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A Switch in Time 
The Kite That Raised the Payoff on Tom Hanson’s 
Thousand Dollar Check Comes Back to Earth! 

C. K. M. SCANLON 
Author of “Boxed Death,” “Snatch,” etc. 

 
ANDRA glanced at the heavy .45 
automatic that was lying on the table. 
How typical of Thorn it was to leave 
that sinister-looking gun there in 
plain sight! She shuddered, and 
moved restlessly about the room. 
Why didn’t he come? This waiting 

was unbearable. She wanted to pay him his 
thousand dollars and get it over with as swiftly as 
possible.  

“Good evening, Miss Hanson.” 
Sandra turned as she heard the suave voice. 

Thorn was standing in the doorway. He smiled, and 
his dark eyes swept over her slender figure. 

“I’ve brought the money my brother owes on 
that worthless check he gave you.” Sandra fumbled 
in her evening bag. “A thousand dollars. Every cent 
I could get my hands on. I have it right here.” 

“A thousand dollars?” There was a mocking 
light in Thorn’s eyes. “The check your brother gave 
me is for ten thousand dollars. Didn’t he tell you?” 

“Ten thousand dollars!” Sandra murmured 
weakly. She leaned against the table, her hands 
behind her, resting on the smooth polished surface. 
“But that’s impossible! When Tom wrote that 
check, it was only for a thousand dollars. He told 
me that himself.” 

“He lied,” said Thorn. “But we may be able to 
arrange things. After all, you’re very attractive and 
women don’t find me too hard to get along with.” 

Sandra shuddered as he came closer. Her 
fumbling right hand touched something on the 
table behind her. Her fingers clung to it—the 
automatic that had been lying there. She snatched it 
up. 

“Don’t come any closer,” she snapped, 
pointing the gun at Thorn. “You tricked my 
brother, raised the amount on that check because 
you knew neither of us would be able to pay such a 

sum. But you are going to give me that check right 
now or—I’ll kill you!” 

“You little fool!” snarled Thorn. 
Her finger tightened on the trigger as he 

lunged toward her. The gun roared once—then 
again and again. She did not see the hard-faced 
man who had stepped out from the curtain at her 
back. Did not even hear the bark of his automatic 
as he fired once at Thorn. He thrust his gun back 
into a shoulder holster as Sandra stood with the 
smoking automatic in her hand. 

Morton Thorn was sprawled in a lifeless, 
grotesque heap. The hard-faced man silently 
retreated behind the curtain. For a moment Sandra 
gazed down at the still form. She was numb, dazed. 

Morton Thorn was dead, and she had killed 
him! The gun fell from her limp fingers to the rug. 
She forced herself to bend over the still figure, to 
search through Thorn’s pockets for the check. She 
found it in his wallet. It was made out for ten 
thousand dollars! She dropped it into her evening 
bag. 

She started for the door, but before she could 
escape, she heard footsteps and voices outside in 
the corridor. 

Bluecoats rushed into the room, followed by 
two Homicide detectives. 

She looked up at them helplessly. “I did it! I 
killed him!” And then she told her story. 

“Open and shut case,” said Captain of 
Detectives Gray. “The girl killed Thorn, all right.” 
He glanced at a small grey-haired man who was 
watching the M.E. at work on the corpse. “What do 
you think, Patterson?” 

Patterson shrugged his shoulders. 
“No fingerprints on this,” said the fingerprint 

expert who had been examining the automatic that 
had been picked up from the floor. “One bullet 
fired.” 
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ATTERSON listened, eyes glinting. In her 
highly hysterical state, the girl would hardly 

have thought of wiping her fingerprints from the 
gun. 

“Shot through the heart?” said Captain Gray. 
“Okay, Doc. Thanks.” 

The M.E nodded and hurried out. Patterson 
was again studying the dead man. There was a 
bullet hole and a splotch of blood on Thorn’s white 
evening shirt just over his heart. But it was the blue 
marks on the right side of the shirt that interested 
Patterson. 

“Powder burns,” he murmured aloud. “Look 
here, Captain.” 

Gray joined him and stood looking down. He 
frowned as the small detective indicated the marks 
on the shirt. 

“Looks like powder burns all right,” said the 
captain, “But if a gun was fired that close to him 
there should have been bullet holes, too.” 

“That’s just it,” Patterson nodded. “And it 
worries me. Someone must have been firing blanks 
at Thorn. You know, Gray, that girl never shot 
Morton. I’m sure of it. It doesn’t add up. But she 
thinks she did—why?” 

“That’s your riddle, and you’re stuck with it,” 
said the fingerprint man. 

“Think I’d like to stay around a while,” said 
Patterson. “That all right with you, Captain?” 

“All right,” Gray nodded. “You usually know 
what you’re doing, Patterson.” 

“Not always.” The little man shook his head 
sadly. “I planted the petunias much too early this 
year.” Patterson’s garden—his devoted attention to 
it—were a standing Headquarters’ joke. 

When Patterson was alone, he wandered 
aimlessly around the living room. The heavy 
curtains that draped the inner door caught his 
attention. He saw that the one on the left was 
disarranged. The fact interested him. Someone had 
obviously clutched that curtain—stood there. 

He whirled at a sound behind him. He found 
himself facing a hard-faced man armed with an 
automatic. Rat-like eyes glared at him. 

“Wise guy, eh?” growled the hard-faced man. 
“Stickin’ around here after the rest of them cops 
left.” 

“Right,” said Patterson quietly. “I hoped 
you’d come back, Benny.” 

Benny Duff glared at the smaller man. 
Patterson knew Duff of old—a cheap crook and 
gunman. He had not expected Benny Duff to 
appear, but he had taken a chance that someone 
would return to Thorn’s. 

It all added up at last. Someone had killed 
Thorn with one shot from an automatic. That same 
someone, knowing that Thorn expected a visitor 
had left an automatic loaded with blanks, on the 
table. The gambler had not been robbed of anything 
save the check the girl had said she had taken from 
his wallet. The girl had fired five shots—but there 
had only been one bullet wound in the corpse. 
There was still something Benny Duff had wanted. 
He had not been able to get it before the police 
arrived and he had come back for it. 

“Never mind what you hoped,” snapped Duff. 
“Give me your gun!” 

“Why should I?” demanded Patterson. “The 
gun you’ve got is loaded with blanks.” 

“That’s what you think!” Duff reached into a 
side pocket of his coat and drew out a second 
automatic. 

“This is the gat that I switched on the girl. She 
dropped it on the floor and left it.” 

“And you picked it up, leaving your own gun 
after you wiped off your fingerprints,” finished 
Patterson. “Trying to plant the murder on the girl. 
A dumb trick, Benny. She couldn’t have used that 
gun and not left any fingerprints.” 

“Aw, she might have used a handkerchief to 
hold the gun.” Duff was suddenly impatient. “Hand 
over your gun and stop chinning.” He tossed the 
automatic on the table. Patterson saw the square 
opening in the butt and realized the cartridge clip 
had been removed. The gun was useless. 
 

HE detective slowly drew his gun from his 
pocket. He handed it to Duff. The gunman 

snatched it. 
Deliberately Patterson went to the table. His 

back was turned to Duff for an instant and there 
was a faint click as the detective picked up the 
automatic. He turned around with the gun in his 
hand. Duff stood watching with a sardonic smile. 

“Lot of good that gun is gonna do you,” he 
said. “It ain’t loaded.” 

Abruptly the automatic in Patterson’s hand 
roared. Benny Duff howled with pain as a bullet 
smashed his arm. The gun dropped from his 
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fingers. But he raised the gun he held in his left 
hand. A bullet seared Patterson’s shoulder. The 
detective fired a second time—and Duff went 
down, shot through the left shoulder. 

“Too sure of yourself, Benny,” said Patterson. 
“That gun you threw on the table, wasn’t loaded 
then, but if you’ll notice, it’s the same caliber as 
my automatic, and I always keep a couple of clips 
filled with forty-fives in my pocket. Now tell me—
what were you after?” 

“Thorn had the goods on me,” said Duff. “All 
the evidence on a little murder job I done ’bout a 
year ago. When he learned that I had won five 

thousand bucks on a sweepstakes ticket he starts 
shaking me down. That guy didn’t care how he got 
his money just so he got it. He had me framed so 
that he got a picture of me as I was bumping off the 
guy. I come back for that photograph—but you got 
me.” 

“I didn’t think the girl was guilty,” said 
Patterson. “Still I do make mistakes. I wish I hadn’t 
planted those petunias so early,” he sighed. 

 


