
G-Men Detective, December 1945 (Winter, 1946) 

 
By CURTISS T. GARDNER 

 
Bill “Baron Munchausen” Tolliver gives a peevish policy 
holder his money’s worth by cleverly solving two murders! 

 
N THE night-emptied office of 
Imperial Casualty Company, the low-
pitched voice of Bill “Baron 

Munchausen” Tolliver droned 
monotonously into the mouthpiece of his 
dictaphone. It stopped abruptly as Baldy 
Leigh, on his way to the door, slapped him 

lustily across the back. 
“Eleven-thirty,” Baldy announced. 

“You staying here all night, Baron?”  
The Baron’s sharp black eyes 

twinkled. 
“I’m like Napoleon,” he said. “A 

glutton for work. Four hours sleep is 
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enough. Did I ever tell you about the time 
I went a solid week without closing my 
eyes?”  

Baldy grinned. 
“Where were you, Baron, at an 

Atlantic City bathing beauty contest?” He 
didn’t wait for a reply. “Me, I’m going to 
hit the sack. See you tomorrow.”  

He went out. The telephone on a desk 
across the narrow aisle from the Baron 
began to ring. The Baron paid it no 
attention. He started to dictate again. 

“Memo to Mr. Ellis Mehary, District 
Claims Manager. Re Farnham versus 
Killian Canning Corp—”  

From the glassed-in private office at 
his back, Mehary’s bull voice called:  

“Answer that phone, Tolliver!”  
Grumbling, the Baron crossed to the 

insistent instrument. 
“Imperial Casualty,” he said into the 

mouthpiece. “Millard Cone? Hold on just 
a minute please, Mr. Cone.”  

He ambled across to the coverage files 
in the Underwriting Department, slid a 
drawer open and returned to the phone 
with a folder. Then, “That’s right, Mr. 
Cone. You have the towing and road 
service endorsement on your personal 
automobile policy.”  

He listened for a moment. “All you 
need to do, Mr. Cone, is to call a service 
station and have the car towed in. Send us 
the receipted bill and we’ll pay any 
expense incurred up to ten dollars.”  

There was another silence. When the 
Baron spoke again, a brusque note had 
crept into his tone.  

“No, of course not. We can’t send a 
man out to help you get the car started. 
This is an insurance office, Mr. Cone, not 
a garage. Furthermore, our office closed at 
five o’clock and—”  

Red was beginning to color the 
Baron’s small, sharp features. His voice 
rose.  

“You pay two bucks a year premium 
for that endorsement. How do you think 
any company could afford to write that 
kind of insurance if—”  

Ellis Mehary, shaggy and grizzled, 
loomed at the Baron’s back. His big paw 
touched the Baron’s shoulder.  

“Wait a minute, Tolliver!”  
“Hold on a moment, please,” the 

Baron said. He put his palm over the 
transmitter. “This nut expects someone to 
chase out fifteen miles into the country at 
this time of night to help him get his car 
started. He thinks—”  

“You know better than to argue with a 
policyholder, Tolliver,” Mehary answered. 
“Tell him you’ll be out as quickly as you 
can.”  

The Baron’s jaw dropped. 
“You’re kidding, boss. You wouldn’t 

really—”  
“Tell him we’ll be glad to help him,” 

Mehary insisted. 
The Baron still hesitated, but the look 

in the Claims Manager’s small red-rimmed 
eyes was implacable. Reluctantly he 
removed his hand from the telephone 
mouthpiece.  

“Where are you now, Mr. Cone? All 
right, we don’t usually do this sort of 
thing, but for you—just sit tight and I’ll be 
out. ‘Bye.”  

He turned angrily to Mehary. 
“I wonder if you understood what that 

chump really wanted? He wasn’t reporting 
a death claim; not even an accident of any 
kind. Simply that his car’s quit on him 
somewhere out in the sticks and he thinks 
the towing and road service endorsement 
entitles him to free repair work.”  

“I understood perfectly.” Mehary’s 
massive face was wooden. 

“Even this company with its million 
bucks could go broke chasing men around 
on this sort of thing,” the Baron said. 
“We’ve never done it before. Are you sure 
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you feel quite well, boss?”  
“I feel fine,” Mehary assured him. 

“Fine as a man could ever feel while he 
has mouthy lads like you working for him. 
Listen: Sales Department has been 
hounding me for examples of our unusual 
claims service. To be written up in the 
Home Office Champion. Might even be 
used in our national advertising, Tolliver. 
You should be glad of a chance to render 
super-service.” 

 
CORNFULLY the Baron grunted. 

desk, 
“I’m delighted!” He turned to his 

began stowing papers away. “How’s 
a fellow ever going to get caught up with 
his office stuff? Here I come in to work 
overtime. First I get roped into answering 
phones. Then I get sent out for midnight 
joy rides.” 

“Do your dictating when you get 
back,” Mehary suggested. There was a 
trace of mockery in his voice. “You don’t 
need any sleep, Tolliver. You and 
Napoleon!”  

The Baron swung around again. 
“Aw, boss. You know I was just 

kidding with Baldy.”  
“People in this office have listened to 

your tall tales for years,” Mehary snapped. 
“You seem to enjoy the nickname the boys 
have given you. All right, Baron 
Munchausen, here’s your chance to put up 
or shut up!” He turned, stalked back into 
his private office. 

The policyholder had phoned from the 
Blue Lantern, a roadhouse just beyond 
Center River Bridge. By the time the 
Baron got a company car from the garage 
and drove out that far, three-quarters of an 
hour had elapsed. 

He found Millard Cone, a fussy, self-
important little man well past middle age, 
pacing restlessly in front of the garishly 
neon-lighted building.  

“Took you long enough to get here,” 
Cone complained. 

“After the Cup Races, I’ve put my 
Dusenberg in the shop for an overhaul,” 
the Baron grinned. “Where’s your crate?”  

The little man eyed the Baron sourly. 
“My automobile is a Packard, Mr. 

Tolliver, as your records must show. I had 
to leave it, along the road and walk back 
here. About two miles.”  

“Tough. But you sure got a real break 
by carrying your insurance with Imperial 
Casualty.” The Baron’s jaw clamped as he 
thought of Ellis Mehary. 

“I’ll know how much of a break it is 
when I see you get me started again,” 
Cone replied hotly. 

Angry words were on the Baron’s 
tongue. He bit them back. 

“Hop in,” he said cheerfully. “We’ll 
see what’s what.”  

When they reached the stalled car, the 
Baron pulled in behind it with his 
headlights on. He climbed into the driver’s 
seat of the Packard. 

“Let’s have your keys.”  
Cone handed them over. The starter 

ground. The engine caught, sputtered 
jerkily and died. The Baron repeated 
several times with the same result. 

“Acts like you’ve got dirt in the gas 
line.”  

“This rotten gas you get nowdays,” 
Cone sniffed. 

“Ought not to be hard to fix. Got a 
screwdriver handy?”  

The little man gave the Baron a frosty 
stare. “Didn’t you bring your tools with 
you? What kind of road service—”  

“Remember I told you our office was 
closed for the night? So my 
screwdrivers—all my tools—are locked up 
in the vault,” Tolliver almost choked. “The 
only reason I’m here at all to help you is 
because—well, because of connections.”  
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“You mean Mr. Norbert Geddis,” 
Cone said smugly. 

The Baron snorted. 
“He’ll do as well as any.” He took the 

keys from the ignition switch, got out, 
went around to the back of the car. 
Manipulating the lock of the baggage 
compartment, he pulled up the lid, then 
recoiled with a startled yell. 

The headlights of the company puddle-
jumper gleamed coppery-red on the loose, 
gossamer-fine tendrils of a woman’s hair, 
reflected from wide, dark eyes staring out 
at him. 

Those eyes must once have been 
beautiful. They were opaque now, 
lusterless. The girl to whom they belonged 
was dead. 

Automatically the Baron stooped to 
retrieve the large red handbag which had 
dropped to the road. Then he stepped 
closer to the car, his sharp black eyes on 
the chromium-headed steel pin which had 
been thrust into the girl’s chest, directly 
over the heart. The needle-like instrument 
must have caused almost instantaneous 
death. There had been virtually no 
bleeding. 

Her smooth, oval face was putty-
colored, her full, sensuous lips bloodless. 
Her body was jammed brutally into the 
cramped space of the baggage 
compartment. Behind him the Baron heard 
a sharp insuck of breath as Millard Cone 
came around the car. 

“Great Heavens!” Cone ejaculated. 
“It’s Miss Pritchard.”  

As the pompous little policyholder 
crowded past, reaching for the dead girl’s 
body, the Baron restrained him with a firm 
hand on the shoulder. 

“Don’t touch,” the Baron ordered 
sharply. “This is murder. The police will 
want everything left as it is.”  

Cone recoiled as though he had been 
stung. 

“The police! Oh, no, no, Mr. Tolliver. 
I can’t be involved with the police!”  

The Baron laughed grimly. 
“Brother, you’re already involved. Up 

to your eyebrows. Who was this Miss 
Pritchard?”  

“She’s my new secretary,” Cone said. 
“Oh, my Heavens! I simply can’t afford 
any notoriety. It would positively spoil my 
new connection.”  

“How about the girl?” the Baron 
inquired. “Her new connection has already 
been spoiled, but plenty!”  

Millard Cone grabbed the Baron by his 
coat sleeve. 

“You’ve got to do something about 
this, Mr. Tolliver! Dispose of the body for 
me. Anything. After all, you carry my 
insurance.”  

The Baron jerked his arm from the 
little man’s clutch. 

“Oh, no, you don’t, brother!” he said 
coldly. “That game’s played out now. 
Maybe you roped me into acting as a 
repair man, but not even old Mehary is 
going to make me accessory after the fact 
in a murder rap.”  

“You could simply go away and forget 
all about this,” Cone pleaded. “You don’t 
need to report—”  

“Do you think you could go driving all 
over the countryside with a corpse stuffed 
into your trunk?” the Baron asked acidly. 
Then he added, “You neglected to have 
your precious policy endorsed with the 
standard form Murder Permit, Mr. Cone. 
Without an additional premium, y’know, 
an insurance company doesn’t allow their 
men to be hung for a policyholder’s 
crime.”  

The pompous little man deflated like a 
balloon that’s been jabbed with a pin: 
“You—you’re joking. Surely you don’t 
think I had anything to do with this—
this—”  

“Why not?” the Baron said. “She’s 



THE BARON RENDERS ROAD SERVICE 5

your secretary, you said. How do I know 
what was between you two?”  

“You’ve got to believe me.” Cone was 
frantic. “I know nothing whatever about 
this horrible affair. I thought Miss 
Pritchard was back in Middleton where 
she belongs. I only left there this afternoon 
myself, driving up to see our president, 
Mr. Geddis. I expected to go back tonight 
myself. But now—now—” 

 
UCH to the Baron’s amazement, the 
little man’s voice broke completely. 

Big tears welled in his faded blue eyes to 
roll down his deeply lined cheeks. “This 
was my big chance,” he wailed. “Now, 
unless you’ll help me, it’s gone. Gone! 
And I’ll never get another.”  

Millard Cone, the Baron was thinking, 
had consistently acted like a nut. But in 
spite of the little policyholder’s self-
importance, he did not impress the Baron 
as a dangerous or homicidal type. Cone’s 
nuttiness was more characteristic of an 
elderly person who, knowing neither the 
questions nor the answers, believes 
thoroughly in his own wisdom. 

Furthermore, the Baron decided, if 
Cone were really a paranoiac he would be 
far too crafty deliberately to summon an 
insurance investigator who would 
inevitably find the body of his victim. 

Sales Department wanted a story of 
unusual claims service to print in the 
Champion, did they? To live up to his own 
reputation, the Baron knew he should give 
them a classic. One that would even shame 
Ellis Mehary for ribbing him about tall 
yarns.  

He ran a swift hand through his unruly 
mop of mouse-colored hair. 

“Maybe you’d better tell me all about 
it,” he said aloud. “About this ‘big chance’ 
you mention. About the girl. Everything. 
From the beginning. Then, if there’s 
anything I can legitimately do for you, I 

will.”  
Sobbing aloud with relief, Cone 

clutched him again by the arm. The Baron 
shut the door of the Packard’s trunk 
compartment so the dead girl could not be 
seen by any passing motorist. He led the 
shaken policyholder back to the company 
car to talk. 

Millard Cone, according to the man’s 
statement, had retired from active business 
a few years ago after successfully 
conducting a retail sporting goods store in 
Middletown most of his life. He had lived 
comfortably on the proceeds of his careful 
investments until recently, when reduced 
dividends from bonds and stocks made 
him desirous of augmenting his retirement 
income. 

About two weeks ago he had seen an 
advertisement in the newspaper classified 
columns for a man who had financial 
connections with a local bank and contacts 
with monied people. This man was to act 
as manager for a large new company 
opening a branch office in Middletown. 
Answering the ad, Cone received a reply 
asking him to call at the Stanford Hotel at 
a certain day and hour to be interviewed in 
person by the head of the new concern, a 
Mr. Norbert Geddis. 

“What’s the name of the firm?” the 
Baron asked.  

“Amalgamated Novelty and Machine 
Company,” Cone told him promptly. “A 
newly formed subsidiary of Cameron Steel 
Corporation.” Even in his trouble the little 
man could not help swelling his chest with 
conscious pride. “We own a lot of new 
valuable patents, particularly in the line of 
automatic grinding tools.” 

He had found the president of 
ANAMCO, Cone went on, to be a 
splendid gentleman. A prosperous, 
impressive-looking, fairly youngish man, 
exceptionally well dressed and an 
excellent talker. At the close of the 

M 
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interview, Geddis informed Cone that his 
able, well-written letter had made a great 
impression. His references had already 
been checked and Cone was the man 
Geddis wanted, from more than two 
hundred applicants, for the position as 
branch manager of ANAMCO in 
Middletown.  

Mr. Geddis had then entrusted him 
with two checks, drawn by the parent 
company, Cameron Steel, each in the 
amount of $74,840. These were to be used, 
Geddis informed him, for opening a 
special account in his own bank at 
Middletown. He was to report then to his 
new office ready to assume his new 
official duties. 

He had found the office to be a palatial 
affair of chrome and leather. Cone’s name 
was already on the door in gold leaf. A 
secretary had already been hired for him. 
The same girl—Cone’s voice trembled as 
he told the Baron—the same Lucy 
Pritchard who now lay dead in the 
baggage compartment of his Packard car. 

There had been little need for a 
secretary at first. Nothing much for Cone 
to do, either, until two days ago when he 
received a long distance call from Norbert 
Geddis. ANAMCO’s president stated that 
he was passing through Middletown again 
en route to Washington and wanted to see 
Cone for an hour or two. Would Cone 
meet him at the train? 

Cone did. The president talked 
glowingly for awhile about the 
opportunities of the business. He asked if 
Cone liked the quarters provided for him 
and if he had been provided with sufficient 
funds to carry on the branch. Then Geddis 
requested Cone to let him have $145,000 
in cash at once. 

The Baron’s eyes narrowed. 
“You gave it to him?” 
“Of course. It was the company’s 

money and Mr. Geddis is the president.” 

“That’s a lot of cash,” the Baron 
observed thoughtfully. “Did Geddis make 
any explanation?”  

“Explanations weren’t necessary, since 
I’m a company manager.” Again the little 
man’s chest expanded. “But as a matter of 
fact, Mr. Geddis did tell me he needed a 
lot more money than anticipated to lobby 
through more patents on a new process.”  

“I see. So you got the dough for him. 
Then what?”  

“Nothing—until today. Mr. Geddis 
phoned me again late this afternoon. 
Asked me to drive up here and meet him at 
the Blue Lantern for dinner. Said he had 
some ideas he wanted to discuss with me.”  

“You brought the girl with you?”  
“Certainly not! I’ve already told you 

that.”  
“But she knew you were coming 

here?”  
“She heard the telephone conversation, 

I suppose.”  
“Did anyone else know about it?”  
“I don’t see how they could. I left 

almost immediately after talking with Mr. 
Geddis.” 

“Okay. Go on,” the Baron said. 
“There isn’t much more to tell,” Cone 

lamented. “I met Mr. Geddis. He told me 
he had decided to put on a big company 
convention at an Atlantic City boardwalk 
hotel. Said he’d been so much impressed 
with my executive ability and capacity for 
responsibility that he was making me 
chairman of the convention committee 
and—”  

“Has your office done any business at 
all since you took over?” the Baron 
interrupted. 

“Why no. As a matter of fact, there’s 
been virtually no mail. We’re just starting 
you know.”  

“Then what have you done to impress 
Geddis so greatly?”  

Cone drew himself up with offended 
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dignity. “He could tell by talking with 
me.”  

“I can see how he would get a definite 
impression,” the Baron said. “Go on, Mr. 
Cone.”  

 
NMINDFUL of the hurt to his pride, 
Millard Cone continued his tale.  

“Well, he wanted me to go back to 
Middletown and then arrange a trip to 
Atlantic City to get the ball rolling. He left 
the Blue Lantern same time I did, heading 
back for New York. When I’d driven this 
far my engine died. I had to walk back to 
the roadhouse. I found your office address 
on my policyholder’s identification card 
and phoned. And that’s all.”  

“It’s enough!” the Baron pronounced 
gloomily. “For your sake I hope we can 
locate this man Geddis again.” To himself 
he was thinking; “and for the sake of dear 
old Imperial Casualty too,”  

Millard Cone was thunderstruck. 
“You think—”  
The Baron nodded grimly. 
“The odor of something rotten almost 

knocks me off my feet!” 
His mind worked swiftly. The girl’s 

death should be reported to the police at 
once, he knew, or he might get himself 
into serious trouble. Yet once reported, his 
chance of establishing a link between the 
girl and Norbert Geddis would be small. 
That there was actually a link appeared 
obvious to the Baron. 

He wanted to find Geddis. Not alone 
for the sake of the pompous little Millard 
Cone, but because of the indicated 
connection with Cameron Steel 
Corporation. Cameron Steel was Imperial 
Casualty’s largest single account in the 
entire region. And, for that reason, the pet 
risk of Ellis Mehary. Always the District 
Claims Manager leaned far backward to 
keep Cameron executives happy about his 
local claims service. 

The Baron got out to retrieve the dead 
girl’s handbag from where he had put it in 
the driver’s seat of the Packard. Returning, 
he inspected its contents under the dash 
light of the company car. 

The usual accumulation a woman 
carries. A handkerchief, a compact and a 
comb. A pack of cigarettes. Some lime 
drops. Keys in a leather case. He picked 
up a small bank deposit book, thumbed the 
pages quickly. There was only one entry, 
ten days old. One thousand dollars, 
deposited at the time the account was 
opened.  

At the top of the small, ruled page the 
girl’s name, Ruth Pritchard, had been 
entered in a neat, clerkly hand. And an 
address, not in Middletown but here in the 
city. Not far, in fact, from the Baron’s own 
bachelor apartment. 

The Baron reached a swift decision. 
“I’m taking you to my place for the 

night,” he informed Cone. “I’m going to 
do a little investigating before I call 
copper. Brother, you’re one policyholder 
who’s sure getting a big two bucks worth 
out of his road service endorsement!”  

He gave Cone his latch key, dropped 
him off in front of his own apartment 
house, then drove on to Ruth Pritchard’s 
address. He found it to be a three story 
walk-up, with the girl’s rooms on the top 
floor.  

Her keys let him in without difficulty. 
Nothing about the two cheaply furnished 
rooms indicated Ruth had enjoyed 
anything beyond the average working 
girl’s income. Furnishings were the kind 
of cheap junk that usually goes with a 
furnished flat. 

The dead girl’s pitiful efforts to 
brighten the place gave the Baron a feeling 
of depression. Petunias, now wilted and 
drooping, on the spindle-legged living 
room table. The colorful drapes she’d 
made for the windows. The hand 

U 
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embroidered runners on the table and 
dresser tops.  

Even these little feminine attempts, 
made it very evident Ruth Pritchard had 
never possessed enough money for 
sizeable bank deposits. The bank book 
entry, therefore, must represent an unusual 
windfall. The Baron had definite ideas 
regarding the source of that windfall. 

His restless, black eyes were attracted 
by snapshots stuck around the edge of the 
mirror over Ruth’s dressing table. He 
moved over for a closer look. The picture 
of Ruth in a bathing suit made him sigh. It 
seemed a shameful waste that so much 
feminine loveliness should have such a 
drab ending. 

Other prints were of Ruth’s friends. 
Girls and boys, both. One of the latter 
made the Baron pause with a sudden 
whistle of satisfaction. A head and 
shoulders close-up, slightly yellowish as if 
from careless developing. The face which 
met the Baron’s scrutiny was lean and 
forceful. Horn rimmed glasses gave the 
subject a serious expression, while a small, 
dark mustache added a slightly sinister 
touch. Except for the fact that Norbert 
Geddis was an older man, the photograph 
might have fitted the description given by 
Millard Cone. 

The Baron took the snapshot from its 
place in the mirror, stuck it in his pocket. 
He moved on to complete his examination 
of the room. A faint snick behind him 
made him whirl, alarmed. 

He was just in time to see a man’s 
hand reach from the partly open door of a 
tiny clothes closet across the room. He 
saw fingers flip the light switch. Then the 
ceiling bulbs blacked out. 

As the man scrambled hastily from his 
hiding place, he was framed with camera 
clarity for single instant in the light from 
the living room doorway. A big man with 

a bushy shock of hair. A bulbous nose in 
an otherwise slightly concave face. 

Then the living room lights went out 
also. Diving for the doorway, the Baron 
connected in the dark with a small rocker, 
went down sprawling. By the time he 
picked himself up, grunting, and found the 
light switch, the intruder had made his 
escape. The Baron could hear the man’s 
feet hammering heavily on the stair treads 
to the street. 

The Baron shrugged. He knew it 
would do no good for him to follow. He 
consulted his watch. It was already four-
thirty. 

From an all night drug store he put in a 
call to police headquarters. Without giving 
a name, he reported the Packard car 
abandoned on the highway beyond Center 
River Bridge. Then he went back to the 
Imperial Casualty office. He called 
Millard Cone from there. 

“I’ve got a lead that may help,” he told 
the little policyholder. “In the morning I’m 
going to make another call. I’ll be around 
for you as soon as I have something 
definite. In the meantime, you just sit 
tight.”  

Until shortly before time for the office 
to open, the Baron went to work calmly 
finishing the dictation interrupted by 
Mehary the night before. Then he took his 
hat and went out to get breakfast in the 
Live-and-Let-Live Lunchroom right 
around the corner. By nine o’clock he was 
in the office of Harold Danton, General 
Manager of the Cameron Steel 
Corporation. 

“We have,” the Baron said, “what 
looks like a serious claim in connection 
with your new subsidiary, Amalgamated 
Novelty and Machine. I thought you might 
be able to put me in touch with the 
president of that company, Mr. Norbert 
Geddis.” 
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ANTON was a thickset man with an 
iron-grey mane and a forbidding 

frown. “Geddis? Amalgamated Novelty?” 
His piercing gray eyes held a blank 
expression. “You’ve got your wires 
crossed, Tolliver. We have no such 
subsidiary. And no Cameron executive is 
named Geddis.”  

“I was afraid of that,” the Baron 
admitted. “It means Cameron Steel has 
been victimized to the tune of some 
hundred and fifty thousand dollars.” 
Rapidly he told Danton about Millard 
Cone and the branch office in Middletown, 
but omitting any reference to Ruth 
Pritchard. 

When he had finished, Danton touched 
a buzzer on his desk. “I’ll get our chief 
accountant, George Tankersley,” he said. 
“Any checks for such large amounts 
would have to go through George’s 
hands.”  

A big man came into the private office. 
A man with a bushy shock of hair and an 
oversized nose. The Baron’s eyes 
narrowed. Tankersley looked to him like 
the same person who had ducked out of 
Ruth Pritchard’s room in the wee small 
hours of the night just passed. He kept the 
thought to himself. 

. To his surprise, Tankersley admitted 
promptly that he knew of the loss. “Two 
blank checks are missing from our special 
account checkbook,” the accountant said. 
His eyes did not look friendly as they 
rested on the Baron. “I had no idea of the 
amount involved, but I was afraid it might 
be large.”  

“Why didn’t you say something to 
me?” Danton exploded angrily. “Fine state 
of affairs when our insurance company has 
to tell me what goes on in our own 
offices!” 

“Whoever took the checks was smart,” 
Tankersley said quietly. “They were from 
the middle of the book where it would take 

some time to miss them. I only discovered 
yesterday that they were gone.”  

“Someone had to forge both my 
signature and yours,” Danton worried. 
“Someone familiar with our organization. 
That means someone connected with this 
office!”  

“Does the name Ruth Pritchard mean 
anything to you gentlemen?” the Baron 
asked. 

Danton shook his head blankly. But 
Tankersley nodded. “We had a girl by that 
name on the payroll until recently,” he 
said. “She worked for Ed Paige in the 
Sales Department.”  

“Let’s go see Paige,” the Baron said. 
“You go with him, George,” Danton 

ordered. “I’ve got a conference in fifteen 
minutes.” 

Except for his premature baldness, Ed 
Paige, Assistant Sales Manager, might 
have qualified as a handsome fellow. 
Crinkles of humor at the corners of his 
mouth. A firm, strong, clean-shaven face. 

“Ruth Pritchard?” he said. “Why 
surely. She did my personal work for 
nearly three years. Then she quit suddenly. 
About two weeks ago. Didn’t even give 
the customary notice. I was disappointed 
that she’d act like that.”  

“Why did she leave?” the Baron asked. 
Paige shrugged. “To take another job. 

Some out-of-town concern, I believe.” 
“Where could we find her?”  
“Haven’t the slightest idea.”  
The Baron took from his pocket the 

photograph he had found in Ruth’s 
bedroom. “Another question if I may. 
Have either of you ever seen this man?”  

George Tankersley bent over Paige’s 
shoulder to look. Both men studied the 
print carefully. Paige shook his bald head 
positively. “Not I. Never.”  

Tankersley didn’t sound quite so sure. 
“Looks vaguely familiar, but I can’t 

quite place the resemblance. Who is he?”  

D 
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“This, unless I’m very much mistaken, 
is the smart cookie who has managed to 
milk Cameron Steel of one hundred fifty 
gees,” Tolliver said. 

“Not Cameron Steel,” Tankersley 
reminded curtly. His attitude still seemed 
faintly hostile. “Your company will stand 
the loss, Tolliver. You carry our forgery 
insurance.”  

When the Baron left the Cameron 
Steel offices he headed back to his 
apartment. He could see no further benefit 
from keeping Cone under wraps. It might 
make more trouble. Best now, he decided, 
to take the little policyholder with him to 
the police for a frank statement. 

Since he had given Cone his latchkey, 
he tapped on the door panel for 
admittance. When there was no answer he 
tapped again, rattling the door knob 
impatiently. 

The knob turned in his hand. The 
Baron barged in with angry words on his 
lips. To a darkened room. To someone 
who stepped from behind the door to strike 
down viciously at the Baron’s head with a 
sap. 

The Baron’s knees buckled. He tried 
unsuccessfully to plow a furrow along the 
floorboards with the point of his chin. 

A vaguely long period followed. 
Returning awareness focused the Baron’s 
pain dazed eyes on sunlight seeping 
around the edges of drawn window shades. 
The yellowish glow imparted a murky, 
saffron tinge to the familiar surroundings 
of his room. 

Illogically, the yellow gloom was what 
made the Baron see with sudden clarity. A 
great illumination in his mind told him 
abruptly the identity of the criminal who 
had perpetrated the forgery at Cameron 
Steel. And afterward killed Ruth Pritchard. 

His hand sought the snapshot in his 
coat pocket. He was not surprised to find it 
gone. And when he went through the 

rooms looking for Millard Cone, the 
pompous little automobile policyholder 
was gone also.  

Half an hour later the Baron was inside 
another apartment. The telephone book, a 
judicious reconnaissance from the outside 
and use of a fire escape had landed him 
here. He halted in front of a deep, 
overstuffed chair. George Tankersley sat 
in that chair. 

But Tankersley did not know the 
Baron was there. Cameron Steel’s shock-
headed chief accountant was dead. A small 
red stain spotted the big man’s white shirt 
around a small, circular object which 
looked like a silver button. Actually it was 
the end of a slender, needle-like, steel pin. 
Similar to the pin that had caused the 
death of Ruth Pritchard. The Baron stood 
for a moment, brain racing. Then he went 
to the telephone, dialed Imperial 
Casualty’s office. 

 
T CLOSE to seven in the evening, 
the office switchboard was closed. 

Baldy Leigh relayed the Baron’s request to 
talk with Mehary.  

“What’s the idea not showing up 
today, Tolliver?” the Claims Manager’s 
bull voice demanded. “Where are you?”  

“You sent me out on a road service 
call last night, remember?”  

“So you take a day off, eh?” Mehary 
said. “You were sulking, I suppose. I 
ought to give you six months off, twice a 
year. Without pay. Now listen, Tolliver—”  

“You listen, for once,” the Baron 
interrupted. “That road service call may 
cost Imperial a hundred and fifty grand.”  

“What!” Mehary’s bellow threatened 
to shatter the Baron’s eardrum. “You’ve 
managed to build a ten buck claim into a 
catastrophic loss? Tolliver, I’ll have your 
hide stuffed and mounted. I’ll—”  

“I can’t kid around with you now, 
boss,” the Baron said. “I’ve got a date with 

A
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a two-time killer. He’ll be here any 
minute. Here’s what I need you to do and 
for Pete’s sake don’t fail me!”  

Hurriedly he went on to outline his 
plan. He knew he had no time to waste. 
The murderer of George Tankersley would 
not have gone far. Probably just far 
enough to arrange means for disposal of 
his second victim’s body.  

Tankersley was a bulky man and 
heavy. The Baron needed all his lean, wiry 
strength. 

When he was ready, the ten minutes he 
had to wait seemed like as many hours.  

Finally the door opened and someone 
stepped into the gloom of the room. A 
light switch clicked. Nothing happened. 
The Baron had taken the precaution of 
slipping a penny into one of the lamp 
sockets to blow the fuses. 

Fading twilight from a large window at 
the Baron’s back glinted on eye glasses, 
revealed a lean face wearing a dark 
mustache. The face of the man in Ruth 
Pritchard’s photograph. The face of the 
man who called himself Norbert Geddis—
the fictitious president of the fictitious 
ANAMCO. 

Geddis stepped toward the chair where 
Tankersley’s corpse sat. Tankersley’s arm 
moved. What sounded like Tankersley’s 
voice spoke suddenly. 

“You’re licked. You thought you’d 
shut my mouth, but you didn’t!”  

Geddis recoiled in swift alarm. 
“You—I—you aren’t going to talk!”  
“Why did you kill the girl?” 

Tankersley’s voice went on. “Hadn’t she 
earned her share? She must have helped 
you get the blank checks and copies of the 
proper signatures. And when you planted 
her in that fake office with Cone, didn’t 
she keep you informed what the sucker 
was doing?”  

Geddis had a gun in his hand now. It 
seemed to restore his wavering 

confidence. 
“Since you’re going to die anyhow, 

George,” he said calmly, “it can’t do any 
harm to satisfy your curiosity. The trouble 
with Ruth was that she wanted to fasten on 
me. I wouldn’t have minded giving her 
some dough. But I wasn’t going to have 
her saddled on me for life.”  

“So you had her fly up from 
Middletown after you’d lured Cone to the 
Blue Lantern. You killed her and put her 
body in Cone’s car. Why keep picking on 
Cone?”  

“Less chance that anyone would ever 
connect me with the missing checks,” 
Geddis said coldly. “I put dirt in Cone’s 
gasoline, too. I wanted him to be found 
before he had a chance to go far. Once a 
sucker, always a sucker y’know. Like you, 
George! If you hadn’t snooped around 
when you found those checks were gone-”  

The gun lifted purposefully, aiming 
straight at Tankersley’s heart. The body of 
the accountant sprung then from the chair, 
lunging directly for the killer. 

Twice while the corpse was in mid-air, 
the gun blasted. Heavy caliber slugs had 
force enough to smash the body to the 
floor before it struck Geddis. 

But the Baron was leaping. From the 
same chair, where he had held the dead 
man on his lap. His fist smashed solidly 
against the point of Geddis’ chin. 

“This will help square for the 
smacking you handed me!” he grunted. 

Geddis reeled backward. He crashed 
against the wall. The gun dropped from his 
hand. The Baron dived after him, striking 
again. And again. 

There was a commotion at the 
window. Men came pouring through from 
the fire escape. Ellis Mehary. And many 
cops. 

A flashlight fingered the battered 
murderer on the floor. The Baron stooped 
suddenly, grasped Geddis by his hair. A 
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wig came away in his hand. And a fake 
black mustache. Underneath the wig was 
the bald head of Cameron Steel’s Assistant 
Sales Manager, Ed Paige. 

“Ruth must have had a real crush on 
this heel to keep his picture on her 
dresser,” the Baron said. “But I didn’t 
connect the photo with Paige until I 
suddenly realized the yellowish color was 
due to age rather than bum development. It 
must have been taken a long time ago. 
Before Paige lost his hair.”  

The cops were putting cuffs on the 
prostrate murderer. Paige glared at the 
Baron.  

“I didn’t even know she had the 
thing,” he gritted. “She must have snitched 
it from my place one evening—”  

“So you conked me to get it back. I 
thought Cone did that. Or Tankersley. 
Tankersley confused things for me, but 
plenty. I suppose the poor devil was 
worried about his job. He found the checks 

missing, and decided to investigate by 
himself. The Baron turned to Mehary. 
“Say, I’m worried about Cone. I wonder 
if—”  

“Cone showed up at headquarters this 
afternoon,” the cop in charge of the detail 
volunteered. “All charges against him will 
be dropped now, of course.”  

“Well—there’s your forgery loss,” the 
Baron grinned at his Claims Manager. “All 
wrapped up, signed, sealed and delivered. 
A nice job of road service if I do say so 
myself. A lot for two bucks. What a yarn it 
will make for the Home Office 
publication.”  

A thoughtful look spread across his 
face. 

“Reminds me of the time I recovered a 
million dollar embezzlement by tracing 
two nail holes in a plank used to build a 
ladder. Did I ever tell you about that one, 
boss?” 

 


