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A Long Rope
By ARCHIE OBOLER

Gabby Bellam helped ladies collect insurance on their “stolen” jewelry. But the pretty Mrs. Warren gave Gabby
ideas. He determined to combine business with pleasure.

ABBY BELLAM let his eyes glide slowly
over the figure of the young woman seated
opposite him. Then he lifted his gaze to her

face again and said, “What did you say that rope
was worth?”

The woman fingered the string of glimmering
rubies at her throat, then, with a quick movement,
she brought the collar of her coat close about her as
she answered, “They’re insured for thirty thousand
dollars, Mr. Bellam.”

“You’re a rotten little liar,” thought Bellam. “If
those rubies aren’t worth an even hundred grand,
I’m a milkman.”

Out loud he said, “And you want me to take
them away from you some dark night so that you
can collect from the insurance company, eh? Who
did you say told you about me?”

“Mrs. Bennicott,” said the woman. “She told me
you did the same kind of, er—work for her.”

The woman was quite young, very smartly
dressed, and exceedingly pretty; the latter fact was,
primarily, the reason Gabby Bellam was
prolonging this little interview as long as possible.

His sharp eyes swept around the dimly lit tea-
room before he continued with, “When do you
want the job pulled?”

“Would this Wednesday, tomorrow, do? I go to
the theatre every Wednesday. You could hold me
up on my return.”

“Can’t do it,” declared Bellam. “Got a job on
tomorrow.”

“Oh, I see,” said the woman. “Well, then, could
you come a week from tomorrow?”

“O.K.,” said Bellam. He lit a cigarette and
gazed at it thoughtfully a moment. Then he said,
“You can pay me a grand now, and four grand after
I pull the job.”

“A grand?” puzzled the girl. “Oh, I see. You
mean a thousand dollars. I’ll give you a check.”

“Check? Nothing doing. Cash, lady, cash.”
“You’ll have to wait, then, until I walk over to

the bank.”

“Yeah, I’ll wait,” said Bellam languidly. “Don’t
be long.”

He watched the back of the woman until she
was lost in the traffic outside, his eyes sharp and
intense. Some baby, this Mrs. Warren, his thoughts
ran. Real class there. A divorcée, he had gathered.
A little ritzy now, of course, but as soon as he’d
pulled this fake robbery for her, she’d come off her
high horse. He was certain of that. As party to a
conspiracy to defraud, she would be right in his
hands. She’d be forced to be nice to him. His face
grew heavy with desire at the thought.

When the woman returned, Bellam played his
trump hand.

“By the way,” he said, as he pocketed the
money, “I haven’t got much time now, so here’s
what you’d better do: you drop me a letter in the
next few days telling me what time you’ll be
coming back from the show and everything like
that. That’ll be all I’ll need. You can depend on me
being there.”

“You’ll bring the necklace back to me the day
after you rob, er—take it?” questioned the woman.

“Sure, I’ll bring it back.” Bellam got to his feet.
“Well, don’t forget that letter so I’ll know what
time to be there.”

“No, I won’t,” returned Mrs. Warren. “But wait
a minute, Mr. Bellam. Where’ll I send it?”

“General delivery. I’ll get it. Well, see you two
weeks from tomorrow.” He smiled fawningly,
tipped his derby, and went his way.

As he walked along in the swirling holiday
crowds, Gabby felt exceedingly exultant. With that
incriminating letter in his possession, he’d be
sitting on top of the world. Old Lady Bennicott had
steered him into a juicy job in this Warren business
all right. He had a grand in his pocket now; once he
got hands on those rubies, that would mean another
thirty grand.

And then there was—and Bellam’s eyes
glistened at the thought—the very delectable young
woman herself.
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HE following day—Wednesday—the depar-
ture from and the return to her apartment of

Mrs. Warren was followed very intently by Mr.
Gabby Bellam. It was not until the woman finally
entered the lobby of her apartment building that he
flipped his cigarette away, turned up his coat collar,
and hurried off. He considered it an evening well
spent.

The Warren woman went to the theatre on
Wednesdays all right. Now he felt safe to go ahead
with that fake jewel robbery. Fake robbery! That
was a laugh. Bellam chuckled as he went around
the corner where his car stood parked. It would be a
fake all right, but not as far as Gabby Bellam was
concerned.

A week from that night, at the same late hour of
the evening, once again Bellam stood across the
street from Mrs. Warren’s home. It was drizzling
slightly and the man pulled up the collar of his coat
and cursed lustily under his breath. Why didn’t that
blanked woman hurry? Twelve o’clock was the
hour she had given him in her letter. He looked at
his watch, holding the face of it up toward the
streetlight. It was 12:30. Just like a woman.

And then Bellam had to smile in spite of
himself, as he recalled just how profitable this
evening’s work was going to be. It was going to be
worth standing around an extra half hour for such
profits.

The side street was practically deserted, now,
except for occasional autos gliding by on the wet
street, and Bellam crossed over to the opposite side.
He stationed himself in the shadows alongside the
apartment-house entrance.

A taxi drew up and two women got out. Bellam
peered out cautiously and saw that the woman
paying the driver was his Mrs. Warren. Smart, eh?
She’d brought along another woman to make the
job look better. He reached into his pocket, took
out a dark cloth, tied it around the lower half of his
face, pulled an automatic out of a shoulder holster,
and stood waiting.

The moment the taxi pulled away, he stepped
out and met the two women as they came up to the
door.

“Get over there!” he snarled. “Keep your
mouths shut!” With his gun he motioned toward the
shadows from which he had stepped.

The woman with Mrs. Warren gave a faint bleat
of alarm, and Mrs. Warren took her arm and pulled
her over into the shadows.

In three minutes Bellam was through; the
necklace was in his pocket together with the
pocketbooks and incidental jewelry of both the
women.

Then he snapped, “Don’t move for five minutes
or I’ll kill you!” turned, and dashed around the
corner to where his car stood waiting.

HE next afternoon an impeccably attired
Gabby Bellam pressed the bell-button labeled

“Mrs. C. Warren.” At the faint response down the
tube he answered, “Mr. Bellam,” and smiled at the
immediate buzz of the door release. Anxious to see
him, was she?

“Hello,” Mrs. Warren greeted him. “Won’t you
come in?”

Would he come in? Bellam grinned at that. Try
and keep him out! He followed her into the
apartment, his eyes feasting on her. Some baby.
She’d have to be mighty nice to him now.

“Well, how did you like the way I put it over?”
he questioned when they were seated on a divan in
the living room.

“It was a good thing I knew who you were or
I’d have been frightened to death,” smiled the
young woman. “Poor Mrs. Winslow’s in bed yet
from the shock. It was unfortunate for her that she
met me at the theatre and absolutely insisted on
driving home in my cab.”

“Yeah? Well, I didn’t mind,” said Bellam
easily, reaching over the woman familiarly to get a
cigarette off the end-table.

“No, I suppose not,” said the woman. “Mrs.
Winslow’s jewelry will be sort of a—er—bonus for
you.”

“Yeah, sort of,” said Bellam. He let his arm
drop in back of her. “So you were a little scared of
me, eh?”

“No, really I wasn’t,” said Mrs. Warren. She
moved away a bit from the man and added: “You
give me the rubies now, and then I’ll give you a
check. I’ve got to hurry. I’ve got an engagement
this afternoon.”

Bellam stiffened at the sudden formality of her
tone. So she was going to be high-hat, was she? He
made one more attempt at familiarity.

“Aw, be nice,” he murmured with a smile
intended to be beguiling. “I’m only a poor orphan
with one mother and one father.” He reached out
for her hand, but she snatched it away and stood
erect.
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“I’d like to have that necklace now,” she said. “I
told you I’m very busy today.”

“Oh, yeah? Well, I’m not.” Bellam was in a
cold fury now. He dropped all pretense at
amiability. “What do you want with those rubies
anyway? They’re paste.”

“What!” exclaimed Mrs. Warren.
Bellam jumped to his feet, anger twisting his

thin face, and seized her arm.
“Thought you were smart, eh,” he demanded,

“wearing paste last night instead of the real stuff? I
should do all the work and be satisfied with five
grand while you look pretty and clean up thirty
grand on the insurance and keep your string on top
of it. Thought I was a sap, eh? Well, I’m not, see,
baby. Come across now. Where’s that rope?”

The woman’s free hand was in the right pocket
of the coat of her tailored suit; suddenly it came out
with a small automatic in it. Bellam let go of her
other arm and staggered back, blank surprise on his
face. Then he smiled evilly and crouched slightly.
“Carry a gat, eh? Quite some little lady.”

“Put your hands up,” ordered the woman
tensely.

Bellam’s arms came up from his sides slowly,
then his mouth fell agape and he exclaimed,
“You!” in horror-stricken tones, his eyes popping at
something behind her. Startled, the woman turned
her head slightly. In that moment Bellam’s long
arm shot out and the small gun clattered to the
floor. The woman cried out in pain and grasped her
wrist.

A kick and the gun slithered under a chair,
while in Bellam’s hand an automatic menaced the
woman.

“Now will you be good, baby,” grinned Bellam.
“Let’s have a kiss before you go get the necklace

for me.” His left arm went out and pulled the girl to
him. To his surprise she did not struggle against
him and he dropped his gun on the sofa behind him
and held her close.

Suddenly she stared over his shoulder. “You!”
she said in a startled voice.

Bellam grinned. “That only works once, baby!”
he laughed.

Then the feel of a hard object pressing into the
small of his back made him realize that the woman
had not been acting.

“Put your hands up,” came the order in a deep
masculine voice.

Bellam’s arms went up.
“Now turn around.”
Bellam did. Then his knees buckled slightly and

his face went white. Toole, the insurance detail
dick!

“Yes, Gabby, it’s Johnny Toole, all right,” said
the detective. “Put out your hands.” Then, as he
clicked on the handcuffs he said, in an aside to the
woman:

“Sorry I let you in for this, Mrs. Warren. I
stepped out the back way to get a breath of air, and
I just got back in time to see Romeo here strut his
stuff.

“The insurance companies have been chasing
you a year now, Gabby,” he went on. “It wasn’t
until we brought a good-looking woman into the
case that we got you. Sure, Mrs. Warren here works
for the very companies you and your lady friends
have been defrauding for the last year. How do you
like her?”

But he got no answer to that. For the first time
in his life the very garrulous Mr. Gabby Bellam
was speechless. He was stricken dumb, curiously
enough, by two metal bands encircling his wrists.


