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TEVE DARWIN tapped the bell of 
the huge Kingsley place. When the 
metal-studded door swung open he 
found himself staring at a wicker 

basket carried by four husky, heavy 
breathing men. 

Steve stepped back. It was a stiff, all 
right, and on its way out, right across his 
path. Beyond it, hanging onto the door, a 
fat butler twisted a fat face at Steve. The 
man was trying to get across to Steve in a 
refined way that here on the ocean front in 
Palm Beach nobody with any pretensions 
to social instincts would come calling 
while the family was about the business of 
getting shut of a corpse. 

Steve Darwin stood his ground. He 
needed a car to drive in the five hundred 
miler at Indianapolis. And nobody but old 
Abbott Kingsley had the giving of the one 
he really wanted. 
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He looked again at the departing 
basket. “Hey,” he said boldly to the 
disapproving butler. “That’s not Abbott 
Kingsley getting the ride, is it?”  

“You wish to see Mr. Kingsley, sir? 
What—”  

Steve was already seeing Abbott 
Kingsley. The gaunt old son of the pioneer, 
who had built forty million Kingsley cars, 
was coming up the hall. He was flitting like 
an Indian from suit of armor to vase to 
balustrade, with his lively black eyes 
following the wicker basket. When the 
wickerwork turned the corner by the 
bougainvillea bushes old Kingsley’s eyes 
snapped back and fixed on Steve Darwin. 
They probed at Steve’s features, which cars 
had pushed around enough to make 
distinctive. 

“You’re the driver who was flung over 
the retaining wall—” he said in a dry, 
whispering voice. 

“Forty-third lap and I was running fifth 
at the time, a good spot,” Steve said, 
grabbing at this break. “Broken steering—” 

Kingsley put his head on one side to 
think. “Stephen Darwin?”  

“Me,” said Steve. “And speaking of hot 
automobiles, Mr. Kingsley—”  

Kingsley sent the butler waddling off 
with a twitch of his thin arm. Wrinkles 
deepened above his shiny eyes. “I never 
heard of a cowardly or a crooked racing 
driver,” he said under his breath. 

“I’ll take the bow,” said Steve Darwin, 
“but what I—”  

He was following Kingsley’s 
beckoning hand. He trailed the old man 
through the high-vaulted hall out into a 
patio. High, jungle-like growth, green as a 
garter snake, cut the light filtering down on 
crazy patterned paving. In these old, 
seldom used Palm Beach arks, the green 
stuff must always be trying to win the place 
back to nature. A prowling tiger wouldn’t 
seem out of place. 

INGSLEY stopped in a corner where 
walls backing the patio were 

windowless. With that long stringy arm he 
pulled one lawn chair close to another and 
sat down slowly, as if doubtful about his 
back. A hint of death’s head and skeleton 
about him, except for those lively eyes. The 
eyes did a job on Steve.  

“Perhaps I may make sense to a man 
whose business is taking chances,” 
Kingsley said at last. 

“Taking races is my business,” Steve 
corrected. “The chances are on the side.” 

Old Abbott Kingsley rubbed his gaunt 
cheek. 

“To win races,” Steve said, “I‘ve got to 
have a likely hunk of iron under me and 
that, Mr. Kingsley, is where you—”  

Kingsley’s eyes were keen.  
“You want that car Engineering is 

fooling with at the proving ground,” he 
broke in. “Right! You shall have a chance 
to earn it.” He twitched his head and leaned 
forward. “I believe that wicker basket, 
Darwin, was intended to contain me.”  

Steve decided it was a swell 
opportunity to say nothing. 

“The dead man was my secretary, Fred 
Lassiter. An old maid but he knew his 
work. He was murdered efficiently by 
Robert Anniston, his new assistant. I saw 
Anniston do it.” 

“What’s efficient about getting seen?”  
Kingsley was pursuing his own line. 

“As my health has gone I’ve had increasing 
need of skilled help in my home. This job, 
assisting Lassiter, shouldn’t have interested 
a man like Anniston. But it did. A smart 
restless fellow, Robert Anniston, always 
looking for something. And now I’m afraid 
he’s found it. The Kingsleys.”  

“Be bright to tell the cops about this 
Anniston?” Steve asked. 

“You want a car for Indianapolis and 
you know I have it, Darwin,” Kingsley said 
coldly. “It might also be bright to give me a 
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few minutes before diagnosing senile 
dementia.”  

“That’s so.”  
“In attempting to murder me Anniston 

might be working for either of two men,” 
Kingsley waited a moment, lively black 
eyes watching that sink into Steve’s skull. 
Then he said: 

“I have my nephews, Gerald Kingsley 
Sweet and Brett Kingsley, down here in 
connection with our 1949 models. I had 
them leave their families behind. As I 
suppose you know, my father made his 
start only two years after Ford. The family 
corporation controls enormous holdings. I 
dispose of these assets in my will. They 
must not be split. They go to one man. I am 
well worth killing by the man who believes 
he is to be eliminated.”  

Steve stayed dummied up. He had 
heard plenty of chatter up North about the 
self important stupidity of massive Gerald 
Sweet, whom old Kingsley allowed to play 
at being in charge of manufacturing. He 
had also heard of the peevishness of Brett 
Kingsley, whom nobody took seriously as 
sales manager. Subordinates did their work. 
But suggesting that one of these two hired 
murder was new. 

“Florida moonlight,” said old Abbott 
Kingsley in a hollow voice, “is famous for 
its brilliance. But it was not bright enough 
last night to reveal a wire stretched across 
the head of those stairs.” He lifted an arm 
toward cement steps that led down from a 
broad open balcony sweeping around the 
upper floor. 

“My rooms are at the top, there. Every 
evening I come down to stroll in the patio. 
Unfortunately for poor Lassiter, last night I 
descended by an inner stair. From below 
here I saw him trip and fall. He died 
instantly. The whole front of his skull was 
crushed. I recovered from my shock in time 
to see Robert Anniston, crouched at the 
top, very busy for a moment. This morning 

found where a wire, tightening suddenly, 
had chipped away bits of stucco from two 
columns at the stair head.”  

With a long finger he drew a line across 
his right leg, six inches above the ankle. 
’There’s a red line just there on Lassiter’s 
shank,” he said. “Where I expected to find 
it.” 

“And you haven’t told the cops?” Steve 
asked. “Your neck’s a long way out, Mr. 
Kingsley.”  

“You know about sticking out necks,” 
the old man said. “I understand my life is 
in jeopardy. I expect toleration from a 
racing driver. I take a calculated risk for a 
great stake.”  

“What?”  
“Dynasty,” said Kingsley, looking out 

across the patio at nothing. “Dynasty.” 
 

E FACED Steve’s curiosity. “I will 
risk being murdered to find out 

whether Jerry Sweet or Brett Kingsley is 
back of Anniston.” His gray lips smiled 
faintly. “It would be no public service for 
me to put the huge Kingsley fortune in the 
red hands of a murderer. The potentialities 
shock me.”  

He had something. 
“The doctors sent me down here 

because another Detroit winter would kill 
me. But living is no longer important.” 

“It’s your slant,” Steve Darwin said. 
“Go on.”  

“Any defense counsel could tear apart 
this flimsy case against Anniston,” the old 
man said. “Besides, I’m not interested in 
Anniston. I must know which man 
employed him. Which man.”  

Steve looked out across the patio. 
“They’ll have heard of you,” Kingsley 

said. “They’ll know you’re not a detective 
I’ve called in.”  

Steve grunted. 
Kingsley leaned forward to tap his 

knee. “The next attempt on me will no 
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doubt come soon. With your help I have a 
good chance of catching Anniston. Then 
we’ll make him talk. Even if he succeeds in 
killing me you might get him and the man 
behind him.” 

“Look at it from any angle,” Steve said 
coldly. “I get him but I don’t save your life. 
Where am I at Indianapolis? In the 
grandstand. No.”  

“I’m trusting you,” Abbott Kingsley 
said. “You must trust me.” He paused and 
his thin fingers touched the cheap blue 
mechanical pencil in the breast pocket of 
his linen suit. “Better still; a line from me 
to Detroit will get you your car. I’ll write it 
for you now and chance that you’ll run true 
to form.”  

Steve thought. Was this old man too 
good to be true or was he at the end of his 
rope? 

“I play this guard business my way,” 
Steve said. “I never was good at taking 
orders.” 

Abbott Kingsley pulled himself to his 
feet. “Come!” he said and moved swiftly, 
with his odd, tottering gait, toward the 
stairs. 

On the balcony Steve glanced around 
with more approval. The crowding and 
climbing greenery of the patio was 
diminished at this height. Through the tops 
of gently swaying palms he could look over 
the cloisters forming the opposite side and 
see lines of green seas breaking vivid 
whiteness down the coast. Kingsley 
dropped his eyes to the two thick pillars on 
either side of the stairs. The marks of the 
wire were there. He hurried on to a French 
window and stepped inside. 

The enormous room, plastered with 
books, was dominated by a half acre desk 
near the window. Other furniture, the size 
of monuments, was at least a generation 
old. Grandeur mouldering from disuse. 
Solidly behind the desk sat Jerry Sweet, a 
square, massive headed young man with a 

jaw like the striking face of a sledge-
hammer. On the corner of the desk, as if to 
belittle Sweet’s dignity, lounged Brett 
Kingsley, almost as thick in body, but with 
a slanting forehead and a chin that dribbled 
away to nothing. 

Massive Jerry Sweet got out of the 
chair at the sight of his uncle. Brett 
Kingsley slid to his feet. Brett’s right hand 
cupped the insignificant chin. 

“This is Stephen Darwin, who’d like to 
drive our Special at Indianapolis,” Abbott 
Kingsley said. 

Jerry Sweet frowned impressively. “I’ll 
go into it with Mr. Darwin,” he said, with a 
nod of his sledgehammer head. 

“You’re quite sure advertising and sales 
are not in the least concerned?” Brett asked 
his cousin with waspish inflection. His 
cheek twitched nervously. “Don’t be 
obtuse, Jerry. 

Steve Darwin grinned at them. Both 
young men looked sharply toward him and 
then at their uncle as if trying to figure 
Steve’s importance. 

Somebody knocked on a door. The old 
man muttered a word. The door opened 
slowly. A tall man in his thirties with high 
arching eyebrows halted apologetically on 
the threshold. In his strong looking fingers 
he was clutching a stenographer’s 
notebook. His light gray eyes, sweeping the 
room, had much the same odd impact as 
old Kingsley’s. His manner and voice were 
diffident: 

“Are you resuming the conference, Mr. 
Kingsley?”  

A carefully unaggressive looking man. 
He couldn’t be carrying a gun under that 
light, well fitting linen suit. 

“Not yet,” old Kingsley replied 
tonelessly. “Anniston, this is Stephen 
Darwin. He’ll be our guest for a few days 
while we discuss the Special. Please find 
him a room and then come back.” 
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NNISTON opened the door wide, 
with a polite nod to Steve, and waited. 

Both Jerry Sweet and Brett Kingsley were 
watching the secretary, Jerry with brooding 
intensity, Brett with his fingers kneading 
his small chin. In the hall Anniston’s eyes 
slipped sideways to Steve’s face. 

“You’re the racing driver, Mr. 
Darwin?”  

“ ‘S me,” said Steve. 
“If you’ll come into my room, here,” 

Anniston said, “I’ll call the butler and 
check on the room next door. It faces north; 
no sun, but you’ll find it comfortable.”  

In his bedroom, more comfortably 
furnished than the mammoth library, 
Anniston flung his notebook on the bureau, 
reached for a house ‘phone and then 
paused. “I follow racing,” he said and his 
eyes flicked away from Steve. “Perhaps 
you can tell me who won the Milwaukee 
hundred miler. I’ve been trying to 
remember for quite a few days.” 

“Milwaukee? Guy named Al Frisbie. 
Loaded with luck. I wasn’t wheeling.”  

Anniston smiled. “Thank you, Mr. 
Darwin. Odd such a detail should bother 
me, isn’t it?”  

Steve grunted. This mild mannered 
baby checked things. Why did he want 
Steve next door? Easier to keep an eye on? 

Anniston’s phone conversation with 
Pegler, the butler, was short, crisp, 
decisive. His mildness did not extend to 
servants. 

“The room next this is free,” he 
reported. 

Steve pointed a finger. “Lassiter’s?”  
Anniston’s eyebrows arched even 

higher. 
“You know about that?”  
“Met him going out in the basket,” 

Steve said. “The old man told me how he’d 
nosedived.”  

“If you’re superstitious and would 
prefer some other—”  

“His hard luck, not mine,” Steve said 
carelessly. “I don’t mourn him. In my 
business stumblebums can be dangerous.”  

“To be sure.” Anniston picked up his 
notebook, which gave him such an 
inoffensive and docile appearance. “This 
way.”  

The room beyond was even better 
equipped than Anniston’s. The staff had 
already removed all traces of the late Fred 
Lassiter. Inside Steve stood by the door to 
listen to Anniston’s fading footfalls as he 
hastened back to the library. Somehow, in 
this big house watches ticked louder than 
normal. You could feel tension down 
under. 

Softly Steve reentered Anniston’s 
room. A man working along murder lines 
would be apt to have a gun as an 
emergency ace in the hole. 

There was no trouble about the gun. A 
loaded .38 calibre automatic lay under a 
pile of clean shirts in the second drawer 
Steve opened. He left it there and got back 
to his own room just ahead of Pegler. The 
butler came to inquire with sorrow and 
disdain as to the whereabouts of Mr. 
Darwin’s luggage. 

“Around the corner in a ‘39 Kingsley 
sedan,” Steve handed Pegler a key. “I 
locked it—don’t like the neighborhood.”  

“Yes, sir,” said Pegler with an effort. “I 
will send for it and have the car garaged.”  

“If anybody wants me I’ll be down 
dodging boa constrictors in the jungle,” 
Steve said nodding toward the patio. 

But before he descended the cement 
steps he strolled the entire length of the 
balcony, missing nothing. The meeting in 
the library was still going on. He examined 
the imposing vistas within the house and 
the grounds surrounding it. Then he 
inspected the patio, the secluded, 
untranquil heart of the place. 

He was not pleased: “You could knock 
off an army in here and die of old age 
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before the cops knew anybody was sick,” 
he decided. A bad lookout for old Abbott 
Kingsley. And his neck. 

 
HAT evening after dinner Steve 
wandered around without apology. It 

seemed as if his people would never get 
themselves sorted out as he wanted them. 
Finally Anniston went to work in the 
library. 

Steve took to the balcony, sitting 
inconspicuously in a chaise longue. The 
three Kingsleys sat below in the patio, 
watching a high moon. When massive Jerry 
and chinless Brett got into a low-voiced 
wrangle about something, their uncle 
retreated to the drawing room. Jerry Sweet 
stood up. His voice rumbled angrily. He 
stamped off down a path in the patio. 

Brett Kingsley came up the stairs. Steve 
slumped in his chaise and froze. Unseeing, 
Brett went through a French window into 
his room. He slammed the casement with 
pettish violence. 

Steve leaped up. He headed for Robert 
Anniston’s room. The automatic still lay in 
the secretary’s drawer. With a handkerchief 
Steve scooped it up and glided back to the 
balcony. He flattened out by the balustrade. 
An artistic cluster of rattan furniture and 
exotic plants in big pots hid him well. He 
waited until below him the thick body of 
Jerry Sweet came into sight on a patio path. 

Somewhat hampered by the 
handkerchief Steve did a job of aiming. He 
squeezed the trigger gently. The patio 
roared. 

The bullet must have screamed a hair 
closer to Sweet than Steve had intended. 
The man jumped convulsively, with an 
anguished bellow; then got his massive 
body into motion. He ran in under the 
balcony toward the nearest house door. It 
crashed open under the frantic jerk of his 
hands.  

Steve climbed over the stone railing 

and dropped to the grass below. He tossed 
the gun into a bougainvillea bush and was 
at the door of the drawing room even as 
Abbott Kingsley opened it. The old man’s 
wrinkled face was full of alarm. 

“Who fired—”  
“I did,” Steve muttered. “Remember, I 

was with you.” 
“But why?” whispered Kingsley, 

pushing forward. 
Steve held onto him. 
“On the last lap you can’t lie back and 

hope the guy ahead will throw a rod 
through the crankcase,” Steve said 
soothingly. “You’ve got to go get him. 
Well, this is it. Back me up. Come on.”  

Jerry Sweet was easy to find. His voice 
still dominated the house. Only when they 
called to him again and again through the 
closed door of the billiard room would he 
let them in. 

He was swinging his thick arms like 
mallets, roaring his anger. “Somebody tried 
to murder me, uncle!” he shouted. “By 
God, there’s a killer around here! He tried 
to kill me! Where are the police in this 
town? I’ll get him for that—he’ll go to the 
chair whoever he is!” 

Lights blazed on suddenly in the patio 
as some servant reached a master switch. 
Dark foliage turned a poisonous green. 

 
TEVE leaned against the wall, 
listening, watching. Old Abbott 

Kingsley was still jolted. His black eyes, 
pulled deep into his wrinkled and skull-like 
head, flitted uncertainly from Steve to 
Anniston, only occasionally swinging back 
to his shouting nephew. 

Robert Anniston, leaning on long arms 
spread on the edge of the billiard table, was 
quiet as a dead man. Two slight vertical 
lines creased his forehead between arching 
eyebrows. Maybe he was more like a man 
playing chess than a stiff. He was thinking 
on eight cylinders, but he looked lost in a 
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cloud of dust so far.  
Chinless Brett Kingsley had the jitters. 

Those eyes, deep sunken like his uncle’s, 
were burning up in his head. The twitch in 
his cheek was jumping around. His arms 
and legs and even his head were never still. 
He kept to a corner of the room where he 
could stare at Anniston. Once his mouth a 
jerked open and he took a step forward. He 
stopped again without a word. 

Pegler stuck his fat head in the door. 
Jerry Sweet saw him, whirled and caught 
up the telephone.  

“Get to that switchboard, Pegler!” he 
snapped. “I want the chief of police! I want 
the sheriff! I’ll tell them something—
letting a man—”  

Anniston came out of it. He swung 
around to face old Kingsley. “Perhaps an 
investigation first, sir,” he suggested and 
his voice was thin and meek. “I’m thinking 
of how the newspapers would love a big 
Kingsley scandal. And this may be an 
accident—something explainable—not a 
crime at all.”  

“Not a crime!” bawled Jerry Sweet. He 
grabbed Anniston’s shoulder and whirled 
him around. “What in blazes d’you mean—
not a crime to shoot at me? I saw the flash! 
Up there!”  

Steve caught old Abbott Kingsley’s 
eye. His lips framed quick soundless 
words. “No cops!”  

Anniston kept on soothing Jerry Sweet, 
deferring to him and yet putting across 
what he wanted. Sweet was too big a man, 
he implied, to yell for cops before he had 
dug into this himself; Sweet was a brave, 
hell-roaring detective himself. He got it 
over, and still stayed Robert Anniston, the 
timid soul with the steno’s notebook. It was 
quite a show. Steve didn’t miss a line.  

Brett Kingsley continued to shake. He 
stayed on the fence. But his eyes were 
haunted, his meager chin sagging.  

Steve risked a reassuring nod at old 

Kingsley.  
Jerry Sweet went off the boil. He 

stalked out, flanked by Anniston and Steve. 
Old Abbott Kingsley and Brett trailed 
along. All hands ascended to investigate 
the moonlit open gallery. They inspected 
much rattan furniture and many huge 
potted tropic plants supplementing the 
jungle below. It was a grave silly play. 

Anniston went to his room. He came 
back tight-faced. “My pistol is missing, 
sir,” he said to Abbott Kingsley. “I believe 
I mentioned to you that poor Lassiter 
instructed me to bring a pistol with me 
because of recent robberies in Palm 
Beach.”  

Old Kingsley nodded. Jerry Sweet 
glared at Anniston. Steve blinked at this 
manly—and smart—admission. 

The seven house servants were 
summoned and two chauffeurs came from 
the garage. Jerry Sweet held court in the 
big drawing room. He barked questions at 
them like a prosecuting attorney, only the 
questions weren’t so bright. 

His cousin, Brett shook and jittered in 
the background. Only once did he come up 
with a question and that was a queer one. 

Could Jerry Sweet, at the spot in the 
patio, have been mistaken for anybody else 
by a killer up on the balcony? 

“What’s the sense of that?” Jerry Sweet 
demanded angrily. “Of course it was I he 
was shooting at!” 

 
RETT KINGSLEY shut up. He 
waylaid Pegler and followed the butler 

to the billiard room where Pegler opened a 
folding bar. Brett kept Pegler standing 
close beside him while he had two stiff 
drinks in a hurry. Then he returned in 
Pegler’s company. Solitude was not Brett’s 
dish. 

Jerry Sweet began running out of 
questions. Old Abbott Kingsley drifted 
casually over to Steve. 

B
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“Why did you frighten Jerry with that 
pistol shot?” he asked softly. His black 
eyes demanded an answer. 

“Wanted to see if he’d yell for cops,” 
Steve said. “He did.” He frowned. “There 
was no fooling about it. He wanted to get 
the cops.”  

“Well?”  
“If he’d had Anniston kill a man for 

him would he have wanted cops prowling 
around? He’d have put Anniston on to 
finding out what cooked.”  

“Then you think it was not Jerry but 
Brett who procured—” 

The old man stopped. Brett’s eyes were 
on them. 

Steve yawned and slapped a hand to his 
mouth with exaggerated good manners. 
“That’s what I ought to think,” he 
muttered. “Now get Anniston away. Turn 
him into the library again.”  

Old Kingsley hesitated; then obeyed 
orders. 

The servants were beginning to ruffle 
up under Jerry Sweet’s amateur third 
degree. Three more questions and the 
Kingsleys would have a servant problem as 
well as a murder problem. Apparently Jerry 
realized that. He sent them all away and 
flung himself moodily out into the 
brilliantly lighted patio. Brett Kingsley, 
with a glance around the empty room, 
tailed after him closely. 

Outside Jerry dropped into a chair. He 
hit the arm with his fist, swearing under his 
breath. 

“By Peter, I ought to get the cops 
here!” he said. 

Standing by one of the French doors, 
Steve’s eyes were hit by a metallic gleam 
in the bougainvillea shrub where he had 
hidden Anniston’s gun. He hadn’t counted 
on so much vivid candlepower. Casually he 
took a step toward it. A shove of his foot 
would slide the automatic even deeper into 
cover. 

Abruptly he stopped, suddenly uneasy. 
His quick glance spotted Anniston, fifteen 
feet away. The man ducked behind the 
thick, slanting bole of a towering 
cocopalm. 

Steve stood still, waiting his chance. 
Unexpectedly Anniston stepped into sight. 
He walked toward the cousins. 

“I have some work to do, Mr. Sweet,” 
he said. “If I can be of any help to you I’ll 
he in the library:”  

Steve slipped into the drawing room as 
Anniston came toward him. By the 
bougainvillea Anniston bent suddenly and 
grasped the gun. Swiftly he dropped it into 
his coat pocket and paused to light a 
cigarette. It was smooth going. 

Steve made for an inner stair, dashed 
up it and jerked open the door of Abbott 
Kingsley’s room, next to the big library. 

Old Kingsley straightened up in an 
armchair, black eyes glinting suspiciously. 

“Wait!” Steve muttered. He locked the 
door, hurried across the room and doused 
the lamp on the bedside table. In the 
darkness he glided to the window giving on 
the balcony. The tick of his wrist-watch 
was loud. 

Kingsley shuffled to his feet. “I must 
say, Darwin—” he began. 

“Save it!” Steve muttered. “Stand by 
now. Showdown coming up!” 

 
N A MOMENT Anniston came into 
sight, ascending the outside steps. The 

moonlight and the patio lights below 
showed his strong hands slowly twisting 
his stenographer’s notebook. He walked 
across the balcony to the library window 
and entered.  

Steve turned to the old man. “Stay here. 
Keep your ears peeled.”  

He stepped outside, glanced at the 
library and glided across the balcony. 
Below in the patio Jerry Sweet was still 
talking angrily. In the chair beside him 

I
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Brett Kingsley was sitting, rigidly erect, 
meshing and twisting his fingers. 

Steve’s eyes went again to the library 
window. With a sudden flexing of his 
lanky body he bent and lifted a blue 
earthenware pot housing a flowering shrub. 
The pot was the size of a small cask. He 
gripped it tightly, measured distances 
below, and launched it over the balustrade. 

The heavy vessel crashed to the ground 
inches behind Brett Kingsley’s chair. The 
quiet night echoed as if a bomb had burst. 

Brett Kingsley’s shriek ripped Steve’s 
ears. In three jumps he was inside old 
Abbott’s window. “Listen!” he whispered. 

From below Brett’s voice shrilled into 
speech. It was wild, hysterical; the sound 
raised the hair on Steve’s head and beside 
him the old man shuddered. 

“Now I know!” Brett screamed at Jerry, 
Street. “You fool! You got me out here so 
Anniston could have another chance to kill 
me! It was me that shot was meant for! 
Anniston’s taking you over—not me! I was 
afraid he had some hellish scheme—even 
before he killed Lassiter!”  

“What are you blithering about, you 
shaking coward,” Jerry Sweet bellowed 
indignantly. “Lassiter fell—”  

“Anniston murdered him to worm 
himself deeper in here! Now he’s made a 
deal with you—I know it!—and he’s out to 
get rid of me and the old man.”  

“What crazy—”  
“And then he’ll sink his hooks into you, 

Jerry Sweet, and you’ll never free yourself 
from him—never. He’ll rule you, you 
stupid fool, and the Kingsley business, 
too.” 

“You’ve gone nuts!” Jerry bawled in 
tremendous wrath. “I don’t know what 
you’re blabbering about!”  

Beside Steve, Abbott Kingsley swayed 
and clutched at the window frame. 

“Don’t lie!” Brett shrilled. “I’ve had 
enough! I know Anniston! He had a hold 

on me—just a mess with a girl. But he 
blackmailed me into making Lassiter take 
him in here. I swear I thought he was just a 
swindler! He forced me!”  

His piercing voice rose clear above the 
roar of his cousin: “Now he’s decided to 
kill me and use you—because you’re 
stupid—”  

There was the sudden smash of a fist 
and the shrieking voice was still. The 
stamp of Jerry Sweet’s heavy footsteps 
reached them as he burst into the house.  

“Get the real picture?” Steve Darwin 
asked. “Anniston’s even tougher than you 
thought.”  

He started through the window. Abbott 
Kingsley’s thin fingers clamped around his 
arm. 

“Look!” the old man chattered as he 
pointed a hand. “And—he has a gun in that 
sagging pocket!”  

Robert Anniston had come out of the 
library window. There was no notebook in 
his hands. He paused there and then, 
queerly deliberate, he lit a cigarette. He 
took plenty of time about it. Kingsley’s 
clutching fingers shook on Steve’s arm. A 
sinister-looking gent, Anniston. 

“Police!” old Kingsley quavered. “We 
must have the police!” 

“Easy!” Steve muttered. “I fired that 
shot past Jerry Sweet’s skull. I risked 
Brett’s head with a fifty-pound flower pot. 
D’you think I rate pulling in my own neck 
now?”  

“He has a gun!” old Kingsley 
whispered hoarsely.  

“Everybody has to have something,” 
Steve said. “Keep listening.” He shoved the 
window wide and stepped out.  

Anniston lifted his head from the 
burning match. He froze.  

Steve jerked a hand at the window of 
Kingsley’s bedroom.  

“The old man’s running down to the 
switchboard to make sure of getting the 
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cops,” he said. His voice was low. “You’re 
hard on your ear. And you may soon be in 
the jug for blackmail. Brett’s a grand 
squawker.”  

Anniston’s intent light gray eyes never 
wavered from Steve’s face. “Your—ah—
counterplot?” he asked, with a gesture 
toward the patio. “All the tries at murder?”  

“All mine,” Steve said. “I smoked you 
out.”  

He moved toward the wall of the house, 
as if inviting confidential talk. “Brett’s 
spilled it.”  

Anniston followed. “Indeed, yes,” he 
conceded coolly. “All I can do now is 
depart and institute a slander suit against 
Brett Kingsley for many thousands of 
dollars, with much resultant publicity. I 
have been accused of murder. Of course, if 
old Kingsley would rather pay—”  

Steve shook his head. “I won’t let you 
get a nickel if I have to pay lawyers for ten 
years,” he said. 

“You won’t let me?” Anniston said. His 
eyes flamed but his voice stayed soft. 
“You?” 

“Me. Who am I—a detective?” Steve 
laughed harshly. “I’m taking over your 
program—only I’m handling it smarter. I 
boss Kingsley Motors now.”  

Anniston drew in air swiftly through 
his flaring nostrils, was silent a moment 
and then spoke quite mildly: 

“Look, Darwin, we’ll split this. It’ll be 
safer and there’s enough here for a dozen 
greedy men.” 

“I ride alone,” said Steve curtly. “A 
racing habit.”  

Anniston thrust his hands into his coat 
pockets. 

“If you think,” he said most calmly, 
“that I’d do murder, Darwin, and then fade 
out because a dirt-track monkey shows 
some slight intelligence—” 

 

E STOPPED as Steve grinned broadly 
and started toward the cement stairs. 

“That does it,” said Steve over his 
shoulder. “Old Kingsley saw you removing 
the wire here at the top after Lassiter did 
his dive. The mark of it’s still visible. But 
we needed a frank word from you to tie 
that murder tight around your neck. 
Thanks.” 

Anniston’s hands came out of his 
pockets. His automatic was in one of them. 

“Wait a moment, Darwin,” he said 
gently and took a step in quiet pursuit. 

Steve stopped at the head of the stairs. 
“A little risky, isn’t it?” he asked, 

eyeing the gun. 
“Don’t you see, Darwin, how easy it 

would be for me to shoot you and lay all 
the—” 

Anniston’s soft voice cut off. He 
launched himself full at Steve with 
outthrust arms jabbing violently. 

Steve’s body gave way as the hands hit 
him. He went over, completely limp, knees 
folding, head sagging. He collapsed on the 
steps like a bag of meal—or like a race 
driver trying to live through a bad crash. 

Anniston, running into no resistance to 
his shove, went plunging headlong over 
Steve’s falling body. 

Though Anniston’s arms braced to 
withstand the shock his tense body hit the 
stairs as hard as Lassiter’s had hit. The 
sound was daunting. He rolled on, limp 
enough now. The pistol went clattering 
with him to the bottom. 

Steve came to a stop halfway down the 
stairs. He limped on down. After a glance 
at Anniston he lifted the man’s head 
momentarily.  

Abbott Kingsley hurried down the 
stairs.  

“Neck’s broken,” Steve reported. “His 
neck, not yours.” Slowly he rubbed a 
skinned elbow. “It was safer to tempt him 
to shove me than try to dodge bullets,” he 

H
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said. “I thought he’d figure a fall that killed 
Lassiter would kill me, too.” 

“Then—neither Jerry nor Brett was 
really behind him,” Abbott Kingsley said 
hoarsely. 

“You’ve got no killer, but a stupe and a 
pantywaist for nephews,” Steve said. 
“That’s why Anniston decided to move in. 
He didn’t need an invitation; he was on his 
own. Once he finished you, he figured he 
could handle the one you’d picked to 
succeed you.”  

Old Abbott Kingsley’s bony shoulders 
sagged dejectedly. “And now—which?” he 
muttered in bitter indecision. 

“Easy,” said Steve, looking at the old 
man with respect. “Hang on yourself till 
you see how their children stack up. You 
might find a throwback among them to the 

man who made the Kingsley car turn over 
in the first place.”  

“Old Kingsley lifted his head. His black 
eyes glittered. “I’m still alive,” he said. 
“Perhaps— But the doctors said another 
Detroit winter—”  

“Tell it to your engineering department 
now that they’ve finished working on my 
Special,” Steve said. “Those boys are good. 
Keep your nephews off their backs and 
make ‘em build you a set of air-conditioned 
rooms and offices that’ll bring Palm Beach 
to Detroit. It’s no trick these days.”  

“I could try that,” Kingsley said 
hesitantly. “Hell, I will! There’s one of 
Jerry’s boys—” 

“That’s it,” said Steve. “You can’t 
always win but you can always roll. 
You’ve got a tough neck there. Keep it 
out.” 

 


