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THE LOOT 
By EDWARD RONNS 

 
It takes the chill breath of death to bring Henry Phelps to life! 

 
NE was big, the other little. The 
big one was quietly dressed, with a 
square face and a competent 

mouth and heavy shoulders. The little one 
was flashy, with a crooked little face and a 
crooked little mouth and a scrawny figure. 
They were alike in that they regarded him 
with equally unfriendly eyes. 

Henry Phelps wiped dust off his hands 
onto his green smock. He put the 
inventory pad down on a marble-topped 
table with gilt claw legs and tucked the 
pencil into his vest pocket. 

“I really don’t see what business it is 
of yours,” Henry said. “How did you get 
in here?”  
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“He asks how we got in, Joey,” the 
little man remarked. 

“Shut up,” said Joey. He kept looking 
at Henry Phelps. “Who are you?”  

“Henry Phelps. From Fairbanks, Ryan 
and Smith.”  

“What are you doing here?”  
“This house was sold to Fairbanks, 

Ryan and—”  
“Sold, hey?” said the little man. “He 

says it’s been sold, Joey.”  
“Shut up,” said Joey again. His eyes 

were thoughtful. “You work for that big 
antique place in New York, don’t you, Mr. 
Phelps?”  

“Yes, but I—”  
“They bought this place?”  
“Lock, stock and barrel,” Henry said. 

“I was sent up here to inventory the 
furniture.” 

“Inventory?” The big man was 
shocked. “I do wish you wouldn’t. I wish 
you would stop it, at once.”  

Henry said, “I will not. By what 
authority do you presume—”  

“I once lived here,” the big man said. 
His voice was heavy with sentiment. 
“Born here, as a matter of fact. Linc 
Courtland was my cousin. He owned this 
house, you know. He died last winter.”  

“So I understand,” Henry said. “I can 
appreciate your sensitivity to having 
strangers poke about here. But I must do 
my job. I’m sorry.”  

The little man said, “He says he’s 
sorry. He don’t know the half of it.”  

“I beg your pardon?” Henry asked. 
“Skip it,” said Joey. “Let’s go, Jeep.” 
 

ENRY walked after them to the front 
door. He made sure it was locked 

after they were gone, and stood frowning 
at the front lawn until they were out of 
sight. The house was quiet. Beyond the 
stone lions at the foot of the graystone 
steps the lawn was covered with red-gold 

leaves, dappled with afternoon October 
sunshine that filtered through the chestnut 
trees. The street beyond the iron picket 
fence was peaceful and empty. He heard a 
car start, the motor throbbing quietly, and 
he turned back into the house with a sigh. 

He rather liked the house. Lincoln 
Courtland, its last owner, had been a 
gentleman of the old school, preserving 
Victorian traditions in himself and his 
home until his death. It was a huge, 
rambling granite-walled mansion of the 
General Grant era, with a broad veranda, 
jigsaw scroll work, a roof that was a forest 
of turrets, gables, cupolas and little 
galleries tacked on here, there and 
everywhere in the gingerbread fashion that 
was rampant in those days. 

Inside, the furnishings purchased by 
Fairbanks, Ryan and Smith were a treasure 
store of antiques. Nothing had been 
touched since the old gentleman’s death. 
Sunlight came through the barred parlor 
windows—they were all barred on the first 
floor—and touched the fine mahogany 
shutters with a deep gold and splashed red 
on the plush button drapes. A gilt clock 
glittered in its bell jar, and the darkly 
massive furniture shone where Henry had 
removed its protective sheet covers. The 
Courtland ancestors frowned heavily down 
at him from their oval frames. 

He pushed aside his irritation at the 
interruption the two men had caused and 
went back to his inventory, thinking no 
more about them. He was meticulous in 
his work, but he didn’t dally. Greendale 
was forty miles from New York, and be 
wanted to be back in the city by nightfall. 
He had worked like a beaver all morning, 
burrowing into the furnishings and the 
china collection in its big, bay-windowed 
closets. The first floor—parlor, study and 
dining room—was almost done. 

There were no bars on the second-floor 
windows. The bedrooms were relatively 
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uncluttered, and Henry worked on with 
vigor, thinking that he might be able to see 
Martha tonight after all. He had been 
engaged to Martha for almost ten of his 
thirty-seven years, and the failure to get 
married was no fault of his. Martha had 
her own peculiar ideas, and almost all of 
them involved a delay in setting the 
wedding date. 

There was no doubt that Martha was a 
dominating woman, and Henry Phelps was 
admirably adapted for being dominated. 
He was small and prim, with a pink face 
and a quiet voice, and no one would ever 
notice him in a crowd. Usually, no one 
ever noticed him even when he was alone. 
More than once he suspected that this was 
the cause of Martha’s delaying tactics, but 
there didn’t seem to be anything he could 
do about it. He was no Clark Gable, as he 
told her, and it was silly to expect him to 
try to be one. 

It was three o’clock when he found the 
chest. It was up in the attic, blocking the 
way toward a diamond-shaped window 
with panes of colored glass. The attic itself 
was a source of despair for Henry. There 
was enough material piled up here to keep 
him busy for at least two more days, and 
now he was resigned to the fact that he 
would have to return here bright and early 
the next morning. His pink face was 
smudged and his tidy smock was rumpled 
and liberally streaked with attic dust. He 
noticed the chest because he had paused to 
sit on it. It was the only item up here that 
wasn’t thickly coated with dust. 

He stood up and frowned at it. The 
clasps were heavy, but it wasn’t a very 
large chest. He hauled it out from the wall 
of the attic room into the diamond of 
sunlight that came through the window. 
He gave it a reasonably hard tug, 
expecting its contents to have appreciable 
weight. He was surprised when the chest 
fairly flew after him, throwing him off 

balance. It seemed to be empty. 
He tried the lock, but it didn’t give, 

and his frown deepened. There didn’t 
seem to be much sense in keeping an 
empty chest locked. Moreover, none of his 
keys fitted properly. There had been a key 
attached to the box, as he could see by the 
piece of string dangling from the gilt snap. 
But the string was torn and there was no 
sign of any keys on the dusty floor. Henry 
gave it up for the time being and went on 
with his lonely chores. 

 
E WASN’T lonely for very long. The 
second interruption of the day came 

in the form of a blatant auto horn sounding 
outside the house. He went on with his 
work, with pencil and pad. The horn 
blared again. He looked up, annoyed at the 
sound that shattered the peace and quiet. 
The auto horn seemed extraordinarily 
loud, almost as if it came from the 
graveled driveway that looped into the 
lawn from the street. He looked through a 
front window and saw that the car was 
there indeed, parked in front of the twin 
gray lions guarding the steps. A girl was 
sitting in it, looking impatiently toward the 
front door. Henry put aside his inventory 
sheets and went down the steps toward 
her. 

She was young and she was pretty—
almost too pretty for his taste. She had red 
hair and a red mouth and red fingernails, 
and she had a smartly lacquered look that 
made him uneasy. Her eyes were a 
startling shade of gray. She smiled at him 
as if she were afraid the veneer would 
crack. 

“I wonder if you would look at my 
car,” she said. 

He looked at it. It was a very 
expensive convertible, not red but a kind 
of sparkling bronze, with all the 
trimmings. 

“What about it?” he asked mildly. 
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“It isn’t working right. I wonder if you 
could help me with it,” said the young 
lady. She added, as if it might mean 
something to him: “My name is Sally 
Fiske.”  

“My dear Miss Fiske,” Henry said. 
“This is not a garage or a service station.”  

“I know, but—” This time her smile 
was real, and her eyes looked really 
interested. “I wonder if I could use your 
telephone.”  

“There isn’t any,” Henry said. “This 
house has been closed up for months. 
There isn’t any electricity in it at all.”  

“Oh. Are you a stranger here in 
Greendale?”  

“Yes, I—”  
“I am, too,” said Sally Fiske. She 

leaned back and pouted at the sand-
colored steering wheel. The motor was 
running quietly under the long, sleek hood, 
and Henry couldn’t hear anything wrong 
with it. Sally Fiske said, “Are you stuck in 
this burg, too?”  

“Stuck?”  
“Overnight. I have to stay here 

overnight.” She looked at him and smiled 
again. She was quite attractive when she 
smiled. Not quite as lacquered. “You’re 
cute,” she said. 

He thought of Martha. Martha had 
never called him cute. 

“You’re something yourself,” he said. 
“Well, if you can’t help me with my 

car—” She looked thoughtful. “We’re 
both a couple of strangers here, aren’t 
we?”  

“I suppose so,” Henry said. He became 
aware of his smock, and thought that it 
must look a little ludicrous. 

Sally Fiske said, “I hear there’s a swell 
little roadhouse on Route 82, just outside 
of town. Barney’s, I think it’s called. They 
serve swell dinners. I’ll be at the bar at six, 
Mr.—”  

“Phelps,” Henry said. “I wish I could 

make it, but I don’t think—” He felt 
himself redden. 

“Why not?” she laughed. “Don’t you 
like me?”  

“I do, indeed,” he said hastily. “But I 
have work to do here.”  

Her smile caressed him with inner 
amusement. 

“I’ll still be at Barney’s at six tonight.”  
She flicked the car into gear and drove 

with admirable recklessness around the 
gravel driveway and back to the street 
between the stone gateposts. The last he 
saw of her was a gloved hand waving a 
casual good-by. There didn’t seem to be 
anything in the least wrong with Miss 
Sally Fiske’s car. 

 
OMEHOW, the even pace of his work 
was disturbed. He picked up his 

inventory sheets and started upstairs, then 
frowned and put the pad down and stood 
hesitating in the parlor. He had the sudden 
uneasy feeling that he was no longer alone 
in the house. He listened, but there was no 
sound anywhere. Whatever noises came 
from the street were adequately muffled 
by the thick walls of the house. On 
impulse he turned and went through the 
study to the pantry and kitchen in the rear 
of the house. 

The kitchen door was standing open. 
He couldn’t remember locking it after his 
first inspection. Perhaps the draught had 
opened it when he went out the front door 
just now. There was nothing to see in the 
back except a weedy garden and a cracked 
concrete bird bath and an arbor 
surrounding a sundial. Henry closed the 
door and shot the bolt home carefully this 
time. 

There was something else in the big, 
old-fashioned kitchen that puzzled him. 
Half a dozen cans of soup, a loaf of bread 
in waxed paper, and three thick white 
candles stood on a shelf over the nickeled 
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stove. There was also a small pile of 
kindling in the scuttle beside the stove. 
Several burnt matches were scattered over 
the otherwise clean floor. 

The feeling that he was no longer 
alone grew stronger. Turning, he went 
back through the dining room and up the 
broad, carpeted center stairway to the top 
floor. His shoes made no sound. He 
paused and listened. He couldn’t hear 
anything. Sunlight from the Palladian 
window glittered and winked on bare steel 
blades mounted on the corridor walls. Old 
Lincoln Courtland had collected swords 
and foils, army sabers and Renaissance 
daggers of all varieties and descriptions, 
and this part of the house looked like a 
cutlery display of a particularly vicious 
and dangerous nature. Henry himself 
owned a Japanese bayonet, a souvenir of a 
very unpleasant night raid on a nameless 
South Pacific atoll, but he never showed it 
to anyone, not even Martha, and never 
spoke of the encounter in which he had got 
it. He looked at Courtland’s sword 
collection, shuddered, and went on. 

The attic was already gathering 
evening shadows. And here for the first 
time he felt a vague little shiver of fear. He 
might have been mistaken about the 
kitchen door—but not about the chest. He 
had left the empty box against the wall. 
Now it stood in the center of the attic 
room, still unopened, but very definitely 
moved. And it obviously hadn’t moved by 
itself. 

He took a deep breath and looked 
around. There was nothing to see. 

“Is anybody here?” he called aloud. 
His voice echoed through the raftered 

attic. He didn’t expect an answer. He was 
all the more surprised when a man’s voice 
called up to him from the lower floors of 
the house. 

“Hello ! You up there!”  

Henry whirled toward the stairs. He 
held his breath for a moment, then, 
surprised at his own reaction, went quickly 
down the steps, past the sword collection 
on the second floor to the main staircase. 
The man was coming up from the front 
parlor. A big man, with broad shoulders 
straining the seams of a shiny blue serge 
suit, and a long seamy face hidden in the 
shadows of a wide-brimmed Stetson. 
Henry had never seen him before. His 
momentary panic gave way to quick 
irritation. 

“Saw you moving around,” the tall 
man said. “What’s up?”  

“See here—” Henry began. 
 
HE stranger’s eyes took in Henry’s 
dust-smudged face and green smock. 

“I’m the sheriff,” he said. “Pete Delaney. 
And you?”  

“Oh,” Henry said. He explained who 
he was and what he was doing. “Is 
anything the matter with this house?” he 
asked. 

“Not a thing,” Sheriff Delaney said. “I 
just checked up when I saw you in a 
window from the street. Why?”  

Henry shrugged. His panic seemed 
foolish now. “Why are there bars on the 
windows?”  

Delaney grinned and started 
downstairs. “Line Courtland was always 
afraid of burglars. We ain’t had a robbery 
here in Greendale yet—except one. And 
that happened two months after Linc died, 
over on the other side of town. The bank, 
you know.”  

“Bank robbers?” Henry asked. 
“Got away with thirty thousand bucks, 

Mr. Phelps. We never did catch them 
crooks.” The sheriff paused with his big 
hand around the bronze nymph poised on 
the newel post. “They got the Harrison hat 
factory payroll. Only real industrial plant 
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in Greendale. Keeps us going. Keeps the 
town alive.”  

“I’m sure of it,” Henry said. He was 
suddenly anxious about the time, seeing 
the shadows gather on the lawn outside. 
He shrugged out of his smock. “How often 
do the trains run here? Back to New York, 
I mean.”  

“Plenty of trains. Four a day.”  
“When does the next one leave?”  
The sheriff looked at his watch. “Five-

five. It’s five-ten now. It’s gone already.” 
Delaney looked amused. “You can’t get 
back to the city unless you thumb a ride, 
and I don’t reckon you’re the type for that. 
You’ll have to stay here overnight.” 

“Here?” Henry felt dismayed. “In the 
house.”  

“The hotel and every guest room in 
town is full up, what with the hat factory 
booming and the housing shortage the way 
it is. There’s nothing wrong with this 
place. I reckon nobody’d be harmed if you 
slept here, seeing you’re here on legitimate 
business.” 

“I—I suppose not,” Henry murmured. 
It was not until the sheriff was gone 

that Henry remembered the two men, and 
the girl in the car, who had previously 
interrupted him. 

He locked the front door. There was an 
inner vestibule door, and he locked that, 
too. He approved of the barred windows 
now. He went back to the kitchen, and that 
was still bolted. He went all through the 
house, from one room to another, 
searching with care, but the house seemed 
empty. He laughed at himself after a 
fruitless search. He was behaving like an 
old maid, just because he had to spend the 
night here. 

He didn’t really have to stay, he 
decided. He was sure he could find 
quarters somewhere else. But it would be 
just as Martha always said, he would be 
proving himself a prematurely aged fuddy-

duddy, if he allowed his nerves to drive 
him away. It was foolish to think of going 
anywhere else. There were cans of food in 
the kitchen, wood for the stove and 
fireplace, and the settee in the study 
looked comfortable. There were plenty of 
sheets he could use for pillows and 
blanket. 

Four hours later he set the last of the 
three candles on the table in the study. The 
kindling had long been used up, and the 
fire in the fireplace was just a heap of gray 
ashes. The windows shimmered blankly, 
covered with night. Henry surveyed the 
neatly folded sheets on the settee and the 
extra roll that served him as a pillow, and 
felt satisfied. He took off his coat and his 
shoes and loosened his necktie. 

He didn’t really expect to rest easily. 
But it was one of those things. He was 
tired from the unusually active day. He 
was asleep the moment his head touched 
the pillow. 

 
E WASN’T sure what awakened 
him. He opened his eyes wide, and 

the darkness was like velvet tape, muffling 
everything. He didn’t move or sit up. He 
listened to the whisper of the night wind in 
the shrubbery beyond the open window, 
and he could hear the faint ticking of his 
wrist-watch. It was just three o’clock. It 
took a moment before he realized he was 
not in his quiet boarding-house room on 
West Eightieth Street. Then he reached 
into the darkness for the candle he had left 
on the table beside the settee. He had the 
match ready to strike when he abruptly 
changed his mind and preferred the 
darkness. 

A faint, almost inaudible footstep 
came from the hall on the opposite side of 
the study wall. A door closed somewhere 
with a soft click. Henry sat up carefully, 
removing the sheets from his legs and 
sliding his feet into his shoes. He 
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remembered, too late to do anything about 
it, the cellar door in the kitchen and the 
narrow cellar windows all around the 
foundations of the house. 

He stood up and made his way 
carefully through the gloom to the living 
room. At the moment he had only one 
objective—the front door. He wanted out. 
It was not a lack of courage, but rather an 
overabundance of caution that impelled 
him to escape the house. Only a fool, he 
knew, tackled an armed man with 
weaponless hands—and Henry had no 
doubt that if this nocturnal visitor was bent 
on a criminal errand, he would be 
forearmed. He went for the front door.  

He had to move slowly, although his 
day’s inventory work gave him a fairly 
good idea of where the furniture was 
situated. He could see nothing in the 
darkness, but once through the curtained 
archway to the parlor there was a glimmer 
of light from the front door. He changed 
his mind the next moment, however. The 
plush drapes over the dining room 
suddenly grew visible as someone in there 
turned a careful light in that direction. 
Henry turned his head involuntarily 
toward the beam—and stumbled over a 
hassock. His gasp was loud in the stillness. 

The sudden thump of his body as he 
sprawled headlong was even louder. 
Someone in the dining room cursed. The 
flashlight was doused with a prompt click. 
Footsteps thudded toward the vestibule. 
Henry scrambled recklessly to his feet, his 
heart in his throat. He lunged for the 
door—and a heavy body slammed into 
him. A fist shot out of the darkness and 
caught him blindly between the eyes. 

“Got you!” a voice exulted. 
Henry reeled backward, dodging 

around the piano he knew was there. He 
heard the keys crash in discord as his 
opponent’s hand slammed down 
unwittingly on the keyboard. He crouched 

motionless in the dark corner, trapped. He 
knew it was foolish to try for the front 
door. He had locked both the inner and 
outer doors, and he could never get 
through them in time. He held his breath 
and listened. Footsteps moved angrily 
about, stumbling over the furniture. 

He heard a man’s curse. He wondered 
why the other didn’t use his flashlight 
again. Perhaps he was afraid that Henry 
was also armed. Or perhaps he had 
dropped the flash. He was grateful for the 
darkness in any case. When the footsteps 
sounded reasonably far from the piano, he 
sidled out of the corner and made for the 
study where he had slept, moving with 
careful steps. He wracked his memory to 
recall the layout of the furniture, and he 
made no errors in the darkness.  

He crossed the study safely. He 
couldn’t hear the other man now. 
Apparently he, too, was listening. The 
pantry door creaked faintly as he pushed it 
open, and instantly there came a rush of 
steps toward him. But not from behind. 
These came from the kitchen, blocking his 
way. They had him trapped. A shiver went 
through him. He couldn’t reach either the 
front or back way now. And every window 
on the ground floor was barred. For some 
reason they seemed anxious to capture 
him, rather than to frighten him off. 

There was only one way to go. The 
back steps to the upper floor led from the 
pantry. He found the steps after a 
moment’s careful groping and paused. 
Someone whispered urgently in the 
darkness, and got an angry grunt in reply. 
He had been right. There were two of 
them. At least two. He repressed another 
shiver. Long ago, Henry had relegated 
violence and danger to the newspaper 
headlines. 

This pursuit in the dark, in a strange 
house, had a nightmare quality that made 
his palms sweat and caused panic to thrust 
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cold claws into his brain. He turned 
suddenly and ran up the stairs without 
heed to the noise he made. 

His pursuers were right behind him. 
There was another door at the top of the 
steps. He prayed it wasn’t bolted. It was 
open. He stumbled through and slammed it 
shut, his hand flying to the key in the lock. 
He twisted it just as a heavy shoulder 
crashed furiously against the panel. The 
lock snicked home. The door held. There 
came another crash against the door. It 
held. Henry drew a deep, shuddering 
breath and leaned against the corridor 
wall. He had a few seconds. Perhaps 
fifteen seconds, until they ran through the 
lower floor and came up the front 
stairway. 

 
AINT light crept down the hall from 
the window at the far end. Evidently 

there was a street lamp directly opposite. 
For the first time since he had awakened, 
he could see—and for the first time he 
knew what had awakened him. The light 
touched the swords on the wall, the twin 
piecrust tables, the deep carpet at his feet. 
There was a darker shadow in these 
shadows, in the shape of a man. Or what 
had once been a man. 

It sprawled near the stair door almost 
at Henry’s feet, the face a pale patch of 
white in the darkness. He could see faint 
glitter of staring eyes, and the ugly 
distortion at the back of the man’s skull. 
His head had been smashed in. He was 
dead. It was the little man, one of the pair 
he had caught snooping in the house this 
afternoon. The one called Jeep. 

Henry shivered. 
He backed away from the dead man 

until his shoulders touched the wall. His 
head bumped something cold and sharp, 
and it rattled metallically. One of the 
swords. He put a hand to steady the heavy 
saber, and a light flickered on the front 

stairway. His pursuers had circled the floor 
below and were resuming the chase. . 

The light drove all thought of Jeep’s 
death out of his mind. If they didn’t stop at 
killing a confederate, there would be only 
one fate for him. They wanted to kill him. 
To quiet him. To keep him from talking 
and telling what he knew—or what they 
thought he knew. 

He had no time to think it out further. 
There had been only one pair of footsteps 
on the front stairs. That meant the other 
man was guarding the back way down. 
Without pause, Henry reached behind him 
and lifted the saber from its wall pegs. At 
the same time the flash beam suddenly 
glared over the top step and began 
switching methodically back and forth, 
probing for him. 

Henry pressed back into the nearest 
door, saber in hand. The light didn’t touch 
him. He saw the glint of a gun in the 
man’s hand, and he eased quickly into the 
darkness of a bedroom and carefully 
closed the door. 

He stood still in dusty darkness that 
smelled of moldy disuse and listened to 
the footsteps of the murderer out in the 
hall. A lock clicked and the man was 
joined by another from the back stairs. 
Their voices came into Henry’s hiding 
place in harsh whispers. The first was the 
big man’s voice—Joey’s. 

“You see him?”  
“No,” his partner answered. 
“He didn’t try your steps?”  
“No. I guess he saw Jeep, though.”  
“The hell with Jeep. Let’s get him!”  
“Not with the gun, you fool!” The 

second person’s voice rose sharply, and 
Henry recognized it, too. It wasn’t a man. 
It was the voice of the redhead who had 
stopped in her car—Sally Fiske. He wasn’t 
surprised. She went on harshly, “One blast 
from that cannon and you’ll have the 
whole town on our necks!” 
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“We’ve got to find that little guy.”  
“We’ll find him,” Sally said. 
“You start down at that end of the hall. 

Use your gun if you have to, baby.”  
Henry stood motionless behind the 

door, listening to their footsteps separate. 
He had a moment’s grace. They would 
find him soon enough, and now he had no 
doubt about their intentions. As far as he 
knew, there was only the big man, Joey, 
and the girl. But they both had guns. The 
sword in his hand was hardly good enough 
to match it.  

Henry was tempted to throw it away, 
but he didn’t. He wanted to run. There was 
no place to go. He shivered again, 
listening to the sound of doors opening 
and closing down the hall. He had to get 
out of here. He had to get help. There was 
no way out. There were no connecting 
doors. Just the hallway and the window. 

The window was tall and narrow, and 
when he looked out he could see one of 
the little ornamental balconies that were 
tacked on all over the house. Starlight 
shone on the steeply pitched shingles of an 
adjacent gable. The dark mass of a tree on 
the lawn blotted out any glimpse of the 
street. He had no time to .weigh the 
decision. There was nothing else to do. He 
eased up the sash as noiselessly as possible 
and stepped out over the sill. He still 
carried the heavy saber. The weight of the 
grip felt good in his hand. The balcony 
was narrow, with only a knee-high jigsaw 
rail between him and a long drop down. 
As he turned to close the window behind 
him the hall door opened. The beam of a 
flashlight shot across the room and pinned 
him. 

For a moment he didn’t move. He 
couldn’t move. The man’s voice rose 
sharply: 

“Got him, honey!” 
 

HE man’s steps thudded across the 
room toward him as he swung a leg 

over the low balcony rail. The shingles 
canted sharply up toward a conical turret 
nearby. He found traction for his shoes 
and scrambled up the roof, out of sight of 
the window, and wrapped his left arm 
around the turret point. The saber was in 
his way, adding to his hazards, but he 
didn’t let go of it. He looked back and saw 
a dark head thrust out over the edge of the 
balcony. 

“Come back here, you!” 
Henry edged around to the opposite 

side of the turret, his feet braced on the 
pitched roof. 

“Come back or I’ll shoot!” the man 
whispered harshly. 

Henry knew he wouldn’t shoot. Not 
out in the open like this. But he didn’t 
push his luck too far. He looked across the 
dizzy maze of planes and slopes and 
chimneys of the Gothic roof. A little 
gallery encircled the foot of his turret and 
he let go of his dangerous perch and slid 
down the shingles. His feet jarred. The 
sword clattered on the scrollwork rail. A 
light flashed in a nearby window, and he 
ducked back. He scrambled crazily over 
the pitched roof, climbed upward toward a 
chimney, and found a moment’s respite 
straddling the gable of an attic window. 

It was then that fear took charge of 
Henry. He looked down. Up to then he had 
been driven only by a frantic desire to 
escape the man with the gun. In his first 
dash across the roof he had taken 
desperate chances. Now that he could 
pause and take stock of the situation, he 
froze to his perch, unable to move. 

On either side the shingles pitched 
downward at sharp angles, bordered by 
rain gutters that edged a sharp drop to the 
shadowed lawn. He could see over the tree 
tops in one direction of the houses across 
the street. There was starlight and a faint, 
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early-morning breeze, and the glow of a 
street lamp coming up through the leaves. 
The trees were much too far away to 
reach. So was the nearest little gallery 
projecting from the house. Up above there 
was only the chimney, towering dizzily 
over his head. 

Henry couldn’t move. He clung to his 
perch with shaking hands. His legs shook, 
too. His whole body shivered. He was 
almost sitting on the flat of the saber, 
clutched in his left hand; but he didn’t 
drop it. He had to get out of there. He 
couldn’t stay here. 

They wouldn’t let him stay there until 
daylight, when someone might see him. 
They’d use their guns first. He had to 
move. He couldn’t move. He hitched 
forward an inch and felt breathless. He 
hitched forward another inch and leaned 
slowly down to peer over the front edge of 
the gable. There was a diamond-shaped 
window here, and five feet below it was a 
wide projection, a kind of edge or cornice. 
He’d never make it. 

There was no sound from inside the 
house. Once he saw a window at the far 
end of the roof flicker with light, where 
they were searching for him. But they had 
sense enough to stay off the roof. They 
knew they weren’t like cats. Neither was 
he. The thing to do was to get back inside 
the house. Anything was better than this. If 
he tried to cling to the gable, he would 
drop off, sooner or later. Probably sooner. 

He swung his legs carefully over the 
edge of the gable and slid slowly 
downward, wriggling his body until he 
was hanging by the elbows. His feet were 
still twelve inches from the ledge. His toes 
scraped the glass in the window. He 
hooked his right arm over the ridge of the 
gable and swung a little lower. 

The ledge below was more than a foot 
wide. He slid all the way down and felt his 
heels jar on the broad plank and he clung 

to the wall of the house like a fly, hardly 
breathing. He pushed carefully with his 
knee against the window. He said a prayer 
as he pushed, and his prayer was 
answered. The window opened inward. He 
let go and tumbled forward, into warm, 
dusty blackness. 

Instantly a heavy body slammed into 
him, knocked him sprawling, breathless. 
He stumbled into the darkness. A man’s 
grunt of satisfaction came from the black 
room. Henry dropped the sword. His shins 
cracked painfully against something that 
was knee high, and he heard a sharp 
slapping sound as if the lid of a chest had 
been jarred shut. With the thought, he 
knew where he was. In the attic room. 
Where the empty, locked chest had been. 

 
E NEVER remembered the next few 
minutes accurately. He remembered a 

fist shooting out of the dark at him, 
clipping his jaw. He remembered his 
frantic effort to duck, to slide away into 
the darkness. The man’s body was big and 
burly, outweighing him almost two pounds 
for one. The thing to do was to stay away 
from his grip, to elude those vicious 
swings. To keep away from the wrong end 
of that gun. 

His legs tangled suddenly in some of 
the invisible attic furniture, and .he 
stumbled forward with violent impetus. He 
ran right into the big man. He heard a 
grunt, and the big man staggered back a 
step. Then a scream filled his ears and a 
wet gurgling sound filled the dark. 
Someone else began to scream, and then it 
was quiet. 

Henry scrambled backward, sucking 
gulps of air deep into his lungs. He 
bumped into a body that was much softer 
than the big man’s. It was the girl. His 
hands flew for the gun in her grip, twisted 
sharply. She didn’t seem to want to fight 
him back. He could see a little better now. 
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She shrank back toward the open window, 
her face white and convulsed, wavering in 
the gloom. He had the gun in his hand. 

“Now!” he breathed angrily. 
“Don’t—”  
“Stand still,” he snapped. “Where’s 

your boy-friend?”  
“Right behind you,” the girl sighed, 

and fainted. 
Henry turned and lunged, and then he 

stopped and didn’t move for a long 
minute. He struck a match and looked 
carefully before he understood what had 
happened. When the big man first hit him 
and sent him stumbling, he had dropped 
the saber. It had fallen into the open chest. 
The top had come down on it like the 
sudden clamp of teeth, pinning the sharp 
blade in its grip. The big man had backed 
up on it, skewering himself. He sat there 
with his back to the chest and a look of 
rage frozen on his face and the sharp, 
bloody point of the saber sticking six 
inches out of his ribs. Henry didn’t blame 
the girl for fainting. 

As he herded the girl ahead of him 
thunderous knocks beat at the front door. 
They met Sheriff Delaney down in the 
parlor. The sheriff didn’t waste time 
listening to details. He went upstairs and 
was gone for several long minutes. People 
gathered on the porch and babbled 
excitedly. A prowl car swung recklessly 
up the gravel drive with a moaning siren. 
When the sheriff came downstairs his 
hands were full of packets of currency. He 
grinned at Henry Phelps. 

“Got here a little late, didn’t I? The 
neighbors said they seen a ghost rattlin’ a 
sword and walking around on the roof.”  

“That was me,” Henry said weakly. 
“Huh, you’re no ghost!”  
“They almost made me one,” Henry 

pointed out. “Where did you get all that 
money?” 

“It was in the chest. It’s the Harrison 
payroll. I told you about them bank 
robbers we had here last winter. They 
must’ve used this house for a hideout. At 
least, they cached the dough here. I guess 
they had a argument with the little guy on 
the second floor and decided to split two 
ways instead of three. Anyway, you sure 
busted them up, Mr. Phelps.”  

“Don’t mention it,” Henry said. 
It was two hours before he was free to 

telephone to New York. The streets were 
bright with dawn when he closed the door 
to the sheriff’s private office and got his 
connection through to Martha. Martha 
sounded sleepy when she answered. 

“This is Henry,” he said briskly. “I’m 
in Greendale. I want you to come up here 
tomorrow—tonight, that is. There’s a bar 
here called Barney’s, on Route 82, just 
outside of town—”  

Martha’s voice sharpened peevishly. 
“Henry Phelps are you drunk?”  
“No. Be quiet and listen. I want you to 

come here and meet me for dinner at this 
Barney’s. I want to propose to you again.” 

“Why, Henry—” She seemed 
frightened at the grim tone of his voice. 
“Henry, I—” 

“And this time I won’t take no for an 
answer,” he said. 

“Yes, Henry,” she said. 

 


