
Popular Detective, November, 1948 

Two Murders—$4,000 

 
Tragedy Stalks Romance When a Gambler Takes a Long Chance! 

 
HE Old Man came in my office 
waving a newspaper. 

“
Diamond is i

I see your friend Ralph 
n a jam,” he announced. 

I protested that I had known Ralph for 
only a week or so last summer. While 
hardly a lifelong friend, he had given me 
some timely help, and I thought him a 
square-shooter. 

“Well, he’s shot the wrong barrel 
now,” said the Old Man. “He was engaged 
to a girl from Brooklyn, And about a week 
ago she was found murdered in an empty 

house out in Queens, and he and her 
money have disappeared. The police are 
looking for him. You finished with that 
Scripps job?”  

“All except signing the affidavits.”  
“Go down and see McCorlie. Tell him 

all you know about Ralph Diamond. 
Maybe it’ll be enough to help him find the 
guy.”  

I started to say that I didn’t know 
much, but changed my mind and just 
nodded. Mac and the Old Man had been 
recruits together on the uniformed force, 
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way back. McCorlie was now Inspector in 
Homicide, while the Old Man had been 
running the Tri-State Agency for nearly 
fifteen years. Between them they had long 
given the lie to the old adage that cops and 
private dicks hate each other—to the 
considerable benefit of each.  

What with signing affidavits, it was 
after twelve when I got down to Centre 
Street. Mac suggested Flanagan’s for 
lunch. 

“I’ll even let you pay the check.” He 
grinned, his blue eyes twinkling brightly. 
“How’s the Old Man, by the way?”  

“In fine fettle,” I told him, reaching for 
the nearest beer. “Skol!”  

Over the soup I told him why I was 
there. 

“If you can give us a lead to Ralph 
Diamond,” he said seriously, “I’ll pay the 
check myself—many times. What do you 
know?”  

I skitched our acquaintance at 
Rockingham, last summer. 

Mac shook his head. “We knew most 
of that already. It hasn’t helped much. I’m 
afraid he’s gone off the deep end, this 
time.”  

“How do things stand?” I asked. 
Mac attacked a heaping platter of the 

corned beef and cabbage for which 
Flanagan’s is famous, talking between 
mouthfuls. 

“This Sally Connell was a cute little 
lady, I’d say. You can go over to the 
morgue and look at her, if you’d like, 
though she isn’t so cute looking now, 
since her head was bashed in. She was an 
accountant, working up to C.P.A. with a 
firm on lower Broadway. From what her 
boss says, she was smart as well as pretty. 
The firm had the job of auditing and 
supervising the books in several places 
owned by Sol Montana. They just checked 
things every six months or so. Along last 
January it happened that she got sent up to 

the Silver Cellar.”  
“Is that the joint on Fiftieth, just off 

Seventh Avenue?” I asked. 
 

AC nodded, chewing. 
“Sol owns it,” he said, “but Tim 

Fallon runs it for him. A rather flashy 
dine-and-dance layout, where they sweep 
out about four in the morning. Seems 
popular with the racing crowd.”  

“So she was sent to inspect the books? 
What did she find?” 

“Everything on the up-and-up, I guess. 
But that’s how they got acquainted. Ralph 
Diamond was tending bar there. After her 
business was finished, they kept on seeing 
each other, and pretty soon she told her 
family they were in love, and wanted to 
get married.” 

“She got a family?”  
“Nice, respectable folks, over in 

Brooklyn. They didn’t like it—objected 
violently to her marrying a bartender. 
Well, you know how much good family 
opposition does. It just meant they 
couldn’t move in with his in-laws, and she 
refused to tie the knot until they had some 
place to live. So they started looking for a 
house.”  

I grinned sourly. “Don’t tell me they 
found one!”  

“Sure did! In a new development out 
in Queens, the other side of Flushing. 
They were paying only about twice what 
it’s worth, which is a bargain these days. 
They had looked at it several times, and 
put down a deposit. On Tuesday last they 
went out to close the deal. She had four 
thousand in cash with her, that she’d 
drawn out of her bank. Ralph was getting a 
G.I. mortgage for the same amount.”  

“That made it sort of fifty-fifty, eh?”  
“That was the idea. At least she 

thought it was fair enough. Of course her 
folks told her she was being stung, that 
Ralph would gyp her out of her cash 
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somehow. Looks now as if they were 
right. Anyway, she and Ralph picked up 
the key at the real estate agent’s office, in 
Bayside—said they wanted to look at the 
place just once more, while he prepared 
the papers to be signed. When it got to be 
five o’clock, and they hadn’t come back, 
the agent wondered what had happened, so 
he drove over to see. He found her on the 
floor, with her skull crushed. Ralph 
Diamond and her four thousand in cash 
had vanished.”  

“Anybody around there see or hear 
anything?”  

Mac shook his head. “The other houses 
aren’t occupied, because they aren’t 
finished. And anyway, this one is half out 
of sight, over a knoll. I couldn’t have 
picked a better place for a murder, 
myself.”  

I asked several questions about the 
scene at the vacant house, but there hadn’t 
been much to learn there. The crime had 
been brutally quick and simple, no clues at 
all had been left. 

“I suppose you’ve checked up on 
Ralph?” I asked. 

“Naturally. He was rooming in a hole 
in the wall up on West Seventy-fourth. He 
took nothing with him that afternoon. 
From his clothes and his toilet articles and 
things, you’d think he was just going to 
work and expected to come back. But of 
course he may have left them that way on 
purpose, just to give us a wrong steer. 
Anyway, we’ve put out a ‘Wanted’ on him 
in every State, plus Canada and Mexico.”  

I shook my head slowly. “From what I 
saw of the guy, I can’t believe that he’d 
stick his neck out like this.”  

“To a horse player, it must have 
looked like a sure bet. He probably had a 
hot tip on some nag, and figured the four 
grand at long odds would win him enough 
to stake him for life. Incidentally, we’re 

keeping a close watch on the tracks. That’s 
where we’ll get him.” 

I went back up to the office with Mac 
to take some notes and pick up some 
photographs. While I was still there the 
phone rang. Mac’s side of the conversation 
was chiefly monosyllables and grunts. He 
didn’t say much, but he listened to plenty. 
When he hung up, his ears were red. He 
grinned at me ruefully. 

“See? We get paid to take it, as well as 
dish it out. That was Mr. Connell, the 
girl’s father. He’s the irate citizen because 
we haven’t arrested Diamond yet. Says if 
we don’t find him before he does, we’ll 
find a corpse.” He shrugged. “Well, he 
gave me the devil. Now I’ll pass it on to 
someone else.”  

He picked up the phone again and 
asked for a detective-lieutenant in Missing 
Persons. I got up and left. 

Having nothing to do at my office, I 
put in the afternoon calling on a few 
bookies in the mid-town section. Not all 
the bookies; that would have taken a ten-
man squad several months. Just certain 
ones that I knew Ralph had been 
acquainted with, and some I knew myself. 

Rumor travels fast among the racing 
fraternity, especially rumor about the big 
wins and losses, so I was trying to find out 
whether Ralph had made any play in the 
four figures lately. I picked up all the latest 
reports, including the top-secret inside 
story on a filly at Hialeah, but on Ralph I 
drew a complete blank. 

“He must have been the only guy in 
the Silver Cellar not betting—including 
the boss,” one of my friends told me. 

“The boss? You mean Tim Fallon?”  
He nodded. “Tim had a run of bad 

luck. A couple weeks ago his credit was 
shut off. But now I hear he’s in the black 
again.” 
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N a long hunch I pulled out the notes 
I had made in the inspector’s office. 

“You ever hear of a bird named 
Duffton?”  

“Duffton? You mean that smart apple 
from Bayside?” His eyes narrowed. “He’s 
one of Joe Krapnik’s customers, I think.”  

“What do you know about him?”  
But his volubility froze up at that 

point. “He bets, that’s all I know,” was all 
he would or could tell me. 

The next morning I journeyed out to 
Bayside by subway and bus. The offices of 
the real estate agency were on the ground 
floor of what had once been a private 
home, the walls and windows covered 
with maps, listings, and photographs of 
“Kenley Lawn—Your Community for 
Life.” Duffton, the salesman who had 
handled the Diamond-Connell deal, was a 
broad-shouldered young man built like a 
Notre Dame tackle. 

“Oh, another cop!” he said, when I 
mentioned Inspector McCorlie’s name. I 
didn’t bother to explain the difference. 

I got him started with a few mild 
questions, and studied him as he talked, 
remembering that he was at least one 
suspect who knew about Sally Connell 
having that cash in her bag. But his story 
didn’t stumble. Instead, it turned into bitter 
complaints about the delay in solving the 
case, which was holding up the sale of the 
property. 

“You’ve got us tied up,” he said. “I 
can’t even take prospects to look at the 
house while you’ve got a cop sitting on the 
front step. He won’t let us clean up that 
mess on the floor of the garage, but blast 
it, all, he must be letting petty thieves get 
in there.”  

“What do you mean, petty thieves?”  
“The hot water heater is gone. It had 

been delivered, but not installed, and was 
in the cellar. Somebody has walked in and 
stolen it, right under the nose of your 

guard. Why don’t you birds get on the job 
and do something?”  

When I got back to the city I called the 
office to let the Old Man know what I was 
doing, and then went over to the Silver 
Cellar. 

There were no patrons yet. The place 
was just being opened up for business by 
the help. You went down five or six steps, 
squeezed past a cloakroom, and had your 
choice of sitting at a semicircular bar or 
going on to booths at the rear where there 
was also a raised dais to accommodate a 
five- or six-man orchestra. 

The walls were done in a low-gloss 
metallic paint. Maroon hangings and tall, 
narrow mirrors set at an angle in each 
corner gave a colorful effect, and made the 
den seem twice as big as it really was. The 
inlaid linoleum and the high bar-stools 
carried out the color scheme, but the 
Scotch behind the bar was just like any 
other Scotch, only more expensive. 

Tim Fallon came out of a cubby-hole 
of an office and greeted me by name. I had 
known him before, when he was a singing 
waiter over on Third Avenue, and he 
hadn’t changed much, except that now he 
manicured his fingernails and put on a 
clean boiled shirt every evening. He was a 
sleek, sophisticated product of Twentieth 
Century Broadway, with a bored manner 
and eyes that were hard as nails. 

I inclined my head toward the pudgy-
faced drink-slinger behind the bar, and 
asked if he made a good replacement for 
Ralph Diamond. 

“Not by a long shot,” said Tim 
quickly. “Ralph was aces, around here. It 
was a good job for him. I can’t figure out 
why he was such a dope as to pull the 
stunt he did. He must’ve gone off the 
beam.”  

I told him that I was following the 
case, chiefly because of a personal interest 
in Ralph. 
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“Did he talk to you much about Sally 
Connell?” I asked him. “About their 
plans?” 

Tim smiled sardonically. “He talked to 
everyone that would listen to him. You 
know how a guy is, in love. He couldn’t 
keep it to himself. Everybody that sat at 
the bar for the last two weeks heard about 
the house, and how they were going to buy 
it that afternoon.” Then he seemed to 
notice something in my expression that 
made him add, “And all that love turned 
out to be camouflage. Can you beat it?”  

I shook my head thoughtfully. “I 
wonder.”  

I asked him some more questions 
about Ralph, which he answered readily 
enough but without throwing any new 
light on the problem. He had already been 
questioned by the detectives from 
Homicide, and he couldn’t tell me 
anything that he hadn’t already given to 
McCorlie’s men. 

The bartender leaned across the bar. 
“Did I hear the boss say that your name 
was Mr. Bray?” When I nodded, he said, 
“Someone is asking for you on the 
telephone, sir.”  

There were two booths against the wall 
of the cloakroom. From force of habit I 
made sure that no one was in the other 
booth before I entered the one where the 
receiver dangled on its cord. It was Mac. 
Fortunately I had told him where I was 
going to be. 

“We’ve found Ralph,” he told me 
bluntly. 

“Are you sure?” I don’t know why I 
asked that. 

“As a matter of fact, he was found this 
morning, but we didn’t know it. He was a 
little hard to identify after being under 
water for more than a week,”  

“How’s that? He was drowned?”  
“Well, not exactly. He had three 

bullets in him before he went into the 

water. He couldn’t be deader.” 
 
HE Inspector explained that there had 
been a brief but violent windstorm 

the night before. A yawl anchored in 
Flushing Bay had dragged its mooring and 
been blown up against the shore. In the 
morning the owner, a lawyer from Hollis, 
had come with some friends to salvage his 
boat. They had had a hard time getting the 
anchor up. It had seemed to be tangled in 
something. 

When they finally did hoist it over the 
gunwale, they had, beside the anchor, a 
hot water heater and the corpse it was 
lashed to. They called the local police. The 
corpse was virtually unrecognizable, but 
there was a number on the heater which 
finally, traced through manufacturer, 
jobber, dealer, and purchaser, led to the 
builder in Kenley Lawn. Eventually 
somebody told McCorlie. 

“Did he have the four thousand cash 
on him?” I asked.  

“No, he didn’t. I’m wondering if he 
put it on a nag and won so much that the 
bookie knocked him off rather than pay 
up.”  

Mac was obviously floundering. This 
development put an entirely new 
complexion on the whole case, and he was 
having difficulty readjusting his point of 
view to Ralph as a victim instead of a 
villain.  

I got him to give me the location of the 
boat club where the body had been found, 
and the address of the Queens County 
morgue. I told him I had no ready solution 
to offer, promised to call him if I got an 
idea, and hung up. I sat in the booth a 
minute, thinking. 

When I came out, Tim had a fresh 
drink ready for me, but I didn’t drink it. I 
told him the news, in somewhat 
abbreviated form. He took it with 
characteristic dead pan, finally murmuring 
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something about wishing he could help 
find the guy that had knocked off Ralph. 

“Maybe you can,” I said. “You got 
your car here?”  

“Right outside. Why?”  
“Mine is in the shop, getting new 

brakes. I’d like to go out there to Flushing, 
but it’s a long trip by subway and bus.” 
When he hesitated I added. “I’m a careful 
driver.”  

He rose to that suggestion just as I had 
hoped. “Why, sure, Nick. I’ll drive you out 
myself. I live in Douglaston, and I know 
those roads pretty well. Maybe I can be of 
some help.”  

Tim’s car was a long, low-slung 
convertible with a tan top and deep red 
leather seats. The door was as big as the 
side of a henhouse, and the front seat 
roomy enough for three. He drove with 
cool precision, not talking much, taking 
the Queens Midtown tunnel and Northern 
Boulevard until we came to Flushing. He 
turned left on College Point Causeway 
where I told him.  

The Paragon Boat Club was one of the 
less pretentious outfits on the North Shore. 
The members apparently went in for boats, 
not yachts, and held their social affairs 
somewhere else. The building was no 
more than a rambling wooden barn 
perched on a little rocky islet about fifty 
yards offshore, reached by a causeway on 
shaky piles. There were no lights. It was 
too early in the spring for nautical 
pleasures, and the shack looked barren and 
forlorn. 

The causeway was wide enough for a 
car, but it didn’t look as if there would be 
much room to turn around at the other end, 
so Tim parked where the planks began, 
leaving his headlights on, and we walked 
out. About halfway a bulky figure stood 
leaning against the railing. As we 
approached I saw that it was a cop. 
McCorlie believed in posting guards 

everywhere. 
“They took the body to the morgue 

about an hour ago,” the cop told us after I 
had mentioned the Inspector’s name. 

“How was it, Sergeant—in pretty bad 
shape?”  

He blinked stoically in the glare of the 
lights. “You wouldn’t want to look at it 
before breakfast,” he growled. 

“Whereabouts did they fish it up?” I 
asked. 

“Right here, I guess,” he told me, 
moving his arm in a vague gesture. “It was 
up on the dock by the time I was sent 
here.”  

I peered at the surface of the rough 
planking, but there wasn’t much to be 
learned. It had rained twice in the past 
week, and many feet had tramped that 
little pier within the last twelve hours. If 
there had ever been any telltale footprints 
or scars of a struggle, they were washed 
out now. 

I leaned against the flimsy rail to stare 
down at the water. It couldn’t have been 
very deep, but you couldn’t see anything 
in it, especially in the dark. The surface 
was whipped into saw-tooth ripples by a 
biting breeze that came from the direction 
of LaGuardia Airport, across the bay, 
carrying a strong smell of salt flats. I 
shivered. It struck me as a dismal place to 
die. 

When I turned around Tim was at my 
elbow with his hands buried deep in his 
pockets, and his brows raised in a silent 
question. 

“Well, I guess there’s nothing we can 
learn here,” I remarked, shaking my head. 
“Let’s go.”  

The lane that came across the salt 
meadows was narrow, and Tim made four 
passes before he got that long bus of his 
turned around. He turned on the heater. I 
guess he was feeling chilly, too. 

“Where to, now?” he asked. 
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“Let’s take a look at that house Ralph 
was buying.” 

 
T took us only about twenty minutes to 
find it. I had never been there before, 

but the real estate man had pointed out the 
location on a map, and between my 
guesses at directions and Tim’s general 
knowledge of the neighborhood we got 
there quickly. Where a side street left the 
boulevard a huge sign welcomed us to 
Kenley Lawn, where everything was a 
bargain. The streets were the cheapest 
bargain—muddy, half-paved, with no 
curbstones. 

We passed one finished house, then 
several still under construction. I kept 
pointing ahead, because according to the 
map I had seen, the one we wanted should 
be near the end of that road. After passing 
a couple more skeleton bungalows, the 
street curved up over a gentle rise. Just 
past the crest I motioned Tim to halt. A 
single, modest shingled house stood there, 
where it was half out of sight from the 
others. Beyond it was an empty space that 
looked like a golf course. 

“If I remember that map right, this is 
it,” I said. 

Tim eased the car to a stop, his parking 
brake clicking quietly as he pulled it on. 
“There’s someone on the porch,” he 
remarked. 

“Probably a cop,” I grunted, swinging 
the door open. With one foot on the 
ground I swiveled in the seat. “There’s no 
need for you to come with me. I just want 
to look around, and it will take me only a 
few minutes. Why don’t you wait here in 
the car, where it’s warm?”  

Tim made no reply, but he made no 
move to get out either, so I went up the 
cinder walk alone. The cop recognized my 
name. 

“The Inspector sent word that you 
might be coming out,” he said. “You want 

to go inside?”  
“I don’t suppose I can see much, in the 

dark. There aren’t any bulbs in the 
fixtures, are there?”  

“No, the electricity has never been 
turned on. But I’ve got a flashlight. I’ll go 
in with you.”  

We went through from room to room, 
unhurriedly. Like any empty house, it was 
as cold as a butcher’s icebox, and our 
footsteps echoed hollowly from the freshly 
painted walls. There were little heaps of 
wood shavings in the corners, and the 
sheet glass in the windows was still 
daubed with white paint, the way it had 
come from the mill. 

Down cellar it seemed even colder. I 
looked at a shiny new furnace with oil 
burner attached, and noticed some 
yawning ends of pipe where it had been 
intended for the water heater to go. 

The garage was separated from the rest 
of the cellar by a fireproof partition. I 
peered through the open door with the 
flashlight. In addition to the dried lake at 
one side of the floor, the walls were 
pocked with spatter marks. The size of the 
lake impressed me. It seemed incredible 
that so much blood could come from one 
corpse, and a girl at that. 

Under the cellar stairs was a little heap 
of kindling, odds and ends .of flooring and 
woodwork that the carpenters had left 
behind them. I picked up a board about as 
wide as my hand and two feet long, bare 
on one side and painted white on the other. 
I turned it over two or three times in my 
hands, then spoke to the cop. 

“All right if I take this with me?”  
His smile was tinged with faint scorn. 

He knew what souvenir hunters were.  
“Sure, go ahead. It’s doin’ no good 

here.”  
When I got out, to the car Tim was 

smoking a cigarette. He stared at me 
curiously. 
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“What’s that you’ve got there?” he 
asked. 

“It’s part of a door,” I told him. “The 
officer thinks it’s got some fingerprints on 
it. We’ll take it in to Headquarters and let 
them find out.”  

I wrapped a clean handkerchief 
carefully around the middle part of the 
board, and laid it on the front seat between 
us.  

“You know where Police Headquarters 
is—Centre Street?” I asked. 

He nodded, and pressed the starter. 
I noticed he drove appreciably slower 

than on the way out, and acted like a man 
doing a lot of silent thinking. 

In Long Island City, just before we got 
to the tunnel, I pointed to a bar and grill in 
the middle of a block. 

“Pull up a minute, will you, Tim? I 
want to make a phone call.”  

I left him in the car and found my way 
to a telephone booth. McCorlie, as I had 
expected, was still in his office. I told him 
where I was and who was with me. I also 
told him about the piece of molding. 

“You’ve got somebody there who can 
dust it for prints, haven’t you?” 

“Don’t worry, Nick. I can still handle 
fingerprints myself, if 1 have to. Bring it 
in.” 

“And listen, Mac. Have a tail standing 
by. If you find no fingerprints at all on this 
board, I suggest you have this bird 
followed, when he leaves.”  

“How’s that again?” asked the 
inspector. 

1 repeated my suggestion. 
“I don’t quite get it, Nick, but you can 

explain after you get here. I’ll be waiting 
for you.” 

 
HEN I got back to the car this time 
Tim wasn’t smoking. He was sitting 

erect, gripping the wheel, and he thumbed 
the starter the moment I opened the door. 

For the rest of the trip into the city, and 
downtown, he drove with his normal 
accomplished dexterity, cutting through 
traffic and jumping traffic lights like a 
man who had nothing on his mind but 
driving. 

He found a place to park about a block 
and a half from headquarters. 

“Coming up with me, Tim?” I said 
casually. 

The Inspector kept us waiting a couple 
of minutes in the upstairs foyer. I 
understood. That was so the tail could get 
a good gander at his subject in advance. 
Then we went into Mac’s office. 

“You know Tim Fallon—Inspector 
McCorlie?” I introduced. 

“Sure. How are you, Fallon?” The 
Inspector shook hands as if he were being 
introduced to a distinguished attorney. 

“This is from that house out in Kenley 
Lawn,” I said, handing Mac the section of 
molding. “It might have some prints on it, 
or it might not. I wouldn’t know.”  

“We’ll soon find out.” McCorlie 
nodded. He gently unwrapped my 
handkerchief and returned it to me. 
Holding the board by the end, he raised his 
voice. “George!” A door on his right 
opened. “Take this down to Sammy and 
have him see what he can find on it. Tell 
him to let me know. I’ll be waiting.”  

The door closed behind George. 
“Sit down, Mr. Fallon!” said Mac. “A 

bad business, this, isn’t it? You got any 
ideas how it may have come about?”  

Tim sat in a straight chair, near the 
door. He kept his hat on. He had been 
puzzled and shocked, he said, to learn that 
Ralph Diamond had been involved in a 
violent Grime. He was now even more 
puzzled since it had developed that Ralph 
himself was a victim. He had always 
thought highly of his employee, who had 
the knack of making friends. He couldn’t 
imagine Ralph having an enemy vindictive 
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enough to kill him. 
“That fiancée of his might have had 

other boy friends,” suggested McCorlie. 
“Would you know anything about that, 
Fallon?”  

“No,” said Tim. He knew nothing of 
the girl’s personal affairs. He had talked 
with her only about business, when she 
had been working on the books. 

“Well,” I said, “we’ve got one clue 
now that we didn’t have before.”  

“What’s that?” asked Tim. 
“The bullets in his body,” I told him. 
Tim shifted uneasily in his chair, and 

his upper lip curled. 
“Do you mean to tell me that by 

examining bullets, you can tell who fired 
them?” 

“We can identify the gun they were 
fired from—providing, of course, that we 
have the gun to fire other bullets through. 
Tell him about police ballistics, Mac.”  

Mac gave a little lecture on the 
identification of missiles. He described the 
comparison microscope, and its uses, and 
got some enlarged photographic prints out 
of his desk that had been prepared in a 
previous case. He pointed out the definite 
and unique character of the markings 
made by the rifling of the barrel, declaring 
that they were as good proof as 
fingerprints. 

There was a knock at the door. 
George entered in response to the 

Inspector’s, “Come in!” He was carrying 
the board carelessly under his arm. 

“Nothing doing,” he told McCorlie. 
“There’s not a fingerprint of any kind on 
this thing.” He laid it on the desk. 

Mac looked at me. I looked at Tim. 
Tim was reaching in his pocket for a 
cigarette, a faint smile on his lips. 

“Huh!” growled McCorlie. “I’d sort of 
hoped—”  

“Well, that’s that,” I said, and 
shrugged. “I guess we’ll have to try some 

other angle. By the way, have you had 
dinner, Mac?”  

The Inspector shook his head. I turned 
to Tim. 

“You’ll probably want to be getting 
back to the Silver Cellar. Thanks a lot for 
all the trouble you went to. I’ll be seeing 
you.”  

Tim got up and shook hands with both 
of us, mumbling something about wishing 
he could have been of more help. His palm 
was cool and moist. He walked out, and 
Mac and I sat down to wait.  

“What was this business about the 
board?” Mac asked me. 

“I picked it up in the cellar,” I 
explained. “I handled it enough myself to 
get my own prints on it plenty. I told him 
it was out of a door, and then on the way 
to the city I left him alone in the car with it 
while I went into a joint to telephone you. 
If he’d never been in that house, he 
wouldn’t be worrying about fingerprints. 
But if he had been in there before, he 
might have taken all the precautions he 
could think of, but he couldn’t be 
absolutely sure that he had wiped off every 
possible place he might have touched.”  

Mac nodded thoughtfully. “I see. He 
wiped the board clean while you were in 
the telephone booth. Suspicious, but not 
exactly proof of a crime. So what does he 
do next?” 

“That’s what we’re waiting to find 
out.” 

 
 LIGHTED a cigarette. Before I had 
dragged down half of its length there 

were loud footsteps in the corridor. One of 
Mac’s husky operatives came in, pushing 
Tim Fallon in front of him. He had his 
fingers twisted into the cuff of Tim’s 
sleeve. Tim looked somewhat rumpled. 

“I followed him, sir, like you 
instructed me,” the detective reported to 
McCorlie. “He walked over to Mott Street 

I
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and got into a car. Then he got right out 
again on the other side. He walked up a 
couple of blocks, and on a corner where 
there was nobody around he bent over and 
dropped something down the sewer 
grating. You told me to grab him if he did 
anything suspicious. Well, that looked 
suspicious to me, so I brought him back.” 

“What did he drop down the sewer?” 
asked the Inspector. 

“It looked like a pistol.”  
“That’s a lie!” snarled Tim, “It was an 

old pair of pliers, that was broken 
anyway!” 

“It’s too late to lie about it,” said 
McCorlie sternly. “We’ll soon find out.” 
He spoke to the plainclothes man. “Go 
downstairs and get a couple of men from 
the Emergency Squad, with ladders, 
buckets, shovels, lights, whatever you 
need. Open up that sewer grating and fish 
up whatever was dropped in there. Bring it 
back here.”  

“Yes, sir,” said the detective. 
He untwined his grip on Tim Fallon’s 

sleeve and strode off along the corridor. 
That was a mistake. But who would 

expect a man to make a violent break, 
right in Police Headquarters? It was 
without hope, from the beginning, but a 
desperate man will do anything when 
cornered. And because it was so utterly 
unlooked-for, it actually came near to 
succeeding. 

McCorlie had risen to his feet. Tim 
shuffled a couple of steps and, without 
uttering a sound, swung a haymaker. The 
Inspector was caught completely off-
guard. Tim’s fist crashed against the side 
of the jaw. His head snapped to the right, 
and he toppled to the left, going down in a 
heap behind the desk with a soft thump. 

Tim whirled. I had pumped toward 
him. He raised one foot, and with his back 
braced against the partition let me have a 
straight-leg full in the abdomen. It 

slammed me back against the desk, 
breathless. Tim leaped for the door. 

My hand, splayed on the desk top, 
grabbed the first thing it touched. It 
happened to be that two-foot section of 
molding. I swung it without waiting to 
catch my breath. The end of it took Tim 
right at the base of the skull just as he 
jerked open the door. 

I must have really put my back into 
that swing, for later it was found necessary 
to take fourteen stitches. The board 
splintered, and a sharp sting traveled up 
my arm. But I didn’t need the board any 
more. Tim went down on his face, half 
into the corridor, and lay quite still. The 
detective came running back from the 
foyer. . . . 

An hour or so later McCorlie and I sat 
in Flanagan’s over beers and a couple of 
those steak sandwiches for which 
Flanagan’s is justly famous. Mac had a 
purplish lump on the side of his face that 
made him look as if he were holding a cue 
ball in his mouth, and he chewed with 
some difficulty. But all in all, he wasn’t 
unhappy. 

“What put you on the track of Fallon 
in the first place,” he asked. 

“I made the rounds of the bookies, 
trying to find out if Ralph Diamond had 
been playing ‘em big. I found nothing on 
Ralph, but I learned that Tim Fallon had 
been betting heavily for several months, 
and lately on the wrong horses. In fact, 
he’d lost so much that he was on the cuff 
to a couple of the boys for a grand or two 
apiece. They had shut off his credit and 
insisted on cash. But he must have paid 
them off within the last week, because he 
was betting again.”  

“You mean that he committed two 
murders just to lay his hands on four 
thousand dollars to pay off his losses?”  

“Bookies can be pretty nasty, you 
know. If the story got to Sol Montana’s 
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ears, it would probably mean Tim’s job at 
the Silver Cellar. And he had to commit 
two. He couldn’t get Ralph and Sally 
apart. He had to kill Ralph to keep his 
mouth shut about what happened to the 
girl. He must have backed his car into the 
garage, loaded Ralph in after lashing him 
to the hot water heater, and then dumped 
him over the railing in the dark at the boat 
club. Of course he figured that Ralph 
would be blamed for the crime.” 

 
OR a minute I paused to masticate a 
mouthful of steak.  

“Besides,” I continued, “there was 
probably more motive than four thousand. 
The girl had found nothing wrong with the 
books on her last inspection. Perhaps there 
was something wrong that she didn’t find, 
but Tim wondered if she suspected. She 
was due to make another audit pretty soon. 
She might uncover something that a new 
accountant wouldn’t. I shouldn’t be 
surprised if Tim had been knocking down 
the take on Sol for some time. That’s 
probably where his betting capital came 
from.”  

“I’ll get hold of that firm of 
accountants in the morning,” said Mac, 
“and tell them they had better send another 

investigator to check the accounts at the 
Silver Cellar.”  

He chewed a hunk of rare steak with 
great deliberation, and occasional 
grimaces of pain. When he looked up he 
noticed that I was staring absently at the 
blank wall. 

“What’s on your mind?” he demanded. 
“I was just thinking—I’ll grab this 

check myself. I owe you that much for 
sticking police guards everywhere.”  

“How come? They didn’t do anything 
to help.” 

“No? It struck me that when I was 
leaning over that rail, looking down at the 
cold, cold water where Ralph had been for 
a week, I thought to myself that it was a 
mighty uncomfortable place to die. Tim 
was standing right behind me at the time, 
and he had that gun in his pocket. It’s an 
isolated spot. How easy it would have 
been to pump a couple of slugs into me 
and shove me over the edge. If he’d had an 
inkling of what I suspected about him, and 
if that flatfoot of yours hadn’t been 
stamping his feet right there, I might not 
be sitting here scoffing this slab of steer.”  

Mac grinned crookedly. “The 
newspapers won’t give me any credit for 
that. They’ll give me the devil for not 
solving this case all by myself.” 
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