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T was a drab afternoon. A thin, 
penetrating drizzle blanketed the mid-
Western city, provoking sporadic 

dirges of warning from the sirens of 
lakefront shipping. Smoke soot from 
myriad factory chimneys blended with 
soupiness of the low ceiling and brewed an 
invisibility that necessitated the use of 
street lamps. They glowed like will-o’-the-
wisps in the side street where a large 
church reared its steeple high into the 
mists. 

A man came down the steps of the 
church and drew his coat collar up around 
his face. Detective-sergeant Mike Grady 
knew the hazards of his calling. Mike 
knew that there might be a bullet 
somewhere with his name on it. 

He was a religious man and if there 
were such a thing as fear in Mike Grady’s 
stalwart heart, it would be the fear of 
going out into the shadows unprepared. In 
the afternoon of a certain day of every 
week he made his way to the church and 
unburdened his soul to his friend, Father 
Malachi. Friends of Mike wondered what 
he talked about. For the life of them they 
could not imagine Mike ever having done 
anything in his life of which he could be 
ashamed.  
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Mike walked down the street, head 
lowered to protect his face from the 
driving mists. He did not see the shabbily 
dressed man plowing through the drizzle 
in front of him. Suddenly he rocked off 
balance when the wayfarer crashed into 
him. He uttered a testy growl and swung to 
face the man. Too late, the detective saw 
the glint of steel. A bullet was ripping 
through him when his fingers were only 
halfway to the butt of his own gun. He 
sank down, a jerky, mocking laugh cutting 
through the thunderous roar inside his 
head. 

Toledo Ed’s beady eyes swept the area 
fast. The wicked grin on his face widened 
when a taxi raced down the street and 
crabbed toward the curb. Perfect. Not a 
hitch. 

A man’s gruff voice yelled hoarsely, 
“Jump in—let’s go!”  

Toledo Ed swung to the cab door. 
Then he stopped, his head swiveling. He 
had heard a sound at the window of a 
house on the street. He saw a face staring 
into his, eyes wide. Toledo Ed cursed, 
struck for his gat again. 

“Cut it, ya fool! Ya ain’t got time for 
nothin’,” the cab driver barked. “Git in out 
of the light from that lamp, Ed. C’mon—
there was a couple of bulls around the 
corner where I was parked. Listen—
they’re comin’!” He raced the motor. “Git 
in or I leave ya!”  

Toledo Ed reluctantly made a dive into 
the cab just as it roared away from the 
curb. He cursed under his breath, peering 
out through the small, mist-fogged 
window in the rear of the taxi. 

“That rat seen me,” he cracked. “Got a 
good look at me. Damn that was a lousy 
break. I ain’t fergittin’ him, though.”  

An hour later, in the smoke-choked 
room of a hotel on the South Side, Toledo 
Ed, a little shaky, sat in a big chair and 
reported the results of his grim sortie 

uptown to a big man who leaned against a 
table indolently. Over in the corner of the 
room sat the driver of the cab, eyeing 
Toledo Ed stonily.  

“It was that rat’s fault,” Toledo Ed 
cracked. “He said if I didn’t hop in fast 
he’d drive off without me. An’ I could’ve 
plugged that guy in the window through 
the eyes as easy as hell.”  

The man leaning against the table said, 
“It don’t make no diff’rence who slipped 
up. Toledo, ya’ve got your pan tagged. It 
means that every harness bull an’ 
plainclothes dick in the country will be 
lookin’ for ya. Never knew whatcha 
looked like—the bulls—before. That’s 
what made ya so valuable to me. To some 
other guys I know. Now, Toledo, ya’re 
plenty hot!” 

 
HE shifty-eyed cab driver clipped, 
“Toledo made a mistake. He should 

never have stuck his gun back into his 
pocket after he bumped Grady. He had to 
reach for it again when he seen that face 
lookin’ out at him. Thought he was smart.”  

Toledo Ed leaped to his feet. “I’ll 
croak ya, ya dirty—”  

“Take your mitts away from that rod, 
Toledo!” the big man roared. “Get ready 
to blow this burg. I don’t have no more 
use for—”  

“Listen, Karpis,” Toledo cracked, 
“maybe he didn’t git a good look at me. 
Maybe—” 

“Aw, he was right under the lamp,” the 
cab driver lashed out derisively. “It was 
like he was havin’ a flashlight picture of 
his mug took.” 

Toledo sat down, lips colorless, 
pressed into a thin line. He knew Silk 
Karpis. Every underworld luminary from 
the Barbary Coast to New York’s Battery 
knew Karpis. The G-men would have 
given their right arms to know where he 
was. The public enemy had a heart like a 
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lump of iron. His soul was spidery—black 
and crawling. 

Forty thousand dollars in currency and 
negotiable securities were in that room, 
hidden under the boards in the floor. Two 
men were lying in a small city morgue 
twenty miles away. Men who had tried to 
hold onto that small fortune for the firm 
for which they had worked faithfully. 

Mike Grady had been getting very 
close to Karpis’ hiding-place. He had 
gunned down two of Karpis’ best men 
who had tried to steal a car from a garage 
not ten blocks away from the hotel. Silk 
Karpis had needed that car. His own had 
been abandoned miles out of the city 
during the getaway from the scene of his 
last coup. 

 
ORD had come by underworld 
telegraph that Toledo Ed Statz was 

in town and the news was like honey to a 
bee. Karpis began to work fast. By devious 
ways he had had Toledo brought to him. 
He had flaunted five grand in the 
gunman’s face and had told Toledo Ed to 
trail Mike Grady and rub him out. 

“Yeah,” Karpis said, after a long, 
strained silence, biting the end savagely 
from a cigar, “ya got to git outa here. Ya 
got Grady and I don’t welch on the dough. 
But every cop in town will be lookin’ for 
that ugly pan of yours. I don’t wantcha 
near me.”  

“Sure—sure,” Toledo agreed cravenly. 
“I’ll blow. Gimme the five grand, Karpis.”  

“Y’ can stay here until around eleven 
tonight,” Karpis said after paying out the 
blood money. “It’ll be easier for ya to 
duck out then, Toledo.”  

“Sure—thanks.” Karpis turned away, 
walked into the adjoining room. One or 
two of his hoods trailed him. The cab 
driver got up, smirked at Toledo Ed and 
went out into the hall, closing the door 
behind him slowly. 

Uptown, a few yards away from the 
steps of the big church, two men were 
lifting the remains of Mike Grady from the 
wet pavement. The police ambulance was 
backed up to the curb and a small, morbid 
crowd had gathered. A tall, broad-faced 
man with a close-cropped, iron-grey 
mustache cursed softly when they slid the 
stretcher into the grim confines of the 
black car. 

“I’ll get the rats who got Mike,” 
Detective Bill Murphy clipped. He was 
thinking of Grady’s wife and his two kids. 
There was an unfinished checker game 
down at Headquarters. He and Mike had 
started it the night before. 

Suddenly Murphy looked up at an 
open window. He saw a face peering—a 
long, thin face with a scraggly mustache. 
He had noticed that man the moment he 
had arrived with the police ambulance. He 
turned to a big man at his side and said: 

“Maybe that bird saw the killing. I’m 
goin’ up to talk to him.”  

“They never remember anythin’,” was 
the reply. “You ought to know that, Bill. 
Remember how the last witness to a killin’ 
we had suddenly lost his memory?”  

Murphy went into the house, 
disregarding the remark. He located the 
landlady and finally made it clear to her 
that he wished to see a certain one of her 
roomers, one who roomed on the second 
floor. 

“Oh—him?” the slattern said. “I’ll 
show you his room. Won’t do you no good 
to see him, though.” She mumbled 
something that made the man from 
Headquarters growl impatiently. 

“Anyway, I’m going up,” he said to 
her. 

A few minutes later the detective sat 
talking to the man with a bulging head 
scantily thatched with hair, the man he had 
seen looking out the window. 

“You heard a voice just before the cab 
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door slammed?” the detective queried. 
“Sure—like I told you. It said, “Cut it, 

you fool. You ain’t got time for that!’”  
“After you heard the shot?”  
“Yeah.”  
Murphy said, “You didn’t see his face, 

huh? No, of course you didn’t.” He sighed 
heavily. “They never do. Afraid they’ll get 
a bullet through them after they leave the 
court room. You were at the window when 
the shot was fired?”  

The man nodded. 
“Okay,” and Murphy got up and went 

out, slamming the door behind him. 
The killer sat alone in the hotel on the 

South Side, brain churning. The feel of the 
five grand in his pocket gave him little 
elation. He was thinking of a man he used 
to know. One who had followed his own 
hellish profession. Louis the Ghost, from 
Cleveland. 

Louis had made a lot of dough with his 
gat, too, until somebody tagged his mug 
and spread a description of his hatchet face 
all over the country. Louis had become a 
hunted rat. Hiding in dirty flop houses and 
cellars. Snatching up scraps of food 
wherever he could get them in the hideouts 
of the lawless. 

They had not let Louis stay long in any 
place. Toledo Ed had run across him in a 
squalid dive in New York—coughing his 
life out. The Ghost’s cheeks had been 
hollow and the hunted look froze plainly 
in his eyes when he died. Toledo Ed 
envisioned himself in the same spot and 
desperation began to smolder in his gimlet 
eyes.  

Hours with his tortured thought. The 
dirty ash tray at Toledo Ed’s elbow was 
littered with cigarette stubs. A bottle 
beside it was nearly empty. He told 
himself that perhaps the man who had 
spotted him uptown near that big church 
had not had the nerve to squawk Maybe he 
had read of the way other squealers were 

found with their lights shot out. Maybe 
before the bulls could get wise to the fact 
that there had been a witness to the 
flatfoot’s killing Toledo Ed could get up 
there and gun him down. He would never 
forget that face—long and thin, with a 
growth of beard. A thin thatch of white 
hair on a bulging head. There could not be 
many people living in the cheap rooming 
house. 

At length Toledo Ed made up his 
crooked mind. He went to a washstand in 
one corner of the room and picked up a 
dirty razor someone had left there. When 
he had scraped his blue beard close and 
had washed his face, he went to the door 
leading to the next room.  

“Karpis!” he called. 
“Yeah?”  
“I’ve heard you change your face once 

in a while,” said Toledo. “Have ya got a 
fake mustache. Figure maybe the bulls 
won’t know me when I take the lam. If 
they see me near here an’ reckernize me, 
ya’d be in a spot.”  

“Ya’re not so dumb, Toledo,” Karpis 
said. “Sure—I got the works. There’s a 
box in a suitcase in the closet in there. 
Take whatcha want.”  

“Okay.” 
 

T approximately the same hour 
Murphy was leaving a flat on the 

North Side. The sobs of Mike Grady’s 
widow were muffled a little when he 
closed the door. Yet he could still hear 
them when he got out into the street. They 
pounded against his ears when he walked 
aimlessly along the mist-shrouded street. 

Rage began to boil through the 
detective’s blood when he thought of Mike 
lying there—just after coming out of 
church—on the cold, wet sidewalk. He 
was sure that it was a reprisal from Silk 
Karpis. Mike had been working in close to 
the killer’s hideout, had shot those two 
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Karpis hoods in the garage on Lake Street. 
Not a clue to Mike’s killer, though. The 
taxi had been planted not far from the 
church. It had come in fast to pick up the 
rat.  

In the middle of the street Bill Murphy 
stopped short, just missed being hit by a 
cruising cab. A thought had flashed into 
his swiftly clicking brain—a wild thought 
that was closer to being a hunch. 

“It could be worked that way—if—” 
The dick headed toward the opposite curb, 
waving his arms at a cab that was just 
drawing away from in front of an all-night 
lunch. 

“Uptown!” Murphy shot out sharply, 
climbing in. “Laurel Street—you’ll see a 
big church there. Drop me off when you 
get close to it.”  

Just after midnight Toledo Ed, hugging 
the shadows across the street from the 
church, eyed a certain open window of a 
rooming house that nestled close to the 
sacred edifice. Second floor, he mused, 
second floor front. His shifty eyes moved 
furtively, saw nothing move in the thin 
mists up or down the street. 

 
E stole silently toward the 
brownstone front before which he 

had gunned Mike Grady. Silently he went 
up the steps, stopping in front of the door 
to take a last look around. Satisfied, he 
turned and tried the doorknob. It did not 
give. 

Lips under his fake mustache twisting, 
Toledo Ed took a long, thin iron 
instrument from his pocket and shoved 
one end of it in between the door and the 
jamb. He applied leverage. The lock 
snapped. For several breathless seconds he 
waited. Then he opened the door and 
walked in. Stealthily he made his way up a 
flight of musty, carpeted stairs, turned and 
padded along a hall on the second floor 
leading to the front of the house. He came 

to a door and knocked softly. No answer 
came, so he knocked again. 

This time a sound as of someone 
stirring followed the knock. Stumbling 
feet crossed the room. Toledo Ed waited, 
gun held in shaky fingers. The knob rattled 
and the door opened. The face that looked 
out at him had eyes that stared in a 
befuddled way as if the man had just been 
aroused from sound slumber. 

“What you want? Who are you?”  
Toledo Ed shoved the gun against the 

man’s heart and squeezed trigger. He 
caught the victim before he fell and eased 
the body to the floor. Fleetly he ran along 
the hall and down the stairs, lips curled 
triumphantly. Suddenly the entrance door 
swung in and Toledo Ed stiffened. A big 
man stood framed there, staring at him 
icily. In his fist was a gun that pointed 
straight at Toledo Ed’s belt line. The killer 
felt a crawling sensation at the spot. Terror 
jellied the blood in his veins. 

“Turn around, you dirty rat!” the man 
ground out. “Walk up those stairs! I want 
to show you something. Looks like I got 
here just too late to save— But I got you! 
You killed Mike Grady, you dirty louse!”  

“I—I didn’t!” protested the killer in a 
choked voice. I—” He made his way back 
up the stairs, legs shaking like kite strings. 
From the floors above came sounds of 
people stirring. Doors opened—shut. 
Faces peered over the rickety banisters. A 
strident voice called from somewhere in 
the basement. 

‘What in hell’s goin’ on?”  
“Move faster, rat!” Detective Bill 

Murphy roared when Toledo stumbled on 
a torn bit of matting on the landing. “You 
know which way to go.” 

Toledo Ed did not want to look at that 
thing on the floor. The head and shoulders 
lay out in the hall. Murphy slammed a fist 
to his chin when he cried out and started to 
run. When Ed came to his senses, the dead 
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man had been turned over on his back. 
Dead eyes stared up at the quaking killer. 
The detective’s hand was gripping the 
nape of Toledo’s neck, pressing his head 
down close to the glassy eyes. 

“I don’t wanna look!—I—I killed ‘im! 
I killed Grady! Take me away, will ya?” 
His terrified screeches filled the rooming 
house. “Them glassy eyes—take me away! 
I don’t care whatcha do—”  

“Glassy eyes,” Detective Bill 
Murphy’s lips were drawn back from his 
teeth in icy rage. “Dead eyes—that never 
could see! They were as dead when you 
shot Mike Grady as they are now. Is that a 
laugh, Toledo? Let me hear you laugh—
ha—ha!” 

Toledo Ed’s lower jaw hung loosely. 
An animal cry of rage jerked from his 
throat when he realized what had 
happened. A blind man looking out at him 
when he got into the cab—staring eyes. 

Bill Murphy cracked him with his fist 
again when the gunman began to curse, 
struggling to get loose. 

On the way to Headquarters Detective 
Murphy shot at the miserable killer, “I had 
a hunch when I saw that man. He looked 
out when we were picking up Mike Grady. 
I wondered if you’d taken a good look, 

before you got into that cab, Killer! I 
talked to that blind man. He said he was at 
the window when you fired that shot. He 
heard somebody say, ‘Cut it, you fool! 
You ain’t got time for that.’ I figured 
maybe—a wild hunch it was—that you 
might be going to plug him before you got 
out of town. So I come back to see if my 
hunch was right—just too late to save the 
man who could not see—but I got you, 
Killer! Laugh, why don’t you?”  

Toledo Ed, fear lancing him through 
and through, eyes visualizing the grim 
chair, cracked. 

“I—I’ll tell ya somethin’—if ya’ll 
gimme a break,” he chattered. “Karpis 
hired me to kill Grady—Karpis is hidin’ 
out at the Elko Hotel—yeah. Ya’ll gimme 
a break, huh, flatfoot?”  

“Maybe they would have downtown if 
you could have shut your face about 
Karpis—long enough to make ‘em dicker 
with you—Killer!” Bill Murphy’s voice 
was like a lancet. “But you’re not smart. 
All your brains are in your fingers. Mike 
Grady was my pal. Killer, you’re as good 
as strapped in the chair right now.” He 
turned at a gasp from the man handcuffed 
to his wrist. “Huh,” he sneered, looking 
down, “he’s passed out. The yellow rat!” 

 


