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Jim Gurley primed a slug-mad trap against himself when he bucked. . . . 
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T was a man-sized bath towel and it 
had big, blue letters running lengthwise 
down its middle: Property of Hotel 

Balfour. “Sleepy Jim” Gurley wrapped it 
around his waist, dashed into the bedroom 
and clamped the telephone receiver against 
a dripping ear. 

“Hello.” His deep, slightly hoarse voice 
sounded very tired. 

His massive, naked shoulders gleamed 

wetly in the light from the ceiling fixture. 
Tiny rivers of water streamed down his 
stalwart legs and seeped into the carpet at 
his feet. 

On the bed, tossed in a twisted heap, 
was a pair of loud pajamas, yelling to the 
four walls in two-inch alternating bars of 
purple and green. Limp brown socks, with 
ragged garters attached, dangled across one 
corner of an open gladstone on the luggage 
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stand. 
The voice that came back over the wire 

was unpleasantly guttural and carried an 
uncompromising note. “This is Gurley, 
ain’t it?”  

“Yeah.”  
“I’m Erdman. I’m down in the lobby. I 

gotta see you. Life and death. No song an’ 
dance. That’s straight as the Erie rides the 
meadows.”  

“Not now,” returned Gurley shortly.  
“I’m about to pop into the downy for some 
shuteye. I been on a lousy rattler all day.”  

“Now don’t start stalling around, 
Gurley,” the voice took on a warning edge. 
“We got Crenshaw jammed up and we’ll 
jam you if you don’t wipe your nose and 
get some sense in your button.”  

“In the morning, squirt,” growled 
Gurley. Without waiting for a response, he 
slammed down the receiver and began to 
towel himself briskly. The rough fabric 
worked a deep glow into his body. He 
breathed deeply and then yawned 
comfortably. He wadded the damp fabric 
into a ball and heaved it through the bath-
room door, not troubling to see where it 
landed. 

He had the pajamas on and was about 
to switch off the light, when a heavy rap 
sounded on the door. Gurley paid no 
attention. He flicked the switch and 
crawled into the bed, pulling the covers up 
around his big, red ears. He sighed 
contentedly as he snugged his head into the 
soft, clean pillow. 

The knock was repeated, this time 
louder. Gurley reached out and lifted the 
phone. “Sweetheart, there’s a very pesky 
insurance salesman wearing the paint off 
the outside of my door. I want shuteye. Tell 
the house dick or somebody to take him 
down and dust him off. Atta girl.”  

The knocking continued for a few 
moments and then heavy feet pounded in 
the hall. Voices sounded, then footsteps 

receded and all was quiet. Gurley rolled 
over and began to snore lightly. 

About fifteen minutes ticked by. The 
room was dead quiet except for the taxicab 
horns and the faint roar of the city’s night 
life that filtered in through the partially 
opened window. 

Then a foot scuffed faintly on the metal 
lattice of the fire-escape. The window was 
pushed softly upward and the dark shadow 
of a man’s head edged over. 

“Hey, Gurley,” a low-pitched, guttural 
voice called. “This is Erdman. Keep your 
roscoe iced. Crawl out and open up.”  

Gurley rolled over and sat up. He 
swore. He reached up to turn on the 
bedlamp. But he drew his hand back 
quickly, got out of bed and switched on the 
ceiling light. 

He turned and scowled darkly at the 
man who was crawling awkwardly across 
the sill. “You dizzy punk, this is the 
fourteenth floor. It’d serve you right if I 
heaved you out and let you spill your liver 
and bunions on the sidewalk.”  

The man was squat but heavily built. 
He had on a brown suit which showed 
white streaks, as if he had brushed up 
against a plastered wall. His hat was a tan 
felt, many shades darker than the day of its 
sale. His face was pock-marked, his 
complexion sallow. His eyes were small, 
beady and shifty. His thick-lipped mouth 
creased into a leering grin as he said: 

“That was a good one, telling them I 
was an insurance guy. Ha ha.” His laugh 
was hollow, entirely mirthless. 

 
URLEY shrugged carelessly into a 
creased and faded dressing gown that 

had once been flaming red. He lounged on 
the edge of the bed and crossed his legs; his 
great bare foot swung out and back like the 
hoof of a trained circus elephant. He lit a 
cigarette and took a deep drag. 

“Well, squirt, you better have 
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something on the ball. It makes me sore to 
have guys busting into my room.”  

Erdman straightened himself up and his 
chest expanded a quarter of an inch or so; 
the sight of Gurley lolling nonchalantly on 
the bed, unarmed and undressed, seemed to 
lend him courage. When he spoke, his 
voice had a faint metallic edge, and it was 
hardly compromising. 

“Look, Gurley, I’ll squat right down to 
cases. You came all the way from 
Cleveland, where I understand you got a 
nice paying business, to handle something 
special for Crenshaw, the guy they call the 
artichoke king. Now, to place it pat and 
snappy, I’m laying ten G’s right on the line 
to say you are hopping the first rattler in 
the A. M. for the home diggings. You are 
gonna shake the cab peephorns outta your 
ears and forget all about artichokes and 
vegetables and stuff. How’s about it?” He 
patted his breast pocket with his left hand, 
cocking his head to one side and watching 
for the effect. 

“A private dick can always use 
mazurko,” said Gurley, stifling a yawn, 
“but I’m a guy that don’t like to be pushed. 
What’s the gag?”  

“This guy Crenshaw has got himself a 
secret routine for making alky outta 
artichokes,” explained Erdman. “Sounds 
screwy but it’s on the up and up. Some big 
shots in the alky business figure you might 
gum up a certain big deal, on account of 
you got a rep for gumming up big deals, 
see? So you are about as welcome in this 
burg as a lemon at a whistling party.”  

“Yeah?”  
“And so the big shot figured a nice 

little wad of ten G’s might make it 
interesting for you to powder.”  

“Oh, it is very interesting,” Gurley 
assured him. 

“Then it’s a deal?” Erdman reached 
eagerly into his pocket. 

“No dice,” said Gurley, stifling another 

yawn. He leaned back and took a deep 
drag. 

“Eh?” The exclamation was literally 
wrenched from Erdman’s mouth. His lips 
fell apart. His hand jerked out empty. His 
tone was incredulous. “You—you don’t 
mean you’re turning it down?”  

“I said no dice.” Gurley did not raise 
his voice. But there was a note of finality in 
it. “Now you can scram.” He began to 
loosen the belt of his dressing gown. 

Erdman’s lips drew into a thin line. “So 
you won’t trade.”  

“I’ll give you ten seconds to pull your 
freight, squirt.” 

“Now listen, Gurley. I think you got us 
all wrong.”  

“No, I got you right. I can smell the 
breed.”  

“Your smeller ain’t working right if 
you think we’re offering to trade because 
we heard you’re dynamite and we’re afraid 
of a blow-off. It’s the other way around, 
see? Ten grand is chicken-scratchings to 
us. We figured we’d be on the up and up, 
though, so we offered you a break to pull 
your nose outta the stew. But if you want 
us to use our weight, okay.”  

He shrugged and turned toward the 
door. 

“Oh, so now you’re getting tough.” 
Gurley got on his feet, towering, even in 
his bare feet. A shock of his curly red hair 
stuck out rakishly. His jaw set menacingly. 

Erdman turned back. “Yeah, you got 
the idea.” he sneered. “And in case you got 
a yen for jogerphy, our favorite dumping 
spot is the upper ramp of the Manhattan 
Bridge between three and four A. M.”  

Gurley shook his head in puzzled 
fashion, as if there was something he could 
not quite understand. “You mean you got 
nerve enough to stand there and tell me you 
are working for a guy that is thinking of 
knocking me off?”  

“Smart egg!” Erdman’s grin was ugly. 
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“Sure, that’s it. And in case you think 
maybe I’m kidding—” He reached across 
his vest front and drew an automatic pistol, 
juggling it so that the muzzle raked the spot 
where Gurley stood. 

“Hey, you better put that away,” 
warned Gurley. “It makes me sore to have 
guys pull rods on me.”  

“Oh, so it makes you sore,” mocked 
Erdman. “My, my! Sleepy Jim, the softy 
from Cleveland. Hell—and the chief said 
you were dynamite. Why you’re nothing 
but a dopey punk that needs to be called—” 

Gurley’s cigarette was on its way to his 
mouth as Erdman spoke. The butt was 
about half smoked and Gurley’s hand was 
so steady that there was fully an inch of ash 
extending from the glowing end of it. The 
only movement Gurley made was to twist 
his wrist slightly; then his second finger 
found release like a steel spring uncoiling. 
The burning butt darted through the air and 
lodged squarely in Erdman’s left eye. 

Erdman screamed in pain and dropped 
the gun as both his hands clawed wildly at 
his injured optic. Gurley stooped 
unhurriedly, picked up the gun and flung it 
carelessly on the bed. Then he went over, 
clenched the front part of Erdman’s suit in 
his big fist, jerked him forward and slapped 
a big paw across the side of his head, just 
under the ear. Then he sliced the same hand 
down across Erdman’s face, contacting his 
nose in a downward glancing blow. 
Erdman yelled, devoting his two hands to a 
frenzied attempt to protect all his exposed 
organs at one time—an impossible feat 
under any circumstances. 

“I—told—you,” said Gurley, 
punctuating his words with flat-handed 
blows, “it makes—me sore—to have 
guys—pull guns—on me.”  

“Help! Help!” screamed Erdman. 
Gurley brought his hand up carelessly 

under Erdman’s chin, not doubled up, just 
hanging open. Erdman’s chin snapped up, 

his head rolled back, and the blood which 
was running from his nose trickled into his 
quivering mouth. His hat fell to the floor. 
His left eye was closed, wreathed by a 
singed eyebrow, and his right was fast 
closing. 

Gurley stopped slapping him. “Next 
time you pull a gun on me, I’ll pin your 
ears back.”  

Then he opened the door, chucked 
Erdman out into the hall, and slammed the 
door shut, without troubling to see where 
the gunman landed. He locked the door and 
strode toward the bed, tearing off his 
dressing gown. His foot kicked Erdman’s 
hat. He pulled back a pace and aimed a 
kick that lifted the hat, and sent it sailing 
across the room, out the window. Then he 
went to the bath room and carefully 
lathered and rinsed his hands. 

Gurley came striding out of the bath 
room, heading for the bed. His foot stepped 
on the lighted butt which he had flipped at 
Erdman. He swore, dancing around on one 
foot. He picked up the butt and mashed it 
out in the amber glass ash tray on the bed-
stand. He stuck the pistol on the edge of the 
stand, snapped off the light, and crawled 
into bed. He heaved the covers up into the 
air and they settled down around him like a 
capsizing tent. He rolled over and the 
spring groaned under his weight. 

 
 FEW minutes later a loud, imperious 
knock sounded on the door. The buzz 

of voices came through the transom. 
Gurley did not move for a few moments. 
The knocking grew louder, more insistent. 
He reached out in the darkness and picked 
up the phone. 

“Sweetheart, what kind of a dump is 
this? I just blew in from Cleveland. I’m 
tired as hell; I want sleep. But there’s crazy 
guys knocking on my door every coupla 
minutes. It’s terrible.”  

“The gentleman who is knocking on 
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your door,” replied the operator sweetly, 
“is the manager of the hotel. You had better 
admit him, sir.”  

Gurley let out a muffled oath and 
slapped down the instrument. He turned on 
the bed lamp, went over and opened the 
door. A short, slight man with greying 
temples, wearing a dark business suit, 
stood just outside. Behind him, two husky 
bellhops were helping Erdman to get on his 
feet. He was mussed up very badly, the 
blood on his chin and shirt front making 
the job look more like a shambles than a 
nose bleed. He swayed weakly when they 
got him on his feet, and they had to hold 
him up. 

Gurley paid no attention to Erdman or 
the bellhops. He addressed the short man: 
“So you’re the manager of this nut house,” 
he bellowed. “How the hell d’you expect a 
tired traveler to sleep when you keep 
knocking on his door all night?”  

The manager pointed at Erdman. “This 
is your doing, sir?” he inquired stiffly. 

“I was through with him, so I threw 
him out,” returned Gurley, glancing 
indifferently at Erdman. “Now about this 
service, I’m very glad you came up, 
because I want you to see that I am not 
disturbed for the rest of the night. I been 
knocking around all day on a rattier and 
I’m very tired. I—”  

“I’m sorry we can not accommodate 
you,” replied the manager quietly. “In fact, 
I’m afraid we must ask you to leave.”  

Gurley’s jaw dropped. “You mean you 
want to bounce me?”  

The manager’s tone was apologetic. “I 
wouldn’t express it so crudely. However, 
the thought is accurate. Now, if you’ll 
kindly pack—”  

“Say, what’s the idea? A little joke or 
something? Ha, ha. Now I laughed. Go 
away and lemme sleep.” Gurley yawned 
and stretched. 

“I am sorry,” said the manager coldly. 

“We do not allow guests to brawl. You beat 
this man unmercifully, though he came on 
a peaceful errand. We cannot allow you to 
stay, sir, out of consideration for our other 
guests.”  

“Peaceful errand, did you say?” Gurley 
laughed good-naturedly. “Well, I guess I 
can set you straight there. He stepped back 
into the room. The manager followed. “See 
this gun? That hood came through the 
window and pulled this rod on me. You 
blame me for mussing him up?”  

“Your story is incredible,” stated the 
manager. “It is what might be vulgarly 
termed a gag. Insurance men are sometimes 
unduly persistent, but they don’t carry 
deadly weapons.”  

“Nuts,” said Gurley. “Don’t fall for 
that. This egg is no insurance man.”  

The manager’s eyebrows went up. “Do 
you deny you told our telephone operator 
he was an insurance salesman?”  

“No, but—”  
“The truth of the matter,” pursued the 

manager severely, “is that this is your gun, 
most likely.”  

“No, it isn’t,” said Gurley eagerly. He 
reached over and pulled a shoulder holster 
from the opened Gladstone bag. His socks, 
dangling on the edge of the bag, fell to the 
floor. “See, this is my gun.”  

The manager stared at it frigidly. “In 
that case, since you admit you are carrying 
a gun, I assure you, we certainly do not 
wish your further patronage.” 

“But I have a permit. I’m a detective. 
I—”  

“I am sorry,” the manager’s tones were 
final. “If you persist further, I shall call the 
police and prefer charges.”  

“Yeah, do that,” said Gurley. “I don’t 
know many people in town, but I do knew 
Captain Farrigan. He’ll vouch for me. He’ll 
tell you I’m okay. Call up and ask for—” 
He broke off suddenly, as if he had thought 
of something disquieting. He hesitated a 
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moment, then said: “No, don’t call 
Farrigan. No, that wouldn’t do. Er—aw, 
hell, just let it drop, see?”  

The manager nodded significantly. “I 
understand, sir.” There was a vague hint of 
inner amusement in his voice.  

Gurley snapped his fingers disgustedly 
and threw the gun into the suitcase. He 
pulled on his pants over his pajamas and 
snapped the suspenders over his massive 
shoulders, meanwhile casting wrathful 
glances at the diminutive manager who 
walked to the door and stood watching him 
out of the corner of his eye. 

“I oughta poke that little runt—” 
muttered Gurley, then broke off. He pulled 
on his shoes without troubling to don his 
socks. In the midst of lacing them, he 
paused to stopper a terrific yawn with a 
huge paw. “Gosh, I got to get shuteye—
somehow,” he muttered. Then he snugged 
into his overcoat, wrapped a blue flannel 
scarf around his neck and stuffed the rest of 
his things into the bag. 

He picked up the bag and stalked out 
past the manager. In the hall, the two 
bellhops were supporting Erdman into the 
public bath room. Erdman saw him coming 
and cried: “You dirty punk! I’ll put a slug 
in you if it takes the rest of my life!”  

Gurley ignored him. He cast a scathing 
glance over his shoulder at the manager, 
who was following him down the corridor. 
“I suppose that sounded like a disappointed 
insurance salesman!” Without waiting for 
any reply, he turned his back and strode 
toward the elevators. 

In the lobby, he slapped his key down 
on the desk. The night clerk eyed him 
sleepily. “You and me both,” remarked 
Gurley, yawning prodigiously. “Listen, 
mark this down, so you don’t wake up and 
think you dreamed it. “I’m expecting 
messages, and I want ‘em forwarded to the 
Princeton Hotel.”  

“Sure, Mr. Gurley,” said the clerk. 

“And pleasant dreams to you, sir.”  
“That crack is in very bad taste,” said 

Gurley. He scowled darkly and strode out 
of the lobby. 

 
URLEY sat on the edge of the bed and 
gingerly rubbed vaseline on the sole 

of his foot where he had stepped on the 
lighted butt. 

The room was smaller and stuffier than 
the one at the Balfour, but the Princeton 
was an older place and not so particular 
about the habits of its transient guests. 

Gurley turned down the covers and 
reached lazily for the chain of the bed 
lamp. The phone rang. He yanked the 
receiver from the prongs with a savage 
gesture. 

“Hello.”  
“Is this Jim Gurley?” The voice was 

young and very feminine. 
Gurley frowned. “Yeah. Who’s this?”  
“I’m Doris Crenshaw. My father sent 

me. I’ve got to see you right away.”  
Gurley glanced at the inviting white 

sheets, the untouched pillow. He sighed. 
“Doris, I’m very busy right now. You take 
a little walk and come back in the 
morning.”  

“Oh, Mr. Gurley!” the voice rose 
excitedly. “Don’t send me away! I’ve got 
to see you.” 

“What’s the rush?”  
“Dad’s in terrible trouble. His life is 

threatened. And I think there’s a man 
following me. I’m scared to death. I need 
your help!”  

“Oh, hell,” groaned Gurley. “All right, 
come on up.”  

When the light tap sounded on the 
door, Gurley hobbled over and dragged it 
open. The girl rushed in with a frightened 
air, hurried past him and went to the 
window. She stood peering down into the 
street with a distracted mien. 

As she passed him, he got a whiff of 
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some enticing perfume and caught a 
glimpse of a pert, rounded face half-hidden 
by a nose-length veil attached to a snug, 
black turban. She came back from the 
window, taking short, agitated steps, and 
perched on the edge of the bed. She pushed 
back the fur collar of her expensive 
broadcloth coat, revealing a black silk dress 
whose sheen was moulded to her figure. 
She pushed up the veil and turned darkly 
luminous, terrified eyes on him. 

“I don’t see them,” she faltered, “but 
I’m sure there were two men following 
me.” Her voice shook. 

‘‘Yeah, and some mug named Erdman 
tried to buy me off this job for ten grand 
over at the Balfour. When I turned him 
down, he pulled a gun on me. I mussed him 
up, and the management bounced me. I had 
to get out because the only guy I know on 
the police force is Captain Farrigan—and I 
owe him a $200 poker debt. Now suppose 
you give me the lowdown. All I know is 
that I got a wire from Crenshaw asking me 
to hit this burg and register at the Balfour.”  

“Dad wired you because he didn’t 
know whom to trust here in town—and 
he’d heard that you were a right guy, a dick 
that was on the up and up.”  

“Where is he? If he’s gonna retain me, I 
got to see him. Why didn’t he come 
himself?”  

“He’s got to lie low. Don’t you 
understand? He’s been threatened and he’s 
afraid if he shows himself, they’ll get him”. 

“Who’ll get him?”  
The girl shook her head hopelessly. “I 

wish I knew. Some one who is trying to 
steal his process, I guess.”  

“You mean that invention for making 
alcohol out of artichokes?”  

“Yes.”  
“Haven’t you any idea who might—”  
“Well, I thought it might be Ryerson, 

the lawyer, because Dad is in trouble with 
him on account of the process. In fact, 

that’s why Dad wanted your help. But it 
can’t be Ryerson who has hired thugs to 
kill us. I—”  

“Why? What about Ryerson? Give me 
the dope.”  

“Dad’s in an awful jam there. He gave 
Ryerson a forged power of attorney to 
dispose of the patent rights to the artichoke 
process.”  

“A forged power of attorney? What 
would he do that for?”  

“He must have been temporarily insane 
to do it, because now Ryerson has us in a 
terrific spot.”  

“Tell me what happened.” Gurley 
fished a cigarette out of a crumpled pack 
and lit it. 

“Ryerson must have had some kind of a 
hold over Dad. I don’t know what. But Dad 
told me he was in a position where Ryerson 
could force Dad to let him handle the sale 
of the patent. Dad had to draw up a power 
of attorney giving Ryerson the right to 
dispose of the patent. But instead of 
signing the paper himself, Dad took it out 
to his secretary, who signs a lot of his 
unimportant mail, and had her write his 
name. Then he gave the forged power of 
attorney to Ryerson. You can imagine what 
happened.”  

“Hell!” said Gurley. “That was a damn 
fool thing to do. I suppose Ryerson went 
ahead and arranged a sale, and when it 
came to final papers, your father denied 
he’d given any power of attorney. That left 
Ryerson holding the bag.”  

“Sure. The prospective buyer 
complained to the bar association, claiming 
that Ryerson forged the power of attorney 
himself! What a mess!”  

“What about the hold Ryerson had over 
your dad?”  

“With a cloud over his head, Ryerson 
apparently can’t use it, whatever it was. 
But he is going to sue Dad for fraud and 
defamation of character unless Dad settles 
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for two hundred thousand dollars.”  
Gurley whistled. “Listen, this guy 

Ryerson, I’ve heard of him. He’s nothing 
but a cheap shyster. I’ll stake Crenshaw’s 
rep against his any day. He’ll never get 
anywhere with a suit like that. Any jury 
would swear he faked up the power of 
attorney himself.” 

Doris shook her head sadly. “I’m afraid 
you’re wrong there. You see, Ryerson is 
smart. He got hold of that girl Dad had 
working for him. She’s gone over to the 
other side. She’ll testify that Dad paid her 
money to sign his name to that paper.”  

“Oh, oh—that’s bad.”  
“And that’s why Dad has got to have 

your help.”  
“What does he want me to do?”  
“Get back that fake power of attorney. 

Then Ryerson’s case will flop.”  
“What?” demanded Gurley, exhaling 

explosively. “How am I gonna do that? 
Nitro Ryerson’s safe or something? What 
does your old man take me for, a second 
story man?” 

“There—there are ways of doing these 
things, aren’t there?” her lips trembled. 
“You—you have experience. Can’t you 
negotiate—or something?”  

“Negotiate!” snorted Gurley. “That’s 
rich! From what you’ve told me, the time 
for trading was when Ryerson first went to 
your dad and threatened him. Haven’t you 
any idea what this hold was he had?” 

 
ORIS shook her head helplessly, her 
hands nervously twisting her 

handkerchief, tears starting in her eyes. 
“You must try and help Dad. You will, 
won’t you?” she ended pleadingly, bending 
her head to dab at her eyes. 

Gurley stood with elbow cupped in 
palm, his right hand stroking his lean jaw. 

The girl raised her head and flashed a 
glance at him. He was not looking at her 

now. His attention was focused on the 
door. He had assumed a listening attitude. 

Suddenly he strode over and placed his 
ear close to the door, motioning her to 
silence. Then he came back and leaned 
over her. She kept daubing at her eye with 
the tiny bit of fabric. 

“Listen,” he whispered. “I hear 
somebody out in the hall. Maybe it’s those 
men who followed you, or maybe it’s some 
of Erdman’s friends looking for me. You 
raise your voice and pretend to quarrel. I 
want to steer them off.”  

The girl stared at him 
uncomprehendingly. 

Gurley said aloud. “If you ever go near 
that guy Larry again, I’ll bust your back. 
D’ya hear me?” He spoke with a slightly 
nasal twang. 

The girl nodded quick understanding. 
She broke out shrilly: “I’m telling you I 
haven’t seen that punk since Thanksgiving. 
That was the day I saw him going into the 
Paramount with that dizzy blonde, the 
cluck.”  

“So that’s it. You’re nuts about the guy. 
You see him with another dame and it 
burns you up.”  

“Nerts to you. I don’t care if I never a 
see him again. So there!”  

Gurley leaned over and shouted: “Well, 
you better not! If 1 ever caught you 
running around with him again, I’d—” He 
bent down swiftly, caught up two telephone 
directories from the shelf under the night 
table and slapped them together 
resoundingly. Then he cocked his ear 
toward the door.  

The girl sprang to her feet. “You 
brute!” she cried, stamping on the floor. 
“You brute! You hit me!”  

“Yeah, and I’ll smack you down next 
time,” growled Gurley. 

“Oh, you will, huh? I’ll get Larry to 
give you a working over.”  

D 
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“Zat so?” Gurley picked up a chair and 
slammed it against the wall. 

The girl let out an agonizing scream.  
Gurley paused and listened.  
There was a loud knock on the door. 

Gurley frowned. He went over and opened 
it. A heavy-set man in a derby and a 
wrinkled gray suit stood outside. His shirt 
was loud, his tie louder. His vest was 
buttoned crooked. He said: “I’m the house 
detective.”  

“So what?” replied Gurley.  
“I been keeping an eye on you, Gurley, 

on account of a tip we got from the 
Balfour. They belong to the Taitler chain, 
same as us. I understand they bounced you 
for slugging a gent all over the joint. Now I 
see you are beating up a choice morsel of 
fluff.” He looked at the girl who had 
suddenly stopped whimpering. He shook 
his head sadly. “Guys like you should 
ought to live in the woods or something.”  

“Listen, punk,” growled Gurley, “now 
you spoke your piece you can scram.” 

“You are the one who is going to do the 
scramming,” replied the house dick.  

“Aw!” groaned Gurley. “Again?”  
“Yes, Mr. Gurley, again.”  
“When do 1 get some shuteye? This is 

awful.”  
“If I were you,” the dick gently 

suggested, “I would go to Grand Central 
and snooze on a bench until the first rattler 
leaves for where you came from.”  

“I get it,” sighed Gurley. “Wait down in 
the lobby. You will see me going out as 
soon as I get dressed and packed.”  

“Okay.”  
Gurley shut the door on him and turned 

to the girl. 
She faced him, her eyes blazing. “That 

was smart, wise guy! What’s the idea?”  
“I wanted to show you up, girlie.”  
“What d’you mean?”  
Gurley’s gaze was suddenly steel-

tinged. “I figured if 1 got you kind of 

excited, you’d queer yourself—and it 
worked.”  

“What in the hell d’you mean, ‘it 
worked?’ ” Her voice was shrill. 

“You forgot your high class lingo and 
fell back into the gutter talk you picked up 
palling with gorillas.”  

“Why, I don’t know what you’re—”  
“Listen, you think I’m a dummy. Get a 

load of this.” Gurley lit himself a fresh 
cigarette from the stub of the old. “The 
white, improved Jerusalem artichoke is 
gradually becoming recognized as a 
potential gold mine for the American 
farmer. Formerly it was looked upon 
almost like a weed, being considered 
worthless except as hog-fodder. More and 
more, the public is being educated to its 
sweet, nutlike flavor as a table delicacy; 
and wide-awake business men are realizing 
its importance in the field of commercial 
alcohol production . . . . What does that 
sound like to you, sister?”  

“What the hell are you doing, making a 
speech?”  

“Exactly. I was listening to the radio up 
in my little room the other night and who 
should go on the air but a guy that knew all 
about artichokes. It was so interesting I 
couldn’t help listening. His name was 
Crenshaw.”  

The girl drew back fearfully at mention 
of the name. Gurley regarded her grimly. 
“The speech was coming from a Chicago 
station. A couple of hours later I get a wire 
signed ‘Crenshaw’, from New York. I got 
him on long distance in Chicago and he 
said he never sent the wire. He retained me 
to check into the matter for him.”  

As Gurley finished, he leaned over 
suddenly and grabbed the girl’s wrist. He 
jerked her to her feet. She stood trembling, 
her eyes full of terror. “You didn’t fool me 
for a minute, sister. I was just stalling 
around to get the lowdown on this gag. 
You’re not Doris Crenshaw.”  
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“What—what’re you gonna do?” cried 
the girl. 

“Take you over to Ryerson.”  
She screamed: “No, no! Don’t do that! 

He’ll put me on the spot for talking. He’ll 
knock you off too.”  

Gurley slowly twisted her wrist. She 
cried aloud in pain. “You better talk, sister, 
if you want to have any bones left in your 
arm.”  

“Ow! Lay off! I’ll tell. He’s at the 
Brentmore.”  

“Good. You and me are going to take a 
room at the Brentmore. I’ll park you in a 
closet and go see Ryerson alone. There’s 
nothing like having a reserve trump in a 
game like this. I don’t know what it’s all 
about yet, but I’m gonna find out. And 
after that—” he yawned—“maybe I can get 
some sleep . . . .” 

 
 DEEP frown furrowed Jim Gurley’s 
forehead as he stopped and wrapped 

on the door of 1735. It inched open 
cautiously, then swung wide. The man who 
opened it was solemn-faced, square-jawed 
and wore a black slip-over in place of a 
vest. He stood aside without a word and 
motioned Gurley in. 

It was apparently the sitting room of a 
small suite. No bed was in evidence. 
Gurley’s eyes hardened as he strode 
deliberately forward, taking in details. 

There were three deeply upholstered 
chairs with handy end-tables and reading 
lamps. On the end-tables were ash trays 
stuffed with half-smoked butts.  

On one side was a large writing table 
on which stood a fountain-pen set and a 
French phone. On the other side of the 
room, close to a door which apparently led 
into the bed chamber, was another phone 
on a small stand. The door was shut tight. 

A man sat in front of the writing table, 
his chair hitched around at an angle. His 
feet were on the corner of the table and he 

had a newspaper spread over his cocked 
knees. He was small, wiry and dark, with 
low, carefully barbered sideboards—
handsome in a flashy way. 

He glanced up inquiringly when Gurley 
entered, but otherwise made no move. The 
man who admitted Gurley took up a 
position near the corridor door. 

“You’re Ryerson?” said Gurley. 
The man slowly pulled his feet off the 

table, deliberately tossed aside the paper. 
“Yes, I’m Ryerson.”  

“I’m Jim Gurley. You sent for me?”  
Ryerson frowned, his oily eyebrows 

lifting quizzically. “Sent for you? Why, 1 
never heard of you. What’s the gag?”  

Gurley rubbed his chin reflectively. 
“Now that’s funny. Crenshaw said you 
wanted to see me.”  

“Oh,” said Ryerson, “Crenshaw sent 
you.”  

“Yeah. He said you wanted to see me.”  
“Now, wait a minute,” protested 

Ryerson. He glanced at the door into the 
next room. His face had a puzzled 
expression. “I didn’t send for you. I don’t 
want anything to do with Crenshaw. He 
played me a dirty trick, so I’m going ahead 
with the case. If he sent you here—”  

“But he didn’t,” broke in Gurley, 
letting a shade of fretfulness creep into his 
voice. “Damn it, man, I just told you he 
sent word to me through his daughter that 
you wanted to see me.”  

“Let’s get this straight,” said Ryerson 
impatiently. “You’re telling me that 
Crenshaw didn’t send you to make a play 
for—”  

“That fake power of attorney?” sneered 
Gurley. “Hell, no. What does Crenshaw 
want with that? You’re the guy that faked it 
up. You worry!”  

Ryerson stiffened visibly. He nodded, 
as if he had suddenly seen something. “So 
that’s it. Running a bluff, eh? Well, you 
damn fool, it won’t get you anywhere. 

A 
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Crenshaw himself faked up that power of 
attorney on the artichoke process. We have 
a witness who will swear she worked in 
Crenshaw’s office and he paid her to sign 
his name to the agreement.”  

“Sure, sure,” said. Gurley. “You 
planted a dame in Crenshaw’s office 
several months before you pulled this stunt. 
She was actually on the payroll at the time 
you claim Crenshaw had her sign his name 
to that power of attorney. But you’re wrong 
when you say she’s on your side, 
Ryerson—because I got her.”  

“What the hell d’yon mean?”  
“I mean she came over to our side.”  
“You’re screwy, Gurley.”  
“Oh, yeah? Well, get this. A few 

minutes ago a dame calls you up to report 
that Gurley fell for the whole gag—that 
he’s on his way over to play some more 
sucker. Right?”  

Ryerson got to his feet, eyes blazing. 
“No use denying it,” continued Gurley. 

“Because I was standing in the phone booth 
with her, a gun in her ribs. Then I put her 
away where I’m the only one can lay hands 
on her.” 

 
YERSON’S jaw was hard; his lips 
shook angrily. “Yon stepped into this 

too deep for your health, Gurley,” his voice 
grated. “You’re writing your own ticket to 
hell!” 

Gurley ignored the remark. “I think I 
got the whole thing figured now, Ryerson.” 
His eyes kept circling warily around the 
room. “This is the grandest little 
shakedown stunt I’ve seen in years. You 
faked a power of attorney, and planted a 
dame in Crenshaw’s office who would 
swear he made her forge it. Of course, he 
never made her sign it; in fact, he doesn’t 
know a thing about this whole 
shakedown—yet. You were waiting to 
spring it when you had the last act 
complete. The last act was me. I was the 

sucker—from the sticks. I was supposed to 
come here and trade for the fake power of 
attorney, admitting that Crenshaw sent me. 
Then, with the whole conversation 
recorded, all you had to do was approach 
Crenshaw, spring the whole plant and 
shake him down for a couple of hundred 
grand. You knew he’d come across rather 
than lay himself open to a tough lawsuit, 
with all the evidence you had. To make 
sure I’d fall, you even sent one of your 
hoods to offer a phoney bribe and then 
threaten me.”  

Gurley strode over to the closed door 
and lifted up the telephone. He examined it, 
then dropped it. He came back to the 
writing table and examined the other 
phone. He pointed to the plunger, wedged 
up about a quarter of an inch with a wad of 
paper. “Dictaphone—with recording 
machine in the next room.” He ripped the 
instrument loose and shook it at Ryerson. 

Ryerson, his eyes twin slits in a 
deadpan, motioned with his head to the 
man who stood guard at the door. The man 
sprang forward and threw open the door to 
the next room. 

“All right, boys,” shouted Ryerson. 
Gurley whirled, sent a knotted fist to 
Ryerson’s jaw. He fell back against the arm 
of a lounging chair, lost his balance and 
crashed to the floor. He scrambled up as 
feet pounded and two more men piled into 
the room, joining the one who had 
remained on guard. 

Ryerson swayed, one hand clamped to 
his jaw. “Take him!” he shouted. 

Gurley swore, hurling the phone at 
them. It crashed into the wall close to the 
open door, shattering as it fell. The three 
men instinctively ducked, their hands 
streaking for their guns. But Gurley had his 
out, held them covered. 

“Now Ryerson,” he ordered through 
tight lips, “call off your dogs.”  

Ryerson made no move. The three 

 R
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gunmen stood still, watching Gurley 
hawkishly. Something moved in the dark 
slit at one hinge of the chamber door. Just 
as it caught Gurley’s eyes, it belched fire 
and the gun leaped from his hand, 
slithering across the room. 

Gurley flew into action. He literally 
hurled himself at the three gunmen who 
were dragging out their guns. He waded in, 
slugging right and left. Two of them went 
down under blows from his iron fists. The 
third, at too close range for gunplay, 
reversed his weapon and swung at Gurley. 
But Gurley ducked and lunged at the 
partially open door. 

The gun protruding through the door 
crack roared again, and a slug creased the 
side of his head. Hot stickiness bathed the 
side of his face as he hammered through 
the doorway, ripped it shut, wedging the 
gun barrel in the door jamb.  

The man who had been ambushing him 
from the safety of the bedroom released the 
locked butt and leaped back, screaming, It 
was Erdman, his face patched like a victim 
of flying glass. 

Gurley swiftly took in the details of the 
room, even as slugs began to tear through 
the jammed door. A recording machine 
stood on steel legs in the corner, with 
chairs drawn up around it. The electric 
motor still revolved the disk. In their haste, 
the gunmen had forgotten to stop it. The 
conversation with Ryerson had all been 
recorded—up to the moment he ripped out 
the telephone instrument. 

Gurley threw himself on his stomach 
and wriggled over. He risked a bullet in his 
arm to reach up and turn off the machine. 
Then he crawled over to where Erdman 
stood, shaking with fear and hate, out of 
range of the hot lead splintering through 
the door panel. 

Erdman shrank back, screaming as 
Gurley reached out, got his throat. 

Erdman’s face went black, his tongue 

protruded, showing a bluish hue. Gurley 
dropped him contemptuously, just as a new 
sound came to his ears. 

“The cops!” cried one of the gunmen in 
the next room. 

 
HE firing ceased suddenly. The sound 
of a door crashing open came to 

Gurley’s ears. He walked over and dragged 
the door open, mopping his bleeding head 
with his handkerchief. 

“Oh,” said a voice, “Jim Gurley is 
mixed up in this! Sleepy Jim Gurley from 
Cleveland.” The voice grew hard. A man in 
uniform walked over and stood in front of 
Gurley, while two policemen frisked and 
cuffed the gunmen. “I’m Captain Farrigan. 
You remember me, I guess?”  

Gurley nodded. “Yeah, I sure do.”  
Farrigan’s lips pursed and his eyes 

raked Gurley scathingly. “It was a great 
poker game, and I’ll not forget it either. 
Not till you pay me that two hundred.” 

Gurley sighed. “How about a little deal, 
captain? This is also quite a little game you 
just busted in on. This shyster Ryerson was 
getting ready for a two hundred-grand 
shakedown.”  

“Sounds interesting,” said Farrigan. 
Gurley showed him the recording 

machine. “It’s all on here—our 
conversation from beginning to end. 
Enough to involve Ryerson in an extortion 
plot the like of which has seldom been 
seen. And I’ve got another star witness, a 
dame that was working with Ryerson, 
locked in my room upstairs.”  

Farrigan considered. “Show her to me.”  
They walked down the corridor and 

came to the door of the room where Gurley 
had parked his bag—and the girl. A man in 
Tuxedo stood outside the room, knocking 
insistently on the door. He was flanked by 
two sturdy bellhops. 

“What’s this?” demanded Farrigan. 
“Guests have been complaining about 

T
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the terrible noise somebody is making in 
this room. Hear that thumping? But I can’t 
get any answer. I must send for a pass-
key.” 

“Never mind,” said Gurley. “This is my 
room. Here’s the key.” He inserted it in the 
lock, explaining: “That’s the girl I was 
telling you about, captain. She’s been 
locked in the closet so long I guess she’s 
getting kind of restless.”  

The man in the Tuxedo drew himself 
up frigidly. “If you are the occupant of this 
room, sir, I must ask you to leave this hotel 
at once. We cannot allow—”  

Gurley threw him a withering glance 
and said: “Don’t worry, guy.” He went 

over and picked up his bag, allowing 
Captain Farrigan to investigate the contents 
of the closet. He looked at his watch, and 
yawned. “There is one place I know I can 
get some sleep. That is in my room in 
Cleveland. I’ve just got time to make the 
one o’clock train.”  

“Thanks for breaking this case right 
into my lap,” called out Farrigan. 

Gurley grinned as he made for the door. 
“Don’t mention it. You have no idea how 
glad I am to get that little poker debt 
settled. Now I can surely get some peaceful 
shuteye.” 

 


