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Captain Stone was an office cop till the Shotgun Gang mowed down a buddy in that bank 
stick-up. Then he decided to turn corpse collector—but the Shotgun Gang wanted Captain 

Stone for a death decoy, and they were ready to use bullet persuasion. 
 

Corpse Collector 
By Norman A. Daniels 

 
 RADIO car pulled up beside Traffic 
Officer Terence O’Keefe. The driver 
leaned out and grinned at the grizzled 
veteran. “In between dodging cars, 

Terry, keep an eye out for the ‘Shotgun Gang.’ 
The bank down the street is red meat for those 
babies. Watch it as much as you can. Captain 
Blane’s orders.” 

“Haven’t I been watchin’ it this past year?” 
O’Keefe demanded. “What kind of a cop does 
that guy think I am?” 

The radio in the patrol car whined for 
attention. The announcer’s voice, crisp and 
vibrant, came out of the speaker. 

“Cars sixty-two, forty-one, seventy-five and 
ninety, attention! Go to one-three-nine Lafayette 
Avenue. There’s a shooting affair in the house. 
Step on it before some one gets murdered.” 

“That’s us,” the driver of the radio car 
announced. We’re off! See you later, Terry.” 

With siren screaming the car darted away. 
O’Keefe sighed deeply, thinking of his younger 
days. He began to direct traffic again. 
Remembering his orders, he glanced at the 
bank. There were cars parked at the entrance, 
but that was not unusual. The bank was a busy 
little place even if it was far downtown. 

A big sedan was coming slowly down the 
avenue toward O’Keefe. He lifted his big hand 
and held it there to allow cross street traffic to 
proceed. Suddenly O’Keefe stared at the bank in 
amazement. Men were backing out of it. Men 
who held sawed-off shotguns at a ready 
position. The burglar alarm began to clang its 
warning and as if in a mocking answer the roar 

of guns broke out. 
O’Keefe slid his service revolver into the 

palm of his hand. He forgot all about the traffic. 
He leveled the gun, drew a bead on one of the 
gunmen and fired. The crook dropped his 
shotgun, spun around once and collapsed. 

“I got that one,” O’Keefe muttered. “Now 
let’s see if there’s another of them divils—” 

That was O’Keefe’s last thought. The sedan 
he had held up was beside him. A gun roared. 
O’Keefe pitched to the pavement. His world of 
seething traffic became a roaring maelstrom of 
sound. Louder it grew—and slower—until for 
him, it stopped.  

O’Keefe was dead! 
 

IVE minutes later an ambulance rolled up. 
Following it was an official car, siren 
blasting its way through the stalled traffic. 

Deputy Commissioner Halliday climbed out. He 
was followed by a slim, well-knit figure in plain 
clothes. 

“Never knew what hit him, commissioner.” 
The ambulance surgeon stood up. “A sawed-off 
shotgun used at close range did the job.” 

“Thanks,” Halliday said tonelessly. “Go 
over to the bank, doc. You may be able to help 
the other ambulance men. Someone has been 
hurt there too.” 

Grimly Halliday turned to his companion. 
“I’ve known O’Keefe for many years,” he said 
slowly. “He was one of the best.” 

“That he was.” Captain Stone, the slender 
man in civilian clothes, knelt beside the dead 
man. “But look here! His service gun is 
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underneath him. He fired one shot, 
commissioner, and O’Keefe was one of the best 
marksmen on the force. He wouldn’t fire unless 
he knew his bullet would hit its mark.” 

“Then come over to the bank,” Halliday said 
crisply. “If we could only find one member of 
this cursed Shotgun Gang, we’d get a lead on 
them. O’Keefe may have dropped some one. I 
hope it’s Johnny Murtha. My men have a strong 
hunch he’s the boss of that gang.” 

Gaping pedestrians opened a path for them. 
They walked into the bank and stopped in a 
moment of horror. Two men lay on the tiled 
floor. Both were obviously dead. A pale and 
shaking bank official hurried up to them. 

“It was that Shotgun Gang,” he licked his 
lips. “There must have been half a dozen of 
them. It all happened so—so quickly—” 

“The gang murdered those men, of course?” 
Stone queried. 

“Yes! Both of them are employees—friends 
of mine. Sanderson, my cashier, stepped on the 
burglar alarm and they shot him. Burrows was a 
teller. He pulled a gun, but he never used it.” 

“How much did they get?” Halliday asked. 
“I don’t know. We haven’t had time to 

check up. But I don’t care about the money. It’s 
those men—they’re dead. Can’t you police do 
something about that gang? It’s getting so 
people don’t even want to walk into a bank.” 

Radio cars began to converge on the scene. 
Stone frowned as he turned to see them pull up. 
A uniformed sergeant leaped out of one car and 
raced inside. He saluted Stone. 

“We were called away, sir, on a shooting 
affair on Lafayette Avenue. The message from 
headquarters didn’t reach us until just a moment 
ago.” 

“What happened on Lafayette Avenue?” 
Stone asked. 

“A half-crazy guy shot up the ceilings all 
over the place. We had a hard time getting him 
without putting lead into his carcass. He’s 
locked up by this time.” 

Stone’s lips fastened in a firm hard line and 
his eyes sparkled dangerously. Without a word 
he walked to the sidewalk in front of the bank. 
Glancing down he saw a smear of still moist 
blood. Halliday came out after him and Stone 
pointed to the stain. 

“There’s an example of O’Keefe’s 
marksmanship,” he said. “He hit one of those 
killers.” 

“Sure he did.” An excited newsboy pushed 
his way closer. “He hit one of the guys good, he 
did. I saw him fall and his pals picked him up 
and threw him into their car.” 

“Thanks,” Stone told the boy. “Give your 
name and address to that officer over there. 
You’ll be helping us.” 

“Well, captain,” Halliday turned to face 
Stone squarely. “It looks as though your radio 
cars were useless again. Odd how they happen 
to be busy whenever this gang strikes.” 

“Odd is a mild word for it,” Stone said. “The 
only thing against my believing the Shotgun 
Gang didn’t lure those cars away is the nature of 
the complaints. The calls were made by private 
citizens and every time they have been 
serious—like this shooting on Lafayette 
Avenue. I’d like to work on this case, 
commissioner.” 

“You?” Halliday showed his amazement. 
“Why, captain, you haven’t worked outside in 
years. Every man in the detective department is 
at work on this gang.” 

“Just the same,” Stone declared doggedly, 
“I’d like to work on it. After all, I’m head of the 
radio division and drawing those radio cars 
away like that—is a reflection on me. I 
shouldn’t have let it happen.” 

“Nonsense. How could you prevent it? As 
you say, each call has been a proper one. Oh, 
damn it, if that gang would only stick to one 
kind of holdup! But they switch from one end of 
the city to another and they stick up everything 
from theatres to banks. This makes seven cold-
blooded murders notched on the butts of their 



Corpse Collector 
 

3

shotguns. Go ahead, captain. You’ve my 
permission to work on this. Act as you think 
best, with my detectives, or alone. You have my 
permission to use any means you see fit if only 
you can run down this murderous gang.” 
 

WENTY-FOUR hours later, radio car 
eighteen rolled slowly down the wide 
avenue. The man beside the driver wore a 

patrolman’s uniform and badge, but there was a 
peculiar alertness in his eyes and the driver of 
the prowl car seemed a little more respectful 
than if his companion had been one of his own 
rank. 

“It’s quiet, captain,” he observed. “Shall we 
stick around this area some more?” 

“It’s best,” Stone said. “Cruise about. 
There’s bound to be an alarm soon.” 

The radio squealed for attention. 
“Cars eighteen, sixty-one, thirty-four and 

thirty-nine proceed to seventy-four Poster 
Street. There’s a murder been done there. Step 
on it!” 

“Let’s go,” Stone snapped. “This is what 
I’ve been waiting for.” 

The car darted forward, siren screaming. 
Stone noted that the call came from a spot half a 
mile from the business section. Banks were 
closed, but movie houses were still open. If this 
was a ruse of the Shotgun Gang, it would be a 
movie house that was stuck up. 

Stone was the first man to reach the address. 
An untidy and squint-eyed woman wiped her 
hands on a dirty apron. 

“My,” she observed, “you cops work fast. 
It’s upstairs, officer. The poor man checked in 
last night and now he’s dead.” 

“Who shot him?” Stone demanded as he 
hurried in. 

“Why he shot himself. Leastwise I think he 
did. There wasn’t a soul in the room with him.” 

“This report came in as being a murder.” 
Stone faced her and watched the woman 
closely. 

“Oh them kids I sent to telephone just heard 
me say he was dead, and with their wild ideas I 
suppose they thought it was murder. Come 
along, officer. I’ll show you where he is. And 
here come some more cops. Glory be, I never 
saw things happen so fast in all my life.” 

Half a dozen radio patrolmen were running 
up the steps. Stone stopped them at the door. 

“You won’t be needed, boys. The report 
came in wrong. It’s suicide—not murder. Get 
back on your regular beats. One of you call 
headquarters from a call box and tell ’em to 
send the coroner.” 

Stone’s car and driver waited in front of the 
house while the others sped away. 

“Take me up,” Stone ordered the woman. 
He followed her up squeaking stairs to a 

dark hallway. She motioned toward a closed 
door. 

“One of the boarders is in there with him, 
officer. I—I don’t want to see the poor lad. He 
came in last night and paid me a week’s rent in 
advance. He said he was goin’ to look for a job 
today.” 

Stone left her talking. He walked into the 
room. A sharp-featured man rose hastily from a 
chair. 

“Cripes,” he snorted. “It’s about time you 
guys showed up. I don’t like being alone with a 
stiff like this.” 

Stone walked to the bed and looked down at 
the dead man. There was a bullet wound in the 
side of his head. The body was cold. 

“He done it early last night,” the roomer 
explained. “I thought I heard a shot, but, hell, 
with all the cars backfirin’ an’ everythin’, I 
didn’t pay much attention. The old lady that 
runs this dump hollered when she went into the 
room so I came in. I ain’t touched nuthin’. Joe 
Welton’s my name.” 

“It’s suicide, all right,” Stone commented. 
He saw a cheap nickel-plated revolver lying an 
inch from the hand of the body. “We’ll have to 
wait for the coroner.” 
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“Sure,” the roomer agreed. “I got nuthin’ to 
do. The poor guy couldn’t take it, I guess. He 
was tellin’ me last night he was broke.” 

Stone glanced about the cheaply furnished 
room. The shade over the single window was 
raised high. Directly opposite was another 
rooming house. Something glittered just a little 
from one of the windows. He turned back to the 
roomer, but his face betrayed nothing of what he 
had seen. Someone was watching him from the 
other house through binoculars, and Stone also 
had a momentary glimpse of polished steel. 
There was a rifle ready for action in that other 
house, too. 

A siren howled dismally once. The roomer 
leaped to his feet. 

“What’s that?” he asked quickly. 
Stone shrugged. “It’s only the radio car I 

came in. The driver must have touched the siren 
accidentally. The coroner ought to be here 
pretty soon. We’ll get this over right away.” 

But that wail had meant something far more 
important than that. Stone knew that a message 
had come over the radio that the Shotgun Gang 
had struck again. So far Stone’s plans were 
working to perfection. 

Heavy steps and the babbling of the 
landlady announced the arrival of the coroner. 
He bustled into the room, glanced at Stone and 
went to work. Stone led the roomer to the door. 

“Better not stay here,” he said. “It’s not 
pleasant. Stick around outside.” 

The roomer left, but his steps lagged as 
though he wanted to watch the gruesome scene 
on the bed. The landlady stood firmly in the 
doorway. 

“It’s Potter’s Field for the poor lad if he’s 
broke, ain’t it?” she asked. 

“I’m afraid so,” Stone replied. 
“He was a nice looking lad. You won’t have 

to bother about him, officer. I’ll pay for his 
funeral. He ain’t got a friend in the world. He 
told me so last night. I know an undertaker 
who’ll do the job cheap. That’s all right, ain’t 

it?” 
“It’s fine,” Stone told her. “We won’t have 

to take the body to the morgue. This is a clear 
case of suicide. You go ahead and call your 
undertaker. We’ll be through in a few minutes.” 

Stone drew a notebook and pencil from his 
pocket. He began to write, knowing that spying 
eyes watched his every move. Stone stepped 
close to where the coroner worked. Idly his 
notebook sagged. He tapped it lightly with his 
pencil. The coroner looked at the page. 

“Don’t say anything,” he read. “Some one is 
watching us with field glasses and they may be 
able to read lips.” 

The coroner glanced up into Stone’s face. 
He bent over the body again so that anyone who 
watched could see only his broad back. 

“I thought I recognized you, captain. This is 
murder, you know. This chap never shot himself 
and he wasn’t killed in this room, either. 
There’s no blood on the pillow to speak of and 
he’s been dead for hours. How shall I report it?” 

“You can tell me it’s suicide when you 
finish,” Stone kept his back to the window and 
he spoke very low. “Say it loudly so that any 
one who listens can hear. Hold up your report 
temporarily.” 

The coroner straightened up and began to 
replace his instruments. He picked up his bag 
and started for the door. 

“It’s suicide all right, officer,” he said in a 
voice that could be heard outside the room. 
“There’s no use in making a post mortem.” 

Stone held the door open for him. The 
landlady and the roomer were half a dozen feet 
away. 

“This lady has promised to finance the 
funeral,” Stone told the doctor. “I’ll report back 
to headquarters and we’ll close the case.” 

S
 

OLEMNLY Stone took down the name of 
the landlady and the roomer and noted also 
the name that the dead man had given the 

woman. He closed his notebook and headed for 
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the front door. 
“That’s all there is to it,” he said. “It’s 

mighty white of you to bury him. That will save 
the city trouble and expense. Thanks.” 

He hurried down to the radio car, got in and 
was driven off. 

“Turn the next corner—quick,” he directed 
and while the radio car pulled to a stop on a 
quiet street, Stone began peeling off his 
uniform. Underneath, decidedly wrinkled, he 
wore a civilian suit. A soft, wrinkle-proof hat 
was pulled down over his eyes. He got out of 
the car. 

“Go back to headquarters and tell 
Commissioner Halliday to have that truck ready. 
I’ll phone as to where it must be left. Beat it, 
now, before some of those crooks show up and 
wonder what you’re stalled here for.” 

Stone watched the radio car pull away. He 
walked around the corner and slowly ambled by 
the house in which a dead man lay. As he 
passed it, the door opened and Welton ran down 
the steps. He walked briskly by Stone and paid 
him not the slightest attention. 

Skillfully Stone took up the chase. The 
roomer led him an easy trail. He entered a drug 
store and went directly to a phone booth. Stone 
squeezed into the adjoining one and made a 
pretense of phoning. He could hear, faintly, the 
words of the other man. 

“This is Welton. Yeah, everything is okay. 
Sure—we even fixed it so the body don’t go to 
the morgue. Were the cops stalled long enough? 
My gosh are they dumb. Yeah? Okay, I’ll be 
right over.” 

He hung up, walked out of the booth and 
glanced suspiciously at Stone, but a uniform and 
drab civilian clothes makes a world of 
difference in the appearance of a man. Welton 
didn’t recognize the dumb cop who had fallen 
for his little play. 

He hailed a taxi and was driven north. Stone 
followed in another cab. Welton got out far 
uptown, hurried across the street and strode 

confidently into a tobacco store. 
Stone surveyed the neighborhood. The place 

into which Welton had vanished wasn’t 
prepossessing. Directly behind it towered an 
old, abandoned factory. He glanced at his 
watch. Ten minutes of eight. Nine-thirty, he 
knew, was the deadline for theatre holdups. 
Usually the box offices were closed soon after 
that hour. If the Shotgun mob was planning 
another holdup, it would happen soon. 

Stone walked into a store half a block down 
the street. He entered a phone booth and called 
headquarters. 

“Stone, commissioner,” he said when the 
connection was completed. “Have that truck 
parked at the curb on Weymouth Street just 
around the corner from Logan Avenue. Get it 
there as quickly as possible. No, I don’t need 
help yet, but expect to hear from me any time.” 

He hung up, slid his service revolver out of 
its holster and made certain it was ready for 
action. He walked back to the store into which 
Welton had vanished. He went in, stepped up to 
the cigar counter and debated over a purchase. 

“I’m ready to close up, mister,” the 
proprietor said. “What’ll it be?” 

Stone looked up and into a cruel, scarred 
face that betrayed open suspicion. 

“Never mind the smokes,” Stone said. “I 
saw a guy named Welton walked in here a 
couple of minutes ago. I waited for him to come 
out, but he hasn’t showed up. That guy owes me 
a hundred bucks. Where’d he go?” 

“Get outa here,” the proprietor leaned over 
the counter. “Nobody came in here and this 
ain’t no collection agency. Beat it!” 

Stone shrugged. He made as if to turn away, 
but instead his two hands shot out. He grabbed 
the proprietor by the throat and yanked him 
halfway across the counter. Muffled cries came 
from the bigger man, but Stone’s hands throttled 
him. He drew back his fist, aimed the blow and 
sent it home to the chin. The proprietor went 
limp. 



Secret Agent X 
 

6

There was no time to tie him up. Stone 
eased him gently behind the counter. He drew 
his gun and went carefully into the back room. 
It was dusty and barren. To his left he spotted 
the ring handle of a trap door. Gently he raised 
it and, using his flashlight, he saw a dozen steps 
leading downward. The earthy smell of an 
underground tunnel greeted him. Grimly Stone 
went down the steps, making little noise. 
 

HE passage was small and he had to double 
himself up in order to creep along. It 
curved, and when he passed around the 

bend, he could see a closed door. Every nerve 
tensed and ready, he crawled to the door and 
pressed his ear against the panel. There were 
voices within and they came plainly to him. 

“Are you sure you wasn’t trailed, Welton?” 
some one asked. 

“Naw! I was careful and those dumb cops 
wouldn’t think of tailing me, anyway. Say, the 
old dame at the boarding house wants five 
hundred bucks above the funeral expenses. We 
better give it to her quick before she opens her 
lip.” 

“If she does, she’ll taste the insides of a 
shotgun,” the first voice promised. “But five 
hundred is cheap.” 

“Sure it is,” Welton agreed. “We got rid of 
the body. They didn’t even fingerprint him. 
That’s a damn sight better than just heaving the 
stiff outa the car and havin’ him checked for a 
record. I gotta admit, chief, that you got brains. 
How did the job turn out? Did I hold the cops 
long enough?” 

“Yeah. We cracked a jewelry store for ten 
grand. Let’s get started on tonight’s job.” 

Stone became aware of voices behind him. 
The proprietor of the tobacco store and one 
other man were hurrying through the passage. 

“I tell you that guy came down here. He 
knocked me cold, but I can take it. I woke up 
and I heard the trap door close in the back 
room.” 

The door ahead of Stone flew open. Welton 
and four other men peered through it. Each was 
armed with a sawed-off shotgun. 

One of the men coming through the tunnel 
saw him. A gun cracked and dirt showered 
down Stone’s collar. He snapped a single shot 
and saw the gunman go down. The store owner 
ducked toward the ground. He lifted his gun and 
called a warning. 

“Look out, chief. I’m gonna mow this rat 
down. He trailed Welton in here.” 

“You fool!” the leader of the mob whirled 
on Welton and smashed him with the stock of 
his gun. Welton collapsed. Stone fired. The 
store owner screamed in agony and fell flat. 
Like a flash Stone made a dive back over the 
route he had come. Behind him a shotgun 
blasted. Stone threw himself flat on the ground. 
It was hopeless. In a tunnel of this size a 
shotgun didn’t even have to be aimed. Its spray 
of shot was bound to hit somewhere. 

“Stand up, you lousy stool pigeon,” the 
leader’s rasping voice ordered. “Stand up or 
we’ll blow you apart.” 

Slowly Stone arose and lifted his arms. 
While he lived, there was hope and he wouldn’t 
live long if he disobeyed. 

“Turn around and walk back here,” came the 
command and Stone followed it. He stepped 
into the small room in the cellar of the old 
factory. Instantly he recognized the leader of the 
mob. 

“Hello, Murtha,” he smiled a little. 
“Who the hell are you?” Murtha demanded 

and Stone could see his trigger finger whiten. 
“Hey!” One of the other crooks pressed 

forward eagerly. “I know this guy. It’s that cop 
who was talkin’ to Welton in the room with 
Tony, the dead guy. I watched him with field 
glasses and I know his mug.” 

“A wise cop, huh?” Murtha grimaced. 
“How’d you get wise to this joint?” 

Stone shrugged. “I saw Welton walk in here 
and I thought I’d ask him if the dead roomer had 

T
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been buried.” 
“You’re a liar,” Murtha snarled. “You tailed 

him here. Okay, flatfoot, I’m glad you showed 
up. I can use you in my business.” 

He turned to his men. “Tie this rat up and 
carry him to the top of this joint. Tie him to a 
chair near a window. Don’t gag him. We’ll set 
this dump on fire and let him yell for help. 
They’ll never save him, but he’ll draw every 
prowl car for a mile around to this place. We’re 
gonna crack the Ambassador Theatre. There’s 
about twenty grand in the safe now. Hurry up, 
boys, there ain’t much time to lose, and I wanta 
hear this guy yell, anyway.” 

Stone struggled futilely in the grip of his 
captors. Some one slammed the barrel of a 
shotgun over his head. He wilted, half-
conscious. Swept off his feet, he was carried up 
four flights of stairs. A heavy chair was dragged 
to an open window and he was dropped into it. 
Ropes lashed him to the chair while Murtha 
stood aside and laughed. 

“This is the best job yet,” he gloated. “Wait 
until the flames start roasting you, flatfoot. Then 
holler like hell so all your pals will try to save 
you. But they won’t. This whole floor is gonna 
be covered with gasoline. If any of the fools try 
to get up here, they’ll roast along with you. 
Sprinkle the gas, boys. We’ve got to get going.” 

Before they had all departed from the room, 
Stone was straining at his bonds. He rocked the 
chair and fell over with it. Grimly, he pushed 
himself across the floor. It was a mass of flames 
and the fire was greedily closing in on him. 
Smoke poured out of the windows in which the 
glass had long since been broken. Stone heard 
shouts. The fire had been seen. With a blaze 
such as this would eventually be, almost all 
radio cars would be called to it. The Shotgun 
Gang would have an easy time at the theatre. 

“I must get out of here,” Stone groaned. 
“I’ve got to.” 

He was nearing the door. A sheet of flame 
swept over him, but he could do nothing except 

keep on pushing himself and the chair toward 
the door. 

He reached it. The room behind him was a 
raging inferno. Beams were already beginning 
to sag and crackle. Ten feet before him Stone 
saw the straight and steep flight of stairs. If he 
could only get to those steps! 

He set his teeth and went on. His hair was 
singed and there were seared marks on the flesh 
of his hands, but a desperate courage showed in 
the outward thrust of his jaw. 
 

E reached the top of the stairs. For a 
moment he teetered on the edge. It looked 
like almost certain death to let himself fall 

down them, but that was better than burning to a 
crisp on the upper floor. Stone let himself go. 

The chair struck the first step and shattered. 
Mingled with the wreckage Stone went hurtling 
down the steps. Dazed and shaken, he picked 
himself up at the bottom. He shook off the now 
loosened ropes, flexed circulation back into his 
arms and legs and raced down the remaining 
steps to the first floor. A crowd had already 
gathered. He plunged through it and ran with all 
the speed he could muster toward Weymouth 
Street. Would the truck be there? Stone hardly 
dared think about it. 

He darted around the corner, saw the closed 
truck and headed for it. He climbed into the cab, 
opened the panel behind the seat and squirmed 
into the back of the truck. Before him was a 
small table upon which were set a series of 
radio tubes and coils. Stone threw a switch and 
a small dynamo began to hum. He twisted dials, 
picked up a microphone and began to speak. 

“All cars attention. All cars. Captain Stone 
speaking. Special orders. Disregard the fire 
alarm on Logan Avenue. Cars sixty-one, 
seventy and thirty-four block the north end of 
Camden Street. Cars thirty-five, twenty-nine 
and sixty-seven take care of the south end. Cars 
fifty-five and six proceed toward the 
Ambassador Theatre on cross streets. Cars 

H
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sixteen and twenty drive due east. Other cars 
converge on the theatre. The Shotgun Gang is 
holding it up. They are well armed. Take no 
chances—” 

“Drop that mike and stick ’em up,” a harsh 
voice rasped from the front seat of the truck. 

Stone turned his head slowly and looked 
into the yawning muzzle of a sawed-off 
shotgun. Welton’s leering face was behind it. 
Another man was at the wheel. 

“Thought you were wise, didn’t you?” he 
snarled. “Well, we’re a damned sight smarter 
than any cop. We stayed behind in the crowd 
just to be sure you didn’t get away.” 

Stone said nothing. He still clung to the 
microphone, but he knew only too well that the 
instant he raised it his head would be blown off 
his shoulders. 

“Take the wheel of this bus, Mike,” Welton 
ordered. “Drive like bell to Camden Street and 
get as close as you can to the theatre. Maybe 
those cops have Murtha and the boys blocked, 
but they won’t stop ’em when they leave. Not 
unless they want to find their dear Captain 
Stone lookin’ like a seventy-five hit him 
between the eyes. Keep that mike down, you. 
Just give one peep and you get it.” 

Without lowering the gun an inch Welton 
squirmed into the back of the truck. 

“Back up against the side of this bus,” he 
ordered Stone. “Gimme that mike. I’m gonna 
tell the cops somethin’ that’ll make their eyes 
blink.” 

“Do you think that will save your murdering 
sidekicks?” Stone demanded. “Go ahead and 
shoot like the louse you are. You won’t get 
away, and if I die from the blast of a shotgun, 
you’ll be dragged down a corridor to an electric 
chair if you live that long.” 

Welton paled, but he snarled a string of 
oaths. He lifted the microphone. 

“Is this thing all set to talk into?” he asked. 
“Get it going, because it’s your only chance for 
life, copper.” 

“I’ll have to change the wave length,” Stone 
said quietly. “We’re getting nearer to where the 
cars are gathering. The sound will be distorted.” 

“Then change it,” the crook snapped. “And 
be quick about it.” 
 

E still held the microphone near his lips. 
Stone twirled a dial, set the amplifier at its 
highest frequency and backed up a pace to 

lift his hands under the threat of that grim 
shotgun. 

“I tell you it’s impossible for you to get 
away with this,” he said loudly. 

“Impossible, hell!” Welton averted his face 
from the microphone. “You’re here, ain’t you? I 
got you covered. We’re gonna park four blocks 
from where the fireworks are gonna start and if 
anythin’ breaks, we can beat it. But you won’t 
come with us, Stone. We’ll leave what’s left of 
you right here in this phony truck.” 

Stone wilted a little. “You’re going to drive 
south on Camden Street?” he asked. “And park 
four blocks from the theatre? Hell, man, if there 
was an ambush of police, they could mow down 
your driver and kill you, too.” 

“Yeah, but there ain’t gonna be no ambush. 
The cops don’t even know we’re comin’. Soon 
as we get there, I’ll tell ’em somethin’ over this 
radio.” 

The truck slowed, swerved a little and 
stopped. The driver turned his head. 

“We’re here—and what an army of cops 
ahead of us. They’ve closed in on Murtha and 
the boys. There’s no shootin’ yet. The boys are 
in the theatre lobby.” 

“Watch this guy,” the crook ordered. “I’m 
gonna go on the air.” 

The driver raised a shotgun and rested it on 
the back of the seat. The other crook laid his 
weapon down, picked up the mike in both hands 
and held it close to his lips. He began to talk. 

“Listen, all you guys in radio cars. We got 
Captain Stone as our prisoner. Either you let 
that mob walk outa that theatre lobby or Stone 
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gets blown apart. Every damned radio and riot 
car has gotta pull away and give ’em room to 
scram. You got two minutes to do it or Stone 
gets his.” 

“They won’t believe you.” Stone was 
perspiring freely. “They’ll think you’re 
bluffing.” 

“Oh, yeah?” the crook snarled. “Well, you 
step up to this mike and tell ’em I’m not fooling. 
Come on—get over here! Watch him, Mike! If 
he makes a phony play, let him have it.” 

Stone bent his head close to the microphone. 
“It’s true,” he said bitterly. “I’m helpless. 

There’s one man in back of the truck with me 
and one other with a shotgun sitting in the front 
seat.” 

“Wham!” 
A single shot crashed through the glass 

window next to the driver. His head jerked aside 
as if struck by a mighty invisible fist. At the 
same time Stone lifted a fist from the floor. It 
connected with Welton’s jaw and sent him 
reeling backward. He reached for his shotgun. 
Stone kicked it away. He twisted a dial before 
he leaped for him. In the narrow confines of the 
truck, the struggle was brief. Stone was a hard 
and quick hitter. Once he took a smashing fist 
full in the face, but he shook it off and slammed 
home blow after blow. He moved the shotgun 
closer with his foot, grabbed it and held it ready. 

“Get up,” he ordered. “Lift your hands and 
keep them there.” 

Some one climbed into the cab of the truck. 
“Are you all right, captain?” It was a patrolman 
with a rifle gripped in his hand. 

“Right enough,” Stone answered. “Keep this 
man quiet while I use this radio again.” 

Swiftly Stone adjusted the dials and picked 
up the microphone. 

“Captain Stone calling,” he spoke distinctly. 
“I am no longer in any danger. Those crooks in 
that theatre lobby must have heard their pal 
giving his orders over the radio. They can’t hear 
me talking now. Begin pulling away as though 

you were following out his orders. Let them 
start away from the theatre and then close in on 
them from every side. They know you won’t 
fire while they are in that lobby. Too many 
people in there with them.” 
 

HE radio and riot cars began to back away, 
leaving an opening through which the gang 
could make their escape. Stone, peering 

through a small glass window in the back door 
of the truck, watched it all, microphone in hand. 
The crooks emerged from the theatre lobby 
slowly, guns ready. They were sure of 
themselves, certain that no officer dared fire 
while Captain Stone was menaced by one of 
their own kind or while scores of frightened 
theatre-goers were huddled in the lobby. They 
climbed into the three cars and started away in 
file. Stone watched them proceed half a block. 

“Now,” he spoke into the microphone. 
“Puncture every tire. Fill the gas tank full of 
holes. Stop them. They won’t fight once they 
see it’s hopeless.” 

Guns barked grim messages. All three 
bandit cars swerved over the road. Vainly the 
drivers tried to right them. Guns protruded from 
each car. Stone raised the amplification of the 
radio and spoke again. From every radio car his 
voice boomed. 

“Drop those guns. This is Captain Stone 
speaking. I’m not a prisoner any longer. If your 
men fire a single shot, Murtha, they’ll be blown 
off the earth. Come out of those cars with your 
hands up.” 

The men in the last car emerged, hands 
stretched high above their heads. Murtha was in 
the first car. A shotgun barked. Instantly the din 
of a hundred guns split the air. The first car was 
riddled with lead. 

Men crawled from it, bleeding and helpless. 
Only one man stayed behind. It was Murtha. He 
was dead. 

Stone opened the back door of the truck and 
leaped out. Commissioner Halliday ran up to 
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him. 
“Fine work, captain,” he said. “Fine work, 

but for a moment I thought they had us. At first 
we thought you had gone crazy. But we soon 
got the trend of your conversation. How in the 
world did you do it?” 

“I was on a pretty spot,” Stone confessed, 
“until that thug told me to tune him in. I turned 
on every ounce of power this set had and every 
whisper he made went out over the air like a 
blast of thunder. I knew you’d get wise and 
ambush this truck. You got the driver just in 
time.” 

“And I said you were an office cop,” 
Halliday berated himself. “You’ve done what all 
my detectives couldn’t do. We’ve got the entire 
gang, thanks to you.” 

Stone mopped his brow. “Maybe I am an 
office cop, but hell, there’s still a thrill left in 
life. I’ve found that out. Now shoot a car up to 
Foster Street and pick up the landlady there. 
She’s one of this mob. The crook O’Keefe shot 
through the head was brought to her rooming 
house and left there, presumably a suicide. I was 
sure they couldn’t get rid of the body quickly 
and they might pull some stunt like that. They 
used every means they could think of to draw 
radio cars away from certain areas when they 
were ready to strike, so I figured they might use 
this body of their own pal to do the same thing. 

“We must get one of these portable radio 
transmitters,” he went on. “I borrowed this one 
from the state police. It’s got some volume.” 

 


	Corpse Collector
	By Norman A. Daniels


