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FOOTPRINTS 
 

By C. K. M. Scanlon 
Author of “Stolen Diamonds,” “Death on the Wire,” etc. 

 
ITH grim eyes Sheriff Walt 
Bixby faced the two men 
seated in his office. Dixon, 
his deputy, stood near the 
door. 

“Bart Tyson,” the sheriff 
announced, “has been found 
dead—shot in the back by 
some yellow-livered skunk!”  

“Dude” Cantrell, 
Allentown’s dapper little cabaret owner, leaned 
back, the picture of horrified amazement. Jim 
Button, the garage owner, said nothing, but his 
body tensed. 

“Everybody in town,” Bixby continued, 
“knows that Tyson didn’t have an enemy in the 
world except you two men. The three of you have 
been courting Judy White for the past year, and we 
all know there was a bitter feeling between you. 
There’s no doubt in my mind that one of you two 
men had something to do with the shooting of 
Tyson last night!” 

Sutton sprang up, his square face flushed, and 
his great fists clenched. Dude Cantrell calmly 
crossed one sharply pressed trouser leg over the 
other, his face white and strained. 

The sheriff curtly waved Sutton back to his 
seat, and continued: 

“I found a pair of muddy hiking boots and a 
gun with one empty shell in that tool shack in back 
of Jim’s garage. They belong to him. The gun’s 
been wiped clean, and Jim says he knows nothing 
about it. So we’re all going over to Tyson’s place 
and have a look around. Dixon, I want you to take 
those boots along.” 

They climbed into the sheriff’s car, and drove 
about a mile out of town, along a smooth paved 
highway. Bixby stopped the car near a dirt lane that 
led from the road to Tyson’s one-man farm. 

“The ground’s pretty soft from the heavy rain 
we’ve been getting lately, and there are a number 
of footprints on this road,” the sheriff said, as they 

got out. “But there’s only one set of prints not 
made by me or old man Carr, who found Bart, or 
by Bart himself. Those prints were made by the 
murderer.” Bixby pointed down. “There they are—
those big ones. Dixon, see if those boots you have 
there fit these footprints.” 

The deputy bent down with one of the muddy 
hiking boots. 

“Yep, Walt,” he nodded, straightening up. 
“Fits exactly.” 

The sheriff grunted, and turned to Sutton. 
“All right, Jim,” he said quietly. “Put those 

boots on, and walk on this clear spot.” 
The huge man looked at him wonderingly, but 

complied. 
Bixby then turned to the dapper little cabaret 

owner. 
“And now, Cantrell,” he said softly, “you try 

them on.” 
Cantrell stared at him, pasty-faced for a 

moment. Then, without a word, he took the boots 
and laced them on. He walked a few steps and 
looked at the sheriff defiantly. 

Bixby peered down at the two new sets of 
footprints. Then he walked over to Sutton. 

“What struck me so queer this morning, Jim,” 
he said, “was when I saw how deep my shoes sank 
into the ground, and compared it with the slight 
impression left by the murderer’s big boots. And 
you’re even heavier than I am!” 

He turned to the uneasy little cabaret owner. 
“Only a lightweight like you, Cantrell,” he 

thundered, “could have made such a slight 
impression! Look at the marks you just made! Not 
at all like the heavy prints Jim made—but exactly 
like the ones made by the murderer! You tried to 
frame Jim for Bart’s murder by wearing his boots 
and using his gun. You sneaked them out last night 
and hid them afterwards in the tool shack where 
you knew I’d find them. “It was perfect, you rotten 
little snake, perfect—but you just didn’t have 
enough weight!” 

A CRIME THAT WAS 
A WEIGHTY MATTER


