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S THEY crossed the alley from the 
Live-and-Let-Live Lunchroom toward 
the office building housing the 

Imperial Casualty Company’s local offices, 
the sharp black eyes of Bill “Baron 
Munchausen” Tolliver sought his wrist watch. 
 “We’re ten minutes early this 
morning,” he remarked to “Baldy” Leigh in a 
tone of satisfaction. “Only eight-twenty now. 
Mehary won’t have a thing to beef about—for 
once.” 
 But the Baron was wrong. Imperial’s 
massively built District Claims Manager was 
waiting for them in the building lobby. With 
Mehary as he paced restlessly back and forth, 
was Hawley Sears, the slender, dark-haired 
member of the engineering department who 
specialized in elevator inspection. 
 Mehary fixed the Baron with an 
impatient eye. “Well, finally. If you put as 
much effort into your work, Tolliver, as you 
do watching the clock, you’d be one of the 
company’s coming young men instead of what 
you are.” 
 The Baron’s jaw dropped in genuine 
amazement. But he summoned a grin as he 

pointed to the clock over the lobby cigar 
stand. 
 “Aren’t you out in left field this 
morning, boss? Although I’ll admit I’ve got a 
mind like a fine chronometer. Why when I 
was with the railroad, the dispatcher used to 
start trains by observing my schedule.” 
 Mehary’s heavy features darkened. 
“Just because the boys call you Baron 
Munchausen, don’t you dare give me any of 
your tall tales this morning.” 
 The Baron was eying the angry 
executive shrewdly. “What’s upset you, boss? 
Don’t tell me we have still another liquor theft 
at Johnson and Snyder’s.” 
 “Worse,” Mehary snapped savagely. 
“We’ve got two death claims to start the day. 
An elevator crashed over at Four-Thirteen 
South Main Street. That’s a building owned 
by Owen Bassett, the department store man 
and we cover it under his General Liability 
policy. Don’t bother to go upstairs now, 
Tolliver. I want you over there with Sears 
right away.” 
 The scene of the accident was within 
walking distance. “I made my periodic 
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inspection of that elevator only a couple of 
weeks ago,” Sears mused as they went along 
the street. “An antiquated outfit; no car gate 
contacts and no automatic interlocks. But the 
cables were in good enough condition. I don’t 
understand how the car could have dropped.” 
 

HEY walked in silence for a moment. 
Then, “I told Bassett I wouldn’t okay it 

next time as passing city requirements unless 
it was equipped with modern safety devices. 
Bassett is one of these self-righteous, holier-
than-thou birds. Know him?” 
 “It’s a pleasure I could omit without 
pain,” the Baron said glumly. “Sometimes I 
wonder if the Sales Department has been 
instructed to solicit only unpleasant people. 
We have so many on our books.” 
 “In addition to being a stuffed shirt,” 
Sears said, “Bassett must use solder to keep 
his checkbook shut, he’s that tight. You never 
heard anyone cry so hard at the prospect of 
spending some money on an elevator. But I 
stuck to my guns. I pointed out how he was 
getting a break in having the elevator 
classified lower than a passenger type, 
although it’s used mainly for passengers. By 
rights, I told him, I ought to insist that the 
freight elevator have car gate contacts, too. 
The freight elevator is in as bad shape as the 
other. I told Bassett either he’d do as I said or 
forfeit his city permit next time I made my 
inspection.” 
 The Baron knew that an arrangement 
with the City Building Inspector’s office gave 
Sears the status of a semi-municipal 
employee. This was nice for Sears, since it 
augmented his salary from the insurance 
company by part of the city permit fee; it cut 
the work load of the City Inspector’s force; 
and was a service to policy holders by making 
one elevator inspection serve two purposes. 
 “For a guy as tight as Bassett,” Sears 
went on thoughtfully, “and after the argument 
we had, I was amazed when he asked me to 

add elevator collision coverage to his policy 
with us. I told him it was hardly worth while 
in view of the condition of the elevator.” 
 “Very few policy holders carry it,” the 
Baron agreed. “They figure it’s too expensive 
considering that all it pays is damage to the 
elevator itself. Most people carry elevator 
public liability against the possibility of large 
accident claims and let it go at that.” 
 “Just what I told Bassett.” Sears 
nodded. “But he insisted, so, of course, I 
notified Underwriting and they put it on.” 
 They reached 413 South Main Street, 
an old brick building on the crummy fringe of 
the business section. A blue-clad cop, 
stationed at the door, let them pass when the 
Baron explained that they represented the 
insurance company. 
 The open elevator shaft yawned some 
thirty feet back along a narrow, dirty hallway. 
Large sections of the old-fashioned 
ornamental iron work which had formerly 
enclosed it, edges blackened and melted from 
the heat of a cutting torch, were stacked 
against the wall. 
 A rough-looking, barrel-chested man 
in shabby clothes stood looking down toward 
basement level where a group of men were 
still working in the splintered wreckage of the 
elevator car. He turned as the Baron and Sears 
approached. 
 “We’re from the insurance company,” 
the Baron said. “Looking for Mr. Bassett.” 
 “Bassett’s not here,” the man informed 
him. “I’m the night man and temporarily in 
charge. I saw the whole accident.” 
 The Baron took out his pocket 
notebook. “Fine. Suppose you tell us all about 
it. What’s your name?” 
 “Rue—Stinson K. Rue. I was just 
getting ready to go off duty when the accident 
occurred. The day man, Edgar Oglethorpe, 
had just come in. Then a salesman showed up 
wanting to go to the ninth floor. Ed started up 
with him in the elevator. They got to about the 
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seventh floor when the cables broke. Ed and 
the other guy were both instantly killed.” The 
man shuddered. “What a lucky break I got, 
that it didn’t fall with me when I was making 
my rounds last night!” 
 “The bodies have already been 
removed?” the Baron asked. 
 “Yes, the fire department cut them 
loose. Morgue wagon carried them off just a 
few minutes ago.” 
 The Baron was scribbling in his 
notebook. “Was the passenger identified? You 
said he was a salesman.” 
 “Yeah. Isaac Dooda. Worked for 
Johnson and Snyder. That’s why he was going 
to the ninth floor.” 
 The Baron glanced up sharply. “What 
have Johnson and Snyder got to do with the 
ninth floor?” 
 “They rent the eighth and ninth for 
storage.” 
 “I wonder if our people know that,” 
the Baron remarked pointedly to Sears. Then 
to Rue, “What’s the occupancy of the rest of 
the building?” 
 “There’s a job printing outfit on the 
ground floor,” Rue said, jerking his thumb 
toward the end of the dirty hallway. “The 
second floor to the seventh are overflow 
storage for Bassett’s Department Stores. Tenth 
and eleventh are vacant just now.” 
 

LUMLY the Baron glanced at Sears. 
“We’ve got a long climb if we’re going 

to look over the hoisting machinery.” 
 “There’s the freight elevator in back,” 
Sears said. He turned to Rue. “How about 
running us up?” 
 “Think it’s safe?” the Baron said, 
doubtfully. 
 “It’s okay,” Rue said positively. 
“Three-four tons of freight went up in it just 
yesterday afternoon. Otherwise, you wouldn’t 
get me on the thing.” 
 “Somebody’s neck will be in a sling on 

account of this,” Rue remarked ominously as 
he led them across the heavy plank flooring of 
the vacant eleventh story to a ladder which led 
through a hatch to the roof. “The cops were 
talking about criminal negligence.” 
 He drew a bunch of keys from his 
pocket as they went across the flat tar-and-
gravel roof toward the small penthouse 
covering the elevator mechanism, then halted 
in amazement. “Why this lock’s been busted!” 
 The Yale lock which secured the 
penthouse door had, in fact, been smashed; 
splinters of wood from the jamb showed 
around the rim. The Baron pushed the door 
open, bent close to examine the lock from 
inside. 
 “How come you didn’t notice this last 
night when you made your rounds?” he asked. 
 “I don’t come up here,” the watchman 
said in a sulky tone. “Haven’t been on the roof 
for weeks. I’m only supposed to make general 
rounds of the building.” 
 “How often?” 
 “Once an hour.” 
 “Is there a connection with a central 
station?” the Baron demanded. “Do you ring 
in each hour?” 
 “No. I just walk through each floor.” 
 The Baron straightened. “Talk about 
negligence!” he remarked to Hawley Sears. 
“How do you like that? Here we pay out 
thirteen grand for three separate burglary 
losses on Johnson and Snyder and they have 
stuff stored in a place without even the 
simplest protective devices. Underwriting has 
already been thinking about canceling that 
account. They’ll fling a fit when they learn 
about this.” He turned again to Rue. “Who 
else has keys to this penthouse?” 
 The man looked blank. “Ed 
Oglethorpe had one. I suppose Bassett has 
others. I never asked.” 
 Sears followed the Baron inside the 
penthouse. From a bulky bag he had been 
carrying he took a suit of coveralls, started to 
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pull them on over his business clothes. 
 “Better not mess around in here, 
Tolliver,” he warned the Baron. “You’d get 
yourself all over grease.” 
 Taking a flashlight from the bag, Sears 
went forward to the edge of the shaft, got to 
his hands and knees and crawled under the 
mechanism, shining a beam up at the drum 
from which the broken cables drooped 
loosely. He stayed there a moment, playing 
the light about him curiously. Then he backed 
out. 
 “There is quite a lot of metal dust on 
the drum and on the floor underneath. Looks 
to me as if that cable had been deliberately 
filed or cut with a hacksaw! But who on earth 
would do such a thing? What would be the 
object?” 
 “That,” the Baron announced grimly, 
“is what we’re going to find out.” 
 “There was a guy upstairs last 
evening,” Rue announced hoarsely. 
“Supposed to be on the eleventh floor, but he 
could have got up here and busted that lock.” 
 The Baron pounced. “Who was the 
man?” 
 “I don’t know. He had a note from 
Bassett saying it was okay to let him in. Ed 
ran him upstairs just before going off duty. I 
let him out more’n an hour later.” 
 A voice shouted up through the shaft, 
“Rue! You’re wanted down here.” 
 The watchman turned. 
 “I’ll bring the freight elevator back for 
you in a few minutes.” 
 The Baron said: “Never mind, we’ll 
walk down. We have to take a look at the 
broken ends of the cables on the way. And 
say, let me have your key to Johnson and 
Snyder’s place. I want to look around in there 
for a minute, too.” 
 

UE hesitated doubtfully, but finally 
picked a key from his key ring. “This is 

it. I suppose it’s okay, if you insure Johnson 

and Snyder.” He departed toward the ladder 
hatch. 
 The Baron started into the penthouse. 
“I’ll take a look around for myself,” he told 
Sears. 
 Sears was stripping off his coveralls. 
“Better take these, Bill. You’ll ruin your 
clothes otherwise.” 
 The Baron found that his friend’s 
advice was good. The timbering around the 
motionless machinery was coated with grease 
dripped down over a period of time. He 
reached where Sears had been, lay flat on his 
stomach for several minutes peering around 
with the flashlight. He saw metal dust caught 
on the greasy strands of wire rope still circling 
the drum; saw where a little pile of the stuff 
had sifted down onto the grease-blackened 
timbering. Something on one of the roof joists 
caught the Baron’s attention—a circular mark 
as if something round had been set on the 
greasy surface. The Baron inched nearer and 
shone the light steadily. 
 “You were right, Hawley,” he said as 
he crawled back to rejoin Sears. “Someone cut 
that cable deliberately. What happened to the 
elevator this morning was no accident—it was 
planned.” 
 “But why?” Sears persisted. Suddenly 
he snapped his fingers. “Maybe Bassett did 
the job himself! That would explain his 
sudden urge to have collision coverage. He 
could have figured he’d collect enough from 
the wreck of the old car to pay for a modern 
installation. He’s just tight enough to do 
something like that.” 
 “Sounds far-fetched to me,” the Baron 
said lightly. “I can’t imagine anyone willing to 
commit a double murder—and that’s what it 
would amount to—just to save a few dollars.” 
 “Elevators cost more than just a few 
dollars,” Sears said obstinately. “And you 
don’t know what a mean cuss Bassett is.” 
 “Take a good look at this broken lock, 
Hawley,” the Baron said. “It wasn’t smashed 
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open from the outside. See the way these 
splinters point? And these hammer marks on 
the jamb? Someone broke this lock from the 
inside. Bassett wouldn’t have been likely to do 
that, do you think?” 
 Sears bent to look where the Baron 
pointed. “You’re right about the lock, Bill. 
But couldn’t Bassett have done that to divert 
suspicion? He has a key and might have 
wanted it to appear that some prowler had 
broken in to sabotage his elevator. He must 
have known the broken ends of the cables 
would show signs of having been cut.” 
 The floor space leased by Johnson and 
Snyder was stacked high with cases bearing 
the stenciled label, Pride of the South Liqueur. 
There were no offices in connection with the 
storage space. The firm, proprietors of the 
widely known trade name, owned and 
occupied a luxurious building at the extreme 
eastern edge of the city. 
 The Baron pointed to the cases and 
grinned. 
 “One of life’s little jokes,” he 
remarked to Sears. “Pride of the South was 
originated and is bottled by Yankees.” His 
sharp, leathery features grew suddenly bleak. 
“Imperial could be stuck for another four or 
five thousand bucks by anyone who cared to 
kick down a couple of doors, walk in and cart 
this stuff away. I’ll report to Mehary first 
thing.” 
 But by the time the Baron reached a 
telephone, he had something even more 
disturbing to tell the District Claims Manager. 
 “You’d better get our company 
attorney on the job pronto, boss. We were just 
leaving the building when the cops grabbed 
Hawley Sears. Hawley’s going to be charged 
with criminal negligence for passing that 
elevator in his report to the City Inspector’s 
office. They didn’t say so, but I gathered that 
the complaint originated in that office.” 
 There was dead silence for a moment. 
Then the receiver began to crackle and roar. 

 “Why the dirty political buzzards,” 
Mehary raged. “Sounds like Ingleby’s 
doings.” 
 “Who’s Ingleby?” 
 “An elevator inspector for the city,” 
Mehary told him. “He’s been after us for 
months trying to get Sears’ job. As a matter of 
fact, the so-and-so phoned me again not more 
than fifteen minutes ago, reminding me he still 
wanted the connection. He must have known 
Sears was going to be involved.” The Claims 
Manager went off again into a raging tirade. 
 

HEN the executive’s fury had 
somewhat spent itself, the Baron told 

him about the Johnson and Snyder storage. 
 “Shall I come back to the office now, 
boss?” 
 Mehary’s explosive “No” almost 
deafened the Baron. “I want you to drop 
everything and concentrate on this elevator 
claim. Don’t you see that this can be the most 
dangerous situation we’ve had in this territory 
for years? Think what damage adverse 
newspaper publicity could do to us. Why, I’ll 
see that city crowd fry before I’ll let ’em get 
away with anything. Drop everything, do you 
understand?” 
 “I heard you the first time,” the Baron 
said quietly. “You needn’t shout, boss.” He 
pronged the receiver, shutting off the bull 
voice which was still bellowing at the other 
end of the line. 
 He thumbed the directory, dropped 
another nickel and dialed the number of 
Bassett’s Department Stores, asking to speak 
with Owen Bassett. The man’s voice which 
finally answered was mild and friendly. 
 “I’ve just been over the scene of your 
elevator crash,” the Baron said, after 
introducing himself. “We understand, Mr. 
Bassett, that you gave someone permission 
last evening to visit the top floor of your South 
Main Street building. Can you tell me who the 
man was?” 
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 Bassett sounded surprised and 
questioning. “Why, yes. I had a prospective 
tenant. Charles Ingleby is his name and I think 
he is connected with one of the city bureaus. 
But I don’t understand this.” 
 “Neither do I—yet,” the Baron said. 
“I’ll call on you personally, later, to discuss 
the whole affair.” He hung up, left the pay 
booth and started walking briskly toward City 
Hall. 
 The City Building Inspector’s offices 
were a barren rookery on the fourth floor of 
the old antiquated City Hall building. Inquiry 
produced Charles Ingleby from an inner office 
without delay. The elevator inspector was a 
thin, partially bald, youngish man with a 
sallow complexion and a toothy smile which 
the Baron tagged as both obsequious and 
insincere. 
 But Ingleby admitted readily that he 
had been at 413 South Main Street the evening 
before. 
 “I’ve been trying hard to get a 
connection with your company, Mr. Tolliver,” 
he said with disarming frankness. “I’m 
planning to be married and city salaries are 
small, you know. When I found I didn’t have 
much chance of getting the insurance job, I 
thought about going into business for myself 
on the side, handling elevator supplies and 
equipment. The top floor of Mr. Bassett’s 
building seems a likely place to rent for a 
starter. So after work yesterday, I went over to 
measure up the space and see if it would fit 
my needs.” 
 “You stayed there about an hour?” 
 “Yes. I found I had a lot of figuring to 
do.” 
 “Did you go up on the roof while you 
were there?”  The Baron’s sharp, black eyes 
were fixed intently on the other man’s face as 
he shot the sudden question. 
 Ingleby seemed bewildered. “The 
roof? Certainly not.” Then a gleam of 
comprehension lighted his sallow features. 

“Oh, I see. You’re thinking about that accident 
this morning? We can’t understand how that 
elevator ever passed Sears’ recent inspection.” 
 “You fellows certainly learn about 
things quickly,” the Baron remarked acidly. 
 “We should.” Ingleby’s tone was cold, 
“Since the wife of one of the victims happens 
to work in this office.” 
 The Baron was instantly alert. “She 
does? Which victim?” 
 “The operator. Clara Oglethorpe works 
on our files.” 
 “She is one of the people I’ll have to 
interview sooner or later,” the Baron said 
quickly. “I don’t suppose she’s around here 
now?” 
 “She’s here,” Ingleby said. “Come 
with me. 
 Clara Oglethorpe was shuffling papers 
at a desk in one of the large barren adjoining 
rooms. She was a shapely girl, although a 
trifle too much on the buxom side for the 
Baron’s taste. Her coarse hair was a shade of 
yellow obviously artificial, and her eyelashes 
were greasy black with mascara. 
 “My company is very sorry, Mrs. 
Oglethorpe, about the terrible tragedy—” the 
Baron began sympathetically.  “Of 
course you’re sorry,” she interrupted him. Her 
eyes were a cold slate gray. “You’ll have to 
pay out plenty on account of Eddie’s death.”  
 “I wasn’t thinking about money.” The 
woman’s callousness nonplussed the Baron. “I 
meant—” 
 “Well I was thinking about the 
money,” she cut him short again. “It was a 
tough way for Eddie to go out and I’m 
expecting a generous settlement.” 
 You don’t seem very much upset over 
losing your husband,” the Baron rebuked her 
sternly. 

S
 

HE seemed genuinely surprised. “Upset? 
Of course, I’m not upset. Eddie and I 

haven’t been living together for months.” 
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Quickly she added, “But don’t think that 
means you won’t have to pay, though.” 
 The Baron adopted the girl’s own 
hard-boiled attitude. “Why is it going to cost 
so much? Was Eddie one of the Georgia 
Oglethorpes?” 
 “Eddie wasn’t anything,” she retorted. 
“No ability—no ambition. That’s why we got 
through. But you’re still going to pay plenty.” 
 “I know, we’ll have to pay plenty. I 
see that you, at least, Mrs. Oglethorpe, are not 
lacking in ambition.” 
 Her hard, slate-colored eyes wavered 
beneath his steady stare and shifted 
involuntarily toward the city elevator 
inspector. 
 “I want to marry Charlie,” she 
muttered. 
 The Baron glanced up quickly, just in 
time to see the warning frown the man was 
giving the girl. 
 “You mean you two are engaged?” 
 “I told you I was planning to be 
married, Tolliver,” Ingleby answered. “Clara’s 
husband had refused to give her the divorce 
she wanted, but—” 
 “But now,” the Baron finished for him, 
“you won’t have to wait any longer.” 
 On a ground floor corridor of the old 
City Hall building, fifteen minutes later, the 
Baron found a public phone booth and put in a 
call to Johnson and Snyder. Isaac Dooda, he 
was informed by the general manager of the 
liquor firm, had been entirely an outside man, 
one of their best. They knew of no particular 
reason why Dooda should have visited the 
South Main Street building that morning. 
 “Unless,” the manager suggested, “he 
might have dug up some large prospect and 
wanted to check on the amount of our product 
available at that location.” 
 “There seems to be plenty,” the Baron 
observed. “And we noticed that there are 
absolutely no safeguards against another 
burglary loss.” 

 “Your people won’t need to worry,” 
the manager assured him. “We only use those 
floors as a sort of emergency overflow storage 
when we have an unusual accumulation of 
stock. Within another week we expect the 
place to be emptied again.” 
 “That’s exactly what we’re afraid of,” 
the Baron said dryly. “It could be empty in 
less than a week and Imperial might have to 
pay for it all.” 
 By this time the Baron’s restless mind 
was buzzing with ideas. After leaving the pay 
station, he headed back whence he had come, 
to Bassett’s South Main Street property. A car 
with the name of a nationally known elevator 
manufacturer was parked in front of the 
building. 
 When the Baron walked in, he found 
that the fire department squad had finished 
their work in the wreckage of the fallen car 
and had departed. A man whom he judged to 
be a representative of the elevator company 
was busy making measurements around the 
shaft, while the barrel-chested night man, Rue, 
leaned against the wall watching him with 
interest. 
 “I need another look around that 
elevator penthouse,” the Baron said. “It’s dark 
in there and my friend took his flashlight with 
him. Do you have one I can borrow?” 
 “I could get into trouble letting you 
poke around like this,” Rue complained. He 
seemed to have lost some of his earlier spirit 
of cooperation. “The police want things left as 
they were.” 
 “I could phone Mr. Bassett, if you’d 
like,” the Baron offered. “My company is 
simply trying to protect his interests, as you 
know.” 
 “I’ll call him myself,” the watchman 
grumbled. “Wait a minute.” 
 He walked to the end of the hallway 
and through the door bearing the name of the 
job printing establishment. He was gone about 
three minutes. When he emerged, he opened 
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the door of a closet set in the wall, picked up 
something and rejoined the Baron, holding in 
his hand a large new-looking electric lantern. 
 “Bassett said it was okay,” he said. 
“He’s coming over here himself and wants to 
talk with you. I’ll go up with you.” 
 “Nice light you’ve got,” the Baron 
remarked. 
 “It’s a dandy,” Rue agreed. “The kind 
the boys used during the war. I bought it for 
myself at a sale of excess army stuff.” 
 

ACKING the protection of Sears’ 
coveralls, and mindful of the plentiful 

grease, the Baron did not attempt to crawl 
beneath the hoisting mechanism as he had 
done before. He walked across to the mouth of 
the shaft, stood there shining Rue’s lantern 
about him as he peered intently into corners. 
Even so, when he emerged again to the flat 
roof surface, he had acquired a smudge of 
grease across one of the cuffs of his clean 
white shirt. Surprisingly, he grinned as he 
examined the damage. 
 “What do you think you’ve 
accomplished?” Rue demanded in a surly 
tone. 
 The Baron’s grin became broader. 
 “More than I hoped,” he answered, 
pleasantly. “I’ve convinced myself beyond 
reasonable doubt that what happened this 
morning was no accident but a deliberate 
scheme.” 
 The watchman’s new hostility was 
undisguised.  “That’s what I heard the other 
guy say. It’s crazy! Why would anyone have 
wanted the elevator to drop? If you ask me, 
it’s just a stall to cover your pal’s punk 
inspection job.” 
 “I didn’t ask you,” the Baron said 
sharply. “But I’m glad to know your attitude. 
And to answer your question: I’m going to 
find out why the car fell, if it’s the last thing I 
ever do.” They went down together in the 
freight elevator. Just as the car creaked to a 

stop at the ground floor, a middle-aged man in 
an expensively tailored business suit came 
into the rear corridor. He had sandy hair, 
neatly brushed, and wore an engaging smile. 
 Rue nodded. “Good morning, Mr. 
Bassett.” 
 Bassett stepped up to the Baron. 
“You’re the insurance man? Come on up to 
my office. I want to discuss the accident with 
you.” 
 A door in the dingy rear hall of the 
seventh floor, near the freight elevator 
landing, gave access to a tiny cubbyhole of an 
office. At the other side of the room, another 
door opened into the space used as storage for 
the department stores. 
 The little room contained massive 
office furniture, evidently discarded when 
Bassett had enlarged and refurnished his 
private office at the store. Bassett sank into a 
swivel chair, waved the Baron to a seat beside 
the big flat-topped desk. 
 “You know, of course, that I carried 
collision insurance on that elevator?” he said. 
He slid open the deep bottom drawer, brought 
out a couple of glasses and a bottle with a 
fancy label. “Here, Tolliver, have a little 
liquid refreshment while you bring me up to 
date on what your company intends to do for 
me.” 
 The Baron shook his head. “Thanks, 
but coffee is my strongest drink.” 
 Bassett poured a glass and slid it 
across the desk top to the Baron. 
 “I never like to drink alone,” he said 
with his pleasant smile. “One little pick-me-up 
won’t hurt you, Tolliver. This isn’t whisky—
it’s a harmless apricot liqueur.” He pointed to 
the bottle label. “Good stuff: Pride of the 
South.” 
 Rather than argue with the policy 
holder, the Baron accepted the glass. Sears’ 
description of the department store owner, he 
was thinking, seemed decidedly off the beam. 
Bassett was as agreeable and assured as he 
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had ever encountered. And the store owner 
was right about the liqueur, also. It was satin 
smooth, although to the Baron, unused to 
intoxicants in any form, its effects were as 
immediate and powerful as pure alcohol 
would have been. He could feel it going 
straight to his head. 
 “The two floors above this are piled 
high with this stuff,” he remarked inanely. 
 “I learned to like Pride of the South 
while I was vacationing in Florida last 
winter.” Bassett smiled at him. “But tell me, 
Tolliver, what your company proposes to do 
for me about this terrible accident.” 
 “There was no accident,” the Baron 
said flatly. 
 
 Bassett’s smile faded. “You don’t 
mean you’re trying to get out of paying 
 “Certainly not. Two death claims will 
have to be settled. And you’re entitled to 
damages on your elevator regardless.” 
 “Then what do you mean?” 
 The one drink had effectively loosened 
the Baron’s tongue. He told Bassett everything 
he had done toward investigating the claims. 
Bassett listened in frowning concentration, 
then reached for the Baron’s glass. 
 

HE Baron held up a restraining hand. 
 

grin. “
“No more, please,” he said with a 

If I had another I might float right out 
the window.” 
 Bassett refilled his own glass. 
 “Then you think the two deaths 
were—” 
 “Deliberate murder. And there’s one 
point which seems very significant to me. If 
someone weakened that elevator cable 
intentionally, he couldn’t have been sure just 
when it would let go. The car might still have 
made several trips up and down before falling. 
Therefore, the intended victim must have been 
someone the murderer was sure would be on 
the car regardless. Which means the elevator 

operator, Oglethorpe.” 
 Deep grooves ridged Bassett’s 
forehead. “Then you believe the salesman was 
an unintentional victim?” 
 “Right. I believe Dooda was simply 
the proverbial innocent bystander.” 
 Bassett thought that over for a 
moment. He drained his glass again. 
 “It looks as if this city man you 
mentioned, Ingleby, might be responsible. He 
had plenty of motive and quite unwittingly I 
gave him ample opportunity.” 
 The Baron said slowly, “There’s still 
another consideration, Mr. Bassett. The mind 
which would rig a trap of that kind, heedless 
of the casual public who might be caught in it 
also, impresses me as a gangster type. I have 
more than a hunch that your elevator crash ties 
in with Johnson and Snyder’s storage. In fact, 
I know—” 
 From outside at the elevator landing, 
the excited voice of the night man interrupted 
him. 
 “Quick, Mr. Tolliver,” Rue called 
urgently. “There’s something here in the 
freight elevator that you ought to see.” 
 The Baron got up quickly. On legs 
which wobbled a trifle unsteadily, he crossed 
to the office door, went out quickly into the 
dimly lighted hallway. The elevator door was 
open. Not until he had walked right into the 
opening did he realize that the car was not 
there. 
 It was too late for him to save himself 
from plunging into the yawning hole. But his 
hair-trigger mind, trained to emergencies, told 
him instantaneously the only way by which he 
could possibly save himself. Even as he 
realized the dreadful death which awaited him, 
the Baron kicked himself powerfully forward, 
straight out into the black shaft. 
 His clutching fingers sought for and 
grasped the cable of the car that stood at the 
bottom of the shaft. They slipped on the 
hardened grease which encrusted the cable, 

T 
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but he clung desperately, all his strength 
concentrated on that one strand of deliverance. 
Then, as he slid down, the weight of his lean 
body plummeting him toward destruction, he 
managed to swing a leg around the wire rope 
and tighten it to serve as a brake to stay his 
swift descent. 
 Above him he heard Bassett’s cry of 
horror and a hoarse shout from the watchman. 
Then, as footsteps pounded down the 
stairwell, he slid to a stop on the roof of the 
elevator cage at the ground floor. 
 Except for a small rim of ironwork the 
freight elevator was open at the top. The 
Baron squirmed through the opening, 
dropping lightly to his feet inside the car. He 
shot one swift rueful glance at his grease 
covered clothes, then, as the footsteps 
hammered nearer down the stairs, his lean jaw 
tightened into a dangerous line. 
 Still a couple of floors above him the 
Baron could hear Bassett yammering 
excitedly. 
 “He’s bound to be dead. No one could 
fall seven stories and live!” 
 A door banged at the end of the 
hallway and Bassett erupted onto the landing, 
Rue pounding down at his heels. 
 “Who’d have thought that he’d walk 
into an open shaft without looking?” the 
watchman wheezed. 
 Bassett reached the elevator, his eyes 
searching above the cage for the body he 
expected to see. The Baron launched himself 
through the open door, ducked Bassett and 
hurled his body against the burly night man. 
 “You thought I’d walk into that shaft,” 
he accused Rue, as he pounded the watchman, 
putting all the released tension of fright over 
his narrow escape and his smoldering rage 
into his slamming fists. “You must have 
listened at the keyhole and you knew I was 
beginning to see where the blame for that 
crash this morning belonged. You left the door 
into the shaft open and called me out, hoping 

I’d walk into it and be killed. It was another of 
your traps.” 
 Surprised by the Baron’s unexpected 
assault, Rue staggered backward. But the 
watchman was far heavier and more 
powerfully built than the slender Baron. 
Recovering, he pulled a blackjack from his hip 
pocket and lashed out viciously at the Baron’s 
skull. The Baron ducked the blow; there 
seemed to be steel springs in his legs as he 
dived head first at the night man’s legs, 
bringing Rue to the floor in a crashing 
confusion of struggling bodies. 
 Rue’s head cracked sharply against the 
solid planking. He was half stunned by the 
blow. The sap dropped from his hand. 
Squirming like a captured wildcat, the Baron 
reached the weapon, and got it. As Rue tried 
to twist upright again, the Baron hit him 
squarely across the head. The watchman fell 
down again and this time he lay still. 
 Bassett’s eyes looked like apples on 
the end of a stick. 
 “You mean that my man is a killer?” 
 “Right. Everything pointed to Rue. He 
hasn’t a very high mentality. He thought he 
could divert suspicion by smashing the lock 
on the penthouse door, thus making it look 
like an outside job. He wasn’t bright enough 
to do his smashing act from outside. It was 
obvious that the door had been unlocked and 
the breaking done from inside. Another thing, 
he was very quickly at first trying to put 
suspicion on Charlie Ingleby. But later he 
couldn’t conceal his fear that I was getting 
closer to him when I revisited the penthouse. 
 “Incidentally, I knew then he must be 
the criminal. When I handled that new electric 
lantern of his, I got grease on my shirt from its 
circular base. That circular edge left a 
matching mark where he’d stood it on the 
floor when he did his sawing last night. None 
of those things would have been enough 
evidence to prove my accusations, but he’s 
given plenty to me now. You heard him lure 
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me out into that empty elevator shaft. I’m 
going to call police headquarters right now 
and make my charges.” 
 It was only mid-afternoon when the 
Baron walked into the Imperial offices with 
Hawley Sears. Mehary saw them come in and 
flagged them into his private cubbyhole. 
 “Where’d you come from, Sears?” he 
demanded, fixing the elevator inspector with 
his heavy-lidded stare. 
 “Bill Tolliver got me out,” Sears said. 
 Mehary’s eyes shifted to the Baron. “I 
thought I’d told you to drop everything and 
concentrate on that elevator claim?” 
 The Baron gave the Claims Manager a 
broad grin.  “You did, boss. So I got the 
charges against Hawley dropped. I even 
dropped myself,” he said with a flash of 
humor. “Seven stories. You can relax about 
the whole case, boss. We’ve got to pay for two 
deaths and one smashed elevator car.” 
 Mehary’s little red rimmed eyes held a 
baleful glare. “You tell me to relax,” he 
snarled. “Do you think it’s anything to laugh 
about when we have a claim of that size to pay 
out?” 
 “Sure it is,” the Baron said. “Since we 
can pay it out of what we’re going to recover 
on the Johnson and Snyder liquor thefts and 
still have a lot left over.” 
 Mehary’s jaw sagged. “What?” 
 “Bassett’s nightman was one of the 
gang,” the Baron informed him. “They’d 

planned to take all the stuff stored at the South 
Main Street location sometime this week. 
Oglethorpe overheard one of the gang talking 
with Rue down in the basement of the 
building. Instead of telling what he knew to 
the police, he tried to get some money out of 
Rue for keeping quiet. Rue kept him quiet, all 
right—for good. Rue’s cracked wide open 
under the grilling they gave him down at 
headquarters. He sang like an opera diva. 
From what he’s said, the police will be able to 
nab the rest of the gang. And they’ll recover 
the major portion of the stuff we’ve paid for 
already.” 
 Mehary’s heavy features lightened. 
“That helps.” 
 “Of course,” the Baron added slyly, 
watching the executive’s expression narrowly, 
“there will be an item on my next swindle 
sheet for a new suit of clothes to replace these 
ruined in the course of duty.” He pointed to 
his greasy clothing. 
 “You’ve got a terrific nerve,” Mehary 
said promptly. “Do you really expect the 
company to pay for a thing like that? How did 
you manage to get into that mess? You must 
have been drunk.” 
 “Drunk!” the Baron echoed. He broke 
into an open laugh. “Why, boss, if I couldn’t 
hold alcohol like a Kentucky moonshine still, 
I’d never have been able to drop this case—
into your lap.” 

 


