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CHAPTER I 
 

TWO HALVES MAKE A WHOLE 
 

OP” GALLAGHER, his form-
fitting blue monkey suit agleam 
with brass buttons, surged from 

the bellhops’ bench of the nobby Hotel Siston 
in answer to the pompous summons of the 
desk clerk—the clerk’s summonses were 
always pompous. 

This “front” was interesting. For the 
world’s master illusionist, Dwight Cooper, 
was registering. He was a South American 
sensation, here to make a movie. His wife, 
who was with him, wore a startling amount of 
makeup. 

Magic, mystery, legerdemain, was of 
paramount interest to Hop. He was still 
sufficiently juvenile for that, though he 
looked to be in his early twenties, rather than 

his actual seventeen years. Twelve years of 
peddling papers on the streets and knowing 
cold and hunger too intimately had settled a 
mantle of maturity over his sloping shoulders, 
and two years of answering bells had given 
him a knowing look that had not come out of 
a book. Also, he had a blond’s deceptive 
frailness. 

The desk clerk passed over the room key 
to Hop, and Hop, saluting, swung smartly 
about and picked up two traveling bags. 

His alert eyes swung to the illusionist’s 
face and saw a sudden, twitching fear there. 
Hop wondered about that, vaguely, for 
nothing that he could see had taken place to 
create fear in the great Cooper. And as he led 
the way to the elevator he was thinking, 
“Maybe this guy is such a spook he’s scared 
of himself.”  

The woman was giving Hop an approving 
survey. That wasn’t unusual, and he liked 
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women who registered at the Siston to show 
approval of him. Still there was something in 
this woman’s eyes that made her not exactly 
rate, in Hop’s estimation, though he could not 
have explained what it was that kept her from 
being okay. 

Hop bowed the magician and his wife 
into their suite, raised the windows, and got 
off the usual, “Anything else, sir?”  

Cooper sailed a half-dollar and said, “Ice 
water.” Hop grabbed the half and left, after a 
polite bow. 

It wasn’t four minutes later, when he was 
stepping lithely along the corridor with the 
ice water, whistling almost indistinctly, that 
he heard two muffled reports. 

He whirled, and was almost back at the 
illusionist’s door when it burst open. 
Cooper’s wife, eyes distended, her threadlike 
eyebrows exclamation marks, lunged into the 
corridor. Her long hair was loose and 
streamed behind her. Also from behind her 
came a gun report—and slivers flew from the 
edge of the open door. The force of the 
leaden slug swung the door partly closed 
again. 

 
OP often had had occasion to realize his 
mental limitations. Though he was 

going to night school every alternate night 
now. The man who used to be the Siston’s 
detective, the astute Johnnie Quigley, had 
made that possible. He had taken Hop off the 
street corner and had wangled him his 
bellboy job. He had shown a sort of paternal 
interest in Hop, and Hop was learning fast. 
But Hop had never learned what to do in a 
situation like this one. 

He stood stock-still, mouth agape. Then, 
clutching the water pitcher, he tried to 
sidestep swiftly. He could have avoided the 
woman had he had the use of his hands. He 
was adept at avoiding close rushes, since he 
picked up a little extra change pretty 
regularly as a lightweight preliminary boy at 
the local boxing and wrestling shows. But 

now the side wall blocked him just as a 
rounded, high-driving knee thudded into his 
stomach. 

Dropping the water pitcher, he braced one 
stiff arm against the floor to keep from going 
down. Gasping for breath, he looked back 
over his shoulder. The panic-stricken woman, 
shrilling something in French, was just 
disappearing around the corner of the 
corridor. 

Hop limped for Cooper’s room and 
pushed open the door. Cooper was standing 
in mid-room, a look of dull amazement 
making his jaw sag. His black-gray mop of 
hair was awry, and he didn’t seem to notice 
Hop immediately. His lax right hand held a 
small pistol that smoked. 

Suddenly, as Hop stared at the illusionist, 
wide-eyed, Cooper’s own eyes widened, he 
cursed, brought up the gun. Hop, ducking 
low, threw himself to his right. There was a 
roar and flame, and a brass button spun off 
the shoulder of Hop’s uniform. Then he had 
leaped forward, and his steel-like fingers 
were digging in Cooper’s arm. The gun 
thudded against the floor as Cooper gasped in 
pain. 

Hop dived for the gun, and there was an 
explosion inside his head—and the room 
swirled—and darkness settled. . . . 

 
HE haughty desk clerk’s suspenders 
broke, figuratively, under the jar of 

Cooper’s sudden appearance in the lobby. 
The subdued somnolence of the elite, 
scandal-proof Hotel Siston was no more. 
Eyebrows of amazed guests were 
stratosphere-bound.  

Cooper weaved to the desk. His saturnine 
face was pale, as though shock had overcome 
him. His eyes were uncertain, and he held a 
crimson-tinted handkerchief to his head. His 
hands were bloody, and he waved the left one 
imperatively. 

“You—your—that—employee, that 
bellhop, tried to murder me!” he sputtered. 

H 
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“He fought like a demon! He injured my 
head. He—” 

The clerk found speech impossible. 
Parker, the pudgy manager, with the long 

tail of his correct coat flapping behind him, 
bounded up. Roly-poly, he always bounced; 
but now, he shifted gears from a bound to a 
spasmodic jig. He stared at Cooper in rank 
disbelief, horror, and something akin to fear. 
It hadn’t happened! It couldn’t have 
happened! 

Cooper halted his crazed flow of words, 
stared with dull eyes at Parker. He opened his 
mouth, cocked his head as though trying to 
recall something. 

“That bellhop!” he snapped. 
Parker took his arm solicitously. 
“Come, sir,” he said. “We’ll investigate.”  
The elevator made a no-stop flight on the 

return to Cooper’s room while the illusionist 
went into details about the “attack” on him. 

“He’s a killer, that boy,” Cooper said 
vaguely. “That murderous bellhop! Hadn’t 
we better call police? He has a gun, and may 
not be unconscious from that blow I gave 
him. He’s got a gun—my gun!”  

“Your gun?” echoed Parker, staring at his 
guest distrustfully. 

He twisted the knob of Cooper’s door and 
went in, with Cooper following. Hop was 
squatting on his haunches, swiveling his head 
slowly to clear it as he seemed to be studying 
the intricate pattern of the rug. 

“What is this I hear, Gallagher?” Parker 
barked. “You can’t go around offending—I 
mean, shooting at—our guests.”  

“Shoot?” Hop mumbled, and shook his 
head as if he had not heard aright. 

“The gun!” Cooper snapped. “Get the gun 
from him!” 

“Gallagher, you got a gun?” Parker 
demanded. 

Hop jerked his hands before him, stared at 
them. Yes, he had a gun. It was in his right 
hand, and the hand was shaking. He looked as 
surprised as the hotel manager, who stared in 

disbelief. 
“Gallagher, pass over that gun!” 

commanded Parker, and whirled on Cooper. 
“Did you say he shot you—or shot at you?”  

Hop wrapped his left hand around the gun 
to stop the shaking of the hand that held it, 
and started to walk forward. He stumbled and 
almost fell again, staring in amazement as 
Cooper said, “Yes—he did—ah—shoot, 
yes—shoot.” The wobbling pistol in Hop’s 
hands jerked, and there was a flash, then 
Cooper was falling, even as Parker threw 
himself on the floor as the bullet whizzed past 
his ear. 

Hop’s dazed glance was riveted on 
Cooper, and his mouth opened in sheer terror 
and surprise. 

For Cooper’s tall body was crumbling, 
was going down. His eyes were glazing in 
death, and from his head blood gushed. His 
knees touched the floor; he swayed, toppled 
sideward, knocking over a lamp standard 
which fell across him. 

He was as dead as a war debt. Hop knew 
it—and before his dazed eyes a picture of the 
electric chair was doing a macabre dance. 

Parker, flat on the floor, was blubbering. 
And when Hop turned to him, he screeched 
insanely. That decided Hop. This was no time 
or place to try and explain. Parker, the 
officious, had been a witness to murder, 
accident though it was. By feeding Hop to the 
police-wolves immediately, Parker might 
salvage some of the hostelry’s prestige that 
was sure to be lost. 

Hop went pellmell through the doorway 
and the corridor, down the servants’ stairs. 
The veteran bell captain—burly, bullying 
Mike Sherry—blocked the rear entrance as he 
stole a smoke. 

Hop’s hands went defensively out before 
him, and the gun he had forgotten was still in 
his hand, was pointed directly at Mike 
Sherry. Quickly Hop jammed the weapon 
under his tunic, but Sherry didn’t see him do 
that. He was fading like summer from 
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oncoming snow.  
A growl of helplessness rose in Hop’s 

throat. Sherry always had hated him, had 
made of his hopping life a plague. And he 
could imagine the wild and incredible yarn 
the bell captain would spin now about 
meeting Hop Gallagher who had tried to 
shoot him, when that dead man was found on 
the floor upstairs with the lamp standard 
across his back. 

Hop hailed a cab at the alley’s mouth and 
gave an East Side address. Then he sat back 
and tried to think coherently. He knew of no 
safe hideout, and in his glittering uniform he 
knew he left a dinosauric trail. Yet he could 
not submit to arrest immediately. His 
fantastic account of Cooper’s strange 
shooting would gain in him only the 
temporary sanctuary of a psychopathic ward 
before going on trial, with the electric chair at 
the end of the trail. 

 
HE ex-hotel detective, Quigley, was his 
only hope. Quigley had taken his 

profession seriously, making a study of crime 
in all its phases. In consequence, he now had 
the reputation of being an expert amateur 
criminologist. 

The cab pulled up before the door of 
Quigley’s squalid rooming house. Hop 
alighted and bounded up the stoop, knocked 
on the door at the end of the gloomy hallway. 

“Come in,” Quigley said, and Hop did, 
locking the door behind him. He turned 
eagerly to explain—and his heart sank. His 
faith in Quigley’s ability to perform sleuthing 
miracles had always been so unbounded that 
for the moment he had completely forgotten 
that Quigley’s legs were paralyzed now. 
What good was an astute brain when a man 
couldn’t get around? What could an invalid 

do to solve a maddening, puzzling death 
mystery like this one? 

Quigley, gray-haired and massive, sat in a 
wheel-chair near the window, with a blanket 
covering his legs and hips. His shaggy 
eyebrows lifted in surprise as he saw Hop. A 
visit from the bellboy was not extraordinary; 
rather usual, in fact. But a visit from an 
ashen-faced Hop in mid-day and in uniform 
was. 

Breathlessly Hop told of the illusionist’s 
death. 

Quigley sat silent, frowning, listening to 
every slightest detail of the boy’s story. 

“Cooper was a magician,” Hop suggested 
hopefully, when he had finished, “so maybe 
he ain’t dead. Or maybe it’s just someone 
who looks like Cooper who got shot?” 

Quigley shook his head. “You’re 
forgetting the look of fear he had on his face 
when you first saw him down in the lobby. 
And from what you say, Hop, he did shoot at 
his wife. Why did he do that? And where did 
she go?”  

“That’s right.” Hop felt hope returning. 
“Betcha she could explain. Maybe the cops 
have found her already and she’s told them 
all about everything—and I’m not wanted at 
all!”  

“You’re wanted all right,” Quigley said 
soberly. “You say yourself that your hands 
were trembling so hard that the gun 
accidentally went off and Cooper was killed. 
The woman can’t explain that.”  

Hop sagged into a chair. “I intended to 
give myself up. Only I wanted to talk to you 
first. The whole thing seems too screwy to be 
right. Maybe that whack on the head did 
things to me.”  

“And another thing that isn’t explained,” 
Quigley went on, “is why Cooper shot at you, 
knocked you unconscious, and then failed to 
pick up the gun and finish you. Instead, he 
went downstairs to the lobby—at least you 
suppose he did, since he showed up with 
Parker. That is odd—very odd. Let’s see that 

T 
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pistol.”  
Hop passed it over, and Quigley broke it.  
“Somehow, I feel like I didn’t kill that 

guy,” Hop said. “Maybe I’ll remember why 
soon.”  

Quigley’s eyes came up, glittering.  
“Maybe you didn’t—maybe you didn’t. If 

your story is true, and you haven’t forgotten 
anything—and this pistol hasn’t been 
tampered with—it’s possible that you didn’t. 
You see, this pistol is a five-shot thirty-two, 
and three bullets have recently been fired 
from it. You have told me about four shots-”  

Hop was counting on his fingers. “I heard 
two shots before I got into that room, Cooper 
fired once at me in there, and when he came 
back I fired once—just by accident—and . . . 
Say, gosh, where did that other shot come 
from? You say three have been fired from 
that gun just recent. Who fired that fourth 
shot?”  

Quigley was grim. “Knowing another 
shot was fired is one thing,” he said, “but I 
don’t know how that’s going to help you 
much. Are you sure you didn’t fire two shots 
when your shaking gun went off?”  

Hop considered, and sighed. “I’m sure—
dead sure—that I didn’t fire but one shot 
from that gun—and it got Cooper through the 
head.”  

A siren wailed, came closer, stopped 
outside. Quigley returned the gun to Hop, 
motioned to a large, half-filled laundry bag 
propped up against the wall in a corner. 

Hope leaped into Hop Gallagher’s eyes. 
“Then you’re going to help me?” he said 

eagerly. 
Quigley suggestively thudded his big 

hand against his dead legs. “As much as I’m 
able. I’m just half a man.”  

Hop shifted his feet uncomfortably. He 
knew the pang it brought Quigley to mention 
his infirmity. 

“I got good legs and strength,” he said in 
queer, juvenile encouragement, “but I ain’t 
got the important thing that you got—plenty 

brains. And without them I’m not even half a 
man.”  

Quigley chuckled. “You’re wrong, Hop, 
for you’re pretty much of a man right now.” 

“I got legs,” Hop repeated doggedly, “and 
you got brains. You think, I act. A half and a 
half make a whole.”  

Heavy feet pounded against the stairs. 
Hop disappeared inside the laundry bag. 

Quigley slowly wheeled himself to the 
door. When the urgent knocking came, he 
unlocked it.  

 
CHAPTER II 

 
UNEXPECTED GUEST 

 
ETECTIVE-SERGEANT 

O’DONNELL led two 
detectives and two 
plainclothesmen inside 
Johnnie Quigley’s room. 

Hidden in the laundry 
bag, Hop held his breath. 

“It’s Gallagher, that kid 
bellhop, we’re looking for, Quig,” O’Donnell 
said without preliminary. “We know he came 
here. He shouldn’ta left the hotel.”  

“He’d have been dumb to remain—since 
he didn’t kill the magician,” Quigley said 
dryly. “He told me all about it.”  

“He didn’t kill—” O’Donnell’s tone was 
unbelieving. “Why, say, the hotel manager 
himself saw him—was a witness. Did he by 
any chance tell you that?”  

“He told me everything. The kid’s okay.”  
O’Donnell hesitated. “I’ll give you a 

break, Quig. If you know anything, try and 
look into it personally. The hotel’s offered 
five grand for Hop’s capture, and the solving 
of Cooper’s death. Now that dough—if you 
can get it—might send you to that big 
sanitarium you’ve been talking about, where 
those docs might fix up your legs.”  

“Nice of you, O’Donnell, to tip me, but-”  
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“I owe you plenty for past favors,” the 
detective-sergeant said quickly. “Nothing 
would please me more than to see you clip 
that heel, Parker, for his dough. He’s cheap, 
that guy. He gave you the gate when your 
legs got hurt. He’s so doggoned cheap he’s 
even put a twenty-four-hour limit on the 
reward offer.”  

There was suggestion in O’Donnell’s 
voice. When Quigley did not answer, he 
reminded:  

“All a guy has to do is turn Hop over to 
Parker.” 

“When Hop heard your siren he ducked 
out the rear,” said Quigley. “You don’t want 
him anyway . . . What about Cooper’s wife? 
That woman he shot at was his wife, wasn’t 
she?”  

O’Donnell nodded. “We’re still looking . 
. . Quig, this thing is blamed queer. You got 
an idea about all that hotel shooting, or are 
you just trying to protect Hop?”  

“I’ve got a good idea that Hop never shot 
the man.”  

Patrolmen were looking in cupboards, 
under the bed, banging trunks. O’Donnell 
crossed the room, put his foot against the 
laundry bag, looked at Quigley, saying 
absolutely nothing. 

“I wish,” Quigley murmured, “that Hop 
hadn’t left. I need more information. After 
all, this Cooper was an illusionist.”  

“There’s no illusion about a shot in the 
noggin,” O’Donnell said bluntly. “The slug’s 
there all right—right in the think tank. That 
means instant death.”  

Quigley tugged at his square chin. “That’s 
bad for Hop.”  

“Looks like he ain’t here,” a patrolman 
reported to O’Donnell. “We’ve looked 
everywhere.”  

“Didn’t think he would be,” O’Donnell 
said. 

His foot left the bag, then both his flat 
feet plopped to the doorway. He turned then. 

“I want to have a talk with you, Quig, say 

when that twenty-four hour reward limit is 
up.”  

Quigley understood. “I—we’ll—be there . 
. . And thanks. You know I think I’ll take up 
residence at the Hotel Siston for a day.”  

“That might be smart. It’s a little too 
toney for me, though. Those thick rugs 
almost tickle my feet through my shoes. 
These dogs of mine are getting so tender that 
when I step on a pebble it feels like a rock.” 

“That’s too bad, O’Donnell,” Quigley 
grinned. 

“Might be too bad at that . . . See you 
tomorrow. Good luck.” O’Donnell turned to 
the detectives and patrolmen. “Come on, 
men.”  

“Thanks, O’Donnell,” said Quigley. 
O’Donnell waved a heavy hand. 
“The reward tip wasn’t private. No thanks 

are needed. I know you’ll do your best, and 
you always keep your word. And, frankly, 
this thing is so screwy that I’d sorta like a 
criminologist like you to look into it. I just 
can’t quite imagine that Gallagher kid 
holding a gun and banging away at a guy. He 
fights clean. I’ve watched him in the ring. So 
long.” 

 
HE door slammed. Feet made the 
staircase creak. 

Cautiously Hop’s head came out of the 
bag. 

“Five grand,” he said in bewilderment. 
“And you didn’t turn me in for it.”  

“Neither did O’Donnell. He knew where 
you were. Good cop, O’Donnell.”  

“You really think I didn’t kill Cooper?” 
Hop’s voice was almost pleading. 

“I don’t know, Hop—I really don’t know. 
But you’re sure messed!”  

It was dusk when big Mike Sherry, head 
bellhop, dismantled the revolving doors of 
the Hotel Siston so that Quigley could enter 
in his wheelchair. 

“I’m betting you’re here to try and help 
out that no-good heel, Hop,” Sherry said 

T
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familiarly. “But it’ll take more than you to 
get him out of this. Always knew that punk 
was no good. He was tops in tips and 
wouldn’t cut nobody else in.”  

“Nobody—meaning yourself,” Quigley 
supplied. 

“If I see him, I’ll get a cut now,” Sherry 
promised. “I’ll bend his five-grand ears 
down. I’ll teach him to try and murder me!”  

“Tried to murder you?” Quigley 
succeeded in keeping the contempt out of his 
voice. 

“W-e-l-l, he pointed a gun at me. I beat 
it.”  

Quigley sighed. With Sherry spouting off, 
police might label Hop a homicidal maniac to 
be shot down on sight. 

O’Donnell came across the lobby, hand 
outstretched. He looked worried. 

“Quig, something else mighty queer has 
happened,” he said. “We locked up the room 
with the corpse in it. The medical examiner 
was late getting here. When he did the corpse 
was two cents richer, with a penny on each 
eye. Now who would want to do that? And 
how did he get in to do it?”  

“A friend of Cooper’s might,” Quigley 
said. “So might the killer—if he was 
superstitious.”  

“Superst—” O’Donnell began, then broke 
off. “Say, it occurred to me that we’re 
looking for Hop all over town and the least 
likely place we’d expect him to be would be 
right at the scene of the crime, in the hotel 
itself.”  

“That occurred to me also,” Quigley said. 
His wheel-hair was tipped back on a 

sharp angle, almost reclining. Heavy blankets 
were wrapped around him and their folds 
hung, far over the edges of the chair. He was 
so heavily bundled that it was difficult to 
determine if he bulked extra large in the 
chair. 

“Well, I got men all around the hotel,” 
O’Donnell told him. “If he’s here he can’t get 
out.”  

Parker, his natty self again, bounced up. 
“I’ve told you time and again, Quigley,” 

he snapped, “that there’s no use in your 
coming here—that you have no pension 
coming. You weren’t on duty when the 
accident that maimed you happened, and—”  

Quigley’s lips were thin. “Right. But I’m 
not here seeking that. I have little ready cash 
remaining. But I’m betting the difference 
between a twelve-dollar-a-month room and a 
twenty-five-dollar-a-day suite here that when 
you say young Gallagher killed Cooper that 
you lie, and are blind as a stuffed bat!”  

Parker sputtered, but before he could 
form words, a voice said over his shoulder: 

“Shall I toss the chair and what’s in it 
outside?”  

It was Desaultes, the house detective, who 
had taken Quigley’s place, who spoke. His 
eyes met Quigley’s and they clashed. 
Desaultes’ glance wavered, then he lowered 
his eyes. 

 
E WAS dark, short, big-shouldered. His 
clothing was somber, though the way he 

carried himself made it smart. He had shown 
up some time before with a recommendation 
from the exclusive Brietz in Paris. Parker 
went for everything Continental, in a big 
way, so he had given Desaultes a trial, 
working him with Quigley. When a reckless 
driving kid had run down Quigley, Desaultes 
had become house detective, and Quigley had 
been given the shoo. 

Parker seemed undecided, then smiled his 
oily professional smile. 

“Toss Mr. Johnnie Quigley out? Certainly 
not! He’s a guest. . . And you, Desaultes, go 
find that woman. And find Gallagher!”  

O’Donnell laughed. “You’re incoming 
cash, Quig—not outgoing. That makes a big 
difference to Parker.”  

Parker indignantly spun on his heel and 
bounced away. 

In his suite, Quigley tipped Mike Sherry a 
two-dollar bill. Hastily Sherry returned it. 

H
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“I’m not superstitious,” he explained, 
“but no deuce is worth taking a chance on 
bad luck.”  

Quigley grunted, and gave him a dollar. 
With the click of the lock behind Sherry, 

Quigley wrenched loose the blankets and 
made his stiffened arms arch his body. Hop’s 
head, arms and shoulders were between 
Quigley’s spread feet and his legs were under 
Quigley’s armpits. 

Hop, looking warm and frightened and 
excited, rolled clear, then got to his feet. 
Nothing was said. Hop rearranged the 
blankets, pressed Quigley’s hand, and was 
gone, scurrying like an agile monkey up the 
mouth of the spacious fireplace. 

Quigley closed his eyes, lay back and 
waited for the knock at the door. Instead a 
key grated, and the door was flung wide. 

Desaultes entered, his small eyes darting 
about the room, a cautious hand near his hip. 

Quigley simulated surprise. Desaultes 
came across the room, tore the blankets from 
Quigley, and looked disappointed. 

“Is this a game?” Quigley asked. 
“I just thought a private look might be 

worth five grand,” Desaultes growled. 
“Everybody knows Hop came to you. And it 
looks screwy you coming here now. Maybe 
the squirt hired you, paid you a fee, huh?”  

“Maybe so. Fee and friendship both begin 
with an F.”  

“So does fenagling.”  
“It’s phenagling, with a P and a H, like in 

poor Hunky. Now you can beat it, Hunky. 
You’re obnoxious and tiresome, and on the 
beg for trouble. Did you think I was 
sufficiently the sap to bring Hop here?”  

“You’re sap enough. But I don’t know if 
you have nerve enough.”  

“I’ll tell you where Hop went, Hunky—
right up in smoke.”  

Desaultes sneered. “You know, wise guy, 
I’d sort of like to mess with you.”  

“Give that scooter of Quig’s a push, 
Desaultes,” O’Donnell said from the 

doorway. “We’re going to have a look-see 
together.”  

Desaultes managed a slow smile, and 
wheeled Quigley from the suite. 

A house painter carrying a ladder came 
down the hallway, and tried to pass by.  

“Stand that blasted thing against the 
wall,” Desaultes ripped out. “Think we all 
want to pass under that and be kiboshed?”  

O’Donnell said, “Uh-huh,” looked at 
Quigley, and grinned. 

 
ESAULTES wheeled the chair around 
the ladder. 

“By the way, Hunky,” Quigley asked 
conversationally, “where were you when this 
spook became a real spook.”  

“Eating,” Desaultes spat. “More than a 
block away.”  

“I checked,” O’Donnell said. “He was 
there when Cooper died, and he was giving a 
dumb-cluck waitress merry heck. Seems 
she’d been giving him the run around.”  

“Why check me?” Desaultes snarled. 
“That was private business. I’ve got the dame 
on cuff for a loan, and it was time she ponied 
up—that’s all.”  

Quigley made mental reservation that 
Desaultes would be a bad man for a woman 
to love, then cross. 

The murder room was along the same 
corridor. O’Donnell stopped before it, turned 
to Desaultes and said suggestively: 

“Thanks. We want to look this over, just 
us two.”  

Desaultes’ face flushed, but he 
departed—reluctantly. 

O’Donnell watched him go. “That guy’s 
not on the up and up. His slanguage don’t 
sound very Frenchy to me. A check on him 
might be smart.”  

“It might,” Quigley agreed. “Europe does 
seem to be creeping into this thing with 
regularity, particularly France.”  

 
 

D
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CHAPTER III 
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police cluttering up the hallways, he said. 

d.” Quigley spoke as 
tho

aultes is superstitious.”  
rry, among 

ple

ave ordinary superstitions. 
But

shoulders in 
resi

 harm to make a 
queer approach to a queer death,” Quigley 

said

her; no powder burns. 
An

was standing 
o

ed Cooper by several feet, yet 
it h

hy I don’t think you can do 
any

ed to a 
rec

 his chair to a soundless 
stop

e hard, strained, dazed, 
with panicky eyes. He recognized Hop’s 

’DONNELL unlocked the 
door with a master key, 
pushed Quigley’s wheel-
chair inside, snapped on the 
lights. 

Frocks were tossed 
heedlessly across the foot of 
the bed. A man’s bag had 
been opened, riffled through 

by police. A brownish splotch on the rug 
indicated the former position of the corpse. 

O’D

ab

e just as we found it, ‘cept the coroner 
took the stiff away.”  

“Who was standin
s picked up the two pennies?” Quigley 

asked. 
“De

He’s got power at the Hall. I didn’t like it, but 
I planted Desaultes. The so-and-which said 
he left his post twice.”  

“The pennies are od
ugh to himself. “Coins formerly were used 

to close a dead person’s eyes, but not 
nowadays. There’s an old and cockeyed 
French peasant superstition that the image of 
the killer will he mirrored in his victim’s 
eyes.”  

“Des
“And so is the bellhop, She

nty of others.”  
“And Hop?”  
“Hop might h
 in the main he’s a realist.”  
O’Donnell moved his 
gnation. “You amateur criminologist guys 

are always going off on half-cocked ideas. 
You can’t get away from the fact that Parker 
saw Hop shoot Cooper.”  

“It never does much

. “Have you thought of suicide, or fake 
death? Possibly Cooper fainted, and was slain 
after Hop departed?” 

“No soap. The stiff’s Cooper; no fake 
there. No suicide eit

d besides Parker, two guests saw Hop 
running down the hallway, then they came 
into the room and Cooper was dead all right. 
And Hop, I understand, didn’t deny firing the 
gun when he talked with you.”  

“Right,” Quigley admitted, “but he 
remembered later that Cooper 

ut three feet behind Parker, and to his left. 
When the gun went off the bullet must have 
passed near Parker’s left side because he 
tossed himself to the right. Something to 
think about.”  

O’Donnell considered. “If that’s the case, 
the bullet miss

it Cooper over the right ear. Bullets can’t 
and don’t cut up such didioes!”  

“That’s just it,” Quigley ejaculated. 
“They don’t!”  

“And because they don’t,” O’Donnell 
said flatly, “is w

thing for Hop . . . Want the jernt alone?”  
Quigley nodded, and O’Donnell left the 

master key in the door as he went out. 
Quigley slowly wheeled himself about the 

room. A locked door in the right wall l
eption room. Cooper had taken only 

sleeping quarters. Using the master key, 
Quigley opened the door and wheeled himself 
through the darkness to where the light 
switch should be. 

Stealthy footsteps and the grate of a key 
in the lock jerked

. The door inched open, closed hurriedly. 
A high-heeled shoe, a silken leg, a clinging 
dress, a bent head, were all Quigley glimpsed. 
The shadow drifted to the open door, looked 
cautiously into the murder room, then 
dropped to its knees.  

By the reflecting light, Quigley saw that it 
was a woman, her fac
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des

hed for 
her

op came cautiously from the fireplace 
when he was sure mpty. Soot 
covered his uniform, his hands and face were 
bla

uigley 
did

room he ducked 
beh

had gone through the open 
door, and into the metal pot. 

lm pot. Perhaps 
the

s wife, her dress torn, her eyes wild, 
ran

ted to do this to a woman, 
but

blo

went 
up 

Good!” he said. “But you shouldn’t have 

talk, 
we might get some place. I just found out that 

Q

cription of Cooper’s wife. She obviously 
was searching for something, and not in the 
murder room itself. Her left hand fluttered 
along the carpet’s edge. Her breath hissed in 
satisfaction. Then she rose, started for the 
door again, a swiftly drifting shadow. 

Quigley jerked his chair forward. The 
wheels creaked. The woman muffled a 
scream. Quigley bent forward and reac

 vague outline, and she jerked away just as 
he grasped her. Quigley’s useless legs 
flopped like loose spaghetti stalks, her 
backward tug pulling him helplessly from the 
chair. She bent, reaching downward. Quigley 
tried to grab her arm, and could not. The 
high-heeled shoe came down against his 
head, digging agonizingly behind his ear. It 
rose and fell again and again. He was still 
cursing his helplessness as he flopped into 
unconsciousness. 

 
* * * * * 

 
H

 the room was e

ck with it, his mussed hair grimed. 
He knew he should remain hidden, as 

Quigley had ordered. But that he could not 
do; for he had strength and agility—Q

 not, and the paralyzed investigator might 
need him. There was not the slightest doubt 
where Quigley had gone.  

He edged open the door, found the 
corridor deserted, and ran soundlessly up it. 
Across from the murder 

ind an ornamental palm. He pressed his 
hands to the metal pot of the palm, peeked 
through the branches, and the index finger of 
his right hand found a small hole in the pot. 
He looked at the hole, blinked, and knew a 
curious elation. 

He recalled now the dull clang he had 
heard when Cooper had fallen. His bullet had 
missed Cooper, 

But in his elation he knew greater 
confusion. He hadn’t killed the illusionist, yet 
the illusionist had been shot through the head 
by a bullet that had hit a pa

 bullet had gone entirely through Cooper’s 
head and into the pot, which would be an 
extraordinary feat for a .32. He looked again 
at the hole and, by the neat roundness of it, 
knew this guess to be totally inaccurate. Had 
what he had been thinking about occurred, 
the bullet would have been flat and jagged-
edged. 

A thump, an indistinct scuffling, a louder 
thump came from the room next to Cooper’s. 
Hop started toward it. The door opened. 
Cooper’

 heedlessly into the corridor carrying a 
shoe in her hand.  

Hop dived flatly forward and brought her 
down with a tackle from behind. Her chin and 
head cracked audibly against the floor, and 
she lay still. He ha

 too much was at stake for him to hesitate. 
Hop made sure she was unconscious, then 

ran through the door from which she had 
come. In the dim light from the corridor he 
saw Quigley lying prone, thin trickles of 

od seeping down his cheek and neck. 
Pulling Quigley erect, he deposited him in 

the wheel-chair, and pushed the chair into the 
hallway. Once there he lifted the woman and 
draped her across Quigley’s knees. He 

the corridor at a trot, pushing the wheel-
chair before him, and praying for luck. 

Inside Quigley’s suite he 
unceremoniously tossed the woman on the 
bed and began gently bathing Quigley’s face.  

 
UIGLEY blinked, opened his eyes, 
pushed the wet rag away. He looked at 

the woman, at grimy Hop, at the room.   
“

risked it.”  
“A half and a half,” Hop said proudly, 

“makes a whole. Now, with her here to 
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my bullet hit the pot of the palm in the 
cross from Cooper’s room. I 

rem

 her shoe. 

—met,” 
Qu

you

rned her head back and forth, 
pla

 it—
and

ot let us help 
you

 he was—and he did, too.”  

ment, and 
som

oned to Hop. 
“W

 you and I—er—met. He had 
a g

mployee here, and he’s changed 
his

lying,” Quigley said harshly. 
“W room? You’re 
tryi

 didn’t kill 
Dw

corridor a
ember hearing the clang now.”  
“That’s a lie,” the woman said 

unexpectedly. “You killed Dwight!”  
She was sitting up in bed, and one hand 

was under the coverlet. 
“A lie,” she repeated, and put on
“Will you please pass over what you 

picked up in that room where we—er
igley said softly. “It might make 

everything all right for everyone, including 
rself.” 
“I found nothing,” she said shortly. 
“The police are downstairs,” suggested 

Quigley. “They have ways of making even 
women talk when murder is the crime.”  

She tu
inly excited and undecided. 
“Who killed Cooper?” Quigley’s voice 

was kind, his eyes soft, almost pitying. “You 
know young Gallagher here did not do

 certainly you want your husband’s 
murderer apprehended. Why n

?”  
She amazed Hop by suddenly bursting 

into tears that verged on hysteria. 
“Dwight Cooper was not really my 

husband!” she almost screamed. “But I 
thought

“Go on,” Quigley prodded. 
She studied him for a mo
ething in his face, his eyes, and his voice, 

seemed to reassure her. Suddenly her words 
came in a rush. 

“It was awfu1.” She moti
hen this bellboy left us, a door to the right 

of our room opened and the man who used to 
be my husband came through. He came from 
that room where

un in his hand and said he was going to 
kill us both. He said he’d been searching for 
us for years, that he would prove that my 
divorce was not legal, and Dwight, the 
coward, begged for his life, and for what he 
called his reputation. He offered Francois 

money, and said he would be glad to get rid 
of me, because if any such scandal as 
Francois threatened should come out it would 
ruin his chances for making a movie 
contract.”  

“Francois who?” Quigley was bent 
forward in his chair expectantly.  

“Francois Pierre,” she snapped. Then her 
face clouded, and she laughed mirthlessly. 
“He’s an e

 name.”  
“What’s his name now?”  
She shrugged. “It doesn’t matter. It has 

nothing to do with the case. The bellhop 
killed Cooper; Francois didn’t.”  

“You’re 
hat did you find in that 
ng to protect this Francois or yourself.”  
“Well,” she said, “there’s just a bare 

chance that maybe the bellhop
ight.”  
“Why do you say that now?” 

 
HE considered, as though she were 
stalling for time. 
“Well, when Dwight said he was tired of 

me, I saw red. I knew that Francois didn’t 
t me, that if he did have proof that I was 

 he simply was—ah—

ded for his life. Suddenly there was a gun 

S
wan
not really married to Dwight, as I had thought 
I was for years, that
working a shakedown, as you put it in this 
country. I knew, too, that Francois wouldn’t 
kill us, for he would gain nothing by doing 
so. 

“There was a vase on the table. I picked it 
up and threw it at Dwight. I have a so awful 
temper. That vase, it was a mistake. Dwight 
had been waving his hands about as he 
plea
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in o

he same look in them I’ve seen 
in t

ruth of the killer was 
mirrored there—your image! Isn’t that so?”  

dow

 
now

peasant belief, a true 
bel

osity made me return to the murder 
roo

ay from 
her

at deal of 
mo

you or the police for 
not

ing smile twitched her mouth, and 
she

ream was shrill, her eyes wide with 
fea

ndow bordering the fire-
esc

d. At that instant 
Ho

 
EET pounded on the fire-

lance assured 
Hop that Quigley was 

 tore open the 
oor and sprinted for the 

ne of his hands. Where he got it, I don’t 
know. But pulling things out of the very air 
itself is—was—his business. The vase hit 
him and he fell, dropping the gun. Both of us 
struggled for it. I guess it went off, because I 
heard a shot. 

“He knocked me toward the door. When I 
looked up his head was bleeding and he was 
trying to point the gun at me. His so steady 
hands were shaking. He seemed dazed and 
his eyes had t

he eyes of people in an audience when he 
performed what seemed to them to be an 
impossible trick. Francois, I think, had 
disappeared. I ran. Dwight fired at me. I 
humped into the bellhop and”—she finished 
lamely—“that’s all I know.”  

“That’s not the entire truth,” Quigley said. 
“Didn’t you return to that room and close 
Cooper’s eyes by placing pennies on them?”  

“I—I—why, yes.”  
“Why.”  
“I loved him—hated to see him like that.”  
“You wouldn’t take such a chance for 

love—you’re not the type,” Quigley was 
less. “The image 

She jerked to her feet, then slowly sat 
n again, sobbing. 
“I was afraid of that,” she finally said. 

“I’ve always known it remains there for a 
time.” Then triumphantly: “But it’s gone

, disappearing soon after the eyes are 
closed. It’s an old 

ief.”  
“Would this Francois have such a strange 

belief also? And would he threaten your life 
unless you did what he demanded?”  

“Francois,” she said bitterly, “found me 
after curi

m. I’d hidden upstairs awhile. He said he 
wouldn’t report my shooting of Dwight 
Cooper and he’d get me safely aw

e tonight if I didn’t tell that he’d been a 
witness to the shooting. I started thinking 
then. Francois isn’t a bit chivalrous, and he 

wouldn’t accuse me and offer to protect me 
unless he had something to hide.”  

“So you went to that other room and 
found out that Francois was the real killer?” 
Quigley said coldly. 

Into her eyes came a canny look. 
“What I found is worth a gre
ney to Francois—enough to free me and 

permit me to go wherever I want to go. Why 
should I give it to 

hing?”  
“So you did find something?” Quigley 

accused. “If I permit you to keep that 
something will you tell me who is Francois 
Pierre?”  

A mock
 remained silent. 
“Would Francois Pierre be using the 

name Desaultes? Would—”  
Her sc

r. She threw up her hands just as two shots 
sounded from the wi

ape. Glass shattered. She clutched her 
chest, fell across the bed.  

Hop saw the blue, brass-buttoned arm and 
the smoking automatic through the breaking 
of the glass even as he lunged across the 
room. The automatic came around to center 
on Quigley’s turning hea

p’s compact body toppled the wheel-chair 
sideward. The gun boomed again, the bullet 
whining past where Quigley had been, and 
making a cold and clammy air pocket near 
Hop’s cheek. 

 
CHAPTER IV 

 
UNMASKED 

escape. A g

unharmed. He
d
stairway at the rear of the 
hotel. He realized that the 
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killer couldn’t go a down the fire-escape, for 
police guards were stationed there, and those 
shots were certain to attract their attention. So 
the killer had to go up—and up there 
somewhere Hop would meet him. Who he 
was pursuing, he didn’t know. But he had 
seen an arm holding the gun—and that arm 
was clothed in the sleeve of a bellhop’s 
uniform. 

Two floors, three floors, six floors, he 
ran—and collided head-on with a uniform, 
that worn by Mike Sherry. Both went down 
und

rimy 
wh

oom, 
and

ting 
fixtures. Hop’s eyes lighted on a bolt of 

arming with police. It was a 
que

 when a room door 
ope

m. It would take no master mind 
to f

ybody came a-
run

pen the door of the elevators’ loft. 
Cab

s the killer of the 
wo

hless, Hop 
d forward and went into a headlong 

al mistake. For he hadn’t seen 
the

er the impact. The pistol with which Hop 
thought he had killed Cooper slipped from 
Hop’s tunic. Sherry’s hand scooped it up and 
he shouted something like “five grand.”  

Two driving fists knocked him spinning 
against a door. Sherry bounced from the door, 
brought up the pistol. A foot of the g

irlwind in the soiled uniform before him 
shot out, knocking the weapon upward. 

Then fists hammered him back against the 
door. The door flew open at his back. He saw 
Hop’s right descending like a bolt of d

 tried to roll with the blow. He didn’t. 
Hop stood tense, breathing hard, looking 

around the room. It was a utility room, filled 
with mops, brooms, polish, broken ligh

picture wire and some rags. 
When he left the room, Mike Sherry was 

bound and gagged. The pistol was back in 
Hop’s tunic. 

He started up the stairway again. He 
couldn’t return to Quigley. By now the suite 
would be sw

stion now where he could safely hide 
while yet staying close enough to protect the 
paralyzed Quigley. It was a pretty desperate 
decision he had to make.  

However, the decision of where to go was 
taken out of his hands. He had taken just a 
few steps down a corridor

ned, and a dowager took one look at him 
and screamed. She slammed the door and 
screamed some more—this time into the 

telephone. 
Hop was addled. Pursuit now would 

become intense, and Quigley also might be in 
a serious ja

igure how Hop had returned to the hotel. 
As he bounded past landings he could 

hear shouts, the paddings of feet on the 
screaming dowager’s floor. 

Queer how men could die, and men fight, 
and never attract attention. Yet a woman like 
that could yelp and ever

ning. 
His breath was coming in agonizing gasps 

when he reached the hotel’s tower and 
shoved o

les hissed, spun and creaked, wound and 
unwound in the darkness. 

A bent figure jerked upright from a pile of 
discarded awnings. And Hop knew 
instinctively that here wa

man, that here was Francois Pierre. By the 
reflected light of a blinking roof sign he saw 
the glint of brass buttons and the uniform coat 
the man held in his hand. But the face was an 
unrecognizable blur. In that split-second he 
knew, also, that it had been needless to bind 
Sherry until Quigley could talk to him, yet he 
had some satisfaction in thoroughly 
punishing a confirmed tormentor. 

 
HE murderer obviously was in the act of 
hiding a uniform coat. BreatT

leape
dive. He did not reach for the gun beneath his 
tunic. The man had to be taken alive, and be 
made to talk! 

But even as he launched himself into 
midair, Hop knew he had made what well 
might be a fat

 gun in the man’s right hand, a gun that 
spat fire almost directly into Hop’s face. He 
never knew when the bullet struck. He simply 
dropped into the pitch blackness of a 
bottomless well. Yet as the gun flashed he 
had a fleeting glimpse of a familiar face. . . .  

When the door had clicked behind Hop, 
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Quigley had dragged himself across the floor, 
pulled himself onto the bed, and bent over the 
wo

finally 
sett

did Pierre kill Cooper?”  

 don’t know. But he shot me. I 
saw his face! I—” She choked—and died. 

o patrolmen 
wer

ll glowered, Quigley 
jerk

 to murder. You’re coming clean 
now

 that check-up on 
Des

asn’t returned. I’m worried.”  

nell 
ans

 he looked at Quigley. 

are after him. 
The

 point out the 
kill

them to Quigley. Seconds ticked 
as Quigley read the papers, and with 

under 
arre

 to 
you

 it.”  

, but they are not. I’ll prove 
tha re amazing 
fea

 O’Donnell’s hand he 

man. He grunted in satisfaction when he 
found the cartridge under the coverlet. 

The woman was dying. Her mouth kept 
opening and closing as though she were 
trying to talk, and couldn’t. Her eyes 

led on Quigley. 
“Pierre—Pierre—who is he?” Quigley 

whispered. “He shot you, and he must be 
punished. And how 

“Kill,” she murmured vaguely. “Kill—
killed who?” 

“Didn’t Pierre kill Cooper?”  
“Maybe—maybe. Maybe I did; maybe the 

bellhop did. I

Quigley dropped back to the floor, pulling 
himself like an ungainly seal toward his chair. 
His legs felt like lumps of lead. 

O’Donnell was first to enter the room. He 
looked at the dead woman and his face grew 
stormy. The desk clerk and tw

e right on his heels. 
Quigley, puffing and sweating, was in his 

wheel-chair. The cartridge was in his vest 
pocket. When O’Donne

ed his thumb at the shattered window. 
O’Donnell went over to it, leaned far out. He 
picked up a blue-bordered handkerchief, with 
a neat “G” in a corner, and his face went a 
beet-red. 

“This”—he waved the handkerchief under 
Quigley’s nose—“is going to make you an 
accessory

, Quig—very, clean.”  
Quigley seemed unconcerned. “Nice plant 

to implicate Hop further—a too-nice plant, a 
damning one. Did you get

aultes?”  
“Yeah. And I got something else that’s 

surprising, too . . . But it’ll keep. Just where 
is Hop?”  

“He was here with me listening to this 
woman’s strange story. He went after the 
killer. He h

“Did the woman’s story—” O’Donnell 
began.  

The telephone rang urgently. O’Don
wered it. When he returned the receiver to 

its hook,
“You’ve got a right to worry,” he said. 

“Hop’s shown himself upstairs. Scared some 
dame half to death. My men 

y’ll shoot now unless he acts like the 
innocent kid you say he is.”  

Worry shadowed Quigley’s glittering 
eyes. “Let’s see the check first,” he said 
hurriedly. “I believe I can

er—a two-time killer—before your 
wolves get to Hop Gallagher.”  

“I’ll give you that break,” O’Donnell said 
grudgingly. 

 
E TOOK two papers from his pocket, 
handed H

away 
each tick his eyebrows climbed higher. 

“I’m taking a long gamble.” O’Donnell 
shifted his feet impatiently. “Let’s hear you 
clear Hop. You must, or else you’re 

st for aiding and abetting a murderer.” 
“Half the answer’s here,” Quigley said, 

rustling the papers. “The coroner should have 
supplied the other half by now, reporting

 that the slug taken from Cooper’s head 
was a thirty-eight.”  

O’Donnell looked surprised. “How did 
you know—and what difference does that 
make!”  

“The gun that went off in Hop’s hands 
was a thirty-two,” Quigley said tersely. “I 
examined

“Then Hop couldn’t have—”  
Quigley interrupted hurriedly. “The facts 

sound fantastic
t Cooper’s death was a far mo
t than he had ever expected to perform in 

his miracle business.”  
Parker and Desaultes surged through the 

door. Parker was breathing hard. When he 
saw the handkerchief in
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spu

es grinned at Quigley. “You’re in 
the goo, wise guy,” he said. “Police have 

 to the elevator loft.”  

our men to 
kee

lucky murderer is among us. 
His

is men. Guns came 
into

Parker saw,” Quigley said evenly, 
“wa

a that 
mig

ed 
inc

man, it couldn’t be the 
des

ir. 

r was killed!”  

vised, and then to 
Qu

. 
I’ll reconstruct the crime for you,” 

e shot that killed Cooper 
s

t through the head. If that’s true, what 
you

are two cases of medical record where 
me

 majority of the insane asylums also 
hav

t on. 
“Pe

ttered: 
“That—that killer kid again! We’ve got to 

get him!” 
Desault

traced Hop
Quigley disregarded the two men, turned 

to O’Donnell. 
“I suggest that you instruct y
p guns in their hands and to lock the door. 

An amazingly 
 luck might hold out.”  
“But I saw Hop shoot Cooper!” Parker 

bleated. 
O’Donnell nodded to h
 their hands, the door was locked. 
“All 
s Hop inadvertently becoming a ‘front for 

murder’ in an almost incredible dram
ht well be called ‘Murder Deferred.’ ” 
“ ‘Murder Deferred?’ ” O’Donnell 

murmured vaguely. 
“Murderer among us!” Parker sound

redulous. “Why that’s impossible! It 
couldn’t be a police

k clerk and it couldn’t be me since Cooper 
walked right up to me and reported that 
Hop—”  

He broke off, looked suggestively at 
Desaultes. He moved behind Quigley’s 
wheel-cha

“Desaultes,” he said, puffing up 
importantly, “you’d better account for 
yourself.” 

“Why, you dim-wit,” Desaultes growled, 
starting forward, “I was blocks away at the 
time Coope

O’Donnell, his jaw belligerent, grabbed 
Desaultes’ arm. 

“Take it easy,” he ad
igley, “Let’s hear it—and for Hop’s sake 

make it quick.” 
 

N THE deep silence of the room a fly 
buzzed loudlyI 

“

Quigley began. “Most important is to 
remember that th
wa  fired ten or more minutes before he 
died!”  

“What!” O’Donnell shouted. Then, 
grimly, “That’s too screwy, Quig. Cooper 
was sho

 say, how do you account for him battling 
with his wife, with Hop, walking downstairs, 
riding up again and . . . Nuts! A guy can’t do 
that! Not even a spook like Cooper. Nobody 
can!”  

“It has happened—happened here—and 
will happen again,” Quigley said doggedly. 
“There 

n have riddled their brains and found 
themselves considerably amazed when 
nothing happened. Most doctors can tell of at 
least one or more strange cases. A young 
Englishman, attempting suicide, destroyed 
the anterior portion of the right hemisphere of 
his brain with a bullet. Rather disgusted with 
finding himself alive and still in fair health, 
he spent the evening playing billiards and 
drinking. He was under great strain and 
unable to concentrate. When the evening’s 
festivities were over he sat himself down and 
died.”  

O’Donnell made a doubtful sound, and it 
was echoed by every man in the room. 

“The
e some inmate who deliberately has tried 

to destroy his brain,” Quigley wen
rhaps the most amazing case is that of 

another Englishman who decided to end it all 
and drove an eight and one-half inch spike 
through his head. When nothing happened he 
made his uncertain way to a doctor to see 
what could be done about removing the spike. 
Before the amazed doctor could do anything 
the man died. In another case, as late as 
December twenty-second, Nineteen thirty-
six, a man in Sharon, Pennsylvania, had a 
bullet removed from his brain. It had been 
imbedded there for twenty-seven years. 
Discomfort resulted only during the last two 
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years when an abscess developed.”  
“Utsnay!” Desaultes said scornfully. 

“You’d have a swell time making a story like 
that hold up.”  

“The man is admitting the story is true 
himself, right now.” Quigley’s voice was 
tight. His forehead was beaded with sweat. 
“It 

rible state of 
shock. He could understand only what he 

as that 
Ho

 he had to find the 
wo

p. 
Rem

esaultes. 

since the check-
up 

en he spoke. It 
was

 their guns. 

g for themselves.”  

sounds incredible, but Mrs. Cooper’s story 
verifies it. When Hop left the room the man 
who claimed still to be the woman’s husband, 
though she and Cooper had been married for 
years, came through the door and, seeking a 
shakedown, threatened to kill both Cooper 
and the woman. He was bluffing, wouldn’t 
have killed. But suddenly he found that 
Cooper had a gun in his hand—and he fired. 
The woman threw a vase. Simultaneously 
Cooper dropped his gun, struggled with the 
woman for it, and the killer fled in panic. The 
killer used a thirty-eight automatic and failed 
to pick up the ejected cartridge. 

“And here enters the strangest part of the 
whole crime, though it is true. Cooper, with a 
shot in his brain, was in a hor

immediately saw; and he thought that the 
woman struggling with him was the direct 
cause of all his sudden trouble. He shot at 
her. She herself was not sure that she hadn’t 
shot Cooper when she heard the first shot. All 
she knew was that she had been struggling 
with Cooper, and had heard a shot.”  

“Whether Cooper knew he had been shot 
is doubtful. His brain was numb. Hop came 
into the room, and Cooper’s reaction w

p was the cause of this amazing, 
stupefying thing that had happened to him. 
He shot at Hop, then clubbed him on the 
head. The thin remnant of Cooper’s brain that 
was still active prompted him to descend to 
the lobby and report what he imagined had 
been Hop’s attempt to wreak harm upon him. 
Cooper returned upstairs with Parker. With 
the sudden crack of the gun as it exploded in 
Hop’s hands, Cooper’s nervous system, 

overwrought, tensed. The strain was too 
much. Cooper fell dead.”  

There was still doubt on the faces Quigley 
could see, but he went on. 

“The actual killer found himself with the 
most amazing of alibis. But

man and spirit her away from the hotel 
when opportunity offered. He probably would 
have killed her then. His strange solicitude 
made her suspicious. After the killer hid her, 
she risked—and lost—her life by returning to 
the adjoining room where the killer had 
stood. She found that thirty-eight cartridge. 

“Perhaps the killer was watching my 
room, knowing I was here to assist Ho

ember, also, he had the run of the hotel, 
could get into Hop’s locker for the 
handkerchief and the bellhop’s coat he wore 
when he shot Mrs. Cooper. He wanted to 
make Hop’s ‘front for murder’ iron-clad, so 
when he discovered—and assassinated—the 
woman he claimed was still his wife, and 
unfortunately missed me, he knew that 
bellhop’s coat would be visible to the police 
on guard below.” 

“Just who is he?” O’Donnell almost 
roared, glaring at D

“He’s Francois Pierre.” Quigley rustled 
the papers in his hand. “And 

on Desaultes proves that he is not Francois 
Pierre it necessarily must be the man now 
holding the gun in my back!”  

Parker snarled. There was no puffing, no 
affectation in his voice now wh

 chilling, authoritative, deadly. 
“Don’t move! Drop your guns or this 

nosey bum gets it in the back.”  
O’Donnell looked helplessly at Quigley, 

nodded to his men. They dropped
Quigley risked flipping the cartridge at 

O’Donnell’s feet. 
“This proof isn’t needed now. Parker’s 

actions are speakin
“Yeah,” O’Donnell grunted. “But what an 

alibi he had!”  
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Keeping safely behind Quigley’s chair, 
turning and dragging it by one hand while 
pre

im. “Rip that 
pho

e. 
An  in here. If 
any

 
FOR INS 

 
as jerked 

through the door, the door 

 to 
the 

 the 
ps.” 

Parker was h
gun against Quigley’s 

nec

ed the arms of the 
cha med 
him

tedly located him in 
the

. 

 peaceful 
lob

f escaping 
Par

His fingers touched the 
thin

d or else had wanted police to 
loca

 get close to him, while 
rem

, started. Cables in the loft sang with 
pow

oft. Hop looked 
fran

the 
door. Hinges groaned, wood creaked. 

ssing the gun against the invalid’s back, 
Parker backed toward the door. 

“Toss me your keys, Desaultes,” he 
gritted. The keys sailed toward h

ne out.” Desaultes tremblingly did so. 
Parker was looking confident. 
“I’m taking the smart detective with m

d I’m leaving all of you locked
 of you set up a racket or get word to the 

lobby before I’m safely away, Quigley gets 
his. Perhaps he’ll get it anyway!” 

 
CHAPTER V 

CE AND BRA

HE wheel-chair w

locked. Parker wheeled 
Quigley to the elevator. 

When the doors were 
opened, Parker explained

goggle-eyed pilot: 
“This man’s a murderer! 

Straight down with
elevator—no sto  

imself again, sputtering and 
puffing. He kept the 

k. The elevator pilot was speechless as he 
shot the cage downward. 

Four shots reverberated in the shaft. 
Quigley’s hands gripp
ir. He half raised himself. Parker slam
 back into it again. 
“Poor Hop,” Parker said in simulated 

horror. “Police undoub
 loft. He must have resisted.”  
The sardonic glance he turned on Quigley 

was a promise of impending death
The elevator jarred to a sudden stop. 

Parker rolled the chair into the
by. An alert bellhop ran to dismantle the 

doors. Parker was bent solicitously over 
Quigley, his body hiding the gun. 

Quigley’s brain seethed. If only he had 
some agility, the merest chance o

ker’s bullet once they reached the outside! 
He had no asset but nerve, and that he could 
not use. If he yelled or tried to tumble from 
the chair, Parker might shoot promiscuously 
and wound some innocent bystander. His lips 
firmed. He was done for—through—and soon 
would join Hop. . . . 

Up in the dark elevator loft, Hop got 
groggily to his feet. 

 furrow along his scalp, and came away 
crimson. He recalled, then, the fleeting 
glimpse he’d had of the killer’s face—of 
Parker’s face.  

He supposed that Parker either had 
thought him dea

te him. Maybe that was why Parker 
hadn’t bound him. 

He thought of the defenseless Quigley, 
and knew he must

aining in hiding. A tough assignment, 
that. 

An elevator shot up a couple of floors, 
halted

er. Hop walked over and stared down the 
deep well. The sheer drop made him feel 
empty, dizzy; yet he knew that here was the 
hiding place he sought. Murder would be 
discussed in the cars and he could keep 
abreast of developments if he rode on the 
car’s top. And he could surrender if Quigley 
was in danger of arrest. Inasmuch as all floor 
doors were solid he could be seen only from 
the loft itself. He determined to wait until an 
elevator came to the top floor. It would be 
only a step to its top then. 

Heavy feet—police feet—pounded on the 
stairs leading to the l

tically at the whirring cables. Three 
elevators were coming up, the nearest being 
three floors below. The knob of the door 
turned, held. Parker had snapped the lock. 

Shaking, Hop watched the elevator slowly 
ascend. Heavy shoulders beleaguered 
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Muscular shoulders drew back, crashing it 

that dizzily high well. 

dden 
rd yank loosened his hold. His body 

never was 
free

ng him. 

ll 
wh

 came downward. He knew 
the

e, was directly before Hop. He 
rea

e was a “shoot-on-sight” 
fug

re bleak, his jaw 
jutt

d down. 
Par

sed, the gun in his right 
han

 was almost below him. He took a deep 
bre

t were rigid, driving pistons. 
The

he sprawled, gasping, near an 
ove

utomatic 
had

 crack sounded. Parker yelped, 
led hand. Quigley, 

again. The lock loosened. 
Simultaneously the elevator reversed 

itself, starting down. And behind Hop, the 
door burst open. 

Desperate, his eyes fear-struck, Hop 
poised, and dived—dived straight at the 
moving cables in 

 
IS outstretched hands leeched around a 
greasy, moving strand, and the suH 

downwa
fell, whistling through the air, moving faster 
than the speedy cable itself. The shaft flowed 
dizzingly past him. He bit his lips, fought to 
keep his precarious grip. Cable ran and seared 
against hot and blackening hands. 

The abrupt jar when the cable stopped 
running hurled him through space. 

A cry rose in his throat. It 
d. He fell only a few feet, the heavy 

canvas padding atop the cage catchi
The elevator was picking up passengers. 

Hop started to look down the aperture 
between the cage and the front of the we

en the hum and ricochet of a bullet drew 
his eyes upward. 

He saw a blurred uniform, a white hand 
with a gun, pointing down from the loft. The 
sound of the shot

 officer was shooting to frighten him or to 
attract attention, but was shooting into the 
side walls rather than chancing a shot straight 
downward that might pierce the cage. 

Realizing this, Hop felt a moment’s 
security. Three more close shots destroyed 
that feeling.  

The elevator plummeted downward, and 
stopped at the main floor. A door, opening on 
the mezzanin

ched out a hand to open it, looked down at 
the alighting passengers—and his blood ran 
cold. Parker was pushing Quigley’s chair into 
the lobby and there was a gun against 
Quigley’s back.  

Forgetting himself, shunning the 
realization that h

itive, he jerked the mezzanine door open 
with burned hands that sent succeeding 
shocks through his body, and walked boldly 
over to the balcony railing. 

His hand went beneath his tunic, drawing 
the .32 pistol. His eyes we

ing. How could he, the poorest of shots, 
stop Parker’s flight without impelling Parker 
to shoot Quigley? The killer had that one 
major thought in mind and, if startled, it 
would be a natural nervous reaction. 

Hop ran around to the mezzanine railing 
above the front entrance, and looke

ker, bent over Quigley, would pass 
directly beneath him. 

Silently Hop crouched atop the railing, 
his knees bent and ten

d. 
He watched the back of Parker’s neck 

until it
ath, held it, timed and directed his jump—

and shot straight downward, his stiffened legs 
driving for Parker’s neck and head. 

As he fell, he flipped the pistol toward 
Quigley’s lap. 

Parker’s bent head rushed up to meet 
Hop’s legs tha

 gun fell into Quigley’s blanketed lap, and 
stayed there. 

The impact bounced Hop high into the air 
again. Then 

rstuffed chair. He knew both ankles were 
sprained as he tried unavailingly to get to his 
feet to meet Parker’s expected rush. 

The attack never came. Semi-conscious 
when he struck the floor, Parker’s a

 slid from his hand. He cast one dazed and 
incredulous glance at Hop, and tried to scoop 
up the gun.  

 
 SHARPAclutched his ridd

holding the smoking pistol, said quietly: 
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“Don’t move! It won’t be the hand next 
tim

had happened so swiftly that the dead 
som

n. He tried to 
kill

our man. He confessed in his own 
qua

an 
silk—everything.” Dead-tired, he pulled 

nell stormed into the lobby, cuffed 
Par

am

r offered five grand for solving the 
cas

e. 
It 
nolence of the lobby hadn’t completely 

dropped away when Hop said: 
“I think Parker’s your ma
 me.”  
“He’s 
int way.” Quigley smiled. “Hurt bad?” 
Hop grinned. “Everything is finer th

himself onto the chair, and knew a blissful 
serenity. 

O’Don
ker around a bit just on general principles, 

and sent him away in custody. 
A heavy-set, pompous man was standing 

ong the lobby spectators. O’Donnell knew 
him, Malcolm Dean, majority stockholder in 
the hotel. 

“Parke
e,” O’Donnell grunted, “then he proves to 

be guilty himself. It was a swell act, but does 
it still go?”  

 

“It does,” Dean said emphatically. “The 
Hotel Siston’s word is good—” 

“Yeah, that’s fine,” O’Donnell 
interrupted. He was looking from Quigley to 
Hop. “Good job you two did—considering 
everything. Force and brains, force and 
brains.”  

“A half and a half,” Hop said, “makes a 
whole.” He looked thankfully at Quigley. “A 
man like you—well, a good man always gets 
the breaks. The dough’s all yours. When you 
come back from that sanitarium, maybe we’ll 
team together again. We’ll be plenty hot 
then—a half and a whole will make a swell 
whole.”  

Quigley blinked, looked away. 
“We had a half and a whole and a half 

man working on this case. The size or 
mentality of a man has nothing to do with his 
bigness.” 


