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THE CORPSE SAID “NO” 
By NORMAN A. DANIELS 

 
HE dispatcher’s call was the kind 
Sergeant Grady hated. 

Patrolman
“Car Ten. Sergeant Grady. 
 Anderson thirty minutes late on 

duty call. Check up and advise.”  
Bill Grady dreaded that kind of call 

because it meant that some patrolman 
under his jurisdiction was either in serious 
trouble or had become negligent. He 
glanced at Tom Sutton, his radio car 
driver. 

“Well, what are you waiting for? Get 
over to the corner of White and Carmody 

and make it snappy. John Anderson was 
never late on duty call yet, except he was 
in a mess. Maybe we’ll have to pull him 
out.”  

Sutton snapped on his red blinker 
lights, made a “U” turn and stepped on it. 

“Anderson is an old pal of yours, isn’t 
he?” he said, without taking his eyes off 
the road. 

“We were sworn in together. Side by 
side. More than fourteen years ago. That’s 
why I’m sure we’re going to run into 
trouble. I know John Anderson. 
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Sutton used his siren to clear traffic at 
a red light, turned the next corner and 
really rolled that radio car. They reached 
Carmody Street, the cross artery. It was far 
out, near the city limits, where there was 
usually very little doing. 

Before they reached the call box at the 
corner of White, Sergeant Grady was 
opening the car door. He’d seen the dark 
form lying in the gutter of the deserted 
street. Before Sutton braked, Grady was 
on his feet and running. When Sutton 
reached him, Grady was already 
straightening up from the blue uniformed 
body on the ground. Grady’s face was 
grim as death itself.  

“He’s dead. He was shot through the 
back with his own service pistol. Get on 
that box phone and call the office while I 
check up some more.”  

Grady turned his flash on the dead 
man. The eyes were wide open and 
staring. Grady closed them tenderly. He 
noticed that Patrolman Anderson’s 
handcuffs were on his left wrist, one end 
dangling. He’d had his prisoner, all right. 
Sergeant Grady unbuttoned the dead 
man’s jacket and fumbled for a notebook 
he knew would be there. He opened it, sat 
down on the curb and studied the last 
entry.  

From the scrawled words he derived 
information that Anderson had arrested a 
man attempting to hold up the big 
warehouse and trucking depot of Watkin, 
Locke and Vincent, not more than half a 
dozen blocks away. 

“Stay here and wait for the Homicide 
boys,” Grady told Sutton. “I’m going 
down to the Watkin warehouse. That’s 
where Anderson made the pinch.” 

 
RADY got into the car and drove it 
over to the warehouse. The immense 

doors were closed. He pounded on them. 
A small door opened somewhat cautiously 

and a man with a battered uniform cap 
peered out. The cap bore the faded legend 
“Watchman.”  

“Oh.” He opened the door wide. 
“Come on in, Sarge. Anderson said there’d 
be somebody to talk to me about the 
stickup.”  

“Yeah,” Grady said. “That’s what I’m 
here for. Tell me about it.”  

He stepped inside and closed the door. 
The watchman was about sixty-five, but 
spry and alert.  

“Well,” he said, “about midnight, 
somebody banged on the door. I let him in, 
watching him, of course. We got trucks 
full of pretty valuable stuff here. Guess I 
didn’t watch him close enough. Next thing 
I knew he had a gun on me.”  

“Then you’ve learned your lesson, so 
there’s no use in my bawling you out,” 
Grady said grimly. “You should never let 
anybody into a place like this unless you 
know him.” 

“I thought it was one of the emergency 
drivers,” the watchman explained. 
“Sometimes they show up at crazy hours 
to roll a truck out. Anyway, this guy made 
me lie down. He tied me pretty tight. I’d 
just put in my twelve o’clock call. I knew 
what time it was and that Anderson would 
be dropping in sometime within the next 
ten minutes. He never fails. So I started to 
stall. I told the man he was crazy and all 
that. He didn’t pay much attention.”  

“What happened when Anderson 
showed?” Grady wanted to know. 

“I’m getting to that, Sarge. The 
gunman—he was carrying a shiny 
revolver—made sure I couldn’t get free. 
He put a gag on me and then went upstairs 
where the office is located. While he was 
gone, Anderson came in. I had purposely 
left the door open a little, but the gunman 
didn’t notice that. Anderson slipped the 
gag off and I told him just what happened. 
He pulled his gun, put the gag back on me 
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and stepped over there behind a truck.”  
“I see.” Grady nodded. “The crook 

came back, Anderson put the gun on him, 
disarmed and cuffed him. Why didn’t he 
use the phone in the warehouse to call for 
help?”  

The watchman frowned. “He tried to, 
but the darned thing was out of order. 
Things never work when you need them. 
So he decided to take the man to the call 
box.”  

“Did he seem to know this gunman?” 
Grady asked. 

“All Anderson said was, ‘You fool, 
Cajun, you haven’t even cooled off yet.’ 
Yes, he knew the man. Why don’t you ask 
him about it?” 

“Anderson is dead. His prisoner took 
his gun away and shot him. You say this 
Cajun went to the office. Take me there. 
Was anything missing?”  

“I don’t know. Anderson didn’t find 
anything on this Cajun fellow except his 
gun. I was going upstairs to look around, 
but Anderson told me to wait until 
somebody arrived. Poor chap, getting it 
like that from some cheap crook.”  

“Um,” Grady said. “Wait until you see 
what happens to the crook. What hand did 
the crook use to hold his gun?”  

“The right. Yes. I’m sure it was the 
right hand. Come on, I’ll show you the 
office upstairs.”  

The watchman led the way to the 
second floor which was stacked high with 
cases of goods. At the far end was the 
glassed-in office, large enough for about a 
dozen clerks and stenographers. They 
walked through this to a private office. 

The watchman opened the door and 
turned on the light.  

The large safe door was wide open. 
Grady stepped up to it, saw that the 
contents had been well ransacked. He eyed 
the watchman suspiciously.  

“How come this Cajun knew the 

combination of the safe? Or was it left 
open?”  

“No, sir, they kept a lot of cash in 
there. It was closed at eleven o’clock when 
I came through the last time.”  

Grady rubbed his chin. That open safe 
indicated collusion. No ordinary stickup 
artist could tackle a modern tumbler and 
get it unlocked—not unless he carried the 
combination with him. 

There was a tall desk lighter on the big 
oak desk. It was made of sterling and the 
top of it was covered with soot. Fresh 
carbon, as Grady discovered when he 
lightly touched it. He glanced into the 
wastebasket, saw the shoe which had been 
tossed there. He grunted and slowly 
pivoted to eye the whole room.  

Directly across from where Sergeant 
Grady stood, were four large steel lockers. 
He walked toward them. His eyes studied 
the floor—and he started. There was blood 
below the end locker. Quickly he yanked it 
open and stepped aside as a crumpled 
body tumbled out.  

The watchman gasped in horror.  
“That’s George Watkin! He runs the 

place!”  
“Put that in the past tense,” Grady said 

carefully. “Watkin is dead. His head was 
bashed in with a chunk of pipe. There’s 
the pipe, in the locker. Looks as though 
this Cajun gave Watkin a bit of fancy 
torture to make him open the safe.”  

The watchman glanced down at the 
dead man’s naked foot. The flesh was 
badly burned. 

“Cajun used the lighter,” Grady said. 
“Now think carefully. Did you know that 
Watkin was here tonight?”  

“No, sir. He must have used the side 
entrance. He did that now and then, but 
usually he let me know he was here.”  

Grady picked up the phone, 
remembered the system had gone dead, 
but tried to dial anyway. There was no dial 
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tone. 
“Cajun apparently made Watkin tell 

the combination of the safe. He killed 
Watkin, looted the safe—but where is the 
dough? You said Anderson didn’t find 
anything on him.”  

“Well, I don’t think he frisked the 
gunman very well. He was satisfied when 
he found the artillery.” 

 
HERE were loud voices below. Grady 
called the newcomers up to the second 

floor, and the procession from Homicide 
filed in, led by Captain Rayshek. Grady 
explained in detail what he’d found. 

Rayshek was super-efficient. 
“You did well, Sergeant. Now we’ll 

take over. I happen to know who this 
Cajun is. A mug with the last name of 
Baroux. He got out of prison about two 
weeks ago. If my memory is accurate, 
Anderson helped to send him up. We’ll 
find him, don’t worry.”  

“I think I’ll keep my eyes open too,” 
Grady said. . 

“Why sure, Grady.” Rayshek waved 
his hand toward the fingerprint experts, 
indicating they were to tackle the safe 
first. “But Cajun will have gone into 
hiding by now. We’ll smoke him out.”  

“No,” Grady insisted, “I meant I’m 
going to take an active part in this deal. 
Anderson and I were pals. We made a 
pact, fourteen years ago, when we were 
sworn in. If somebody got me, he 
wouldn’t stop until he had the killer. I 
made the same agreement with him and 
I’ve got to keep it.”  

“Go ahead,” Rayshek answered. “Just 
don’t step on our toes, Grady. Remember, 
you’re a harness bull and these monkeys 
are smarter than they used to be. Takes 
science and skill to get ‘em into the open. 
Okay, boys, start squirting that powder. 
You’ll find prints, all right.”  

Grady nudged the watchman and led 
him out of the office. He dropped his voice 
to a whisper. 

“Where did Watkin live?”  
“Twenty-five twenty-seven Waverly 

Place. Him and his missus.”  
“What about the other names attached 

to this firm, Locke and Vincent?”  
“Locke’s first name is Mark. He hardly 

ever came here, just drew profits. Vincent 
died three years ago. His widow wouldn’t 
sell out. She drew profits, too. Lately, her 
boy friend has been hanging around. 
Learning the ropes, he says. Anyway, 
that’s what he told me and Anderson the 
other night.”  

“Thanks,” Grady said. “Don’t tell 
those big shots in there I asked you any 
questions.” 

Grady ran down the steps, returned the 
salutes of two patrolmen on duty at the 
door and went on out. His radio car was 
there, manned by Tern Sutton who’d 
borrowed a lift from the Homicide boys. 
Grady got into the car.  

“Twenty-five twenty-seven Waverley 
Place,” he ordered, “in a hurry! The lug 
Anderson pinched killed one of the owners 
of the warehouse, too. I want to reach his 
people before Rayshek does.”  

Sutton got the car going fast.  
“Sarge, you butting in? This is 

Homicide Squad stuff.”  
“Not when Anderson was killed, it 

isn’t. Besides, I think I know something 
Rayshek hasn’t come across yet. He will, 
given time, but I want to bring in the 
murderer myself.” 

“What do you know?” Sutton asked. 
“Clues, or stuff like that?”  

“Well, no, not exactly. Anderson told 
me.”  

The car gave a crazy swerve.  
“Anderson? But he was dead when we 

reached him, Sarge!”  

T 
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“Yes—he was dead. But Anderson 
spoke a right up. He said ‘No!’ ” 

Sutton gulped and didn’t insist upon 
any clarification of the odd statement. He 
just kept a wary eye on his sergeant.  

The address on Waverley Place was a 
neat private dwelling, set amid old trees 
and beautifully cultivated grounds. The 
sound of a radio playing light music could 
be heard. It was clear that nobody here 
realized the master of the house was dead.  

Bill Grady didn’t like these jobs very 
much. He’d brought news of disaster to 
many families. But this time the tragedy of 
Patrolman Anderson’s death spurred him 
to blunt and deliberate action.  

He rang the bell and a woman of about 
forty-five came to the door. She was 
dressed in a light blue hostess gown, had a 
sleek upsweep of blond hair and she knew 
how to use makeup. Her eyes grew wide at 
the sight of Grady’s uniform. 

“Yes,” she said. “I’m Mrs. Watkin. 
What’s wrong? Something has happened 
to George.”  

That wasn’t bad guessing, Grady 
thought, even allowing for a woman’s 
intuition. He followed her into a large 
living room. Two men were there, both 
well dressed. Mark Locke was angular and 
tall, a man of quiet determination if the cut 
of his jaw meant anything. The other, who 
was introduced to Grady as Hugh Cooper, 
was a man of medium height and weight. 
His handgrip was strong, his eyes were 
steady and shrewd. 

“I’m afraid, Mrs. Watkin, you are due 
for a shock,” Grady said. “Your husband 
is—dead. He was murdered about an hour 
ago.” 

 
RS. WATKIN seemed to grow 
smaller and smaller. It was only 

because her knees were folding under her. 
She dropped into a crumpled heap. Mark 
Locke sprang to aid her, giving Grady a 

harsh look and some muttered 
imprecations about taking lessons on how 
to break bad news. 

“It’s better the way Sergeant Grady did 
it,” Cooper said. “What’s the difference? 
She had to know sometime. How did it 
happen, Sergeant?”  

“A thief—we know who he is—
tortured Mr. Watkin into opening the safe. 
But don’t tell that part of it to his wife 
when she wakes up. It was pretty bad. 
Then the crook smashed Watkin’s skull 
with a piece of pipe, fled to the first floor 
of the warehouse and straight into the arms 
of a cop.”  

“You have him then?” Locke looked 
up, almost too quickly. 

“We—had him,” Grady compromised. 
“He succeeded in taking the policeman’s 
gun away and killing him, too. There’s a 
dragnet out. He won’t get far.”  

“What a terrible thing!” Cooper 
exclaimed. Then he became practical. 
“We’d better get a doctor for Mrs. Watkin. 
And, Sergeant, if we can help you in any 
way—?”  

“You,” Grady indicated Locke, “phone 
for the doctor. Mr. Cooper, if you don’t 
mind I’d like you to answer a couple of 
questions. Locke was Watkin’s partner. 
There is one other member of the firm, the 
widow of a man who was also in business 
with Watkin and Locke. Is that right?”  

“Yes. Yes, of course it’s right. Locke 
was thinking about getting out of business 
lately. He and— I shouldn’t say this, 
Sergeant. Not after what happened.”  

“Go ahead and say it,” Grady urged. 
“We’ll find out anyhow.”  

“Well, Locke and Watkin weren’t too 
friendly of late. They had several spats 
about finances and the proper way to run 
things. That’s where I come in. I’m going 
to marry Mrs. Vincent, the widow who 
owns one-third of the business. I tried to 
act as peacemaker on the theory that won 

M 
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I’ll be handling one-third of the business, 
anyhow.”  

Grady shrugged. 
“That stuff doesn’t interest me,” he 

said. “Personal things of that kind. It’s a 
clear-cut case of an ex-convict trying to 
swell his kitty by a bit of burglary. He 
killed Watkin because it would have been 
dangerous to let him live. He killed the 
patrolman because, after the murder of 
Watkin, one more killing didn’t mean 
much.”  

Mrs. Watkin was slowly regaining 
consciousness. She groaned, and Cooper 
hurried over to the divan upon which she 
lay. Grady walked out of the room, 
passing Locke, who had just come from 
the phone. The partner didn’t say a word. 

Grady went back to the radio car and 
climbed in. 

“Take me to the nearest call box, 
Tom,” he ordered. “I want to find out what 
address Cajun Baroux gave the parole 
board. It’s a good bet he didn’t lie. Maybe 
we’ll find something there even though 
Cajun won’t be within a mile of the place 
if he can help it.” 

Grady got the address, a cheap 
downtown hotel. He drove down and 
obtained a key to Cajun’s room from a 
somewhat reluctant hotel manager. Going 
up in the creaky elevator, he got out on the 
eighth floor and located the room. 

Just to make certain, he drew his 
service pistol and had it ready for action. 
He unlocked the door, turned on the light 
and surveyed the single room critically. 

It wasn’t much of a place. Hardly 
bigger than the prison cell Cajun had so 
recently vacated. There were a few things 
in bureau drawers. Nothing much, or of 
apparent importance. Grady walked across 
the room toward the single bed. He was 
opposite the window when a bullet 
smacked into the plaster. 

Grady went down fast. The window 

had splintered. Somebody from across the 
court was throwing lead his way. He 
crawled over to the window and poked his 
head up experimentally. Almost at once 
another bullet smashed through the partly 
broken window. Grady couldn’t even see 
where it came from. 

He arose beside the window and 
showed himself again, gun ready to swing 
into the fight. No further shooting 
occurred. Grady ducked to one side and 
then really searched the room. He ripped 
up the rug, spilled bureau drawers on the 
floor, ripped open the mattress and the 
cushions. He found nothing at all. 

It occurred to him that he hadn’t heard 
the bark of the gun used. He dug a bullet 
out of the wall. It was a .22 long, shot 
from a rifle that didn’t make very much 
noise. 

 
EAVING the room, Bill Grady 
cautiously descended to the lobby, 

showing considerable respect for that rifle 
should it be in this building now and ready 
to cut him down. He talked to the 
·manager and learned that Cajun had 
checked in a week before, paid a month’s 
rent in advance and was out almost all day. 
Nights he stayed in, reading or listening to 
his cheap radio. 

Grady didn’t like the sound of those 
comments. A crook like Cajun, if he was 
on the prowl, should have done his reading 
and radio listening by day and his 
prowling by night. 

Tom Sutton had not heard the shots, 
nor had anyone else, judging by the 
normal flow of pedestrian traffic out in the 
street. Telling Sutton to keep a sharp eye 
out, Bill walked over to the building which 
faced Cajun’s window. 

It was another hotel of the same type. 
A room opposite Cajun’s window had 
been rented only a few minutes ago. 

“The guy seemed nervous,” the clerk 

L
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explained. “I didn’t get a very good look at 
him, but he spoke with an accent. He had 
his coat collar pulled up and his hat brim 
down. We get all sorts here. I didn’t pay 
much attention.”  

“Did he have baggage?” Grady asked. 
“Yeah. One bag. He wouldn’t let me 

carry it up for him, the tightwad.”  
“I’m going up,” Grady said. “If you 

hear a shot fired, call Headquarters fast.”  
The clerk had been accurate enough in 

his description of the room. It faced 
Cajun’s window almost exactly, but was 
one floor lower. From it, Grady had a 
good view of the room in which he’d 
almost been killed. The window here was 
wide open, and there were powder marks 
along the sides of the frames. 

Undoubtedly, the would-be killer had 
escaped through some rear exit, knowing 
very well that Grady would be over soon. 
He’d taken the rifle with him. Grady 
shuddered. He didn’t like those little guns. 
They were too deadly and could be aimed 
too well. 

He used the room phone to call 
Headquarters for fingerprint men, and 
stayed there until they arrived. They 
promised to leave word with the desk 
lieutenant if they found any identifiable 
prints. Then Grady went back to his radio 
car. 

“We’re going to Lakeview 
Boulevard,” he told Sutton. “I’ll tell you 
where to stop when we get there.”  

Sutton started the car. 
“Sarge—you said that Anderson’s 

corpse said ‘No.’ What did you mean by 
that? I’ve been trying to figure it out.” 

“Alive,” Grady answered, “Patrolman 
Anderson could talk your ear off. Dead—
all he could say was ‘No.’ You’ll find out, 
if we’re lucky. Rayshek must be working 
his head off by now. We’ve got to beat 
him to it.”  

Grady had the car stop in front of an 

imposing residence set back from the road. 
The name on the wrought-iron gate at the 
entrance read, “James Vincent.”  

“Vincent is dead,” Grady explained to 
Sutton. “His widow lives here. She owns a 
share in that warehouse. Watch it now. 
That gent with the .22 rifle may have 
guessed I’d come here and he’ll want to 
try some more target practise.”  

Tom Sutton wagged his head. 
“I hate to say it, Sarge, but I don’t 

think you handled the situation quite right. 
That was Cajun who fired at you. He 
rented that hotel room so he could keep an 
eye on his own place. When he figured it 
was safe, he intended to go back for some 
of his things. He saw you in there and 
opened up. Cops always have been his 
enemies.”  

“You ought to get on Rayshek’s 
squad,” Grady said pleasantly. “He thinks 
that way, too. Wait for me.”  

Mrs. Vincent was no more than thirty-
five. She was an attractive woman despite 
the fact that her eyes were red from 
weeping.  

“You’re here about the murder of 
George Watkin, of course,” she said. 
“Hugh—that is, Mr. Cooper—phoned and 
broke the news to me.”  

“A police officer was murdered, too,” 
Grady said quietly. He sat down. “The safe 
at the warehouse had been opened and 
cleaned out, I think. Have you any idea 
how much money was in it?”  

“Good heavens, no, Sergeant! I really 
had very little to do with the business, you 
know.”  

“So I understood, ma’am. But maybe 
you can help with this. We believe the 
murderer knew exactly what was in the 
safe. Now wait—I’m not accusing Cooper 
or Mr. Locke. Only one of them, even 
Mrs. Watkin or the dead man himself, 
might have carelessly talked about the 
cash in the safe. That’s why I want a line 
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on the people they pal around with.”  
“I can’t answer for Mr. Locke,” Mrs. 

Vincent said quickly. “We aren’t on the 
best of terms. He wanted George Watkin 
and me to buy him out, but he demanded a 
very large price. Hugh—Mr. Cooper—
advised me not to buy. He said when he 
took over, he’d make Locke come down. 
Mr. Cooper and I are going to be married, 
you see?”  

“He did mention it,” Grady remarked. 
“Interesting fellow. I’d almost swear I’ve 
seen him somewhere before.”  

“I hardly think so, Sergeant. Hugh’s 
been in the city only a short time. He 
comes from High Falls, a little town 
upstate. He’ll be here shortly, I think, if 
you want to talk to him.” 

“Oh, no,” Grady said hastily. “He’ll 
think I’m overdoing this thing. After all, 
we know who the killer is. I was just 
trying to see if there was a possibility of an 
accomplice. Thanks very much. I’ll be 
going now.” 

 
UTTON had driven the car only a 
block when Grady turned around to 

spot a big sedan pulling up before the 
Vincent house, and a man who looked like 
Cooper hurried inside. 

“Make it fast to Sherman Road,” 
Grady said. “I want to look over Cooper’s 
diggings while he’s with Mrs. Vincent. 
After that, we’ll make a pass at Mark 
Locke’s place, just to be on the safe side. 
Locke will be with Mrs. Watkin. I got me 
an idea there’s more than just friendship 
there. Not sure though.”  

Cooper had leased a small house on 
Sherman Road. Grady got in by using a 
skeleton key on the cheap, back door lock. 
He went through the house rather quickly, 
but found nothing of interest except a 
recent newspaper from a small 
Midwestern town. The only daily in town, 
according to the masthead. 

Grady located the telephone and made 
two long distance calls. The results of his 
conversations with two chiefs of police 
made him frown deeply. He didn’t 
comment to Tom Sutton, however, when 
he reached the car. Sutton was getting a bit 
touchy anyhow. 

“Sarge,” the driver complained, “we’re 
not getting any place. You ought to be 
hunting for Cajun Baroux instead of this 
running around. Captain Rayshek will find 
him first and we’ll be out in the cold. After 
all, it’s our case. We were there ahead of 
the Homicide Squad. I thought you wanted 
to show them that harness bulls can handle 
murder cases, too.”  

“Now where did you ever get that idea, 
Tom?” Grady answered. “First place, 
Homicide outranks us. Second place, they 
have everything to work with. We only 
have our heads. Let’s go back to Mrs. 
Watkin’s house. Rayshek should have 
been there and gone by now. Foaming at 
the mouth, I’ll bet, because we were there 
first.”  

“Maybe we ought to ring in,” Sutton 
suggested. “There might be some news.”  

“The only news you’ll hear is a 
command from the lieutenant to make 
tracks for Headquarters. Rayshek is sore 
by now and he’ll have us on the carpet. 
I’m going to send you to Headquarters, 
though. You’re to use the back entrance. 
Here, check your watch against mine.”  

There was a slight difference of time, 
which Sutton corrected. Then he listened 
to quiet instructions from Grady while his 
mouth gaped wider and wider. 

“If you handle this right,” Grady said, 
“we’ll go places. If you don’t, we’ll go 
other places—like some nice beat in the 
woods. Me, I got to like a radio car long 
ago. Park in front of Mrs. Watkin’s and 
then bum a ride to Headquarters. I’ll be 
needing the car—maybe.”  

Mark Locke let Grady into the house. 

S 
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He wasn’t too cordial about it. 
“We’ve had a horde of detectives here 

already,” he said. “Why did you come 
back? Mrs. Watkin is in no condition to 
answer a lot of questions.”  

“You are,” Grady commented. “I been 
hearing a few things about you, Mr. 
Locke. Such as, you pay too much 
attention to Mrs. Watkin.” 

“That’s a lot of nonsense!” Locke 
snapped savagely. “We’re good friends, 
that’s all. Now that George is dead, 
somebody has to take charge.” 

“I mean before George was killed. Let 
it go. I’m just interested in two murders. Is 
Cooper coming back here tonight?” 

“He’s on his way now. Good and sore, 
too—about the way you talked to Mrs. 
Vincent. Sergeant, does wearing a uniform 
automatically transform a man into a bully 
who delights in plaguing people?” 

“Some say it does,” Grady replied with 
a smile. “My own wife though, thinks I’m 
a pretty nice guy, but she might be 
prejudiced.” He walked over and snapped 
on the radio. “Mind if I tune in on your 
short wave band? I have to keep track of 
calls from Headquarters, and this set picks 
up our signals.” 

The radio crackled. An announcer 
started droning off descriptions of two 
stolen cars. Grady sat down. 

“Might as well be comfortable until 
Cooper gets here,” he said. “What I have 
to talk about will interest him, too.”  

Locke sat down with a scowl. A deep, 
dismal silence fell between both men. 
Locke seemed nervous. He kept folding 
and unfolding his hands. Now and then, he 
darted a sly glance at Grady.  

 
OOPER arrived ten minutes later. His 
face turned beet red with anger when 

he saw Grady.  
“I’m going to lodge a formal 

complaint against you!” he raged. “Mrs. 

Vincent had nothing to do with this. You 
had no right to question her and insinuate 
that Locke or I had anything to do with—”  

“Good heavens!” Locke gasped. “Did 
he say I was mixed up in this?” 

“He implied we both might be,” 
Cooper declared. “Something about one or 
both of us being in cahoots with the crook 
who killed George. And turn that radio 
off!”  

“Nix,” Grady checked him. “I’ve got 
to it listen for radio calls to my car. They 
come over on this set fine. Now take it 
easy, will you? And keep your voices 
down. Undoubtedly, Mrs. Watkin is trying 
to rest. All I said was that Cajun Baroux, 
the murderer, must have had inside dope 
that there’d be a lot of cash in the safe 
tonight. Such information had to come 
from somebody who knew, and that means 
you, Locke, or even you, Cooper, because 
you’re almost as good as a partner. Only 
takes a clergyman to say a few words and 
you will be.”  

“Then why didn’t you ask those 
questions of me direct?” Cooper 
demanded. 

Grady shrugged. 
“Well, you see, 1— Quiet! That’s a 

call for my car.” 
The radio announcer’s voice was a 

little crisper than usual, as if he were 
almost interested in his broadcast. 

“Calling Sergeant Grady. The body of 
Cajun Baroux has been found and 
positively identified. Call dispatcher for 
details. Captain Rayshek wants you at the 
scene.” 

Grady snapped off the radio and turned 
to face both men. 

“Now we’ll find out a few things. 
Cajun probably killed himself, knowing 
we were closing in on him. But Cajun 
wasn’t a brainy type. Maybe he left a note, 
telling who tipped him. Crooks like Cajun 
doublecross their friends even in death. 

C 
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Better stick around, you two. Captain 
Rayshek might want to talk to you.” 

Grady went out quickly, got behind the 
wheel of the radio car and drove away 
with a grinding of gears. He turned the 
next corner, swung into the nearest 
driveway and parked. He jumped from the 
car and ran to the corner. From behind a 
hedge, he could watch the Watkin home 
clearly. 

Mark Locke emerged first, moving 
fast. He went to his car which was parked 
near the en-trance, and drove rapidly 
away. Three minutes later, Cooper came 
out. His car was also conveniently parked 
and he headed in Grady’s direction. 

Bill sped back to his radio coupe and 
started to trail him. He doused his lights 
and wished they’d never got the idea of 
painting police cars fancy colors. He had 
to stay far back to avoid being seen and 
Cooper was traveling fast. 

Once Grady lost him and he had a 
couple of bad moments. But he picked up 
the sedan once more and made certain he 
didn’t lose it again. Cooper was heading 
north, toward the outskirts. Quite suddenly 
he turned a corner and when Grady got to 
it there was no sign of Cooper’s car. 

Grady parked. He walked down the 
street slowly, keeping as close to the 
hedges of the small houses as possible. At 
each driveway he scrutinized the pavement 
narrowly. There was enough light from 
street lamps. Finally, he saw the tracks he 
was looking for. Fresh tire marks. Grady 
moved down that drive carefully, gun in 
his fist now. 

Cooper’s car was around in back. 
Grady stepped up to the kitchen door. It 
was closed, but not locked. He’d gambled 
on the fact that Cooper would be in a 
terrific rush. 

Cautiously Grady opened the door. He 
came to a sudden halt at the sound of 

Cooper’s voice. Then he realized that 
Cooper was making a phone call. 

“Yes, yes,” Cooper was saying. “It’s 
vitally important. Tell Sergeant Grady I 
have some information. It won’t keep 
long. I said this was Mark Locke talking. 
He’ll know who I am. Contact him. Use 
the police radio. I’ll be at the corner of 
Baker and Deering Streets.”  

Grady waited until he hung up. 
“I don’t think you’ll keep that date, 

Mr. Cooper,” he said then. “But I will 
admit it was smart to use Locke’s name to 
draw me there for another killing. Locke 
will have an alibi sure. Where did you 
send him, by the way?”  

Cooper hadn’t turned around. He 
slowly slumped over the table on which 
the phone stood. His head almost touched 
the table top when he suddenly kicked 
back the chair, whirled and began shooting 
at the same time. There’d been a gun in 
front of him all the time. 

His second bullet hit Grady in the side, 
just below the right armpit. The pain sent a 
wave of giddiness through him. His 
service pistol cracked. Just once. Police 
sergeants know how to shoot. Cooper 
screamed, took a couple of steps forward 
and crashed to the floor. 

Grady, one hand tight against his 
bleeding side, staggered over to the phone. 

 
ITHIN the next fifteen minutes, the 
little house was overrun. Captain 

Rayshek barged in. Grady grinned at him. 
“You’ll find Cajun Baroux in the 

cellar, Captain. He’s dead. Cooper killed 
him after he helped him escape from 
Patrolman Anderson.”  

Rayshek made a dash for the cellar 
door. Tom Sutton stood by while a doctor 
examined Grady’s wound. Another 
ambulance surgeon was bending over 
Cooper. 

W
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“You shouldn’t have tried it alone, 
Sarge,” Tom Sutton said. “You got to have 
me along when things pop.” 

“I wish you could have been,” agreed 
Bill Grady. “But somebody had to go to 
Headquarters and direct that phony radio 
call which came over the Watkin set nice 
and clear. I knew that either Locke or 
Cooper was behind this. I knew whichever 
one it was, had certainly killed Cajun too 
and if a report that his body had been 
found came over the air, he’d want to 
know about that. Cooper did. He came up 
here to see.” 

Sutton winced every time the surgeon 
probed into Grady’s wound. 

“Did Patrolman Anderson’s body talk 
some more? Tell you all this?” 

“Uh-uh,” Grady replied. “Anderson 
just said one word, ‘No.’ Just as I told you. 
Anderson was shot with his own gun. 
Apparently, Cajun battled with him and 
took it away. But Anderson carried his gun 
in his right hip holster. Cajun’s right wrist 
was handcuffed. How then, could Cajun 
twist around, get behind Anderson and 
pull his service pistol? It’s a hard thing to 
do—especially since Cajun was right-
handed and that hand was manacled. 
Johnny Anderson would have busted him 
one with his nightstick, or plugged him 
with the gun he took away from Cajun. 
That’s what Anderson told me—that 
Cajun couldn’t have killed him. 

“So I figured someone helped Cajun. 
Someone who just walked up to them and 
whom Anderson never suspected because 
he knew him. Someone like Cooper, for 
instance, who hung around the warehouse 
a lot since he came to town. Cooper pulled 
his gun, held it on Anderson and took his 
pistol away. Then he shot him with it and 
freed Cajun. He took Cajun to this house, 
killed him and hurried back so he’d arrive 
at Mrs. Watkin’s in time to show surprise 
at hearing of Watkin’s death.”  

“What was Cooper doing, looting the 
safe?” Sutton asked. “How come? He 
wasn’t a member of the firm.”  

“He was going to be and that’s what 
started it all. Cooper had his eye on Mrs. 
Vincent’s money and her interest in this 
firm. He could get it by marrying her. 
Only he told a few lies that caught up with 
him. He said he came from High Falls. I 
checked and they never heard of him in 
that small town. But there was a 
Midwestern newspaper in his house. I 
figured he bought it to read the home town 
news. It was a good hunch. The town he 
came from has a warrant for his arrest on a 
charge of abandoning his wife and two 
kids.”  

“Watkin found this out,” said Tom 
Sutton, reconstructing the rest of the story. 
“He was trying to protect Mrs. Vincent, 
but Cooper killed him before he could 
act.”  

“Like I said before,” Grady continued 
with a grin, “you ought to work for 
Rayshek. Sure, that’s how it must have 
been. Cooper got next to Cajun and told 
him there’d be a lot of money in the safe 
and that he’d see it was open. Cajun 
needed cash, being just out of the cooler, 
and took a chance. The safe was open all 
right. Cooper took care of that detail. 

“Cajun didn’t know that Watkin was 
shoved in one of the lockers with his feet 
singed from a lighter. Cooper did that to 
indicate Watkin must have been forced to 
open the safe. I’m betting Cooper had the 
combination. It was Cooper who shot at 
me. He wanted us to believe Cajun was 
still alive. Hey, Doc, how is that killer?”  

“He’ll live—until they cook him,” the 
doctor said. “That satisfy you?”  

“I don’t care, one way or the other,” 
Grady answered. “But I think Johnny 
Anderson would like it that way.” 
 


