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Healey went after that precious necklace, he had his alibi all 

figured. But he didn’t know he’d have to build a hot-seat hurdle. 
 

EALEY’S heavy lips curled in a 
knowing leer as he ankled 
stealthily across the reception 

room. The faint clink of glasses, the 
bubbling of bibulous feminine laughter, 
and snatches of drunken conversation 

came plainly to his ears from behind the 
door to his partner’s private office. 
 His movements were quiet as he 
entered his own office and knelt before the 
huge safe on which appeared the words 
Auburn & Healey, Precious Stones. 
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Auburn was drunk. There would be no 
interruption as Healey carried out his plan. 
 It was late Saturday afternoon. The 
other offices on that floor were closed. 
Healey had pretended to leave for the day, 
and had then returned secretly by the fire 
stairway. 
 Healey’s harshly chiseled features 
stood out cruelly in the dying afternoon 
light as he paused with talon-like fingers 
clutching the dial of the safe. An 
expression of almost gleeful satisfaction 
crossed his face as he heard the girl’s 
voice, enunciating with the studied diction 
of inebriation. The words sounded plainly 
through the thin partition: 
 “Well, by this time tomorrow we’ll 
be a long way off from home and-mother.” 
 It was true, then! True beyond any 
possible doubt. Auburn was running away! 
And that high-pitched, grating voice was 
surely not Mrs. Auburn’s. 
 Healey grinned in unholy 
anticipation as he thought of the mess his 
partner would be in. Not only an irate wife 
on his trail—but the police, hot after him 
for the theft of the necklace! And Healey 
had the clues fixed, so the guilt would 
point irrefutably toward Auburn. 
 The afternoon sun had sunk behind 
the buildings across the street. But there 
was still enough light in the room for 
Healey’s purpose as he twirled the dial, 
swung open the ponderous door. 
 A few seconds later Healey’s eyes 
bulged avariciously as his sinewy fingers 
gloatingly caressed the necklace. It was a 
thing of sheerest liquid beauty, a series of 
matched and graded gems, the perfection 
of which he had never before witnessed in 
his years of trading diamonds. The string 
had been sold by them that morning to a 
wealthy client whose certified check was 
already deposited to Auburn and Healey’s 
account in the National Marine Bank. 
Delivery was scheduled for Monday. 

 He held them up, dribbled them 
caressingly across his palm, twirled them 
back and forth so that he might drink in 
their scintillating loveliness. His delight in 
these jewels amounted almost to madness. 
He wished then that he might curve them 
lightly across some virgin-white bosom, 
without which living background, no gem 
is properly set off. 
 A particularly loud gust of 
cackling, bibulous laughter came from the 
next room, thrusting in rudely upon 
Healey’s gluttonous abstraction. He 
glanced away from the necklace, frowned 
in annoyance, then remembered where he 
was. Too dangerous to remain here much 
longer. Better to take the necklace away 
and admire it elsewhere in safety. He 
could never see enough of that necklace he 
knew. 
 Turning back toward the pivot of 
his attention, his gaze passed lightly over 
an object standing on top of the safe. It 
was a display bust, such as jewelers 
sometimes use in their windows to provide 
a more natural setting for their wares. 
 

NABLE to resist the impulse to 
further admire the sparkling gems, 

Healey took down the bust, blew the dust 
from its artificial hair and set the head and 
shoulders on the edge of his desk close by. 
Unclasping the necklace with fingers that 
fumbled slightly in excitement, he draped 
the diamonds across the varnished 
hardness of its cold, lifeless bosom. 
 Healey knelt, tilting his head from 
side to side, gave his imagination full rein, 
pictured himself circling those gems about 
the invitingly arched neck of a beautiful 
woman—a thing of flesh and blood—such 
a woman as tantalizing,, darkly thrilling, 
Myra Easley. 
 A harsh scraping sound from the 
direction of the window jolted Healey 
from his reverie. His head snapped around 

U



Hot-Seat Hurdle 3

and he sprang erect, mouthing a startled 
oath. 
 A man in overalls moved hurriedly 
to one side of the fire escape outside. 
Healey saw the pail in his hand, caught a 
glimpse of the instrument hanging in the 
loop at his back. A window cleaner, 
working late. He had seen! 
 Healey made an involuntary move 
toward the window and a snarling sound 
issued from his throat. Then he pulled up, 
stopped dead in his tracks. There was 
nothing he could do now. He couldn’t risk 
the theft, even though his partner’s 
absence would look bad. For some one 
had seen him in the office, after all his 
carefully laid plans to establish an alibi 
elsewhere. 
 There was nothing to do now but 
forget his entire plan to-steal the necklace, 
call off his alibi and admit failure. Slowly 
his leaden gaze swung back to the bust. 
Fire struck anew in his eyes. He felt an 
unholy thrill. The necklace was so 
beautiful it almost seemed to live, to 
breathe warmly! 
 Healey’s cheek bones stood forth 
in adamant refusal to let the necklace go. 
His nostrils flared, his fingers worked 
spasmodically. Deliberately he walked to 
the window, raised it softly and looked 
out. The window cleaner was industriously 
brushing with an air of exaggerated 
innocence a couple of windows off, on the 
side away from his partner’s office. That 
office was quiet now. His partner and the 
woman must have gone. 
 Gradually Healey’s jaw set at an 
angle of vicious resolve. Why not? His 
alibi was already arranged. Why should he 
let this damned window cleaner keep him 
from the coveted jewels? He could frame 
Auburn for one more crime. 
 The fire escape extended from his 
window to the next, its iron scaffolding 
stopping short of the window now being 

cleaned. The cleaner hung by his straps, 
having hooked his pail to his belt. 
 Healey reached in his pocket, 
pulled out a stout, keen-edged pen knife 
and sliced it open. He steeled himself to 
his deadly purpose. 
 He stepped out onto the fire 
escape, walked its length, keeping the 
knife concealed. The window cleaner saw 
him coming, goggled at him in sudden 
fright. 
 Without pausing or uttering any 
word, Healey leaned swiftly over the 
railing and slashed out with the knife. The 
cleaner let out a horrible yell, his feet 
slipped from the sill and a moment later he 
dangled crazily, his arms and legs flailing 
and threshing wildly. Healey had severed 
one side of his safety belt. 
 Grasping the short end of the belt 
still- attached to the window frame, 
Healey climbed over the rail and placed 
his foot on the sill, reaching for the other 
end of the belt, his knife blade flashing 
wickedly. The window cleaner’s screams 
died away fast as his body plunged, the 
horrible sounds abruptly ending as it 
thudded to the roof of the tenth floor 
extension, the pail crushed under it. 
 Healey slipped back inside his 
window and looked cautiously over. The 
street was as deserted as it had been for the 
past few hours. The windows on the other 
side of the street were dark. No one had 
seen—or heard. The body would lie on 
that extension roof until Monday at least, 
before it would be discovered. Auburn’s 
office was quiet. He was sure, now, they 
had left. 
 Replacing the bust on top of the 
safe, Healey pocketed the necklace and 
cautiously made his way from the 
building, using the fire stairway by which 
he had entered. 
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T a few minutes before eleven on 
Monday morning, Healey was 

interrupted by the unceremonious entrance 
of a man in police uniform. 
 “Sergeant Stokes, homicide 
bureau,” rumbled the visitor, disdaining 
the proffered chair, perching himself 
instead on the edge of Healer’s desk. 
 “Homicide?” Healey’s eyebrows 
went up and his tones were politely 
quizzical. “I reported a theft, not—” 
 “Yeah, I know. The jewelry 
detail’ll be along in a minute. I’m covering 
the murder end of it.” 
 Healey’s hands gripped the arms of 
his chair. His jaw dropped. “M-mur-der?” 
 “Yeah. Some guy in a window 
cleaner’s rig was cut down from right 
outside your window. His body landed on 
the tenth floor tower setback. We had a 
hell of a time getting him out of that spot. 
Then, when we get him out, we have 
another merry hell of a time finding out 
who he is.” 
 “But—but—this is incredible! My 
partner’s run away,” cried Healey. “I—I’m 
sure he took that necklace with him. But 
this—this killing—I can’t believe he 
would—are you sure it wasn’t an 
accident?” 
 “Like I was saying,” went on 
Sergeant Stokes, brushing aside the 
interruption, “we can’t find identification 
on him so we go to the window cleaners 
union. What the hell do you think? They 
don’t know him, never saw him before. 
Funny, ain’t it? Some guy snooping 
around masquerading as a building 
employee, is the only way we can explain 
it. But why, we want to know. Why?” 
 Healey gulped down his rising 
fear. The man was dead—whoever he 
might have been. It didn’t matter. Window 
cleaner or not, the man was dead. 
 “Did you—find out?” he inquired. 
 Sergeant Stokes did not 

immediately answer. His practiced eye 
was sweeping the room, and all its 
contents, Healey watched his gaze halt at 
the safe, scanning it closely. The huge 
door lay partly ajar, the empty tray which 
had contained the diamond necklace stood 
on top of the safe, close to the display 
bust. 
 Sergeant Stokes swung round 
suddenly and addressed Healey. “Why in 
hell you Maiden Lane jewelers can’t 
notify the jewelry detail when you got a 
big deal on, so they can give you extra 
protection, is more than I can figure out. 
D’you know—” his voice rose, almost 
threateningly— “d’you know what this 
$75,000 job will probably mean to the 
boys downtown here? They’ll get their 
rank reduced again just like last month, 
when those uptown dicks let a couple of 
big jobs get pulled right under their noses. 
Hell, man, you ought to have a thought 
now and then for the boys on the force. If 
you’da let ’em know—aw, what the hell!” 
 He slid disgustedly off the desk 
and took a turn around the room. Healey 
breathed deeply in relief. He’d been afraid 
of the way the homicide man had begun to 
lay into him. He realized now his fears 
were all groundless. Didn’t he know he’d 
covered his tracks perfectly; had himself 
absolutely alibied? 
 “Like I was saying,” went on 
Sergeant Stokes, coming to a standstill in 
front of the safe, against which he casually 
leaned, “we finally identified that stiff. 
Who do you think it was?” 
 “I’m sure I haven’t the slightest 
idea,” replied Healey evenly, 
 “A private op from the Braber 
Detective Agency. What the hell d’you 
know about that?” 
 Healey frowned, puzzled. “What 
was he doing around this building at such 
an hour?” A thought occurred to him as he 
spoke the words. Could it be— 
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 “I nailed Braber, his chief, a tough 
egg with a tight chin. I put the screws on 
him and he eased the whole story. Seems 
your partner’s wife was having him 
trailed. In other words, Mrs. Auburn was 
fretting to dig her nails into the face of 
some blonde that Auburn was sporting 
with.” 
 “This is awful!” cried Healey. “I 
had some suspicion that he was running 
around a bit but I had no idea—” he 
stopped as if a thought had struck him. 
“Say, you don’t think that Auburn caught 
this—this operator looking in the window 
and—and—” his voice trailed realistically 
into horrified silence. 
 Sergeant Stokes grinned, but not 
very humorously. “Something like that. 
What else can we think? Besides the op 
had already got his evidence.” 
 

NWARDLY exulting, Healey tried to 
retain the horrified expression on his 

face. 
 “Evidence?” he asked. “What do 
you mean?” 
 “It was a very clever stunt, 
Healey,” stated Sergeant Stokes his voice 
suddenly changing. His body stiffened, a 
service automatic appeared in his hand, 
leveled at Healey’s heart. “You killed that 
dick posing as a window cleaner.” 
 “What’s the meaning of this?” 
braved Healey, his voice rising. 
 “I know you got an alibi all cooked 
up,” said Stokes, “I looked it up before I 
came here. But I’m gonna break it. Before 
you cut that op loose from his moorings, 
he took your picture right in this room, 
making love to a set of handsome 
sparklers—about $75,000 worth.” 
 A glimmer of understanding began 
to trickle through Healey’s brain and he 
ghosted toward the door in sudden panic. 
But flight was next to impossible, with 
that black muzzle staring at him ten feet 

away. 
 Sergeant Stokes rumbled on, 
merrily sweating his quarry. “Those 
sparklers were around the neck of a 
beautiful dame—or so the op thought 
when he glanced in and snapped your 
photo thinking you were Auburn. From 
what we know all he saw across the top of 
the desk was this bust showing like it was 
a girl half dressed, sitting behind the desk 
with her lover kneeling in front of her. We 
had that photo enlarged, and it’s so clear 
we can a1most see the sweat on your—” 
 Healey cried out, pointing a 
shaking finger past Stokes’ head, at the 
bust standing on top of the safe. “She’s 
alive,” he shrieked. “Alive!” 
 Sergeant Stokes’ jaw dropped a 
trifle at the frenzied tones. Was the man 
going bughouse just when he was getting 
ready to hand a nice, sane first degree case 
over to the D. A.? Involuntarily he twisted 
his head a trifle. 
 In that shred of a second, Healey 
acted. He flung himself square at the 
sergeant, wrapped his sinewy fists around 
the gun, ripped it away and switched it in 
his powerful hands, backing a step. He 
squeezed the trigger and a slug ripped 
toward Stokes, 
 The sound of the shot was echoed 
by two more in quick succession, this time 
from the doorway. A tall young man stood 
there, a grim expression on his face, as he 
calmly sent a slug into Healey’s body. 
 Healey spun round, dropped to the 
carpet, pawed himself writhingly to a 
crawling posture, then flopped down. 
 Stokes, one arm hanging limply, 
rolled him over, pulled him to sitting 
position. “He’ll live. Only got it in his 
shoulder,” he said to the man who had just 
come in, “He’ll come out of it in a minute, 
to head for the hot seat. 
 “In your report, sergeant,” said the 
young man, “don’t forget to mention how 
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the jewelry detail helped to break this 
case.” 
 “I won’t forget, buddy,” the 
sergeant looked grateful. His glance 
switched to Healey. “He’s comin’ to.” 
 Healey pulled himself up. Dazedly 
he spoke. “The—the camera,” he 
muttered. “There wasn’t any camera!” 
 Stokes grinned. “That’s where you 
made your biggest mistake, Healey. That 
camera was under your nose, within reach 
of your hand all the time and you didn’t 
even tumble. You could’ve destroyed that 

plate and your partner might of burned.” 
 Stokes clamped bracelets on 
Healey’s hands. “The camera,” he 
explained, “was hidden under a false 
bottom in that pail, with its lens behind a 
small hole in the side of the pail. The tube 
leading to the trigger was concealed along 
a seam in the metal so that anyone 
carrying the pail could operate it! 
 “Your not-seat hurdle fell a little 
short, Healey,” Stokes said as he led his 
prisoner away. 

 


