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A SPUR FOR THE BARON 
By CURTISS T. GARDNER 

 
Bill “Munchausen” Tolliver does his duty by Imperial Casualty 
even when it means facing the peril of a grim, crushing death! 

 
 SMILE of utter contentment 
lighted the sharp, leathery features 
of Bill “Baron Munchausen” 

Tolliver as he pulled down his bedspread. 
The alarm clock on the night stand showed 
only nine o’clock. Considerable will power 
had been required for the Baron to resist 
Baldy Leigh’s insistence that they go 
together to the Wednesday night wrestling 
matches at the Coliseum. 

Now he was glad he had been firm. 
Never had his bed looked so inviting. Both 
his mental and physical batteries were run 
down from consistent, long overtime on his 
job as claims adjustor for Imperial 
Casualty. This was a rare and golden 
opportunity for recharging them. 

He slid his lean body between the 
smooth sheets, reached up to switch off the 
bed light and sighed with complete 
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relaxation. In three minutes he was already 
dozing. Then the phone in the living room 
of the apartment began to ring. 

For a moment he lay half stupefied, 
listening to the insistent clamor of the 
instrument. Then, muttering to himself 
angrily, he slid out of bed and pattered in 
bare feet into the other room. 

The bull voice of Ellis Mehary, District 
Claims Manager for Imperial Casualty, 
came to him over the wire. 

“Thank heaven I located you, Tolliver! 
We’ve just had an emergency call from the 
Satyr Hill Quarries. One of their people has 
been killed and another seriously hurt. 
You’d better hop out there right away and 
see what you can do.”  

“Have a heart, boss,” the Baron 
protested. “I was in bed asleep.”  

He could hear Mehary snort. 
“Asleep! At this hour of the evening? 

Why, it’s hardly dark yet.”  
“I’m worn down to a nub,” the Baron 

said, trying to fool himself into the belief 
that he could talk his way out of the 
assignment. “If I don’t catch up on my rest, 
I won’t be any good to myself or the 
company, either.”  

“You’ve just described your normal 
condition around the office.” Mehary’s 
tone was coldly unsympathetic. “Look up 
the word ‘normal’ in any dictionary. But 
don’t take time to do it now. I want you at 
the quarry.”  

“But what good can I do tonight?” the 
Baron demanded frantically. “The guy’ll 
stay dead until morning, won’t he?”  

The bellow which came back to him 
over the wire threatened to burst the 
Baron’s eardrum. 

“Listen, Tolliver! I’m still down at the 
office. You don’t find me lolling around in 
bed. I’ve just looked up the coverage files 
on Satyr Hill Quarries. It seems that their 
spur track insurance was cancelled not long 
ago. I haven’t checked the circumstances 

yet. But this accident occurred on the 
quarry siding, so if you’re on your toes you 
may be able to save our company a 
considerable loss.”  

The Baron gave a startled exclamation. 
“I remember that spur track, boss!” he 

said. “I had a call from Roy Edvelle, one of 
the partners in that quarry. It came in one 
Saturday afternoon about ten days ago, 
when I was alone in the office. Edvelle was 
very nasty. He told me—”  

“Don’t take time now,” Mehary 
interrupted, “trying to uphold your office 
nickname of Baron Munchausen by telling 
me any long-winded yarn. I want you out at 
Satyr Hill quick as you can travel. And I’ll 
expect a detailed report from you in the 
morning.”  

The connection clicked off. For an 
instant the Baron stood holding the dead 
receiver while he bitterly regretted that he 
wasn’t at the wrestling match with Baldy. 
Refusal to accompany his friend now 
meant that instead of either a pleasant 
evening or a needed rest, he was simply 
starting out on another investigation. 

“In Heaven,” he remarked aloud, “there 
will be no policyholders, no spur track 
endorsements and no telephones.” 

 
WO miles beyond the city limits, a 
little-traveled side road branched from 

the main highway to follow the windings of 
a sluggish creek. Four miles farther and 
another mile past the Satyr Hill station on 
the freight feeder line, the stream flowed 
through a narrow gap between low hills. 
Light undergrowth and second-stand 
timber covered the banks which sloped up 
almost from the road shoulders and it was 
here that a pit had been cut through a 
granite outcropping on the hill. It was this 
single pit which bore the misleadingly 
imposing name of Satyr Hill Quarries. 

As the Baron drove past, he noticed 
lanterns bobbing around in the 
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amphitheater circle of the quarry. He went 
on some hundred feet to the side of the 
exposed rock surface, pulled his battered 
company car into a wide dusty graveled 
space in front of the one-story frame quarry 
office, and beside a white State Police 
sedan already parked there. 

The office was bright with lights. As he 
walked in, the first thing the Baron noted 
was a man on the old-fashioned leather 
sofa at the near end of the room. Normally 
the man’s face might have had a close 
resemblance to Don Ameche’s, but now it 
was a mask of deathly pallor. The reason 
for his paleness was evident in the trouser 
leg cut off to his thigh revealing a leg 
severed midway between ankle and 
kneecap. A crude tourniquet had been used 
to prevent what might otherwise have been 
fatal bleeding. 

Above the injured man a girl was 
bending solicitously. She had copper-
colored hair and a narrow, oval face, but 
her smooth beauty was marred in the 
Baron’s estimation by a too-heavy chin. It 
gave her, he had the swift thought, a 
suggestion of pugnacity, not to say possible 
hardness. 

Another man, of late middle age, whose 
bald head was surrounded as if by a thorn 
hedge with a stiff unruly fringe of yellow-
gray hair, turned abruptly from the others 
as the Baron entered. 

“Who are you?” he demanded with 
offensive brusqueness,  

“Tolliver, of the Imperial Casualty 
Claims Department. I had a call from our 
manager—”  

“I’m Mr. Roy Edvelle, one of the 
owners of this firm.” The man’s muddy 
brown eyes regarded the Baron with an 
unfriendly glance. “Considering the 
seriousness of our accident, it certainly 
took you long enough to get here, 
Tolliver.”  

The Baron’s blood temperature rose at 

the thought of leaving his comfortable bed 
to hurry out for such a greeting. 

“Unfortunately,” he said with deliberate 
sarcasm, “our rocket ships have all been 
taken over by the Army Air Forces. So I 
had to do the next best thing and drive.”  

Edvelle gave the Baron a sharp look. 
“This isn’t amusing, Tolliver. My 

partner, Franklin Trask, has been killed and 
Dave Lavendar here, my quarry 
superintendent, had his leg cut off by 
freight cars backing onto our siding. Your 
company will have large claims to pay.”  

The man’s whole attitude was so 
markedly nasty that the Baron did not try to 
pull his verbal punches.  

“I wonder if you recall a telephone 
conversation with our office one Saturday 
afternoon about two weeks back?” he 
asked. “I happen to be the man you talked 
with then. You asked me to cancel the spur 
track endorsement on your public liability 
policy and when I wanted to turn the matter 
over to our Sales Department, that usually 
handles such matters, you wouldn’t let 
me.”  

“Naturally I remember talking with 
you, Tolliver,” Edvelle said. “I’m not likely 
to forget very soon the uncooperative 
attitude you showed. And don’t think I’m 
going to tolerate any attempt to deal lightly 
with these claims, either.”  

The Baron couldn’t help grinning. 
“I’m afraid you really haven’t any 

claim,” he said. “We followed your 
instructions, cancelled the spur track 
coverage, so—now you have an accident 
on the track and no protection.”  

“Wrong again, Tolliver. Don’t forget 
that we carry Workmen’s Compensation 
insurance with your outfit. And both the 
men injured were company employees.”  

“You said it was a partner who was 
killed. Better get out your policy and read it 
over again carefully. In a partnership, 
provisions of the Workmen’s 
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Compensation Act do not extend to the 
partners themselves. In other words, you 
can’t be liable to yourself for an accidental 
injury. In the case of your superintendent 
here, un1ess he happens to be a partner 
also, that’s different.” 

 
DVELLE had the unpleasant smugness 
of a cat that had gobbled a canary. 

“You’d better learn the facts of the case 
before you do so much talking,” he said. “It 
happens, Tolliver, that Trask and I 
incorporated this business shortly after I 
talked with you on the phone that day. The 
law recognizes officers in a corporation as 
employees, even though they may own the 
entire stock of the concern. So you won’t 
be able to squirm out of paying on Trask’s 
death.”  

From outside, the wail of a siren 
sounded, ending with a run-down note as 
headlights glared into the parking space. In 
another moment a white-clad interne and 
two attendants with a stretcher came 
through the door. 

“Emergency Hospital,” the interne said. 
The Baron turned away. 
“I want to view the scene of the 

accident,” he said. “I’ll be back and get 
your statement later.”  

Edvelle did not bother to reply. The girl 
was helping the ambulance attendants get 
Dave Lavendar onto the stretcher as the 
Baron strode out. 

He headed for the open quarry pit 
where he had seen the lanterns as he had 
driven past. 

An enormous steam shovel occupied 
the center of the pit. Two gondola-type 
freight cars had been run in toward the 
shovel on tracks which emerged from the 
woods on the side farthest from the office 
structure. The lanterns which the Baron had 
previously noticed were set on the ground 
near the car that was pulled alongside the 
shovel’s clam-shell bucket. 

Squatting on the ties beside the lanterns 
were two men. The one in the neat uniform 
of a State Trooper, as the Baron learned 
when he introduced himself, was Sergeant 
Normand in charge of the police substation 
seven miles away. The other, an elderly, 
dried-up little man in overalls, and wearing 
a railroad man’s peaked cloth cap, was 
Emil Cudjah, the station agent at Satyr Hill. 

“Trask’s body is back there under the 
car,” Normand said in answer to the 
Baron’s inquiry. “I’m leaving it right where 
it was found until the coroner and the 
morgue wagon get here. Take one of those 
lanterns if you want to see it. Not a pretty 
sight!”  

The corpse sprawled face upward 
across the rust-coated rail. The Baron 
squatted on his heels, peering intently as 
Cudjah thrust the lantern close. Franklin 
Trask had been a young man, fully twenty 
years the junior of his surly partner, 
Edvelle. He had been a good-looking man, 
too, with the type of bold, dark features 
which usually appeal to women. But the 
dead face now was frozen into a picture of 
agony mingled with what the Baron judged 
to be rage.  

Sergeant Normand was quite right, the 
spectacle was not a pleasant one. But the 
Baron, accustomed by the nature of his 
work to all sorts of sights, was not unduly 
disturbed by it. His sharp, black eyes were 
regarding the pool of blood which had 
drained across the ties and into the crushed 
rock ballast at the side of the track. With 
sharply heightened interest he noted how, 
instead of being bright arterial red, the 
blood had a decidedly brownish hue. 

“Just can’t understand it,” Cudjah was 
remarking in a puzzled manner. “Trask, 
maybe yes. But Dave Lavendar is an old 
railroad man hisself. And he knew these 
here cars was on the way. He should’ve 
been the last one to git mixed up under the 
wheels.”  
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“You think so?” The Baron spoke 
perfunctorily.  

“Know it. Dave had a big order of face 
stone to git out. Been houndin’ me the last 
coupla days fer cars. Not more than a half 
hour before this happened I rang him up to 
tell him I’d git the cars in here tonight.”  

“The train crew should know how it 
happened,” the Baron said as he rose. 
“Didn’t they say?”  

“They don’t know,” Cudjah informed 
him positively. “I rode them cars down 
here myself just to make sure they got here. 
I was standin’ in this here same gondola 
and I never even heard Trask or Lavendar 
yell when we run over ‘em. Didn’t know 
about it, matter of fact, until the cars were 
uncoupled and the engine was ready to go 
back. Then I just happened to stumble over 
Dave a-lyin’ down there. Lucky for him I 
did, or he’d a-bled to death sure as 
shootin’.” 

“What did you do after that?”  
“I gave Dave first aid,” the station 

agent declared. “We carried him over to the 
office and phoned Roy Edvelle and the 
state cops. Wasn’t no use leavin’ the engine 
crew hangin’ around here so I sent ‘em on 
back. I reckon that’s about all there is to 
tell.”  

“I’ll need a written statement from 
you,” the Baron said, “but that can wait 
until morning.”  

“You kin always find me over at the 
station,” Cudjah assured him. 

 
HEY walked back together along the 
side of the gondola car. 

“There’s poor Dave’s leg.” Cudjah 
called the Baron’s attention by holding the 
lantern to one side of the ties. “I’m right 
sorry about him, but I ain’t wastin’ no 
sympathy on Trask. There’s one fellow 
who got what was comin’ to him, I say.”  

The Baron had stooped again. 
“You didn’t like Trask?” he asked 

curiously. 
“Franklin Trask was a bad ‘un,” Cudjah 

replied. . 
“What makes you say that?”  
“It’s a long story and one that wouldn’t 

mean nothin’ to you.”  
The station agent obviously did not 

want to explain more fully, so the Baron let 
it ride. 

Several small round objects dropped 
into his palm as he turned Lavendar’s leg 
over. At first the Baron thought they were 
B-B shot. He held them nearer the lantern 
and discovered then they were actually 
blueberries. The cuff of the quarry 
superintendent’s pants, cut off along with 
the leg, was full of them. Evidently 
Lavendar had been walking recently among 
low bushes and had brushed off the berries. 
They were dead ripe and not the least 
wilted. 

The Baron talked briefly with Sergeant 
Normand, then went back to the quarry 
office. The interne had been busy giving 
the injured man plasma and making a better 
job of the tourniquet. Edvelle showed 
disinclination for further conversation and 
left before the ambulance did. But the girl 
was very much frightened and upset and 
talkative in consequence. 

Her name, he found, was Marian 
White. She worked here in the quarry 
office and lived near Satyr Hill. Cudjah had 
called her upon discovery of the accident 
and she in turn had notified Edvelle. She 
talked until Lavendar was carried out on 
the stretcher and then went along to 
accompany her fellow employee to the 
hospital. 

When the Baron reported for work next 
morning, the big walnut veneer desk in the 
District Claims Manager’s own glassed-in 
room was loaded as usual with folders and 
reports. As the Baron entered, Ellis Mehary 
picked up a folder from the top of a stack. 

“No wonder you knew all about that 
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quarry siding when I talked with you last 
night!” he said accusingly. “You put 
through that order for cancellation 
yourself.”  

“That’s what I started to tell you, boss, 
but you wouldn’t let me finish.” 

 
EHARY tilted his massive bulk back 
in his swivel chair, regarding the 

Baron with small, red-rimmed eyes. 
“It wouldn’t seem possible,” he said, 

“that a man who has been with this 
company as long as you have would take it 
upon himself to eliminate an assured’s 
coverage without first consulting the Sales 
Department.”  

“Edvelle wouldn’t let me,” the Baron 
answered defensively. “He called up that 
Saturday afternoon and I was alone in the 
office. He gave me a long song and dance 
about how the quarry was practically shut 
down on account of cancellation of war 
contracts and the new restrictions on 
private building in the higher brackets 
where he sells most of his stone. 

“Edvelle also said he’d just been 
reviewing all his insurance policies and 
decided he didn’t want to pay a hundred 
dollars a year for coverage on the siding. 
He told me the track was almost never used 
and he was going to have all future orders 
hauled by truck.” 

“What you should have done, Tolliver,” 
Mehary said severely, “was to arrange for a 
sales representative to call at the quarry. 
Edvelle could have been convinced of his 
need for the protection.”  

“That’s exactly what I tried to do, boss. 
But Edvelle wouldn’t talk about it. He 
insisted that I take care of the change 
myself and right away. The man’s about as 
nasty a customer as I’ve ever tried to deal 
with.”  

“So you let him sell you a bill of 
goods.” Mehary’s tone was accusing. 
“Now we’re in the position of having to 

deny coverage, and even though it’s his 
own faulty judgment that’s responsible, the 
policyholder is sure to blame us. If the 
quarry company is in as bad a financial 
position as what you’ve said would 
indicate, it might even be forced into 
bankruptcy. Think of the bad advertising 
such a thing would create for Imperial 
Casualty. It’s all your fault, Tolliver.”  

“You might put that another way, 
boss,” the Baron said with utter disgust. 
“No matter what Tolliver does, he can’t 
win. If he pays out on a big claim, he’s a 
bum adjustor. If he doesn’t pay, then he’s 
just a plain bum.” His sharp leathery face 
showed signs of sudden eagerness. His 
black eyes sparkled. “But you’d say 
different if I could show that Trask wasn’t 
killed accidentally at all. Then we wouldn’t 
have to pay anything, and Edvelle wouldn’t 
get burned either.”  

“I’d say you’re talking through your hat 
again, letting your distorted imagination 
run completely wild.”  

“Marian White, the office girl out there, 
told me there had been bad blood between 
Trask and the Satyr Hill station agent. 
Seems Trask was a wolf of the worst type. 
He’d made more than passes at Cudjah’s 
daughter when she worked in the job 
Marian has now. The girl got into trouble, 
finally died at the hands of a disreputable 
doctor Trask took her to see. Cudjah 
threatened to ‘get’ Trask. That was only a 
short time ago. And last night Cudjah was 
Johnny-on-the-spot when Trask got himself 
killed. Isn’t that suggestive, boss?” 

 
EHARY grinned dourly.  

“Yes,” he said. “It suggests that 
you’re driving me almost crazy with your 
Baron Munchausen yarns. Honestly, I 
sometimes think I can’t stand it much 
longer.”  

“Maybe,” the Baron proposed slyly, “if 
I save the company from having to pay a 
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compensation death claim, you’ll feel like 
recommending a pay boost for me.”  

“You’ll have to save paying for the 
other man’s lost leg,” Mehary said 
sarcastically. “You should be able to do 
that, too.”  

The Baron grinned. 
“Maybe I can at that. You know, boss, 

a crab can grow a new leg. I haven’t yet 
had the chance to see how crabby this guy 
Lavendar is.”  

Mehary clutched his head and groaned 
as the Baron made a hasty exit. 

The Baron’s first call at the hospital 
was unsuccessful. The quarry 
superintendent had received surgical 
attention during the night. While out of 
danger, he was suffering from weakness 
and shock, and no visitors were allowed 
with the exception of Marian White. 
Maybe if the Baron called back in the 
middle of the afternoon . . . 

He did, after spending the intervening 
time on his regular routine. This time he 
was allowed in the sick room, with 
instructions, however, that he must make 
his call brief. 

“What we’re all most anxious to 
know,” the Baron said as he entered the 
cubicle where Lavendar lay, “is how this 
accident occurred. Everyone’s puzzled.”  

Lavendar was flat on his back. His face 
was absolutely bloodless. 

“Nothing very mysterious about it.” He 
sounded very irritable, which did not 
surprise the Baron, considering what the 
man had been through, “Trask and I were 
out looking over the quarry, trying to 
decide where we’d blast next. It got dark 
while we were still there. We knew those 
cars were coming, but they arrived quicker 
than we expected and they weren’t carrying 
the proper running lights. First thing I 
knew they were anywhere near was when I 
heard poor Frank Trask scream. The 
gondola was right on top of us then. I 

jumped to save my own life, but my foot 
caught on a tie and I fell.”  

“Tough break,” the Baron said. 
The injured man shuddered. 
“Guess I’m lucky to get off alive. Wish 

I had a cigarette, Tolliver.” He pointed 
weakly toward the clothes closet in the 
corner. “There should be a fresh pack in 
my coat pocket. Mind getting it for me?”  

The Baron stepped over and opened the 
door. The suit on the wire hanger was old 
and shabby—the kind a man would wear 
around a dirty job. The first pocket yielded 
a key instead of the cigarettes. He was 
about to put it back when Lavendar, 
watching him, spoke. “I suppose you’ll be 
dropping in at the quarry sometime today, 
Tolliver,” he said. “Wonder if you’d take 
that key along with you and give it to Miss 
White? It’s the key to the quarry tool shed 
and someone might need to get in there”  

“Sure.” The Baron dropped the key into 
his own pocket. 

He found the pack of cigarettes, stuck 
one into Lavendar’s mouth and held a 
match for him. 

Lavendar drew a lungful of smoke and 
sighed with satisfaction. 

“Before you went out to the quarry with 
Trask,” the Baron asked casually, “what 
did you do?”  

“I was just on the job,” Lavendar 
replied. “Around the office and getting that 
face-stone order ready for shipment. That 
was the very last order going out by rail, 
Tolliver. Ironic, isn’t it?”  

The Baron nodded. 
“You weren’t away from the quarry all 

day?”  
Lavendar looked puzzled: 
“No,” he said. “We were busy and I had 

a lot to do. Why?”  
“Just want to have my facts accurate. 

You were around the quarry pit and office 
all day? No where else?”  

“That’s right. I don’t get exactly what 
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you’re driving at now.”  
“I’m going to write out a statement and 

you can sign it,” the Baron said. “Of course 
you’re entitled to compensation.”  

“I don’t think I’ll accept compensation 
from your company, Tolliver.” Lavendar 
exhaled a plume of smoke. “The railroad’s 
negligence caused the whole thing. I 
believe I’ll waive compensation and sue 
them. That way I ought to collect a lot 
more.”  

The Baron was noncommittal. If a 
heavy judgment were rendered against the 
road, he knew it would almost certainly be 
passed back to the quarry under the spur-
track agreement which every concern 
signed before a railroad would put a siding 
into private property. Thus it appeared 
Mehary’s prophecy was already coming 
true. The Baron was torn between a .very 
human desire to see Edvelle pay the costs 
of his own unreasonable attitude, and fear 
of further criticism for his own part in this 
matter from Mehary, or even from higher 
up the company ladder. 

 
FTER leaving Emergency Hospital, 
he drove back toward the quarry, 

stopping first at the Satyr Hill station to tell 
Emil Cudjah what Lavendar had said. 

The station agent exploded angrily 
when the Baron informed him of 
Lavendar’s intention to bring a claim 
against the railroad.  

“Dave’s a liar about us not havin’ lights 
on them cars. I’d just as soon tell him so 
myself. Why I was ridin’ that gondola, like 
I told you last evenin’, an’ I had a lantern 
in my own hand. Now Dave’s fixin’ to git 
me into trouble with his lies.”  

“When people see a chance to get hold 
of an important chunk of money, they’ll do 
almost anything,” the Baron sympathized. 
“I see it every day in this work.”  

“ ‘Course Dave has it in for the road, 
anyhow,” Cudjah said. “Used to be agent 

here before me, y’know. Quit ‘cause he 
thought he wasn’t gittin’ enough pay. Well, 
he hadn’t oughta take out his grudge on me 
nor the boys on the engine crew.”  

The Baron clucked in sympathy with 
the little station agent. 

“If Dave was a fair sort of fella,” 
Cudjah complained, “he’d be darn grateful 
to me. Without I fixed his leg like I did, 
he’d a-bled hisself white, sure enough. I 
reckon since Dave’s been with the quarry 
he’s got downright mean like his boss Roy 
Edvelle. Now there’s a man, Mr. Tolliver, 
who’s mean enough to do most anything.”  

“I haven’t found Edvelle exactly 
pleasant, myself,” the Baron admitted. 

“Pleasant! Say, you don’t know the half 
of it. Why Edvelle’s so mean he won’t 
even let a married woman work in his old 
office.” A troubled expression settled over 
the little man’s dried-up face. “If it wasn’t 
fer that rule of his, 1 might not have had 
the trouble 1 did about Gracie.”  

“I suppose a concern makes that kind of 
rule,” the Baron said hastily, trying to get 
the man’s mind off his own troubles, 
“because they think a married woman 
wouldn’t have the same undivided interest 
in her work as a single girl.”  

“If they think so,” Cudjah said bitterly, 
“that’s a lot of bunk. You cain’t tell other 
folks how to run their private lives, women 
least of all. Don’t they know a woman who 
wants a job there now would tell ‘em she’s 
single, whether she really was or not?”  

The Baron climbed back into his car. 
“Well, I’ll keep you informed about 

developments, Cudjah,” he told the agent. 
“Right now I’ve got to get along to the 
quarry.”  

Roy Edvelle was not there when the 
Baron reached the office of the Satyr Hill 
Quarries. Gone into town, Marion White 
told him, to have a talk with the Security 
Trust Company. 

“Still trying to finagle his loans 
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around,” she remarked with a meaning 
smile. 

From her speeches and manner, as well 
as her looks, the Baron again got an 
impression of hardness underlying the 
girl’s soft exterior. 

“From what Edvelle told me on the 
phone a few days back,” he said, “I judged 
his quarry business was having rather 
rough going.”  

“You can say that again! Why the way 
Edvelle and Trask have been going lately 
reminds me of a couple of circus jugglers 
trying to keep a whole sideboard full of 
china plates up in the air at the same time.” 
Marian laughed. “And that isn’t the only 
kind of juggling that’s been going on, 
either.”  

“No?”  
“No. Take this matter of incorporating 

the quarry. If you ask me, there’s 
something behind that. 1 think they were 
trying to stick some poor sucker with a lot 
of stock hardly worth the cost of printing.”  

“That’s an interesting idea,” the Baron 
said. 

To himself he was thinking that 
unpleasant characters like Edvelle usually 
got what they deserved in the long run, 
since through their own nastiness they 
ultimately forfeited even the loyalty of their 
own employees, as witness this talkative 
girl. 

“It’s fortunate for Edvelle the business 
was incorporated,” the Baron said, 
“otherwise Trask’s death would wind up 
the partnership anyhow.”  

“Fortunate for him in another way too,” 
Marian agreed promptly. “Edvelle’s all 
fixed now, of course. I imagine that’s why, 
he’s gone to the bank this afternoon.”  

“How come?”  
Marian’s eyebrows raised. 
“You ought to know,” she said, “you’re 

the insurance man.”  
The Baron was puzzled. 

“I don’t get you.”  
“I mean the insurance each of the 

partners carried in favor of the other. 
Edvelle will collect, won’t he?” 

 
OMPREHENSION dawned upon the 
Baron. 
“You mean their partnership life 

policies? I wouldn’t know about that. My 
company writes only casualty. We don’t 
know anything about the life game.”  

The girl regarded him blankly. 
“Oh—one kind of insurance is same as 

another to me,” she said. “What kind of 
insurance is it Mr. Lavendar will collect?”  

“Maybe he won’t collect any at all,” the 
Baron told her. “When I was in to see him 
this morning he said he intended to bring 
suit against the railroad instead of 
accepting payments under the Workmen’s 
Compensation Act.”  

“But Mr. Lavendar is no workman,” 
she protested quickly. 

“That doesn’t matter. In the eyes of the 
law even the president of a large 
corporation is an employee and entitled to 
compensation benefits.”  

“Then I think Dave—Mr. Lavendar—
should get them too,” she announced 
suddenly. 

“Maybe you’d better tell him that. You 
might be able to influence him more than I 
could.” The Baron took the key from his 
pocket. “This unlocks the tool shed, I 
understand. Lavendar asked me to give it to 
you.” He handed it to the girl. “By the 
way,” he asked casually, “can you tell me 
the whereabouts of blueberries around 
here?”  

She gave him a blank look. 
“Blueberries? Why, I haven’t seen any 

at all around the quarry. Why?”  
“Just wondered. I didn’t think Lavendar 

could have gotten into them down on the 
rocks inside the quarry pit.” He turned 
toward the door. “I’ll just kick around 

C
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outside a while. If Edvelle comes in, please 
tell him I’d like to see him.”  

As he emerged from the office he 
noticed that a narrow footpath circled 
behind the building to disappear up the 
hillside. He went on out to the tracks where 
he had been the night before. Trask’s body 
was gone now, but a large, ugly stain on 
ties and ballast remained as evidence of the 
tragedy. The Baron stood regarding it for a 
moment, then wandered on past the 
gondola cars into the center of the quarry 
pit. 

Above the dangling clamshell bucket of 
the idle steam shovel, a sheer rock surface 
rose smoothly for some hundred feet, with 
the suggestion of a ledge near the extreme 
top. At the side of the pit directly opposite 
the office building stood a rough wooden 
structure which he judged to be the tool 
shed. After a speculative look around, the 
Baron crossed the pit, cut around the side 
of the shed and started to climb the hill. 

There was no path here, as on the other 
side, but the slope was gentle and near the 
edge of the cut, undergrowth, growing in 
the scant two feet of humus which overlaid 
the granite, was light. The Baron kept as 
near the quarry rim as he felt consistent 
with safety. He did not entirely trust the 
ground, knowing it might break under his 
weight if he got too close to the edge. 

As he climbed, his sharp black eyes 
were especially alert and, when he neared 
the stop, a smile of satisfaction lighted his 
lean, leathery features. Low masses of 
blueberries grew here in wild profusion, the 
berries so ripe that they dropped as he 
brushed them in passing. 

The high point of the cut was not the 
extreme summit of the hill, but near it. 
Fifty feet farther, a cluster of sizable trees 
gave indication that the topsoil was deeper. 
The Baron turned to make his way along 
the top rim of the pit, stooped before he 
had gone another ten paces. 

Rays of the sun, which was just 
dropping behind the hill across highway 
and creek from the quarry, glinted suddenly 
on metal. When he straightened again he 
was holding a heavy iron crowbar.  

Two things about the bar caught his 
immediate attention. In the first place, it 
was not rusted as it most certainly would 
have been had it lain there in the bushes for 
any considerable period of time. And, 
secondly, what he had thought at first 
glance to be rust covering the working end 
of the bar, was evidently something vastly 
different. 

He tested the dried brownish substance 
with his moistened forefinger, uttered a 
low, involuntary whistle of amazement. 
Blood! 

Dried blood, that’s what it was! 
 

E STOOD stock-still for a moment, 
his brain working at top speed. It had 

rained, he remembered, the night before 
last. If the bar had been here in the bushes 
at that time, not only should it be covered 
with a light film of rust, but any blood 
upon it should have washed away. 

That meant the blood now on it must 
have got on it only last night—the night of 
the accident on the tracks below. The 
Baron ran a lean, nervous hand through his 
unruly mop of mouse-colored hair as he 
remembered other facts about the Satyr Hill 
Quarries’ accident which had impressed 
him previously. 

The Baron snapped his fingers. If what 
he thought should prove correct, he would 
have saved Imperial Casualty from both a 
serious loss and from any possibility of 
embarrassment. 

“Wonder will Mehary get me that 
raise?” he was saying to himself as he 
turned. 

Unexpectedly, something jarred 
violently into the small of his back, causing 
his head to jerk backward so sharply he 
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thought his neck would snap. To keep his 
balance, he took an involuntary step 
forward toward the rim of the yawning 
quarry pit. 

But before he had time to recover, 
another savage thrust sent him staggering 
again. For an instant he teetered at the very 
edge of the drop, while he felt the topsoil 
crumble beneath his feet. The crowbar 
dropped from his hands and went straight 
down. It all happened so quickly he was 
unable to do a thing to save himself. The 
earth was already letting go. 

With a wild yell he shot downward in a 
cascade of dirt and rock. His next three 
seconds were a waking version of the 
familiar nightmare about falling from a 
high place. A roaring filled his ears. Dimly 
he was conscious of hard stone raking 
painfully against his arms and ribs as he 
clawed frantically against rock surface with 
bare hands in a vain attempt to save 
himself. 

Then, abruptly capable of coherent 
thought again, he found himself clinging to 
a small bush rooted on the tiny ledge he 
had noticed when looking up at the rock 
surface from below. From the depth 
beneath him he heard the thump of the 
stones dislodged from the bank as he had 
gone over. The heavier metallic clang was 
the crowbar landing against bare rock. 

For a moment he hung on blindly, 
afraid even to open his eyes. When he did 
look, the steam shovel on the working floor 
of the quarry seemed a thousand feet down 
instead of not more than a hundred. A 
hundred or a thousand, he knew the result 
of a fall was bound to be the same. No 
human could drop against that granite 
surface and live to tell the tale. 

Momentarily, the Baron feared the bush 
would tear free from its roots, but they 
must have been wedged firmly into tiny 
crevices of the rock for they held firm. 
Slowly and with exaggerated caution, he 

slid his body farther up onto the ledge. 
Above him, the ten or a dozen feet of rock 
surface looked smooth as an ice wall. How, 
he wondered, would he ever be able to 
scale them again and regain solid ground? 

He was revolving the problem in his 
mind when he caught a flash of color from 
the quarry rim to his right. Something red. 
A woman’s skirt. 

It belonged to Marian White. 
The yell for help he was about to utter 

died in his throat. To attract the woman’s 
attention, he realized suddenly, might be 
the most foolish thing he could do. For she 
was holding to the trunk of a small sapling 
while she peered over and down into the 
quarry. Looking for him, unquestionably. 
He knew then it had been Marian White 
who had come up behind him on the path 
from the quarry office and pushed him to 
what she had thought would be instant 
death. 

The sun was gone now. Dark shadows 
had crept in to obscure the quarry. The spot 
where the Baron lay was under the 
concealing overhang of the stunted bush. 
He lay absolutely motionless, trying to 
flatten himself even more against the ledge. 
Everything was now clear in his mind. 

He saw Marian finally go on down the 
path, eventually to disappear among the 
trees. While he lay there, waiting for dusk 
to deepen before making his attempt to 
climb back to safety, his mind was buzzing. 

When he finally eased himself upward 
again, the palms of his hands were wet. 
Perspiration filmed his face, and cold drops 
trickled down his back. A single misstep 
would precipitate him into the quarry and 
Marian’s attempt against his life would 
have been a success. 

 

THE hands of the clock on the Baron’s 
night stand registered ten minutes 

after midnight when he got back to his 
bachelor apartment. In the hours which had 
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passed since his dangerous experience at 
the quarry, he had been very busy, together 
with Sergeant Normand of the State Police. 

A sly grin spread over his sharp face as 
he glanced at the clock, then deliberately he 
reached for the telephone and dialed the 
home number of Imperial Casualty’s 
District Claims Manager. 

He waited while the bell at the other 
end of the line rang endlessly. At long last 
Ellis Mehary answered, his bull voice 
dulled with sleepiness. 

“Bill Tolliver, boss. I just called to say 
you can relax now. Everything’s under 
control.”  

Swift anger was putting the edge back 
on Mehary’s sharp tongue. 

“Relax! Why I was in bed and asleep. 
Don’t you know what time it is, Tolliver? 
If this is some more of your foolishness, 
I’ll have your hide stuffed and mounted for 
my office wall.”  

The Baron’s black eyes were mirthful. 
He grinned widely to himself. 

“Now, boss, that’s downright unkind. 
And here I thought I was doing you a 
favor. I was sure you’d want to know that 
Imperial won’t have to pay out a cent on 
those Satyr Hill claims.”  

“I could have waited until morning to 
get the news,” Mehary declared sourly. 

“Okay then, boss,” the Baron said 
quickly. “See you in the morning. Good—”  

“Wait, Tolliver!” Mehary was urgent. 
“The harm’s done now so you might as 
well talk.”  

The Baron’s grin grew even broader. 
. “Well,” he said, “neither Trask nor 

Lavendar was hurt in connection with the 
business. As a matter of fact, the whole 
thing happened on account of an argument 
over a girl. All the phony colors in the case 
were what put me wise.”  

He stopped maddeningly. Mehary’s 
irritation was evident over the phone. 

“Talk sense, Tolliver. How do I know 

what you’re raving about. What colors?”  
The Baron was having difficulty in not 

laughing aloud. 
“The first thing that made me suspect,” 

he said, “was the color of the dead man’s 
blood. It wasn’t fresh and red, so I decided 
he might have been dead before he ever got 
on that railroad track. Then I found 
blueberries in a spot where Lavendar told 
me he hadn’t been. But the real pay-off was 
when I discovered that the office girl called 
herself White when she was actually 
Lavendar.”  

“You mean—”  
“Exactly, boss. Marian White was 

secretly married to Dave Lavendar. She 
didn’t let anyone at the quarry know, 
because Edvelle had a rule against married 
women working there. Trask was very 
much of a wolf. Thinking that Marian was 
a single girl he made passes at her. Her 
husband resented it. The two men got into 
an argument about it out in the quarry that 
night and Lavendar took a poke at his boss 
with the business end of a crowbar. He’s 
told the police he hadn’t any intention of 
killing Trask, but you just can’t fool around 
with a thing like that without someone 
getting hurt.”  

“How about Lavendar’s leg?” Mehary 
asked. 

“Give me a chance, boss. I’m coming 
to that. Lavendar made a clean breast of the 
whole thing when Sergeant Normand and I 
called at the hospital about an hour ago and 
confronted him with the evidence we had 
gathered and told him what his wife had 
tried to do. 

“It seems that when he saw he’d killed 
Trask, he began to figure ways to keep 
from burning for murder. He had the 
thought first of dropping Trask’s body over 
the edge of the quarry to make it look as if 
he’d died from an accidental fall. Lavendar 
went up to the top of the quarry pit, 
carrying the crowbar with him. Then he 
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remembered that Cudjah was routing those 
cars in on the spur track. If he put the body 
so it would be run over, the mark left by 
the crowbar would be concealed in a 
plausible manner. 

“So Lavendar dropped the crowbar in 
the bushes and went back down the hill. 
While he was placing Trask’s corpse on the 
tracks, he managed to catch his own foot 
between two ties and fell, hitting his head 
against the rail and knocking himself out. 
He was unconscious when the cars rolled in 
and cut off his leg.”  

“Certainly sounds simple enough,” 
Mehary commented. 

“Simple!” The Baron was outraged. 
“Say, it nearly cost my life to find out what 
I’ve just told you. This gal Marian stayed 
with her husband after he had what was left 
of his leg taken care of at the hospital. 
When he was coming out of the ether, he 
talked. So she knew he’d killed Trask and 

when I showed up with the key to the shed 
where the crowbar was kept and asked her 
questions about blueberries, she was afraid 
I was getting wise to hubby. To keep my 
mouth shut, she pushed me over the edge 
of the quarry and—”  

“Hold it, Tolliver,” Mehary interrupted 
hastily. “This is another of your tall tales 
coming up. I can smell it! And I’m not 
giving up any more sleep listening to that 
sort of stuff.”  

“This is no yarn, boss,” the Baron said 
eagerly. “If I wasn’t expert at Alpine 
climbing, I wouldn’t be here right now. 
That quarry ledge reminds me of a rock 
chimney I had to go up near the top of the 
Matterhorn—”  

Mehary grunted heavily. 
“Watch it, Tolliver,” he warned, “or 

your job might go up the chimney, any 
minute.” 

 


