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A man is as old as he feels. And Pop felt young enough to pull a classic in clues. 

 
ANG-NAB it!” 
growled Pop 
Greer irascibly. 

“What a difference a 
few hours make. I wish 
now I’d never seen this 

durned gasoline bug!”  

 
The roadster rolled along the highway, 

accompanied by a cacophonous jangle of 
smashed metal. 

“Gosh—all hemlock!” he breathed 
fiercely. “Listen t’ that clatter. What’ll 
Hubie say?” 

Two hours ago, driving to lodge 
meeting, Pop had felt swell. For an 
evening he was to be free of the martinet 
ways of his son, Hubert Livingston Greer, 
first citizen of Holtville and president of 
the Holtville First National Bank. Now 
everything was ruined. Pop winced in 
mental anticipation of Hubie’s testy tones. 

“Well, father. This is a truly 
regrettable occurrence. Perhaps, if you had 
heeded my remonstrances, you would 
have realized the folly of driving at 
night—at your age!” 

Pop groaned inwardly. “Tarnation!” he 
muttered rebelliously. “I’m only edgin’ on 
seventy.”  

“I’ll not remind you that the roadster’s 
wrecked,” Hubie would continue 
waspishly. “That it happened because you 
had to drive to a ridiculous lodge meeting 
out near the swamp. You might have 
realized how dangerous it was to leave the 
car beside the main road. Why, father, any 
car speeding through the swamp would 
skid on that mud right into it!”  

Pop’s veined hands c1cnehed on the 

steering wheel. He knew what Hubie’s 
clincher would be. 

“Always the same thing, father. Your 
lack of thought—your financial 
irresponsibility!”  

Pop swore softly. “Financial 
irresponsibility, bah!” he growled. 

All because Hubie said he’d acted 
foolishly in gambling his pension in the 
stock market. Well, if losing your shirt 
along with a million other folks was 
foolishness, Hubie was right. Only that 
was the trouble. Hubie was always right. 

The glow of Holtville shone over the 
trees ahead, westward. Nearer, a twinkle 
of lights announced Wes Tuthill’s all-night 
roadside diner. 

Pop fumbled in an inner pocket for a 
fresh toothpick. Tucking the toothpick 
between his lips at a rakish angle, he drove 
past the glowing gasoline pumps into a 
shadowed alley alongside the hamburger 
stand. 

Wes Tuthill looked up keenly when 
Pop slid onto a stool. “Hey! What you 
been doin’ to Hubie’s new car? Gosh, 
wait’ll he sees it!”  

Pop’s eyes clouded; he scowled. 
“Some durned fool smacked plumb into it 
when I was in the lodge. I’d like t’ git my 
hands on the ornery skunk—”  

Gravel crunched outside. An old blue 
sedan rolled to a halt beside the gas 
pumps. Three men stared from the dark 
interior. The driver, a wide-shouldered, 
blue-jowled individual, yelled: 

“Hey, you inside! Bring a pinch bar. 
We want some gas, too.”  

Pop squinted at the sedan’s front 
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fender. It had smashed against something 
recently, and the heavy metal was wedged 
down against the tire. He stood up swiftly, 
brow knitted with thought. 

“I’ll take care o’ them, Wes,” he 
called. 

“That fender’s gonna cut through the 
rubber,” the driver snapped. “We skidded 
against a tree west of Holtville.”  

Pop worked a bar under the fender, 
forcing it high. His eyes darted about, 
missing nothing. At mud splashed under 
the fenders and on the wheels. Blue clay. 
And suddenly Pop realized that the driver 
was lying. They hadn’t come from the 
west of Holtville. They had driven over 
this same road, and not many minutes 
before, either. Because the only blue clay 
in the vicinity was on this same road 
where it curved through Sedgely 
Swamp—to the east. 

The clay was still damp. Pop was 
certain that this was the car that had 
sideswiped Hubie’s roadster. And he was 
determined that they should not go 
unpunished. But how—? 

He straightened. “That’s okay, mister. 
I’ll get your gas.”  

Five minutes later, he watched the 
Caddy roll out into the darkness. The ruby 
tail-light vanished. He hurried into the 
stand to a wall telephone. 

“Hello, operator? State Police?” 
 

ONE hour later, Hubert Livingston Greer 
circled the roadster in the driveway of the 
Greer homestead. His eyes were harried, 
his mouth petulant. 

“You exasperate me, father,” he 
declared irritably. “Over my expressed 
protest you took the car. Now, look! But 
what can I expect of a man your age?”  

Pop’s eyes snapped. “A man my age 
can take care o’ himself a durned sight 
better ‘n—”  

“It looks that way.”  

“Now, Hubie—”  
“And don’t call me Hubie!”  
Indignantly, Hubert strode across the 

lawn to the house. Pop sighed wearily.  
He’d always tried to understand Hubie 

better, eking out an education for him, 
even at State U. Nothing was spared. But 
somehow Hubie’d grown into an 
executive, and they’d drifted apart.  

Meditatively, Pop chewed on a 
toothpick. He was bewildered because, at 
heart, Hubie was a good son. Just a bit 
stiff, that was all. 

Gleaming headlights disturbed Pop’s 
reverie. He stood up as a State Police car 
rolled into the drive behind the battered 
roadster. Sergeant Branner clambered out, 
grinning. 

“Hi, Pop,” he greeted amiably. “That 
tip of yours was fine. We found the sedan 
stalled out in Sedgely Swamp. The three 
guys, too.”  

Pop breathed easier. “That’s sure fine, 
Ed,” he replied. “Now you got to make 
them fellers pay Hubie for the damage 
they done to his car.”  

Branner blinked. “Pay?” he ejaculated. 
“Why, them fellows busted into Hubie’s 
bank. They short-circuited the alarm and 
slugged Mike, the watchman. That’s why 
nobody was wise to it. But we found the 
money in the car. I was just coming up to 
tell Hubie—”  

Pop gasped. Branner grinned widely. 
“That ain’t all, Pop. We found there’s 

a government reward o’ five grand for 
them guys. You get it.”  

Pop sank back, open-mouthed. Why, 
now he had money! He wasn’t financially 
irresponsible. Money for fishing tackle 
and stogies, and a partnership in the river 
fishing camp with Tom Perley. 

Hubie’s voice floated through maple 
leaves. “Father! Come in out of the night 
air. You’ll catch your death of cold.”  



SLEUTH SAMPLE 3

The smile around Pop’s mouth was 
edged with a hint of sadness. Now, when 
he was free to leave, he knew that behind 
Hubie’s badgering there was more than 
just vanity and irascibility. There was, he 
felt suddenly, genuine concern. 

Branner interrupted his thoughts. “Say. 
How’d you figure that sedan would be 
stalled out around the swamp?”  

“Just a little trick we used t’ play down 
t’ Jim Wilson’s garage. Stickin’ a 
toothpick in the air-vent in the gas tank 

tap. Old time cars, like that sedan, have 
them. It makes a vacuum inside the tank 
an’ keeps the gas from flowin’ to the 
carburetor. I figgered there’d just be 
enough gas to get ‘em out to the swamp.”  

Branner chuckled. “You’re a corker-”  
“Father!”  
Pop glanced at the house beyond the 

maples. 
“Maybe we better go in, Ed,” he said, 

scratching his chin. “Gosh, Ed. You know, 
I’m gonna miss that boy.” 

 


