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CHAPTER I 
 

THE CONDEMNED 
 

LINT BYRON, attorney of some 
eighteen hours now, glanced up at the 
imposing court-house and smiled. He 

knew that building. As a police detective-
sergeant, he had testified there before various 
judges and juries many times. And through 
those years he had studied law during every 
available spare moment he could find. 

Now he no longer wore a badge, but there 
was a framed diploma from law school in his 
room. That was even better. 

Clint Byron didn’t think the change-over 
from the art of nabbing crooks to prosecuting 
them was much—and his one ambition was 
to get on the district attorney’s staff. He had 
been half-promised such a post. 

Clint Byron was exactly thirty and he was 
enjoying this birthday. He was dreaming of 

other birthdays too, in the future. Some day 
he wanted to hear Lieutenant Bradley of 
Homicide say “sir” to him when he was on 
the D.A.’s staff. Bradley had been the bane of 
Byron’s existence during his years as a 
detective-sergeant. 

Byron started to climb the big, wide steps 
to the court-house entrance. There was some 
work going on. A scaffolding was being 
erected and a dozen men were working on the 
job. Apparently the old building was about to 
get some kind of a face-lifting operation. 

He also saw a slim, thin-faced young man 
who was slowly backing down the steps, 
apparently counting the stairs as he did. He 
had a wild shock of auburn hair, and a tight 
expression was around his mouth when he 
turned around. Byron had to sidestep one of 
the metal scaffolding supports and the two 
men bumped into one another. 

“Look where you’re going,” the young 
man snarled. 
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Clint Byron hesitated just a bare fraction 
of a second. His first impulse was to take the 
young man by the collar and shake him until 
his teeth rattled. But he gave up that idea. It 
was a cop’s method and he was an attorney 
now, with a reputation to acquire. He just 
stepped aside and kept on going. 

The cops inside the building greeted him 
with hoots and jibes. He had expected this 
and countered the joking as expertly as he 
could. Then he saw Lieutenant Bradley. 
Bradley was red-faced, big and burly. He had 
no hair at all, and the disposition of a wild 
bull with a toothache. 

“Well, well, if it ain’t Barrister Clint 
Byron,” Bradley said. “You better be faster 
on the draw in the legal racket than you were 
as a cop, Clint. And if I ever catch you 
chasing ambulances it’ll be too bad—for 
you.”  

“The only ambulance I’d chase would be 
one going to pick up what was left of you, 
Lieutenant. And my sole reason would be to 
gloat a little. If you don’t mind, I want to go 
into the court room. Has Fadden been 
sentenced yet?” 

Bradley grimaced. “No. You can go in 
like a good little Boy Scout, sit down and 
hear Fred Fadden sent to the chair where the 
rat belongs. I sent him there, and I wish to 
heaven he was a client of yours.”  

Byron grinned. “He’d be walking out of 
here by now if he was. See you later, 
Lieutenant. If you should happen to break 
your neck and want to sue someone, I’d be 
more than glad to represent you—gratis.” 

 
E ELBOWED past Bradley, and 
shoving that big hulk around was a 

symphony to Clint Byron’s elbows. Bradley 
always insisted his men salute and step aside 
when he approached. 

But Byron did not underrate the detective-
lieutenant. Bradley was as astute a cop as 
they come. He dug his nose into a case and 
kept it there until someone paid the piper. 

Byron respected him for that, but disliked the 
man personally. 

Byron nodded to an assistant D.A. He 
greeted a bailiff and shook hands with him, 
smiling appreciation of the elderly bailiff’s 
wishes for good luck. The D.A. himself 
hardly deigned to speak to a mere attorney—
especially a brand new one who had once 
been a cop. 

Clint Byron sat down. He knew the Judge 
and drew a nod of recognition from him. 
Judge Fowler had been his father’s friend, 
too, and had helped young Byron 
tremendously in gaining admittance to a law 
school. 

There were two men lined up before the 
Judge. One was a beefy individual with a 
crew-cut haircut, wrinkled clothing and a 
wholly aggressive attitude. Beside him was 
his attorney, noted for trickiness, but in this 
case outwitted by the D.A. and the air-tight 
case he had presented. 

Byron heard Judge Fowler solemnly 
intone the death sentence. Red-faced, beefy 
Fred Fadden sneered openly. This killer was 
not afraid. He was aware that the death 
sentence would never be carried out, because 
he knew too much. 

The Judge and the D.A. were aware of the 
reason for Fadden’s open derision. They 
knew Fadden was in a position to bargain for 
his life, and possibly cheat the chair because 
of what he knew. There was hardly an angle 
in which Fadden didn’t somehow figure. 

Lieutenant Bradley swept into the court 
room with two detectives. Fadden was 
handcuffed to one man and they led him out. 
Another case began promptly, for Fadden’s 
sentencing had been only a mere interlude. 
Clint Byron stayed where he was and studied 
the actions of the lawyers on the new case. 

No more than three minutes had gone by 
before there was a single shot, a shout, and 
then pandemonium. 

Byron leaped to his feet, the cop instinct 
still strong within him. He raced into the 
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corridor, down it, and to the big entrance of 
the building. There he saw several things 
simultaneously. Fred Fadden lay on the steps, 
his face an unrecognizable bloodstained 
mass. Beside him, and still chained to the 
dead Fadden, was one of Bradley’s 
detectives. He was groaning and seemed to 
have been hit. 

The other detective, with drawn gun, was 
menacing the skinny-faced red-headed young 
man who had bumped into Byron a few 
moments before. Nearby lay a nickel-plated 
revolver of huge dimensions. A veritable 
horse pistol. 

Some men were scrambling down from 
the scaffolding. Patrolmen were rushing up 
the steps. Byron stood there and gaped. 
Instinctively he knew just what had 
happened. 

Lieutenant Bradley barged past him, 
arousing Byron who followed the big 
detective. Perhaps Bradley was so 
accustomed to having Clint Byron present at 
a scene like this that he temporarily forgot the 
man no longer was a cop. The detective with 
the gun did some quick explaining. 

“McCarthy and I were walking down the 
steps with Fadden. We were taking him to the 
car at the curb for a quick trip to the death 
house. This lug starts coming toward us. As 
he got close, he whipped out the gun that’s 
lying there at his feet. I started to close with 
him, but he tripped me and I went down in a 
heap. There was a shot. Just one. Fadden 
went down like a log, but the slug must have 
hit Joe too.” 

“Fool!” Bradley said through his teeth. 
He swung toward the skinny-faced young 
man. “Want to talk?”  

“I killed him!” the redhead said. “Sure I 
killed him.”  

Bradley took his arm. He glanced at the 
detective.  

“Take care of the gun. Don’t smear the 
prints. Watch McCarthy too. There’s an 
ambulance on the way. Anybody else witness 

this?” 
A man in work clothes approached. 
“I did, Lieutenant. You know me. I’m 

Allison—Ross Allison. I was on the 
scaffolding. A regular box seat. It happened 
just as this detective explained it. The young 
sap must be out of his head.”  

“All I want is justice,” the redhead said. 
Bradley propelled him up the steps and 

away from the gathering crowd. 
“You’ll get the swiftest taste of justice 

any man ever got,” he promised. “You admit 
you killed Fadden. Will you make a signed 
confession?”  

“I killed him,” the redhead said stoically. 
Bradley pushed him through the 

courthouse doors and dragged and shoved 
him down the corridor toward the court room 
in which Fadden had been sentenced to death. 

 
UTSIDE, Clint Byron moved a bit 
slower. He knelt beside the wounded 

detective and assured himself the man wasn’t 
critically hurt. The bullet seemed to be lodged 
in his neck. 

As Byron started to arise, he saw a bit of 
waxed paper, crumpled and partially burned. 
He picked it up. Nobody was watching him 
and he tucked the thing into his pocket. He 
hadn’t the vaguest idea as to just what it 
meant, but automatically he kept it. Things 
like this might become a clue. The old cop 
instinct was still strong. 

He turned back into the court-house and 
hurried to the court room where the regular 
case now being tried had been interrupted. 
The red-headed young man, with Bradley 
beside him, stood before the bench. 

Judge Fowler looked down at him. 
“You admit shooting Fadden,” he said. 

“You are formally confessing to murder in 
open court. The case is quite clear-cut, 
apparently, but this court must abide by 
precedent. You will be placed under arrest, 
held without bail and brought before the 
grand jury for indictment. I can’t allow you to 
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plead guilty to murder. Mr. Clerk, enter a 
plea of ‘not guilty’ on behalf of the accused. 
Now, young man, who are you? Why did you 
do this ghastly thing?”  

“I won’t give my name or my address,” 
the defendant stated promptly. “Fadden 
deserved to die. Everybody hated him, but I 
hated him a little more than the others. That’s 
all I’m going to say.”  

“He’ll talk,” Lieutenant Bradley 
promised. 

Judge Fowler cleared his throat. “This 
young man presents an odd case, but 
apparently he has no money with which to 
retain an attorney. Perhaps he doesn’t even 
want one, but in cases of murder, an attorney 
must be furnished. The court will appoint 
one.”  

Judge Fowler’s eyes lifted and began to 
sweep the court room. Clint Byron pressed 
himself back against his chair so hard that he 
hoped he would merge with the wood. He 
knew what was in Judge Fowler’s mind, and 
wanted none of it. He didn’t want to defend a 
surly fool like this nor even take a meager 
part in such an open-and-shut case. His 
dreams were of prosecuting someone like the 
redhead; not defending him. 

“Attorney Byron,” Judge Fowler called. 
Clint Byron reluctantly got to his feet. 
“Attorney, the Court appoints you guardian 
pro-tem if this accused is under age. 
Otherwise, you will provide for his defense to 
the best of your ability.” 

Lieutenant Bradley smirked happily. The 
D.A. rubbed his hands. Judge Fowler was 
smiling expansively and Clint Byron glared at 
everyone in the court room, especially at the 
redhead he didn’t like anyway. 

“Thank you, Your Honor.” He bowed 
toward the bench. “I’ll do my level best for 
him. But, as you stated, this is a homicide 
case. Perhaps an attorney as young and 
inexperienced as I am cannot do justice to 
such a case.”  

Judge Fowler waved his hand. 

“Think nothing of that, Attorney. I am 
sure you will do what you can for this young 
man. . . . Court is adjourned for twenty 
minutes.” 

 
CHAPTER II 

 
THE CLIENT WANTED DEATH 

 
LINT BYRON sighed deeply and 
walked over to where Lieutenant Bradley 

was putting handcuffs on his prisoner. 
Bradley was enjoying himself hugely and was 
none too gentle about the way he handled that 
young man. 

Byron studied the redhead’s face intently, 
then looked at his hands and wrists. 

“Look here,” he said sharply, “I’m your 
lawyer, whether you want me or not. As far 
as that goes, whether I want to be your lawyer 
or not. Have you any bruises on your body? 
Any bruises at all?”  

“No,” the young fellow said sullenly. 
“I’m okay.”  

“What’s the idea?” Bradley demanded. 
“You going to turn copper again and solve 
this case against me? Maybe make it out as 
not murder at all? That Fadden had a heart 
attack and my detective just suffered a stroke 
out there on the court-house steps?” 

“Hardly.” Clint Byron smiled. “But if my 
client signs a confession and there are any 
marks of violence on his body after that, I’ll 
know who to hold responsible.” He looked 
back at his client. “Now see here—what is 
your name?”  

“I’m not talking,” the redhead snapped.  
“Okay,” Byron replied. “Don’t! Not one 

word. You’ve said enough already. I’ll come 
to see you later, in your cell. You can take s· 
him away, Lieutenant.” 

Bradley snapped to attention and saluted.  
“Yes, sir. Anything to oblige. Boy, what a 

case you got! A lemon if I ever saw one. 
Come on, Mr. Anonymous.”  

Clint Byron closed his eyes in resignation 
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as the prisoner was led away. He turned and 
walked toward the Judge’s chambers. Fowler 
was waiting for him.  

“I knew you’d come to see me, Clint.” 
The Judge offered his hand. “Now don’t start 
bawling me out for appointing you as that 
young man’s attorney. I know exactly how 
you feel. You want to prosecute. Naturally, 
having been a detective, you would. 
However, as an attorney, it’s best that you see 
things from both sides of the fence. As I must 
do when I’m on the bench. Accomplish what 
you can for your client. I know it can’t be 
much.”  

“Judge,” Byron said wearily, “I was going 
to refuse openly to take the case. That 
redhead needs an undertaker, not a lawyer. 
He’s as good as dead already, even if he did 
murder a rat like Fadden who was already a 
dead man. What can I do for him? What does 
he deserve to have done for him?”  

“Perhaps nothing,” Judge Fowler said 
slowly. “And yet he must have possessed a 
horrible will to kill Fadden. There is a great 
reason somewhere in the boy’s background. 
Perhaps sufficient to cause a withdrawal of 
the murder charge. And, Clint, impress the 
jury with the idea that Fadden was a 
condemned man—as good as dead already.”  

Clint Byron smiled. “All right, I’ll do my 
best. Personally, I think my client should go 
to the chair, and for my first case as an 
attorney, I’m none too proud of it.”  

“Now, wait,” Judge Fowler broke in 
quickly. His voice grew stern. “An attorney, 
Clint, takes an oath to help people in trouble. 
That’s your job. A hopeless case like this one 
should be a challenge to you. Accept it as 
such and remember you are now a lawyer, 
not a detective. You will work in complete 
opposites to the way you formerly did. Come 
to me if you need any help. I’m automatically 
disqualified anyhow.”  

“Thank you, Judge,” Byron said, but there 
was no enthusiasm in his tone. “I’ll see the 
redhead as soon as Bradley will let me. . . .”  

Bradley sent word, via a patrolman-clerk, 
that Byron could see the prisoner in twenty-
four hours and not before. The new attorney 
felt his Irish rising. He proceeded to the first 
open court and asked for a writ. Furthermore, 
he was eloquent enough to get it, and he took 
savage delight in waving the writ in front of 
Bradley’s face. 

The detective-lieutenant scowled. “Okay, 
so you win the right to see the killer. What’s 
it going to get you? He wrote out a full 
confession in his own hand and without any 
prompting or intimidation. Get around that if 
you can.”  

“Maybe I will,” Byron snapped back. 
“Have him brought out to the visitor’s room.” 

Bradley shook his head. “You know 
better than that. Murderers are kept in their 
cells and you’ll be locked in with him. Let me 
give you a friendly tip. The redhead is an 
oyster. He won’t even tell you what time it is. 
I intend to have him burned and you can’t do 
a thing about it.” 

 
YRON didn’t reply to that, because 
Bradley’s intentions were exactly 

proper. The prisoner didn’t have a chance. 
Clint Byron sighed and followed a 

patrolman to the cell block. He stepped into 
the cell, sat down beside his client, and 
offered him a cigarette—which was refused. 

“Now look here,” Byron began, “you can 
trust me. I want to help you.”  

“Sure you do.” The prisoner looked up 
with a lopsided grin. “You used to be a cop. 
You’ll be working right with that big gorilla 
who questioned me. Anyway, if you were the 
best friend I had, I’d still refuse to talk. Don’t 
waste your time on me. I’m a dead pigeon, 
and it doesn’t make any difference to me.”  

Clint Byron was studying the boy. He had 
dropped his attitude of arrogance and 
surliness now and showed vague traces of 
worry and fear. He was clean-cut. His hands 
were smooth, and his words those of an 
educated man. 
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“You positively refuse to tell me what 
your name is or why you shot Fadden?” 
asked Byron. 

“I positively do. Honest, Mr. Byron, I feel 
sorry for you. I know you didn’t want to 
handle my case. Just go through the routine 
and let it go at that. I haven’t got a chance 
anyway.”  

“Where did you get the gun?” Byron 
asked. 

“I’m not talking, I said.”  
“Who paid you to kill Fadden?” Byron 

persisted, and this question drew a quick 
response. Too quick. 

“Don’t get ideas like that,” the redhead 
said. “Nobody paid me. I killed him because 
he—because he deserved to die. There is no 
one else mixed up in this, so keep that 
straight. Now you can ask questions all day 
and I won’t say another word. Go away and 
leave me alone.”  

“Sure,” Byron arose. “Here, take this.”  
He thrust a metal cigarette lighter at the 

young man who automatically accepted it. He 
handed it back with the observation that he 
didn’t smoke and had no use for it. Clint took 
the lighter daintily and wrapped it in his 
handkerchief.  

“All I wanted was your prints,” he 
explained. “I’ll help you even if you don’t 
want me to.”  

“The cops took my prints,” the redhead 
observed laconically. “They’re not on file. I 
was never fingerprinted before.”  

“Maybe not,” Byron agreed. “But with 
these prints I may be able to get a line on who 
you are. I’m beginning to get a few ideas. 
You see—Fadden did deserve to die. He was 
legally dead anyway, and while I know I 
can’t get you off, I may be able to convince a 
jury you had good and sufficient reasons for 
shooting Fadden. That means the difference 
between life and death to you. So long. I’ll 
drop in again when I feel like talking to 
myself.”  

Byron hammered on the cell door until a 
patrolman let him out. 

He left Headquarters and headed for a 
small public park across the street. That 
would have to serve as his office, 
temporarily. Anyway, he had no need of law 
books in this case. What he required was 
some cooperation and a certain amount of 
solid brain work.  

He thought about Fadden first. The ex-
gangster and present day political crook had 
had enemies galore. Perhaps a score of 
important people would sleep more easily 
because he was dead. Yet Byron couldn’t 
bring himself to believe that the anonymous 
killer had been paid to shoot Fadden. The 
manner in which the killing had been done 
smacked more of a personal motive. If he 
could determine that motive, he might be able 
to trace the redheaded young killer and 
puzzle out some sort of a heartrending 
motivation for his crime. 

Fadden, he was well aware, had always 
delegated someone else to do his dirty work, 
but the murder for which he had been 
sentenced to death had been that of Tony 
Page, a mild-mannered clerk in a wholesale 
house. Witnesses had seen Fadden cut the 
man down with four slugs. 

Fadden wouldn’t talk about it, and police 
opinions indicated that Tony Page must have 
witnessed some crime Fadden was engaged 
in, or had stumbled upon information which 
meant ruin for the ex-gang boss. The D.A.’s 
office had another theory, developed out of 
blue sky only, that Page had been a petty 
crook in Fadden’s pay and had somehow 
double-crossed him. 

So far as Byron knew, Fadden hadn’t 
personally killed any other person. Quite 
logically, he assumed that the young man he 
represented had been inspired to kill Fadden 
by some potent, irresistible urge. Most killers 
who committed crimes in such cold blood 
were exacting the ancient eye-for-an-eye. 
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Therefore, it was possible that Fadden had 
killed someone this client of Byron’s loved. 

Tony Page? Why not? He was the only 
man Fadden had been known to have 
murdered. 

 
ITH the development of that idea, 
Clint Byron turned to another 

motive—that of the redhead having been paid 
to commit the crime. Fadden’s enemies had 
been numerous and among them were half a 
dozen men who toed the mark because 
Fadden could have ruined their careers and 
businesses. 

There was Eddie Conlon, for instance. 
Conlon had been a detective, taking bribes 
and generally doing Fadden’s bidding until he 
became too ambitious and Fadden cracked 
down. Conlon had been fired, but the full 
story of his wrong-doing had not been 
brought to light. Fadden knew. Fadden might 
have sent him to the chair with that 
knowledge. 

Then there was Alan Drake, one of those 
shadowy politicians who sits well back, 
persuades others to do the actual running 
while he pulls the strings and fattens his 
purse. Fadden knew all about Drake, and 
more than once had made the man cringe by 
threatening to expose his activities. 

There were a number of minor individuals 
who would gloat—city inspectors, engineers, 
crafty real estate holders, grafting officials of 
the type with which any large city is ridden. 
There were too many of them. Byron couldn’t 
sort them out. He decided to work on the 
theory that his client was somehow related to 
Tony Page and because Fadden had murdered 
Page, had taken justice into his own hands. 

Clint Byron found out, quickly enough, 
where Tony Page had lived. It was a little 
bungalow in a suburban area where the man 
had stayed on after his wife’s death some 
years before. Byron developed a certain 
degree of hope when he learned that Tony 

Page had had a son named Harry, whose 
present whereabouts were unknown. 

Byron rode the subway and then a bus to 
reach the vicinity of Tony Page’s bungalow. 
It was dark now and the little house, 
unlighted, had a deserted look. The lawyer 
stepped up onto the porch and tried the door. 
It was locked. He moved over to a window, 
and shrugged. 

“Why be orthodox about it?” he asked 
himself, and smashed the window with his 
foot. 

No alarm was raised, and after he was 
sure of this he pried away the broken glass, 
raised the window and slipped into the house. 
Quite boldly he turned on lights. 

There was dust over everything. The little 
possessions of a man of moderate means 
were neatly placed, but the house had not 
been lived in for weeks. Perhaps since Tony 
Page’s death. 

Byron found the kitchen. It was provided 
with a medium-sized electric refrigerator 
which he opened and found to be fairly well 
stocked. An open can of beans attracted his 
attention. Half the contents had been 
removed. The remaining beans were fresh 
and soft, without any hard film over the 
surface. 

A quart of milk was sweet and there was 
even a package of cold luncheon meat which 
couldn’t have been sliced any more than a 
day or two before. The kitchen was 
reasonably free of dust too, showing it had 
been used recently. 

Byron wandered through the other rooms. 
He found one where the walls were decorated 
by a couple of college pennants, and some 
high school and college prom dance cards. 
There had been pictures on the walls also, for 
the paper was faded, but the pictures were 
gone. 

On the bureau lay a set of silver-backed 
brushes. Clint Byron purloined a couple of 
handkerchiefs from a drawer and wrapped the 
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brushes in them. He had an idea he was 
getting somewhere. 

 
CHAPTER III 

 
MOTIVE FOR MURDER 

 
ACK in town, Clint Byron visited Police 
Headquarters again, kept out of 

Bradley’s way, and went to the police 
laboratories. He was well-known there and 
nobody objected when he commenced 
puttering around. He provided himself with a 
comparison microscope and a fingerprint 
developing set, which he took to the corner of 
the lab where he would not be bothered. 

In twenty minutes he knew who his client 
was. The son of Tony Page, whom Fadden 
had shot down. There was no arguing about 
those sets of prints, one from the cigarette 
lighter the prisoner had handled, the others 
from the silver-backed brushes. 

Byron wondered what to do with his 
information. Proving his client’s identity 
didn’t help things. It only served to establish 
cold premeditation of his crime. But there 
was a certain amount of elation in the fact 
that he had progressed further than Lieutenant 
Bradley. 

The lawyer toyed with the idea that the 
young redhead had been talked into 
committing the crime. That wouldn’t help 
either, unless there was out-and-out 
intimidation involved. Yet Clint Byron could 
not quite imagine young Page as the type to 
sit down and calmly plot a murder like this. 
Fadden was going to pay the penalty for his 
crime anyway, and would probably suffer a 
great deal more than he would from the pain 
induced by a bullet that plowed through his 
head and killed him instantly. 

Byron went over to one of the lab 
technicians. 

“Bob,” he said, “you know I’ve been 
appointed counsel for that young fellow who 
killed Fadden. He’s a rat and doesn’t deserve 

any help, but I’m making a routine 
examination of the case. Can I see the gun he 
used? And maybe the bullet?” 

The technician shook his head. “No soap, 
Clint. You work against the cops now. 
Bradley would have my scalp if I helped you 
in any way. Sorry.”  

“But you do have the gun?” Byron asked. 
“And the bullet?” 

The technician nodded. “Sure. We’ve 
already tested it. The gun fired that bullet. No 
question about that. You see, the slug went 
straight through Fadden’s skull and hit 
McCarthy in the neck. The doctors dug it out. 
Maybe I shouldn’t be telling you even this—
but what the heck! The case is practically 
closed anyhow.”  

“It certainly is.” Clint Byron groaned, for 
he fully believed that. 

Yet it galled him to give in like this. If 
there was only something he could do! 
Perhaps, by prying deeper into young Page’s 
background, he might learn a few facts. He 
couldn’t possibly save him from meeting the 
justice he deserved, but Clint Bryon was 
suddenly intent upon saving his client’s life. 

It was an odd feeling. As a detective, he 
had been solely concerned with exacting 
punishment. 

There was little he could do that night. 
When he went to his home in a residential 
hotel it was late, and the only person in the 
lobby was a girl who jumped to her feet as he 
entered. As she approached him, he stopped 
dead in his tracks. She was that kind of girl. 
Lovely with the freshness of youth, brown 
hair skillfully arranged, cool blue eyes that 
were a trifle red from weeping. Curved lips, 
and two provocative dimples which intrigued 
him. He had never seen her before in his life. 

“Mr. Byron,” she said, half breathlessly, 
“has he—talked to you?”  

“Young Page, you mean?” Byron asked. 
She bit her lip. “He must have, because 

you know his name. He—he isn’t bad, Mr. 
Byron. Just hot-headed and full of grief that 
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almost made him go crazy.”  
“I know,” the lawyer conceded. “Suppose 

we sit down and talk it over. “I’m trying to 
help him. He won’t let me do much, and I 
need all the information about him I can get. 
Is he your boy friend?”  

“Well—not exactly.” She colored a trifle, 
and attempted a smile that was a distinct flop. 
“We just know one another. I knew he was 
going to do something. He changed so 
since—since his father was killed. But I never 
thought he could take a man’s life.” 

“What’s your name?” Byron asked. 
She shook her head. “I won’t tell you. If 

Harry had wanted my help, he’d have sent 
you to see me. I only came because I was 
worried so about him, but he made me 
promise that—that if anything happened, I 
would stay out of it. I’ve got to keep that 
promise, Mr. Byron. I know he was arrested. 
I was in court with my uncle when he was 
first brought in. I saw you there and heard the 
Judge appoint you as his attorney.”  

“But you won’t talk.” Clint Byron arose 
abruptly. “All right. I think that’s about 
everything, Miss Whatever-your-name-is. 
Good night.” 

 
E LEFT her sitting there and walked 
rapidly to the staircase. This led into a 

corridor ending at the rear door of the hotel, 
and he was out of it like a shot. When the girl 
emerged from the front door, he was ready to 
follow her. Once more he put into practice his 
training as a detective. It was coming in 
handy. 

She walked rapidly north. Byron was a 
full block behind her, but always ready to act 
if she hailed a taxi, or suddenly vanished into 
some doorway. 

Twenty minutes later she turned into the 
entrance of a four-story private dwelling, 
obviously the home of wealthy people. Byron 
made no move to stop her. After the door 
opened, she went in as if she belonged there. 

Clint Byron waited a minute or two, then 

stepped to the door himself. The name plate 
startled him. It read, “ALAN DRAKE.” 
Drake, the politician who feared and hated 
Fred Fadden and could have logically been 
his murderer! If Byron’s client hadn’t done 
the job first. 

But the idea of someone attached to 
Drake’s household being a friend of young 
Page’s was intriguing. It aroused the no 
longer latent detective instincts which had 
controlled Clint Byron’s life for several 
years. He determined upon boldness, and 
rang the bell. 

A trim maid answered the ring. He gave 
her his widest smile. 

“A friend of mine—Miss Janice 
Johnson—just walked in here. At least I’m 
quite certain it was Janice, and I want to see 
her badly.”  

“I am sorry,” the maid said. “There is no 
one by that name here. No guests either. You 
must have seen Miss Nancy come in, sir.”  

“Nancy?” Byron frowned and made that 
one word a leading question. 

“Yes, sir. Miss Nancy Drake. This is the 
residence of Alan Drake, sir.”  

“Oh!” Byron started backing away. “Oh, I 
must have been mistaken. I’m very sorry. 
Pardon me, please.”  

He was on the verge of making a 
successful escape when a man stepped out of 
a room and glanced toward the open door. 
Byron was framed in it, and he knew this 
man. It was George Conlon, ex-detective. 
Fired because of his association with Fred 
Fadden. 

What was worse, Conlon knew him, and 
instantly came forward. Alan Drake came out 
also and, much later, the girl who had 
approached Byron in the hotel lobby. 

“Well, it’s Clint Byron,” Conlon said. 
“What the devil do the cops want. . . . Oh, 
oh—my error. You’re a lawyer now.”  

“What do you want?” Alan Drake 
demanded. 

Byron went into his song and dance 

H 
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again, hardly expecting to be believed, but he 
obtained help from an unexpected quarter. 
Nan Drake stepped forward. She laughed 
lightly. 

“That’s the man,” she said. “He looked at 
me so strangely. I was sure he thought he 
knew me—or he was trying to flirt.”  

Conlon wasn’t to be put off quite so 
easily. 

“Maybe,” he admitted. “But when Clint 
Byron pulls something like this, it’s rarely a 
mistake. Clint, aren’t you the public defender 
appointed for that young fellow who killed 
Fadden?”  

“It happens I am,” Byron answered 
readily. “Why? Know something, Conlon?” 

Conlon shook his head vigorously. 
“Nothing. Except I’d like to do something 

for that fellow. I’d give a million dollars if I 
had that kind of money. Look—you don’t get 
paid for this job except a few bucks the court 
grants. How about taking a retainer from 
me?”  

“And from me,” Alan Drake said quickly. 
Byron shrugged. “No, I don’t think so. 

Unless you two men are actively interested in 
my client. For himself, I mean. Not just 
because he shot a man both of you hated and 
feared.”  

“We don’t know who Fadden’s killer is,” 
Conlon said. “Haven’t the vaguest idea. We 
were just making a friendly offer. It’s okay if 
you don’t want to take it.”  

“I don’t,” Byron said. “Well, I guess 
that’s all there is to it. Good night. Sorry I 
mistook you for someone else, miss.” He 
smiled at the girl. 

 
LINT BYRON turned and walked to the 
street. He headed south and proceeded 

slowly. He half-expected that girl would try 
to meet him somehow, and he was not wrong. 
When he reached the next corner, she was 
waiting for him. 

“So you finally decided to talk,” he said 
in a friendly voice. 

“You frightened me into it,” she chided. 
“I slipped out the back door, came across the 
court and through a gate leading to this side 
street. My uncle doesn’t know I left and you 
mustn’t tell him. Why did you follow me?” 

“To find out what you know,” Byron 
answered simply. “It would be better if you 
talked. For all three of us—Harry Page 
included.” 

“I met Harry when we attended the same 
college,” she explained. “It was almost all the 
way across the country. He was always good. 
He worked hard, so his father would not have 
to send him much money. Then he received a 
letter saying his father was in trouble. It 
seems his father saw this—this crook who 
was killed, choking a man to death. Mr. Page 
didn’t say anything, because he was afraid to. 

“Then Fadden came to see him with open 
threats. Mr. Page knew he would probably be 
murdered anyhow so he started for the police 
station. Only Fadden guessed he’d do just 
that and—and waited for him. Harry swore 
he’d kill Fadden for it, but I thought that was 
only a lot of talk induced by his grief. He 
seemed half dazed from the shock.”  

“No telling what a hot-headed young 
fellow will do.” Byron felt like groaning. 
“What you have told me is obviously the 
truth, but it doesn’t help Harry. In fact, you’d 
dust off the electric chair if you got on the 
witness stand with that story. You’d establish 
premeditation.” 

“That’s why I didn’t want to talk,” Nan 
admitted. “Even to you.”  

“What’s Conlon doing at your place?” 
Clint wanted to know. 

“I haven’t any idea,” she replied. “He’s a 
friend of my uncle. . . . I’ve got to go back 
now. Please try to help Harry. I can’t make 
myself think he’d turn into a murderer. Even 
when he made all those threats, I never 
thought he’d go through with them. He isn’t a 
killer, I tell you!” 

Clint Byron sighed. “But witnesses prove 
he is. So does a gun and a bullet—and 

C 
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Harry’s own confession. I’ll try to save him 
from the chair, but he’ll most certainly be 
handed a stretch. Thanks for telling me this, 
anyway.”  

He watched her hurry down the street and 
envied Harry Page. It must be pretty nice, he 
thought, to have a girl like Nan. But there 
were even more weighty matters on his mind. 
He lit a cigarette and strolled casually along, 
thinking deeply. 

What if that girl was lying? What if she 
urged Harry Page on, to kill Fadden? What if 
she was like her uncle and that ex-cop, 
Conlon? They were smart, convincing men. 
The type who might have talked Page into 
this crazy act of revenge. Perhaps Nan was 
just a pawn in the game, knowingly or 
unknowingly. 

“What the devil am I thinking of?” he 
derided himself softly. “I’m actually trying to 
get on the track of someone else as the 
murderer. Of course young Page did it. I’m 
being foolish.”  

At any rate, he managed to get rid of the 
idea that someone else had committed the 
crime, or had spurred Page on to do it. The 
evidence was all against the redhead. Byron’s 
only aim was to save him from the chair. 

Nothing could prevent a verdict of guilty, 
but if it was in the second degree, he would 
be satisfied. If it was manslaughter, he would 
be elated. 

 
CHAPTER IV 

 
NOT A CHANCE 

 
HE next morning Clint Byron attended 
the indictment proceedings. They were 

brief and could have only one result. His 
client, still anonymous, was held for trial. 

Lieutenant Bradley was there, of course, 
with the horse pistol introduced by him as the 
weapon of murder. Byron had a legal right to 
examine it. He did, quite thoroughly, and 

when he handed it back, he was palming one 
of the remaining five big slugs. 

He talked briefly to the redhead and 
learned nothing. He didn’t admit he knew 
who his client was. For once Lieutenant 
Bradley fastened on that kind of information, 
he would have his case complete. And the 
lawyer knew that Bradley was resorting to 
every trick at his command to learn the 
identity of Fadden’s killer. 

Ross Allison, the engineer in charge of 
the work in front of the court-house, took the 
stand and gave concise testimony that 
unerringly pointed an accusing, convicting 
finger at young Page. Byron asked none of 
the witnesses a single question. A matter over 
which Lieutenant Bradley gloated. 

“Why don’t you tear into Allison?” he 
asked. “Why not try to rip my testimony to 
shreds? What’s the matter, Clint? Lost all that 
push and vigor you used to have? Or is it 
because you know darned well we’ve got that 
killer on a greased walk leading straight to a 
death cell?”  

Clint Byron’s ire was up, but he 
controlled it. 

“You’re right, Lieutenant,” he agreed 
with disarming frankness. “I just haven’t got 
a case, that’s all. For my first assignment, this 
one is certainly a honey. Have you found out 
who he is yet?”  

“I will.” Bradley grinned happily. “He 
won’t talk, but there are ways of tracing a 
man’s identity. This is one of them.”  

He handed the lawyer a folded 
newspaper. In a boxed item was Harry Page’s 
picture. Byron knew his client would be 
recognized now all right—unless he had been 
away for three or four years when, in his age 
group, his appearance could have changed. 

“We’ll hold the trial in a week or two,” 
Bradley said. “That’s time enough for us to 
make the identification. A waste of 
taxpayer’s money, if you ask me. The trial 
won’t last two hours and I’ll make you a little 
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bet right here that the jury won’t even leave 
the box.” 

“I’m no sucker.” Byron shrugged. “See 
you later, Lieutenant.”  

That bullet, now in Clint Byron’s very 
pocket, was burning a hole there. He wanted 
to examine it—another symptom of his 
highly developed detective instinct. He still 
wouldn’t believe the evidence against him. 

He went to his small suite at the modest 
hotel, locked the door, and sat down by the 
window. Taking the bullet out of his pocket, 
he rolled it between his fingers. The maker’s 
name and the caliber were printed on the end 
of the shell. 

Clint Byron picked up his telephone and 
asked to be connected with the manufacturer. 
He identified himself and asked about both 
the gun and the bullet.  

“Yes,” the man at the other end of the 
wire said, “we made both the gun and the 
ammunition. They were special slugs. The 
gun never was a seller and we discontinued 
making it a long time ago.” 

“How long?” Byron asked.  
“Why, I’d say all of thirty years.”  
“Thanks,” Clint Byron said. “That gun a 

packed a pretty big wallop, didn’t it?”  
“Too big,” the gun factory representative 

replied. “That was the trouble. It kicked too 
hard and the ammunition was too expensive. 
Glad to help if there is anything else.” 

Byron hung up and searched for a 
penknife. With the large blade, he set up and 
set about prying the heavy lead bullet out of 
the shell. Carefully he poured the powder 
charge into the palm of his hand. There 
wasn’t much. The powder seemed to have 
deteriorated during all those years since it had 
been manufactured. 

Suddenly Clint Byron gasped and jumped 
to his feet. How could such a meager charge 
of powder have sent a bullet ripping all the 
way through Fred Fadden’s skull and still 
carry force enough to have penetrated the 
detective’s neck? 

Then the lawyer sat down again, slowly. 
Just because this slug happened to have a 
charge of powder made small by deterioration 
didn’t mean that the bullet which killed 
Fadden had carried a similar charge. Bullets, 
he knew from experience, are as individual as 
human beings. The lethal slug might have 
been backed up with plenty of powder to 
perform its bloody mission. At any rate, there 
was no proof it had not. 

Then, too, the bullet had been fired from 
the gun. Ballistics proved that beyond the 
slightest doubt. If he tried to dispute the 
testimony of the police experts, they would 
throw comparison images of the bullet on a 
screen for the jury to study. There just wasn’t 
a chance of proving that Harry Page hadn’t 
murdered Fadden—because he had. 

 
N A HUNCH, Byron decided to see 
Page again and try to make him talk. Try 

to convince him that if he didn’t he probably 
would get the chair. Endeavor to get young 
Page’s cooperation in making the case into 
one motivated by logical sympathy for the 
killer. 

He had to do that because he owed it to 
young Page. Byron was suddenly aware of 
the responsibility that had been thrust upon 
him. It was different now—trying to save a 
man’s life. If he wore a badge, he would be 
going all out to take that life instead of 
preserving it. The idea of what he actually 
was trying to do gave him a warm feeling. 

He put on his hat and, still occupied with 
these new thoughts, he walked slowly down 
the corridor toward the elevators. He didn’t 
see the cleaning woman’s pail of water in the 
corridor until his foot struck it. The pail went 
over, showering him with dirty water until his 
trousers were soaked around the cuffs. 

He muttered something uncomplimentary 
about his own stupidity and went back to his 
apartment. There he proceeded to lay out 
fresh clothes. Cleaning out the pockets of the 
suit he wore, he came upon the wad of waxed 
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paper he had automatically picked up from 
the court-house steps soon after the murder. 
He had forgotten all about the seemingly 
innocent paper wad.  

Now he opened it and spread it flat on a 
table. He felt his throat go dry and his heart 
began to pound. In a moment he was on his 
way to Police Headquarters.  

There he had to put a damper on his 
newfound enthusiasm because Lieutenant 
Bradley was astute enough to sense that 
something was going on. He gave the lawyer 
permission to visit his client in his cell.  

Harry Page was not especially interested.  
“You’re wasting time, Mr. Byron,” he 

said. “No matter what you do, I’ll insist upon 
taking the witness stand and admitting I shot 
Fadden. In a way, I’m sorry I did it, but I did, 
and that’s that.” 

“Look here,” Byron said, “you’re being 
an idiot. You got that gun from someone. 
Who?”  

“I don’t know.” Page shrugged. “I met a 
man who had the gun to sell and I bought it. 
I’m not going to involve him, even if I 
could.”  

“You talked to someone about killing 
Fadden though,” Byron persisted. “And 
maybe I know who it was. Never mind about 
that. Tell me exactly what happened on the 
courthouse steps.”  

Page hunched himself well back on the 
bunk and drew his knees up to his chin. 

“I planned to kill Fadden for days,” he 
said. “I knew when he was going to be 
sentenced. I knew they’d take him out the 
front door and down those steps. I figured out 
that if I accosted him at a certain step, I could 
shoot him and maybe get away. Or get a 
bullet in the back from one of those 
detectives. It really didn’t matter.”  

“But you pointed the gun and pulled the 
trigger?”  

“Of course I did.”  
“After that, what happened?” Byron 

asked. 

“Why, I—I’m not too certain. Things 
happened so fast. I remember standing there 
with the gun in my hand, still leveled at the 
spot where Fadden’s head had been. One of 
the detectives was drawing his gun and I 
suddenly didn’t want to die, so I dropped the 
gun. That’s all.”  

“Did George Conlon tell you on which 
step to stand and do the shooting?” asked 
Byron suddenly. 

“Why, he—” Page stopped abruptly. 
“Who is George Conlon?”  

“Just a pal of mine,” Clint Byron grinned. 
“So you don’t know him. My hunch must 
have been wrong. Listen, my unknown client, 
I’m going to ask for trial at once. Tomorrow, 
if possible. You’ll have to agree, but I 
imagine you want to get it over with as soon 
as possible.”  

“Why not?” Page shrugged. “I’m just 
taking up your time. It isn’t that I don’t 
appreciate what you’re trying to do for me, 
Mr. Byron. Things are just so hopeless it 
doesn’t make any difference.”  

“That’s right.” Byron conceded. “I’ll see 
the D.A. at once.” He left the cell and went 
straight to the D.A.’s office. There he used 
considerable guile in asking for a quick tria1. 

Ordinarily, it took weeks before a case 
could be heard, particularly a murder case. 

Attorneys for the defense and the 
prosecution both benefited by this 
arrangement for it took plenty of time to 
organize a case properly. So Byron had to 
forestall this possible objection. 

“After all,” he pointed out, “my client 
hasn’t a chance. I don’t want to fool around 
with the case any longer and he’s quite ready 
to face the consequences. Besides, you’re 
campaigning for reelection, and a quick 
conviction—fast justice—wouldn’t hurt your 
record any. Do this for me and I’ll find out 
his identity for you.”  

The D.A. was impressed. “All right, I’ll 
do it. You may be right, and the whole thing 
is cut and dried anyway.” 
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YRON felt like cheering when he 
headed from the D.A.’s office to City 

Hall, where he spent two hours examining 
certain records in various departments having 
to do with city work. Next, he visited the 
court-house and had a talk with Judge 
Fowler. 

“I may be letting myself in for contempt 
of court and a lot of other things,” he said, 
“but I have to take the chance. Judge, this 
trial must be held in Courtroom C on the third 
floor. Can you arrange that?”  

“I can.” Judge Fowler nodded. “And I’m 
glad to see you interested in your client. Even 
if there isn’t a chance to save him.”  

Byron chuckled. “Try to be in court, 
Judge. You’ll see a brand new way of trying a 
murder case, and ethics are going to be 
thrown right out the window. Stand by to bail 
me out if things go haywire—which they 
probably will.”  

That night Clint Byron visited the 
courthouse again. He only prowled around 
the outside of the building, but when he went 
back to his hotel, he was thoroughly satisfied. 
For one thing he was sure that Harry Page 
knew George Conlon and that the ex-
detective was implicated in the case. 

Harry Page would have to be made to talk 
in order to prove this, but the lawyer had a 
rapidly developing idea that young Page 
would open up. He simply had to—or one 
brand new attorney was going to face 
disbarment proceedings. If that happened, 
they wouldn’t even take him back on the 
cops. And Lieutenant Bradley’s gloating 
would be unbearable.  

 
CHAPTER V 

 
LETHAL BULLET 

 
N COURT the following morning, Clint 
Byron lounged in his chair while the jury 

was being selected. He showed no particular 
interest in the jurors, made no objections 

when the D.A. asked pointed questions of 
them and, as a result, the jury was sworn in 
about an hour after court began. The case 
started at once. 

The medical examiner gave testimony as 
to the cause and manner of death. The 
detective told how the still unnamed 
defendant accosted them, fired the shot, then 
dropped the gun. Byron asked the detective 
one question. 

“The defendant pointed the gun, fired, 
and stood there with the weapon still pointed? 
Is that right?”  

“Yes, sir,” the detective agreed. “He 
looked as if he had been paralyzed by the 
realization of what he’d done.” “You saw 
smoke and flame come out of the gun?” 
Byron queried. 

“Well, I’m not so certain of that.” The 
detective frowned. “Things happened so 
fast.” 

“That’s all.” The lawyer sat down and 
fiddled with a pencil while depositions from 
the wounded detective, still confined to the 
hospital, were read. His testimony tallied 
exactly with that of the other detective. 

Lieutenant Bradley took the stand and 
told what he knew. Byron waved dismally at 
the witness when the D.A. finished his 
questions. Bradley came over and sat beside 
the lawyer. 

“You should have raised the devil,” he 
whispered. “After all, a defense attorney 
without a case always yells and waves his 
hands a lot.”  

“I’m very tired this morning,” Byron said. 
“Besides, you know all the tricks and you 
might have made a fool out of me.”  

“That,” Bradley agreed, with a smirk, 
“was what I had been hoping for.”  

Ross Allison was on the stand giving a 
terse eye-witness story of what he had seen. It 
didn’t take long and Byron watched the jury 
fidgeting in their seats. They were becoming 
bored already and that meant each one’s mind 
was made up. Clint Byron arose.  

B
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“Mr. Allison,” he said, “I won’t question 
you about your testimony. It is obviously the 
truth, because even my client admits it. 
However, I should like to know what you 
were doing on the scaffolding your men were 
erecting in front of the court-house that 
morning.”  

“Working,” Allison said. “I’m short of 
men just like everyone else and I have to 
pitch in.”  

“How many men did you employ before 
the war, Mr. Allison?”  

“One hundred and sixty-five.”  
“How many are on your pay-roll now?”  
Allison stirred uneasily. “Why, about the 

same number. Yes, I’m sure I paid off one 
hundred and seventy-one men last week.”  

“Then you actually have more men than 
you did before the war?”  

“Well—yes,” Allison admitted. “But 
more work too.”  

Byron turned away. “Odd, but I thought 
contracting engineers like you were having a 
difficult time of it because of shortages in 
material. You must be the exception. That’s 
all, Mr. Allison.”  

The D.A. rested his case. Byron turned 
around in his chair and eyed the spectators. 
He saw George Conlon, Alan Drake and Nan 
seated well to the rear. He called Nan to the 
stand.  

“You know this young man,” he said, 
indicating his client. “Tell us about him.”  

Nan paled and young Page was squirming 
uncomfortably and softly cursing his lawyer 
under his breath. Nan told her story, the same 
she had told Byron that night when she 
slipped out of her uncle’s house. Lieutenant 
Bradley beamed. 

When Clint Byron sat down again while 
the D.A. drew out even more pertinent facts 
from Nan, Bradley whispered to him: 

“Clint, you’re worse than I figured. I’m 
not proud of you. After all, you trained under 
me and while you never were a really good 
cop, I thought you knew better than to put a 

witness on the stand who furnishes the 
premeditation and even tells us who the 
prisoner is so as to bring out the motive.”  

“Me,” Byron said, “I’m dumb. That’s 
from working with you. Excuse me, 
Lieutenant.”  

He arose and went to the table upon 
which lay the huge revolver. He paid no 
attention to Nan who was still in the witness 
chair, but picked up the gun and faced the 
jury. 

“This, ladies and gentlemen,” he said, “is 
the murder weapon. With it my client firmly 
believes he shot and killed Fred Fadden. It is 
a big gun. It kicks like the very devil, when 
the cartridge explodes. You will all agree to 
that, I’m sure. However, the cartridge must 
contain its normal amount of effective 
powder. I shall give you a demonstration. “ 

 
E TURNED quickly and pointed the gun 
at a big upholstered chair. He pulled the 

trigger. There was an explosion, not too loud, 
and the smack of the slug against the 
upholstery. Byron waited until the hubbub 
died down and then, before the Judge could 
call him before the bench for this unethical 
procedure, he dug the bullet out of the 
upholstery. He held it between his fingers and 
turned the big chair around so the jury could 
see the back of it. 

“Fred Fadden was killed by a bullet that 
crashed through his head and went on to 
wound the detective. It was a bullet fired 
from this gun. Yet I ask you to note that the 
bullet I fired couldn’t even go all the way 
through the padding of that chair. Why? 
Because I am prepared to prove that this 
bullet was manufactured more than a quarter 
of a century ago and has lost much of its 
power.”  

The D.A. was on his feet. 
“We have proven the murder bullet came 

from that gun. Because one slug doesn’t 
contain much powder doesn’t mean another 
will act in the same manner.”  

H
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Clint Byron smiled. “I think I’m right. 
Yet I concede that the murder bullet did 
actually come from this gun. But not at the 
time of the murder. The bullet was fired to 
get the barrel impressions on the lead, 
retrieved, and used in another type of 
weapon. I’m not sure just where that weapon 
is or what it is like, but I think we owe it to 
my client to have this angle investigated.”  

He turned to face the spectator’s gallery. 
He saw Alan Drake’s set face. He saw 
George Conlon heading for the door. 

“Stop that man!” he called out 
peremptorily. “Stop him, I say!”  

Conlon was seized, despite his protests. 
Byron saw that the Judge was about ready to 
explode. With a low bow to the D.A., Byron 
clambered onto the bench and whispered in 
the Judge’s ear for a moment. The Judge 
looked startled. 

“Bailiff,” the Judge called, “lock the 
doors. No one is to leave this court room. Mr. 
Byron, you may proceed and, Mr. District 
Attorney, I want no interference from you.” 

Byron grinned at the startled D.A., 
walked over and faced the jury. 

“I ask that the jury leave the box and 
assemble near the large windows overlooking 
the front of this court house,” he said. “You 
will be able to see the scaffolding erected 
there and watch murder evidence revealed 
before your eyes. While you watch, I’ll tell 
you a story.” 

The jury didn’t move until the Judge 
ordered them to do so. Clint Byron warned 
them to be careful and not be seen through 
the window. With the jury kneeling and 
peering out, the Judge, the D.A. and Bradley 
crouched beside another of the four big 
windows. All riveted their eyes on the 
scaffolding, in plain sight below. 

“My client did not murder Fadden,” 
Byron said. “He had the motive, he 
premeditated the crime and he actually went 
so far as to try and carry it out. The gun was 
furnished to him by George Conlon. Conlon 

was the go-between. He talked my client into 
committing the crime. My client, armed with 
the gun, did aim it and probably pulled the 
trigger, but the gun didn’t go off because 
there was just an empty shell under the 
hammer. He was naturally excited, but if that 
gun had gone off, the kick would have caused 
him to remember it. The explosion and the 
prepared bullet came from another source. 
Look closely now. My client believed the 
explosion came from the gun he held, but it 
did not. He was in a half-daze during all of 
this. His confession was made on the basis of 
honesty, but it is wrong. Watch now.”  

They all saw Ross Allison, without 
bothering to don work clothes, clamber onto 
the scaffolding and set to work with a huge 
wrench. He was uncoupling a piece of steel 
pipe with an open end that was pointed at the 
spot where Fadden had fallen. 

Clint Byron nudged Lieutenant Bradley. 
“Go get him, Lieutenant, before he hides 

or destroys the evidence. That pipe is really a 
shotgun. He wadded the bullet into it, holding 
it in place with a wad of waxed paper. The 
bullet, with the characteristic rifling of the big 
revolver, was discharged without being 
marked any further. Allison wanted to kill 
Fadden because he hated him so—and to be 
absolutely certain he would die. . . . Go on, 
Lieutenant. Snap out of it.”  

Bradley made a fast exit. They watched 
him approach Allison and saw the engineer 
reach toward his hip pocket. A service pistol 
appeared in Bradley’s fist, and that was all 
there was to it. 

The jury filed back to its box. The Judge 
resumed his seat on the bench. Young Page 
was alternately turning pink and white. 

“That’s correct!” he shouted suddenly. 
“Conlon did give me the gun and encouraged 
me to kill Fadden. He said I could get away 
with it and he’d have preparations made to 
help me escape. I was to do the shooting on 
the eleventh step from the top. He just wanted 
me to stop Fadden so that improvised shotgun 



DEATH OF A DEAD MAN 17

would be pointed at him. I never was sure 
whether or not I’d fired. When the time came, 
I suddenly didn’t want to become a 
murderer!” 

 
LINT BYRON faced the bench. 

murde
“Your Honor, I ask that the charge of 

r against my client be dismissed. I ask 
that if the District Attorney wishes to charge 
him with intent to murder, the court will 
accept plea of guilty under extenuating 
circumstances and extend leniency. My client 
has suffered greatly.”  

The D.A. cleared his throat. 
“The State, Your Honor, withdraws the 

charge of murder against the accused. The 
State asks time to prepare a warrant charging 
him with intent to kill and agrees that if he 
cooperates against Ross Allison and George 
Conlon, the State will readily accept a mild 
penalty.”  

Byron nodded in satisfaction. 
“Your Honor,” he said, “Ross Allison was 

afraid of Fadden. Possibly he wanted to 
murder him himself or, at least, insure his 
death in the event that Harry Page balked 
when the time came. Therefore, he rigged this 
improvised shotgun containing the marked 
bullet. Ross Allison is a grafter. With 
Fadden’s help he has cheated the city out of 
many thousands of dollars and Fadden would 
have talked about it. I suspected him when I 

realized he never did any manual work 
himself. 

“Then the wad of waxed paper, perforated 
with powder, added to the evidence. Next, I 
discovered that Allison had been cheating and 
then, to top it all off, I found that Allison did 
not have a contract for the work he was doing 
on the outside of the courthouse. He simply 
went ahead as if the job had been ordered so 
he could rig his shotgun in the scaffolding. 
When I exposed the trick, Allison left the 
court room because he knew he had to get rid 
of that evidence. I hoped he would do that so 
you might watch him at it. That’s all, ladies 
and gentlemen. I’m grateful. To you also, 
Your Honor.”  

The D.A. sidled over to Clint Byron. “I 
intended adding you to my staff one of these 
days, Clint, but after that dirty trick you can 
go hang.”  

Byron sighed. He stopped young Page, 
walked over and grasped his arm. He piloted 
him into the Judge’s chambers. In a few 
moments Page came out, his face beet-red. 
Clint Byron emerged too, and he was 
limping. Once he stopped, raised his right 
foot and gently massaged it through the shoe. 

Then he saw Nan Drake walking in his 
direction. She passed right by young Page 
and kept on coming. Byron automatically 
straightened his necktie and smiled. Being 
Attorney for the Defense wasn’t so bad after 
all. 
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