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The Blond Bomb they called him, and the toughest cases always exploded under his touch. But 
now he had to turn ghoul and undermine a racket—with Fate holding the fuse. 
 

OMMY KANE made a lousy landing 
at the Midtown airport, almost made 
me swallow my gum. He turned around 

and grinned at me. “Sorry, Abe, must’ve had 
too much beer last night.” 

T  They didn’t mention my name, 
because then I could have worked on them. 
They just hint that “The Governor, it is 
rumored, will toss a bomb in an effort to 
disrupt this latest practice”—whatever it 
was—“and the Governor uses only one and 
the same bomb for all exigencies. It is reliably 
reported that the complexion of the alleged 
bomb is definitely—blond!” 

 “All I hope,” I said, “is that I’m not 
with you when you break your fool neck. Go 
back and tell His Nibs that the situation is well 
in hand and I’m quitting if I don’t get a 
vacation about—say tomorrow or the next 
day.” 

 Great stuff! If I’d’ve been a copper or 
a dick I’d’ve loved those scribes. As it was, 
they were slowly writing me out of house and 
home. My only comeback was to keep on 
producing. You can’t fire a guy until you find 
somebody who can do his job just as well. 

 “Yah!” jeered Tommy. “You’re going 
to break this in two days when the whole 
Midtown police force and Peters is stymied. 
Don’t make me laugh.” 
 I didn’t answer him. That crack about 
Peters had me worried in spite of being sore. I 
grabbed my bag full of scrambled clothes and 
jumped from the cockpit. It was eleven 
o’clock in the morning. Two hours earlier 
Benson, the governor’s secretary, had called 
me back from my three-day-old vacation and 
said: 

 I was damned if anybody’d steal a 
march on me, though this case didn’t look too 
promising. I was hitting it cold—I didn’t 
know anything except that there was some 
kind of a racket being worked in Midtown, 
and one of our boys, Peters, on the regular 
detail, had failed to do a thing. My orders in 
the governor’s own handwriting said: 

 “Tommy Kane’s waiting to fly you to 
Midtown. He’s got your orders and don’t 
swear at me. The chief’s all hot and bothered 
and you’re supposed to do or die.” 

 
 Kill this quick, Abe. J. S. Hardam, 
owner Midtown Globe, thirty year political 
enemy, making field day out of disappearance 
of reporter in connection with racket. Election 
only two months. If Hardam isn’t stopped, I 
lose whole southern part of state. Peters 
hinted clue but hasn’t reported for three days. 
Co-operate with Hardam if it kills you. Speed 
essential, success vital, discretion imperative. 
Get details from Globe or local police. 

 He hung up quick then before I could 
moan—or anyway, before he heard me 
moan—and there wasn’t much I could do but 
go and like it. A governor’s investigator has a 
hell of a life. He’s not a cop exactly; he’s not a 
dick exactly; he’s nothing—exactly. 
 He doesn’t get any co-operation except 
when he throws his weight around; he doesn’t 
get any sympathy even when he’s killing 
himself; he doesn’t have as much authority as 
a flea. And publicity? Phew! The very 
mention of it is curtains. That’s why I figured 
my job was about ripe to flop any time. There 
were too many smart newspaper lads calling 
me “The Blond Bomb” in their rags. 

      
 J. 
 
I CRACKED my gum as I strode toward a cab 
stand at the far end of the landing field. Peters 
was a hell of a good man. If he hadn’t reported 
for three days, something was very wrong. 
 “Mister A. Gressive, ain’t it?” husked 
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a voice at my elbow. 
 I turned calmly, studied the heavy 
florid features of a man mountain. “On the 
nose,” I admitted. “What’ve you got? The key 
to the city?” 
 “I’m just Barney,” grinned the big lag. 
“I got more than the key to the city—you can’t 
spend keys....” 
 “But I can spend what you’ve got, eh? 
Okay, how much and for what?” 
 “Five G’s,” said Barney. “Just for not 
working too hard and staying healthy.” 
 “It’s the work that keeps me healthy,” 
I growled. 
 “I’ll raise the ante.” Barney grinned 
less sincerely. “Ten!” 
 I spit in the dirt in front of his size 
twelve brogues, started to turn. 
 “Don’t be dumb,” he rasped, and now 
the grin was gone and one ham-like hand was 
digging into my shoulder. He pulled me 
closer. “If you don’t play ball with us, we 
strike you out Savvy?” 
 I didn’t answer him—verbally. 
Instead, I lifted a short jolt to his mid-section. 
He shambled back, gasping for air. 
 “That’s the way I savvy guys mauling 
me,” I snapped. 
 Barney’s florid features got more 
florid. His thick shoulders hunched and started 
forward. I dropped my bag, rose on the balls 
of my feet and sidestepped. As he went past I 
let him have a chopping blow on the 
collarbone from my stiffly extended fingers. 
 He yelped and charged back again. 
This time I slashed him smack on the Adam’s 
apple. A gurgle came from his thick throat, his 
hands clutched at it, he choked. That sock on 
the Adam’s apple always does that to them. I 
picked up my bag-and kept on toward the taxi 
stand. 
 “Blasting already, Gressive?” said a 
voice. “Nice work.” 
 “Now what?” 
 I turned to a sallow, long-nosed guy in 

rumpled tweeds. He was grinning through 
broken teeth. One of the breaks made a perfect 
hole for a cigarette and the guy held one there, 
smouldering. 
 “You want to keep me healthy, too?” I 
challenged. 
 “Yeah, man, I sure do. You’re going to 
make news for me—I hope .... Chambers is 
the name. I’m the Midtown Globe’s reception 
committee.” 
 “Well, I hope you get your hope,” I 
shrugged. “Who’s the guy I just tangled 
with?” 
 “Barney Farce,” admitted Chambers, 
leading the way to a battered roadster. “Used 
to do some fighting in the ring, was a muscle 
man during prohibition, works for the same 
outfit I work for.” 
 “Whaddya mean?” 
 “Just that,” tossed Chambers. “He’s a 
circulation hustler on the Globe.” 
 “Cute,” I grunted. “He works for J. S. 
Hardam in other words, and Hardam’s the guy 
who’s raising the stink. He could be protecting 
the same racket he’s protesting in his paper. 
The percentage is in making the governor look 
silly.” 
 
CHAMBERS sucked on the hole in his teeth 
and got smoke from the cigarette. “Can be. 
Except that it’s not the kind of a racket J. S.’d 
be liable to think of. It’s out of his line.” 
 “Money isn’t out of anybody’s line,” I 
told Chambers. “But just what the hell kind of 
a racket is it anyway?” 
 “An undertaker’s racket,” he said. 
“How’s that? Who’d ever think of organizing 
the undertakers?” 
 “An undertaker, you dope,” I replied. 
“Who handles most of the planting business in 
Midtown?” 
 “Hiram Meek & Sons,” admitted 
Chambers. “But they’ve had a soft thing of it 
for years without a racket. Why should they 
step out of line? But Macollum, the managing 
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editor of the Globe wants to see you. He’ll 
give you the picture. C’mon.” 
 I shook my head. “First,” I said, “we’ll 
check on Peters. Where was he staying?” 
 “I—” Chambers hesitated. “How about 
a bottle of beer?” he suggested quickly. 
“Here,” he pulled a bottle from the back of the 
seat, produced an opener. “Got a little 
refrigerator box in the trunk. I like beer and I 
like it cold. Just took this bottle out before you 
came.” 
 I slapped the beer bottle into his lap, 
grabbed his lapels and pulled his long nose 
close to mine. “You waited too long, boy. You 
know where Peters was staying. Don’t you 
now?” 
 “Aw right, aw right, you don’t have to 
rough me. The only reason I know is because I 
snoop on my own. He was at Mrs. Grady’s 
rooming- house.” 
 Twenty minutes later I was arguing 
with the horse-faced Mrs. Grady. “Lady,” I 
pleaded, “I’ve got to get in that room. You 
admit Peters hasn’t been home for three nights 
and three days. Mebbe—” 
 “Humph!” she sniffed. “There’s 
nothing wrong. Mr. Peters telegraphed me he 
was called away on business.” 
 “What?” I bellowed. 
 “Don’t yell at me, young man! I got 
the telegram three days ago.” 
 “Where’s his room?” I snapped. 
 “Second floor front,” she replied 
automatically. Then: “Stop! Stop, do you hear 
me? You can’t go up there! I’ll call the 
police!” 
 “I am up,” I yelled back at her from 
the top of the steps. “And I’m the police, too.” 
I flashed my shield in her face when she 
caught up. “Now pips down or I’ll have your 
house sold for back taxes.” 
 That held her while I inventoried 
Peters’ room. I knew Peters had a pair of 
shoes with a false heel, but it was too much to 
hope for. They were gone. Probably he was 

wearing them. As it turned out he was, but the 
place he was wearing them—well, that was 
something. 
 The only think I was sure of after I got 
finished with his room was that he was 
definitely among the missing. He had just 
walked out and hadn’t come back. He couldn’t 
have gone of his own free will, and I knew 
then just as surely as I proved later—Peters 
was murdered. The question was: Where was 
his body? 
 “Swallowed up by the earth!” snapped 
Henry Macollum, the managing editor of the 
Globe, when I put the question to him. “Both 
of ‘em, I tell you—swallowed up by the earth. 
Our crack reporter and your—what’s his 
name—Peters.” 
 He peered up at me through heavy-
lensed glasses and teetered back on his swivel 
chair, a sandy-haired gray little man with a tic 
somewhere in his neck muscles that kept 
making his head jerk like a sparrow’s. 
 “Save that for your sob columns,” I 
scowled at him. “I want facts. The earth 
doesn’t swallow up guys I’m after.” 
 “Yah!” grunted Macollum. “Then what 
happened to them?” he demanded, jerking his 
neck twice as a sort of emphasis. 
 “That, palsy,” I said softly, “is what 
I’m going to find out.” 
 “When our whole police force can’t?” 
said Macollum and looked suddenly tired and 
old. “I’m with you, son, and you look as if you 
might do it. Might,” he added skeptically. 
“But don’t forget we had every police facility 
humming while the trail was still hot and it 
didn’t get us anything. You claim a man can’t 
vanish without leaving some trace. But 
Barnes, our reporter, did. And now it looks 
like Peters did, too. Five’ll get you ten that 
you never see him again.” 
 “I’ll see him,” I promised. “I’m not 
saying he’ll be alive, but I’ll see him—or 
whatever’s left of him. You’ve made a bet, 
Macollum.” I parked my hips on his desk. 
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“Now give.” 

 

MACOLLUM’S watery blue eyes grew sober. 
He talked in a flat dull tone. “Barnes got a 
lead on a racket being worked in the 
undertaking business. He followed it a certain 
length of time and—vanished. He must’ve 
been right” 
 “Right?” I asked. “How?” 
 “I mean, I thought be was barking: up 
the wrong tree,” shrugged the managing 
editor. “He claimed this racket was every bit 
as profitable as the milk and poultry rackets 
and twice as vicious. I didn’t pay much 
attention to him until he disappeared. Then I 
looked into it and found out how pat it all is.” 
 “Show me,” I demanded. 
 “Easy.” Macollum’s neck twitched. 
“There’s a dozen ways to ruin a funeral. And 
they’ve been ruined in Midtown. Such things 
as straps breaking when coffins were being 
lowered into graves; bands and drum and 
bugle corps playing raucous music outside 
cemeteries when funerals were in progress. 
Freshly dug graves being filled with garbage; 
undertakers being drugged or beaten up just 
before funerals. I tell you there’s a hundred 
ways to gum up a funeral.... And that’s only 
half of the racket.” 
 “Yeah. And what’s the other half?” 
 Macollum’s neck was jerking a mile a 
minute; he was sore. “The other half is low, 
vicious and merciless. These racketeers send 
smooth representatives to contact bereaved 
families and get them to sign contracts for 
expensive funerals. And when it comes to 
paying, the suckers find that they’ve signed 
over every penny of insurance they have 
coming for ‘choice’ plots in cemeteries, for 
‘dignified’ funerals, for ‘perpetual’ care of 
graves. 
 “The sucker is milked dry. Widows 
and orphans who’ve counted on insurance find 
themselves on relief in no time. Doctors and 
hospitals never get paid because the racketeers 
suck their patients dry. I tell you, Gressive, 
this thing is like a cancer. It’s eating the hearts 
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out of our citizens, taking advantage of them 
in their weakest moments, flaunting our age-
old respect for the dead.” 
 “I get it,” I nodded. 
 “And you’ve got to do something 
about it,” snapped Macollum. “You’ve got to 
do it quick. The Globe will give you every co-
operation for another week. After that we’ll 
ride you and the whole governor’s office out 
of the state. That’s orders from the boss, J. S.” 
 “Right, Mac. That’s orders from the 
boss. From me.” 
 Macollum and Chambers started. I 
took my time turning, saw a tall, thin dried-up 
man who had stepped into the office. He 
gripped a black cigar in his lantern jaw and 
glared at me from under heavy black brows. 
 “So you’re Hardam, eh?” I drawled. 
“And there’s nothing you’d like better than 
seeing the governor be made a monkey?” 
 The publisher’s thin mouth twisted. 
“You got it,” he said. “Nothing personal, 
understand? Just politics.” 
 “Not personal?” I echoed sarcastically. 
“How about Barney Farce?” 
 A film dropped over Hardam’s 
piercing eyes. “What about him?” 
 “He works for you and he tried to push 
me around,” I tossed. “So how does that look? 
You wouldn’t,” I suggested idly, “you 
wouldn’t be in this racket yourself, Mr. J. S. 
Hardam?” 
 “Why, you—” Hardam’s cigar 
vibrated and he took a step forward. Then he 
checked himself. “A week,” he said thinly. 
“One week you get.” Then he whirled and 
stomped from the office. 
 I was practically on his heels. 
Chambers tried to follow me, but I shoved him 
back. “I’m a lone wolf,” I told him “I don’t 
howl good in company.” 
 I found the Bureau of Vital Statistics, 
palmed my shield in front of a clerk’s nose 
and asked: “How many burials in the past 
month and how were they distributed?” 

 The clerk forced himself to the files, 
said grudgingly. “Seventy funerals exactly. 
Three at the Municipal Cemetery; fourteen at 
Beech Cemetery; seventeen at Wood 
Cemetery; the rest at Palisades.” 
 “You’ve got the right job,” I grinned at 
him and went out to check up. With thirty-six 
out of seventy burials taking place in one 
cemetery, it smelled to high heaven of a 
racket. I checked Wood, Beech and the 
Municipal cemeteries, and their figures were 
the same as the Bureau of Vital Statistics. 
 I decided to take it easier at Palisades, 
so I strolled around for a while and then 
headed over to where a couple of men were 
digging a grave. 
 “Borrow a match?” I asked a gnarled 
old fellow. 
 “Here ye be, stranger,” he said quickly, 
glad of an excuse to rest on his shovel. 
 “Nice grounds,” I murmured. 
 “Should be,” agreed the man. “Cost 
enuff.” 
 “Much?” I raised my brows. “I’m 
thinking of buying a lot.” 
 “Ye’ll find out, mister, if ye’re goin” t’ 
buy. If ye kin buy. Most o’ these lots is sold. 
Feller bought one couple weeks ago. Buried 
two fellers onto it already. Was only a dozen 
er so lots left fer sale then. Mought be they’re 
sold naow.” 
 “Popular cemetery, though,” I kept on. 
“How many funerals do you have in a 
month?” 
 “Last month we had thutty-eight,” said 
the old guy. 
 I grunted, then bit my lip. “Thirty-
eight?” I repeated softly. 
 “Yep. Dig all th’ graves meself, me ’a’ 
Tom here. Get three dollars a grave. Made a 
hundred and fourteen on last month’s check.” 
 
WELL, if money was concerned, he couldn’t 
be making a mistake. “Where’d you say those 
two fellows were buried recently?” I asked. 
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“Both on the same lot within a short time?” 
 “Over there.” The old man waved his 
arm. “Right over there by that there vault. 
Must ’a’ had a feeling when they bought th’ 
lot. ’N’ sure ’nough they had use fur it.” He 
started to chuckle. “I allus say—” 
 “Thanks for the match,” I cut him off 
and beat it. Thirty-eight graves filled and only 
thirty-six funerals registered.... 
 At twelve o’clock that night I swung 
Chambers’ borrowed roadster alongside the 
eight-foot picket fence that enclosed Palisades 
Cemetery. I jumped over from the car roof and 
found the graves the old guy had pointed out 
to me hours previously. The graves were 
fresh, just beginning to sink, and no markers 
had been erected. 
 I got a pick and shovel from under a 
tarpaulin where the grave diggers had been 
working and turned digger myself. 
 It was dark and gloomy, and I didn’t 
want to use my flashlight. I worked silently 
while crickets chirped all around and 
somewhere an owl hooted. But the earth was 
soft and I was slogging. I felt the pick bite into 
something solid pretty soon—a coffin. 
 Then I scooped off the last layer of dirt 
and heaved on the pine box in the grave. The 
dirty rats hadn’t even put caskets inside; there 
was just the pauper box with the body. 
 I unscrewed the lid with a screwdriver 
I had brought and groped for my flash. I had 
the lid raised, ready-to look in when Barney’s 
voice rasped in back of me. 
 “Don’t look, Gressive,” he warned. 
 “Go to hell!” I flung at him and 
snapped my flash inside. It was Peters’ body 
all right. 
 “Sap!” growled Barney. “Now you 
seen it you don’t have a chance. Get outta 
there; I got you covered.” 
 I shrugged and got out of the pit, 
brushed my trousers, Macollum had hit the 
nail on the head all right when he said: 
“Swallowed up by the earth!” 

 “Now what?” I asked; then I felt 
Barney’s gun in the small of my back. 
 “Now you go, too, you mug,” he 
chuckled, prodding me ahead. “See that vault? 
It’s gonna be your new home.” 
 Barney thought that was a pretty good 
joke, but he didn’t let his sense of humor 
interfere with business. He prodded me over 
to the door of a mouldy tomb. 
 “It’s open,” he said. “Go on in.”  
 Then he backed quickly away. He 
wasn’t taking any chances on a trick. He knew 
the old one about the spin and dive when a 
guy has a gun in the middle of your back. The 
only chance I had was to fling the door open 
and dive forward at the same— 
 I never did it. He slugged me with the 
gun barrel just as my hand touched the door 
lever.... 
 I wasn’t sure at first whether my eyes 
had reopened or not. It was just as black as 
ever. I raised my head, bumped it solidly on 
something above me. Then I tried to turn over 
and found that I was hemmed in on both sides. 
I kicked out and felt my feet meet solid stone. 
Then I got it! I was in the vault—in one of the 
crypts. 
 For a minute I nearly went nuts. Who 
wouldn’t? I was buried—alive! 
 I started to kick and shout and heave 
myself around as best I could, but it was an 
amateur trick and I passed out cold again. 
 The second time I came to I took it 
easier. I realized the crypt would be 
practically soundproof. I tried to organize my 
thoughts, but the only thing I could make 
sense out of was the story I had read about a 
woman who had been buried alive and whose 
hair had turned white overnight. 
 Well, my blond mop couldn’t turn 
much lighter, but it wasn’t any consolation. I 
wondered why the hell Barney hadn’t killed 
me. Or maybe he thought he had! Or maybe— 
Jeez, was he leaving me there to die of 
starvation? No! Of suffocation, 
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MY HEART pounded. I took a deep breath 
and it caught in my throat. The air was already 
dank and mouldy. There must be a little 
leaking in somewhere or I’d’ve been 
smothered already. But how long until the 
carbon dioxide given off in my breath would 
overcome the little oxygen that filtered 
through? 
 I tried holding my breath. It was no 
use. I’d hold it so long and then gasp, using up 
twice as much. I tried breathing slow, inhaling 
a little, exhaling less. My mouth grew drier, 
hotter. My lungs ached. They seemed to be 
caught in the grip of a giant hand that was 
slowly crushing them together pressing on my 
cheat, my sides, my back. Out I went again!...  
 “If I had a lily now....” 
 Dimly the words filtered to my ears. 
My head buzzed like an angry beehive. 
 “If I had a lily now, I’d show you how 
silly you look.” 
 My eyes flickered. Through a haze I 
saw a long nose, a crooked grin and a 
smoldering cigarette sticking out of a hole in a 
broken tooth. 
 “Chambers,” I creaked. 
 “Johnny on the spot,” chuckled the 
reporter. 
 “Spot—hell!” I groaned. “I’ve been 
here for hours.” 
 “Exactly seven minutes by the ship’s 
clock,” corrected Chambers. “I had to wait till 
Barney scrammed.” 
 “Yeah,” I muttered, hoisting myself 
up. 
 I saw I was in one of those long 
drawers that fit the walls of a tomb. Chambers 
had pulled me out, and my weight made the 
drawer teeter against its granite niche, I 
shuddered and crawled out, leaned against the 
wall “How come,” I had to ask. “How come 
you were here?” 
 “Hear the man!” moaned Chambers. “I 
save his life and he grills me. If you must 
know, I was tailing Barney. I figured after he 

tangled with you at the airport he might lead 
me to something. He picked you up when you 
left your hotel tonight. I trailed both of you. 
And are you lucky, or are you lucky that I 
did?” 
 I nodded, wheezed and got outside 
where I could get bargain-lots of that sweet 
night air. Boy, was it good! 
 “Get a pick.” I ordered finally, “and 
dig up that other stiff.” 
Chambers nodded and went to work. By the 
time he had the second pauper box uncovered, 
he was panting. Then his panting changed to a 
startled yelp. He had looked inside. 
 “B—Barnes!” 
 “And he’s embalmed,” I pointed out. 
“That’s the way these murders were 
committed. Barnes and Peters were trapped 
and embalmed and buried just as neat as you 
please.” 
 “Phew!” breathed the reporter. “Blond 
Bomb Bursts Undertaker’s Racket!” 
 “You’re way ahead of yourself,” I 
snapped. “This racket isn’t broken by a damn 
sight. See if you can find any identification 
marks on those boxes.” 
 Chambers circled the coffins, peering 
at their outsides. I went over to Peters’ box 
and fiddled with the false heel on his shoe. I 
found an aged yellow name card that said: 
Hamilton Murch, Mortician. It was the clue 
Peters had hinted about; it had to be. 
 “Hey,” whispered Chambers. “These 
boxes were shipped to Hiram Meek & Sons’ 
funeral parlors.” 
 “Ever hear of this guy?” I asked, 
shoving the name card at Chambers. 
 He looked at it, croaked, “Hamilton 
Murch! Jeez, that’s the card Barnes asked me 
about. We were pals. He asked me if I ever 
heard of this March, too.” 
 “Well, did you?” 
 “N-no, but—” Chambers’ voice sank. 
He groped for a cigarette and stuck it in the 
hole in his teeth. “A couple days after he 
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showed that card to me, Barnes disappeared. 
And you know what he was doing?” 
 “How the hell should I know?” I 
snapped. 
 “He was canvassing the neighboring 
towns, Gressive, trying to get a line on this 
Murch maybe.” 
 “Took you long enough to tell me.” I 
scowled at him. 
 “Yeah, but that ain’t all. The day 
Barnes went to Fairview, he didn’t come 
back.” 
 “He came back,” I said. “There he is in 
a grave.” 
 “Yeah, but he wasn’t seen around here 
again. He went to Fairview and phft!” 
Chambers sucked through his tooth. “Get it? 
There must be a lead in Fairview.” 
 “We’ll see.” I decided. “How far is it?” 
 “Thirty miles or so,” said Chambers. 
 “C’mon then,” I ordered. 
 “Okay, I’m with you. But first I got to 
phone the paper—” 
 “No, you won’t,” I said flatly. “You 
don’t call anybody.” 
 “What? Why—Say I You don’t think 
I—” 
 “Save it,” I cut in. “You’ll find out 
what I think soon enough. C’mon.” 
 
THE TRIP to Fairview took us forty-five 
minutes. It wasn’t bad, but it was all 
Chambers’ old heap would do. He took six 
bottles of beer out of his trunk refrigerator 
when we started, drank three of them on the 
way without offering me any. He was sore 
because I wouldn’t trust him. 
 I raised hell in the Fairview police 
station until they got the chief out of a 
pinochle game. Then I showed him the name 
card. 
 “What the hell,” he said. “I gave your 
buddy the dope on that—let me see.... Three 
days ago. Peters was his name, wasn’t it?” 
 “Was is right,” I spat “Did a reporter 

named Barnes come here looking for 
information about this Murch guy’s name 
card, too?” 
 “Couple weeks ago,” admitted the 
copper. “I told him the same as I told Peters: 
Murch did business here but moved away a 
good ten years ago. We never had anything on 
him, so there’s no description and nobody 
remembers him. That’s what I told the 
reporter and Barnes.” 
 “Did they look further?” 
 “Y’know now, that’s funny,” drawled 
the chief. “This reporter talked to an old booze 
hound and gave him so much money that the 
bum drank himself to death the next day.” 
 I looked at Chambers. He was all eyes, 
didn’t even have a cigarette in the hole in his 
teeth. 
 “This time I’ll make the bet,” I said. 
“Five’ll get you ten that the bum was 
murdered, too.” 
 “Say, now,” protested the chief. “I 
don’t want no trouble. The coroner’s jury was 
satisfied. There were two empty quart whisky 
bottles found by this guy’s bed. He was an old 
drunk and everybody knew it.” 
 “Sure, everybody knew it,” I sneered. 
“That’s why it was so easy. Get an order for 
disinterment of that body tomorrow and an 
autopsy. Them’s orders, chief—from the 
governor.” 
 I left him with his head in his hands, 
groanin’. I guess he hadn’t had a killing in his 
whole term. 
 We went back to Chambers’ roadster, 
and he came across with a bottle of beer this 
time; then we headed back toward Midtown. 
“This old drunk,” I said, “probably could have 
identified Murch. Barnes found it out and got 
killed. Peters learned the same thing and he 
got pushed, too. Now we know as much as 
Barnes and Peters did, so—it’s our turn.” 
 And damned if it wasn’t! 
 “G-Gressive!” Chambers’ voice was 
hoarse. The beer bottle wobbled in his hand. 
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“Look! That black touring car behind us!” 
 I copped a peek in the mirror. There 
were two men in a black touring car on our 
tail. It was too dark to recognize them, but I 
was betting one of them was Barney Farce. 
 “How much can this jaloupi do?” I 
asked. 
 “S-sixty at the best,” gulped 
Chambers. 
 “Can’t outrun ’em then,” I decided. 
“Here. Give me the wheel.” 
 I lifted my hips and let Chambers slide 
under me while I grabbed the steering gear. 
 “Jeez, Gressive,” he gulped again. 
“One guy’s got a shotgun.” 
 “Hell!” I growled. “We’ll have to ram 
them before he shoots.” 
 “In this? Don’t be crazy!” groaned the 
reporter. “We’d bounce off that heavy touring 
car like a fly. This can’s ready to fall apart 
anyway.” 
 He was right, of course, and I wasn’t 
so sure now that I should have taken the 
wheel. I couldn’t drive and use my gun at the 
same time, and even if Chambers was a half-
decent shot, he was too nervous to try. I 
thought hard. Behind me Chambers’ empty 
beer bottles, about eight of them by this time, 
jounced and clanked. 
 “Put down your window,” I ordered 
swiftly, “and grab a handful of bottles.” 
 He did that, fumbling like an old 
woman. “Now,” I snapped, “when I yell, 
smash them on the concrete. Not too hard, 
though. We want good big pieces of glass, not 
smithereens. Just let ’em drop. Now!” 
 I tossed my four bottles, one at a time, 
through the window, giving them a little flick 
with my arm so that they’d land in back of us 
in the middle of the concrete rather than the 
edges. The road was only a two-lane highway, 
and four bottles from my side covered it pretty 
thoroughly with broken glass. Chambers’ four 
bottles took care of the other side. 
 “Watch?” I roared at the reporter. 

 
IN BACK of us sounded a sharp report, 
followed by another. There was the high-
pitched whine of skidding tires, a sharp crash, 
and I saw the touring car hurtle off the road, 
bang the guard rail and end up against a 
telephone pole. A man sprang from the seat 
and leveled a shotgun at us. I recognized Farce 
and was glad he hadn’t been hurt He gave me 
ideas while his shotgun at that range was 
useless. I chuckled at Chambers. 
 “Good thing you like beer and this 
isn’t a wide road. A couple of broken bottles 
usually do the trick. Window glass, now, is 
too flat. I hope you didn’t throw any full 
bottles, though. Gimme one.” 
 Chambers stuck a bottle at me like it 
was a cannon. “T-the Blond H-bomb!” he 
managed. “Oh!....” 
 I drove more slowly into Midtown. I 
wanted to give Farce a chance to get going. 
When I got to my hotel, I got out. 
 “Going to eat and drink,” I told 
Chambers. “Then I’m going over to Hiram 
Meek & Sons. Want to come?” 
“W-will there be fireworks?” 
 I grinned. “I dunno. Better tell 
somebody where we’re going just in case. But 
listen,” I leaned closer and made it very 
emphatic. “Don’t tell Hardam. Get that? Don’t 
tell Hardam.” 
 Chambers nodded. He wasn’t grinning; 
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he was very sober. But he was even more 
sober when he met me a little later. We drove 
silently to an impressive, brick building with a 
great bronze name plate in front. HIRAM 
MEEK & SONS, MORTICIANS. 
 “You’re after a story until I stick my 
oar in,” I instructed Chambers. “Yon 
understand Meek buried two bodies in 
Palisades cemetery recently whose graves 
were rifled by ghouls tonight. You want 
information about the deceased. Was there 
anything valuable buried with the bodies? Get 
it?” 
 “Right down my alley,” nodded the 
reporter, sucking on his inevitable cigarette. 
“Meek knows I’m with the Globe anyway.” 
 “Good evening, gentlemen,” said a 
hollow voice a minute later when the door 
swung in. Hiram Meek fit his racket all right; 
he looked like a walking skeleton. His face 
had the skin drawn tight over high 
cheekbones, and there were gaunt hollows 
under his eyes. “This way please.” 
 He led us into a large, gloomy chapel. 
Shadows danced bade along the pews from the 
single yellow bulb set high in the vaulted 
ceiling. “Let me offer you my sincerest 
condolence,” intoned Meek. 
 “Oh, no,” cut in Chambers. “You got 
us wrong. We—er—we’re not here for that. 
We want a story.” 
 “Story?” Meek’s brows lifted; his thin 
lips compressed. “I don’t—” 
 “It’s this way,” explained the reporter. 
“You planted a couple of stiffs in Palisades 
lately, both on the same plot.” 
 “I conducted several funerals there,” 
admitted Meek coldly. 
 “Well, tonight somebody dug ’em up,” 
I put in softly. 
 Meek’s lace blanched. His mouth 
dropped open and his breath wheezed. We had 
struck pay dirt there all right “G-ghouls!” he 
managed weakly. 
 “That’s it.” Chambers carried on. 

“They must’ve been after something valuable 
that was buried with the bodies. We thought 
you could tell us. We’re with the Midtown 
Globe.” 
 “Oh!” Relief flooded Meek’s filmy 
eyes. “Yes, of course. Er—horrible 
occurrence. But there wasn’t anything of value 
on the bodies, I can assure you.” 
 “What kind of funerals did they have?” 
asked Chambers, but I cut in first with: 
 “What did they die from?” 
 “I—I’m not sure,” stuttered Meek. He 
didn’t like me. 
 “Didn’t you handle the burial orders?” 
I snapped. 
 Meek coughed furtively. “As it 
happens, I didn’t. One of my assistants 
handles the details.” 
 “Okay.” I was tired of diddling. “Let’s 
have a look at your records.” 
 The undertaker drew himself up. 
“Certainly not. I shall permit no one but the 
authorities to examine my records.” 
 
“PERMIT them then.” I flashed my shield. 
“I’m Abe Gressive of the governor’s office. I 
want to see those death certificates and burial 
orders. They’re not at the Bureau of Vital 
Statistics, and if you haven’t got ’em—you’re 
charged with being an accessory to murder!” 
 “No,” cried. Meek. “My heavens, no! I 
didn’t kill them. I—I only buried them. I—had 
to. He made me!” 
 “Who?” I demanded. 
 “I don’t know. I swear I don’t. It’s the 
man who controls us, all of us. You know 
there’s a racket here, don’t you?” he pleaded 
with Chambers. 
 “Save it,” I scoffed. “You planted the 
bodies. You know where they came from. The 
next thing, you’ll be telling me you found ’em 
in your parlor.” 
 “I did!” he blazed. And damned if it 
didn’t sound true. “I received telephone calls 
on two different occasions which instructed 
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me to go out for the evening and leave the 
embalming room unlocked. I—I had to obey. 
And when I returned each time I found my 
instruments and fluids had been used and—
there was an embalmed body on the 
platform!” 
 He shuddered. “What could I do? The 
voice on the telephone told me to bury the 
bodies on a certain plot in Palisades. I—I—” 
 “Get your hat,” I commanded. “It 
won’t wash.” 
 Meek’s eyes rolled horribly, His whole 
body trembled. “W-what must I do? How 
much must I pay?” 
 I said flatly: “You have one out—turn 
state’s evidence. Tell us who’s the brains of 
the racket—or take the chair yourself.” 
 Meek’s voice came in a croaking 
gurgle. “I—I’m going to save myself. I’ll tell. 
It’s—Hamilton Murch!” 
 What a let-down! 
 “Hell,” I snapped, and now I was sore. 
“I know that much already. But who is 
Hamilton Murch? Have you got any way to 
identify him?” 
 I didn’t expect it, but it didn’t surprise 
me when Meek nodded. “I—he wrote me a 
letter once, instructions. I recognized the 
handwriting of Murch. I don’t know his 
present identity. But y-you can trace the 
writing, can’t you? Cant you?” he pleaded. 
 “Sure ’nough,” I agreed. “Murch must 
be a big shot. We can get samples of 
everybody’s writing who is anybody in 
Midtown.” 
 “Easy,” agreed Chambers. 
 “Easier than you think,” I told him. 
“And I’m betting: we won’t have to even get 
samples. I’m betting, Chambers, that you’ll 
recognize the handwriting first crack.” 
 There was a momentary hush in the 
gloomy chapel, and the air started to get thick. 
Chambers looked at me and wet his lips. Then 
he opened his mouth. But it wasn’t he who 
spoke.  It was a dry, tired voice from 

somewhere back in the pews. 
 “Certainly he’ll recognize the 
handwriting, Gressive,” it said wearily. “He’s 
seen it enough—on his own copy.” 
 Chambers whirled, “Mac!” 
 “C’mon, show yourself,” I invited. 
“I’ll give you the name card you killed Barnes 
and Peters for. How’d Barnes get it in the first 
place? Did he find it among some of your old 
books or papers?” 
 “The young fool!” rasped Macollum, 
edging into the light. The tie in his neck was 
jumping like a trip hammer, but his gun was 
steady. “I loaned Barnes a book— But what 
do you care? It won’t do you any good.” 
 I grinned at him even though I didn’t 
feel like it. “How’s about paying me that bet?” 
I cracked. “Remember, you bet I’d never see 
Barnes or Peters.” 
 Macollum laughed thinly. “I’ll put a 
brand new ten-dollar bill in your coffin with 
you,” he said. “There’s room for two more 
graves on that plot up in Palisades. I’ll 
embalm you and Meek’ll bury you—or be 
buried with you. Get inside, Meek.” 
 
MEEK opened the door of the embalming 
room, switched on lights that threw into cold 
relief the white operating table, the cases of 
gleaming instruments, the huge jugs and 
bottles of fluids. 
 “Sorry I got you into this, Chambers,” 
I said to the reporter. “But I had to set a little 
trap. I knew it was some one connected with 
your paper, some one who would have 
guessed what Barnes was aiming at. Now who 
would know that better than his own 
managing editor? J. S. Hardam was out 
because he’s been the governor’s enemy for 
thirty years, so he couldn’t have been 
Hamilton Murch from Fairview because 
Murch only left Fairview ten years ago. 
 “Barney Farce was too dumb to be the 
brains here, and though he worked for Hardam 
he also took orders from Macollum. As far as 
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you, yourself, were concerned, I gave you a 
clean bill of health when you saved my life 
tonight. Yeah, I figured Farce would phone 
back to his boss after we wrecked him, and I 
figured Macollum should know where we 
were going, that’s why I told you to tell him 
and not Hardam; I didn’t want J. S. horning in 
and messing things up.” 
 “Your trap, Gressive,” said Macollum, 
“caught you instead. Get the ether, Meek.” 
 “Oh, I don’t mind using myself as 
bait,” I drawled. But my brain was spinning. I 
reached for a cigarette and a pack of paper 
matches. “The condemned man rates a smoke, 
doesn’t he, Mac?” 
 “Cut it,” snarled Macollum. “If you 
light a match here, that ether will blow us all 
to hell.” 
 “Oh!” I acted surprised. But I knew as 
much about ether as he did, and I had already 
torn a match from the book and laid it along 
the emery paper. I held it there with my thumb 
and forefinger. All I had to do to light it was 
pull hard with my other hand. 
 Chambers was nearest Meek so I used 
him for cannon fodder. He was safe though; I 
knew Macollum would shoot me first. 
 I hunched my shoulder and barged into 

Chambers; he hit Meek and the bottle of ether. 
Macollum’s gun barked and the slug whizzed 
by my ear. He was still amateur enough to 
shoot at a man’s head instead of his body. 
 The ether bottle smashed to the tile 
floor and splintered. Ether fumes eddied 
upward. 
 My hands came together and I 
wrenched the match across the emery paper. It 
blazed and I flung it from me toward the ether 
on the floor. Then I ducked on top of 
Chambers, pulling the operating table down 
over us. 
 There was a deafening detonation, a 
gash of livid flame. The embalming room 
rocked. The table on my back felt as if a ton 
had landed on it. I kept my hands over my 
head and my body on top of Chambers. 
 When the plaster stopped raining and 
the room cleared a little I looked up, then 
down at the floor. Macollum and Meek were 
stretched flat on their backs. The tic in 
Macollum’s neck was stilled at last. 
 He’d never pay me my bet, I was 
pretty sure; but if the explosion hadn’t killed 
him, he’d get the chair. Either way he was the 
next in line—to be swallowed up by the 
earth.... 

 


