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CHAPTER I 
 

HEADQUARTERS KILL 
 
NSPECTOR BENNET of Police 
Headquarters lifted his phone and asked 
that Captain Craig be sent in. He hung up 

and smiled confidently at his visitor. 
“You’ve never heard of Captain Craig,” he 

said. “No self-respecting attorney like you, 
Mr. Lucas, would have reason to hear of him. 
The Department’s best racket buster usually 
works undercover. We call him ‘Stormy’ 
Craig because he’s slow to get sore. When he 
does, though, they say his eyes flash lightning 
and he roars like a clap of thunder. Craig is 
just the man for this job. He’ll talk to your 
client, Mrs. Wickham. She’s outside, isn’t 
she?”  

Lucas, a middle-aged, meticulously 

dressed man, nodded. 
“I asked to have her brought into the little 

office, where you usually keep witnesses you 
want to protect, or those who don’t want any 
publicity from a trip to Headquarters. I’ll 
inform your spectacular Captain Craig about 
the main facts of the case. Then I’ll call upon 
Mrs. Wickham to verify my statements and 
give you the name of the person or persons 
who perpetrated this rotten scheme.”  

Captain Craig entered quietly. He needed 
no sound effects. He was a slender, gray-eyed 
man with a pleasant face and wavy brown 
hair. The gangsters who had encountered him 
in his official capacity as ace racket buster 
were inclined to forget his mild appearance 
and think of him only as a terrifying impact. 
He shook hands with Attorney Lucas and 
listened to the details of the case. 

“Someone,” Lucas explained, “approached 
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Mrs. Wickham with a proposition for her to 
back a huge social affair for the benefit of 
destitute European countries. Somehow—she 
refused to tell even me—she discovered that 
other similar affairs had been conducted. The 
proceeds were extremely small, despite the big 
donations from the sale of tickets, auctions, 
raffles and all the other neat ways of worming 
money out of the rich. 

“She states that she is certain the benefit is 
nothing but a racket. When Mrs. Wickham is 
certain of something, you can bank on its 
being backed with facts. She isn’t a fool. At 
her insistence I left her in the outer office, 
where she wouldn’t be observed by reporters 
who hang around Headquarters. She wants no 
publicity. I’ll bring her in and—”  

All three men suddenly jerked around in 
the direction of the anteroom. They had heard 
a sound like that of something falling to the 
floor. 

Captain Craig made a dash for the door, 
opened it and rushed into the room. A woman 
of about fifty-five lay in a huddled heap on the 
floor, near one of the big leather chairs. He 
quickly knelt beside her, turned the limp form 
over. 

 
HE woman’s eyes were protruding. Her 
mouth was agape and there were black 

and blue marks around her throat. 
“She’s dead,” Craig said without looking 

up. “Strangled. Someone apparently slipped in 
here and did the job. It must have been an 
abnormally strong man, too, because he did 
the work so silently. Inspector, have you a pair 
of gloves? I want to look around and not leave 
any prints. Mr. Lucas, please don’t touch a 
thing.”  

Inspector Bennet hesitated. 
“I haven’t any gloves here in the office.”  
Lucas hurried into the next room and came 

back with his topcoat. He pulled a pair of gray 
suede gloves from the pocket. 

“Use these,” he suggested. “Great 
heavens, this is terrible! A murder in Police 

Headquarters—a woman I brought here—
killed! I can’t understand it. She was alive 
when I went into your office, Inspector.”  

“I’m sure of it,” Bennet said. “I saw her, 
seated in that chair, with my own eyes. Craig, 
we’re in serious trouble. This murder must be 
cleaned up the moment the crime is 
announced. We can’t keep it a secret long. Get 
busy!”  

Craig was using a small bellows which 
contained a light-colored powder. He sprayed 
this on everything in the room that the killer 
might have touched. The surface of the table 
in the middle of the floor, the arms of chairs, 
the inside and outside doorknobs. He 
examined the dead woman’s throat intently 
and shrugged. 

“No amateur pulled this job,” he said. 
“There isn’t a print anywhere. Lucas, you are 
our only hope. You brought Mrs. Wickham 
here at her request. When you left her in this 
office, she was alive then, of course. Inspector 
Bennet certainly alibies you. Then, while we 
were in conference, someone slipped into the 
office. That should have been easy to do. 
There is a private entrance from the street, 
which leads right to this room. It’s the only 
room here with such an entrance. 

“This is where intimidated witnesses are 
taken and questioned, people like Mrs. 
Wickham, who don’t wish even to be seen in a 
police station. The killer sneaked in quietly, 
strangled his victim and then slipped out. The 
motive for the murder is obvious. They 
wanted to silence her so she’d never tell what 
she knew about this charities racket. Lucas, 
you’re in the society swim. Who usually 
handles these affairs?” 

 
UCAS shrugged. “A firm known as the 
Charity Organizers Committee. It’s out of 

the question to believe anyone connected with 
it would resort to murder, or even to the theft 
of the proceeds. Jack Sutton heads the 
committee and its members are composed of 
influential people who have too much money 
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to steal. It’s a non-profit affair, meant only to 
stimulate charities for the Red Cross and for 
the relief of suffering war refugees. Their 
offices are in the Gray Building.”  

“Why didn’t Mrs. Wickham use them, if 
she wanted to publicize an affair of this kind?” 
Craig asked.  

“I can’t say,” Lucas replied. “It’s possible 
that she did. I wouldn’t really know. She was 
an extremely reticent woman, even with me, 
her own attorney.”  

Craig walked into the inspector’s office 
and picked up his hat from the desk. 

“I’m sticking with this mess until it’s 
cleaned up,” he stated with grim finality. 
“Lucas, I’m trusting you not to make any 
statements to the press.”  

Craig went out. He always used the sleek, 
fast sedan, without police department 
markings, which stood at the curb. He drove it 
swiftly to the business center, parked near the 
Gray Building and went in. The outfit he 
sought was on the fifteenth floor. He found a 
fussy little man in the reception room. 

“You can’t see Mr. Sutton without an 
appointment,” he was told. 

Craig calmly reached out, seized the little 
man, lifted him over the rail and deposited 
him on the hard bench reserved for visitors. 
He went through the gate, opened a door 
marked “private” and entered. 

There was one man in the room, engaged 
in pacing the floor with his hands clasped 
behind his back. He looked worried and 
drawn. As Craig swept in, he turned quickly. 

“Who are you?” he demanded. “What’s 
the idea?”  

Craig walked over to the desk. 
“I’m here at the request of Mrs. 

Wickham,” he said quietly. “She wants her 
charity party stopped.”  

“She does?” Sutton cried in amazement. 
“But why? We’ve already spent a lot of 
money on publicity and she was in such a 
rush, she gave us four days’ notice. This is 

Wednesday and the party is scheduled for 
Saturday, She can’t do this!”  

“But she’s doing it,” Craig stated. “That’s 
why I’m here.”  

As he spoke, he examined Sutton 
critically. The charity organizer was a 
powerfully built man, fully capable of 
strangling a middle-aged woman and at the 
same time preventing her from making any 
noise. 

“I don’t know you,” Sutton snapped. “I 
refuse to take orders from you. I’ll phone Mrs. 
Wickham’s secretary for confirmation. If Jan 
Ashley says you have the power to give Mrs. 
Wickham’s orders, I’ll accept them from 
you.”  

“Wait a minute.” Craig held up his hand in 
a restraining gesture. “Mrs. Wickham didn’t 
send me. She’s dead. I’m a police officer.”  

Sutton stared at him for a moment and 
then slowly sank into his chair. He said 
nothing. Apparently he couldn’t, even though 
he tried desperately. 

“This Jan Ashley, Mrs. Wickham’s 
secretary,” Craig said, “he may know 
something. You, Mr. Sutton—where were you 
during the last hour?”  

“Here,” Sutton managed to gasp. “Right 
here. Mrs. Wickham—dead! Great heavens, 
that’s awful!”  

“I’d stick around if I were you,” Craig 
advised. “You’re a pretty well known man and 
you wouldn’t get far, anyway. I’ll see you 
later.”  

He went out, carefully closed the door 
behind him and eyed the shrinking little man 
who acted as receptionist. “Mr. Sutton wants 
his gloves,” Craig said. “They are in his 
topcoat. Which one is it?”  

The receptionist scampered over to a 
clothestree, dug into the pocket of a gray 
topcoat and fished out a pair of gloves. He 
started for the office door. Craig intercepted 
him and took the gloves from his shaking 
hands.  
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“On second thought,” the racket buster 
said, “I’ll keep these awhile. You been here all 
day?” When the receptionist nodded violently, 
Craig went on: “Must be tough, handling a big 
office like this all alone. Sutton certainly 
doesn’t stick around much, does he? I spotted 
him at the Weyland Bar half an hour ago.”  

“You couldn’t have,” the receptionist 
sputtered. “He was in his office for the last—
well, three hours, anyway. You must be 
mistaken. What will I tell Mr. Sutton about his 
gloves?”  

“Tell him they sprouted wings.”  
Grinning, Craig headed for the door. The 

receptionist grabbed his arm. 
“But wait! I can’t permit you to leave with 

the gloves. Mr. Sutton wouldn’t like it. I’ve 
got to get his permission.”  

As Craig shook off the restraining grasp, 
he frowned slightly. This little chap had more 
muscle than his physical stature indicated. 
Those fingers had dug deeply into his arm. He 
shoved the little man into a chair. 

“You can tell Sutton anything you want, 
but I’m in a hurry.”  

He banged the door behind him, hurried to 
the elevators and swore softly at the delay 
before one came to his floor.  

It was early evening now and the office 
building was comparatively quiet. His car was 
parked directly in front. He slid behind the 
wheel. As he reached for the switch, he felt 
the car rock to the left. The rear door opened 
and Craig felt the cold muzzle of a gun press 
against the nape of his neck. 

“Just start driving,” a harsh voice ordered, 
“unless you want me to give it to you right 
here.”  

“I’ll drive.” Craig didn’t turn his head. 
“Who sent you—Sutton?”  

“Never mind askin’ questions. Drive away 
from here, copper, or I’ll blast your ears off 
and take my chances on gettin’ clear.” 

 
 
 

CHAPTER II 
 

THE LAW LOSES A ROUND 
 
RAIG started the car, pulled into the 
traffic and kept the nose of the sedan 

pointed straight east. 
“Any particular place you want me to go?” 

he asked. 
Glancing up in the mirror for a look at the 

gunman, all he saw was a chin that needed a 
shave. The thug’s hat was pulled down low 
over the rest of his features. 

“Keep on just like you are,” came the 
order. “When you reach Tenth Avenue, turn 
right. No tricks, copper. This heater of mine 
has got a fast trigger.” 

Craig headed toward the riverfront section. 
He had few notions about getting out of this 
trap alive. Somehow he must have stumbled 
on a clue he didn’t even see. The killer of Mrs. 
Wickham had sent a paid thug to make sure 
that this clue never was recognized by Captain 
Stormy Craig of the Racket Squad.  

Ideas were filtering through Craig’s mind, 
though. Sutton could have phoned and had 
this gunman sent to waylay him. That mild-
mannered runt of a receptionist was even more 
likely. He could have listened to the 
conversation in Sutton’s office, sent word out 
and then tried to delay Craig in order that the 
death party could get set.  

Two blocks away from Tenth Avenue, 
Craig began thinking desperately. The killer in 
the back seat would shoot him without 
hesitation. He couldn’t try to wreck the car, or 
that gun would go off at an extremely 
unhealthy distance from his skull. The 
situation called for desperate measures, but 
how could he make that gunman put down his 
weapon?  

Craig passed the avenue intersection. He 
eased down on the gas gradually, so that the 
car picked up speed without its unwelcome 
passenger noticing until it was too late. Craig 
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flashed by the last intersection at a breakneck 
rate.  

“Slow up, or I’ll gun you out!” the killer 
yelled. There was a nervous tremble in his 
voice. “Slow up, you fool!”  

Directly ahead of them was a long, broad 
pier and beyond it the silvery ribbon of the 
river.  

“Drop that gun in the front seat beside 
me,” Craig ground out. “Drop it, or we’ll both 
go in the river. You’ll drown before you can 
get out of this car. You can’t jump because 
you’ll be killed. If you shoot me, we’ll keep 
right on going off that pier. Drop the gun, or 
die.”  

He heard the killer’s hissing intake of 
breath. Craig was taking one of the boldest 
chances of his life, depending on the fact that 
no man wants to die. This thug could be no 
different. The only way he might save his 
worthless skin right now was by dropping the 
gun beside the driver of this speeding car. He 
gulped, cursed and threw the gun down. He 
gave a shriek of horror as the car hurtled 
onward. 

Craig’s foot pressed the brake pedal and 
his right hand grabbed the emergency brake. 
The car was always kept in the finest trim. 
The brakes stopped its momentum on a dime. 
He succeeded in wrapping his fingers around 
the butt of the gun beside him. Then he was 
flung forward against the wheel and every bit 
of breath forced out of his lungs in a great 
whoosh. He was momentarily stunned. 

 
HE thug in the back seat was also jolted 
forward. The instant the car stopped; he 

lunged for the door, opened it and leaped out. 
He began running madly back along the pier, 
heading to the more secure safety of solid 
earth. 

Craig regained his wits, jumped out and 
shouted a warning. The thug kept on going. 
He was so scared that nothing short of a chunk 
of lead or a ten-foot brick wall could have 
stopped him. Craig had no ten-foot brick wall. 

He rested the thug’s pistol in the crook of his 
left arm, drew a bead on the man’s right 
shoulder and fired. 

As the gun cracked, the fleeing killer 
veered suddenly to the right. Instead of being 
checked by a bullet through his shoulder, 
which Craig had wanted, the killer turned 
directly into the path of the slug. He took it 
through the middle of his spine. He threw up 
both hands and pitched forward on his face. 

When Craig reached him, he was dead. 
Two patrolmen with drawn guns ran up. Craig 
quickly let the pistol drop to the ground and 
raised his arms.  

“I’m Captain Craig of the Racket Squad,” 
he told the patrolmen. “Neither of you know 
me. Reach into my inner pocket. You’ll find 
my badge case and papers there.” 

When this was done, the patrolmen were 
satisfied. They saluted and Craig gave them a 
brief sketch of what happened. 

“I want this man printed and identified,” 
he ordered. “I haven’t time to wait for the 
information. My idea is that this mug was 
planted to stop me from reaching a certain 
person. Tell Headquarters I’ll call in for the 
information.”  

He sped back to where his car was parked, 
five feet from the end of the pier. He shivered 
a little, for the thug in the back seat hadn’t 
been the only frightened man in the car. Craig 
had been ready to let the sedan shoot into the 
water, even though he had known it would 
mean inevitable death.  

He turned around after he backed to the 
street and headed for Mrs. Wickham’s home. 
He used the concealed siren to clear traffic, for 
he was in a hurry. If the criminals behind this 
racket only wanted him exterminated, they 
would have sent gunmen simply to shoot him 
down as he emerged from the office building 
where Sutton maintained his suite. The fact 
that he had been kidnaped indicated that they 
didn’t want to take any chances of his living 
for even a moment to turn his information 
over to someone else.  
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Mrs. Wickham’s secretary was in dire 
peril.  

The brakes on Craig’s car squealed as he 
rammed them to the floor for the second time 
in only a few minutes. He raced up the path to 
Mrs. Wickham’s big mansion-like residence.  

He rattled the doorknob, banged the panels 
with his knee and rang the bell at the same 
time. 

A highly agitated servant opened the door 
warily.  

“Mrs. Wickham’s secretary,” Craig 
demanded. “Where is he?”  

The servant answered in a frigid voice. 
Apparently his late mistress demanded this 
pomposity. He wasn’t going to relent now, 
even though she was dead. 

“Mrs. Wickham’s secretary left a few 
moments ago with two men. Mrs. Wickham’s 
secretary did not reveal any destination or 
reason for leaving, sir.”  

“Oh, nuts!” Craig grated. 
He pushed past the servant, invaded a 

room that served as a study. He noticed a pile 
of sealed and stamped envelopes on a desk. 
There was a fountain pen lying beside them. 

Apparently Jan Ashley had been doing 
some kind of work when the news of Mrs. 
Wickham’s murder reached him, or the 
kidnapers had appeared. 

Craig gave a grunt of astonishment. The 
top envelope was addressed to him at Police 
Headquarters! 

 
E RIPPED the flap open. It was an 
expensively engraved card, announcing 

that Mrs. Wickham had canceled her plans for 
a war relief party and that she begged the 
forgiveness of the person to whom the card 
was addressed. But Craig hadn’t received an 
invitation. 

Mrs. Wickham had never even known he 
existed. 

Then he saw a number hastily scribbled on 
the lower margin of the card. He walked over 

to the door, closed it and turned the lock. Then 
he picked up the phone and called a number. 

“Captain Craig,” he identified himself. 
“I’ve got a number here which I think belongs 
to a car. Check it, will you? It’s three-Y-
seven-o-one-nine-two. Hurry!”  

He picked up the fountain pen, poised it 
above the card and wrote down the 
identification which the Department of Motor 
Vehicles supplied over the phone. 

“Jack Sutton,” Craig said softly. “Crown 
Hill.”  

He hung up, sat back and pondered this 
turn of events. Why had the secretary written 
down the number of Jack Sutton’s car, placed 
it in an envelope and addressed it to Craig? 
The racket buster got up, unlocked the door 
and yelled for the servant. 

“I’m Craig of Police Headquarters,” he 
said. “Ever hear my name before?”  

“No, sir,” the man replied. “We did know 
that Mrs. Wickham was murdered, though. 
Her secretary got word just before those men 
came and went with them willingly enough. I 
rather think they were police officers who 
wanted the body identified, sir.”  

“Now let’s get this straight,” Craig said. 
“Mrs. Wickham’s secretary got that phone call 
about her murder. Which phone did he use? 
The one near the hall window?”  

The butler nodded gravely. 
“Yes, sir. That was the one, sir.”  
Craig stroked his chin. Jan Ashley could 

have been looking out the window, observing 
the street in front of the house, when that call 
came in. He could have seen the kidnapers 
pull up and get out of the car, which possibly 
aroused his suspicions. He could have rushed 
back to the study, written down the car 
numbers on that card and shoved it into an 
envelope, which he then addressed to Craig. 

Perhaps Inspector Bennet had phoned the 
news and mentioned Craig’s name. The 
secretary placed the addressed card on the pile 
of others, hoping it wouldn’t attract the eyes 
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or the kidnapers and that the cards would be 
mailed. It was a clever stunt, at that. 

Craig was determined to find Jan Ashley 
now. Anyone deserved a break after being 
smart enough to leave a clue like that. 

There were maps in Mrs. Wickham’s 
study. Craig examined them. Crown Hill was 
an unknown section to him, though he found it 
easily. It was the name of a small settlement, 
mostly used by vacationers in the 
summertime. It nestled in the hollow of a 
mountain about forty miles out of the city. 

“What a place to take the secretary, if they 
didn’t knock him off right away,” Craig 
muttered. “Wouldn’t be a soul around there. 
Sutton would have a summer home in a 
remote spot like that. Snatching the secretary 
proves that he knew too much. If I send the 
state troopers, the mob may knock Ashley off 
first. It’s a one-man job—mine.”  

He made sure his car was well fueled. 
On the long drive to Crown Hill, Craig did 

his best to figure out an angle to this business 
of murder and kidnaping. 

The gang was apparently organizing 
charity and relief affairs and keeping most of 
the proceeds for themselves. The profits 
would be handsome if the game were operated 
on a large basis. Yet Craig thought there was 
something else, some coup by which the gang 
could gain a real fortune. 

Everything depended on getting Jan 
Ashley out of the gang’s clutches. Through 
him Craig could easily uncover the entire 
background of the case. 

 
ROWN HILL was halfway up a 
mountainside. Craig raced along the main 

highway. The turn-off was still five miles 
distant. The headlights of his car swept the 
road brilliantly as he braked cautiously when a 
sharp curve presented itself. 

He rounded it safely and straightened out. 
As his foot sought the accelerator again, 

he saw a girl suddenly spring from the brush 
beside the road and begin waving her arms. 

Craig didn’t want to stop. He was gambling 
his speed against the rapidity with which the 
gang would murder its kidnap victim. 
However, the terror on the girl’s face was so 
great that it made him slow down against his 
better judgment. 

She was a pretty girl, dressed in sports 
clothes. They were torn by brambles and there 
were scratches on her face. 

She began running toward the car after 
Craig braked it to a stop a hundred feet 
beyond the spot where she had been standing. 

He opened the door, got out and waited for 
her to approach. Suddenly two cars pulled out 
of well hidden places behind the trees. They 
bore down on Craig. He sprang to the side of 
the road. A gun cracked. The bullet smacked 
into the ground near his head, for he had 
dropped quickly and begun trying to wriggle 
up the embankment beside the road.  

He heard car doors bang open. He tried to 
reach for his gun, but he was too late. 
Someone took a running jump and landed with 
both feet directly on his back. It knocked the 
wind out of him and sent waves of 
excruciating pain slashing through his body. 

He turned half-over, his hand scrabbling 
desperately for the butt of his service pistol. 

Two men bent swiftly over him. He 
couldn’t see their faces in the sudden dark. 
Gun butts came smashing down. He lost all 
desire to draw his own weapon as the heavy 
weapons crashed viciously against his skull. 
The world became a hideously gyrating, 
pulsating thing of agony.  

He felt himself slip down the 
embankment. He was seized by two strong 
hands and dragged across the highway. 
Abruptly he was dropped, just as he heard car 
motors roar to life. 

A girl screamed with a horrible intensity 
of terror. Craig forced his eyes open. One of 
the cars was streaking straight at him, the man 
behind the wheel leaning forward with savage 
murder in his eyes. 
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CHAPTER III 
 

TROUBLE AHEAD 
 
HE detective, shocked back to 
consciousness, drew a shuddering breath 

and did the only thing possible. He began 
rolling frantically toward the shelter of the 
embankment. The front tire of the murder car 
whizzed with only inches to past his head 
spare. 

Craig reached up, grabbed a bush and 
hauled himself clear of the road. The second 
car brushed his ankle. He blinked, unable to 
believe he was safe. Then the reasons for his 
nickname became evident. His eyes flashed 
their lightning and a bellow of rage came from 
his lungs. They were stealing his car! 

It was falling into line with the other two, 
leaving him stranded miles from anywhere. 

Gun flashes streaked from his sedan. The 
bullets whipped through the leaves above him. 
He dug his face into good healthy dirt and 
grabbed two handfuls of it as he tried to 
burrow deeper.  

All this had happened because of a pretty 
girl who was a good actress and could plant a 
look of terror on her face. Craig sat up, rubbed 
two lumps on his head and swore that from 
now on women would never enter his 
existence. 

It struck him as odd that the gangsters 
hadn’t whittled him down with bullets. 
Certainly there had been enough members in 
the mob. Instead of dragging him into the road 
to be run over, they could merely have placed 
the muzzle of a gun against his skull and 
blasted him into eternity. There were a lot of 
angles about this case Craig didn’t understand, 
but the bloodhound in his heart would never 
let him rest until he tracked down the answer 
to every question in this murder mystery. 

He got to his feet, wondering how long it 
would be before a car would pass this isolated 
section. With the luck he’d been having, a 
couple of months would probably go by. 

Then, as he turned to survey his surroundings, 
he suddenly ducked for cover. The headlights 
of a car were shining through foliage directly 
behind the place where he’d been hiding. Only 
the bank had prevented him from seeing them 
before.  

He reached for his gun, swore when it 
wasn’t there. He fumbled around in the 
darkness, found a sturdy branch. With this for 
his only weapon, he started toward the hidden 
car. Warily he parted the branches and 
listened for a moment.  

The car had been evidently abandoned by 
the thugs, for it didn’t seem to be guarded. 

Craig opened the door, then raised the 
hood. Just as a precautionary measure, he 
made sure no bomb was connected with the 
starter and that the brakes hadn’t been 
tampered with. Assured that the sedan was in 
good running order, he started the motor and 
drove it to the highway. A break like this was 
far more than he expected, but he was quick to 
take advantage of it.  

A moment later he was roaring in the 
direction of Crown Hill. 

He toiled up the steep grade of the 
mountainside, spotted the dozen or more 
expensive-looking houses and noticed that all 
of them were dark. Once, just as he turned into 
the mountain road, he saw four state troopers 
on motorcycles flash by, going somewhere in 
a devil of a hurry. Craig tried to hail them, but 
they were gone before he could get into 
action. He decided to go on alone. 

He parked the car and approached the 
miniature village afoot. Not a sound broke the 
stillness. There were no dogs, nothing at all. It 
required twenty minutes to find Jack Sutton’s 
house, which proved to be one of the biggest 
of all. 

Craig crept up on the porch, willing at the 
moment to trade his next ten weeks’ pay for 
the feel of a gun butt in his hand. He tried the 
door, but it was locked. He sidled over to a 
window and tried to peer inside. The darkness 
thwarted any such attempt. 
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O FAR as Craig could determine, there 
were no signs of life in the house. The 

thugs might not have come here at all, after 
they found that Craig had more lives than a 
cat, or they might have stopped only long 
enough to deposit their victim, dead or alive, 
and then continue. No matter what had 
happened, Jack Sutton certainly would have 
something embarrassing to explain. 

Craig vaulted over the porch railing and 
hurried to the rear of the house. When all 
other avenues of entrance seemed blocked, he 
tackled a kitchen window. With a stone 
wrapped in his hat, he succeeded in cracking 
the glass and then working enough of it free to 
reach inside, open the latch and raise the 
window. 

He slipped into the room, lit a match and 
lifted the heavy iron lid from the combination 
oil and gas range. It would make a fairly 
effective weapon if he happened to encounter 
someone belligerent. 

The stillness of death hung over the house 
and Craig became more and more worried. If 
Jan Ashley were here and alive, he’d be 
raising a din. 

Craig took a chance and turned on the 
lights. He searched the rooms on the lower 
floor. He found nothing but a few cigarette 
butts that had been carelessly thrown on the 
expensive rug in the hallway. It was a good 
sign that the thugs had been here. 

He picked up one butt and discovered the 
tip was still moist. His hopes fell, because it 
was apparent that the same thugs who had 
attacked him had probably returned to the 
place. They would have but one reason for this 
act—to dispose of the secretary.  

Upstairs were five bedrooms, a sewing 
room and a small study. He reached the 
bedchamber far down the corridor. The door 
wouldn’t budge when he turned the knob. He 
noticed that there was a key in the lock, turned 
it, kicked the door open.  

He hesitated. The room was large and 
remarkably dark. He stepped through the 

doorway, fumbled along the wall for the light 
switch. Then it really didn’t make much 
difference whether he found it or not. A heavy 
object whizzed down, struck him squarely on 
top of the head and sent him crashing like a 
felled tree to the floor. 

When he opened his eyes again, the room 
was still in darkness. He groaned and stirred, 
found the gloom less impenetrable. 

“If you make another sound, I’ll hit you 
again,” a feminine voice warned. “I’ll—I’ll 
smash you. Do as I ask and you won’t be hurt. 
How many are there downstairs? How can I 
get out of here?”  

Craig sat up, involuntarily ducked as he 
saw a thick, short club swing threateningly 
just above his skull. He raised one elbow to 
ward off a possible blow. 

“Take it easy,” he said in a rather unsteady 
voice. “I’m no crook. There isn’t anybody in 
the house except us. There wasn’t when I 
came in, anyhow. Who are you?”  

“Never mind who I am,” the girl retorted. 
“I know you aren’t armed, because I searched 
you. Remember, I’ve got a club and you 
haven’t. I’m going to turn on the lights.”  

Craig blinked in the abrupt glare, then 
gradually made out the features of the girl 
who had captured him. He scowled, for it was 
the same one who had stepped into the road 
and flagged him down so the crooks could 
close in.  

“Lady,” he grated, “half an hour ago I 
figured if I never saw you again, my life 
wouldn’t have missed much. Now I’m sure of 
it. Look, I’m a cop—a detective. You seem 
intelligent, even if you don’t act that way. 
Furthermore, you’re much too nice to be 
mixed up with a gang of mugs. Do a little 
talking and I’ll see if I can square things for 
you with the D.A.” 

 
HE girl laughed, not musically. There was 
an audible harshness in her bitter 

merriment. 
“You’re no officer. You’re the man from 
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whom those hoodlums take their orders. 
You’re responsible for my being locked in this 
room. Well, it appears as though I’m in 
control of the situation for the moment. Oh, I 
was trapped, all right—no windows in here 
and the door locked. But I thought someone 
would come sooner or later, so I found myself 
a good club. It’s the leg of a table that I 
worked loose. If you try to get up, so help me, 
I’ll use it again.”  

Craig tried to be patient. 
“I’m Captain Craig of the Racket Squad. I 

came here looking for a man named Jan 
Ashley. He was the secretary of a woman who 
has been murdered. He left a clue which 
brought me here. It was a very good clue and 
take it from me, no woman would have 
thought of it.”  

The table leg came down slowly. The girl 
walked over to a chair and sat down. 

“You—can get up now,” she faltered. “I 
believe you. Will you please tell me what this 
is all about?”  

Craig arose and clapped both hands to his 
forehead. There were a million inspired devils 
pitchforking his brain. He reeled and the girl 
rushed over to help him into a chair. 

“I wish I could tell you,” Craig said. 
“Thanks for giving me a hand. What’s your 
part in this business?”  

“I can’t tell you now,” the girl answered. 
“Please don’t ask me. But I do know that the 
hoodlums who left me here were in a very 
great hurry. They held me captive in a car 
about five miles down the road. When they 
stopped, I thought I was pretty smart in getting 
away from them. I saw a car coming and tried 
to stop it. Then I knew those murdering beasts 
purposely let me go so I’d hail the t car. They 
tried to kill the man in it. I—I don’t know if 
they succeeded. I’m not one of them. Honestly 
I’m not!”  

“Okay,” Craig grunted. “I know you’re not 
lying because I was the man in that car. What 
made them so anxious to go places? Another 
couple of minutes and they could have 

polished me off.”  
“I don’t know, but I have an idea. They are 

running some kind of racket. Every member 
of the gang has to be in the city by eleven-
thirty. That’s two hours from now, but it 
would take them only half that time to get 
back. I heard one of them mention the name of 
Hamilton. I happen to know that Mr. and Mrs. 
James Hamilton are giving a benefit party 
tonight, for starving people in Belgium.  

“It’s a very odd affair. The guests are the 
wealthiest people in the city and they are to 
bring their most valued possessions—gems, 
rare stamps, coins, small antiques. They are to 
be put on display, like in a museum, and 
everyone must pay very stiff fees to see 
them.”  

Craig snapped his fingers. 
“That’s the answer! That gang knows its 

system is licked, so it’s playing a final round. 
If you’re right, there will be a couple of 
million dollars in loot at that party. A well 
organized holdup gang could nail enough 
swag to keep them playing the ponies for 
years. You seem to know everything. Who 
cooked up this little dish?”  

“I’m not sure. The Charity Organizers 
Committee is really responsible, I suppose. 
Just who thought up the idea, I can’t say. Do 
you actually think they’ll hold up those 
people?”  

“Think?” Craig growled. “Lady, I know! 
Let’s get out of here. I’ve got some kind of 
hack parked downstairs. It’ll take us to a 
phone. Say, how about the ones here?”  

“The gang tore the wires down,” the girl 
replied sadly. 

“Yeah, they would think of that. Well, 
let’s go. We’ll find one some place and 
prepare a nice welcoming committee for those 
mugs. Say, wasn’t there another prisoner 
besides you? I still haven’t found that 
secretary.”  

“I was the only one,” the girl answered. 
“Oh, please hurry! We’ve got to stop them.” 

Craig started to run down the stairs, but 
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after two or three jolting steps he decided to 
go a little slower. Those imps in his head were 
using sledge-hammers now. The car was still 
where he had left it and Craig wondered if his 
luck were really beginning to change. 

The girl piled into the front seat beside 
him. Craig sent the car racing down the steep, 
winding road, reached the highway and really 
opened up. His elation grew as the first mile 
ticked off. He even smiled at the girl beside 
him and suddenly realized just how pretty she 
was. 

If Captain Stormy Craig of the Racket 
Squad thought he had had trouble before, what 
lay ahead of him was catastrophe. 

 
CHAPTER IV 

 
JAIL BREAK 

 
E SAW a row of lights strung across the 
highway. Uniformed troopers with 

submachine-guns signaled him to stop. Craig 
braked the car eagerly. Here was the solution 
to all his problems. The troopers would 
provide swifter transportation and even help in 
thwarting the plans of those crooks. 

As he slowed up, he started to pull over to 
the side of the road, skirting the thick brush 
there. He heard the car door slam shut, looked 
around and almost lost control of the car. His 
companion had jumped! He didn’t know why, 
but he assumed that for some reason she 
couldn’t afford to meet troopers.  

Then, as he drew nearer to the blockade, 
the uniforms that he thought were those of 
troopers turned out to be the natty uniforms of 
constables. The machine-guns became sawed-
off shotguns, nonetheless deadly, though. 
Craig realized this when one of them was 
poked within an inch of his nose. 

“Hold it, gentlemen.” Craig grinned. “I’m 
Captain Craig of the Metropolitan Police. My 
identification papers are in my pocket.”  

“Maybe,” a white-haired officer answered. 
“We’ll see. Get out, Mister, and be mighty 

careful what you do with your hands. 
Somebody stole Mel Parkins’ car tonight and 
after they blew his brains out, they dumped 
him alongside the road.”  

“Oh!” Craig climbed out and kept his arms 
high. “I don’t blame you for being suspicious. 
However, your friend Parkins is dead and the 
investigation can wait. If you give me some 
help, we can probably save the lives of a lot of 
other people.”  

“Maybe.” The old constable actually 
drawled the word. “But first of all you got to 
explain what in thunder you’re doing with 
Mel’s car.”  

Craig jerked his head around.  
“Holy Smokes, is that the crate? Sure I can 

explain. A gang of mugs swiped my bus and 
left this one hidden in the woods. I wondered 
why they were so careless, but I understand 
now.”  

“That there stuff is blood on your coat and 
pants.” The group of men closed in and the 
guns looked even more huge to Craig. “It’s 
Mel’s blood. Hank, take a look in the car.”  

A young, eager constable made a swift 
inspection.  

“It’s all covered with blood—the whole 
front seat!” he shouted. “That’s the man, all 
right.”  

“I’m Deputy Sheriff Carlson,” the white-
haired man said. “Just keep your hands like 
they are and we’ll look for the identification 
you say you got. “  

Craig’s confidence grew watery half a 
minute later. Carlson found no badge, no 
identification. Before Craig knew what had 
happened, his hands were seized, yanked 
behind him and cuffs snapped on his wrists. 
Then he was bustled into one of the cars and 
driven toward town.  

“The thugs who took my car also knocked 
me out and tried to kill me,” he protested. “I 
guess they took my badge and papers. As soon 
as we get to a phone, I’ll prove who I am. In 
fact, this is working out better than I could 
have hoped. You can help me prevent a big 
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crime in the city.”  
No one vouchsafed any reply and Craig 

knew they didn’t believe him. He didn’t blame 
them, either. Purely circumstantial evidence 
often had the nasty trick of piling up on a man 
and leaving him with no way to defend 
himself. 

 
HEY pulled up in front of a sleepy-
looking sheriff’s office. When they were 

inside, Craig made his request. 
“I know things look bad for me, but just 

do this. First of all, phone the home of Mr. 
James Hamilton. Tell him that Captain Craig 
of the Racket Squad knows about an intended 
stickup at his party tonight. It’ll happen at 
eleven-thirty. Tell him to lock all the 
valuables in his safe and phone Inspector 
Bennet at Headquarters.”  

Deputy Sheriff Carlson shook his head 
slowly. 

“I think you’re the baldest-faced liar I ever 
laid eyes on, Mister, but I’ll do like you say. 
Watch him, boys, while I phone.”  

The sheriff got his connection, asked for 
Hamilton and repeated exactly what Craig had 
told him. Then he seemed to listen for a 
moment and his ears grew red. He hung up, 
turned menacingly and faced Craig. 

“I’m a pretty good judge of character, 
Mister. When I figured you for the murderer 
of Mel Parkins, I was right. That cock-and-
bull story of yours never got far with me.”  

“But I tell you I am Craig. . . .”  
“Stop acting. Lock him up, boys, and be 

sure he’s searched well. This guy is meant for 
the electric chair and he ain’t going to cheat 
it.”  

“Why don’t you listen to reason?” Craig 
yelled. “What did Hamilton tell you? Phone 
Inspector Bennet. He’ll confirm my identity.”  

“Shut up!” Sheriff Carlson snapped. “I 
ain’t wasting any more taxpayers’ money, 
phoning all around the country. You ain’t 
Captain Craig and that’s that. Captain Craig is 
already at the Hamilton party and he can’t be 

here, too. How can he be? Throw him in Cell 
Number One, boys.”  

Craig didn’t resist. The spirit had 
practically gone out of him. One of the mugs, 
posing as Craig and backed up with his badge 
and papers, was framing the whole party into a 
hijack affair. Suddenly Craig’s eyes gave forth 
violent flashes again and that hoarse thunder-
like bellow came from his lungs. He jumped 
up and shook the cell door savagely. He 
kicked it, banged it and yelled until he was 
hoarse. 

The futility finally struck him. In another 
hour that gang of crooks would strike. They’d 
get away with no trouble. The haul would run 
into the millions. Somewhere in the 
background a smug, sly man would rub his 
hands and plot another adventure into crime, 
yet Craig didn’t even know who that man was.  

And the girl! Who was she? Why had she 
jumped out of the car? Why had she been 
imprisoned by those mugs and what in the 
world had happened to Jan Ashley?  

Craig stopped yelling. He had caught the 
echoes of a feminine voice traveling down the 
long, dark corridor to the cell room. It was the 
girl again! 

He bit his lower lip in exasperation. Of all 
the Jonahs, she took the cake. Wherever she 
went, frustration followed at her heels. They 
were nice heels, Craig admitted ruefully, but 
nevertheless nothing could soften the effects 
of the bad luck that was her boon companion. 

The main cell door opened. Deputy Sheriff 
Carlson and the mystery girl entered. She 
stepped before the cell and peered inside. She 
held her huge handbag in front of her, like a 
shield, as if she expected the occupant of that 
cell to let go with a barrage of bullets. 

“I—I think that’s the man,” she said 
hesitantly. “Commissioner—you are the 
Commissioner of Police, of course. I can tell 
just by looking at you. Yes, I think he’s the 
terrible man who robbed my house. Those 
clothes he’s wearing are my husband’s, I—I 
think. Oh, Commissioner, let him out so I can 
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see him in a better light.” 
 
HERIFF CARLSON hesitated. Then he 
drew his gun, held it firmly and unlocked 

the door. Craig came out sheepishly. The girl 
walked around him twice, her eyes critical. 

“Yes, I’m sure of it.”  
She kept looking at Craig and then, all of a 

sudden, she bumped squarely into the sheriff. 
Like a flash, Craig jumped. He wrested the 
gun out of the officer’s hand, drew back a fist 
and rammed it home, right on the point of the 
jaw. The sheriff collapsed. 

“You’re a pal,” Craig whispered to the 
girl. “Grab his feet and we’ll put him in the 
cell. Where’d you ever cook up the idea of 
trying to wangle me out of this mess?”  

“I’ve got a brain, or at least I think so,” the 
girl answered haughtily. “All women aren’t 
fools.”  

Craig took her arm after they hauled the 
sheriff into the cell. He unlocked the main cell 
door with the keys he’d borrowed and they 
slipped into the long, dismal corridor. Craig 
remembered a side door and prayed that if it 
was locked, the sheriff’s keys would open it. 
The door wasn’t locked.  

They found themselves in an alley leading 
to the street. One of the law officers’ cars was 
parked so conveniently that Craig looked 
warily before accepting his good luck. 

“You slip out there,” he told the girl. “Get 
the motor started and I’ll make a bolt for it. 
Hurry, that sheriff is going to wake up soon 
and he’ll be mad enough to rip the whole cell 
room to pieces.”  

The girl reached the car without being 
observed, signaled Craig. He dashed out of the 
alley, leaped into the car just as the girl 
released the brake. The car was on a slight 
incline. She let it roll backward for over two 
hundred feet before she started the motor. By 
that time they were far enough away from the 
sheriff’s office so that the roar of the engine 
could not be heard. 

Craig changed places with the girl and 

took the wheel. He drove like a fiend, yet with 
one eye on the dashboard clock. In just forty 
minutes the thugs would strike. Probably that 
hour had boon arranged because all of the 
priceless possessions of the guests would then 
be on display and readily accessible. 

It would require thirty minutes to reach the 
city and the margin of time left was 
despairingly small. There was also danger that 
the sheriff would send out an alarm and 
patrols might try to stop them. Craig’s face 
was grim as he opened the motor wide. 

“I don’t know what your part in this mess 
is,” he told the girl without taking his eyes 
from the road. “You’ve helped me plenty, 
though. I’ll do whatever I can for you.”  

He swung out, missed the rear of a trailer 
truck by ten inches and hurriedly cut in to 
avoid a head-on collision with another car. 
The girl exhaled deeply. 

“Just take it a little easy. I’d rather those 
crooks robbed the party than have us get killed 
trying to prevent them from doing it. And how 
are you going to handle the job, anyway? If a 
fake Captain Craig is there, backed up with 
your identification, how can you convince the 
guards you are the real Craig?”  

“I don’t know,” he answered 
despondently. “You see, I work undercover 
most of the time. It’s the only way to squash 
rackets like this. Of the eighteen thousand 
cops on the Force, no more than thirty or forty 
actually know me.’ None of those could be at 
the party. If they were, the fake Captain Craig 
would have been exposed the minute he 
showed up.” 

 
HE rest of the ride was made in silence. 
Craig needed to apply all his wits to the 

driving. The girl was well occupied with 
grabbing at various projections on the car for 
support as Craig streaked around corners and 
between traffic at a breakneck speed. 

Finally they turned into the exclusive 
section where the Hamilton home was located. 
Craig stopped a block from the place. He got 
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out. 
“You stay here,” he ordered the girl. 

“There may be some flying lead and I don’t 
want you to stop any of it. You’ve been great 
and I appreciate it. But from here on, it 
requires a man to handle things. Wish me 
luck.”  

“I do.” The girl laid a hand on Craig’s 
wrist. “Please be careful.”  

He darted into the estate adjoining 
Hamilton’s spacious grounds. Parting a hedge, 
he wriggled through and slowly approached 
the house. It was lighted throughout and the 
music of a band could be heard plainly. Craig 
sighed with relief. The band wouldn’t be 
playing if those holdup artists had done their 
work. He estimated that three or four well 
armed men could pull the job neatly, if the 
police guard were drawn away. The fake 
Captain Craig would see to that angle. 

Craig kept on going, wishing to heaven he 
had a gun in his fist. Then he heard a branch 
crackle and he ducked hastily. A man with a 
submachine-rifle cradled in one arm came into 
view. As he passed by Craig, the detective 
suddenly flung himself on the crook. 

He wound an arm about the throat, shoved 
a knee into the small of the back and used his 
other hand to prevent the crook from using the 
gun. The combined pressure of the knee and 
the arm finally choked the thug into half-
consciousness. Craig let go, spun the man 
around, then smacked him on the jaw. 

He had made little noise. Now he had a 
submachine-gun with which to fight. Things 
were looking up. Abruptly they looked down 
again, into the stygian darkness of utter 
despair.  

As he bent to pick up the rifle, four men 
closed in on him. Four guns covered him. 
Craig groaned, straightened and elevated his 
hands.  

“It’s that bloody cop,” one of the thugs 
snarled. “Okay, this time he gets it. We’re 
lucky the boss ordered ten men to handle this 
job. We can leave Mack here to watch the 

flatfoot. Mack, you keep your roscoe on him 
every minute, understand? When we bust into 
the joint, we send a spray of lead into the 
ceiling. When them shots go off, you let this 
copper have it right through his thick head.” 

 
CHAPTER V 

 
KILLER’S MISTAKE 

 
TORMY Craig was forced over to a tree, 
compelled to sit down with his back 

against it. The thug named Mack took up a 
position directly in front and kept his gun 
trained on Craig’s chest. The rest of the gang 
appeared. At a signal from the leader, they 
began moving forward. Craig’s wrist-watch 
indicated that the zero hour was only two 
minutes away. 

Then he heard a shout, the roar of a motor. 
A car shot out of the driveway and headed 
down the street. Someone began shouting 
orders. Craig figured it must be the crook who 
had taken his own place. 

“After them—it’s the whole gang! I 
smoked ‘em out of the garage. Nail ‘em—not 
one must get away!”  

Sirens started then and other cars roared 
away. Craig emitted a low groan. The police 
guards had been cleverly manipulated out of 
the way. He played with a tempting idea. By 
forcing Mack to shoot, he’d be able to warn 
the people in the house of impending trouble. 
But then he’d be killed. The thugs were so 
ready to strike now that they’d simply rush in 
and accomplish their purpose. 

Then the thug Craig had knocked out 
abruptly stirred and moaned. He was lying on 
the grass just behind Mack. The gunman heard 
the sound and half-turned his head. Craig 
tensed, but Mack grinned mockingly and kept 
on watching him. The thug who was gradually 
recovering consciousness managed to get to 
his feet, but his senses refused to orient 
themselves. He stumbled around blindly. 

Mack heard him and gave a grunt of 
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exasperation, hedged himself out of the way. 
For one split-second he was off balance. Craig 
came out of a sitting position like a catapulted 
missile. Mack’s gun went off. As if it had 
been a signal, a machine-gun chattered 
somewhere in or near the house.  

Craig sent Mack backward, pinned the 
gun-hand to the ground and methodically beat 
the man into unconsciousness. He arose, 
swung a right hook to the jaw of the second 
crook who had previously been dazed. Then 
Craig picked up Mack’s gun and began 
running. He knew he was heading straight into 
extreme danger, but he gave no thought to it. 

He reached an open French window and 
saw the guests lined up against the farther wall 
under the watchful eyes of two thugs armed 
with machine-guns. Craig drew a bead on one 
of the thugs and fired. The crook was whipped 
around by the impact of the slug. His gun 
dropped.  

The second man turned, too, and his 
machine-gun spat death. The bullets whipped 
through the open window like hail, but Craig 
wasn’t there. The instant after he fired, he 
took half a dozen long jumps which took him 
to another window. He raised himself on 
tiptoe, spotted the crook firing through the 
French door and drew a head on him.  

The bullet smashed the window and hit the 
thug high in the chest. He swayed drunkenly. 
Several guests, bolder than the others, swept 
forward and finished the job. Two of them 
picked up a rifle apiece, but the way they 
handled the guns indicated that they didn’t 
know which end would spit death. 

Craig went back to the French window, 
climbed through and held his arms straight out 
from his body.  

“I’m the real Captain Craig,” he explained. 
“Where are the rest of the crooks?” 

“Upstairs, cleaning out the display,” 
someone chattered hysterically.  

Craig took one of the rifles. He heard a 
shrill whistle. Six men came plunging down 
the staircase. The first four held bulging sacks, 

while the others covered their escape. Craig 
began shooting, but he was at a disadvantage. 
The gunmen halfway up the steps were able to 
fire from cover. 

Bullets banged into the wall and the floor 
around him. He took refuge behind a big, 
thick chair. While the bullets spattered, the 
loot-laden crooks reached the front door and 
went through it fast. 

 
UTSIDE there were several shots. As the 
gunmen on the steps started down, 

Craig’s eyes flashed and his throat gave vent 
to resounding roars. His gun went into action. 
One crook stumbled and fell. He didn’t move 
after he hit the floor. The other swung his gun 
around. Craig felt the smashing impact of a 
heavy bullet through his arm. His gun sagged, 
for he could no longer control the muscle of 
the wounded arm. 

The thug gave a nasty grin and leveled his 
rifle for the kill. As Craig got set to charge 
straight into the blistering fire, a fusillade of 
shots came from the porch. The thug went 
down, riddled with lead. 

Inspector Bennet and a horde of police 
barged in. Craig leaned weakly against the 
door frame and mustered a wan smile. Bennet 
was suddenly pushed aside and the mystery 
girl rushed up to Craig. 

“You’re hurt! Get him a doctor, 
somebody!”  

“Don’t bother,” Craig said. “I’ll be all 
right. Just tie it up. How did you get here?”  

“I saw the police chasing a car. I knew 
they’d been lured away, so I did what I 
believed was best. I phoned Inspector Bennet 
and he came right over.”  

Craig put his good arm around the girl’s 
waist and didn’t say anything for a moment. 
Then the signs of a storm began rising in his 
eyes. Attorney Lucas had entered the room, as 
cool as ever. Craig walked up to him. 

“Sutton,” the racket buster said, “is the 
guilty man. Everything points to him. Lucas, 
you’re a lawyer and a good witness. You’d 
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better come along and make a statement.” 
“Certainly,” Lucas agreed quickly. 
He hurried into the next room and 

emerged while slipping into his topcoat. He 
started to put on a pair of gloves. Craig lunged 
forward and yanked them out of Lucas’ hands. 

“Interesting gloves, eh, Lucas? You went 
to a lot of trouble getting them back. 
Remember when I borrowed them in Inspector 
Bennet’s anteroom, where Mrs. Wickham was 
murdered? You killed her. You’re behind this 
racket that preys on the charitable instincts of 
Americans. You framed everything you could 
on Sutton, but it’s no go. Mrs. Wickham 
apparently trusted you.  

“She confided that she had been made the 
goat by crooks who wanted to put on her 
charity show. She made you accompany her to 
Headquarters. You had no chance to silence 
her on the way, but you had to. If she had 
revealed the identities of the men who 
contacted her, they’d be picked up and they’d 
talk, implicating you.”  

“Just a minute!” Inspector Bennet cut in. 
“How could Lucas have strangled her? She 
was alive when he entered my office. Lucas 
never left for a second.”  

“You thought she was alive,” Craig 
answered. “He strangled her, supported her in 
that leather chair by propping pillows at her 
back. He also pulled out the removable seat 
cushion a bit, so she’d be likely to fall off the 
chair. That would give him an alibi. It 
happened that way, too. I knew whoever had 
killed her wore gloves, so I induced Lucas to 
hand me his. I had immediately suspected 
him. Mrs. Wickham had been dead for at least 
fifteen minutes when we found her. 

“The bruises on her throat wouldn’t have 
appeared until that time had elapsed. She was 
given to wearing considerable make-up and 
her throat was coated with powder. Some of it 
came off on Lucas’ gloves. He realized this 
after I got them and he was afraid I might 
subject them to an analysis in the lab. That 
was why he sent those hired mugs of his—to 

get the gloves back.” 
 

E PRESSED a handkerchief to the 
wound and grinned weakly. 

“You’re being very funny,” Lucas said 
angrily. “I haven’t laid eyes on you since you 
left Inspector Bennet’s office.”  

“True, but the men you hired did. They got 
the gloves and turned them back to you. 
Probably the fake Captain Craig did that. 
Then, too, if you are entirely innocent, why 
didn’t you reveal the fake Captain Craig as an 
impostor? Of all the guests here, you alone 
knew me. Your men were just a little careless. 
They were afraid to kill a cop because cop-
killers never get away. They tried to murder 
me and make it look like an accident, but I got 
clear.”  

“I challenge you to prove it!” Lucas 
snapped.  

Craig grinned. “All right. When did you 
see Jack Sutton last?”  

Lucas wrinkled his forehead. 
“Why, not since a day or two ago.”  
“Ah!” Craig cried triumphantly. “Then 

how come you’ve got his gloves? Take a look 
inside the right one. It has Sutton’s name 
sewed there. Your men bungled the works, 
Lucas. I swiped a pair of Sutton’s gloves to 
check them, too. They were the ones your men 
took. Your pair never left my pocket. 
Furthermore, Sutton couldn’t have been 
involved. Mrs. Wickham hired him to conduct 
another charity affair, just before she was 
murdered. I can’t prove that, but everything 
else will hold water.”  

“I can.” The girl stepped forward, “Sutton 
was hired by me. Mrs. Wickham even had 
printed cancellations for her first party. They 
were ready to be mailed, but she held up the 
mailing when she decided to go through with 
the affair under Sutton’s handling. I know 
because I phoned him. I also know the names 
of the men who first approached her in 
connection with the original affair.”  

“Then you—” Craig began in an awed 

H
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voice. 
“Yes, I’m Jan Ashley. My real name is 

Janice, but everyone calls me Jan. In one 
breath, Captain Craig, you praised me for 
leaving a clever clue and in the next you told 
me I was stupid. That was why I didn’t reveal 
my identity. I wanted to make you eat those 
words.”  

“Consider them eaten,” Craig answered 
wryly. He led the girl away while Lucas was 
bustled out of the house. “I’m really sorry. 
This whole thing would have fizzled out 
except for you.” 

 

ANICE ASHLEY made him sit down and 
told a servant to get a doctor. 
“It hasn’t been so lucky fur me, though,” 

she said. “I’m out of a job.”  
Craig took her hand. 
“Look, Jan, you’re a whiz of a cop. Why 

don’t you really become one? A policewoman, 
I mean. I could have you assigned to the 
Racket Squad. Honestly we need a woman in 
that spot. I’ve been thinking of it for weeks.”  

“And take orders from you?” Janice 
teased. Then she smiled gently. “I think that 
would be rather nice.” 
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