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Detective Grady Tangles With a Slick Slayer! 
 

EORGE Batson heard Mark 
Rutledge, his employer, 
explaining to someone:  

“Mrs. Rutledge and I were going to a 
dinner, drove past the office, saw the 
lights, and I stopped to see why the boys 
were here so late. The door was open, 
Batson was unconscious, Maxwell dead, 
the safe open, and about ten thousand 
dollars in currency gone. I got the 
patrolman whom I had seen in the next 
block, and he called you.”  

Batson opened his eyes a little. 
Rutledge and a stubby, blue-eyed man 

in a wrinkled brown suit and brown felt 
hat were looking down at him. Rutledge’s 
broad face was red and he was mangling 

his usual frayed cigar. 
Batson moaned a little and stirred.  
“Take it easy.” The stubby man knelt. 

“Get some water, Mr. Rutledge. What 
happened, Batson?”  

The stubby man helped Batson to sit 
up as Rutledge hurried into the little 
washroom opening off the office and 
water splashed into the lavatory beneath 
the metal medicine cabinet. 

Before Batson could say anything 
Rutledge came back with the water and he 
sipped a little, then looked about the 
Rutledge Real Estate and Insurance office 
where he had worked five years as 
bookkeeper. 

There were three other men in the 
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office, looking at the open safe, Maxwell’s 
body on the floor near his desk, the red-
flecked stapling machine which had killed 
him. 

“Say!” Batson said that with great 
surprise. “Roy Maxwell isn’t—he—” He 
looked .at Rutledge and the stubby man 
with wide, shocked eyes. 

“Take it easy.” The stubby man helped 
him to a nearby chair. “I am Detective Dan 
Grady of Homicide, and the others are 
detectives too. Maxwell is dead, skull 
cracked with the stapling machine. What 
happened?”  

Batson brushed at the slab of tow hair 
hanging over his narrow forehead. It 
matched his brows. His wrinkled gray 
trousers bagged about thin legs. His eyes 
matched his shirt, a pale and faded blue. 

 
ALTINGLY, he explained that 
Maxwell had come into the office 

last, and had evidently left the door open. 
He had been working at the breast-high 
counter which separated the entrance from 
the employees’ section. His books needed 
some extra attention and Maxwell had said 
he’d stay late too, to get some extra work 
done. 

“I worked about an hour,” Batson 
explained. “Then a man came in the door. 
I thought he was a policy-holder or a real 
estate customer. He stopped at the counter 
in front of me, and I asked him what I 
could do for him. Then he said it was a 
stick-up and held a nickled revolver in my 
face. I—it sounds fantastic—have a 
distinct recollection of grabbing the gun 
and trying to take it away from him. Then 
he hit me on the head and—” Batson 
shrugged a little and touched the bump on 
his forehead just above the hair line. 

Detective Grady grunted. 
“That checks,” he said slowly. “We 

found the nickled gun, with your prints on 
it.” His brown felt rode the back of his 

head and his hair was brown with touches 
of gray. His eyes were a clear, hard blue. 
“You can describe the man?”  

“Yes.” Batson spoke very carefully. 
“He was about thirty years old, broad 
shouldered, gray-eyed. His hat was gray 
felt and his suit was gray. His shirt was 
white, with blue stripes. His face was red 
and bumpy and I caught the shine of a 
gold tooth on the left side as he talked. His 
tie was blue with red figures. He wore 
gray fabric gloves. I believe I’d know him 
again if I saw him.” Batson leaned back in 
the chair and closed his eyes. 

“Good description. But we ought to 
have everything you can remember before 
we put it on the air. The better description, 
the quicker he’ll be picked up.” Grady said 
that quickly. “You remember anything 
else? His walk—way he talked—
anything?”  

“Well, he walked with a sort of a limp. 
Not exactly a limp, but more of a hitch to 
his shoulders.” Batson frowned 
thoughtfully. “His voice was very hoarse. I 
think that’s about all.”  

“How about his feet, his shoes?” 
Grady asked that very quickly. 

“Oh, yes. His shoes were odd. I 
remember them because they were so 
narrow and pointed. They were brown and 
very brightly polished. His socks didn’t 
show, so I don’t know about them. I’m 
sorry I can’t remember anything else. I’d 
like to do all I can to help catch the man 
who killed my friend. I—” Batson’s voice 
broke. 

“That’s all right. You did what you 
could.” Grady patted Batson’s shoulder 
with a broad hand. “The man didn’t come 
around to this side of the counter through 
the gate?” Grady’s eyes flicked to the 
swinging gate in the counter near the door. 

“No.” Batson was very positive. “He 
came right to me, stuck the gun in my 
face, as I told you.” Batson smiled a little. 
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“If he came in later, which he must have 
done, I didn’t know anything about it.” He 
touched the bump on his forehead and 
frowned. 

“Sure. That’s right.” Grady laughed a 
little, softly. “Now, I want us to reenact 
this thing. Maybe that’ll make you think of 
something else we can use to get this 
fellow. All right?”  

“Certainly. I am glad to do anything I 
can to help catch the man who killed my 
friend.” Batson got to his feet, swaying a 
little. . 

“We’ll go through everything but him 
hitting you on the head.” Grady went out 
through the swinging gate and turned to 
face Batson at the door. “I’m the man, 
now. Get where you were when he came 
in.”  

Batson moved to the opened ledgers 
on the top of the solid, breast-high counter 
about eight feet from the door. Grady 
came along the outside of the counter, 
moving toward him. 

“Say what you said then,” the detective 
told him. 

“Well—I said ‘What can I do for you, 
sir?’“ Batson finished at about the same 
instant Grady reached him. 

“This is a stick-up!” Grady said that 
sharply, and Batson found himself looking 
into the black barrel of a Police positive 
revolver. He could smell the sweetish odor 
of oil on the gun. “Go ahead, do what you 
did.”  

“Well, I caught the gun.” Batson raised 
his hands and caught the barrel of the 
revolver, pulled it a little. “I pulled it like 
that, then the man struck me and after that 
I—” 

 
ATSON’S voice stopped abruptly as 
Grady’s left hand came up and 

caught his right wrist. The detective’s 
fingers were like steel. His blue eyes were 
icy and hard. 

“Now, tell me where you hid the ten 
grand from the safe, Batson!” he said 
harshly.  

Mark Rutledge’s suddenly exploded 
breath finished wrecking the cigar and 
tobacco bits sprayed the office floor. One 
of the detectives grunted in surprise and all 
three of them turned to stare. 

“I—I don’t understand what you 
mean.” Batson’s voice was shrill and 
jerky, his eyes wide.  

“Sure you do.” Grady laughed 
jarringly. “You’ve probably been planning 
this for weeks, maybe months or years. 
The nickled revolver was picked up 
somewhere out of town, maybe. We’ll 
trace it to you in time. You waited until 
there was enough money in the safe to 
make it worth murder.”  

“Largest amount in the safe last night 
in years.” Mark Rutledge stared 
incredulously at Batson.  

“No!” Batson shrilled. “There was a 
man who did it!” 

“The man exists only in your 
imagination. He was created to give the 
Police something to hunt for, and to keep 
you in the clear. You planned to work here 
a few months, then quit, taking the money 
with you. It is hidden somewhere in the 
office or washroom, where you could pick 
it up within a few minutes. You were 
smart, Batson, but—What kind of shoes 
am I wearing?” Grady shot the question 
abruptly. 

“Why, they—”  
George Batson glanced down, and 

breath caught in his throat, choked him. 
The broad top of the solid counter 
concealed Detective Grady from the chest 
down. No one on this side of the counter 
could see the feet of a person standing on 
the other side. He could not see Detective 
Grady’s shoes. 

A whimpering sound came from 
Batson’s lips, and terror filled his mind as 
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he thought of the ten thousand dollars 
hidden behind the medicine cabinet in the 
washroom. Four screws held the cabinet. It 
would have been the work of but a few 
moments to get the money. 

“Answer my question!” Grady’s voice 
was as cold and hard as his eyes. 

Frantically, Batson tried to pull away, 
but Grady held him despite his struggles. 

“You can’t see my shoes, Batson. You 
couldn’t have seen the robber’s shoes, if 

there had been a robber.” Grady’s words 
struck with the force of bullets. “You 
stand in the killer’s shoes, Batson, and will 
until you come to the end of the last mile. 
Take him, boys, then we’ll find the 
money. Maybe it’s behind the medicine 
cabinet in the washroom.” 

George Batson screamed shrilly as 
hard hands gripped his arms. 

 


