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RED OVER YELLOW 
 

By WILLIAM L. ROHDE 
 

OHAWK DANIELS braked 
his V-8 to a sliding stop at a 
wide place in the dirt road, 
slipped the key from the 

lock, and hit the ground running.  
“C’mon, Harold,” he shouted, and 

hurled his big body across the hollow 
between the country road and the Atlantic 
and Northern Railroad’s right of way. He 

had mounted the embankment and was 
trotting toward the oncoming freight train 
before his young side-kick caught up with 
him. 

A two-unit Diesel was pulling the long 
freight out of Anson yards, and the red- 
headed youth had to shout above the 
majestic growl of the motors. 

“What’s up, Mo. Where we going?”  
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“Couple of ‘bos just boarded her, 
Harold. About twenty cars back. Take the 
other side of the track and we’ll pick ‘em 
up for questioning.” 

“I didn’t see anybody get on.” 
“Must be the Indian in me. I saw them. 

Hurry up-get across the track before the 
motors pass.”  

The younger man obeyed, and a 
moment later the bright blue Diesel units 
roared between them. Daniels waved his 
left hand in a horizontal line, pointing 
back along the train with his right. The 
fireman grinned at him, howled a ribald 
remark that was nearly lost in the thunder 
of 3,000 mechanical horses, then 
disappeared to tell the engineer that the 
railroad detective wanted to look over the 
train. 

Loaded hoppers and gondolas rumbled 
past Daniels, swaying like marching 
elephants as they took the ladder track 
switch and eased toward the A. & N. main 
line. Daniels knew the layout of Anson 
yards perfectly; knew that Tommy 
Reynolds in the cab of westbound BC-3 
would take his heavy train out slowly 
enough for Daniels to catch the caboose if 
he wanted to. 

Empties started to go by, and the 
railroad detective trotted a few steps 
beside each one, checking for loose or 
partly open doors. The fourth car was it—
a forty-foot Northern Pacific boxcar with 
its sliding panels wide ajar. He put his 
hands on the sill, swung up, and hauled 
himself into the car. And walked into the 
last round of a first-class battle! 

Harold Pitts, red-headed son of the 
Pemigeset Division’s superintendent, had 
reached the car before Daniels. As Mo 
gained his feet, balancing wide-legged 
against the roll of the deck, the younger 
man swung a vicious right to the head of a 
huge figure in blue denims. The man went 
down. Harold grabbed him as he tried to 

rise, wrestled him to the boxcar door, and 
hurled him out onto the right of way. 
Another, smaller man in torn khaki pants 
and gray shirt, jumped after his partner 
before Harold could reach him. 

“Come on,” Daniels growled, and 
followed the men. 

“Hold it you,” Harold was ahead of 
Daniels again, “Stand still or I’ll paste you 
some more.”  

The big man had a wide, slightly 
stupid face above the blue overall jacket. 
He stood uncertainly, but looked willing to 
fight if he had to. The younger hobo, in the 
gray shirt, meant business. He muttered to 
himself as he scrambled up, a rusty track 
spike in his hand. 

Harold laughed, stepped forward, and 
kicked the weapon out of his grasp before 
he could strike. He drew back his fist, 
ready to follow the kick with a right that 
would finish the man. 

Daniels grabbed his arm. “For Pete’s 
sake, Tarzan,” he said. “Take it easy.”  

“Aw, hell,” Harold muttered. 
Daniels gestured the men away from 

the rumbling cars. “C’mon over here, 
boys. I want to talk to you.”  

He looked up the track, found he could 
still see the Diesel, and waved an arm over 
his head. A short beep-beep from the 
Diesel’s horn acknowledged the highball. 

The big man looked resentfully at 
Harold and found his tongue. “You 
haddin’ oughta hit me like that.”  

“Naw,” his partner chimed in. “We 
wasn’t doin’ nothin’.”  

“All right, boys,” Daniels spoke 
soothingly. “Got any papers on you? 
Something for identification?”  

“No.” They spoke together. 
“That’s too bad,” Mo said regretfully. 

“If you could identify yourselves, I might 
let you go.”  

The man in the gray shirt stared, 
mouth ajar. “You mean that?”  
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“Yea. We’re looking for somebody 
who’s been robbing freight from cars. You 
boys look like you’re just traveling.”  

The small man spoke to his partner. 
“Let’s show him.”  

“Sure.”  
They dug in their pockets. The big 

man had a worn seaman’s wallet with 
several papers to show he was Lionel S. 
Gellman, of San Diego. The younger man 
had an army ID pass. He was from 
Chicago. 

“O.K.” Daniels returned their papers. 
“Where you going?”  

“West coast.” The young man became 
the spokesman for the pair. “We tried to 
get jobs in Boston. Shipping. Nothing 
doing. They say the Pacific ships are 
moving better.” 

Daniels nodded. “You can’t go west 
from here. Hit the road and go around. If I 
catch you on railroad property again I’ll 
have to run you in.”  

The big man nodded dumbly and 
turned to go. His partner started, then 
turned back with an embarrassed air. 
“Could you spare—” He swallowed. 
“Coupla dimes?”  

Daniels sighed and reached in his 
pocket, found a fifty cent piece. The man 
took it, said thanks with his head hanging, 
and followed the big man away toward the 
road. 

“For the love of mike!” Harold 
exclaimed. 

Daniels said nothing, waited until the 
caboose of BC-3 rumbled away, and then 
walked back to the V-8. 

 
HEY were whirling along the dirt 
road, following the right of way 

toward Hessman tunnel, before Harold 
spoke again. “For the love of mike,” he 
repeated. “Maybe those are the guys we’re 
after.”  

“No,” Daniels said quietly. 

“Well—they were trespassing.”  
“I don’t beat a guy up just because 

he’s on railroad property,” Daniels 
answered. “Maybe you’ve noticed that 
during the past week.” 

Harold was silent until they started up 
the long rise toward the notch in the 
mountains where the road ended at the 
railroad tunnel. Then he tried again. 

“Seems a funny way to be a railroad 
dick.”  

Daniels braked the car to a stop, on a 
section of road almost overhung by the 
thick green foliage of elms and maples.  

“Look, Harold,” he said slowly. 
“You’re a super’s son. Your old man don’t 
run my division, but I guess he could have 
me fired just the same. You’re working 
with me. You take my orders. You got 
something eating you—we’ll get out of the 
car right here and see who’s gonna tell 
who.”  

The red head had his door half-open 
before he paused. “I—I dunno. I’ll fight 
you—” He stopped talking without 
making sense. 

Daniels stared at him. “What’s the 
matter with you? You’ve got guts. But you 
wade into everything like a damn young 
fool. You beat the daylights out of that 
drunk in Wachets station. You think 
you’re tough?” 

No—I want to learn the business.”  
Harold was about ten pounds short of 

Daniels’ two hundred. He had the fair skin 
that goes with red hair, compared to 
Daniels’ almost swarthy complexion and 
jet-black mane. But he had shoulders and a 
jaw, and from what Daniels had seen he 
could handle himself. 

“You were a college boxer, weren’t 
you?” Daniels asked. 

Harold looked down at his knees. 
“Yes.”  

“So you’re maybe good. Why show 
off?”  
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“I—don’t mean to.”  
Daniels had been on the point of 

hauling Harold out of the car and showing 
him what it feels like to be really hit. It 
was a hard fact that it would take three like 
Harold, with more experience than he had, 
to even make Daniels work up a sweat. 
Daniels wasn’t over-confident—he just 
knew his business. He shrugged—to do it 
now would be like slugging a little boy 
who fell over your feet and stood blushing. 
He snorted, started the motor, and 
proceeded to drive on. 

 
AST PORTAL TOWER was a picture 
of rural contentment when they 

parked the car near a section men’s shanty 
and walked the few yards along the track 
to reach it. The warm rays of the sun 
poured into the deep V of the mountains, 
and the distant heights with their thick 
blankets of forest made you want to take 
the dogs and a bird gun and forget 
business. The operator was sitting on the 
landing at the top of the outside stairs. 

“Hi, Mo!” He roared cheerfully. “What 
I need is company. C’mon up.”  

“Hello, Larry,” Mo answered. “This is 
Harold Pitts.”  

Larry shook hands and then looked 
suspiciously at Harold. “You any relation 
to Superintendent Pitts? You’ve got his 
red hair.”  

Harold stood first on one foot, then on 
the other. “His son.”  

The operator got up out of his 
comfortable chair, eased into the tower, 
and sat down at the telegraph desk. 

Daniels grinned inwardly. “Ring 
Boston for me, Larry,” he requested. “I 
want to talk to the Chief.”  

A moment later the Hibernian voice of 
Chief Liffy was rattling in Daniels’ ear 
from the headset.  

“Hello, Chief,” Daniels answered. 
“I’m at East Portal.”  

“O.K. See what you can find. A bunch 
of freight was missing from BC-5 this 
morning when she reached Chicago. Seals 
broken.”  

“From how many cars?”  
“One.” 
“Good stuff?”  
“Yea. They picked the LCL from 

Portland. Damn near cleaned it out.”  
“Champoux turn up anything around 

the east end?”  
“Not a smell. The job is done up there 

in the mountains, somewhere.”  
“O.K., I’ll call in tomorrow.”  
“Wait a minute, Mo. I’m going to put 

you over to Superintendent Pitts. He wants 
to talk to you.”  

Daniels lit a cigaret while he waited 
for the connection. How nice, he thought. 
I’m out on a tough missing freight case, 
they send me an official’s son to learn the 
ropes, and now papa wants to tell me to 
take good care of baby.  

“Hello, Daniels?” The hard rasp of 
George Pitts’ voice slapped him in the 
head. He reached up and held the earphone 
an inch from his head.  

“Hello,” Daniels replied.  
“You got that boy of mine up there?”  
“Yeah.”  
“How’s he doing?”  
“All right.” 
“Hah.” The expression should have 

smashed every repeater in the circuit. 
George Pitts was a railroader from the 
days when you shouted from one end of a 
thirty car train to the other, applied the 
brakes with your back, and fought every 
engineer who disputed your command of a 
train. He sounded like it.  

“Try and put some sense and some 
guts into that milk and water sop. Use your 
own judgment.”  

“All right.” Daniels waited.  
“You hear me?” The question fairly 

sizzled.  
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“Yes—sir.” Daniels figured that a little 
oil might help. Pitts never heard it. He had 
hung up.  

Daniels put the earpiece on the ‘phone 
hook and turned. Harold was standing 
right behind him, his face crimson! 

“I—heard it,” he said. “Didn’t mean 
to. Wanted to watch you—”  

“That’s all right; your Dad is quite a 
boy.” 

“You know why he said that?” 
 
ARRY had thudded down the tower 
stairs after a pitcher of water, and the 

boy seemed eager to talk before the 
operator returned. 

“No.” Daniels squirmed in his chair 
uncomfortably. 

“He hasn’t spoken to me for six years. 
I saw a man crushed in Green River 
engine house one day. I cried and threw 
up. All the railroaders were there. Dad was 
mad.”  

“That’s—all right,” Daniels said. 
“He said I was red over yellow,” the 

boy hurried on. “He took me home to 
mother and after that never—”  

Larry came up the stairs and the carrot-
topped youth stopped talking. Daniels 
sighed. Problems are much more complex 
when you’re twenty-four. He tried to think 
back that far—Ten years. He was in the 
navy then. What would he have done? 
Why, the same thing. Start trying to prove 
something until you worked too hard at it, 
reversed the perspective and became 
truculent. After that you weren’t yellow. 
Daniels felt less respect for Superintendent 
Pitts. 

The sounders on the shelf chattered 
like crickets. Daniels heard the consist of 
BC-3 rattle over the wires, to tell Chicago 
what was on the way. Larry handed him a 
cup of cold spring water. It tasted very 
good. 

“Larry,” he said, and stood up, 

“Dominic was supposed to take us through 
the mountain on a section car. Is he 
around?”  

“He’s got permission to come in after 
BC-3 clears Summit. Be along in twenty 
minutes or so.”  

“O.K. Keep an eye on my car, will 
you?”  

“You bet, Mo.”  
An hour later, seated on the swaying 

wooden bench of a motorcar, they had 
passed through Hessman tunnel and 
reached the operator’s cabin at Summit. It 
was an isolated point in the enveloping, 
roadless mountains, where helper engines 
were cut off and sent back, and trains 
reported by or given orders. They helped 
Dominic lift the car off the track, and went 
into the station. 

“Hello.” The operator was a wiry 
youth in white pants and sleeveless shirt. 
“It’s good to see some new faces.”  

Daniels introduced himself and 
Harold, substituting “signal inspectors” for 
“railroad police”.  

The operator grinned. “I hope they put 
some new automatic blocks in here. This 
manual stuff gets me down.”  

“I hope they do,” Daniels told him. 
“We’re going to check the layout for a few 
days.” 

They spent the balance of the day 
rambling along the line, using the 
motorcar for short runs, and occasionally 
exploring on foot. They worked west to 
Blareville, the first station and State road, 
and checked over PT-l when she rolled 
west. They found nothing, and at dusk 
headed east for the tower at Portal. 

Passing Summit again Daniels noticed 
a horse tethered to the little cabin.  

“What’s the op do?” he asked 
Dominic. “Come in on horseback?”  

“Yah,” the cheerful section foreman 
told them. “Dat’s his sister, bringing 
supper. She bring him a horse at night. 

L 
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Makes it nice. All the other ops have to 
ride the trains. Sometimes wait hours.” 

“Nice deal,” Daniels said.  
The operator and a good-looking 

brunette waved to them as they rattled by. 
Harold whistled.  

“A very nice deal,” he said. “Maybe 
I’ll become an operator. Look at those 
lines.”  

“Don’t interest me,” Daniels kidded 
him. “I’m an old man.”  

“Hah,” Dominic snorted. “You good 
twenty years yet.”  

 
HEY spent the night at the hotel in 
Anson, and in the morning Daniels 

was out of bed long before Harold. He had 
coffee and rolls in the diner down the 
street, and made a few quiet inquiries. 
When he returned, he woke Harold and ate 
bacon and eggs with him in the hotel 
dining room. 

At eight-thirty Daniels pointed the V-
8’s nose south. Harold registered surprise. 

“Aren’t we going back into the 
mountain?”  

“Yea. But maybe a different way.” 
Daniels smoked his cigar and drove 

fast. 
“That’s good,” Harold said cheerfully. 

“I want to talk to that brunette.”  
They drove through the tiny hill-town 

of Babylon, and turned west on a road 
used so little that green grass grew 
between the tire tracks. About two miles 
along it Daniels turned right into a lane 
that looked like an abandoned lumber 
road. 

“Gee, how do you find your way?” 
Harold asked. 

“I had directions,” Daniels answered. 
“But most important—there are geodetic 
survey maps of this area in the dash 
locker. You want to learn to use ‘em for 
everywhere near the railroad.”  

Harold started to pull out the thick 

bundle of maps. “Hold it,” Daniels said. 
“I’ll go over them with you in a few days. 
It’ll be your next lesson, maybe.”  

He drew up before a ramshackle 
house, bare of paint and with a barn that 
leaned against the heavy poles propped on 
a side that dipped towards the ground. 

“Gee,” Harold quipped. “Daniel 
Boone’s place.”  

“Might have been, at that.”  
They got out of the car and walked 

through the long grass covering what 
could have been the front lawn. Rounding 
a corner of the building, Daniels stopped 
and stared. 

An acrobat’s trampolin had been 
pulled out of the barn, and flying up out of 
its springy bed, in graceful, rhythmic turns 
and somersaults, was the brunette who had 
waved at them from Summit cabin! 

She wore a two-piece bathing suit in a 
style originated on the French Riviera, and 
she had exactly the right padding to fill it. 
Her black hair fluffed her head in 
picturesque circles as she smoothly did a 
series of backward flips and then leaped 
high in the air for a forward one-and-a-
half. Without pausing, she went into the 
back flips again, gaining speed for another 
forward spin. 

“Wow,” Harold breathed. 
Daniels watched the little old man who 

scurried around the bed of the trampolin, 
calling words of praise to the girl and 
occasionally correcting her. He limped, 
and spoke with a thick but musical accent. 

“That’s it,” he almost sang. “Beautiful 
Marte. Beautiful—straighter now—land 
straight—beautiful—elbows in—that’s the 
girl—one and two—and finish.”  

The girl hit the springs on her stomach, 
did a single turn in the air as straight as a 
pencil line, caught the rim-bar of the 
trampolin when she came down, and 
somersaulted out of the device onto the 
ground. She landed with toes out, like a 

T 
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ballet dancer, and her head dipped in a 
bow to an invisible audience. 

 
HE old man, with his back to Daniels, 
applauded. When the girl lifted her 

head—she looked right at them. 
“Papa!” she gasped. 
Daniels clapped politely to break the 

ice—and Harold spoiled it by pounding 
his big hands together and whistling. 

“Great!” he roared. “Great!”  
The old man whirled like a cat 

spattered with water. 
“Allo!” He spat, rolling his r’s. “Who 

are you?”  
“We’re railroad signalmen,” Daniels 

replied. “We were told you might rent us 
some horses. Make our work easier.”  

The old man shook his head. “Just got 
two. Girl ride one. Boy the other.”  

Daniels noticed Harold staring at 
Marte. The girl had a half-smile on her 
pretty face, and seemed willing to be 
looked at. She picked up a cape from the 
ground and came toward them. 

“Hello,” she said shyly; and she said it 
mostly to Harold. 

“Hello,” the red head answered. “Gee, 
you do that wonderful. What do you call 
that thing?” 

“A trampolin. It’s just a springy net for 
acrobatics.”  

“I’d like to try it some day.”  
“Take off your shoes and go ahead.”  
“No horses,” chimed in the old man. 
Daniels thought that Harold would go 

up and down on the trampolin forever if 
the bathing suit stayed around. 

“If you can’t let us have horses,” he 
said, “we’ll have to go back.”  

“Just got two,” the old man growled. 
“Two horses.” 

Daniels thought, all right, old boy, I 
can count. He said, “Can’t blame you if 
you can’t spare them. I thought you had 
several.” 

“They’re our only transportation,” 
Marte explained. “My brothers ride to 
work. Sometimes I bring the horses back, 
or take them meals. You can’t keep horses 
out all the time, you know.”  

“Yes,” said Daniels. “I know.”  
Marte had a smile that was worth 

watching. “If you’re going to Babylon,” 
she said, “I’d like to ride in with you.”  

“Sure,” Harold answered dreamily 
before Daniels could speak. He was still 
looking at the girl. 

“Why don’t you take a horse?” Mo 
asked. 

“Without a horse, I can wear a dress; 
and take my time, then walk back.”  

Daniels sighed, “By all means wear a 
dress. We’ll wait for you.”  

The old man snorted and limped away. 
Harold and Marte chattered 

comfortably all the way to Babylon. The 
red head nearly lined up a date before she 
left them. Daniels wondered how he’d set 
the time—by carrier pigeon? 

“Gee,” Harold exclaimed as they drove 
toward East Portal, “I forgot to ask her last 
name!” 

“It’s Gummish,” Daniels told him. “Or 
better known as one of the Flying 
Geralds.” 

“Professional acrobats?” Harold asked 
cheerfully. 

“Yes, lover,” Daniels said drily. “Real 
professionals. Or were before Papa 
Gummish broke his leg.”  

They drove back to the tunnel, 
contacted Dominic, and spent the balance 
of the day searching the right of way and 
watching trains. They accomplished 
nothing tangible, but Daniels left the 
motorcar at the West Portal of Hessman 
tunnel and spent some time climbing 
around the black hole in the side of the 
mountain. The single track bore was 
protected by automatic signals controlled 
from East Portal tower, a mile away 
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through the mountain, four miles away 
over it. West Portal was a desolate scar in 
Nature’s domain, alive only when a train 
roared past or a forest animal came 
exploring. 

“Find anything?” Harold asked when 
Daniels climbed back on the car for the 
run through the mountain. 

“Don’t know,” Daniels answered. 
But that night Harold began to learn a 

new aspect of railroad police work. A 
hard, dreary, monotonous side that he had 
never suspected. 

Shortly after dinner Daniels told him 
to bring a coat and sweater from their 
room and meet him at the car. Daniels 
arrived with a bag of sandwiches and a 
thermos bottle, a blanket, and a merry 
faced man who looked like a retired city 
cop. 

“Meet Art Champoux,” Daniels 
introduced them. “You’ve heard me speak 
of him, Harold. He’s been on the A. N. 
force longer than I have.”  

“Yep,” Champoux laughed. “Which 
proves I have less sense.”  

The three men rode out along the little-
traveled road toward East Portal, but about 
a mile from the tower Daniels turned into 
an almost overgrown lumber trail that 
petered out a mile to the north. He turned 
the car, locked it, and led the way west. 

“Where are we going?” After trudging 
through the woods for an hour, Harold 
couldn’t hold his curiosity. 

“West Portal,” Daniels answered. 
“Over the mountain. Think you can find 
your way in the dark, Art?”  

“Just about. If I get lost, I’ll cut back to 
the railroad and work along it.”  

More than two hours later, after 
climbing up and down the mountain over a 
trail that would have been rough going for 
a hunter in daylight, they reached the West 
Portal of Hessman tunnel. Daniels led 
them to a clump of bushes about thirty feet 

above the opening in the mountainside.  
“Home sweet home.” He threw down 

the blanket. “The radio said no rain. Hope 
that guy is right this time.”  

“Whew,” Champoux puffed. “I was 
going back and come in in the morning. 
Changed my mind. I’ll stay right here.”  

“That’s a twenty-four hour pull,” 
Daniels warned. 

“It’s a tougher pull over that mountain 
twice in the dark.”  

Harold stared into the black night. An 
early moon sent a shimmer along the twin 
bands of track below them. “Why didn’t 
we just walk through the tunnel from East 
Portal?” he demanded. 

“We don’t want anyone to know we’re 
here,” Daniels explained patiently. “We’ll 
look over every train that goes by here 
until we find something.” 

Harold wondered what they expected 
to find, watching the tops of speeding 
locomotives and cars, but kept his doubts 
to himself. If they could stand it, he could. 

The next four days were certainly no 
picnic. Daniels and Harold stood watch for 
twelve hours at night, and Champoux 
handled the day shift. The off-duty 
watchers used Daniels’ car to commute to 
the hotel at Anson. Champoux at least 
could read, in the daytime, but for Daniels 
and Harold it was a long, boring session. 
Particularly since Mo decreed no smoking. 
On the third day it started to rain. The 
local Army and Navy Store supplied them 
with raincoats and ponchos, but they only 
lessened the misery. On the fourth evening 
black skies were still spitting cold 
moisture when Daniels and Harold 
stumbled over the mountain, to find 
Champoux huddled in the bushes. 

“H-hello.” His teeth chattered. “What a 
hell of a way to make a living.”  

“We could quit now,” Daniels said, 
“except that no freight has been stolen 
from trains since we’ve been here. Mean 
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anything?”  
“Sure,” the other detective replied. “It 

means the thieves have gone to California 
to live on their ill-gotten gains. God bless 
‘em. Let’s follow ‘em.”  

Daniels laughed. “You may be right. 
But if they tapped another car on this run, 
we could figure we’re in the wrong spot 
and try something else. As it is—we’ve 
got to stick it out.”  

“You’re right.” Champoux got up and 
stretched dolefully. “Didn’t see anything. 
Except the brakeman on XN-3 took a 
drink out of a pint when he walked back 
flagging. Made me jealous.”  

“Glad we don’t have to enforce Rule 
G.”  

“Yeah. See you in the morning. 
Pleasant evening.”  

He left for the long trek to the car, the 
hotel, and a night’s sleep. The two 
watchers settled themselves on a section of 
log and draped their ponchos over their 
heads. 

“Foul night,” Harold whispered. 
“Yes,” Daniels answered. The empty 

blackness called for hushed, graveyard-at-
midnight tones. 

In about twenty minutes Number Five, 
a westbound sleeper, roared out of the 
tunnel and passed under them, the wet, 
oily black tops at the cars looking like a 
giant snake slipping out of its hole. A thin, 
miserable rain fell steadily, and when 
Number Five had whipped her lights away 
across the mountains, they were left with 
the silence and steady drip-drip of water 
from the trees.  

“Gee,” Harold said, ‘‘I’d like to be in 
that dining car on Number Five. A 
highball—roast beef with baked potato the 
way they fix it—a smoke—”  

“Better have a steak with a special 
order of Boston baked beans,” Daniels 
advised, “Costs a little more, but it’s the 
best thing on that diner.”  

“Sold.” 
“Make it two.”  
Encouraged by the friendly exchange, 

Harold risked a direct question. “D’ you 
think we’ll find anything up here, Mo? 
That is . . . I’ve been wondering what 
we’re looking for?”  

Daniels pulled the collar of his 
raincoat higher on the back of his neck. 
“You took a long time to ask that, Harold. 
Shows you’re learning to be patient. I 
don’t know just what we’re waiting for, 
but this is the logical place to wait for it. 
I’ve got a hunch, and that’s about all.”  

Harold contented himself with the 
thought that there was a compliment in 
Daniels’ words, if not much information. 
He reached up and adjusted the poncho 
above his head, where it stretched across a 
low bush.  

An hour later a pair of helper engines, 
coupled, drifted down the grade and 
disappeared into the tunnel towards 
Anson. They left a friendly aroma of 
sulphur and steamy smoke that was soon 
drowned by the rain.  

Harold sighed and said, “Those engine 
crews’ll be home in bed in an hour. Nice 
warm, soft beds.”  

“No. They’ll stop in at Slick’s for a 
nightcap.”  

“Four Roses and soda, maybe?”  
“Close enough. Make it two.”  
Harold smacked his chilled lips as 

though he tasted the highball. “How about 
some real coffee?”  

“Well—that we can have. Pour me a 
cup.” 

Daniels sipped the hot liquid from the 
top of the thermos and sorrowfully felt the 
cigars in his breast pocket. In about nine 
hours, while they slogged back over the 
mountain, he could smoke one. He needed 
the coffee. It would be no joke if he had 
guessed completely wrong about this set-
up—had played a hunch that was too 
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much of a gamble. Oh—not much would 
be said, but you didn’t waste five or six 
days and three men’s time with no results 
without having some eyebrows go up. The 
Super would check with Liffy, and the 
story would go all over the road. It 
wouldn’t help at all toward a promotion. 

 
O SHIVERED with cold, and shook 
his big shoulders to encourage 

circulation. 
“Say,” Harold whispered. “Am I nuts? 

I thought I saw something move on top of 
the tunnel.” 

The red headed youth’s voice rose on 
the last sentence. Daniels put a cautioning 
hand on his arm and stared into the 
darkness. He saw a black blob move on 
top of the stone framework that encased 
the west end of Hessman tunnel. 

“Quiet,” Mo breathed. “Sit tight.”  
A minute passed. The shape identified 

itself as something solid when it moved 
back and forth on the stone escarpment. 
Arms flapped then and the sound of rubber 
slapping rubber came clearly to their ears. 
It could be a man in a raincoat, swinging 
his arms against the chill air. 

The ground under them vibrated, and 
Daniels identified the familiar roar of 
Diesel motors, throbbing deep in the 
mountain. He looked at the luminous 
hands of his watch. BC-5 was due. He 
imagined the figure, balanced on the wet, 
slick stones above the tunnel mouth, 
listening also to the approaching motors 
and tensing for what must follow. 

“Mo,” Harold tensed as the figure 
moved to the exact center of the tunnel 
structure and straightened, seemed to pose. 
“I get it, but I can’t believe it. He’s gonna 
jump onto the train!”  

“That’s what I think,” Daniels 
answered softly. 

“Let’s get him.”  
Harold started to move. Mo grabbed 

his arm like an MP halting a drunk. “Sit 
down,” he said. “In this business, we wait 
until a crime has been committed. Or else 
you don’t stay in the business.”  

The roar of the Diesels covered their 
words now, and Harold spoke louder. “But 
if he makes that train—he’ll get away.”  

“And if we grab him now, we may get 
nothing. You can’t charge a guy with 
prowling around a mountain at night.”  

BC-5’s motors thundered out of the 
hole and her pale yellow headlight stabbed 
at the darkness ahead. Bright steel rails 
gleamed for an instant, then were erased 
by the rumbling black ribbon that was the 
train.  

“Look,” Harold said. “He’s going to 
jump.”  

“Yea,” Mo said, “and I’m going after 
him. You can go back through the tunnel 
and contact Champoux and Liffy. Use 
your flash. No more need for secrecy.”  

Harold hesitated. “Don’t you think I’d 
be more use if I went with—with you?”  

Daniels said, “Yes,” and leaped up, 
racing the thirty feet to the top of the 
tunnel. The figure had dropped from sight! 
Daniels stood on the edge and looked 
down. Below him, the slippery black tops 
of cars rumbled past at about fifteen miles 
an hour. They were fourteen or fifteen feet 
away, and he suddenly realized that they 
weren’t all boxcars! If he dropped onto a 
tank, or flat or hopper—there might not be 
enough of him left to blot up! 

He kept counting. Three—four—
five—six. He crouched. Looked down. 
Cars out of the tunnel like sausages 
through a grinder. His stomach felt cold 
and empty. He balanced, watched, and the 
instant the end of a boxcar came out of the 
hole he dropped. 

It was like landing on a greased roof in 
the middle of an earthquake with the 
building caught in an avalanche. Daniels 
sprawled on top of the car, felt himself 

M 
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whipped backward as the car tried to pick 
him up with its own motion, and then 
clawed with his hands, arms and legs. His 
stomach and crotch received a brutal 
beating, he began to skid sideways, and 
then caught a grip on the catwalk that 
nearly ripped his arms from their sockets. 
He was aboard the train!  

Daniels worked his way forward, 
sometimes on all fours. His raincoat was 
ripped down the front, and he discarded it. 
The cold rain soaked him to the skin 
before he had passed three cars. He 
reached the tankers, and nearly fell 
between the grinding wheels before he 
found a handhold and crawled past them. 

On the catwalk of the sixth car beyond 
the tanks Daniels felt something strange 
under his hands. Hooked in the running 
boards was a curved piece of steel like a 
grappling iron, and from it a rope 
descended over the side of the car. He felt 
along it, and came to a series of fat, 
regular knots. It was a crude rope ladder. 

Something thudded on the right of way 
and disappeared with a grating sound. A 
moment later a whole series of objects 
thudded out of the car onto the ground. 
The man was busy. 

Daniels took a deep breath, hoped for 
the best, and went down the rope. His 
weight straightened it, but for an instant 
the motion of the car swayed him far out 
over the racing ground. Then the car 
rocked the other way, and Daniels swung 
through the black door like an eight ball 
into a pocket. He landed with a jolt and an 
involuntary grunt. For an instant he saw a 
light near him, then it winked out. He 
found his feet, reached out, and came to 
grips with what seemed to be a gorilla 
with muscles of wire cable! 

 
N THE pitching, pounding blackness of 
the boxcar Daniels swung punches at a 

shape that did not hit back, but threatened 

to tear his limbs off or break him in two. 
Arms like cargo hooks circled him, 
bending him back until he dropped. He 
used the fall to get both arms inside the 
other’s neck in a try for counter-leverage. 

“Urr,” the man grunted as Daniels 
forced his chin up. Just as most of the air 
was forced out of Daniels’ lungs the other 
released his body grip and grabbed for an 
arm. 

He caught the railroad detective’s right 
wrist in a twisting, punishing grip that 
topped anything Daniels had ever tackled. 
It had to be done—Daniels knew he was 
matched against a man who might well 
maim him or worse. The railroader cut 
loose with a barrage of kicks, his number 
twelves lashing out with the power of a 
healthy mule. One connected, and the hold 
on his arm loosened. He located his target 
by feel—and whipped in a dropkick that 
would have scored a field goal in any 
man’s game. 

The powerful, talon-like hands left his 
arm. A body crumpled in the darkness, 
groaning, but mouthing enough curses 
with the moans to show there would still 
be a fight. Daniels jumped back, pulled the 
penlight from his belt and dug the Smith 
and Wesson Terrier out of his hip pocket. 

He said, “Now stand fast, you.”  
The small beam of light shone on the 

seamed, hate-filled features of old man 
Gummish! 

Mo held gun and light in one hand, 
frisked his man and found nothing. The 
wiry body made a sudden move, and 
Daniels cocked his right. 

“Watch it,” he said. “You’re a bearcat 
in the dark, but one of these will bust your 
jaw.”  

The ex-acrobat cursed him.  
Above the pounding vibration of the 

car’s deck sounded sharp knocks on the 
roof. Suddenly a shape came down the 
rope that swayed outside the open door. 

I 
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The sway of the boxcar sent the figure far 
out over the ground. Daniels reached out, 
grabbed the rope, and hauled the man in. It 
was Harold Pitts. 

And in an instant, while Daniels was 
busy with the newcomer, old man 
Gummish took a flying dive through the 
open door and was gone!  

“C’mon, kid,” Daniels barked. “We 
gotta get that bird.”  

He balanced, jumped, tried to land 
running, and slid on his face in the gravel. 
Another form floundered on the 
embankment as he staggered erect. He 
called, “That you, Harold?”  

“Y-yes.” The reply was shaky, but in a 
moment the younger man loomed out of 
the darkness. 

“Good boy. We can’t find our man 
now, but keep your ears open. We’ll go 
forward to Summit.”  

“Right.”  
They trotted along the right of way. 

BC-5’s caboose rumbled past them a 
moment later. Daniels could have flagged 
the buggy with his light and some luck, 
but he didn’t try. The trainmen wouldn’t 
know that a battle had taken place on their 
train until Daniels telegraphed the next 
division point. If he stopped the train now, 
it would cost the carrier and shippers time 
and money. He drew his pay for helping 
the railroad business, and did his figuring 
that way. They stumbled along, over 
rougher ground.  

True, it was hardly the time for it, but 
Daniels decided to plant the seed while the 
land was fallow. He said: “That was quite 
a job you did, Harold, following me onto 
that freight.”  

“Ah . . . it was rough, but I didn’t do 
anything. You did it all.” 

“The point is . . . you didn’t have to 
make that dangerous drop. That took more 
guts than standing up to the toughest guy 
in the world.”  

Harold jogged for a while in silence, 
then said reflectively, “I guess you mean 
that. And you’re trying to tell me it was 
better than punching some big ‘bo in the 
head. . . just to show I’m tough.”  

“You got it, kid.”  
“I wish my Dad could hear that.”  
“Still sore about that red over yellow, 

eh?” 
“Wouldn’t you be?”  
“No. Because I’d know he was 

wrong—and I’m right.”  
Harold caught his second wind. “I 

think you taught me more psychology than 
the books, Mo.”  

“No charge. Just don’t show off your 
strength—and remember that you don’t 
have to take any more chances.”  

“I’ll buy that.”  
Ahead they saw the lights of Summit 

block station. The red eye of the order 
board glowed high in the air, with the 
amber beams from the cabin windows 
filtering through the damp night below. 
The oblong little building looked 
lonesome, like the last outpost in a ghost 
town. 

“Let me go in alone,” Daniels said. 
“Stay out and watch for old man 
Gummish. He was the guy robbing the 
car.”  

He heard Harold gasp with surprise as 
he left him beside the track and went 
through the open door of the cabin. A man 
sat at the telegraph desk, and the young 
operator they had met on their first trip 
into the mountains lounged on a caboose 
cushion. The men looked very much alike, 
as brothers might. Both had strong, lean 
bodies. 

Daniels slipped the Terrier from his 
pocket. “Hello, boys. Stand up while I 
search you.”  

The man on the cushion stood up 
slowly. “You better stand right still and 
think it over,” he said. “Dad’s behind that 
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door with a shotgun. Just drop your gun, 
easy like.” 

Daniels opened his hand and obeyed as 
something hard and sharp dug into his 
backbone. I’m a smart guy, all right, he 
told himself.  

He said: “I guess I’m looking at the 
Flying Geralds, right?”  

“That’s right,” the man holding down 
the telegraph spot drawled. “Or maybe you 
oughta say the walking Gummishes. The 
act’s shot. Now what the hell are we gonna 
do with you?”  

The old man’s voice grated behind 
Daniels. “Only one thing t’do. I’ll do it.”  

The brother at the desk objected, but 
not very hard. “Let’s take it easy, Pa. 
Don’t go off half-cocked.”  

A loud, new voice roared through the 
room, from the door at old man 
Gummish’s side. “Don’t go off at all! 
Stand fast, old man, or I’ll blast yuh!”  

Daniels sidestepped, grabbed the 
muzzle of the shotgun, and wrested it from 
powerful hands that tightened their grip at 
the last minute. When he had possession 
of it, he scooped up his Terrier and dared 
to take a breath again. 

“Come in, Harold.”  
“You three—put your hands up against 

that wall. Lean on it. Jump!” 
The Gummish clan stood with their 

palms against the wall while Harold 
frisked them. The youngest brother, the 
day operator, had a Spanish .32 automatic 
in his hip pocket. 

Daniels sighed, checked the shotgun, 
and handed it to Harold. “Cover the 
acrobat bandits,” he said, “while I call 
Boston.” 

 
ASTBOUND Number Thirty·Two 
stopped at Summit at eight o’clock 

that morning, to let off a spare operator 
and pick up Daniels, his assistant, and his 
prisoners. They had coffee and rolls in the 

diner during the short run to Anson. The 
younger brother was the only ex-Flying 
Gerald who would talk. He seemed more 
disgusted than angry or downhearted.  

“Sure,” he told Daniels in answer to a 
question. “Even with a bum leg Dad is a 
better man than we are on a bar or in the 
air. He ran the show—did all the difficult 
drops onto trains. We did the picking up 
with the horses after he threw the stuff 
off.”  

“Shut up,” his brother growled. 
“Aw, what the hell. We’ll all do the 

same stretch. How about a cigaret?”  
Daniels gave him a pack, told him to 

keep them, then asked, “You knew what 
cars to work because you could hear the 
train consists being telegraphed ahead. 
That right?” 

“Sure.”  
Daniels sighed and shook his head, 

like a man doing a job but not happy with 
it. “You should have stuck to telegraphing, 
boys,” he said. 

 
HIEF LIFFY, Champoux, and a 
handful of railroad officials met them 

on the station platform at Anson. Among 
them Daniels spotted Superintendent Pitts. 
Since the old rawhider’s division didn’t 
figure in the case, it was evident that he 
had driven down from Carrstown out of 
curiosity—or to at check on a certain red-
headed young man.  

“Hello, Mo.” Liffy shook hands, a 
wide grin on his heavy-jowled face. 
“C’mon into the station office and give us 
the dope. The section gang found the 
freight that was thrown off. They’re 
bringing it in.”  

Daniels handed him a sheaf of papers. 
“It’s all written up, Chief,” he said. “Had 
plenty of time, waiting all night for 
Number Thirty-Two.”  

Superintendent Pitts had ignored the 
new arrivals, including his son. Now he 
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spoke abruptly. “Got an extra copy of 
that?”  

“Sure,” Daniels said levelly, and gave 
him one. He handed another to the State 
Police lieutenant who took charge of the 
prisoners.  

They straggled into the station office. 
Superintendent Pitts, reading as he walked, 
said suddenly, “This report says my son 
was with you all the way.”  

“That’s right.” Daniels lit a cigar.  
“Hope he kept out of your way.”  
“He did just as much—and more—

work than I did.”  
“Hmpf—says here you tackled the 

man in the boxcar.”  
“Harold made a dangerous jump to 

follow me. A lot tougher for him, because 
he doesn’t know his way around trains the 
way I do. And he saved my bacon when 
they had me mousetrapped in Summit 
cabin.”  

“Don’t take much to stick up a few 
men. Then you took over.”  

Daniels looked full into the hard, 
leathery, uncompromising face of the 
official. “You’re going too fast,” he said 
softly. “When you read to the end of that 
report, you’ll find that I wouldn’t let 
Harold carry a gun.”  

Pitts had what it took. He turned stiffly 
and went out. Daniels watched him 
through the bay window. He strode across 
the platform to where Harold stood talking 
to the State lieutenant, waited until they 
paused, and then stuck out his hand to his 
son. The hands went up and down for a 
long time, and both men started to smile as 
they talked. 

 
ANIELS said good-bye to Harold in 
the station, while Liffy and Pitts and 

the other officials waited outside for the 
eastbound express. 

“I’d just as soon stay,” Harold 
protested. “I’ll walk up with you and get 
your car.”  

“Wouldn’t think of it,” Daniels 
laughed. “You’ll be learning another end 
of the business before long. Ride in with 
the brass, and get reacquainted with your 
Dad.”  

“Seems like I’m leaving you stranded. 
I’ll take a later train.”  

“Forget it. You closed your 
assignment.”  

“It’ll be lonesome driving into Boston 
alone. I’ll ride in with you.”  

“I’m not going in for a couple of days. 
Got to tie up the loose ends, you know.”  

The eastbound roared into the station, 
cutting off Harold’s further arguments. He 
shook hands, said, “Well—so long—and 
thanks for—”  

“Get going,” Daniels slapped him 
affectionately on the back with one big 
hand. “I’ll be seeing you—Red.” 

The youth grinned. “All red, thanks to 
you.” He went out and boarded the train. 

Daniels yawned and went over to the 
lunch counter for a cup of coffee. He 
winked at himself in the polished mirror, 
and thought that he looked younger than 
thirty-four, even after a sleepless night. 

He wondered if Marte Gummish was 
having her breakfast-and wondering why 
her father and brothers were not home. 
She probably was not involved with 
them—and they’d swear up and down she 
wasn’t, anyway. The law wouldn’t bother 
her. 

But somebody had to look the place 
over, just in case there was a little loot in 
the barn. The lovely girl would be awfully 
lonesome up there, too—especially when 
she heard the news. A good husky 
shoulder to cry on would be nice for all 
concerned. 

He finished his coffee and went out, 
whistling, to look for his car. 
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