
you were trying tor a leave. This Roderick 
mug has waived extradition, so all you have 
to do is present this bench warrant and they 
will hand him over to you after you're through 
at the wedding. 1 will wire the Los Angeles 
cops when you will arrive. 

"But,” he adds, "you’d better not dnnk 
too much champagne at the wedding, because 

you are booked to bring back this Rallies 
on the midnight train. We re not spending 
any more money than we have to. It costs 

enough to get him and bring him to trial 
as it is.” 

“I* will have him back on the dot,” prom- 
ises Dan. "1 can have all afternoon at the 

wedding party, and that is enough to make 

my Kitty happy.” 
He thanks the lieutenant and rushes out 

to send a wire to Kitty. Then he checks up 
on everything twice, because this is one 

time when he doesn’t want any slip-up. He 

has his official papers and his tickets and his 
expense money and his handcuffs and his 

gun, and he packs all his fancy clothes in 

his new luggage and dashes off to the tram. 

He wires Kitty again en route, telling her 

not to meet the train. He knows she will be 

busy getting into her bridesmaid’s uniform; 
besides, he has to get himself a hotel room 

to dress up in. So he is a little surprised when 

he comes out of the train gate and a guy says, 
"You Officer McGarry?” 

Dan says yes. This guy says, "I’m from 
headquarters here. Come along with me and 
get your prisoner I’ve got a car.” 

Thanks a million, pal,” says Dan cheerily. 
"But I won’t pick up that guy until this 

evening. I’m taking him back on the mid- 
night.” 

"I don’t care when you are taking him 

back," says this guy, “but you are getting 
him out of our coop now. We’re sick and tired 
of holding him for you. Besides we re rebuild- 
ing one wing of the jail and we got ’em sleep- 
ing in the halls.” 

Dan gets worried. “But it is like this, pal," 
he explains. "I got a date right now and I 
can’t pick him up — 

"You’re here, ain’t you?" growls the cop. 
"I got my orders. The boss says you Eastern 

cops sure like to take your own sweet time. 

This guy’s your prisoner, not ours. So come 

and get him." 
"Take me to the boss,” moans Dan. 
But the man he sees at headquarters is 

even harder-boiled. He says this Sir Roderick 
Fitzhugh-Byte is the damnedest pest they 
have ever had in jail. Dan has got to take 

him now. 

Dan argues and argues, and tells all about 

the wedding, but this guy only gets madder, 
until finally he reaches for the phone to call 
Dan’s commissioner long distance and ask 

him is he running a dancing club or a police 
department. So Dan gives up. It means he 

can’t go to the wedding — but what can he 

do? He goes to get his prisoner. 
One look at Sir Roderick and he knows why 

they want to get rid of him. He is in his cell 
singing Pagliacci in a high cracked tenor 

and giving himself a manicure. He is just 
about the fanciest prisoner Dan has ever seen. 

He has striped pants, a short dark coat, 
a high bat-wing collar and dark tie, pearl- 
gray spats, and a cane hanging over his arm. 

He isn’t so young, because his hair is silver- 
ing, but his eyebrows are coal black; his skin 
is tanned and his eyes deep blue. He flashes 
a smile at Dan and says in one of those 
throaty, far-away voices, “Nice of you to 

come, old boy.” 
"Use your bracelets," says the jailer. “He’s 

slippery." Dan pulls out his irons. 

Sir Roderick sighs and shrugs his shoulders. 
"Beastly nuisance," he says. "But whatever 

you say, old boy.” 
ltan sups on me nanacuns anu gives a 

yank. Sir Roderick ambles alongside, twirling 
his cane with his free hand and whistling 
Carmen. There is a taxi outside. Dan pushes 
Roderick inside and gives the name of a hotel 
near the station. He is going to spend a lot 
of time sitting around looking at Roderick 
until train time, so he might as well be com- 

fortable in a hotel room. Besides, he has to 

phone Kitty and break the sad news that he 
can't get to the wedding after all. 

Kitty is staying at the Edgar estate with 
the rest of the bridal squad, and when Dan 

gets her on the phone she lets out a happy 
squeal. She asks was the train late and will 
he have plenty of time to dress and get to 

church? And she says she is so happy he is 

here because Maybelle has been making cracks 
about him being such a roughneck that Kitty 
is afraid to bring him out in the open, and 
even now this Maybelle won’t believe Dan 
will show So will he please be on time, es- 

pecially for the reception afterwards, and 
dress carefully, and be sure his pants are 

pressed, and remember all he’s learned about 

etiquette, and be nice to everybody, and only 
take one sandwich at a time? 

She goes on like this; at first Dan can’t 

get in a word, then he doesn't want to, be- 
cause she is so excited and happy he hasn’t 
the heart to let her down. After about three 
minutes she takes a deep breath and starts 

all over again. "We’ll show her!” she says. 

“She talks as though you were something that 
wears a leash. Oh. I’ve been so humiliated, 
and now you’re going to save the day and 
I just love you to death!” 

"Chicken,” Dan moans into the phone, 
getting up his courage at last, “there’s some- 

thing I’ve got to tell you.” 
“Oh. not now,” says Kitty, still bubbling 

over. “Hurry up and get dressed. You’re 
twice as good-looking as that silly little bride- 

groom of hers, and three times as big. Don’t 
let me down. Inspector!” 

Dan glowers at the phone. Then he says, 
“I won’t let you down,” and hangs up. No 
matter what, he can’t disappoint his Kitty. 
He has got to figure something. 

He glares at Sir Roderick, who is sitting 
on the bed next to him, still handcuffed. 
Roderick is smoking a long cigarette in a long 
holder, and he is just about the coolest and 
cocksurest guy you ever did see. Dan unlocks 
the handcuffs. Then he locks the door and 

pockets the key. He paces up and down, try- 
ing to figure what to do with Sir Roderick 
for the rest of the day. He knows the first 
rule for a bringer-inner is never to let your 
prisoner out of your sight and, if he is a slip- 
pery guy like Roderick, to keep him hand- 

cuffed most of the time. 

Of course he might lock Roderick m the 

hotel room, but it is a big chance to take. 
Or he could tie Roderick up and roll him 
under the bed; but Roderick could get him 
in a lot of trouble if he beefs about it later. 
For a minute he considers taking Roderick 
out to the zoo and talking a keeper into lock- 
ing him up in some empty cage. But that 
would take time, and the wedding starts in 

an hour. 
Dan figures and figures, and gets nowhere. 

He has got to be at that wedding or his Kitty 
will be heartbroken; yet he can't park a slip- 
pery guy like Roderick just anywhere. So it 
seems like there is only one answer. It would- 
n't be such a good answer if Roderick was 

just an ordinary mug. But he is definitely 
High Society. "Have you ever been to a wed- 

ding, mug?” Dan asks him. 

Roderick flicks his cigarette ash on the 
floor and chortles. “Too many, old boy,” he 
says. “They were all my own. Dashed incon- 

venience. this bigamy thing.” 
"Well, you are going to another in about 

an hour. But if you don’t do what I say, it 
will tum out to be a funeral instead." 

He tells Roderick what he has in mind. At 
the church he will keep the bracelets on, 

because no one will notice — if they are care- 

ful. At the reception afterwards they will 
dispense with the hardware, but if Roderick 

moves more than five feet away from Dan 
at any time, he is going to be awful 9orry 
later when Dan gets him alone in their com- 

partment on the train. Of course Roderick 
isn’t exactly invited to the reception, but as 

long as he is wearing striped pants, no one 

will notice him among a couple of hundred 
guests. But if Roderick tries to doublecross — 

At this point Roderick interrupts. "Don’t 
worry, old chap. I've been around a lot. and 
I know a tough cop when 1 meet one. You’ll 
find me not a bad sort of chap at all.” 

But Dan is still nervous. If he didn’t love 
Kitty so much, he would never take the 

chance. But he figures he can just shake hands 
all around at the reception and then bow out; 
and all the time Roderick will be right beside 
him, within slugging distance if necessary. 
So he phones the hotel desk and orders a 

brace of white carnations and a gray cravat 

for Roderick. In twenty minutes they are 

dressed to kill, and when they stroll through 
the hotel lobby side by side they look like 
an Easter parade. 
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church, and they manage to twist and squirm 

together through the cab door so that no one 

notices the hardware. Up the steps they go, 
and Roderick has such a swagger and such a 

cocky way about him. you would think he 

is at least the best man. Inside the organ is 

rumbling, dealing out an assortment of chords 
from the bottom of the deck just to kill time. 

There are more flowers than at a gangster’s 
funeral, and potted palms and bows of white 
satin ribbon at every pew. Dan is so dazed 
by it all he stands dead still at the head of the 
aisle, and doesn’t hear the chubby blonde 
dame when she comes up behind and says to 

Roderick, “Will you take me down, please? 
The groom’s side.” 

Roderick bows from the waist. The real 
ushers are all doing their stuff up and down 
the aisle, so this chubby dame makes a nat- 

ural enough mistake. Roderick hands his hat 
over to Dan and he says, “A pleasure. Up 
front, perhaps?” 

The dame gets all fluttery when he smiles 
at her. She is the short, fluffy kind and some- 

where around fifty. "I’m Miss Larkmeadow, 
the groom’s aunt,” she simpers. “They’re 
holding the third pew, I believe.” 

Roderick bows so low at this, that Dan 
almost has to go down with him to keep the 
handcuffs from showing. “Charmed, Miss 
Larkmeadow,” he says. “I’m Sir Roderick 
Fitzhugh-Byte.” 

They start forward. Dan wants to pull 
(Continued on page 12) 

‘‘No, no!” pleads Kitty. 
Dan misses by six feet 


