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Detective Steve Brady fell to theorizing when people swore they saw a corpse come back to 
wreak vengeance on its enemies. So Brady had to rely on this theory—that even a comeback 

corpse couldn’t shoot bullets around corners. 
 

ETECTIVE STEVE BRADY lifted 
the telephone, saying: Brady 
speaking.” 

 The voice that came over the wire 
stirred a vague uneasiness in him. It said: “I 
am calling for Harold Harris. He is going to 
need your help, Brady—if you get here in 
time.” The connection was broken. 
 Steve Brady held the phone open until 
the central operator came on; then he said: 
“This is police headquarters. Please trace the 
call that just came in on this line.” While he 
waited, his brows drew together, shadowing 
deep-set gray eyes. He muttered to himself: 
“That voice—Oh, hell! I must be nuts.” 
 The telephone operator came on, 
reporting: “The call was from the residence of 

Harold Marris on Pleasant Street” 
 “Ring him,” said Brady. He slid off the 
long, heel-scarred table in the detectives’ 
room and stretched to his full, lanky, six-three. 
 The operator came back. “The line 
does not answer, sir.” 
 Brady hung up. He pointed toward a 
plainclothes man, then jerked his thumb 
toward the door. Without a word, the 
plainclothes man followed Brady back to the 
police garage. They climbed into a roadster. 
Brady took the wheel. His handling of the car 
seemed unhurried, lazy, but the little bus came 
to life as if a giant had kicked it out of the 
garage. 
 The autumn night was brisk, the wind 
whipping dried leaves about Pershing Square. 

D 
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The lighted stores of Danbury’s Main Street 
were on the right! Brady turned left and 
rocketed up West Street, riding the trolley 
tracks. He took another left, still clinging to 
the tracks, and followed Division Street to the 
Park Avenue hill. Leaving the tracks, he 
swerved right and sailed up the hill to Pleasant 
Street. There, he took another left and pulled 
into the driveway of a big house, set well back 
among the trees. 
 Brady climbed out of the car, saying: 
“Take the back, Deegan.” 
 The plainclothes man trotted down the 
gravel driveway, bordered on one side by the 
dark, gloomy house, on the other by a hedge 
and trees. Brady reached the front door, found 
it unlocked and went in. The hallway was 
dark, but a light showed in the living room. 
When Brady reached the square patch of light 
on the hall rug, he came to a slow bait. 
 
MIDDLE-AGED HAROLD MARRIS was 
seated in his favorite armchair. His hands 
clutched a black book that looked like a Bible. 
His tongue was sticking out; his eyes popped. 
Around his neck was a length of rope, the end 
of which trailed over the back of the chair. 
And the eight coils of the hangman’s knot was 
behind Harris’s left ear. 
 Steve Brady said nothing when the 
plainclothes man joined him, coming from the 
back of the house. Finally, the plainclothes 
man broke the silence with: 
 “An’ will you look at Mister Marris, 
now. All his money an’ all his stock in the 
Coltin Lens Corporation won’t help him a 
damned bit.” 
 Brady didn’t even hear the words. He 
was looking at the hangman’s knot—and 
thinking of the strange voice he had heard 
over the telephone. He began scratching his 
lean jaw. 
 The plainclothes man asked: “Who do 
you think done it?” 
 Detective Brady cuffed his old felt to 

the back of his head. “If I told you what I was 
thinking, Deegan, you’d say I was crazy 
drunk.” 
 “An’ you don’t drink,” said Deegan. 
 Brady shook his head. “But I might as 
well start in. I hear and think the things that 
only a roaring drunk could hear and think.” 
 At that moment, a door slammed 
somewhere in the house. 
 “It’s the back door!” exclaimed 
Deegan. 
 Steve Brady was moving toward the 
rear of the house, the plain-clothes man at his 
heels. The kitchen door was closed. Brady 
jerked it open. 
 “There he is!” yelled Deegan. 
 A hatless man in a belted polo coat 
was running across the rear lawn. He looked 
over his shoulder. Then, apparently seeing the 
two police officers for the first time, he 
stopped and pulled a gun from his coat pocket. 
A shot roared in the still night. For a moment 
longer, the man paused, then be turned and 
darted toward the hedge and bushes bordering 
the rear lawn. 
 Brady, in the kitchen doorway, nicked 
up his gun and fired three times. All three 
shots must have missed, for the polo-coated 
man kept on running. Suddenly, he plunged 
into the bushes, and out of sight. Brady and 
the plainclothes man sprinted to the hedge, 
paused and listened. No sound of running feet 
reached their ears, no crackle of shrubbery 
being trampled under foot Guns ready, they 
continued to listen. 
 The plainclothes man chanced a husky 
whisper: “Did you get a good look at that 
guy?” He shook his head, then muttered: 
“No—I gotta be wrong. It wasn’t him.” 
 Brady squarely faced Deegan as they 
crouched behind the hedge. “Listen, we’ve got 
to get back to earth or we’ll be the laughing 
stock of the town. Now tell me, did the man 
who shot at us and ran across here look like 
Michael Reggor?” 
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 “He looked like him enough to be 
him,” said Deegan. “But Michael Reggor died 
on the scaffold a year ago.” 
 At that instant, a car somewhere 
nearby whined to life and roared toward the 
street. 
 Both police officers ran toward the 
hedged driveway. Their own car stood on the 
left of the hedge. On the right was a lane for 
delivery trucks to reach the rear of the house. 
It was in this lane that the getaway machine 
had been parked. Brady ploughed through the 
hedge. But the car had already left the lane 
and was out of sight. 
 Deegan yelled from the police car: 
“This damned heap won’t start.” 
 Brady strode over to the police car. 
“Take a look under the hood,” he suggested to 
Deegan. Then he glanced off in the direction 
taken by the getaway car. He slowly rubbed 
his long jaw, saying: “Anyway, a ghost can’t 
shoot, drive a car and tamper with our 
machine.” 
 “But,” objected Deegan, “you onghta 
know Michael Reggor. It was you who took 
him to the pen for the execution.” 
 “Yeah,” agreed Detective Brady. He 
plunged his hands deep into his trousers’ 
pockets and stared moodily at the graveled 
driveway. 
 
THE NIGHT was quiet. Harold Marris’s 
house was well off to itself. The nearest 
neighbors, some distance away, were looking 
out windows. They had heard the shots, but 
seeing no commotion anywhere on the street, 
must have thought it was backfiring. 
 Brady said: “When I took Michael 
Reggor to his death, he swore to me that he 
was innocent of that payroll murder.” Brady 
lifted his eyes from the gravel and saw 
Deegan’s tense, face in the dim glow from the 
parking lights of the police car. “And you 
know what happened a week after Michael 
Reggor was hanged.” 

 Deegan nodded. “The whole world 
knows what happened. It knows that the real 
killer of that paymaster gave himself up and 
then committed suicide in his cell..... Michael 
Reggor was an innocent man.” 
 Steve Brady leaned his head toward 
the house. “Do you think you can dig up a 
little whisky in there, Deegan?” 
 “You ain’t—drinkin’?” 
 “It’s worth a try,” said Brady. “You 
see, Harold Marris refused Michael Reggor’s 
appeal for money to continue his trial. Now, 
Marris is dead. I refused to believe Michael 
Reggor when he swore, on the memory of his 
mother, that he was innocent. So, a voice that 
sounded to me like Reggor's phoned me to 
come out here..... I’m not drinking? The hell 
I’m not.” 
 Deegan led the way into the butler’s 
pantry, where he unearthed a bottle of rye. 
They filled up, looked at each other, and 
tossed off. Deegan smacked his lips. Steve 
Brady coughed. They did it again. Then Brady 
jerked his thumb in the general direction of 
the living room. Deegan nodded, and they 
both made their way to the front of the house. 
Brady was rubbing his jaw. Deegan was 
swinging the bottle of rye. 
 At the door of the living room, Brady 
said: “It must be that damn’ whisky.” 
 The living room was exactly as they 
had left it, with one exception: there was 
another person in the room. This other person 
was stretched out full length on the rug, in 
front of the tongne-out, Bible-clutching corpse 
of Harold Marris. The prone body on the floor 
was garbed in a faded-blue dressing gown. He 
was somewhere around sixty. Pajama trousers 
stuck out under the blue robe. Carpet slippers 
sheathed his feet to blue-veined, corded 
ankles. He looked dead. But he wasn’t. 
 He sat up, stared around dazedly. Then 
he saw the strangled corpse in the chair. He 
crawled away from it. But, somehow he 
couldn’t take his eyes from the horrible face, 
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with its tongue sticking out at him. He got up 
from his hands and knees and looked into the 
gray eyes of Detective Steve Brady. Words 
tried to cross the oldish man’s lips. His mouth 
quivered, twitched. 
 Brady asked: “Who are you?” 
 The oldish man finally explained that 
he was Harold Marris’s manservant, and that 
the first sign of anything wrong was when he 
had heard the shots. He came downstairs and 
found Mr. Marris. No, he didn’t phone police 
headquarters. 
 Brady found the telephone and 
discovered that the two bells on the box had 
been unscrewed so that the instrument 
wouldn’t ring. Brady said to Deegan: 
 “A creep doesn’t unscrew telephone 
bells.” 
 Deegan took his mouth away from the 
rye bottle and nodded his head vigorously, as 
if he wanted to convince himself more than 
anyone else. Then he handed the bottle to the 
manservant, saying: “Drink up, friend. Your 
boss hasn’t any use for it.” 
 While the manservant found fiery 
courage in the bottle, Steve Brady telephoned 
in his report to Chief James Lansing of the 
Danbury Police. 
 Ten minutes later, the chief arrived 
with his homicide detachment of fingerprint 
men and cameramen. Two reporters trailed in 
his wake. He listened to Steve Brady’s story, 
then sniffed at Brady’s breath and said: 
 “Steve, you’ve been drinking.” 
 
BRADY was feeling something of a warm 
glow, but he was in perfect possession of all 
his faculties. He merely said: “Jim, to the best 
of my knowledge, the man who escaped 
across the rear lawn was—Michael Reggor.” 
 Plainclothes man Deegan, who had 
nipped copiously of the bottle, added: “It was 
no one else, chief.” 
 All of which satisfied Chief Lansing 
that his two officers were drunk. But the 

reporters saw headlines in what Brady and 
Deegan had said, and they both disappeared. 
 Chief James Lansing took Brady to 
one side of the spacious living room and said: 
“Look, Steve—let’s cut the comedy. By 
morning every paper in the country will be 
carrying this crazy story of yours. Do you 
want me to have to give an interview to the 
press, saying that two of my officers got drunk 
and imagined nutty things?” 
 Detective Brady shrugged. “I’m only 
telling you what I saw, Jim.” 
 “Okay,” said Chief Lansing, shaking 
his head. “I’ll know in a minute whether you 
were seeing things, or if it was just a case of 
mistaken identity.” 
 Two men came in the back door. One 
of them moved over to Lansing, reporting: 
“Only two sets of footprints on the back lawn, 
chief. They look like Brady*s and Deegan’s.” 
 “There are three sets,” said Brady. “I 
saw the guy out there—saw him run into the 
bushes.” 
 The homicide man shook his head. 
“There are only two sets of prints—and there 
are no prints at all on the other side of the 
bushes.” 
 Brady grabbed the big flashlight from 
the man’s hand, and went out onto the rear 
lawn. Minutes later, he came back into the 
living room. He returned the flashlight, then 
began rubbing his lean jaw. 
 “I’ll be damned,” he said. 
 Deegan asked: “What—no footprints?” 
 Chief Lansing, a big, beefy, blond 
fellow, walked over to Deegan. “Listed. 
Deegan, you’ve been bellyaching about a 
vacation. All right, you take it now—and keep 
your mouth shut about this case.” Lansing 
turned to Brady. “I don’t know what the hell 
to do with you, Steve.” 
 “Let me work on Marris’s murder,” 
said Brady. “I’ll do all my talking to you. And 
you can tell the press whatever you please.” 
 Chief Lansing spread his hands, as if 
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to say: “What the hell else can I do?” 
 
THE GIRL was young, tall, and on the lush 
brunette side. She wore a white, woolly 
sweater and black skirt. Silken legs blended 
gracefully into black suede shoes. Her dark-
brown eyes grew hostile when Brady said: 
 “I’m Detective Brady, police 
headquarters.” 
 They were standing on the front porch 
of the girl’s home. The morning sunlight was 
bright, cheery. Brown leaves scurried across 
the lawn and porch. Steve Brady looked fresh 
from his shave and shower, and his patch-
pocket gray tweeds were carelessly neat, but 
his eyes had a drawn, haggard look about 
them. He went on: 
 “Aren’t you Louise Bryson?” 
 “Yes. What do you want!” 
 Brady hunched his neck deep into his 
coat collar, smiled wryly. “Rather chilly for an 
October morning.” Then: “Some 
information.” 
 Louise Bryson hesitated a moment 
before stepping back to the door. “I suppose 
we’d better go in. But I have no whisky to 
offer you. Detective Brady.^ 
 “Ouch!” said Brady. 
 He followed the trim girl into an old-
fashioned living room of faded, overstaffed 
furniture, goldfish bowls and an upright piano. 
The room was clean, neat, but appointed in 
pre-war style. Brady waited until the girl had 
seated herself; then he slid into a chair, saying: 
“I’m just doing some routine checking. Tell 
me if I’m right. You claimed the body of your 
cousin, Michael Reggor, after the execution 
and had it cremated?” 
 “That’s right,” murmured the girl. 
 Brady then asked: “May I see the room 
your cousin used when he was here?” 
 The girl got up, drew herself stiffly 
erect. “Detective Brady, I don’t know what 
your game—” 
 “Just a moment,” said Brady quietly. 

“Let me tell you a few things. I don’t believe 
in ghosts. But last night I did see a man that I 
would swear was Michael Reggor. And I saw 
him before I had those two drinks.” 
 Louise Bryson looked steadily into 
Brady’s gray eyes. She must have believed 
what she saw, for she said: “I will show you 
Michael’s room. When he—died—I came 
here to live. I was his nearest relative.” She 
led the way to the second floor of the little 
house, opened a door and went into a room. 
 The furniture was the same general 
effect as the living room, but in here it was 
more sturdily masculine. Brady opened the 
clothes closet and saw that it was empty. 
 “What happened to the clothes?" he 
asked. 
 “I gave them to a second-hand dealer,” 
said Louise Bryson. 
 “Gave them?” 
 “Yes. I couldn’t sell them.” 
 “How long ago?” inquired Brady. 
 “About two months.” 
 Brady asked: “Do yon know the 
dealer’s name?” 
 “No,” said the girl 
 They went back downstairs again. 
Brady smoked a cigarette with the girl, then 
rose to go. He said, “Many thanks, Miss 
Bryson,” and left. 
 There were two second-hand clothes 
dealers in town. Brady called on both of them. 
But neither of them had gotten the old clothes 
of Michael Reggor. Brady puzzled some, 
scratched his jaw some, then drove back to 
police headquarters. 
 When he got there, the desk sergeant 
told him that Chief Lansing wanted him in his 
office. Brady walked down the corridor to 
Lansing’s door, knocked and went in. There 
were two men in the office with the chief of 
police. 
 Before Brady had a chance to open his 
mouth, Chief Lansing said: “Steve, I want you 
to assure Mr. Coltin and Mr. Drew that you 
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had no malicious intent against the Coltin 
Lens Corporation in saying that last night’s 
strangler looked like Michael Reggor.” 
 
DETECTIVE BRADY glanced searchingly at 
his chief for a moment, then he shrugged 
lightly, saying: 
 “I don’t believe in creeps, but about 
one year ago, I delivered Michael Reggor to 
the state penitentiary. He was real when I 
delivered him. And the warden executed the 
man I took in.” Brady spread his hands. “I 
merely said that the man I saw last night 
looked like Michael Reggor.” 
 Brady sat down in a chair. It was the 
longest speech he had ever made. 
 When the detective finished, Chief 
Lansing heaved a vast sigh of relief. He then 
turned to the two men in his office and pursed 
his lips and nodded in an “You see” 
expression. 
 Brady knew Reynolds Coltin, the 
founder of the great Coltin Lens Corporation. 
Coltin was tall, thin and had a long, angular 
face. A dark felt hat was set firmly on a head 
that Brady knew was bald as an egg. Coltin 
spoke to Brady, in a dry, precise voice. 
 “I was informed that you fired your 
gun several times at this—this— Michael 
Reggor.” 
 Brady’s nod agreed to that. “But my 
missing isn’t hard to explain. I’m a lousy 
shot.” 
 Coltin went on, as if Brady hadn’t 
spoken: “I would like to be convinced that 
you, Mr. Brady, are not being instrumental in 
reviving that unfortunate affair of Michael 
Reggor. As you know, Reggor was employed 
by my company. And we all thought that he 
was guilty of killing the paymaster.” Coltin 
faced Chief Lansing, continuing: “You can 
appreciate the dreadful shock of learning that 
an innocent man had been executed. So—you 
can also appreciate our wishes to have the 
whole matter forgotten.” 

 “Yes, indeed,” murmured the chief. 
 “Especially,” added Coltin, “when the 
question of whisky—” 
 Brady cut in: “Nuts to you, Coltin. The 
whisky had nothing to do with it. The man I 
saw looked like Michael Reggor.” Brady 
shifted his lanky length in the chair. “So, go 
easy with your cracks.” 
 “Now, Steve—” began Chief Lansing. 
 Preston Drew, the other man in the 
office, spoke up for the first time. “Coltin,” he 
said, solemnly, “Detective Brady may be right 
The avenging spirit of Michael Reggor—” 
 “Rubbish!” snorted Coltin. 
 Brady looked closely at Preston Drew. 
The man was general manager of tie Coltin 
Lens Corporation. His head seemed top-heavy 
for his slight body. He was dressed in dark 
clothes, with an old-fashioned, stand-up 
starched collar and stringy black tie. Drew, 
undeterred by Coltin’s snort of derision, went 
on: 
 “I have had a strange feeling that some 
day Michael Reggor would return to punish us 
for sending him to his death.” 
 Coltin made no outburst this time. He 
just sat there, looking as if he would 
thoroughly enjoy batting Drew over the head. 
Chief Lansing was staring, open-mouthed, at 
Drew. 
 Brady began to wonder if there wasn’t 
something to what Drew was saying. For 
Brady had heard Michael Reggor’s voice over 
the telephone, and he had seen Michael 
Reggor. And Michael Reggor had left no 
footprints when he had dashed across the 
lawn. Brady cleared his throat noisily before 
he tossed his little bombshell into their laps. 
He said: 
 “Michael Reggor’s clothes have 
disappeared.” Then he told them what he had 
learned at Reggor’s former home, finishing 
with: “This clothes angle is something I can 
sink my teeth into.” 
 Coltin slowly got to his feet. “Mr. 
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Brady, if this farce is not stopped at once, I 
will press charges against you for being drunk 
while on duty. Please don’t forget that there 
were several witnesses to your extraordinary 
conduct.” 
 Drew stood up. He crossed the office, 
shaking his big, over-sized head. At the door, 
he turned and said: “I sincerely hope this is a 
farce.” Then he led the way out of the office, 
Coltin stalking after him. 
 When the door closed, Chief Lansing 
leveled a forefinger at Brady. “Now, what the 
hell are you going to do, Steve?” 
 Brady scratched his chin. “Guess I’ll 
stir up the creeps. I’m gonna tell the reporters 
about Reggor’s clothes.” Brady paused a 
moment, then added: “And I’m gonna dig out 
a lot of Michael Reggor’s photographs for the 
newspapers.” 
 Chief Lansing stood up, ran his thick 
fingers through his hair. “And what in blazes 
am I going to be doing—while all this is going 
on?” 
 “I’ll tell you,” said Brady. “Tonight, 
we are going to pay a visit to W. C. Todd, the 
vice-president of the Coltin Lena 
Corporation.” 
 Lansing commenced to pace the office. 
“You can’t horse around with Todd. He’s the 
power behind the Coltin works.” 
 “Sure,” agreed Brady. “And he’s the 
one who pressed hardest for Michael Reggor’s 
conviction. In other words, Jim, I feel that 
Todd will be on Michael Reggor’s hangman 
list.” 
 
THAT NIGHT, Brady and Chief Lansing left 
police headquarters in a department car. Brady 
was driving, with Lansing sitting next to him. 
They went down Main Street to White, then 
out White, over the railroad bridge and onto 
the Beaver Brook road. About two miles from 
Todd’s home, Brady had to slow down for a 
sharp curve. The highway, at this point, was a 
dark, isolated stretch of country road. 

 Lansing suddenly tensed in his seat 
calling: “Look—Steve!” 
 Brady, too, had seen the polo-coated 
figure dart to the side of the road. It was the 
same figure Brady had seen run across Harold 
Marris’s rear lawn. 
 A harsh voice came out of the night: 
“Brady, you damn’ snoop-take this!” 
 The gun in the hand of the polo-coated 
man jerked. A report rang on the still air. 
 Chief Lansing twitched. “He hit me! ... 
Get him, Steve!” 
 By the time Brady’s gun was out, the 
polo-coated man was running back toward the 
heavy shrubbery. Brady’s gun roared—just as 
the running man turned and fired again. 
 “Got one of our tires,” muttered Chief 
Lansing. 
 Brady’s second shot whizzed into the 
night, for his target had completely vanished 
among the trees and boshes. The detective 
leaned over Lansing, asking: 
 “How bad is it, Jim?” 
 “Just the right shoulder. Nothing 
serious.” 
 Brady slammed out of the car, rushed 
into the shrubbery. He zigzagged, paused 
every now and then to listen, then pushed 
farther into the bushes. No sound of running 
footsteps came to him, no sound of a person 
crashing through underbrush. Then he heard 
Chief Landing’s call: 
 “Steve! A car without lights just 
swung onto the road.” 
 The detective ran back to his car. 
“Which way did it go?” he asked the wounded 
chief. 
 “Straight ahead—same way we’re 
going.” 
 Brady jumped into the car. “He’s 
probably heading for Todd’s place.” The 
police car jerked ahead and bumped along on 
three tires and one rim. “What did it look 
like?” 
 The chief said: “Couldn’t tell much. It 
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had no lights, and the road ahead near the next 
turn is dark.” 
 Brady drove the bucking car along the 
country road. He glanced over at Chief 
Lansing. The chief had his coat off and was 
clumsily bandaging his wounded shoulder. 
The chief said: 
 “Don’t stop, Steve. I can handle this 
shoulder all right” 
 Steve Brady kept his eyes straight 
ahead on the road as be asked: “Jim, did you 
get a good look at the man who shot you?” 
 Jim Lansing stopped bandaging his 
arm a moment. His lips tight, he answered: “I 
did, Steve.” 
 “And,” went on Brady, “did he remind 
you of anyone you once knew?” 
 Lansing finished with his bandage 
before he muttered: “Steve, this whole thing is 
madness. It just can’t be.” 
 “In other words, yon think it was 
Michael Reggor.” 
 “Yes, dammit!” snapped the chief. “I 
know I’m crazy, but I’d almost swear that man 
was Michael Reggor.” 
 Brady took a curve on the scratching, 
grinding rim. He said: “And now, you’ll be 
accused of being drunk while on duty. ’Tis a 
cruel world, Jim.” 
 Jim Lansing laid his good hand on 
Brady’s arm. “I’m sorry for that drinking talk 
of mine. I made you look like a heel.” Then 
Lansing blurted: “But, dammit all—that man 
can’t be Michael Reggor.” 
 Brady shrugged. 
 
THEY lurched into a driveway, leading up to 
a rambling New England house. A dark sedan, 
with headlights glaring, stood at the porch. 
Brady jerked the bouncing police car to a halt 
behind the sedan. Then he ran up the porch 
steps, his gun in his right hand. Chief Lansing 
followed, his coat flapping cloaklike from his 
shoulders, his gun in his left hand. The front 
door was unlocked. They stormed into the 

entrance hall. A man popped his head out of 
the living-room door. Brady raised his gun—
then lowered it. 
 The head belonged to Preston Drew, 
general manager of the Coltin Lens 
Corporation. That big, top-heavy head of 
Drew’s wasn’t hard to mistake. Also, it wasn’t 
hard to mistake that old-fashioned, stand-up, 
starched collar and stringy black tie of 
Drew’s. His mouth dropped open in surprise. 
Then he gulped: 
 “The police! ... Thank the merciful 
heavens.” 
 Brady pushed by Drew and strode into 
the living room. A man was slumped back in 
an easy chair. At his feet lay a snakelike 
hangman’s noose and a black-covered Bible. 
The man in the easy chair was W. C. Todd, 
the Coltin Company’s vice president. Todd 
was short, flabby, and was a very sick man. 
His stubby fingers were gently massaging 
noose marks on his thick throat. 
 Steve Brady turned to Preston Drew, 
quietly asking: “What happened?” 
 “I—don’t—know,” said Drew. 
 Chief Lansing thrust himself forward. 
“Maybe you can tell us what happened, Mr. 
Todd.” 
 W. C. Todd made fluttering motions 
with his stubby hands, finally got the words 
out: “Michael Reggor—was here!” 
 Brady asked: “Did yon see him, 
Drew?” 
 Drew shook his big head. “I just got 
here and saw W. C. strangling. I took the rope 
from W. C.’s throat.” 
 “He saved my life,” said Todd, thickly. 
“Good old Pres. He—he saved my life.” Todd 
was almost blabbering. 
 “Yes,” said Brady, “he saved your 
life.” Then he asked Drew: “What road did 
you use to get here?” 
 Preston Drew fingered his stringy tie. 
“I came across the new road, from my place. 
W. C. phoned me about a half hour ago and 
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asked me to drop over.” 
 Chief Lansing sat on the edge of a 
table. He threw his coat back from his 
wounded shoulder. “Mr. Drew,” he said, “you 
didn’t come out Beaver Brook?” 
 When Drew shook his big head, Brady 
went over to the chief and untied the 
handkerchief about the wounded shoulder. 
“Got any whisky?” he asked Todd. 
 W. C. Todd nodded vigorously. “And I 
can stand a little snifter myself. Pres, will 
you—” 
 “Yes,” readily agreed Preston Drew. 
“I, too, feel the need of a bracer.” 
 Brady said: “This whisky is for the 
chief’s bullet wound.” 
 “Bullet—” started Todd. “Is anybody 
wounded?” Then he looked at the chief and 
seemed to see him for the first time. “My, 
my—what a ghastly night” 
 Preston Drew wagged his big head as 
he crossed the room to the liquor cabinet He 
was muttering: “Michael Reggor; it’s always 
Michael Reggor. I felt that some day—” 
 W. C. Todd touched his rope-bruised 
neck. “I used to laugh at you, Pres. But not 
any more.” He turned to Brady, saying: “I was 
sitting in this chair when somebody threw a 
rope around my neck and started choking me. 
The last thing I remember was Michael 
Reggor standing right in this room. He was 
laughing at me—and I was dying.” 
 Brady left the chief to pick up the 
Bible from the floor. He told Todd: “It’s 
strange that both you and Harold Marris were 
reading the Bible when you were attacked.” 
 “What Bible?” asked Todd. “I haven’t 
a Bible in the house. Always was going to get 
one, you know, but never got around to it.” 
 BRADY opened the Bible, noticed that 
the fly-page had been torn out He looked at it 
thoughtfully for some moments. Then he 
picked up the phone and asked for Harold 
Marris’s residence on Pleasant Street. When 
the line answered, he recognized the voice of 

Patrolman Vincent Carrio. Brady said: 
 “Carrio, this is Brady. There’s a Bible 
in the living room there. Tell me if the fly-
page has been torn out.” Brady held the wire. 
 Finally, Carrio’s voice came back. 
“You’re right. The first sheet is missing.” 
 “Good,” said Brady. “Now ask 
Marris’s butler if that Bible belonged to his 
master.” 
 There was another pause, then: 
“Brady, the butler says he never saw this one 
before, and that Marris has a big family Bible 
in his bedroom.” 
 “Send that small Bible down to 
headquarters, Carrio.” Brady hang up. 
Sticking the Bible in his pocket he got the 
whisky and proceeded to dress the chiefs 
wound. There was something about that 
wound that vaguely puzzled Brady. 
 Preston Drew got out another bottle. 
W. C. Todd smacked his lips over his drink, 
leaned back in his chair. “Now—I’m feeling 
more like my old self.” Then he began shaking 
his head slowly. He muttered: “But it can’t be 
Michael Reggor. He’s dead. ... Yet, I saw 
him—saw him with my own eyes.” 
 Drew was again fingering his stringy 
tie. He spoke very solemnly. “I have always 
had a feeling that Michael Reggor would some 
day return and seek vengeance. We sent an 
innocent man to his death.” Then Drew lapsed 
into silence, watching Brady put the finishing 
touches on the chiefs wound. Finally, he 
asked: “What happened, Chief Lansing?” 
 “Just a little accident,” said Lansing, 
not mentioning the Beaver Brook road 
shooting. 
 Todd felt his bruised neck, took 
another drink. 
 Drew muttered, “The unjustly 
condemned don’t rest in their graves,” and 
took another drink. 
 Brady helped the chief on with his 
coat, saying: “I have a hunch that Michael 
Reggor didn’t shoot you.” 
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 “I know damn’ well he didn’t,” 
Lansing came back. “He’s dead.” 
 “What I mean,” said Brady, “is that the 
one who looked like Michael Reggor didn’t 
shoot you. But first. I’ve got to change wheels 
on the car.” 
 Chief Lansing’s puzzled eyes followed 
Detective Brady out of the room. Then he 
asked Todd: “Do you want a police guard 
here?” 
 W. C. Todd nodded quickly. 
 The chief telephoned headquarters, 
made arrangements for Todd’s protection. 
Then he glanced inquiringly at Preston Drew. 
 “It wouldn’t be any use,” declined 
Drew. “If the vengeance of Michael Reggor 
reaches out, it will take me. The whole police 
force couldn’t stop it.” 
 
CHIEF LANSING shrugged, hung up the 
telephone. He went outside, saw that Brady 
was putting away the tire jack, and said: 
“What the devil were you talking about in 
there?” 
 Brady climbed under the wheel, turned 
the ignition switch. “It will take only a few 
minutes to show you. Then I’ll get you to a 
doctor.” 
 “Forget about the wound.” snapped 
Lansing. “I’ve got several of them. Tell me 
about this Michael Reggor business.” 
 “In a minute,” said Brady. He shot the 
car down the driveway and onto Beaver Brook 
road. Several minutes later he was at the spot 
where they had been fired upon. He tooled the 
car around so that they were in the exact 
position as when the shooting took place. 
Brady asked: 
 “Is this about right, Jim?” 
 Chief Lansing nodded. 
 Then Brady said: “When Michael 
Reggor fired, he was off to the right and 
slightly in front of the car.” Brady pointed to 
the spot he was indicating. 
 “That’s about as right as I can 

remember,” said the chief. 
 “Then,” went on Brady, “how could 
he—standing off there to the front—hit you 
squarely in the side of your arm near the 
shoulder?” 
 The chief muttered: “You’re right. 
Steve. To hit me in the arm, he’d have to be 
opposite the side of the car—and not to the 
front. Say—you’ve got something there!” 
 “Unless,” said Brady, “you turned your 
right shoulder just as he fired. Do you 
remember?” 
 The chief shook his head. “It happened 
so suddenly—I don’t remember.” He spread 
his hands a moment. “Well, guess I’m not 
much help.” Then: “What are you trying to 
prove, anyway?” 
 “That Michael Reggor can shoot 
around corners,” said Brady, cryptically. He 
clamped down and wouldn’t say another word 
all the way to the doctor’s house. There, he 
left the chief and drove back to Main Street 
He picked up a couple of papers, thumbed 
through them until he came to the pictures of 
Michael Reggor that he had released. Then 
Brady walked to the Brown Hotel, on Main 
Street, and went up the steps into the lobby. 
 He winked at the bright-eyed blonde 
who was tossing around switchboard pings. 
 She winked back, saying: “HI, Steve. 
Long time—no see.” 
 Steve Brady nodded. “Too long, Glad. 
I’ve been busy as the devil.” Then he walked 
over to the desk, spoke to the fat, little clerk. 
“I want to look at a room, Jess. Give me the 
key.” He put his newspapers on the desk. 
“Mind these a minute for me.” 
 He walked up the broad staircase to the 
second floor, opened a door and went in. On a 
table, he spotted a Bible. He lifted the cover of 
the Holy Book. The fly-sheet was there, and 
the name of the hotel had been imprinted on it 
with a rubber stamp. Brady closely inspected 
die Bible, then put it back on the table. He 
went downstairs again to the desk. 
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 “Jess,” he said, “I don’t think I’ll take 
the room.” He picked up his papers. “Thanks 
for minding these.” 
 “What’s the gag?’ asked the clerk. 
 Brady shrugged. “Just trying to earn 
the wages that the good people of Danbury are 
paying me.” He left the desk, strode over to 
the switchboard. 
 Blonde Gladys was all smiles. “Is the 
big detective going to give the little girl a 
break?” 
 “Perhaps,” said Brady, “you can give 
me a break.” He spread the papers on the table 
near the switchboard. “Glad, you know 
everything that happens in this hotel And 
sometimes you know things before they 
happen.” He pointed to the pictures of 
Michael Reggor. “Take a good look at those 
clothes.” 
 
THE BLONDE looked at one of the pictures. 
“You started drinking again, Steve? I read 
about your little binge at Marris’s murder last 
night Even the—” 
 Brady interrupted with: “Look at the 
polo coat in the picture. Do you remember 
seeing one like that—with the tie-around 
belt?” 
 “The place is alive with them,” said 
the blonde. “Every drummer who cornea in 
here has one.” 
 Brady scratched his jaw. He leaned on 
the top of the switchboard, looked at the 
blonde without seeing her. Then he asked: 
“Do you know of any Bibles having been 
taken from the rooms here?” 
 Gladys looked up at the detective. 
“Have you gone nuts?” 
 “I dunno,” said Brady. He fished out a 
cigarette, got it going. “Tell me the hotel 
gossip, Glad. I’m getting in a rut, just thinking 
of business.” 
 The blonde leaned her chin on her 
laced fingers. “Not much has been going on. 
Kinda quiet, you know. Two of the bellboys 

made a raid on the kitchen after it was locked 
up last night. Both got canned.” 
 “Tell me more,” said Brady. 
 “The hotel has some new stationery. 
Here’s a letterhead. Just got them this 
afternoon.” 
 Brady idly fingered the sheet of paper. 
“Same as the old ones, aren’t they?” he asked. 
 “Indeed not, Mr.: Detective. You must 
be slipping. See, the picture of the hotel is 
bigger. And it’s a better grade of paper.” 
 Brady said: “You must have given up 
listening in on calls. Your gossip is lean.” 
 “We have a hotel drunk,” went on the 
blonde. “If he doesn’t pipe down, he’s gonna 
get pitched out on his neck. The hotel manager 
is off tonight, or the drunk would get the 
gate.” 
 “What’s the matter with the assistant 
manager?” 
 “Him?” scoffed Gladys. “He’s the ‘be 
reasonable’ jellyfish. He’d rather talk, 
remonstrate, and shush things up.” The blonde 
laughed. “It must have been funny hearing 
him telling that drunk to be reasonable.” 
 Brady scratched his jaw. “Who is the 
drunk?” 
 “Wilbur Sherwin,” Gladys said. “He 
used to be hot stuff at the Empress in the good 
ole vaudeville days. But he’s been sour for 
years. And now he buys expensive whisky, 
kinda smooth stuff for a broken-down ham to 
be swigging.” 
 The detective gathered up his papers, 
tossed them into the waste basket. He asked: 
“Is the drunk in now?” 
 “Is he? I’ve been getting complaints 
for the past three hours.” 
 Brady pushed away from the 
switchboard. “Guess I’ll take a look in at 
Wilbur Sherwin—for the good of the hotel, 
you know.” 
 Gladys’s bright eyes got a shrewd 
gleam in their depths. “Just what are you up 
to, Steve?” 
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 The detective winked. “What is his 
room number?” When he got the number, he 
walked over to the lone elevator. A few 
minutes later he knocked on Sherwin’s door. 
A thick voice hailed cheerfully through the 
panel: 
 “Come in, brother.” 
 
BRADY went in, saw Wilbur Sherwin 
propped up on pillows at the foot of the bed. 
On a nearby chair was a bottle of whisky. In 
Sherwin’s hand was a half-filled tumbler. 
 Sherwin gestured toward the bottle. 
“Drink hearty, brother.” 
 Brady said: “Are you having trouble 
holding the liquor?” 
 The actor nodded vigorously. “You put 
your finger on it that time, brother. That’s just 
the trouble. I hold it too well.” He took a gulp. 
“I’d like to pass out, so I could start all over , 
again .... Have a chair, brother.” When Brady 
didn’t sit down, Sherwin squinted at him. 
“High hat, huh? All right. If you don’t wanta 
drink with me, yon can go to hell.” Sherwin 
finished the whisky in the tumbler, then said: 
“And I take back calling you brother.” 
 Brady looked carefully about the 
room, and was twice disappointed. There was 
a Bible on the table—and there was no polo 
coat in the open clothes closet. Brady then 
sized up Wilbur Sherwin. 
 The actor was of medium height, 
neither slim nor stocky, had dark hair, and 
looked both young and old. Brady shrugged, 
went out and closed the door. 
 Something slammed against the other 
side of the door. It sounded like a thrown 
whisky bottle, but it didn’t break. Brady put 
his hand on the doorknob, paused a moment, 
then let his hand fall back to his side. Instead 
of going in, he walked to the adjoining room 
on the left. His knock was immediately 
answered by a frowsy-headed man in a flashy, 
green dressing gown. 
 The man barked: “What do you want?” 

 Brady said: “Detective Brady, police 
headquarters.” 
 A look of malicious joy overspread the 
frowsy-headed man’s face. He jabbed his 
thumb toward Sherwin’s door, saying: “Then 
arrest that souse! He’s been talking, singing, 
ham-acting and prancing around for a full 
three hours. He’s the—” 
 “Are you sure of the time?” asked 
Brady, “Three hours?” 
 “Sure, I’m sure. Haven’t I cursed 
every damned minute of the three hours?” 
 Brady glanced toward Sherwin’s door 
as he asked: “Then you’re sure that he hasn’t 
been out of that room for three hours?” 
 The frowsy-headed man’s eyes popped 
wide. He glared at Brady for several moments, 
then slammed the door. “Maybe I’m the one 
who’s crazy!” he yelled through the panel. 
 Detective Brady asked the same 
questions of three other guests in nearby 
rooms, and got a variety of answers and 
strange looks. But one fact remained firm as a 
concrete wall: that Wflbur Sherwin had not 
stirred from his room for at least three boon. 
Brady stood alone in the corridor and stroked 
his lean jaw. Then he went downstairs to the 
desk. He asked the clerk: 
 “Did you notice if Wilbur Sherwin was 
in the hotel last night?” 
 “He was here all right,” replied the 
clerk. “He sat in the lobby talking to anyone 
who would talk with him.” 
 Brady then asked: “Was he here all 
evening?” 
 The clerk shook his head uncertainly. 
“Can’t be sure, Brady. But it seemed as if he 
was here all night” 
 “Thanks.” Brady picked up the phone, 
telling the blonde to get him headquarters. He 
told the desk sergeant: “Send over the wagon 
for a drunk at the Brown. He’s Wilbur 
Sherwin, in Thirty-two. The charges are: 
disturbing the peace and throwing a whisky 
bottle at an officer. If anyone tries to get him 
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out, charge him with anything that comes into 
your head. Don’t let him go.” 
 Brady hung up, looked at the phone. 
Then he changed his mind and walked over to 
one of the coin-box booths. These booths did 
not connect through Gladys’s switchboard. He 
called Louise Bryson, Michael Reggor’s 
cousin, saying: 
 “This is Brady, Miss Bryson. Will you 
please be good enough to come up to the 
Brown Hotel? Just come right up to Room 
Thirty-two. I don’t want anyone to know that 
you’re coming here. Thank you.” 
 Brady quit the booth, grinned at the 
blonde and walked out of the hotel He went up 
the driveway at the side of the hotel to the 
kitchen door. For fifteen minutes he talked to 
the chef on general topics, and put away two 
pieces of huckleberry pie. Then he climbed 
the back staircase to Wilbur Sherwin’s room. 
The actor had been taken away to jail. 
 
TEN MINUTES LATER there was a knock 
on the door. Brady opened it for Louise 
Bryson, saying: 
 “Thank you, Miss Bryson.” 
 She nodded her brunette head, as she 
stepped into the room. 
 Brady said: “I just want a moment of 
your time.” He crossed over to the clothes 
closet, pointed to the suits and coats. “Can you 
identify any of these as having belonged to 
Michael Reggor?” 
 The girl tensed a moment. Then she 
stepped over and closely examined the 
clothes. When she finished, she said: 
 “I don’t recognize any of these suits or 
coats, Detective Brady.” 
 Brady thanked the girl for her trouble, 
and when she left, he sank into a chair. “Guess 
I’m barking up the wrong tree,” he muttered. 
Finally, he got up and gave the room a 
thorough going over. He found nothing that 
would throw any light on his problem. . . . 
 Back at headquarters, he ran into Chief 

Lansing. The chiefs right arm was in a sling. 
Beckoning Brady into his private office, the 
chief said: 
 “Hell, Steve, while you’ve been 
horsing around with a drunk, Preston Drew 
has been strangled to death—by Michael 
Reggor.” 
 Brady sat on the edge of the chiefs 
desk. “Damn it all, Jim, this knocks hell out of 
my theory.” 
 “Theory?” scoffed Lansing. “Are you 
getting those things now? You used to run 
right out and pin your man to the wall. Now 
you’re getting theories. And while you’re 
getting them, another man has been 
murdered.” 
 Not one bit disturbed by Lansing’s 
outburst, Brady quietly said: “I thought that 
Sherwin, the actor, was playing Michael 
Reggor, and doing these killings for his own 
benefit—or for some one’s else.” 
 Lansing broke in with: “That’s the 
bunk, Steve. For Sherwin was locked up here 
in jail when Preston Drew was strangled.” 
 “Not only that,” added Brady, “but 
Sherwin was in his hotel room when you were 
shot, and when Michael Reggor tried to 
murder W. C. Todd.” 
 Lansing shook his head. “That sure is a 
swell theory of years. What started you 
master-minding in that direction?” 
 “The Bibles we found at Todd’s place, 
and at Marris’s, are both from the Brown 
Hotel. Wilbur Sherwin is an actor, and he is 
about Michael’s build and would fit his 
general description.” 
 “It still is a punk theory,” said Chief 
Lansing. “You’d better—” 
 A gunshot roar carried through the 
chief’s open window. Both men instinctively 
ducked. The sound of the shot seemed to come 
from too distant a point for anyone to be 
shooting in the window. Yet, both men kept 
down. Brady sidled over to the wall switch 
and clicked off the light. Then he rushed to the 
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window, cautiously looked out, pushing his 
gun over the edge of the sill. 
 The street was deserted. He saw no 
running figure. The night was quiet, and he 
felt as if he might have imagined hearing the 
shot. 
 
A POLICEMAN suddenly came up to the 
door. His shadow fell across the glass. He 
paused there a moment in indecision, looking 
at the darkened office. 
 Chief Lansing sang out. “I’m here. 
Come in.” 
Brady clicked on the switch. The patrolman 
opened the door and blurted : “Sherwin’s been 
murdered. Some one fired a shot through the 
cell window.” 
 Steve Brady swore. “Why the hell did 
they give him an outside cell? He led the way 
down to the ground floor, and into Wilbur 
Sherwin’s cell. The actor was sprawled on his 
back. His face was streaked with rivulets of 
blood from a bullet hole in his forehead. 
 “Died instantly,” said the police 
surgeon. “Some one must have called him to 
the window and then shot him.” 
 Chief Lansing turned to Brady, said 
low-voiced: “How does your theory stack up 
now?” 
 The detective was staring down at 
Sherwin. He shrugged, spread his hands. 
 One of the patrolmen spoke up. 
“Wilbur Sherwin had it coming to him a long 
time. When Sherwin was hot stuff at the 
Empress, he played around with other actors’ 
wives. He made trouble with a lot of couples. 
Once he got his nose punched. . . .” 
 Brady didn’t wait to hear any more. He 
left the cell, saying to Lansing: “I’m going 
home, Jim, and get some shut-eye. In the 
morning I’ll run out to Drew’s place.” 
 
DETECTIVE BRADY sat in the living room 
of Preston Drew’s home. Sunlight streamed in 
the windows. Across from him sat Lincoln 

Drew, nephew of the dead Preston Drew. 
Lincoln Drew was a fellow of about thirty, 
slight in build, and had a fair complexion with 
sandy hair. Drew said: 
 “I must have been seeing things—but I 
could swear the man was Michael Reggor. 
You see, I work at the Coltin Lens 
Corporation and knew Reggor. You’ll think 
I’m crazy, but I’d say that Michael Reggor is 
the man who killed Uncle Preston.” 
 Brady shook his head. “You’re not 
crazy. I’ve seen this Michael Reggor—twice.” 
He paused a moment. Then: “Tell me, did you 
hear a car take Reggor away?” 
 “I’m not positive,” said Lincoln Drew. 
“I thought I heard a car—but then, I was so 
mixed up at seeing my dead uncle, and then 
Michael Reggor, that I can’t be sure.” 
 At that moment, a maid came into the 
room to tell Lincoln Drew that Mr. Reynolds 
Coltin was calling to pay his condolences. 
Lincoln Drew seemed to hesitate, looking at 
Brady. 
 The detective said: “I’ll be leaving.” 
He stood up, shook hands with Lincoln Drew. 
They both walked into the corridor. 
 The tall, thin Reynolds Coltin was 
standing just within the doorway. He nodded 
to Brady, then solemnly gripped Lincoln 
Drew’s hand. His long, angular jaw jutted 
when he turned back to Brady and said: “An 
hour ago Mr. Todd telephoned me that he had 
received an extortion note demanding twenty-
five thousand dollars, or he would meet the 
same fate as Harold Marris.” Coltin drew a 
sheet of paper from his pocket, handed it to 
Brady. “And I got one this morning.” 
 Brady read it. The earn and substance 
was the same as Coltin had outlined. 
 Coltin spoke to Lincoln Drew. “When 
you have a chance, Lincoln, will you look 
around to see if your uncle got one of those 
threats?” Then he said to Brady: 
 “I guess, Mr. Detective, this knocks a 
hole in your wild Michael Reggor story that—
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” 
 “But, Mr. Coltin,” broke in Lincoln 
Drew, “I saw Michael Reggor last night—
after my uncle was strangled. I saw Reggor, 
myself.” 
 Reynolds Coltin thrust his hands into 
his trousers pockets, stared at the rug. Then he 
said: “Whatever this whole business is—at 
least, we know that these extortion letters are 
sane and logical.” 
 Brady was looking at the note in his 
hand. It was written in longhand on plain 
white paper. He told Coltin: “I’ll take this 
along to headquarters with me. And I’ll drop 
oat to Todd’s house to pick up his letter.” He 
waved a farewell gesture to them both, saying: 
“So long.” 
 But Brady didn’t go straight to W. C. 
Todd’s place. First, he dropped off at Harold 
Marris’s house. He spent an hour, with the 
help of the manservant, searching Marris’s 
effects. Finally, in the secretary drawer tacked 
away in the back, he found an extortion note. 
He compared it with the one Coltin had given 
him. They were identical. Slipping Marris’s 
note into his pocket, he left the house and 
drove to W. C. Todd’s home, out on Beaver 
Brook Road. 
 
TODD welcomed Brady with: “Glad to see 
you, Detective Brady.” He waddled with the 
detective into the living room. There, he sank 
into an easy chair, fidgeted with his stubby 
fingers, then said: “I got an extortion note this 
morning. Here it is. Do you suggest that I pay 
it? After all, my life is worth more than 
twenty-five thousand dollars to me.” 
 Brady took the note. It was the same as 
Coltin’a and Marris’s. He folded the three 
together, held them in his hand a moment. 
There was something vaguely disturbing about 
them, but he couldn’t put his finger on the 
cause of his strange feeling. He said: 
 “I’ll take this note, Todd. Perhaps it 
will help in running down the murderer before 

he takes any more lives. If the murderer 
contacts you, he will probably give you 
directions about the method of payment. You 
can suit yourself about paying. The police are 
for your protection. Two officers are here 
now. If you want more, let us know.” 
 Todd’s stubby fingers tugged at his 
collar. He muttered: “Perhaps I’d best wait 
until I hear from—Michael Reggor.” 
 “Do you believe that it’s Michael 
Reggor?” asked Brady. 
 Todd’s shrug added two additional 
chins to his flabby face. “I saw him with my 
own eyes. And you saw him, didn’t you?” 
 “Yes,” agreed Brady, “I saw him—
twice. The only person who seems doubtful 
about Reggor is Reynolds Coltin.” Brady was 
still holding the three extortion notes. He 
patted them with his other hand, saying: 
“Murder is a mean business, Todd. You may 
be able to help me by giving me some 
information.” 
 Todd’s pudgy hands fluttered in a “fire 
away” gesture. 
 Brady asked: “Do you know anything 
of Reynolds Coltin’s financial status?” 
 The little eyes in Todd’s fat face 
flicked to the extortion notes. Then he 
chuckled. “Do you mean—does Coltin need 
the seventy-five thousand dollars represented 
by those notes?” Todd chuckled again. 
“You’re on the wrong track there, Mister 
Detective. Why, Coltin is worth all kinds of 
money. He would think nothing of spending 
seventy-five thousand dollars on the 
groundwork of one experiment.” 
 Brady went on: “If you don’t mind, 
what is your own financial status, Todd?” 
 Todd’s smile ebbed from his jowls. 
“I’ll venture to say that my financial status is 
double that of Coltin’s. Does that answer your 
question?” 
 Brady nodded that it did. Then he 
asked: “How about Preston Drew’s nephew?” 
 “I don’t know his status,” said Todd. 
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“But he’s a splendid fellow. Travels with the 
right sort of people, you know.” 
 Brady put the three notes into his 
pocket, picked up his hat. “If you want more 
of a police guard, just say the word.” 
 “I think that two are enough,” replied 
Todd, as he walked Brady to the door. 
 The telephone in the hallway jangled. 
Todd stepped over to the stand, and lifted the 
instrument. His face changed expression 
several times and stopped with mouth agape. 
He replaced the instrument, and turning to 
Brady, blurted: 
 “The murderer has been caught! Chief 
Lansing wants you to report to him at once.” 
 Brady went out of the house, slowly 
scratching his jaw. He didn’t go straight to 
headquarters. Instead, he drove to Harold 
Marris’s home on Pleasant Street He wheeled 
the car down the graveled driveway to the 
rear. Getting out, he walked over to the 
kitchen door. It was set in the middle of the 
house. He studied the door and wall for fully 
fifteen minutes, until the glare of the bright 
morning sun on the white wall hurt his eyes. 
Then he returned to the car and drove to 
headquarters.... 
 
CHIEF LANSING’S first words were: “I’ve 
got the murderer, Steve. While you’ve been 
running around working on theories, I’ve been 
doing some plain police work.” 
 “And who is the murderer?” Brady 
asked, mildly. 
 The chief glared at Brady*s tone, then 
said: “The murderer is Wilbur Sherwin. He’s 
dead, but the evidence is wholly conclusive.... 
In other words, Steve, the whole case is 
washed up.” 
 “And—this evidence?” inquired 
Brady. 
 “About an hour ago,” began the chief, 
striving to hold his temper, “Preston Drew’s 
nephew phoned that he had found the 
extortion note sent to his uncle. I got that note. 

The writing was somewhat similar to the 
writing on some papers of Wilbur Sherwin’s 
which I had on my desk. I played a hunch that 
it was written on Hotel Brown stationery, with 
the letterhead cut off—and I was right 
Sherwin, as you know, was staying at the 
Brown.” 
 “The Bibles?” put in Brady, quietly. 
 “You were right there,” admitted 
Lansing. “I had the Bibles checked, and they 
were the same. Everything pointed to 
Sherwin. Then I remembered about Michael 
Reggor’s clothes. I sent for Louise Bryson, 
had her look at Sherwin. She said that the man 
who took her cousin’s’ clothes was about 
Sherwin’s build—and that he might have been 
wearing a disguise.” 
 Brady said: “I had figured something 
along those lines, Jim, and—” 
 “Yes,” butted in Chief Lansing, not 
willing to lose the floor. “She told me that you 
had her look at Sherwin’s clothes. But 
Sherwin must have destroyed Michael 
Reggor’s suits and coats—or has hidden them. 
But that’s not important” 
 “One more thing, Jim,” said Brady. 
“Who is the person who knocked off Wilbur 
Sherwin?” 
 Chief Lansing pointed his stiff index 
finger at Brady, saying: “You were right there 
in Sherwin’s cell when the patrolman told 
about Sherwin’s tangled love life. Why, a 
jealous husband—” 
 “Guess I belong with Plainclothes man 
Deegan,” said Brady, dryly. “Where did 
Deegan go—on this vacation of his?” 
 Lansing smiled. “Admitting that I’m 
right, eh? Well, you can find Deegan in that 
cabin on Mount Tom. He’s hiding out, so to 
speak. You’ll be good company for each 
other.” Lansing clapped Brady on the 
shoulder. “No hard feelings, eh, Steve?” 
 Brady shook his head. “No hard 
feelings, Jim. But I’ve changed my mind 
about going to Mount Tom. Instead, I’m going 
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to work on a new theory at home tonight I 
don’t think that Wilbur Sherwin is our man.” 
 Chief Lansing nearly blew up. While 
he was struggling for words, Brady slipped 
out of the office. He told several newspaper 
men what he had told Lansing about a new 
theory. They ate it up. Then Brady went into 
the lobby of the Hotel Brown. He sat down at 
a writing desk, carefully studied one of the 
letterheads, compared it with the three 
extortion notes. Finished with that, he quickly 
penned a note to Deegan. It read: 
 
 “Hi, Deegan: 
  If you want to be in on the kill, 
be at my house tonight at eight o’clock. 
      
 Steve Brady. 
 
 Next Brady went to the Western Union 
Office. Then he went home.... 
 
AT EIGHT O’CLOCK that night Plainclothes 
man Deegan stepped into Steve Brady’s 
house. A gust of raw wind-driven, autumn rain 
followed Deegan. The plainclothes man said: 
 “I brought this weather with me.”’ He 
peeled off his soaking coat and hat then patted 
a quart of rye on his hip. “Will we need this?” 
 Brady shrugged. “Better hang onto it 
anyway. Michael Reggor has to show his face 
again tonight. By the way, Deegan, how were 
you spending your time out at Tom?” 
 “My usual occupation,” said Deegan. 
“I’ve been doing some fancy tree-choppin’.” 
 “You’re quite an expert at it, hey, 
Deegan?” asked Brady. 
 “Champ in these parts,” admitted the 
plainclothes man. “Why?” 
 Brady picked an axe from against the 
wall. “Here is a brand new one. But I don’t 
want you to exactly cut a tree down, just 
weaken it so that I can topple it over with a 
healthy shove.” 
 “Lead the way,” said Deegan. 

 Brady got out two slickers, passed one 
to Deegan. “This will be better than your wet 
coat, as I don’t know how long we’ll have to 
stand in the rain.” 
 They went out into the rain. Brady 
said: “This house of mine is what you’d call 
out in the sticks. The little cowpath of a road 
here finally trails off into a pasture. No one 
would use this road if they weren’t coming to 
see me.” 
 Deegan looked about at the dismal, 
rain-drenched countryside. “I often wondered 
why you lived out here,” he murmured. 
 Spreading his slickered arms to include 
the house and grounds, Brady explained: “My 
dad left me this place. I like it.” 
 “Nice place,” replied Deegan. 
“Where’s the tree?” 
 Brady led the way. “Here,” he said. 
 The plainclothes man went to work. 
With the final stroke, he stepped back to wipe 
his perspiring brow. “A baby could upset her 
now,” he announced. “I only hope a good puff 
of wind doesn’t do it, instead.” 
 “Good,” said Brady. “Now, here’s the 
plan. I’m expecting a car to drive up here. 
Several cars might come, but I don’t think so. 
Anyway, you stand behind a good thick tree 
down there where the main highway crosses 
this road. When a car comes onto this road, 
you yell to stop in the name of the law. The 
car I’m expecting won’t stop. So I’ll just push 
over this tree here, and bottle up the road. . . . 
But don’t forget to keep well behind your own 
tree. There’s likely to be some bullets from the 
car.” 
 “Yep,” replied Deegan. “I’ll keep out 
of sight—but I’ll yell loud as hell.” 
 Deegan walked off to his post. Brady 
remained near the weakened tree. 
 About a half hour later, Brady thought 
he saw a dark blur moving up the road through 
the curtain of falling rain. He strained his 
eyes. He made out a car, crawling forward, 
without lights. It was then that he heard 
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Deegan’s bullish roar: 
 “Stop—in the name of the law!” 
 
THE CAR suddenly increased its speed. A 
gun roared, stabbing flame in the direction of 
Deegan’s hiding place. 
 In Brady’s mind there was now no 
indecision. Expertly he gauged the speed of 
the car. The hurtling bulk of the auto was but 
fifty yards away. He heaved, his muscles 
straining against the trunk of the wounded 
tree. An ominous crackling answered. He 
shoved again and leaped back out of the path 
of the kicking butt 
There sounded the frenzied screeching of 
hurriedly applied brakes—but too late. The 
tires failed to grip on the wet, muddy road. 
Head on, the heavy car catapulted into the 
falling tree. Brady saw it telescope upon itself 
and flop over on one side. 
 Jagged splinters of metal, wood and 
glass filled the air as Brady rushed to the 
wrecked car. Deegan caught up with him 
several moments later. Grimly, they worked 
side by side. 
 Brady said: “I didn’t figure to wreck 
him. I thought he would see the tree in time 
and stop. But he must have been looking back 
at you—until it was too late.” Brady made his 
way to the car door. “This is tough. There 
were plenty of questions I wanted to ask this 
bird.” 
 Swiftly he bent forward. “Deegan,” he 
muttered, “put on your flash.” 
 From behind him there came a metallic 
click, and a beam of light revealed the 
tragedy. Brady took the electric torch and 
pointed it into the battered interior of the 
overturned car. Dozens of small wheels and 
gears, lengths of wire and belting were all in a 
tangled mass. He moved the light forward a 
little and held it there on the crumpled figure 
of a man held prisoner beneath the steering 
post. Blood trickled from the man’s mouth 
and nose, but he still breathed in laboring 

gasps. 
 “Damn!” blurted Deegan. “It’s 
Reynolds Coltin. We’ve made a hell of a 
mistake.” 
 Brady shook his head. “I was 
expecting that it would be Coltin. And we’ve 
made no mistake. Lend a hand to get him out.” 
The strength of their combined muscles finally 
overcame all obstacles. 
 Staggering and falling in the slippery 
mud, they carried Reynolds Coltin to a 
clearing and laid him out on the ground. 
 Deegan offered: “I’ll take Coltin to a 
doctor.” 
 “No use,” Brady stayed him. “Coltin is 
good as dead right now. Give him some of 
that rye of yours.” 
 Gently as he could, Deegan managed 
to pour some of the whisky down the 
unconscious man’s throat. A dragging 
moment passed, and finally Coltin’s eyes 
fluttered open. He struggled feebly. 
 “Give him another drink,” Brady 
ordered. In the beam of the light, he saw a 
frightened look creep into Coltin’s dull eyes. 
 “My machine,” Coltin moaned. “My 
wonderful machine, where is it?” 
 “It was destroyed in the crash,” said 
Brady. 
Coltin’s fast ebbing strength deserted him and 
he sank back on the ground. Only his restless 
eyes moved. 
 “You are dying, Coltin,” Brady 
gravely stated. “I’ll tell yon where you slipped 
up. To begin with, you were ousted from the 
president’s chair of your company by Todd, 
Harris and Drew. They figured that you were a 
back number, and ridiculed some of your 
experiments. Well, they got you out of 
control—and you wanted revenge. 
 “You then utilized your genius and 
knowledge of picture apparatus and 
constructed a mechanical sound device that 
reproduced Michael Reggor’s voice. Of 
coarse, Wilbur Sherwin played Michael 
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Reggor for you.” 
 
COLTIN, who had been listening intently, 
raised a trembling hand. “You, too, are clever, 
Detective Brady. I am dying, as you said, but I 
have no regrets. Permit me to assist you in 
casting your chain of evidence. ... I killed 
Marris and Drew because I hated them. They 
took my company away from me—the 
company I founded. . . . Well, I got my idea of 
Michael Reggor from Preston Drew’s 
continual drooling about the dead coming 
back to seek vengeance. Then I used Wilbur 
Sherwin to play Michael Reggor.... But I had 
to kill the fool—when he got himself arrested. 
... All would have gone well, Detective Brady, 
if you had believed that Sherwin was the 
killer. Tell me where I failed....” 
 Brady leaned closer to the dying man, 
saying: “Those extortion notes you had 
Sherwin write were used on the new hotel 
paper. You wanted Sherwin to be the fall gay 
for all the murders. But that was a bad 
mistake. For the new hotel stationery arrived 
the day after Harold Marris was killed. So I 
figured that extortion was just a cover-op for 
the real motive.” 
 Coltin nodded very slowly. 
 Brady went on: Today I studied the 
back of Harold Marris’s house where 
‘Michael Reggor’ shot at me. There were no 
bullet holes in the entire wall. And, as there 
were no footprints in the grass, I realized that 
‘Michael Reggor’ was a trick. . . . Last night, 
Chief Lansing was wounded. But from the 
angle ‘Michael Reggor’ was aiming, he 
couldn’t have inflicted the wound.” 
 Coltin spoke in a weak, reedy voice. 
“First swear that my machine was destroyed.” 
 Raising his right hand, Brady solemnly 
swore: “To the best of my knowledge, it was 
destroyed.” 
 “Good,” Coltin muttered. “The secret 
of its construction will go to the grave with 
me. After years of experimenting, I discovered 

a method of screenless projection. Moving 
pictures today must be projected onto a 
screen. My invention eliminated the screen. A 
real step forward. I can make lifelike figures 
walk across a stage and act natural. Talk, sing, 
move and dance.” 
 Coltin was silent for several long 
moments. Then: “Great operas, spectacles and 
current happenings could be accurately 
reproduced for the education of those who 
dwell in the far outposts of the world.” A 
fanatical light shone in the professor’s eyes as 
he discussed his brain child. 
 “Too bad,” Brady muttered, “that your 
machine was not used for that purpose, instead 
of—” 
 “My invention never served a greater 
purpose,” Coltin cried weakly. “It helped me 
secure—my revenge.” 
 Before either man could act, Coltin’s 
hand shot forward and jerked the revolver 
from the surprised Deegan’s holster. With the 
same motion, he turned the deadly muzzle 
upon himself and squeezed the trigger. There 
was a muffled report. His body twitched for an 
instant, then lay still. 
 “And that is that,” announced Brady. 
“It was the better way.” 
 Deegan shook his head. “Then we 
weren’t so slug-nutty that night at Harold 
Marris’s house.” 
 Brady handed a short, broken length of 
developed motion picture film to Deegan. 
“Here’s proof,” he explained. “You keep it. I 
picked it up in the wreckage of Coltin’a car. 
Any time you want to resurrect Michael 
Reggor, just run this film through a projection 
machine and—presto!—there he will be.” 
 Carefully, Deegan rerolled the strip of 
film and pocketed it. “Where do we go from 
here?” he asked. 
 “That*s an easy one,” answered Brady. 
“Coltin goes to the morgue. You are going 
back to Mount Tom. And I am going to have a 
hell of a good laugh at Chief Lansing.” 


