
Secret Agent X, February, 1937 
 

 
 
The tragic, cowardly finish of his pal’s career, and the spirit of a small boy who might some day meet a 

like fate, lashed Special Agent John Archer on to follow a microscope hunch that could earn him a 
fool’s name or death—or both. 
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OHN ARCHER had left a growing law 
practice to join the Federal Bureau of 
Investigation, solely because he’d thought 

there’d be excitement in that branch of the 
government service. He’d found very little. He 
was young, only twenty-seven, and lusty and full-
blooded; and he had the young lusty man’s 
conviction that definite and decided action would 
solve all trouble. He argued to Evan Dykes: 
 “We’re going at this wrong, Evan. The 
thing to do is force a show-down and stamp them 
out. While we spend time checking their books, 
kids are going hungry.” 
 Dykes was directly opposite to Archer in 
every respect, save that of working for the same 
government service. He was fifty-six, twice and 
ten years as old. He was thin, pale, white-headed. 
He was a former accountant and had all that 
profession’s respect for the exact truth, in either 
figures or fact. He shook his head, said: 
 “You’re wrong, John. You’re very wrong. 
You’re a lawyer; you know we haven’t proof 
that’ll stand up in court.” 
 Archer said stubbornly: “Milk in this town 
used to be ten cents a bottle; it’s fourteen, now. 
We know the producers get no more for it. We 
know the storekeepers make no more profit on 
sales. The jobber is taking the difference. It’s a 
racket. Heber’s books show big payments to cash. 
Put on the screws, and make him say to whom. 
I’m willing to bet they’re made to Mike Tovar; 
he’s got a finger in every other racket in town.” 
 “We can’t prove that, John.” 
 “We can stick him for income-tax 
evasion.” 
 “But we’re working on this milk racket.” 
 They argued about it until they came 
opposite their hotel, where they stepped from the 
walk, Dykes in the lead. Archer looked up to the 
right, saw two cars coming but still a safe distance 
away. Dykes apparently didn’t think so because he 
halted, turned his head to speak.  

Then Archer saw the second of the two 
cars pick up speed and swing out to pass the first. 
He heard the whine of gears as the driver shifted 
into second for more pick up, saw the car surge 
ahead and swing out and toward them. 
 He cried out, jumped ahead in an attempt 
to clutch Dykes, who twisted his head at the same 
time and saw the car come surging at him. He 
jumped back, but not in time. 

 Even in that instant of flashing action, 
Archer knew it was no accident. While he hadn’t 
been watching the car particularly, he had the 
impression that it had been parked just beyond 
their hotel. He got a glimpse of the license plate as 
the car sped away. Then he ran to Dykes. 
 

HE sedan had struck and whirled the white-
headed man in such fashion that he’d fallen 

under the car. One of the rear wheels had passed 
over his legs, and from the twisted way he was 
lying, Archer knew they were both broken. He’d 
fallen to the pavement with tremendous force, 
because, even over the hiss of screaming tire 
rubber, Archer had heard the thud he’d made. He 
was unconscious now, with blood streaming from 
his nose and mouth, and from one lacerated cheek. 
 Archer heard a traffic policeman’s whistle 
shrill out, and heard the man come pounding up as 
he lifted Dykes to the curbing. The policeman 
said:  
 “The dirty rats! Hit and run!”  
 Archer didn’t turn his head. He was 
straightening Dykes’ twisted legs, holding Dykes’ 
broken and bleeding head clear of the pavement. 
He said:  
 “Call an ambulance! Quick!”  
 “I got that license number, bud!”  
 “So did I. Call an ambulance!”  
 The policeman lumbered away toward a 
call-box, and Archer held Dykes while a crowd 
gathered. Then the policeman came back, said, 
“They’re on their way,” and cleared the crowd 
from the still unconscious man. He said to Archer: 
“Is he your father, bud?” 
 “A friend—the best I’ve got.”  
 “That’s tough, bud—that’s tough.”  
Archer said: “It’s going to be tough for somebody. 
That driver went twenty feet out of his way to hit 
him.” The license number of the hit-and-run car 
was 5-D4-587, and Archer noted this down while 
he rode the ambulance to the hospital. He watched 
them carry Dykes to the operating room, then went 
to the phone and called the police station. He got 
Joe Denny, Bunco Squad Captain, gave him the 
license number and said: 
 “Check it, will you, captain. The car’s a 
small sedan, if that helps. And keep it quiet.” 
 Denny said he’d do this, asked: “How’s 
Dykes?” 
 “If he isn’t hurt internally the doctor 
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thinks he’ll live. He’s got a fractured skull but not 
too bad. One leg’s going to have to be taken off. 
It’s crushed too badly to do anything else with.” 
 He heard Denny whistle softly, then 
Denny said: “If they catch that hit-and-runner, 
he’ll get life.” 
 Archer said: “He should get the chair. It 
was deliberate.” 
 He waited four hours before he could see 
Dykes—four hours of torturing thoughts of the 
year he and Dykes had worked together, of Dykes’ 
unfailing kindnesses and help, of Dykes’ loyalty 
and burden-taking ways, of his almost fatherly 
counsel. He finally saw him, just before they took 
off the crushed leg, and Dykes managed to smile a 
little and whisper: 
 “I thought you’d be around to see the old 
man, John.” 
 Archer had difficulty in saying, “You’ll be 
a new man, Evan, when they get through with 
you,” because he wanted this to sound bright and 
cheerful—and couldn’t. He very apparently failed, 
because Dykes muttered: 
 “You don’t mean a new man, John. You 
mean half a man. Keep on with those books—the 
answer’s there in those cash payments.” 
 Archer said he would. 
 Dykes warned weakly: “Work slow, John. 
Keep away from Mike Tovar until you’ve got 
proof. You’re alone on this, unless they send 
somebody to give you a hand. Work slow, and 
play safe. They mean business.” 
 Archer watched them wheel him away 
toward the operating table—and the loss of one 
leg—and decided Dykes was right about the milk 
profiteers meaning business. And he thought of 
Dykes, still worrying about the job at hand, and 
decided to mean business himself. He had gone 
with the F.B.I, because of a love of honest 
excitement and an equally honest hatred of crooks. 
Working for the Government had been an 
impersonal sort of thing, for a while, but this 
feeling had gradually changed. 
 The personal feeling had been creeping in 
since Archer had started this case. First it was 
children being robbed of life-giving milk. Seeing 
Dykes, his friend and partner, deliberately run 
down and maimed was the final thing needed to 
make Archer run amuck—but with his head 
controlling the running.... 
 

OE DENNY was still checking on the hit-and-
run car when Archer went into his office. He 

said: 
 “That’s tough about Evan Dykes, Archer. 
Anything I can do?” 
 Archer said it was all being done. Denny 
looked at his tight, hard-drawn face, his tight, 
hard-bitten lips, and said: 
 “And I take it you’ll do what’s needed. 
I’m having that car checked now.” He broke off as 
a clerk came in the room and handed him a slip of 
paper, then said: 
 “Here it is now—a Hurz sedan. License is 
5-D4-587. Registered to William Heber. That’s 
Heber, who runs the Dairy Products Incorporated. 
His place is on Front Street.” 
 Archer said: “You should tell me. We’ve 
been checking his books, captain. We were 
coming from there to the hotel, when it happened.” 
 Denny looked curious. “How’d you get at 
his books? Find anything?” 
 “We’re supposed to be checking his 
income-tax reports. There’ve been a lot of big cash 
payments made that don’t look right. Heber’s been 
acting nervous about us, too. It ties up, all right.” 
 Denny said thoughtfully: “Heber’s 
supposed to be square. I don’t know. I know you 
fellows are checking this milk racket, and I’m glad 
of it. We can’t do anything, unless there’s a 
complaint made. You can. If we can help, we will. 
You know that.” 
 Archer leaned over the desk, said: “I’m 
going out after Heber, now. When I get him, I’m 
going to charge him with attempted murder and try 
to break him on the racket payoff at the same time. 
You know the local people—and I’ll ask favors if 
I need them.” 
 Denny said he’d be glad to help in any 
way, and added: “I don’t know about the 
attempted murder charge. A hit-and-run driver 
isn’t planning murder, when he does it.” 
 Archer said grimly: “This one was. It’ll be 
a first-degree charge, if Dykes dies. If not, it’ll be 
attempted murder.” 
 Denny said: “You know best. They’re 
supposed to teach you things like that, I 
understand.” 
 “They do,” Archer told him. “I’m going 
out and grab Heber before he knows about us 
tracing his car.” 
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EBER’S home was a fair-sized, comfortable 
house, set in a respectable but far from 

wealthy neighborhood. The yard was big, well-
kept, but didn’t have the spick and span effect a 
hired gardener gives to a place. 
 Two boys, tinkering with a bicycle on the 
front porch, looked up as Archer came up the 
walk, and one of them volunteered: 
 “Just ring the bell, mister. Mom’s inside.” 
 Archer did this, asked: “Your dad home 
yet?” 
 The boy said his dad wasn’t, and then the 
door opened, and Archer faced a buxom, matronly 
woman, who looked as though she’d be at home in 
a farm kitchen. He started to speak, but the woman 
turned and called: 
 “Marian! It’s Mr. Sproat!” 
 Archer said: “I beg your pardon, but my 
name is Archer. Is Mr. Heber expected soon?” 
 The lady said: “At any time. I’m Mrs. 
Heber.” Then she laughed, as though she and 
Archer shared a joke, and confided: “I thought you 
were my daughter Marian’s friend. She’s been 
expecting him. Won’t you come in and wait for 
Mr. Heber?” 
 Archer said he would and followed her 
into a comfortable, though worn hall, and from 
there into an equally worn parlor. Mrs. Heber and 
the house reminded him of his own mother and the 
midwest farmhouse in which he had grown to 
manhood. He said: 
 “I’m sorry to intrude, but it’s necessary 
that I see Mr. Heber at once.” 
 Mrs. Heber said her husband was always 
home between five and six, and then to a girl who 
came hurrying into the room: 
 “I’m sorry, Marian! It was Mr. Archer, 
here, wanting to see your father. It wasn’t Mr. 
Sproat, after all. This is my daughter Marian, Mr. 
Archer.” 
 Archer said he was very glad to meet Miss 
Marian and meant it—and felt sick at the errand 
that had brought him to the house. He liked Mrs. 
Heber and thought that “like” was too weak a 
word for what he could feel for Marian. She was 
small and he liked small girls. 
 She wore little makeup, and he didn’t care 
much for painted cheeks. She was dark, with big 
blue eyes, and Archer admired honesty more than 
any single thing in the world. Altogether, he 
thought Miss Marian quite a girl. She said: 

 “I’m sure dad will be home right away, 
Mr. Archer.” 
 Archer talked vaguely about the weather 
and was suddenly conscious of a slight bristle on 
his cheeks and that his shoes were dull instead of 
glossy. The bell rang, and the girl left the room to 
answer it, and Mrs. Heber said comfortably: 
 “I declare, since we’ve moved to town, 
that bell’s worn out by young men ringing to see 
Marian. First it’s one and then another. Why—” 
 She broke off as Marian brought a tall, 
thin-faced man into the room, and said: 
 “Mother, this is Mr. Sproat. Mr. Archer; 
Mr. Sproat.” 
 Archer shook hands with Sproat and 
decided he didn’t like him and never would. He 
didn’t like smooth and soft young men, and Sproat 
was both. And he got a curious impression of 
Sproat at the same time. Sproat seemed to be 
watching him and studying him—and Archer felt 
as though Sproat knew his errand there. Then the 
man proved this by saying:  
 “Rather an odd way to make an arrest, 
isn’t it, Mr. Archer?” 
 Sproat’s voice was so smooth and silky 
that for a moment Archer didn’t realize what had 
been said. Then he flushed as Sproat turned to the 
girl and said: 
 “I’m sorry, Marian, but your father’s in 
trouble. He had an accident with his car, and this 
man is here to arrest him.” 
 The girl faced Archer, head up, and 
demanded: “Is this true?” 
 Archer said nothing for a moment, and 
Mrs. Heber said: “I can’t believe it. If it was an 
accident, why should Will be arrested?” 
 Sproat said: “I’m afraid he was excited. 
The police will call it hit-and-run driving because 
he didn’t stop at the time.” 
 “Is this true?” the girl asked again. 
 Archer said miserably: “I’m afraid it is. 
These things happen.” 
 He walked toward the door, said: “I’m 
sorry about it. Believe me, really I am.” 
 She taunted: “And I thought you were a 
friend of Dad’s!” 
 

HE boy with the bicycle was still on the 
porch, but was alone. He looked up as Archer 

came out the door, said: 
 “Will you give me a lift on this, mister? I 
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got to have somebody hold this chain while I 
tighten the sprocket.” He pointed at the bicycle, 
and Archer bent to help him. 

Then the girl said icily, from behind him: 
“That will do, Tommy. Let Mr. Archer 
go.” 

 Archer straightened and went down the 
walk, leaving the staring Tommy. He called 
Denny, the Bunco Squad Captain, from a corner 
drug store, said: 
 “Heber’s not home yet, and I can’t wait 
for him. Will you send out a couple of men and 
stake the house for me? You might put out a 
general order to pick him up on sight.” 
 Joe Denny said he would, then: “Where 
you going to be? When we get hold of him, you’ll 
want to be called, won’t you?” 
 Archer said: “I’ve got something to do, 
but I’ll be at my hotel after that. Call me there if 
there’s news.” 
 Denny said he understood, and Archer 
called a cab. 
 The books they had been checking in 
Heber’s store suddenly loomed in importance. 
After all, Dykes had said the answer was there, 
and Archer thought Dykes might be right. He 
would take time to procure; knew that in that time 
the books might be altered or missing. So he 
decided to take a short-cut, though he knew Dykes 
would not approve of this. 
 The cab let him out on Front Street, at the 
corner where Heber’s dairy and food store was 
located. Archer paid the driver, told him not to 
wait, and watched the cab roll away. He saw 
another car parked a few feet down the street, 
decided this meant nothing, and turned into the 
entry of the store. When he tried the door, he knew 
something was wrong. 
 It was open, standing slightly ajar, and 
Archer remembered Dykes telling him that Heber 
had watchman service to guard against a thing like 
that happening. He drew the gun from under his 
arm, took the vest-pocket flash he always carried, 
and stepped inside. 
 He flashed the torch; heard a hurried 
scramble, and his light picked a man running 
toward the back. He raced after this man, shouting: 
 “Stop, you!” and as he did, another man 
shot at him from the side of the store. He flinched 
from the crashing report and dropped his light. 
The same man shot again, and he fired in return. 

He heard more noise from the back of the store, 
heard men run out from that direction, and then 
saw a side door open to show a patch of gray 
against the dead blackness. 
 Archer shot twice at the figures huddling 
through the door, then raced to the door after them 
in time to see a sedan start down the street, with 
two men hanging on the running board. The 
sedan’s lights flashed on, showing the license 
plate, and he saw the sedan was Heber’s; that the 
license number was 5-D4-587, then saw a 
uniformed policeman running up the walk toward 
the car. 
 The car pulled past the policeman, and one 
of the men on the running board leaned away from 
the car and fired directly at him. The policeman 
turned and ran into the wall by him, and Archer, 
aiming carefully, fired the remaining three shells 
in his gun at the disappearing car, then ran to the 
policeman. 
 The cop looked up at him, groaned, then 
said: “What’s it all about?” 
 Archer thought he knew the answer, but 
didn’t tell the man. Instead he asked: 
 “Where you hit?” 
 “In the leg—high up.” 
 “Where’s the nearest call-box?” 
 “Half a block that way.” 
 The policeman pointed the direction, 
twisted his wounded leg in the effort, and groaned 
again, and fainted. Archer ran toward the call-box, 
deciding that Heber’s books were as important as 
Dykes thought they were. And then he waited for 
the ambulance and police cars to come—and had 
one of the last carry Heber’s books to his hotel. 
 

IKE TOVAR was an easy man to find, but a 
hard man to see. He lived in a neighborhood 

that didn’t want him, but was afraid to say it 
didn’t; lived in a house that looked like a motion-
picture parody of a gangster’s castle. And Mike 
could well have played the gangster part in the 
picture. 
 He was big, broad, burly. Hair grew low 
on his forehead and high on his cheeks, and his 
little pig-eyes were sunk in rolls of fat. 
 Archer, following an armed guard into the 
room, found him with his big frame sunk in a chair 
that seemed too small to hold him. He looked up, 
said in a voice that tried to sound friendly: 
 “Hi, man! What’s on your mind? Sit 
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down.” 
 Archer didn’t accept the invitation. He 
turned, looked at the man who’d admitted him, 
and Tovar took the hint and said: 
 “Okay, Jack. If this guy wants to take me 
out of here, I’d go. He’s got the law back of him, I 
hear.” 
 Jack, the guard, went away. Archer said: 
“So you know who I am?” 
 Tovar admitted readily: “Sure! You’re one 
of these tax guys who go around saying people 
ain’t paid enough. You was lined before you was 
in town an hour.” 
 “Little scared of this tax business, aren’t 
you, Mike?” 
 “Hell, no!” Tovar said. He tried to make 
this convincing, but his eyes showed worry. “I got 
lawyers and bookkeepers to figure it out for me. 
They know their stuff.” 
 “You paid none last year.” 
 Tovar muttered something about bad 
investments. 
 Archer said: “Of course, you list all the 
money you do make, Mike.” 
 Tovar said his bookkeepers did, and 
looked more than a little worried. Then Archer 
said: 
 “Okay! What’s this money Heber’s been 
paying you listed under. Tell me that one.” 
 He was watching Tovar’s eyes when he 
asked this, and it seemed to him that some of the 
worry faded with the question. 
 Tovar laughed, said: “So that’s it, huh? 
Well, see here—I had a few trucks left over from 
the old days; trucks made to haul—uh—well, say 
milk. You get it? I sold ’em to Heber, and he’s 
been paying for ’em. That’s’ all.” 
 “In cash?” 
 Tovar looked puzzled. “Hell, no—check, 
of course. I got a record of them in my books.” 
 “You ever around Heber’s store?” 
 “Well—uh— Say, what the hell is this?” 
 Archer said evenly: “It’s this, Tovar! 
Heber ran into my partner today and almost killed 
him. We’re looking for him now. There’s been a 
robbery at Heber’s store this evening—after that—
and I’m checking up.” 
 Tovar said: “I get it! Listen—I been down 
there, of course—seeing Heber about the truck 
payments. But I wasn’t there tonight, and I can 
prove it.” 

 Archer said, “You may have to,” and 
started for the door. Tovar got up, went over and 
stopped him just as he got there, however. Tovar 
then leaned close said: 
 “Now get this; I don’t monkey with stuff 
the man with the whiskers says I shouldn’t 
monkey with. Get that? No federal man’s got a 
thing on me—and won’t get a thing on me. That 
plain?” 
 Archer said, in the same even tone: “I 
could take that as a threat. Is that what you mean?” 
 Tovar’s face reddened. “Take it the way 
you want to. I mean, I won’t be framed.” 
 Archer tapped the big man on the chest 
with one stiff forefinger. He said: “Now, you get 
this. We don’t frame a man; we don’t have to 
frame a man. And if we get something on him, we 
take him. Is that plain?” 
 He turned then and walked out, leaving 
Tovar staring after him. 
 

HE telephone awakened him, just as it turned 
daylight. He fumbled for it, grumbled, 

“Yeah—Archer speaking,” and heard in return: 
 “Joe Denny at the station. We’ve found 
your man Heber.” Archer came wide awake in that 
second. He said: “I’ll be down—right away. Hold 
him.” 
 “Don’t hurry,” Denny said dryly. “He’ll 
stay here.” 
 “What d’ya mean by that?” 
 “He was found in the car he hit Dykes 
with, out along the Middle Road—off the road and 
against a tree. His car’s wrecked completely.” 
 “What about him?” 
 Denny said: “Well, he’s not smashed so 
bad we can’t tell who he is, but that’s about all I 
can say. The crash happened about three, and the 
medical examiner says death was instantaneous.” 
 Archer put the phone down slowly. In a 
way, the news was what he’d wanted to hear—the 
man who had maimed Evan Dykes had paid for it 
in one sense. Killed by the same instrument he’d 
used to make Dykes a helpless cripple for the rest 
of his life. Archer rather liked this idea, but the 
thought of Heber’s family—of Marian, of Mrs. 
Heber, of the boy with the bicycle—took away 
this sense of justice rendered. It wasn’t their fault, 
and he knew the burden of grief would fall on 
them. He dressed, half hoping the identification 
would be at fault and that the man in the wrecked 

T



Justice Borrows Bullets 7

car wouldn’t be Heber .... 
 The Medical Examiner was small, brisk, 
paunchy. He rubbed his hands briskly together, 
studied the card Archer showed him, then said: 
 “Well, a Government man! We hear much 
about them, but rarely see them.” 
 Archer said: “We keep out of sight—most 
of the time. What killed Heber?” 
 The M. E. said briskly: “Fractured skull 
and crushed torso—instantaneous. The skull 
structure was broken in badly. And here’s 
something odd.” 
 He led Archer to a morgue slab, pulled 
back a covering sheet to show the body of a 
middle-aged man, and said: 
 “I can assure you this business of mine is 
full of surprises. Look at this.” He pointed, 
explained: “The wrists are lacerated. Neither hand 
is injured in the slightest, but look at those wrists.” 
 Archer looked and saw lacerated flesh on 
both the dead Heber’s wrists. He was still dressed, 
though his coat and shirt had been cut away from 
his chest, and Archer saw where blood had stained 
the shirt cuffs. In addition they were dirty, 
discolored. He said slowly: 
 “I suppose you have a microscope?” 
 “Naturally I have—one of the best. I use it 
in post-mortem work.” 
 He brought a complicated brass affair 
over, said with pride: “If you’ll tell me what it is 
you want to know. I’d be glad to assist you. 
Microscopic study is rather a technical thing.” 
 Archer stated dryly: “That’s one of the 
things they taught us in school, doctor. Thank you 
just the same.” 
 He scraped at the dead man’s sleeve, put 
this scraping on a slide, and did the same with one 
of the dead man’s wrists. He studied both these 
slides through the scope, carefully, then stepped 
aside and asked: 
 “What do you make of this, doctor?” 
 The medical examiner peered, said: “Why, 
sir, I’d call it fibre of some kind. Rather coarse 
fibre, I’d say.” 
 Archer smiled grimly and said: “I’d call it 
the same. Thanks.” 
 He walked toward the door, and the pursy 
little doctor called after him: “And—yes, I’d say it 
was very dirty fibre as well.” 
 Archer nodded agreement and kept on 
going. He had to see Joe Denny, and he wanted 

him in a hurry. 
 

HE government man found Denny in the 
bunco-detail room, feet propped on a desk, 

and snoring loudly. He shook him and Denny 
woke up, peered at him and grumbled: 
 “I been up all night. Thought I’d take a 
nap for myself.” 
 Archer said: “When you put that call out 
to pick up Heber, how was it done?” 
 “The regular way.” Denny looked 
surprised. “When you called in and wanted his 
house staked, I put it out to the radio cars and over 
the station system. One of the boys in the radio 
cars saw the wreck along the road and called in. 
Just routine.” 
 Archer said: “Thanks, captain. I’ll tell his 
folks, or have them told.” 
 Denny looked relieved and said he didn’t 
envy any one that job. 
 Archer said: “It’s got to be done, and it 
might as well he done now. They’ll be over it that 
much sooner.” 
 “How’s poor Dykes getting along?” 
 “As well as can be expected. He’s going 
to feel a lot better when I tell him this thing is 
cleared up.” 
 Denny yawned, said. “Well, you got the 
guy that hit him, anyway,” and Archer rejoined: 
 “I’ve got the answer to a lot of things, I 
think. Listen, captain—there’re two things I want 
you to do. You know the local setup, and you can 
give me a hand.” He leaned over the desk, talked 
persuasively, and Denny finally said: 
 “It’s okay, but you take the blame if it 
falls through. I’m going to live here, after you’re 
gone, you know.” 
 He called a clerk, said: “Dig up one of the 
print men. I’ve got a job for him to do,” and, when 
the clerk had gone: “Do you want the medical 
examiner now, too?” 
 Archer said: “Bring him with you, when 
you come. That’s time enough.” 
 Denny nodded, and Archer picked up the 
phone. He called Guy Sproat’s house, got Sproat 
and said: 
 “This is John Archer. Mr. Heber has been 
killed in an accident, and I thought it might be best 
if you broke the news to his family.” He listened a 
moment, said: 
 “I took it for granted you were their 
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friend, is all. You’ll do this at once then, is that 
right? Thank you.” He said to Denny then: 
 “He’s going to do it right now, as soon as 
he dresses. He seems to think it’s too early in the 
morning to be called for a job like that, but after 
all, we’ve got our work to do.” 
 Denny grinned, said: “Yeah! Early in the 
morning’s a good time to be doing it, too. Up with 
the milk-men, after the milk racketeers.” 
 Archer phoned again before he left 
Denny’s office, and Mike Tovar was dressed and 
waiting for him when he stopped by Tovar’s 
house. The big man said: 
 “What is it now?” 
 “I want you to take a ride with me and 
look at some things.” 
 “Is it a pinch? You got a warrant?” 
 Archer didn’t like the big racketeer, and 
this showed in his voice when he said: 
 “No—but if you make a point of it, I can 
probably get one. You’ve got your fingers in too 
many pies, Mike, to make an issue of a warrant.” 
 The big man said sullenly, “It’s just I 
don’t want a frame hung on me,” and climbed in 
the car. Archer drove to Front Street and to 
Heber’s store, and when they pulled up in front, 
Tovar blurted out: 
 “Hey! You trying to pin this on me?” 
 Archer said: “Listen—that’s enough. If 
you want to come in here with me and answer 
some questions, all right; if not, all right. I’ll just 
take you in.” 
 “You can’t pull this third-degree stuff on 
me.” 
 Archer said, “Okay, you’re asking for it,” 
and climbed from the car and into the street. Tovar 
got out, as hurriedly, said: 
 “Okay—I’ll go in with you.” 
 Archer said, “That’s better,” and led the 
way into the store. 
 

 FINGERPRINT man from the station, Joe 
Denny, and the pursy little medical examiner, 

were waiting for them. Denny said: 
 “Joe, here—” he pointed at the print 
man— “has found plenty of prints, and I’ve found 
this.” He held up a piece of stained rope, added: 
 “It was on one of those bales there. It had 
been pulled out and cut off.” 
 Archer said, “That’s all we need,” and 
went to the store phone. He called Heber’s house, 

asked for Sproat, then said: 
 “Mr. Sproat? .... This is Archer, again. Do 
you suppose you can come down to the store. 
There are some things here I’d like either one of 
the family, or a friend of the family, to see, and I 
suppose they’re too broken up over Mr. Heber’s 
death to be available.” He listened a moment, hung 
up the phone and said: 
 “He’s coming right away.” 
 Tovar asked: “Now what is this?” 
 Archer blazed out at him: “It’s this. 
There’re prints here, and we’re going to check to 
see if your prints match them. There’s a piece of 
rope here that ties in with this, and that’s going to 
come into the picture. If you told me the truth last 
night, all right; if not. I’m going to find it out—
and right now.” 
 Tovar shut up, and Denny said: “Those 
calls ought to be coming through pretty soon. I put 
a crew on the job.” 
 Archer replied: “That’s fine. Here comes 
Sproat.” 
 Sproat came into the store, solemn-faced, 
said to Archer and Denny: “It’s a terrible thing, 
this Heber matter—terrible.” 
 Archer said: “Yeah—all of that. I wanted 
you here to tell you what I’ve found, Mr. Sproat. 
The situation is this—when Mr. Dykes and I 
checked Heber’s books, we found records of cash 
payments, though no record of who they were 
made to. Then Dykes was run down and maimed. 
Naturally we suspected Heber, as Heber’s car was 
used. Then the picture changed a great deal.” 
 Sproat looked interested, said: “Indeed!” 
 “As I see it now, somebody tied Heber up 
and used his car to run down Dykes. The same 
person wanted Heber blamed for the accident, so 
he kept him tied up for a while and then killed 
him.” 
 Sproat looked thoughtful and said he 
didn’t quite get the last. Archer explained: 
 “It’s simple. If Heber had been killed 
before his car was used to run down Dykes, the 
medical examiner would have known it from the 
condition of the body. It was important that he be 
kept alive.” 
 Sproat nodded. Tovar looked interested 
and kept his eyes flashing from Sproat to Denny 
and then to Archer. Archer went on with: 
 “This same man then wrecked Heber’s 
car, with Heber’s body in it, and so it would look 
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as though Heber had been killed in the accident. 
The books at the store here might have led to 
something—and an attempt was made to steal 
them. I got them instead.” 
 Tovar blurted out: “That don’t mean a 
thing to me. My books’ll check with ’em on those 
truck payments.” 
 Archer started to answer, but the phone 
rang, and he answered this instead. He listened a 
long moment, said, “Thanks,” and then hung up. 
 He came back, said to Tovar: “Let that 
print man take your prints. Denny, you help your 
man on that, if he needs it.” 
 Then he nodded at the medical examiner, 
and that man brought out his microscope and put it 
on a stand. 
 Archer said to Sproat: “Okay, guy. I want 
to see your hands.” 
 Sproat said: “I don’t understand. What 
for?” 
 

OVAR had straightened and was staring at 
them, as was Captain Denny and the print 

man. Only the medical examiner seemed to 
understand what was going on. Archer said then, 
spacing his words: 
 “Because that microscope will show parts 
of rope fibre ground in your hands—rope that was 
used to tie Heber’s wrists while you used his car to 
run down my partner. That’s why! You made a 
mistake, Sproat, when you told Heber’s family I 
was waiting to arrest Heber for hit-and-run 
driving. That’s what put me on you.” 
 Sproat turned his head, looked at Denny, 
then turned back to Archer. He said: 
 “I heard the police were looking for him.” 
 Archer moved toward him, snapped: 
“That’s odd. I didn’t have the police look for him 
until after you’d told the family I was there to 
arrest him. How did you know?” 
 Sproat didn’t answer. Archer reached out 
to take him by the wrist, said at the same time: 
 “Another thing—Captain Denny’s men 
just searched your place and found a notebook 
with notations of cash received on the same dates 
Heber paid it out. They did the same at Tovar’s—
and found nothing. That clears Tovar and cinches 
you. That’s why I took both of you out of your 
places. Let’s see those hands of yours. The 
microscope will tell us the truth.” 
 Sproat suddenly whirled away and 

grabbed for Denny’s belt. Denny carried his gun 
there, police fashion, and Sproat managed to 
snatch this clear as Archer closed with him. There 
was a brief flurry, then the gun boomed out in an 
oddly muffled way, and Sproat crumpled to the 
floor. Archer stepped back, breathing hard, said: 
 “That’s what he wanted it for. He knew 
he’d burn for Heber’s murder and he took this way 
out. He’s dead.” 
 Big Mike Tovar said: “Well, I guess that 
let’s me out!” 
 Archer shook his head. “Just for this, 
Mike, we’re going to take your prints, just the 
same. There are other things we’ll be talking to 
you about, and we might as well do it now and 
save time.” 
 He watched the sullen Tovar being 
printed, then took the microscope and knelt by 
Sproat. In a moment he looked up and said: 
 “It’s as I thought. That rope-ground fibre 
into his palms when he pulled it away from the 
bale. Look, doctor.” 
 The medical examiner looked and agreed 
that this was right. Archer said: 
 “That’s fine. In our business, we can’t 
leave any loose ends.” 
 

RCHER faced the girl and her brother in their 
parlor, again. He said slowly: 

 “I’m very sorry about it, Miss Heber. It 
should make you feel better to know your father 
was innocent. It should make you feel better to 
know that, through him, we’ve got this milk racket 
in hand. It’s just a question of time before the men 
who worked with Sproat in the racket are arrested 
and jailed. Your father helped on that. We’re 
going to get Mike Tovar on this same deal—the 
trucks he sold your father were used to haul 
whiskey, and he never paid a tax on the profit he 
made that way.” 
 The girl said: “Poor dad! I knew he didn’t 
do anything like that.” 
 “He was probably forced into it; Sproat 
probably told him he’d kidnap you or the lad here. 
A threat like that will frighten any man. Through 
him, we’ve broken the racket.” 
 “That doesn’t bring him back.” 
 Archer said it didn’t and that he was sorry. 
He started toward the door, and the boy blurted 
out: 
 “Say—are you a G-man?” 
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 Archer said he was. The boy said: “I’m 
going to be one when I grow up.” 
 Archer thought of Dykes, in the hospital 
for following his duty, and said: 
 “I don’t know, lad. It’s a tough business.” 
 Then the girl said: “Come and tell me how 

it comes out, Mr. Archer.” 
 Archer felt rather glad he was in that 
business. After all, he’d done his job; he’d gotten 
justice for Dykes and the girl’s dead father; rough 
justice perhaps, but still justice—G-man justice. 

 


