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. . . Just Two Wheels and a Motor Filled With TNT 

 

DEATH RIDES A MOTORCYCLE 
 

By RUSSELL BRANCH 
 

T WAS race night again in Ocean 
Bluff—as any clunker jockey could 
have told you. Parked outside Patsy’s 
Roadside Roost were at least thirty 

cars, most of them attached to trailers 
carrying motorcycles. Not the kind of 
motorcycle you see around town, with 
more chrome than a model bathroom and a 
dizzy blonde hanging on behind. . . . 

No, these were another breed. 
Bobtailed, saw-toothed tires, stripped to 
the guts. Just two wheels and a motor 
filled with TNT. Maybe ugly and 
dangerous looking to you, but to me they 
were the most beautiful things in the 
world.  

Pete was looking them over with the 

same gleam in his eye as we pulled off the 
highway and parked next to Guy Bentley’s 
outfit. Pete serves me as both kid brother 
and mechanic—but mostly as kid brother. 

“I hope Mr. Bentley doesn’t mind,” I 
said. 

Pete chuckled. Bentley’s car was a 
shiny Lincoln Continental, and the 
specially designed tandem trailer behind it 
carried two gleaming English motors. 
Beside it, our old Mode1 A and patched-
up carry-all looked like something strictly 
from the junkyard.  

“It doesn’t count how you get here,” 
said Pete, “and fancy paint never made a 
motor run faster yet.”  

I swatted him across the back and we 
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climbed out. Pete was a good kid. He’d 
rather adjust a valve than sleep, any night 
in the week—and that’s just about what 
we’d been doing, overhauling my motor 
after working hours. We hoped to have 
something to show for it at the races 
tonight. 

Patsy’s was filled with talk and the 
smell of fried chicken. Since Ocean Bluff 
is about thirty miles out of the city, the 
gang had made a habit of meeting here for 
supper before the races. And as usual they 
were talking all at the same time and all 
about the same subject. It never takes 
more than two motorcyclists to make an 
argument, anyway. 

The booths were filled, but Swede 
Lindborg had saved a place for us. He 
grinned up at us, his mouth filled with 
chicken leg. 

“How’s that old goat of yours, Don?” 
he asked insultingly. 

“Got more oats than that charcoal 
burner of yours,” I retorted cheerfully. 

“Yeah,” put in Pete, “all that piston 
slap, it’s makin’ ya slap-happy.”  

That’s my kid brother. I grinned at him 
proudly, and the big Swede guffawed. 
With one hand he could’ve broken Pete up 
for kindling wood, except we were all 
good pals. Since the season began, we’d 
been carrying on a friendly feud to see 
who’d be first. First to get a third place, 
that is. 

While I yelled at the harried waitress, 
Pete began telling Swede just why we 
were going to take him tonight. 

“Our little jewel has a whole new 
lower end,” he was saying, “and not only 
that, but a set of cams that make yours 
look like something outa an eggbeater. 
Then we milled down the barrels another 
couple hundredths, and . . .”  

I left the technical details of the “little 
jewel” to Pete, and took a careful look 
around the joint. Same crowd, same talk, 

but something else was with us tonight. 
Something hanging in the air over us, and 
it felt to me like that old pal of racing 
drivers: Death. 

Or maybe it was just me. Because on 
the surface things were normal enough. 

In the next booth, Chuck Silvano and 
Slide Kelley were arguing about the new 
ruling on compression ratios. The two gals 
with them didn’t look too happy. At the 
bar, young Buzz Conover was having a 
beer . . . his first and last, I hoped. 

 
CROSS the way, Pappy Porter was 
beating his toothless gums at Bennie 

Slocum, undoubtedly telling him about the 
good old days and how he was going to 
make a come-back in the racing game 
some day. 

The bald-headed little promoter was 
concentrating on a steak three inches thick. 
Bennie could afford New York cuts, I 
guess. The Ocean Bluff ball park only held 
about 5,000 spectators, but Bennie 
promoted a string of similar races up and 
down the coast and he did all right. 
Outside of track leases, his expenses were 
peanuts. 

Most of us riders were happy to have a 
place to race and a few bucks in prize 
money to help out with our expenses, and 
Bennie treated us fair enough. In fact, the 
Riders’ Association had voted not long 
ago to stay with Bennie instead of going 
over to a new track that was opening up in 
the city. All except Guy Bentley—and his 
only reason had been that the purses would 
be slightly higher. 

Bennie caught my eye and nodded, and 
I saw Swede was angling his lanky frame 
from under the table. 

“Wanna talk with Bennie a minute. I’ll 
be back.” There was something grim in his 
voice, and both Pete and I watched him 
curiously. He pulled a piece of paper from 
his pocket, unfolded it, and tossed it on the 
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table before the little promoter. 
“Well, I got mine this week, Bennie.”  
I suddenly realized that everybody else 

in the place was watching, too. You could 
have heard a cotter-pin drop—and Swede 
had a voice like a megaphone exhaust 
pipe. 

Bennie had stopped chewing and was 
regarding the slip of paper like it was 
giving him indigestion. 

“Maybe tonight you should not race,” 
he said worriedly. 

Guy Bentley had just come in and was 
sliding into the place next to Pappy Porter. 
Pappy had reached for the paper in 
Bennie’s trembling hand, but Bentley got 
it first. He glanced at it, crumpled it 
contemptuously, tossed it on the floor. 

“Hell, some crackpot writes these 
things—some crank who likes to scare 
little children. They don’t mean a thing.”  

It was the wrong thing to say, but trust 
Bentley. Maybe Lanny Smith and Bud 
Overly had been young and inexperienced 
compared to him—but they had been 
game kids and good riders, both of them. 

Swede was thinking the same thing. 
He stared at Bentley and said quietly, for 
him: “I don’t think so, Guy. There’s 
something more in back of it.”  

Bentley’s shrug was an open sneer. 
“Well, if you’re scared, Swede, maybe you 
better stay off the track tonight.”  

A flush began to crawl over Swede’s 
face. Fortunately it took him a second to 
get his steam up, and I was there to grab 
his arm by the time he reached out. 

Nobody thanked me for stopping it. 
Not even Pappy Porter, who managed the 
motorcycle shop Bentley ran more or less 
as a hobby. There was just something 
about Guy Bentley. Maybe supercilious is 
the right word. It wasn’t his dough or the 
fact that he usually copped all the top prize 
money to boot—it was just the point he 
made of it and the way he went after it. 

And now that Swede was under 
control his sneer came back. “Save it for 
the races, Swede. Use some of that muscle 
on your throttle, and you might place for a 
change.” 

 
 ALMOST let go of Swede to take a 
poke at him myself. The big towhead 

was as game as any lad in the business—
he just didn’t have the equipment that 
Bentley did. But Swede had already turned 
his back on Bentley. 

“I’ll race tonight,” he told Bennie, and 
then went on out to his car. 

Pete and I finished our dinner in 
silence. We had all laughed when Lanny 
Smith got the first note, just three weeks 
ago. But Lanny was dead. The next week 
it had been young Bud Overly, and now 
Bud would never ride again. In fact, the 
last we’d heard from the hospital it was a 
question whether he’d ever walk again. 

Accidents, both of them. Young riders 
on old beaten-up machines. Lanny’s front 
wheel had given out on a turn. Bud’s drive 
chain had snapped and wrapped itself 
around the sprocket, which ain’t good 
when you’re wide open and crowding the 
side boards. 

Sure, they were accidents. And the 
warnings were the sort of crank notes any 
public performer gets now and then. They 
had all said the same thing, crudely typed 
on plain paper: 

 
Ocean Bluff—the jinx track. You are 

next, don’t ride if you want to stay 
healthy.  

A Friend  
 
But I knew how Swede was feeling. I 

knew because I had one of those same 
notes burning a hole in my own pocket. 

Behind Pete’s back I fished it out and 
tore it up in little pieces. If Swede was 
game, so was I . . . but there was no use in 
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Pete being scared, too. 
 

N THE pits at the track the other boys 
were already hard at work. Pete and I 

unloaded the little jewel and started 
checking it with loving care. It had started 
life as an ordinary 45-inch Scout, but the 
Indian factory wouldn’t have recognized 
their baby now. Maybe it was a mongrel, 
but it could go places fast and I could 
handle it, and that was what counted. 

I was satisfied but Pete was still 
tinkering with the mag setting when the 
qualifying started. 

Slide Kelley took his neat Ariel out on 
the track and proceeded to break all the 
laws of gravity and sanity. Most spectators 
think it’s an optical illusion anyway, from 
the way the bikes lay over on the turns like 
something out of a trick camera shot. 

But it’s not done with mirrors, no 
matter how it looks from the stands. It’s all 
done with throttle. There’s that nice fine 
imaginary line out there where your rear 
wheel is trying to slide around past your 
front wheel. If you crowd that line too 
close, or if you back off too suddenly . . . 
well, that’s what the leather pants and 
crash helmets are for. 

And that’s what Slide Kelley was 
using right then. He’d already qualified 
with a sweet 17.75 on his first lap, but 
Slide was always one to give the fans their 
money’s worth, and he took the last turn 
too fast.  

The little Ariel fishtailed out from 
under him like a hog on ice, but Slide just 
hung on and let it go. When the dust 
cleared, he had picked himself up and was 
already wheeling his bike back to the pits, 
a happy Irish grin on his face. 

Pete yelled at him. “Hey, Slide! 
You’re supposed to ride on top of that 
thing, not underneath.”  

“So they tell me,” Kelley laughed. 
“But I don’t believe it.”  

And he didn’t, either. 
Buzz Conover was out on the saucer 

now, and as usual trying too hard. He jack-
knifed on a turn, and there was no grin on 
his face when he came limping back to the 
pits. Chuck Silvano started to kid him, but 
laid off when he saw Buzz was sore. 

I watched Swede carefully as he made 
his run for time. He took it a bit easy, and I 
can’t say I blamed him. But his machine 
seemed to be running perfectly, and he 
qualified without trouble. 

The rest had all qualified by the time 
Pete was satisfied with the magneto, and I 
was last. I forgot all about accidents and 
crank letters once I was out there under the 
lights with the motor between my legs. 
There was a nice cushion on the track, the 
way I like it, and my pipes had a new 
healthy snarl that made all our work 
worthwhile. 

Soup? Boy, when I rolled back to the 
pits after my two laps I didn’t even have to 
look at Pete’s face to know I’d made my 
best time yet. Tonight was the night.  

I didn’t find much competition in the 
heat races. Swede was still backing down 
on the turns, though, and he only made the 
semifinal. I gave him a swat on the back as 
he headed out for his last race. 

He grinned back at me sheepishly. 
“This time I pour it on, Don!” 

 
HEN George Rankford came up to 
say hello to Pete and me. Rankford’s a 

nice old gray-haired guy, one of the town 
bigwigs and a racing nut if there ever was 
one. In fact, he was the man who had sold 
the Ocean Bluff town council on leasing 
the ball park to Bennie Slocum. 

“Nice riding, son,” he said to me. 
Pete snorted. “Heck, Mr. Rankford, the 

shape I’ve got that motor in now, it’d do 
better without a rider.”  

Rankford grinned, but his face was 
serious when he turned back to me. “I hear 
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one of the boys got another one of those 
notes?”  

I nodded. “Swede Lindborg. But don’t 
let it worry you. Everything’s going fine 
tonight.” 

Rankford shook his head, 
unconvinced. “I don’t like it, Don. The 
council decided last week that one more 
serious accident and they’d close up the 
track.”  

Out on the oval the boys were gunning 
their motors for the start of the semi-main 
event, but I was more interested in what 
Rankford had just told me. 

“How can they do that, Mr. Rankford? 
I thought Bennie had a contract for the 
season. That was one reason why the 
Riders’ Association decided to stay with 
him—so he wouldn’t be stuck.”  

Under the overhead lights, the old 
gent’s thin face clamped shut as if he had 
already said more than he wanted to. “We 
can cancel the contract any time the 
council decides the races constitute a 
public nuisance or hazard.”  

Then he turned to watch the race, but 
something was still buzzing in my head. 

“Doesn’t Bennie lose out then?” I 
persisted. “I mean, if he loses his contract 
and—”  

I broke off abruptly. Rankford had 
suddenly stiffened, his face frozen in an 
expression that sent a shiver over me. 

Swede Lindborg, leading the pack, was 
keeping his promise to “pour it on” as he 
went down the straightaway, his foot peg 
almost scraping the side boards. But now 
he was going into the turn, and his motor 
was still wide open, roaring like a runaway 
banshee. 

For a split second I fought the throttle 
with him, and then he tried to lay the 
machine down. But it was too late and he 
was going too fast. Man and motor hit the 
boards together in a solid crash that jolted 
me clear down where I live.  

Rankford yelled something behind me, 
but I was already over the wall and 
dodging the tag-end of the field at the risk 
of my own neck. The boys from the 
ambulance had already reached him by the 
time I ran the length of the infield. 

After a long time the doctor looked up, 
and I saw him shake his head at one of the 
officials. They put Swede quickly on the 
stretcher then, and shoved him in the 
ambulance.  

As it went out the gate, siren wailing, 
the guy at the loudspeaker was giving the 
crowd the usual guff about Swede 
Lindborg being all right except for a few 
minor scratches and a shaking up. 

Like hell, I told myself bitterly. Swede 
had been killed, and I knew it. I had seen it 
in that crumpled figure, in the doctor’s 
head shake. 

But the show goes on. Already they 
were lining the field up for the re-start. 
Pappy Porter was standing next to me, 
looking down at Swede’s mangled motor 
with a peculiar, twisted look on his 
leathery old face. I guess he had seen a lot 
like that in his day. Together we pulled it 
further off the dirt. 

 
HE bars and forks were twisted all to 
hell. I tried the throttle and it moved 

easily enough—but that was because the 
cable had pulled loose from the carburetor. 
That would have been enough to do it. 
With the throttle gone on a racing motor, 
there’s nothing left. And if it had pulled 
loose when Swede opened up on the 
straightaway . . . 

Pappy read my thoughts. “The crash 
could of broke that loose, Don. It’s 
anybody’s guess.”  

I could guess, too, but proof was 
another matter—so I merely nodded and 
straightened up. 

In the stands the crowd was cheering. 
Chuck Silvano had taken the event, and it 
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was going to be my turn only too soon. I 
stopped thinking about the Swede and 
went back to the pits. 

Pete had a worried look on his oil-
smudged face. “I went over every bolt, 
Don. 

I managed to grin at him. “Wanna 
bet?” I asked, and picked up a screwdriver. 
The set screw on the throttle cable gave a 
good quarter turn.  

Pete looked both embarrassed and 
hurt. “Gee, Don, I guess I did miss that.”  

“So did Swede, but it’s all right now, 
kiddo.”  

Pete still looked puzzled. “But I . . . I 
put that back just last night. I wouldn’t 
have left it that loose.”  

Which was true enough. Pete was too 
good a mechanic for that. But there wasn’t 
time to go into it now. They were already 
calling out the contestants for the Main 
Event. 

I pulled on my helmet while Pete 
kicked the motor over. Guy Bentley rolled 
up on his Triumph, gave me one of those 
smiles of his. 

“Coming, Don?”  
“I’m going to ride you off the track,’” I 

promised. Maybe it was just a boast, but it 
made me feel better. 

The rest of the boys were waiting for 
me, raring to go. The starter dropped the 
white flag, and I was off in a spurt that 
lifted my front wheel clean off the ground. 
By the time it dropped, I was already 
sliding for the pole position. 

It was the best start I’d ever made, and 
for once in my life I was ahead of the rest 
of the pack. All except Guy Bentley. 
Whatever else you could say about him, 
that boy knew how to ride. He slid past me 
with nothing to spare, and took the inside 
pocket. 

From then on it was all our race. 
Bentley went into the straightaway with 
everything he had, which surprised me 

because he usually paced himself 
carefully. But I was right there on his tail 
pipe, and as we hit the bend again I saw 
him glance nervously back over his 
shoulder. 

We went another two laps like that, 
and something told me that for once in my 
life I was going to win a main event. And 
beat the fabulous Guy Bentley doing it. 

He was trying his best to shake me, but 
I wouldn’t shake. Maybe it was my new 
motor, maybe it was because of Swede, or 
maybe it was just dumb luck . . . at any 
rate, I just poured it on, pushing Bentley 
faster and faster and waiting for the chance 
to slip inside him. 

He didn’t like to be pushed, either. On 
every lap he glanced back, as if unwilling 
to believe that I was still there. Just to 
worry him more I challenged him on the 
straightaway, and to my surprise he 
backed off. I had my hands full on that 
turn, but when I came out of it I looked 
back. 

Bentley had pulled off to the outside of 
the track, and the others were already 
passing him. Even as I slid around the last 
few laps my mind was busy asking myself 
why Bentley had dropped out.  

When I rolled back in the pits, Pete 
was beside himself with excitement, but I 
hardly heard his ravings. My first big win, 
but I just felt cheated, let-down, puzzled. 
And Swede was still on my mind. 

Bennie Slocum came up and stuck out 
his hand. “Nice race, Don! You deserved 
it.”  

I ignored the hand. “It’d have been 
better if Bentley hadn’t dropped out,” I 
told him. 

Bennie’s smile faded. “The boys are 
meeting in the office,” he said, and started 
off.  

Pete was looking at me reproachfully. 
“That wasn’t nice, Don.”  

I yanked my helmet and goggles off. 
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“Neither is murder, Pete.” 
 
HEN I started off after Bennie. In the 
little stadium office, the other riders 

were standing around, looking glum. I 
could see they had heard what I had 
already guessed: that Swede Lindborg had 
gotten the final checkered flag of them all. 

The track officials were there, too, and 
George Rankford was staring at his shoes 
thoughtfully. He waited until we were all 
in, and then he looked around at us sadly. 

“Boys, I’m sorry, but you know what 
this means. The town council will never 
allow another race here now.”  

Bennie shrugged. “That’s not 
important. I wouldn’t run another race 
here even if I could. Not for five times the 
gate. It’s just not worth another bad 
accident.”  

Nobody said anything for a second. 
For Bennie Slocum, that was real 
sentiment. 

Then I spoke up, and my voice 
sounded unnaturally loud. “They weren’t 
accidents. Somebody wanted this track 
closed—and killed a couple of riders 
doing it.”  

They stared at me dubiously. 
“I got one of those warning notes, 

too,” I continued. “After Swede’s spill 
tonight I took another look at my own 
machine. Somebody had loosened up the 
clamp on my throttle cable. Not enough to 
notice, but a couple more laps around the 
track and vibration would have done the 
rest.”  

Bennie Slocum shook his head. ‘‘I’m 
no mechanic, Don—but that’s a pretty 
serious charge on evidence like that.”  

“Look at the record,” I persisted. 
“Lanny Smith got a note. He looped when 
his front wheel froze—unfortunately right 
in front of another rider. One turn on a hub 
nut will tighten up the bearings too 
much—and friction at high speed will do 

the rest. 
“Bud Overly got a note, too. He went 

to the hospital when his chain snapped. 
That’s easy enough to arrange. You take 
off the retaining clip on that connecting 
link and it’ll work loose after a few laps.”  

The other riders were thinking it over. 
Chuck Silvano spoke up finally. 

“Look, Don, supposing somebody had 
tampered with those machines. How could 
they do it without being seen? There’re too 
many people around in the pits all the 
time, and most of us have mechanics, 
anyway.”  

“Not in the pits,” I said. “But how 
about at Patsy’s? The machines are all 
parked out there at the same time, usually. 
And it wouldn’t take a minute for 
somebody who knew what he was doing.” 

Bentley nodded. “Maybe so. But you 
still have to remember that Lanny and Bud 
were not very experienced. Those things 
may have been their own carelessness.”  

“Not Swede Lindborg,” I answered. 
“He knew motors, and so do I. There’s 
another thing, too. Supposing somebody 
did want to close up this track so it 
wouldn’t compete with another deal . . . he 
wouldn’t try to crack up the best riders in 
the area, would he? Lanny, Bud, Swede, 
myself . . . compare it with the official 
point record. There’s more than 
coincidence in that! Somebody who knew 
the standings was working from the 
bottom up.”  

They all saw what I was driving at 
then. Bennie chewed the end of his cigar 
nervously as he faced our eyes. 

I turned to George Rankford. “Mr. 
Rankford, when the town signed a lease 
with Bennie here, they must have 
demanded some sort of a guarantee, didn’t 
they?”  

Rankford nodded uncomfortably. “Mr. 
Slocum posted a ten-thousand-dollar bond 
against the percentage we’re supposed to 
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get of the gross gate receipts.” 
“And if the town cancels the 

contract?”  
He answered reluctantly. “Well, 

naturally the whole deal’s off, and—”  
“—And Bennie gets his dough back,” I 

finished. 
The little promoter threw his cigar butt 

savagely to the floor. “You’re crazy, 
Don!” 

“I’m just trying to get to the bottom of 
this thing,” I said. 

 
UT Bennie refused to be pacified. 
“Sure, I get my lousy ten grand back! 

Most of it, anyway. You think I would 
hurt somebody for that, when I was 
cleaning up, anyway? Last month only, I 
already turned down an offer to sell out for 
twice that.”  

George Rankford’s face brightened. 
“Yes, Mr. Slocum told me about it at the 
time.” 

Guy Bentley spoke up again. “Who 
made the offer?”  

Bennie frowned. “Same outfit that 
took over the stadium in the city. The one 
that tried to sign you boys up under my 
nose.”  

Pappy Porter had taken a letter out of 
his jacket. “This is it, Don.”  

It was a carbon copy of the letter 
Pappy had written as secretary for the 
Riders’ Association, telling them of our 
decision to remain with Bennie. The 
address and “Speedway Enterprises” told 
me nothing, but there was something else 
about that letter that looked familiar. I 
folded it again and put it carefully in my 
pocket. 

“Speedway Enterprises,” I said. 
“Know who they are, Bennie?”  

The promoter shook his head. “Some 
new outfit—a syndicate. I only talked to 
their lawyer. I couldn’t find out who’s in 
back of it.”  

“Farnham Stadium,” I said 
thoughtfully. “It holds fifty thousand 
people. And it’s right downtown. It’ll 
make a lot of money.”  

Bennie nodded sorrowfully. “I tried to 
get the stadium earlier this year. But I 
couldn’t swing it.”  

“Well,” I said nonchalantly. “All we 
have to do now is find out just who Mr. 
Speedway Enterprises is—and we’re on 
the track of a killer.”  

Guy Bentley was still skeptical. “You 
still won’t have any proof, Don.” 

I patted my pocket and headed for the 
door. “Half the proof’s right here . . . and I 
know where I can get the rest of it.”  

It was a nice exit line, but it didn’t 
mean much. The evidence I was thinking 
about was back at Patsy’s Roadside 
Roost—and it might have already gone 
into the incinerator. Even if I did find it, it 
was nothing more than a lead. . . .  

It was nice and cool outside now, and 
the track was dark where Swede had taken 
his last fall. Pete had already loaded our 
equipment and was waiting for me to help 
him lift the motor into the trailer. But just 
as I reached him, the sound of a car 
starting up fast caught my ear. I turned 
around in time to see the taillight of a 
trailer disappearing through the outside 
gate. 

And there I was empty-handed, like a 
fisherman who baits his hook and then 
when he gets a strike is so surprised that 
he drops his pole. There was only one way 
to catch that car now. Pete’s mouth fell 
open as I took the motor out of his hands 
and kicked the starter pedal frantically. 

The engine roared, and I lit out with a 
twist of the throttle that spun my back 
wheel around. Somebody yelled at me, but 
I was already through the gate, past the 
lighted area, with trouble on my hands. 

Ahead of me a tail light was fading 
rapidly. I was on a motor that could break 
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100 sure . . . a track machine without 
lights and without brakes. Riding an 
ordinary motorcycle at high speed 
something close to flying. Riding a 
competition job without lights on a dark 
highway is like flying blind—without 
instruments. 

But I opened it up anyway and hung 
on grimly, crouching low over the tank. 
The cold air tore at my face in a solid 
blast, and the night rushed past in a 
thousand shapeless blurs that were gone 
before I could identify them. Underneath 
me, my motor felt light, weightless—as if 
it were floating on its own speed. 

All it would take was one rock on the 
road, one chuck-hole . . . and I’d be 
swapping stories with Swede wherever it 
is that racing drivers go.  

But the taillight ahead was coming 
steadily closer. I was nearly on him before 
he caught the sound of my motor. Then he 
speeded up still more, but I was content to 
hang on behind. 

Suddenly his stop light glowed red as 
he slammed on the brakes. There was just 
one thing left for me to do, and I did it. I 
gave my throttle the last quarter-inch it 
had. 

The car swerved madly, trying to cut 
me off, forcing me over toward the far 
shoulder. I felt a sickening lurch as I hit 
dirt on the edge of the road, but I managed 
to get it straightened out and back on the 
pavement. The car, whipped around by the 
heavy trailer behind, didn’t make it. I 
heard the crash behind me above the 
whine of my exhaust pipes. 

I shut off the gas, and when I’d slowed 
down enough I looked back. A bright 
sheet of flame was already licking up one 
side of the road, and a headlight was still 
shining, tilted skyward at a crazy angle. 

A car passed me going in that 
direction, and another pair of headlights 
was approaching from the far side of the 

wreck. I left the gory details to them and 
went on to the highway junction just 
ahead. 

One light was still burning in Patsy’s 
and a young fellow was sweeping up the 
floor. He looked up in surprise and shook 
his head when I knocked on the locked 
door, but I kept banging away and finally 
he came. 

“We’re closed, bud,” he said irritably. 
“Can’t you see we’re closed?”  

I pushed past him and kneeled down 
over the pile of trash he had swept 
together in the middle of the floor. After 
pawing through a million cigarette butts 
and paper napkins I finally found what I 
was looking for. The crumpled warning 
note that Swede had gotten and Guy 
Bentley had tossed aside. 

The kid grabbed my arm as I headed 
out again. “You crazy, Mac, or just 
drunk?” 

“Crazy,” I said. 
 
HE flames by the roadside were 
twenty feet high by the time I got 

back. Five or six cars had stopped, and 
there was a grim little group of people 
standing on the road a safe distance away. 

Some of the gang from the track were 
already there, and I thought I was seeing 
things. But it was undoubtedly Guy 
Bentley, alive and obnoxious as ever. 

He shook his head as I came up. “The 
tank exploded before anybody could reach 
him,” he said. “But I guess he was dead, 
anyway. I’m glad I’ve got plenty of 
insurance on that car.”  

I took two pieces of paper from my 
pocket and smoothed them out in the glare 
from the fire. Then I held one of them up 
before Bentley. 

“Do you know who typed this letter?”  
He looked at me narrowly and then 

studied the carbon copy of the letter Pappy 
Porter had written to “Speedway 

T
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Enterprises.”  
“Sure, my girl at the shop.” He pointed 

to the initials at the lower edge. “She 
copied it for Pappy. I let him do all the 
official association correspondence that 
way. So what?”  

I held up the warning note Swede had 
received. “Both of these were written on 
the same machine. One of them by an 
amateur typist, but it doesn’t take a 
detective to see the similarity. There’s this 
‘o’ here that’s out of line; the ‘e’ is shaded 
the same way. . . .” 

“Why tell me about it?” Bentley 
demanded. “Can I help it if Pappy used 
one of my typewriters for personal 
correspondence? He was cracked 
anyway.”  

I crumpled up the two letters and 
tossed them toward the flames. 

“Pappy Porter was an old-time racer 
and a mechanic,” I said. “He could have 
done the sabotage job on the machines. 
But I’m not so sure he was alone in it.”  

Bentley shrugged and pointed. 
“There’s your proof, going up in smoke.”  

“That Farnham stadium deal,” I said 
slowly. “That took a lot of capital.”  

“Porter just cleaned up on a piece of 
real estate he’d held for years. You can 
check that at his bank, Sherlock.”  

He started to turn away, but I grabbed 
his arm. “There’s one thing more, Bentley. 
Tonight you dropped out of the Main 
Event. You could have had that race.”  

He smirked at me. “You underestimate 
yourself, Don. You were just too hot for 
me tonight.”  

I shook my head. “It was my machine 
you were afraid of, not me. I think you 
knew, or had guessed, what Pappy Porter 
was up to. You let him go ahead just 
because you wanted to win a few dollars 
more in prizes at the city track. As long as 
he picked on the tailend riders, it was no 
skin off your back. But when I was next 
on the list—when my machine might go 
haywire at any minute, that was too close 
for comfort. And when you couldn’t shake 
me, you dropped out.”  

“Baloney,” he said, but the smirk was 
gone and the answer in his eyes. 

I dropped my arm. “I’m going to keep 
on racing, Bentley. If I ever find you on a 
track again, you’ll really have something 
to worry about.”  

Then I hit him with everything I had, 
and it seemed to me that the big Swede 
was in on that punch, too. 

 


