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Railroad Cops Get Paid for Full and . . . 
 

COMPLETE RESULTS 
 

By WILLIAM L. ROHDE 

 
 

ANIELS watched the 
conductor, Jim Lefferts, burst 
through the rear door of the 
smoker and charge up the aisle 

as if he had a lighted rocket in his hip 
pocket. He started talking twenty feet 
away from the special agent. “Mo! There’s 
a dead woman in 71!” 

“That so?” Daniels answered. “See if 
there’s a doc among the passengers and 

have him check her out.” 
“This is your baby—” Lefferts was a 

big man, almost as heavy as the railroad 
detective, with a red face and neck that 
threatened to pop his collar. “She’s been 
killed! Head busted!”  

Daniels’ number twelves hit the deck 
of the car. For a moment he looked 
through the glass at the locked door of the 
express car. There was almost a million 
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dollars in currency in there—his special 
responsibility. 

I oughta study this out. It could be a 
plant. Do I leave the dough unguarded or 
ignore a killing? 

“Where are we?” he asked Lefferts. 
“ ‘Bout ten miles from Trentville. 

Forty from Morgan.” 
Daniels thought fast. Fifty miles 

through the mountains before they’d reach 
a town of any size and with local 
authority. All in one state, though. They 
could go through. He asked, “Did you lock 
up the body?”  

“No. The porter is watching the 
compartment. It’s number three.”  

“Guard this door,” Daniels ordered. 
“Don’t let anyone forward at that express 
car. I’ll be back as fast as I can.” 

 
ARNES, the colored porter, stood 
firmly in front of the compartment in 

Car 71. He was an intelligent looking man 
of about forty, and showed less excitement 
than the conductor. 

Daniels paused with his handkerchief 
lightly on the doorknob, held by two 
fingers. “Hello, Harry. When did you last 
see this woman? Who found her?”  

“I think I saw her walking around the 
platform at Richmond. I found her. The 
bell was rung when I came back on at 
Schulerton with cigars for the party in 
drawing room A.”  

“Then she could have been killed 
anywhere in the hundred miles from 
Richmond?” 

“Maybe. But not and push that button 
to drop my indicator and call me.”  

Daniels turned the knob, but Harry 
stopped him. 

“Mr. Daniels—”  
“Yeah, Harry.” The porter looked 

down with embarrassment for a moment. 
Then met Daniels’ questioning gaze. 
“Please work hard on it, sir. It could be 

awful bad—for me.” 
The railroad special agent nodded. “If 

you didn’t do it, Harry, don’t worry.” 
 
HE young woman had been a small, 
rather plain little person. Now her 

body lay wedged in a corner of the settee. 
Her lips were drawn back over clean white 
teeth, and the ends of sandy hair ringed her 
head in dishevelment. You couldn’t see 
the top of her head—whoever killed her 
had crushed it like a dropped cantaloupe. 

Daniels stood carefully in the center of 
the compartment, surveying the death 
scene. He noted luggage in place in the 
rack, unopened purse on the settee 
opposite the body, clothes on the body in 
place and not disturbed more than a short 
death struggle might cause. He squatted 
and looked under the seat. 

A rusty track spike had been the 
weapon. He took it carefully by the rim 
with his handkerchief and laid it on the 
deck, in sight. The sharp end was redly 
wet and matted with hair. He saw an 
object under the far end of the seat, pulled 
it out with his handkerchief and stood up. 
It was a cheap reflex camera with the back 
hanging open. If there had been film in it, 
it had been taken out. 

A magazine in the window rack caught 
his eye; a copy of Railroad Pictures. 
“Tough luck,” he muttered. “You won’t be 
taking any more pictures.”  

He put a hand under his arm and 
pulled the S. & W. Terrier forward on its 
leather thong—a gesture, a habit when he 
was puzzled or thinking about a tough 
case. Some of the woman’s blood formed 
a blackish stain on the seat. He studied the 
scene once more, carefully, before he 
stepped back into the corridor and closed 
the door. 

Barnes looked worried. He asked, 
“Any clues, Mr. Daniels?”  

The special agent disregarded the 
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question. “How many people in this car?”  
“Man and woman in compartment six. 

Three men in drawing room A. That’s all.” 
“Many of the coach passengers come 

through?”  
“Yes. They always are coming in by 

mistake, or trying to use the observation 
section.”  

“Many come in recently?”  
“ ‘Bout five or six.”  
“Can they come in without you seeing 

them?”  
“Yes. When I’m busy, or in the men’s 

room.”  
A dandy layout, Daniels thought. The 

killer might have left the train at any of the 
dozen odd stops since Richmond, although 
that didn’t account for the porter’s 
indicator showing a ring from the dead 
woman’s compartment near Schulerton. 
He walked up to the drawing room and 
knocked.  

“Come in,” a voice rumbled.  
Daniels looked at the five people in the 

room. He said, “There’s been a murder on 
the train. Do any of you plan to get off at 
Trentville?”  

The rumbling voice answered. It was 
owned by a short, heavy-bodied man with 
his weight encased in a nylon suit that said 
money. “My party doesn’t. How about 
you, Mr. Naylor?”  

The man called Naylor sat on the 
narrow seat facing forward. The red 
headed woman beside him had her legs 
crossed and one knee high. She was worth 
looking at, even if her ideas on lipstick ran 
to fire-engine red. The man said, “My wife 
and I are going through to St. Louis. Who 
was killed?”  

“A woman passenger,” Daniels told 
him. “Will each one of you show me some 
identification, please? You’ll have to 
answer a few questions at Morgan, too.”  

He put the names in his notebook from 
the collection of letters and cards offered 

him. He asked the Naylors, “You belong 
in compartment six?”  

“Yes. Mr. Griffin invited us here for a 
drink. That must have been an hour ago.” 

“Just about,” Griffin chimed in. 
A business card had identified the man 

with the rumbling voice as Robert Griffin 
Insurance. He wore a perpetual forced 
smile on a hard jaw below shrewd eyes; 
the kind of an expression a man wears 
who doesn’t like people, but wants them to 
think he does. A greedy man. Daniels 
nodded quietly and went out as the 
passengers began to chatter about his news 
of the killing. 

 
E HAD taken the names of the coach 
passengers when the air hissed 

beneath the slow-moving train for the stop 
at Trentville. Daniels descended to the 
platform at the tiny station and made the 
telegraph operator identify the two 
passengers who got off. He told the man to 
wire for the police at Morgan and advise 
the division superintendent. Jim Lefferts 
caught Daniels’ nod and waved a highball. 

The conductor met Daniels at the 
forward end of the smoker again. He 
asked, “What’s it look like, Mo? Plenty of 
trouble?”  

“Maybe.” Daniels dropped into a seat 
and stared reflectively at the mountains 
stretching away from the roadbed. They 
were in rugged country, on the Mountain 
Division where speeds were low and 
stations few and far between. Suddenly he 
asked the conductor, “Jim—where could a 
plane land up here? Any clearings?”  

Lefferts removed his cap and rubbed 
his brow. “That’s a funny one, Mo. 
There’s some tableland between Sutter 
Peak and the Bogey River. That’s about 
fifteen miles up.” 

“Roads up there, too?”  
“Yeah. Just dirt ones, though.”  
“Have you got a gun, Jim?”  
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The blue hat fell to the floor. “N—no, 
I stopped carrying one years ago. Why?” 

Daniels said soberly, “Just a hunch, 
Jim. Just a hunch.”  

The little Pacific type engine on the 
head end battled the steep grades. They 
rumbled into the mountains to the tune of 
drivers grinding on sand and steel and the 
grunt of pistons hammered by steam. 
Daniels went back through the train to the 
sleeper. Drawing room A’s door was 
closed, and the corridor empty as he 
slipped into a compartment and silently 
shut the door on a wooden match. Through 
the crack he could see the door of the 
drawing room.  

He thought of his words to Lefferts—
“Just a hunch.” Was he playing this right? 
Maybe it would have been wiser to stop 
the train, check with the dispatcher, and 
back up to Lestertown where the State 
Police had a sub-station. You could make 
a wrong decision pretty fast when you 
were all alone. What was it Chief Liffy 
had said at the meeting last month—
“Railroad special agents have the highest 
record of convictions of any peace 
officers. That includes the T-men. So 
know what you’re doing, boys, before you 
start something.”  

Daniels wondered again if he knew 
what he was doing. 

The short train reached the top of the 
grades and wound through rock cuts and a 
few small tunnels. They left the main 
peaks and crossed level land toward the 
long descent to Morgan. Then—just as 
Daniels began to feel numb with worry—
air slammed into the brake cylinders. Steel 
rasped on steel as the train ground to a 
halt.  

The door of the drawing room opened, 
and the tub-shaped figure of Griffin 
appeared. He had a folding, magazine fed 
tommy-gun in his husky arms.  

“Here we go,” he growled to those 

behind him. “Just take it easy and follow 
the plan. Look out for that porter when 
you scram, Mabel.”  

Through the slit in his door Daniels 
saw the other three men follow Griffin. He 
counted one more tommy, a riot shotgun, 
and the man called Naylor carried a blue 
.38 or .45 revolver and a satchel. 

 
HEY moved forward, and Griffin’s 
last words were, “That dick will be up 

ahead somewhere. When you see him—
drop him!”  

Daniels let out his breath quietly. This 
should be quite a picnic. The .38 Terrier 
carried five slugs and he had no spares. 
There would be at least two confederates 
who had stopped the train and occupied 
the engine. 

The last person out of the drawing 
room was the red head called Mabel. She 
headed for the rear of the train. Daniels let 
her go by, made sure the men had 
disappeared forward, then slipped out 
behind the girl. 

He said, “Just a minute, Mrs. Naylor,” 
and grabbed her wrists as she reached for 
the car door. 

For an instant the woman froze with 
surprise, while Daniels’ brain clicked 
rapidly, presenting doubts to plague him at 
the wrong time. Am I playing this right? 
Maybe I should have studied this thing out 
more. 

The woman said, “Lemme go, you 
louse.”  

She went into action like a wildcat, 
cursing and letting out a short scream. 
Daniels shook the small automatic out of 
her right hand and wrapped one big paw 
across her mouth. He booted her into a 
compartment, unmindful of the soft curve 
he might have bruised, and shouted for 
Barnes, who popped out of the smoking 
room. 

“Watch this dame,” he barked at the 
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porter. He picked up the little Colt .25, 
slipped down the clip, and counted six 
shells through the vision holes before 
ramming it back. He went out on the rear 
platform and looked ahead. 

“Let ‘er go!” someone up ahead yelled. 
Daniels grunted at the flash of fire beside 
the express car, and then felt the roar and 
concussion of a heavy explosion. 

“Must’ve had dynamite or blocks in 
that satchel,” he grunted. “Big time stuff.”  

He bit his lip worriedly, jumped to the 
ground on the opposite side from the 
explosion, and ran forward. 

They had a guard on this side of the 
train—he was crouched, peering under the 
express car. Daniels ran lightly forward, 
and was thirty feet from him when he 
turned. A shotgun spun around. Daniels 
paused, sighted in the Terrier carefully, 
and squeezed off. The notch and V held on 
the man’s breastbone even after the .38 
jumped in Daniels’ steady hand. You 
couldn’t take chances with these boys. The 
man went down like a stack of cartons hit 
by a broom. A voice behind Daniels said 
heavily, “Nice shootin’, officer. Need 
some help?”  

Mo whirled, gun high. A lean, tanned 
young man stood on the steps of the coach. 
He wore a pair of khaki pants, a blue shirt, 
and was hatless. “Get inside,” Daniels 
barked. “There’ll be plenty of lead flying 
around here.”  

He ran and picked up the fallen 
bandit’s shotgun. A slug plowed into the 
cinders near him and he vaulted over the 
right-of-way into the shallow ditch beside 
the ballast. Another shot snapped viciously 
from under the express car, and a body 
crashed into the ditch near him. “Almost 
tagged me,” Daniels looked at the lean 
young man and swore. 

“Easy, pardner,” the other answered. “I 
ain’t seen so much excitement since 
Omaha Beach. Reckon you could fix me 

up with a job if I help you pull this off?”  
Daniels said, “Well, I’m damned. I 

thought loose gunfighters went out with 
hoopskirts.”  

“I’m no gunfighter. Just an ex-
infantryman out of work too damn long. 
And I ain’t got no gun.”  

A rattle of machine gun fire whirred 
from the other side of the train. The .45 
pills were wide and high. “Tryin’ to stir us 
up,” the lean man remarked. “They’re 
backin’ up a jeep to the express car.”  

I oughta study this out, the railroad 
detective thought. I can’t trust strangers. 
But I need help. This kid looks O.K. 

Daniels kept a cautious eye on the train 
as he said, “You sound all right. Got an ID 
card or anything on you, son?”  

He took a fast look at the small card in 
its plastic case when the tanned young 
man held it out, close to the ground. The 
picture was accurate. The name on it was 
Robert Calhoun—Sergeant Grade IV—
Nawes, Texas. 

Daniels lifted himself a bit higher on 
one arm and peered under the train. There 
seemed to be three men at the express 
car—figure one on the engine and one in 
the cars, at least. The odds were rough. He 
said: 

“If we pull this off I’ll see that you get 
something out of it, Bob.” He handed the 
shotgun to his new ally. 

The Texan asked, “Did you search that 
guy for extra shells?” 

Daniels snorted. “Did you see those 
slugs chasing me?”  

The other grinned. “Yeah. You moved 
fast. There oughta be five in her, anyway.” 

Sounds came from the express car—
heavy objects being moved, dumped into 
the jeep. Daniels said, “I’m going to cross 
through the train. When I get ‘em 
interested go under the car with that 
scattergun. It’ll be a great surprise for the 
boys. I figure there’s about five or six of 



SHORT STORIES 6

‘em in all.”  
“O.K., general. Let’s go.” 
 

O DANIELS crawled down the 
ditch, then leaped under a coach. He 

peeked around a truck, rested the .38 on 
the side of one big iron wheel, and 
watched with satisfaction as the man 
standing in the jeep folded up before his 
blast. 

B-eee-yow! Lead spattered almost in 
Daniels’ face as he ducked back. The 
gunman who had been watching the ditch 
was up between the combine and the 
coach. Daniels stuck his hand out and fired 
one shot without looking. It should give 
Calhoun a chance to find a target. 

It did. The shots that snapped back at 
him ended in a louder blast. Daniels 
jumped from under the car and ran for the 
jeep. A man came out of the express car, 
staggering under the weight of a cloth 
sack. Daniels shot twice at his legs, and 
the Terrier clicked on a discharged shell 
case as the man crumpled up. 

“Nice goin’, partner.” Bob Calhoun 
dropped down from the combine’s steps. 
“1 got that guy who was topside.”  

“I heard you,” Daniels answered. 
“Cross over and rush the engine.”  

The Texan nodded and disappeared 
under the car. Daniels took the little .25 
automatic out of his pocket, searched the 
man who had fallen from the express car 
but found no weapons, and trotted 
forward. 

 
WO of the men he had accounted for 
were from the drawing room party. 

That left Griffin or Naylor loose, 
depending on which one Calhoun had 
blasted in the vestibule. He approached the 
engine, then jumped behind the tender as 
he saw a movement in the Pacific’s cab 
window. He climbed the ladder on the 
tender’s stern, clambered over the water 

tank, and slid down the coal pile into the 
cab.  

A man in blue overalls, his face pale 
under a coat of grime, raised a .45 as 
Daniels tumbled toward him. 

“Hold it,” the railroad officer howled. 
“I’m a cop.”  

The fireman hesitated, again raised the 
automatic nervously, and just then 
Calhoun came up the ladder and chopped 
the gun down. Daniels felt his stomach 
untie itself. “Did you get the guy who was 
here?” he asked the fireman. 

For answer the tallow pot gestured at 
the cab. Daniels looked around the 
curtains. The engineer, a barrel-shaped 
heavyweight, was sitting on Naylor’s 
chest. 

“Nice goin’,” Daniels complimented 
the engine crew. “Come on, Bob. One to 
go.”  

A man ran from the coaches as they hit 
the ground. Daniels recognized Griffin, 
and said, “That’s the big boss. He must 
have switched places with one of the gang 
that stopped the train.” Calhoun snapped a 
shot at the man, who jumped the ditch and 
disappeared in the trees. 

Daniels ran to the jeep. “Stay here and 
watch out for any more of these birds,” he 
shouted at Calhoun. 

He flipped the switch, heeled the 
starter, and roared down the narrow dirt 
road into the forest. He drove for a mile, 
found nothing, and came back, searching 
the undergrowth. He was worried about 
Griffin. He had to bring in the ringleader, 
after having taken such long chances. 
Railroad cops get paid for full and 
complete results. 

Did I play this wrong, somewhere? 
Wish I had more time now to study it out. 
He stopped the jeep and listened, his broad 
face grave, the black brows drawn together 
in a worried frown. 

Somewhere off to the right a heavy 
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engine broke into a roar. Daniels put the 
jeep on four-wheel drive, shoved the 
transmission into low-low, and toed the 
gas. He picked a place where the second 
growth trees were small, thinned out over 
a marshy area. He rammed the jeep’s nose 
at the forest and plowed along. 

Bushes snapped at his face, pushed 
aside by the windshield and lashing back 
at him like live whips. He bored between 
two larger trees, climbed a steep bank that 
slipped the wheels for one heart-stopping 
instant, and reached clear ground. 

The roar of an aircraft engine was 
louder. He shifted to low and second, 
bucketing over bushes and high grass that 
thinned out on the level. He steered 
towards the noise that increased as a 
throttle was opened, and suddenly the jeep 
burst into a long, narrow meadow. 

A twin-engine Beechcraft was poised 
at the west end of the field, one motor 
growling mightily, the other coughing and 
misfiring. Daniels drove straight at the 
plane—a hatless charioteer, bloody-faced 
where a bough had cut his cheek. He 
closed on the plane as the pilot gunned his 
one engine in a wild attempt to get away. 
The Beechcraft started to roll, its other 
engine picking up at last. 

 
IKE polo players after the ball, the 
two machines charged each other at 

an angle. The plane crossed the jeep’s 
bow—and the railroad detective ducked 
his head, threw up one arm, and rammed 
the Beechcraft just forward of its tail 
assembly. Glass splintered, metal shrieked 
and crumpled—and jeep and plane 
skidded to a stop in a battered embrace. 

Daniels ran for the plane’s hatch, 
jumped aside as it opened from within, 
and shouted, “Come out with your hands 
up, Griffin. You’re surrounded.”  

Framed in the doorway, with a tommy 
in one hand, the husky mobster looked at 

the battered figure threatening him with a 
tiny automatic. He hesitated, wincing as 
Daniels jabbed the gun at him for 
emphasis. 

“Drop that gun and come down.”  
Griffin was pale beneath his tan, 

nervous and dangerous. He said, “Take it 
easy, copper. Let’s make a deal.”  

The man’s shifty eyes were looking for 
Daniels’ companions—he seemed to be 
listening intently, also, like a cornered fox 
calculating the next move. 

“Get down,” Daniels barked. “One 
move with that rattler and we’ll blast you.”  

He said “we” extra loud. Griffin 
flinched, opened his mouth—and then let 
the submachine gun fall from his hand to 
the ground. 

Daniels assembled the pieces of the 
battle—bodies in the baggage car—
prisoners and wounded in the drawing 
room under a shotgun guard—and left 
Calhoun to guard the jeep and Beechcraft. 
The train rolled slowly down the grades 
toward Morgan, with Jim Lefferts worried 
about the damaged express car. 

“Her frame may be broken,” he fretted 
to Daniels, who was laboriously writing in 
his notebook.  

“Forget it,” the special agent told him. 
“You can’t bust those iron boxes open just 
by dynamiting a door. She’ll hold 
together.”  

The conductor shook his head and 
counted off the train speed against his 
watch. Nothing happened, they moved 
smoothly, and at last he relaxed.  

“Say,” he interrupted Daniels, “how’d 
you figure to go back and lay for those 
guys?” 

Mo shrugged. “I figured whoever 
killed that woman in the compartment was 
after her film. She must have taken some 
pictures—she was a fan—and snapped 
Griffin and company into her pictures 
while they at were casing the train. Those 
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big-time operators couldn’t leave their 
photos behind after the holdup.”  

“Smart.” Lefferts nodded 
appreciatively “Did you wise up to Griffin 
right away? And where’s the film?”  

“No, I couldn’t be sure of Griffin or 
anybody else, that’s why I had to play it 
out. The film will probably be found back 
along the track, and maybe somebody at 
Schulertown saw Griffin or one of the mob 
pick up a track spike. If that woman hadn’t 
had courage, or luck enough, to push the 

porter’s bell, they’d have got away with 
it.”  

Daniels wrote in his notebook, then 
crossed out the words. Sure, he’d played it 
out to a finish, but maybe Chief Liffy 
would say he’d been slow. Too many 
casualties—damage to the express car—
maybe he shouldn’t have used Calhoun’s 
help. Still—he got results. Maybe the boss 
would look at it that way. 

He did. 

 


