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Nosey Logan had a peach of an alibi; so perfect it was foolproof. But if he’d been without one, 
he’d have been safer! 
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HE MERE act of ringing Pop 
Conway’s doorbell that night made 
Jarnegan of the homicide division feel 

like a louse. Ever since Jarnegan’s rookie days 
Pop had been his mentor and friend, helping 
him over the rough spots, teaching him the job 
of being a good copper. It was tough to be 
calling on the old man now on a mission like 
this one. 
 Jarnegan thumbed the bell push again, 
wondering why it took so long to get an 
answer. Pop was probably puttering around 
with the sound recording gadgets that had 
become his hobby in retirement, the homicide 
dick concluded. Frowning, he rang a third 
time. 
 The door opened and Pop Conway 
blinked out at him, looking a lot older now 
that he was off the force. 
 “Tim, my boy! It’s good to see you. 
Come in.” 
 Jarnegan walked into a living room 
littered with microphones, record players, 
electrical stuff. His frown deepened. Much of 
this equipment had belonged to Pop’s only 
son, an expert until his death in an auto 
accident a few years back. For Pop to be using 
it now seemed almost morbid, Jarnegan 
thought. 
 Pop peered at him. 
 “Why the scowl, Tim? What’s eating 
you?” 
 “Nothing much,” Jarnegan lied. Plenty 
was eating him. “Did you hear the news 
broadcast tonight?” 
 “No. Anything important on it?” 
 Jarnegan squared his shoulders. 
 “Look, Pop. This is screwy, but I’ve 
got some questions to ask you.” 
 “Fire away.” 
 “Do you remember a cheap crook 
named Nosey Logan that used to be mixed up 
with Ace Cullane’s gambling syndicate?” 
 “Sure I remember,” Pop said. “We sent 
him up for three years on a bunko rap. It was 

Ace Cullane, the guy he worked for, whose 
testimony nailed the lid on him. We figured it 
was another case of thieves falling out—a big 
one feeding a little one to the wolves.” 
 “Yeh. And remember how Logan 
threatened to get even with Ace Cullane some 
day. Yelled it right out in the courtroom.” 
 “Well?” 
 “Well, Nosey Logan was released 
from stir this morning. And tonight we found 
Ace Cullane bumped off in one of his 
hideaway apartments. A neighbor phoned in 
the beef, described a guy he saw coming out 
of Cullane’s flat. The description fits Logan so 
we picked him up on suspicion.” 
 “And—?” 
 Jarnegan blurted out the words that 
were festering inside him. 
 “Logan is trying to use you for an 
alibi, Pop. He says he was here with you all 
evening. Ever hear anything so damned 
crazy?” 
 “Not crazy, Tim. True.” 
 Jarnegan stared. He felt his neck 
swelling, making his collar too tight. 
 “I don’t believe it. You wouldn’t have 
any truck with a wrong guy like Nosey Logan. 
You wouldn’t even let him in your house. 
Why should you be fronting for the heel?” 
 Pop Conway smiled softly. 
 “If anybody but you called me a liar, 
Tim, he’d get a poke on the horn. I tell you 
Logan was here at the time of the kill. He was 
nowhere near the scene of the killing. 
 “You’re sticking to it, then?” 
 “I’m sticking to it.” 
 Jarnegan sighed. 
 “Let’s go to headquarters. Maybe 
they’ll fall for it. I don’t.” 
 Pop was staring past him, looking 
startled. A warning came to his lips but 
Jarnegan never heard it. Somebody slugged 
the homicide detective over the back of the 
skull with a blackjack. He went down like a 
chopped tree. 

T 
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THE ROOM looked like the aftermath of 
havoc when Tim Jarnegan woke up. Pop 
Conway wasn’t there. Wherever he had gone, 
though, it had not been willingly. Jarnegan 
knew this from the evidence of the struggle 
Pop had made. Furniture was overturned, 
electrical apparatus scattered, a stack of 
records smashed. About the only piece of 
unbroken equipment was a box-like 
contraption over in a far corner, near the 
telephone. 
 Jarnegan made for the phone, his legs 
unsteady, his head throbbing. Pop had been 
kidnaped, he realized, but he was too groggy 
to figure out a possible motive; too dazed to 
link it with the Ace Cullane kill and Nosey 
Logan’s alibi. All he thought about was the 
old man’s present danger. Headquarters had to 
be notified. 
 He lifted the phone out of its cradle. 
This caused a subdued hum to issue from the 
nearby box-like contraption, together with a 
faint scratchy sound. Restoring the telephone 
to its prongs stopped these noises. 
 Puzzled, Jarnegan opened the hinged 
lid of the box and saw a turntable with a 
grooved metal record-blank on it. A swivel 
arm projected over the record, its diaphragm 
and cutting needle resting in a groove halfway 
toward the center label. Wires ran down inside 
the box, vanished there. 
 The outfit was electrically connected 
to the telephone in such a way that its 
machinery functioned only when the circuit 
was in use. By picking up the phone you 
started the turntable revolving and your 
conversation was recorded on the blank metal 
disc. Jarnegan proved this to his own 
satisfaction after he got through calling in his 
report to headquarters. He located the 
playback pickup, set the needle in its groove, 
started the mechanism. From a concealed 
loudspeaker came his own voice repeating 
what he had just said to the desk sergeant 

downtown. 
 Beyond doubt the device was just 
another ramification of Pop Conway’s hobby, 
a toy to be tinkered with. Now Pop had been 
snatched, you might say in the very act of 
supplying an alibi for Nosey Logan. For the 
first time, Jarnegan began to wonder if the 
kidnaping had a connection with that alibi. 
 
ON AN idle hunch, he decided to play back 
the entire record on the turntable to find out 
what telephone conversations Pop might have 
had during the day. The first few that came 
out of the loudspeaker were common place, 
desultory. Then this mechanical eavesdropper 
began repeating something that made Jarnegan 
go tense. 
 There was Pop’s voice to begin with, 
as if answering somebody’s call. 
 “Hello. Conway speaking.” 
 “Yeah? Well, listen, copper. This is 
Nosey Logan. Maybe you remember me. I’m 
just outa stir, see? I was sent up—” 
 “Yes, Logan,” Pop’s voice interrupted. 
“I remember you.” 
 “Okay. Now get this. I’m gunnin’ for 
Ace Cullane, see? He ratted on me three years 
ago, an’ tonight I’m gonna get even. But the 
law ain’t gonna touch me for it afterward on 
account of you’re gonna be my alibi.” 
 Amazement knifed into Pop’s 
reproduced voice. 
 “Are you crazy?” 
 “Naw. I said you’re gonna alibi me an’ 
I mean it. Unless you’d sooner have me spill 
the dirt about your son. Sure I know he’s dead 
now. But it wouldn’t do his memory no good 
if I was to tell the way he sold wire-tappin’ 
outfits to the bookie syndicates.” 
 “Wire-tapping?” 
 “Yeah, gadgets that you could cut in 
on telegraph trunk lines so the sure thing boys 
get horse race results ahead o’ time an’ clean 
up on sucker bets.” 
 “My son made and sold outfits like 
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that? To crooks?” 
 “You heard me. And while you was a 
cop, too. So how about it? You gonna front for 
me if I need you, or do I shoot off my yap?” 
 “I suppose I’ll front for you,” Pop 
Conway’s voice sounded far-off, weary. “For 
my son’s sake. For the sake of his memory.” 
 “Swell. In case anything comes up, 
you say I was with you all evenin’, see? And 
don’t make no slips.” The conversation ended 
with scratchy silence on the metal record. 
 
JARNEGAN’S HEART was hammering as he 
stopped the turntable. Now he had the riddle’s 
answer. He knew why Pop had tried to alibi 
Nosey Logan. The poor old guy had been 
blackmailed into it, on pain of having his dead 
son’s misdeeds exposed. This discovery led 
Jarnegan’s thoughts into still other channels 
more closely connected with Pop’s kidnaping. 
He had a hunch about that, too. 
 Headache forgotten, he sprinted 
outdoors to his car and aimed it downtown. At 
Central Precinct he ordered Nosey Logan 
brought to him from the detention tank to the 
goldfish room. 
 Logan swaggered in, a sallow little rat 
with a certain rodent bravado. 
 “Hi, shamus. You check my alibi?” 
 “I checked your alibi,” Jarnegan 
admitted, not mentioning the recorded 
shakedown conversation whereby Logan had 
blackmailed Pop Conway into furnishing it. 
 “Conway clear me?” 
 “He said you were with him.” 
 “Then how’s about turnin’ me loose?” 
 “Not until I ask you something. Who’s 
your worst enemy now that Ace Cullane has 
been croaked?” 
 Logan made a puzzled mouth. 
 “I don’t get you.” 
 “I mean somebody who hates your 
guts so much he wants you to go to the chair 
for bumping Cullane.” 
 “But I didn’t bump Cullane! I—” 

 Jarnegan nodded patiently. 
 “Sure, sure. Pop Conway is your alibi. 
But he’s been snatched.” 
 “What?” 
 “Yeh. And without Pop’s testimony 
you can’t beat the rap. That’s obvious. And I 
think it explains Pop being kidnaped—so he 
won’t be on deck to front for you. Whoever 
grabbed him is trying to slip you a ticket to the 
hot squat, Nosey.” 
 “Gawd!” 
 “So you see why I asked you about 
your enemies. Who hates you enough to want 
you fried?” 
 Logan made gulping sounds in his 
throat. 
 “Dice Vallardo—he’s the only one! 
You know him?” 
 “I know Vallardo. He’s been teamed 
up with Cullane in the rackets quite a while. 
You think he packs a grudge against you?” 
 “Damn’ right! I crossed him one time. 
So he got Cullane to go in court an’ spill 
enough to send me up the river. Vallardo did 
it. He was behind the stretch I got.” 
 Jarnegan nodded. 
 “It makes sense. And now you think 
Vallardo heard the news broadcast about you 
using Pop Conway for an alibi—and he had 
Pop snatched.” 
 “Yeah. Look. Even if Vallardo knows 
I didn’t croak Cullane, he wants to frame me 
for it. That keeps him in the clear, see?” 
 “Are you accusing Vallardo of the 
kill?” Jarnegan asked. 
 “Well, he’ll take over all the rackets 
now that Ace is dead. He won’t have no 
partner to share the dough with.” 
 Jarnegan’s handcuffs glittered out of 
his pocket. He snapped them on Logan’s 
wrists. 
 “Come along. We’ll go see Vallardo 
right now. If he’s got Pop Conway, God help 
him.” 
 The little crook went pasty. 
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 “Ix-nay, copper! I ain’t goin’ 
anywheres near Dice Vallardo. Especially 
with bracelets on. You think I wanna get my 
kidneys kicked out?” 
 “I’ll kick your kidneys out myself if 
you don’t get moving,” Jarnegan said. He 
yanked his prisoner out to the street and 
pointed to his car. “In. Fast.” 
 Nosey Logan got in, trembling. 
 
THE PENTHOUSE apartment on the roof of 
the San Marcal Hotel rented for thirty-five 
thousand a year. Dice Vallardo paid this out of 
his small change pocket and had enough left 
over for gold tipped cigarettes. He was 
smoking one of the cigarettes in a long ivory 
holder when Jarnegan marched in with Logan. 
He put the cigarette down and his hand went 
surreptitiously toward a desk drawer. 
 Jarnegan shook his head. 
 “If you’ve got a gun in there, better let 
it alone. Mine’s already out.” He displayed the 
snub-nosed .32 special in his fist. 
 “Have it your way, copper,” Vallardo 
said smoothly. His voice matched his hair, 
sleek and oily. Sun lamps gave him a healthy 
tan the year around. He cast a flickering 
glance at Nosey Logan. “Hello, skunk.” 
 Logan didn’t answer. Tim Jarnegan 
pitched his own tone to a conversation level. 
 “Where’s Pop Conway? I want him. 
Now.” 
 “What makes you think you’ll find 
him here, copper?” 
 “A hunch. You snatched him to keep 
him from giving this Logan louse an alibi.” 
 Vallardo smiled politely. 
 “You’ll have a terrific time proving 
that, pal.” 
 “I don’t need to. I’ll just tell you that 
you haven’t any valid reason to hold Pop. He 
won’t alibi Logan, after all.” 
 Nosey Logan let out a yelp and 
brandished his handcuffs. 
 “Like hell Pop won’t alibi me! You 

already said—” 
 “Forget what I said,” Jarnegan 
growled. “You blackmailed him into fronting 
for you. You phoned him, threatened to 
expose his dead son’s connection with the 
gambling syndicate’s wire-tapping gadget. He 
was forced to agree to anything you wanted. 
But he made a record of your telephone 
conversation and I’ve listened to that record. 
If necessary I’ll play it in court—and Pop’s 
testimony will be branded as perjury.” 
 Logan’s sob rose to an animal whine. 
 “But I didn’t bump Ace Cullane! I 
went to his joint, yeah—but he was dead when 
I got to him. Somebody made the grade ahead 
of me. It was Vallardo, here! He wanted 
Cullane’s rackets—” All of a sudden the 
manacled little crook sprang at Dice Vallardo. 
 Jarnegan picked up a chair, hefted it. 
He yelled: 
 “Look out, Vallardo! Get him!” 
 Vallardo opened his desk drawer and 
came up with an automatic. He fired point 
blank. He got Nosey Logan through the heart. 
He looked at Logan’s corpse, and then he 
looked at Jarnegan. 
 “That finished him copper.” 
 “It finished you, too,” Jarnegan said, 
and hit Vallardo with the chair. It was an 
extremely heavy chair. This was very tough 
on Vallardo. He had a soft skull, anyhow. 
 
JARNEGAN walked out of the room and 
started prowling the rest of the penthouse 
apartment. He found Pop Conway trussed and 
gagged in a rear bedroom. He cut the ropes 
and removed the gag. 
 “You okay, Pop?” 
 “Yes. I’m okay. But I—I heard a shot 
just now, Tim. I—what happened?” 
 “Vallardo killed Nosey Logan when 
Nosey accused him of the Cullane croaking. 
So I guess the accusation was a bull’s eye. 
Anyway, I’ll put it down on my report. And 
Vallardo won’t beef. He’s dead too. I hit him 
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harder then I thought. Jarnegan made a sour 
mouth. They’re all dead—Cullane, Logan, 
Vallardo. That closes the case. It just about 
wipes out the gambling syndicate, too. Which 
is a good thing.” 
 “But look, Tim,” Pop said slowly. 
“Suppose you’re wrong. Suppose Vallardo 
was innocent of the Cullane kill?” 
 Jarnegan’s eyes held a queer look. 
 “Then he just got paid off for shooting 
Nosey Logan, is all. What do you care?” 
 Pop Conway tried to say something. 
The words seemed to stick in his throat. “I—
I—” 
 “So all right,” Jarnegan said. “So you 
had a kid you thought the world of. He got 
messed up with a bunch of crooks, Cullane 
and Vallardo and their mob. He made wire-
tapping gadgets for them. Later he died in an 
auto accident, only it wasn’t an accident. It 
was deliberate. Cullane and Vallardo had him 
knocked off, maybe because he had become 
dangerous to them or wanted to go straight. 
 “You always suspected his death 
wasn’t an accident but you didn’t have any 
way of proving it so you kept quiet. Then, 

today, Nosey Logan phoned you and 
blackmailed you for an alibi he thought he 
was going to need. 
 “He talked just enough to make you 
sure your kid had been murdered by Cullane 
and Vallardo. You still couldn’t prove it in 
court, so you took the law in your own hands. 
You went to Cullane’s hideout apartment and 
browned him before Logan could do the job. 
Then you gave Logan an alibi because it 
would also be an alibi for your self. Later, 
Vallardo had you kidnaped. You permitted 
this, because you thought it might give you a 
chance to get Vallardo too. Only I got him 
first.” 
 Pop looked very old and very tired. 
 “I made a good cop of you, Tim. 
You’ve got it right. All of it. What are you 
going to do about it?” 
 “Me?” Jarnegan raised an eyebrow. 
“Why, hell. A bunch of heels have got their 
just deserts. I’m not going to do anything 
about it—except take you home. I told you 
this case is closed. What chance would I have 
to prove any of this in court?” 

 


