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HE man who came out of the 
trees could have posed for an 
action shot of the Civil War. 
Black beard and grimy, wide 

brimmed hat, blue shirt and jeans and a 
pair of battered boots with plenty of the 
cow stable clinging to them—he might 

have been one of Quantrell’s men after a 
tough week in a swamp. Mohawk Daniels 
stood very still as the man crossed the bit 
of sun-browned meadow and confronted 
him, because the double-barreled shotgun 
was trained steadily on Daniels’ belly. 

“What de ye want?”  
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The question twanged from tight lips 
that opened sparingly over each word. 
Daniels tried to look as pleasant as 
possible. The farmer had hard corners to 
his eyes and mouth—the kind of a man 
who wouldn’t point a gun at you unless he 
was willing to kill you. 

“Just looking the ground over,” 
Daniels said, “I’m a railroad policeman.”  

The hard eyes narrowed dangerously 
and Mo hurried on. “Some kid threw a 
stone at Number 22 last week from right 
here. Have you seen any youngsters 
around?”  

The muzzle of the shotgun swung 
downward, although slowly, and the man’s 
heavy boots trampled a step or two past 
Daniels. He peered down over the 
shoulder of earth that led to the Atlantic 
and Northern Railroad’s single track 
branch. 

“How’d ye know the kid was here?”  
“Conductor spotted him. There’s a 

milepost just around the curve. The 
conductor described this spot.”  

The shotgun was lowered butt first to 
the ground, very gently, and the farmer 
looked sourly at the strip of barbed wire 
that separated the hilly meadow from the 
railroad right-of-way. 

 
 LOST some cows last month,” he 
said shortly, with the same hard 

truculence in his tones, “though you 
mighta bin one of them fellers lookin’ fer 
more.”  

Mo nodded just as if he believed the 
story. “Don’t blame you,” he made it very 
sincere, “a man can’t afford to have his 
stock trucked away for beef. I’ve heard 
about that sort of thing. Now how about 
that youngster? Did you see anything of 
him?”  

“It wuz the Carroll kid. Fust house 
down the road.”  

Without another word or a gesture of 

good-bye the man strode back towards the 
thin lines of trees, and a moment later 
disappeared from view over the rise. His 
course would take him to the cluster of 
unpainted barns and a dreary-looking 
house that Daniels had seen as he drove 
by. 

“The same to you,” Mo muttered, and 
went down the bank, across the cinder-
ballasted tracks to his car, parked off the 
narrow dirt road. The sun had warmed the 
seat of the convertible, and Daniels 
appreciated the breeze as he drove towards 
“the fust house down the road.” It was a 
nice day all around—he felt quite kindly 
towards humanity. 

 
HE house was small and tilted a bit 
with age, but brightened with new 

paint on shutters and doors, and 
surrounded with clusters of bushes 
evidently gleaned from the woods. Three 
huge maple trees dominated the lawn, and 
from one of them hung a swing. The small 
boy sitting in the swing regarded Daniels 
with uneasy suspicion. 

The railroad officer kept his face 
serious as he sauntered toward the 
youngster, although the bright brown eyes 
and alert, slightly pugnacious air of the 
boy made him want to grin. 

“Hello, Bub.” 
 “Hello.”  
“Your name Carroll?”  
“Yes.”  
“Got any brothers?”  
Very slowly—“No.” 
“Then you’re the boy who threw the 

stone and hit the train last Tuesday—”  
Very, very slowly, with head turning 

down “—Yes.”  
The door of the house opened and a 

woman of about thirty came into the yard. 
She was worn, with the thin, tired look 
that comes from hard work at small 
reward. But she was politely pleasant, and 

“I 
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said hello with a question in her voice. 
“Hello,” Mo said, “my name is 

Mohawk Daniels. I’m a railroad officer for 
the Atlantic and Northern. Your boy threw 
a stone that broke a window in one of our 
trains.” 

The tired eyes widened. “Donny! Why 
did you? Just wait until your father gets 
home.” 

The small head went down until only 
tousled brown hair could be seen. 

Mo looked at the woman and very 
slowly winked one eye. “Anyway,” he 
said, “Donny didn’t lie about it when I 
asked him. That’s usually a sign of a pretty 
good boy. Has he ever stoned anything 
before?” 

Relief replaced a little of the worry in 
the woman’s face. “No—that is, not cars 
or trains. His father is away a good deal, 
working on a tree gang. Sometimes I think 
I don’t know how to handle a boy.”  

“I guess my mother said the same 
thing. Perhaps if you’ll let us men take a 
ride up to the railroad and talk this over, I 
can convince Donny why he shouldn’t 
throw stones.”  

The woman looked closely at Daniel’s 
face. She saw a brown, rugged jaw that 
was softened by the hint of a grin. She 
smiled. 

“I hope you can. Or else, tell me what 
to do with him.”  

“I think I can explain it.”  
The woman turned and went back to 

the house. Daniels sat on a wooden bench 
near the swing. 

“How old are you, Don?”  
“Eight.”  
“Why did you throw that stone?”  
“Don’t know.”  
“What were you doing up on that hill, 

anyway?”  
“Went up to Mr. Wacker’s to see his 

car. He chased me back that way.”  
“Is Mr. Wacker the big man in boots—

carries a shotgun?”  
“Yes.” 
 

ANIELS could imagine the boy 
running away from the Wacker farm 

with the big bearded man shouting threats 
at him. Perhaps Donny had picked up a 
stone as a Lilliputian defense. Then the 
boy was near the tracks. He was angry at 
men. The train roared by, symbol of power 
and things that chased you. There were 
men on the train. He threw his stone. 

Daniels sighed, wishing he had read 
that book on psychology a bit more 
carefully. “Donny,” he said, “you’ll get in 
trouble if you go around throwing stones. 
Anyway, you wouldn’t want to hurt the 
people on the train, or anyone else. Why, 
if you waved at the engineer, he’d be a 
friend of yours.”  

The bright brown eyes looked up at 
that. “Why?” Donny demanded. 

“Just because—all people are friendly 
if you treat ‘em right. Don’t you ever wave 
at the trains?” 

“Nope.”  
“Well, I think if you went down the 

road and waved at the train crews, they’d 
see you. Might even toot the whistle after 
they saw you a few times. Of course, you 
mustn’t go on the tracks. That’s dangerous 
and against the law.”  

“How do you know he’d wave?” 
Donny was hanging on to the idea. 

“They will if they see you, most every 
time. Let’s go down and try it.” 

They drove back up the road, Donny 
sitting straight up on the edge of the seat. 
Daniels thought he could probably 
describe the convertible’s dashboard 
without missing a detail, for the youngster 
studied it eagerly. 

“What’s the black knob?” the boy 
asked. 

“This one?” 
“Yes.” 

D
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“Overdrive—an extra gear step.”  
Daniels grinned to himself as they got 

out of the car at the A. & N. right-of-way. 
Donny evidently knew his automobiles. 
Mo glanced at his watch. Number 19 was 
three minutes overdue. A moment later the 
sound of her whistle echoed through the 
hills—two long blasts and two short—she 
must be leaving Pinetown and whistling 
for the crossing. 

They stood by the wire fence and 
waited. Through a dip in the hills Daniels 
could see the Wacker farm. A small figure 
came out of the unpainted house and 
seemed to be looking at them. 

The sound of Number 19’s Ten-
wheeler rasped through, the cut, and then 
the black nose of the engine came into 
view. She was tossing a feather of steam 
and picking up speed for the straightaway. 

“Wave, Donny,” Daniels said, and 
watched the boy climb two steps up the 
box-wire fence and wave his hand above 
his head. Mo touched a match to his cigar. 
He would not wave himself—he didn’t 
want Johnny Knapp to think he was 
getting a warning. 

Number 19 swept towards them with a 
solid beat to her exhausts, a sound sturdy 
enough to match the rhythm of hoarse 
kettledrums. Johnny Knapp had his head 
out of the Ten-Wheeler’s cab, his left hand 
out of view on the bar, right hand on the 
cab window-sill. 

“Hie-e-e,” Donny yelled. 
The engineer certainly did not hear 

that squeak above the pounding vibration 
of his iron mount, but he saw the small 
boy waving and his right arm swept up in 
reply. That wide, friendly greeting that 
engineers give their admirers from the 
Bangor and Aroostook to The San Diego 
and Arizona Eastern. White teeth flashed 
in a grin beneath black-framed goggles. 
Donny nearly fell off the fence with 
excitement—and Number 19 whipped her 

combine and three coaches past them. 
“Wave to the brakeman,” Daniels said. 
Donny fanned the air again and was 

rewarded with a flash of white from 
between the rear vestibule doors. 

The boy climbed down from the fence 
and displayed a smile that seemed to reach 
for his ears. “Did yuh see ‘em!” he 
demanded. “They all waved. They saw 
me.”  

“Sure. That’s nothing. Almost every 
trainman will wave to you. Then you’re 
friends. Some day they might even throw 
you a magazine. Then if your Dad takes 
you down to Pine town station some 
Saturday, you can meet ‘em. Shake hands 
with the engineer when he’s oiling up the 
engine. Why—you never know what your 
friends will do for you, if they like you. 
But—throwing stones at people; well—”  

“Gee,” the boy said, “I wish I didn’t. 
What if I’d hit the engineer?”  

The small shoulders slumped and 
Donny Carroll looked as mournful as a 
Wall Street banker holding a barrel of 
commons when the bottom fell out. 

“It’s over and done with,” Daniels 
said, “from now on you can be friends. 
And it’s better that way—man to man. Did 
you ever see a man throw a stone at 
another’s back.” 

“No,” whispered Donny. 
“O.K., Don,” Daniels laughed and 

rumpled the brown hair which already 
looked like a chewed broom, “you’ll get 
along.”  

Donny looked up—smiled—and then 
gasped and ran around the car. “Look out,” 
he squeaked, in a voice choked by fear, 
“it’s Walt Wacker.”  

Daniels whirled to confront the man 
who had come quickly and quietly up the 
road. It was dirty boots and shotgun again. 

“Whaddya doin’ now,” the hard voice 
growled, “still snoopin’? You wanna see if 
this gun shoots?”  
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“Now wait a minute,” Daniels said as 
coolly as he could, “this is a public road.”  

The shotgun was a foot from his chest. 
“Cow stealers,” its owner rasped, “I got a 
good mind to whup you.”  

Daniels thought of his Police Positive 
resting in the glove compartment. Who’d 
have thought it would be handy on a stone 
throwing check-up? 

“Relax,” Daniels said, but there was a 
hard note to his tone and his black eyes 
snapped a little, “you’re too touchy for 
your own good.” 

“Git outa here.” The shotgun poked 
Mo in the chest. 

That was a mistake. Mo’s right hand 
slashed across and thrust the black barrel 
down and out, carrying the muzzle below 
his heart—just in case. 

Blam! Reflex or the jerk of the butt 
brought Wacker’s finger down on the 
trigger. The 12-gauge bucked and a charge 
of shot spattered the grass and the railroad 
right-of-way, some of the pellets clanking 
as they hit the rails. 

Daniels grabbed the barrel with both 
hands, kicked his foot into the other man’s 
belly, and heaved. The two big men flew 
apart—but the shotgun came with Daniels. 

“Damn yuh,” the big bearded man 
regained his balance and lurched forward. 
Daniels threw the gun far into the field at 
his right and stepped forward himself. 

Walt Wacker evidently had been 
around. He held his anger and came on 
with his burly, hair-padded arms up—not 
quite in a boxer’s style, but rather like a 
mountain wrestler, ready to strike or grip. 

Daniels half-stepped right, balanced, 
and shot out his left. It was no jab—it was 
a punch meant to go home and it did, with 
Daniels, two-hundred odd pounds behind 
it. The fist smashed through the black 
beard, but its owner was going away and 
rolled with the punch. Daniels followed 
through with a right to the heart that 

rocked Wacker and then they were 
slugging it out in the middle of the road. 

The railroad detective placed his first 
three or four punches—a left hook that 
bobbed Wacker’s skull five inches to the 
right—a driving right that got through but 
pounded a rock-like breastbone instead of 
a chin, and another short left that missed. 

A right returned to connect with 
Daniels’ forehead and the bridge of his 
nose like the kick of a mule, and another 
came inside his left to batter his ribs. 

The fight became a slugging match. 
Toe to toe in the dusty road the two 
panting, sweating men swapped punches 
that would have finished lighter, less 
rugged battlers. 

Daniels felt himself slowing up—but 
he knew Wacker was doing no better. He 
gulped a breath, sending orders to his 
brain that would keep him going if his 
head fogged more than it had. 

Slug!—with a left. Slug!—with a right. 
Slug!—high, Slug!—low. Slug!—again. 

The day was getting hazy. His mouth 
was full of blood and saliva. His lungs 
were gasping for air. He took a step 
forward to keep himself from ever, taking 
one back. 

Wacker broke first. His left weakened, 
he threw a low right and stepped back—
one step—two steps. 

Daniels saw the old signals—knew he 
had enough left—and went forward, A left 
and a right—and one more right, place this 
one—on the jaw.  

Wacker tried to raise his left to block 
the punch, but the arm seemed strangely 
heavy, moved in slow motion. Daniels 
smashed home the right and felt it all the 
way to the base of his spine. Wacker took 
a small step back, seemed to catch the road 
with his heels, and crashed down on his 
back. He lay still, twitching his hands 
slightly like a turtle that has been crushed 
with a rock. 
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ANIELS staggered to the car and 
held onto the door for a moment, 

breathing heavily. Then he slowly pulled a 
handkerchief from his pocket and mopped 
his face. He spat blood and felt of his 
teeth. They seemed to be all right. There 
were some cuts on his lips he could feel 
with his tongue—that was where the blood 
came from—they’d probably swell up like 
balloons. 

“Y’all right?”  
Daniels turned and looked for the 

voice. In the field, with the shotgun resting 
on a fallen tree and pointed towards Walt 
Wacker, sat Donny Carroll. His excited 
face was taut and scared, but his hand was 
on the trigger of the shotgun. 

“Hey,” Daniels said, “bring that here. 
Careful, now.”  

The boy brought the gun to him. “I 
pumped another shell in,” he said, “she’s a 
trombone, ain’t she?”  

“Yea,” Daniels told him, “that’s what 
they call ‘em. What were you gonna do?”  

“I dunno, I was afraid of hittin’ you.”  
“Guess you had the right idea, 

anyway.” 
He emptied the gun, threw it back in 

the field, and dragged Walt Wacker off the 
road. The big man was moaning and 
mouthing. Some of the things were not for 
little boys to hear. 

“C’mon, Donny. I’ll drop you at 
home.” 

Ten minutes later Daniels was washing 
the dirt and blood off himself in the ticket 
office of the Pinetown station. He had the 
lumps, he reflected, but also a job had 
been done. Donny Carroll probably would 
never throw stones at a train again—and 
the less people a railroad prosecuted, the 
more friends it could keep. That was one 
reason he didn’t bother to bring Walt 
Wacker in charged with assault. Daniels 
figured the railroad paid him to do its 
work—and if that meant giving and taking 

a beating at times, it was included in the 
pay check. 

He wiped his face and hands on the 
agent’s towel, put his shirt on, and sat 
down and lit a cigar. 

“Who’d you tangle with, Mo?”  
Sheraton, the elderly agent, had kept 

quiet until Daniels had repaired his 
damage. 

“Some guy named Walt Wacker, up on 
the northbound about two miles.” 

“Yea! Say, he’s a good shipper.”  
Daniels grinned to himself—a good 

thing he hadn’t lost his head and dragged 
the farmer in for Chuck Blare to book! 

“Don’t ever mention it, Sheraton, we’ll 
just forget it.”  

He thought of the Wacker farm, drab 
and poor-looking. “Say, what does Wacker 
ship?”  

“Hay. He buys a lot and ships it south. 
Two or three fifty-foot cars a week.” 

“I thought fifty-foot cars were scarce.”  
“They are, but he won’t take no others, 

so I get ‘em to get the business. He’s got a 
siding just north of his place. Used to be a 
coal siding.”  

“He doesn’t look like much of a 
business man.”  

“Makes money, though. Pays top tariff 
every time to rush his cars through without 
weighing.”  

Daniels was still wondering how a 
farmer who looked like a backwoods 
bandit could be such a business success 
when Chuck Blare came into the station 
office. 

Blare was a bit older than Daniels, in 
his early forties, and wore the neat blue 
uniform of a New England small town 
cop. He had a pleasant face—and the air of 
a man who tries to take it easy, but won’t 
stand for much defiance. A worn grip on 
the S. & W. Special showed that he didn’t 
let his hand get rusty, and the holster, 
black belt, and cuff-case were clean and 

D 
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polished. 
“Hello, Mo,” he greeted the railroad 

officer, “what’s up?”  
“Nothing much,” Daniels told him. 

“Found young Donny Carroll was the bad 
boy with the stones. Had a talk with him. I 
don’t think he’ll try it again.”  

Blare nodded. “I see. We’ll keep an 
eye on him. Glad you settled it quietly—
they’re nice folks. Who split your lip for 
you?”  

“One of your valued citizens – Walt 
Wacker. Let that go, too. He got frisky 
with that shotgun. I left him laying beside 
the road.” 

Blare laughed. “I’d like to have seen 
that. You two gorillas oughta be able to 
put on a good scrap.”  

“We did.”  
Above the cricketing of the station 

telegraph came the sound of a harsh voice. 
It bounced through the open window of 
the station and Blare leaped to answer it—
it was the speaker in the village cruiser, 
tuned to the State Police radio net. 

“—cars 42, 9, and 24P take position 
C.—”  

Daniels followed the town officer out 
and lounged against the side of the new 
Plymouth while Blare acknowledged the 
repeated message. 

“What’s up?” Daniels asked. 
“Another stolen car. ‘48 Packard 

sedan. Blue one. I’m car 24P, and position 
C for me is right here, watching the 
highway north.”  

“Yea?” Daniels whistled. “Big time 
stuff, eh?”  

“Damn big. In the last six months over 
50 cars have been stolen in Massachusetts 
and Vermont. Two weeks ago a doctor 
was run over and killed by two men who 
stole his Buick. His wife gave the alarm 
five minutes later when another car came 
by, but that Buick and the men just 
vanished, like the others.”  

Daniels went over to his V-8, took the 
.38 Police Positive out of the dash 
compartment and stuck it in his pocket. 
Chucky Blare watched him and laughed. 
“Attaboy. Now just hope they come this 
way, but they never have yet.”  

Mo gazed down the black macadam, a 
two-lane ribbon that made a tree-shaded 
loop around the freight house, and then 
disappeared over a hill towards Pinetown’s 
business district. 

“Chuck,” Daniels said reflectively, 
“these New England hills are a 
honeycomb of dirt roads and almost 
abandoned lanes. You haven’t got ‘em all 
covered, have you?”  

“Nope, although State boys get into 
most of ‘em once in a while.”  

“Then these birds can run right around 
you if they’re smart.”  

“That’s been figured. But we know 
that no gang is smart enough to drive a lot 
of cars all the way out of New England on 
dirt roads. And we’ve used seven-state 
alerts on these cars—and haven’t caught a 
thing.”  

Daniels lounged against the car and 
puffed on his cigar. He didn’t want to hurt 
Chuck’s feelings, but he thought that he 
could drive a car out of New England if he 
had to on roads that would be 90 per cent 
safe. All you had to do was get the 
government survey maps and plot your 
course carefully, with some previous 
knowledge of the terrain. You’d make use 
of old stage roads, cow paths, and county 
roads that the main highways had made 
almost useless, but you’d get through. 

“Hey,” Chucky’s hail brought him out 
of his trance, “you got the case all figured 
out? Gonna take on that stolen car as a 
side line? It’d make a good day’s work for 
you.”  

Mo laughed and walked over to the 
shade of the passenger platform where 
Blare lounged on a bench. 



SIDE LINE 8

“Nope. No side lines for me. I have 
enough trouble doing a job for the A. & 
N.”  

A car whined over the hill from 
Pinetown and raced around the curve past 
the freight house. It was a blue sedan. 

“C’mon,” Chuck shouted, “there it is.”  
They ran to the road, but the car 

slowed down when Chuck put up his left 
hand, and braked to a stop. It was a blue 
Dodge. The town cop waved them on. 

“Mr. and Mrs. Fennebresque,” he 
snorted, “false alarm.”  

“Don’t you make a roadblock?” 
Daniels asked. 

“And get that new Plymouth rammed? 
Don’t worry, if they come through I’ll stop 
‘em.”  

Daniels figured that as top man on the 
county pistol team, Chuck Blare probably 
would. But there was something about this 
problem that bothered him. Something that 
churned around in his mind and demanded 
attention, as though he had a piece of a 
puzzle and didn’t fill his obligation to put 
it into place. 

“I’m going back to Fitchburg,” Daniels 
said suddenly, “I’ll be keeping my eyes 
open, Chuck.”  

“Good luck. Drop in some night and 
we’ll have some cool ones.” 

“It’s a deal.”  
Daniels eased the V-8 up the road from 

Pinetown north, following the macadam to 
where the dirt lane turned off sharply 
toward the Carroll place. He drove slowly 
toward the small house and stopped when 
Donny Carroll waved to him and ran down 
the path. His mother followed him, and 
they stood beside the Ford,  

“Hello, Mr. Daniels,” Mrs. Carroll 
smiled as she spoke—it erased some of the 
tired lines but couldn’t fill in the thin-
fleshed cheeks—“Donny tells me that you 
showed him how to make friends with the 

train crews. He’s really sorry about that 
stone.”  

“I know he is,” Daniels answered, “tell 
his father that I said he’s all right and 
doesn’t need the woodshed treatment.”  

The railroad detective looked at the 
boy’s shining face. The brown hair was 
combed this time – Donny was a good-
looking youngster. “Donny,” Mo said 
suddenly, “you told me something today 
that I ought to remember. But I can’t think 
what it was.”  

The boy looked puzzled. He knitted his 
small brows. “Gee, I don’t know. Gee—” 
He was looking at the dash of the V-8 
again. “Say,” he asked suddenly, “why 
have you got two radios?”  

“One is just a receiver for the police 
band,” Daniels told him gravely, “I had to 
get a permit for it. You can do the same 
thing by putting the right coils in the 
regular radio, but I thought I’d rather have 
a separate receiver.”  

“Gee,” the boy marveled, looking at 
the dials on the dash. 

Something clicked in Daniels’ mind. 
“Donny,” he asked, “why did you tell me 
that you went up to Wacker’s?”  

“To see his car,” the boy said 
promptly, “he has a swell one,”  

“What kind?”  
“A Mercury, I think. It looks like the 

pictures in the magazine.”  
“Why didn’t you just wait until he 

drove by?” 
“He don’t, I saw it drive in one 

morning, early, but now he don’t take it 
out of the garage.” 

“Thanks,” Daniels said, pressing the 
starter button, “next time up this way I’ll 
take you for a ride, Donny. Bye Mrs. 
Carroll.”  

He gunned the V-8 up the dirt road 
past the Wacker farm. The road wound 
through the woods and then back along the 
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A. & N.’s right-of-way. Then he saw what 
he was looking for. 

Almost hidden by the rich foliage and 
second-growth timber, a siding led off 
from the branch line, and a faint road 
turned off and followed it. Daniels got out 
of his car and walked over to the tracks. 

The ground was black with spilled 
coal, pierced here and there by weeds that 
were starting to conceal the stains on the 
earth. No coal had been delivered here for 
some time, evidently, but on the short spur 
stood a Santa Fe fifty-foot automobile car. 

Daniels walked over to the car and 
looked in. It was clean, empty, and 
without auto racks. He glanced at the lane. 
Some cars had evidently driven to the 
siding recently, or perhaps trucks loading 
hay or other produce. 

He stood there in the quiet wood, 
listening to the song of some tuneful bird 
that insisted on trying to out-trill the 
mocking bird who echoed him. He 
remembered what he had said about not 
liking side lines, shrugged his shoulders, 
and went back to his Ford. 

The smooth sound of an automobile 
engine purred through the forest just 
before Daniels started his own motor. It 
came from somewhere behind him. He 
turned the V-8 and drove back towards the 
Wacker place. 

The farmyard was empty and quiet 
when Daniels stopped his convertible in 
the yard. Perhaps too empty and too 
quiet—he backed his car around in a short 
are, and left it headed out from beside the 
barn before he cut the engine. 

A Rhode Island Red clucked with 
annoyance and cocked its head at Daniels 
from under a corncrib. 

“Scram, Communist,” Mo said, and 
the hen stalked disdainfully away. 

 
ANIELS walked over to the small 
door at the side of the barn. The 

stillness began to annoy him. Two small 
lights of glass were smeared or painted 
from the inside. He pushed on the door. It 
opened to his touch. He stepped into the 
gloom. 

“All right, snooper. Stand still!”  
Daniels froze, glancing to the right 

only with his eyes. Walt Wacker arose 
from behind a pile of grain bags and came 
forward, the shotgun held steady and low. 

“Search him, Mort,” Wacker snapped. 
Daniels felt hands come from behind 

him. The Police Positive was jerked from 
his pocket. He was glad he hadn’t tried to 
draw it. The odds were getting tight. 

His eyes were getting accustomed to 
the gloom. In the darkness that slowly 
retreated he saw the blue Packard, 
standing in the middle of the wooden 
floor, where it had passed through the big 
door. On the far side of the big room, 
beneath the lofts of hay, were two more 
cars.  

The Packard, which must have been 
the car he heard while in the woods near 
the railroad siding, should have carried 
two men. That meant there was another 
man somewhere besides Mort. 

“Git over in the middle of the floor,” 
Wacker snarled. He jabbed with the 
shotgun muzzle like a soldier lunging at a 
dummy with a bayonet. Daniels moved 
quickly away. 

“Hold it, Walt,” the man called Mort 
said, “we gotta figure this thing out. 
Who’s this guy?”  

“Snoopin’ railroad dick.”  
Wacker touched a wall switch and 

lights came on in the barn, Daniels 
decided that Mort was the brains of the 
pair—he was well-dressed, with an ugly 
look of purpose and the sharp eyes of a 
weasel. 

“Does this mean the game is up?” 
Mort asked Wacker. 

“I don’t think so. This snooper was D 
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alone.”  
The weasel eyes fastened on Daniels. 

There was no emotion in them—just cold 
purpose, and the purpose was death. 

“One thing to do then,” Mort held 
Daniels’ .38 in his right hand. He brought 
it up coolly, in a business-like way. He 
was six feet from Daniels and the gun 
centered on his heart. Daniels tensed 
himself to spring, although he knew it was 
the finish. You can’t beat a .38 and a 
shotgun. 

“Mr. Daniels! Mr. Daniels!” the voice, 
thin and shrill, came from outside the barn. 

“Who’s that?” Mort rasped without 
taking his eyes or the gun off Daniels. 

“Thet damn Donny Carroll,” Wacker 
grunted. “I’ll fix him.”  

He opened the door and ran out, 
swearing. Mort watched Daniels with cold, 
steady eyes. 

 
O DROPPED his glance to the floor 
of the barn. He let his hands 

tremble—which wasn’t too much of an 
effort. 

“C’n I smoke—” he asked in a shaky 
voice. 

Mort liked it. “Go ahead,” he said, 
“and go ahead and try somethin’, if you 
want to.” 

The gun was steadily held, efficiently 
aimed. Daniels got out a Raleigh and lit a 
match with trembling hands. He pretended 
to miss the light and shook it out. It was 
evident that Mort belonged in the city—he 
didn’t know much about hay barns. 

“Ma! Ma!” The shouts came from 
somewhere in back of the barn. “Ma! 
Ma!” They could be heard moving around 
the building and then seemed to go away. 
The sound of Wacker’s muffled cursing 
followed the same route. 

Mort took several steps backward and 
glanced at the barn door. Daniels lit his 
cigarette, ignited the packet of matches, 

and dropped butt, match, and fiercely 
glowing cluster into the piles of dry hay at 
his feet. 

“Hey, Mort,” he shouted, “get some 
water! We’ll be burned!”  

He went down on his knees and 
pretended to beat at the flames, which 
leaped to the side of the barn and were 
following the carelessly stacked hay which 
had been pulled from the lofts above. 

“Wacker,” Mort yelled, “hey, Walt. 
C’m ‘ere.” 

Daniels appeared to work furiously. 
He found a pitchfork and thrust at the 
blazing mass which was mushrooming 
with flame and smoke. “Help, Mort,” he 
yelled, “we gotta stop this.”  

It couldn’t last. Mort stood near the 
front of the Packard and thought it over. 
He came to the right decision. As Daniels 
stepped away from the wall and loft, 
which were now a mass of fire, he shot 
Daniels, just before the pitchforkful of 
burning hay descended on his head. Mort 
screamed and fired once more, before 
Daniels lunged at him with the pitchfork. 
Mort went down in a heap, squeaking 
plaintively as the fire bit at his face and 
neck. Daniels scooped the .38 toward 
himself with the tines of the fork. 

He retrieved the gun, stuck it in his 
pocket, and dragged Mort to the small 
door. He contemplated leaving him to 
burn, as he felt the blood dampen his side 
where he had been hit. He didn’t know 
how bad it would be—you might be dying 
and not know it—but he’d play it out. 

He opened the small door of the barn 
and stepped out, to see Walt Wacker 
coming toward the building, dragging a 
squirming Donny Carroll by the arm. 
Daniels drew the .38 and set Wacker’s 
chest neatly in the V and bead. 

Wacker did his best. He fired the 
shotgun once, one-handed, before he went 
down. 

M 
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From the front of the farm came the 
roar of Daniels’ V-8. It lurched around the 
barn and gunned for the driveway, driven 
evidently by the third man, who must have 
been in the farmhouse while the 
excitement built up. 

Mo hated to do it. You never knew if 
the State or the railroad would pay for 
damages—but—he spotted the V and bead 
again on the shoulders looming barely 
above the convertible’s body as it roared 
past and away. 

“One!”—the car kept going. “Two!”—
the V-8 twisted into the driveway drainage 
ditch at forty miles an hour and Daniels 
groaned as he saw the front end buckle on 
the stone-lined trough. 

He went down to the car and looked at 
the man. He was swearing and moaning 
with a hole through his right shoulder, just 
below the collarbone. Daniels took a Colt 
.45 away from him and went back to finish 
dragging Mort out of the flaming barn. 

Chuck Blare drove Daniels down to 
the doctor’s office after a State cruiser 
gathered up the prisoners. The general 
practitioner with a clean white mustache 
knew his stuff. He put a compress on 
Daniels’ side, shook his head, and poured 
three shots of good brandy into water 
glasses. 

“Bracer,” he smacked his lips 
appreciatively, “best thing for you. Lucky 
you did not get that slug through an 
intestine, young man.”  

Blare sat in the doctor’s big leather 
chair and smelled the liquor in his glass. 

“Mo,” he said, “before you write up the 
report far the Staties—clear it up for me. 
How come?” 

“Luck,” Daniels said. “We’ll check 
with Sheraton, the station agent, on where 
those carloads of Wacker’s were sent to. 
Of course, he loaded two autos in each 
one, and filled in the space near the boxcar 
door with hay. Sheraton put the seals on 
and that was that. 

“We’ll find that they went to some 
small station down south and then may 
have even been rerouted to Cuba, Mexico, 
the West Coast, or anywhere. A slick 
deal.”  

Chuck nodded. “Some stuff. We better 
get on it. The Federals will want to start 
tracing those cars in a hurry. May clean up 
the other end.”  

“Yea,” Daniels said, without much 
enthusiasm. 

“What’s the matter? You wondering 
how they loaded those cars? That’s easy. I 
found the 2x6 plank ramps leaning right 
against Wacker’s corncrib.”  

“I saw those,” Daniels said. “It isn’t 
that. Who’s gonna pay for fixin’ my new 
Ford? These side lines can be damned 
expensive.”  

Blare laughed. “Between the insurance 
companies, the railroad, the State, and the 
owners of those cars, you’ll make out all 
right.” 

“I hope so.”  
And he did. 

 


