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This time Assistant D. A. Craftwell was one up on his chief. And what he knew was going to bring 
curtains to D. A. Monroe. For he knew the man his chief was dying to send to ....Killer’s Row 

 
ISTRICT ATTORNEY GUY 
MONROE and Jason Craftwell, his 
first assistant, left the office at 

midnight. Monroe was driving his own car. 
They stopped at Jerry’s Grill. Monroe 

ordered a drink. Craftwell ordered a soda. 
Monroe suggested a toast. 

“To the Cardigan case,” he said. “Busted 
wide open at last. Practically, I should say. It 
will be, within an hour. 

“It took time,” he went on. “Time and 
patience—and brains.” He raised the glass, 
tilted it to his lips, and swallowed the drink. 

Craftwell sipped the soda; he half emptied 
the glass. 

Then Monroe muttered: “The Cardigan 
case. A rotten mess. Eternal triangle stuff. 
One woman. A man. And a rat. Margot 
Cardigan, the wife. Joseph, Margot’s 

husband. X, the rat.” 
Craftwell nodded, awkwardly. He stopped 

sipping the soda, fumbled with the« glass. 
Then Guy Monroe again, whispering tersely: 

“A murdering rat! Fine fodder for the 
chair!” 

Craftwell put his glass on the bar. His 
face was pasty. “You persuaded Mrs. 
Cardigan to talk?” he asked hoarsely. 

Monroe nodded. “After all, she’s a 
woman. A fragile sort of creature. She’s used 
to having the better things of life. And—
here’s the joker—I’ve convinced her that she 
won’t touch a red cent of Joseph’s fortune—
unless she talks.” 

Craftwell nodded, looking into his glass. 
“Margot Cardigan,” Monroe explained, 

“needs the money. She’s talking tonight. 
She’s naming the rat she was chummy with. 
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The rat Joseph had a fist fight with at the 
Silver Mirror, when be caught his wife in a 
private booth with it on the night of his death. 

“The rat,” he concluded, grimly, “whom 
I’m dying to send to Death Row!” 

Craftwell fumbled with the soda glass. 
“If—if Margot Cardigan talks—” He lowered 
his voice, added in a squeaky whisper: “Hell, 
if Margot Cardigan talks, the rat you just 
mentioned will—burn!” 

He swung around, called for a bartender. 
“Whiskey. Something stiff!” 

Then he turned to Monroe, excused 
himself. “I just remembered. An important 
phone call. Be back in a jiffy.” 

He walked away briskly, locked himself 
in a telephone booth and dialed a number. 

“Margot,” he said nervously, a split-
second later, I’m with Guy Monroe. Yes, Guy 
Monroe, the district attorney.... Listen, you 
can’t talk!” fell from his lips. “Yon can’t! 
Understand? It would be—murder! See? 
Murder! You’d send me to the chair!” 

 
 MOMENT later he staggered from the 
phone booth. Margot Cardigan’s reply 

had stunned him: “I’m sorry, Jason. I’ve 
thought it over, Mr. Monroe has convinced 
me that I can lose nothing by telling the 
truth....” 

Craftwell’s face was haggard, pale. 
“Damn a woman,” rushed through his mind, 
“who’ll lead a man to the electric chair. And 
also damn Guy Monroe! Damn him for being 
so sure! Curse—” 

He stopped thinking of his bad luck; he 
concentrated on escape. Self-preservation. 
Guy Monroe, he was sure, would keep his 
promise and send him to the chair. 

If Margot Cardigan told him the truth. 
Margot would, unless— Craftwell thought of 
something, and his face brightened.... 

He returned to the bar, told Monroe 
bluntly, “A toast to the Cardigan case,” and 
poured Scotch down his throat. Monroe drank 
with him. 

They left at twelve-thirty. Out in front, 
Guy Monroe said: “I’ll drive you home. Then 
I’ll keep my date with Margot Cardigan.” 

Craftwell said nothing. It wasn’t time, 
then. Ten minutes later, it was time. He 
prodded Monroe with a gun. 

“Keep driving—fast!” 
Monroe gasped: “Good heavens, man, 

you’re crazy!” he said. He started to twist in 
the seat, but he stopped abruptly. 

Craftwell dug with the barrel of his gun, 
sneered: “Crazy—like a fox!” Then he 
snapped at the district attorney: “Keep your 
eyes on the road!” 

Monroe did. For five minutes. Then he 
started to twist again. Craftwell stopped him 
with another prod of the gun. “Easy, damn 
you, or I’ll—” 

Monroe broke in, thickly: “I’ve been a 
fool, Craftwell!” 

“Right. A stupid fool,” Craftwell 
muttered. He added: “For not suspecting.” 

Monroe grunted. “Then you did—” He 
didn’t finish. 

“I killed Joseph Cardigan,” said 
Craftwell, in a flat whisper. “I’m guilty. 
Guilty as hell” 

His breath caught. He told Monroe the 
rest: “I’m ready to kill again—to save myself. 
I’m going to kill you, Mr. Brains. 
Understand?” 

They were speeding west on Route 18. 
Craftwell was mentally patting himself on the 
back. A split-second later an oath fell from 
his lips. He sat up straight. 

A gas station was just ahead, coming 
closer fast. Monroe was twisting the wheel, 
pointing the nose of the sedan at the gravel 
driveway that led to the pumps. 

Craftwell gave a dig with his gun, and 
hissed a warning at Monroe: “Keep on the 
highway, damn you! I’ll shoot if you turn in!” 

Monroe didn’t argue. The car straightened 
up. The gas station swept past, fell behind. 
Monroe said dully: 

“You’ll live to regret this, Craftwell.” 
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Craftwell wasn’t worrying. When they 
left Jerry’s Grill, he’d been worrying. But 
he’d taken time to think; he believed that he 
had something. 

He said to Monroe hoarsely: “I’ll write 
finis to the Cardigan case tonight. When we 
say good-by, you’ll be dead!” He snickered. 
“Carbon monoxide gas kills painlessly.” 

Monroe muttered: “All right. You win. 
I’ll die. But—you’ll breathe your last in the 
chair!” he finished 

 
RAFTWELL choked back an oath, drew 
in his lips. The gun felt hot in his palm. 

Murder crept into his mind. For a split-second 
he was beset by a wild impulse to kill Guy 
Monroe now; then go home—a free man. 
After he disposed of Margot Cardigan. ... 

He quickly killed the impulse. It wouldn’t 
be safe. Anyhow, he’d be free in less than an 
hour. Guy Monroe would be dead. The police 
would call his death an accident. 

“I’ve got,” he told Monroe softly, “what I 
believe is the first perfect crime.” 

Monroe scoffed. “A murderer always 
thinks he has something.” 

Craftwell didn’t let that worry him. He 
was sure of everything. ... 

A few minutes later he told Monroe: 
“Drive out Point Breeze Road. Keep driving 
until I tell you to stop.” 

Monroe obeyed; then they were on Point 
Breeze Road. 

Craftwell couldn’t keep the rest to 
himself. He muttered at the district attorney: 
“Your cabin is a perfect spot for a perfect 
murder.” 

Monroe sat up straight. “You’re a sucker 
for fairy tales,” he retorted. 

“A perfect spot for a man with a bad heart 
to go to hell. To faint in the garage, lie 
there—and die of carbon monoxide gas.” 
Craftwell felt better after he said that. 

Guy Monroe’s only reaction was to stiffen 
slightly. Then he went limp, slumped lower in 
the seat. 

A few minutes later he drove the car into 
the garage. Craftwell turned on the dome 
light; he told Monroe coldly: 

“I’ll tap your skull just hard enough to 
knock you out. Your weak heart comes in 
handy. Doctor Evans will testify that you lose 
your balance when you have a spell. The 
police will blame the bump on your head on a 
tumble.... You’ll die sleeping!” he finished 
dully. 

Monroe fell forward, clawing at the 
ignition key. 

But Craftwell was ready for that He 
whipped up the gun, brought it down, not too 
hard. It thudded on Guy Monroe’s head. 

The district attorney slumped forward. 
Craftwell kicked open the door on his 

side, got out. The car’s headlamps made light. 
Circling the machine, he opened the side 
where Monroe sat; then he eased the body 
out. He let it crumple in a heap at his feet. 

A fit of nervousness almost overwhelmed 
him then. He felt his teeth chattering. A germ 
of fear stole into his mind; he felt jittery for 
the first time since they’d left Jerry’s Grill. 

Sweat seeped from his akin. He tried to 
laugh, couldn’t. Then he stopped trying. A 
curse fell from his lips. He staggered, his 
temples pounding. The space in the garage 
was whirling. 

Craftwell knew why. His glance switched 
to the sedan. The motor was throbbing 
evenly. He shivered, felt himself slipping. 

He pivoted suddenly and glared down at 
the body of his chief. He gave a low chuckle; 
then he felt his throat closing. His bead spun. 
He had to get out—quick, and close the door, 
else he’d go to hell with Guy Monroe.... 

 
ARGOT CARDIGAN? Craftwell told 
himself that he had a bullet in his gun 

for her. 
He cut through the woods for a mile. 

Number Ten, a long freight, was coughing up 
the grade when he reached the tracks. 

Craftwell rode in on it. Fifteen minutes 

C
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later he dropped off at Ames Street. He took a 
bus to West Corfu, got off and walked briskly 
for two blocks. 

The rest would be easy, he kept telling 
himself. It would be a pleasure to kill a 
woman who would talk. 

Jason Craftwell jerked to a halt. The wail 
of a siren cut the night air. He cursed under 
his breath as he stared at the car with the 
squealing siren. 

It careened to a stop in front of the 
Cardigan residence. P. D. 23, was painted on 
the door that swung open to make way for 
two cops. 

Craftwell hesitated, saw them dash toward 
the house. Then he turned, crossed the street. 
He walked off rapidly, trying to think. 

A block later, he thought he had the right 
answer. Margot Cardigan, damn her, wasn’t 
taking chances. Monroe was late in keeping 
his appointment, so Margot had sent for the 
police—to tell them her story! 

Craftwell felt faint. His mind went back to 
the garage, with Guy Monroe. Margot’s story, 
he was sure now, would convict him.... 

He went home by bus, street car and taxi. 
In the stillness of his study, he fell back on a 
chair, tried again to think. 

A dog whined, outside. Craftwell went 
rigid; his face was white. A moment later, he 
slumped lower in the chair and swore. 

The dog whined again. Craftwell cursed it 
under his breath, got up, and crossed the 
room. He stopped at the window. 

The whine was Buddy Boy’s, his Great 
Dane, he told himself. The animal was raising 
hell—as usual. 

He fumbled in a pocket for cigarettes, fed 
one to his lips. A smile froze on his face for a 
split-second. Then Buddy Boy whined again. 
Craftwell’s lips lost the cigarette. 

A moment later he turned his back to the 
window, started back to his desk. The 
telephone jingled. Craftwell jerked to a halt, 
his face ghastly pale. 

The police—already? 

He couldn’t answer the question. The 
telephone jingled again. And Craftwell knew 
that he’d have to find out. 

He lurched toward the desk, scooped up 
the instrument. His heart missed beats, a lump 
rose in his throat. His pulses thumped; sweat 
seeped from his skin, and he stood there 
trembling. 

For how long, he didn’t know. Then he 
forced himself to raise the receiver to his ear. 

“Detective Creekmore speaking. Stick 
around, Craftwell! Margot Cardigan just paid 
off! I’ll be over in a jiffy—to tell you all 
about it!” 

 
RAFTWELL’S EYES went shut. He 
snubbed the receiver on the hook, put the 

telephone down without knowing it. Margot 
Cardigan had talked! And Detective 
Creekmore was on the way over—to tell him 
all about it! 

Craftwell saw his nest move. Let 
Creekmore come. The dick wouldn’t take 
him. 

Craftwell whirled around, picked up his 
coat, he snatched blindly for his fedora. He 
started toward the door. The sharp wail of a 
siren froze him in his tracks; his knees began 
to fold. 

A scream rose, in his throat. He stifled it, 
pivoted and sprang to the window. Carefully 
he drew apart the curtain. 

Craftwell did scream, then, softly. A car 
was in the driveway. Two men were getting 
out of it. He saw them look up, then start 
toward the house. 

Police! He felt himself go limp; then he 
fought to control his nerves. His strength 
returned. His mind clicked. 

It was the helps’ night out; he was alone 
in the house. The front door was locked; so 
let the police hammer. 

He felt hopeful, found courage to feel for 
the gun that lumped his hip. From now on, he 
told himself, he would be a fugitive. But 
flight was better than having white heat 
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turned on his face; better than having bull-
lunged policemen screaming at him. 

He went downstairs, into the kitchen; he 
started toward the door. Buddy Boy whined, 
and Craftwell jerked to a halt, swore. He 
cursed the Great Dane, told himself he’d been 
a fool for keeping it around when the 
neighbors protested its hell-raising. 

The door rattled. Buddy Boy was scraping 
at it. Muffled conversation floated in. 
Craftwell felt himself going limp, his nerves 
beginning to crack under the strain. 

The police! Listening, he made out two 
voices. His face brightened. He went quietly 
out of the kitchen and into the parlor. He 
halted at the front door and there he hesitated 
an instant, listening. Long enough to assure 
himself that the Great Dane and the 
policemen were still at the back door. 

Then he fumbled with the key, swung 
open the door and stepped out. 

The risk of trying to escape? His mind 
seethed with the question. Hell, it was 
nothing! Nothing compared with the torture 
of baking under the glare of white lights at 
headquarters, with a pack of cops screaming 
at him, trying to break his nerve. Trying to 
wring a confession from him.... 

Buddy Boy howled. 
Craftwell stiffened, felt his veins chill. A 

sob wrung from his lips. Whirling, he rushed 
at the police car. 

He reached it, clawed at the door. 
A voice shouted: “Halt!” 
Craftwell was deaf to the command. The 

door of the police car, damn it! It wouldn’t 
open! He felt his legs sagging. But only for a 
split-second. Then his mind suddenly went 
berserk. He spun around just as Buddy Boy 
dived at his legs. 

Craftwell kicked the dog back. Then he 
forgot the animal. 

The two policemen came rushing at him. 
He had his gun out; it flamed from his fist. He 
fired again, aiming to kill. 

One of the cops went down. Craftwell 

turned on the other, saw him raise his gun. 
Craftwell ducked, fired. The cop went down 
clutching his abdomen. 

Then Craftwell started toward the garage. 
He was still hopeful. He wasn’t lost—yet. He 
could drive away in his own car. 

His hope was short-lived. 
 
RAKES screaming, a sedan rolled into 
the driveway. Craftwell heard it and 

whirled. He got turned in time to see a man 
jump out. The man was coming in his 
direction. 

A gun glinted in the man’s right hand, and 
Craftwell choked from fear. He tried to 
sidestep, but he was unsure of himself and he 
slipped. 

He scrambled up, braced himself. For a 
split-second he thought he was seeing a ghost 
Then he knew the man was alive. 

Guy Monroe fired, once. 
Craftwell heard the thud of a bullet 

striking his chest. Fain stabbed him. 
Numbness set in. He was fighting to keep on 
his feet. He cursed Monroe, emptied his gun 
at him; but the shots went wild. 

Monroe was close now; a ball of flame 
spewed from his weapon. Craftwell felt the 
slug snap his left knee. 

He staggered, fell. 
He rolled over, glared up at Monroe. A 

wet gurgle churned in his throat. Monroe had 
turned away. He was over by one of the 
policemen. When he came back, he held a 
white paper. Waving it at Craftwell, he bit 
out: 

“A warrant for your arrest. The neighbors 
complained; your dog was raising hell too 
often. So—” 

Craftwell almost fainted; he heard 
Monroe muttering: 

“Both of the policemen are dead, 
Craftwell. The paper’s now a murder 
warrant!” 

Craftwell’s mind snapped; he gave up 
hope. But he was curious, curious to know 
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what had happened. How Monroe had 
escaped; how his chief had come back from 
the grave—to send him to Death Row. . . . 

Guy Monroe was telling him: “It’s hell, 
Craftwell; Margot Cardigan tried to save you. 
She got soft-hearted. Rather than send you to 
hell, she committed suicide—shot herself less 
than an hour ago. I understand Creekmore 
tried to tell you—” 

Craftwell was passing out. He was 
conscious just long enough to hear Monroe 
say: 

“Your scheme to murder me, Craftwell, 
was a flop, too—like everything else. On the 
way to Point Breeze, I noticed the gas was 
running low. I tried to get some; but you 
wouldn’t let me. . . . 

“The motor stalled after you left!” 
 


