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HEELER knew that neither his 
stenographer nor the clerk who was 
reading law in his outer office 

would think it odd to see a tough-looking egg 
like Donovan asking for him. They would take 
him for another client. In the course of his 
long criminal practice Wheeler had defended a 
hundred men such as Donovan and a good 
percentage of them had beaten the murder rap. 
 He opened the copper humidor which 
stood at one side of his carved walnut desk: 
“Have a cigar, Donovan?” 
 Donovan grinned as he shoved his 
great red paw in among the choice Havanas: 
“Joe told me you smoked choice ropes.” He 
lighted one of the handful he had taken, 
stowing the rest in a spacious pocket. 
“Ummm! not bad. Well, boss, you look 
worried. What’s putting the permanent wave 
on your dashboard?” 
 Wheeler’s frown deepened. The fellow 
was cocky. It hadn’t taken him long to size up 
the lay. 
 “I was just tipped off,” began Wheeler, 
keeping his voice at a low pitch, “that 
Bradhurst has moved into the Hotel 
Tremaine.” 
 “Yeah?” Donovan took a long drag. 
“So what?” 
 Wheeler squidged his palm 
suggestively along the glass top of the desk. 
 Donovan’s jaw dropped. He grabbed at 
his cigar. “Not—not Bradhurst?” 
 Wheeler nodded. 
 “You want me to rub the D.A.?” 
Donovan’s third finger flipped spasmodically 
at non-existent ash. 
 “Well?” Wheeler shot out the 
questioning word in a defensive manner. 
 Donovan clamped his hat on his head. 
“I got a rod to hire for legitimate work, see? 
But I ain’t anxious to burn. Nothing doing on 
the D.A.” He turned to go. 
 “Wait!” Wheeler’s jaw was a leaden 
boulder. Donovan paused and looked around. 

“You realize that you are in this neck-deep 
now? If I have to get Joe to send me 
somebody else, he’s going to have two jobs 
instead of one. Get me?” 
 Slowly Donovan returned to the desk. 
His face was a pasty color, He said: “All right, 
I’ll do it. But you got to make it an even 
grand, otherwise—” 
 “Five hundred now,” said Wheeler, 
“and five hundred when you deliver. That 
satisfactory?” 
 Donovan sat down. “Boss, this guy 
Bradhurst sure has got you in a tight spot, 
ain’t he?” 
 Wheeler ignored the remark. “There’s 
a six-story garage across the street from the 
Tremaine. The motor ramp goes all the way to 
the top. You can use a car. The getaway will 
be a cinch.” 
 “You want me to drill him from across 
the street?” Donovan shook his head 
sorrowfully. “You don’t know the game, boss. 
The best way to rub a guy is to lay for him in 
an alley, drop him and scram. May take little 
longer to get him in the right spot but it’s 
much safer. Now the way I croaked Butch 
Fargo—” 
 “You’re getting paid plenty to do this 
my way,” cut in Wheeler. “Got a sub-
machine-gun?” 
 “So that’s it. Want me to rake his room 
clean, eh? Well, maybe—” 
 “I asked you—” began Wheeler 
impatiently. 
 “No, I haven’t. But don’t let that worry 
you.” Donovan chuckled. “Tommies are like 
top hats. You can always hire ’em for special 
occasions!” 
 “Good. Bradhurst has a two-room suite 
on the fifth floor. Room 532. He has dinner 
there every night about eight-thirty. Can you 
get set by tonight?” 
 “Yeah,” said Donovan. 
 “You’ll see a red light burning in a 
room on the fifth floor. You’ll know that 
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Bradhurst’s room is the one to the left. The 
one to the left,” he repeated, “remember that.” 
 “To the left of the red light. Yeah, I got 
it.” 
 “One thing more,” went on Wheeler. 
“Don’t forget to rake the room with the red 
light too. I—well—I don’t want too many 
smart witnesses running around loose; get 
me?” 
 
WHEELER entered a booth in the basement 
of the building. He wasn’t taking any chances 
making the call from his office. 
 In a moment he heard a familiar voice. 
 “Madge? This is Harry.” 
 “Sa-a-y, big shot. Where have you 
been?” The voice was eager, cordial. 
 “Never mind that now,” he cut in 
sharply. “Want to do something for me?” 
 “Any time,” came back the silken 
voice reassuringly. 
 “Then hop over to the Hotel Tremaine 
tonight about eight o’clock and ask for the 
room you reserved. Understand?” 
 “Aw, Harry—” he imagined he could 
see her childish pout. There were times when 
he felt a strong urge to brain this dame. He 
was glad he had planned to— He heard her 
rattling on: “It’s silly to go to a stuffy old 
hotel room when—” 
 “Listen, Madge, get this straight. Bring 
a small suitcase with you and a piece of heavy 
red sash. When you get there tie the sash 
around one of the lights so’s it shows red. 
Turn all the others out. I’ll be waiting for that 
signal that everything’s okay. As soon as I see 
it I’ll come up.” 
 “But Harry, what’s the sense of 
lugging along a suitcase—” 
 “Because it’s a swell joint, you ninny. 
You can’t get in without it. And listen, if I’m a 
little late, leave the light burning. Wait for 
me.”  
 “All right, big boy. But get this from 
me. You’d better show up like you’re saying. 

I’ve been stood up by you before and once 
again would be just once too many.” 
 Wheeler climbed the stairs leading up 
into the lobby and took the elevator to his 
office where he remained until about seven-
thirty. When he came down again, he was 
debating where would be the best place to 
establish his alibi. As he passed out into the 
street he came to a decision. He would go to 
the Central Casino where he would be sure to 
run into plenty of people who knew him, 
respectable citizens whose word would carry 
weight as witnesses. 
 As he raised his hand to summon a 
cab, a heavy grip fell on his arm. He turned 
and was somewhat shaken to see Hamas at his 
elbow. Hamas was attached to the district 
attorney’s office. Could he have been 
following and had he overheard the 
conversation in the booth downstairs? Ever 
since he had been grilled down in the D.A.’s 
office last week Wheeler had been worried 
sick about that Mike Schluss affair. 
 “Sorry to trouble you, Mr. Wheeler,” 
Hamas was saying, putting, as it seemed to 
Wheeler, a slightly sarcastic emphasis on the 
“Mister,” “but the chief sent me out to hunt 
you up. He wants to have another little chat 
with you. Got some spare time right now?” 
 Wheeler glanced hurriedly at his 
watch. It was twenty minutes to eight. It 
sounded as if the D.A. were staying downtown 
late tonight. He hoped that nothing would go 
wrong, that Bradhurst would not queer his 
plans by failing to return to the hotel. 
 
HE said: “As a matter of fact, I’m in a bit of a 
hurry. Have a date that’s pretty important. 
Don’t you suppose the D.A. would be willing 
to wait until morning?” 
 Hamas grinned. “I know how you hate 
to see the D.A. work overtime, especially on a 
case like Mike Schluss. But that’s the kind of 
a prosecutor he is—stays hot on the job until 
he hears ’em read the stretch. Better come 
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along with me now.” 
 Hamas steered him into the waiting 
cab and gave an address to the driver which 
Wheeler did not hear. He noticed that the cab 
turned uptown. 
 “Hey,” he burst out, “he’s going the 
wrong way! The D.A.’s office is—” 
 “The D.A. went home,” said Hamas. 
“You ought to feel honored. You’re being 
entertained by him in his private apartment 
tonight.” 
 Wheeler gulped once and turned 
hastily to look out of the window. During the 
balance of the ride his mind was in a riot. He 
tried to think of how he could call Donovan 
off the job. But there was no way to get in 
touch with him. His only chance was to get 
Madge on the wire and call off the signal. 
 As the cab pulled into the curb, he 
said: “Hamas, give me a break and let me 
phone the dame, will you? She’s going to be 
expecting me and I hate to disappoint her.” 
 “No harm in giving her a ring,” 
consented Hamas. 
 Wheeler pulled the door of the booth 
tight shut behind him. Hamas was standing 
about five feet away. He’d have to take the 
chance. He dropped the nickel and waited. 
From where he stood he could see the bobbing 
head of the hotel switchboard operator. A 
nauseous dread swamped his senses as he 
heard her say that no one answered in 534. He 
stumbled from the booth, almost into Hamas’ 
arms. 
 “Hell! You look all in, Wheeler. 
What’s the matter, did she bawl hell out of 
you?” 
 “Couldn’t get her,” mumbled Wheeler. 
 Hamas grinned widely. “Too bad,” he 
said. “Guess it’ll have to be a stand-up, eh?” 
 “Look here,” said Wheeler, gathering 
himself together a bit, “I’ll give you a century 
if you’ll tell Bradhurst you couldn’t find me. 
In the morning I’ll be glad to—” 
 “Nix on that,” cut in Hamas. He 

grabbed Wheeler’s arm. “Come on.” 
 
A NEATLY uniformed Negro was setting the 
table in Bradhurst’s room as Hamas ushered 
Wheeler in. Bradhurst was seated in a huge 
overstaffed chair, reading the evening paper. 
He cast it aside and nodded cordially as 
Wheeler stood in the center of the room, 
running the brim of his hat through nervous 
fingers. 
 Bradhurst’s temples were pleasantly 
greyed. His open, almost chubby face hid a 
lightning mind and a relentless will. Wheeler 
knew that his cordial tones masked a deep-
lying, solidly-grounded purpose. 
 “Sit down, Wheeler,” he directed. 
Wheeler complied, finding1 no comfort in the 
friendly tones. He glanced out of the window 
and shuddered at sight of the row of dirt-
streaked garage windows across the way. 
 Bradhurst was opening a stout brief-
case, arranging some papers on the desk. “You 
know, Wheeler, I’ve been going over the 
Schluss case and it becomes increasingly 
apparent to me that you have been 
withholding information that would involve 
prominent people in this town. I think it’s 
about time you realized that we don’t care 
whom we strike with this investigation. The 
mayor’ll back me in anything. We’re out to 
clean the town. I’ll give you another good 
chance to come through with what you know. 
I can promise you the minimum term.” He 
paused while the Negro came in with a tray 
and deposited its contents on snowy linen. 
“You know,” he resumed, “we’ll get this 
evidence in the end. You realize that, don’t 
you?” 
 Wheeler pulled out a handkerchief 
with a hand that felt numb. He mopped his 
brow and then started to massage it 
mechanically with a damp palm. Directly 
across the room was the connecting door to 
Room 534. By now Madge had probably 
arrived. Pretty soon she would be arranging 
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that signal. If there were only some way to 
wise her up. 
 He realized that Bradhurst was waiting 
for him to say something. He tried to think 
swiftly, logically as was his courtroom 
custom. He said: “Mr. Bradhurst, I see your 
dinner is all served and getting cold. Why 
don’t you eat it? I’ll step out in the corridor 
and chat with the boys for a while—” 
 “Not necessary at all, Wheeler. I 
wanted to have a good long talk with you. I 
figured you and I could get together on this 
Schluss affair. That’s why I asked you up to 
dinner.” 
 Wheeler noted with horror that the 
table was set for two. He got up abruptly and 
walked around the room, still carrying his hat. 
He wondered if Bradhurst was wise. But no, 
he couldn’t be for he would not wilfully 
expose himself to such danger. The man was 
not that much of a fool. Wheeler realized that 
in another minute, if he did not get control of 
himself, he would be giving himself away. He 
fought a silent, swift inward battle. This thing 
could be worked out in some way— 
 He laid his hat on the telephone stand 
and swung around to Bradhurst who was 
watching him with a queer look of 
expectancy. “I guess you think I’m acting kind 
of funny. Fact is, I’m upset. Hamas dragged 
me in here tonight before I had a chance to 
call off an important date. It’s a stand-up now 
and I’m a little worried about it.” 
 “Forget it,” said Bradhurst, shrugging. 
“What’s a dame? There’s plenty more around. 
Now let’s put the feed-bag on. Then we’ll get 
down to business. I know you and I can make 
a deal. Maybe you might not have to take any 
rap at all.” 
 All through the dinner Wheeler kept 
pulling at his collar with a none too steady 
forefinger. A couple of times his knife slipped 
off the table and thudded on the thick carpet. 
He kept turning around to look out of the 
partly opened windows. He had not pulled his 

chair close to the table; instead he perched 
himself lightly on the edge of it, his whole 
body tensely poised. 
 They were just starting on their dessert 
when a loud clatter sounded from the street 
outside. Wheeler did not even glance at 
Bradhurst. He made one sprinting leap which 
landed him sprawling on the floor under the 
window sill. 
 Bradhurst swung around in his chair 
and eyed him questioningly. The noise had 
stopped suddenly after the first terrific roar. 
Bradhurst got up, advanced to the window and 
looked out. 
 “They just closed one of those big 
corrugated steel garage doors,” he said. “It 
makes a terrible racket. But—your nerves 
must be on edge to make you act like that, 
Wheeler. What’s the matter?” 
 Wheeler got to his feet and walked 
back to the table. He wore a sheepish 
expression. 
 “You’re white as a sheet,” went on 
Bradhurst, gazing at him in increasing alarm. 
“Say, what’s up? You act like you’re 
expecting something to happen any minute. 
Out with it! What’s up?” 
 Wheeler jerked his head from side to 
side. “For God’s sake, Bradhurst, let’s get out 
of here. There’s a machine-gun planted—” 
 He was cut short by the rat-tat-tat of 
slugs that ripped through the windows, whined 
past them and drilled into the opposite wall. 
Wheeler flung himself to the floor, crawling 
on his belly to the safety zone under the 
window. Bradhurst started to follow him but 
not in time. He hit the floor, a bleeding, 
riddled heap. 
 The door burst violently open but no 
one dared enter. It was certain death to 
advance into that bullet-raked hell. The 
lengthening, irregular row of jagged holes 
traveled across one, then two windows. Then 
it began the backward death sweep. Donovan 
sure was doing a complete job. 
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THE slugs had scarcely ceased to thud into the 
walls of the room when Wheeler heard a shrill 
scream from next door. Donovan was being as 
good as his word. There would be no 
squealing from that dame. 
 A minute later there was a roar of a 
motor in the ramp of the garage across the 
street but scant heed was paid it. In Room 532 
Hamas was bending over the dead body of the 
district attorney. He looked up at Wheeler, a 
cold, deadly gleam in his eye. 
 “I believe you know something about 
this,” he gritted. “You were too damned 
anxious to keep out of this room tonight.” 
 Wheeler shrugged carelessly. The 
immediate danger to his own life past, he 
could think clearly again. He knew that 
Hamas had nothing on him, would have to let 
him go after asking a few questions. After all, 
he had been in the same room with Bradhurst. 
The gun had been fired from outside. He had a 
perfect alibi after all. “You’re wasting 
precious moments,” he said. “The killer was 
apparently in that garage across the street. 
Probably made his getaway in a car. You 
should be notifying Headquarters right now to 
get the radio cars in action.” 
 A key scraped in the lock of the door 
leading into 534. A uniformed officer 
appeared in the doorway. He was scratching 

his head in a puzzled manner. “Mr. Hamas, 
there’s something funny in here. You’d better 
take a look around.” 
 Wheeler followed Hamas into the 
room. It was suffused with a soft red glow 
which was caused by the red sash wrapped 
around one of the lights. The girl’s body lay 
huddled over the desk, Hamas walked over, 
lifted her head and picked up a piece of hotel 
stationery. 
 She had evidently been writing a note 
when the bullets pierced her body. 
 Hamas grinned as he read:  
 
 Big shot, this is the last time you are 
standing me up. I fixed the signal and waited 
here an hour and you did hot come. I am going 
now. Good-by, has-been. And listen, big boy; 
in case you don’t know it, you spilled plenty 
when you were half drunk at my place week 
before last. What I don’t know about the 
Schluss case now— oh, my! Well, Harry 
Wheeler, I think I’ll toddle over to the D.A.’s 
office tomorrow. I sure would like to see you 
get it in the neck for standing me up this way, 
you big punk. There’s a way to— 
 
 Hamas turned to the officer: “Stick the 
bracelets on him, Larry. There’s enough here 
to make it first degree.” 

 


