
Popular Detective, November, 1946 

 

MURDER BY PROXY 
By NORMAN A. DANIELS 

 
When his father dies in a murder trap, Ray Harmon turns his 
camera into a fearsome Nemesis for an underworld Big Shot! 

 
AY Harmon carefully locked the 
doors of his sedan. His Speed 
Graphic and its accessories were 

inside and cameras of that sort are 
precious and easy to steal. Even in front of 
Police Headquarters, where Ray Harmon 
had parked his car. 

Harmon was of medium height, but 
wiry and gave the impression of stamina 
and speed, like his camera. His hair was 
light brown enough for him to have been 
called “Blondie” in college and he had 
made a fair center on the college second 
string. 

For four years now he’d been devoted 

to camera work. It hadn’t been difficult to 
get a job on one of the big dailies because 
Ray Harmon possessed that certain, 
indefinable knack a newspaper 
photographer needs. Also there was the 
little matter of his father being a detective-
lieutenant in charge of the Jewelry Squad 
which might give Ray, and his newspaper, 
certain breaks in stories. 

Harmon waved to the captain and 
several officers behind the big desk. He 
walked swiftly down a long corridor, 
paused by the door of the press room and 
was greeted by “Breezy” Anders. Breezy 
was police reporter on the “Globe” and his 
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nickname was a sarcastic criticism of his 
laziness. He managed to be a good 
reporter without exerting himself to get his 
stories. To Breezy Anders, the telephone 
was the greatest of modern inventions. 

“You’re in a big rush, Ray.” Anders 
smiled in his customary lazy style. “Never 
paid off to rush around, kid.”  

Harmon chuckled. “Pop wants to see 
me. He said it was important so maybe 
there will be a story.”  

Breezy Anders whistled softly. “About 
that bunch of stickup men and jewel 
thieves who have been preying on our best 
citizens? Of course that must be it. Your 
father was slated for retirement months 
ago, but stuck because he was neck deep 
in running down those monkeys. Didn’t 
want to turn in his badge until he collared 
them. I made a good human interest story 
about it, Ray.”  

“Yes, I know.” Harmon nodded. “The 
clipping is in Pop’s scrap book. That was 
nice of you, Breezy. Without that story 
maybe the Commissioner would have 
forced him to quit. Pop’s getting on.”  

Breezy Anders’ eyes narrowed 
speculatively. “Or it could be that your 
father’s got a line on those three gorillas 
who busted out of the pen in the next state 
a few days ago. That would be a story. 
Those babies have sworn to go out 
shooting and I think they will. After all, 
they killed a guard on the way out of 
prison so what have they got to lose? 
Look. If it’s that, tip me off like a good 
fellow. Do the same for you some time.”  

“It’s a deal.” Harmon moved away. 
“I’d better see him before the whole thing 
busts wide open. Stick around, Breezy.” 

 
NDERS waved a lazy arm, turned 
and walked back into the press room. 

Ray Harmon went to the end of the 
corridor and entered an office without 
knocking. His father looked up and 

nodded. Detective-Lieutenant Joe Harmon 
didn’t look his sixty-four years. He was 
straight and square-shouldered, with iron 
gray hair. His youthful face created the 
illusion that he was prematurely gray. 
Lieutenant Joe Harmon was all cop, every 
inch of his six feet. 

“Sit down, Ray,” he said quietly. 
“Thirty-nine years ago I joined the police 
force. My first night out I was lucky. I 
collared a man wanted for murder. It so 
happened that a newspaper man took a 
picture of me bringing that man in. Not 
much of a picture. Cameras weren’t so 
good in those days and neither were the 
photographers. But that picture starts off 
my scrap book. I want to end the book 
with another shot of me hanging onto the 
neck of another badly wanted crook, or 
gang of thieves. I’ll have the head man.”  

“Got a lead?” Ray Harmon asked 
anxiously. He wanted that picture to be the 
last entry in that scrap book just as much 
as his father did. “Is it that gang of jewel 
thieves you’ve been working on?”  

Lieutenant Harmon grinned and 
wagged his gray head. “I’m not talking. 
Not right now. Maybe you’ll get a nice 
surprise. And Ray—when it happens, I 
want you to take that picture.”  

“Right, sir,” Harmon nodded. “I’ll 
stick around and wait for the flash.”  

“Good. Stand by. It won’t be very long 
now and you’re going to be proud of your 
old man.”  

Ray Harmon was half out of the door 
when his father’s phone rang. He turned. 
Lieutenant Harmon seized the instrument, 
barked a greeting, listened for half a 
minute and then grunted assent. 

He hung up with one hand, reached for 
his hat with the other. 

“This is it, son,” he said. “You’ll be 
hearing from me in a short time now. 
What a surprise you’re going to get. Wish 
me luck.”  
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Their hands met for an instant. Then 
the older man was gone, hurrying with the 
steps of someone half his age. Ray 
Harmon walked slowly back to the press 
room. The flash would come there. He got 
no special advantages here. His father 
might be in charge of the whole 
investigation, but when the news broke, 
every man on duty in the pressroom would 
know it at the same time. 

Breezy Anders strolled in five minutes 
later, prying open the cellophane on a pack 
of cigarettes. They were brown paper 
things he had a merchant on the corner 
stock especially for him. Some of the 
reporters jokingly maintained that Breezy 
Anders smoked this brand because nobody 
else could and he was saved the trouble of 
reaching for his pack when someone 
wanted to mooch. 

“Anything doing?” Anders asked. “I 
saw your pop going out like the place was 
on fire. And incidentally, 1 had a little chat 
with Sergeant Randall. He’s in line for 
your father’s job. Has been for about ten 
years and he swears if your father doesn’t 
apply for retirement soon, he’ll retire him 
with his fist. Randall’s a nasty mug.”  

Harmon chuckled. “Pop could handle 
him in a walkaway. Anyhow, that 
retirement is due shortly. Pop’s after his 
last bunch of law breakers. He told me to 
stick around and wait for a flash.”  

“Hm,” Anders grunted. “Guess I’ll 
stay too. One thing about your old man, he 
gets results. Takes time, sure it does, but 
doggone few men he brought in were ever 
let go.” 

Ray Harmon strolled over to watch a 
card game. Anders sat down, tilted his 
chair back, his hat down and promptly 
went to sleep. Half an hour went by. Then 
they all came to attention except Breezy 
Anders, who was snoring lightly. There 
were sounds of activity. Men running, car 

motors in the garage whirring madly. The 
phone rang. A flash! 

“They’ve got the Vogan gang treed,” 
the reporter who answered bellowed over 
his shoulder. Then he sprinted for the 
door. “End of Victoria Lane. Abandoned 
house.”  

Ray Harmon sprinted to his car parked 
in front. As he released the brake, he heard 
his name called and saw Breezy Anders 
hurrying forward at lightning speed, for 
Breezy. Harmon let him in and then 
burned up the roads toward the end of 
Victoria Lane. It was an isolated section of 
small houses with small garden plots, 
mostly inhabited by suburbanites. The 
house they were after was somewhat 
isolated. There wasn’t a building within a 
quarter of a mile of the old, rambling 
ramshackle place. 

 
OLICE had fanned out to surround the 
place. Harmon grabbed his camera and 

started running toward a spot where he 
could get good shots. This wasn’t his 
father’s case, but it was an important one. 
Three sworn-to-die-fighting convicts were 
surrounded and already battling. Harmon 
hoped they’d get it over with quickly so he 
could get back in time to answer the call 
having to do with his father’s job. 

He took one pan shot of the exciting 
scene and then set his lens for closer work. 
Police were gradually slipping nearer and 
nearer to the house. From a police car an 
inspector was bellowing orders through a 
loud speaker. The going was difficult. 
Care had to be exercised to keep officers 
from shooting one another. A policeman 
with a tear gas rifle was edging in. From 
the windows of the house, upstairs and 
down, came shots.  

Then Harmon saw a figure sprawled 
out in the middle of the overgrown path 
leading to the big porch. It was a man, 
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motionless with that strange inertness 
which is death. 

A policeman, in uniform, made a crazy 
sprint toward the prostrate figure. A bullet 
stopped him and he went down, his leg 
shot out from beneath him. He crawled 
slowly away and the ground near him 
sprouted little geysers as bullets ripped 
into it. 

Miraculously, he reached the security 
of a tree. Harmon hardly noticed the 
incident. His eyes were riveted on the 
motionless figure, on the gray fedora, the 
tan suit and the iron gray hair around the 
rim of the hat. It was his father! 

Ray Harmon put the camera down, 
took a long breath and started running. He 
heard his name being shouted over the 
loud speaker, but he paid no attention. 
Something buzzed past him, like a bee in 
angry flight. He kept on going. It seemed 
that every policeman at the front of the 
house was shooting toward one window. 
No more bullets zipped past him. He heard 
a wild scream, looked up for a second and 
saw a man topple forward over the sill of a 
second story window. 

Then Harmon was kneeling beside his 
father. He didn’t take time to find out if he 
was alive. He simply hoisted the limp 
form to one shoulder and staggered back. 
Two cops came running to meet him and 
the others were concentrating their fire to 
cover Ray’s retreat.  

He reached a safe spot and gently laid 
his burden down. Then he saw the bullet 
hole. It was directly between the eyes. 
There were others, but this particular one 
told the whole story. Lieutenant Joe 
Harmon had died in harness. His scrap 
book wouldn’t be finished the way he 
wanted it to be. 

Ray Harmon gave a curse that half 
stuck in his throat. Then he reached out 
and tore the rifle from the hands of a 
patrolman. Gripping it he dashed for a tree 

closer to the house. He got behind it, 
trained the rifle and waited. But Harmon 
was only one man among very many. One 
of the escaped convicts made a desperate 
attempt to kill more policemen. For an 
instant he was visible through a first floor 
window. Harmon never even pulled the 
trigger because half a dozen tommy guns 
and a score of revolvers and rifles went off 
before he could draw sight on the man 
properly. 

The convict disappeared. There was no 
scream—nothing. But that man was stone 
dead. Harmon knew that. All those bullets 
simply couldn’t have missed. Tear gas was 
fired through some of the rear windows 
and now an enterprising young detective 
was throwing more gas through the front 
windows. 

Suddenly the front door opened. At 
first nobody appeared, but they heard the 
string of curses the last of the convicts 
shouted. He was gassed, maybe wounded 
and half mad with rage and desperation. 
He leaped onto the porch, holding two 
revolvers. Nobody opened fire. The 
convict was bleeding from a head wound, 
his eyes were glassy. 

Then he gave a lusty shout, raised the 
gun, and died. The hail of steel that hit him 
turned him into a gory mass. Ray Harmon 
didn’t look. He merely dropped the rifle 
and walked slowly back to where his 
father lay. A police surgeon was just 
covering the pallid face. Someone touched 
Harmon’s arm. It was Breezy Anders. 

“I’m sorry, kid,” Anders muttered. 
Harmon walked away. Automatically, 

he picked up his camera and automatically 
went about his business. He obtained good 
pictures, the kind that would make front 
and back page stuff. When he had enough, 
he trudged slowly back to where his car 
was parked. 

Suddenly he stopped. Breezy Anders, 
coming up from behind, stopped too. 
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“Breezy, where’s Pop’s car?” Harmon 
asked. “He used his own sedan to get 
here.” 

Anders shrugged. “Look, kid. Your 
father wouldn’t have driven right up to the 
front of the house. The car is probably 
hidden somewhere. He tried to sneak up, 
but those gorillas were on the watch.” 

 
ARMON was frowning, “Breezy, 
something about this doesn’t ring 

true,” he said. “If Pop knew those three 
killers were there, why didn’t he take 
along a squad? He was well aware those 
men would shoot until they were killed. 
Yet he seems to have just walked into it. 
Breezy, I’m going back and look around 
before that path is muddled up by too 
many footprints.”  

Harmon retraced his steps. There were 
police all along the path, but the place had 
been deserted so long that the cement flags 
of the walk were buried in grass and dirt. 
Soft dirt that took footprints quite well. 
Harmon knelt and then moved forward on 
his knees. His father’s footprints were 
clear. His shoes had been equipped with a 
brand new pair of rubber heels that left 
perfect impressions. They formed a 
straight track in the direction of the porch. 

Harmon thought: This is all silly. Pop 
wouldn’t have walked right up to the door. 
He’d have dodged behind trees and shrubs. 
There are plenty of trees. It would be 
suicide to make such a direct approach, 
especially in daylight.  

Two big brogans planted themselves 
dose to Harmon’s head. He got up slowly. 
The man he faced was towering, bulky and 
overbearing. Detective-Sergeant Jess 
Randall was smiling with one corner of his 
mouth. 

“Hello, Ray,” he said. “What the devil 
are you trying to do?”  

“There’s something funny about this,” 
Harmon explained. “Very funny. From his 

footprints Pop seems to have walked 
straight up to the house. Would he do that 
if he knew those killers were inside?”  

Sergeant Randall shrugged. “No telling 
what your father did, Ray. Personally, 1 
think he got a tip these monkeys were here 
and he was trying to cop all the glory by 
capturing them alone. To avoid being 
pensioned off. To keep me from getting 
his job.”  

Harmon’s fists curled. Randall was 
twice as heavy, a full five inches taller. 

“I ought to punch your head off, 
Randall,” Harmon said quietly. “In fact, 
that’s just what I’m going to do!”  

“Hold it.” Randall backed away a 
little. “You’re right. I deserve to be 
slugged. I didn’t mean that, Ray. I take it 
all back. It was just . . . Well, your father 
and I didn’t like one another too much. 
Professional jealousy, I suppose. Kid stuff 
and I’m ashamed of it for my part. Your 
father was a better detective than I ever 
hope to be.”  

Harmon’s fists relaxed. He didn’t 
answer Randall, but he recognized the 
sincerity in the man’s voice. Randall had 
spoken his innermost thoughts a trifle too 
fast and was genuinely sorry. 

Breezy Anders took Harmon’s arm and 
piloted him back to the road. 

“They just found your father’s car,” 
Anders said. “He’d driven it into a lot 
behind some brush. And all three of those 
killers are dead, if that’s any comfort to 
you.”  

Harmon said nothing. He got into his 
own car and backed up to a spot near the 
place where his father’s car had been 
found parked. He walked over to the car, 
opened the door and got behind the wheel. 

“Breezy, this whole set-up gets worse 
every moment,” he said slowly. “Look at 
the gear shift. It’s in neutral. Sure the hand 
brake is on tight, but Pop never relied on 
the brake alone. Once, long ago, he parked 
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a car and the brake sprung. The car hit a 
kid and hurt him badly. Ever since, Pop 
always left the car in gear. Even in the 
garage. No matter how excited he might 
have been, he’d have left the car in gear.”  

Anders frowned. “What are you 
driving at, Ray?”  

Harmon leaned back and his eyes 
stared straight ahead. “Pop was murdered. 
Not by those gunmen. They were just a 
sort of weapon, like a knife or poison, a 
strangler’s hands or a gun. Pop didn’t 
know those killers were holed up in that 
house. He went there expecting something 
else. I’d say it was in connection with his 
investigation of the jewel thieves. 
Someone sent him here, knowing very 
well those killers would recognize him and 
shoot to kill. He was sent here by a 
murderer who knew he’d never come 
back.” 

Anders shook his head. “Kid, you 
sound daffy, but in a sensible sort of way. 
Maybe you’re right. Tell me more.”  

“Pop never talked much about cases 
that weren’t finished,” Harmon said. “But 
in this one he spent months trying to run 
down that gang. I think he had a stool 
pigeon out working for him. Somebody 
connected with the gang, probably its 
leader, knew this. He could have phoned 
Pop and told him some story about this 
house. Maybe that the loot was hidden 
here. He knew Pop would get here as fast 
as he could, and alone. That’s what makes 
me so sure. Pop wasn’t a glory seeker, no 
matter what Sergeant Randall thinks. If he 
had the remotest idea Vogan and his two 
pals were hiding out here, he’d have taken 
along enough men to do the job right.” 

 
NDERS nodded. “Sergeant Randall,” 
he muttered thoughtfully. “Now there 

is a lug who hated your father enough to 
kill him.”  

Harmon thought of Randall’s savage 

remarks and his almost too prompt 
retraction. Randall could have done this. 
He could have discovered Vogan was here 
and sent his superior to the house by 
means of an anonymous phone call. 
Sergeant Randall had been in charge of the 
manhunt for Vogan and his gang. If 
anyone could have found them, it was 
Randall. 

“And there is another mug,” Anders 
said slowly. “You know about your father 
and Clyde Emmett. Ten years ago Emmett 
owned some fancy gambling joints and .he 
had protection. Your father busted the 
whole thing wide open. Proved Emmett 
wasn’t running just a fashionable 
gambling house, but a place to which 
wealthy people went, well-heeled. They 
were fingered there and Emmett’s men 
held up the suckers at the point of guns. 
When Emmett went up for twelve years, 
he swore he’d get your father. He’s out 
now. On parole.”  

“Emmett,” Harmon said, almost to 
himself. “Pop spoke of him the other day, 
wondering if he still felt the same way. 
Dad never carried a gun much off duty, 
but lately he packed one all the time.”  

“Emmett it could be,” Anders added. 
“Look, kid. Let me in on this. Your father 
gave me a lot of breaks in my day. I want 
to help.”  

Harmon got out of the car. “Thanks, 
Breezy. Pop would have liked to hear you 
say that. First though, we’ve got stories 
and pictures to file. Meet me in an hour in 
front of my newspaper building. We’ll go 
see Emmett.”  

Harmon dropped Breezy Anders in 
town, drove to his office and dark room. 
He helped to prepare the shots for the next 
edition. He was grim-faced and stony-
eyed. This was no time for sorrow. He had 
a job to do. One which would require 
nerves and steady hands.  

It was six o’clock and getting dark 
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when he picked up Breezy Anders. Anders 
had already determined that Clyde Emmett 
may have been on parole, but after his 
hours on the job the parole board 
demanded he fill, Emmett was running a 
new gambling place. The same type as 
before. 

“In fact, I shouldn’t be surprised if 
Emmett was running it while he was still a 
convict,” Anders explained. “Through 
someone else, of course. Take the next 
corner and then the second left turn.”  

Emmett’s place bore no visible signs 
of being a gambling den. It looked like a 
small cozy and respectable night club. An 
orchestra was playing and the dance floor 
was crowded. Harmon and Anders didn’t 
check their hats and coats. They sought 
out a man in a tuxedo. 

“We’re looking for Clyde Emmett,” 
Harmon said. “And don’t stall. We know 
he’s here and this is his place. Take us to 
him or, so help me, we’ll blab the whole 
story right on the front pages of 
tomorrow’s editions.”  

The man in the tux bowed slightly, 
requested them to wait and two minutes 
later he reappeared. He led them to a small 
elevator and they went up two floors. As 
they stepped out, three burly men 
descended toward them, but remained at a 
respectable distance. The man in the tux 
tapped on a door. Electrical mechanism 
clicked. Harmon and Anders walked into a 
sumptuously furnished office. 

Behind the big desk sat a man of about 
forty-five. He was well dressed, smoothly 
mannered and showed no trace of 
uneasiness. His face was still pale from 
years in prison. Not even sun lamps could 
remove that pallor so quickly. 

“Which one of you is Lieutenant 
Harmon’s son?” Emmett said. His voice 
was pleasant, assured. Wait, you with the 
camera. You’re Ray Harmon. I expected 
you would come here.”  

“Just what made you expect us?” 
Harmon asked coldly. 

Emmett shrugged. “I once made a 
foolish threat against your father. I’ve 
been sorry ever since. Your father ruined 
my business and robbed me of twelve 
years of my life. True I had reason to hate 
him and I did. But lately I reasoned it all 
out. He was doing a job. There was 
nothing personal in it.”  

“Why did you expect us?” Harmon 
repeated. 

Emmett leaned across the desk. 
“Because I think as I know you do. That 
your father wasn’t a blind fool to try and 
bring in three killers alone. Lieutenant 
Harmon used his head all the time. Maybe 
I don’t know that! Somebody knew those 
three mugs were holed up there and sent 
your father to that house on some pretext 
or other, knowing he’d be killed. That’s 
what you’re thinking, isn’t it?” 

 
REEZY ANDERS spoke first. “Yeah. 
Exactly. But it’s also uncanny how 

your mind runs in the same channels, 
Emmett. All we have is your word that 
you still didn’t want to kill Lieutenant 
Harmon.”  

“My word is all I’ve got,” Emmett said 
quietly. 

“Where were you at ten minutes of 
four this afternoon?” Harmon asked. “If 
you’ve nothing to hide, you can answer 
that question.”  

Emmett fiddled with a pencil for a 
moment. “It’s hard to keep track of the 
time as close as that. I think I was in the 
waiting room of the parole officer’s office 
about that time. I could check on it.”  

“We’ll do that,” Harmon snapped. He 
turned on his heel and walked out. Anders 
followed him. In the hall the same three 
men watched them carefully. The same 
man in the tux took them downstairs. 
Outside, in the car, Anders sighed. 
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“Well, what do you think?”  
“Emmett was telling the truth,” 

Harmon replied. “I have a feeling about 
that, but we can check up. Now let’s go 
see Sergeant Randall. And Breezy, be 
careful. Randall is smart. We don’t want 
him even to suspect that he’s on our list.”  

Sergeant Randall seemed eager to 
cooperate. Stepping into Lieutenant 
Harmon’s shoes automatically made him 
second in command of the detective 
division and, as such, practically in charge 
of carrying out Harmon’s task. 

“Personally, I don’t believe anything 
of the kind, Ray,” he said. “I know how 
you feel and I respect your feelings, but 
nobody, not a soul, knew those mugs were 
hiding out in that house.”  

“That’s a lot of nonsense,” Breezy 
Anders put in languidly, making no effort 
to hide his dislike of this huge man. 
“Somebody tipped Lieutenant Harmon off 
about the house. Otherwise why did he go 
there? Of course, someone knew the 
crooks were there too.” 

Randall nodded heavily. “Okay, I 
concede that. Fact is, I haven’t had much 
time to think about the matter. My mind is 
still in an upheaval of too many things. 
Mainly, I’ve got to find out who your 
father was using, Ray. There’s a stoolie. 
Sometimes he used a fellow named 
Markham. Seedy character, but he got 
around. Now I can’t find him.” 

“Pop got a phone call about ten 
minutes of four this afternoon, Sarge,” 
Harmon remarked. “You weren’t 
anywhere about so perhaps you’d know 
who phoned?”  

Randall shook his head. “I was in the 
teletype room looking over the latest 
bunch of reports about the gang of killers 
we just cleaned up. People were seeing 
them all over the country.”  

“There are telephones in the teletype 
room,” Anders said quickly. “Booths, too, 

aren’t there?”  
“Sure,” Randall nodded. “What of it?”  
“Nothing,” Anders answered. “Not a 

thing. Let’s get out of here, Ray. We’ve 
got work to do.”  

Outside in the car, Harmon sat behind 
the wheel, steeped in thought for a few 
moments. “That stool pigeon may have 
tipped Pop wrong. It’s possible he was 
working for the gang of jewel thieves.”  

“Good gosh!” Anders gasped. “Are 
you still hipped on that gang?”  

“They killed Pop,” Harmon said. “He 
was closing in on them and they knew it. 
There was a man heading that mob. 
Someone pretty clever. More than once, 
Pop almost nailed some of the mob, but 
they always managed to get clear just 
before he arrived. It’s someone close, 
Breezy.”  

“Like Randall,” Anders answered. “Or 
even Clyde Emmett. Don’t laugh at the 
last name. Even if he was in prison, he 
could have had a mob working for him. He 
made the plans, got details during visitor’s 
day. It’s been done before and Emmett did 
operate that gambling house while he was 
in stir.”  

Harmon started the car and drove 
North, not very fast. Sometimes he could 
think well while he was driving. The 
camera prodded into his thigh, but he paid 
no attention to it. 

“What you say is true, Breezy. Emmett 
is a smart operator. He’s proved it many 
times. Randall is smart too and besides, 
like Caesar and Hitler, Randall is an 
ambitious man. He’s wanted Pop’s job for 
five years, at least.”  

“And Randall was in charge of hunting 
down those three killers,” Anders added 
significantly. “If anyone knew where they 
were, he did. Don’t forget that.”  

Harmon had his eyes on the rear view 
mirror. “I’m not forgetting a thing. 
Especially a car that’s been tailing us for 
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the last five minutes. It’s pulling out now, 
to pass. Breezy, get set to duck.” 

 
UICKLY Harmon picked up his 
camera. There was a single shot as the 

other car pulled abreast. Anders slid 
ungracefully for the floorboards. Harmon 
let go of the wheel for a second, thrust his 
camera up to the rolled down window and 
pressed the shutter release and the 
synchronized flash bulb exploded. There 
was another shot, this one closer, hitting 
the windshield and narrowly missing the 
camera and Harmon’s head. The bullet 
glanced off the shatterproof glass and 
buried itself in the seat of the car. 

The murder car pulled away fast. 
Harmon grabbed the wheel of his own 
machine, but a trifle too late. That second 
bullet had thrown him off. As he tried to 
twist the wheel, the car mounted the 
curbing, lunged across the sidewalk and 
smacked into a brick wall. Anders lifted 
his head. “Are we dead?” he asked in a 
squeaky voice. 

Harmon was holding the camera 
against his chest as if it were a baby. 

“I’m not hurt,” he said. “The car is 
smashed, but we were going so slow 
nothing happened to us. You’re okay, 
Breezy?”  

“Just got a case of chattering teeth,” 
Anders gasped. “That hood really meant 
business.”  

“And so do I,” Harmon said. “I think 
I’ve got a picture of that bird. Got to 
develop it fast.”  

“Wait a minute,” Anders said. “Car 
tailing us, mug starts shooting. The 
elements of a paid killer, Ray. The kind of 
a punk who’d hang out with someone of 
Emmett’s class.” 

“Or maybe Sergeant Randall in a car 
he picked up at random,” Harmon 
countered. “I hope the plate has his 
picture.”  

“I’ll stay with the wreck,” Anders 
groaned. 

“After I have it towed to some garage, 
I’ve a hunch to follow. It may not pan out. 
My memory isn’t so good lately, but when 
Sergeant Randall spoke of a stoolie named 
Markham, it rang a bell in my brain. I did 
a series of articles once about characters 
who like to think they’re secret agents 
working for the cops. This Markham may 
have been among them. I’ll check and 
phone your office.”  

Harmon hailed a cab and had himself 
driven to his newspaper building. He 
hurried to the dark room, locked himself in 
and went to work. In a comparatively short 
time he lifted a print off the electric dryer 
and studied it. The shot was reasonably 
good, under the circumstances. The ugly 
face was clear, even though the gun in the 
man’s hand was clearer.  

Harmon left word that if Breezy 
Anders called, he’d be at Headquarters. He 
went there as fast as possible, talked with 
the man in charge of the identification 
division and showed him the picture. The 
man grunted, went to his files and laid a 
better picture of the same man before Ray 
Harmon. 

“That is a brainless killer named 
Beatty,” he said. “Only thing he can do is 
shoot a gun, but brother, he knows how to 
do that. Crack shot! Never knew him to 
miss.”  

“And at no more than ten feet too,” 
Harmon said, musingly. 

“You say something, Ray?”  
“Just thinking out loud,” Harmon 

answered. “Thanks.”  
He was about to leave for Sergeant 

Randall’s office when Anders’ call came. 
Anders knew where Markham, the stool 
pigeon, lived. Ray didn’t bother about 
having Beatty brought in just now. 
Markham was much more important. He 
met Breezy Anders and they went to one 
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of the poor sections of the city, climbed 
steps to a chilly fourth floor and banged on 
the door. A woman with gray stringy hair 
and soiled apron let them in. 

“I’m Mrs. Markham,” she said. “What 
do you want my husband for?”  

Anders barged past her, opened a door 
and stepped into a darkened room. “The 
mug is here—in bed,” he called out. “I’ll 
roust him out.”  

“You got no right to hurt him,” the 
woman cried furiously. “He never done 
nothing to you.”  

“Take it easy, Mrs. Markham,” 
Harmon said. “All we want from your 
husband is some information. My father 
was Lieutenant Harmon. He was killed 
this afternoon, you know.” 

She backed away a few steps and 
Harmon thought she had turned a trifle 
paler. One hand toyed with a cheap metal 
pin on her housedress. 

“If you’re the Lieutenant’s son, you’re 
all right,” she said. “My husband did a lot 
of work for him. Honest work. My 
husband always wanted to be a policeman. 
Ever since I knew him. But all he saw of a 
police station was from their cell rooms. 
He drank too much. He’s drunk now. He 
had a bottle when he came home. He said 
we had nothing to worry about any more. 
Then he drank a lot and went to bed.” 

 
NTEREST gleamed in Harmon’s eyes. 

the c
“Did he ever tell you anything about 

ases he worked on with my father?” 
he asked, and held his breath waiting for 
the answer. It meant everything. 

“He talked too much. That was his 
trouble, besides the booze,” she told 
Harmon. 

“Sure he talked about the jobs. He was 
like a regular cop.”  

“Did he say anything about a gang of 
jewel thieves recently?” 

She nodded. “Your father promised 

him one hundred dollars for the right tip-
off and he tried real hard. He knew some 
of the gang, but your father wanted the 
leader. I remember he said this afternoon 
when he found out your father had been 
killed, that one of the men who killed him 
had a brother who was a member of the 
jewel thieves gang.” 

Harmon darted toward the room into 
which Breezy Anders had vanished. 
Anders was trying to find the light switch. 
“We’ve got it,” Harmon shouted. 
“Markham knows a lot. We’ve got to 
wake him up.”  

“Hold everything.” Anders voice was 
raspy. “I’ve been trying to wake him up. I 
thought he was dead drunk, but now I 
think he’s just plain dead. Ah! The light. 
Never knew they had cords hanging from 
the middle of the ceiling any more.”  

Anders’ assumption was correct. 
Anders’ hopes faded, as he looked at the 
man sprawled across the bed. He was dead 
all right. A half filled bottle of whisky lay 
beside him. Harmon picked it up and 
sniffed. 

“Poison,” he said. “Plain as can be. 
Cyanide, I think. Maybe diluted with the 
whisky enough so he could drink in front 
of his wife, stagger in here and fall across 
the bed. There’s no pulse, Breezy. Better 
call Sergeant Randall.”  

“Yeah,” Anders said. “Yeah, that’s 
right. Somebody beat us to him, Ray.”  

Harmon moved toward the door. “I—
I’ll do the phoning, Breezy. You’re more 
used to this stuff than I. I’ve seen enough 
death for one day. You don’t mind?”  

“Go ahead, kid,” Anders said. “I can 
take it okay. Only tell Randall to snap it 
up.” 

Harmon sped down the steps, not 
stopping to answer Mrs. Markham’s 
sobbing questions. He telephoned Randall, 
told him briefly what happened and then 
he made more calls. Randall arrived in a 
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hurry. So did the medical examiner and 
the whole crew who respond to death’s 
violent visits. 

“It must be Emmett,” Randall 
theorized after he heard Harmon’s whole 
story. “Or me, because I had a motive too. 
That makes it easy because I know I 
wasn’t responsible. So we’ll pick up 
Emmett. I’ve got him for violation of 
parole anyhow.”  

“Pick him up for that if you wish,” 
Harmon said quietly. “But he didn’t do 
this. It was someone close to Pop, yes. 
Very close and Pop never suspected. But 
he was on the trail and the killer knew it. 
One of his mob of jewel thieves was a 
brother to one of the Vogan gang and 
knew where they were, so the gang leader 
knew it also. I think the leader called Pop, 
said he was Markham and that the jewel 
thieves’ loot was hidden in that old house. 
That’s why Pop unsuspiciously answered 
the tip and got shot down.”  

“That sounds logical enough,” Randall 
agreed. 

“Now look,” Harmon went on. “Those 
three killers were desperate men, but not 
insane. If a stranger happened to approach 
the house, they wouldn’t open fire. They 
must have recognized my father. They 
knew him all right. Were you aware that 
they did, Sergeant?”  

“Me?” Randall gasped. “Heck, no. I 
didn’t have the vaguest idea.”  

“Did you?” Harmon faced Anders. 
“Never heard of it,” Anders answered. 
“You’re a liar,” Harmon shouted. “Pop 

arrested Vogan once for the F.B.I. Vogan 
was never booked at Headquarters, but 
simply turned over to the Federal men. At 
the time the thing got no publicity, but you 
delight in writing human interest stories 
about cops, Breezy. You wrote an article 
five years ago in which you described that 
pinch. It was under the heading of 
extracurricular activities of our police 

department and its men. Randall didn’t 
know Vogan would recognize Pop. 
Certainly Emmett didn’t, because he was 
in jail. And nobody else did either because 
the article was never printed. Just filed. 
Your editor didn’t think it was worth 
running. But to get the dope you 
interviewed my father and he made a note 
of it in his scrapbook. To look for the 
article. Pop never missed an item about 
himself. I called your editor and he 
remembered, dug the story out of the 
files.”  

“I’d forgotten all about that,” Anders 
said languidly. “What does it matter 
anyhow?” 

 
N ANGRY flush reddened Harmon’s 
face. “It matters a great deal,” he 

snapped. “Tonight a character named 
Beatty took two shots at us, from about ten 
feet away. He missed. Why? He is known 
to be a crack shot. I’ll tell you why. He 
missed on purpose because he didn’t want 
to hit you. You put him up to it. Maybe 
you had some trick planned so Emmett 
could take the blame. He was a perfect 
target for suspicion. But when my father 
got that phone call, Emmett or Randall 
here couldn’t have made it because I 
checked. You went out to buy your 
favorite cigarettes at the only store that 
carries them. You made a phone call from 
there at exactly three fifty, the moment 
when my father got the tip that sent him to 
his death.” 

“But Ray, what are you trying to do?”  
“I’m accusing you of killing my father. 

Of murdering Markham who lies dead in 
the next room. Because when Randall 
mentioned his name, you knew how my 
father was getting his information. 
Markham was close to your gang. You 
didn’t stay with the wrecked car. You had 
it sent for. Then you hurried off to get 
Markham. You knew his weakness was 
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booze so you stopped at your favorite 
liquor store where they automatically 
handed you a bottle of your favorite brand. 
It was an expensive kind, something 
Markham would never have bought. You 
softened Markham up, told him you’d pay 
well for his silence and sent him home. 
When we arrived at this house, you tore 
into Markham’s room so you’d be certain 
he really was dead and couldn’t talk.” 

Breezy Anders wasn’t lazy looking 
any more. Neither was Sergeant Randall. 
“The clue to the whole thing is who 
phoned my father. Emmett?” Harmon 
went on. “Even if he didn’t have an alibi, 
Pop would never have believed him. 
Randall, also alibied, never did it because 
Randall would have gone for those men 
himself. The only other person close to my 
father, who knew how the case was going 
was you, Breezy. That indifferent attitude 
is just a stall. You’ve headed this mob of 
crooks for years, and my father was almost 
ready to identify you.”  

Breezy Anders suddenly moved away, 
not toward the front door, but into the 
room where Markham’s body still lay. The 
room was empty. Anders slammed the 
door and locked it. Randall started forward 
to smash in the door. Harmon stopped 
him. 

“Let it go,” he said wearily. “The 
evidence against Breezy is circumstantial. 
He’d never talk once he thought it all over. 
I’d bet he’d be found not guilty in spite of 
the fact that you and I know he killed Pop 
and Markham. Maybe some of his gang 
will talk when we land them. Maybe they 

won’t. But at least one of them knows my 
father was slated for murder. This crook 
moved Pop’s car so it would seem as if he 
hid it and tried to sneak up on the house. 
Also, why didn’t those three killers run out 
after shooting him?”  

Randall was still eying the locked 
door.  

“They didn’t have time to run out,” he 
said. “The flash came to Headquarters too 
fast and radio cars closed in.”  

“Sure, they did,” Harmon agreed. “But 
the section was isolated, nobody around 
when we got there. The man who hid 
Pop’s car also sent in the alarm. Breezy 
wanted those three convicts killed by the 
police. It all added up to a plot to get rid of 
my father.”  

“If he gets away—” Randall began. 
“He won’t,” Harmon sighed deeply. 

“There is no way out unless he wants to 
dive from the window and he won’t do 
that. Breezy always did hate messes. He’ll 
use that bottle of poison. It was still in 
there. The boys from Headquarters 
evidently left it for you to bring along. I 
think you can break in now, Sergeant.”  

Randall went through the door in two 
savage lunges. He knelt beside the limp 
form on the floor, looked up and nodded. 

Ray Harmon picked up his camera. He 
walked slowly out of the tenement. There 
was no feeling of accomplishment within 
his heart. No satisfaction, just a certain 
grimness that Breezy Anders was no better 
than any other killer. Just a little smarter 
than the average mug, that was all! 

 


