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He looked sidewise at the sergeant. Old Perkins 
didn’t seem to mind inside work. Acted as if he 
really liked it. Entirely content, apparently, he did 
nothing but take down the day’s list of stolen car 
numbers in the state that boomed in over the radio 
desk set. Never even looked up. 

Byrne dropped a daily report sheet into the 
wrong slot, pulled it out, and did it right. 

“That is all for now,” the voice said over the 
radio. “WRDS signing off.”  

Perkins stood up and stretched. 
“That’s done,” he said. He walked toward the 

window. 
A car was passing slowly in front of the post, as 

if searching its way. Byrne craned his neck. The car 
was halting on the cinder parking lot. 

“Well, well,” the sergeant exclaimed as a man 
got out of the car. “Here comes the law.” 

Trooper Byrne jumped up. Perkins’ voice hadn’t 
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seemed quite as forbidding as usual. He joined him 
at the window. It was an expensive looking 
machine, steel gray and massive, with Illinois 
license plates. The man who had climbed out of the 
right hand door was big, too, and his hair was gray. 

“What you mean, the law?” Byrne demanded. 
“A cop,” the sergeant answered. 
“What makes you think—?” Byrne broke off 

without finishing. He knew what the sergeant 
would say to that question. He’d bawl him out for 
asking it. Nor was he mistaken. 

 
ERKINS grunted, “How do I know he’s a cop? 
Well, you learn a lot of things, youngster, after 

you’re off the farm long enough. See that bulge 
under his arm?  

Byrne forced himself to grin. That’s what they 
all said to him every day, always bringing up the 
farm. 

“That bulge under his arm’s a shoulder holster, 
kid,” the sergeant said. “Use your eyes.” He looked 
at the second man, climbing out of the driver’s seat. 
He, too, was a big fellow. He stretched his long 
legs, taking the cramp out of them. “That other 
baby,” Perkins guessed, “the one kicking his feet 
now, he’s one of these here tycoons of some kind. 
He’s got plenty jack.” 

He snapped off the radio while the two men 
mounted the steps. The one he had guessed was a 
police officer pushed open the door. The other, who 
was younger, not more than forty-five Byrne 
thought, stepped ahead of him into the building. 
Byrne glanced at the sergeant, then used his own 
eyes. Tycoon eh? With plenty of jack. Well maybe, 
if Perkins said so. But all he saw on the surface was 
a man extremely tall, thin in comparison with his 
companion, with a hard square jaw, and clothes. It 
was the clothes that told Perkins maybe. They 
looked expensive. Gray, of good cloth, and a good 
tailor had fitted them. 

The sergeant was asking politely, “Anything I 
can do for you gentlemen?” 

“Plenty sir,” the tall man answered. “My name’s 
Hammill. C. Wilson Hammill of Chicago. Firm of 
Gerdings and Hammill.” 

“Oh, yes.” Sergeant Perkins’ hands tightened 
almost imperceptibly on the paper he was holding. 
“I know. Gerdings and Hammill Coal Company. I 
was reading—” 

The other interrupted. “About my partner. Yes. 
Everybody’s read about him. The newspapers—” 

He paused, as if just remembering his companion. 
“This is. Mr. Wilson, Sergeant. Of the Wilson 
Investigating Service. I’ve employed him to help 
me hunt Mr. Gerdings.” 

“How do you do, sir,” Sergeant Perkins said. He 
glanced at Byrne triumphantly. He’d been right 
again, his glance said. Here was the law and a 
tycoon. 

 
ROOPER BYRNE sat down and picked up the 
next card in the file box, but he didn’t actually 

look at it. The sergeant, he thought to himself, 
wasn’t the only one who read the newspapers. He’d 
been reading about Gordon Gerdings, too, these 
past few days. The front pages of Chicago 
newspapers had had no room for anything else. 
Gerdings, a millionaire coal dealer, had vanished. 
One evening last week he had telephoned his wife 
that he was delayed at his office and would not be 
home for dinner. Later the same night he had 
telephoned once more, apparently in a state of 
excitement or distress, to say that he was called out 
of town and would be gone several days. He had 
gone, and hadn’t come back. And not only he, but 
his car was missing. 

“It’s not like him at all,” Hammill, the partner, 
was explaining now to the sergeant. “He’s a steady 
sort. Always had been. Entirely devoted to his wife. 
No financial trouble. No reason at all, so far as we 
can discover, for him to disappear. Or make way 
with himself. But we haven’t heard anything from 
him. It’s eight days now, and, well, we’re—” 

“Leaving no stone unturned,” the sergeant 
supplied. “Yes, I read that in the papers too.” 

“Oh you did?” Hammill hesitated, then smiled a 
little half heartedly. “Well, there’s one thing you 
didn’t read,” he said. “You didn’t read that 
Gerdings has a shack up here in the woods. I didn’t 
let that get into the papers.” 

Byrne looked up quickly. Gerdings. Well, he 
was a fool. What would Perkins say to him now? 
He’d never connected the names. The Gerdings 
shack—it wasn’t a shack, if he knew what shacks 
looked like—was right up in his own county. 

“Up here in North Michigan?” the sergeant was 
asking. “No, I didn’t know that,” and Hammill 
answered: 

“Over in the pine plains, on Arbor Lake. Place 
he particularly liked. Used to go up to it every once 
in a while. If he was figuring out some deal and 
wanted to be alone to work over the details, he’d go 
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up there. When Mr. Wilson here heard that fact,” 
he motioned toward his companion, “he decided 
we’d best check on it.” 

Sergeant Perkins laughed. “There wasn’t any 
need of your coming all the way up here 
yourselves,” he protested. “You could have called 
us on the ‘phone and we’d have run over there and 
checked for you.” 

Hammill shook his head. 
“No,” he said, “I didn’t want to use the 

telephone. Too many ears. There’s always publicity 
in a telephone and I wanted to avoid that. Mr. 
Gerdings’ family and all, none of us, really, like the 
way the newspapers have acted about the whole 
story. We thought we’d run up ourselves.” 

Private Detective Wilson, who had not spoken 
till now, agreed, in a deep rolling voice, “That’s 
right, Sergeant. Too much publicity’s spoiled many 
a case.” 

Sergeant Perkins showed feeling. “Don’t I know 
that, too?” he said in turn. “It’s hurt us often, here. 
Well, what can we do for you, then?’’ 

“Just this,” Hammill answered. “I’ve never been 
over there at that lake. Never even have seen the 
place. It’s Gerdings’ property, you see, not mine. 
Don’t know how it happened, but I’ve never been 
there, don’t have any idea where it is. We don’t 
want to lose any time. If one of you could ride over 
with us now? Show us the way? There’s a 
caretaker. Fellow by the name of Asher. Tom 
Asher. Used to work for me in town. Gerdings 
hired him just a little while ago.” 

Sergeant Perkins glanced thoughtfully at 
Trooper Byrne. 

“You can’t telephone him from here either?” he 
asked. 

“No telephone on the place,” Hammill said. 
“Shack sits right in the middle of the land, the way 
I understand it. Miles from any other house.” 

Trooper Byrne ventured to speak. 
“I know where it’s at, sir,” he told the sergeant. 

“I come from over that way, other side of it, really. 
That’s my country.” 

“You know the Gerdings’ shack?” Perkins 
demanded. 

“Heard of it,” Byrne answered. He waited for 
the blow to fall, but Perkins only scowled, putting 
off any interrogations until later. 

“Byrne’s just a recruit,” he explained to the two 
visitors. “He’s only been off the farm six months. 
He’d know the way, though. I could let him show 

you.” 
“You could?” Hammill rubbed his hands 

together with satisfaction. “That’s fine. Sergeant, 
fine! You can spare him?” 

“Oh, I can spare him, all right,” Perkins said. 
Byrne pushed the cards quickly aside. He’d 

forgive any kind of thrust Perkins could make, for 
the sake of action. Action of some kind, at least. If 
only to guide a man down a back road. He ran into 
the lounge room for his cap and pipe. Action! At 
last! 

 
NOTHER trooper was just coming in the 
other door of the room, Ben Brown, returning 

with his partner from morning patrol. He was 
whistling, lugubriously, the refrain from 
“Moonlight Queen.” 

Byrne grinned at him. “One thing,” he 
remarked, as he hid the tobacco tin away in his cap, 
“I don’t have to stick around in the office and listen 
to you canary birds sing the rest of the day.” 

“Know how to stuff your ears?” the other asked. 
Byrne grinned again, and ran for the back seat 

of the big gray car. They could say all they wanted 
to about his just being in from the farm, he thought, 
but he wasn’t a sheep. And a lot of these fellows 
were, he’d like to tell them. Did everything 
everybody else did. Sang everything. Just because 
some radio tenor introduced a new song last week, 
was it any reason a man need wander around 
whistling it all day? 

“You take this next road to the left, sir,” he bade 
Hammill, “and then turn right at the schoolhouse.” 

It was twenty odd miles to the lake Hammill and 
the detective sought. For half that distance, Trooper 
Byrne, in the back seat, listened quietly while the 
other two talked. They weren’t mentioning 
Gerdings. He wished that they would, but they 
probably had said all there was to say to each other 
about it long before this. And of course, Byrne 
reasoned, Gerdings wouldn’t be over here at Arbor 
Lake. 

Why should he be? You couldn’t expect 
anybody in his right mind to come out into the pine 
plains in November when he could be in Chicago. 
Or Grand Rapids. Or even Manistee. No, there was 
something screwy about the whole Gerdings deal. 
The man was dead. Or had skipped off with some 
money, or maybe run off with some skirt. He’d 
heard of guys doing that. But they didn’t bring ‘em 
to a place as dead as Arbor Lake. 

A
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Hammill asked him, “How far is it now, 
Officer?” 

Byrne sat up straight. “If the middle road is 
open,” he answered, “it won’t be more’n eight 
miles. We can stop at that next house,” he pointed, 
“and ask about the road.” 

Hammill looked toward the right at the place he 
had indicated. “It doesn’t look to me like much of a 
house,” he objected. 

“It’s the last one we pass before we reach your 
partner’s,” Byrne told him. 

 
HE house was, in fact, no more than a shack, 
of the kind Trooper Byrne called a real shack, 

covered with tar paper in torn gray strips, yet a 
radio aerial hung limply from the sagged roof to a 
dead hemlock tree beside the road, and music 
greeted them as the car stopped. 

Byrne grinned. “Moonlight Queen,” again! He’d 
have to tell Ben Brown how common that song 
was. A man in overalls opened the door when he 
knocked. 

“Why, hello, Byrne,” he said. 
The trooper answered, “Hello, Jerry. How are 

you? Say, tell me, is that middle road open into 
Arbor Lake?” 

The man nodded. “I guess so,” he said. “Ain’t 
heard nothin’ to the contrary. They was car tracks 
leadin’ in it last week.” 

“Seen anything of the caretaker from that big 
house over there?” Byrne asked. 

The man shook his head. “Nor hide nor hair,” he 
replied soberly. “Don’t know him, anyway. 
Wouldn’t reco’nize him if he was to come face to 
face with me. He never sticks his nose out the 
house, I guess.” 

“I see,” Byrne answered, and thanked him. 
“We’ll try the middle road.” 

He went back to Hammill. He ought to tell him, 
maybe, that what he called the Gerdings shack on 
the lake was considerably more than a shack. A 
Detroit sportsman had built it for a hunting club, 
years ago, and although it lately had fallen into 
decay, the new owner, Byrne had heard, this last 
summer had spent some money on it. 

But Hammill must know that. Better than he 
did, probably. 

 
N A few minutes,” Byrne said. “Here we are, 
sir.” 

At the sound of their car, a thin, short man with 

a bald head hurried around the comer of a big log 
house. He halted in the bend of the driveway. 

“Hello, Tom,” Hammill called to him. 
The man stared; then came forward at once, 

with an air of—what was the word? Byrne thought. 
Deference? That was it. Only, not real. A phony 
deference. 

“Why, good morning, Mr. Hammill!” he cried. 
“I didn’t expect you, Mr. Hammill!” 

Trooper Byrne stepped down to the driveway. 
He’d brought them, all right. Now what did he do 
next? He walked aside, so the others could talk. 
Instinctively, as he waited, he looked at the gravel. 
It was neatly raked and bore no mark of tires. 

“Mr. Gerdings here with you, Tom?” Hammill 
demanded. 

“Mr. Gerdings?” the caretaker exclaimed. 
Alarm colored his voice. “Mr. Gerdings? Why no, 
sir!” 

“You’ve seen nothing of him?” Hammill 
demanded. 

“Of Mr. Gerdings? Why no, sir,” the man 
replied. “Where would I see him? What’s the 
trouble, Mr. Hammill?” 

Hammill hesitated. He finally said, “Well, Tom, 
we can’t find Mr. Gerdings down in Chicago. 
You’ve been right here on the place all last week?” 

“Why, yes, sir!” the man answered. “Haven’t 
set foot off the place, sir. Not in six weeks!” 

“Six weeks,” Hammill repeated. He thought it 
over to himself. “Well, that’s that,” he said. “We 
thought he might have slipped up here for a rest.” 

“Here? Oh, no, sir, he hasn’t been here, sir!” 
Hammill dug the toe of his shoe into the ground. 

“I told you it wouldn’t do any good, Wilson,” he 
said finally. “I knew he wouldn’t come up here. 
But it sets our minds at rest, at least. Well—” he 
started back toward the car; after a few steps halted, 
“we might have something to eat here before we 
start back, Tom,” he said. “We’re hungry. Got 
anything to eat in the place?” 

The caretaker hesitated, then he said, “Why, I 
can fix up something, Mr. Hammill. I’ve some nice 
pan fish. Can make biscuits. If you’ll wait.” 

“We’ll wait,” Hammill decided. 
Trooper Byrne walked back slowly along the 

roadway. Out of habit, he examined it again for 
tracks, but found none. He stood by while Hammill 
and Wilson strolled toward the lake shore. There 
was no use following them. They didn’t need him 
in the least. He’d been just a guide. He walked after 
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the caretaker into the house. The little man was 
whistling quietly under his breath, as one will, 
sometimes, to ease strain. 

“Got a radio up here?” Byrne inquired. 
“Radio?” the caretaker answered. “No, no. Hate 
radios.” 

“You do?” Byrne said. “What’s the matter with 
you? Should think you’d enjoy one, up here alone. 
What d’you do with yourself all the time? Don’t 
you get lonesome?” 

The man shrugged. “Fish a little,” he said. 
“That’s most done, though, for this season.” 

“Don’t even get a newspaper?” 
“Don’t mind that, either.” 
“If you’d had one, you’d have known this man 

Gerdings was missing.” 
“Can’t figure why he’d want to run away,” the 

other replied. 
“You never can tell,” Byrne answered. He went 

back out-of-doors and sat on the kitchen steps and 
listened to the man preparing supper. The fellow 
was whistling again. Whistling “Moonlight 
Queen.” 

You couldn’t escape it. Even here in the midst 
of the wilderness. And of all the silly tunes. 

 
HE man had whistled it a second time when 
Byrne got up suddenly and walked down to the 

lake shore. Hammill and Wilson were sitting 
silently on the dock. 

“What made you think this man Gerdings light 
come up here, sir?” Byrne asked Hammill abruptly. 

Hammill looked surprised. “What’s that?” he 
asked. 

Byrne repeated, “What made you think he’d 
come up here?” 

“Why, I didn’t,” Hammill denied. “I never 
thought he’d be here. It was Mr. Wilson here who 
thought that. I told him it was a waste of time to 
come.” 

Wilson grinned a little sheepishly. 
“That’s true,” he admitted, “that’s just what you 

said. It’d waste our time. But I thought there was a 
chance, particularly since he ran up here that time 
last summer.” 

“I told you—” Hammill began. 
“Oh, I know,” the detective answered. “You 

told me. I admit you were right. I thought, though, 
if he was figgering out the same business the night 
he disappeared that he was working on up here so 
long last summer.” 

“He was?” Byrne asked. “You mean, he was 
working on something he’d figured on up here? 
Still working on the same deal?” 

“He happened to be,” Hammill answered. “It’s 
unimportant. He’s not here.” He turned back to 
Wilson, and Byrne, feeling rebuffed, left the two 
alone and walked back across the clearing. 

There were old stables at the rear. He wandered 
toward them, stuck his head into an open double 
door, and paused, sniffing. They had not been used 
as stables for a long time. Just smelled empty and 
dusty. The woods came down close to the clearing 
here, a heavy second growth of poplars and birches, 
with an occasional cedar making a dark patch 
through the thinning yellow leaves. Near at hand an 
old lumber road, or perhaps, he thought, merely an 
old Indian trail, led away into the timber. 

Trooper Byrne hesitated, looking at it. The 
traces of the ancient ruts remained, but they were 
deeply covered with pine needles. He kicked them 
with his foot. He liked to tramp through pine 
needles. It was one thing you could do in country 
that you couldn’t do in town. He was about to walk 
on when he turned abruptly and went back and 
stooped down and looked closely at them again. 
The woods were made up almost entirely of poplars 
here. The trooper frowned as he examined the 
needles. 

After a minute, he got up and walked more 
rapidly into the woods, following the ruts. The trail 
ran a considerable distance, he discovered. He had 
gone all of a quarter mile along it when he 
suddenly came to a thicket of cedars in a swampy 
tract. 

Deep in the cedars he found what, for the last 
half hour, he had expected to find. Evidence. In the 
form of a large dark car, without license plates. 

He searched it briefly. It had been stripped of 
identification. But its finish still was glossy, 
indicating that it had been here in the weather only 
a short time. There was no mark of exposure about 
it. He searched further. Under the dash he found a 
pair of holes that had been bored through the foot 
board. 

He got down on the ground, as soon as he 
discovered them, and looked under the running 
board on the right side. Sure enough. There, 
clamped to insulated fasteners, were two metal 
plates. 

“Radio, eh?” he muttered. He lifted a floor 
board. The battery cage was empty. 

T 
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He turned hurriedly and started back toward the 
house. 

In the kitchen Asher still was whistling. He had 
changed to white jacket and trousers while Byrne 
was gone, and now, when he saw him returning, 
came to the door and called. Byrne went in quietly. 
Hammill already sat at the head of the table in the 
dining-room, Detective Wilson on his right. 

.”Sit there. Trooper, will you, opposite Mr. 
Wilson?” Hammill asked. 

Byrne sat down. His breath was short. “Getting 
back to Mr. Gerdings,” he asked at once, “he 
disappeared when?” 

“Week ago Wednesday night,” Hammill 
answered, and said to the servant, “That plate for 
the trooper, Tom.” 

 
YRNE took the plate and tasted the fish. 

really w
“What sort of trouble do you think he 
as in?” he asked. 

Hammill put down his fork and looked at him 
sharply. “Why, we’ve gone into all that. Trooper,” 
he said. “Several times. How do I know? There was 
nothing in the business—” 

“Yeh, I know. That’s what you said,” Byrne 
agreed. He lifted his own fork again. “But he 
wasn’t up here, you’re sure? You haven’t been 
away?” he demanded of Asher, who was bringing 
in the coffee. 

Asher set down Hammill’s cup. “Haven’t been 
off the place,” he repeated, “haven’t seen a human 
being in six weeks.” 

“That’s a long time,” Byrne said. “And no 
radio.” 

“No radio.” 
“Did Gerdings have a radio in his car?” the 

trooper asked. 
Hammill for a moment frowned at his plate. 

“Yes,” he said, appearing to think, “I believe he 
did.” 

Byrne took another bite of fish. 
“Well,” he said quietly, “Gerdings was up 

here.” 
Hammill’s coffee spilled. “Up here?” he cried. 

“Why, Trooper—” 
“He drove up here in his own car,” Byrne said, 

“or was driven.” 
The detective grunted. 
“Probably,” the trooper went on, “there was 

something up here he wanted, or something he 
wanted to find out.” 

Hammill cried, “No, no! He wasn’t up here! 
Tom would have seen him. How could he have 
come in and gone without Tom seeing him?” 

Byrne looked straight at him. “He couldn’t 
have,” he agreed. “Tom did see him.” 

There was a long silence. Hammill half rose 
from his chair. Then he sat down again. The 
servant did not move. He stood where he was, 
coffee pot in his hand. 

Hammill snapped, “Don’t be a fool, Trooper! 
Talk sense.” 

“That’s what I am talking,” Byrne answered. 
“You see,” he smiled, “I’m just a country boy. 
Sergeant was bawling me out about it this morning. 
I don’t figure things out the way you city fellows 
do. But you don’t get the country slant, either, and 
we’re out in the country now.” 

“I think, sir—” Hammill objected. 
“Wait a minute,” Wilson suggested. “Let’s hear 

what he’s got to say.” 
“Thanks,” Byrne said. “You see, sir,” he 

addressed Wilson, “I heard this fellow,” he nodded 
to Asher, “I heard him whistling this afternoon.” 

The caretaker bridled. “Got a right to whistle, 
ain’t I?” 

“Oh, sure. But you were whistling ‘Moonlight 
Queen.’ That’s a new piece. Nobody’d ever even 
heard of it a month ago, when last you were off this 
place. Wasn’t ten days ago it blossomed out. On 
the radio. Understand? Radio. One of these 
crooners sung it. ‘Moonlight Queen.’ You were 
whistling it. But,” he raised his voice, “you say you 
haven’t been off the place and no one has been in. 
And you say you don’t have a radio.” 

Hammill sat back in his chair. He looked 
relieved. “He wasn’t whistling it, then,” he scoffed, 
“unless he heard it last summer.” 

“Oh, yes, he was,” Byrne said, “and it wasn’t 
out last summer.” 

“Oh, come, come.” 
“Let him talk,” Wilson told Hammill. 
“It set me to thinking,” Byrne explained. He 

saw that Wilson, too, had stopped eating, and was 
sitting back, alert, keeping one eye on Asher, the 
other on Byrne himself. “Set me to thinking,” the 
trooper repeated, “so I looked around. The gravel in 
the drive was raked up so neat you couldn’t tell 
how long it had been since a car was in, but that 
farmer back at the crossroads—remember?—he 
said one came in here last week.” 

“That’s right,” Wilson said. “Maybe he didn’t 
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know, of course. But—” he cleared his throat. 
“So I went looking around,” Byrne continued, 

“and I found an old lumber trail. But it was fixed 
up nice, too, just like the gravel drive, so’s you 
couldn’t see whether any car had been on it. Only it 
was fixed with pine needles.” 

 
E WAITED. No one said anything. “Pine 
needles,” he repeated. “Well you know it 

takes jack pines to make those needles, but there 
aren’t any jack pine around that road. Not enough 
to put needles in the ruts. So what? Well, I began to 
walk back along that road.” He turned to Wilson. “I 
came on Mr. Gerdings’ car, sir. Car hidden. Radio 
gone out of it. That radio must be somewhere here 
in the house.” 

The detective was half out of his chair, his big 
face twisted with astonishment. Byrne, following 
the direction of his eyes, saw Tom, the servant, 
backing toward the kitchen. 

“Just a minute!” Wilson shouted. “Just a minute, 
you.” 

The kitchen door slammed. The detective 
started toward it. Only Hammill did not move. He 
sat, speechless, at the head of the table, his ruddy 
face white. Byrne took one look at him, then made 
for the front door. He heard Wilson shouting in the 
kitchen, and then the slamming of another door. In 
the clearing he saw Asher, running toward the edge 
of the woods. 

“Halt!” Byrne shouted. He cut across diagonally 
in front of the fleeing man. As he ran he pulled out 
his pistol. He fired once into the ground. 

Asher looked back across his shoulder as the 
shot sounded. Then he stopped. 

Byrne slid up beside him. “Hammill will try to 
put all the blame on you,” he said quickly; and 
then, more loudly, as Wilson panted up. “Get into 
these handcuffs, Asher. That’s it. Never mind, Mr. 
Wilson. I can handle him. Go back, sir. Back to Mr. 
Hammill.” 

To Asher, when the other was gone, he added, 
“Hammill’ll fix you, all right, big boy! He’ll get 
you put away for life.” 

Asher dug his heels into the sand. 
“He’s not going to make me stand the shot 

alone!” he cried. 
“Oh, yes, he is,” the trooper said, “all alone. 

Hammill’s got money. He can hire lawyers and 
dicks. You can’t. You’re the goat, Asher.” 

Hammill already was at the edge of the wood, 
shouting. Asher stared at him and his jaw tightened. 

“You mean—?” he began. 
“I mean you’re the goat,” Byrne repeated. 
“Asher!” Hammill cried accusingly. “Tom 

Asher, you!” 
“You shut up,” Asher answered. “You—you—” 

he shook his fists at Hammill and the handcuffs 
rattled, “you made me do it! I’ll not stand the rap 
for you!” 

“For me?” Hammill cried. 
“Sure, for you! I killed him for you.” 
“Well, well, well!” cried the astonished 

detective. 
“We’d best get back to post where there’s pen 

and ink,” Trooper Byrne said. 
 

ACK at the district post, Asher told his story. 
He had killed Gerdings. Because Hammill, his 

old employer, brought Gerdings there, gagged, and 
told him to. And when Hammill denied it, 
Detective Wilson walked up and down in the 
captain’s office and put two and two together and 
swore. 

“You!” he accused Hammill. “Kill your partner, 
and fool me.” 

“It was like this,” Trooper Byrne explained to 
the inquiring Sergeant Perkins. “I’m just in off the 
farm—oh, yeh, sure. I can’t pick out a tycoon, 
maybe, or a cop at a hundred yards, just from the 
way they part their hair or something. But I do 
know how long it takes, unless you’ve got a radio, 
to hear a new song out in the pine plains.” 

“Yeh,” the sergeant agreed. 
“And I do know how gravel’s never raked over 

a road that careful like in the fall, just for nothing. 
And that pine needles don’t fall off poplar trees to 
cover up tracks in a road. So I walk down the road, 
and well, after I found the car, I—” 

“You got a headache,” the sergeant interposed. 
“Well, now that they’ve both confessed, it’s easy. 
Hammill was dealing crooked with Gerdings. And 
when the blow-off comes, he hires the caretaker—” 

“To let Gerdings have it,” Trooper Byrne said. 
“That’s right. He’s willing to show you just where 
in the lake he dumped the body, too. Now listen, 
Sergeant, I’m tired of filing arrest slips. Listen. I 
crave action. Tomorrow—” 

“Tomorrow,” the sergeant told him, “you’ll go 
on with your filing.” 
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