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MURDER’S HANDYMAN 
By WOODROW WILSON SMITH 

When three of Paul Ogden’s relatives die—and he collects 
on their policies—Johnny Curtin decides to investigate! 

 
HE man who opened the door was 
tall, with a high forehead, a 
straight nose and rather large 

mouth. He had mild gray eyes that 
twinkled. 

“Well, well!” he said. “The corpse 
chaser.”  

“Hello, Mr. Drake,” Johnny Curtin 
said. “Yes, I’m here again. If I chase 
corpses, it’s because this family certainly 
has enough of them. May I come in?”  

Sidney Drake offered his hand. “Of 

course, Johnny. There has been another 
death and you do work for the insurance 
company. I’ve no hard feelings at all.”  

“Thanks,” Johnny Curtin said. “It’s 
nice having at least one friend.” They 
walked into the living room and sat down. 
Johnny went on. “I know that Paul Ogden 
is here. Just as he was present when his 
aunt died in Boston. As he was present 
when his wife died in Cleveland. Now his 
half-brother Harry Masters, is dead—he’s 
present again. Can you blame me for being 
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suspicious when all three deaths were of a 
violent nature?”  

Drake laughed. “Matter of fact, I’ve 
been expecting you to come. But, like the 
other times, Johnny, you’re wrong. I admit 
it seems to stretch coincidence a bit—three 
violent deaths with Paul profiting as main 
beneficiary in two and the sole beneficiary 
in his wife’s death.”  

Johnny put his brief case on the floor 
beside his chair. “I’ve already talked to the 
detectives who investigated. This time the 
victim was burned to death. Paul doesn’t 
grow monotonous, at any rate.”  

Drake’s smile faded. “Johnny, you’re 
wrong again. Dead wrong. Paul didn’t kill 
his half-brother any more than he 
murdered his wife or his aunt. This family 
has had a lot of bad luck.”  

“It will grow worse if I can manage it,” 
Johnny said. “The last two times I kept my 
suspicions to myself. This time I don’t 
have to, because the police have some 
doubts, too.”  

“I don’t know how the police can 
doubt. And even if there is anything 
suspicious, Paul couldn’t possibly have 
done it. He was with me the whole 
evening. Masters had been dead an hour 
when we got home.”  

Johnny Curtin tugged at his ear lobe, a 
habit that even annoyed himself. “Yes, I 
know all about it. You alibied him twice 
before. This is the third time and it looks 
as if you and Paul were in cahoots. Now 
wait—that was just voicing an opinion. 
The facts indicate something different. In 
the first place, you never profited a dime. 
Secondly, you have no particular love for 
Paul.”  

“I am simply Paul’s cousin,” Drake 
said slowly. “Nothing he has would ever 
become mine. I possess no reason to lie for 
him and I should refuse to do so. Yet—I 
would not lie to get him in trouble either.” 

 

OHNNY sighed. “This gets worse and 
worse for me. The police have a much 

easier time because each death happened 
at a different city where it was quickly 
closed and listed as accidental. But me—
well, your family likes my insurance 
company so much that every member has 
a very large policy with us and my boss 
thinks I’m slipping. It just doesn’t seem 
possible that death should strike three 
times, violently, at a limited group like 
this.” 

“But it has, and may not even stop 
with this last one, Johnny. Let me tell you 
about it. Paul liked his half-brother.”  

“He liked his aunt too, but she died. 
He liked his wife and she also died. I’d say 
Paul’s one and only love is money. Go 
ahead.”  

“You’re certainly on the warpath this 
time,” Drake observed dryly. “After Paul’s 
wife was killed in that auto accident, he 
came to New York to visit his half-
brother. Harry Masters was a nice fellow. 
Everyone liked him. Paul was his only 
relative and naturally Paul was the 
beneficiary. Masters had one bad habit. It 
was proved to the satisfaction of the 
police. He always lay down for a doze 
after dinner and invariably smoked a 
cigarette. Several times he darned near got 
burned up. This time he did.”  

“And Paul was where?”  
“Out with me. We’re a lonely family, 

Johnny. We don’t have much to do with 
other people and usually go out together. 
Paul and I went to a tavern where we had 
dinner and sat around drinking. At eight 
we started a game of chess. At ten we 
arrived home to find that Masters was 
dead. Burned very badly. His cigarette had 
set fire to an old comforter which he’d 
thrown over himself as he napped. 

“Paul was with you every moment at 
the tavern? He didn’t leave at all?”  
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Drake shrugged. “Only to go out and 
bring some beer now and then. We were in 
a private room at the rear of the bar, 
because we wanted a reasonable amount 
of quiet for our chess game. At no time 
was Paul gone more than three minutes 
and it would have taken him fifteen to 
reach this house and another fifteen to get 
back to the tavern.”  

“Well, that does it,” Johnny said. “I 
wonder how come every time Paul needed 
your alibi, both of you were in some 
tavern or cafe?”  

Drake laughed. “Because we like those 
kind of places. You spend a cheap evening 
there. I can’t afford to do much more than 
that and Paul doesn’t want to. Do you wish 
me to call him? He’s upstairs.”  

“You might as well.” Johnny reached 
for the brief case. “Only this time he’s 
going to get a surprise he won’t like.”  

Drake left the room. Johnny closed his 
eyes and thought back. Two and a half 
years ago, Paul Ogden’s aunt had 
mistakenly picked up the wrong medicine 
bottle and swallowed a poisonous pill 
instead of a medicine she was supposed to 
take. That had been in Boston.  

There’d been a slight amount of 
suspicion. Not so far as the police were 
concerned, but the aunt’s insurance policy 
had been substantial and Paul Ogden was 
the biggest beneficiary. 

The aunt had taken the pill at ten 
o’clock. At that hour and for ninety 
minutes afterwards, Paul Ogden and 
Sidney Drake had been at a cafe more than 
two miles from the house. Johnny, as chief 
investigator for the Royal National Life, 
had been assigned to make a routine 
check. There wasn’t anything to indicate 
murder so he approved the claim. 

Then, not quite a year later, Paul 
Ogden’s wife had gone over an 
embankment in her coupe and been 
instantly killed. Again Johnny had 

investigated because of the size of the 
policy. Again he learned that Paul and Sid 
Drake had been miles away, playing 
cribbage for drinks in a tavern. Johnny 
authorized payment of the claim because 
there was nothing else to do.  

Now death had struck again with Paul 
Ogden close by and profiting handsomely 
from this new victim. Johnny hadn’t liked 
the second episode. With this third one, he 
made up his mind to investigate 
completely.  

Paul Ogden entered the room with 
outstretched hand. He was a thirty-year-
old man with dark hair and eyes. A rather 
sallow complexion and a jaunty, restless 
way about him. There was no animosity in 
his attitude. 

“I’ve expected you, Mr. Curtin. You’re 
about three days late.” 

Johnny shook hands. “I was very busy 
sending a murderer to the electric chair. 
The police didn’t suspect him but I did and 
got the necessary evidence. Sorry if I 
disappointed you.” 

 
AUL sat down slowly. “I like to get 
these things over with. You know 

what happened of course. You always did 
go to the police first. You likewise are 
aware that, as before, Sid is my alibi. But 
I’m getting scared. Do you want to know 
why?”  

“I’d be more than casually interested.” 
Johnny eyed the man closely. 

“I think I’m jinxed. Why should three 
of my relatives—loved ones—die by 
violence in such a short space of time? 
After my wife was killed, I began 
thinking. I realized how fortunate I’d been 
in having someone to take my side and 
swear that I could not possibly have been 
involved. So, since my wife was killed, 
I’ve stuck close to Sid. I’ve been afraid to 
go anywhere without him.”  
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Johnny passed that off with a grunt. 
“I’m not approving the claim just yet, Mr. 
Ogden,” he said. “I intend to investigate it 
thoroughly. The first death, if it was 
murder, was cleverly handled. You knew 
your aunt always took a pill from a certain 
bottle and you could have switched so she 
got the poison. But to do so, you would 
have had to be at the house and switched 
the poison pills back into their regular 
bottle.”  

“And I couldn’t have done so and been 
at Sid’s side every moment,” Paul 
commented. 

“Your point,” Johnny admitted. “Then 
your wife went over that cliff. Yet she was 
a careful driver at all times and there was 
plenty of evidence that the car was out of 
control. Mechanically it was sound as a 
nut. Your wife was thrown clear at the 
moment the car started turning over. We 
couldn’t tell whether she’d been behind 
the wheel or seated beside a driver who 
was bent on murdering her, and who had 
jumped in time to save his own skin.”  

“But when the accident happened I 
was far away—With Sid again,” Paul said. 
“I guess I win the second point too. And 
would you mind telling me why payment 
of the claim was held up so long?”  

“I’ll tell you. At the autopsy it was 
discovered your wife had suffered a severe 
blow on top of the head. Just one blow 
without any scratches or multiple bruises, 
though the rest of her body was badly 
mangled. We thought maybe she’d been 
struck on the head and rendered 
unconscious before she was sent over the 
cliff.”  

Ogden closed his eyes and shuddered. 
“You make it sound so blood-thirsty. She 
was my wife, you know. Now we come to 
the death of my half-brother. How long 
will you hold up paying his insurance?”  

“Until I am perfectly satisfied he was 
not murdered. Which I am not as of now. 

There was one peculiar thing about that 
fire. Your half-brother was known to 
smoke in bed and be quite careless with 
cigarettes. But in cases of death due to 
such carelessness, the flames are usually 
confined to the area close to the victim’s 
head.”  

“I didn’t look very hard,” Ogden 
confessed. “It was rather ghastly.”  

“Your half-brother died of inhaling 
flames. Only the lower part of his body 
had been badly burned. The fire started 
near the foot of the bed. Yet, he was still 
holding a part of the cigarette between his 
fingers when they found him. How did the 
foot of the bed catch fire then?”  

Ogden’s forehead wrinkled deeply. 
“Mr. Curtin, I don’t blame you for being 
suspicious. In your place I’d be most 
careful before fifty thousand dollars was 
paid over. Take all the time you need.”  

“Thanks,” Johnny said dryly and arose. 
“I’ll see you later.”  

He left the house and drove his car to 
the Medical Examiner’s office. There he 
had a long talk with that official who 
proved doubtful about the manner of death 
but couldn’t help at all. 

“I’ve closed my books on the case, 
listing it as accidental death. I talked to 
three people who told me how Masters 
often went to sleep smoking a cigarette. In 
fact, he’d done so not three days before he 
died. Felix Sinclair told me that. He’s an 
uncle or something.”  

“That’s odd,” Johnny said. “Nobody 
mentioned this uncle to me when I was 
there. Where did he happen to be when 
Masters was killed?” 

“Out of town on some deal or other. 
He’s quite wealthy, I understand. And 
very close to Paul Ogden. Drake is 
associated with him in business.”  

“Hmm,” Johnny mused. “I wonder if 
our company, or any company, carries an 
insurance policy on him. With Ogden as 
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the beneficiary. I’d better find out.” 
 
HE Medical Examiner laughed. 
“You’ve certainly got Paul Ogden 

down as a killer.” 
“I know,” Johnny said. “But when you 

authorize the payment of two fifty-
thousand-dollar policies and another 
thirty-thousand-dollar policy with one man 
as the beneficiary, you naturally get 
suspicious.”  

Johnny phoned his company offices, 
but there was no record of a policy on 
Sinclair. He tried the Insurance Bureau 
where all policies of all companies are 
filed. Sinclair had a sixty-thousand-dollar 
policy on his life, and Paul Ogden was the 
sole beneficiary. At that moment Johnny 
wouldn’t have given more than two cents 
for Sinclair’s life. He got into contact with 
officers of the issuing company, gave them 
details and was promptly retained to look 
into the matter. 

Johnny went back to Ogden’s home. 
Drake met him at the door and called 
Sinclair down at once. Sinclair was about 
sixty, a crabbed looking individual with 
shifty eyes and none too graceful a temper. 
Johnny took him into the study and closed 
the door. 

“What I have to tell you is very 
important,” he said. “You know that Paul 
Ogden was paid large sums of money as 
beneficiary of two insurance policies and 
may get a third. Now I find that he is the 
beneficiary of a policy on your life. He got 
away with it, thoroughly, if he killed those 
other three people. I’m not saying he did 
as a direct accusation. There is no 
evidence and he is well alibied. But why 
take chances?”  

“What do you mean?” Sinclair asked. 
“Switch beneficiaries?”  

“Exactly. Ogden doesn’t need your 
money. He’s become rich from what he’s 
already collected. And if he is a killer, he 

will have no motive so far as you are 
concerned. It’s up to you.”  

Sinclair thought it over for awhile. “Of 
course this same idea has occurred to me, 
but you put it rather bluntly,” he said. “I 
don’t believe Paul is a triple murderer, but, 
as you say, why take chances. Yes, I’ll 
arrange to take care of the matter 
tomorrow. And I’ll tell Paul what I have 
done, too.”  

“I think you’re being smart,” Johnny 
said. “And to make certain you’ll be safe, 
I’ll try to keep Ogden’s alibi busy tonight. 
I mean Drake. There’s an experiment I 
want to try.” 

Drake was quite willing to help Johnny 
pass the evening away. Ogden had no 
objection and didn’t even resent the fact 
that Sinclair was going to switch 
beneficiaries. 

At nine o’clock Drake and Johnny 
entered the tavern where Ogden had been 
when his half-brother was burned to death. 
They got the same back room and sat 
down to play cribbage. Johnny turned 
down the idea of chess on the plea that he 
wasn’t good enough at it.  

Drake shuffled the cards. “Anything 
you like, Johnny, but I warn you this may 
cost you a lot of dough. The loser always 
buys the drinks and chess games last a lot 
longer than cribbage games.”  

Johnny lost the first game and went out 
to the bar for two bourbons and two beers. 
They drank these slowly, while playing the 
second game. Which Johnny won. Drake 
provided the drinks this time. At ten-thirty, 
Johnny was purposely losing though not 
being obvious about it. They’d consumed 
several drinks by this time. Johnny went 
for another. 

Drake raised his glass in a hand that 
shook slightly. “Here’s to you. I like 
playing with slow brains like you and 
Paul. I get plenty to drink without having 
to pay for it.”  
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The game was half over when Drake 
began dropping the little wooden pegs 
used in the game. His fumbles became 
worse than ever as the minutes went by. 
He yawned prodigiously and his speech 
became a trifle thick. But when Johnny 
lost again, Drake insisted on being treated 
to still another drink. 

Johnny got it and by this time Drake 
was swallowing them in one toss of the 
wrist. Five minutes later he was sagging 
over the table. He held his cards firmly, 
put his free hand under his head and 
promptly fell asleep. 

Johnny checked his watch, shook 
Drake hard without awakening him and 
then left the room softly. There was a rear 
exit through which he could come and go 
unobserved. There’d been exits like this in 
Boston and Cleveland also. Johnny rapidly 
began to see how Paul Ogden might have 
committed his murders and might still 
have had Drake for an alibi. In a short time 
he’d know for sure. 

 
OHNNY hailed a taxi, acting as he 
was sure Ogden would have done. He 

dismissed the cab a block from the house 
where the latest death had occurred, 
walked to the house and waited around for 
exactly ten minutes on the assumption it 
wouldn’t require more time than that to set 
the stage for murder. 

Then he went back to the corner, 
hailed another cab and was driven close to 
the tavern. In less than thirty-five minutes, 
he was back in the room and seated across 
the table from Drake who still slept 
soundly.  

Johnny picked up his cards. Soon 
Drake stirred, raised his head and with a 
grunt of annoyance began to play. Just as 
if the memory of the game had stayed with 
him during his nap. 

“Must have dozed, eh, Johnny?” He 
grimaced and reached for the empty glass. 

“You were nodding,” Johnny said. 
“But if you want another drink, you’ll 
have to earn it. Come. I’ve been waiting at 
least five minutes for you to wake up.”  

“Really?” Drake blinked owlishly. 
“Stupid of me, wasn’t it? But just that 
moment or two refreshed me 
tremendously. Let’s get on with the 
game.”  

Johnny threw his cards down. “Not 
tonight. I’ve had enough. Watching you 
doze for five minutes or so has made me 
sleepy. Besides, it’s after eleven.”  

Drake looked at his watch. “Why, so it 
is. The evening has gone by very fast. 
Johnny, I’m not trying to force your hand, 
but you’ll get nowhere holding up Paul’s 
claim. Why don’t you give in?”  

Johnny smiled. “Exactly what I’ve 
been thinking. I’ll call the home office 
tomorrow.” 

Johnny drove Drake home, went back 
to his hotel and carefully laid out his next 
step. It involved getting a telegram, but he 
arranged that easily. In the late morning, 
he called up Drake and said he’d be out 
later. At six o’clock he arrived at the house 
to find Drake, Ogden and Felix Sinclair 
having dinner. 

Johnny joined in for a cup of coffee. 
“Well,” he said, “I’ll be leaving you. We 
insurance dicks get little rest and too many 
telegrams. Like this one.”  

He scaled the opened envelope at 
Drake who read it and handed it back. 

“I wouldn’t like your job,” he said. 
“Not at all. You’re always following on 
the coattails of death.”  

“You get used to it,” Johnny chuckled. 
“And there is always variety in the cases 
you handle and the climates you work in. 
From New York to San Pedro is a nice 
hop.”  

“San Pedro!” Ogden marveled. “I 
guess there is something in your work 
after all. What about my claim, Johnny.”  
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“I authorized payment of it this 
afternoon. Paul, I don’t know whether or 
not you committed those murders. I hope 
you didn’t. But don’t get mixed up in any 
more, especially where you are involved 
as the beneficiary. Oh, Mr. Sinclair,” 
Johnny turned to the older man. “What 
about switching the beneficiary of your 
policy?”  

“I didn’t have time today. I’ll attend to 
it in the morning. I can take care of my 
own affairs.”  

“Then there is nothing more for me to 
say,” Johnny told him. He looked at his 
watch. “I’ve only got half an hour to reach 
my plane. And a rented car to bring back. 
Sorry I have to leave.”  

“I’ll drive you and bring the car back,” 
Drake offered. “It will be a nice diversion 
for me.”  

Johnny was grateful and told him so. 
He shook hands with Paul, cautioned him 
again, nodded to Sinclair who merely 
looked up with a grunt and then followed 
Drake out to the car. 

They reached the airport with ten 
minutes to spare. Johnny took his bag out 
of the car. “Watch Ogden,” he said. “I’ve 
been patient about this whole thing, but if 
anyone else dies and he profits, he’ll bring 
down every insurance dick we’ve got. 
Coincidence goes so far and then becomes 
downright suspicion. Thanks for 
everything.”  

“Drop in when you’re around this 
way.” Drake shook hands. 
“Unprofessionally, I hope. Good luck, 
Johnny.”  

Johnny boarded the plane. Drake had 
parked the car as close to the landing field 
as possible and stayed there until the giant 
liner took off. Johnny waited ten minutes 
and then he called the stewardess. He 
showed her a letter and she escorted him 
forward where he met the pilot. “This 
letter is from your airline,” Johnny said. “I 

know this is an express plane, but you’ll 
have to let me off at Philadelphia.” 

 
HE pilot read the letter, then shook 
his head regretfully. 

“Philly? I’m sorry. There’s been a low 
ceiling there all day. It’s sweeping east but 
there’s too much fog at present. The best 
bet is Cleveland. Especially if you’re 
taking a plane right back. I suppose that’s 
what you’re up to?”  

“Yes,” Johnny said. “Cleveland it is 
then. I’m sorry to put you to this trouble, 
but it’s necessary.”  

He went back to his seat. The plane 
made its unscheduled stop, discharged 
Johnny and he set about getting a plane 
back to New York. Within fifteen minutes 
he was eastbound again and feeling well 
satisfied with things. 

He felt satisfied until he noticed that 
they were heading into light fog. The 
stewardess announced that the plane 
would have to land in Philadelphia. La 
Guardia was fog bound. Johnny groaned, 
but there was nothing he could do about it. 
He had intended to reach New York again 
by nine. It would be close to eleven now. 
For a few minutes he weighed the question 
of calling police to guard Sinclair, but 
thought better of it. 

The cantankerous old crab would 
never cooperate anyway. If Ogden had 
meant to kill him before he could remove 
the motive for murder, it would have to be 
tonight. Maybe Sinclair would tell Ogden 
he did not intend to change beneficiaries. 
Johnny found himself hoping fervently for 
that.  

He rode a train back from Philly and 
took a taxi after checking his bag. He paid 
off the driver close to the house where 
Sinclair, Drake and Ogden lived. As he 
approached the place, he saw that it was 
dark. The front door was locked. He went 
around to the back. One of his reasons for 
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being so friendly with the family had been 
to study the house. 

He’d made certain the pantry window 
couldn’t be locked. Now he raised it 
softly, took a flashlight from his pocket 
and squirmed through the narrow opening. 
There wasn’t a sound inside the house. He 
closed the window and tiptoed toward the 
dining room. 

“Nobody is at home,” he mused. 
“Sinclair never went to bed early, but 
stayed in all the time reading. I wonder—”  

He reached for a light switch and 
snapped it on. Nothing happened. The 
lights were shorted or turned off. He 
gasped, started running and threw the 
beam of his flash into every room. At the 
foot of the stairs he paused and cocked his 
head. He could hear water running. 

He ran up the stairs, located the source 
of the sound and opened the bathroom 
door. His flash centered on the tub. 
Sinclair lay in it and there was no question 
that he was dead. In one hand he clutched 
the metal pull cord of an electric light over 
the medicine cabinet and within easy 
reaching distance for anyone who stood in 
the tub. 

The water had flowed over. It was cold 
water. Johnny waded through it. He 
touched the body and found it stone cold. 
There was no way of telling how long the 
man had been dead.  

Johnny beamed his flash down the 
hall, looking for the upstairs phone. He 
heard someone insert a key in the front 
door lock. Johnny doused the light and 
drew back to the darkest corner of the 
hallway. 

The man who entered didn’t try to turn 
on the lights. He climbed the stairs softly 
and moved toward the bedroom which 
Sinclair had occupied. He listened outside 
the door for a moment, went back to the 
stairway and busied himself doing 
something. 

Johnny tried to determine just what the 
man was up to, but the gloom prevented 
that. After a few moments, the intruder 
slipped down the stairs. He knew his way 
around. 

It was then that the scream ripped out. 
High-pitched, spine-tingling and horror-
filled enough to make anyone leap into 
action. Johnny’s brain didn’t even try to 
reason out what had happened to the man 
downstairs. It was enough that he needed 
help. 
 

MMEDIATELY Johnny began 
running. He reached a point about one-

fourth of the way down. Then the rope 
caught his ankles. He pitched forward in a 
headlong dive. One hand flew out and 
managed to grasp the bannister. 

He rolled down the steps with a 
tremendous clatter, half conscious before 
he’d banged against half a dozen stairs and 
completely blacked out at the bottom. The 
last thing he recalled was that this was an 
attempt to kill him. He woke up thinking 
the same thing. He sat up slowly and 
waited for the dizziness to leave. Then he 
carefully tested one arm, the other and 
both legs. He stood up and groaned 
involuntarily for he ached from shoulder 
to heels. 

There was nobody in the house. He sat 
down on the steps to think and 
remembered that wire or rope stretched 
across the stairs. It had been meant as a 
death trap. He climbed the steps and made 
a vain search for it. The would-be killer 
had removed it. 

Johnny reeled to the kitchen and 
doused his face with cold water. That 
made him feel better and think better. He 
half guessed what had happened and what 
all this meant. There was a phone in the 
kitchen and he called a detective he knew. 
Then Johnny went to the living room and 
sat down to wait. 

I
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The phone rang twenty minutes later. 
It was the detective who reported that 
Drake and Ogden had both left the tavern 
and seemed to be walking home. Johnny 
went to a small supply closet at the second 
floor landing and squeezed into it. He left 
the door open half an inch. He heard them 
enter, heard Ogden say: “What’s the 
matter with the lights? A fuse must have 
blown. Go down and see about it, Sid.”  

“Okay, but get me a candle or a flash 
or something,” Sidney Drake replied. 

They compromised on the use of 
matches. When the first one scraped and 
its yellow flame illuminated the hallway 
slightly, Ogden turned to look at the stairs. 
From above, Johnny had a good view of 
him. He saw Ogden give a jerk of surprise. 

Soon the lights were turned on. Drake 
came up out of the cellar. 

“We’d better look in on Uncle Felix,” 
Ogden said, “Just to make certain he’s all 
right. If he ever dropped dead, that 
insurance detective would come back and 
turn this place inside out. He wouldn’t 
believe the statements of a dozen autopsy 
surgeons if they claimed Uncle Felix had 
met a natural death.”  

Drake laughed. They mounted the 
steps and went to Sinclair’s door. Ogden 
opened it, peered in and turned on the 
lights. 

“He isn’t there,” he told Drake. “The 
bed hasn’t even been slept in.”  

“We’d better start a search,” Drake 
said. “Something must have happened to 
him.”  

It was Ogden who entered the 
bathroom, attracted by water which had 
flowed out over the floor. He didn’t 
scream. He just closed the door quietly 
and waited in the hallway for Drake to 
appear. 

“Sid, stop trying to play me for a fool,” 
Ogden said. “Uncle Felix is dead and you 
killed him.”  

“Dead?” Drake cried. “Are you sure? 
Where is he?”  

“In the tub. You fool! We’ll never get 
away with this. I—Sid—were you in the 
house when I came back? Did you trip and 
fall down the stairs?”  

“Me? Fall down the stairs? Paul, 
what’s got into you?”  

Ogden lowered his voice. “Sid, we’re 
in a mess. I came back to kill Uncle Felix. 
Yes, I admit it. I killed Molly and I killed 
Masters too. I needed the money. But I did 
it cleverly. Even that smart insurance 
detective never got to first base. I used to 
slip away when you dozed after drinking 
so much. You always did that. You always 
slept for better than half an hour, giving 
me time to come back and do the job.”  

Drake seemed to be stunned by those 
statements. “Paul! That was murder!”  

“Yes. And so is the death of Uncle 
Felix. I didn’t do that. I planned it another 
way. His heart was bad. I arranged a cord 
across the stairs, let out an unearthly yell 
to make him jump out of bed and hurry 
down. If his neck hadn’t been broken, his 
heart would have given out. But he didn’t 
trip. It was someone else. That detective 
perhaps.”  

“No, not him,” Drake insisted. “I saw 
him board a plane and take off. It was an 
express plane. He couldn’t possibly get 
back. I checked that carefully.”  

“You did? Why?”  
“Because I wondered if he was trying 

some trick.” 
 
GDEN’S voice was solemn as he 
answered his cousin. 

“Sid, listen to me,” he said. “We 
haven’t any time to lose. You didn’t pass 
out tonight. I doubt if you ever pass out. 
You knew darned well I slipped away and 
committed those two murders.”  

“Three,” Drake said. 
“No, Aunt Laura really took that 

O
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poison by mistake. That’s how I got the 
idea. I hated Molly. She was going to 
divorce me anyway. Masters was only half 
alive. But I didn’t kill Felix. I came back 
to do it. You killed him before you left to 
meet me at the tavern. Because you didn’t 
think I’d have the nerve after the blasting 
that insurance detective gave me.”  

“Paul! You don’t know what you’re 
saying.” 

“I know all right, and you simply can’t 
get away with it. These things have to .be 
thought out. Oh, you probably electrocuted 
him somehow, by having him hold the 
light chain. Sid, you did kill him! You 
need my help now. What’s the difference? 
I admitted killing two people and that I 
intended to kill Felix. He was going to 
change his policy in the morning, thanks 
to that detective. He’ll be back now—
Johnny, I mean. He won’t need more than 
one look at the evidence.”  

“If Uncle Felix was murdered, you did 
it,” Drake accused. “Why are you trying to 
involve me? What did I have to gain? You 
were the beneficiary.”  

“But the business you and he 
conducted would have then become yours. 
It’s worth a great deal. Enough to murder 
for. Sid, I’m not taking the rap for a crime 
you did.”  

The voices came closer to Johnny’s 
hideout. He frantically felt around for a 
weapon. All he could find was an 
unwieldy mop. Then the door was flung 
wide. Drake and Ogden faced him. 

“I thought so,” Ogden smirked. “I saw 
the wet footprints. He doubled back from 
that plane ride. It was he who fell over my 
trap and, Sid—he knew very well Felix 
was dead. He knows I didn’t kill him 
because why should I set a trap for a dead 
man?”  

“We’ve got to take care of him.” 
Drake dipped a hand into his pocket and 
took out a knife. He opened the largest 

blade. 
It was long enough to be a good 

murder weapon. He kept on talking, in a 
monotone. “We’ve got to do it now. 
There’s no time for finesse. We’ll decide 
what to do about him after he’s dead. 
Watch him, Paul. He’s tricky. I sensed it 
before, but I thought I could get away with 
it.”  

“You thought you could kill Felix and 
let Ogden take the blame,” Johnny 
shouted. “Somehow you’ll manage things 
so he will, too. Even for my murder.”  

Ogden was scowling and seemed to 
hesitate for a moment. Johnny took it up 
again, in the same vein. “It’ll be easy. I’ll 
be dead—knifed. Drake will say you killed 
me because I had you cold. It will stick 
too. Three different police departments 
have been suspicious of you in the past. 
This will be too much. They’ll believe 
Drake and burn you, Ogden.” 

“Whatever happens afterward will be 
between Sid and me,” Ogden said. “You’ll 
be dead because you’re the most 
dangerous menace I have to face. Get him, 
Sid.”  

Drake gulped. “I—think you’d better 
do it. I—can’t stand blood! 

He extended the knife toward Ogden. 
Johnny knew what he was up to. If Ogden 
used the knife, there’d be even better 
evidence of his guilt. This flashed through 
Johnny’s mind. These two men were more 
suspicious of one another than watchful of 
their prisoner. When the knife moved 
toward Ogden, Johnny leaped. 

He hit Drake with his shoulder, sent 
him reeling and clipped Ogden hard on the 
face. Drake emitted a wild yell, regained 
his balance and raised the knife. Johnny 
had time to hit Ogden once and he made it 
good. Then he twisted around in time to 
dodge the slicing attack of Drake’s blade. 
He grasped Drake’s wrist, whirled him 
half around and over to the bannister. He 
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brought the wrist down on the railing. 
There was a crack. Drake howled in 
agony, the knife clattered to the floor 
below. 

Ogden was coming out of it. Johnny, 
sore and stiff from his tumble down the 
stairs, knew this couldn’t go on. Drake had 
only one hand left, the other was broken at 
the wrist, but there were two of them and 
he was getting winded. Both men were 
desperate. Upon his death depended their 
lives. 

 
OHNNY shot past Drake, darted into a 
bedroom and scooped up a small 

chair. He hurled it through the nearest 
window. Sergeant Anderson, who’d 
watched this pair, must be close by. Ogden 
came in after him like a madman, 
screaming his threats. Drake had obtained 
a fireplace iron somewhere and held it 
high with his good hand. 

Downstairs someone hit the door.  
Then a window crashed. Feet pounded up 
the stairs.  

Sergeant Anderson, who had worked 
with Johnny, came into the room with 
drawn gun. He fired a shot. Drake 
screamed and raised his good hand. Ogden 
turned to face this new danger. He was 
grumbling under his breath and he slowly 
began an advance on Anderson.  

“I’ll cut you down,” the detective 
warned. 

Ogden kept up his grumbling and 
didn’t stop. Johnny leaped at him from 
behind. He wound an arm around his neck, 
put a knee into the small of his back and 
Anderson moved in. One blow of the gun 
and it was over. 

“He did it all!” Drake began 
screaming. “He killed them all!”  

“Take him,” Johnny said curtly. “Take 
him, Sergeant, and the charge is murder. I 
thought they’d hash it all out when they 
returned and Ogden found that Sinclair 
had died in the bathtub and not by 
breaking his neck on the stairs. He also 
guessed that Drake had outwitted him. 
Drake knew all the while that Ogden had 
killed at least two people, but he didn’t 
care. Because Drake himself, was building 
things up to a point where he could 
commit murder and get it blamed on 
Ogden. 

“Sure, Drake was Ogden’s alibi. 
Looked good too, until I found out that 
Drake can drink only so much and then he 
passes out for fifteen or twenty minutes. 
Enough time to let Ogden depart, do his 
killing and get back. But Drake knew he 
always passed out. I doubt it was an act 
because the whole thing was done too 
well. If Drake woke up, all he had to do 
was pretend to be still out, anyway. 

“Then I discovered this fact. Drake 
probably wondered why I didn’t act on it. 
Maybe he thought I was dumb or maybe 
he felt certain I’d come back and lay a 
trap. When he saw me board an express 
plane he thought he had plenty of time, but 
I fooled him by arranging for a quick, 
unscheduled landing. Drake wanted his 
uncle’s share in the business they ran 
together. Ogden accused him of this while 
I was listening.”  

Sergeant Anderson advanced with 
handcuffs ready. “That guy Drake is just a 
little handyman for murder, but we can fix 
that. Stick out your good wrist, Drake.” 
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