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A Knife  
in His Chest 
By DALE CLARK 
 
Greedy kin try to stymie old man Depew’s  
last patriotic gesture, but Bill Boone,  
private detective, is right there with the  
goods to show up murderous business! 
 

CHAPTER I 
 

BIG HOUSE 
 

ILL BOONE swung his roadster off 
Highway Eighty, threading it between 
the stone gate-posts. A driveway 

wound away across the velvety greensward 
and disappeared into clumps of Monterey 
cypress. The hand-manicured appearance of 
the extensive grounds brought an appreciative 
flicker into Boone’s eyes. 

“Class,” he murmured. “Do-re-me. Maybe 
I’ve got priority on a windfall here. “ 

A hipped Dutch Colonial roof was framed 
in a setting of cypress and pine. Bill Boone 
drove the necessary two hundred yards to 
brake in front of the two-story, box-
shouldered house. He estimated its ensemble 

of green shutters, twin chimneys, grassy lawn, 
and tennis court. 

“Twenty grand if it cost a dime,” he 
summed it all up. 

He unlatched the roadster door and swung 
out one traffic-cramped leg. Before the other 
leg could follow, a voice called imperiously 
from the tennis court. 

“Hey, you!” The voice sounded angry. 
“Private property. Keep moving.”  

A black-haired, black-goggled youth in 
white pants stood there. The smoked glasses, 
coupled with the sun visor tugged low on his 
forehead, gave his features a peculiarly 
robotish look. He waggled a tennis racquet at 
the end of a muscular arm. 

“Scram,” White Pants said. “No agents 
allowed.”  

Bill Boone’s lips twitched involuntarily. 
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He was filled with a large yen to wrap the 
tennis bat around its owner’s neck. He tried 
not to show it, of course. 

“Mr. Depew?” he asked levelly. 
“Huh?”  
“Forrest Depew,” Bill Boone said. “Isn’t 

this where he lives?”  
“No.” White Pants retorted curtly, 

contemptuously. 
Bill Boone mumbled something, jerking 

his shoulders around, digging into the glove 
compartment for the note-sized letter there. It 
was addressed to Mr. William Boone at his 
Los Angeles office address, and its one 
scrawled sentence read: 

 
Could you call on me Thursday, the 15th, relative 

to a bond matter? 
F. Depew. 
 
The engraved letterhead script said: 
 

FORREST DEPEW 
The Knoll 

Soledad Calif. 
 
Bill Boone swung around with the letter in 

his fist. 
“Look here,” he demanded. “Isn’t this the 

Knoll?” 
 

 GIRL was coming from the far side of 
the tennis net. A sun-tanned, slim-legged 

blond girl in the scantiest of shorts-and-halter 
attire. Boone instantly wondered how White 
Pants managed to keep his eye on the ball. 

“You must be Mr. Boone,” she said, and 
tossed a breeze-blown nod toward the 
glowering youth. “It’s okay, Pem. He has an 
appointment.”  

Her grin became elfish as she approached 
Boone. 

“It’s the Knoll, all right, but this is only 
the gardener’s cottage. You want to drive on 
back to the big house.”  

“Oh-h,” Boone said. 

“I’ll catch a ride and show you the way,” 
the blonde volunteered. 

White Pants made an unhappy sound to 
Bill Boone’s delight. White Pants, it seemed, 
was very willing to drive the girl to the big 
house himself. 

“No, Pem,” she interrupted, “save your 
rubber. We can’t be wasting tires nowadays.” 

She flipped her racquet into the roadster 
seat, and followed it almost as lightly 
herself—a bare-limbed, golden-tressed 
daughter of the sun. 

“I’m Helen Crane—Mr. Depew’s niece,” 
she volunteered. 

Helen Crane studied Boone’s profile as he 
got the roadster under way. 

“Well, you’re not a bit what I expected,” 
she announced frankly. 

Bill Boone felt jarred. He took no especial 
pride in his profile as such, for he had little to 
be proud of, in fact. His face was useful rather 
than ornamental—useful for scaring people, 
among other things. His face had been around, 
and showed it. It had been punched around on 
a few occasions, and it showed that, too. 

But for his work—a private detective’s 
work—his profile had always served okay. It 
was not sufficiently scarred and soured to 
inspire distrust among his clients; but it was 
not so smooth and soft as to suggest 
incompetence, either. 

Bill Boone narrowly missed crashing into 
a cypress. 

“Yeah?” he said. “What’d you expect?”  
“Well,” Helen Crane said, “brokers 

usually have more chins and less jaw.”  
Boone had been called many thing’s; 

never a broker, though. He laughed, and made 
the laugh sound admiring.  

“Now, how’d you figure out that’s what I 
was?” he asked. 

“Easy. Nobody ever comes to see Uncle 
Forrest except brokers and doctors, and you 
couldn’t be a doctor.”  

The winding, tree-shaded driveway 
widened into a vista of lawn and shrubbery. 
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Boone suppressed a whistle as the big house 
loomed into view. Its porticoed front had more 
white columns than a Greek temple. There 
was enough statuary sprinkled around the 
grounds to equip a modest museum. Indeed, 
the big house looked much as if it had been 
copied from a museum. Boone hastily revised 
his estimate. 

“Half a million if it cost a cent,” he 
thought.  

He parked in front of steps wide enough 
for a dozen Goerings abreast. 

“Come on, I’ll take you to Uncle Forrest,” 
said Helen Crane. She waved in aside a man-
servant at the twin doors. “Just follow me. 
I’ve explored all through here, blazing trails 
with a hatchet.”  

She led Boone along the main hallway, up 
a corkscrew stairs, to a mezzanine hall above. 
She stopped, opened a door an inch, and 
nodded.  

“I’ve got to run and change,” she told 
Boone and then said into the doorway: 
“Uncle, Mr. Boone is here.”  

Boone stepped inside.  
 

T WAS a large room with large windows 
looking out over the cypresses toward the 

gray flanks of ash-bare California mountains. 
In front of the windows a red-haired nurse was 
busy arranging medicinal-appearing bottles on 
a rubber-tired tray. If she had not been a nurse, 
she could have done all right in a chorus line. 
She had that kind of face and figure. 

Boone removed his eyes from the red-
haired nurse upon hearing a dry, papery 
chuckle from the corner of the room. 

“You’re late, Boone,” the papery, old-
man’s voice said. “You missed it. Ty Cobb 
just hit a three-bagger.”  

Bill Boone opened startled gray eyes. The 
corner of the room contained a baldheaded, 
blanket-bundled ancient in a Wheel-chair. The 
wheel-chair was drawn up to a wooden deal 
table.  

The occupant of the wheel-chair waved a 
jack-knife at Boone. 

“Tris Speaker is at bat now,” he said. 
“Maybe Diz Dean will strike him out, 
though.” 

The red~haired nurse had been studying 
Bill Boone’s six-foot physique. She came 
toward him, a professional smile on her full, 
crimson lips. But there was nothing 
professional about the impact of her eyes 
meeting Boone’s. Her eyes were sense-stirring 
and agleam with interest.  

“Mr. Depew is playing baseball 
mumblety-peg,” she said. “He has Ty Cobb 
and Tris Speaker and Honus Wagner on one 
team, and Nap Lajoie and Babe Ruth and 
Dean on the other.” She used the soft, smooth, 
patient tone a person uses when speaking of a 
child’s unreasonable pranks. “It’s all very real 
to him,” she added. 

Forrest Depew sighed. “I don’t know.” He 
cradled his long, thin jaw in a skinny palm. 
His fingers drummed against a sunken cheek. 
“I don’t know about Speaker,” he worried. 
“Tris has been in a slump lately. Might be the 
spot for a pinch-hitter.”  

His eyes came up, suddenly, to fix on 
Boone’s face. His eyes were bright, beady, 
and wary. He stared at Boone with the 
concentration of a victim trying to identify a 
suspect in a police lineup. 

“Here,” Forrest Depew said. “You bat for 
Speaker.”  

Boone’s face wore a what-do-I-care 
expression. The red-haired nurse flicked him a 
delicate wink. 

“Humor him,” she whispered. 
“I don’t know if I can get a hit off Diz 

Dean or not,” Bill Boone said. 
The old man’s fingers were coldly shaky, 

pressing the jack-knife into Bill Boone’s hand. 
There was something else. Boone felt the 
springy elasticity of a folded paper under the 
knife. 
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“You understand?” Forrest Depew asked. 
He had a hundred and ten volts in his voice. 
“You know what to do?”  

“Yeah,” Bill Boone said, “I’m an old hand 
at the game.”  

He transferred the knife to his other 
hand—flipped it. The knife came down 
quivering on its toad-stabber blade point in the 
middle of the scarred table-top. 

“Homer!” the man ‘in the wheel-chair half 
shrieked. “What’d I tell you, Miss Radnew? It 
was the spot, wasn’t it?”  

He fumbled feverishly among papers at 
the corner of the table. A metal pencil fell off, 
fell at his blanket-bundled feet. 

“Mr. Depew is the official scorer,” the red-
haired Miss Radnew said. “He keeps track of 
the scores and the team percentages and the 
batting averages—everything.”  

Miss Radnew’s downward glide after the 
pencil strained her white garb into enticing 
revelations, but they were lost on Bill Boone. 
He shot a glance at the scrap of paper in his 
palm. 

It said: 
 

I don’t trust her. Later. Say nothing now. 
 
The knife spun through the air and fell 

noisily on its side. 
“Struck out,” Forrest Depew announced. 

“End of the game.” He clutched the wheels of 
his chair and pulled back from the table. “All 
right, Boone, now we’ll talk business. Miss 
Radnew, run down and tell Charles to give 
you the Amalgamated Gas portfolio.” 

Miss Radnew exited, and Forrest Depew 
waited for the door to close. 

“All right, Boone,” he repeated. “I 
couldn’t tell you anything in a letter. ‘They 
open my mail, coming and going. Besides, I 
didn’t want to tell you anything—until I had a 
look at you.”  

Boone eyed the old man intently.  
“Who opens your mail?” he asked.  
“All of ‘em. My relatives. They’re all 

against me.” He cackled dryly. “You think I’m 

crazy, Boone?”  
“My clients are never crazy,” Bill Boone 

replied with equal dryness. “If you’re my 
client, I’m on your side. Of course, you’re not 
a client yet.” He rubbed his thumb against his 
index and middle fingers.  

“I’ll write you a check,” Forrest Depew 
promised. 

“Will it be any good?” Boone asked. 
The old man stared at him unwinkingly. 

“That’s up to you,” he said. “If you do your 
job right, you won’t have any trouble cashing 
my check. If you fail, you’ll probably be out 
of luck. I understand that legally a lunatic’s 
signature isn’t worth a hoot, so the bank 
wouldn’t honor my draft.”  

Bill Boone thought briefly. 
“Your relatives are trying to prove that 

you’re nuts,” he said. “You want me to stop 
them. Is that it?”  

“Yes,” Forrest Depew said. “They’re 
plotting to have me declared mentally 
incompetent. They want to get control of my 
money. Want to break my new will, too.” 

“What kind of a will?”  
“I’m putting most of my fortune into a 

trust fund,” Forrest Depew said. “It’s a kind of 
Foundation. It’d be used to educate the 
children of the Navy men who were murdered 
at Pearl Harbor.”  

Bill Boone’s jaw sagged. He peered 
through wrinkle-knit eyes at the shrunken 
figure in the wheel-chair. Hitting him out of 
the blue, it took a moment to digest this. 

“Why, man,” he said, “now I know you’re 
not crazy.” He swallowed. “That’s one of the 
finest things I ever heard in my life.”  

 
E WAS genuinely moved—a rare thing 
in a hard-boiled private “op’s” life. 

“My relatives don’t agree.” The old man 
grunted. “They think I’m insane to let all that 
wealth get out of the family clutches. The 
scheme is to go in front of a judge and have 
me declared incompetent. They’ve been 
bribing the servants; collecting a lot of lying 
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affidavits. Fred Crane has the local political 
machine under his thumb, so the sanity 
hearing would be a farce, anyhow.”  

Boone’s gray eyes became alert. “Who’s 
Fred Crane?” he asked. 

“My brother-in-law. My wife’s brother.”  
“Your wife is alive?”  
“Dead. Years ago.” Forrest Depew sighed. 

“I wouldn’t be in this jam if she’d lived.” 
Boone tried to hurry matters along before 

the red-head nurse returned. 
“Who are the other relatives?”  
“Just the kids—Fred Crane’s two kids, 

Steve and Helen. Watch out for Steve. He 
looks soft and fat, but don’t ever let him get 
behind you on a dark night.” The old man’s 
hands toyed with the mumblety-peg knife in 
his lap. “Helen doesn’t count. She’s just an 
empty-headed schoolgirl.”  

“She’s growing up to be quite a girl, 
though,” mused Boone. “Okay, that’s the 
family. Now, who’s this Charley you speak 
of?”  

“Charley Howland. My secretary. I think 
he’s sold out to them.”  

Bill Boone nodded. “And what about those 
bonds—the Amalgamated Gas ones?” 

“Merely a blind.” The old man shrugged. 
“You’re supposed to be an investment 
counselor. In other words, an expert on bonds. 
You’re here to give me some financial advice, 
and that’s your excuse for snooping around for 
the next few days.”  

He broke off as the door opened. 
The red-haired Miss Radnew smiled at 

them. 
“Time for your nap, Mr. Depew,” she said, 

as to a child. “Mr. Boone, you can do down to 
the library and examine the portfolio.” 

“I told you to bring it up here!” Forrest 
Depew protested. 

She smiled superiorly. “Now, don’t get 
excited. Remember the doctor’s orders. Mr. 
Howland can tell Mr. Boone all he needs to 
know about those bonds. Run along to the 
library, Mr. Boone.”  

“Where in this mausoleum,” asked Bill 
Boone, “is that . . . ?”  

“It’s the room under us,” replied the nurse. 
“You turn right at the foot of the stairs. The 
end door.”  

She started wheeling her patient toward 
the inner bedroom, ignoring Depew’s protest 
that he was not a bit sleepy. 

 
CHAPTER II 

 
DEATH ON WHEELS 

 
T WAS a family conclave downstairs, Bill 
Boone realized as he entered the library. He 

received his welcome in the form of a flabby 
handshake administered by a lank, eye-glassed 
man who murmured: 

“I’m Charley Howland.”  
Charley Howland reminded Boone of a 

fugitive from a coffin. The arm he waved 
about the book-lined room was practically a 
skeleton’s. 

“Mr. Frederick Crane—Mr. Stephen 
Crane,” introduced the secretary. 

Both Cranes eyed Boone’s athletic figure 
as if he were a parachutist who had dropped 
out of the skies clad in the wrong uniform. 

Fred Crane was a ruddy, overweight 
oldster with a smile he had probably practiced 
in front of a mirror. Steve Crane was a ruddy, 
overweight youth without any smile at all. 

Bill Boone took an instant and fervent 
dislike to all three men. 

“The portfolio, sir,” Charley Howland was 
enunciating delicately. 

He extended a manila folder. Boone 
flipped it open and found several sheets of 
typewritten paper. The typed columns 
supplied a listing of Amalgamated Gas 5s, 
1947s and 1955s. 

“Very neat,” Boone said. “But where are 
the bonds?”  

The secretary looked surprised. “Why, in 
the vault, of course.” 

“Okay, get ‘em.”  
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Howland wrinkled a disapproving 
eyebrow. “You’re sure that’s necessary?”  

“I’m an investment counselor, not a 
fortune teller,” Bill Boone said. “I’m not 
going to appraise these bonds without even 
seeing them.”  

Charley Howland swallowed. “I assure 
you, they’re quite in order. Mr. Depew and I 
checked them over together, only Monday.”  

“Bonds can be forged,” Boone said flatly. 
“I’ll look at them.”  

“Yes, sir. No trouble at all. I’ll just step 
into the study.”  

The secretary effaced himself through a 
door at the library’s upper end, with the silent 
efficiency of a well-trained ghost. 

Boone grinned inwardly. He knew that he 
was as welcome in this house as an American 
bomber over Tokyo. If he was going to stay 
several days, he had to get—and keep—the 
upper hand. 

His gray eyes turned a deliberately 
insolent glance toward the two Cranes. 

“You fellows waiting to see me?” he asked 
loftily. 

“We thought a conference would be in 
order,” responded the elder, Fred Crane, in 
cold tones. 

“Why?”  
“Well, the purpose of your visit is to—

ah—advise Forrest Depew with respect to—
ah, er—selling some of these bonds.”  

“Yeah?”  
“Surely you—er—appreciate the 

difficulties in the way of his transacting 
business?” Fred Crane rumbled. 

“What difficulties?” inquired Bill Boone 
innocently. 

“You saw him, didn’t you?” the younger 
man, Steve Crane, blurted. “Playing 
mumblety-peg with Ty Cobb and Dizzy 
Dean!” 

Bill Boone shrugged wide, muscled 
shoulders. 

“So what?” 
The Cranes stared at him. 

“Why—ah—his mental and physical 
condition precludes his engaging in active 
business,” Fred Crane mumbled. 

“Rats!” erupted Steve Crane, hotly 
impatient. “He’s nuts! He’s cuckoo! And get 
this straight, Boone! We’re not going to let 
that crazy old fool play mumblety-peg with 
the family fortune!” 

 
HARLEY HOWLAND reentered from 
the study door, bearing a green metal box 

in his skeletal hands. 
“Here we are,” he announced.  
But as he spoke, a knock jarred against the 

main hallway door. It was repeated, more 
lightly.  

“Pardon me,” murmured the secretary, 
crossing the room and opening the door. 

He sprang back with a horrified outcry.  
“Mr. Depew! What have you done to 

yourself?”  
“He didn’t cut himself shaving!” exploded 

Bill Boone, springing forward and brushing 
the lank secretary aside.  

Forrest Depew’s figure sat silently in its 
wheel-chair, head bowed down. The old man 
seemed to be staring glassily at the mumblety-
peg knife. He didn’t really see it, of course. Its 
handle stuck straight out from his reddened 
shirt front, the toad-stabber blade plunged 
deep in the home-run position—and its home 
plate was his heart. 

Somebody wearing noisy heels was 
running a race up the stairs above Bill 
Boone’s head.  

Boone leaped past the blanket-wrapped 
victim in the wheel-chair, dashed twenty paces 
along the big hallway, and whirled about to 
pound up the stairs in pursuit of the noisy 
heels. Or rather, in pursuit of the recent sound 
of the heels. For all was quiet overhead now. 

He shot a look up and down the upper 
hallway, and picked out the room he had 
already visited as his best bet. 

Miss Radnew was in the same position in 
which he had first seen her, monkeying 
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around with the medicinal bottles on the 
rubber-tired tray. She was unchanged, except 
for the flaming color in her cheeks. 

“Forget something?” she asked, intently 
stirring a spoon inside a glassful of milky 
liquid. 

Boone stared at the tall tumbler in her 
hand. 

“What the devil’s that?” he demanded. 
“Why, Mr. Depew’s sleeping potion.”  
“You don’t think he’s going to drink that 

now, do you?” inquired Boone. 
“Why not?” she pretended. 
Boone laughed without mirth. “You were 

downstairs and saw for yourself, didn’t you?”  
The spoon continued its rhythmical 

clinking inside the tumbler.  
“Downstairs?” the red-haired nurse A 

parroted. “Why, no. I wheeled Mr. Depew into 
his bedroom after you left, but he insisted he 
wasn’t sleepy enough to take his nap. So I 
came back here and mixed up this draught. 
That’s all I’ve done.”  

“It took you long enough.”   
“Because I had to plug in the current and 

warm the water.” Her nod indicated an 
electrical outfit on the tray.  

Boone scowled. “Then you were either in 
his bedroom or in this room here, all the 
time?” 

“Of course.”  
“You tell me how his wheel-chair got past 

you, and got downstairs, sister,” he said. 
 

ORE parrot stuff.  

“Qui
“Wheel-chair? Downstairs?”  

t stalling!” shouted Boone. “And quit 
stirring that blasted drink!”  

“Quit yelling at me,” Miss Radnew 
retorted. “We don’t wheel Mr. Depew up and 
downstairs. There is an elevator for the 
purpose, from his bedroom to the lower hall.” 

“Show me.”  
She led the way. “Why, he isn’t here!” she 

exclaimed upon entering the bedroom. “It’s 
over there. We converted closet space to make 

room for the shaft, and—”  
Boone wrenched open the door she 

indicated. He stared into the shaft.  
“That’s funny,” commented Miss Radnew. 

“The elevator is gone, too.”  
As if automatically, her fingers continued 

to swish the spoon around inside the tumbler. 
“Give me that!” cried Bill Boone, his 

suspicions suddenly aroused.  
She drew back as his hand reached for the 

glass. Some of the warm, milky liquid slopped 
over the rim as they struggled over the 
tumbler. A cylindrical metal object was 
exposed to view. 

“What the—?” gulped Boone. 
The nurse paled as he hoisted the dripping 

device from its concealment. The “sleeping 
draught,” now that she had stopped stirring it, 
had begun to clear and a chalky deposit was 
forming at the bottom of the glass.  

“You startled me so I forgot and left the 
plug in,” Miss Radnew explained weakly. 

“Plug, your grandmother!” Bill Boone bit 
off. “That’s a mike!”  

A curiously thick fragrance climbed from 
his wetted fingers. 

“Face powder!” he said. “You dumped 
your compact into that glass. You had to keep 
stirring it or else—”  

He was interrupted by the appearance of a 
frantically gesticulating Charley Howland in 
the bedroom doorway. 

“Mr. Boone!” wailed the secretary. “Mr. 
Boone, the bonds are gone!”  

“The dickens they are!”  
“I swear it’s the truth! We turned around 

to look at Mr. Depew’s body, and somebody 
stole the bonds right out of the box!”  

Boone wrinkled his forehead over this 
obvious impossibility. 

“See you later!” he tossed threatfully at the 
red-haired nurse, and caught the secretary’s 
skeleton arm. “Come on, man!”  

In the library, the glum-faced Crane men 
had been joined by Helen, attired now in an 
eye-entrancing sports frock. 

M 



POPULAR DETECTIVE 8

“You see?” Howland rushed to the box 
and lifted its lid. “Empty!”  

“Just the Amalgamated Gas ones 
missing?” asked Boone. 

Fred Crane glared. “Isn’t that bad enough? 
There were fifty of them, each worth a 
thousand dollars!”  

Bill Boone tailored his lips around a 
whistle. 

“Fifty grand!”  
His first impressions about the case were 

justified. It certainly had do-re-me at its 
bottom. 

“Couldn’t you tell it was empty by the feel 
of it?” he demanded of Charley Howland. 

The secretary stiffened. “Certainly not! 
Those vault boxes are fire-proofed and of such 
heavy construction you’d never miss a mere 
fifty bonds.”  

“In that case, we’d better look in the 
vault,” Bill Boone suggested reasonably, “and 
see whether anything else is missing.” 

 
OWLAND tottered ahead, leading the 
way to the study. This room adjoined the 

library, and had its own hallway door opening 
out in front of the stairs. Boone had time to 
note this detail while Howland, taking care to 
shield he vault dial with his spare body, and 
muttering cabalistically under his breath, 
proceeded to spin the combination and then 
unlock the inner door by means of a key 
attached to his watch-chain. 

Fred and Steve Crane watched intently, as 
if their entire future lives depended upon what 
was, or was not, hidden behind the double, 
strong box doors. 

Helen Crane was staring at her father and 
brother, as if startled and half-frightened by 
the expressions of hungry greed on their faces. 

Only Bill Boone let his glance stray 
around the study, and only Boone saw the 
oblong of perforation-edged, yellow paper on 
the floor beside the desk. He stooped and 
picked it up. 

“Merciful Heaven!” reverberated 

Howland’s sepulchral voice within the vault. 
“The Consolidated Steel Four-and-a-halves 
are missing, too!” 

As the two Crane men surged convulsively 
toward the narrow, steel-framed door, Bill 
Boone stole a glance at the oblong of yellow 
paper in his hand. 

It was a bank check, drawn on the Soledad 
National Bank, in the sum of Five Hundred 
Dollars and No Cents and duly signed by 
Forrest Depew—and payable to the order of 
himself, William Boone! 

He pushed it into his pocket, along with 
the microphone seized from Miss Radnew. 

Steve Crane’s voice rang out.  
“Charley Howland,” the plump youth 

accused, “you’re a dirty crook! Nobody but 
you could have got in the vault to steal those 
bonds!”  

His fist pistoned wickedly, catching the 
secretary flush in the face. Howland slid down 
against the vault jamb, bleeding thinly from 
both nostrils. 

“Steve!” choked Helen Crane. 
Her brother scowled. “The guy’s guilty as 

thunder! Why, he and Uncle Forrest were the 
only ones who knew the combination!”  

“But to hit him like that,” protested the 
girl. “A man twice your age, and wearing 
glasses, too. You might have blinded him.”  

“Serve him right if I did,” retorted Steve. 
Bill Boone, moving lightly on tiptoe, 

eased himself out of the family quarrel and 
through the study’s hallway door. 

He looked about, seeking to orient 
himself. At the library end of the hall, the 
blanket-swathed figure of the murdered 
Forrest Depew sat in lonely neglect. Staring at 
the old man, Bill Boone realized he didn’t 
give a hoot who had stolen the bonds. His 
sole, undivided interest lay in figuring out 
how Depew had met his death, and in bringing 
retribution upon the slayer.  

There were only two doors in front of 
Boone, across the hall. He assumed the nearest 
one ought to belong to the elevator shaft, so he 
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opened it.  
He was right—the elevator was here. A 

small affair, it was of the type designed for 
home use by invalids, heart cases, and elderly 
people unable to climb stairs. There would 
have been barely room enough in it to 
accommodate Forrest Depew and his wheel-
chair, plus, of course, the nurse who 
accompanied him.  

Boone stared fixedly at the several red 
stains on its rubber-matted floor. While he did, 
he heard the rumble of a voice from below. 

“That’s one of the finest things I ever 
heard in my life,” the voice declared.  

Bill Boone started. He realized that the 
voice was his own.  

A grunt followed. Then, the uncertain 
quaver of aged tones.  

“My relatives don’t agree. They think I’m 
insane to let all that wealth get out of the 
family clutches.”  

Bill Boone straightened, pulled the 
elevator door shut, and pressed the lowermost 
of its control buttons. 

A matter of moments later, he stepped out 
into the subterranean gloom of the big house’s 
basement. He began picking his way through 
shadowy packing boxes and pillar toward the 
sound of his own voice. 

 
CHAPTER III 

 
WRITTEN IN WAX 

 
HE voices leaked around the edges of an 
imperfectly fitted basement door. Boone 

twisted its knob and entered. In front of him 
was a work-bench, equipped with a table 
model electric phonograph—the source of the 
sounds. 

What mattered, however, was not in front 
of Boone. The attack came from above, dive-
bomber style. A plummeting weight leaped 
from the overhead, asbestos-wrapped steam-
pipes to crash onto Boone’s head and 
shoulders.  

Taken by surprise, he went to his knees. 
Sinewy fingers sought his throat. A knee drew 
back and cracked violently into his spine. It 
was one of those Pearl Harbor onslaughts, 
depending on initial surprise for its effect. 
Like the Pearl Harbor affair, it failed because 
the victim refused to be knocked out by the 
one fell blow.  

Stubbornly, Bill Boone rose to his feet, 
still with the unknown assailant clinging 
viciously to his back. The fingers wrapped 
onto his windpipe had a strangling efficiency, 
and the gouging knee endeavored to snap his 
spine above the kidneys. It was no easy task 
for even a man of Boone’s muscular strength 
to break such a viselike, Old-Man-of-the-Sea 
grip.  

He didn’t try.  
Boone plunged forward until he reached 

the work-bench, gripped it with both hands, 
and hurled himself backward. He crashed into 
the opposite wall with all of the force of his 
surging, two-hundred-pound self.  

To the accompaniment of a breath-
bursting groan, the fingers unlaced from 
Boone’s throat. The assailant’s weight slipped 
from his shoulders onto the floor. 

Bill Boone whirled and glowered.  
“You!”  
White Pants huddled there, sobbing to 

regain his lost wind. The tennis player had the 
woeful, used-up expression of an amateur who 
had tried to play five sets with both Don 
Budge and Kovacs on the other side of the net.  

“What’s the idea”—Boone waved his hand 
around—“of this layout?”  

“It’s—not mine!” panted the youth. 
“Steve’s!”  

“Yeah? What’s his idea?”  
But White Pants was too winded to reply. 

Bill Boone let his eye wander about the set-up. 
It was simple enough. Just an ordinary electric 
phonograph, equipped with a home recording 
device. Its feed-in wire ran to a basement 
window, and thence, of course, up the outside 
wall to Forrest Depew’s window. 

T 
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The only unusual item in the arrangement 
was the mike now in Boone’s pocket. He was 
familiar enough with that, because it was the 
type of microphone use by professional 
investigators, when a “bug” concealed in a 
radio or behind a picture frame must pick up 
conversation from any part of a room. 

“What’s the idea?” he repeated. 
The tennis player had refilled his lungs. 
“It’s Steve’s idea,” he reiterated. “He’s 

been making records to prove that Mr. Depew 
is crazy. The Radnew woman is in it too. She 
heckles the old man into saying something 
that sounds insane, and then she presses a 
button so there’s a record made down here.” 

 
ILL BOONE looked startled, although he 
had known ever since finding the mike 

that Miss Radnew must have been switching it 
on when she pretended to be busy with the 
invalid’s tray. She had done so, of course, to 
get a recording of what Depew told Bill 
Boone while she was out of the room. 

“How long have you known this?” Boone 
asked, after an imperceptible hesitation. 

“Monday. I was cleaning out the basement 
that afternoon.”  

“And you didn’t tell Depew?”  
“I couldn’t. I’m only the gardener’s son. 

There’s no way I could get a message to him.”  
Boone considered. 
“Aren’t you pretty good friends with 

Helen?” he inquired. 
A shrug. “She plays tennis with me. 

Because she’s too good for Steve, and he gets 
mad and hits the balls at her.”  

Boone grunted. “What’s your name?”  
“Jeremiah Pemberton.”  
“She called you Pem,” Boone recalled. 

“That sounded pretty friendly to me.”  
“Jeremiah Pemberton is too big a mouthful 

for the family,” White Pants explained grimly. 
“They all call me Pem for short.”  

“Wouldn’t they call you worse than that, if 
they knew what you’ve been up to down 
here?” Boone demanded. 

“Steve’d kill me if he caught me messing 
around with this stuff,” Jeremiah Pemberton 
said. 

Bill Boone pinched an ear lobe between 
his thumb and forefinger. “Then why don’t 
you beat it before you are caught?” he asked. 

The white-trousered youth gulped. “Yeah. 
Thanks. I will.” 

His legs scissored into retreat until their 
whiteness was lost in the gloomy recesses of 
the vast basement. 

Bill Boone turned to the phonograph and 
removed its disc. Stepping out of the 
workshop then, he peered about for a 
satisfactory place of concealment. The steel 
drum on which the elevator cable was wound 
caught his eye. 

“The very thing,” he thought. 
He crouched down and slid his hand 

experimentally into the pitch-black hole under 
the drum supports. His fingers retracted 
slightly, and then closed on stiff, richly 
embossed papers. He pulled out a handful. 

“Hades’ hot hinges!” Bill Boone mumbled 
hoarsely. 

His fingers surrounded a sheaf of 
Amalgamated Gas bonds, each having a face 
value of One Thousand Dollars. They were 
both negotiable and unregistered, and he knew 
that in half a dozen different ways a thief 
could have cashed them without especial risk 
of discovery. 

“Why, I could tuck them inside my shirt 
and just scram out of here,” mused Bill 
Boone. With a start, he realized: “That’s what 
the murderer thought!”  

He unbuttoned his shirt and stowed the 
bonds in a snug layer around his midriff. Then 
he went into the elevator and pulled its door 
shut. 

When he emerged from the elevator into 
the main hallway, he was just in time to be 
greeted by a nickel-badged county sheriff who 
was arriving. 

“Who called you?” inquired Boone. 
“Helen Crane,” replied the officer. “She 
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wants to swear out a warrant for Charley 
Howland, she said.”  

Somebody had wheeled Forrest Depew’s 
body out of sight. Boone and the sheriff 
entered the library door, and found the blond 
Helen Crane surrounded by her scowling 
father and brother, a contemptuous Miss 
Radnew, and an oddly elated Charley 
Howland. 

 
N HELEN CRANE’S hand was a list of the 
missing bonds, totaling $102,000 worth. 

“I don’t understand it!” she was saying 
bitterly. “Steve says Howland stole those 
bonds. You all admit he’s the only one of us 
who knew the vault’s combination.”  

“What is it you don’t understand?” asked 
the sheriff.  

“They don’t want to have him arrested,” 
the girl explained, with an indignant look at 
the other four. “They are determined to protect 
him, and they have been bawling me out for 
calling you, Mr. Andrews!”  

“Shut up, dumb ox!” Steve Crane yelled at 
his sister. “If you have to put your big foot in 
your mouth, at least try and keep it there from 
now on!”  

Fred Crane suddenly lost patience with his 
son. 

“You could use some of your own advice, 
Steve,” he stated coldly.  

He faced Sheriff Andrews. “We don’t 
want to be vindictive, Sheriff. We won’t 
prosecute Charley Howland—provided, of 
course, he makes restitution.”  

Charley Howland didn’t look worried. He 
wore his usual undertaker’s expression, but it 
was the expression of a man attending 
somebody else’s funeral. 

“You mean give back the bonds?” Bill 
Boone said. 

The elder Crane nodded.  
“What about the murder?” asked Boone. 

“Can he give back life to Forrest Depew, 
too?”  

Sheriff Andrews began spluttering like a 

melting magnesium bomb.  
“Murder!” he exploded. “Depew dead? 

Why didn’t you tell me that?”  
“Because,” said Helen Crane, “Steve 

jerked the phone out of my hand before I 
could tell you why I wanted Mr. Howland 
arrested.” 

Howland’s face had lost much of its 
complacent look.  

“You’re crazy!” he said jerkily. “I merely 
stepped into the study long enough to open the 
vault. There wasn’t time—not for me to go 
upstairs and bring a body down here!” 

Boone interrupted. “Maybe the body 
brought itself down.”  

“How do you mean that?” Andrews 
demanded. “Depew couldn’t walk, even when 
he was alive.”  

“He could wheel himself into the elevator 
and ride down. The elevator connects with his 
bedroom, and he’d sent his nurse into the next 
room to mix a sleeping draught. That might 
have been a trick so he could come down to 
the study. Eh, Miss Radnew?”  

The red-haired nurse, confronted by 
Boone’s stabbing forefinger, nodded in 
agreement. 

“But why would he want to go to the 
study?” interrogated Sheriff Andrews. 

“There were two reasons,” Bill Boone 
replied. “He wanted to be in on that 
Amalgamated Gas conference with us, for one 
thing. For another, he had promised to write 
me a check. And I found this on the floor in 
the study.”  

He waved the check.  
The effect was sensational. Sheriff 

Andrews was profoundly impressed.  
“Holy cow! You figure Depew was 

already in the study, and that Howland killed 
him there?”  

“If Howland stole that hundred and two 
thousand dollars,” Bill Boone said carefully, 
“it’s a cinch he had plenty of motive. Then, 
the knife was lying right in the old 
gentleman’s lap—convenient for a spur-of-

I 
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the-moment murderer.”  
The sheriff sprang forward and caught the 

secretary’s thin shoulder.  
“By the Lord Harry! Ain’t that blood on 

your shirt?”  
“I—I had a nosebleed.” Howland recoiled. 

“Anyway, Boone hasn’t explained how the 
body got to the library door.”  

Boone said that was so simple he hadn’t 
thought it necessary to explain. 

“The killer gave the chair a push and let it 
roll slowly down the hall,” he said. 

Charley Howland whirled out of Andrews’ 
grasp with such force that the sheriff was 
flung back into a chair. Howland caught Fred 
Crane’s sleeve imploringly.  

“Mr. Crane!” he wailed. “You’re not 
going to let them frame me like this, are you?” 

“Fred can’t help you now,” Bill Boone 
pointed out grimly. “You can’t buy your way 
out of a murder rap by giving back a few 
bonds.”  

The secretary quivered. “I didn’t steal 
them! And I didn’t kill him! It—it was her!” 
He stuck out a skeleton arm at the red-haired 
nurse. “She’s secretly married to Steve Crane, 
that’s why!” he raved hotly. “Steve would get 
a quarter of a million dollars under the old 
will. And that isn’t all! They paid me to steal 
his new will out of the vault so they could 
destroy it!”  

Helen Crane gasped. Steve Crane lunged 
toward the secretary. 

“Why, you doublecrossing rat!”  
“Steve!” shouted the older Crane. He 

waved his son back. “Sheriff, Howland’s 
trying to blackmail us with that story. He can’t 
prove a word of it. That is, maybe he can 
prove the marriage part. But he certainly can’t 
prove there ever was such a will.”  

Charley Howland made up his mind. 
“Maybe not,” he said. “Mr. Depew wrote the 
new will himself, and young Pemberton and I 
were the only witnesses. Maybe I can’t prove 
it, but I can certainly tell the district attorney 
an earful!” He strode toward Andrews. “Go 

ahead, arrest me, and see what happens.”  
The sheriff growled. “You don’t have to 

tell me. You’re pinched.”  
He grasped the secretary’s arm and hustled 

him into the hallway.  
“I’m stationing a deputy here to watch the 

body until the coroner comes,” he called over 
his shoulder. “And I’m telling him nobody’s 
leaving this house until that murder’s cleared 
up!”  

Bill Boone watched the sheriff and his 
prisoner depart. A smile grew on his lips as he 
turned to the others.  

“I’ve got a little surprise for you folks,” he 
confided. “That will wasn’t destroyed, after 
all.” 

“You’re insane!” Fred Crane said. “Why, I 
myself—” He stopped short.  

Helen Crane’s blue eyes filled with tears. 
“It’s true!” she cried. “Mr. Howland wasn’t 
lying! Why, you’re all a pack of blood-
sucking parasites!”  

“You’re going to be a pack of hungry 
parasites,” predicted Bill Boone. “Forrest 
Depew’s intention of setting up a trust fund to 
educate the kids of the Navy men killed at 
Pearl Harbor is preserved in his own voice on 
a phonograph record. That’s a will which will 
hold water in any court of the land!” 

 
CHAPTER IV 

 
CATCH A THIEF 

 
ELIBERATELY, Bill Boone was 
playing for heavy stakes. And he was 

playing without a card in his hand. Or rather, 
he was playing with cards which weren’t 
worth a cent until he got called.  

You’re crazy!” shouted Fred Crane. “I 
mean he was crazy! A lunatic’s will won’t 
hold water in court, no matter what it’s written 
on.”  

“Absolutely,” chimed in Steve. “Playing 
mumblety-peg at his age! He was crazy as a 
coot!”  
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Boone grinned. “Would he be crazy as a 
coot if he sat up there and played solitaire to 
pass the time?”  

“That’s different,” spluttered the youth. 
“If he preferred playing with a knife to 

playing with a deck of cards,” Bill Boone said, 
“I’d say that was his business.”  

They stared at him. 
“Bosh!” cried the red-haired nurse. “It 

isn’t the same at all. Why, he actually believed 
those ball players were in the room with him!”  

“He made believe,” corrected Boone. “Just 
as you pay fifty cents to sit in a theatre and 
make-believe a lot of shadows on a white 
cloth rare living, talking people. Don’t kid 
yourselves. It won’t be easy to convince an 
American jury that the man who made that 
phonograph record was insane!”  

He paused, let it sink in. 
“Especially, as I’ll go into court and swear 

he seemed perfectly sane to me,” Boone 
added.  

Once more, he fluttered the check in front 
of their faces. 

“I’ll have to,” he murmured. “I couldn’t 
cash a lunatic’s check.”  

A pin falling on the rug would have made 
a noise like an air-raid siren. 

Helen Crane was first to absorb the idea. 
She stared at Boone. 

“Why—why, you’re just a crook like 
everybody else!” she exclaimed 
contemptuously. 

She brushed past Boone and fled from the 
room. 

“I think I’ll retire myself,” Bill Boone 
said. “Maybe you wouldn’t mind letting me 
use Forrest Depew’s rooms? He won’t be 
needing them any more. . . .”  

Bill Boone stood at the wide windows and 
watched the shades of twilight creep up the 
flanks of the distant mountains. By the failing 
daylight he examined the check once more. A 
detail which had escaped his previous hasty 
inspection now disturbed him deeply. 

The check was dated the twelfth—

Monday. 
“I ought to see some action pretty soon,” 

he thought. 
If he didn’t, it could only be because 

Charley Howland was guilty. And the date of 
the check would go far to clear Howland. In 
fact, it would clear him. Since the check had 
already been written, there was no reason why 
Forrest Depew should have gone to the study 
to be murdered. 

Bill Boone recognized that he had put 
himself far out on a limb, and that he was 
stuck there for keeps unless somebody tried to 
saw him off. 

It grew darker. He blinked as he stared 
down into a victory garden that was part of the 
estate. There was a scarecrow standing near 
the rows of corn, and he had not remembered 
noticing it there before. It was dressed in an 
old suit and there was a white blotch that 
looked like a stuffed bag where the face 
should have been. An old hat was on top of 
the makeshift head.  

 
OONE heard a door open, then close 
softly. He peered out into the hall. Helen 

Crane was heading for the stairs, her back 
toward him. She wore a red dress and a little 
red hat was perched on her blond head. But 
Boone was not interested in her clothes—what 
he saw was the businesslike automatic she 
held in her hand. 

“Another county heard from,” he 
muttered. 

He followed her downstairs and out of the 
house without being seen. She headed for the 
vegetable garden. Boone clung to the shadows 
as he followed. When she reached the 
scarecrow she stopped beside it. 

Bill Boone edged closer, and frowned. The 
girl appeared to be talking to the scarecrow! 
She held out what looked like a packet of 
money. 

Boone drew a flashlight from his pocket. 
The powerful beam gleamed on Helen Crane 
and the scarecrow. She cried out and fired 

B



POPULAR DETECTIVE 14

wildly in Boone’s direction, but the bullet 
missed him by a couple of yards. 

“Look out, Helen!” Boone shouted as he 
saw the scarecrow raise his right arm. There 
was a knife in the figure’s hand! “Look out!”  

Boone raced forward, fumbling for his 
gun. His foot hit a rock and he went down. His 
head hit the ground so hard that he was 
completely out for a few moments. When he 
recovered, both Helen Crane and the 
scarecrow were gone. 

He picked up his flashlight and went 
quietly back into the house. No one saw him 
as he returned to Forrest Depew’s suite. He 
just sat there a few minutes waiting. He was 
sure that the girl had escaped or there would 
be more excitement in the house. At least he 
hoped that she had. 

He almost jumped with relief when at last 
there came a tap at the door. 

“Yeah,” Boone said softly. 
The attractive contoured figure of Miss 

Radnew—or Mrs. Steve Crane—slipped into 
the room.  

“About that check,” she said, and smiled.  
“What about it?” 
“I—I think I could arrange to cash it for 

you,” she murmured. 
Boone laughed. “You great big beautiful 

doll, do you think I’m going to sell out for a 
measly five Cs?”  

She glared at him, stepped back, and 
slammed the door shut.  

One, Bill Boone told himself. He’d been 
called once. But the ante hadn’t been big 
enough.  

He hadn’t long to wait now. There came 
another knock—Fred Crane, this time. 

“Look here, Boone,” said the elder Crane. 
“I don’t believe that phonograph record could 
be construed as a legal will. Still, it may have 
a nuisance value. I’m prepared to make you an 
offer for it.”  

“How much?”  
“I’ll be generous,” Fred Crane declared. 

“A thousand dollars.”  

Bill Boone didn’t have to pretend 
disappointment. His face fell of its own 
accord. 

“Fifteen hundred,” the other amended. 
“I’m not even listening.”  
“Two thousand.”  
“Chicken-feed,” jeered Boone. 
“You—you’re crazy!” exclaimed Fred 

Crane. That seemed to be stock remark of his. 
He flung it and strode out of the room without 
bothering to close the door. 

 
LMOST immediately, a figure glided 
into the doorway that had been left 

conveniently open. Steve Crane had a gun in 
his hand.  

“You filthy crook!” snarled Steve Crane. 
“You’re not going to rook us like this! I want 
that recording, if I have to blow holes through 
you!”  

“You don’t dare shoot with the deputy 
sheriff downstairs,” Boone said hastily. 

“Don’t kid yourself. The guy’s over in the 
servant’s wing, eating his dinner. He heard a 
shot but couldn’t learn who fired it, so forgot 
it.” Steve Crane advanced behind the gun. 
“Where is it?”  

“On the tray behind you,” Boone said, and 
swallowed. 

“Keep ‘em up—high!” warned the youth. 
He bore down on the tray, keeping the gun 

in his right hand while his left reached and 
fumbled among the bottles. 

“I don’t see—” he began. 
“Under the cloth, dope,” Boone said. 
Steve Crane reached under the cloth, 

jerked out the miniature recording, and started 
backing out of the room. 

“Keep ‘em up!” he repeated nervously. He 
was watching Boone, forgetful of the tray. 

Bill Boone nudged the tray with his foot. It 
started rolling on its silent, rubber-tired 
wheels. After moving two yards, it struck 
Steve Crane amidships. The force was not 
great, but the surprise of it exploded the 
youth’s keyed-up muscles into hysterical 
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reaction. Steve Crane leaped sideward, 
squealing as if the tray had been a Mack truck. 

Boone’s clenched fists were flailing as he 
pounced. The fists cracked together, one on 
each side of corpulent Steve Crane’s jowls. 

Steve Crane couldn’t take it. Boone 
scooped up the gun and hauled the amateur 
gunman to his feet. 

“That was just because you had it 
coming,” Boone said happily. “It wasn’t the 
right record, anyway. Now, get going!”  

Steve Crane scuttled away. 
Bill Boone’s momentary pleasure 

vanished. 
“Still no ante,” he thought. “I’ve got a 

hundred and two grand in the pot, and—”  
A blow crashed against his skull, from 

behind. Nobody could have sneaked up on 
him that swiftly. The object had been hurled 
across the room. 

Bill Boone took a dive. He was hurt, but 
not hurt that bad. He managed to cradle Steve 
Crane’s gun under him as he fell. 

Through half-closed eyes he watched a 
pair of white pants scissoring rapidly from the 
bedroom door. Jeremiah Pemberton must have 
come up through the elevator shaft. 

He bent over Boone, tore open Boone’s 
coat, and yanked frantically at the detective’s 
shirt. Then he gasped at the sight of Bill 
Boone’s bare torso. 

Boone sat up, pointing Steve Crane’s gun. 
“Surprise,” he said pleasantly. 
The tennis player drew back a step. 
“I’ve got one, too,” he announced, 

thrusting a revolver toward Boone, “and it’s 
loaded. Yours isn’t.” 

 
E SOUNDED pretty confident about it. 

added. 
“I unloaded Steve’s gat myself,” he 

“I was afraid the fool would kill you, 
and they’d find the bonds on your corpse.”  

Boone stared into Jeremiah Pemberton’s 
eyes. 

“What’s your proposition?” he asked. 
“Be smart,” said the youth calmly. 

“They’re no good to you. You’d never get 
away with it if I tipped off the sheriff. And 
they’d be no good to me, either, if you 
squealed—now that you’re wise. I had Helen 
sold on the idea that I was doing some good 
detective work disguised as a scarecrow. She 
was willing to pay me. The thing for you and 
me to do is split, fifty-fifty.”  

Bill Boone climbed to his feet. At his feet 
was the towel-wrapped brick the tennis player 
had served from the bedroom doorway. 

“You tried to ace me twice already,” 
Boone said. “How do I know you won’t put a 
bullet in my back when you find out where 
those bonds are?”  

“You’ll have to trust me.”  
“That’s what you think,” Boone said. He 

pretended to steady himself on wabbling legs 
as he wavered toward the window. “But look, 
fella. I’ve got that mike of Steve’s plugged in, 
recording every word of this.”  

Jeremiah Pemberton’s eyes veered past the 
detective toward the windowsill. And in that 
moment Bill Boone’s erstwhile wabbling legs 
became coiled, steely springs. 

Pemberton’s finger squeezed convulsively 
at the trigger as Bill Boone charged. Flame 
rocketed in Boone’s direction. It was close 
enough to have singed his beard, if he had 
worn a beard. But Boone’s fist flew in front of 
him, knocking the gun aside one split-second 
before his brains would have been splattered. 

It was a one-two punch, with the second 
half of it exploding into the tennis player’s 
face. 

Jeremiah Pemberton toppled backward. 
The gun roared again before he hit the floor, 
but it didn’t mean a thing. It was just reflex 
action, akin to the wing-flapping of a 
decapitated chicken. 

Only a few minutes later Sheriff Andrews 
stood in the library and stared at the 
disheveled, bruise-lipped gardener’s son. 

“Him?” Andrews said. “How in all 
creation could he get into the vault to steal 
those bonds?” 
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“He didn’t,” supplied Boone. “Forrest 
Depew did that.”  

“You’re crazy,” the sheriff said. He was 
getting it, too. He flushed. “I mean, maybe 
you’re right, but why would Mr. Depew steal 
something that already belonged to him?” 

Boone jerked his thumb toward the Cranes 
and the red-haired nurse. 

“All of them except Helen were in a 
conspiracy to have the old man declared 
legally insane,” he said. “On Monday, as 
Howland admitted, he and Depew checked the 
contents of the safe. Depew found out then 
that his new will was missing. He knew that 
Howland must have stolen it, because only 
Howland knew the vault combination. 
Therefore Depew himself stole the bonds. He 
knew that Howland would be blamed for the 
theft. He surmised that Howland would squeal 
on the others rather than go to jail. And he was 
absolutely right—that’s just what did happen.”  

The sheriff grunted. “Depew told you all 
that?”  

“No. I was a puppet in his plot, like the 
others. He got me out here to provide an 
excuse for discovering that the bonds were 
missing. Of course, he couldn’t guess he 
would be murdered. He’d expected to be alive, 
running the whole show. He made just one 
mistake.” 

 
ILL BOONE pointed at Jeremiah 
Pemberton. 

“A man in a wheel-chair couldn’t go far to 
hide those bonds. Mr. Depew went to the 
basement—and Pemberton was down there 
cleaning up that Monday. He saw Depew hide 
the bonds—and he figured he’d be a hundred 
and two thousand ahead if anything happened 
to the old man. 

“So he saw to it that something did 
happen. He came to the house today after the 
tennis game. Hiding in the elevator or in the 
bedroom, he heard enough about the 
Amalgamated Gas portfolio to know he had to 
act quick. The nurse left Depew in the 
bedroom alone, and Pemberton stepped in. He 
used the knife, and used the blankets to keep 
bloodstains off himself. There are bloodspots 
in the elevator to prove the body was brought 
downstairs that way. He planted the check in 
the study to cast suspicion on Howland. 
Finally, he went down to the basement to get 
the phonograph record. It’d be a blackmail 
opportunity for him. 

“That’s all,” Bill Boone said, “except that 
I took the bonds, and I figured when 
somebody tried to get them away from me—
why, I’d have the guilty guy. And that 
Pemberton sold Helen on the idea of playing 
detective, to spy on me. Made her think I was 
the crook.”  

“What about those bonds?” Andrews 
asked. 

“Come on.”  
Bill Boone led the way to the elevator. 

Kneeling down, he pried up the elevator’s 
rubber floor matting. 

“Here,” he said. 
Helen Crane was beside him. “Why, 

you’re not a crook, after all!” she exclaimed. 
“And why—why, you did save me from being 
murdered by Penn!”  

Boone allowed himself a grin. 
“You know the old saw about taking a 

thief to catch a thief,” he soliloquized. “Maybe 
it isn’t always so—but I’ve found it works a 
lot easier that way!” 
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