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HARLIE REDPATH twisted his 
five feet eight in the swivel chair 
and indicated the three bills on 
his desk. 

“Three hundred is a lot of money to 
pay for a watchman, Mr. Crevick.”  

The small, dapper man facing the 
detective leaned forward, eyes hooded, 
bright, his fingers tapping on the battered 
mahogany desk top. 

“I’m paying for more than a 
watchman. I’m paying to avoid trouble. 
I’ve been threatened. I want protection! 

It’s as simple as that. And there are two 
more century notes due you when the job 
is done.”  

Poker-faced, Redpath nodded. 
“This all I’ve got to go on?” he tapped 

the note spread out on the green blotter in 
front of him. 

“That note and things that have 
happened,” answered Crevick promptly. 
“Rocks thrown through the windows. 
Worse, someone took a shot at my partner, 
Ed Frakes. Somebody’s trying to put us 
out of business. You are a detective. Find 

C 



TICKET TO DOOM 2

out who it is and get ‘em! 
“The police are no good until you can 

give them a body and I don’t want any 
corpses.”  

“This note,” the investigator leaned 
forward and picked the sheet up in his 
hands, turning it over, “Clear Out, Close 
Your Garage or Somebody’s Going to Get 
Hurt,” he read aloud. “You haven’t any 
idea who might have sent it?”  

The garage owner shook his head. 
“Well, when do I start? And, 

incidentally, what’s the address of this 
place of yours?” 

His client jabbed a thumb over one 
shoulder. 

“It’s over on the riverfront. Tough 
district, all right. Other people have had 
trouble down there before.” He looked at a 
gold-faced wrist-watch. “Let’s see, it’s 
pretty late now. Tell you, I’ll be down in 
the morning, Redpath. We’ll go up early. 
I’ll show you the layout. I want you to 
meet Frakes too. He’ll be there tomorrow 
morning.”  

“All right,” complied Redpath after a 
second. “I take it you don’t think doom is 
pointing its finger at you tonight.”  

“You’re the detective,” the garage man 
came back. “Three hundred dollars worth 
of detective . . . maybe five hundred.”  

“For that I’ll play watchman for you 
tonight,” the investigator murmured.  

“I’ll be down in the morning for you, 
Redpath,” Crevick persisted. “It’s getting 
dark now. In the morning I’ll be able to 
show you the whole district as well as our 
garage.” 

Redpath walked to his office door. 
They stood together for a moment, the 
detective a good inch taller than the slight, 
almost petite man who faced him. 

“I want one thing understood, Mr. 
Crevick, and if I sound like the lead 
character from a Secret Agent X flicker, 
I’m sorry. When I take a case, I take it 

because the bird who hires me at least 
thinks I’m a detective, thinks I can help 
him. But the help’s got to be done my 
way!”  

“Why, sure,” said Crevick breaking in 
with a grin. Redpath was glad his goodbye 
handshake wasn’t as oily as the smile. 

 
E LISTENED as his client walked 
down the hall to the elevator, waited 

until he heard the rumble of cables that 
presaged the ascending cage. When the 
doors clanged shut, he hurried through the 
outer and inner rooms of his office and let 
himself through the back door. He padded 
down three flights of back stairs, came out 
on a side alley where he kept his small 
coupe. The roaring start of a motor from 
the front told him that Crevick was already 
down. He unlocked his own car, inserted 
the key in the ignition, and after a few 
seconds, kicked the starter. 

With no lights, even though early 
winter darkness was already falling, he 
nosed out of the alley just in time to see 
twin taillights disappear around the far 
corner of the street. Redpath flicked on his 
dims and accelerated into the avenue. 
Traffic was thin and although he coasted 
well behind, the twin red rear lights of the 
garage man were easy to stay with. The 
trail ran north to the pushcart district, 
deserted now, and then under the el for 
several more blocks. A street sign told the 
investigator they were only six blocks 
from the river. The gloom made ancient, 
ramshackle ghosts out of houses fronting 
the poorly paved street. 

Redpath slowed almost to a stop. His 
geography of the city warned him that if 
Crevick went much further, he’d be in the 
river. Then the brighter red of car 
stoplights shone from the rear of the 
machine blocks ahead, and it swerved 
suddenly out of sight. Redpath pulled to 
the curb, killed his motor and got out. 
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There was an evil loneliness about this 
district, the unhealthiness of a part of the 
city that had died. Off to his right and 
muffled by the thick, foggy darkness were 
occasional sounds of river traffic. The 
pavements were ill-kept, and once or twice 
he nearly stumbled. The detective almost 
resented the bulge in his hip pocket. He 
would have gladly traded the .32 for a 
good flashlight right now. 

Redpath eased into the doorway of a 
warehouse nearly opposite the garage and 
as best he could studied Crevick’s place 
from this vantage point. It was three-
storied brick with a has-been neon sign 
across the double-faced entrance that still 
lit up enough flickering bulbs to enable 
him to figure out the rest. “PARADISE 
GARAGE,” it advertised. Through the 
dirt-clouded windows at the front, the 
investigator could make out the usual 
garage paraphernalia inside—gas and oil 
pumps, the indistinct shadow thrown by a 
car parked somewhere in the back of the 
shed and the yellow ceiling lights. 

As he studied the building, he heard 
the screeching sound of tires turning into 
the street. He flattened himself against the 
warehouse door and watched the car that 
thundered down the street, braked sharply 
and turned into the alley that ran 
innocently, so Redpath had thought, 
paralleling the black side of the Paradise. 
He could make out that the auto was a 
late-year sedan, cream or very light 
colored, with white side walls. Abreast of 
him rubber shrilled protestingly and the 
motor roared as the occupant clashed 
gears. Then the next thing—the car had 
disappeared. In the fleeting moment before 
the machine seemed to vanish, Redpath 
noticed that only one of the double tail-
lights was working. 

Redpath almost started out from his 
hiding place before the explanation came 
to him. There must be a ramp in that alley. 

As though to confirm his suspicions, the 
muted sound of a well-oiled roller door 
came to him and then silence again except 
for the river sounds. 

For a moment Charlie Redpath thought 
of the river. He had been born not far from 
the oily, black water, and as a kid he used 
to love to watch the ships go by. He 
remembered in particular the midnight 
Peerless Line nightboat sliding along 
majestically up the stream with all its 
cabin lights aglow and the sound of music 
coming across the river to shore. It was 
strange, Redpath thought with a little quirk 
of his lips, he’d always promised himself a 
trip on that nightboat and somehow he’d 
never gotten around to it. He recalled the 
way, even before he’d been old enough to 
stay up to see it go by, he’d hear it 
whistling on the river, whistling for the 
drawbridges that would open up one by 
one in front of it. 

Of course, Peerless had replaced the 
ship with one of relatively new vintage, 
but to him it was still the same twelve 
o’clock nightboat. 

Redpath shrugged impatiently at these 
irrelevant thoughts and brought his 
attention back to the garage. He was about 
to start across the street when another car, 
this one moving slowly, drove him back 
into the doorway. He pursed his lips when 
he made out its identity. It was a police 
prowl car, flashing its spotlight here and 
there. The spot flicked to the alley next the 
Paradise and then searched on. Perhaps it 
was merely a coincidence, but Redpath 
wondered. The P.D. auto disappeared 
around the next turn and Redpath once 
again edged out into the street. He hopped 
straight across to the shadow of the alley 
and felt his way in the blackness to where 
his fingers touched the corrugated steel 
door. He nodded to himself. That’s where 
the machine had disappeared. That was 
probably the ramp for upstairs storage. 
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HILE he was here, he thought he’d 
look-see this property he’d been 

hired to protect. Again cursing his lack of 
a flashlight, he toed his way gingerly 
forward into the alley. As he proceeded, 
the dampness of the river grew more 
noticeable. The low building at his right 
fell away abruptly and swirls of fog 
sponged his face with moist clamminess. 
Looking directly ahead through the 
darkness and shadow, Redpath could make 
out where the land dropped off and the 
river began. Further to the left were the 
small twinkling top-girder lights of a 
drawbridge. 

Groping his way, Redpath just avoided 
a sharp impact with something at the very 
back of the alley where it curved to go 
three-quarters of the way around the 
Paradise Garage. He felt with his hands 
and the dark bulk took the shape and 
identity of a car. The investigator was 
about to retrace his steps to the street when 
a faint sound set sudden needles tingling at 
the base of his head. The noise came from 
within the auto . . . and it was 
unquestionably a moan! 

The detective squeejied his nose 
against the damp pane of the car but the 
blackness inside was even more 
impenetrable than the outside gloom. But 
the gruesome sound came again and 
Redpath reached for the chrome door 
handle, turned it slowly, gently. As he did, 
something soft but with weight slid against 
his lap at the opening. His exploring hands 
revealed the unpleasant truth. He could 
feel a man’s head, a big man whose 
crumpled body in the back seat had been 
wedged against the door. The head had 
come out Jack-in-the-box fashion when 
Redpath turned the latch. 

The investigator stooped quickly and 
eased the head against the back seat. His 
hand at the man’s chest picked up a faint 
heart vibration and something more—a 

sticky wetness that had soaked through 
coat, vest, and shirt. Redpath leaned over 
and put his lips close to the man’s ear.  

“Can you hear me?” he said. “I’m 
going to get a doctor, Pal.”  

A groan was the only answer. The 
fellow was badly hurt. That was evident. 
Redpath gently pulled him a bit more 
upright and the groaning turned into a 
gasp. There were few intelligible words. 
The man’s pulse under Redpath’s fingers 
was weak, ragged. The investigator 
strongly guessed that any doctor he could 
get would arrive too late. 

“What happened?” he murmured. 
The man shuddered either from terror 

or pain. 
“Don’t know,” Redpath barely made 

out. “Shot.” And then he forced out, 
“Who’re you?”  

“I’m a detective,” explained Redpath. 
“I was hired by the proprietors of this 
garage.” 

He felt the man stiffen under his 
hands. 

“I’m going to get you a doctor,” he 
reassured doubtfully. “Just hold on.”  

But the agonized gasping increased 
and he knew his words were futile. The 
man died with Redpath’s fingers on his 
pulse. The first thing to do was to call the 
police. Redpath backed his way out of the 
car. As he did so, he heard the scuff of 
shoeleather coming from the mouth of the 
alley. Someone was coming this way. . . . 

 
 BEAM of light flickered along the 
uneven stones paving the alley and 

Redpath flattened himself against the 
garage wall behind the car. He looked 
hurriedly for another exit. There was none. 
The footsteps were nearer and the sound of 
two voices came to him. Whoever held the 
flashlight turned it abruptly into the nitch 
where the car was parked. Redpath was 
blinded by the light. 
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“Hello,” he called steadily. 
The light stopped its peripatetic course 

and glared dazzling into his face. There 
was a muttered oath as they came toward 
him. 

“Who’re you, Bud?” a voice said 
roughly.  

Thrown out sideways, rays from the 
hand-torch highlighted something metallic 
held by the other man. Redpath felt cold 
damp fingers of fear tickle the back of his 
neck. It was too late now to dig for his 
own automatic. 

“Name’s Redpath,” he answered. “I’m 
a private investigator.”  

The two were close now, looming over 
him in the darkness. 

“Whatcha doin’ back here?”  
He could make out beyond the rim of 

the light the speaker’s swarthy brutal face. 
“Crevick hired me,” said Redpath 

shrugging. “I was just looking around.”  
There was a moment’s silence. Then 

the other one said in menacing tones, 
“Find anything?”  

Redpath knew they were studying him 
closely. He shook his head wordlessly. But 
the second man still kept his gun out. 

“You’d better come inside with us to 
see the boss.” It was not a suggestion but a 
flat order. 

Redpath inclined his head. He didn’t 
like their looks—a couple of tough 
waterfront gorillas—but this was no time 
for personal feelings. One on each side, 
they marched him back out of the alley 
without so much as a glance at the sedan 
where the dead man lay. They led him 
through a small bookkeeper’s office 
ornamented with old dusty ledgers and 
broken chairs, up some stairs, through 
another door. Inside, Crevick and two men 
dressed in dirty mechanics coveralls were 
sitting around a table engrossed in 
conversation. 

“We found this guy out back near Ed 

Frakes’ car,” said one of the gorillas 
meaningfully.  

Crevick looked up surprised and then 
the oily smile broke across his face. 

“Why it’s the private dick! Redpath, 
these are some of our helpers,” he nodded 
around the room, including the two who 
sat near him and the pair that had brought 
the investigator from the alley. “I really 
didn’t expect to see you until tomorrow.”  

“I told you 1 investigate in my own 
way, Mr. Crevick,” answered Redpath 
with a sternness he hoped was convincing. 
He kept his hands away from his pockets, 
hoping no one would think of his .32. 

Crevick nodded. “That’s fine. Fine. 1 
like initiative in people I hire, Redpath. 
Now tell me, have you got any angles?”  

Redpath shook his head slowly. 
“You mean you haven’t uncovered 

anything yet?”  
Redpath felt foolish wagging his head. 

The oily smile broadened. The two men at 
Crevick’s side smirked. Their glances 
fixed on the front of the detective’s suit 
prompted his own eyes to travel 
downward. There, across the lap of his 
trousers was a broad dark red stain, 
unmistakably blood, standing out on the 
rough tweed material. Redpath cursed 
himself for being so careless, and by the 
time he looked up, Crevick was nodding 
icily. 

“Ah, it was too bad, Mr. Redpath. 
Those people who’ve been threatening us. 
They just got to Ed Frakes. That’s my 
partner, you will remember. Poor fellow. 
But I can see you already know all about 
that.” 

 

IT WAS the look of anticipation in the 
eyes of one of the attendants that made 

Redpath turn ever so slightly. Out of the 
corner of his eye he caught the shadow of 
the descending blow in time to dodge 
sideways. The gun butt wielded by one of 
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the men behind bounced off his shoulder, 
but the other grabbed him as he stepped 
aside. The man’s strength was amazing 
and Redpath’s arms were pinned to his 
sides. The first gorilla, infuriated at the 
missed smash, a swung again and again. 
The detective jerked his head sideways but 
the blows followed him and a gun butt 
finally crashed into his temple. The ceiling 
light spun and got mixed up with 
Crevick’s smile. He heard the garage 
man’s voice humming in his head, “Not 
too hard. We don’t want to kill him yet, 
you know.” And then he suddenly stopped 
knowing and caring. 

His next recollection was one of an 
uncomfortable sharpness under the back of 
his head. He opened his eyes and 
gradually the black swirling fogs in his 
brain cleared. He was lying flat on one of 
the garage floors. A single yellow bulb set 
in the dark-painted rough ceiling at the far 
end illuminated the space. At the back of 
the floor a sedan was parked, shiny with a 
new dark blue paint jab that seemed so 
fresh it looked wet. 

He moved his head to get off the 
uneven spot of concrete. He winced at the 
cramp in his shoulder. His hands were tied 
tightly across his stomach and his ankles 
were also bound. He tried rolling and 
succeeded in flapping over on his side. He 
could move his arms upward slightly by 
bending his elbows but no more. He was 
bound expertly with electric tape. 

His wrist-watch told him he’d been 
unconscious less than an hour. It was not 
much past ten o’clock. To his left was a 
ponderous hydraulic car jack such as is 
used in service stations, its metal feet 
crouched down now and the twin tire 
runways flush with the floor. Two sides of 
the garage were frosted-glass windows 
with here and there broken holes plugged 
with rags or newspapers.  

A clanking and whirr of machinery 

came from behind and Redpath slithered 
sideways and arched his neck. There were 
half-closed metal doors through which he 
could see elevator cables. The opening 
was big enough for him to see the elevator 
machinery house above. So he was on the 
top floor! Well, he was going to have 
visitors anyway. 

The creak and groan of the ascending 
lift grew louder. He lay back quietly, 
noting the emptiness in his hip pocket. 
Naturally they’d taken his automatic. The 
elevator vibrated to a stop and he heard the 
metal doors of this floor kicked open the 
rest of the way. Steps crunched from 
behind. He let his mouth hang open a bit 
and closed his eyes halfway. One of the 
mechanics’ coverall trousers appeared in 
his line of vision. Crevick himself was 
standing just behind the grease monkey. 

“Well, Redpath,” said the owner 
coming nearer and bending over the 
investigator. “How are you feeling?”  

The detective groaned. 
“Ah, of course now,” replied Crevick 

with his perpetual grin. “But you see, you 
would run this case your own way.” 

Redpath shook his head and groaned 
again. 

“He’s faking,” observed the garage 
mechanic poking the investigator’s 
shoulder with his foot. “Joe didn’t hit him 
that hard.”  

The two men crouched down. 
“It was unfortunate, Redpath, that you 

stumbled on Ed Frakes in the alley.”  
The oily smile was very close. The 

detective opened his eyes wide at that. 
“I suppose,” he volunteered, “your 

partner was bumped off by the people who 
have been threatening you. That the story? 
And I was to be a legitimate front for the 
cops.” 

Crevick sighed. “That was roughly the 
idea. A bit crude, I suppose, the note and 
all. But it would have served the purpose. 
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You were just too conscientious for your 
own good.”  

The slight and dapper garage head 
leaned even closer. “I’m afraid this is your 
last case, Redpath.”  

The investigator shuddered 
exaggeratedly. “Don’t keep smiling at me, 
Crevick. I prefer to die other ways.”  

The little man’s lips curled angrily. 
“You’re going to die, Flatfoot. That’s one 
thing you can count on. Just be patient!”  

The elevator bell rang imperiously. 
“That’s them,” monosyllabled the 
mechanic. “I’ll get the other car.” The two 
men got up and the grease monkey headed 
to the rear of the floor. 

He got into the blue-painted job, 
started the motor, backed, filed and ran the 
car onto the elevator. As he braked on the 
lift, Redpath noticed only one of the 
double taillights flashed. In a moment the 
investigator recalled the cream-colored 
sedan he’d seen earlier in the evening 
roaring into the garage in such a hurry. But 
the car was a different color now and the 
white-wall tires were gone. 

“I see you make a specialty of quick 
paint jobs here,” observed the detective. 

Crevick followed Redpath’s eyes to 
the fresh-sprayed auto. “You see too 
damned much.” 

He looked back down at the 
investigator. “Funny, you have the same 
trouble Ed Frakes had. He was always 
seeing too much,” the garage head clucked 
in sympathy. “And being an honest man, it 
distressed him. But we found a cure for the 
poor fellow—and we’re going to do as 
much for you. Don’t miss us too much, 
Redpath,” mocked Crevick over his 
shoulder, walking to the lift, “because 
we’re going to be right back.” 

 
EDPATH heard the sound of the 
descending elevator. There were 

muffled voices from below, the sound of 

an accelerating motor and then the 
protesting creak as a car was driven off the 
lift. Then he heard another motor and the 
lift groaned. The elevator cable whined 
again. The cage was coming up. This time 
there was a small pickup truck. One of the 
gorillas he’d first met in the alley drove 
the machine onto the floor. Redpath 
noticed it carried the insignia of one of the 
big furriers. The other gorilla and Crevick 
stepped off the elevator after it. There was 
another figure the detective could see in 
the front of the truck . . . slumped over, 
unmoving. 

“All right, Joe,” ordered Crevick. 
“Test the hoist.”  

Next to the light switch and fuse box 
on the wall Joe pawed at the operator lever 
of the hydraulic hoist. There was a whirr 
of smooth machinery and the metal arms 
of the lift began to push the tire platforms 
upward. The machine went up, up, 
Redpath watching—until all of a sudden 
he realized with a start that something else 
was happening. Very smoothly and 
silently a portion of the roof directly above 
the lift was sliding backward and the hoist 
continued, fitting perfectly up into the 
aperture. 

“Okay,” gruffed Joe from the 
machinery. 

Crevick waved his hand and the 
hydraulic jack reversed itself. 

That’s neat, Redpath thought to 
himself. Nobody in a million years would 
figure that out. If this place ever were 
searched by fifty cops, that would be a 
perfect hiding spot. As though guessing 
his thoughts, the garage man turned to 
Redpath. 

“Cute, don’t you think?”  
The detective nodded. 
“What do you think you’re going to do 

with me, Crevick? You know I’ve got 
friends in this town and there’s a record in 
the office safe of the fact that you were my 

 R
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last client.” 
Crevick sneered. “Nobody loves a 

creep, Redpath, and anyway your 
temporary disappearance will soon be 
solved.”  

He waved one hand airily. 
“I don’t mind taking you into my 

confidence. There was two hundred 
thousand dollars’ worth of furs in that 
truck we knocked off this evening.”  

He gestured toward the furrier’s black 
pick-up. “We’re clearing out with that 
stuff, and you, Redpath, you and my dear 
old partner, Ed Frakes, are going to take a 
little ride. Don’t let the thought overwhelm 
you because it won’t be a long one. Just 
down the end of the street here and off into 
the river. Just for fun, we’re going to leave 
you the gun that killed Frakes right in your 
pocket with your fingerprints on it, and of 
course, we’re going to take all that tape off 
your hands and feet. At the last moment, 
you understand.” 

“We’re going to leave a few pelts in 
the truck and when the cops salvage the 
thing, well, it’ll look as though you and 
Frakes were pulling off a job yourselves 
and you shot him and he was able to pull 
the truck off the street into the river before 
he died. As a matter of fact, I don’t care 
how they work it out and you two boys 
won’t either. You have my sympathies, 
Redpath. Just between us, I don’t care for 
the water myself—even with my hands 
untied!” The man grinned evilly. 

In the background Joe laughed 
uproariously. 

“So that’s how it is,” answered 
Redpath, his mouth and tongue suddenly 
dry. “Wouldn’t do any good to say I don’t 
like night swimming,” he murmured. 

Joe again laughed raucously. “He’s 
gotta sense of humor, Boss.”  

Crevick nodded. “It’s a good thing he 
has . . . because the laugh’s on him. Well 
now, Redpath, if you don’t mind, we’re 

going to move you and Ed Frakes up on 
the roof for a little while just in case the 
cops nose around here. The trail may still 
be kind of warm.” 

As though punctuating his words, there 
was the faraway sound of a police siren. 

“That may not be us,” said Crevick, his 
oily smile blossoming, “but we won’t take 
any chances.”  

He motioned at Joe and the two 
gorillas lifted Redpath unceremoniously 
onto the front of the truck. Joe squeezed in 
beside him and ran the pick-up expertly 
onto the jack hoist. It began to rise 
smoothly toward the ceiling, and Redpath 
out of the corner of his eye, could see 
them pass through the open section of the 
roof. Joe powered the car swiftly off the 
jack lifts onto the roof itself. He then took 
a filthy rag from his pocket and bound it 
tightly around Redpath’s mouth and face. 
With another length of electric tape he 
connected Redpath’s bound arms to the 
window crank at the side of the truck. 

The detective’s eyes were more used 
to the gloom now. He looked around 
quickly, covertly. There were no buildings 
anywhere near. 

“So long, punk,” said Joe giving 
Redpath a last vicious shove in the face. 
He got out, slammed the door, and 
Redpath heard the faint sounds of the 
hydraulic jack reversing. 

The investigator slithered sideways but 
Frakes’ body was between him and the 
wall and the electric tape to the window 
turn restricted him. His furious thoughts 
made up for his bodily inaction. Suppose 
the cops did come? Suppose even on an 
outside chance they should search through 
the Paradise Garage? They’d find nothing. 
No, he had only himself to count on here. 
It was an uncomfortable thought. He’d 
never found himself in a more helpless 
spot. 

He wondered how much time he had. 
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Not very long probably. Undoubtedly 
they’d dump him and Frakes as soon as 
possible. No telling how long the fog 
would last. That was in their favor. There 
was nobody in this desolate section of the 
city. Maybe some tramp six blacks away 
would hear a crash and in the morning the 
smashed “Dead End Street” sign and tire 
marks would lead to investigation. They’d 
hoist the furrier truck, find Redpath and 
Frakes, and what they’d think, as Crevick 
had said, would be mostly 
uncomplimentary. And after all he, 
Redpath, would be dead—which was more 
than uncomplimentary! 

Controlling his natural repugnance at 
contact with the dead man, Redpath, by 
pushing his face against Frakes’ body, 
made a partial inventory of the man’s 
pockets on his side. There was something 
in the slack open vest just above the red 
wetness. Redpath desperately prodded the 
tip of his nose in like a terrier. Try as he 
would, he could not get the metal object 
out, yet if it was what he thought it was, he 
must have it. 

He turned his attention to the gag 
around his face, working furiously with his 
jaws and mouth and tongue. Inch by inch 
he pushed the gag up under his nose until 
his mouth was free. 

With his mouth free, Redpath worked 
his tongue carefully in Frakes’ vest. He 
felt and tasted a metallic coolness. He 
worked the object up, got his lips around 
it, pulled it out. He held it by its base and 
bent his neck forward until he was almost 
doubled over his bound hands. He pushed 
the trip lever against his wrists. The flint 
sparked but the lighted did not catch. 
Sweat broke out on him from exhaustion, 
from fear that perhaps it would not work. 

He tried again and again and at last a 
surge of thankfulness went through him as 
the yellow flame blossomed. He leaned 
sideways and drew the flame back and 

further under the strand of tape that held 
his hands to the window turn. The tape 
finally parted and Redpath spat the lighter 
out onto the floor, stamping on it with his 
bound feet. Now at least he could move 
sideways. 

He worked himself gently over Frakes’ 
body and hooked the gearshift lever 
through the tape at his wrist. He strained 
mightily and one by one the strands were 
broken by the stout lever. Unmindful of 
his cut and bleeding wrists he tore at the 
strands around his feet and they fell away 
in seconds. He opened the car door and 
stepped onto the roof breathing deeply to 
fight back dizziness and sickness. His 
mind moved swiftly. Any moment now 
someone would be coming up for him. He 
must be ready. His cramped legs and arms 
loosened by his brief calisthenics outside 
the truck and he crawled back in. He had 
to find something, some sort of weapon 
and he felt quickly under the seat for the 
tool compartment. 

His fingers slid the catch. A jack 
handle would be just the thing. But the 
tool compartment was disappointingly 
bare. There was a large can of light 
lubricating oil, a heavy duster rag and a 
medium-sized pair of pliers. 

He took the pliers and duster rag out, 
shoved the can of lubricating oil into his 
pocket disgustedly. The pliers would have 
to do. He squeezed himself over the front 
seat into the back of the pick-up. On the 
floor he felt a fur pelt here and there. 
Obviously Crevick had already cleaned 
out all but the furs supposed to go with 
him, Frakes and the truck to the river’s 
bottom. It was a terrifying thought, a 
terrifying death they’d planned for him. 
The investigator wet his dry lips—well, 
his ticket to doom wasn’t canceled yet. 

R
 
EDPATH quickly took up his 
position just back of the driver’s seat 
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and waited, heart pounding. Before long 
he heard the whispering rumble of 
machinery. He tensed himself. There was 
a step on the roof, the strains of a whistled 
popular song. He knew he had only but a 
split second before the man noticed that 
he, Redpath, was missing from the front 
seat. The truck door opened, the man got 
in. . . . As he struck, Redpath noticed it 
was one of the mechanics. With his left 
arm he slapped the heavy dust rag over the 
man’s mouth and with his right he 
slammed the pliers home expertly just 
beneath the ear. The attendant thrashed for 
a moment feebly and then collapsed. 

Redpath quickly took the strands of 
electric tape that were still on the floor and 
bound the man’s mouth. He taped his 
hands together behind his back, after 
taking off the mechanic’s coverall, and 
rolled the man onto the roof. As an 
afterthought he ran his bands rapidly over 
the garage attendant and cursed his luck 
that there was no revolver. Then he 
slipped into the dirty coverall. An 
impatient voice came up through the 
opening of the roof.  

“Hurry up, will ya, Mac? Let’s get that 
crate out of here!”  

Redpath fumbled with the ignition key. 
The motor roared to life and he backed it 
onto the lift. He hunched forward over the 
wheel and prayed that the dim light would 
be insufficient for discovery. Redpath 
backed carefully off the jack when it 
leveled to the floor.  

“Okay,” shouted a voice. “Roll ‘er 
onto the lift.” It sounded like Joe. 

The investigator drove forward. So far, 
so good. The heavy tread of the gorilla 
was behind him. The man started the 
elevator down. On the first floor there 
were two sets of metal doors. The ones 
back of him were open leading into the 
interior of the garage. The ones in front 
were shut. The elevator reached the street 

level, stopped. There were other voices, 
and in his rear-vision mirror Redpath saw 
Crevick talking to the three other men 
standing on the garage floor. Joe came 
alongside. Redpath turned his head away. 

“All right, back it. Hurry up.” Then 
suddenly, “What the hell—heh, there’s 
only one of the punks here—” That was 
enough. 

Redpath, who’d already slammed the 
gear into reverse, let the clutch pedal up 
suddenly and the furrier truck shot 
backward. The men behind cursed and 
scattered, and by this time Joe, lumbering 
in pursuit off the elevator, was yelling. 
Redpath went back as far as he could and 
turned quickly. His action had taken them 
momentarily by surprise. With leaping 
hope he noticed the door of the ramp 
leading out into the alley was open. He 
ground gears and accelerated in first 
toward it, but by this time the semicircle of 
men were crossing the garage floor toward 
him. 

He was almost to the opening when he 
heard a fusillade of flat, sharp explosions. 
One slug whined through the metal side of 
the truck back of his head, another 
ricocheted off the underside, and then 
there was a pop and a hiss directly back of 
him. They had shot out one of his tires! 
The truck settled, its speed slackened, but 
the momentum he’d gathered carried him 
out of the garage. 

He made the sharp turn in the alley but 
on three tires the car made no speed. In his 
rear-vision mirror he could see two figures 
on foot chasing him. Inside the garage he 
heard the roar of a motor as they readied 
another car to come after him. Redpath 
gritted his teeth. He couldn’t have picked a 
worse district for this kind of thing, he 
knew. Deserted, lonely. They’d catch him 
within five or six blocks. 

A sharp whistle from the river caught 
his attention. As he held the bucking car to 
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the road, he glanced at his luminous wrist-
watch. It was a couple of minutes before 
twelve. A crazy thought came to him and 
he made up his mind in a flash, spun the 
car at the next intersection and headed 
limpingly on three tires toward the 
drawbridge that spanned the river a block 
and a half away. 

Behind came the stabbing lights of the 
pursuing car, gaining ground rapidly. But 
he could clearly make out the red top 
structure lights of the draw. As he neared 
the bridge, he saw the gates swinging 
ponderously across the driveway. He 
slithered and bumped his car onto the draw 
just in time despite the frantic waving of 
the old watchman. He grabbed the lighter 
up off the floor of the truck and raced out 
of the pickup. The bridge warning gong 
was clanging imperatively. 

“Get out of the way, Pop,” he ordered 
the old watchman and tore out on the 
passenger catwalk beneath the sign, “All 
Persons Must Leave the Draw When Bell 
Sounds.” The gong was shrilling now and 
the gates were closed but the car bearing 
the Crevick gang hurtled toward them. It 
was a heavy sedan and the man at the 
wheel evidently knew how to drive. He hit 
the nearly closed metal gate with a 
splintering crash and the sedan landed on 
the draw just before it began to swing 
sideways. As the investigator had 
suspected, they were concerned with 
getting him, preferably dead, above all 
else. Now he and the five gangsters intent 
on killing him were all together, marooned 
in the river as the draw swiveled away 
from land! 

He heard a shot and then the scream of 
the watchman, but Redpath was already 
halfway across the bridge. He stopped 
suddenly, reached into his pocket for the 
big can of light oil, squirted it furiously on 
some of the outside metal paving of the 
bridge, carefully avoiding the wooden 

blocks of the auto runway. In a moment he 
had a large-sized pool of the oil and the 
can was empty.  

He flicked the lighter into life and 
threw it in the midst of the oil. Fanned by 
the wind as the bridge swung sideways, 
the flames leaped up rapidly. In a few 
moments they’d attract attention from both 
sides of the river. Behind, Redpath heard 
shouts and saw first one pursuer and then 
another coming toward him. He scurried to 
the other side of the bridge. Coming along 
the river lit up in the darkness was the 
twelve o’clock Peerless Line nightboat. 
The steamer whistled three times. 
Probably someone on the bridge had 
spotted the flames and noticeably 
slackened speed. From the far side of the 
river, echoed the sound of a voice calling, 
Redpath noted with satisfaction. Soon the 
Fire and Police Departments would be 
around. But would soon be enough! 

A bullet clanged at the stone above his 
head and Redpath ducked and ran a few 
more feet along the catwalk. Another shot 
exploded. His eye caught a figure slinking 
toward him in the lee of the uprights. They 
were closing in on him. 

 
N THE shadow this side of the bridge 
afforded, the detective reached for the 

girder above his head and slithered silently 
upward. He gained a crossbar and looked 
down. Two of the Crevick gang were 
almost to the catwalk he’d just left. 
Redpath, seeking a safer spot, became 
aware of the control cab above him to the 
right, and in a few seconds he’d gained the 
platform outside the door. The watchman 
inside was whitefaced, armed only with a 
crowbar but standing gamely at his 
controls. When he saw Redpath had no 
gun, he advanced threateningly. 

“What you pulling off down there, 
young fellow?” 

Redpath explained as quickly as he 

I
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could. 
“Just keep the bridge locked out here,” 

he said. “Don’t swing the draw around. 
We want the cops to be waiting when you 
do.” 

The pale-faced old man nodded wide-
eyed. 

“Keep this door locked,” suggested 
Redpath and watched the metal panel to 
the control cab close. That would resist 
bullets and the efforts of the Crevick gang 
for a while. 

As he gained the far catwalk again, 
searching lead screamed off the ironwork 
beside him. They’d spotted him in the 
light from the flames still burning brightly. 
But in the distance now there was the 
clang of fire bells and the scream of a 
police siren. He heard the excited voice of 
Crevick ordering shrilly. 

“Couple of you men get up to that 
control cab an’ get this damn bridge 
straightened back in a hurry!”  

The two mechanics clambered up the 
metal steps. Redpath worked his way 
almost directly above the three remaining 
and with a sudden thought threw the 
empty oil can in the pocket to the other 
end of the bridge. As it landed, three men 
spun, their guns out. 

“Get down there!” Crevick ordered 
one of them. “That must be the flatfoot.”  

One of the gorillas started on the run, 
his automatic pointed menacingly. 
Redpath waited. The attention of Joe and 
Crevick were still focused on the end of 
the bridge. By edging forward just a bit 
more, the two were directly below him on 
the car driveway and Redpath leaped 
downward, feet first, catching Joe squarely 
on the head. The gunman went down. 
Redpath jumped sideways and grappled 
with Crevick just as the garage head’s gun 
went off in his face, the bullet deflected 
over his shoulder. The man screamed in 
rage as Redpath followed up his advantage 

with a solid left and right to the face. 
Crevick reeled against a girder, his 

revolver skittering away, and Redpath 
windmilled an uppercut to his jaw as the 
man bounced back. But the other gorilla 
was running this way, chancing a shot as 
he charged at Redpath. The investigator’s 
attention was demanded by the onrushing 
gunman. Redpath kneeled quickly and 
grabbed the automatic away from the still 
groggy Joe. He had no time to find the 
trigger with the other gangman lining up a 
final shot. So from his crouch, Redpath 
hurled the gun into the other man’s face 
and the crunch of the heavy metal hitting 
home proclaimed his aim. 

 
HE detective looked around for 
Crevick just in time to spy the garager 

run along the pedestrian walk, balance 
precariously and leap out into the 
darkness. Redpath hopped from out of his 
crouch to the bridge side and looked 
down. He saw the Peerless Line steamer 
sliding slowly beside the bridge, its top 
structure just a little below the out-jutting 
abutments of the bridge. White faces 
peered upward from the top deck at the 
draw. The sliding target of boat looked 
yards below and there was a moat of dark 
river between. 

Perhaps Crevick had thought he could 
jump to the deck of the vessel. But the 
gamble hadn’t worked, for in the gloomy 
width of water flowing between the draw 
and the ship, Redpath could just make out 
the garage man’s head. 

The current was pulling him 
downstream, and from what Redpath 
could see from the vigorous splashing, he 
was already in difficulty. 

Kicking his shoes off, Redpath hurled 
himself outward into the river. He came up 
not many yards from Crevick, and a few 
strokes took him to the other man’s side. 

Crevick was ashen-faced, his eyes 

T
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bulging with frantic efforts to keep himself 
up. 

Clutching at the detective with icy 
fingers, he gasped, “Get me outta here, 
Redpath. . . .” 

Treading water, Redpath resisted 
Crevick’s efforts to climb up on him. The 
man was hysterical now, and blowing like 
a whale. 

Redpath placed his two arms under 
Crevick’s. “Let’s hear you sing out good 
and loud about the Frakes’ killing—don’t 
want you losing your memory when you 
get pulled out.” He allowed the garage 
man to dip below the oily surface of the 
water as a prompter and then buoyed him 
up again. 

Crevick implored him to hold on and 
he shrieked hysterically about the Frakes 
killing. 

By now the lifeboat, lowered from the 
steamer, had reached them and the two 
men were hauled out. Back aboard ship 
members of the crew and an officer 
quickly gathered around the detective who 
had his hands entwined in the hard-
breathing Crevick’s collar. 

“Take good care or this man,” ordered 
Redpath and with his other hand thumbed 
loose his private investigator’s badge. He 
gave a brief resume of what had happened. 
Several men of the lifeboat crew who’d 
heard Crevick’s “water-cure” confession 
stepped forward in corroboration. 

“And, Lieutenant,” Redpath said to the 
officer, “can you get me to shore as soon 
as possible? I want to be in on the roundup 
of those others on the bridge.” He jerked 
his thumb over his shoulder at the draw 
behind them. 

The officer nodded, his mouth open, 
and rushed away. Two of the crew 
members took charge of Crevick. The 
captain, a weather-beaten, squint-eyed 
river man, came then and the detective 
introduced himself. 

“We can put you ashore at the 
Westcott Pier,” nodded the skipper 
promptly when Redpath had explained the 
situation. 

He gave an order and the Peerless Line 
steamer whistled several times in staccato 
rhythm. When they reached the Westcott 
Pier, there was a sleek, white-topped 
police car waiting for them and Crevick 
was led ashore. Redpath shook hands with 
the skipper and started off, turning again 
with a sudden thought. 

“You know, Captain,” he said, “since I 
was a kid I’ve wanted to take this 
midnight boat trip of yours up the Sound.”  

The captain inclined his head. 
“And then,” went on the detective with 

a wry smile, “it takes a murder and a 
twenty-foot leap to get me aboard for just 
five minutes!” 

 


