
 Popular Detective, June 1943  

 Shining steel went streaking toward the gunmen

Deadline for Murder 
By NORMAN A. DANIELS 

Clear, Keen Deduction, and Not Romany Second Sight, Leads Orlando, 
Gypsy Detective, to the Lair of a Scheming Political Murder Band! 

E WAS middle-aged, slender, well-dressed 
and obviously worried. As he walked along 
the streets of Fairlawn, a city of about a 

hundred and fifty thousand, he didn’t seem aware 
of the people who passed close by him, not even 
those who spoke and, receiving no answer, 
frowned. Alan Harvey had never been considered 
high-hat. 

Harvey stopped mainly because he was tired 
and walking didn’t seem to do much good. He 
repeated to himself for the twentieth time in as 
many minutes, that there was no answer to his 

problem. Death usually made all the answers to 
such a predicament as his own. 

Then Harvey became aware of a lithe, dark-
featured, black-eyed man who leaned in the 
doorway of a small store. Harvey’s eyes glanced 
through the windows and he shrugged. Another of 
those foolish gypsy bands, camped in Fairlawn 
until the authorities got sick of seeing them around. 
A fortune-telling shop, no less. Harvey wondered if 
he would ban such out-and-out fakes when he 
became district attorney—if he ever did. 

“Good evening, my friend.” The gypsy spoke 
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and his voice was well-modulated, pleasant, and 
cultured. “You are in trouble. Why not enter? 
Perhaps the future holds more promising things 
than you think.” 

Harvey openly scoffed at the suggestion, but 
then, with a derisive glance, he did walk in. At least 
this might take things off his mind. Surely it 
wouldn’t hurt him. 

He sat down at a small table on which rested a 
crystal ball, now covered with a piece of red silk. 
The gypsy sat down opposite him. Harvey found 
that the man’s stare was not unfriendly, yet 
searching. 

“The fee,” the gypsy said slowly, “will not be 
considered in this case, Mr. Alan Harvey.” 

“Oh—thanks. . . . Say, how did you know my 
name?” 

The gypsy made a picturesque gesture with one 
hand and his shoulders. 

“You came to be informed, my friend. There are 
grave difficulties ahead of you. So grave you 
cannot see your way clear of them. Perhaps I can 
help you. They say that Orlando sometimes assists 
those who believe and trust in him. What shall it 
be, Mr. Harvey—the cards, tea leaves, phrenology? 
Or perhaps you prefer palm reading? Please let me 
see your hand.” 

 
ARVEY thrust his hand across the table, 
allowing the wrist to rest on the top of the 

crystal ball. It felt icy cold. The gypsy, who had 
called himself Orlando, held Harvey’s fingers in a 
strong grasp. 

“Ah, yes,” he said, “the trouble is evident in 
your palm. You have been mentioned as the new 
district attorney in this crime-ridden city. The 
people call for an honest man and you are honest, 
my friend. That fact is deeply etched.” 

“Tell me”—Harvey forgot himself and the 
skepticism he always attached to these things—
“will I become district attorney?” 

Orlando let go of his hand. “I am sorry. The past 
and the present I am allowed to tell, but the laws of 
this state say that he who foretells the future 
commits a heinous crime. You would not have me 
break the law? Perhaps if you tell me your 
troubles—as much of them as you care to state—I 
may help you. At least your mind will be relieved 
of a burden that has grown far too big for it.” 

Harvey leaned back in the chair and glanced 
over at the door. Orlando got up, closed and locked 

it. Harvey kept stroking his chin. 
“I don’t know why in the world I should tell you 

anything. You’re a gypsy and gypsies are—well, 
they are not to be trusted in any matters at all. You 
come to a town like this, stay here long enough to 
bamboozle fools who believe in this rot, then you 
run for it.” 

Orlando showed straight, white teeth in a smile. 
“You are quite right, Mr. Harvey. But we have 

always been nomads. You have settled down and 
have a son. Four years old now, isn’t he? Why did 
you start like that when I mentioned your son? 
Wait—I know! Something has placed your family 
in grave danger. So grave that you cannot help 
them. What is it? Tell me!” 

Harvey looked straight into Orlando’s coal-
black eyes. He felt as though he had to tell this 
strange man what was on his mind. Still staring at 
the gypsy, he talked slowly and sometimes so low 
that Orlando had to bend his head to catch the 
words. 

“My best friend, Donald Eldridge, placed my 
name before a committee to select the next district 
attorney. Election is certain, because the people are 
calling for reform. I was only too glad to accept. 
Now, things have changed. I—don’t know what I 
can do about it either. I—I’ve been ordered to kill a 
man. Murder a man! Do you know what that 
means?” 

Orlando leaned across the table. “And your wife 
and son are being held hostage to insure that you 
carry out the orders given you. Whom are you 
supposed to kill, my friend? Who made these 
demands upon you?” 

Harvey was beginning to perspire. This black-
eyed man seemed to know everything. It was 
bordering on the uncanny. 

“I don’t know how you guessed all this,” he 
answered. “It’s true—only too true. My wife and 
son were kidnapped yesterday. Before I could 
spread an alarm, a man visited me at my home. He 
told me it would do no good to call the police 
because then my family would die instantly. He 
claimed that he acted under orders and not of his 
own free will, that he was also under some terrible 
obligation to the man or men behind this scheme. 
He told me that tonight—within the next two 
hours—I must shoot a man to death. That man is 
my best friend, the one who nominated me to the 
office I now want. Donald Eldridge.” 
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RLANDO relaxed again. 

loaded
“And in your left hip pocket there is a gun, 

 and ready,” he observed. “You will sacrifice 
your friend to save your wife and son. That is not 
extraordinary. But haven’t you thought to outwit 
these men? Perhaps you might conspire with this 
Eldridge to trick them.” 

“No—no. What’s the use? Those devils know 
every move I make. I started for the police station 
this noon. I was determined to get aid. A man 
brushed past me and whispered just a few words. If 
I entered the police station, I would find my wife 
and son at home when I returned. They would be—
dead. In heaven’s name, man, can’t you see the 
position I’m in?” 

Orlando arose slowly. “You have been frank 
with me. That is because you trust me. Therefore, I 
will help you—all that I can. First of all you will 
give me the gun. Now—please.” 

Orlando held out his hand and Harvey thrust a 
snub-nosed automatic into it. 

“I promise this,” Orlando said. “If we are both 
outwitted, I shall return the gun and you may do as 
you wish with it. First, we shall visit Eldridge.” 

“But why?” Harvey asked. “To tell him I’m 
going to shoot him as he leaves the doors of the 
Imperial Theater tonight?” 

Orlando smiled and shook his head. “Ah, no—
to find out who hates Eldridge so much that he 
demands his life. A selfish, cautious man we shall 
discover, too—one who forces another to work his 
will. Eldridge should know. Let me handle it.” 

Harvey hesitated. He didn’t know quite what to 
do about this strange man who seemed to know 
everything. Then Orlando stepped before him. 
Black, savage eyes burned into his own. Harvey 
shivered, picked up his hat and went out with the 
gypsy. He didn’t see how anybody could have 
resisted the man. 

After all, what did it matter, anyhow? He had to 
commit a murder unless something happened to 
help him. Why not depend upon this gypsy, this 
wanderer who seemed to inspire confidence? 
Harvey suddenly discovered that a great weight had 
been lifted from his soul. Even his steps were brisk 
as they hurried to Eldridge’s office. 

Eldridge, like Harvey, was an attorney. A sleek, 
gray-haired man with finely chiseled features and 
clear eyes. He was seated at his desk, working on a 
speech. As Harvey and Orlando entered, Eldridge 
carefully folded the speech and tucked it into a 

briefcase. He arose and smiled. 
“Glad to see you, Harvey. No time to talk, 

though. I’m addressing the South End Political 
Rally in just fifteen minutes and I need most of that 
time to reach the theater.” 

“You’ve got to listen!” Harvey said hoarsely. 
“Something’s happened. It—it’s horrible.” 

“Threats?” Eldridge’s eyes narrowed. “Look 
here, Harvey, I thought you were a man of courage, 
with plenty of nerve. Certainly there’ll be threats—
many of them. You’re fighting a combination of 
crooks. They’ll do all in their power to stop your 
election, but we’ll win. We can’t lose. The people 
want a change from Henry Meeker, our present 
D.A. That weakling buries his head in the sand 
every time a crook so much as looks at him. Forget 
it, Harvey. Before the first year of your term is up, 
you’ll be laughing at these threats.” 

“I am sorry.” Orlando moved forward a step. 
“This does not happen to be a laughing matter, Mr. 
Eldridge. You see, it concerns you as well as Mr. 
Harvey. There is a plot afoot to kill you.” 

“Nonsense!” 
 

LDRIDGE walked over to a chair and 
removed the coat and vest of a gray suit. He 

put these on. 
“And I haven’t time to listen,” he said hastily. 

“Got to make this speech. I—say, who the devil are 
you? A gypsy! Harvey, what’s the meaning of 
this?” 

“Well, I—this is Orlando. He is a gypsy and he 
also happens to be my friend. He thought you 
should know about all this—” 

“What Mr. Harvey is trying to say,” Orlando cut 
in smoothly, “is that the plot to murder you is a 
cleverly planned thing. You might find it difficult 
to dodge the outcome.” 

Eldridge frowned. “What business is it of 
yours? And didn’t you know that we don’t tolerate 
gypsies in this town? I’ll admit you’re different. 
My conception of your kind has always been that 
you are an unpleasant, nomadic race. An alien tribe 
of thieves, but you—I just can’t place you.” 

Orlando bowed slightly. “Accept my thanks. 
Coming from you, those words are indeed a 
compliment. Yes, it is true that my race does not 
bear a good reputation. Yet, like many gypsies, I 
am an American. Born here of American parents. I 
have been to college. I could have become a 
lawyer, as you are.” 
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“Bosh!” Eldridge donned a light gray hat. 
“Listen to me,” Orlando said so sharply that 

Eldridge gave a slight start. “I have not yet 
finished. We gypsies are not like your people. 
There is something in our blood that compels us to 
move on and on. New horizons. New people, fresh 
opportunities. And yet when we find those 
opportunities, we thrust them aside and move on 
again. Don’t ask why—it goes too far back in 
history. But we digress. I merely wished to point 
out that sometimes the reputation of a race does not 
always picture them properly. Now back to your 
safety, Mr. Eldridge. Someone hates you enough to 
wish your life. Perhaps you can name the man.” 

Eldridge handed Harvey a gray topcoat. 
“Help me on with it, like a good fellow. Ah—

thanks. . . . Say, how do I look, all in gray? It’s a 
special outfit I bought purposely for the rally I’m 
going to address. Gray gives me—ah—well, a 
distinguished appearance, don’t you think?” 

“Please, Eldridge,” Harvey begged. “You’re 
taking this too lightly. Orlando knows what he’s 
talking about. I’d like to tell you the whole truth 
about it. The man behind this plot won’t kill you 
himself. Someone else is being forced to do it.” 

Eldridge put both hands firmly on Harvey’s 
shoulders. 

“I’ve been telling you all along that acceptance 
of this job means threats, maybe even actual 
attempts on your life. They are afraid of you, 
Harvey. These rotten crooks who control the city 
can’t afford to have an honest man in the D.A.’s 
office. We all know the mob is headed by some 
mysterious figure—a super-crook who will go to 
any extremes to keep you out of office. They won’t 
succeed. They can’t because the city needs you. 
You’re honest. I’ve known you for fifteen years, 
and so has almost everyone in town. We’ll rout 
those crooks in the end. Meanwhile don’t pay 
attention to their threats. 

“This mysterious super-crook,” Orlando said 
thoughtfully. “You must have some idea who he 
is.” 

“We’ve got ideas all right,” Harvey groaned. 
“But you can’t send men to prison on suspicion. 
Peter Varela is too smart—and I’m not even 
positive he’s the real head of the crooks.” 

 
LANCING at his wristwatch, Eldridge 
grabbed the briefcase and headed for the door. 

“Sorry, gentlemen, but these meetings won’t 

wait. I’ll put you across, tonight, Harvey. Soon as 
the rally is over, we’ll get together and talk about 
this—this crazy attempt on my life. Stop worrying. 
I can take good care of myself. Sorry to hurry you 
away, but I’ve got to lock up.” 

Eldridge left them in front of the building and 
drove away in his own car. Orlando shoved both 
hands into his trousers pockets and faced Harvey. 

“A willful, impatient man, this Mr. Eldridge. 
Cool, too. An ordinary person would have jumped 
in alarm if he heard of a threat against his life. But 
Eldridge—he was more interested in showing off 
his pretty gray suit, hat and topcoat.” 

“I wanted to tell him the whole truth—that it is I 
who am supposed to murder him,” Harvey said 
soberly. “I couldn’t. I’m afraid—for my family. 
I’m not a coward though, Orlando. You must 
believe that, but how can a man fight something he 
can’t see?” 

“Wait,” Orlando said suddenly. “Eldridge is 
your friend. The crooks must know this and realize 
you need much persuasion to kill him. Therefore, it 
is probable they will send another emissary to warn 
you again. We shall go to your house. Quickly, 
eh?” 

Orlando did not wait for a reply. He grabbed 
Harvey’s arm and they walked briskly to his home. 
Slightly more than an hour remained before Harvey 
was to murder his best friend. Orlando was 
worried, though he didn’t show it. 

They were walking up the path to the front 
porch when suddenly Orlando gave Harvey a shove 
over a low hedge. The gypsy ducked, too, and held 
Harvey down in the dark shadows. 

“Someone—on the left side of your house,” he 
whispered. “A man who seems to be waiting for us. 
Remain here. We shall see to him at once.” 

Orlando crawled on his belly, reached a thick 
lilac bush and studied the form lying prone on the 
ground. At first glance it seemed as though the man 
was just trying to keep hidden, then Orlando saw 
that he didn’t move at all. The gypsy sped toward 
him, knelt, then called to Harvey. 

“It is a messenger boy,” he explained. “I am 
afraid his skull is fractured. Go into the house 
quickly—call for an ambulance. He is badly 
injured.” 

While Harvey sped to comply with those 
instructions, Orlando searched the unconscious 
messenger. He carried no telegrams, but in one 
pocket was a route sheet. There had been a wire 
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meant for Harvey, and not signed for. This 
messenger boy had been badly injured simply to 
insure the fact that Harvey wouldn’t get the wire. 

Indications were that the messenger boy had 
been hit by a car just in front of the house and the 
hit-and-run driver had thrown him behind a thick 
bush. But before complete unconsciousness had 
overcome him, he had managed to crawl to this 
more exposed spot. 

Harvey shouted something from the house. 
Orlando rushed up to the porch. 

“The phone—it won’t work!” Harvey cried. 
Orlando hurried inside. The phone wire was 

dead. Harvey sat down and ran fingers through his 
hair. 

“We can’t stall any longer,” he said dully. 
“What am I going to do? I can’t shoot Eldridge, 
and yet I—I can’t allow those crooks to murder my 
wife and son! Orlando, what’s the answer to all 
this?” 

“Hush,” Orlando cautioned. “Someone is 
coming. I hope it is a man from those crooks and I 
also pray he did not see the messenger boy out 
there.” 

 
HE doorbell buzzed. Harvey got up, received a 
curt nod from Orlando, and walked to the door. 

Orlando quietly disappeared into another room. 
Harvey admitted a short, pig-eyed individual who 
had a perpetual sneer on his face. 

“You know what I’m here for,” the caller stated 
shortly. “It ain’t my idea, and I don’t even know 
what it’s all about, but if you don’t go through with 
the orders—blooey! That’s all I’m supposed to say, 
but the guys who sent me are tough babies. Plenty 
tough.” 

He turned and walked out. Orlando rushed up to 
Harvey. 

“You must start for the theater at once. Find a 
telephone and call an ambulance for the messenger 
boy. Pretend to obey those instructions you just 
received. Act as they might expect you to—and 
above all, have courage, my friend. 

Orlando’s black eyes searched deep into 
Harvey’s soul. Then the gypsy was gone. Harvey 
shuddered. It was bad enough to take those 
murderous orders from a gang of crooks, but if this 
Orlando ever headed them, if he ever directed a 
campaign of crime, there would be no stopping 
him. 

Orlando picked up the trail of the crook who 

had come to warn Harvey. The man was moving 
fast, but Orlando had no difficulty in keeping up 
with him. They passed through a well-lighted street 
and the man stopped, presumably to stare into a 
store window. Orlando drew back into a doorway. 
His lips pursed and he gave a low whistle. 

Two men, swarthy and smiling, crossed the 
street from the other side. Orlando gave them quiet 
instructions. One of them took Orlando’s place. 
Before the gang’s messenger reached his 
destination no less than seven gypsies had trailed 
him. The last, who followed right up to the 
farmhouse which the man entered, was Ricardo, a 
youth of about nineteen. 

The young fellow crouched in a dark spot, 
waited until the messenger had been inside a few 
moments, then crept on all fours toward a lighted 
window. He raised himself slightly to peer inside. 
Ricardo was a gypsy, with remarkable instinct and 
excellent hearing, but the men who leaped upon 
him where also cunning in the art of silent 
approach. Ricardo went down under the impact of a 
gun-butt. 

Orlando, meanwhile, hurried to the gypsy camp. 
It was a neat array of trucks and gaudy tents. A girl, 
black-eyed and raven-haired, wearing the long, 
flowing skirt and many-hued bodice of a gypsy, 
came running toward him. He held her in his arms 
for a moment. 

“Carmencita,” he said softly, “I have not seen 
you since this morning. That is too long for gypsy 
lovers to be parted, eh?” 

“Much too long, Orlando.” She smiled at him. 
“But there is something wrong. Ricardo came early 
this evening. He said you locked the store, and 
went out with a man. Orlando, what is it? Must you 
always be in danger every place we camp?” 

Orlando shrugged and lifted her off her feet. 
“Why not? Excitement is the spice of life and 

you enjoy it, Carmencita. Just as much as I do. But 
we cannot waste time. If we fail, a man will 
become a murderer tonight. Listen closely—you 
must do this at once. Put on a plain dress. Go to the 
telegraph office and tell them you are Alan 
Harvey’s secretary and he has sent you for the 
message their boy could not deliver before he met 
with an accident. Meet me in front of the Imperial 
Theater no later than ten-thirty. On your way.” 

 
IFTEEN minutes later one of the men who had 
been out trailing came into camp and reported. 
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Orlando heard him out, listened to him describe the 
farmhouse, and how Ricardo had approached it and 
not been seen again. 

Orlando’s eyes flashed danger signals. He 
climbed into a battered old car and rolled away 
toward the house to which the crook had been 
trailed. He left the car down the road. 

Alone, Orlando headed up the lane toward the 
farmhouse where the gangsters were hiding. He 
whistled a cheerful gypsy tune, ages old. His hands 
were in his pockets and his head was high. 

Suddenly two men leaped from behind him. 
Guns pressed against his ribs. Orlando smiled 
pleasantly at them and made no effort to resist 
while they searched his pockets. They found no 
trace of a weapon, grabbed his arms, and hustled 
him into the house. 

The man who had visited Harvey’s home came 
forward, scowled at Orlando and nodded. 

“That’s the gypsy we was supposed to have 
nailed—not the kid in the other room. I been sayin’ 
that for an hour. Just wait till Varela hears of this! 
You ought to know what he does where there’s a 
slip-up. You been workin’ for him long enough, 
haven’t you?” 

“So you have another prisoner.” Orlando was no 
longer smiling. “It would be well to let me see him. 
If he has been hurt—” 

One of the men hit Orlando across the mouth 
with the back of his hand and those two guns 
jabbed him painfully. He was pushed toward a back 
room. Inside was another of the gangsters and, tied 
to a chair, was Ricardo. His black eyes taunted his 
captors, but there were livid marks on his face, and 
blood caked his hair. 

“You were too ambitious, Ricardo,” Orlando 
said in reproof. “You must learn to follow orders.” 

“Wait a minute,” one of the men snarled. “What 
is this? A setup? Look, you bum gypsy, if any of 
your pals show, you and the kid get it first.” 

Orlando paid no attention to him, nor to the 
guns that were trained on his back by the four 
crooks. He walked slowly forward, looked down at 
Ricardo, and gently moved a forelock of hair to see 
the wound on the boy’s scalp. 

Then he did a strange thing. From the back of 
Ricardo’s head, he yanked away a dozen strands of 
black hair. Slowly he rolled these into a fine braid. 

“The boy”—he turned toward the crooks—“is 
badly injured. We gypsies have our own methods 
of healing and I am going to help the boy. Shoot, if 

you dare!” 
One of the men cursed and raised his gun 

slightly. The thug who had visited Harvey brushed 
the weapon aside. 

“Aw, let him have fun,” he sneered. “We ain’t 
ready to scram yet anyhow, and once we start 
shooting—well, this ain’t going to be a very 
healthy spot.” 

Orlando apparently heard nothing of this 
conversation. He knelt, made a tiny circle of the 
human hair and laid this on the floor. Then he 
calmly unbuttoned his shirt, drew out a small 
leather sac which was suspended around his neck 
by a fine gold chain. He dumped a gray powder 
into the circle of human hair, created six small 
mounds of the powder outside the circle, and kept 
muttering under his breath while he worked. 

The four crooks moved closer, engrossed in 
Orlando’s strange rites. The gypsy sat back on his 
heels, slowly reached into a pocket and drew out a 
match. 

“The four of you,” he said stonily, “have 
automatically written your own future. Who harms 
a gypsy boy, harms himself in the same degree. 
With the charm I shall cure him, but nothing can 
help you.” 

 
RLANDO lit the match, applied it to one of 
the small mounds of powder and it began to 

burn slowly. He arose, towering above the quartet 
of grinning thugs. 

“Gypsies,” he intoned, “believe in curses. For 
what you have done to my friend, I should bring 
one down upon you.” 

His two arms rose high and poised like the 
talons of a hungry beast at the kill. There was a 
slight explosion on the floor. All of the powder 
ignited suddenly and a cloud of heavy, white 
smoke rose up like a shield. 

Two of the thugs leaped toward Orlando. The 
other pair were caught in the middle of the 
chemical-made fog and blundered about helplessly. 
Orlando’s arms, still held high, suddenly moved, 
almost faster than the eye could follow. From 
Orlando’s sleeves, two pieces of shining steel went 
streaking toward the pair of gunmen. Both knives 
were well aimed and took instant effect. 

The pair dropped their guns and screamed. As 
the other two came out of the smoke fog Orlando 
seized one, lifted him high before the crook could 
even pull trigger. The thug sailed across the room, 
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hit the wall and went down with a thud. He didn’t 
move again. 

The fourth man wheeled and started running 
toward the door. Orlando plunged into that half of 
the room filled with smoke. When the crook 
reached the exit, he found it blocked by the suavely 
smiling gypsy. The crook fired one shot, and 
missed by a couple of feet. Orlando had gone into a 
crouch that turned to a leap. He brought down the 
thug, kicked the gun out of his hand, and 
dispatched him with a hard blow straight to the jaw. 

Working fast, he hurried to where the two 
wounded crooks lay. Orlando freed his knives, 
gathered up the guns and hurled them through a 
window. Then he cut Ricardo loose. 

“Go to the camp—swiftly,” he ordered. “Stay 
there and next time do not be so impetuous.” 

Orlando ran to where he had left his car, slid 
behind the wheel and started burning the road back 
to town. 

The clock on the dash measured the minutes and 
Orlando watched it almost as much as he did the 
road. On screeching tires, he turned a corner 
sharply, maneuvered between a bus and a sedan, 
shot to the left, then straightened out again. As his 
foot reached for the brake pedal, a clock sounded 
the half hour. Deadline—for murder! 

Orlando leaped from the car, rushed into the 
theater and practically fought a path through the 
crowds that were leaving. He reached the side aisle, 
ran down it and arrived backstage. With only a 
glance to tell him where the stage door was, he 
went on. 

A man wearing a light gray topcoat and a gray 
hat was hurrying out. As he stepped into the alley, 
Orlando leaped for him. A gun cracked once. 
Orlando swung a mighty fist. The man in gray went 
down and didn’t move. Somewhere a police whistle 
shrilled. 

Alan Harvey, staggering like a drunken man, 
came down the alley. Orlando reached his side and 
with a single movement of his hand, wrenched the 
gun from Harvey’s grasp. He hastily wiped the 
butt, dropped the weapon beside the man in gray, 
then rushed Harvey out of the alley. 

 
HEY didn’t get far. Police in droves descended 
on the scene. 

“I—got another gun,” Harvey mumbled. “I—” 
“Say nothing—not a word,” Orlando whispered. 
He stood on tiptoe to look over the heads of the 

crowd. Now he saw her, a girl with a swirling mass 
of black hair elbowing her way toward him. 
Carmen! She was out of breath and wide-eyed with 
excitement. 

“The telegram,” she panted. “It is from 
Harvey’s wife. She was kidnapped, but released in 
Dayton. She and the boy have not been harmed.” 

“What did you say?” Harvey’s voice cracked. 
“What did you say about my wife?” 

“Walk over to the left,” Orlando told him. 
“There are too many ears in this spot.” 

As they moved away, they saw Eldridge come 
out of the stage entrance and stop dead beside the 
form of the man in gray. Harvey licked his lips. 

“But that—that’s Eldridge! I—I thought—good 
heavens, I killed the wrong man!” 

“You killed no one,” Orlando told him. “The 
man in gray, who sleeps so uncomfortably on the 
ground, is Varela, the man whom Eldridge and you 
believe to be head of the gangs in this town. He is 
not—no more than you are a murderer. I hit Varela 
on the chin, just before you fired. The bullet went 
wild.” 

Eldridge was talking loudly. 
“Who killed this man? I know he’s a member of 

the mobs, but it’s still murder. Who killed him?” 
Harvey looked from Orlando to Carmen. “I 

don’t understand,” he mumbled. “Eldridge thinks 
the man is dead. Why?” 

Orlando smiled. “Because you will notice that 
Eldridge now wears a brown topcoat and a black 
hat. When he left the office, he was dressed as 
Varela is now clad. You fired at a man in a gray 
coat and hat because you thought he was Eldridge.” 

“Yes—yes, I did. But this girl mentioned 
something about my wife.” 

“Ah, yes, your wife,” Orlando said. “Remember 
the unfortunate messenger boy? He was bringing a 
wire from your wife. Eldridge did not mean for you 
to get that wire until it was too late—until the 
deadline for murder had passed and you had acted. 

“The real leader of all these gangs is Eldridge—
the man who mentioned your name for district 
attorney. He did that as a grand gesture, never 
thinking you’d accept. But to his surprise you did 
and he found he must do something about it. 

“Varela has been Eldridge’s lieutenant in crime 
and was becoming too powerful. So Eldridge saw a 
way to remove him and you at the same time. Your 
wife and son were kidnapped. They were then 
released in Dayton. By the time they contacted you, 
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this would have been over. Eldridge cut your phone 
wires. Then, after you had been arrested for 
murder, your wife’s story of kidnapping would 
have sounded fantastic—like the story of a woman 
who is trying to help her husband. Your son is too 
young to know what this is all about. 

“It is simple. You would have killed Varela, a 
known gangster, and a potential enemy of yours. 
Eldridge would have denied knowing anything 
about your being forced to murder. He refused to 
listen in the office. He made sure you would 
remember his gray clothing. I suspected him then. 
But it is over now. Your wife and son are not 
harmed.” 

“They are safe?” Harvey marveled. “This is no 
trick, Orlando? I’ve suspected you of many tricks. 
You knew so much.” 

Orlando grinned from ear to ear. 
“I know only what my eyes and ears tell me. 

You came into my little fortune-telling shop. You 
were in trouble. I knew it because you are a 
fastidious person, and yet your fingernails were 
pared down to the flesh. You’d torn them away in 
your anxiety. As for your identity—we gypsies 
almost always investigate the law in towns we 
work. I knew much about you, and about Eldridge 
as well. He was too suave, too certain of himself. 

“I was in town two years ago, when your 
present district attorney was elected. A weakling 
and a man with little conscience. Eldridge backed 
him, but he was afraid to back him again, so he 
proposed your name, not realizing you would 
accept. If you hadn’t, another weakling would have 
been nominated to the post, and Eldridge’s 
shirttails would have been clean. . . . Ah—Varela is 
awakening. Look at Eldridge. He knows what has 

happened. . . . Oh, no, you don’t!” 
Orlando’s last words were yelled. Eldridge was 

quietly trying to slip away. He saw Orlando 
approach, screeched an imprecation and went for a 
gun. Orlando leaped into a dive. His long arms 
grasped Eldridge’s shoulders and brought him 
down with a crash. Eldridge’s gun came out, but he 
did not fire it. Orlando smashed a straight jab to the 
face and Eldridge gave up. 

Varela, on his feet now, struggled in the grasp 
of two patrolmen. 

“Eldridge hid my hat and coat,” he was 
mumbling. “He made me take his. Then he ordered 
me to do something in a hurry—told me to leave by 
the stage door. It was a frame-up. He meant for me 
to be killed, the rat! He’s the real boss of this town. 
He runs every gambling den, every mob! And he’s 
worse than the lowest of us!” 

 
ARELA was still howling his accusations as 
Orlando and Carmen slipped away. They 

walked down the street with fast, eager strides. 
Carmen looked up at Orlando. 

“I am very glad for Mr. Harvey,” she said. “For 
his wife and son, too, my Orlando. But how do we 
profit by all this?” 

Orlando reached into his pocket and took out a 
wallet, thick with currency. 

“You know”—he raised his eyes heavenward—
“I swear by all the saints this is true. As I knocked 
Eldridge down, I saw this wallet on the ground. 
Naturally, I put it in my pocket. We are not wealthy 
people, Carmencita.” 

“And besides,” she declared impishly, “Eldridge 
will not have much use for this money—now.” 
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