
Ten Detective Aces, October, 1940 

Young Professor Henry Bryson was an expert on insect life.  And when 
a bomb blasted out the life of his scientist friend, Bryson had to become a . . . 

Suicide Specialist 

 
 

ROFESSOR LUDWIG GRAF 
studied the low building with the 
light over its door. This laboratory, 

the big, blond teacher knew, held a secret 
worth forty thousand dollars. There was 
nothing which Professor Graf would not 
do for that amount. He stepped forward, 
his thick lips smacking once, and knocked 
on the door. 

A peep-hole opened in the panel. 
“Ah!” chirped a voice, “if it isn’t the head 
of our history department!”  

“Good evening, Dr. Jessup,” Graf said. 
“I’m lecturing on modern warfare 
tomorrow evening. Since you are an 
authority on bombs, I’ve come for 
something new and interesting to tell my 
audience. Gracious, this building is a 
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regular fortress!”  
“Yes,” the voice said. “After my bomb 

demonstration, reporters began deviling 
me. And if I’m not mistaken, a foreign spy 
followed me once, too. So I had this place 
burglar-proofed and installed the peep-
hole. Now lean identify a visitor before 
admitting him. But come in, professor!”  

The door swung open. Dr. Jessup, a 
frail, wispy-haired old man in a stained 
apron, smiled absently. Graf entered and 
Jessup barred the door. 

The laboratory was small but 
expensively equipped. Though nominally 
head of the college chemistry department, 
Jessup had become rich from his 
inventions and had built this private 
laboratory adjoining his residence on 
Faculty Row. It was here he had invented 
his bomb. 

On meeting this elderly chemist, 
strangers wondered why so kindly and 
cheerful a man should create a deadly 
weapon—till they learned how bitterly 
Jessup hated war. He had lost a brother in 
war. He hoped to end war. His new bomb 
was so powerful, he declared, that it would 
annihilate whole regiments and so spoil 
everyone’s stomach for further fighting. 

“As you know,” Graf smiled, “there is 
much curiosity about your bomb. 
Naturally, I understand it includes secrets 
about which you wish no publicity, but 
perhaps you can give me a few sidelights. 
I and my lecture audience would be 
grateful!”  

Dr. Jessup’s blue eyes twinkled. 
“Young Professor Bryson uses my 
laboratory,” he said. “He and my nephew, 
Mike Traywick, are the only persons on 
earth besides myself who have seen my 
bomb. You, Graf, shall be the third.” 

 
E STEPPED to a big open safe. From 
it he drew an object resembling a 

medium-sized flashlight. “Along this 

cylinder’s center,” he explained, “runs a 
chamber no larger than a pencil stub. It 
contains my oxygen-carbon explosive. I 
used a bomb of this capacity at the field 
demonstration. I believe you were present 
and witnessed the destruction it caused.”  

Graf stabbed a blunt finger at a dial 
mounted on the cylinder end. The dial 
contained two hands, each with its 
separate graduated scale. 

“That is one of the drawbacks,” the 
chemist explained. “At present you 
proceed thus. Suppose you wish to 
produce an explosion five minutes from 
now. You wind the bomb-head; hear the 
clock ticking inside? Next you set the red 
indicator hand at five. Then you set the 
blue indicator at seventy-seven, so. Finally 
you press this button at the side. But don’t 
worry; I pull the button back, so, and the 
bomb is again harmless!”  

“But why did you set the blue hand at 
seventy-seven?” Graf asked. He had begun 
to pant slightly. 

The inventor gestured to a 
thermometer on the wall. “Because that is 
room temperature now. The dial must be 
set to within one degree Fahrenheit of the 
surrounding temperature. Otherwise my 
bomb won’t explode.”  

He smiled. “I have no fear from telling 
you this. Even if you were a chemist, what 
I describe would do you no good.”  

Graf’s big head nodded. “The 
temperature angle. That is why the bomb 
is not yet finished, then? Because airplane 
bombardiers could not estimate earth-
surface temperatures beneath them so 
closely?”  

“Exactly, my friend! Now, my second 
difficulty. If the surrounding temperature 
should drop to forty-two degrees, the 
bomb would explode spontaneously. That, 
too, is a serious drawback, because 
bombers, even in warm weather, 
frequently ascend to altitudes at which the 
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temperature is below that figure.”  
Dr. Jessup smiled. He placed the bomb 

in the big safe beside a second, identical 
one. “These are the only two in existence,” 
he said. “And this yellow strip of paper 
alongside contains my formula. But as to 
the defects, Graf, don’t worry. I or any 
other competent chemist can cure them 
with a few weeks of routine work.” He 
pointed to a table which was cluttered with 
test tubes. “I am completing that work 
now.”  

Ludwig Graf produced a notebook and 
made pencil marks, as if jotting material 
for his lecture. His heart thumped. 

“I understand that you intend to 
present the perfected bomb free of charge 
to all governments,” he rumbled. “When 
every government has such a powerful 
weapon at its disposal, no country will 
dare attack another for fear of the terrible 
reprisals, eh?”  

Jessup started to close the safe door 
when suddenly a hissing sound from the 
work-table forced an exclamation from 
him. A test tube over a bunsen burner 
sputtered, emitting smoke, and 
immediately began to flow over. 
Muttering lowly, Jessup ran, with his old 
man’s gait, to the table, where several test 
tubes and retorts demanded his entire 
attention. He could not see his guest, 
crouching behind his stool. 

Graf eased to the safe, blood surging 
through his veins. He pocketed one of the 
bombs and the yellow-paper formula. 
From his coat he slipped several fragments 
of yellow paper, dropped them on the floor 
near an air-conditioner cabinet at Jessup’s 
back. 

The air conditioner was not in 
operation. Graf’s hand darted inside its 
cabinet, detached an electric wire. Then he 
turned the control knob to ON. 

He set the other bomb’s dial to explode 
in seven minutes. This was the bomb 

Jessup had already adjusted to room 
temperature. Graf thumbed the contact 
button. He then stood the small, lethal 
machine in deep shadow beside the air 
conditioner. All this took him hardly a 
minute. By that time Jessup’s practiced 
hands had the equipment under control. 

“Well, thanks for the information,” 
Graf said. “I don’t wish to interrupt you 
too long. Be sure to bar the door after me, 
my dear friend. What a calamity it would 
be if some spy gained entrance here and 
turned your weapon against our own 
government!”  

They shook hands. Graf stepped 
outside under the bright bulb by whose 
light Jessup identified callers. Graf echoed 
Jessup’s good-night ironically, stepped 
briskly toward the business section. Seven 
minutes from now, when the blast startled 
the little college town, he would be at a 
newsstand blocks away. With forty 
thousand in plunder in his pockets! 

 
OUNG Professor Henry Bryson 
stepped into the laboratory at eight 

twenty-six p.m., and stopped chewing his 
gum. The lab tables were splinters. The air 
conditioner was blown to bits. The radio 
lay in a heap. All panes were shattered 
from the single window. An extension 
electric cord, which entered between bars, 
ended in a lighted bulb held by a chunky 
man. 

“I’m Sheriff Varney,” the chunky man 
said. “My messenger located you?”  

Professor Bryson nodded his brown-
thatched head. “I was at the movies with 
Mike Traywick, Dr. Jessup’s nephew. 
He’s next door now with the body. I 
understand you think Dr. Jessup either 
intended suicide or was just careless. But I 
knew him better than that.”  

“Listen,” the sheriff growled. “That 
dern bomb of his would explode of itself if 
the room temperature dropped too low. 
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Well, it did drop too low. This was not 
murder, if that’s what you’re getting at!”  

Henry Bryson stepped to the open safe. 
“Dr. Jessup kept his two model bombs and 
his formula in here,” he informed the 
officer. “See this electric heater inside? In 
case of a cold wave during the night, the 
heater would start automatically and 
provide enough heat to prevent the bombs’ 
exploding. That’s just an example, sheriff. 
I mean, he was an extremely careful man.” 

The sheriff’s hostile eyes raked from 
top to bottom of Bryson’s tall, knotty 
frame. “What do you do here?” he asked 
huffily. 

“Dr. Jessup was my best friend,” 
Bryson said grimly. “He liked me. When 
he asked me to share his fine laboratory, I 
accepted gladly. I took no part in his work, 
you understand. He was a chemist while 
I’m an entomologist.”  

“Ento—what’s that?”  
“A student of insects.”  
“Oh!” The officer grinned, as if it was 

useless to become angry with anyone 
foolish enough to study bugs. “Reckon 
you know Professor Graf here. Repeat 
what you told me, prof. We’ll see what 
this bugologist thinks then!”  

Brush-haired Professor Graf stepped 
from a group of men. “I visited Jessup 
here a little before eight tonight,” he 
rumbled. “I came for bomb information 
for my lecture tomorrow. As we talked, I 
noticed that the laboratory seemed quite 
chilly.  

“Suddenly Dr. Jessup confessed great 
discouragement. He feared that he would 
never be able to correct the bad features of 
his bomb, which rendered it nearly useless 
for military purposes. Even at that 
moment, he said, he was conducting a 
final experiment to learn—”  

“With the air-conditioning unit?” 
Bryson snapped, his brown eyes flashing 
with anger. 

Graf nodded ponderously. “He was 
lowering the laboratory temperatures with 
it. Forty-seven degrees the air was already. 
He had placed two bombs on a table 
beside the conditioner. I left here very fast, 
you bet; at five minutes to eight. Then, 
soon afterwards. . . .”  

His blunt finger pointed to an 
electrically regulated clock which hung 
crookedly on the wall. The hands had 
stopped at two minutes past eight. Two 
minutes and fourteen seconds, to be exact, 
for the blast had also frozen the slender 
second-hand. 

Bryson’s square jaw tightened. He’d 
never liked Graf anyhow. He picked a few 
scattered shreds of yellow paper from the 
floor. They showed no handwriting. 

“Then where is his formula?” he asked 
Graf. “He kept it here, on yellow paper.” 

The big man shrugged wearily. 
“Blown to bits, no doubt.” 

 
RYSON crinkled his brow. “So 
you’re lecturing tomorrow, Graf? 

Another of your series to glorify warfare? 
You hated Dr. Jessup, didn’t you, because 
his invention might have ended war—
which you consider the finest sport in 
history? . . . When did you hear about the 
explosion?”  

Graf’s cheeks turned tomato red. “I 
heard it!” he snapped. “I was speaking 
with the newsstand proprietor three blocks 
away. I recognized the noise and 
returned.”  

“After I summoned you for 
questioning,” Sheriff Varney reminded 
amiably. 

“Yes. A neighbor of Jessup’s had 
observed me leaving a few minutes 
previously, and notified the sheriff of this 
fact. But naturally I already planned to 
reveal what I knew about this sad—
suicide.”  

Prof Graf bowed stiffly and departed. 
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Henry Bryson examined several more 
paper fragments. They were so damaged it 
was impossible to determine whether they 
had ever formed part of Jessup’s formula. 
Bryson ransacked the safe drawers, which 
had been partly protected from the 
explosion’s impact. No formula. Possibly 
Jessup had been working over it at the 
instant he died. Bryson had already 
examined the battered chemist’s pockets at 
the house next door, and found nothing. 

The sheriff plucked something from 
the floor. “This knob regulates that air 
conditioner, don’t it?” he asked. “It’s 
blown off, but it was set at ‘On,’ see?”  

Blinking at the black switch, Bryson 
had to agree. The unit had been on. 
Nevertheless, Bryson shook his head 
doggedly. Jessup might have intended to 
cool the lab slightly for his physical 
comfort; after all, the night was warm. But 
to chill the lab to forty-two and risk killing 
himself? No, Bryson couldn’t swallow that 
possibility! 

At the room’s far end, Bryson bent 
over the smooth cement floor and nodded. 
His brows jutted into a V. A vague idea 
began to form in his fertile brain. 

The sheriff, clumping up beside him, 
disturbed his train of thought. 

“What’s that?” Varney asked hostilely. 
His blunt shoe-toe touched a metal box, 
the size of a small matchbox, which lay on 
the floor, one side open. 

Bryson slid the tiny black box a couple 
of inches with his thumb. The cement 
underneath showed a small red-crayon 
cross mark. 

“I experiment with ants,” Bryson 
explained. “I keep five ants in this box. 
But now they’re dead. See them?” He 
gestured to a point about a yard from the 
cross mark, where five ants lay grouped.  

“I was attempting to develop a 
‘conditioned reflex’ in them,” Bryson 
continued. “Every night at eight I’d release 

them from their box at that point on the 
floor. They knew which way to head for 
sugar; I always rewarded them. I would 
always have the radio tuned to a station 
which chimes at eight sharp. 

“As the ants started for their sugar 
reward, they also would sense the chime 
vibrations. I hoped that in time I could 
place the ants on the floor without the 
imprisoning box; that they would wait for 
the chime before they headed for their 
food.” 

“Great occupation for a grown man!” 
Sheriff Varney snorted. “Anyway, they 
didn’t have to wait tonight. They got 
blown across the floor!” 

“No,” Bryson corrected, “they were 
killed in their tracks. Observe that they 
had moved from the box toward the air 
conditioner, which was apparently about 
when the bombs rested when they 
exploded. The ants were heading directly 
toward the lump of sugar you see there on 
the floor; Jessup had set it out for them. 

“Furthermore, you could cover all five 
dead ants with a dime. The jutting angle of 
the safe protected them from the 
explosion’s scattering draught. They were 
killed by concussion—in their tracks.”  

Varney scratched his chin. “What are 
you driving at?” he demanded 
suspiciously. 

“Whenever I attend the movies or am 
otherwise out for the evening,” Bryson 
explained, “Dr. Jessup releases my ants for 
me at eight. He did so tonight; why else 
should they, the box and the sugar be on 
the floor? Professor Graf says Dr. Jessup 
was performing a foolhardy experiment. I 
happen to know Jessup never performed 
any experiment without devoting his 
whole attention to it.”  

“That so?” Varney growled. “Then 
why’d he stop to fool with your ants?”  

“Exactly!” Bryson said. “He wasn’t 
performing an experiment when he died, 
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don’t you see? Whatever he was doing, it 
wasn’t very important. So that bomb 
didn’t explode as a result of a room-
temperature drop to forty-two degrees. It 
was set—by someone besides Dr. Jessup, 
and I mean to prove it!”  

Henry Bryson reached down for his 
ant box. 

“Don’t touch that!” the sheriff 
snapped. “Trying to make this a murder, 
are you? Well, young fella, maybe you’re 
just wanting to destroy evidence against 
yourself!” 

 
ENRY BRYSON met nineteen-year-
old Mike Traywick after the inquest 

next morning. A skinny, wiry redhead, 
Mike had been visiting his uncle for a 
month. He was also studying science at the 
college, with one subject under Bryson. 
The two had become pals. 

“The coroner’s jury calls Uncle 
Calvin’s death accidental,” Mike said 
huskily. “Do you believe that, Henry?”  

Bryson was trying to recall his vague 
idea of yesterday. At the laboratory when 
the sheriff butted in. Something about 
ants—something grimly important, he felt. 

“I think Graf bombed your uncle,” he 
told Mike slowly. “As for that air 
conditioner, I’m convinced it wasn’t even 
running!”  

“If we could prove that!” the redhead 
said fervently. 

Thankfully the day was Saturday and 
Professor Bryson had no classes. He began 
making inquiries. He wasn’t a cop, he 
reminded himself, and maybe should leave 
criminal investigations to duly constituted 
authorities and stick to his ants. Yet Dr. 
Jessup had been his friend. Bryson 
unwrapped a new stick of gum, began to 
chew it determinedly. 

He located the housewife who had 
seen Graf leaving the laboratory. “Kind of 

slinking, he was,” she said. “He looked 
backward once as he hurried away!”  

Next, Bryson interviewed the 
newsdealer. “Sure,” the dealer said, “Graf 
was talking to me when the blast sounded. 
He’d been spouting history to me, like he 
always does, y’know. . . . No, hadn’t 
mentioned Jessup at all.”  

That afternoon Bryson’s racked brains 
produced an idea. He sought out the 
weather-recording machine on Oak Street. 
This instrument displayed a continuous 
chart of local temperatures for the past 
twenty-four hours. He read the 
temperature for two minutes past eight the 
preceding July evening—seventy-seven 
degrees Fahrenheit.”  

“Could that conditioner have reduced 
the lab air to forty-two?” he asked himself 
breathlessly. “Was the unit that 
powerful?” 

He hurried to the shop where Jessup 
had purchased the conditioner. The 
manager answered his question very 
proudly. “I installed that special unit for 
doc myself personally,” he said. “That 
model could’ve reduced his lab 
temperature to anyhow thirty-five, maybe 
lower. . . .”  

Bryson stumbled outside. His brilliant 
idea had popped in his face. Bryson felt 
certain that Jessup had not lowered the 
temperature in that dangerous manner—
but try and prove it! 

At dusk that evening Bryson stood 
before Ludwig Graf’s cottage after 
formulating a new plan. Graf meant to 
give a special lecture at the university 
auditorium at eight-thirty. A nervous man 
anyway, Graf always went into a state of 
high excitement immediately before a 
lecture. Bryson hoped, by catching him 
during this near-hysteria, to elicit some 
admission which Graf ordinarily would 
keep under close guard. 

Failing this, Bryson hoped at least that 
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a meeting might serve to recall the vague 
notion—something about ants—which 
kept flitting just outside his memory’s 
reach. At seven thirty-five by his watch, 
Bryson knocked at the cottage door. 

It opened barely, then swung wide. 
“Good evening,” Graf uttered throatily. “I 
was just thinking of you!” 

Bryson entered a small, untidy living 
room. Its furniture was cheap, rickety, 
though Bryson knew Graf received an 
excellent salary. Doubtless the bachelor 
history teacher preferred cash to decent 
furniture; rumor said that he fondled 
stacks of money, as a miser does. 

“Why thinking of me?” Bryson asked 
cautiously. 

Graf’s knotty hands trembled. 
Apparently his nervousness was upon him. 
“How you will miss Jessup!” he said, 
avoiding Bryson’s question. “Such friends, 
you two, working together. Perhaps you 
encouraged each other in your 
experiments? Each offering the other little 
suggestions, eh?”  

Bryson maintained a poker face. He 
knew almost nothing of the dead chemist’s 
experiments. The bomb details Jessup had 
kept strictly to himself, revealing only 
safe, vague generalities. 

However, Bryson said leadingly: “We 
were practically partners in everything, 
Graf.” 

 
UDDENLY Bryson bit his lip till 
blood trickled out. Something, he 

sensed, was amiss here. Graf continued to 
shake nervously; Bryson expected that. 
But something unknown chilled the very 
marrow in Bryson’s bones. 

Graf’s face became ashen. “Maybe 
you can reconstruct Jessup’s destroyed 
bombs and formula. You know all his 
secrets, perhaps?”  

Bryson said, “All of them,” and 
awaited Graf’s answer to that. 

It wasn’t Graf’s voice but another, 
directly behind Bryson, which said: 
“Good! Then we have been correctly 
informed!”  

Bryson whirled. A dark, short man 
with a knife-blade-thin nose crouched 
behind him. It was a beady-eyed man 
Bryson had noticed at the field when Dr. 
Jessup demonstrated his bomb. The man 
pointed a big automatic at Bryson’s chest. 

The man’s other hand held a damp 
bath towel. He flipped this over the gun 
snout. Bryson oozed sweat from every 
pore. He’d read that a wet towel muffles a 
gun report. 

“Wait, Richter!” Graf cried frenziedly. 
“Perhaps someone saw him enter my 
house. Treat this case as the other, for my 
sake!”  

“Ach!” Beady-eyed Richter’s lips 
made a hard, cruel line. His eyes became 
blood-red slits of hate. “Get the rest of that 
cord, then,” he ordered Graf finally. 

Quickly the two men bound and 
gagged Bryson. They dragged him through 
the open doorway from which Richter had 
apparently appeared. They flung him 
heavily on the floor. 

Bryson saw he was in a windowless 
store room. An old mattress, a cast-off 
dresser, junk. His last glimpse, before a 
thumbed wall-switch plunged the room 
into Stygian blackness and a door lock 
grated, revealed the bound and gagged 
figure of youthful Mike Traywick! 

Questions seethed through Bryson’s 
mind. Who was Richter? What was his 
connection with Ludwig Graf? Why did 
they have Mike? 

Something tapped. Undoubtedly Mike 
had recognized him, was tapping a foot in 
signal. Hands knotted behind him, Bryson 
began inching caterpillar-wise along the 
smooth floor. His head struck something 
soft—Mike. 

Bryson located Mike’s hot face with 
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his own. He hooked his teeth, through the 
cloth, over the youth’s gag and tugged. It 
gave. A minute later each captive had 
freed the other of his gag and with their 
teeth they worked at each other’s ropes. 

“I came here and accused Graf of 
killing Uncle Calvin,” Mike whispered. 
“Graf knew I’ve been studying science. He 
thought that maybe Uncle Calvin had 
taught me the explosive formula. Then this 
Richter captured me. As a bluff, I told 
them you knew the formula, too.”  

In inky blackness Bryson tore off his 
bonds. “Who is Richter?”  

“At first they had me in the back 
bedroom,” Mike’s sibilant whisper came, 
“where you can overhear better. Richter 
must be a foreign agent. He’s after the 
bomb formula. When he couldn’t steal it 
himself, because uncle’s lab was burglar-
proof, I gather that he hired Professor Graf 
to get it and a bomb for him.”  

Bryson whistled softly. “They think 
we can supply the secret, Mike. We can’t, 
but it gives us time. Whew, Richter 
bluffed me into thinking he was ready to 
kill me!”  

After a moment’s tense silence, Mike 
said: “He wasn’t bluffing. Graf persuaded 
Richter not to kill me immediately. Graf 
was scared he’d be suspected, so Richter 
promised to shoot me later, while Graf 
was establishing an alibi at his lecture. I 
guess he’ll kill you then, too.”  

Icy shivers trooped up Bryson’s spine. 
He helped Mike gain his feet. “But, Mike! 
Remember, last night’s blast destroyed the 
very things Richter wanted—bombs and 
formula. He thinks we’re his only chance. 
It means fiendish torture undoubtedly, but 
not death—yet.”  

Mike’s answering voice was dirgelike. 
“Graf must have stolen one bomb and the 
formula. Richter hasn’t possession yet, but 
I think Graf has. But Richter wants more 

than just possession. He wants the 
explosive for his government exclusively. 

“He’ll leave nobody alive who can 
supply the secret to another nation. That’s 
why Uncle Calvin was murdered, though I 
didn’t overhear which of them did it. Graf 
is safe; he doesn’t know one chemical 
from another and Richter realizes this. But 
Richter is convinced that you and I know 
enough to duplicate the explosive.”  

Bryson’s throat burned. “When does 
Richter plan to shoot us?” he faltered. 

“Right after eight-thirty. Graf will be 
on the lecture platform then. Richter will 
take us to an alley mouth, where witnesses 
can investigate, and—look!” 

 
 BEAM of light stabbed along the 
floor. It came through the baseboard. 

“That’s from the bedroom!” Mike 
whispered. “Through a rat hole. Graf must 
be getting his hat!” 

Dropping to his knees, Bryson lowered 
his eye, peered into the rat hole. The small 
hole extended at floor level entirely 
through the walls. Bryson could make out 
nothing in the lighted bedroom except a 
line of ants which passed the far entrance 
of the tiny passage. This was no time for 
ants, he told himself grimly: 

“You wouldn’t trick me?” Richter’s 
voice hissed. 

“I’ll meet you here after my lecture,” 
Graf promised shakily. “Then we 
complete our little agreement.”  

Bryson drew his watch, held it in the 
yellow light beam. The time was eight-
seventeen. 

“I give you five minutes’ start, then,” 
Richter grated to Graf. “Then I’ll stun 
these two, haul them to the alley mouth. 
From my car there I’ll blast—what’s 
that?”  

Something was pounding. A voice 
yelled: “Professor Graf!” The pounding 
became more urgent. 
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Graf uttered a vile, frightened oath. 
“Stay back here, Richter! Maybe it’s the 
police. I’ll peep out before I open the front 
door!”  

A moment later, while the violent 
hammering still sounded jarringly, the 
lock in the store room door grated. Bryson 
yanked Mike to the floor, half hid him 
behind the mattress corner. Bryson’s hand 
groped futilely for some weapon. 

The drop-bulb flared light. Without 
glancing at his huddled prisoners, Graf 
yanked open a drawer of the battered 
dresser. He pulled something from his 
coat, put it in the drawer. He shut the 
drawer carefully. But not before Bryson’s 
bulging eyes had spotted the object. The 
bomb! Then Graf had slipped one of the 
two from the lab before the murderous 
explosion! 

The pounding grew louder. Graf’s 
fingers clawed into his coat again, 
produced a folded yellow paper. 
Frantically he opened his shirt, slipped the 
paper inside his undershirt, buttoned 
himself again. 

Leaving the light aglow, Graf padded 
into the living room. Bryson sprang to his 
feet, watched at the half-open door. Graf 
edged back a drawn shade, peered outside. 
His face wrinkled sourly. Glancing toward 
Richter’s hiding place, he pressed his lips 
for silence. 

Then he flung the front door wide. 
“Oh, Professor Graf!” gushed a fat 

young man who hopped inside. “I’m 
president of the History Club—sponsoring 
your lecture, y’know? I’m to introduce 
you. If I could discuss with you for a 
minute the subject of your lecture. . . .” 

Bryson gulped. He started to yell, 
checked himself. A call for help would 
only start Richter shooting, get the fat 
youth killed along with himself and Mike. 

“Fine, I’ll be along presently,” Graf 
nodded, ushering the student outside. This 

done, Graf shut the door and whirled. He 
whipped out a murderous-looking 
automatic. He started toward the store 
room, panting. . . . 

Bryson’s fingers had already hooked 
the bomb from the drawer. He couldn’t 
explode it, but he might club Graf’s face 
with it as Graf entered. Maybe he could 
grab Graf’s gun before Richter started 
blasting. 

But Graf merely pushed the store room 
door shut again. The lock scraped. “I’ll 
wait a few minutes,” Graf’s voice 
complained. “Till that young fool gets 
away. I’m too nervous to bother with 
him.”  

The store room light still glowed 
yellowly. In its rays Bryson scrutinized the 
bomb. The relation between Graf and 
Richter now became crystal clear to him. 
Richter hadn’t seen the bomb yet, nor the 
formula. Graf was keeping them hidden 
till after Richter closed Bryson’s and 
Mike’s mouths. Then Richter would pay 
Graf, receive bomb and formula. 

Bryson showed Mike the bomb. “This 
thing could blast out that door and all the 
lights,” he said thoughtfully. “In the 
excitement we might escape.”  

“The explosion would kill us!” Mike 
demurred, shuddering. 

“No, we can stand the mattress 
between us, as a screen.” 

 
IKE’S red head shook ruefully. “We 
don’t know the temperature here, 

remember. Unless you set uncle’s bomb 
dial within one degree of the room 
temperature, the detonator would just pop 
harmlessly. But it would pop loud enough 
to bring those two in here with their guns 
out!”  

Bryson nodded vaguely. He picked a 
broken windowshade stick from the stored 
junk. He unwrapped a piece of chewing 
gum, speared it with the windowshade 

M
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stick’s sharp end, like a weenie for 
roasting. 

Dropping to his knees, Bryson thrust 
the impaled gum through the rat hole into 
the bedroom. He made raking motions. 
The gum dragged a tiny black ant into the 
store room. “Ants like the sugar on gum,” 
Bryson finally broke his silence. 

The ant nibbled the gum: Bryson 
dragged the gum away from the hole. The 
hungry ant followed. Pretty soon Bryson 
had tolled the tantalized insect to a point 
several feet from the rat hole. 

“Now,” he whispered, “he’ll remember 
his trail back!”  

Breaking off a tiny gum morsel, 
Bryson dropped it to the dusty floor. The 
ant lifted this burden. Bryson drew his 
watch. The ant made a beeline for the rat 
hole to rejoin its comrades. Voices 
muttered in the living room; Graf hadn’t 
departed yet. The voices seemed to draw 
nearer. 

The ant disappeared into the rat hole. 
Bryson was already spreading his right 
hand along its path in a series of careful 
spans. His lips moved, as if he might be 
mumbling his multiplication table. 

Suddenly Bryson grabbed the mattress 
from the floor. He swung it across the 
room, up-ended it against the door frame. 
A double-bed mattress, it overlapped the 
side-posts though it didn’t reach the frame 
top by some four inches. As Mike held it 
in place, Bryson backed the ancient 
dresser against it. The dresser squeaked. 

Bryson wound the bomb. He set the 
dial’s two hands quickly, pressed the 
contact button. He slid the bomb along the 
floor between mattress and door. Then he 
shoved the dresser hard against the 
mattress. This time the dresser squeaked 
louder. 

“Listen!” one of the voices in the 
living room blurted. Footfalls thudded 
toward the door. 

“The dial’s set!” Bryson puffed to 
Mike. “For thirty seconds from now. 
Brace yourself!”  

“But you didn’t know the 
temperature!” Mike moaned. “You can’t 
guess that close. Here they come!”  

A key scraped. Light showed in the 
rectangle above the mattress. 

“They’re loose!” Richter yelled. 
“Draw your gun! Now—push!”  

The dresser bucked out at least six 
inches before Bryson’s muscular shoulder 
could stop it. Choking back a sob, Mike 
shoved, too. 

Suddenly the counter-pressure 
slackened. A swarthy hand darted into 
Bryson’s view. It clutched the mattress-top 
and yanked. 

Gasping, Bryson shoved hard. Every 
muscle in his body burned sickeningly. 
The dresser pinioned the folding mattress 
against the door-frame. Bryson struggled 
fiercely to hold that mattress in place. It 
was his and Mike’s protection from lurid 
death. 

Richter’s beastlike grunts stabbed 
Bryson’s ears. Four hands appeared at the 
mattress-top. The mattress began to fold, 
to slide, inch by inch, into the living room. 
Suddenly the hands disappeared. 

“Come, Graf,” Richter’s voice 
commanded. “We’ll catch it at the bottom 
instead. Look! What is this cylinder thing 
on the floor?” 

G
 

RAF gave a hoarse gasp of 
recognition, made stumbling sounds. 

Then a blinding explosion threw Bryson 
flat. He came to his feet instantly, his 
eardrums throbbing in pitch darkness. He 
felt his way through rubble where the 
barricade had stood. Apparently the shock 
had rolled up a windowshade. A ghastly, 
faint glow from a corner street-light 
illuminated the living room as Bryson 
staggered into it. 
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Richter was screaming in wild pain. In 
a different direction, Bryson’s raking 
glance spotted a crawling, silhouetted 
figure. He dived for it. Gunfire lashed out. 
Hot lead seared Bryson’s cheek. Then the 
impact of his shoulder brought the other 
man crashing to the floor. 

Bryson’s plowing head struck some 
hard article of furniture. Groggy, he 
watched his assailant rise to his knees. The 
gun glinted in the ghastly light. Richter’s 
frenzied screeching abruptly ceased. 

Bryson’s right foot kicked out. Graf’s 
firearm clattered across the floor. Bryson 
could make out Graf’s twitching face now, 
and his hand clawing at his collar. 

Bryson grappled. He bore Graf 
thudding to the floor. Footfalls pounded on 
the porch. In a matter of seconds the room 
was filled with men, several of them 
holding flashlights. 

Bryson yanked Graf to his feet. Mike, 
unhurt, stared aghast at a prone figure by 
the wrecked poor. It was Richter, his 
ruined face a welter of blood. . . . 

“Graf killed Dr. Jessup,” Bryson said 
when the sheriff appeared moments later. 

“Preposterous!” Graf sneered. “A fine 
treatment for a good taxpayer, sheriff. I 
was here alone, preparing to leave for the 
auditorium. A young student who called 
will verify it. Suddenly there was a terrible 
explosion and this Bryson ruffian attacked 
me in the dark.” He gestured to Richter’s 
body. “This little man I never saw before.” 

“Fine!” Bryson said sarcastically. “But 
what about your having possession of the 
bomb? And of that formula in your 
undershirt now?”  

Graf permitted himself a scornful 
shrug. “What bomb—the one somebody 
destroyed my house with? And what 
formula?” 

He was searched. So was Richter’s 
corpse. The spy’s wallet disgorged forty 

crisp thousand-dollar banknotes—but no 
formula. 

Bryson stared at Graf in astonishment. 
The fellow’s jaw worked slightly. Bryson 
knew Graf didn’t chew gum!  

“He’s swallowing it!” Bryson yelled. 
“He stuck it into his mouth while he was 
down!”  

Bryson seized Graf’s throat. The throat 
made convulsive motions. Still holding 
fiercely with one hand, Bryson pressed a 
thumb and fingers into Graf’s cheek, 
pincer-wise. Graf coughed. A yellow wad 
flew out. 

Bryson spread the wad. Badly pulped 
from chewing, it was ruined as a readable 
formula. But there was enough left of the 
handwriting to be identified as Dr. 
Jessup’s. 

The sheriff’s face looked puzzled. 
“Sure, you say this is Jessup’s formula,” 
he said to Bryson. “Maybe so, but that 
don’t prove Jessup didn’t blow himself up 
in some fool experiment last night.” 

“Come along,” Bryson said quietly. 
“We’re all going to Dr. Jessup’s 
laboratory.” 

 
HREE minutes later the laboratory 
was unlocked and lighted. The sheriff, 

Mike, Graf and several others followed 
Bryson to his wrecked desk at the room 
rear. From the desk Bryson produced a 
yardstick. 

Bending over his ant box, he carefully 
measured the distance to the dead ants, 
which had remained untouched on the 
smooth floor. His lips moved, as if he 
might be mumbling his multiplication 
table. 

“These ants walked exactly three feet, 
two inches,” he announced. “I know Dr. 
Jessup freed them from their box at eight 
o’clock sharp. I also know, from the 
stopped clock, exactly when they died—
two minutes and fourteen seconds later. 

T
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“Observe, Sheriff Varney, that all the 
ants traveled the same distance. Why? 
Because on a smooth straightaway, when 
ants are traveling to food or carrying food, 
all members of the same species move at 
the same rate of speed. This rate is 
maintained till the temperature changes.”  

“What’s temperature got to do with 
it?” the sheriff asked. 

“The hotter the weather, the faster ants 
move. If you know how fast an ant is 
moving, there are charts by which you can 
compute the temperature within one 
degree of error. As an entomologist 
specializing in ants, I am familiar with 
these charts. That’s how I could compute 
the temperature in that store room tonight 
so as to set the bomb dial correctly.” 

Graf’s eyes swelled with animal fear. 
Panic shook him spasmodically. He 
vaguely sensed what was coming. 

“By similar measurements,” Bryson 
continued relentlessly, “I can learn 
something: from these ants here. Smart 
little creatures, ants. Even dead ones can 
teach you. For instance, these tell me that 
the temperature in this room at the instant 
Jessup died was seventy-seven degrees, 
the same as the weather chart shows for 
the street outside. . . . Stop Graf, men!”  

The sheriff nabbed the shivering killer 
as he broke for the door. Handcuffs 
clicked. “Tell me more, Detective-
Professor Bryson,” Varney said 
admiringly. 

“That fact proves that the bomb didn’t 
explode spontaneously. Therefore, it was 
set. When Graf told you the lab 
temperature was already down low when 
he left here, he was lying to save himself. 
He murdered Dr. Jessup—and he won’t be 
able to lie himself out of sitting in the 
electric chair!” 
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