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IM McGUIRE strolled into the room, 
waved to the heavyset police sergeant. 
“Hello Tim,” Sergeant Blaine greeted 

him. “You got here quick.”  
 “Greased lightning, that’s me.” 
Timothy McGuire was a small, redheaded, 
pugnacious fellow in his twenties. His cap was 
pulled low over his forehead, a white ascot 
linen stock with a diamond horseshoe pin 
encircled his throat; a cigarette dangled from 
his lips. He looked more like a jockey or a 
racetrack tipster than a detective. He was a 
member of the newly established Scientific 
Bureau of Crime Detection in Carterville, a 
neighboring city. Blaine considered him a 

smart young fellow, liked him personally, and 
had great faith in his ability. 
 So now Sergeant Blaine had sent for 
McGuire to help with a case in which already 
he was baffled. 
 “Made any headway since you phoned 
me, Sarge?” 
 “No,” Blaine admitted. “The 
murderer’s gone. His name is Alan Vander—” 
 McGuire stared. “A murder mystery, 
an’ he tells me the name of the murderer!” He 
grinned and gazed about the room. 
 “Adopted son of the murdered man,” 
Blaine added. “Hit him in the head with some 
blunt instrument while they were playin’ 
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pool— in the private billiard room in the 
basement.” 
 “Swell-lookin’ dump here,” McGuire 
commented. “Bet they got a raft of servants.” 
 “Five,” Blaine said. “All of ’em in a 
wing of the top floor. Not a damn one seems 
to know anything about the murder. I got them 
all in a room up there under guard, if you want 
to question them.” 
 “How many in the family, Sarge?” 
 “Three, not counting the escaped 
murderer. He scrammed on foot, evidently. I 
got the net out for him—we’ll pick him up by 
daybreak.” 
 “Fine,” McGuire agreed. “Then why 
shouldn’t I go home?” 
 “Well,” Blaine said lugubriously, “this 
Alan Vander beat it—so I guess he’s guilty.” 
 “Which proves nothing, you mean? 
Am I right, Sarge?” 
 “Yes,” Blaine agreed. “Look here, 
Tim, I’m in a tough spot. This old geyser that 
got bumped off—he’s rich—and about the 
most popular and influential man in town. 
What’s worse, he’s been givin’ a bunch of 
money to our Anti-Vice Society.” 
 Blaine mopped his reddish bald spot as 
he thought of it. “I got to solve this thing in a 
hurry, get me? The Anti-Vicers are just sittin’ 
like spiders waitin’ to prove we’re rotten cops. 
The boss, he says to me—‘Get me the 
murderer, Blaine—or anyways, arrest 
somebody. An’ do it in a hurry!’ Fire was in 
his eyes, Tim. An’ my job ain’t worth a 
plugged nickel—” 
 “The murderer,” McGuire said, “will 
be yours in less’n no time. Tell me more.” 
 “Well, the boss, he says this Anti-Vice 
racket—” 
 “Hell, Sarge, I don’t mean more of 
your troubles. You’ll be this burg’s prize 
number one sleuth after tonight—if we have 
any luck. Trust me. Besides, you’ve told me 
the name of the murderer—” 
 Blaine smiled ruefully. “But that’s the 

trouble. I got no evidence. There’s some damn 
queer points to this thing. The three members 
of the family—one’s a sick woman— 
another’s a sick man—another’s a man who’s 
pretty damn drunk. Two people sick an’ one 
drunk! 
 “That’s a queer layout. What’s the 
drunk’s name?” 
 “Robert Plotz. He’s twin brother to the 
murdered man’s young wife. He says—and 
she does too—that he was in bed, sleepin’ off 
the jag. Maybe he was, I’m damned if I know. 
The woman, an’ the other man—he’s Peter 
Rance, the corpse’s nephew—they both got 
influenza. Both in bed with fever. The woman 
went downstairs an’ discovered the murder—” 
 “While she was sick in bed, Sarge?” 
 “I’m tellin’ you it’s queer,” Blaine 
agreed. “The billiard room’s in the basement. 
She says she smelled gas. She went 
downstairs to investigate. Even the gas in this 
house is queer. Not regular gas. They got their 
own plant. Acetylene gas. Anyway, I was 
hopin’ you might turn up some evidence, so 
when I nab this Alan Vander—” 
 McGuire rubbed his hands. “A hound 
on a trail—that’s me. Come on, let’s go.” 
 

T was nearly midnight—a raw, chilly night 
of September. The old fashioned twenty 

room country mansion of George J. Vander, 
aged, wealthy philanthropist, was blazing with 
lights. 
 Sergeant Blaine and McGuire went 
inside. They traversed a big baronial hall, 
entered a dim spacious library, where on a 
davenport before a log fire the three members 
of the murdered man’s family were sitting. 
 McGuire, when the greetings were 
over, stood on the hearth with his back to the 
fire. He had flung his hat to a nearby chair, 
and stood rocking on his heels with his hands 
deep in his pockets. The firelight behind him 
painted the three people on the davenport with 
its red-yellow glow. 
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 “Mrs. Greta Vander?” McGuire said. 
“Pleased to meet you. Tell me what happened. 
Just spill it in your own way.” 
 The widow of the murdered man was a 
plump little woman of thirty; exceedingly 
pretty; a blonde-hair baby-doll type, with blue 
eyes and a rosebud mouth. A German-
American, she had been an actress—Greta 
Plotz—when, a year ago, she had married the 
rich old man Vander. She sat now staring at 
McGuire. She was wearing a frilly, lacy 
negligee over a pink silk night robe. Her face 
was flushed and her eyes bright with fever. 
Her whole manner was vaguely defiant, 
sullen. But there was something pathetic about 
her as well. The shock of her husband’s death. 
Her own illness. Yet it seemed more than that. 
Some desperate terror which she was striving 
to hide. 
 “At about ten o’clock tonight I was in 
bed. I’m not well. Influenza—” she said, 
slowly. 
 “You look it,” McGuire said. “You 
ought to be in bed now. I’ll be quick. Where is 
your bedroom—what floor?”  
 “The second. One flight up.”  
 “Who else was up there?”  
 The man beside her said, “I was—in 
my bedroom across the hall.” 
 This was Peter Rance, the murdered 
man’s nephew—a man of perhaps forty—tall, 
thin, delicate-looking—with sparse blond hair. 
He was wearing a dressing gown over his 
pajamas. He added with a lugubrious smile: 
 “I’ve got the confounded influenza 
too. This damnably dank house—” 
 McGuire nodded. “Rotten luck. You 
look sick—” 
 “The doc examined them both a little 
while ago,” Blaine put in. 
 “To see if they’re faking?” McGuire 
said with disconcerting frankness. “They sure 
look sick—” 
 “Both got a fever,” Blaine added. 
“About a hundred right now—no argument on 

that.” 
 “I was in bed,” Peter Rance added. 
“Robert came home about a quarter of ten—
Greta and I both got up to see him. He was 
pretty well intoxicated—” 
 “That’s you?” McGuire said to the 
man beside Peter Rance—a big, handsome, 
dark-haired, powerful fellow, fully dressed in 
disheveled evening clothes. 
 “Yes. That’s me,” Robert Plotz said. 
His face was flushed, his eyes red-rimmed. He 
sat with a hand holding his head. 
 “You’re the drunk,” McGuire said. “I 
heard about you. Got sober in a hurry, didn’t 
you?” 
 Big Robert Plotz was the young 
widow’s brother. However drunk he may have 
been, it was past now. He smiled. “That’s 
true,” he said. “I guess I’m all right now. They 
put me on my bed when I came in at quarter of 
ten. I can’t remember much about it—I went 
right to sleep.” 
 “Can’t remember hitting a guy on the 
head by any chance?” 
 

LOTZ stared with a sullen flush. “Say, 
what’s the idea? Are you accusing—” 

 “I always accuse everybody,” McGuire 
grinned. “What’s that dried blood doing on 
your forehead? Looks recent.” 
 “I must have bumped myself,” Plotz 
said. “I guess I was pretty unsteady.” 
 “An’ you don’t remember just when? 
Oh well, drunks are like that.” 
 “I—I don’t like your talk, young man,” 
Greta Vander said abruptly. She seemed trying 
to be aggressive, but she only looked 
terrorized. “My brother isn’t a drunk and he 
isn’t a murderer—” 
 “Maybe not—maybe not,” McGuire 
said hastily. “I don’t want to make you mad, 
Mrs. Vander. Let’s get this straight. At ten 
o’clock you were sick in bed. So was Peter 
Rance here. And your brother, Mr. Plotz—he 
was up there in another bedroom—er—
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inebriated and asleep. So far so good. Who 
else besides the servants was in the house?” 
 “Old Vander an’ his adopted son,” 
Blaine said. “They was playin’ pool in the 
basement billiard room. Like I told you, the 
old man got hit in the head with something 
heavy—and Alan Vander beat it—” 
 “So he’s the murderer,” McGuire said, 
“Maybe. He ain’t hiding around here 
anywhere, by any chance?” 
 “If he is he’s a good hider,” Blaine 
said. “We’ve searched. He’s guilty—of 
something, anyway.” 
 “Complicity,” McGuire said, “or 
maybe he’s a vanishing witness. Maybe one of 
these three we got here is guilty—” 
 “You like to joke, don’t you?” Peter 
Rance, the nephew, said abruptly. “Seems like 
bad taste at a tragic time like this. Maybe I’m 
wrong. I feel rotten—I don’t feel like jokes.” 
 “It’s only my peculiar style,” McGuire 
said. “Don’t mind me—I’m an outspoken 
guy.” 
 “You haven’t accused me yet,” Rance 
added resentfully. “You might—” 
 “Don’t worry. I will if you give me 
time. I wish I knew where Mr. Plotz was when 
he bumped himself.” 
 “It seems to me you’re full of a lot of 
wild theories,” Peter Rance commented 
sourly. 
 “Who’s running this thing?” McGuire 
retorted with a snap. “I’m the detective, not 
you.” And then he grinned. “Having theories 
is my business—I’ll follow all the wild ones I 
can think of, till I hit one that isn’t wild. 
Here’s another—if you’re interested—Mrs. 
Vander here gets up from a sick bed all of a 
sudden and goes down through a cold house 
and discovers a murder. What took her down? 
I was just guessing she might have heard her 
drunken brother downstairs—” 
 The chance thrust struck home. The 
young widow gasped involuntarily; and 
Robert Plotz, despite his obvious effort, 

looked frightened. It was so apparent that 
Sergeant Blaine ejaculated. “Well, I’m 
damned, I never thought of that. See here, 
Mrs. Vander—you didn’t tell me—” 
 “You probably didn’t ask her,” 
McGuire said. “Tell us the truth now, Mrs. 
Vander.” 
 The woman was struggling to recover 
her poise. “That’s silly. Robert was asleep on 
his bed upstairs. I smelled gas—” 
 “This acetylene gas?” 
 “Yes. The village gas lines don’t come 
out this far, so we have our own generator in 
the cellar. I thought there was a leak—” 
 McGuire nodded. “You can’t miss the 
smell of acetylene. I smelled it when I first 
came into this House. Then what, Mrs. 
Vander?” 
 “I—I went down,” she said. “To get to 
the cellar, you have to pass the billiard room, 
and—” 
 “Wait a minute. Why didn’t you give a 
buzz for a servant?” 
 “I—I don’t know. They were all 
upstairs—” 
 “Or call Peter Rance! He was right on 
the same hall with you?” 
 “Yes. He was there. I spoke to him, but 
I—I didn’t tell him where I was going. I went 
downstairs. The billiard room door was open. 
I saw—saw my husband lying there—” 
 “And Alan was gone? You’re sure of 
that? You didn’t meet him and advise him to 
beat it, by any chance?” 
 “No,” she said. “He wasn’t there. I ran 
back upstairs. I was screaming. Peter came 
running out of his bedroom—” 
 “And your brother?” 
 “He was asleep. He didn’t wake up.” 
 “They phoned for me,” Blaine said. 
“Plotz was still asleep when I found him.” 
 “Well,” McGuire said abruptly, “that’s 
the story. You people all ought to be in bed—I 
won’t keep you much longer. Let’s take a look 
at the corpse, Sarge.” 
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HE woman and the two men on the 
davenport stared in silent confusion as 

McGuire, hands deep in his pockets, sauntered 
out. With Sergeant Blaine leading they went 
back along the Baronial Hall to where a rear 
stairway led down into the basement. 
 “I’m wondering about the murder 
motive, Sarge,” McGuire was saying. 
 “The old man was rich,” Blaine 
commented. “This Alan Vander who ran 
away—adopted son—he’s one of the heirs.” 
 “And so’s everybody else, I’m 
guessing.” 
 “Well, yes,” Blaine admitted. 
 “Nephew Peter Rance—an heir. The 
woman, now a rich young widow, and Plotz, 
her brother. That gives them the same motive. 
Let’s say she’s shielding her brother. Matter 
of fact, all three of ’em might be in it 
together.” They reached a dim basement hall 
at the foot of the steep back stairs. McGuire 
abruptly stood sniffing. 
 “What’s the idea?” Blaine demanded. 
 “My nose seems workin’ overtime on 
this case, Sarge. Most of the clues seem to be 
smells.” 
 Blaine stared. “Clues? That’s the hell 
of it. I haven’t turned up a damned clue. It’s 
all wild theory,” 
 “A smell of acetylene gas,” McGuire 
said. He looked puzzled. “It’s acetylene all 
right. I guess it comes from the cellar.” 
 It was a faint but pungent smell, and it 
seemed stronger here in the basement. 
McGuire stood puzzled; pondering, and he 
rubbed his nose vigorously with the back of 
his hand. 
 “Say,” Elaine ejaculated, “you ain’t a 
dog—” 
 “‘Hound on a trail—that’s me, Sarge. 
Another smell here—right here in the hall. 
Can’t you smell it yourself? Whiskey!” 
 

P against the baseboard of the narrow 
hallway they found a few broken pieces 

of a flask which made the smell of whiskey 
obvious. 
 “Well, I’m damned,” murmured the 
crestfallen Blaine. “How in the devil could I 
be expected to search this big house for—” 
 McGuire was triumphant. “Guess we 
can dope out some of the truth, Sarge. Plotz 
had a flask. He fell here, smashed the flask, 
and bumped his forehead at the same time. His 
sister took the broken glass out of his pocket, 
and then took him upstairs. Naturally she was 
afraid to tell he was down here. Maybe Peter 
Rance knows it too—My Gawd, up there in 
the library, Sarge, didn’t you smell the 
whiskey on the drunk’s clothes? Even a 
perpetual souse would hardly smell like that. 
Where’s the billiard room, Sarge?” 
 It was close at hand. For a moment, in 
its doorway, McGuire stood peering. It was a 
big, square, low-ceilinged, windowless room. 
The pool table dominated its center. Around 
the sides were a few small chairs. On one wall 
the wooden ball rack, cue rack and a slate 
scoreboard were fastened. 
 Mute tragic scene. On the floor near 
one end of the pool table, lay the body of old 
Vander—a small, thin-framed, but handsome 
man of perhaps seventy; grey-haired, smooth-
shaven. He wore dark dinner trousers, dress 
shirt, with sleeves rolled up. An aristocrat, 
stricken in the midst of play. A wound just 
above his temple showed where some heavy 
missile had struck and fractured his skull. 
 A pool game, terminating in murder. 
The abruptness of it was obvious. On a chair 
lay the murdered man’s Tuxedo jacket and 
vest. The cue with which he had been playing 
had fallen to the floor beside him. And the 
other player’s cue was here, sloping against 
the table. 
 “Somehow, I think that fellow Alan 
Vander—” Blaine was saying. 
 “Aw shut up, Sarge—I’m tryin’ to 
dope this out.” Then McGuire grinned. “I’m a 
pool shark myself. A game was goin’ on 
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here—I want to figure the dope on it.” 
 Game of pool terminating in murder. 
The pool balls were scattered over the table, 
with the white cue ball near the center. A few 
were in the pockets; none were in the rack. 
 Like a hound on a trail, McGuire 
moved around the room. 
 “They were playin’ rotation pool, 
Sarge. Should have racked the balls—I wish 
they had. Six balls pocketed. See ’em here? 
One to six. The seven ball was the next play.” 
 The seven ball was almost in front of 
one of the side pockets. From the cue ball’s 
position, it would have been an easy shot. 
McGuire took a stance where the player would 
have been. And suddenly he exclaimed. 
“Where’s the eight ball?” 
 The eight ball was missing! “I got it, 
Sarge! The murderer threw the eight ball! 
That’s what hit the old man on the head an’ 
killed him! The victim couldn’t have been 
standing here, Sarge. If he was here, he 
wouldn’t have fallen ’way over there.” 
 Blaine saw the point. “You mean the 
murderer was standing about where you are? 
An’ grabbed the eight ball, and threw it?” 
 “Yeah. Guess so. The murderer was 
gettin’ ready to drop the seven ball. An 
argument started. The eight ball must have 
been here on the table beside him—and he 
picked it up an’ hurled it. The man behind the 
eight ball!” McGuire chuckled grimly. “That’s 
where a murderer belongs, Sarge. We’ll get 
him! I just got a hunch we’ll get him quick 
now!” 
 

LAINE was doing some thinking on his 
own account. “If the murderer flung the 

ball from where you’re standing now,” he 
said, “how come his cue is on the opposite 
side the table?” 
 McGuire nodded. “Good work. You’re 
gettin’ the idea. And both cues are chalked 
with green chalk. Here’s an old piece of white 
chalk over there in the rack. The green table 

felt is marked with scuffs of white chalk. I like 
green chalk better myself. It’s neater—” 
 “What’s all that mean?” Blaine 
demanded. 
 “Nothin’ except that tonight they were 
using green chalk, looks like for the first time. 
An’ there’s the box of chalk.” 
 It lay on a side table—a small 
cardboard box of the little cubes of green 
chalk, each paper-wrapped with a cuplike 
depression in the top. 
 “A full box—a new box,” McGuire 
said. “Just one piece gone— just the piece 
they were using. Old Vander evidently just got 
this green chalk—just started using it.” 
 The lone piece, in use, lay on the edge 
of the pool table. McGuire now was at the 
wall-rack of cues—taking them down one by 
one, examining their tips. 
 “All of ’em have fingerprints,” Blaine 
said. “All the family play with those cues 
every day—prints on ’em don’t mean a 
thing—” 
 McGuire again was pondering. “Sarge, 
you go get your suspects. Bring ’em down 
here. There are a few queer things about this 
game of pool—I want to see what they say 
when I tell ’em.” He shoved at the bulky 
Blaine. “Hey, don’t stand like a dumbbell. I’ll 
meet you here. I’m going to the cellar an’ take 
a look around. An’ listen—put overcoats on 
those two sick people. We don’t want to give 
’em pneumonia.” 
 Blaine went upstairs. He was back in a 
few minutes, bringing down the three suspects 
from the library. In the lower hall, just outside 
the billiard room door, they gathered, waiting 
for McGuire. All three bore expressions of 
puzzled, frightened wonderment. Robert Plotz 
was shaky and pale now; the feverish woman 
and the sick Peter Rance, wrapped in 
overcoats, nevertheless were shivering. 
 Then from the cellar, McGuire 
appeared—a changed McGuire, his face grim 
and set, his eyes gleaming. 
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 “I found the gas leak, Sarge. My 
Gawd, I sure didn’t expect what I found. 
Come on, you people—” 
 “Oh—” murmured the woman, “do I—
have to go in there? Is he— still lying there?” 
 “We’re not going in there, mam,” 
McGuire said. “Just little evidence in the 
cellar I want to show you. More important 
than the billiard room. Won’t take a minute—
” 
 Silent, wondering, expectant little 
procession. McGuire led them to a nearby 
door, where stairs led down into the now 
lighted cellar. The smell of escaping acetylene 
gas was plainer here. To one side the big 
generator was visible. 
 “What in the devil,” Plotz suddenly 
burst out. “What’s the idea of this?” 
 “Acetylene gas,” McGuire said grimly. 
“It’s hydrogen and carbon. When lighted, it 
combines with oxygen from the air. You 
generate it from calcium carbide—that’s CaC. 
It’s dark, lumpy stuff, looks something like 
soft coal. You put water in the generator. It 
drips slowly on the carbide. Instantly there is a 
chemical reaction. The carbide fizzes. 
Acetylene gas is released, and slaked lime 
sludge is left.” 
 “And what of it?” Peter Rance 
demanded. “Is this a lesson in chemistry?” 
 “Damned if it isn’t,” McGuire said. He 
shoved suddenly at Mrs. Vander. “You stay 
back, mam—no need for you to see this,” 
 Abruptly he drew the others forward. 
Near the generator there was a bin, in which 
several huge four-foot metal containers of 
carbide were stored. Some were full, 
unopened. Others were empty, McGuire stood 
over one—a broad, squat cylindrical metal 
barrel. 
 “Sarge, listen—in the billiard room 
just now,” McGuire said, “I learned a few 
things. You been figurin’ two people played 
that game of pool. That’s wrong. There was 
three players. The old man, and Alan 

Vander—and somebody else! The man behind 
the eight ball! How do I know there were three 
players? The green chalk, Sarge! A third cue, 
with the tip chalked green, is in the rack! You 
noticed that the cue against the table was on 
the wrong side. Sure it was! That was Alan 
Vander’s! The man behind the eight ball—
after the murder he put the third cue back in 
the rack, so it wouldn’t look like three players. 
He wasn’t afraid of fingerprints. But he forgot 
that the tip was chalked green!” 
 In the sudden tense silence of the 
cellar, McGuire with an iron poker began 
prying up the lid of the metal carbide cylinder. 
“And,” he added grimly. “Here’s where the 
smell of leaking acetylene gas comes from. 
Smell it now! I’m tellin’ you, stand back 
mam—you don’t want to see this!” 
 The shivering, terrified woman moved 
back as the lid flew off. Gruesome, horrible 
sight indeed! A blood-soaked man’s body was 
stuffed in here—a smallish, thin young fellow 
in grey business clothes. A knife was buried to 
its hilt in his chest. His shirt was solid 
crimson. 
 

cGUIRE’S voice was a low, swift 
growl, mingled with the murmurs of 

horror from the peering men. “About a foot of 
pure carbide was in the bottom of this 
container. An’ I guess this poor feller wasn’t 
quite dead when the murderer stuffed him in 
here. His heart was still pumping blood out of 
that wound. An’ the blood soaked down onto 
the carbide. Damned gruesome chemistry. 
Your vanishing witness, Sarge. Alan 
Vander—” 
 “Alan!” the young widow gasped. 
“Alan—murdered too?” 
 “Sorry mam, but it’s true. That was the 
gas leak you smelled—” 
 She gasped, “I did smell it. But I didn’t 
come down for that, I—I heard Robert come 
in. He—He—” 
 “He went down to the basement an’ 
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fell—and yelled, I guess, didn’t he, mam?” 
 “Yes,” she admitted. “I brought him 
up—Peter and I put him to bed. Then I got 
wondering why Alan and my husband hadn’t 
come out of the billiard room at the noise my 
brother made. I went down again—” 
 “And discovered the murder,” 
McGuire finished. “Quite right, mam. Then 
you got scared for fear your brother might 
have done it. He didn’t, mam. The murderer 
was feverish an’ sick—but not too sick to 
come down in his pajamas an’ start a game of 
pool—an’ murder two men. 
 “It won’t be hard to prove exactly who 
he is. When he hid the body, he hid the knife 
too. And the eight ball—it’s right here, with 
the body. He didn’t bother to wear gloves. He 
never thought the knife and the ball would 
come to light, with his fingerprints on them. 
Oh they’ll be there, all right, but we don’t 
need ’em to know who he is! Look at this! 
Strands from the tassel of his dressing gown 
rope! The tasseled rope hung down into this 
barrel—an’ when he jammed the cover on it, it 
got caught so that he jerked off a few strands 
of the tassel when he beat it! Take a look at 
him now—he’s still got the dressing gown on. 
Look at that tassel—you can see where these 
threads match up!” 
 Peter Rance might have made a bolt, 
but McGuire with a leap had a strangle hold 
on him so that Rance yielded and stood sullen. 
 Robert Plotz gasped. “So he did it! 
Why—you damned murderer—and I can tell 
you why he did it, Mr. McGuire. My—my 

sister—it’s her nature to flirt. This damned 
conceited fellow—he took her seriously. He 
thought she was in love with him! Alan got 
wise to it. Alan told me he and Rance had a 
fight about it—just this afternoon—I guess he 
killed Alan for revenge—” 
 “To marry a rich and lovely widow,” 
McGuire said, “he killed her husband. But it 
was carefully planned. He also wanted 
revenge on Alan, but I guess it was a lot more 
than that. You had the whole thing doped out 
well ahead, didn’t you, Rance? A little attack 
of influenza couldn’t stop you. A double 
murder, so Alan would vanish an’ we’d 
always think he was the escaped murderer. 
Pretty slick plan! George Plotz was out—
guess you didn’t expect him home ’til late. His 
sister sick in bed upstairs. Easy for you to 
arrange a game of billiards, hit the old man 
with a billiard ball and stab Alan before he 
had a chance to do anything. This carbide 
barrel—you figured you could get rid of that 
tomorrow without any trouble? But you forgot 
that acetylene gas would be generated and 
give away the hiding place to us hound dogs. 
Am I right, Rance?” 
 “You go to hell,” Rance growled 
sullenly. 
 “Don’t want to talk, eh?” 
 “No, I don’t.” 
 “Well, you don’t have to. Juries are 
sometimes pretty dumb, but they’ll never be 
one dumb enough to turn you loose. We got 
you right behind the eight ball. Am I right, 
Sarge?” 

 


