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FTER all,” protested Sidney  O’Shea, 
“it isn’t much I’m asking. All you’ve 
got to do is put me under arrest.” 

“Under arrest?” Captain Luther 
McCamant stared at the private dick 
suspiciously. “And what for?” 

“For murder.” 
“Murder! You’re crazy. Who’ve you 

murdered? What are you talking about?” 
Sidney O’Shea fished a cigarette from the 

right pocket of his pearl-gray topcoat. 
“Nobody. And keep cool, captain. There’s 
nothing to get excited about.” He touched a 
match, held in lean, strong fingers, to the 

cylinder of tobacco and exhaled a fog of blue 
smoke. “I’ll tell you what,” he announced 
suddenly. “We’ll compromise. Make it a 
pinch for the district attorney—material 
witness, huh?” 

“Any old murder case will do, I suppose,” 
the captain suggested with sarcasm. 

O’Shea leaned forward, shaking his head. 
His voice lowered. “I’m afraid not, captain. 
It’s got to be a particular case—the Conway 
case.” 

“The Conway case!” Captain McCamant 
snorted. “Now I know you’re stewed. Or 
maybe you’ve been working too hard lately? 
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You weren’t even in town the day Conway 
was killed.” 

“But not everyone knows it.” 
“Say, what’s on your mind, anyway? 

Suppose I arrest you as a material witness in a 
murder you know nothing about. What then?” 

O’Shea slipped a neat cowhide billfold, 
lettered in gold with his initials, from an inside 
pocket. From it he withdrew a crumpled 
newspaper clipping. He spread it among the 
pink holdup reports on the captain’s desk. 

“Look here. There’s ten thousand reward 
for the killers of Samuel Conway. All right, 
five grand looks good to me.” He exhaled 
another cloud of smoke and flipped the 
cigarette out the captain’s open window, 
thereby violating city ordinance No. 10663. 
“Besides, I knew the old man’s niece, Twyla 
Conway. She’s a swell kid, captain, and she’s 
taking it mighty hard.” 

“Well, we’re doing everything we can, 
aren’t we?” 

O’Shea shrugged. “You haven’t got 
anywhere so far. And half of that ten grand 
would buy a lot of shoes for a police captain’s 
kids, wouldn’t it?” 

“Sure, but what—” 
“All right, listen. Conway was killed in his 

office. We know why. He had diamonds in his 
safe. Sixty-four thousand dollars’ worth, to be 
exact. Nothing very unusual about the 
diamonds being there, since he was a 
manufacturing jeweler. Nothing very unusual 
about his working alone and late at night, 
either. But how many jewel thieves are there 
in this section with the daring and the 
imagination to carry out a crime of that 
magnitude?” 

The captain leaned back, stoked his 
corncob pipe with Virginia Old Burley and 
sucked at the thin stem. “Go on,” he said. “I 
still don’t get what you’re driving at.” 

“Well, you are pretty sure in your own 
mind that no amateur pulled that job, aren’t 
you?” 

“Sure. Whoever pulled it knew stones, all 
right. The ones he took and the ones he left 
behind showed that.” 

“All right. Who have we got out here that 
could have done it? King Reilly might have.” 

“He’s in the pen.” 
“Or Pat Augustine and his mob. He 

wouldn’t be beyond murder. Or maybe Slip 
Benford.” 

“Yeah, but what of it? Suppose we could 
find ’em all. Suppose we brought ’em in. 
What’d happen? They’d be out with a writ of 
habeas corpus before we could ask ’em how 
old they were. We’ve got to have something to 
go on—and so far we haven’t got it.” 

“That’s exactly what I’m trying to get at.” 
“And that’s why you want me to lock you 

up as a material witness when you were 300 
miles away from the scene of the crime, and 
probably didn’t even know the victim by 
sight.” 

“Exactly. And I want bail set at $1000. No 
more, no less.” 

“You’re crazy,” the captain grunted. 
“Crazy as hell.” 

“Are you willing to bet five thousand 
bucks on it?” 

“No. You’ve acted crazy too often 
before—and been right.” The captain rose 
from his squeaky swivel chair and jabbed a 
button. His square, rugged face wore an air of 
decision. “You’re under arrest right now, and 
the bail’s a thousand bucks.” 

A man in blue uniform shoved open the 
swinging door from the squad room. 

“Lieutenant, watch my ’phone. I’m taking 
a prisoner up to jail. A very dangerous 
prisoner.” The captain dropped his voice to a 
whisper. “As a matter of fact, it wouldn’t 
surprise me a bit to find out he’s insane.” 

T
 

HE newspapers made much of the arrest 
of Sidney O’Shea as a material witness in 

the murder of Samuel Conway. Captain 
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quoted, but there was some editorial sparring 
in the morning sheets to the effect that O’Shea 
and the police were a bit jealous of each other 
and that both had their eyes upon the reward 
for Conway’s murderers. 

It was shortly after noon when Captain 
McCamant puffed up the concrete steps to the 
jail on the top floor and rattled the bars of 
O’Shea’s cell. 

“There’s a guy downstairs says he came to 
bail you out,” he announced. “What’s the idea 
of that? If you want to get out, all you’ve got 
to do is say the word. I still think you’re off 
your nut.” 

“Bail,” grinned O’Shea, rising from his 
rude cot and ignoring the captain’s comment. 
“That’s fine. I was expecting the gentleman.” 

“Then you want me to take his dough?” 
“Of course. What’s his name?” 
“What d’you mean ‘what’s his name’? I 

thought you, were expecting him.” 
“So I was, but I wasn’t sure who it’d be.” 
“Well, it’s Barney Pander.” “ 
“The shyster?” 
“The same.” 
“Hmm.” 
“He’s waiting downstairs.” 
“Okay. Turn the key.” 
But Barney Pander was gone from the 

lobby when O’Shea reached the first floor. 
The private dick looked about, shrugged and 
stepped through the huge, bronze doors of 
police headquarters, into the afternoon 
sunshine of Pine Avenue. He was hardly 
prepared for what came next, for, as his lungs 
drew in the first breath of the balmy spring air, 
a staccato rattle burst from across the way, 
echoing with the sharpness of thunder claps, 
in the narrow street. 

Instinctively, O’Shea fell on his face. The 
rough concrete bruised his knees and scraped 
skin from his palms, but he did not mind. That 
first volley from the Tommy gun had missed 
him by inches. He rolled to the left, reached 
the comparative protection of a police 

emergency car parked at the curb. A second 
volley whined over his head, pinging against 
the red brick walls of headquarters and 
throwing up a cloud of mortar dust. He sat up, 
examined himself critically. His hurried 
embrace of the sidewalk had done his pearl-
gray topcoat no good, but otherwise there was 
little damage. 

He climbed to his feet, risked a glance 
around the police machine. The sound of 
running footsteps came from headquarters, but 
across the way all was silent. The lunch room 
run by Marty Spivak was deserted. The door 
was ajar, the long row of stools unoccupied. 
O’Shea unlimbered his automatic as he raced 
across the asphalt. There was no other 
possible vantage point from which the attempt 
upon his life could have been made. 

He barged through the open door, into the 
smelly kitchen at the rear. As he did so, the 
roar of a racing motor came to his ears. He 
leaped for the door, but the heavy, black 
machine was just swinging out of the alley 
into the next street. The machine had no 
license plates. 

O’Shea turned back to grin at the cops 
who had crowded after him. “They need some 
lessons in marksmanship,” he said, “but 
they’re pretty good on the getaway.” He 
fished for a cigarette, jabbed it between his 
lips. “You’ll probably find the cook tied up 
behind the counter.” 

They found the cook tied up, instead, in a 
musty closet off the kitchen, his head buried in 
the ragged gray strings of the restaurant mop. 
A bump on his gray-fringed skull explained 
his visitors’ means of persuasion. 

He came to, after they doused him with 
water, spluttering and jabbering and waving 
his hands, but he was unable to offer any real 
help. There had been a tall, skinny youth with 
pimples on his face and a sneer on his thin, 
tight lips; and there had been another youth, 
shorter, with thick neck and massive 
shoulders. They hadn’t said anything to him. 



Secret Agent X 
 

4

The one with the big shoulders had whipped 
out a gun and socked him over the head—and 
that was all there was to it until he found 
himself floundering through the deluge of 
water. 

Sidney O’Shea backed out of the smelly 
lunch room as soon as he could. His steps 
turned uptown. His lean face was set in firm 
lines of thought. There were a number of 
questions he would like to put to a certain 
shyster attorney, one Barney Pander. 
Presently, however, his face relaxed and a new 
something appeared upon it, a something that 
might have been satisfaction. 

 
ARNEY PANDER sat at the old, roll-top 
desk in his dingy, one-room office on the 

tenth floor of the Market Exchange Building, 
his feet cocked upon a half-opened drawer, his 
teeth clamped upon an unlighted cigar. He 
was a fat little man, slightly baldish, with a 
yellowish complexion and dark pouches under 
his eyes. 

“How should I know?” he demanded with 
a shrug and an outward gesture of his fat 
palm. “I found the dough on my desk and I got 
instructions to bail you out. It sounded 
phoney, but I earned my fee and that’s all I’m 
interested in.” 

“And you mean to tell me you don’t know 
who instructed you to put up the bail?” 
O’Shea demanded, making no effort to 
disguise the disbelief in his tone. 

The little attorney smiled unctuously. 
“Should I ask questions? I come in. There’s a 
package on my desk. Just as I go to open it, 
the telephone rings. Someone on the other end 
of the line tells me there’s twelve hundred 
bucks in the package. I’m to bail you out with 
a thousand. The rest’s mine. There’s no law 
against posting bail.” 

“And I suppose this mysterious gent on the 
’phone didn’t tell you the reason he wanted 
me bailed out was that he wanted to make a 
target out of me for a couple of Tommy guns, 

huh?” 
Pander looked mildly surprised but not 

particularly concerned. “That’s your lookout,” 
he said. “I never saw you before. I don’t care 
whether I ever see you again. If someone 
attempted to murder you, I had nothing to do 
with it.” 

“You’re sure you didn’t see the guys that 
put up that money?” 

Pander shook his head and shrugged again. 
“And I didn’t recognize the voice on the 
telephone.” 

“You’ve still got the paper the money was 
wrapped in, I suppose?” 

Pander leaned over and jerked a pudgy 
thumb at a shapeless wicker wastebasket. 
“Help yourself.” 

O’Shea pulled the two wrinkled sheets of 
heavy manila paper from the otherwise empty 
basket. There were no marks upon either 
sheet, not even the name of Barney Pander. 

“And how did the package get in here?” 
O’Shea wondered. “You don’t leave your door 
unlocked when you’re out, do you?” 

“The building manager has keys to all the 
offices. He brought it in. I asked him about it. 
He said a youngster delivered it to him.” 
Pander rolled the cigar stub across his thick 
lips and his eyes met those of O’Shea with 
unbidden insolence. “Now, if you’re through 
with the catechism, I’ll get a little work done. 
I usually get paid for answering questions.” 

“Okay,” O’Shea grunted. “I’ll see the 
building manager.” 

He left the office, fuming inwardly. 
Barney Pander, he was convinced, was telling 
the truth. The little shyster had had nothing to 
do with the attempt upon his life. At the same 
time, he might have been able to offer some 
little help, and his complete unconcern was 
irritating. 

O’Shea found the building manager in an 
office cluttered with tools, cleaning utensils 
and samples of linoleum, on the third floor. 
The man knew nothing about the youngster 
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who had brought him the package. All he 
knew was that it was to be delivered 
immediately, so he had entered Pander’s 
office and left it on his desk. 

O’Shea was neither surprised nor 
disappointed. 

“There’s only one other thing,” he said. 
“Some one rented an office on the tenth floor 
this morning. I want the number of that 
office.” 

“Sure. Sure. That was 1019. A couple of 
young men are opening a wholesale office for 
neckties and men’s sox. But what’s that got to 
do with it?” 

“That’s what I want to find out.” 
 

’SHEA went back to the tenth floor, 
knocked at 1019. There was no answer. 

He slipped a metal key ring from his pocket, 
selected one of the keys, fitted it into the lock. 
It would not work. He tried two more. At the 
fourth attempt, the bolt clicked and O’Shea 
stepped inside. 

The office was small, dimly lighted and 
none too clean. It opened upon the street, but 
the towering structure across the way threw it 
into permanent shadow. O’Shea found a light 
switch, flipped it on. There was one desk, he 
discovered, two rickety chairs, a dirty wash 
basin. The desk showed no signs of recent use. 
There were no papers in the wastebasket, no 
typewriter in sight, nothing to indicate the 
room had been occupied, except for the heavy, 
black violin case which stood in one corner. 

O’Shea had seen Tommy guns carried in 
cases like that before. Instinctively he knew 
what the thing contained. He crossed, started 
to unfasten the clasps. 

In the midst of that operation, he stiffened 
suddenly. 

“All right, hold it, pal,” the voice had said 
from the doorway. It was a coarse, harsh voice 
and there was no denying its ring of authority. 
“That’s right, pal. Now turn around slow and 
lift them mitts.” 

O’Shea thought of the automatic in his 
shoulder holster, felt an almost overwhelming 
urge to take a chance on it—to whirl 
shooting—but the odds were too great. He’d 
be dead before his finger touched the trigger. 
He turned, his hands high. 

The youth who stood before him was 
short, thick set, ugly. His massive shoulders 
sprouted a short, heavy-neck and his mop of 
oily black hair grew low on his forehead. His 
eyes burned strangely. 

“That’s right, pal,” he repeated. “No 
breaks and I don’t shoot.” He stepped back, 
motioned to some one through the half open 
door. A second youth slipped into the room, a 
tall, slender, sharp-nosed youth with a pimply 
face and a sharp chin, sharp eyes, 

“All right, smart guy,” said the thick-
shouldered one, “let’s hear all about it. What’s 
the idea?” 

“Listen, gents, don’t turn me in.” O’Shea’s 
voice was a whine. “Listen, I ain’t used to this 
sorta thing. I been outa a job eight months—” 

The skinny one laughed shortly. The 
sound was like the twang of a taut wire. 

“Can it, shamus,” he said. “You’re O’Shea 
and you’re in a tough spot. You ain’t pulling 
any gag like that on us.” 

O’Shea grinned. It was a cold, warning 
grin. “Okay,” he snapped. “That’s all I wanted 
to know. You know I’m O’Shea. You 
wouldn’t know that if you weren’t mixed up 
in this thing. I’m going to pinch you for 
complicity in the murder of Samuel Conway.” 

The thick-set young man snorted. “Listen 
to that, Spick,” he mocked. “He’s going to 
pinch us.” Then his tone changed. It became 
hard again, ominous as the grating of steel 
against stone. “Search him, Spick.” 

The sharp featured youth stepped forward, 
ran his hands over O’Shea’s body. He slipped 
the dick’s automatic from its shoulder holster 
and his handcuffs from his rear pocket. He 
tossed the handcuffs on the desk and tucked 
the automatic into his side coat pocket. 
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“You’re pretty smart, ain’t you, shamus?” 
O’Shea shrugged. “It doesn’t take brains 

to outsmart punks like you,” he said. 
Light gleamed in the little, brown eyes of 

the thick-shouldered youth. “Sit down,” he 
growled, “and put your hands flat on the desk. 
One move and I’ll drill you.” 

“You’d have a hard time explaining a 
corpse in your office,” O’Shea reminded him. 
“It might mean the hot seat.” 

O’Shea had hardly anticipated the other’s 
reaction. The gunman looked a little surprised 
at first, then a bit shaken. Apparently the idea 
hadn’t occurred to him. 

“You’re playing a sucker game for some 
one,” O’Shea pressed. 

But the other’s loss of composure was 
only momentary. He shook his shaggy head 
doggedly. “We ain’t through with you yet, 
shamus. Your fancy detecting may not be so 
hot after all.” He turned to the youth called 
Spick. “Get the chief on the ’phone.” 

Spick went to the wall telephone, dialed a 
number, spoke in a hurried monotone. There 
was something akin to relief on his sharp 
features when he turned. 

“He’ll be over.” 
The following minutes seemed 

interminable. O’Shea watched, every nerve 
alert, for the slightest opening, but the youth 
with the weapon did not relax his vigilance for 
a moment. Presently three short raps sounded 
on the door. 
 

PICK brought a stub-nosed automatic 
from a holster under his left arm pit and 

turned the knob. O’Shea’s thin lips turned 
upward as the tall, meticulously dressed 
individual stepped into the room. “So I was 
right—Pat Augustine himself,” he grinned. 
“You’re stepping into the big time, 
Augustine.” 

The newcomer smiled, but there was no 
more humor in his smile than there had been 
in that of O’Shea. He rocked on the balls of 

his spatted feet while his gloved hands 
caressed the gold knob of his walking stick. 

“I’m afraid you’ve gone a little too far this 
time, O’Shea,” he said finally. “Private dicks 
don’t interfere with the personal affairs of Pat 
Augustine.” 

“You were wrong twice today,” O’Shea 
informed him. “Maybe you’ll be wrong again. 
I resent being shot at, Augustine.” 

“Wrong?” queried Augustine. 
“Yes, you were wrong when you fell for 

those newspaper stories about my arrest. You 
figured exactly what I thought you would. 
You figured the police arrested me as a 
witness because I had discovered something 
about the Conway killing which I wouldn’t 
spill to them. Being a smart boy, you figured I 
wouldn’t spill because I didn’t want to split 
the ten thousand reward. You also figured if 
you could bail me out and have me bumped 
off, the evidence I’d unearthed would die with 
me. That’s where you were wrong again. 
Because I didn’t have any evidence. But I’ve 
got plenty now.” 

Augustine shook his head with mock 
sadness. “I’m afraid you’re overlooking the 
obvious fact that your ‘evidence’ will do you 
but little good. Unfortunately, you’ve put 
yourself in a most compromising position.” 

“I’ve already told you I resent being shot 
at. I wouldn’t try it again if I were you.” 

“Oh, there won’t be any shooting.” 
“That’s good. I just explained to your 

hirelings it might be difficult accounting for a 
bloody corpse on the floor of their office.” 

“Don’t worry. My boys are in the clear. 
They haven’t any police record and they do 
have an ironclad alibi for the present moment; 
for all of this afternoon, as a matter of fact. 
But they won’t need to explain a murder, 
because no one will suspect murder. The 
corpse won’t have any bullet holes in it and it 
won’t be in the office. You are about to have a 
most regrettable accident, O’Shea. You are 
about to lean too far out of the window.” 
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O’Shea felt his nerves go taut. The 
fiendish cleverness of the other’s plan struck 
him like a blow. He had been bluffing, 
praying for a break—but the simple and self-
evident fact that they could toss him from a 
window had never occurred to him. Only with 
effort was he able to keep his voice steady as 
he stalled. 

“But the building manager knows I came 
to this office,” he pointed out. 

Augustine shrugged his perfectly tailored 
shoulders. “It is a small matter. Neither Spick 
nor Harry were here when you broke in like a 
common thief. A dozen witnesses will testify 
to that; the investigation will be a mere 
formality.” 

Augustine paused to slip a gold-tipped 
cigarette between his thin, cruel lips. He was 
master of the situation. He would kill without 
compunction. Those things O’Shea knew. But 
it was not so much impending death as it was 
the very cold-bloodedness of the man that 
brought perspiration to the private dick’s 
forehead. 
 

UGUSTINE jerked his head at the 
window. Spick moved toward it. The 

unoiled rollers squeaked as the glass rose. 
O’Shea forced a grin he no longer felt. His 

hands were icy, his heart thumping. “Wait a 
minute,” he commanded, voice sharp with 
authority. 

Augustine exhaled two thin streams of 
blue smoke from his nostrils. “Well?” he 
asked. 

And O’Shea realized there was no answer 
to that “well?” He had no plan, no defense, 
nothing. 

Sidney O’Shea had known fear before. It 
was no new sensation. He had known fear 
many times during the months he had fought 
in the trenches in the war. He had known fear 
in hand to hand encounters since then, when 
bullets spattered about his ears. But this was a 
new kind of fear. It was the cold, clammy fear 

of the inevitable. The thought leaped into his 
mind that his waiting for them to throw him 
ten stories to death must be very much like a 
condemned man’s waiting for the executioner 
to pull the gallows trap. 

He forced the thought from his 
consciousness. He realized suddenly that his 
handcuffs were lying but a dozen inches from 
the tips of his fingers on the desk. The 
possibility of grabbing them up and hurling 
them at the face of the thick necked youth 
occurred to him. But that would merely be 
suicide. They were three to one, and two of 
them had automatics trained upon him. 

“Well?” Augustine repeated, his tone 
superciliously amused. 

Then another thought came to O’Shea. 
The grimness left his face. He leaned forward 
abruptly, picked up the cuffs. 

Augustine’s eyes narrowed. Harry took a 
step forward, his gun finger tightening. “Drop 
’em,” he rasped. 

O’Shea made no move to comply. “Has it 
occurred to you I could smash in your face 
with these things?” he asked Augustine with 
suave insolence. 

The latter rocked on the balls of his feet. 
His little eyes glittered. “Has it occurred to 
you, he asked in return, “that Harry could 
blow the top of your head off? I should follow 
his advice, if I were you. Drop them.” 

O’Shea grinned coldly. “Sorry,” he said, “I 
can’t. They’re fastened to my left wrist.” Even 
as he spoke, the circlet of steel clicked shut 
above his hand. He shrugged. “You’ll still find 
it pretty hard to explain why such an 
unfortunate accident as falling out a window 
should happen to a man with handcuffs around 
his wrist,” he said. “Accidents just don’t 
happen that way.” 

Augustine cursed, took a rapid step 
forward, brought his thin, gloved hand across 
O’Shea’s face. The blow smarted, brought 
blood to O’Shea’s lip where a tooth broke 
flesh. O’Shea started to swing, but the 
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ominous glint from the steel in Harry’s hand 
warned him. He fell back, his teeth clinched, 
his eyes blazing. 

“There’s a key to those cuffs,” Augustine 
rasped. “Search him.” 

“No use,” O’Shea said. “Never carry a 
key. Captain McCamant’s got it at 
headquarters. When I put the cuffs on anyone, 
I figure them to stay on until I get there.” 

“I fanned him,” Spick said. “There’s no 
key on him.” 

Augustine flipped through the ring of keys 
by which O’Shea had gained entrance to the 
office. None of them even faintly resembled 
the one he was looking for. He muttered 
another oath. 

 
HE thick-shouldered youth shifted his 
weight “What’s the use killing him here, 

anyway?” he wanted to know. “We can keep 
him on ice until the joint closes tonight, then 
pack him out the back way. No one’ll ever 
know we had anything to do with it” 

”No.” A calculating gleam appeared in 
Augustine’s narrowed eyes. “We’ll saw those 
bracelets off. Nicky the Greek can do the job 
in ten minutes. You stay here, Harry. Spick, 
you come along.” Augustine flipped his 
cigarette into a corner, reached for his hip 
pocket. 

Subconsciously, O’Shea knew what was 
coming. He fell back as Augustine lashed out 
with the blackjack that appeared with 
surprising suddenness in his gloved fingers. 
The blow caught him on the side of the skull, 
sent him reeling dizzily back against the wall. 
Red spots danced before his eyes and his 
stomach seemed to turn over within him. 

“That’ll hold him,” he heard the other’s 
voice say as he slipped down the wall to the 
floor. The words boomed in his ears, then 
echoed and re-echoed in his brain. “If he 
comes to and starts trouble, let him have it, 
Harry. We’ll worry about it afterwards. Come 
along, Spick.” 

O’Shea lay still. He realized his 
subconscious warning had prevented the blow 
from being nearly as effective as Augustine 
had thought it had been. He wanted 
desperately to shake his head, but knew that to 
do so would be to warn them that he was not 
unconscious. He kept his eyes shut, watched a 
hundred worlds whirl across the inner surface 
of his eyelids. How long he waited he had no 
idea, but presently the sharp pain subsided 
somewhat and he no longer felt that he was 
swinging through space. He risked opening 
one eye. 

Harry had propped a chair against the wall 
and was leaning back in it, rolling a brown 
paper cigarette with his left hand. His right 
still clutched the automatic. He seemed little 
concerned about his charge. 

O’Shea’s heart leaped. This was his 
chance. His muscles tensed. But Harry had 
finished rolling his smoke and had shoved it 
between his lips. He rose from the chair and 
O’Shea let his eye close again. He felt that the 
other was staring at him. His straining ears 
followed Harry’s footsteps across the floor to 
the corner where the violin case had stood, 
then back again. Harry was once more in the 
chair. O’Shea risked another glance. Harry 
had a Tommy gun across his knees. He was 
attempting to attach to it a drum of 
ammunition. His automatic was held loosely. 
Again O’Shea’s muscles tensed. 

This time he rolled suddenly. Harry looked 
up, let out a startled squawk. The Tommy gun 
rattled to the floor as O’Shea’s right hand 
grasped the leg of the gunman’s chair. O’Shea 
jerked madly. The gunman clutched vainly at 
thin air, went sprawling. Immediately, O’Shea 
was upon him, grabbing at the automatic. 
They rolled along the floor, kicking, striking, 
gouging, Harry trying desperately to bring his 
automatic into play. 

O’Shea’s strength fled quickly. He had not 
realized how much Augustine’s blow had 
taken from him. By sheer force, the gunman 
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was twisting the automatic from his frantic 
restraining grip. The handcuffs rattled on 
O’Shea’s wrist, getting in his way, impeding 
his movements. His breath was coming in 
quick, sharp gasps. Spots began to swing 
before his eyes. 

Then suddenly he laughed. It was a high, 
half-hysterical laugh. The solution was so 
simple, so obvious! 
 

E rolled free, swinging his left hand. The 
thick shouldered youth jerked up the 

automatic, swung to take aim. But his finger 
never closed on the trigger, for the flying steel 
around O’Shea’s wrist caught him just under 
the ear. He collapsed with a grunt. 

For a moment O’Shea lay still, breathing 
heavily. Then he retrieved the fallen 
automatic, climbed to his feet, moved to the 
telephone. He had just dialed his number 
when the door rattled behind him. He whirled 
to find Augustine and Spick, weapons in hand, 
in the doorway. Behind them was the ratty 
face of Nicky the Greek. 

“Hold it, Augustine,” he commanded, his 
voice diamond-hard. 

But Augustine had already acted. Flame 
leaped from the ugly snout of his revolver and 
a roar filled the room. O’Shea’s right side 
burned with sudden pain. He stumbled a step 
backward. As he did so, Spick’s weapon 
belched fire. A bullet ripped dirty plaster from 
the wall. O’Shea gritted his teeth. The strange 
automatic in his fist spoke once, twice. He 
saw a round, blue hole appear in the middle of 
Spick’s forehead, saw his jaw go slack. He 
saw Augustine whirl like a bit of paper caught 
up in the wind as he reeled back, cursing and 
grasping at his shattered right hand. He saw 
Nicky the Greek throw up his greasy paws and 
heard the mad jabber of sounds that came 

from his lips. 
“Okay, boys,” he grunted then. “I’ll get on 

with that ’phone call.” 
It was not until after Spick was in the dead 

wagon and Harry and Augustine were in an 
ambulance that O’Shea remembered the 
wound in his side. Then he passed out cold. 
 

URE,” Captain McCamant said later as 
O’Shea, his side tightly-taped, eased 

himself into one of the captain’s rickety 
chairs. “Sure, he broke in a hurry. Spilled the 
works. We even got back practically all the 
stones. He’d only fenced a couple. He 
engineered the deal and was to get rid of the 
loot. Spick and Harry did the actual killing. 
Nicky the Greek didn’t figure in it, except he 
made the key which got them into Conway’s 
office the night of the murder.” 

O’Shea nodded. “That means five 
thousand for you,” he said. 

The captain smiled. “Five thousand’s a lot 
of dough. But there’s one thing I’ve been 
wondering about,” he admitted, “and that’s 
how you knew about that office. If it hadn’t 
been for that—” 

“If it hadn’t been for that, they might have 
got away with it,” O’Shea agreed. “But it was 
really pretty simple. They framed it so the 
money was left on Pander’s desk for bail, but 
they were afraid Pander might do something 
with it if they didn’t get in touch with him 
right away. Pander said some one called 
before he finished unwrapping the package. 
To do that, they must have been watching his 
comings and goings—and the only way that 
could have been done was to have an office on 
the floor. And, as they couldn’t have foreseen 
my arrest, they naturally had to rent the office 
this morning.” 
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