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Blood 
       for Breakfast 

By C. K. M. Scanlon 
Author of “Snatch,” “Bring ‘Em Back Dead,” etc. 

 
HE wind blew the snow in little 
flurries above drifts heaped along 
the curb. In the cold light of early 
dawn, Main Street was bleak and 
deserted save for the solitary figure 
standing at the entrance of the all-
night lunch room—the only place 

open in the little town at five o’clock in the 
morning. 

Marty Keen thrust a cigarette between his 
lips and fumbled in his pocket for a match. He 
produced a paper folder, found there was just one 
match left in the packet. He lighted his cigarette, 
then tossed the folder carelessly into the snow. 

“Takin’ him a lot of time to eat his 
breakfast,” Keen murmured as he turned and 
glanced in through the window of the lunch room. 
“If I stand out here very long he’ll know I’m 
waiting for him.” 

Keen swung around and entered the lunch 
room. He paid no attention to the fat bald-headed 
man who sat at the counter apparently relishing 
his boiled eggs and toast. The stout individual did 
not even glance up from his newspaper as Keen 
stopped to purchase a package of his favorite 
cigarettes. 

“Cold, ain’t it?” said the counterman with a 
yawn. “Down to three below last night—an’ more 
bad weather comin’, th’ paper says.” 

“Yeah, it’s cold, all right.” Keen took the 
cigarettes. “Better give me some extra matches. 
I’m always runnin’ out of ‘em.” 

“Sure.” The counterman handed him three 
packs of paper matches and Keen dropped them 

carelessly into the side pocket of his overcoat. 
He lingered for a few moments and then 

again went out into the street. The fat man had 
finished eating and was paying his check. He 
stepped outside, his heavy overcoat bundled up 
around his stout figure. 

“Your name Grayson?” Keen asked 
suddenly, stepping close to the fat man. 

“Why, no, it’s Adam Wilton,” answered the 
fat man. 

Keen laughed as though Wilton had said 
something extremely amusing. He slapped the 
stout man on the back. He was smiling, but his 
tone was hard. 

“Get movin’,” he said. “You’re covered by a 
gun in my coat pocket.” 

“Why, I—” stammered Wilton. 
He glanced over his shoulder, and saw the 

faint gleam of blue steel as Keen half-lifted his 
hand from his pocket. Unheeded by either man 
something fluttered to the snow. 

Wilton was trembling with fright but he 
began to move slowly toward the corner with 
Keen walking close beside him. They turned the 
corner and went along a side street. “What’s the 
idea?” demanded Wilton. “Where are you taking 
me?” 

“For a walk,” answered Keen curtly. “You 
were a fool to flash a roll as big as you did in a 
strange town. I seen it when you bought them 
cigars.” 

They had reached a narrow alleyway between 
two buildings. Keen glanced about him, saw that 
the street was deserted. He lunged forward, caught 
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the fat man by the coat collar, dragged him into 
the alleyway. 

Wilton struggled desperately—but it was 
useless. Keen brought the heavy butt of the 
automatic crashing down on the fat man’s head. 
As he fell Keen struck again—a vicious blow 
across the face that sent the blood flowing. 

As he leaned over to examine the still, blood-
stained form lying in the snow Keen’s cigarettes 
fell out of his pocket. He picked them up hastily. 
Hurriedly he searched Wilton, found the fat man’s 
money. 

Ten minutes later Marty Keen had returned 
to the lunch room and was calmly drinking a cup 
of coffee. “Thought I knew that fat guy who was 
in here a little while ago,” he told the counterman. 
“I was wrong though. “He sure looked a lot like 
Bill Perkins of Pittsburgh.” 

“Yeah, that happens sometimes,” the 
counterman nodded. “I’ve run into lots of guys 
that I thought I recognized. You stayin’ in town?”  

“Just overnight,” answered Keen. He 
grinned. “I ain’t much on hangin’ around hick 
towns like this.” 

“Aw, this town ain’t so bad,” protested the 
counterman. 
 

E glanced up as a uniformed patrolman 
entered. Keen watched the new arrival 

narrowly without appearing to do so. “Mornin’, 
Jim,” said the patrolman. “Right cold.” 

“Mornin’, Tom,” the counterman grinned. 
“That contest of yours still going on?” 
“Sure,” Jim nodded. “Feller that has the right 

number this week gets a silver-plated ashtray.” 
“You had any customers in the last hour?” 
“Yeah, two,” answered the counterman. “A 

fat guy and this man.” He nodded toward Keen. 
“They buy anything from the cigar stand?” 

asked Brady. 
“The fat guy didn’t buy anything, but this 

gentleman here got a pack of cigarettes.” 

Keen put down his coffee cup, and slid off 
the stool at the counter. He didn’t like the 
conversation. 

“What’s the idea?” he asked. “Any reason 
why I shouldn’t buy a pack of cigarettes?” 

“None that I know,” said Brady. “We were 
just wonderin’ about Jim’s number contest—
that’s all. You might be a winner, Mister.” 

“Number contest,” Keen grinned. “Yeah, I 
might. What’s it like?” 

“I give out matches with every purchase 
during the day,” said the lunch room owner. 
“Each pack has an ad for this place on the front 
an’ a number on the back. Every Saturday night 
we place all the numbers—the same ones that’s 
been given out during the week, in a hat. The 
lucky number drawn wins a prize.” 

“That’s it,” agreed the patrolman, “what 
numbers did you give out this morning, Jim?” 

The lunch room owner glanced at a large box 
filled with packages of matches. 

“The numbers run up to 311 last night. And 
this gentleman got three numbers this morning—
so he must have got from 312 to 314.” 

“This one of them?” asked Brady handing 
Jim a match folder. “Number 313.” 

“Yeah, that’s one of them.” 
“That’s all I want to know,” the patrolman’s 

voice grew hard, as he faced Keen. “You’re under 
arrest for murder and robbery, feller. You dropped 
one of these match folders beside that fat man 
when you cracked him over the head back there in 
the alley. I figured that whoever it was that did it 
might be here in Jim’s place trying to establish an 
alibi. No place else in town open this early.” 

Keen cursed and started—to reach for his 
gun. Behind him Jim calmly reached out and 
brought a bottle crashing down on the crook’s 
head. Keen crumpled to the floor. “I didn’t like 
that guy anyway,” remarked the lunch room 
owner. “He said this was a hick town!” 
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