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Show-Off Suicide 
 

By Stuart Friedman 
 
Detective Lieutenant Sturm had enough 
experience with corpses to know that they 
don’t make good witnesses. And yet the 
only way he could solve the mystery of 
the show-off suicide, was to make the 
corpse turn stoolie. 

 
OHN STURM, Detective Lieutenant, 
cut the siren as the squad car came 
within half a mile of the rooming 

house. He hunched forward, jaw muscles 
working, his nerves gritty from five days’ 
fruitless search for Ben Dale. 

This tip that Dale was holed up down 
here on Holly Street was probably phony, 
Sturm thought wryly. But the whole 
business had him grabbing at straws. Till 
five days ago Ben Dale had been just a 
normal young fellow, secretary to Julius 
Trough. 

Then, one morning, Dale, and fifty 
thousand dollars from Trough’s wall safe, 
disappeared. Trough had begun to bellow, 
and when a man like Trough yells even the 
Commissioner squirms. Sturm had to 
produce or get in on a very personal view 
of heads rolling. 

The siren moaned into silence. It was 
just after one A. M. as the squad car 
coasted to a stop. The house, in smoke-
hazed moonlight, looked like one of a line 
of gray, huddled beasts flanking the 
pockmarked asphalt of Holly Street.  

Sturm got out first. Two of his men 
slipped around to cover the back, 
according to arrangements. 

“Holan, come with me,” Sturm said, 
his tone nerve-edged. “You other two 
guard the front. We’re going in after him.”  
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He started up the short, crack-webbed 
concrete walk, with the step of a man 
strung on a spring steel frame. Sturm 
stopped abruptly. From overhead came the 
sound of a window opening. He wheeled, 
ran lightly back to the squad car, 
maneuvered the spotlight around and 
upward, clicked it on suddenly. 

At the end of its bright swath a man in 
shirt-sleeves perched sideways in a third 
floor window. His face was a shadowed, 
indistinct blob. In one hand a gun 
glistened. 

“Hey, up there! Who are you?” Sturm 
called. 

“The name is Dale, copper.”  
“All right,” Sturm said coldly. “Throw 

down that gun.”  
“What if it fell on somebody and hurt 

‘em?”  
“We’re not playing,” Sturm warned. 

“You’ve got ten seconds.”  
There was no answer. Sturm folded a 

lean hand around his Police Positive. He 
watched the gleam of the gun above, his 
eyes calculating as the weapon slowly 
moved.  

“About five seconds gone,” Sturm 
said. 

It was impossible to see the man’s 
face, shadowed as it was, but the 
movements of his gun were clear enough. 
Although it moved slowly, it had not yet 
pointed downward.  

“Hold your fire,” Sturm ordered Holan 
and the other two officers. “Wait for me to 
shoot first.”  

“All right, Dale. Three more seconds.” 
Sturm’s voice was precise. He watched the 
gun up there. He started to count: “One—
two—”  

Sturm suddenly gave a hoarse shout: 
“Stop! Don’t, you fool! Don’t do it!”  

He hadn’t caught the significance of 
the gun’s movement. He did now. Dale 
had raised the gun to his own temple!  

An eternity froze in that split second of 
terrible waiting. And then the gun 
exploded. Dale’s head jerked and his body 
toppled off the sill into the room.  

 
HE tension snapped like a catapult 
that sent Sturm and the three others 

racing into the building. They pounded up 
the first flight of stairs, their weight 
sending wood squeaks to join the snores in 
the stenched air of the ancient halls. 

Their shadows swelled above them 
onto the cracked, sooty wallpaper of the 
second floor like hovering monsters. 
Sturm took the next flight ahead of his 
men, snapping on his flash to complement 
the stingy lighting of the building. 
Swinging around the bannister at the top, 
he ran forward, flung open the unlocked 
door to Dale’s room. 

Sturm’s light caught the sprawled, 
dead figure in its grotesque pattern against 
the dingy, colorless floor. Holan, coming 
close behind, yanked the string that lighted 
the yellow bulb in the ceiling. The others 
passed into the room, and for a moment all 
were silent. 

They stood numbed by the naked 
ugliness of the whole sordid picture, 
somehow shamed by the indignity of this 
dead thing that had once been a fellow 
man. 

“Notify the coroner,” Sturm said 
finally. “We’ll leave the body to 
Homicide. In the meantime, we’re going 
to turn this old barn inside out. It’s an even 
break that Julius Trough’s dough will be 
right here somewhere, where Dale could 
lay his hands on it for a quick lam. Gray, 
foot it down to the back door. Station Burtt 
at the street entrance. Keep Smith in back. 
No one is to leave this building.”  

“Yes sir, Lieutenant Sturm,” Gray 
said, hurrying out. 

Sturm lighted a cigarette, inhaled 
avidly. He heard Gray talk to someone 
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below stairs. Then he went into the ball, 
peered over the bannister and finally went 
around and took a stance at the top of the 
steps. A yellow-haired old woman was 
laboring upward from the second floor, 
pulling herself with one hand on the rail, 
the other clamping her dispirited robe 
around her shapeless middle.  

“Who are you?” Storm demanded. He 
tried to place the woman’s familiar, 
pouched face. 

“Meg Harrison,” she said, bristling, 
puffing a little from her exertion. “What’s 
happening in my house?”  

“Come along. I’ll show you.”  
He waited in the entrance to Dale’s 

room as she padded in, took a look at the 
corpse. She turned back to him, her 
belligerence gone, her eyes far away for 
just a second. Then a crafty look came 
back to them. She folded her lips inward, 
rolled them out at Sturm. 

“It’s a lousy shame,” she said. 
“What’d you shoot him up for?”  

“You’re Meg Harrison,” Sturm said 
coolly. “Widow of the late, unlamented 
Black Borrie Harrison—one of the 
handsomest rats I ever saw hanged.”  

“What of it?” the slattern said, her face 
icing. 

A snake line of cigarette smoke 
crawled upward across one eye, broke into 
a thin veil above the brim of Sturm’s hat. 

“Just a memory,” he said at last. “Say, 
Meg, ever hear from your kid since the 
court took him away from you?”  

“That stinker! Hell no!” Her fat face 
became a little too indignant, it seemed to 
Sturm. “I don’t never see him.”  

“When’d Dale check in—the dead guy 
inside there?”  

“Um—” she hesitated, “four days 
ago.”  

“Don’t you read the papers? Didn’t 
you see his picture, that he was wanted by 
the police? What name did he give?”  

“Smith. I never seen his picture. I got 
no time for reading. This is a tough 
business.” 

“Didn’t know he was on the lam with 
fifty thousand bucks, I suppose? He didn’t 
slip you something to keep quiet?”  

“No!” Meg’s heavy mouth chomped 
down on the word. 

Sturm considered, his eyes holding 
hers. She met his stare boldly. 

“He didn’t,” she protested. “Didn’t 
give me nothing but the rent!”  

“What visitors did he have?” Sturm 
said finally. 

“None.” She blinked watery eyes, let 
them slide from his gaze. Her hand 
tightened its hold on the dingy robe. 
“Well, least I didn’t see no visitors.”  

Sturm waved a hand in dismissal. “O. 
K., Meg.” 

 
E WENT across and picked up the 
outflung gun with a handkerchief. It 

was a .38 pistol, and he noted it was free 
of bloodstains. His eyes scanned the serial 
numbers automatically as he started to put 
it back. Then his brow puckered and he 
read the numbers again. He snapped his 
fingers. Those numbers clicked in his 
mind like the tumblers of a safe falling 
into place. 

“Hell,” he said to Holan. “This gun is 
the one registered in Julius Trough’s 
name. Funny the big shot never reported it 
gone.”  

Sturm aimed his cigarette at the hall, 
swiped a hand along his jaw. He had clear, 
smooth skin, like expensive leather. His 
expression was void as he looked back 
down at the corpse. Then something he 
had noted mule-kicked back into his 
consciousness. 

He got quickly to his knees, stared a 
full half minute at the shot-up side of Ben 
Dale’s head. The lieutenant was an old 
campaigner, with no respect for anybody’s 
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theories unless they could be nailed down 
with jury-proof facts. 

He started to his feet, muttering, when 
something else caught his attention. Dale’s 
eyes protruded half out of their sockets, 
which was natural for a head wound. But 
there was something about the pupils. 

Sturm whistled silently, stood up. 
“This man was drugged,” he 

announced. “Hold up the search on this 
room till the coroner and Homicide are 
done. Tell Gray to phone for extra men 
and get this building searched. Holan,” he 
said, “come with me. We’re going to the 
Trough place.” 

Sturm took the wheel, headed toward 
River Road, which led to Trough’s. He 
drove several blocks in silence. 

“Holan,” he said finally. “Did you 
notice there weren’t any powder burns on 
Dale’s head?”  

“No.” Holan was a serious little 
Irishman. “I didn’t notice. That sounds 
nuts, though. He fired not two inches from 
his head.” 

Sturm smiled. Holan was his favorite 
cop. Holan would tell a lieutenant a thing 
was nuts if that’s what he thought. It was 
the one thing that had kept Holan from 
sergeant’s stripes long ago. 

“It’s nuts all right,” Sturm said. “I’ve 
been thinking—we couldn’t see very well 
three floors up.”  

“I could,” Holan said firmly. “I seen 
him sit there and fire a bullet in his skull.” 

“You’ve seen a magician saw a 
woman in half, too,” Sturm said. He 
slowed the car momentarily for the traffic 
light at River Road. Nothing was in sight 
so he ran the red signal, turned north, 
jamming the gas to the floor. 

“Sure I’ve seen magicians. What’s the 
connection?”  

“Murder, maybe.” 
 

ELL, this I will swear by the 
saints, Lieutenant. It wasn’t no 

murder, because I coulda heard if that shot 
came from across the street. And nobody 
else’s hand reached around from inside 
that room holding a gun on him.”  

“That’s true—but we’ve been tricked 
somehow,” Sturm said. “Somebody could 
have been in there with him. There’s a 
back stairs. A man could have got down 
the back and out the front door while we 
were rushing upstairs.”  

“With the dough?”  
“If Dale had the money.”  
It wasn’t reasonable, but Sturm was 

fast coming to the belief that Dale never 
took the money at all. Unanswered 
questions hammered his mind! Why was 
Dale drugged? Why hadn’t he tried to get 
out of town immediately after the theft? 

According to Julius Trough, it had 
been Dale’s custom to open the safe, get 
out the books and make his ledger entries 
long before breakfast. Had someone, 
knowing this custom, and knowing the 
money was there, hidden till the safe was 
open, knocked Dale out or drugged him? 
And might not this someone have taken 
Dale to the rooming house and kept him 
there in a drugged condition? 

If so, Dale would eventually have 
become a problem. A man couldn’t be 
kept stupefied with dope forever. The 
landlady, or some roomer, might become 
suspicious. Someone had, in fact, tipped 
the police off tonight as to Dale’s 
whereabouts. Who was this someone? 
There was something plenty sour in the 
setup, Sturm was convinced. 

Sturm couldn’t stomach the suicide 
idea. Even if Dale did have a prison term 
facing him, Sturm didn’t see why he’d 
shoot himself. He’d checked the kid’s 
record from the time he left an orphan’s 
home, worked himself through college, got 
the job with Trough. He wasn’t the type. 
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There was a girl, Marti Phillips. From 
what she told Sturm, Dale and Bill 
Midderly, Trough’s nephew, had been 
crossing lances over her. She was just a 
kid with dew in her eyes and she sort of 
liked the role of Fairy Princess, so she 
hadn’t given either of them an answer. 

Dale had been building his life around 
her, even had five hundred dollars in the 
bank. Guys like that, with their dreams full 
of rose-trellised cottages don’t suddenly 
go criminal. It would have meant finis 
with a girl like Marti Phillips. 

Still, Dale was the only one besides 
Trough who knew the combination to the 
safe, Trough said. 

Two people besides Dale definitely 
knew Trough had brought the money 
home from his lock box. Boyd, the 
chauffeur, had brought him home from the 
bank. Bill Midderly, the nephew, living 
with him and studying pharmacy, also 
knew. 

Sturm had a hunch there was a third 
party who knew about the money. That 
party would be the one to whom Trough 
had planned to pay the fifty thousand. 
Trough had clammed up when asked why 
he decided to bring the money home. 
Sturm made his own deductions. Graft. 
Trough’s contracts with the state ran into 
the millions. The money was probably for 
payoff purposes. Or blackmail. Anyhow, 
that person would have known the cash 
was in the house. 

 
ALE’S death opened another 
possibility to Sturm’s mind. What if 

Trough had paid off the graft or blackmail 
in secret, only to be discovered by Dale. 
Dale’s knowledge would make him 
dangerous, then. 

Sturm wheeled the car off River Road 
into the crushed-stone lane winding 
leisurely between evenly spaced maples. 
The drive emerged from the trees to form 

a neat hedge-lined circle around the 
Trough house. Moonshadows from the 
austere white pillars striped the building’s 
front, giving Sturm the uneasy impression 
of a mausoleum. A rectangular patch of 
light shone from a second floor window. 
As the car’s lights touched the house, the 
room went dark. 

“Our pharmacy student is working 
overtime,” Sturm said crisply. 

“Midderly?” Holan said. 
“Yes.” Sturm felt the quickening of his 

heart as he came to the back of the house, 
cut motor and lights. Maybe Midderly had 
been studying—maybe he just this instant 
went to bed. 

According to Midderly’s teachers at 
Pharmacy College he was sometimes 
brilliant, but never studious. The big, too-
good-looking kid spent half his class time 
contriving to date the better looking 
female students. He’d been suspended 
twice for fighting—both times over a girl. 
Sturm wondered if Bill Midderly’s 
jealousy of Ben Dale over Marti Phillips 
could mean anything. 

Sturm recalled an incident she’d told 
him: Bill had come for a date, proceeded 
to drive her to his uncle’s, and there, in the 
presence of Dale, told his uncle he and 
Marti were getting married. Dale 
exploded. Marti, never having been asked, 
objected. Trough had told him to go ahead, 
but at the same time to get out, and 
without an allowance. Midderly had been 
very despondent when he had taken her 
home that night. That was about a month 
ago. But it might not mean a thing, Sturm 
cautioned himself. 

He parked behind the house by the 
garage and chauffeur’s apartment. 

“I want to take a look in the garage 
first,” Sturm said to Holan as they got out. 
“Wait here and keep your eyes open. I’ve 
a hunch one of the cars inside has been 
used very recently.”  
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Sturm went to the frame door at one 
end of the building, stepped inside the 
small areaway, snapped on his flashlight. 

One door led to the apartment above. 
He went through the other door to the 
garage. Closest was a black Caddy sedan, 
and he went around front, touched its cold 
radiator. Next was a cream colored 
LaSalle coupe, probably Bill Midderly’s. 
Its hood was cold, too. The last machine 
was a station wagon. 

Sturm’s fingertips touched the hood, 
found it was hot. Then he caught a faint 
sound that tautened his body like an 
electric switch. 

He started to swing around. A deep 
voice, sharp with urgency, lanced out of 
the dark behind him. “Don’t move! I got 
you covered. Don’t move!”  

Sturm’s flash swept around. John 
Boyd, the chauffeur, scowled into the light 
from the door frame. Poised shoulder high 
in the grip of one great paw was a 24-inch 
pipe wrench. The man was barefoot, 
dressed only in black flaring breeches and 
an undershirt. He was ape-hairy, the black 
growth crawling from the top of his 
undershirt clear across his shoulders. 

“It’s all right, Boyd. I’m Lieutenant 
Sturm.” 

“Oh.” The pipe wrench sagged. Boyd 
flicked on the garage lights. “It is you, 
ain’t it?” The chauffeur laughed with 
relief. 

 
OLAN suddenly appeared in back of 
the chauffeur, gun drawn. His sharp 

little eyes took in the scene, and he 
reholstered the weapon. 

“I thought you was burglars,” Boyd 
said. He bent and leaned the wrench 
against the wall. “You fellows want to 
look around? I’ll show you. You think 
maybe Dale hid the dough out here 
somewheres, huh?”  

“Maybe.” Sturm considered Boyd 
thoughtfully. He was, despite an 
exaggerated virility, an exceedingly 
handsome man. “You must be a light 
sleeper, Boyd.”  

“Well, I was woke a while back—”  
“Why?” Sturm cut in. 
“Why—uh—” Boyd’s lips held apart 

and his eyes shifted to and quickly away 
from the station wagon. His eyebrows 
formed an almost unbroken line from 
temple to temple. The center of the line 
dipped worriedly. “I couldn’t hardly say.”  

“You must have some idea,” Sturm 
said evenly. 

“Well—” he said painfully. “I’d best 
not say.”  

Sturm’s tone softened. “Don’t be 
afraid, Boyd. You won’t get in trouble. 
Did a car enter the garage?”  

“It maybe was a car, I guess.” Boyd 
shifted uncomfortably. 

Sturm’s eyes angled down to Boyd’s 
bare feet on the cement floor. 

“Better go dress,” he said. “Then come 
back down.”  

Sturm watched the chauffeur disappear 
toward the stairs. He ran his glance along 
the workbench against the back wall, the 
various chests, tools, paints, and 
miscellaneous supplies. 

“Maybe Dale did pull a smartie,” 
Holan said. “The dough could be right 
here.”  

Sturm scuffed a match into flame 
against the top of a vise, let it flare down, 
then took out a cigarette, lit it. He walked 
across to the station wagon, Holan tagging 
along curiously. Sturm bent over the seat, 
one eye closed against the cigarette smoke. 
On a hunch he jerked up the seat. He 
rummaged through a welter of rags, 
frowned slightly at a clean Turkish towel. 
Unfurling it, he pushed by Holan to the 
front of the car where the light was better. 
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“Oh-oh,” he said wryly. One side of 
his mouth lifted in a grin at Holan. “Get 
it?” 

Four holes made a skip-line down the 
center of the towel. The holes were scorch 
fringed, varying in shade from black to 
faint brown. 

“Bullet holes, all right,” Holan said, 
lifting an end of the towel, and sniffing. 
“Musta used this for a muffler.”  

Carrying the towel Sturm went to the 
door. “Look around,” he tossed back to 
Holan. 

“Look!” Holan grumbled. “I hate 
looking for things. My old man was 
always losin’ his pipe, or a bottle he’d hid 
from mom. Me, I was the one always had 
to look—”  

“Don’t be so damned insubordinate.”  
Holan hauled off and kicked the front 

tire of the station wagon in a temper. 
Sturm chuckled gleefully, climbing to· 
Boyd’s apartment. The crazy copper. No 
wonder some thin-skinned superior was 
always blocking Holan’s promotion. 

 
OYD had on shoes and puttees, was 
just buttoning a fresh white shirt as he 

admitted Sturm. 
“Could you identify the Trough linen, 

Boyd?” Sturm asked, handing him the 
towel. 

“Never seen one like it. Not around 
here anyways.” The big dark man shook 
his head. “What happened to it?”  

Sturm took the towel back. “Finish 
dressing.”  

“Golly, that reminds me,” Boyd said, 
wheeling. “I gotta have my laundry down 
for the wash in the morning.” 

Boyd disappeared. In a moment Sturm 
heard him curse. He found Boyd in the 
doorway of the pantry, just off the 
kitchenette. 

“What is it?” Sturm said. 
He watched Boyd curiously as the man 

replaced the top of a ketchup bottle, set it 
on the pantry shelf above an open clothes 
hamper. 

“Spilled the ketchup,” Boyd began to 
laugh.  

“Let’s see,” Sturm said abruptly. He s 
yanked the top shirt out of the hamper, 
studied it closely. Finally he tossed it back. 
Only ketchup.  

“See you downstairs,” Sturm said. 
Holan joined him outside the garage, 

and Sturm locked the towel in the car. 
Boyd came out presently and the three 
walked around the drive to the side 
entrance of the Trough house. 

Sturm jabbed the bell. An upper light 
showed. Two men came down the steps 
together. Bill Midderly, a neatly built 
youngster, got to the door first. 

“Lieutenant Sturm!” Midderly 
exclaimed. 

“You’ve found my money?” Trough 
said from over the younger man’s 
shoulder. 

Sturm pushed past. “No, I haven’t. I’ve 
come here for some straight answers to a 
few questions.”  

His gaze passed Midderly to Trough’s 
agate stare. Trough’s sharp nose seemed to 
point. He met Sturm’s eyes with cold 
immobility. He yanked suddenly at the 
sash of his dressing gown, wheeled 
abruptly and walked off. 

“In the library,” he said, not turning 
back. 

Holan marched behind him. Boyd, the 
big chauffeur, stayed close to Sturm, his 
eyes blinking. Bill Midderly, resplendent 
in black satin pajamas and white robe, his 
hair tousled, pursed his lips and shot a 
question from narrowed eyes. Sturm 
ignored the silent question stonily. He 
said: “You look sleepy, Midderly. 
Something wake you about ten minutes 
ago, make you turn on your lights?”  

“Yes. I hadn’t been able to sleep. Then 
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I was dozing and I heard a car, and it woke 
me again. I finally got up and took some 
sleeping tablets.”  

“Pretty potent,” Sturm said, staring 
thoughtfully at the pupils of Midderly’s 
eyes. “What kind?”  

“They’re a special mixture—mostly 
nembutal with a little veronal.”  

“Well?” Julius Trough exclaimed from 
the doorway of the library. 

Sturm walked into the library, with 
Boyd tacking off to one side as though 
being convoyed past the glaring Trough. 
Sturm took a position before the head-high 
fireplace centering one wall of the book-
lined room. 

Holan stood to his right, his eyes 
angry, arms folded over his chest. Big 
John Boyd, looking half scared to death, 
was on Sturm’s other side. Sturm watched 
Midderly enter, close the door after him. 
The flashy young man went to the thick 
oak table in the center of the room, took a 
cigarette from a silver casket shaped 
container. The sections of the room not 
lined with books were walled in half-logs, 
giving an effect of rich simplicity. 

 
TURM inclined his head toward 
Trough, perched warily on the wide 

arm of a leather chair. He said: “It seems 
funny to me that Dale was the only one 
who knew your safe combination, besides 
yourself. 

“Funny?” Trough said softly, his fists 
jammed in the pockets of his colored silk 
robe. 

“Why didn’t Midderly know it? Don’t 
you trust him?” 

“I trust Bill,” Trough said 
challengingly. “He did know the 
combination. So what, Lieutenant?”  

“So you didn’t give me facts,” Sturm 
shot at him. “About that or your reason for 
having the money here. You’re a big 
contractor, Trough. You probably had a 

very important, very secret deal, with 
somebody pretty big. It has occurred to me 
that Dale’s real crime might have been 
knowing about that deal.”  

Trough bounced off the arm of the 
chair, advanced on Sturm. He stood 
squarely before him, his hands thrust deep 
in his robe pockets, his head hunched 
slightly. 

“If you mean what I think, Sturm,” he 
said, his words cold and measured, like ice 
drippings, “remember I can have you 
busted—like that.” He withdrew one bony 
hand, held it inches from Sturm’s face, 
snapped his fingers deliberately. “Like 
that,” he repeated, his mouth tight. 

“I tremble,” Sturm said drily. “Cruel 
facts are, however, that Ben Dale has just 
been shot with your gun.”  

“Don’t try anything too fast for 
yourself,” Trough warned. “My gun is in 
my room. I saw it, in fact, just before I 
took my shower. I keep it in a drawer of 
my bedtable, and check it every night.”  

Sturm’s eyes faded in thought. 
“Wait—after your shower? See it then?”  

Trough blinked at Sturm. “Why—n-
no. I don’t think so. Let’s see. . . . I 
checked the load in the gun before the 
shower, like always. Then the shower in 
time for the eleven o’clock newscast. No, I 
didn’t see it after my shower.”  

“That’s your regular schedule?” Sturm 
asked, voice pitching slightly with 
excitement. “Shower just before eleven – 
listen to radio – then to sleep? Someone 
knowing your habits could have got that 
gun while you were in the shower.”  

Trough turned around, looked 
uncertainly at Bill Midderly. “Bill,” he 
said slowly. “Go get the gun for the 
Lieutenant.”  

“The gun isn’t there,” Sturm snapped. 
“Midderly. You say a car woke you a 
while ago. Boyd here says he heard a car 
too. Sure you weren’t in that car?”  
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“Are you trying to say I killed Dale?” 
he cried.  

“You think Dale would have sneaked 
back in this house, stolen your uncle’s 
gun, sneaked away again, killed himself?”  

“Maybe!” Bill said hotly. “Or maybe 
this big ape did.” He looked at Boyd. “I 
don’t know a thing about it.”  

“You sure do,” Boyd bristled back at 
him. “You hated Ben Dale. And you 
wanted his girl. And you were always 
broke. I loaned you many a buck.”  

“You’re a liar,” Bill said slowly. 
“Boyd, by heaven, I’ll bet it was you who 
killed Ben. You went down on Holly 
Street robbed and murdered him.”  

“Lieutenant Sturm,” Boyd pleaded, “I 
never. Honest, I never took that gun.”  

Sturm looked at the chauffeur vaguely. 
He massaged the back of his neck 
abstractedly, as though to ease away some 
of the nervous tension. 

“I didn’t accuse you, Boyd. . . . Say, 
haven’t I seen you before?”  

“All right. You have. I was in reform 
school,” Boyd said, the words tumbling. 
“But that don’t mean—listen, you never 
said Ben Dale was killed on Holly Street.” 

 
TURM’S eyes bored into Midderly. 
“No,” he said, “I didn’t.”  
“I heard the police broadcast,” 

Midderly said. 
“Bill,” Trough said slowly, “I asked 

you to go look for my gun.”  
“Listen, Uncle Julius,” Midderly said, 

his breath rising. “If it’s gone, I don’t 
know a damn thing about it.”  

Sturm watched him leave the room: 
“Trough,” he said, “this is going to be 

too damned involved in a little while. 
Homicide is bribe-proof in this town. Who 
was that money for—I’m no kid. It’ll be 
plenty smelly if we have to find out the 
hard way. And you’d be surprised how 
fast a guy hasn’t got any friends in a case 

like this.”  
Sturm watched Julius Trough’s gaunt 

face, saw the tight lines relax as the 
contractor came to a decision. 

“It was a payoff. I won’t name names, 
though. But Sturm, I swear it wasn’t paid. 
I. put it in the safe and never saw it again.”  

Sturm stared at Trough. He cracked a 
fist against his palm in sudden agitation. 
“I’ve got it. The whole works. I’ve been 
guessing—but no more.”  

He strode to the phone, dialed 
information, got Meg Harrison’s number. 
Sturm remembered Meg Harrison’s crafty 
expression – the scene he’d witnessed 
from the street. The whole picture fell into 
pattern now. 

“Sergeant Gray,” Sturm clipped into 
the mouthpiece as a Homicide cop 
answered. “Gray? Sturm. Find anything 
there?”  

“Found a gun in the landlady’s room. 
Says she just keeps it to let people know 
she’s got one. Nothing but blanks 
anywhere around, so maybe she’s telling 
the truth. There’s not a sign of the dough.”  

“Book Meg on a grand larceny 
charge,” Sturm said crisply. “Tell her I 
want a lot of talk from her or we’ll change 
it to murder accessory. That should loosen 
her tongue.” 

Sturm cradled the phone. 
“Who’s Harrison?” Trough asked. 
“Don’t you know?” Sturm asked 

softly. His hand went slowly to his gun. It 
flashed out suddenly, lined on Boyd. 
“Harrison is your chauffeur. . . . I knew I 
recognized you Boyd. And not from 
reform school. Because it was a grown 
man I remembered. The man was Black 
Borrie Harrison—you’re the murdering 
image—look out, Holan!”  

Boyd leaped suddenly on Holan, great 
arms locking under the little Irishman’s 
chin. He pulled Holan back with him 
toward the door. He cried: “Shoot if you 
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will, damn you!”  
Boyd’s hand groped for Holan’s gun. 

Sturm hunched suddenly, ran forward. He 
leaped in a flying tackle that landed in 
Holan’s middle. The pair of them went in 
an awkward scramble back against the log 
wall. Holan writhed loose. Sturm’s gun 
sliced a lightning arc that ripped the flesh 
on Boyd’s temple. 

Boyd shook his head, tried to move the 
gun up. The weapon rose slowly. Sturm 
shifted his service gun, held it by the 
barrel. His face was like granite as he 
smashed the butt in a crunching impact 
against the murderer’s head. Holan 
snatched the gun as Boyd fell to the floor 
in a lifeless heap. 

“Hurt?” 
“Me? Hell no!” Holan growled. “I got 

an idea, since it was this guy. Who else 
would have such a chance.”  

“At what?” Sturm said. 
“Hiding the money in the tires. 

‘Member I kicked that tire?” Holan said. 
He turned, ran out swiftly. Midderly 
reappeared, looked blankly at Boyd. “It 
was him,” he said, dazedly. 

Sturm nodded, putting his gun back. 
“Boyd robbed Dale when Dale opened the 
safe. He had to keep Dale from identifying 
him, so he kidnapped him, kept him in his 
mother’s boarding house, under drugs—
probably some of your sleeping tablets. 
But he couldn’t keep him there forever. So 
he evolved a clever fake suicide. He stole 

your uncle’s gun, took it, and a bottle of 
ketchup—”  

“Ketchup?”  
“Yes. At the rooming house run by his 

mother, he got her blank cartridge gun, 
and a heavy towel. He called the police. 
Then he went upstairs, shot Ben Dale 
through the heavy towel to muffle the 
sound. When the police came, Boyd sat in 
the window, pretended to be Dale, let us 
see him fire at his temple. Only it was a 
blank. We saw what we thought was 
blood. Only it was ketchup.”  

“What made you think it was murder?” 
Bill asked. 

“No powder marks on Dale’s head. 
The towel absorbed them. But I can prove 
with a paraffin test that Boyd fired the 
gun. A Turkish towel was too bulky to 
catch the backspray of powder and it will 
be ingrained in his hand. Boyd pulled 
another cunning trick a while ago. The 
shirt he had worn, no doubt, had some 
ketchup stains. When I came nosing 
around he was afraid I’d put ketchup stains 
together with the other business and 
connect him. So he accidently spilled more 
on it—”  

Holan appeared again, all excited. “It’s 
there! The money’s in the tires!”  

Sturm grinned at Trough. “It’ll be a 
little dirty. But then it wasn’t very clean to 
begin with, was it?” 

 

 


