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Too Much Hate 
By NORMAN A. DANIELS 

 
Inspector Malloy takes a beating or two at the hands 
of fur thieves—but that’s not enough to outfox him! 

 
NSPECTOR MALLOY felt a trifle 
odd in uniform again—and a 
patrolman’s outfit at that. He had been 

a plain cop not so many years ago and had 
risen fast because of his excellent work. 
This was more of it, and an ordinary cop’s 
garb fitted well into his present plans.  

Swinging his night-stick, he 
approached a call box. A young officer 
named Todd was standing there, ready to 
put in his last duty call. He peered at 

Malloy and started. He made a move to 
raise his hand in a salute. 

“Nix,” Malloy said curtly. “We might 
be watched. Yes, it’s me, the inspector. 
I’m taking over the beat. Everything 
quiet?” 

“Yes, sir,” Todd replied. “Perfectly 
quiet, sir. I’ve paid particular attention to 
the fur warehouses. Not a thing to 
stirring.” 

“Good,” Malloy grunted. “But I have a 
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hunch things may pop before morning. 
There are about fifty thousand dollars’ 
worth of silver fox pelts in that warehouse 
tonight and I’ve a feeling these fur thieves 
know it. When we watch this place in 
force, they never strike. Last time they 
looted it, as you know, a patrolman was 
murdered, and that killing is the only 
unsolved one in our files. I intend to get 
the men who did it.” 

“Alone, sir?” Todd asked. “I could 
stay—”  

“No. Those crooks are clever. In fact, 
I’ve a hunch one of the greatest fur thieves 
of them all is behind it. A fellow named 
Sully Blandish. I was responsible for his 
being sent up for seven years. He was 
released just before these lootings began, 
jumped his parole and has been out of 
sight ever since . . . I’ll be okay, Todd. I 
know these mugs. You run along.”  

“Yes, sir,” Todd said. “Good luck.”  
Malloy put in his first duty call, just 

like any regular cop. He started patrolling 
the short beat and kept his eyes and ears 
open. He never got far away from the 
vicinity of the fur warehouse.  

Across the river the lights of Long 
Island winked and much further north was 
the shore of the mainland. Malloy sighed 
and took refuge in an alley. Concealed by 
darkness he could watch the warehouse. 
There was a car parked handy, too—a fast 
job. In case he needed it. 

An hour went by. It was about time for 
the thieves to strike again because of that 
especially valuable shipment of silver fox 
in the warehouse. Silver fox seemed to be 
all this mob went for, at least so far.  

 
ALLOY kept looking at his 
wristwatch. It was well after 

midnight. Probably just another night of 
monotonous waiting. At one sharp Malloy 
headed for the call box. He was on the 
lookout for trucks, used by the crooks. 

There had been tire marks after each job. 
Suddenly a truck rolled from between 

two of the huge buildings, reached the 
street before Malloy could do anything to 
stop it and roared away, its motor wide 
open. 

Malloy tore back to the alley, jumped 
into his car and started in pursuit of the 
truck. He had noted the license plate and 
even though it probably was stolen, the 
plate still showed him whether or not he 
was trailing the right vehicle.  

The thieves would head for the 
outskirts, probably, so Malloy took a 
chance and cut across town, using a one-
way street barred to trucks. He came out 
on an avenue which would eventually 
terminate in a state highway beyond the 
city limits. Far ahead of him the truck 
rolled along at a good clip. 

They reached the city limits. The truck 
took the next side road and the driver 
really stepped on it for half a mile, then 
pulled up quickly. Malloy turned the same 
corner, saw the truck parked at the side of 
the road and wondered what this was all 
about. There wasn’t a house or even a barn 
for a long distance so there certainly could 
be no intention of transferring the precious 
cargo. 

Malloy parked, got out of the car and 
with drawn gun approached the vehicle. 
Nothing happened. No one tried to stop 
him and no guns barked a challenge. He 
began running. There was something 
decidedly fishy about all this. He reached 
the truck, yanked open the door of the cab 
and groaned. It was empty. Not a sign of 
men or of any stolen furs. 

“Duped,” Malloy groaned. “This was a 
decoy!”  

He hurried back to his car and let the 
siren scream until he reached the vicinity 
of the warehouses again. He left the car 
two blocks away, hurried toward the spot 
on foot and slowed as he slipped between 
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two warehouses and came out near the 
ship-loading platforms at the rear. There 
was no other truck in sight. 

He heard the engine of a speed launch 
start roaring through, then saw a slim craft 
nose out from beside a pier. Malloy gave a 
savage whoop of delight. All along trucks 
had been decoys! The loot had been, and 
was being taken away via motor launch. 
That was the answer! 

To stop that launch required the help 
of the Marine Police, so Malloy started 
running toward a call box. A shot rang out 
and he whirled. A man was standing at the 
far end of a pier. He fired again as Malloy 
went for his service pistol. Malloy didn’t 
even hear the whine of the bullets. The 
guy was a poor marksman. 

He drew down on him and his heavy 
pistol roared twice. The man threw up 
both hands, collapsed slowly, and lay in a 
heap almost at the end of the pier. Malloy 
hesitated and decided that even though this 
mugg had tried to gun him out, he owed 
the man a chance for life. Malloy sped 
toward him, his shoes pounding along the 
wooden pier. 

The crook’s gun lay about two feet 
from one outflung hand. Malloy leveled 
his pistol and approached warily. It 
wouldn’t be the first time a mugg had 
played ‘possum. But the man did not stir. 

Malloy sidestepped, then he became 
aware that the roar of the crook’s motor 
launch was getting louder. He had taken 
one more step toward the edge of the pier 
when there was a scuffling sound behind 
him. 

Two men had been hidden behind 
pilings that projected above the pier. 
Before Malloy could trigger his gun, they 
were upon him. A shove sent Malloy 
toppling over the edge of the pier. 

 
HE cold water closed in over his head. 
As Malloy battled his way back to the 

surface the roar of the motor launch 
seemed to be directly above him. He 
struck out with lusty strokes. Everything 
depended on getting away from those 
crooks now. 

But Malloy could not outswim a fast 
launch. It came alongside, brushing him 
with its bow. He dived, but had to come up 
for air a moment later. There was a shout, 
water splashed in his face, then the blunt 
end of a boat hook collided with his skull. 
Another boat hook bit into his flesh, 
fastened to the uniform and, half 
conscious, he was hauled aboard like a 
gaffed fish. 

The launch pulled up beside the pier 
and the crook who had lured Malloy to his 
fate jumped aboard. 

“Better get going,” he warned the man 
at the wheel. “Those shots drew a lot of 
radio cars. Hear their sirens?” The launch 
nosed out into the river and showed her 
heels. By the time radio police arrived, the 
craft was out of sight in the darkness. 

Malloy raised himself on one arm and 
saw that two men were seated beside him. 
One grabbed his soaked hair, tilted his 
head back, and a flashlight blinded him. 

“Hey,” one crook grunted, “what’s 
this? The guy ain’t no plain copper. This is 
Inspector Malloy. Maybe we better not put 
a slug through his skull, weight him down 
and toss him overboard. Sully would give 
his right arm for a crack at Malloy. His 
work put Sully in stir last time.”  

The other crooks—there were four 
altogether—clustered around Malloy and 
laughed in high glee. Malloy lay back. It 
would be much better if they did gun him 
out. He knew Sully only too well—and his 
“charitable” impulses. The man was a 
killer and as mean as a hungry bobcat. 

As the launch sped along at a good clip 
the two thugs watched Malloy every 
second. They were taking no chances on 
losing a prize like this. Malloy saw the T 
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lights of Long Island slip by, then the 
fainter ones of the Connecticut shore 
began to grow plainer. Piled all around 
him were bales of silver fox pelts, as yet 
unmarked and as salable as raw gold. 

He fought doggedly to recover his 
strength and quiet his outraged nerves. He 
would need possession of every faculty 
once Sully Blandish laid his hands on him. 
Malloy expected no mercy—just a slow 
agonizing death that would begin the 
moment both men were face to face. Sully 
had sworn to kill him some day and that 
crook never forgot. Malloy had solved the 
looting of the warehouses all right, but it 
wouldn’t do him any good unless he 
thought fast and acted even faster. 

Finally the launch scraped against a 
wooden pier, low in the water. The crooks 
piled out. Malloy was hoisted to his feet 
and a pair of guns jammed into his ribs. 

“If you want to make a break for it—
go ahead,” he was told. “We’ll just blast 
one of your kneecaps off, that’s all. Now 
start walking—right along that path, and 
no funny business.”  

They topped a hill and below, 
sprawled out in the darkness, was a small 
cottage and a number of much smaller 
buildings. Then Malloy guessed the truth. 
This was a fox farm. Here Sully and his 
men actually raised silver fox, but their 
main profit came from selling stolen pelts, 
offered as products of their own farm. 

It was a perfect set-up, one that only a 
clever yegg like Sully would think up. 
There were thousands of dollars to be 
made this way and the cover-up was 
excellent. No wonder none of the stolen 
pelts had ever been traced. 

 
ALLOY was thrust through a 
narrow doorway, shoved across a 

kitchen and into what seemed to be a small 
office. There a man was seated at a desk. 
He swung around and for a moment just 

blinked. 
“Hey, Sully!” one thug gloated. “Look 

what we brought home. Inspector Malloy, 
walking around like a plain harness bull to 
try and nail us.”  

Sully got up slowly and there was a 
nasty grin on his big, unshaven face. He 
was a burly man with bulging musc1es 
which had been developed at prison hard 
labor. He rubbed his hands and nodded 
satisfied approval of his men’s actions.  

“Yeah,” he said. “Yeah—that was a 
swell idea bringing Malloy here. It gets 
monotonous hiding out all the time. A guy 
needs a little amusement. Malloy is going 
to furnish it.”  

He made a grab at Malloy. The 
inspector tried to avoid him, but two of the 
other crooks seized his arms. Sully let his 
thick fingers curl gently around Malloy’s 
throat. 

“I don’t know whether I’ll strangle you 
or do the job with a knife or a gun,” he 
snarled. “We got some swell skinning 
knives—use ‘em to get the pelts. They’d 
do a nice job on you, Malloy. Well—why 
don’t you say something?”  

Malloy looked straight into the ex-
convict’s eyes. 

“I can’t compel you to kill me any 
particular way, Sully,” he said steadily. 
“But get this—I’d rather be dead than 
forced to stay here and breathe the same 
air with a rat like you.”  

Malloy’s heart pounded against his 
ribs. He wondered what effect this taunt 
wou1d have. His life depended upon 
Sully’s reaction, and he hoped he had 
placed the necessary amount of venom in 
his voice. 

Sully let go of his throat, suddenly 
administered a back-hand slap and stepped 
away. 

“So you’d rather croak than live with 
me, huh? Look, copper, I swore I’d get 
you some day and make you pay for those 
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six years I spent in stir! They didn’t treat 
me so good up there. I worked my fingers 
off or it was a stretch in solitary. I mopped 
floors, washed dishes, shoveled coal, 
busted rock and sweated in their jute mill. 
Sometimes I’d rather have been dead—
just like you wouldn’t mind so much if I 
put a slug through your heart. Well—I’m 
paying you back, copper. You’ll work for 
me, like I slaved in prison, only I’ll tack a 
little interest on it.”  

“Go on—shoot!” Malloy derided 
sneeringly. “You’re talking a lot of 
nonsense.” 

Sully grinned, turned to one of his men 
and gave some curt orders. 

“Take this cop into the kitchen. Give 
him a piece of cloth and a bar of soap. Not 
too much cloth, either, and have him clean 
up the floor. Every inch of it, on his hands 
and knees. When that’s done, make him do 
the same thing to every room in the house. 
Two of you stand guard. If he makes a 
break—plug him. If he stalls, pistol-whip 
the poor sap. Make him work and sweat! 
Malloy, you’ll get the same treatment I 
did, only you’ll never get a parole. When 
I’m sick of seeing you around, then it’s 
curtains. But until that time—start 
workin’!”  

Malloy’s face showed consternation, 
but there was a certain exultation in his 
heart. This was exactly what he hoped 
Sully would do. Sooner or later a break 
should come, a chance to overpower these 
men and crack the cleverly arranged fur-
looting ring. Back in New York, he would 
be missed. A tremendous effort would be 
made to find him, but it would fail. For 
there would be not a single clue to his 
whereabouts. 

 
 SOPPING wet rag was thrown at 
Malloy, and a bar of soap was 

dropped on the floor. He got down on his 
hands and knees and found out why 

housemaids grunt and groan at the end of a 
day’s work. Before long his back felt as 
though it were cracked in half. 

For the rest of the night, the thugs took 
turns watching and goading him, while the 
others slept. Apparently Sully wasn’t even 
going to give him a chance to rest. 

In the morning he was forced to 
prepare breakfast, under the watchful eyes 
of two guards. He served it to the 
accompaniment of curses, kicks and howls 
of glee. Sully and his mob were enjoying 
this. Malloy kept a meek, whipped 
attitude. He scurried out of the way when 
they took pokes at him with fists or feet. 
He made no attempt to fight back when 
Sully Blandish cornered him and 
administered a beating. 

“This is for the weeks I spent in 
solitary,” Sully snarled. “We ain’t got a 
cell to heave you into, but that’s okay. 
You get no chance to loaf. Now clean up 
the floors again. Get busy, copper.”  

Malloy picked up the dirty cloth, 
dipped it into a pail of water and suddenly 
flung the thing at Sully. He missed by a 
yard or two and the sopping wet cloth 
slopped against the window pane, 
streaking it with grime. Sully stepped in 
and did a little work with his fists. Malloy 
backed into a corner, covering his swollen 
face from any more of the blows. 
Strangely enough there was some measure 
of defiance in his eyes.  

“You won’t get away with this much 
longer,” he warned. “I’ll make you kill 
me! I’ll try a getaway, make your men 
shoot me. I’d rather be dead than—than do 
this kind of work for rats. I won’t clean the 
floor! I won’t wash that window either—
the one I messed up!”  

“No?” Sully said softly. “You’ll clean 
every window in the joint for this, then 
you’ll be taken to the shacks where we 
keep our foxes. You’ll clean them, too, 
and if you do a real good job, you get a 
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hunk of bread and some coffee tonight. 
Otherwise you can starve. Now get 
going.”  

Malloy stumbled over, picked up the 
cloth and rinsed it out. He found other 
cloths and proceeded to wash the 
windows. It was mid-afternoon when he 
reached the upstairs rooms. Far in the 
distance he could hear the rumble of traffic 
along a state highway, but those cars 
might just as well have been in Singapore 
so far as hope of getting help from them 
was concerned. 

Twice his captors tied him, gagged his 
lips, and hurled him into a closet while 
Sully’s front man carried out some 
business transaction or other in the office 
downstairs. Sully was losing no time in 
disposing of his fresh collection of furs. 

Then Malloy washed windows again, 
made the beds, cooked dinner, served it, 
and washed the dishes. There were 
gnawing pains of hunger in his stomach 
which the small amount of bread and the 
half cup of watered coffee allowed him 
didn’t satisfy. 

The crooks played cards at night and 
flicked cigarette butts and ashes on the 
floor. Malloy was supposed to scoop these 
up instantly or take a bat across the face. 

Finally Sully yawned, stretched, and 
got up. He glanced at Malloy. 

“Well, copper,” he gloated, “how do 
you like it? It’s just a sample of what I 
went through. Now what would you like to 
do? Working hard for us this way deserves 
a reward—so name it.”  

Malloy knew this was just another 
taunt. 

“I want some sleep. A place to sleep.” 
He sighed wearily. “I’m half dead.”  

Sully nodded. “Sure. They gave me a 
place to sleep, too. The solitary cells had 
no beds, just a cement floor . . . Now let’s 
see—the cellar, that’s it. Dark down there. 
Cold, too, and lonesome.”  

Inspector Malloy was prodded down 
the cellar steps. One thug opened the 
furnace door, cursed the poor fire that 
glowed inside and began shaking it down.  

“I don’t know what you’re going to do 
with me.” Malloy was swaying from lack 
of sleep and utter exhaustion as he spoke. 
“Just do it and let me alone. I couldn’t 
raise a hand to tackle any more work. I’ve 
never been so tired. If it meant I froze to 
death, nothing could make me put coal on 
the furnace. I can’t stand any more of 
this.”  

Sully grabbed him by the arm and 
whirled him against the furnace.  

“That’s swell!” he growled. “It means 
you do stoke the furnace and do a good 
job. If the house is cold in the morning, 
we’ll make you work twice as hard. Now 
get busy with that furnace.”  

Malloy picked up the shovel, scooped 
up a quarter full of coal and tossed this 
into the maw of the furnace. He kept it up 
until the furnace was full. Then he 
automatically checked the draft. Finally 
his knees gave way and he collapsed on 
the floor. 

Sully laughed and kicked Malloy back 
onto his feet. And for some reason the 
thug changed his mind about keeping 
Malloy in the cellar. His men, at his orders 
forced Malloy upstairs and into the 
kitchen. Sully yawned. 

“Nick,” he told one swarthy, hard-eyed 
thug, “you watch this copper until about 
three o’clock. Then wake up Clarky and 
have him take over. If the great inspector 
gets sassy, sock him, but don’t kill the 
guy. I’ve never had so much fun in my 
life. It gives us a break, too. We don’t 
have to do the housework.”  

Nick grinned, tilted a chair back 
against the kitchen wall and placed a gun 
on his lap. The others went upstairs. 
Malloy stood in the middle of the floor, so 
tired he could hardly keep his eyes open or 
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force his knees to hold him up. Yet there 
was something else to be done, the most 
important of all, and the most dangerous. 
He was playing a tricky game. One slip 
and he would in all likelihood be killed. 

Upstairs he could hear the others 
moving about. There was some pounding 
of heavy feet on the floor and cursing, but 
finally silence settled over the house. Nick 
hardly blinked, his beady eyes watching 
Malloy every second.  

Malloy slowly turned around until he 
faced the door leading into the back yard. 
Suddenly he darted toward it, reaching for 
the knob. Nicky was on his feet instantly. 
He grabbed Malloy by one shoulder, 
whirled him around and shoved him 
against the door. He drew back one fist, 
smiled in vast pleasure and smashed it full 
into Malloy’s face. 

The inspector’s knees buckled. With 
his back still against the door, he slowly 
slid floorward, sat there for a moment or 
two, then gently collapsed until his blood-
smeared face was flat against the floor. 

Nicky massaged his fist, grinned, and 
went back to his chair. He sat down again 
and watched Malloy. Thirty minutes went 
by. Nicky yawned. Twice his eyes started 
to close, and he had to fight to keep them 
open. He loosened his tie and finally 
opened his shirt at the neck. His eyes 
closed again. 

With considerable effort, he got off the 
chair and half staggered over to a window. 
He tried to open it, but the sash seemed to 
be stuck. Swearing softly, he reeled 
toward the door, but Malloy’s limp form 
was in the way. 

Nicky kicked him without much force. 
Malloy didn’t even groan. Nicky put his 
gun .into his pocket, bent down and tried 
to pull Malloy away from the door. Nicky 
wanted air. Cool, fresh air. The 
atmosphere in the kitchen seemed to be 
stifling him. 

E DRAGGED Malloy six or seven 
inches from the door and then had to 

stop. A sudden weakness came over him. 
He pressed a hand against his forehead, 
shook his head hard and reached for the 
doorknob. 

At that moment Malloy’s right hand 
grasped Nicky around one ankle and 
pulled. Malloy’s strength was puny 
compared to what it was under normal 
conditions, but Nicky was hardly up to par 
either. He tried to get the gun out of his 
pocket. Malloy used all the strength he 
could summon and the thug toppled over. 

He had the gun half drawn. Malloy 
drew back one foot, kicked out and hit 
Nicky on the jaw. That did it. The thug 
just closed his eyes and passed out. 

Malloy tried to get up, but could not. 
Dragging himself he managed to reach the 
door, put his nose against the floor and 
breathed in some cool air that filtered 
beneath the door. A couple of minutes of 
this gave him the strength to get up and 
fling the door wide. 

His senses cleared quickly. He closed 
the door again, examined Nicky and tied 
him up. Then he hurried to the second 
floor. The men there were in the same 
condition as Nicky. Methodically he tied 
each one of them, disarmed them, too, and 
finally started breaking windows.  

Downstairs he flung the door wide, 
went into the room Sully used as an office 
and sat down behind the thug’s desk. His 
battered features wreathed into a painful 
grin as he picked up the telephone and 
asked for the State Police barracks.  

“This is Inspector Malloy of the New 
York City Police,” he said. “Send men and 
cars to a fox farm close to the Sound. It’s 
called Silver Farms—and has a big sign 
near the road. I’ve got several fur thieves 
under arrest here.”  

It was dawn before sweating troopers 
and two doctors got Sully and his men out 
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of their stupor. They were dragged 
downstairs and Malloy greeted them with 
a twisted grin. 

“Headache so early in the morning, 
boys?” he jibed. “Maybe it’s because of 
the coal gas you inhaled. Sully—I played 
you for a sap. You were suffering from too 
much hatred of me. Every time I 
mentioned something I wouldn’t do, that 
was exactly what I hoped you’d force me 
to do. Like washing the windows. I 
managed to fix each one, with some old 
nails, so they couldn’t be opened. I knew 
you’d sleep with them closed rather than 
struggle with them. Then I arranged the 
furnace drafts so coal gas would pour into 
the house and knock you out.”  

All Sully and the others could do was 
to blink stupidly. 

“The fumes affected Nicky, too,” 
Malloy went on. “I had to arrange it so 
they wouldn’t knock me out, so I forced 

Nicky’s hand. I made him slug me and 
made sure to fall with my nose near the 
kitchen door. Enough fresh air came under 
it to keep my lungs clear. Nicky figured 
something was wrong with him and tried 
to open the kitchen window. I had that 
nailed shut, too. Then he went to the door 
and I got him. Nicky was so stupefied by 
that time he couldn’t even put up a fight.”  

A State Police lieutenant looked hard 
at Malloy.  

“You look as though a few days in a 
hospital wouldn’t hurt you either, 
Inspector,” he commented. 

“Me?” Malloy arose. “Heck, I’m a 
tough old bird. Just help me get these lugs 
back to town. I want to charge ‘em as cop 
killers. It was worth getting beat up to nail 
‘em. Oh, yes, one more thing. When we 
reach town, remind me to raise my 
housekeeper’s pay. I always thought her 
job was a cinch.” 

 


