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The Crime was Planned Down to the Last Detail-a Hitch Seemed Impossible—but Fate Grinned 
 
 
THE black coupe slid to the curb as quietly as 
a shadow. Its thin-faced driver raked the street 
and traffic with furtive eyes, slanted the front 
wheels sharply outward, and rasped back the 
emergency brake. “Okay, Morell—nobody’s 
tailing us,” he said, tonelessly. 
 His companion rose lightly, flipped the 
door open, and Morell turned abruptly up an 
alley littered with papers, broken glass, and 
coal dust. He treaded the broken concrete with 
the firmness of one on a definite mission—a 
natty figure in black felt, dark suit, blue shirt, 
and light tie. 

 Below a scaffolding of rear porches, 
Morell scanned a grey basement door, dirty 
with smears and scribblings, entered, and let 
his eyes become adjusted to the half-light of 
the boiler room. 
 Picking his way between the furnace 
and a disarray of pails, ladders, hose, and 
broken furniture, he passed through an 
opening in a stone partition and toed up 
wooden stairs ending in a solid door. Laying 
an ear to the panel, he listened, then located 
the knob, made sure the key was on the inside, 
and slowly emerged. 
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 There was neither desk nor clerk in the 
small tiled foyer. The building had once been 
pretentious, but its apartments were now 
divided into smaller units renting to semi-
transients. Mid-afternoon silence hung heavily 
over the place. 
 In the dim hallway at the right, Morell 
stopped at the second door, identified by an 
ivory oval as number twelve. Slipping on 
black silk gloves, he worked a key, pushed in, 
and slid the spring bolt softly back. 
 The room smelled stale. It was 
unoccupied and dark, the shades drawn to the 
sills. 
 Windows faced a quiet side street. 
Morell partly opened one at the right, 
propping up the shade. He brought up a chair, 
dusted it, and settled back with a letting out of 
breath. Sporting no holster, he drew an 
automatic from his belt, handling it with 
business-like ease and familiarity. 
 The opened window covered the 
approach to the adjacent hotel, an ornate 
structure with a canopy. 
 The gangster idly tapped a cigarette 
from a pack, thought better of it, and settled 
down to sphinx-like watching. 
 
HE WAS to lam through the cellar, locking 
the foyer door behind. The car could be 
reached in sixty seconds. The job was simple, 
the lay neatly planned. It was a pipe. 
 Suddenly he tensed, pushed the chair 
to the wall, and crouched, gun nose poised 
menacingly. Next door, a long sedan was 
unloading. A short, florid-face man with wide 
shoulders and thick neck got out and moved 
heavily toward the entrance. 
 The gunman’s trigger finger whitened. 
Two quick explosions shattered the quiet. The 
big man staggered as though hit with a fist. 
Red trickled from temple and jaw. He swayed, 
then crumpled, one arm doubling under, head 
slapping the walk. 
 Before the echoes died the murderer, 

with smooth precision, had shut the window, 
thrust the gun in his belt, opened the door, and 
hurled forward. 
 At that instant, an angular-faced man 
stepped from the adjoining room, wide-eyed. 
They tangled and crashed. With a smothered 
oath, Morell rolled clear and brought up his 
fist viciously. The other’s head jarred back 
and he stretched out. 
 The opposite hall was by this time 
alive with voices and footsteps. Too late for a 
clean getaway. With magician-like speed, the 
gangster jabbed the automatic into a limp 
hand, spilled the door key, and snapped his 
gloves down the hall. 
 He straightened as tenants chattered 
around, joined the excited chorus of 
bewilderment, and gradually edged away. 
 A barrel-chested man in grey pounded 
down from upstairs, glanced at the prostrate 
form, and disappeared into room eleven. He 
reappeared as the gunman gained the fringe of 
the group. 
 “No one leaves,” he barked, 
authoritatively. “A man was shot from one of 
these front rooms. Everyone is under 
suspicion. Who was here first?” 
 A voice said: “The fellow in the dark 
hat, Mr. Neely.” 
 Neely glanced over the heads, called 
sharply: “In a hurry?” 
 Morell paused, faintly annoyed. 
“Looking for the manager.” 
 “It can wait.” Neely covered the gun 
with a handkerchief, lifted it, smelled the 
barrel, examined the clip, and put both in his 
coat pocket. He picked up the key, then 
frowned at the prone figure and gestured: 
“Help Morse into his room and stay with 
him.” 
 He approached Morell, an edge to his 
voice. “Now. Slip me the story, straight.” 
 The gangster bridled. “How come you 
rate it?” 
 “Don’t get lathered. I’m from the 
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Homicide Bureau. I live here.” He grimaced 
sourly. “This is my day off.” 
 “All I know is that I was looking for 
the landlady, about rates. There was a noise. 
When I turned, this guy is running at me, hop-
eyed, with a gun. So I cracked him.” 
 “Where’d he come from?” 
 “Didn’t see.” 
 “What’s your name?” 
 “Morell.” 
 “Stick around.” The detective reached 
out, ran quick hands over the other. 
 The gunman grinned. “Funny guy.” 
 Neely thumped toward number eleven. 
“Nothing there.” He tried twelve. It was 
locked. He fitted the discarded key and the 
door swung open. 
 A slight grey-haired woman pushed 
through and exclaimed: “But I rented that 
room only yesterday to a nice young lady.” 
 
THE dick spoke gently. “Sorry about this, 
Mrs. Duby. The examination will be 
completed as soon as possible.” He faced the 
group: “No one in, except Morell,” and waited 
until the gunman had entered first. 
 “An honor,” jeered Morell. He scraped 
his feet irritably, slumped to a chair, tipped 
back his hat, and stuck a cigarette between 
slightly thick lips. 
 The headquarters man spun up a shade, 
picked an empty cartridge shell from the floor, 
and compared it with those in the clip he had. 
He grunted, replaced it where found, 
methodically nosed about. Stooping, he 
rubbed a finger on the floor, and held it up for 
inspection. 
 Morell snapped a lighter. “Lousy 
service. Be sure and put the maid on the pan.” 
He snickered through a puff of smoke. 
 Neely scratched his chin with a thumb 
nail and studied the other with a peculiar slow 
smile. 
 “What’s the matter, don’t it add up?” 

 The detective chuckled. “Too good.” 
 “What?” 
 “The shoes.” 
 The gunman lifted eyebrows. “Maybe 
I should go barefoot! Look, I’ll be seein’ ya. 
I’m clear and I gotta date.” 
 “Sure you have,” agreed Neely 
soothingly. “At the clink.” 
 Morell stared. “Baby talk, huh?” 
 “Morse didn’t do it—he wasn’t in this 
room.” 
 “That breaks me up. Maybe it was his 
grandmother. So what?” 
 “Crackers!” 
 “Same to you.” 
 “The old gent has been eating 
crackers,” explained the detective, patiently. 
“There’s crumbs in his room and he’s walked 
in them. They’re on his shoes and in the hall, 
but not here.” 
 Morell crossed his knees, seemed 
amused. “And where are you now?” 
 “The tip-off is bug powder.” 
 “Come again. I’m nuts.” 
 Neely bent over, rubbed a quick finger 
across the upturned sole of the gunman’s 
oxford, and held it up. It was green. 
 “Water bugs have been infesting the 
place. This morning I helped the landlady 
heavily sprinkle exterminating powder around 
the basement. Some of that powder is on the 
floor here where the blasting was done.” 
Neely paused, added casually: “You didn’t 
happen to get lost and come in some other 
way besides the front entrance, did you?” 
 Morell’s lower lip stuck out. “That’s a 
laugh. Just grass stains.” His voice was 
derisive, but his eyes wary. 
 “The chemical lab will tell.” Neely 
drew handcuffs from a hip-pocket. “Stick ‘em 
out.” 
 The gangster hesitated, shrugged. 
“Okay,” he said, coolly. 
 Half rising, he threw himself against 
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the detective’s knees. The cuffs flew clattering 
to a corner. The two bowled over, locked. 
Neely kicked free, whirled like a cat, and 
cracked a fast right. Morell, on one knee, was 
slow with his guard. The blow slashed his 
cheek, snapping his head sidewise, and 
leaving a crimson mark. 
 Mouth in an ugly twist, he caught the 
extended wrist and jabbed savagely with his 
right as he bounced up. Neely slackened his 
knees and dodged. The balled knuckles 
skinned his forehead. He dove in, gripped with 
powerful arms, heaved up and over. 
Morell turned in mid-air and then smacked the 
floor with his back, spurting dust. He 
staggered up, gasping, a crazy glitter in his 
eyes, and charged with both arms flailing. 
Neeiy blocked and connected with a right 
hook that jarred his shoulder. The hood shot 
against the wall, the back of his head 
crunching solidly against the plaster. Closing 
in, Neely whipped a wicked left to the ear. 
 Morell slid loosely down the wall and 
hit the floor with a thud. He sprawled 
grotesquely, breathing hard, dazed eyes 
holding a surprised expression. 
 Neely scooped up the handcuffs, 
clicked them over the limp wrists. Reaching 
down, he jerked off his prisoner’s shoes, 
regarding the bottoms with satisfaction. 
 A red-faced, beefy policeman 
shouldered in. Another stationed himself at the 
door. 
 “Hello, Neely.” 
 “’Lo, Quinn.” 

 “This one’s right in your front yard. 
Caplow was drilled twice, in the head. Neat 
job.” 
 “Yeah,” drawled the dick. “Saw the 
show from my window.” 
 The harness bull stared at the shoes. 
 “Souvenirs?” 
 “Sort of. Evidence. The slugs were 
thrown from here. There’s the shells. The gat 
and room key were planted on the fellow next 
door, but this hood pulled the trick. Says his 
moniker is Morell. It’s a new one to me.” 
 “Probably imported. His prints’ll tell. 
Nice work.” 
 The gangster pushed erect, wobbled 
uncertainly, and snorted: “Just a wild line. It 
smells. I’m not gonna be the fall guy for 
somebody else’s fireworks.” 
 Neely winked at his brother officer. 
“He means George Morse.” 
 Quinn said, sarcastically: “Ever try 
hitting a melon at forty feet with your eyes 
shut—and plug it twice?” 
 “Tripe,” the prisoner spat. 
 Stumbling drew attention. The 
angular-faced man from the adjoining room 
shuffled toward them. 
 Morell glared with hot eyes. Then 
doubt, fear, and sudden terror gripped him, 
drained the color from his face. He blurted: 
“God—not— ?” 
 Neely nodded. “Yes. That’s what put 
the finger on you from the first. George has 
been blind for years.” 

 


