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Detective Bert Nagle witnessed the murder of Thomas Raynor and his word had sent a man 
to burn for it. Yet two months later, through he knew men don’t die twice, his own eyes saw 

Thomas Raynor murdered again. 
 

CHAPTER I 
ACCUSED OF MURDER 

 
ETECTIVE Sergeant Bert Nagle 
smoothed the crease in his trousers, 
pulled down his coat and headed for 

the half open door that the sour-faced 
secretary had indicated. 

Commissioner Platt was a tough 
customer at the best, and Sergeant Nagle had 
a hunch something was wrong. He got this 
from the manner of the order demanding his 
immediate presence at the commissioner’s 
office. He walked in, closed the door and 
waited until the thin, prim looking man 
behind the desk nodded toward a chair. He 

sat down. 
“Sergeant Nagle,” the commissioner 

began, and his voice had the edge of a saw to 
it, “I want you to outline to me the arrest and 
conviction of Spike Gunning. You were 
responsible in that case, I understand.” 

“Yes, sir,” Nagle answered, wondering 
what this could mean. Spike Gunning had 
been executed in the electric chair a month 
before. “I was assigned to investigate a shot 
at 2015 Newfield Street. I went there, 
discovered it was a big apartment hotel. On 
the thirteenth floor I learned several other 
tenants had heard a very loud shot. I went to 
the apartment they indicated, forced the door 
in time to see this Spike Gunning going out 
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the fire-escape. He had a sawed-off shotgun 
in his hand and he tried to murder me. I shot 
him to prevent his escape. The dead man was 
Thomas Raynor. Gunning, I learned, had had 
it in for Raynor for six or seven months; 
after Raynor had punched Spike’s nose for 
him in some café fracas.” 

“And it was your word largely that sent 
Gunning to the chair?” Platt asked. He 
leaned far back in his swivel chair, tapped 
his fingertips together. “There were no other 
witnesses to the effect that he had this 
shotgun in his hand?” 

“No, sir,” Nagle answered quickly. “He 
was tried and convicted by a jury that was 
out only ten minutes. Spike denied 
murdering Raynor, said he had just entered 
the apartment before I did, to have a talk 
with Raynor, apologize for the trouble he 
had made him. He claimed the shotgun 
belonged to Raynor and that I forced him to 
hold it in his hand to get his fingerprints on 
it; that I shot it at the wall and then said he 
fired it at me.” 

“You testified to that on the stand, 
Sergeant?” Platt asked. 

Nagle eyed him steadily a moment. What 
the devil was up, anyway? It was very plain 
that something of vast importance had riled 
the commissioner and it was just as evident 
that this very important thing had been 
caused by Sergeant Nagle. 

“I did, sir. At the orders of District 
Attorney Stoddard, of course.” 

“Ah, yes—Stoddard!” There wasn’t 
much love lost in the tone the commissioner 
assumed. “Now, Sergeant, you are very 
certain that the murdered man was Thomas 
Raynor?” 

“Why—of course, sir. He wasn’t 
identified, except by his clothing. The 
shotgun blew off—er—made identification 
impossible. We took his fingerprints, 
compared them to others we found on 
combs, cigarette cases and such articles. 

They corresponded. Raynor had no relatives 
in this country and we buried him in 
Fairlawn Cemetery according to cabled 
instructions from attorneys in Paris, where 
he used to live. What’s wrong, sir?” 

“A great deal, Sergeant,” Platt said, still 
tapping his fingers monotonously. “You see 
Thomas Raynor isn’t dead at all!” 

“What?” Nagle wrinkled his forehead. 
Was the commissioner going batty? He had 
attended the funeral himself, had seen the 
man laid out in the morgue, had searched his 
dead body. What did this emaciated, too 
efficient commissioner mean? 

“I said exactly what I meant, Sergeant. 
Two hours ago I received a cablegram from 
Paris. Here—read it!” 

Nagle took the paper with fingers that 
shook a little despite himself. He read it half 
aloud. 

 
HEAR I AM SUPPOSEDLY 

MURDERED. DO NOT PROSECUTE 
YET. SURE I AM NOT MURDERED. 
RETURNING ON S.S. VILNA, DOCKS 
NEW YORK MONDAY. 

 
It was signed—Thomas Raynor! 
“But it can’t be,” Nagle protested. “This 

man must be a fake.” 
“I can’t agree with you, Sergeant. This 

whole affair looks like some kind of a frame-
up to me. I hate to say it—but you got your 
stripes out of that case, didn’t you?” 

“Yes, sir,” Nagle answered quickly, “but 
I didn’t ask for them. The citation said for 
capturing a man with a shotgun in his hands. 
That’s the truth too, sir. We can exhume the 
body of the murdered man. Prove it was 
Raynor.” 

“That,” Platt said slowly and with 
particular emphasis, “has already been 
attended to. Some of my men had that grave 
dug up within the past hour. The casket was 
there, but there was no trace of a body 
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inside.” 
Nagle’s body sagged in the chair. He had 

heard fairy tales before, had listened to wild 
stories from hop laden creatures of the night, 
but never had he heard anything so intensely 
impossible as this. 

“Before I do anything more, Sergeant,” 
Platt said. “I’m giving you an opportunity of 
talking to this Thomas Raynor who is on his 
way from Paris. His ship is now in 
quarantine. You can go out there in a police 
launch, talk to him. Convince yourself of the 
truth of the statements he makes. If he 
positively identifies himself as Thomas 
Raynor, you are to report at once to your 
precinct captain and have yourself placed 
under arrest for perjury. If it wasn’t for your 
spotless record up to now, I should have you 
thrown into a cell immediately. There is a 
police launch waiting for you at Pier 
Thirteen. Go there at once.” 

“Yes, sir,” Nagle stood up, snapped a 
salute. “I’m sure, sir, that I can prove this 
man aboard the ship is an impostor.” 

“Very well,” Platt snapped. “See that you 
do!” 

 
AGLE went out with a fiery brand of 
hate burning in his breast. This political 

official yelling his fool mouth off when the 
case was so damnably obvious. Certainly it 
had been Thomas Raynor who had been 
murdered. Didn’t everyone connected with 
the case say that? 

He mumbled to himself as he headed for 
the car outside the commissioner’s office. 
He’d talk to the man on board the Vilna and 
he’d smack his face, too, before he took him 
in on charges of—what the devil could he 
charge him with? Impersonation? Nagle got 
behind the wheel, drove at breakneck speed 
toward Pier Thirteen. A small launch 
awaited him; only two men were aboard. 

They moved away from the pier, 

chugged toward the giant liner that still 
looked murky while a light fog hid it. A 
ladder had been lowered for him. He 
climbed it, shook hands with a junior officer 
and then a steward took him at once to one 
of the first class cabins. He knocked briskly 
and a voice called to him to enter. 

He opened the door, stepped in and 
slammed it shut again. Nagle was sore clear 
through. He was going to make this 
interview snappy. But as he turned to face 
the lone occupant, his jaw sagged, his eyes 
stared. 

He had seen many photographs of 
Thomas Raynor, and the smiling man who 
reached out his hand in welcome certainly 
looked like the pictures. Nagle gasped, took 
the proffered hand unconsciously and 
pumped it for fully a minute. Then he shoved 
his hat far to the back of his head and sat 
down. 

“You are—Thomas Raynor?” Nagle 
managed finally. He was surprised to find 
his lips dry, a hollow feeling in the pit of his 
stomach. 

“I am,” the man replied. “Funny about 
this mess. I hope it hasn’t gone too far. I’ve 
been abroad for almost a year. Of course I 
still held my apartment at Newfield Street. I 
always do. I like the place and wouldn’t care 
to lose it. I don’t know the facts in the case 
very well. The first inkling I had of it was 
when I approached my attorneys in Paris. 
They refused to believe it was I until I 
proved to their satisfaction that I really 
was—er— myself. They advised me to go 
right back to New York, that already claims 
were being filed against my estate. I got 
aboard ship, cabled; and here I am. Now—
tell me what this is all about” 

Nagle took a cigarette from his pocket, 
stuck it in his mouth and forgot to light it 
Forgot, even, that the cigarette dangled from 
his lips as he talked. 

 N
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“Ten months ago,” he told Raynor, “I 
went to your apartment. There was a dead 
man there—murdered. His face was blown 
off with a shot gun. I caught the murderer 
and largely on my testimony he was 
convicted.” 

“Convicted?” Raynor’s face became 
gray. He stood up, a partly outstretched arm 
trembling. “Convicted you say?” Then he sat 
down again. “But that is all right. You can 
have that conviction erased.” 

Nagle shook his head. “No,” he said 
slowly, “I can’t! The man who was tried and 
convicted of your murder is dead—legally 
executed.” 

Raynor rose from his chair, his face the 
color of bleached cotton. He gulped, moved 
his head forward and tried to talk. He was 
looking over Nagle’s right shoulder. He 
mouthed several words, but they made no 
sense. Then Nagle sensed, rather than felt, 
the presence behind him. He started to turn 
his head. 

Someone grabbed him, held his head to 
the front. Two fingers came before his 
vision. One had a deep scar running from the 
base clear through the nail. But Nagle barely 
noticed this. His wide eyes saw only the tiny 
glass pellet the man’s fingers held. He saw 
those same fingers squeeze, heard the little 
plopping noise the glass bulb made as it 
broke. 

Whatever the stuff was that the tiny 
bomb contained, it was powerful. Two sniffs 
and his head reeled. He tried to hold his 
breath, to cry out, but the muscles of his 
throat were already paralyzed. He raised his 
eyes, saw Raynor backed against the wall, 
arms outflung and mouth agape. Then, as he 
sunk into sleep, he felt exploring hands 
about his middle. He barely felt his gun 
removed by those hands. 

He opened his eyes slowly, stared at the 
low ceiling of the stateroom and for a 
moment his brain refused to function—to tell 

him where he was and why. When memory 
returned in a gush of fear and horror of 
death, he moved his arms experimentally. He 
fully expected they would be tied, but they 
were quite free. He moved his legs and then 
stood up, shakily. He looked about the 
stateroom, but his gaze didn’t have to travel 
far. Almost at his feet lay the blood smeared 
body of Thomas Raynor. Beside him lay 
Nagle’s own service revolver. His right hand 
felt sticky. Automatically he brought it up to 
his face, peered at it. The fingers were 
covered with dried blood. On the front of 
Raynor’s white shirt five finger marks stood 
out like red signal lights. 

“Good God!” Nagle cried aloud.  
There was a rapping at the door. He 

turned, opened it and looked into the face of 
an elderly man. The gold lace and cap 
insignia denoted his rank. It was the captain 
of the great liner. Behind him half a dozen 
officers stood, guns in hand. They menaced 
Nagle and he raised his arms quickly. 

The captain brushed him aside, went into 
the cabin and knelt beside the dead man. 
When he rose, his face was stern. 

“Take this man into my office,” he said. 
“I’ll talk to the Police Department about this 
affair.” 

 
AGLE was shoved ahead, down 
between a lane of staring tourists and 

into the large cabin of the captain. He 
dropped into a chair, wiped perspiration 
away from his forehead. It certainly looked 
bad for him now. 

The captain, using ship-to-shore phone 
service, quickly had Commissioner Platt on 
the wire. Briefly he outlined the affair and 
then he listened carefully. He hung up 
finally, turned in his swivel chair to Nagle. 

“I’m sorry,” he said curtly. 
“Commissioner Platt orders me to hold you 
for murder. I have instructions to turn you 
over to a detail of men who are on their way 
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in a police boat. You are fortunate you have 
friends to deal with, sir. Had we been three 
miles out, it would have been murder on the 
high seas—a federal offense. You will please 
follow my officers to the brig. I’m sorry, but 
I am forced to lock you up.” 

“But I’m a detective,” Nagle protested as 
he recovered from the shock of his position. 
“I didn’t kill that man. I—I came to talk to 
him.” 

“Yes,” the captain nodded coldly, “I 
happen to know the circumstances of the 
case. You came to try to persuade Mr. 
Raynor from returning to New York and 
getting you into trouble for your ruthless 
conviction of a man for murder. It’s quite 
clear—when he refused, you killed him. 
That is all. Take him to the brig! Post a 
guard at the door!” 

Nagle wanted to protest, to tell this 
official that the true murderer was aboard the 
ship; that he hadn’t killed Raynor. But he 
was dragged away, down the deck. 

It was getting very foggy and he couldn’t 
see the shore at all, but he could hear a 
familiar pop-pop. The police boat was on its 
way. He’d be taken back to Headquarters, 
stripped of his badge, thrown into a cell for 
murder. What a mess! 

Nagle looked over the edge of the 
railing, saw the water, miles below it 
seemed. With Commissioner Platt pushing 
the case, he wouldn’t have a ghost of a 
chance. If he could only get free—prove his 
innocence— 

Suddenly he turned. His fist came up, 
caught one of the officers at the point of the 
jaw. He headed for the railing, vaulted it and 
went into a perfect dive for the water. A 
thousand screams and orders followed him. 
Then lead began to strike the water near him. 
He took a deep breath, dove and swam 
underwater, heading unerringly for the shore. 

 

CHAPTER II 
THE FIRST CLUE 

 
S he swam with steady, slow strokes, 
he was thankful for two things. That it 

was foggy and the cruising boats could come 
within ten feet of him and not spot his form 
as he cut through the water. And he was 
grateful that big city police training courses 
compel a man to learn swimming with all 
efficiency. 

He neared the docks and saw that he had 
floated down the river a much longer 
distance than he believed. A quiet wharf 
loomed up before him. He dragged himself 
up, like some ghost of the sea, shook the 
water from him as best he could and then 
headed for the street. He hailed a cab, dove 
in before the driver could see him well, or 
notice that he was saturated with water. He 
told the driver to head uptown. So far, he 
was certain they were still searching the river 
waters for him and that no detective could 
yet be on his way to his house. He dismissed 
the cab a block from his place, shoved a 
water drenched bill at the driver and 
scrambled through an alley, over a fence, to 
the rear entrance to his rooming house. 

No one saw him enter. He went directly 
to his room, changed his clothing with all 
speed, unburied an automatic from his trunk 
and shoved it in his pocket. He was thankful 
that he hadn’t banked all his money and he 
knew he had cash enough now to carry him 
through several weeks. He took the badge 
from his wet clothing, gazed at it a moment 
and shook his head. He laid it on the table. 

“Damn it,” he told himself with 
emphasis, “I’ll still a cop. Maybe I won’t be 
much longer, but this badge goes with me.” 

He sat down and considered his future 
actions. The first thing he must do was get in 
touch with Stoddard, the District Attorney. 
Stoddard was his friend. He might have 
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suggestions. 
Nagle headed for the door, stopped dead 

as he heard footsteps tramping ponderously 
up the stairs. They had the deliberate 
sureness of a policeman. Commissioner Platt 
had his force working quickly. Nagle went to 
the single window in his room, looked out. It 
was a drop of twenty feet to hard concrete, 
but he didn’t hesitate. He had no desire to 
shoot it out with cops. After all, he was one 
himself. 

Opening the window as a fist pounded 
his door, he slipped out, hung by his hands 
for a moment and then heard a heavy body 
crash against the door of his room. He let go, 
came down with a shock that jarred him 
from his heels to the roots of his hair. He 
started to run, heard a hoarse command to 
stop. The bark of a gun split the air behind 
him, but he was already over a fence. 

He leaped into the first cab he saw, gave 
orders to be driven to an uptown address. 
Then, as the cab slowed for a traffic light, he 
opened the door, leaped to the street and was 
away. A dollar bill reposed on the seat of the 
cab. 

He went into a quiet drug store, squeezed 
himself in the phone booth and called 
Stoddard. 

“Good Lord, man!” The District 
Attorney gasped when he heard Nagle’s 
voice. “You’d better get out of the country 
fast, for the time being anyway. Platt is right 
on your neck. They’ll railroad you to the 
chair on this, Nagle. It’s a hell of a mess! 
I’m in it, too, but not as badly as you are.” 

“But can’t you help me?” Nagle begged. 
“Can’t you suggest something?” 

“Nagle,” Stoddard’s voice dropped to a 
whisper, “I can’t do a thing. The governor 
sent me a special letter by messenger 
demanding my resignation. I’m writing it 
now. I’ll probably be arrested too—don’t 
know yet. But you’ve got to break this case, 
Nagle. Got to. Understand?” 

“I’ll break it,” Nagle told him grimly, 
“no matter who I have to bust along with it. 
I’ll keep out of sight for the present, but I’ll 
be working on it.” 

“Damned mess,” Stoddard granted 
angrily. “Just when we’re ready to send that 
rat Herman Weich to the chair. The whole 
case will break down now. In fact, Hawley, 
the assistant D. A., is planning to drop the 
case at once. You and I built it up, Nagle, 
and our word in court isn’t worth a plugged 
nickel now. You’d better—”  

Stoddard’s voice changed suddenly. “Get 
away from that phone,” he said tersely. “My 
office phone has been tapped. There’ll be a 
squad after you now. Hurry!” 

Nagle slammed the receiver down, 
ducked out of the store and around the 
nearest corner. Faintly he heard the moan of 
a siren from a radio cruiser. He hadn’t been 
any too fast in getting away from that phone. 
He dropped into a small neighborhood 
theatre, found a seat in the center of the 
audience and with eyes that followed no part 
of the picture, he sat, safe in the darkness. 

 
IS mind was clicking furiously. Where 
should he start? Who was behind this 

mess? Who was the man that was murdered 
on the boat and who was the man killed in 
Raynor’s apartment? 

The body of the man Spike Dunning 
murdered had vanished. He wondered why. 
Bodies of dead men don’t vanish without 
reason. He had a hunch the undertaker in the 
case would know something, decided to visit 
the cemetery, get the lowdown from the 
caretaker and then visit the undertaker. That 
would, at least, be a start. 

He rose, edged his way out of the aisle 
and emerged blinking in the late afternoon 
sun. He’d have to be mighty careful. The 
taxis and every police radio car would be on 
the lookout for him. It was hard for a cop to 
hide. He was too well known. 
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As he stepped into the street, a brawny 
arm reached out, grabbed him by the 
shoulder. He whirled about, stared into the 
quiet face of an elderly, heavy set man. 
Lieutenant Gardner of the Homicide Squad. 
It was all up now! He’d never think of 
smacking Gardner and getting away. They 
were friends. 

“Hello, Lieutenant—” Nagle began. The 
hand squeezed his shoulder hard. Gardner 
spoke softly. 

“Mister,” he said, “you look a hell of a 
lot like a friend of mine. A friend—get that? 
There’s a lot of people looking for this bird 
and I hope he keeps out of the way. I don’t 
believe half the stuff they are spilling about 
him, but if you happen to run across a man 
that looks like you, tell him to be damned 
careful. Plenty of the boys have orders to 
shoot on sight. I’ll be seeing you.” 

“Thanks, Gardner,” Nagle said softly. 
“You’re white.” 

He merged with the crowds on the 
sidewalk, stepped briskly along. A trolley 
took him to Fairlawn Cemetery. He looked 
about as the car slowed up. The burying 
ground was deserted. He got off, walked 
boldly up to the office. A wrinkled old man 
looked up at him questioningly. 

“I’m a reporter,” Nagle told him. 
“Evening Blade. I’m checking on a story 
about—” 

“I know,” the caretaker said wearily. 
“I’ve been pestered to death all day with the 
danged thing. Yes, they exhumed the casket 
of Thomas Raynor this morning, but the 
casket was all. There wasn’t a body there.” 

Nagle drew a ten dollar bill from his 
pocket, twirled it idly around his fingers. He 
grinned at the old man. “You wouldn’t 
know, I suppose, who the undertaker was 
that buried the— ah—casket?” 

The old man eyed the bill a moment, 
reached out a scrawny hand and took it 

“You’re the brightest of them all,” he said. 
“Not one of them cops or nosey news 
hounds thought of asking that—yet. Oh, 
they’ll be back tomorrow to find out I guess 
you’re a good guy—Larry & Jones were the 
undertakers. Know where they are?” 

Nagle did. He gave the old man his 
fervent thanks, got aboard a north bound 
trolley and rode with maddening slowness 
downtown again. He got off before the car 
hit the busy sections, skirted them on foot 
and got another surface car that took him 
farther downtown. It was two hours later and 
quite dark by the time he reached the funeral 
chapel. He rang the bell, waited breathlessly. 

A black clad, sallow-faced youth opened 
the door. “I can be of service to you?” he 
asked solemnly and with an eye for business. 

Nagle took a chance. He shoved his 
badge under the youth’s nose, grabbed his 
arm as he started to turn about and slam the 
door. “Hold it,” he warned, “unless you want 
a sock in the face. I want to talk to Jones.” 

“He ain’t here,” the youth whimpered in 
the hard grasp. “He’s gone away.” 

Nagle grunted in disgust “You better 
drag him back here quick or maybe he won’t 
recognize you when he sees you again. Now 
quit lying and take me to him. Snap it up!” 

The youth tried to wriggle free, gave up 
and walked into the chapel. “He—he’s in 
there,” he pointed to a closed door. 

“Okay,” Nagle said softly. “You come 
along too. Make it a real sociable party.” 

Before he entered the office, he paused 
long enough to flip off the safety of his 
automatic and drop the gun into his side coat 
pocket. He didn’t knock, just twisted the 
knob, opened the door and stepped in. There 
was a pudgy man seated at the desk. He 
swung around, saw Nagle and raised his 
eyebrows questioningly. 

“I’m from headquarters,” Nagle said 
tersely. “What about that Thomas Raynor 
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burial? We dug up the grave today—the 
casket was empty.” 

“Empty?” Jones rose to his feet aghast 
“Why—why—the body was in the casket 
when we buried him. It couldn’t have been 
stolen!” 

“No?” Nagle said. “Well, it was. Who 
supervised that funeral?” 

“One of my assistants,” Jones said. “He 
has quit since, isn’t working at all now. His 
name is—let’s see—” 

He sat down, swung around to the desk 
and yanked open a drawer. Nagle dropped 
his hand into his pocket, gripped the gun. 
The undertaker didn’t bring out a gun, 
however. He found a little notebook, opened 
it and ripped out a page. 

“His name and address are on this,” he 
said. “I—I’d appreciate it if you’d tell me 
what he says and—please keep this quiet. It 
would ruin my business if it got out.” 

“I’ll do my best,” Nagle said. “You keep 
your own mouth shut and maybe it won’t 
leak out” 

“I will. I will,” Jones insisted. 
Nagle let go of the sallow faced youth, 

fanned a fist in front of his face and grinned. 
He went out of the room backwards until he 
hit the door. There was something screwy 
about this outfit. He couldn’t place anything 
definite, but it all sounded fishy. He 
slammed the door after him, walked heavily 
away down through the chapel. Then he 
retraced his steps quietly. He ducked as the 
office door opened and the youth peered out, 
looked carefully about, then closed the door 
again. 

Jones was talking over the phone, and 
while Nagle couldn’t make out his words, 
the tone was filled with fright and anxiety. 
He crept back through the chapel and out 
into the cool night air. 

A uniformed patrolman came slowly 
down the street, swinging his club. Nagle 
dived into the nearest store, hid his face from 

the street while he picked out half a dozen 
cigars. He lit one, glanced out of the window 
and saw no sign of the cop. He pulled the 
piece of note paper from his pocket and read 
the address. 

“James Quinlan,” he read. “Room 206, 
Hotel Best.” 

An unsavory hotel, Nagle knew. He idly 
turned the piece of paper in his fingers, 
glanced at the reverse side. There was a 
phone number written there and underscored 
several times. On a mere hunch he went to 
the phone booth, thumbed the telephone 
book a moment, found Herman Weich listed, 
and then his jaw dropped a little. The 
number was the same as that written on the 
paper. 

He had his first lead. With renewed vigor 
now, he stepped into the street, hailed a cab 
and keeping his face covered, gave the 
address of James Quinlan. Twenty minutes 
ride and he climbed out, paid off the driver 
and started for the dismal entrance of the 
hotel. 

Something tugged at his coat sleeve, hit 
the pavement with a thud. Something else 
whistled by his ear. He knew the song of 
flying lead. Quickly he ducked, raced madly 
for the hotel entrance and made it. He 
sprinted through the lobby, up the staircase 
after he was certain there was no elevator. 

 
CHAPTER III 
CAPTURE! 

 
T the first silenced shot, he had glanced 
instinctively upwards. The shot had 

come from the third floor of the hotel. He 
reached the floor in seconds, went down the 
corridor and then suddenly stopped. From a 
doorway, a grinning man stepped before 
him. He held a nickeled revolver in his hand 
and it was pointed squarely at Nagle’s 
stomach. 

The detective raised his arms slowly and 
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the man motioned toward the open door of 
his room. 

“Get in there,” he snapped. “And hurry if 
you don’t want to be carried in.” 

Nagle stepped inside the room sideways, 
keeping his eyes fastened on the man who 
had captured him. He headed for a chair, sat 
down, but his body remained tense. The man 
with the gun went to a table, picked up the 
telephone and called a number now familiar 
to Nagle. 

Herman Weich was definitely hooked up 
with this outfit. Nagle wondered if Weich 
had been released yet or was this man calling 
one of his assistants? 

From the one sided conversation, Nagle 
couldn’t figure it out. 

“I got a friend of ours in my room,” the 
man with the gun said. “He ain’t feelin’ so 
well—how about a little lead to cure him? 
Sure— You couldn’t hear it outside the 
door.” 

Nagle knew what that meant. He teetered 
a little in his chair, hands clenching his 
knees. Suddenly he was on his feet. The 
gunman was cradling the phone and for a 
split second was at a disadvantage. That 
scant moment was all Nagle needed. He hit 
the man with all the force of his hundred-
eighty pounds, sent him reeling backward. 
The silenced gun came up; lead hummed by 
Nagle’s ear as he ducked and then thudded 
into the wall sending a shower of plaster 
down his neck. 

He swung a swift right, collided with the 
gunman’s jaw. The man’s head snapped 
backwards. He staggered a few steps, gun 
slanting toward the floor. Nagle followed up 
the punch with another, equally as vicious. 
Then he grabbed the gun hand, twisted the 
wrist cruelly. The gun fell to the floor and he 
scooped it up, menaced the gunman with it. 
But that individual had little interest in what 
was going on. He had struck a corner of the 

room and was slipping toward the floor, 
knees buckling beneath him. 

Nagle went into the bathroom, filled a 
glass with water and threw it in the man’s 
face. It brought him around a little and he 
repeated the operation. The gunman shook 
his head, spat out some of the water and sat 
there, nervously stroking a sore jaw. 

“Get up!” Nagle barked. “Get over to 
that phone and call the same number you just 
talked with. Tell them you’ve finished the 
job. Ask them what you should do with the 
body.” 

“He’ll bump me if I do that,” the gunman 
protested feebly. “He’ll—” 

“You’ll have to take your chances with 
that,” Nagle snapped. “If you don’t do as I’m 
telling you, or if you spill anything at all 
over that wire, I’ll kill you myself. You 
know who I am and you know damned well 
a little thing like polishing you off won’t 
bother my conscience.” 

The gunman took a single look at the 
steady eyes of the detective, turned and 
picked up the phone. 

“I just fixed the guy up,” he said sourly. 
“What’ll do with him?” He waited a 
moment. “Okay—I’ll wait!” 

“What did he say?” Nagle asked. 
“There’s a dead wagon coming after you. 

I’m to heave you out the back window for 
’em.” 

“Swell,” Nagle grinned. “Now who the 
hell are you and what’s your connection with 
Herman Weich?” 

“I don’t even know Weich.” 
“Come on,” Nagle switched the gun to 

his left hand, walked over to the man and 
breezed his fist in front of his eyes. “I’d spill 
it if I were you. The whole business—get 
me?” 

The gunman wilted under the menace of 
the fist “I—I used to work for Jones, the 
undertaker. I—I don’t know much about 
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Weich. I—I did a little job for him once, 
that’s all.” 

“Uh-huh! And you were all set to do 
another—on me. Is Weich out of jail yet?” 

“Y-yes. He got out this afternoon.” 
“Where’s the body of Thomas Raynor?” 
The gunman paled. He started to lie, 

thought better of it and cracked. “We buried 
it in another grave,” he said. “The casket that 
went into the real grave was empty. But 
honest, I don’t know what it was all about. 
Weich paid me a grand for the job— that’s 
all I know.” 

“You squat at that desk and write a nice 
little confession,” Nagle said. “If you’re a 
good guy and do that, maybe you’ll only get 
a light stretch. If you don’t, I’ll fix it so that 
dead wagon they’re sending for me won’t go 
away without something. Now—get going!” 

There came the blast of an auto horn 
outside. It was repeated, in what seemed to 
be a signal. The gunman sat down at the 
desk, picked up the pen and stalled a little. 
The signal outside was repeated. 

Nagle lunged at the man, brought the gun 
down heavily, cracked him on the skull. The 
gunman slumped in his chair. Nagle went 
out of the room in a bound, paused only long 
enough to change the key to the outside, lock 
the door and then toss the key out of an open 
window. That would delay them a moment 
or two anyway. 

He went through the lobby like a fleeting 
ghost. Outside he hurried around a corner, 
walked with long, fast steps down the street 
and plunged into a subway entrance. He 
pulled his coat collar around his neck, 
yanked his hat low over his eyes and merged 
with a thickly packed crowd in the train. 

It was a hell of a mess, he knew. Here he 
was, fighting the men who had framed him 
for murder and at the same time ducking the 
cops. Show his face to a detective who knew 
him and he flirted with death. Appear before 
one of Herman Weich’s gunmen and it was 

certain he would be instantly shot. 
 

E got out at a busy station, was thankful 
it was dark in this part of the city, and 

walked quickly toward a cab stand. He 
hailed a cab, climbed in and gave curt orders 
for an address a block from Herman Weich’s 
elaborate city home. 

As he rode, he kept his eyes on the 
driver. Many of the cabs were equipped with 
radios and undoubtedly a description of 
himself had been broadcast with annoying 
frequency. He noticed that this cab was so 
equipped and decided to change to another. 
As he leaned forward to order the driver to 
stop, the radio burst into speech. 

“News Bulletin,” the voice of the 
announcer grated. “Ex-Sergeant Nagle, 
wanted for murder and perjury, has added 
another crime to his growing list. Gustav 
Henchey, known as Gloomy Gus in police 
circles, was found shot to death in his hotel 
room ten minutes ago. Clerks and others in 
the lobby gave a perfect description of Nagle 
and police are now wanting him on another 
charge of murder. Why this last killing was 
perpetrated, they have not yet determined, 
but they are certain it has something to do 
with the frame-up that sent Spike Dunning to 
the chair for a murder he didn’t commit. 
Former District Attorney Stoddard was 
questioned tonight by Commissioner Platt 
himself and later confined to a cell at 
headquarters. A description of Nagle 
follows: Tall, well built, hundred and eighty 
pounds, wearing—” 

The cab driver suddenly whirled in his 
seat, looked back at Nagle and then stepped 
on the gas. He turned a corner and headed 
back toward a busy street. There would be 
cops plenty there. 

Nagle hesitated only a moment. He 
opened the door, tensed and then leaped. He 
went rolling into the gutter, picked himself 
up and drew a long breath before he dived 

H
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for the nearest doorway. The chase would be 
on in a moment now. He had little time to 
lose. 

He went through the apartment building, 
emerged cautiously from the rear exit and 
skirted alleys until he reached the end of the 
block. He stepped into the middle of the 
sidewalk, held his head high and walked 
swiftly. He knew well how a slinking figure 
attracted a policeman’s attention. He was 
safer bluffing his way along. If a radio car 
slowed up, he could duck. They wouldn’t 
shoot until they were certain it was he. It 
took him the better part of a nerve-racking 
hour to reach Weich’s home. He didn’t dare 
use a cab; every driver would be on the 
lookout for him by this time. 

Weich’s house was huge, set back from 
the sidewalk and reached through a walk that 
was barren of shrubbery and protecting 
screens. Anyone who approached the 
entrance could be spotted the moment he 
started toward the door. 

Nagle retraced his steps, turned the next 
two corners until he was on the street behind 
Weich’s house. He began to approach it 
from the rear. That it would be protected 
from this way also he was certain, but he 
wasn’t quite prepared for the elaborate 
precautions the big-shot crook had taken. A 
fence, much higher than himself, ran the 
whole length of the estate. There was no 
vaulting this enclosure and Nagle looked 
about in the darkness for a means of 
entrance. There wasn’t a sign of one. 

He stood near a building and a fire-
escape ran up the side of it He leaped into 
the air a little, caught the lower rung and 
pulled himself up. He could look directly 
into Weich’s estate. The first thing he 
distinguished amidst the shrubbery that 
covered the back was the form of a man. He 
looked like one of the crook’s pugs. Nagle 
estimated the distance from the fire-escape. 

If he could hurl himself from the landing 
where he crouched, he might make the fence, 
but he would come down hard, might be 
stunned and then that bulky shadow would 
be upon him, throttle him into submission 
while he lay trying to recover from the shock 
of the leap. It didn’t look practical. 

“But why not make him break my fall?” 
Nagle asked himself. It was the only 
solution. He rummaged in his pockets for a 
moment, found his bunch of keys. They were 
heavy and he threw them to a spot just over 
the fence. 

The guard paused in his slow pacing. He 
listened for a repetition of the clinking sound 
the keys had made. Then he started toward 
the spot where the keys had fallen. He saw 
them gleaming dully in the darkness, bent 
down to pick them up. Then a huge body, 
that seemed to come out of the sky, hurtled 
downward at him. He heard the rustle of the 
garments as the body tore through the air, 
but he didn’t have time to straighten up, to 
go for his gun. A fist swerved toward his 
face, crashed and he lost all interest in 
things. 

Nagle searched the man, extracted the 
heavy gun from his holster and shoved it 
under his belt. He made certain the guard 
was out, tied his wrists with the guard’s own 
necktie and then pulled his belt from his 
trousers, looped it about his ankles and 
pulled it tight. When he finished shoving a 
gag in the man’s mouth, he was pretty 
certain there would be little trouble from this 
source. He lifted the heavy body with a 
grunt, carried the unconscious man to a 
clump of bushes and left him there, well 
concealed by the shrubbery and the darkness. 

There was a light in the rear window and 
he went to it. The window was partly open, 
almost like an invitation to enter. He 
listened. No sound came from inside and he 
peered in. The room was empty. Herman 
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Weich lived in fear for his life always. A 
double-crosser, he was, fighting both 
policeman and crook. Every other entrance 
to this house would be tightly secured. He 
had to take a chance. 

Cautiously, he opened the window wider. 
It slid up silently. He pulled himself up, 
thrust a leg over the sill and drew himself 
into the room. He listened again, for a full 
minute. Not a sound reached him. He went 
to the door, opened it and stepped into the 
darkened hallway. Still no sound came to 
him. This was too good to be true and Nagle 
began to sense a trap. 

He began to edge up the hallway, gun in 
hand. Pausing before an open door, he 
hesitated. Then a voice came from behind 
that door, and at the same instant the hall 
was flooded with light. 

“Come in, Sergeant!” It was Herman 
Weich who spoke. Nagle recognized the 
coarse tone. “You might as well drop your 
gats, Sergeant—all of them! You are covered 
from all sides. And don’t forget the silenced 
one you took from my dear friend, Gloomy 
Gus!” 

 
CHAPTER IV 

THE TORTURE ROOM 
 

AGLE cursed softly. Somehow he had 
betrayed himself, but he hadn’t the 

slightest notion how he had done so. 
“Drop the guns, I say,” Weich yelled. 

“You have ten seconds to do it in. 
Otherwise—show him your stuff, boys.” 

The last was in a loud voice. There came 
the plot of a silenced gun from some hidden 
spot and lead nipped at Nagle’s sleeve. He 
hastily unarmed himself. 

“All right,” he said clearly. “I’m 
unarmed.” 

“Then come in,” Weich ordered. 
Nagle turned the knob, walked in. He 

stared into the grinning face of the city’s 

greatest criminal. It was a broad, coarse, 
cruel face he looked at. No mercy lay behind 
those piglike eyes. The lips were slits of 
determined hate. Weich motioned the 
detective to a chair in front of the desk where 
he sat. Nagle sank into it, noticed the gun 
that lay at Weich’s fingertips. He certainly 
was in a pickle this time. 

“It took you a long time to get here, 
Sergeant,” Weich laughed. “You were 
delayed, perhaps, by your very kind friends, 
the police?” 

“Who killed that impostor on board the 
Vilna?” Nagle asked. 

“Impostor?” Weich shrugged. “But he 
was not an impostor. He was Thomas 
Raynor and you shouldn’t ask who killed 
him. You did yourself! You were the only 
man in the cabin, your gun did the shooting 
and only your fingerprints were on the gun.” 

“Oh, stop your lying,” Nagle snapped. 
“You know damned well I didn’t plug that 
guy. What’s your game?” 

“Game?” Weich lifted his eyebrows in 
simulated astonishment. “I have no game, 
Sergeant. You called to pay me a visit. It is 
too bad that one of my guards on the roof of 
my house happened to see you jump from 
the fire-escape over my wall. And it is too 
bad for you that you injured one of my men. 
He isn’t a pleasant guy and I’m afraid he will 
dislike you. I shouldn’t want to place you at 
his disposal.” 

“So that’s it,” Nagle grunted. He was a 
fool not to have known that Weich, with all 
his enemies, would have provided a double 
guard about his house. He had been neatly 
tricked. 

“That,” Weich replied with a satisfied 
smile at Nagle’s discomfiture, “is it. I am 
glad you came, Sergeant. You have done me 
a great favor, you know.” 

“Yeah,” Nagle bit off the words. “My 
arrest on this frame-up automatically 
releases you from the charge of murder I had 

 N
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against you. With District Attorney Stoddard 
prosecuting, and my testimony, you’d have 
been sent to the chair and you know it. 
That’s why you framed all this, murdered 
three—no, four—people, to save your own 
busy hide. You won’t get away with it, 
Weich. You can’t.” 

“No?” Weich chewed a cold cigar and 
eyed Nagle with clear hate. “Who is going to 
stop me? I am freed of the murder charge. 
The witnesses who might have testified—
well, they forgot certain things they may 
have seen. It has been to their benefit, of 
course. Stoddard is behind bars and I am 
very sure he will go to prison for a long 
stretch on that prosecution of a man for a 
murder he didn’t commit.” 

“He did kill Thomas Raynor!” 
“But how could he? Raynor was killed 

on board ship by yourself, Sergeant. Was 
Raynor a living ghost?” 

“That wasn’t Raynor on that ship and 
you know it. Spike Gunning blew Raynor’s 
face off with the shotgun. I always did think 
it was funny he carried that weapon with 
him. Right up to the time he was led to the 
chair, he acted strangely too—as if he was 
sure he wasn’t going to be executed. You led 
him to think you’d get him out of that, but 
you double-crossed him, just like you do 
everyone you have anything to do with.” 

“Shut up—you rat,” Weich grated. “I’ll 
do the talking from now on. Boys—come on 
in!” 

The door opened and three men filed in. 
They favored Nagle with huge grins, moved 
to his side. 

“Now, you murdering dick,” Weich 
snarled, “you sit down and write a nice little 
confession telling that you did murder 
Raynor on board ship and that you knew it 
was him. That you sent Spike Gunning to the 
chair to get your sergeant’s stripes. Then you 
can tell about killing Gloomy Gus when you 

found out he was trailing you. Get going!” 
“You,” Nagle said without moving a 

muscle, “can go to hell!” 
“Work on him, boys,” Weich barked. He 

settled back in his swivel chair to watch the 
show. 

Two of the gorillas grabbed his arm, 
twisted it cruelly until perspiration stood out 
like glistening jewels on Nagle’s forehead. 
He licked dry lips. One of the men drew a 
thin bladed knife from his pocket, shoved it 
over Nagle’s nose and gently sawed back 
and forth. Blood flowed into his mouth; he 
spat it out. 

“So,” Weich grunted, “he thinks he is 
iron, eh? Take him into that little guest room 
upstairs. Lock him in there for a few 
minutes. Perhaps he’ll come to his senses.” 

 
HEY picked Nagle up, carried him, 
struggling and kicking, into the hallway, 

up the stairs until they came to a narrow 
door. One of them inserted a key in the lock, 
swung open the door and Nagle felt himself 
hurled through the air. He came down on a 
steel-plated floor. 

Instantly he was up, staring about him. 
The room was little more than a closet and it 
was lined with steel. A single electric light 
bulb illuminated the place. 

He wondered what form of torture the 
crafty Weich had in store for him, but he 
wasn’t long in wondering. A slight hiss 
reached his ears. He peered about. The room 
was becoming cloudy. A familiar smell 
assailed his nostrils. Then he knew! 

Live steam was being injected into the 
room. The death from that would be horrible. 
Already the heat was unbearable. He 
stripped off his coat, then his vest. On his 
bared wrists and his face the steam was 
already beginning to smart. The heat was 
terrific! The floor, the walls, were all so hot 
it was agonizing, but there was no place to 

T
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get away from the heat. There wasn’t a piece 
of furniture in the room to stand on. The 
hissing stopped a moment, a slide opened in 
the wall and Weich’s cruel face peered in. 

“How about that confession, copper?” he 
asked. “Or maybe you’d like some more of 
the steam bath. It’s great for reducing.” 

“You can send every pound of your 
damned steam into the room—I won’t write 
any confession for something I didn’t do,” 
Nagle yelled at him. 

“Very well. You have had only a mild 
taste. Now you shall have pressure behind it. 
The steam will eat into your skin, blister it, 
torture you. Don’t you think it would be best 
to write that confession? I’ll give you a 
chance to escape then—if you can get away 
from the cops.” 

“Like hell you will!” Nagle kept lifting 
his feet to give them a second’s relief from 
the heat. “You’ll kill me the minute I sign 
that confession. I’m not the fool your men 
are.” 

The slide slammed shut. Instantly the 
hissing became greater. Nagle couldn’t see. 
He closed his eyes to save them from the 
terrible stuff. His whole body left like a red 
hot coal. He cried aloud in the agony of it. 
Then he pulled his one final card. 

Suddenly he screamed horribly, fell into 
a writhing mass on the hot floor, moaned a 
moment in what wasn’t simulated agony at 
all. Then he became still. He had to bite his 
lip until he tasted blood. It was undiluted hell 
laying quietly on that hot floor. But it was 
his only chance. He heard the slot go back, 
then Weich’s voice. 

“Turn it off,” he grated angrily. “This 
guy’s out. We can’t have him croak here. 
The cops will know something phony 
happened to him. Get him out, tie him up 
and let him get over this. We’ll throw him 
back again if he won’t do what I tell him. 
Hurry up—those steel floors are hot as hell.” 

There was blessed relief when hands 

raised him from that hot steel. He let himself 
go limp, eyes closed, mouth agape. They 
carried him into an adjoining room, dropped 
him on the bed and tied his wrists and legs. 
Then he was gagged with adhesive and 
finally bandaged to the bed until he looked 
like some mummy. 

Very carefully, Nagle opened one eye. 
He was alone and the door to his room was 
closed. Silently he tried to wriggle out of the 
bonds that held him. They hadn’t been too 
particular about those ropes and Nagle knew 
they believed the torture of the steam room 
had put him out of the picture for the time 
being. 

He managed to kick his ankles free, but 
his wrists were too securely held. With his 
feet he shoved aside the bandage. They had 
forgotten that a mattress, soft and pliable, 
covered the bed. By pushing and pulling 
steadily, he was able to squirm out of the 
bandages that held him. 

He stood up, regaining his strength and 
shaking his head to dissolve the dizziness 
that possessed him. He went to the door, 
listened. No sound came from it. He turned 
his back to it, opened the door with his tied 
hands, stepped into the hallway. Voices 
reached him and he walked on the balls of 
his feet toward them. Weich was talking, 
outlining plans. 

“To hell with him,” he was saying. 
“We’ll forge a confession if we can’t get 
one. You, Marshall, take it to headquarters. 
You’re a private dick and you’ve got a good 
excuse to do this. Tell Lieutenant Gardner 
you’ve got Nagle tied up in your room, that 
you made him confess. They’ll send a squad 
of cops to get him and the rest of you know 
what to do. Now, get going.” 

Nagle went back to his room as fast as 
his feet would take him. He went in, twisted 
his body so that he could close the door 
softly. Then he climbed into the bed again, 
squirmed beneath part of the bandage that 
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was supposed to be holding him. 
 

HEN they came into the room, he was 
sliding out of it again, grunting and 

sweating in his simulated attempt to escape. 
They piled on him, held him while one man 
went after Weich. The big crook lumbered 
into the room, inspected Nagle’s tied wrists 
and grunted. 

‘That was a lousy job of tying him,” he 
said. “Next guy you handle like this use 
adhesive tape on. He would have beat it out 
of here if we hadn’t come in. Damned lucky 
for us he didn’t. Now scram out of here, you 
guys. I’m going to talk to this dick.” 

The men left, sullen and surging with 
rage at Nagle. Weich seated himself on the 
bed. 

“I’m going to give you a break, Nagle,” 
he said. “You’re not such a bad egg, after all. 
It’s too bad you had to see me plug Delaney 
and it’s too bad you wouldn’t listen to reason 
about not testifying. But it’s too late now. Be 
a good guy and I’ll let you go in a couple of 
hours. I’m going to take you out of this 
place. We’ll keep you a little while in a room 
on the East Side. Then, soon as it looks safe, 
you can scram. Hell, man, I’ll even give you 
a gat. If you plug half a dozen cops, I won’t 
cry much. How about it? Will you let us take 
you without a fight?” 

Nagle gaped at him. “Sure, I will,” he 
said. “There’s no use trying to fight you. 
You’ve got too many men and you’re too 
damned smart and anyway—I don’t want 
another taste of that steam room. But I won’t 
write any confession—get that through your 
head.” 

“That’s okay,” Weich grinned. “I guess it 
ain’t necessary. We’ll have to gag you until 
you’re ready to go into the other joint on the 
East Side. You can walk in then if you want, 
but don’t forget—there’ll be a gat in your 
side every step. I’m giving you a swell 

break, so don’t try to cross me.” 
“But the cops?” Nagle protested. 

‘They’ll be looking for me. They’ll spot me 
when you take me out.” 

“Not a chance,” Weich told him. “It’s 
dark as hell out and pretty near three o’clock 
in the morning. We’ll see that nobody picks 
you up.” 

“Okay,” Nagle sighed heavily. “It’s the 
only way out, I guess. Let’s go! I’ll be 
good.” 

“Swell” Weich called his men in, took 
one of them aside and whispered for a 
moment. Nagle was taken from the bed. 
Weich came back to his side. 

“Listen, Weich,” Nagle said slowly. 
“I’ve got to get away. I know I haven’t got a 
chance with the cops. They’ll plug me on 
sight. But just to satisfy myself—who was 
that guy on the boat I was supposed to have 
bumped?” 

“That,” Weich grinned, “was Thomas 
Raynor, you sap—you bumped him—see?” 

Nagle’s shoulders drooped. Cautious to 
the last, Weich refused to discuss the thing. 
The detective wondered just what the 
crook’s plan could be. That it was all a 
frame-up, he knew. Weich wasn’t capable of 
doing anything on the straight and narrow. 
Somehow, Lieutenant Gardner was going to 
be mixed up in the mess. Nagle tried to 
figure it out as he was led into the garage at 
the rear of the house and shoved into the 
back seat of a car. 

 
CHAPTER V 

WEICH’S SCHEME 
 
 
HEY took him through deserted streets, 
turned many corners. Nagle watched as 

they drove. Once or twice a patrolman stared 
at the car and the men beside Nagle gripped 
the guns they held a little tighter. Nagle 

W
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wondered just how much longer he had to 
live and what manner of death they had in 
store for him. He was on a spot and it didn’t 
seem as though he was going to get off. 

The car stopped before a big apartment 
building with a wide, ornate entrance. Nagle 
was pushed out of the car, his hands freed 
and the gag roughly removed from his 
mouth. Then a gun was shoved into his 
middle. He walked across the sidewalk, into 
the building and to a self-operated elevator. 
One of the men with him touched the button 
and the lift ascended to a stop at the sixth 
floor. He was shoved down the hallway. A 
door opened and he saw the grinning face of 
Marshall, a private dick of shady reputation. 
He went into the room, was pushed into a 
chair beside a small table. Marshall paced 
the floor in front of him for a moment and 
then seemed to reach a decision. He whirled 
on Nagle. 

“Listen, dick,” he said, “Weich wants 
you to write a confession. It’s only to protect 
him and I’ll keep it right here so you won’t 
make any phony plays when you are free 
again. I’ll tell you what to write or you can 
do it yourself.” 

“And if I don’t?” Nagle asked softly. A 
hint of Weich’s plan was forming in his 
mind and he was stalling for time to think of 
some way to get out of the trap. He had to 
know if his hunch was right and writing that 
confession would prove it in a moment. He 
hadn’t much of a chance if he refused, 
anyway. Marshall’s answer told him that. 

“If you don’t write it,” the private 
detective told him, “I’ll write it for you. I’ll 
tell the cops I captured you, got the 
confession and then I had to plug you. Get 
that—plug you! Say—they’ll pin a medal on 
me for bumping you.” 

“All right,” Nagle nodded. “I’ll write the 
thing if I can get a chance of getting out of 
here, getting the jump on the cops.” 

“Good!” 

A piece of paper was placed before him. 
Marshall fumbled in his pocket, took out a 
small, ordinary lead pencil. Nagle took it, 
started to write. Marshall stood directly 
behind him reading each word as it was 
written. Nagle seemed to have some trouble 
with the pencil. The point broke suddenly. 
Marshall turned to ask the other two men if 
they had one. One handed him an eversharp. 
Nagle took it, began to finish the confession. 
He handed it silently to Marshall, but his 
heart was beating wildly. 

For on that confession was a note meant 
for Lieutenant Gardner’s eyes alone. He 
wondered if it would work out the way he 
hoped. It was his one slim chance to be 
saved from death.  

“Okay,” Marshall said and laid the 
confession on the desk again. “Now stick 
your mitts on that paper. I want to get plenty 
of your fingerprints on it—that’ll make it 
certain Gardner won’t think it’s a fake.” 

Nagle shrugged, pressed his finger tips 
on the paper. Marshall reached forward, 
scooped it up, but as his hands passed 
Nagle’s eyes this time, he stiffened a little. 
The thumb of Marshall’s hand bore a scar, 
from the base clear through to the tip. This 
was the hand that had held the little 
asphyxiating bomb on board the Vilna. This 
was the man who had murdered the false 
Thomas Raynor! 

Nagle started to speak, but thought better 
of it. He lounged easily in his chair, eyeing 
his two guards for a chance of escape. There 
wasn’t the slightest. 

Marshall went out, a satisfied grin on his 
face. Half an hour passed, the guards 
watching a clock on the desk carefully. 
Suddenly they went into action. One grasped 
Nagle under the arm, lifted him from the 
chair with one hand while the other prodded 
his back with a gun. 

“It’s nice and quiet now,” he said. “We’ll 
take you down to the front door. There’ll be 
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a car across the street. The key is in the 
ignition. Grab it and scram. Get that?” 

Nagle nodded. They went to the elevator, 
descended, and one man stepped out first, 
made certain no one was stirring. Nagle was 
shoved out and led to the door. 

Suddenly he heard the scream of half a 
dozen sirens. One guard yanked a 
handkerchief from his pocket, held it in a 
little ball in his left hand. The right gripped a 
heavy gun. 

Half a dozen police cars roared to a 
screeching stop in the street outside. Blue 
uniformed figures piled out, guns in hand. 
One gangster went to the door, opened it and 
calmly emptied his gun into a group of 
approaching policemen. While the crook had 
aimed deliberately, none of his shots seemed 
to take effect. The other gangster grabbed 
Nagle by the shoulder, shoved him toward 
the door. The first man quickly wiped his 
fingerprints from the gun he had fired into 
the group of policemen, forced it into 
Nagle’s hand. Then he was pushed bodily 
out of the door and into the street. 

 
N one split second Nagle realized the 
crafty maliciousness of Weich. He, a 

wanted murderer, was standing in front of a 
score of cops. In his hand was a smoking 
gun and in the middle of the street were 
police upon whom it must seem he had fired. 
He glanced up, caught the glint of steel in a 
window across the street. Dimly he made out 
a silenced gun pointed at him. He dropped 
his own weapon, crouched and began to race 
toward the squad cars. So far the cops hadn’t 
fired a shot. 

Something struck him in the right side, 
sent him reeling backwards. Hot lead 
plucked at his left arm. A bullet got him near 
the hip. But there was no sound of an 
exploding gun. Those shots were coming 
from that silenced weapon in the hands of 

Weich’s men in the opposite building. Under 
ordinary circumstances the police should 
have been firing at him. He would be killed, 
presumably, from the bullets of his own 
friends. Weich would not be implicated in 
the mess and he would be free again without 
the menace of Nagle’s testimony in court 

Half a dozen of the uniformed men raced 
toward him. They picked him up. One of 
them staggered a little, went backwards. 
Another police car roared up. Lieutenant 
Gardner took a single look at the scene. 

“Let ’em have it,” he roared. 
The police sprang into action. Guns 

roared! Squads of police began to hit the 
entrances to the buildings. Others raced for 
the back. 

Nagle lay quiet in the rear seat of one of 
the police cars. His face was drawn in a wry 
smile. Here he was, a prisoner. In Gardner’s 
hands was a confession signed by himself. 
Policemen could swear he had tried to kill 
them. The car rocked a little, Lieutenant 
Gardner climbed into the seat. 

“Nice night, Sergeant,” he said in even 
tones. 

Sergeant Nagle never heard such a 
welcome word. Had he somehow escaped 
this ghastly plan of Weich’s? He looked his 
amazement and relief. 

“Marshall is safe in a cell,” Gardner said. 
“We’ve got Weich on the way to 
headquarters by this time and the rest of his 
gang can’t get away from this spot. That was 
damned good work, Sergeant. Clever way of 
telling me about it, too. When Marshall 
produced that confession, I thought for a 
moment maybe I was wrong and you were 
the murderer. Then the darn fool told me 
your fingerprints were on the paper. I dusted 
a little fingerprint powder over the paper to 
bring ’em out and then I found your 
message.” 

He fumbled in his pocket, drew out the 

I 



Secret Agent X 
 

18

confession. He unfolded it and held it before 
Nagle’s eyes. The confession seemed 
authentic enough. It told briefly of the 
murder— “and I admit that I killed Thomas 
Raynor and that I framed Spike Gunning to 
the chair.” 

Below this last line was Nagle’s 
signature and also the prints from his fingers, 
but scrawled across the paper, in letters that 
seemed to be wrought magically, was a 
further short message. 

 
Fake. Marshall crook. Weich plans to 

murder cops. Be careful when you come 
after me. 

 
“I wrote that with the broken stub of the 

pencil,” Nagle told him wearily. He was 
getting tired, the wounds were burning and 
his body was beginning to ache. “I knew that 
fingerprint powder dusted over the paper 
would bring the marks out, but I couldn’t 
make the impressions deep or Marshall 
would have spotted them. You figured it out 
from that? 

“I did,” Gardner told him. “I showed the 
message to Marshall, too, told him if he 
didn’t come through with the whole story, 
I’d make him lead us back to the place you 
were a prisoner. 

“That scared him. Then I worked on him 
while he was soft. He murdered that fake 
Thomas Raynor on that ship. The fake guy 

looked like the real Raynor, especially with 
some clever make-up, and Weich got him to 
come over here and pretend he was the dead 
man.” 

“Then Spike Gunning really did murder 
Raynor?” Nagle asked. The wounds seemed 
to burn less, he began to feel stronger. Was 
he going to be cleared after all? 

“He did.” Gardner was eyeing him. 
“Hell, man, you’re hurt bad.” 

He yelled for a driver, gave curt orders to 
be driven to the nearest hospital and as they 
hurtled through the night, he went on talking. 

“Just about the time Marshall walked 
into my office with that confession, I was 
beginning to think you really had killed the 
man on board ship. Everything pointed 
toward you. Then I used that fingerprint 
powder and learned what a damned fool I 
was to suspect you. The whole business was 
framed to get you and the District Attorney 
out of the way so Weich could go free. And 
it was a swell scheme too—almost as good 
as that invisible message you sent me. The 
officers all wore steel vests. You saved a few 
lives there.” 

“I hope,” Nagle said softly—he was 
growing weak, but there was a feeling of 
vast satisfaction within him— “that I’ll be 
better in time to take the stand against 
Weich. I want to see that bird headed straight 
for the chair.” 

“You will,” Gardner grunted heavily. 
 


