Critical Thinking Activity—Whodunit Mysteries Take Two
Due Monday, November 6th 




Name___________________

Sometimes carefully observing details is enough to solve a crime.  Read these mysteries carefully and write your solutions in the space provided or on a separate piece of paper.  

The Case of the Frozen Suspect


When the bitter cold that had frozen most of the Tahoo River practically all winter began to pass, a small boy noticed something red just below the surface.


It turned out to be a scarf – wrapped around the neck of a man.  The body was further clothed in thick-soled shoed, two sweaters, rough trousers, work gloves, and a brown stocking cap.


Bud Kobs, missing since the previous November, had come to shore encased in a tomb of ice.


Kobs had been wanted in the slaying of Otis Ware.  Art Byrnes, a Partner with Ware and Kobs in a junkyard by the river, had witnessed the killing.


On the morning of November 23, while the men were moving a pile of pipes, Kobs and Ware fell to arguing, Byrnes had told the coroner’s jury.


In a fit of rage, Byrnes said, Kobs had seized a three-foot length of cast iron pipe and hit Ware on the head.  Tossing the pipe away, Kobs had dashed for the frozen river.


He got halfway across, Byrnes said, and fell through the ice.


“Kobs couldn’t swim,” Sheriff Monahan told Dr. Haledjian the day after the body was found.  “He must have banged his head on the ice and never regained consciousness.  The autopsy showed a severe contusion on the base of the skull”.


“Kobs had a criminal record,” concluded the sheriff.  “We matched his fingerprints against those on the pipe last November.  He’s the murderer, all right.  Case closed!”


“Case nearly closed,” corrected Haledjian.

Why is the case not closed?  What is it that Haledjian finds disconcerting and unsettling?

The case of the Contentious Cows
With a pack on his back and a staff in his hand, Thomas P. Stanwick strode down a gently sloping hill as he followed Route 221. The amateur logician, weary after many weeks of editing a long geometry textbook and helping Inspector Walker solve crimes, was enjoying a summer walking tour in Vermont. He now was about twelve miles from the Greenfield Inn, where he would spend the night. 
As Stanwick approached the bottom of the hill, he observed several cows behind a gate on the left and a farm lad staring at them from the road side of the gate. Some of the cows were black, some were brown, and all had white patches. The boy, who was about sixteen years old, wore a dirty corduroy cap, a T-shirt, and a pair of old jeans. He continued to scowl at the cows as Stanwick came up to him. 

“Good morning!” said Stanwick, pausing to chat. “Fine weather. Time to bring the cows across?” 
The boy grunted. “Ain’t quite that easy, though,” he muttered. 
“No? Why not?” 
“These are peculiar cows, mister. The black ones are real nasty, and will butt and bite the brown ones if they outnumber ‘em and I ain’t right there.” 
“Can’t you just bring them all across at once?” 
“Nope. Only two at a time. Gotta hold ‘em by the collar or they trot away up the road.” 

“They are peculiar cows!” remarked Stanwick with a grin. “You have four black ones and three brown ones, I see.” 

“I’ve been trying for an hour to get these cows across,” the boy blurted out angrily, “and every way I try, I leave more black cows than brown cows alone on one side of the road or the other! Can you give me a hand, mister?” 

“I’m afraid I’m not much good at handling cows myself,” Stanwick said. “I think I can show you a way, though, to get the cows across without leaving more black ones than brown ones together unattended.” 
As adapted from Five-Minute Crimebusters by Stan Smith (Sterling Publishing, 2000) 
HOW CAN THE COWS BE BROUGHT SAFELY ACROSS THE ROAD?

Death of a Rye Writer
A doorbell pressed by Inspector Walker interrupted Stanwick’s afternoon nap. 

“I’m on my way to Rye,” Walker explained when Stanwick groggily answered the door. “Gerald McCourt, the writer, has been murdered. The Rye police chief requested assistance from the Royston PD. Come along if you’d like.” 

“There hasn’t been a murder in Rye in years,” remarked Stanwick as he entered Walker’s car. “Sorry to be so bleary. Today’s the 23rd, right? I was up most of the night studying some downloaded manuscript notes of Jacques Futrelle, the mystery writer who created The Thinking Machine and went down with the Titanic.” 

“This case should interest a literary type like you,” said Walker sardonically. “You’ve heard of McCourt?” 

“Oh, yes. A prolific novelist, and very reclusive. Hasn’t appeared in public in many years, though he grants occasional profile interviews. He’s very compulsive in his habits. When drafting a manuscript, he works from eight AM until noon and from ten to two at night, every day but Sunday, banging out two pages an hour on a manual typewriter.” 

“Not a computer?” Walker arched his sandy eyebrows. 

Stanwick shook his head. “He’s – was – in his mid-seventies, and never changed his methods.” 

McCourt’s body was being removed from his study when Walker and Stanwick arrived. Sunlight streamed through the only window onto the book-lined walls. Several dusty books were on the cluttered typing table. Page 250 was still in the typewriter, and a pile of manuscript lay beside it. 

“McCourt was sitting at his typewriter,” Sergeant Hatch reported to Walker. “Doc Pillsbury found a hypodermic puncture mark on the back of his neck. He says it was definitely poison, but won’t know which until after the autopsy and a toxicology test.” 

“Time of death?” asked Walker. 

“Doc can’t tell yet,” replied Hatch. “Some poisons affect the deterioration of the body. It could have been last night or this morning. The housekeeper phoned in at eleven this morning. She, McCourt, and McCourt’s daughter are the only ones to have been in the house recently. The house is kept locked up tight, and the locks show no sign of tampering.” 

“Where are the housekeeper and the daughter now?” 

“In the kitchen, sir.” 

At the kitchen table Walker and Stanwick found Ann McCourt Kitchens and Hildegard Conti. Kitchens, the writer’s daughter, was in her mid-thirties, tall and thin, with long brown hair. The housekeeper, Conti, was in her early sixties. She wore her graying hair in a bun over a wrinkled, freckled face. 

“I work in New York as a playwright, inspector,” said Kitchens. “I’ve been visiting Daddy for almost two weeks. I last saw him at ten this morning, when I looked in on him in his study to say hi and tell him I was going into town. I met an old friend of mine, Mary Anderson, at the Home Plate diner for a late breakfast. We were there until about noon. When I returned, the police were here.” 

I understand you found Mr. McCourt, Ms. Conti,” said Walker. 

“Yes, sir,” Conti replied. “I had breakfast in here as usual and then cleaned up the dishes and dusted the living room. Mr. McCourt doesn’t eat breakfast, so I don’t see him until I bring him tea in the study at eleven. When I did today, I found him slumped at the typewriter. I screamed, dropped the tea tray, and phoned 911.” 

“Did you hear Mr. McCourt typing earlier?” asked Stanwick. 

“I never do, sir. He types quietly and keeps the door closed, and my hearing is only so-so.” 

“Did you see Ms. Kitchens leave this morning?” asked Walker. 

“Yes, sir, a little after ten.” 

Walker thanked them, and he and Stanwick returned to the study. 

“They spoke to Hatch earlier,” said Walker, “and he’s made some inquiries. The housekeeper has been here over twenty years. The daughter did arrive a couple of weeks ago for a visit. She’s divorced. McCourt had been working on a new manuscript since the Monday the 5th, so he might have been working in the study both last night and this morning. Mary Anderson confirms her late breakfast with the daughter.” 

“You’re right, Matt, it’s an interesting case,” said Stanwick. He smiled. “There’s a particularly logical twist to it. If you’d like, I can tell you when McCourt was murdered and point out the murderer right now.” 
As adapted from Five-Minute Mini-Mysteries by Stan Smith (Sterling Publishing, 2003) 

WHO MURDERED GERALD McCOURT?


