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It Looked Like a Fine Kidnaping Scheme – Before Two Learned 

Policemen Who Knew All the Answers Barged into the Play! 
 

DETECTIVE-
SERGEANT BEN 
ROBERTS, of the 
Missing Persons Bureau, 
had just come through 
the door when Captain 
Daly hanging up the 
phone, stopped him. 

“Call off your dogs, 
Ben,” Daly said mildly. Roberts walked 
his “dogs” to a seat beside Daly’s desk and 
waited for the Bureau captain to explain 
his order. 

“I presume,” said Daly, “that you are 
agog with information concerning your 
search for the missing Polly Madison. I 
have just concluded a telephone 
conversation with old man Madison. He 
says to lay off. The only daughter and 
heiress did not wander away on her own 
power. It’s a snatch and a buy-back, and 
Madison wishes the law to withdraw while 
he negotiates with the anonymous punks 
who hold Polly in custody in parts 
unknown. The price—one hundred grand; 
prompt delivery on payment of same. 
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Have a cigar.”  
Jeremiah Daly’s speech was always a 

queer mixture of old-fashioned English 
and gangsterese. His offer of a cigar was 
made in spite of his knowledge that Ben 
Roberts, his ace operative, smoked only 
cigarettes. 

Roberts grinned. He was well aware 
that Daly practiced his deceptive air of 
forgetfulness on his subordinates the better 
to employ it against the lawless. 

“So do we lay off, Cap?” Roberts 
asked. 

“It depends,” said Daly, “on a number 
of things—psychological—sociological, 
criminological.” 

“Out of all those ‘ologicals,’ ” Roberts 
said, “we certainly ought to come up with 
something logical.”  

“As I was saying,” said Daly, “before 
you jarred my ear with your witless play 
on words, life is much simpler for a 
Homicide man. There is a corpse, and the 
relatives say, ‘We want the maker caught 
and fried.’ The Homicide boys know what 
they have to do. But a snatch is different. 
In a snatch, the relatives of the snatchee 
chuck overboard the whole history of 
human society, from family to clan to tribe 
to state. It ain’t the Twentieth Century any 
more, there ain’t no state, there’s just a 
family, and the snatch is just a family 
affair. ‘Lay off,’ says the family. ‘This 
ain’t your business. We’ll settle it in our 
own way.’ Smoke?” 

Daly extended the cigar humidor. Ben 
Roberts, dead-panned, shook his head. 

“As I understand it, Cap,” he said 
gently, and his close contact with the 
captain made him speak somewhat like 
him in his presence, “what chiefly 
concerns such families is the possibility 
that police activity might transform 
kidnaping into murder, might change a 
live person missing into a dead person 
found. You’ve got kids, Cap. How’d you 

like that? Wouldn’t you be singing ‘Lay 
off’ too?” 

Jeremiah Daly’s jaws tightened. “What 
man could say in advance what he’d do, 
and be sure that that’s what he’d do? If 
you want an answer, I’ll give it to you. My 
guess is that I’d not lay off. I’m a cop. But 
it’s more than that. Sometimes the ransom 
is paid and the Homicide boys get the case 
anyway. There’s a reason for that. 
Releasing the prisoner, particularly if he or 
she is an adult, is dangerous for the 
kidnapers. So the lay-off doesn’t pay. 

“Particularly is this so in a one-shot 
job, where the kidnaper isn’t in it as a 
business. Where it’s a business, release of 
the snatchee alive pays, because of its 
effect on future prospects, future ransom 
payments, and because it encourages 
future independent action on the part of 
families, with police dogs called off. But a 
one-shot kidnaper is a potential murderer 
if ever there was one.”  

Daly drew breath. 
“Look, Cap,” Ben Roberts said, “what 

are you trying to tell me—to lay off or to 
stick?”  

“I said before that that depended. I’ve 
talked around and about the human angle, 
and the social angle. But how about the 
straight detective angle? What have you 
got so far? If you’ve got enough to make 
you think you ought to keep moving, then 
I’ll let you move, warning you at the same 
time to keep in mind the jeopardy of the 
snatchee and the importance of not 
increasing it. So give.”  

Ben Roberts was silent a moment. His 
mind was going back over his activities 
during that day and mentally getting them 
in order. 

“Well,” he said, “the case begins, like 
most such cases, with a phone call 
reporting a person missing. The telephoner 
is Madison, the missing person is his 
daughter, Polly. The usual question and 
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answers. ‘How long has she been 
missing?’ ‘Well, she didn’t return home to 
sleep.’ ‘Didn’t that ever happen before?’ 
‘Yes, but she always notified the servants.’ 
So I told Madison I’d be over. 

“At Madison’s, I did the routine. 
Madison gave me a list of relatives and 
friends. I called them. No, Polly had not 
been to any of their houses to sleep. 

“‘Mr. Madison,’ I said, ‘your daughter 
can hardly be regarded as a missing 
person—yet. She’s only been gone since 
last night. However, since you’re so 
worried, I’ll have the Bureau take the 
usual steps.’  

“Which I did. Miss Polly Madison, so 
far as we were able to ascertain, did not 
take a private car, taxi, train, bus or plane 
out of town last night. That being so, my 
next step was to check on her movements 
from the time she left her home at ten 
o’clock last night. But first I had lunch.”  

“Leave out the trivial,” Daly rapped. 
 
EN ROBERTS shrugged. 

impe
“Eating isn’t trivial,” he said 

rturbably. “I don’t know what I’d do 
without it. Anyway, Polly left her home 
last night by taxi. I know that because the 
butler told me so. He got the taxi for Miss 
Polly. Her chauffeur was ill and she didn’t 
like to drive herself in the city. Neither the 
butler nor her father knew where she was 
going. These rich debs are independent. 
However, I checked with the cab 
companies, who checked with their 
records. A Brownlee cab picked up Polly 
and took her to the Twenty-three Club.” 

“Twenty-three – skiddoo,” Daly said 
ominously. 

“No, the trail continued on from there 
for quite a time,” said Roberts, “but I’ll 
come to that later. You know how I work, 
Cap. I consider that a person reported 
missing has been missing from the time 
she left home, regardless of where or how 

many times she was seen in the interval 
before the report of her disappearance. 
Because, if it does turn out that she’s 
actually missing, then the retrospect 
sometimes takes on an unexpected 
importance, and the people who saw her 
before she officially became missing can 
sometimes, without even knowing it, 
produce helpful hints. 

“So I didn’t go to the Twenty-three 
Club. Instead I went to the cab driver. He 
was asleep, of course, having worked the 
night before, and not too pleased at being 
awakened. However, that’s beside the 
point.”  

“It is,” Daly agreed. 
“Yes, he had driven Polly to the 

Twenty-three. So that checked.”  
“What? No ‘helpful hint’?” Daly 

inquired ironically. But there was affection 
beneath the gibe, as Roberts was well 
aware. 

“Maybe so, maybe not,” Roberts said. 
“The taxi fare to the Twenty-three was 
exactly fifty cents. Miss Polly tipped the 
driver exactly one nickel. He informed me 
of this fact with considerable bitterness.”  

“The rich are sometimes the tightest,” 
Daly said. 

“A ten percent tip. I seem to recall a 
gossip columnist once mentioning this 
characteristic of the Madisons. Okay. Miss 
Polly did a little drinking and a little 
gambling at the Twenty-three. She lost 
three hundred dollars and wrote out a 
check for it. The rule at the club is that 
acceptance of checks must be okayed by 
the boss, Ralph Clemons. So Miss Polly 
was escorted to the office and the check 
was accepted by Clemons himself. He 
hadn’t yet made his deposit today, so he 
showed me the check. 

“Miss Polly left the Twenty-three, 
again taking a cab. She made two other 
stops, each time taxiing. The second stop 
was at the Rolling Stone, where she had a 

B
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lobster and some champagne. Incidentally 
I forgot to explain why she was gadding 
about unescorted. She had been jilted and 
was off men. 

“Her next and last stop, so far as we 
know, was at Chinatown Charlie’s place 
downtown. Chinatown Charlie who, 
incidentally, was suspected of being mixed 
up in the unsolved Jaggers kidnaping and 
murder, says that Polly played a little fan-
tan and left at about three o’clock. 

“There the trail ends. I couldn’t find 
any cab driver who took her away from 
Chinatown Charlie’s. Charlie hinted that 
she may have gone into the river. She was 
looking kind of down in the mouth, he 
said. On the basis of what I’ve told you so 
far, Cap, do you think she did?” 

 
APTAIN DALY eyed his favorite 
investigator keenly. 

“I suspect you haven’t told me 
everything yet,” he said. 

“No, I haven’t,” Roberts said, and his 
voice had grown a little grimmer. “Miss 
Polly tipped the second cab driver half a 
dollar on a fare that was little more than 
that, and was similarly generous with the 
third driver.”  

“She’d been drinking,” Daly said.  
“She’d had a couple of drinks before 

leaving her home, the butler told me. 
Nevertheless she stuck to her ten percent 
rule with the first cabby.”  

“Go on,” said Daly quietly.  
“I was beginning to feel hunchy,” 

Roberts said. “So I followed up the angle. 
I got hold of the Night Rounder.”  

“Who?”  
“Sam Carton. He writes a column by 

that name, covers cafe society. The 
chances were that he’d been at Twenty-
three the night before, so I went to him to 
see if, without knowing it, he had a few of 
those ‘helpful hints’ in his possession. He 
said that if anything happened at Twenty-

three that was worth knowing, it was in his 
column that was just going to press.  

“He showed me the strip. Sure enough, 
there was a mention of Polly Madison in 
it, to the effect that Polly had turned man-
hater and was going it alone. But that was 
telling me nothing new. There was, 
however, another item that made my 
hunch actually painful. I’ll show it to 
you.” 

Roberts drew a clipping from his 
pocket and handed it over. It read: 

 
Artie Bennett, scion of the canned soup 

Bennetts, was getting double his money’s worth 
out of the floor show at Twenty-three last night. He 
was counting chorus girls and seeing double. There 
are only twelve in the midnight turn but you 
couldn’t prove it by Artie. Evidently, though, Artie 
was never taught to count beyond twenty-two, 
because that was as far as he got each time. 

 
“What do you think of that, Cap?” 

Roberts asked, replacing the clipping. 
Daly’s face was grave. “Two times 

twelve is twenty-four,” he said heavily. “If 
x times two is twenty-two, then x is 
eleven. Go on.”  

“I did. My hunch was so hot by this 
time that it burned. I was pretty sure of it, 
so what I was after now was corroboration 
of what I already had. I got it from two 
sources. One angle dovetailed so well that 
it was almost too perfect. From Madison, I 
got the name of Polly’s physician. Polly’s 
physician some time back had had 
occasion to send her to another medico—a 
hay fever and asthma man. He had the 
report on that, and Polly was allergic to 
feathers, cat’s fur, shell-food, certain kinds 
of dust, some face powders, any perfume 
containing civet, and a few other things. 
Of course, from our angle it was the shell-
food that was the important item.”  

“So the next thing you had to do,” 
Daly said grimly, “was to find out which 
of those twelve girls in the chorus was out 
of the floor show at midnight, so that the 

C 
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count of Artie Bennett, making due 
allowance for double vision, was still 
absolutely correct. Did you do that?”  

“I did. I learned from the cloakroom 
girl that Polly Madison did not present the 
check for her wrap. The check was 
presented and the wrap taken by one of the 
chorus girls, Viola Sharpe. I’ve got Viola 
Sharpe in a cell right now. She hasn’t 
talked yet, but she will. Well, Cap, do we 
lay off—or do we go ahead?”  

Daly was on his feet. 
“Lay off?” he exclaimed. “Why, man, 

you had this case solved before Madison’s 
call for us to lay off came in! We know the 
kidnaper! We’ve got only two things left 
to do. Arrest him and recover Polly 
Madison. We can accomplish the second 
by doing the first!”  

Ben Roberts held up a respectful but 
restraining hand. 

“I’m still a little puzzled about one 
thing. Since we’ve already got such a big 
chunk of the case laid out in advance, 
maybe we ought to clear that up too before 
going into action.”  

“Yeah,” muttered Daly. “Like a work 
of art—complete and rounded out, only 
waiting to be unveiled. Art ain’t just 
pictures and statues. It can’t be detective 
work too. What’s puzzling you, Ben?”  

Roberts drew a diagram of a room, 
showing its exit and the position of each 
article of furniture and decorative piece.  

“How’d they get her out?” he 
demanded. 

Daly’s brow furrowed. He sat down, 
concentrated on the sketch. Then his eyes 
took on a far-away look. 

“The place was once a speakeasy, 
wasn’t it?” he asked softly. 

“I don’t know,” Roberts said. 
“My recollection is that it was. In that 

case, I think I can tell you—at least make 
a pretty good guess—how they got her 
out. There’s only one door. The whole set-

up indicates that they didn’t use that. It’s 
an inside room—there’s no window. So 
they got her out . . . through here. . . .”  

Daly pointed with his pencil at the 
sketch and Ben Roberts nodded. 

“If it weren’t so late,” Daly went on, 
“we could check with the Building 
Department and make certain of it before 
we started out. It’s probably recorded as a 
violation without anything ever having 
been done about it. Get Viola Sharpe out 
of her cell and we’ll get going. And wipe 
that worried look off your face. If Polly 
Madison isn’t dead yet, they’re not going 
to kill her—not when our actions will so 
clearly indicate to them that they’re 
already under suspicion of kidnaping. 
They can’t risk murder after that. It’s a 
work of art, my boy, a work of art, and 
you’re the artist—flatfoot!”  

It was early in the evening to visit a 
night spot—eight o’clock. But the three 
people who alighted from the car in front 
of the Twenty-three Club were not out for 
fun. Jeremiah Daly, a trim, soldierly-
looking figure in his blue serge suit, with 
his black hair and neat black mustache 
belying his years, held a tight grip on the 
arm of Viola Sharpe. It was a piece of 
irony that she was permitted to wear the 
silver fox scarf which Ben Roberts had 
found hanging in the closet of her room. 
No doubt she had had instructions to get 
rid of it, but the feminine impulse to retain 
it had been greater than her prudence. 

Ben Roberts, hatless so that the breeze 
ruffled his chestnut hair, flashed his badge 
at the plug-ugly who opened the door. 

“We want in,” he said briefly. 
“Where’s the boss?”  

“He ain’t showed up yet.”  
“It doesn’t matter. We’re going up to 

his office. You can open it up for us.”  
“I ain’t got the key.”  
“That’s too bad. We’ll have to break 

down the door then.”  
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“I’ve got a key,” Viola Sharpe said 
wearily. “Here. You’d get in anyway.” 

 
HE plug-ugly looked at her through 
mean, narrow eyes. 

“I always thought yer specialty was 
dancin’,” he said. “I didn’t know it was 
singin’.” 

His meaning was unmistakable. The 
girl’s shoulders sagged. 

“I didn’t sing,” she said. “They knew 
the tune without it.”   

On the way upstairs, Roberts 
whispered to Daly:  

“Some of the muscle-men in this place 
are three-timers. If they’re involved in the 
snatch, it’ll mean a four-time rap. They 
might figure they’d get a better break in a 
shootout.”  

“We’ll worry about that when it 
happens,” Daly said. “We’re here to see 
how it was done, so there won’t be any 
loose ends when we’re ready to tie the 
bag. This is one rap that no one will be 
able to beat.”  

Roberts unlocked the door and they 
entered the office. Daly looked around for 
only a instant, then moved over to the wall 
where a picture hung in a metal frame. 

“This is it,” he said. Then he snapped 
at the girl: “How does it work? Come over 
here.”  

The girl came. She was trembling. 
There was a small bookcase beneath the 
picture. She was lifting herself onto it and 
her hand was reaching toward the top of 
the frame when— 

The door to the office suddenly 
slammed open. Ben Roberts’ hunch had 
been correct. The two men at the door 
came in shooting.  

“Open the pic, Vi!” one of them 
shouted hoarsely.  

A bullet struck Daly high up in the 
chest. Instinctively he reached out toward 
Roberts to keep from falling, and one of 

his arms wrapped itself around the 
younger man. Just as instinctively, Roberts 
seized his wrist to support him.  

Daly struggled to get his gun out, but 
the shock of the bullet had been too much, 
and he sagged. But Ben Roberts had his 
gun out and was firing with deadly 
accuracy. The men in the doorway 
staggered forward a few paces, then 
crumpled.  

As for Viola Sharpe, she had reacted 
automatically to the hoarsely shouted 
order. Her finger pressed against the upper 
part of the picture frame. The next instant 
she was looking death in the face. 

The canvas, on which was depicted a 
race-horse, suddenly shot up into the 
frame, as did the wooden panel beneath it, 
and there was revealed a brick-lined 
opening about four feet wide and three feet 
deep. 

But the death that Viola Sharpe saw 
took the shape of a man—a bald, smooth-
shaven, sharp-featured man whose 
countenance was now distorted with the 
panic of a cornered rat. And like a 
cornered rat he was ready to fight with 
what weapons he had. 

He had only one, a knife. With his left 
hand he had grasped the girl’s wrist in a 
viselike grip. With the other he prepared to 
plunge the knife home to her heaving 
chest. 

“Squealer!” he rasped. 
But the knife never reached its target. 

Ben Roberts had caught a sideward 
glimpse of what was happening. He 
twisted beneath his burden, raised his 
automatic and sent one bullet over Daly’s 
shoulder. It was enough. The knife fell 
from the shattered and now bloody hand of 
Ralph Clemons, night club owner. Roberts 
let Daly sink gently to the floor as two 
figures in blue appeared behind Clemons, 
grasped him and heaved him into the 
office. Simultaneously other police entered 

T 
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through the office door. 
 

VERYTHING under control?” one 
of them asked.  

“No,” snapped Roberts. “Take care of 
Daly.” He snapped at the girl, “Sit down.”  

He seized the owner of the Twenty-
three and hurled him into another chair. 

“Clemons,” he growled, “you must be 
aware that we’ve got you cold. Where’s 
Polly Madison? The faster you talk, the 
easier it’ll be for you.”  

“Stop the bleeding—first,” Clemons 
gasped. 

Roberts applied a tourniquet to the 
shattered wrist. 

“She’s up at my place in the Catskills,” 
Clemons said then, in a broken voice. 
“She’s alive. I’ll call and have her 
released.”  

“Okay. Get on the phone. You 
probably planned to rub her out after 
collecting the ransom, didn’t you? But I 
don’t expect you to answer that question.”  

Clemons got his number. He started 
speaking excitedly. 

“Let the Madison girl go,” he 
instructed. “You heard me. Let her go. If 
she hasn’t got any dough to get back, give 
it to her.”  

Clemons hung up and sagged back in 
his chair, a completely broken man. 

“What was the matter, Clemons?” 
Roberts asked. “The Twenty-three going 

deep in the red? So you thought you could 
knock off a hundred grand on a snatch. 
You didn’t have a bad scheme, Clemons. 
Viola is pretty much a dead ringer for the 
Madison girl, and in her clothes even more 
so. But you didn’t pay enough attention to 
details. Your idea was to draw the trail 
away from this place, and in itself that was 
a good idea. But an impersonation has to 
consider other factors beside looks. 

“You know, Clemons, people who are 
accustomed to receive tips make the best 
tippers. Take barbers, for instance—and 
cab drivers. Viola’s brother is a cab driver. 
Polly Madison is a penny-pincher when it 
comes to such things. Viola, with plenty of 
money presumably received from you for 
expenses, did some generous tipping along 
the red herring trail. And she ate lobster, 
which Polly Madison can’t eat. And your 
chorus in its midnight turn had only eleven 
members instead of twelve. 

“It all added up to show that Polly 
Madison didn’t get any farther than this 
place on her own power. Which meant, 
after the ransom note was received, that 
she had been kidnaped by someone here. 
And it had to be someone who knew this 
building intimately. Who? Ralph Clemons, 
owner of the Twenty-three Club. I guess, 
now, it ought to be called Twenty-three— 
Skiddoo!” 
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