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Murder Makes a Splash
By 

Norman A. Daniels 

Patrolman Ross learned two 
things from his fireman toes—
how to sift the ashes of a red-
hot crime and how to smoke 
out a killer’s confession. 

OBODY ever did find out who saw him 
first, but a passerby, probably theater-
bound for it was early evening, let out a 

yell and pointed a finger skywards. Scores of pairs 
of eyes followed, and gasps of horror came from 
many lips. 

Patrolman Robert Ross looked up and blinked. 
There, on the edge of the roof twenty stories above 
the ground, was a man slowly backing toward his 
doom. Not of his own volition for a powerful 
stream of water played on him, forcing him back, 
playing with him as a cat would play with a cricket. 
Letting him think he was free, then turning on him 
again. 

Patrolman Ross didn’t waste much time before 
he was legging it across the street toward the 
entrance of that building. There were more 
screams. He stopped and looked up once again. 

The man was falling, turning over and over like 
a tiny doll, but getting bigger and bigger with each 
instant. Then Ross saw another man stagger to the 

edge. It seemed as though this second figure threw 
out his hands and suddenly was dangling in space, 
held up by some kind of support quite invisible 
from the street. 

Patrolman Ross went through the lobby of the 
building like a streak. As the police department’s 
star baseball player he was pretty fast. He was 
using all his speed right now. 

“Up—straight up to the roof,” he told the 
operator. “One guy just fell off and another is 
hanging there. Make this thing believe it’s a P-38.” 

The elevator started up at full speed. The 
operator was excited. 

“Copper, this cage only goes to the nineteenth 
floor. The twentieth is some kind of a loft. They 
don’t use elevator service. You gotta walk the last 
flight.” 

“Walk, my hat,” Ross grunted. “I’m ready to 
fly.” He slipped through the doors as they opened, 
found the stairway, and took the steps four at a 
time. Long legs made better speed than the 
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elevator. Then he was on the narrower stairway to 
the roof itself. At the top he tripped and nearly took 
a header over a length of fire hose stretched across 
the floor. 

He rushed over the rooftop. Reaching the edge 
he peered down and saw the man was moaning 
weakly and clinging to what seemed to be a radio 
aerial wire. 

 
OSS grabbed the length of wire extending 
over the edge. He braced himself firmly and 

began a slow, steady pulling. One strong jerk might 
dislodge the man who must be weak from his 
ordeal and from supporting his own weight so long. 

A dark head and perfectly white face came over 
the edge of the roof, but the man wouldn’t let go of 
the wire. He clung to it even as Ross pulled him 
across the rooftop to safety. He clung to it so 
tightly that Ross had to pry his fingers loose. 

“It’s okay now, mister,” he said. “You’re all 
right. Can you talk?” 

“Roy . . . Roy . . . he went . . . over . . . He’s 
dead!” 

“He sure is,” Ross said. “What happened?” 
“Help me to sit up. There . . . better. Much 

better. My head is swimming. I feel like a dishrag. 
Look like one too, I guess. All wet from that hose.” 

He was wet. The outer clothing was well 
soaked, but under his buttoned coat he wasn’t damp 
except from perspiration. Ross urged him to talk 
some more. The man complied. 

“My name is Peter Barcroft. Roy Jeffreys and 
I—he’s the one who went over—run a wholesale 
jewelry business in this building. Roy noticed 
something wrong with our stock and called my 
attention to it. We put in an order for an accountant 
to go over our books.” 

“Yeah, okay,” Ross said. “But you act as if 
somebody is a murderer. Now I saw the hose 
forcing Jeffreys overside. What I want to know is, 
who handled the hose?” 

“I’m coming to that, officer. Feel a lot better. 
Nerves steadier. I wondered about our bookkeeper 
and secretary—fellow named Mallory. I went into 
the next office to ask him about it. He had the safe 
open. There was a brisk fire going inside the safe. 
He was burning all the books.” 

“Where is Mallory now?” Ross demanded. 
“That guy’s a killer, and it’s my job to nab him.” 

“I don’t know where he is,” Barcroft answered 
with a sigh. “Let me go on, will you? I called Roy. 

By that time Mallory was running down the hall 
and we went after him. We’re on the eighteenth 
floor. We saw him head for the roof so we 
followed. It was dark when we got here. We started 
looking for him, then he turned that fire hose on 
us.” 

“That I already know,” Ross said. “What 
happened afterward?” 

“He kept forcing us a little at a time, back to the 
edge of the roof. Then he sent Roy over. I tried to 
charge him, but no one can resist the force of a 
stream of water like that. I was next. He kept 
taunting me. I tell you the man was out of his 
mind.” 

“You don’t know what he did after you went 
over, of course?” Ross asked. “He may be 
downstairs. I’m going to have a look. You’d better 
stay here in case some of the boys from 
Headquarters show up.” 

They came before Ross could reach the roof 
door. Sergeant Stokes of Homicide was in charge. 
Ross repeated Barcroft’s story. 

“We’ve got the whole building surrounded,” 
Stokes said. “If he’s still here, he won’t get away. 
Ross, you can go back on your beat now if you 
like.” 

Ross noticed that Sergeant Stokes did say “if 
you like.” Ross drew more courtesy from his 
ranking officers than most cops, because Ross was 
the star member of the Police baseball team. He’d 
personally shellacked the Fire Department two 
weeks before. 

“Mind if I stick around?” Ross asked. “Just for 
the experience.” 

“No, go ahead, only keep your nose out of 
things,” Stokes warned. “Too many of you 
fledglings are looking for a chance to solve some 
case and get your chevrons. You’ll find they have 
to be earned the hard way.” 

 
TOKES talked to Barcroft for a few seconds, 
then stamped over to the fire hose. He carefully 

draped a handkerchief over the brass nozzle to 
preserve fingerprints and assigned one man to stand 
guard at that spot. Then he went downstairs with 
Barcroft in tow. 

The still badly shaken jeweler led the way to his 
offices and hastily poured himself a drink from a 
bottle he found in his desk drawer. 

“There is no use looking for Mallory,” he said. 
“He beat it long ago. Oh, you’ll get him. How I 
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hope you get him. The safe is in the next office if 
you want a look.” 

Stokes did and Ross tagged along dutifully—the 
great teacher and the meek pupil. The safe, a large 
one, was opened wide. Ashes from various records 
still smoked, but the papers were completely 
destroyed and had even been stirred up to prevent a 
whole piece of ash from giving any clues. There 
was a pint bottle beside the safe. The odor of 
gasoline was pungent. Quite apparently, Mallory 
had first doused the papers with gas, then set them 
afire to do a thorough job. 

“Well, it’s a cinch anyway,” Stokes advised in 
an almost fatherly manner. “You won’t learn much 
from this case, Ross. We know how the crime was 
committed, the motive, and even the identity of the 
killer. All we have to do is throw out an alarm and 
haul him in.” 

“Yes, sir,” Ross said with a frown. He went 
back to Barcroft’s office, stood there, and stared at 
the jewel merchant. Barcroft returned the stare and 
shifted uneasily in his seat. 

“Did you want something, officer?” 
“No, nothing at all,” Ross said. “I was just 

thinking how lucky you were. Man alive, if that 
wire hadn’t been there! Now, suppose you give us a 
few tips on where to hunt for Mallory.” 

“I have his record here,” Barcroft declared. “I’ll 
turn it over to the sergeant. It gives Mallory’s 
address, previous occupation, and such. Personally, 
I don’t know a great deal about him. It did occur to 
me that he always wanted afternoons off when 
there were big horse races going on.” 

“That kind of a mug, huh?” Stokes said heavily 
as he came into the room. “We always find 
something like that. Ross, you can go back to your 
beat any time. This case is open and shut.” 

“Sarge,” Ross said, “can I talk to you for a 
minute? Aside.” 

Stokes shrugged and went over to a further 
corner. Ross spoke in a low voice while Barcroft 
watched them somewhat angrily. 

“Let me stick around, Sarge. I’ve got a hunch in 
this case. There’s something wrong. I can’t lay my 
finger on it, but it’s there just the same.” 

Stokes frowned. “Well, I did win ten bucks on 
that last inning you pitched for us. Okay. Stay as 
long as I do. That won’t be very long. I think 
you’re way off the beam, Ross. This thing is—” 

“Open and shut,” Ross finished. “I know. That’s 
what worries me. It’s shut too tight.” 

Ross wandered across the office, in the opposite 
direction from the room where the safe was 
located. There was another door in this new 
direction. He opened it. The office was dark. He 
blinked a few times and was sure he saw a bundle 
of rags on the floor. At least it looked like a bundle 
of rags. He went over and prodded it with his foot, 
then let out a yell. It was a bundle of rags all 
right—stuffed with a human form. 

When the lights went on, Barcroft gasped one 
word, “Mallory!” 

Stokes knelt beside the prone figure. “He’s 
dead. Poison, I think. He’s got one of those paper 
cups clutched in his hand. Looks like suicide to me. 
The easy way out, when he knew he was licked. 
Ross, phone Headquarters and tell them to send 
back the medical examiner.” 

“Okay,” Ross said, but he stood close by the 
water cooler and its attached paper cup dispenser. 
He reached down and drew one of the cups out. 
Then he shrugged his shoulders, went back into the 
main office and phoned. Stokes and Barcroft came 
out a few moments later. 

“I never thought he’d do that,” Barcroft said. 
“Just didn’t strike me as the type.” 

“You never can tell.” Stokes wagged his head 
solemnly and then spotted Ross again. “Thanks, 
Ross, for helping out. We’re all finished here. 
Murder, attempted murder, and suicide. The killer 
took his own life. That paper cup had a lot of some 
violent poison in it. See you later.” 

 
OSS nodded and walked out of the office, but 
he didn’t return to his beat. Instead, he 

proceeded back to the rooftop. With the aid of his 
flashlight he studied everything from the location 
of the still-guarded hose to the aerial wire to which 
Barcroft had clung. He checked the other end of the 
wire. It was securely anchored to the elevator 
housing that jutted above the rooftop. 

There was a water tower beside it, with a ladder 
going up the side. Ross rubbed his chin and walked 
back to where the fire hose lay. A fingerprint man 
was dusting it. 

“Find anything?” Ross asked conversationally. 
The fingerprint man looked up. “Not a thing, 

Hawkshaw. The guy who handled it either wore 
gloves or wiped the brass surface good and hard. 
And since when did our star pitcher take to being a 
detective?” 

“Since the minute that poor guy came flying 
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over the roof chased by a stream of water from this 
hose,” Ross commented sourly. “I got me a badge. 
It’s tin, sure, but a gold one doesn’t make any 
Sherlock Holmes out of its wearer.” 

“Says the cop who wants one.” The fingerprint 
man grinned. 

Ross went downstairs again. He saw Barcroft 
and Stokes walking slowly down the hall toward 
the elevator, apparently to wait for the medical 
examiner. Ross slipped into the office and hurried 
to the room where Mallory lay dead. He violated 
more sections of the police rulebook than he’d ever 
read and digested. 

First, he turned the corpse flat on its back and 
searched every pocket. Next he checked all around 
the floor, the sink, the top of the water cooler. 
Paper he found in the dead man’s pocket, he sniffed 
of good and hard. The trouser pocket contained a 
fresh handkerchief, not even unfolded. There was 
another, in similar condition, in the breast pocket of 
Mallory’s coat. Ross straightened up, walked 
through the main office, and stuck his head out the 
door. 

“Sarge, mind coming back here? You too, 
Barcroft.” 

“Now what?” Stokes demanded. “I thought I 
told you to get back on your beat.” 

“You did,” Ross smiled, “and you added 
something about winning ten bucks . . .” 

“Well, what is it?” 
“I just wanted to know if you were all finished 

with the case,” Ross said. “You know—open and 
shut stuff.” 

“Certainly I’m finished,” Stokes growled. He 
was getting sore and it showed on his face. “What’s 
the big idea?” 

“To me,” Ross said, “the case was open too 
wide and shut too tight. I’m arresting Mr. Barcroft 
for murder. Two murders.” 

“Are you off your trolley?” Stokes roared. 
Barcroft laughed. “Good heavens, this 

patrolman did save my life and I’m grateful to him. 
But I resent any such accusation as the one he 
made.” 

“Just the same it sticks,” Ross declared stoutly. 
“You’re under arrest. I’ll tell you just why.” 

“Please do.” Barcroft walked around his desk 
and sat down. “Naturally I’ll be very interested.” 

“Take Mallory—the man you said burned those 
books and ran onto the roof. Then it seems he came 
down here to kill himself with poison. He took one 

of those paper cups out of the dispensing machine, 
put poison into the bottom of it, filled the cup with 
water, and swallowed the stuff.” 

“Well, didn’t he?” Stokes demanded. “I looked 
for any signs of a struggle which might infer 
murder. There were none.” 

“No, there weren’t,” Ross agreed. “The way I 
see it, Barcroft put some poison into one of those 
cups, re-inserted it into the dispenser, then had a 
few words with Mallory to make him sweat good 
and plenty. Mallory went for a drink, took the 
poisoned cup, filled it and drank. He died, just as 
Barcroft planned. It was a neat murder if some 
motive for suicide was established.” 

“And the proof which turns me into a 
murderer?” Barcroft demanded. 

“There isn’t any,” Ross confessed. “Not 
pointing to you, but evidence to show it wasn’t 
suicide exists. Mallory died instantly. He had no 
time to dispose of anything, so what happened to 
the bottle or the paper in which he kept the poison? 
Would he be apt to go around with a handful of the 
stuff? Or just throw it loose into his pocket? Heck, 
no. That stuff was in the paper cup when he filled 
it, and Mallory didn’t know it.” 

“Perhaps,” Barcroft suggested smoothly. 
“Mallory had everything prepared, just as you 
outlined.” 

“Mallory was no fool,” Ross declared. “He’d 
have taken his chances and run for it after the 
murder. Also, there were no prints on the hose 
nozzle. They’d either been wiped off or the killer 
used gloves. Mallory carried two handkerchiefs, 
neither had been used to wipe off the nozzle. He 
had no gloves. There isn’t a pair in all these offices. 
I looked.” 

 
TOKES issued a grunt. “Ross, you’re off 
balance. Making an accusation like that is 

bad.” 
“Letting a murderer go is worse,” Ross said 

quickly. “I think Barcroft is the thief, I think Roy 
Jeffreys suspected him, but wasn’t sure. Barcroft 
knew an examination of the books would show he 
swiped plenty of his partner’s profits. So he sent 
Mallory to get his fatal drink of water and left him 
in that room dead. Then he yelled to Jeffreys about 
the fire in the safe—which he’d set himself. He 
probably told Jeffreys the same story—about 
seeing Mallory running for the rooftop. Jeffreys 
went up there. Barcroft started the hose, knocked 
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him off, and then dropped over the edge of the roof 
himself, being very certain that he clung to a stout 
wire, well fastened.” 

“Now look,” Stokes said patiently, “if you 
weren’t the best ballplayer we ever had, I’d bust 
you. In fact, maybe I won’t be able to stop it 
anyhow if Barcroft prefers charges.” 

“Which I will not do,” Barcroft declared 
smugly. “After all, the officer saved my life.” 

Ross squirmed and ran a finger around his 
collar. If he was wrong, this would be the finish of 
a good cop. 

“Mainly,” he went on, “I’m going by the 
condition of Barcroft’s clothes. He was wet, sure, 
but not wet enough. Know what I think? He 
climbed the water tower and dunked himself. But 
he didn’t dunk far enough or long enough. He was 
wet only up to his waist.” 

“Officer,” Barcroft said with exaggerated 
patience, “Mallory played the hose on our legs to 
trip us and sent us over the side of the roof.” 

“If he did that, you’d be drenched, from head to 
foot,” Ross declared. “I know and I can prove it. I 
suggest, Sarge, that you check Barcroft’s safe 
deposit vaults, the safe in his home, and anyplace 
else where he might have hidden stuff . . .” 

Barcroft was suddenly standing. He held a 
stubby little gun in his fist. 

“I’m getting out,” he said. “Fast. The medical 
examiner will be here shortly. He’ll have three 
bodies to work on instead of just Mallory’s. I’ll 
also have a nice two hundred thousand in diamonds 
and rubies I bought with the firm’s money and 
which Jeffreys didn’t know about. You two will 
wear leaden ornaments in your hearts.” 

Ross was swinging his nightstick very gently. 
The leather thong slid down off his wrist. He 

flipped the stick back hard, then forward and let it 
go. Barcroft fired once. The bullet whizzed past 
Ross’s head, but the nightstick slammed home—
flat against Barcroft’s face. Ross followed it, diving 
across the wide desk. 

In a moment handcuffs clicked. Sergeant Stokes 
panted excitedly. 

“He’s yours,” he told Ross. “Yes, sir, yours, 
Ross. He fell for a nice line of malarkey, but it 
makes no difference what he fell for so long as he 
fell. Nice work, bluffing him that way.” 

“I wasn’t bluffing, Sarge,” Ross said. “About 
what happened to Mallory and Jeffreys, that was 
cold reasoning. But what I said about the fact that 
Barcroft should have been soaked by the fire hose 
was absolute truth. Believe me, I know.” 

“Just exactly how?” Stokes asked. Barcroft 
started to curse. Stokes snapped a command to shut 
up. 

“Remember that last ball game? The one you 
won ten bucks on? Sarge, I gave those firemen the 
works in that inning. Every blasted one lost his 
shirt on the game. They were good and sore at me. 
So what happened? 

“Well, four nights ago I went to a fire. The boys 
in red saw me and a couple of them squirted me 
with their hose—one just like that one upstairs on 
the roof. They hit me low and I flew back about 
twenty feet. I was soaked from head to foot. I was 
wearing a light outer coat too, but that didn’t help. 
No kidding, I couldn’t have been wetter if 
somebody held me under water for an hour.” 

“Just the same,” Stokes declared, “this is your 
pinch.” 

“No, yours,” Ross answered. “Homicide is your 
job. Anyway I had a good edge on you. Call it 
practical experience.” 

 


