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No Hits, No Aryans 
By BILL MORGAN 

 
Chemist Ellis Mowery smashes at an evil ring of 
sabotage—with a soft ball and a swinging bat! 

 
ORNING sunshine lanced 
beneath drawn yellow blinds 
and made a lemon splash on the 

tablecloth. It highlighted the rose border of 
Ellis’ coffee cup, which he was idly 
fingering in the way of a man sunk in the 
long boredom of eating alone. 

The br-r-r-ring of the bell roused him. 
He clattered the cup into its saucer and 
pushed to his feet. Strange, a caller so 

early. Maybe Jennie was stopping by on 
her way to the lab. 

At the mirror by the sink he brushed a 
hand across his hair. Except for a glint of 
gray at the temples, the hair was black and 
glossy as the day he had left college, thirty 
years ago.  

The face showed the years, though. 
Seamed and a bit leathery. Set in a grave 
expression that seemed frozen there, that 
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would crack if he tried to smile. 
It was not Jennie at the door. It was a 

little man in tweeds, with a voice out of all 
proportion to his size. The voice was hard, 
metallic. 

“Howdy, Hiram. Tell Rexie he’s got 
company.”  

Ellis Mowery bridled a little. “My 
name isn’t Hiram,” he said, settling shell 
spectacles before his blue eyes. “You have 
the wrong house. There’s no Rexie here.”  

“Who’s telling me there ain’t no Rexie 
here?” The hard voice was strained. The 
little man put his feet wide apart, and 
Mowery could see a tendon straining in his 
neck. “Don’t go calling me a liar!”  

Anger flared within Mowery, and a 
sharp reply came to his lips. Only he 
didn’t speak it, because a red flag of 
caution was up in his mind: “This man is 
crazy. Go slow.”  

“I’m sorry,” he said quietly; “Perhaps 
someone gave you bad directions. My 
name is Ellis Mowery, and I’m a chemist. 
I live here alone.”  

The other’s lithe shoulders swayed in 
indecision. 

“All right, Hiram,” he said finally. 
“You ought to have told me that in the first 
place. I don’t like yapes that call me a liar. 
This is the third house, ain’t it?”  

Mowery nodded. 
“Okay. Some yape handed me a wrong 

steer. Forget it, Hiram.” 
 
LLIS MOWERY stood there 
frowning, minutes after the other had 

gone. Why a man like that in Ridgeville? 
Ellis had read of such people. They were 
an unstable, dangerous type, spawned 
sometimes in the slums of a big city—born 
recruits for the underworld. 

But Ridgeville had no underworld. It 
wasn’t big enough, barely hitting ten 
thousand when you counted people who 
had come to work in the two war plants. 

There was only one war plant now, 
since Tuesday night, Mowery corrected 
himself. The blast had knocked out the 
other, that blast that the chemist thought 
looked like sabotage. 

Only on Wednesday morning, Jennie 
had talked him out of his suspicions. After 
two years as his secretary and lab 
assistant, Jennie had shown she had a level 
head, and he listened to her opinion with 
respect. 

“It was a natural accident, Mr. 
Mowery,” she had told him. “Bad 
ventilation, and the air full of finely 
ground soy flour. Any kind of spark could 
have set the thing off.”  

“They were doing important research 
with us,” Ellis had objected. “If an 
outsider found what we were developing 
from soy products—”  

“We’re only in the early stages,” 
Jennie had pointed out, sliding waxen 
fingers through her dark hair and drawing 
the smock tighter about her slim body. 
“And now that we’re left alone we’ll have 
to work all the harder. Talking about 
sabotage won’t help any.”  

She had seemed right Wednesday 
morning. But now Ellis’ suspicions had 
come back, stronger than ever. Suppose an 
Axis agent had learned that a drug as 
potent as the sulfa group was being 
developed in Ridgeville—a drug that 
would mean the saving of thousands of 
American soldiers’ lives.  

Suppose this agent—some man named 
Rexie, perhaps—had imported the little 
thug in tweeds, to arrange an explosion. 

No, Jennie would upset that argument 
in a minute. 

“If he came to your house thinking 
Rexie lived there,” she would say, “it 
would prove he hadn’t contacted Rexie 
yet. And the explosion was on Tuesday 
night.”  

Mowery sighed. Perhaps he was just 
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getting old and cantankerous, ready to 
suspect anyone. Perhaps he needed 
something to take his mind off his work, 
and the war, and his own loneliness. 

He turned to go in, but was arrested by 
the noise of the kids. There must have 
been a dozen of them coming up the street, 
cavorting along in the morning sunshine, 
celebrating their Saturday freedom. 

The boy in front had a ball bat over his 
shoulder, and when the rest of the gang 
stopped a few yards from Ellis’ porch, the 
boy came straight ahead. 

He took a stand on the porch steps. 
“Morning, Mr. Mowery,” he said. 
Mowery adjusted his glasses, mildly 

surprised. “Good morning,” he said 
soberly. “You know my name, but I’m 
afraid I don’t know you.”  

“I’m Mike,” the boy said. “Mike 
Weber. The fellas picked me to ask you 
about something.”  

Mowery nodded. “I see.”  
“Well, Mr. Mowery, we’ve been 

playing ball on Saturdays, down by the 
Soy Plant. Only now the lot’s all covered 
with boards and bricks, and besides, most 
of our dads told us we’d better stay away 
from there. We thought—well, maybe we 
could play up around here some place.”  

Ellis Mowery glanced across the street 
at the broad lawn flanking Doc Tegler’s 
place. It was smooth and spacious, still 
glistening with the morning dew. Only 
Doc, when he had come to town two 
months ago, had erected a needlessly 
brutal sign: 

 
DOGS AND CHILDREN 

KEEP OUT 
 
“We thought,” Mike went on, pulling 

up the belt of his corduroy knickers, “that 
maybe we could play ball in your yard.”  

A decidedly pleasant sensation tingled 
within Mowery. He felt a strange and 

unaccustomed movement in the muscles of 
his face, and realized that he was smiling. 

“Why, I’d be honored, Mike.”  
“Oh boy!” said Mike. Then, trotting 

down the steps, “It’s okay, guys. First 
bats!” 

He stopped, picked a piece of paper 
from the grass, and turned to Mowery 
again. 

“This must have dropped out of your 
mail-box,” he said. “Thanks, Mr. Mowery. 
Thanks a lot!”  

Ellis Mowery glanced at the paper 
long enough to see that it was a handbill 
from “Lefty” Manyana’s grocery around 
the corner. Then he looked at the kids 
again, already marking bases on the lawn 
between his house and Mrs. Porath’s. He 
felt the strange movement of his face 
muscles again. 

 
NSIDE, the yells of the kids were 
pleasantly audible. In the study at the 

east side of the house, Mowery raised the 
blinds high and watched Mike slap the soft 
ball for two bases. 

It stirred memories within him, 
reminded him of that remote junior year in 
college when he had played ball on the 
Varsity. Strange, how he had got off the 
track since then. A snapped ankle, sliding 
into second base, then doctor’s orders to 
forget the game for the rest of the season.  

The disappointment had been pretty 
strong at first. Then he had begun to take 
an interest in his classes, especially 
chemistry, and he had ended up as a chem 
major, doing so well in it that he had a job 
waiting for him in a pharmaceutical plant 
when he got out of school. He had never 
had a bat in his hand, since. 

He pursed his lips, because an idea had 
come to him. It was not a good idea, he 
realized almost immediately, because the 
kids were getting along all right as it was. 
They wouldn’t want an older person 
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butting in, making a fool of himself by 
trying to be a youngster again. It would be 
foolish. 

Still, most kids liked to chase flies. 
Ellis had been a good fungo batter once. If 
he could get out there and hit them a few 
flies . . . 

He frowned, moved from the window. 
The nearest thing he had to baseball shoes 
was a pair of pre-war oxfords with crepe 
soles that he wore at the lab because of the 
concrete floors. Jennie only worked half a 
day on Saturdays. He could phone and 
have her drop past with the shoes on her 
way home at noon. 

He reached for the phone on the maple 
desk trying not to feel excited. This was a 
piece of nonsense, he knew, and Jennie 
would probably counsel him to get busy 
assembling his notes. It might be better not 
to tell her what he wanted the shoes for. 
He could ask how the research problem 
was coming along, and mention the 
oxfords as an afterthought. 

He waited impatiently while the phone 
rang twice. Then the switchboard girl 
answered, and he asked for Jennie. 

“She’s not here,” the girl said. “Hasn’t 
been in at all this morning.”  

Mowery frowned, stared at the 
mouthpiece. 

“Is there a message?” the girl said. 
“No, thanks,” Ellis said, and hung up. 

His hand was barely away from the phone 
before it rang, and he picked it up again. 
“Ellis Mowery speaking.”  

“Ellis, you’ve got to do something 
about those kids. I can’t stand that noise 
going on under my window. I take it you 
said they could play there.”  

Ellis Mowery’s mouth tightened as he 
recognized Mrs. Porath’s voice. In the past 
she had been something of a busybody 
around the neighborhood, but Ellis had 
never crossed her. Now, with the kids’ 
game at stake, things were different.  

“The yard is mine, Mrs. Porath,” he 
said firmly, “and I’m the only one who can 
order the kids out. I plan to let them stay.”  

There was a moment of stunned 
silence. Then she found her tongue. 

“It’s your yard, Ellis,” she blurted, 
“but the windows of my house are mine! 
And if one of them gets as much as 
cracked by that baseball, I’m calling the 
police! I mean that, Ellis! Good-by!”  

Slowly Mowery replaced the receiver. 
She meant it, all right. She was a 
headstrong woman, a widow, and used to 
having her own way. If one method didn’t 
work, she usually tried another. 

Mowery slumped at the desk and 
thought about the two phone calls. It was 
the first that bothered him most, because 
Jennie was not the kind to duck out when 
the work was heaviest. She had planned to 
get down early this morning, because 
Mowery’s work was now waiting on hers. 
If she wasn’t at the lab, it was only 
because something was wrong. If Jennie 
was sick, he would have to find out about 
it. 

The noise of the kids had ceased. 
Mowery went to the window, saw the 
stocky figure of Mrs. Porath laboring back 
onto her front porch. And he also saw the 
boys trooping out of the yard, heading 
across the street toward Doc Tegler’s. 

He felt the lines about his mouth 
tightening. If Mrs. Porath was unkind, so 
was Tegler. He certainly would not let the 
kids play over there. He was a self-
centered, unpleasant sort of man, as was 
shown by the fact that after two months in 
town he had made no friends to speak of. 
Mowery had expressed this opinion a 
couple of times, even though Jennie had 
chided him for it. 

H
 

E SIGHED. There was another 
problem. Jennie. Why hadn’t she 

shown up at the lab this morning?  
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He reached for the phone and called 
her home. It was her mother who 
answered. 

“Jennie? Why she’s still at the plant, 
Mr. Mowery. She called last night and said 
the work had piled up all at once, and that 
she thought she’d just stay down and sleep 
on a couch at the lab.” A note of alarm 
came into her voice. “I supposed you’d 
know, Mr. Mowery.”  

“Oh yes, of course,” Mowery said 
hurriedly. “Stupid of me. I’d forgotten. 
Sorry I bothered you, Mrs. Jameson. 
Good-by.”  

He stared unbelievingly at the phone 
as he pushed it away. This thing didn’t 
make sense. Jennie Jameson, the steadiest 
secretary in the world, turning up missing 
at a time like this. Strange. 

He stood up, because the kids were 
beginning to yell again from across the 
street. He walked into the front room so he 
could look across at Tegler’s lawn. He 
blinked at what he saw. 

Tegler himself was there, smiling at 
the boys. He waved benevolently to them 
while Ellis Mowery watched, then turned 
and went inside. 

Mowery stared. A vague idea was 
beginning to form in the back of his mind. 
He counted the houses across the street, 
saw that Tegler’s was third from the 
corner. Then he thought of the man in 
tweeds. 

The little thug had come looking for a 
man called Rexie, in the third house from 
the corner. Being from out of town, it was 
reasonable to guess he had asked 
directions.  

At that hour of the morning the only 
place of business nearby, and hence the 
logical place to apply for directions, was 
Lefty Manyana’s grocery. And Lefty 
spoke broken English and was left-handed, 
and had a name in town for explaining 
things backward. If the man in tweeds had 

merely taken the wrong side of the street, 
that would account for his error. 

Mowery pounded a fist into his palm. 
Jennie was missing, and Tegler was letting 
the kids play in his yard. Ideas were 
starting to fall into place in Ellis Mowery’s 
mind. 

He opened the front door, hurried 
across to Tegler’s lawn. 

“Mike,” he said, nearing the plate, “let 
me borrow your bat.”  

Mike ducked his head, tugged at the 
belt of his knickers as he handed over the 
bat.  

“Mr. Mowery, we—well, we wanted 
to stay in your yard, honest. We wouldn’t 
have left if it wasn’t for that lady.”  

“I understand,” Ellis said gently. “Doc 
Tegler invited you over, didn’t he?”  

Mike nodded. “He saw the lady chase 
us off. He was awful nice about it.”  

Mowery called for the ball, speared it 
with one hand when the pitcher tossed it 
in. Then, wondering if he still had the 
same old knack, he flipped it up with his 
left hand, drew back for the swing. 

The kids yelled excitedly as the ball 
arched gracefully from the bat and lofted 
across the street. There was a smash of 
glass, and then awed silence as they stared 
at the jagged hole in Mrs. Porath’s front 
window.  

In the stillness Mowery heard what he 
had expected to hear. He whirled from the 
plate and sprinted, bat in hand, up the 
steps of Tegler’s porch. 

The door was locked. He batted out 
one of its glass panels, reached in and 
twisted the key. Then he pounded down 
the long hallway toward the rear of the 
house. 

A man with a pock-marked red face 
came out of the kitchen, looking startled. 

“Take me to Rexie!” Mowery rapped. 
“It’s important!”  

The man’s jaw dropped, and he 
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waggled a flat thumb toward the kitchen. 
Ellis Mowery’s heels scuffed across the 
linoleum, clattered rapidly down the 
basement stairs. The scene at the bottom 
did not startle him, because he had been 
expecting it.  

“Duck soup, boys,” Tegler said. 
“Perfect. Come in, Mowery.” 

 
LLIS MOWERY moved across the 
damp concrete, anger scalding inside 

him when he saw what they had done with 
Jennie. She stood tied to a four-by-four 
that rose like a pillar in the middle of the 
basement. Her hands were out of sight, 
and her blue eyes arid red lips stood out 
starkly against the pallor of her slim face. 

“Ellis!” she gasped. “You shouldn’t 
have come here!”  

“Shut up!” a metallic voice grated, and 
Mowery saw that the little man in tweeds 
was leaning against the furnace. 

A belt dangled from his hand, and 
there was a corresponding red welt across 
the base of Jennie’s throat. A blond man 
stood against the far wall, smoking a cigar. 

“Torture!” said Mowery hoarsely. He 
stood there breathing hard, trying to calm 
the rage that was shaking him. “You’re 
trying to torture her to get data about the 
plant. Is that it?”  

Tegler nodded. “That’s right, Mowery. 
How’d you find we had her here?”  

Mowery eyed the reddish dome of 
Tegler’s bald head, forced himself to put 
away his anger. He had to think coolly 
now. 

“How’d you find we had her here?” 
Tegler repeated, and there was a 
dangerous edge to his voice.  

Mowery stared at him, then saw how it 
was. Tegler had to know where he had 
slipped, whether others could pick up the 
trail. 

“I figured it out myself,” Mowery said. 
“Before, you’d always chased the kids 

away. Today you invited them over. There 
had to be a reason for the change.”  

“Well?” 
“About all that kids can do is make 

noise. That had me stumped for a while. 
And then it dawned on me that maybe that 
was what you wanted—a lot of noise to 
cover up something going on in the 
house.”  

“Pretty thin evidence, wasn’t it?”  
“It was something to work on. I came 

over, got the kids quieted down, and I 
heard Jennie scream. So I came in—”  

Tegler’s rust-colored lips twisted into a 
thin smile.  

“I’m glad you came. It simplifies 
things. We weren’t getting results out of 
Miss Jameson.”  

“Results?” Mowery said. 
“Yes. There’s a small package I want 

carried into your plant. A bomb, like the 
one we got into the Soy Plant Tuesday 
night. I almost had Miss Jameson helping 
me, last night.” 

A sob burst from Jennie. “He tricked 
me, Ellis! He overtook me in his car last 
night, when I was on the way home. He 
said you’d called his home and asked him 
to intercept me.”  

“You believed him?” Mowery said. 
“Yes, at first. I knew there was a lot of 

work yet. He said I could use his phone to 
call Mother and tell her not to expect me. 
Only, after I made the call he brought out 
the package, said you’d told him to have 
me bring it to the plant.”  

“She said it took a pass,” Tegler 
interrupted, “to get a bundle like that in 
and out of the plant. She wanted to call 
you at the lab for a double-check.”  

Mowery nodded. “You couldn’t allow 
that. The cat would be out of the bag. And 
being in that deep, you had to hold her. I 
see all that. But”—his voice thickened, 
“why the torture?”  

Tegler shrugged his stocky shoulders. 
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“She claimed she didn’t have a key to any 
outside door of the plant, and I couldn’t 
find one on her. The next best thing was to 
get information, facts about routine tours 
of the night watchmen, and that sort of 
thing. I’m not much on rough stuff myself, 
so I brought in a boy from Chicago that 
knows all about it. He’s handy in lots of 
ways. He’ll smuggle the bomb in, too, 
when we get the information.”  

“You’ll never get it!” Jennie blurted 
out. “I’ll never tell you! Never!” 

Tegler smiled. “You may not break 
under whipping,” he said, “but I’m quite 
sure Mowery will. You can’t stand to see 
her flogged, can you, Mowery? You’re 
squeamish, and that’s your present value 
to me. And now—”  

He waved a hand at the little man in 
tweeds. The man grinned viciously. He 
moved toward Jennie, raised the belt with 
its buckle-end free. 

The blow didn’t fall. Because steps 
pounded on the stairs and the man with the 
pock-marked face came into view. 

“Tegler!” he yelled. “There’s cops 
outside! Across the street!”  

Tegler swung on Ellis Mowery, his 
ruddy face mottled with rage. 

“You’ll pay for this!” 
 

OWERY was not listening. He 
swung the bat in a vicious arc, 

released it. It cut straight and true toward 
the little ground-level window at the front 
of the basement. There were a million 
little rainbow flashes as sunlight caught 
the flying slivers of glass. 

“Help!” Mowery bellowed. “Police!”  
Still yelling, he plunged toward the 

window. The man in tweeds fumbled in 
his coat pocket, and Tegler was at the 
same instant rasping an order. 

“Don’t shoot, you fool! You’ll have 
them down here in a second! Use your 
hands! Get him!”  

Ellis Mowery scooped up the bat from 
where it had bounded to the concrete, 
reached the window and yelled again. 
Metal heel-plates crunched on broken 
glass. 

“Ellis!” Jennie Jameson screamed. 
“Watch out!”  

He whirled, saw the man in tweeds 
closing in, followed by Tegler and the 
blond man with the cigar. The little thug 
was grinning evilly as he moved close. 

Mowery swung the bat viciously, and 
the shoulder-blow drove the little man to 
his knees. 

“You bum!” he screamed, and as he 
rose to his feet the blue-steel of an 
automatic glinted in his rocklike fist. 
“Take this, yape!” 

A gun exploded. The little man’s 
narrow face became solemn. His gun arm 
came up, pointing at the ceiling. Then, 
deliberately, he fired two shots into an 
overhead joist. He swayed, crumpled into 
the rubble of broken glass. 

Dazedly, Ellis Mowery turned and saw 
the policeman on the stairs covering 
Tegler and the blond man with his 
revolver. The man with the pock-marked 
face was standing stupidly at the foot of 
the stairs, raising his hands. 

Outside in the sunlight Ellis saw the 
kids, grouped wonderingly about 
Ridgeville’s lone patrol car at the curb. He 
also saw the thick form of Mrs. Porath, 
charging across the lawn.  

“Arrest that man!” she started 
demanding, even before she had reached 
the grade-line door where those who had 
been in the basement were emerging. “He 
smashed my front window with a baseball! 
He’s worse than that pack of brawling 
kids!”  

The policeman came outside. 
“One minute, lady,” he said. He 

shoved Tegler toward a second patrolman 
who came trotting up from the car. “Put 

M 



POPULAR DETECTIVE 8

the Doc and these other two in cuffs. We’ll 
be taking ‘em in.” Then he turned to Mrs. 
Porath and bared his teeth. 

“By breaking your window,” he said 
tightly, “Mr. Mowery did a service to 
Ridgeville and the war effort. The 
breakage was on purpose, wasn’t it, Mr. 
Mowery?” 

Ellis Mowery nodded, recounted his 
suspicions, and what he had done about 
them. 

The policeman smiled grimly. “I had 
an idea that was what it was when I heard 
you yelling from Tegler’s basement. 
Officially, the department couldn’t find 
anything wrong with the Soy Plant 
explosion, but some of us had our own 
ideas. Then this morning the Board of 
Health reported they’d found that Tegler 
never graduated from a medical school. 
We’d have checked into him, only it 
would’ve probably been too late.”  

Mowery nodded again. “They planned 
the second explosion for tonight, I 
believe.” 

“So in other words,” the policeman 
went on, turning to Mrs. Porath, “Mr. 
Mowery is a hero, and if you want to 
prefer charges against him I’m sure the 
people of Ridgeville will make it plain 
what they think of you.” 

Mrs. Porath stiffened. 

“Now that we’ve got this settled,” 
Jennie said, “I think I’ll be getting out to 
the lab.” 

“Not now, Jennie,” Mowery objected. 
He eyed the livid welt across the base of 
her throat. “Not after what you’ve been 
through.”  

“I’m all right, really. I can do what I 
have to in two hours. Then I can go home 
to bed, and you can get to work.”  

She smiled a little then, and Mowery 
knew she was going to be all right. 

“You’re a good soldier,” he said. “I’ll 
be at the lab in two hours.” He turned to 
the kids, who had been silently watching. 
“You’ve got a good place to play ball,” he 
said. “Tegler can’t run you off his lawn 
now.”  

Mike’s face was serious. He tugged at 
his belt. “If it’s all the same with you, Mr. 
Mowery, we’d—well, we’d sort of like to 
play in your yard. That is—”  

Mrs. Porath opened her mouth, but no 
words came out. She only nodded faintly. 

“We thought that maybe, if you could 
spare the time, Mr. Mowery,” Mike went 
on, “well, maybe you’d come out and bat 
us a few flies.”  

Walking across the street, with all 
those kids yelling at his heels, he felt a bit 
like a triumphant Pied Piper. He smiled, 
and the contraction of his face muscles 
didn’t feel so strange now. Maybe with the 
kids around, it would get to be a habit. 

 


