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The Human Hammer Gives Up the Ring and Aspires to Be a Damn Good Lawyer 
 

A FIST FOR YOUR BRAIN 

 
 

N THE gyms where the fight fans 
gather, the name of the Human 
Hammer is sometimes mentioned. 

say. 
some

“He was a nice fighter,” they’ll 
Then there is a silence, until 

body adds, “Wonder what happened 
to him? Quitting cold that way, just when 
he was getting places. And only a kid, 
too.”  

The discussion never gets much 
further, though the answer is simple. It is 
to be found in the law library of Hymes, 
Batter & Crist. It is to be found in the big 
baboonish body, in the flat face and the 
mashed nose and broad leathery lips of 
Brad Paley. He is—or was—the Human 
Hammer. And he gave up the ring on the 

day he passed his bar exams. 
Old Wilbur T. Hymes, to whom Brad 

came for his first job, knew how Brad had 
worked his way through law school. But 
he didn’t know that as far back as Brad 
could remember he had always had the 
same ambition. To be like Hymes. Which 
meant being honest, open-minded and 
incorruptible. And being a damn good 
lawyer. 

It had been a milestone in Brad’s 
career when old Hymes, who was almost 
legendary in his own firm, had called Brad 
into the inner office and made him 
personal assistant in the Oldham case. And 
consequently the next morning Brad went 
forth like a crusader, with a new and 
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empty briefcase for a shield, and resolve 
for his sword. 

He climbed the high stoop of the 
brownstone house and pulled hard on the 
bell cord. Inside, the bell jangled sharply 
and then faded into a faint, dying echo. 
Brad stepped back. The high, dingy 
windows with their lace curtains, the 
cable-bell, the old decaying 
neighborhood—he sort of understood John 
Oldham, now that he saw the house. But 
he understood in a vague, perplexed way. 

On the face of it, the thing was crazy. 
John Oldham had died, and appointed 
Wilbur T. Hymes as executor. Oldham, the 
crookedest politician of the generation, 
and Hymes, the symbol of civic 
uprightness. 

But now, seeing the carved wooden 
door and the Victorian house, Brad felt 
that Oldham was two-sided, like himself. 
The graft and corruption on the one hand, 
the quiet old house on the other. Therein 
lay the clue to something or other. 

Brad sighed and pulled on the bell-
knocker again. Hymes had said that there 
was practically no money in the estate. 
Oldham had handled millions and 
squandered all he had. There was enough 
to support his widow a couple of years, 
and then— 

The footsteps dragged to the door and 
it opened slowly. The old lady squinted as 
the light struck her eyes, and Brad 
introduced himself. 

“I’m Paley, from the Hymes office. On 
the matter of the estate. There are some 
papers I’d like to examine, down in the 
cellar.”  

She didn’t seem to understand. She 
just blinked and said, “Those stairs. He 
wouldn’t put in an elevator. Not even 
when I told him I had heart trouble. Climb 
stairs and be damned, he said. Made me a 
prisoner in my own house. I can’t prance 
up and down the way I used to, when we 

were first married, can I?”  
Brad said, “No, Mrs. Oldham. About 

the papers—”  
She still held onto the door. “That’s 

why I didn’t go to the funeral. Down the 
stairs and up the stairs, and in my 
condition. And then on top of that, Emmy 
has to leave. Emmy, the cook. Leaves me 
all alone with those stairs. What did you 
want, young man?” 

Brad repeated his information. She 
stared and then stepped aside and 
muttered, “Hymes. What does John want 
to have dealings with him for? 
Everything’s changed, young man. John 
dies penniless and then Emmy walks out. 
She says she’ll cook for him but not for 
me. The nerve of her! 

“Thinks she’s too good to bother with 
my milk toast. So I told her she could go 
down to where John was and cook his 
fancy dishes on the fires of hell. What did 
you want, young man?”  

“The trunk in the cellar. I have the 
keys. If you’ll just show me how to get 
down there.”  

“Cellar?” she said. “You come to fix 
the furnace? It’s about time.” She trudged 
off to the back of the house and pushed 
open a door. “There,” she said. “Light 
switch is on the left. And make a good job 
of it, too, because John’s dead. Died in his 
sleep, three days ago, and then Emmy left. 
Good riddance, too. He won’t be hanging 
out in the kitchen any more, concocting 
new dishes and telling her all his secrets. 
Right there, young man.” 

Brad found the light and tramped 
down the stairs. Imagine Oldham having a 
wife like that. Crazy as a loon. He 
wondered how long she’d been that way. 

T
 
HE steps creaked under Brad’s weight 
and he heard something scamper 

away. Rats, he supposed. He smelt the 
stale, dank air that bore the chill of years. 
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The cellar was like a crypt with low brick 
vaulting. Involuntarily he shuddered. 

He switched on his flashlight and 
circled it. There was an oil burner in one 
corner, but the coal furnace hadn’t been 
used in years. A few chairs with torn seats 
were decaying at their leisure. He sighted 
the trunk near the coal bunkers and he 
marched over and knelt on the stone floor. 
Another rat scuttled and he whirled 
suddenly. Nothing, of course. 

He turned the key in the lock and 
pushed up the lid of the trunk. He knelt 
there without moving and the cold seemed 
to streak through his bones and freeze his 
every joint. His breath came in slow, 
labored gasps. The corpse in the trunk 
stared with glazed eyes. 

Brad said, “Hello,” in a cracked, 
unfamiliar voice, but his attempt at humor 
didn’t help. The dead body was too real. 

It couldn’t have been there long, 
because decomposition hadn’t begun. But 
the blood was dried and the face was 
frozen in agony. The corpse lay on its 
back, with the legs doubled up to fit into 
the trunk. And the corpse was dressed in 
nothing but underwear.  

Brad stood up slowly and wet his lips. 
Oldham’s papers—gone. Suppose the 
papers incriminated somebody, and that 
the somebody had taken them. And been 
interrupted. And the two men had fought. 
That made sense. 

Brad clenched his teeth and focused 
the light on the body. He saw the bullet 
hole now, a blackish spot in the side of the 
head, near the neck. But was this the man 
who had sought to remove the papers? Or 
was this the second one, who had 
interrupted? And why had they fought? 
And who were they? And where had Mrs. 
Oldham been and why hadn’t she heard 
the shot? And above all, what had 
happened to the papers? 

Brad gave it up. The dead man 

couldn’t tell him, and there was nobody 
else to ask. Then the dead man spoke. 

“Where is it?” 
Brad jumped and then spun around, 

and it was almost a relief to see the small, 
sallow man with the gun, because at least 
it meant that the dead body couldn’t really 
talk. 

Brad cleared his throat. “Where’s 
what?”  

“The stuff.  The papers, the evidence, 
the letters, Chump.” The sallow man with 
the long thin nose and lugubrious eyes was 
leaning against the coal furnace. He 
studied Brad as if Brad presented some 
strange problem that could only be solved 
by close, careful observation. “Where the 
hell did you put’ em?”  

“Me? I was looking—” Brad broke off 
and wondered whether he ought to talk. 

The gunman just stared. Presently he 
lifted the revolver and waved it 
significantly. Brad said hurriedly, “I don’t 
know where the stuff is. I came looking, 
and found—this.” 

 
E TURNED and glanced at the body 
again. The forehead was smudged 

and the hands were dirty. The dead man 
must have come down the coal chute. But 
the live man, the one with the gun—where 
had he come from? And did the mad 
woman upstairs have anything to do with 
this? 

“Let’s see that briefcase,” droned the 
gunman in his dry, nasal tone. “Throw it 
over.” 

Brad tossed it. The gunman stooped, 
but his dark, sad eyes never left Brad. 
Brad moved forward and the gunman’s 
lips twisted, “Just stay there. Right there, 
Chump.” 

Brad obeyed. With one hand, the 
gunman opened the briefcase and pulled 
out the thin sheets of paper, the copy of 
the court order and of the letters of 
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administration that Hymes had rushed 
through, the moment he had learnt he was 
to be executor. 

The gunman pocketed the documents 
without understanding them, and motioned 
with his gun muzzle. “Come on,” he said. 
“I get chills from this lousy place. Come 
on out here.” He motioned toward the 
stairs and Brad marched up.   

At the top, he gripped the door and 
tensed his muscles. Split second action. 
Slam the door and dive to the side. Then 
he’d be safe. 

He turned slightly. The gunman was a 
couple of feet away and the muzzle of the 
revolver was almost touching Brad’s back. 
The trick wouldn’t work. 

“Well?” he asked. 
“Parlor,” droned the gunman. “We’ll 

sit in them comfortable chairs and wait. I 
got chills from that damn cellar. So we’ll 
sit in the parlor and wait.”  

“For what?”  
“You ask a hell of a lot of questions,” 

intoned the gunman. “Just go in there and 
sit down.”  

Brad sat on the hard springs of the old-
fashioned sofa and looked at the window. 
A big Morris chair faced the narrow 
opening between the lace curtains. 
Probably John Oldham used to relax there 
and think about the papers he had in the 
cellar, and what he’d do with them. And 
who wanted them. And how much he’d 
pay. 

The gunman picked up the phone and 
dialed a number. His dull, nasal voice 
buzzed wearily into the phone. “Give me 
the big shot. Tell him it’s Benny and it’s 
important. . . . Hel1o? . . . Yeah, it’s me. I 
done like you told me and I caught 
somebody. What do I do now? . . . Yeah. . 
. . I’m in the parlor. Sure it’s safe. She’s 
upstairs some place and no one else is 
going to barge in. And listen—bring along 
a slug of whiskey or something. I’m cold. 

I got chills and the doctor said I shouldn’t 
get exposed. That damn cellar. You ought 
to wait there. You don’t want me to pass 
out on you, do you?”  

He hung up and stared dolefully. 
Presently his shoulders heaved 
convulsively. 

It was a long wait. Benny pointed the 
gun and kept complaining about the cellar. 
“I shouldn’t take a job like that,” he said. 
“I got weak lungs. Once your lungs go, 
you’re through. It ain’t like taking a rap. 
You get sent up and you serve your time 
and then you get out, and you’re better 
than ever. But once your lungs go, it’s 
bad.”  

“What’s this all about?” demanded 
Brad. “What’s going to happen?”  

“You worry too much.”  
Brad did. He worried plenty. He 

wanted to ask Benny whether he’d shot the 
man in the trunk and why he’d stayed 
there. 

Then Brad started to worry about 
Hymes. Hymes was an old man, as frail as 
his mind was keen, and he might wonder 
about the delay and come up to the house 
to see what was wrong. And walk into a 
gun trap.  

Then Brad wondered what Hymes 
would do if he’d been caught, instead of 
Brad. Hymes would use his head. He’d 
think up some trick, some way of getting 
help. But Brad couldn’t think of anything. 
He had nothing but a pair of fists, but he 
was no longer a fighter. He was Hymes’ 
assistant, and a lawyer. 

 
T WAS a long wait. 

or 
After an hour, or maybe two hours 

maybe fifteen minutes, a key turned in 
the lock of the front door and a brisk step 
crossed the threshold and marched down 
the corridor. A dark, dapper man entered 
the parlor and Brad exclaimed, “Mastick!”  

Jerry Mastick, one of the best known 

I
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and trickiest criminal lawyers in town. He 
defended racketeers and gangsters and 
murderers, when they could pay enough, 
and usually he got them off. 

He wasn’t pleased at being recognized. 
He snapped, “So you know me, huh?” and 
then he turned on Benny. “You damn 
brainless dim-wit! You cheap little runt of 
a moron! Know who that is? It’s Hymes’ 
man!”  

Benny shrugged. “Well, I got him, 
didn’t I?”  

“You fool! I told you to get anybody 
who came looking to see what had 
happened to—” He made a gesture and 
refrained from mentioning the name. 

Benny raised his eyebrows and said, 
“Finney? The guy in the trunk?”  

“Shut up!” roared Mastick, and the 
whiplash of his voice set off something in 
Benny’s feeble brain and scared him. He 
backed away and said, “Gee—I tried to do 
it right. If I can fix it—” 

“Just shut up!” barked Mastick. “You 
have done enough damage already.” He 
crossed the room and faced Brad. “Well, 
what do you figure I’m going to do now?”  

Brad tried to think of what Hymes 
would say. The keen, clever lawyer who 
never gave an inch when it was a question 
of integrity. But Brad had no ideas. He 
kept telling himself that at least he’d play 
it straight. He had an all too clear idea of 
his danger. He’d stumbled on murder, and 
death is the way to shut the mouth of a 
witness. 

“I think,” said Brad, “you’d better call 
the police.”  

Mastick laughed. “Sure. So you can tie 
me into this business. But I’m not Benny. I 
have a slight amount of intelligence, even 
if I was stupid enough to hire him. I think 
the best idea is to call in Hymes. The old 
windbag will stick by his promises, and 
he’ll promise a lot—to save the life of one 
of his employees. What’s your name?”  

“Paley.”  
“All right, Paley. Call him and tell him 

to come over here, immediately. And not 
to leave word where he’s going. He’ll do 
that for you.”  

Brad just smiled. “Hymes is staying 
out of this.” 

“Even,” said Mastick very softly, “if it 
means your life?”  

Brad tried to make his answer sound 
matter-of-fact. Maybe Mastick was 
bluffing and wouldn’t shoot in cold blood, 
but nevertheless Brad’s heart was 
pounding and his voice was hard to 
control. “Even,” he said, “if it means my 
life.”  

“Such loyalty!” exclaimed Mastick 
sarcastically. “It’s very touching. There 
are a lot of youngsters around town who 
admire Hymes, but there aren’t many 
who’d give up their lives for that 
admiration. And, when you realize you 
can make a nice bit of money out of this, I 
don’t think you’ll want to be the first of 
that very few.”  

“I gave you my answer,” said Brad 
stiffly. 

Mastick didn’t make sense. If he’d 
killed the man in the trunk, the man whom 
Benny had called Finney, then Mastick 
should have the papers. And if he had the 
papers, why had Benny asked for them? 
And if Mastick hadn’t killed the man in 
the trunk, why was he here and what was 
he afraid of? Or was this some kind of 
bluff? 

It wasn’t. Mastick shrugged and his 
face seemed to darken and his eyes to 
narrow. Very softly, he said, “All right, 
Benny. Kill him.”  

Just like that. 
Benny raised his revolver and smiled. 

Brad, facing death, didn’t move. A pulse 
pounded at his forehead and he thought of 
Hymes. Solemnly, he stared at the dark 
muzzle of the gun. 
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LD Wilbur T. Hymes fussed at his 
desk and wondered why Paley hadn’t 

shown up. A lad who’d earned his way 
through law school by boxing and who’d 
chucked the fight game the day he passed 
his bar examinations—there was no 
question about his reliability or his ability 
to take care of himself. But—why hadn’t 
he reported yet? 

Hymes pressed the button on his desk 
and looked up as his secretary entered. 
“Miss Gray, will you try the Oldham 
house again?”  

“I just did, but there’s still no answer. 
I’ve been trying them every few minutes 
for the last hour.”  

“The boy’s probably down in the 
cellar. Got interested in the material he 
found and doesn’t hear the bell. And Mrs. 
Oldham’s half cracked. But somebody 
ought to answer.” 

The telephone rang and Hymes picked 
it up. He listened carefully, said “Yes” a 
few times and then replaced the 
instrument. He leaned back in his chair. 

“That was the police department,” he 
said thoughtfully. “Somebody heard a 
scream at the Oldham house, but when the 
police entered the place, it was empty. 
Except for the cellar, where they found the 
body of Patrick Finney. Finney was the 
detective who skipped the country ten 
years ago. His failure to testify got an 
acquittal in the Schooler murder case. 
Mastick was counsel for the defense, and 
everybody thought that Oldham had had 
his hand in it, too. You see, his cook was 
Mrs. Patrick Finney. And if Oldham had 
one great love in his life, it was his own 
stomach. In the service of which his cook 
was retained as a sort of high priestess.” 
Hymes rose slowly, walked over to the 
coat rack and took his hat, his gloves, his 
cane. “I believe I know where I can find 
her,” he added. 

His thin, lined face was grave as he left 

his office. He was wishing that he was 
young again, that he had a mashed face 
and a big, baboonish body and fists like 
mallets, and that he’d once been known as 
the Human Hammer. Because then he 
would have been able to mow down the 
opposition. And he knew that he was 
heading for trouble.  

He thought about it all the way out in 
the taxi. Young Paley’s disappearance, the 
body in the cellar—Oldham’s roots 
reached deep into the underworld. Hymes 
should have warned young Paley. But 
Hymes hadn’t thought anything could 
happen so soon. And besides, the boy 
could take care of himself. He must have 
discovered the body and followed out 
some clue that he’d picked up. No, Hymes 
wasn’t worried about the Human Hammer. 
But in a way, he was jealous. 

Sometimes, when Hymes woke up in 
the middle of the night and couldn’t get 
back to sleep, he played with the idea that 
he, too, was young and powerful and had 
dynamite in his fists. With a fighting talent 
like young Paley’s, you didn’t have to 
think your way out of trouble. You just 
flexed your muscles and battered your way 
out. Which was the best system old Hymes 
could conceive of. 

His mild blue eyes were bright with 
longing when the taxi reached the end of 
its long journey. Oldham had given Emmy 
this house in the suburbs long ago, and she 
spent occasional week-ends in it. A place 
where she could go and be something 
other than a servant. Probably Patrick 
Finney, the dead detective who was her 
husband, had been hiding out here 
recently. Hymes would know in a few 
minutes. 

He walked up the concrete path with 
the border of purple iris and rang the bell. 
A small, sallow man opened the door and 
asked some fool questions, but the old 
lawyer poked at him with his cane, 

O 
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muttered, “I’m Hymes” and marched in. 
At the entrance to the living room, he 
stopped. 

Emmy was sitting there, a square 
placid woman in a blue cotton dress, and 
opposite her was Mrs. John Oldham with 
her face screwed up in irritation, and 
standing between them was Jerry Mastick. 

Hymes said, “Hello, Mastick,” and 
thumped his cane on the bare floor. “I 
came out here to have a talk with Emmy. 
Didn’t expect to find you here.”  

“What did you intend talking about?”  
Hymes’ crafty old mind took in the 

situation and made its decision. Mastick’s 
presence meant he’d had the same idea as 
Hymes, and probably the same facts. So 
there was no sense beating around the 
bush.  

“About some letters,” said Hymes, 
“and about a man. It’s queer how a crime 
can lie hidden and apparently safe for 
years, like the spore of some disease, and 
then conditions change, become favorable 
for growth, and the spore ripes into a 
deadly germ. A stack of papers lying in a 
trunk, harmless because Oldham couldn’t 
use them without exposing himself. Then 
he dies, places them in my hands, and they 
mean jail to one of the smartest lawyers 
who ever violated the code of ethics.”  

“Talk facts,” said Mastick. 
Hymes turned to the placid woman in 

the blue dress. “Emmy,” he said, “did you 
know that Patrick was killed?”  

“Yes. And good riddance, too,” she 
answered. “I never wished anyone evil, 
but if evil had to happen, I hoped it would 
strike Patrick. Ever since the war started 
and he came back to America, he’s been 
getting money out of me. And then, when 
Mr. Oldham—bless him—died, Pat simply 
up and left. I thought I was rid of him.” 

Mastick put his hands in his pockets. 
“What do you know about this, Hymes?”  

The frail old man smiled. “I know that 

Schooler was guilty as hell and that 
Patrick Finney’s testimony would have 
nailed him. That part doesn’t matter any 
more, because Schooler’s dead and gone. 
But you and Oldham arranged for Finney 
to skip the country, years ago, and the 
proof was in letters that can convict both 
of you. Of murder after the fact. There’s 
nothing you’d stop at, Mastick, to get hold 
of that evidence.”  

“Nothing,” admitted Mastick. He took 
his hands out of his pockets and he had a 
gun in them. He didn’t point it, but he held 
it as if the touch reassured and amused 
him. And while he handled it with 
apparent casualness, he cocked the 
hammer. “Furthermore,” he added, 
“you’re going to get them back for me. 
From Emmy.” 

“Glory be!” she exclaimed. “But I 
know nothing about them.”  

Mastick shrugged. “You see how 
obstinate she is? And I hate to use force. I 
hate to use torture. But perhaps I’d better 
explain my logic, Hymes. If you find a 
flaw in it, be good enough to correct me.” 
Smiling, he replaced the gun in his pocket. 

Hymes sucked in his lips. In all his 
long years of practice, he’d never faced a 
situation like this. Brute force and nothing 
else would win out. And Hymes was a 
husk of an old man. The fires of vitality 
still burnt in his brain, but his arms were 
thin and puny. “I’m listening,” he 
remarked. 

Mastick leaned one elbow on the 
mantelpiece. “Oldham must have planned 
this all his life. He always put things in 
writing. He claimed it was merely for his 
own protection, so that nobody could 
doublecross him, and that obviously he 
could never use his evidence without 
convicting himself. And then he died and 
pulled the doublecross supreme. May his 
ghost rot!”  

Emmy jumped up and cried, “He was a 
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good man, and you know it!”  
“He was the lowest, dirtiest, most 

hypocritical skunk I ever came across. His 
whole life was a lie.” 

 
MMY’S eyes widened and her broad, 
homely face grew red with anger. 

“You can’t say that!” she cried. “He 
wanted to do right, to make up for his sins. 
That’s why he kept records of everything 
and hid them in that trunk. He always used 
to say that if he could expose you and 
show you up as a crook, his life would be 
squared.”  

“So you knew where the stuff was, and 
you told Pat. But first you emptied the 
trunk and then you told him the stuff was 
there, and when he came sliding down the 
coal chute last night, you were ready and 
you killed him. You hated him a long 
time, Emmy, but you finally got him.”  

“I didn’t—I swear it! And you can’t 
make me—”  

Mastick swung the gun with a quick, 
savage blow that raked her cheek. She 
staggered back and fell across a chair. 
When she raised her hand to her face, she 
felt the gash and she began to moan.  

Mastick turned his back to her. His 
voice was calm and collected; the incident 
no longer bothered him. 

“I was telling you, Hymes. After 
Oldham died, several of us tried to find 
those papers. A number of high-priced 
second-story workers and safe-men have 
been through that house. But the papers—
not a sign of them. Nobody had sense 
enough to search the cellar and look 
through an old trunk with a lock that was 
practically rusted off. Until I went there 
myself, early this morning. And found 
Finney’s body. 

“Well, why was he killed? Who told 
him to go there and how did he know that 
trunk held the papers we’d all been 
looking for? Emmy, of course. Emmy, 

who was Oldham’s only confidante, and 
who left the Oldham house at exactly the 
time that Patrick Finney was shot and the 
papers disappeared. That was my 
deduction. 

“Of course, I took other precautions. If 
I was wrong and if Finney’s body was 
there temporarily, until his killer had a 
chance to remove it, I wanted to know 
who he was. So I had a man watching it, 
with instructions to report to me. But you 
agree about Emmy, don’t you?” 

“The boy from my office,” said Hymes 
suddenly. “Paley—what happened to 
him?” 

“You’d like to know that,” remarked 
Mastick, “and that’s one reason why you 
are going to play my game.”  

“Paley’s safe,” said Hymes. “He’d be 
too much for you.”  

“He’s in the cellar of this house right 
now. But whether he’s alive or not—”  

Mastick raised his eyebrows and didn’t 
finish the sentence. Old Hymes looked 
past him at the cook who was still 
moaning and had pressed a handkerchief 
against the bleeding gash in her cheek. 
Mastick wasn’t bluffing. He was ruthless 
and fighting for his very existence, and the 
sallow man who had opened the door was 
Mastick’s man. Mastick held all the 
trumps. 

Hymes saw the futility of it. He felt old 
and weak and beaten, and even the dull 
anger in his veins seemed heavy and 
senseless. 

Mrs. Oldham interrupted suddenly. 
“Of course he’s alive!” she snapped. 
“Though it’s pure luck. They were going 
to kill him, in the parlor of my house, 
because he wouldn’t let you get dragged 
into this. That jaundiced fool was going to 
shoot him, and then I screamed. I was 
sitting in John’s big chair by the window, 
and when I screamed, that stopped them. 
They tied Paley up in boy-scout knots 
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because they were afraid that if he had the 
use of his hands, he’d knock them all 
down. The boy has spunk, but he can’t 
fight bullets. And neither can you, Mr. 
Hymes, so you’d better do what you’re 
told!”  

Hymes had forgotten her. The cracked 
old woman whom Oldham had put out of 
his life in favor of a cook, and whom 
nobody had been bothering with. Now 
Hymes looked at her and wondered where 
she came in. And as he looked, he saw the 
reflection of the open doorway in the glass 
of a picture. Something moved across the 
doorway. 

Mastick said, “Hymes, you’re an old 
has-been, but I don’t think you can walk 
out of here and spill your information to 
the police. I’m in a jam—sure. Never been 
in a worse one. But I’m ready to kill you 
and Emmy and Mrs. Oldham and Paley, if 
I have to. Your deaths would affect me as 
much as the deaths of a few Chinese killed 
in the latest air raid. And the only way out 
is for you to get me the incriminating 
papers and then promise that neither you 
nor this Paley will ever breathe a word of 
this to anyone in the world. And, that if it 
comes up, you’ll deny the whole business. 
I can trust you, Hymes. Is that all clear?”  

Hymes kept staring at the picture and 
saw Brad Paley step forward into the 
room. Quickly, Hymes said, “Very well. 
Perhaps you want it in writing—”  

The gun whipped out of Mastick’s 
pocket. Hymes spun around and saw Brad 
Paley moving forward, his fists clenched 
like a pair of croquet balls and his eyes 
like thin, shaded slits. 

Mastick said, “Put your hands up, 
Paley.”  

Brad Paley stopped. Slowly, his long 
arms went up. But Mastick’s gun was 
pointing at Hymes. And for a reason.  

“If you try anything,” said Mastick, 
“I’ll let Hymes have it first, and then you!” 

Hymes blinked and then his jaw shut 
with a sharp click. He was old in years and 
his arms were thin, but a fury swept 
through his veins and seemed to imbue 
him with the strength for which he had 
prayed. The dream that he was young and 
strong and had once been known as the 
Human Hammer – for a moment, it 
seemed true. And there was no way except 
violence. 

He made a sudden lunge for the gun. 
Mastick’s scowling face loomed in front 
of him and Mastick’s animal grunt rasped 
as the gun jerked up and fired. Hymes 
yelled in a wild happiness as he felt the 
bullet plow into his shoulder. Then 
something knocked him over and a giant 
body tore past him. To the second 
explosion of the gun, a dull, bone-cracking 
sound beat a tuneless echo. Flesh, bone 
and the quick puff of breathing. 

All the power that had earned Brad the 
name of the Human Hammer slammed 
into Mastick’s jaw. The bone snapped like 
a plank of wood. Mastick’s shot went wild 
and he left his feet and went hurtling 
backwards, as if he’d been flipped off a 
springboard. His body arched and fell 
across a chair. The gun clattered and slid 
toward the red tiles of the fireplace. 
Mastick lay very still, his arms limp and 
his lips twitching soundlessly.  

Brad picked up Hymes and carried him 
to the sofa. “Mr. Hymes—you hurt?” he 
asked anxiously.  

The old man looked up. “My shoulder. 
It’s nothing, Brad. Nothing much. I didn’t 
hit him hard enough, did I? Better call the 
police and let them straighten this out.”  

“Police, nothing!” said Brad. “I’ve got 
it straightened out all by myself. While I 
was lying there in the cellar, rubbing the 
ropes against a broken bit of concrete, I 
had plenty of time to think it out. I just 
tried to dope it the way you would have. 
My brains instead of my fists, see? And so 
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it was easy.”  
Old Hymes’ shoulder began to throb 

and Brad Paley’s face wavered and 
blurred. Weakly, Hymes said, “Who, 
Brad? Who?”  

Brad’s answer was indistinguishable, 
for the shot seemed to thunder out from 
behind his head. Hymes heard the 
shattering noise, and then he passed out.  

 
HERE was nothing but whiteness in 
the hospital room. Walls, ceiling, 

bed—just interminable whiteness. But old 
Hymes knew he was in no danger. The 
transfusion of Brad’s blood had given 
Hymes strength and a fresh vitality. He 
needed rest, of course, but in a few days 
he’d be as good as new. Or better. Much 
better. 

The door opened and Brad walked in. 
“Feeling all right, Mr. Hymes? The doctor 
said I could stay for just a few minutes, 
but that I shouldn’t make you talk.” 

“Let me ask a few questions, Brad, and 
express my gratitude. Seems I owe you my 
life twice over.”  

“You talk like that, after you tackled 
Mastick and his gun? I’d never have had 
the nerve to do that. Please—don’t talk. 
I’ll tell you what you want to know. 

“You see, you passed out just as I was 
saying Mrs. Oldham had done it. She 
never denied it. She just grabbed 
Mastick’s gun and shot herself. Good 
thing, too, because my proof wasn’t 
exactly the sort that would stand up in a 

court of law. It was just—well, she’d been 
pretending she was mad, and she’d been 
grumbling and talking about the furnace. 
Her motive was money, of course. To get 
the papers and sell them. Blackmail. 

“Later on I realized how sane she 
really was. That meant she’d been putting 
on an act, just pretending to be mad. Add 
that to the talk about the furnace, which 
was on her mind, and the fact that nobody 
seemed to know where the papers were, 
and it was obvious enough. She’d killed 
Finney and hidden the stuff in the old coal 
furnace. 

“The police found the papers there, but 
she practically told me where to look. 
Word association, see?”  

Hymes nodded slowly. “She was going 
through the trunk when Finney slid down 
the coal chute, And Mastick? What about 
him?”  

“They can charge him with anything 
they want. Complicity in the Schooler 
case, or attempted murder and assault and 
battery and conspiracy in the Oldham case. 
Mastick hasn’t a chance.” 

Brad Paley grinned, because he was 
young and strong and he’d used his head, 
like a lawyer. And old Hymes grinned 
back, but for different reasons. He’d faced 
a man with a gun and battled him. For the 
first time in his life, he’d used his fist 
instead of his brains. And he was proud of 
it. 

Very proud. 
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