I have watched the American Academy of Forensic Sciences grow from an idea in the brain of my friend, the late Dr. R. B. H. Gradwohl, to its present position of dignified power.


  It is my hope that the public will learn to appreciate the importance of legal medicine, of the scientific methods of crime detection, and will learn to distrust the old-fashioned witness who
  testifies under the guise of an expert but is actually a professional partisan.


  The scientific witness of today is interested only in finding the truth. He recites the facts as they exist, his opinion is impartial, and his voice unpartisan.


  And because the American Academy of Forensic Sciences has done so much to bring all this about, I respectfully dedicate this book to:


  
    
      
        
          THE AMERICAN ACADEMY OF FORENSIC SCIENCES.


          Erle Stanley Gardner

        

      

    

  


  




  Cast of Characters


  
    
      DELLA STREETShe is paved with good intentions which may lead to heaven in Perrys arms


      PERRY MASONWho rescues a man who has been all at sea for years


      DIANNE ALDERPenny-wise and pound-foolish, this statuesque blonde has gained enough weight to become monumental


      AUNT MAE KIRBYDoes not believe in talking business or making love on an empty stomach


      PAUL DRAKEA sharp sleuth whose shadow-boxing is professional and effective despite his enforced diet of hamburgers and
      bicarb


      HARRISON T. BORINGKnows his blonde bonanza carries gold and silver in her veins, but he wants to mine the lode alone


      MONTROSE FOSTERA specialist in disappearing heir-lines, he wants all survivors to get their due, if he gets half of
      it


      SID NYEDrakes right-hand man who finds out what his left hand is doing when Moose shouts Hey
      Rube!


      MARVIN HARVEY PALMERA sports-car buff who squares raps and raps squares


      GEORGE D. WINLOCKA real-estate operator who will pay blackmail so long as property values rise


      MOOSE DILLARDA hot-tempered tail who cant see the handwriting on the wall because he is working in the dark


      MRS. PALMER WINLOCKA power-mad virago, who will never be a wife in name only, because she
      hasnt got the name


      POLICEWOMANA one-woman Gestapo about as gentle as a wrecker


      CARTER LELANDDistrict attorney who sticks to the book until he is stuck with it


      JUDGE WARREN TALENTA fast man on the bench, he appreciates Perrys adroit game and
      relentless scoring


      CARMEN BRADYMotel managerher testimony is timely, but her clock is wrong

    

  


  


  


  Chapter One


  BECAUSE DELLA STREET, Perry Masons confidential secretary, was spending a two-week vacation with
  an aunt who lived at Bolero Beach, the lawyer, having consulted with a client in San Diego, drove by on the way home. Since it was Saturday, and a beautiful day, a little persuasion on Della
  Streets part, plus a dinner invitation from Aunt Mae, caused the lawyer to stop over at the Bolero Hotel.


  Moreover, Della Street had pointed out, you can then drive me back on Monday morning.


  Is this a pitch to get a ride back, Mason asked, or a scheme on the part of you and Mae to get me to take a vacation?


  Both, she retorted. Any lawyer who gets so busy he regards a Saturday afternoon and a Sunday as being a vacation needs to be taken in hand. Aunt Mae has promised one of her
  chicken and dumpling dinners, the beach will be thronged with bathing beauties, and I have, moreover, a mystery.


  You wont need the mystery, Mason said. Surf, sand, sunshine, bathing beauties, and one of Maes chicken-dumpling dinners make the law business seem drab and
  uninviting, the air of the office stale and the perusal of law books a chore. Ill stay over.


  Then, she said, her eyes twinkling, youre not interested in the mystery.


  I didnt say that, Mason said. I said you had already established the proper inducement. The mystery is the frosting on the cakenot essential but
  delightful.


  Put on your trunks and meet me on the beach in half an hour, she said, and Ill introduce you to the mystery.


  Its animate?


  Its animate.


  Two legs or four?


  Twoand wait until you see them.


  Ill be there in twenty minutes, Mason promised, and actually made it in eighteen.


  He found Della Street stretched out on the sand under the shade of a beach umbrella.


  And now? he asked, surveying her sun-tanned figure approvingly.


  She should be along any minute now, Della Street said. Its almost noon. . . . Are you hungry?


  Ravenous, he said, but in view of Maes promise of chicken and dumplings I want to restrain my appetite for the time being.


  Im afraid, she said, youre going to have to eat something Wait a minute, here she comes now.


  Della Street indicated a curvaceous blonde walking slowly down the strip of wet sand at the margin of the waves.


  See it? she asked.


  Every visible inch of it, Mason said.


  Did I misjudge the legs?


  Second most beautiful pair on the beach. I presume the mystery is, why does she always walk alone?


  Thats only one of the mysteries. Would you like to leave our things here and follow her?


  Are they safe?


  Its a private beach and I havent had any trouble. Terry-cloth robes, sandals and reading material seem to remain in place.


  Lets go, Mason said.


  The young woman in question, Della Street said, is wending her way to the lunchroom.


  And we follow?


  We follow. Its a snack bar and open-air lunchroom for bathers. You can get very good food.


  And how do we pay for it? Mason asked, looking down at his bathing trunks.


  If youre registered at the hotel, you sign a chit. If youre not registered, but are a member of the beach club, you can also sign.


  You promised to introduce me to the mystery, Mason said, as they moved toward the lunchroom.


  Notice, she said, that I promised to introduce you to the mysterynot to the young woman.


  Theres a distinction?


  Very much so. Like that between the corpus delicti and the corpse. As you have pointed out so many times, the average individual thinks that the corpus delicti in a
  murder case is the corpse. Actually, the expression, if I remember your statements correctly, relates to the body of the crime rather than the body of the victim.


  And so, Mason said, I take it I am introduced only to the mystery and not to the body to which the mystery pertains.


  From this point on, Della Street said, as they entered the lunchroom, youre on your own. However, I may point out that during the whole ten days I have been watching
  her she has remained unescorted. This is indicative of the fact she is not easy.


  And of what does the mystery consist? Mason asked.


  What do you think of her figure?


  I believe the expression, Mason said, is well-stacked.


  You would gather that perhaps she was fighting a weight problem?


  One would say that weight and whistles were her two major problems in life.


  All right, Della Street said, shes seated in that booth over there. If youll sit in this one, you can look across and see what she orders. You wont
  believe it, she warned.


  Mason and Della Street ordered toasted baked ham sandwiches and coffee, settled back on the waterproof cushions, and, after a few minutes wait, saw the voluptuous blonde in the booth
  across the way being served with what seemed to be a glass of milk.


  That certainly seems abstemious enough, Mason said.


  For your information, Della Street said, that is a glass of half milk and half cream. I bribed the information from the waitressand you havent seen anything
  yet.


  The blonde in the bathing suit slowly drank the contents of the glass. Then the waitress brought her a sizzling steak, French fried potatoes and a salad, followed by apple pie  la mode and two
  candy bars.


  I presume the candy bars are to keep her from getting hungry until tea time, Mason said.


  You dont know the half of it, Della Street said. Shell be back here at about four oclock for tea. Shell have a chocolate sundae and a piece of
  rich cake. Her tea will consist of a chocolate malted milk.


  Mason cocked a quizzical eyebrow. You seem to have taken an undue interest.


  Undue! she exclaimed, Im fascinated! I told you I bribed the waitress. Theyre talking about it in the kitchen. The help have totaled the calories consumed each
  day and the result is what would be referred to in Hollywood as supercolossal.


  It takes that to keep the figure at its proper level? Mason asked.


  Level is not exactly the word, she said. The figure is noticeably growing. But wait until she signs the chit and leaves the booththen see what she does.


  The blonde finished with her dessert, signed the check, picked up the two candy bars, and walked toward the entrance. On the way, she detoured long enough to stand on a pair of scales which had
  a huge dial with a rotating hand.


  Della Street said, Thats nearly five pounds in the last eight days.


  Youve been watching?


  Ive been watching and marveling. The girl seems to be making a desperate, deadly, determined effort to put on weight, and shes carrying plenty already.


  How long has this been going on, Miss Sherlock Holmes? Mason asked.


  For about two weeks, according to the waitress.


  This information was readily volunteered? Mason asked.


  In return for a five-dollar tip.


  Mason said musingly. Its a situation thats worth looking into.


  Youve certainly looked the situation over, Della Street said, as the blonde went through the door.


  And what does she do now? Mason asked.


  She has a beach umbrella and she lies down, dozes and reads.


  No exercise?


  Oh, yesenough exercise to give her a healthy appetite. And while your untrained masculine eye may not appreciate the fact, Mr. Perry Mason, her bathing suit is being stretched to
  the limit. It was tight enough to begin with, and now it seems to be about to burstin both directions.


  Youve told your Aunt Mae about this? Mason asked.


  I discussed it with her two or three times, and Mae came down with me yesterday to see it for herself.


  Mae doesnt know her? Mason asked.


  Della Street said thoughtfully, I think she does, Perry. She had a smug smile on her face. She kept her dark glasses on while we were in the booth and sat back under my umbrella. I think
  she was trying to keep the blonde from seeing and recognizing her.


  But Mae didnt admit anything?


  Nothing. Shes been busy planning the details of the chicken-dumpling feed with all of the fixings.


  Mason signed the chit for their meal, said, There must be a gag tied in with it somewhere, some sort of a publicity stunt.


  I know, Della Street said, but what in the world could it be?


  She is always alone?


  She keeps away from all of the beach wolves. And that, Della Street announced, is rather difficult.


  I take it, Mason said, that you havent been entirely successful.


  Perhaps, she said, I havent tried quite so determinedly. However, I let everyone know I was keeping Saturday and Sunday wide open for you.


  Evidently you felt sure you could persuade me to stay over, Mason said.


  She smiled. Lets put it this way, Mr. Perry Mason. I felt certain that if you didnt stay over I wouldnt have a completely disastrous afternoon or a danceless
  evening.


  Mason said musingly, Apple pie  la mode . . . chocolate malted milk . . . there simply has to be a catch in it somewhere, Dellaand theres an irresistible body meeting an
  immovable bathing suit. Something is bound to happen.


  We could, of course, open a branch office at the beach.


  Im afraid our clients wouldnt come that far, Della.


  Well, Della Street predicted, a bathing suit can only stretch so far.


  


  


  Chapter Two


  MAE KIRBY greeted Perry Mason affectionately. It seems that I almost never see you, she said, and
  youre keeping Della on the go all the time.


  Mason said, I know, Mae. Time passes faster than we realize. I keep going from one case to another.


  At breakneck speed, she said. Youd better slow down. Flesh and blood cant stand that pace. Come on in. Heres someone who wants to meet you.


  Della Street stood in the doorway, smiling at Mason and then giving him a quick wink as Mae led him into the room. She said, Dianne Alder, this is Perry Mason.


  The young woman who was standing by the window was the same blonde whom Mason and Della Street had been watching earlier in the day.


  She gave Mason her hand and a dazzling smile. Im absolutely thrilled, she said. This is a wonderful privilege. Ive heard about you so much and read about you,
  and to think of actually meeting you! It was so thoughtful of Mrs. Kirby to invite me over.


  Mason glanced swiftly at Della Street, received a slight shake of the head from Della and then said, You flatter me, Miss Alder. The pleasure is mine.


  Dianne Alder said, Ive seen your secretary on the beach several times in the last week but had no idea who she was or Id have been bold enough to introduce myself.
  Shes beautiful enough to make everyone think shes


  Come, come, Della Street interrupted. Youre making us all too vain, Dianne.


  Mae Kirby said, Now were going to have one nice dry Martini and then were going to have dinnerchicken and dumplings.


  Dianne Alder said, Ive heard of Mrs. Kirbys chicken and dumplings. Theyre almost as famous as Perry Mason.


  Youre looking forward to them? Della Street asked.


  Am I looking forward to them? Im simply ravenous!


  Mason and Della Street exchanged glances.


  It wasnt until after the cocktails and just before sitting down to dinner that Mason was able to jockey Della Street into a corner for a hurried confidential conversation.


  What is this? he asked. Some sort of a trap or frame-up?


  I dont think so, she said. It was just a surprise Aunt Mae was planning for us. She knew that I was interested and evidently shes known Dianne for some time.
  She invited her to come over for dinner and meet you.


  Usually Aunt Mae is very considerate. She knows there are lots of people here who are dying to meet you, and when youre here for dinner she never invites anyone else. This time is
  the exception.


  Found out anything? Mason asked.


  Della shook her head and was on the point of saying something when Mae said, Come on now, you two. Youre either talking business or making love, and you shouldnt do either
  on an empty stomach. Come on in here and sit down. You sit there, Perry, and Della, you sit over here. Dianne can sit next to me.


  Thirty minutes later when they had finished with their hot mince pie and coffee, Della Street said, Well, it was wonderful, Aunt Mae, but Im afraid Ive put on a pound and a
  half.


  So have Iat least I hope I have, Dianne said.


  Mason raised his eyebrows.


  There was silence for a moment and then Della Street said, You hope you have?


  Yes, Im trying to gain weight.


  Della Street glanced at the front of the girls dress and Dianne laughed somewhat awkwardly. Its something I cant discuss, she said. I know how you feel.
  You think I dont need it, but actually I . . . well, I have to put on another four pounds.


  What are you going to do, Della Street asked, take up wrestling? No, no, I didnt mean it that way, Dianne. I just wondered, the way you said it, you sounded as
  though you were trying to make a definite weight.


  But I am.


  Mason raised his brows in a silent question.


  She flushed slightly and said, I dont know how the subject came up. I Oh, skip it.


  Of course, Della Street said, we dont want to pry, but now you certainly have aroused our curiosity, and I know my boss well enough to know that when his curiosity is
  once aroused it gnaws at his consciousness like termites in a building. Youd better tell usthat is, if it isnt too confidential.


  Well, Dianne said, its confidential in a waythat is, Im not supposed to talk about it. But I know that Mrs. Kirby can be just as close-lipped as anyone.
  Thats one thing about her, she never does gossipand for the rest of it, Im talking to an attorney and his secretary.


  Go ahead, Della Street invited.


  Well, Dianne said, the truth of the matter is Im going to model a new style.


  A new style? Della Street asked, as Dianne broke off to laugh self-consciously.


  It sounds absolutely absurd, she said, but Im getting paid to put on weight and . . . well, thats all there is to it.


  Now, wait a minute, Della Street said, lets see if I get this straight. Youre being paid money to put on more weight?


  Twelve pounds from the time I started.


  Within a time limit?


  Yes.


  And someone is paying you for it?


  Yes. Some designers. The Oh, I know it sounds silly and . . . I dont know how I got started on this. It Well, anyway, some style designers feel that there has been
  too great a tendency to take off weight, that everyone is fighting weight and it isnt natural and that people would be a lot happier and feel a lot better if they didnt keep so diet
  conscious, if they were free to eat what they wanted.


  Of course there are people who are simply fat, and my sponsors dont want that. They have been looking for some time for a young woman who iswell, as they expressed it,
  firmly fleshed, who could put on enough weight to wear certain styles they wanted to bring out. Theyre going to photograph me and put me on television. Well, thats it. Im to be
  a new sort of model, start a trend.


  You know how it is in the fashion shows. Some slender model who concentrates on being willowy and svelte comes out modeling a dress. But the women who are sitting there looking at that
  dress are nearly all of them twenty to thirty pounds heavier than the model.


  My sponsors have had me examined by a physician and they feel that I can keep my waist measurement and my carriage and still put on twelve to fifteen pounds andwell, theyre
  going to try and make curves stylish. . . . Oh, why did I get started on this?


  Dianne suddenly covered her scarlet face with her hands and said, I feel so horribly self-conscious.


  Not at all, Mason said, you interest me a lot. I think theres a good deal to this. You mentioned your sponsors, some style company?


  Frankly, she said, I dont know who the sponsors are. Im dealing through an agency . . . and Im under contract not to discuss what Im doing with
  anyone.


  I see, Mason said thoughtfully.


  Are you putting weight on? Della Street asked.


  Heavens, yes! Ive had to count calories for the last five years and now Im just reveling in having everything I want. Now Ive built up my appetite to a point where I
  just cant resist food. Im going to make the weight all right but the hard part is whether I can shut off the supply of food when Ive made the weight. Im afraid Im
  going to overshoot the mark.


  Mason said, You certainly have the figure to make women curve-conscious and sell clothes.


  Well, of course, she said, thats whats at the back of it. They want to sell clothes. They feel that the average woman is simply sick and tired of starving
  herself and that I can makethat is, that they can make a new trend in styles if they can find the right model.


  I think theyve found her, Mason said. And raising his coffee cup, smiled at the highly embarrassed Dianne Alder and said, Heres to success!


  Fifteen minutes later, however, when Mason was able to get Della Street to one side, he said, Della, theres something terribly fishy about this whole business with Dianne Alder.
  She says she has a contract. Apparently its a written contract. She seems to be a very nice girl. I would dislike very much to see her victimized. Im going to make my excuses and
  leave. See if you can get a heart-to-heart, woman-to-woman talk with her and find out more about that contract. Youve been around law offices long enough to be able to spot the joker if you
  can get a look at it.


  If shes getting money for putting on weight, Della Street said wistfully, shes living an ideal existence.


  Until someone jerks the rug out from under her, Mason said, and leaves her with all those curves.


  Della Street smiled. I know how easy and rapid it is to put it on and how very slow and painful the process is of taking it offbut what in the world could anybody want with
  her Well, you know, I mean why would anyone make a contract of that sort?


  Mason said, Since shes a friend of your Aunt Mae, it might be a good plan to find out.


  


  


  Chapter Three


  IT WAS NINE OCLOCK the next morning when Masons phone rang.


  Are you decent? Della Street asked.


  Fully clothed and in my right mind, Mason said. Where are you?


  Im down in the lobby.


  What gives?


  The contract.


  What contract? Oh, you mean with Dianne Alder?


  Yes.


  You know what its all about?


  Ive done better than that. I have her copy with me.


  Good, Mason said. Come on up. Ill meet you at the elevator.


  Mason met Della and asked, Have you had breakfast?


  No. You?


  Mason shook his head.


  Im famished, she said.


  Come on in, Mason told her, and well have some sent up to the suite and eat it out on the balcony overlooking the ocean.


  The lawyer called room service and placed an order for a ham steak, two orders of fried eggs, a big pot of coffee and toast.


  Della Street, walking over to the full-length mirror, surveyed herself critically. Im afraid, she said, Im being inspired by the example of Dianne Alder and am
  about to go overboard.


  That breakfast wont be fattening, Mason said.


  Hush, she told him. Ive been at the point where Ive even been counting the calories in a glass of drinking water. And now, inspired by the example of Dianne
  getting paid for putting on weight, I feel that you should supplement that order with sweet rolls and hash-brown potatoes.


  Shall I? Mason asked, reaching for the phone.


  Heavens, no! she exclaimed. Here, read this contract and prepare to lose a secretary. Why didnt someone tell me about this sooner?


  Inspired? Mason asked.


  To quote a famous phrase, Della Street said, its nice work if you can get it. Im thinking of getting it. Eat all you want and get paid for it. Have a
  guaranteed income. Be free from worries so you can put on weight in the right places.


  What, Mason asked, are the right places?


  The places that meet the masculine eye, she said.


  Mason settled in his chair, glanced through the contract, frowned, started reading it more carefully.


  By the time the room service waiter arrived with the table and the breakfast order, Mason had completed a study of the contract.


  Della Street waited until after the table had been set on the balcony, the waiter had left the room, and Mason had taken the first sip of his coffee.


  Well? she asked.


  Mason said, Thats the damnedest contract Ive ever read.


  I thought youd be interested in it.


  The strange thing, Mason said, is that on its face the contract seems so completely reasonable; in fact, so utterly benevolent. The party of the first part agrees that
  Dianne may fear she will have trouble getting secretarial employment if she puts on weight, and recognizes the fact that as of the time the contract is signed she is gainfully employed as a
  secretary in a law office at a salary of five thousand, two hundred dollars a year.


  Since the party of the first
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