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Homicide Master 

 
 
Fate gave Headquarters Detective Max Stoddard a break when it put him on the murder scene 
at the crucial moment. But in her own way Fate made up for it, for Stoddard found himself up 
against a crime master. And the only way he could solve this murder was for him to—commit 

a murder himself. 
 

 CAREFUL MURDERER can 
arrange his alibi, pick his victim and 
the most opportune place for the 

killing. But no murderer, regardless of his 

sagacity, can foresee the tricks of fate. 
 Which was why the killer couldn’t 
know, that among the several thousand people 
who jammed the busy street, there would be a 
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detective sauntering along, half a block behind 
the victim. Nor could he prophecy that a 
bright-eyed, red-cheeked boy would be busily 
engaged in climbing a pole after an elusive 
baseball that was more loose strings than 
leather, and had caught on one of the 
footholds on the pole. 
 Kurt McAllister was in a hurry. He 
was worried, too, and it showed in the deeply 
etched lines of his face. He elbowed his way 
through the crowd, gave an annoyed grunt at 
three women who blocked the middle of the 
sidewalk, and stepped to the curb as he passed 
them by. 
 In something less than a tenth of a 
second later Kurt McAllister floundered 
around in the gutter. But not for long. A man 
with a bullet through the side of his head—a 
big bullet fired from a forty-four—doesn’t 
take long in dying. 
 Detective Max Stoddard heard the 
single shot, vivid and distinct above the roar 
of traffic. He saw Kurt McAllister drop into 
the gutter and he broke into a run. There was a 
crowd around the dead man, a stunned crowd 
that looked with gaping mouths at the bloody 
mess. Stoddard knelt, slipped a hand beneath 
McAllister’s vest and shirt. There was no 
heart beat. 
 Fate’s second little gesture appeared 
by dint of squirming through the legs of the 
crowd. It was the boy who had climbed the 
pole after his baseball. His cheeks were even 
redder, his eyes were brighter. He tugged at 
the detective’s sleeve. 
 “Hey, mister cop,” he said. “Mister 
cop. I saw him do it. I saw him.” 
 Stoddard raised his head. “Say that 
again.” 
 The boy pointed excitedly to the pole. 
His baseball, forgotten now, still dangled 
from, one of its loose strings. 
 “I was up there—after my ball. I saw 
the guy who did it. I saw him point a big gun. 
He was in a car.” 

 “What’s your name?” Stoddard asked. 
“And where do you live?” 
 “I’m Russell Duane. I live with my 
mommy near the ninth precinct. That’s how I 
knew you was a cop, mister. Last week I saw 
you bring in two guys. They fought like 
everything—remember?” 
 Stoddard nodded. “I remember. Now 
look here, sonny. This is no day dream? 
You’re not playing cops and robbers?” 
 “No sir,” Russell answered promptly. 
“I saw the man who did it. He was—” 
 “Wait,” Stoddard held up his hand. 
“Stay on the curb, Russ, and I’ll be with you 
in a minute. If anybody asks you any 
questions, don’t answer.” 
 

TODDARD saw an expensive, hand-
tooled leather wallet protruding from the 

dead man’s pocket. Not having any great 
compunctions about breaking regulations, 
Stoddard eased it out of the pocket and looked 
inside. 
 “McAllister,” he said softly. “This is 
going to make one powerful stench. He’s 
big—was big—and he’ll make news.” 
 Two harness bulls squeezed through 
the crowd. Stoddard looked up. “Hello, Ross. 
Watch the stiff, will you? I got a witness 
waiting to talk. Murphy—send for the 
coroner, the morgue wagon and the homicide 
boys. Not that I need ’em, but they get sore if 
you leave ’em out.” 
 Stoddard peered around searching for 
the boy. There was no sign of him, and 
Stoddard felt a sinking sensation near the pit 
of his stomach. 
 “Anybody see that kid?” he demanded. 
“The one who spoke to me?” Nobody had. 
Stoddard said: “Damn! The little runt beat it 
for home.” 
 He hopped a taxi, grateful for the 
instinct that had urged him to inquire the 
boy’s name and address. Russell’s mother 
became alarmed when Stoddard showed his 
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badge. 
 “Nope,” Stoddard said. “He hasn’t 
done a thing, ma’am—just saw a guy bump—
killed. Saw the murderer, too, so your little 
boy is going to get some publicity. I’ll wait 
until he conies home.” 
 “You don’t think,” the mother asked 
with that strange sense of foreboding that 
mothers can have, “Russ was—was taken 
away by some friends of the murderer?” 
 Outwardly Stoddard scoffed at the 
idea. But the possibility had occurred to him. 
As the minutes rolled by he became worried. 
He sat at the kitchen table, idly tracing several 
weird-colored prints, about the size of a 
postage stamp, emblazoned on the white 
enamel surface of the table. 
 Mrs. Duane smiled a trifle 
tremulously. “Russ did that. Those transfers I 
mean. He’s forever pasting them all over 
everything. His pockets are full of them. Gets 
them from a little confectionery store across 
the street. They’re bits of tissue paper that you 
wet, paste down on some flat object and the 
color comes off.” 
 Stoddard knew what she meant. He 
had used them when he was a boy. They sold 
about a dozen for a penny and provided no 
little sport for kids. 
 An hour went by. Mrs. Stoddard 
suddenly put down a potato she had been 
peeling. “Something has happened to Russ,” 
she cried and walked up and down the floor 
nervously. “Mr. Stoddard, do you think he 
might be waiting at police headquarters?” 
 Stoddard headed for the telephone. But 
there was no boy waiting at headquarters, any 
of the precincts or the D.A.’s office. Russell 
Duane had dropped off the face of the earth. 
 Stoddard left a weeping woman and 
strode away with grim determination in his 
soul. Somebody had murdered Kurt 
McAllister; and now little Russell Duane was 
missing. Stoddard knew McAllister was a 
rich, influential man who had been wholly 

occupied with his business and minded no one 
else’s. 
 Vengeance, jealousy could most likely 
be discarded as motives. Therefore the killer 
probably committed his crime for gain. Who’d 
know the person or persons most likely to 
profit by his death? McAllister’s lawyer of 
course. 
 Stoddard crossed the street from the 
boy’s house and entered the confectionery 
store. A display of the transfers caught his 
eye, and he bought a strip of them. Then he 
popped into the phone booth and called the 
dead man’s office. A confidential secretary 
answered his question between sobs. Stoddard 
used some more taxpayer’s money to reach 
the lawyer’s offices. 
 “I’m a cop and I want to see Attorney 
Hanneman,” he told the blonde guardian of 
the outer office. “And I want to see him right 
away, baby, so don’t stall me. I’m not selling 
books.” 
 Attorney Hanneman turned out to be a 
squat, diffident little man eager to answer 
questions—after he had an hour to mull over 
each one. 
 “. . . And, as I have previously stated,” 
he told Stoddard with annoying detail, “Kurt 
McAllister’s death benefits only two persons. 
His nephew Jed Klein and his business partner 
Brule Gardner. I—I hope you arrest his 
nephew. I don’t like the little pipsqueak.” 
 Stoddard made a few notes. “The 
nephew inherits the estate. The business 
partner has an agreement by which the death 
of either partner leaves the entire business in 
the hands of the survivor. Thanks, counselor. 
I’ll see both of ’em.” 
 He phoned headquarters from outside 
on a forlorn hope. No, there had been no word 
of Russ Duane. He called the boy’s mother 
and received a tearful account of what she 
believed had happened to him. Stoddard 
needed no such account. He had plenty of 
ideas of his own, and none of them was very 
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pleasant. 
 

N THE FIRST PLACE, he reasoned that the 
murderer, driving along a crowded 

thoroughfare, would have a difficult job 
spotting his victim, what with the streets so 
jammed and the curb lined with cars. 
Therefore, it was probable that the killer had a 
finger man—one who would watch for the 
killer’s car and then point out the whereabouts 
of the victim. 
 Stoddard was using a squad car in 
getting around. He drove out to Kurt 
McAllister’s home and learned absolutely 
nothing except that the servants were in a 
frenzy over losing their jobs. McAllister had 
been a bachelor. One other item was pounded 
home by the valet and the contrite chauffeur. 
Jed Klein, who was the dead man’s nephew, 
seemed to be some variety of double-dyed, 
twin-striped skunk. 
 Jed Klein lived alone in a neat little 
bachelor apartment. He wasn’t there to greet 
Stoddard, but the big detective got into the 
apartment without trouble. Burglars frequently 
carry some pretty classy master keys and 
where burglars go, keys aren’t allowed, so 
Stoddard had accumulated a stack that would 
open the United States Mint. 
 He looked around the apartment. There 
was an alarm clock on a dresser—the kind you 
wind. It was stopped. There was nothing else 
in any way significant. Stoddard gave up with 
a grunt and returned to his car. Klein hadn’t 
been seen for hours, according to the building 
superintendent who also made a significant 
statement. 
 “Say, now that his miserly uncle is 
dead, he’ll get hisself a lot of jack, huh? 
That’ll be good, because he owes me two and 
a half months rent.” 
 Brule Gardner’s house was something 
else again. As befitting the business partner of 
the dead Kurt McAllister, Gardner evidently 
lived up to his position. His home was one of 

those things that look like a movie set. 
Spanish in design with sloping roofs, about 
ten little porches and vines that climbed all 
over the place. Stoddard pushed the door 
buzzer hopefully. 
 A big lug let him in. He was dressed in 
the trousers and puttees of a chauffeur, but he 
wore a loose morning coat. The combination 
was slightly bizarre. Stoddard guessed he was 
about two-fifty in weight and not one ounce of 
that was superfluous. 
 “You gotta badge?” this husky 
guardian of the house demanded. “You ain’t 
no nosey reporter tryin’ to muscle in on the 
boss?” 
 “Nix, sweetheart,” Stoddard flashed 
his badge. “This is the McCoy and if you 
don’t believe it, tell me I can’t get in.” 
 The combination chauffeur-butler 
scowled blackly and went away. When he 
came back, he jerked his thumb over his 
shoulder to indicate a room off the big 
hallway. Stoddard grinned at him and walked 
in. 
 Brule Gardner rose from behind a desk 
littered with papers. He extended a good sized 
mitt. 
 “I thought one of you detectives would 
get here sooner or later. Too bad about Kurt. 
We were partners for a good many years. Who 
do you suppose killed him?” 
 Stoddard crossed his legs and looked 
at Gardner. He saw a man of about forty with 
a wide, handsome face and a resolute chin. 
Gardner was nobody to fool with, the 
detective realized. 
 “You’re asking a question,” Stoddard 
said calmly, “and I’m giving you an honest 
answer. Two people served to gain by 
McAllister’s death. He hadn’t an enemy in the 
world and he gave away more money than 
was good for his bank account. Jed Klein 
stands to come into his uncle’s fortune. You—
” 
 Gardner grinned. “I know, I take over 
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the business. You suspect me then? Maybe it’s 
a good idea. A detective must suspect 
everyone. As you say, McAllister had no 
enemies. He was scrupulously honest in 
business, owed nobody a cent, never 
antagonized any one man or group of men. He 
supported charities, went to bed at nine-thirty, 
and he never took a drink in his life. See what 
I’m getting at? It has to be either myself or Jed 
Klein who murdered him.” 
 “Did you?” Stoddard asked frankly. 
 

ARDNER shrugged. “Sorry,” he said 
crisply, “I didn’t do it. Now, let me get 

on. In Jed Klein you have the perfect wanton 
murderer. You’ve never met Klein, but he’s 
some particularly low breed of rat. He’d cheat 
his own grandmother if there was a nickel’s 
profit in it for him. He gambles and welches 
on his losses. His tongue is downright nasty 
and he has a rotten disposition. There, officer, 
is your typical picture of a murderer.” 
 Stoddard digested that for a moment. 
He was looking at the tip of his shoe when he 
spoke again. 
 “It’s all interesting, Mr. Gardner, but 
one thing I question. How do you know I 
haven’t seen Jed Klein? You made a rather 
positive statement there.” 
 Gardner chuckled. “Smart, aren’t you, 
officer? And I’ve gone through life believing 
detectives get by only through sheer luck. I 
admit I made such a statement, but I did so 
without intention. You may even have Klein 
in a nice little cell for all I know.” 
 Stoddard didn’t smile at that one. He 
just looked across Gardner’s desk and spoke 
as calmly as though he was chatting at lunch 
with a friend. 
 “Supposing, Mr. Gardner, that I tell 
you McAllister was alive when I reached his 
side? Suppose he was able to talk—just a few 
words perhaps, but enough?” 
 Gardner threw back his head and 
chuckled. “That would make him a miracle 

man. You’re not tricking me, officer. Men 
don’t talk with a bullet through their brains.” 
 Stoddard leaned forward. His hat was 
in his lap, one hand was also hidden beneath 
it. “But I did trick you, Gardner. Except for a 
few witnesses, only the murderer would know 
McAllister died by a ballet crashing through 
his head.” 
 Gardner threw back his head and 
laughed. “Wrong again, officer. It so happens 
that Big John—my chauffeur—was walking 
along the street at the time of the murder. He 
is, as you may have noticed, a rather tall man. 
By looking over the heads of the crowd he 
saw where poor McAllister had been shot. 
Naturally he told me about it. And I can prove 
Big John was there, of course.” 
 “Of course,” Stoddard agreed. “I 
noticed him myself. You’re clever, Mr. 
Gardner.” 
 “Clever?” Gardner chuckled. “Thanks, 
officer, but it isn’t that. A man who has 
nothing to hide can’t lose by telling the truth.” 
 “Yeah,” Stoddard agreed, “that’s right. 
Then why don’t you tell the truth? Look here, 
Gardner, a little boy saw that murder and can 
identify the killer. He disappeared. Your 
chauffeur was quite handy and in a position to 
snatch that boy. What did you do with him?” 
 “You’re crazy,” Gardner countered 
suavely. “I don’t know a thing about a boy 
witness.” 
 “No?” Stoddard arose and pointed to 
the surface of Gardner’s desk. There was a 
transfer print emblazoned on it. “See that? The 
kid had a pocket full of transfers. You had him 
taken here, but the boy was wide awake. He 
slapped one of those on the desk as a clue. I 
can prove he had plenty of them and I’m 
betting you can’t prove how that transfer got 
on your desk.” 
 Gardner leaned back, a little sadly it 
seemed. When he spoke, it wasn’t to Stoddard 
but to Big John who had slipped quietly into 
the room and stood directly behind the 
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detective with a heavy gun in his fist. 
 “Damn you, Big John, I told you to be 
sure the boy left no traces of his presence. We 
took those damned transfers out of his pocket, 
but the little devil must have concealed one in 
his hand.” 
 

IG JOHN grunted. “What’s the 
difference, boss. We rub out this dick—

toss him some place, and who’s gonna be 
wise? I’ll wipe the crazy picture off the desk 
right away.”  
 Gardner shook his head. “No, I’ve a 
better plan. By the way, officer, stop fidgeting 
with your hat. I know you have a gun 
concealed under it, but Big John also has a 
gun—and it’s aimed at you. 
 Stoddard looked around at Big John, 
let the gun be taken from him. 
 “Now,” he asked, “what?” 
 Gardner spread his hands in an 
eloquent gesture. “You’ll admit I’m not a 
typical looking murderer. Well, Jed Klein is. 
Now, I’ve a proposition—” 
 “Proposition be damned,” Stoddard 
yelled. “Where’s that kid? Talk—damn you!” 
 Gardner lost his smile. He leaned back 
in his swivel chair and looked up at the beefy 
face of his servant. “Hear the man talk, Big 
John. Stoddard, I’m surprised at you. You’re 
reverting to a movie type detective.” He 
leaned forward and his eyes narrowed. “I said 
I had a proposition. Will you listen?” 
 Stoddard relaxed. “Go ahead. But 
remember—the kid goes free. He’s got 
nothing to do with your propositions. 
Furthermore, I want positive proof the boy is 
alive.” 
 Gardner contemplated the tip of a fresh 
cigar. “Big John will get that evidence—
immediately. He’ll have to leave the house 
because the boy is some distance away. It may 
take an hour.” 
 “You gonna keep him covered, boss?” 
Big John asked and then he added hopefully: 

“Lemme smack him one so he’ll be nice and 
quiet.” 
 “Don’t be silly, Big John,” Gardner 
said. “You go to the boy and bring back his 
cap. You might have him write a little note 
also—so our friend will be completely 
satisfied.” 
 “Okay,” Big John agreed doubtfully. 
“I’ll leave the roscoe, huh?” 
 “It isn’t necessary. Stoddard won’t try 
to take me to headquarters, because if he 
does—then he’ll have to take you, too. It 
would be sad if no one reached the boy. He’d 
starve. Big John and I won’t tell where he is 
because without him, you’ve no case, neither 
murder nor kidnapping.” 
 Stoddard found himself at an utter loss 
for words. He’d never encountered a criminal 
so blasé, so cocky and self-confident as this 
man. In fact Stoddard knew damned well he 
was far more jittery than Gardner. 
 “Want to talk about things while we 
wait?” Stoddard asked. “Why you killed 
McAllister might be interesting.” 
 Gardner spread his hands on the desk 
top. “Why not? McAllister was too damned 
righteous. Our agreement was that money 
could not be appropriated without the consent 
of the other partner. McAllister was all for 
building up a big reserve. Me—I’m more 
practical. 
 “So—well, I helped myself. 
McAllister audited the books, found a 
beautiful shortage and was on his way to the 
police when I—er—stopped him. If I’d had 
more time, I could have arranged things more 
satisfactorily, but McAllister was determined 
to get a warrant. It was too bad you had to see 
Big John.” 
 Stoddard smiled thinly. “I didn’t. That 
was sheer guesswork, but it turned out rather 
well. What’s the deal, Gardner? What do you 
want to let Russ Duace go home to his 
mother?” 
 “Now you’re talking,” Gardner said 
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with smug satisfaction. “Of course I realize 
you must arrest some one, but I’ve provided 
for that. Klein is your man. You can testify 
that he killed McAllister to get his fortune. It 
will benefit me because then no audit will be 
made of the firm’s books as might be done if 
he came into the fortune and insisted on it. 
Klein is no good—and he’s a perfect killer for 
you. Everything is fixed. You throw the blame 
on him, I’ll let the boy go free, and we’ll part 
friends. Isn’t that sensible, officer?” 
 “It’s insane,” Stoddard snapped. “I’d 
look fine putting an innocent man on the 
witness stand. He’ll deny everything and 
probably prove a complete alibi.” 
 

UT YOU won’t put him on the stand,” 
Gardner said smoothly. “That won’t 

be necessary. You’ll kill him, Stoddard. 
You’ll shoot him down in self defense. Now, 
listen! The gun is hidden in Klein’s apartment. 
I’ll tell you where. He had the motive and the 
temperament. I’ll swear he threatened to kill 
McAllister before. He has no alibi—I’m 
convinced of that. 
 “It’s an open and shut case. An out for 
you, the means of saving a boy’s life and my 
own personal safety. You’ll never talk—I’ve 
arranged things so the boy believes Klein is 
the man who kidnaped him, and he’ll back up 
your story. I’ll be quite content to keep my 
mouth shut. Come, man, think it over.” 
 “I am,” Stoddard said in a tired voice. 
“I kill an innocent man, stigmatize his 
memory with the name murderer so you can 
go scot free. In return I have a boy’s life. 
Gardner, you’re making things difficult for 
me.” 
 “I’m simplifying them,” Gardner 
insisted. “You’ll crack the case, kill the 
murderer and reap the applause of a city. I’ll 
staunchly maintain you should have a 
promotion. I’ll even recompense you if that’s 
necessary.” 
 Stoddard didn’t reply. Mechanically he 

accepted one of Gardner’s cigars. 
 Big John returned more than an hour 
after he left. Stoddard looked him over 
carefully. Big John’s shoes and the bottoms of 
his puttees were covered with black mud, wet 
mud. 
 He flung Russ Duane’s cap on the desk 
and dropped a soiled piece of paper on it. 
Stoddard read the brief note. It was in a round, 
childish hand. 
 I met the detective from the Ninth precinct 
when the man was murdered. My ball was up in the 
pole. I went up to get it and I saw the man in the car 
with a gun. And I’m terrible hungry. Please help me 
and tell mommy I’ll be home. 
 
 “Satisfied?” Gardner asked. “If the 
writing appears a bit odd, it’s because the lad 
is blindfolded. Never do to let him see us, you 
know.” 
 Stoddard rose, his eyes narrow, his 
face gone hard as granite. “You,” he said, “are 
the rottenest thing in creation. By using this 
boy as a pawn, you hope to force me into 
killing a man to save your own skin. It looks 
as though I’ll be forced to do it, but—you’ll 
wait, Gardner. You’ll wait until I’m ready to 
go through with it.” 
 Big John bent down and whispered 
hoarsely: “Lemme give him a lesson, boss. 
One little smack, huh, boss?” 
 “Don’t be silly, Big John,” Gardner 
said. “Why harm him? He’s going to work 
with us. He’s going to think it over first. Do I 
object? Of course I don’t, because I’m 
humane and above all a gentleman. You may 
have all the time you wish to think it over, 
Stoddard. I have but one suggestion. That boy 
is hungry now. I don’t think it would be long 
before he’d starve to death. Shall we say—
tomorrow?” 
 “No, damn you,” Stoddard thundered. 
“As soon as I’m certain you’re not bluffing 
about Jed Klein, I’ll be back. I want to be sure 
he has no alibi. It’s now,” he looked at his 
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watch, “nine-thirty. I’ll be back about 
midnight. If I’m satisfied I’ll go through with 
it, although I can’t see how I’m going to shoot 
down a man in cold blood—a harmless cuss 
who can’t even fight back.” 
 “But you’ll do it,” Gardner smiled. 
“You’ll do it to save the life of that boy. A life 
for a life—that’s an ancient creed, one to be 
respected.” 
 “Yeah. Only you’re making it two 
lives for one. Don’t forget McAllister. He’s 
cooling off on a morgue slab right now.” 
 

TODDARD flung himself out of the 
house, cursing every step. His mind was a 

jumble, his conscience telling him to do two 
different things. He tried to reason things out 
as he drove slowly to headquarters. Telling his 
superiors wouldn’t help because they’d grab 
Gardner, sweat him. And Stoddard knew 
Gardner wouldn’t talk. Neither would that 
hulk of a chauffeur. They held all the cards 
and knew it. 
 Finally Stoddard turned into a cool, 
quiet park and stopped. He shoved his hat 
back, buried his head in his hands and fought 
to consider the question from all angles. 
 Twenty minutes later he knew there 
was but one answer. He had to kill Jed Klein! 
The boy’s life was far more valuable. Gardner 
was a killer, but not a type to murder 
indiscriminately. He’d probably never kill 
another person. It wasn’t like turning some 
drug-soaked wretch loose on the world. 
Gardner was satisfied with his lot, successful, 
polished and on the surface an asset to any 
community. 
 If only there were some way out. Some 
way to save both the boy and Klein—and at 
the same time corner this beast who killed and 
then proclaimed himself a perfect gentleman. 
 Stoddard’s head ached and he walked 
into headquarters with heavy steps. He spent 
about half an hour there, most of the time in 
the police laboratories. Then he visited city 

hall, talked a watchman into letting him 
examine public works records. He made 
copious notes, drew diagrams and floundered 
around until eleven o’clock. 
 But when he finished, Stoddard 
possessed one thing. Hope! Forlorn, 
insignificant, perhaps, but still hope. He 
roused the police commissioner out of bed, 
told him an incredible story. At five minutes 
after twelve Stoddard drew up before 
Gardner’s house. Big John greeted him with a 
scowl of hatred and made half a pass at his 
jaw. Stoddard didn’t duck the blow, didn’t 
even express his contempt. He moved with 
laggardly steps. His face was drawn, his hands 
tightly clenched at his sides. 
 Gardner was sipping Scotch. He 
poured Stoddard a husky shot and the 
detective downed it gratefully. 
 “I thought you’d need something to 
stiffen you up,” Stoddard smiled. “Have 
another? And are you ready to go through 
with this thing?” 
 Gardner swallowed the second drink 
and felt better. “I’m ready. One thing I insist 
upon. I must see that boy. Must be sure he is 
alive. Oh, you can blindfold me—put me in a 
box or a sack or anything. But I must see that 
he is all right. I’m not buying any pig in a 
poke—not at your price. Then you and your 
stooge must remain within my sight until this 
is—is over with.” 
 “Agreed.” Gardner stood up and 
extended his hand. Stoddard didn’t look at it 
and Gardner grinned, stuck it in his trouser 
pocket. “We’ll get on with it then. Always 
remember, officer, when a boy of about ten 
gets hungry, he becomes ravished. I wouldn’t 
like to see him starve any more than you 
would.” 
 “How do we go there? In my car? It 
doesn’t make any difference.” 
 Big John stormed into the house. “He 
wasn’t tailed, chief. Ain’t nobody on the 
street.” 
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 “Get the big roll of adhesive from the 
medicine chest,” Gardner ordered. “Bring it 
here. We’re taking this officer to see the boy.” 
 Big John scowled. “Ain’t that takin’ a 
big chance, boss? What if he’s got some 
trick?” 
 “He has no trick. Do as I say, and Big 
John—keep in mind the fact that I know you 
killed a man yourself. Obey my orders and 
don’t question them.” 
 Big John moved away, muttering 
something about cops being tricky. He 
returned, and Gardner plastered strips of 
adhesive across Stoddard’s eyes. He surveyed 
the detective from all angles before he was 
satisfied that it was impossible for him to see. 
 “The car, Big John,” Gardner snapped. 
“And be sure there is fuel enough to reach the 
boy’s hiding place and back.” 
 

ARDNER led Stoddard out the back door 
to the garage. Stoddard maintained a 

strict silence as he stumbled along, clinging to 
Gardner’s arm. He was helped into the 
tonneau of a car with a powerful motor. It 
rolled out of the estate, struck the highway 
and, Stoddard knew, turned north. 
 Then he lost all sense of direction. The 
car weaved in and out of traffic, turned scores 
of corners, rolled through heavy traffic, picked 
up speed on a level, quiet highway, threaded 
streets near the river front. 
 When the car finally turned very 
sharply, bounded over a curb and the tires 
crunched against dirt, Stoddard knew they 
were at their destination. 
 Gardner touched his arm. “We’re here, 
officer. Before we go to see the boy, I must 
insist upon searching you. Possibly you have 
concentrated food for the lad and—I don’t 
want him fed so that you can stall this thing 
any longer. You don’t object?” 
 “Why should I?” Stoddard raised his 
arms and let Gardner search him carefully. 
 “Good,” Gardner said. I’ve taken your 

gun—just in case you get foolish notions 
when you see the boy. Odd, isn’t it—and 
funny too—when you think about it. Here I 
am, a confessed murderer, riding around with 
a policeman and in no danger of arrest.” 
 “Yeah,” Stoddard grunted, “very 
funny.” 
 Gardner laughed at the irony in 
Stoddard’s voice. He helped him out of the 
car, piloted him across what seemed to be half 
a mile of uneven terrain, although Stoddard 
had an idea he was being led around in circles. 
Finally he was told to duck his head. 
 They entered some kind of a place 
where their voices echoed dully. There was a 
moist smell in the air, and Stoddard felt his 
shoes sinking in mud. He climbed down an 
iron ladder to more mud. 
 Finally Gardner stopped him and 
began peeling off the adhesive. “I’ll provide 
you with a flashlight, Stoddard. You will walk 
straight ahead until you come to a metal door. 
Open it and inside you’ll find the boy. He’s 
quite safe. Neither I nor Big John will 
accompany you, for we don’t wish the boy to 
see or hear us. He has seen only one man—
Jed Klein—and he firmly believes Klein is the 
man who kidnaped him.” 
 “How’d you work that?” Stoddard 
inquired while the adhesive was slowly taken 
off. “Big John snatched him right in the 
middle of the crowd, didn’t he?” 
 Big John laughed. “I snatched the kid 
all right, but me—I know how to do it. He 
didn’t see me and he never knew what 
happened, get it?” 
 Stoddard got it when he saw the boy. 
Russ was tied up in a deep, fairly comfortable 
chair. That was the only stick of furniture in 
the place, and Stoddard guessed it was some 
kind of a work shop. For there was a long, 
worm-eaten bench on one side of the small 
room, a few rusted tools in a corner and 
nothing else. Russ was blindfolded with pads 
of cotton held in place by adhesive. 
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 Stoddard turned the flash on him and 
grimaced. Big John had kidnaped the lad 
effectively all right. There was a livid bruise 
on Russ’s chin where he’d been struck a 
vicious blow—knocked unconscious. 
 Stoddard managed a tight smile. “This 
is Stoddard—the detective. Don’t worry, 
Russ. Everything is going to be all right. Feel 
good?” 
 “I’m hungry,” Russ said. “Please, Mr. 
Policeman—take me back to mommy. It’s 
dark with this on my eyes, and there are things 
running around on the floor. I been awful 
scared.” 
 “I can’t take you out right away, 
Russ,” Stoddard said gently. “You’ll have to 
be brave a few minutes longer. Did you see 
the man who took you here?” 
 “Yes, I saw him. Once they didn’t tie 
up my eyes. He’s a skinny man and I don’t 
like him. He—he looked in at me and I could 
see his face. I’ll know him again.” 
 “Was he the man who fired the shot 
from the car?” Stoddard asked softly. 
 “I—I think so. I—I ain’t sure, but I 
think so. When can I go back to mommy?” 
 “In a little while. Now keep your chin 
up, you won’t have to wait long. I’ll get the 
man who kidnaped you first so he can’t get 
away and come back here. We’ll make a little 
game of it, eh? Now with your help it will be 
easy. Five minutes after I leave, you tell 
stories to yourself. Talk all the time and talk 
as loud as you can.” 
 “But nobody can hear me,” Russ 
protested. “I hollered like everything.” 
 “Perhaps this time some one will hear 
you, and you’ll be helping me. Remember—
wait five minutes and then talk loud. And 
don’t worry. I’ll be back soon. Your mommy 
wants you to be a brave boy. You see, Russ, 
she’s helping us, too.” 
 “Okay. I’ll do it, only don’t be long, 
will ya?” 
 

TODDARD patted his head and wished he 
might untie him, but Gardner would 

undoubtedly take a good look before he left. 
Stoddard backed out of the tiny room. Gardner 
took his arm, led him away a few feet. 
 “Watch him, Big John,” he ordered. “I 
just want to be sure he didn’t untie the boy.” 
 He returned in two minutes. “Your 
confidence in me, officer, is deeply 
appreciated. I thought you might provide the 
boy with a knife, or partially slit his bonds. 
Now—if you don’t mind.” 
 Stoddard permitted more adhesive to 
be slapped across his eyes. He was returned to 
the car and the long winding ride began again. 
Gardner replaced Stoddard’s gun in its holster. 
 “This time,” Gardner said, “I’m taking 
you to another place—where I’ve got Klein 
tied up. I imagine he’ll be a trifle hungry, too, 
but that won’t worry him much longer. I’ve 
got him in an old house that his uncle and I 
own. He’s been there before, and it will be 
quite logical for him to be holed up there.” 
 The ride took even longer than the first 
half of it. Stoddard’s nerves were on edge. He 
breathed heavily and his fingers were 
clenched in fists so tight that they hurt. 
 Gardner began stripping off the 
adhesive. “There’s no advantage in keeping 
the location of this place a secret,” he said. 
“You can say you followed the trail here on a 
hunch, discovered Klein and he opened fire on 
you. We’ll make that seem authentic with a 
couple of bullets in the walls. The place is 
rather well isolated so the shots won’t be 
heard.” 
 Stoddard looked around when the 
adhesive was off. He knew where he was. 
Carlin Manor had been an inspired suburban 
development that failed miserably. Ghosts of 
houses studded the section, all of them 
gloomy and dark. 
 Gardner snapped an order to Big John, 
and they parked the car deep down a driveway 
where it couldn’t be seen by anyone passing 
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by. Not that anyone would—the suburb was 
entirely deserted, but Gardner was taking no 
chances. 
 As they walked along, Big John 
mumbled: “We oughta polish this tramp off, 
boss. I don’t trust cops none.” 
 Stoddard stopped dead and frowned. 
“That does sound like a logical idea. Gardner. 
What assurance have I that you won’t make 
this look like Klein opened fire and killed me, 
but I got in a shot before I died?” 
 “You have none,” Gardner assured 
him, “except my word, which I promise will 
be kept. You’ve acted wisely, I hold nothing 
against you and I have no desire to see you 
die. Furthermore, it will be advantageous for 
me if you live, because then no deeper 
investigation of McAllister’s death will ever 
be made. You’ll see to that.” 
 Stoddard said: “Let’s get on with it. 
The sooner this is over, the better I’ll like it.” 
 They turned into an uneven cement 
walk leading to a big house. The front door 
was locked, but Gardner opened it, being very 
careful not to brush against anything. They 
stepped into the place and Gardner drew on 
gloves. Big John already wore them. 
 “He’s upstairs—tied to a bed,” 
Gardner explained. “I’ll lead the way.” He 
used a flashlight that he had taped so that the 
ray of light was small and impossible to be 
noticed outside. They turned into a room that 
smelled musty. Bed springs squeaked and 
Gardner turned the light on the man who was 
firmly tied to the bare springs. 
 

LEIN’S eyes were alight with a horrible 
fear. Stoddard looked at him 

dispassionately. Klein was the type whose 
physical appearance indicates cowardice and 
the characteristics of a man who’d kill when 
cornered. He was effectively gagged. 
 Gardner handed the flashlight to Big 
John. “Keep it trained on Klein,” he ordered 
crisply. His voice was a little tense now, some 

of his finesse gone. 
 “We’re ready,” he told Stoddard. 
“Finish him first, then we’ll arrange the scenic 
effects for your benefit. Shoot him between 
the eyes, Stoddard. It’s highly effective and 
we must take no chances.” 
 Stoddard drew his gun slowly. Gardner 
suddenly seized it. “Don’t be alarmed,” he 
smiled tightly. “I’m just going to make certain 
this won’t be bungled. You may have 
substituted blank cartridges—or a light charge 
of powder. I’ve provided myself with fresh 
bullets. I’ll remove yours and insert mine.” 
 “Have it your own way,” Stoddard 
snapped, “but hurry. That poor devil on the 
bed knows what’s going to happen.” 
 Gardner broke the breech of 
Stoddard’s gun and ejected the bullets. He 
stowed these carefully away, replaced them 
with fresh slugs, clicked the breech back in 
place and handed the gun to Stoddard. 
 “Get on with it,” he ordered. 
 Stoddard accepted the gun. His face 
was perfectly white, his hands shaking. Big 
John took up a position near the door, keeping 
the thin ray of the flash on the doomed man. 
Klein, eyes bulging, strained and tugged at his 
bonds with renewed fury born of despair. 
 Stoddard took a long breath. He raised 
the gun, sighted it—and then shuddered. He 
lowered the weapon. 
 “I can’t do it,” he said. “Regardless of 
everything else—the boy who will starve, his 
mother who will grieve. I can’t do it, Gardner. 
I tell you I can’t.” 
 Gardner swore and jerked the gun 
from Stoddard’s hand. “You’re a white livered 
example of a man,” he snapped. “Here, stand 
back. I’ll kill him. Only your prints will be on 
the gun when it’s over. It doesn’t make much 
difference who actually pulls the trigger.” 
 Coolly he moved forward until he was 
about six feet from the doomed man. He 
pointed the gun slowly, centered its sights 
directly between Klein’s eyes and slowly 
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pressed the trigger. 
 There was a tremendous roar. The light 
in Big John’s hand jerked from the shock of 
the explosion. Some one screamed. Stoddard 
moved with all the speed and precision at his 
command. He stepped close to Big John and 
swung a mighty blow. 
 It had plenty of steam behind it and 
hate and fury to bolster it as well. Big John 
caught the punch on the point of the chin. He 
reeled backward. The flash dropped to the 
floor. His right hand, seeking to pull a gun, 
fell limply away. 
 Stoddard scooped up the flash. He 
turned its ray toward Gardner and Klein. 
Gardner was half bent over, groaning with 
pain, holding his right hand. Parts of the gun 
lay on the floor. Klein had passed out. 
 Stoddard seized Gardner, shoved him 
against a wall and rapidly searched him. He 
extracted a small gun from a holster sewed to 
the lining of his coat, dropped this into his 
own pocket and drew out handcuffs. He 
draped one over Gardner’s left wrist, clamped 
the other on Big John. 
 Gardner looked at him. “You’ll be 
sorry for this, Stoddard. That was a dirty 
trick.” 
 “Sure it was,” Stoddard admitted 
cheerfully. “But so was yours. That gun was a 
.38. All I did was to pare down a .44 lead slug 
and jam it into the barrel of the .38 and— 
 “Well you saw the results—or should I 
say, felt them. Your hand badly hurt?” 
 “What does that matter?” Gardner 
cried. “And what do you intend doing? Don’t 
forget, there’s a boy who’ll starve. You’ll 
never find that hiding place.” 
 “I won’t have to,” Stoddard laughed 
happily. “By this time Russ is in his mother’s 
arms. Blame Big John, Gardner. He gave your 
little plan away?” 
 “B

IGHT. When you sent him to get 
Russ’ cap and the note he wrote, Big 

John was gone well over an hour, indicating 
that he’d traveled quite some distance. Yet, 
when he came into the house, his shoes and 
puttees were covered with mud—and it was 
plenty wet. 

ig John?” Gardner gaped. 

 “If he’d visited some underground 
hiding place where the boy was secreted—that 
mud had a lot of time to dry before he reached 
your house. If, he had been any great 
distance—which he hadn’t. The wet mud 
indicated he had been only a short distance 
away, and the color of the mud indicated that 
it was silt.”  
 “You’re mad,” Gardner said, but there 
was no conviction, in his voice. 
 “No, really I’m not. I figured that Big 
John had been underground. Where else 
would there be wet, viscous mud in the middle 
of a great city? So I checked up a bit. I found 
plans showing an old disused sewer that ran 
directly beneath your estate. While you and 
Big John took me for that long joy ride, men 
from headquarters surrounded your estate. 
 “They watched us descend into the 
sewer through some small tool building or 
other you had rigged up. They waited until we 
left. Russ had orders to talk loudly so his 
voice would lead the searching party on. I 
came with you alone, taking my own chances 
on saving Klein’s skin. I had to find him too, 
you see.” 
 Gardner shivered. “Yes—yes, I do see. 
I—I suppose there isn’t anything else.” 
 Stoddard grinned. He removed his hat, 
turned back the sweatband and removed a 
strip of colored tissue paper. Gravely he licked 
several of the transfer stamps and slapped 
them across Gardner’s forehead. 
 “You look better now,” he said. 
“You’re carrying around a duplicate of the 
trap I set for you. That transfer on your desk—
Russ didn’t put it there. I did! If you hadn’t 
fallen for it, I’d have found Klein and tried the 
same thing on him. The real killer knew Russ 
had those things in his pockets. Neat, eh?”  R“
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 Gardner’s teeth were chattering. 
“Very,” he got out “Sh—shall we go now?” 
 Stoddard nodded. “I’m afraid it’s one 
of your last rides, Gardner. Pretty soon we’ll 
be seeing how a gentleman murderer dies.” 
 Gardner drew himself up a little, with 

supreme effort. “I’ll die like a gentleman,” he 
promised. “I’ve lived like one, took my own 
chances and I’ll go out the same way.” 
 Stoddard said softly: “You know—I 
don’t think you will.” 

 


