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When Landetto Meets His Finish, 

Several People Are Put on the 
Spot! 

 
IGHT-LIPPED and grave as a 
ghost, Detective Chief Wodehouse 
rode with me on our dash to the 

suburbs. I kept the prowl car on two 
wheels most of the way, hitting only the 
high spots. 

I flicked an occasional sidelong glance 
to his set face, saw he was thinking plenty. 

“That daughter of yours, Chief,” I 
ventured; “she’s got nerve. Popped that 
burglar right on the skull with a poker, I 
believe they said. Plenty nerve! That’s one 
rat less.”  

Wodehouse didn’t open his mouth. He 
wasn’t listening, so I shut up.  
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I could have told him a few things he 
didn’t know about his daughter, Cara, but I 
decided it wouldn’t do. He disliked me 
enough already. 

Six minutes previous when the news 
broke at Headquarters that Cara 
Wodehouse had killed a burglar, I sensed 
something screwy about that report. All 
the fellows at Headquarters, except 
Wodehouse himself, were thinking two 
things. First: Cara had been running 
mighty wild in past months. Second: no 
burglar would be crazy enough to rob the 
home of Detective Chief Wodehouse! 

I braked the prowl car, skidded into the 
chief’s gravel driveway. We barged in 
through the front door, and there was the 
body. 

One glance at the corpse was enough 
for me. I shot Wodehouse a searching 
gaze. If he guessed anything strange, he 
gave no indication of it. His broad face 
was a rock. 

 
HIS business was just what I had 
suspected, and feared. The rat 

sprawled on the parlor rug with his blunt 
head bashed in was no burglar! Cara stood 
dry-eyed, her white lips trembling. She 
was pretty, even with all color drained 
from her smooth-skinned face. 

I knew Cara wasn’t really bad; just 
wild, thoughtless, unconventional. 
Wodehouse had been blind to all that. I 
liked Cara. Liked her too much, for my 
own peace of mind. Lately she had been 
passing me by, and I knew the reason. 
Sammy Rocco. 

The chief put his arm around Cara 
while she told again how she had been 
reading by the fireplace after supper, 
stopped to punch up the fire with the 
poker, became suddenly conscious there 
was somebody in the room, turned 
quickly, found a strange man close beside 

her. Then she had swung with the poker, 
just as the man had raised his gun. 

The rat’s head, that had once been 
glossy with sleeked-down hair, was now 
not a pretty thing to look at. A 
handkerchief, that could have been knotted 
about his head by somebody after he had 
fallen, hid the lower part of his face. An 
automatic, with the safety catch still 
locking the mechanism, was under his 
right fingers. 

I knew it was Landetto even before 
Grimes, the medical examiner, pulled the 
handkerchief down below the rat’s chin. 

“Landetto!” said Grimes. “Why, he’s 
no burglar! He’s what I call a big shot!”  

That was true. Landetto was not the 
real big shot, but big enough to cause 
plenty of newspaper furor, being found 
this way in the detective chief’s home! 

Grimes looked up at us in dumb 
puzzlement, and I gave him a stare that 
wilted him. 

“I—I wonder what made him turn 
burglar,” he stammered. 

“No telling,” I muttered quickly. I saw 
Cara’s wide, blue eyes were fixed upon 
me, trying to say something. “Let’s get 
him out of here,” I added. 

Duke, fingerprint expert, picked up the 
poker, his slim hand gloved with a 
handkerchief. 

“Listen, Prints!” barked Chief 
Wodehouse to Duke, and Duke almost 
dropped the poker. “Don’t waste any time 
on that poker. We know who the burglar 
is, and we know who killed him. That’s 
enough. We don’t need any fingerprints.”  

Duke, startled, replaced the poker on 
the earth. “Sure, Chief. Okay.” He mopped 
nervously at his brow with the 
handkerchief. 

After that the rest of us kept in our 
shells. We waited around in cramped 
silence until the body was removed, then 
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we shuffled out into the night to the prowl 
cars. 

Chief Wodehouse was still inside, so I 
ventured a short distance along the 
driveway, made a quick search with my 
flashlight on the gravel and sod beneath 
the front room windows, and up the brick 
wall covered with climbing vines. 
Suddenly I stiffened involuntarily. I 
shifted the flashlight’s beam along the 
wall beneath the windows in tense 
scrutiny. Those climbing vines told 
something. 

I switched off the light, hastily 
returned to the prowl car. Chief 
Wodehouse was waiting, glaring. There 
was something on his mind. He looked 
through me. 

“Snap it up, Ralston,” he clipped to 
me. “Let’s get going. This is only one job 
in the night’s work.”  

But his tight voice and taut face told 
me he well knew this job was the most 
important of all jobs that could pop up this 
night and for many nights to come. 

On the way back to Headquarters he 
seemed inclined to loosen up a bit. Finally 
he gave me a dig. 

“Ralston, that friend of yours, 
Commissioner Todd, will try to make 
something out of this,” he said. 

I didn’t like that crack. I didn’t like the 
chief too well, anyway, because he didn’t 
want Cara to run around with me. 

“Commissioner Todd is no particular 
friend of mine,” I retorted. “But he’ll make 
something out of it.”  

Chief Wodehouse squirmed, and his 
broad, square face colored and took on a 
darker scowl. I knew I was making life 
nice and pleasant for myself. 

Humphrey Todd, the newly appointed 
police commissioner, who had a keen 
hankering for a reform cleanup, was 
waiting for us in Wodehouse’s office. 
Somebody had lost no time in contacting 

him, and he was champing at the bit. He 
motioned Wodehouse in. 

The chief growled at me as he passed. 
“If you hadn’t been with me all the 

time,” he mouthed in a vicious whisper, 
“I’d swear you did this.”  

He went in and slammed shut the door. 
But I had no trouble hearing 
Commissioner Todd when he opened up. 
He wasted no words getting Wodehouse 
told. I almost felt sorry for the chief. 

Todd let Wodehouse know straight 
from the shoulder it was ridiculous to 
suppose an underworld big shot like 
Landetto would throw away time on a 
measly burglary job. He wound up by 
demanding to know just what connection 
Wodehouse had with the underworld 
through Cara. Then I barged in. 

I made it quick, before Wodehouse had 
time to pop Todd on the snoot. Todd 
whirled to face me, and Wodehouse held 
back his big, white-knuckled fist. 

“What do you want?” bellowed 
Commissioner Todd. Then he saw who I 
was, and his voice changed. “Come on in, 
Ralston. I want to talk with you anyway.” 
Maybe he had guessed I didn’t like the 
chief. “You’re about the only man with 
any sense on the force,” he added.  

That made the chief madder. I just 
nodded in agreement. “Yes, sir 
Commissioner.” 

 
HE chief’s face purpled, his knotty 
jaw muscles worked spasmodically. 

“This business tonight, 
Commissioner,” I said quickly; “there’s 
more to it than just the killing of a 
burglar.”  

“You’re right!” barked Commissioner 
Todd enthusiastically, and Wodehouse’s 
face went from purple to white. “And I 
intend to find out what’s what. Now, 
Ralston, what do you know?” He settled 
back expectantly in his chair. 
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I hedged. “Commissioner, give me a 
couple of hours and I’ll have something 
for you.” It was a reckless promise. “I’ve 
got some ideas, but I’ll need a little time.”  

His face fell. He drummed sharply on 
the desk top. Then he shot me another 
upward glance, surveyed me obliquely.  

“All right, Ralston,” he snapped 
impatiently. “I’ll give you a free hand on 
this job. Get busy, and report to me. 
Maybe you’ll get a promotion out of this. 
But I want to know something in two 
hours.”  

When I stalked out, the chief came 
close on my heels. I felt for him after that 
rawhiding and let-down. 

Todd and I had been classmates in the 
early days, but later we’d never been very 
close together in politics. I knew Todd was 
after Wodehouse’s hide in a big way. It 
was up to me, or someone, to produce in 
the next two hours or Todd would put the 
bug on Wodehouse. And if Todd 
instigated any charges whatever against 
Wodehouse, the civil service board, 
definitely unfavorable to Wodehouse, 
would hang up the chief’s number. 
Wodehouse was almost ready for 
retirement, too. 

Out of earshot of the others, 
Wodehouse cut loose at me. “What a fine 
mess you helped yourself into,” he 
snorted. “Now you’ve got to find 
something in two hours to report.”  

“I’ll find it!” I snapped back.  
His gray eyes quizzed me through 

narrowed lids for along moment. He 
shifted his huge bulk nervously.  

“You called off the commissioner 
temporarily, anyway. That’s a help.” He 
turned abruptly, and flung back over his 
square shoulder: “But remember, your 
record’s none too good in the department.”  

I knew what he meant. The only thing 
against me was his recent charge that I 
was gun-reckless and had brought the 

department into bad newspaper publicity. 
There was nothing to that. The real reason 
he disliked me was because I was in love 
with Cara.  

I made quick time out into the suburbs 
again. I went alone, having said nothing at 
Headquarters about what was on my mind.  

At the chief’s home I found the front 
door unlocked. I entered without 
knocking. I intended to find out just what 
Cara had tried to tell me with her eyes. 
The parlor light was burning, but I saw 
nothing of Cara, or any of the neighbors 
who should have stayed with her after her 
nerve-shattering experience.  

“Cara!” I called, and got no answer. 
“Cara.” 

I made a quick search through the 
house. It was deserted. 

Then a muffled step and a soft closing 
of a door somewhere suddenly, brought 
me up short, tensely alert, listening. 
Somebody was in the front room. I 
whirled, barged into the parlor. 

 
HIEF WODEHOUSE confronted me, 
his broad face flaming. 

“You didn’t tell me you intended to 
come back here,” he barked. 

“Did I have to tell you?” I retorted. 
“Ralston, we might just as well have 

an understanding now. You—”  
“Listen, Chief,” I interrupted, and I put 

plenty of ice in my tone. I knew if I 
expected to get anywhere with this 
business I’d have to put him in his place, 
and I rather hated to do it. “The 
commissioner assigned me to this job 
himself. He gave me a free hand. You 
know that. I report directly to him. I don’t 
have to wait around for instructions, and I 
don’t have to offer explanations.”  

That shut him up. He flicked some 
uneasy glances about, then mumbled, 
“One of these days you’re going to get 
your tail caught under a board. Breaking 
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and entering—there’s a law—”  
“I entered without breaking. Your 

front door was unlocked.” I started out on 
the porch. “I’ve got work to do, and you’re 
delaying it.”  

“The house was unlocked?” he 
repeated dully, then quickly shot more 
uneasy glances through open doors. 
“Where’s Cara?”  

I stopped. “That’s what I want you to 
tell me.”  

“She’s not here? You looked?” He 
swept my face searchingly with a 
narrowed gaze, and got an answer. “I left 
her here with a couple of the neighbor 
women. I guess she’s at some of the 
neighbors.”  

Somehow I didn’t believe he guessed 
any such thing. 

“Just what are you up to, Ralston?” he 
hurried on sharply. “What do you make of 
all this?” 

“I don’t know—yet,” I answered 
frankly. 

“But you’ve got ideas,” he insisted. He 
was plenty nervous now, and showed it.  

“Yeah,” I admitted, “I’ve got ideas, 
and one of ‘em is that somebody was here 
with Cara when Landetto was killed.”  

A faint twitch of his thick jaw muscles 
betrayed the impact of my blunt assertion. 
“You’re crazy! You don’t think Cara 
would lie about—”  

“Cut it!” I snapped. “I’m not going to 
call Cara a liar. But I’m telling you she 
didn’t give the whole story. She said she’d 
been here all evening, but she didn’t 
mention that somebody went out through 
that window tonight.” I indicated one of 
the side windows overlooking the 
driveway. 

“Who went through a window?” he 
demanded caustically. 

I shrugged, said nothing. Just flung out 
the palm of my hand in a wordless gesture. 
Sammy Rocco had been taking up most of 

Cara’s time lately, and right then I decided 
Rocco might tell me something about who 
had gone through that window. 

“Nuts!” exploded Chief Wodehouse. 
“You couldn’t find footprints on that 
gravel below the windows—”  

“Right!” I agreed crisply. “But those 
climbing vines on the wall told me 
something.” 

 
E scrutinized me in tense silence, and 
wet his full lips. 

“I backed my car out of the garage this 
morning and brushed up close against 
those vines. Maybe broke a few stems,” he 
said. 

“Broke a few stems? Those vines have 
been torn entirely from the wall! You 
couldn’t drive a car against them and do 
that, as close as they cling to the wall, 
without tearing your fenders all to pieces.”  

“They’re not torn down,” he flatly 
contradicted. “I saw the vines on the wall 
when you were looking at ‘em with your 
flashlight.”  

“The broken stems and leaves are not 
yet wilted,” I returned evenly. “Those 
vines were broken down tonight! Torn 
entirely away from the wall, and then 
somebody tied them up—and made a 
mistake doing it! Those vines are now 
climbing to the left. But the little feelers 
which formerly held the vines are still 
clinging to the wall on the right.”  

He didn’t answer this one, although his 
square face tightened. 

“I’m going over to the neighbors,” he 
said hollowly, “and look for Cara.”  

I stalked out ahead of him, and 
climbed into my prowl car. My thought 
was that he wouldn’t find Cara with any of 
the neighbors, and I’d find her before he 
did. My one desperate hope now was to 
find her alive. 

I started for Sammy Rocco’s 
apartment. I figured Rocco should know 
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something, and if he did, he was going to 
tell me all about it. As I braked the car 
silently in front of Rocco’s apartment, a 
taxi started rolling away just ahead of me. 

Rocco’s windows were dark. Then I 
saw a man and woman had just gone up 
the steps and were entering the front door. 
The man was Rocco. But I didn’t see the 
woman soon enough—only got one quick 
glimpse of her before the door shut. 
Judging from her height and build, she 
could have been Cara. 

I now realized they must have come in 
that taxi, or the woman had come in the 
taxi and had waited in it until Rocco 
showed up. 

I got out, cat-footed noiselessly up the 
steps, tried the door. It was locked. I rang 
Rocco’s bell. There was some muffled 
scuffing in Rocco’s apartment, then 
silence, and finally cautious footsteps in 
the hall. But whoever was coming was 
waiting too long in getting started to suit 
me. I loosened my .38 in its holster. Then 
the door opened, slowly. It was Rocco. 

“Hi; Sammy,” I said, and kicked the 
door back in his face.  

“What’s up, Ralston?” he growled, 
stepping back. 

“I wanna talk to you,” I said, and 
walked on into his apartment to look 
around. The woman was nowhere in sight. 
“Where’s the girl, Rocco? Come on. 
Speak up. Where’s the girl who came in 
with you just now?”  

He stared dumbly for an instant, his 
close-set, ratty eyes glittering. Then: 

“Upstairs,” he answered surlily. “She 
went upstairs. She lives there.” He 
slouched down indolently in an easy chair. 
“Now what do you want?” 

 
AMMY ROCCO was a well groomed, 
swarthy fellow, with a round, oily face 

under lustrous, pomaded hair. A ladies’ 
man, but not too bad looking. About the 

only thing that definitely stamped him as a 
rat were his eyes. His trousers were 
rumpled about the knees, a bit marked or 
stained. I openly concentrated upon those 
trousers. 

“Where’s Cara Wodehouse, Rocco?” I 
demanded in a low, sinister tone, my gaze 
still on the trousers. It looked like Rocco 
was the man who had slid from the chief’s 
window to the gravel driveway. 

He jerked his patent-leather head 
negatively. “Don’t know. Haven’t seen her 
lately. She’s cutting me—for some 
copper.”  

“You’re lying, Rocco!” I balled my 
right hand into a fist and came a step 
closer. “Maybe you don’t believe it, but 
you’re going to talk—right now!” 

Rocco squirmed in his overstuffed 
chair. His swarthy face suddenly reflected 
a decision hastily made.  

“Okay, copper, I’ll talk. I’ve nothing to 
lose. What d’you wanna know?”  

That meant one thing to me. Cara had 
talked with Rocco after Landetto had been 
killed.  

“Who,” I asked, “was more anxious 
than yourself to have Landetto killed?”  

He answered without hesitation. 
“Todd!”  

That stunned me. “Todd! Police 
Commissioner Todd?”  

“His brother—Dothan Todd.”  
My face must have shown my 

skepticism. He leaned forward in his chair, 
and hastened to add more. “Maybe you 
haven’t heard it yet—it just happened 
today—but there’s been a shakeup in the 
gambling and numbers racket. Dothan 
Todd was selected today to head the new 
syndicate. Todd’s been making a play for 
that, ever since his brother was appointed 
police commissioner a few days ago. The 
underworld figured Dothan Todd would 
carry a lot of influence, so they made him 
‘it’. Dothan’s the big shot now.”  
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That smacked me hard—complicated 
things no end. I came at Rocco again. 
“You were with Cara when Landetto was 
killed, and you skipped out through the 
window.”  

He looked down at his trousers legs, 
hesitated, gave an affirmative nod.  

“And you killed Landetto!” I went on.  
He ran his tongue snakily along his 

thin lips. “I—I went to see Cara. She’d 
been giving me the go-by lately. I was 
sitting there talking with her when the 
doorbell rang. She opened the door, and 
Landetto walked in. He seemed surprised 
to find me there.  

“I figured he’d been looking for me, 
and thought Cara would know where I was 
hiding, so he had looked up Cara to make 
her tell. I knew Landetto had been gunning 
for me so I’d been keeping out of his way. 
He thought I’d backed Dothan Todd to 
head the numbers racket, and Landetto 
was afraid I’d be made Todd’s lieutenant 
instead of him. 

“Well, Cara and I didn’t get to do 
much talking before Landetto walked in. 
He came over to me, and I saw him reach 
for his gun. The poker was in my hand—
I’d been stirring the fire—” 

 
E stopped, straightened in his chair. 
“Say, Ralston! They can’t pin a 

murder rap on me for that! It was self-
defense. He was pulling a gun on me. I tell 
you they can’t do anything to me for that! 
Why, the citizens ought to give me a gold 
medal.”  

“You killed him,” I repeated 
insistently. 

He hesitated again, then, “Sure. Sure, I 
killed him, but it was self-defense—”  

Those were his last words. A sharp 
commotion cut him short, froze him in his 
chair, and sent my right hand streaking for 
my gun. I whirled in the direction of the 
sudden sound just as the closet door 

slammed open and two rat-faced gunmen 
stampeded out of there with automatics 
blasting. They were concentrating their 
attention on Rocco. I dropped to one knee 
behind a table, with my .38 unlimbered to 
let the rats have it. 

My first thought was that these two 
were Landetto’s gunmen, out to avenge his 
death. They had concealed themselves in 
Rocco’s closet and waited for him to come 
home. Rocco had just come into his room 
when I had rung the doorbell, and the 
torpedoes hadn’t had time to finish him off 
before I entered. 

Rocco, white as death, started from his 
chair in alarm. And one of the killers gave 
him his gold medal—in the shape of a hot 
slug right between his ratty eyes. 

Splinters flew from the table top that 
was protecting me in a mighty poor way, 
and the passing warmth of hot lead fanned 
my cheek. It was no picnic, the way those 
gents were handling their automatics. I’ve 
seen worse marksmen. I concentrated on 
the tall, ferret-faced guy, who seemed to 
be the fastest trigger squeezer of the two, 
and I gave him the first installment in the 
stomach. He folded, dropped over Rocco’s 
chair and rolled off to the rug. 

I slightly shifted my cramped position 
behind the table to give the other gangster 
the full business, when he parted my hair 
with a neat slug. Another creased my 
scalp. At the same instant a spurt of flame 
leaped out from the open closet, and 
scorching pain stabbed through my left 
shoulder. 

As I went down I caught a glimpse of a 
third gunman emerging from the closet. 
His right arm encircled Cara Wodehouse! 
His right hand clutched a smoking gun, 
while his left hand was clamped brutally 
across her mouth. 

I had a vague realization of what must 
have happened. Cara had come in with 
Rocco. When I rang the bell Rocco had 
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made her hide in the closet until he could 
learn who was at the door. And Cara had 
stepped into the arms of the three gunmen 
already hiding there. They had made 
known their presence to us only when they 
heard Rocco confess that he was the 
person who had rid the earth of Landetto. 

My heavy-lidded eyes closed against 
my will, and the last thing I remember was 
a hazy vision of Chief Wodehouse barging 
into the room, with gun drawn, just as the 
rats, leaving with Cara, met him at the 
door. The chief saw Cara, and he didn’t 
shoot. Both gangsters leaped at him, 
gunwhipped him viciously over the head, 
and he dropped. 

 
HEN I came out of it, there was a 
flock of jabbering people in the 

room and some of our fellows from prowl 
cars attracted by the shooting. But Chief 
Wodehouse was nowhere in sight. Stokes, 
from Prowl Car 40, was tying cloth about 
my head and someone had already fixed a 
sort of bandage on the wound in my left 
shoulder. 

I lifted myself numbly. Stokes helped 
me. “Easy, Ralston,” he cautioned. 

One horrible, burning thought seared 
into my leaden brain. The gangsters still 
had Cara! 

“Where’s Cara?” I moaned, and Stokes 
shook his blunt head. 

“Did they get the chief?” I asked. My 
head throbbed terribly and seemed ten 
sizes too large. 

“Naw. I think they knocked him out 
for several minutes, but he was up and 
leaving here when we came in. He yelled 
to us to look after you, and then he tore off 
in his car.”  

I grabbed Stokes’ arm. “Come on, 
Stokes! Help me to your car. We’re going 
places!” 

I had one hunch, and only one. Dothan 
Todd. 

Stokes drove the prowl car for me. 
When he turned into the street where 
Dothan Todd lived, I told him to slow 
down and cut the siren. 

A car, with lights burning, was parked 
in front of Todd’s house.  

We were still a block away, and I was 
a little undecided just how to go about this 
business with no more to work on that I 
had. 

“Slow up some more, Stokes,” I 
ordered. “I want to look into this 
situation.” 

Somebody in the car in front of Todd’s 
house began blowing the horn. That struck 
me as strange. Todd’s house was in a 
hospital quiet zone. However, strangers in 
this locality perhaps wouldn’t know about 
that—or didn’t care. 

Suddenly the car shot out from the 
curb, coming our way. Then another car 
raced out of Todd’s driveway and 
followed, tires screaming in protest. I 
knew that the occupants in that car at the 
curb had heard our siren and had 
recognized the red light on the front of our 
prowl car. Knowing us for police, they had 
signaled the second car for a getaway. 

“That’s one of our cars!” shouted 
Stokes suddenly, just as I noted the red 
light on the hood. “That first one—it’s a 
prowl car!”  

That snapped action into me; made me 
forget my aching shoulder and splitting 
head. My hand whipped back into the 
tonneau to grab our tommy gun. 

“Stop this car, Stokes!” I yelled, and 
flung open the door.  

Stokes stepped hard on the brake 
pedal, skidded our jalopy into the left curb. 

I hit the pavement with both feet, kept 
my balance, and threw up the tommy gun 
for a quick bead on the tires of that first 
car racing at us. 

“Look out, you gun-reckless idiot!” 
bellowed Stokes. “Don’t shoot! I told you 
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that’s one of our cars!” 
 
AYING Stokes no mind, I started the 
tommy gun doing business on the 

front tires of that speeding car and put it to 
weaving and skidding. 

Then suddenly the tires squealed, 
burned asphalt. The bouncing, careening 
car slammed against the curb opposite us. 
As the car jounced to a halt, I turned the 
tommy gun on the driver, and let him have 
it at the exact moment he threw up his arm 
with a gun in his paw and sent a spurt of 
orange flame stabbing at me. 

That one blast was his last. He lurched 
sidewise. The gun slipped from his 
uplifted hand that hung outward, 
motionless for a moment, then dropped 
limply. 

“Hey! Stop shooting!” yelled Chief 
Wodehouse from the depths of the seat 
beyond the driver. “You got him! Stop 
shooting, you crazy fool!”  

Wodehouse flung open the door, 
stumbled out of the wreck and around to 
meet us, and I saw handcuffs on his wrists. 
His own, I learned later. 

The driver’s contorted face was 
momentarily illuminated by the glaring 
headlights of the second speeding car. 
Dothan Todd! 

“Back up, Stokes!” I yelled. “Block 
the street!”  

Stokes did a neat piece of fast work. 
He quickly backed, swung his prowl car in 
a sharp arc across the street. He was just in 
time. The driver of the second car saw the 
blockade too late. 

Tires squealed under brakes hurriedly 
applied. A woman’s scream shrilled loud. 
The car skidded bounced against the curb 
and crashed into the side of our prowl car. 
Stokes was already in the street, drawing 
his gun. 

“My God!” groaned Wodehouse. 
“Cara’s in that car!” 

And then the wrecked sedan spewed 
gunmen like rats. 

Stokes and I began blasting 
simultaneously. I don’t know which of us 
finished off the most rats. The driver was 
the only one who didn’t leave the car. He 
sat there, leaning out and shooting until a 
slug drilled through his head. He jerked 
stiffly erect in the seat and then slumped 
forward. 

There were three more of the crooks 
scattering from the wrecked car and 
shooting at us from two or three angles. 
But this at least drew the fighting away 
from the sedan where Wodehouse said 
Cara was, for which I was thankful. The 
chief himself, nearly crazy with anxiety, 
had somehow managed to retrieve the gun 
dropped by the first driver I had shot. Even 
with his wrists manacled, he was blazing 
away at one bird crouching behind a lamp 
post. 

It was over in a couple of minutes. 
They teach us how to shoot in the police 
department. Then I got a tough break. Just 
as I nailed my particular rat across the 
hood of Stokes’ prowl car and saw him 
jump in that unmistakable muscular reflex 
which indicated a direct hit, something 
exploded over my right ear. Everything 
flared in one orange flash of light and then 
went black. I started falling, but I never hit 
the ground. I was out before I could reach 
it. 

 
 FOUND out later that the first 
vaccination I had administered hadn’t 

quite taken. The driver of Wodehouse’s 
prowl car had come out of it enough to dig 
up another gun from a shoulder holster and 
take a crack at me just before the chief saw 
him and shot him through the jaw, which 
settled his hash. 

I woke up while they were clearing 
away the wreckage. The stench of 
iodoform was in my nostrils and the sting 
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of iodine was in my wound. Lambert, the 
police surgeon, was patching me up, and 
Cara was kneeling and sobbing softly on 
the pavement beside me. Everything was 
still hazy, but I grasped the fact that Cara 
wasn’t hurt, and that was all that mattered. 

Stokes and the chief had both come 
through all right, and the crooks were all 
dead but one who lived to talk. 

“Put Ralston in a prowl car,” ordered 
Wodehouse. “That kind of a policeman 
doesn’t need an ambulance. I’ll take care 
of him.”  

Somebody helped me into a police car. 
Cara got in beside me and placed her soft, 
warm arms around my neck. The tight hug 
she gave me told that at least one thing 
was settled. 

Everybody talked at once, the voices 
reaching me strangely from a great 
distance, but I was listening only to the 
conversation between Cara and her father. 

It seemed that Cara had found out that 
Rocco was a crook, and had cut him cold. 
Rocco had gone unexpectedly to the 
chief’s house tonight to talk with her, and 
while he was there Landetto had come in, 
and Rocco had killed him. Cara had 
thought the easiest way would be to say 
she had killed the intruder, and maybe the 
news wouldn’t get out that Rocco, an 
underworld crook, had been in the home 
of the detective chief.  

After Cara had found out how 
important Landetto was, she had gone to 
Rocco’s apartment to persuade him to 
confess he’d killed the guy in self-
defense—which was the truth. Rocco had 
shoved her in the closet when I rang the 
doorbell, and the gangsters already hiding 
in there grabbed her and held her gagged 
until they started the shooting in which 
Rocco was killed. Then they had taken her 

to Dothan Todd’s house, intending to force 
the new racket figurehead to square things 
for them. 

Dothan Todd’s brother, the police 
commissioner had showed up there, 
perhaps smelling a mouse; and one of the 
gangsters had conked him as he went up 
the steps, then bundled him into a car in 
the driveway. A few seconds later, Chief 
Wodehouse had arrived to question 
Dothan Todd, and they had captured the 
chief, too.  They were going to hold the 
two of them until a deal could be made, 
but Stokes and I showed up, also. This was 
just too many cops to handle. So they tried 
to make a getaway. The rest I knew. 

 
HIEF WODEHOUSE now smiled at 
me. All his former antagonism had 

completely disappeared. 
“I guess this is going to straighten 

things out between the commissioner and 
me,” he said. “Thanks to you. But how did 
you know to shoot at my car when you 
saw it coming toward you? Or was that 
just another one of those gun-crazy ideas 
of yours, Ralston?”  

I forced my stiff lips open. 
“When Stokes and I swung into this 

street, Chief, we saw your car parked in 
front of Dothan Todd’s house with the 
headlights and the red police insignia light 
burning,” I answered. “Sure, I knew it was 
a police prowl car, and I thought it might 
have been the one you were using tonight. 
But I knew the driver was no policeman, 
and therefore the car must be stolen.”  

“How did you figure that?”  
“This is a hospital quiet zone,” I said. 

“A police officer—even a police 
commissioner—wouldn’t be blowing his 
own horn in a quiet zone.” 
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