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Public Enemy Number 1!

HE youth problem in crime, ]J.

Edgar Hoover says, is a national

disgrace. Particularly, do we, the
editors of Ace G-Man, feel this to be true,
because so much of the youthful criminal
activity in this country is of a preventable
sort. Never before has there been such
need for widespread extension of all crime
prevention work.

What shall be the nature of this work?
Jobs and vocational training for the young,
especially the underprivileged, are of
prime importance. Slum elimination, im-
provement and construction of play-
grounds, extension of the school system—
all these can play a great role in freeing
the nation of the terrific toll in lives and
property that preventable crimes take
yearly. Improvements in the prison and
parole system can also do their share, as
can advances in the technique of read-
justing delinquents and first offenders to
a place in the social scheme where they
may live full and normal lives.

But handicapping this work is partisan
and corrupt politics. That, J. Edgar
Hoover, in a recent talk before the An-
nual Convention of Chiefs of Police at
San Francisco, calls our new Public
Enemy Number 1!

Our law enforcement agencies have not
been unaffected by the machinations and
corrupt connivings of political bosses.
Lazy, crooked, cheating and ignerant offi-
cers must go—in the drive to secure the
best of 1ideals, courage, personnel and
equipment for cur crime-fighting institu-
tions.

The handcuffs of corrupt politics, Mr.
Hoover declares, must be struck from the
wrists of those engaged in the profession
of law enforcement so that they may carry
on their work upon a high plane of efh-

ciency, honesty, and integrity. Decency
demands that this be done.

Every reader of this magazine can do
his share. Only by the concerted efforts

of all can we strike from our midst this
dread Public Enemy!
—The Editor.
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Boldly, New York’s crime czar flung
bis challenge before the F.B.l., dar-
ing the fall might of America's
prize crime-fighting machine to a
finish war! And Washington an.
swered with the Suicide Squad—
three grinning, fighting Volunteers
of Death—io tame a murder empire!

Just at this moment the gun went empty.

CHAPTER ONE

Volunteers to Die!

TEPHEN KLAW'’S train arrived in New York
at 8:55 P. M. He slipped quietly off it.

| Walking through Pennsylvania Station, his slim
and wiry figure might have been mistaken for that of a
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kid back home from college for the holi-
days—were it not for those cold, slate-
grey eyes of his, and for the sure and
effortless way in which he handled him-
self.

He kept both hands dug deep in his
overcoat pockets as a flock of newspaper
reporters and cameramen surrounded
him.

“Is 1t true, Mr. Klaw, that you’ve

been sent here to hunt down Dunstan
Vardis?”’

“That’s true,’ said Steve. ‘“Dunstan
Vardis escaped from Leavenworth five
years ago. Since then he’s made a busi-
ness of harboring wanted criminals. He
controls the most vicious gang in the
country.”

“Are you going to capture him dead
or alive?”

“Either way.”

“Suppose he gets you first, Mr. Klaw ?”

Steve shrugged. “I'm paid to take
chances.”

“What about the Suicide Squad?”’ one
of the reporters persisted. “Where are

your two partners—Johnny Kerrigan and
Dan Murdoch?”

Klaw shook his head. “That’s their

business. Now, if you’ll excuse me—"

“Just a minute, Mr. Klaw !”’ a photogra-
pher begged. “Stand still for a second, will
you?”’

The man raised a bulky camera to his
eye and sighted through the periscope.
He had his finger on the lever to click
it down. Before he could do so, Stephen
Klaw took his right hand from his pock-
et. There was an automatic in 1t. With-
out wasting a fraction of an inch of mo-
tion, Klaw fired from the hip.

The shot echoed and re-echoed like
thunder in the vaulted, train-shed. The
slug smashed square into the camera, driv-
ing through the box and embedding itself
in the . photographer’s skull. The man
went hurtling back, and at the same time
there was an explosion from the camera.

Flame lanced upward from i1t and a
bullet screamed wildly into the air, thud-
ding against the steel arch far overhead.
Had the camera been pointing at Stephen
Klaw, the bullet would have hit him be-
tween the eyes.

Those two almost simultaneous shots

created a veritable inferno of panic in the
great railroad station. Stephen Klaw
slipped the automatic back in his pocket,
and stepped over to the side of the dead
man. A couple of the reporters, with
eyes gleaming wxth delight at such a story,
knelt with him. Flashlight bulbs exploded
by the dozen.
- “What a story!” exclaimed Kearney,
of the World. He put a hand on Klaw's
shoulder. “How did you know he had a
gun in that camera?”

Klaw pointed to the smashed box.
Where the lens should have been, there
was the round bore of a long-barrelled
forty-five calibre revolver.

“Did you ever see a camera with a
gun-muzzle for a lens?” he asked.

Police were surrounding them now,
and 1t was necessary to clear a space
around the body. Lieutenant Schirmer,
of the Homicide Squad, took Steve aside.

“Do you think that man was an agent
of Dunstan Vardis?”’ he asked.

Klaw stared at him without blinking.
“What do you think ?”

Schirmer scowled. “I think you ought
to have a bodyguard. Are you crazy,
Klaw? The F. B. 1. has kept sending
men in here one after the other, to get
Dunstan Vardis. And Vardis gets them,
one by one. He’ll get you, too.”

““Thanks for the tip,” Steve said coldly.

Lieutenant Schirmer flushed. “Now get
me right, Klaw. Nobody wants to see
Dunstan Vardis laid by the heels more
than I do. But the New York police de-
partment has been working on the case
for a year. You G-Men think you can
come in and clean it up in a month. You
don’t work rnight, either. You've got to
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play with stoolies, and keep your ear
to the ground for information, and wait
for a chance to grab him.”

“That’s not the way I do it,” Stephen
Klaw said. “I've been sent to get Vardis
—and that’s what I'm going to do.”

Lieutenant Schirmer shrugged. “Have
it your way, Klaw. I’'ve heard a lot about
you, and those other two fellows, Kerri-
gan and Murdoch. You three are sup-
posed to be the Suicide Squad of the
F. B. I. Well, if you want to commit
suicide, go right ahead. Should you get
in a jam, call on me—if you have the
time.”

“Thanks,” said Stephen Klaw. He nod-
ded, and walked away.

As Schirmer watched him go, the Lieu-
tenant’s face was twisted into an expres-
sion of intense perplexity. He turned to
one of the reporters who crowded around
him.

“There goes a man,” he said, “who
isn’t afraid of God or the Dewvil!”

WHEN Stephen Klaw got out into the

street he turned north on Seventh
Avenue, looking for a taxicab.

A girl in a sleek black Hudson seal
coat came hurrying after him, with a
handful of little ribbons attached to but-
tons. She had yellow hair, and deep blue
eyes.

“Won’t you buy a button, sir,” she
saild, smiling, “to help the starving
Chinese?”’

Without giving him a chance to retuse,
she came up close, and started to pin the
button to his lapel. Her lips were still
smiling, and she seemed to be saying
something to him in a bantering manner.
But her voice was suddenly deadly seri-
ous, and there was live terror in her eyes.

“For God’s sake, be careful, Mr.
Klaw!’ she breathed. “You’re being
watched. Pretend to give me a coin!”

Steve studied her quizzically. He took
his left hand out of his coat pocket and

slipped 1t into his trousers pocket. He
took out a quarter and handed it to her.

“Who are you?”’ he asked.

“Never mind who I am. If you want
to iind Dunstan Vardis, come to see me
tomorrow at noon. The Hotel DeGrasse,
Room 715. Ask for Miss Lee.”

She slipped the quarter into a little tin
box, and started to hurry away.

- Stephen Klaw reached out and caught
her wrist.

“Not so fast, Miss Lee,” he said tightly.
“It’s too long to wait till tomorrow at
noon. You tell me what you know—
now !”’

“Oh God,” she groaned, “you mustn’t.
They—they’ll see us talking.”

“Who will see us talking?”

“Dunstan Vardis’ men. Don’t you un-
derstand? You're being watched every
second !”’

“Interesting I’ said Klaw. He kept his
grip on her wrist. His glance swept up
and down the street. There were several
men 1dling nearby, but there was nothing
to indicate that they were the men of
Dunstan Vardis. “How do you know we
are being watched ?”

She tried to drag her wrist away, but
unsuccessfully. “Oh, you beast! I thought
you were clever, and could help me. I—
I'm sorry I approached you. Let me go
quickly, before they shoot us to death!”

Stephen Klaw grinned thinly. “Let’s
see those buttons of yours!” He lifted
up her hand, which was clutching the
buttons with the colored ribbons attached.
They were all green, but the one she had
pinned on his lapel was red.

“So,” he said, “you pinned this ribbon
on me so that Dunstan Vardis’ gunmen
may recognize me later, when they come
to look for me. You were posted here
for this purpose, in case that photogra-

pher failed!”

She ceased struggling. Her eyes met
his. A faint, bitter smile tugged at her
lips.
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“Well,” she said, “what are you going
to do about 1it? Will you arrest me?”

“No. I couldn’t prove that you work
for Vardis. I'm going to let you go.”
He released his grip on her wrist. “Good-
bye, Miss—Lee!”

She stared at him a moment, unbeliev-
ing. ‘“You—you're taking that ribbon
off ?”

His eyes were cold and hard. “On the
contrary, Miss Lee, I shall wear it. Go
back and tell Dunstan Vardis that I shall
wear it all the time—to make 1t easier for
him to find me!”

The girl sucked in her breath sharply.

“Stephen Klaw,” she said, “you are
a very brave man!”

Then she turned and walked swiffly
away.
Steve looked after her, fingering the

ribbon in his buttonhole. Almost imper-
ceptibly, he nodded in her direction.

Two men who were sitting in -a sedan
fifty feet back, saw that nod, and under-
stood its meaning. One of them1 was big
and blond, with the shoulders of a steve-
dore. The other was tall and slender and

black-haired.

The black-haired one, at the wheel, said,
“The Shrimp wants her tailed, Johnny.
You take care of her, and I'll stick with

him.”
“Right,” said Johnny Kerrigan.

He slipped out of the car, and moved
leisurely off in the direction taken by
the girl with the yellow hair. No one
would have suspected that he was follow-
ing her, or was even interested in her.
But he would not lose that girl. For
all his great stature and powerful build,
there was not a better shadower in the
F. B. I. than Johnny Kerrigan.

Stephen Klaw waited only till he was
sure that Johmny had the girl in sight.
Then he turned and flagged a cab, know-
ing that Dan Murdoch, in the F. B. I.

sedan, would keep following on his tail.

THESE three men—Kerrigan and Mur-

doch and Klaw-—worked together
with the smooth efficiency of well-oiled
machinery. All three of them were able
to think fast on their feet. And what
was more, they thought along the same
lines—so that it was hardly ever neces-
sary for them to hold prolonged confer-
ences to decide on a course of action.
Each knew that the other two would go
through hell for him, and none of them
ever had to doubt that the others would
hesitate in the face of danger.

They were called the Suicide Squad.
For in the F. B. I. they rated only those
assignments from which there was little
chance of returning alive. Originally,
there had been five of them. Now there
were only three. Tommorow, there mght
be only coffins for the Suicide Squad. But
that was the way that Kerrigan and Mur-
doch and Klaw wanted it. Hard-bitten,
headstrong and wilful by nature, they
could not have brooked a life of routine
investigations and patient trailings of
minor bank defaulters or absconders.

And this was the job they had wanted.
The name of Dunstan Vardis had become
almost legendary in the underworld since
his escape from Leavenworth five years
ago. In some secret and mysterious way
he had developed a sure-fire method of
hiding wanted criminals. Every killer in
the underworld came to Dunstan Vardis
for protection. Convicted murderers with
money could pay Dunstan Vardis to ef-
fect their escape. Trigger-men and dope
smugglers paild Dunstan Vardis a per-
centage of their regular take as insurance
against the time when they might be
captured. And in this way Vardis had
built"up an organization powerful enough
to make itself felt in every field of crime.
So strong had Dunstan Vardis become,
that he felt himself ready to challenge the

F. B. L.

Three young Special Agents had al-
ready paid the price of attempting to
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track him down. Yesterday, young Law-
rence had been found with his eyes
gouged out. They hadn’t killed the young
Special Agent. They had blinded him.

Almost on the heels of that, in the
early hours of the morning, another agent
—Jack Sloan—had met death, his body
hurtling down through space from the
fifteenth floor of an office building where
he had gone to make a routine investiga-
tion which must have uncovered some-
thing about Dunstan Vardis.

So when the Director of the F. B. I.
had called Kerrigan and Murdoch and
Klaw into his office, they were eager to
come to grips with Dunstan Vardis.

Stephen Klaw’s eyes had been grey and
cold. “Tony Lawrence was blinded un-
necessarily,” he said harshly. “The kid
couldn’t have been dangerous to Dunstan
Vardis. Why, he was just breaking in. He
was only assigned to investigate the rela-
tives of fugitives!”

The Director nodded somberly. “That’s
true of Jack Sloan, too. It looks as if
Dunstan Vardis is throwing down a chal-
lenge to the F. B. I. If he can do things
like these, and go scot free, then the
underworld will figure him invincible, and
they’ll accept him as their undisputed
leader. He’'ll be the King of Crime, from
coast to coast!”

“Do we get the assignment, sir ?”’ Klaw
asked grimly.

“Yes. We won’t handle 1t through the
New York office, and we can’t send a
big force of men in there. There isn’t
enough to work on. It will be up to you
three to stir things up, so that Vardis
will come out 1n the open—give us some
leverage, so to speak.”

Dan Murdoch’s dark eyes were frosty.
“We’ll stir things up, all right!”

“There’s only one tangible thing for
you to work on,” the Director continued.
“It may be the break we need. A girl

named Nina Prentice phoned direct to
this office from New York. She talked

to me personally. She’s the sister of Ger-
ald Prentice. Remember him ?”

All three of them nodded.

“Prentice,” said Johnny Kerrigan, who
had a prodigious memory for names and
faces, “was convicted of diamond smug-
gling. He drew five to ten in Leaven-
worth, He escaped a year ago, and a
guard was killed. The death of the guard
has been published, but not connected
with Prentice’s escape, so that he won'’t
know he’s wanted for murder. It’s
strongly suspected that Prentice’s escape
was planned by Dunstan Vardis.”

“Right,” said the Director. “Well,
Nina Prentice phoned that she has infor-
mation for us. I've arranged for one of
you to meet her secretly in New York.
She’s frightened stiff that something may
happen to her brother, and she insists
on going through a lot of rigmarole to
keep the meeting secret. It may be worth
it. I'll give you all the information be-
fore you start. Now, how are you three
going to operate?”’

“As usual, sir,” Klaw said promptly,
“I'll go in alone. We’ll let them know
I’'m coming, and just when. Maybe Dun-
stan Vardis will make a try at me.””. He
grinned thinly. “That would be very help-
ful. Johnny and Dan will work in the
background.”

The Director shook hands with all three
of them. “Take care of yourselves,” he
sald earnestly. “Don’t take too many un-
necessary chances.”

And so here they were in New York.
And Dunstan Vardis had already made
a try, and failed. And it was certain that
he would try again—and again.

CHAPTER TWO

Killer in a Derby

KLAW took a cab to Forty-Second

Street and Fifth Avenue. He did not
look back once, confident that Dan Mur-
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doch was there, behind him. If he were
being tailed, Murdoch would know it, and
would know how to deal with the shadow-
ers. It was important now that Stephen
Klaw should not be observed for the next
ten nunutes.

He paid off the cab at the Forty-Sec-
ond Street entrance of the Public Library,
and walked swiftly up the steps. In the
hall, he stopped to look at a bulletin board,
and saw that a short, squat man in a
derby hat had just come in after him,
and had paused -and bent down as if to
tie a shoelace. Steve’s eyes flicked to the
doorway, and he saw the tall figure of
handsome Dan Murdoch entering the
building.

Murdoch’s eyes met his for an 1n-
stant, and flickered. Then he nodded to-
ward the squat man in the derby, who still
seemed deeply interested in his shoelace.

Stephen Klaw smiled, and turned away
from the bulletin board. He cut across

the corridor toward the elevator, and™

saw the squat man get up from tying his
shoelace, and start after him. But the
man had taken only two steps before
Steve heard Dan Murdoch’s voice raised:

“Say, mister! You dropped this ten dol-
lar bill!”

Klaw kept going. When he reached
the elevator he did not enter it, but went
around it into the rear hall. He followed
this hall around, and it brought him out
back again into the front lobby, near the
bulletin board. He just caught a glimpse
of the squat man hurrying down the
cross. corridor, with a ten dollar bill
clutched in his hand. Murdoch was grin-
ning after him,

At the cost of ten dollars, Dan had held
the man up long enough for Steve to lose
him.

The man would undoubtedly think that
his quarry had gone up in the elevator to
the main reading room on the third floor,
and would lose valuable time in looking
for him up there.

Steve turned and went in through the
large double doors opening into the
ground floor Circulation Room. He
glanced at his watch, comparing it with
the clock there. It was exactly nine-thir-
ty. He was on time to the minute. He
went past the librarian’s desk, and turned
into the end lane of bookshelves, con-
taining scientific books.

A slim young woman with dark hair
was examining a book. The fingers with
which she turned the pages were long,
slender, patrician. She looked up quickly
as Steve entered the aisle, and then looked
down.

. Klaw stopped quite near her, and looked

at the book in the top shelf. This section,
the little placard at the top of the shelf
announced, was devoted to Science—
Criminology. At once, Steve found the
book he sought—Abingdon’s Anatomy of
the Criminal.

He took 1t from the shelf ostentatious-
ly, and opened it to the title page, holding
it in such a way that the dark-haired girl
could see it. She drew in her breath
sharply. In turn, she flipped the pages
of her book back, so that her title page
was visible. It was, “Modern Criminal
Investigation.”

At once, Steve smiled. “Miss Pren-
tice ?”’ he asked.

Her eyes widened with a sudden flicker
of relief. “Mr. Klaw?”

He nodded, showing her his identifica-
tion card case.

Her hands were shaking with excite-
ment as she put her book back onthe
shelf. “Thank God you made 1t! I—I
was afraid they’d get you before you left
the station!”

“Thanks to your warning, I was on
guard,” Steve told her. “And now, talk
quickly. There’s very little time. You
told our Director over the phone that you
had information about Dunstan Vardis ?”

“Yes. But I'm afraid it’s not very much.
You—you know all about my broth-
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er, of course?” she whispered shakily.

Steve nodded. “Your brother, Gerald
Prentice, was arrested for smuggling un-
cut diamonds from Holland. He swore he
was framed, but he was convicted by a
Federal Jury and sentenced to five years
in Leavenworth. He escaped. He 1s still
a fugitive from justice.”

“That’s true,” she said in a low voice.
“You have the facts. But you don’t know
the—the terrible truth behind them. Ger-
ald could have cleared himself by naming
a certain woman. He didn’t, because he
loves her. He took his punishment to
protect her. Gerald is innocent. He has
a large income. He didn’t need to smug-
gle diamonds.”

“What has all that got to do with Dun-
stan Vardis?” Stephen Klaw asked im-
patiently.

“T’ll tell you,” she said. “The woman
who framed Gerald is called Zara. She
works for Dunstan Vardis. It was a
scheme to get a hold over Gerald. It was
Dunstan Vardis who helped him escape
from Leavenworth.”

TEVE was watching her closely,

watching the swift play of emotion
across her sensitive features. “You have
proof of this?”

She dropped her eyes. “No. But I've
seen Gerald twice since he escaped. I'm
going to see him agamn tomght. I—TI'll
turn him over to you!”

Steve’s eyes narrowed. “You’ll betray
your own brother ? Why ?”

“Because otherwise, I'm sure he’ll be
killed. Dunstan Vardis is using him. He’s
promised to help Gerald escape from the
country through the underground chan-
nels he controls. But I'm sure he intends
to kill him. I—I've talked to Dunstan
Vardis. The man 1s all evil!”’

“All right, then,” said Steve.

“No. Wait. . There’s a condition. You
must promise something first. I under-
stand the F. B. I. can’t make bargains

with wanted men. But you—you have
leeway. Don’t turn Gerald in, Hold him
somewhere, If, within forty-eight hours,
you are able to catch Dunstan Vardis, you
must promise to release my brother, 'l
help you catch Vardis!”

For a long minute, Steve studied her
carefully. “I'm sorry,” he said at last.
“I can’t do 1t.”

“But why?” She put a hand earnestly
on his arm. “What good would 1t do to
put Gerald in prison? His crime was only
smuggling—even if he wasn’t framed.”

“You're mistaken,” he told her harsh-
ly. “When Gerald Prentice escaped from
Leavenworth, one of the guards track-

ing him was shot and killed. That makes
1t murder !”

Nina Prentice’s eyes snapped wide
open. Her face became utterly white.
“Murder! But that’s impossible! Gerald
never told me. Nothing was ever said in
the papers.”

Stephen Klaw’s voice became a little
more gentle. “The murder of that guard
was not made public until two days later.
And 1t was made to appear in the news-
papers as 1f it had no connection with
your brother’s escape. You see, we were
sure even then, that Dunstan Vardis
had helped Gerald escape. We weren’t
laying all our cards on the table at once.”

““Then—then—" she was very plain-
ly struggling to mrake herself realize the
full meaning of what she had just heard
—“Gerald faces the gallows i#f he’s cap-
tured ?”

Klaw nodded soberly. “The gallows. Or

life imprisonment at best. Do you still
want to turn him over to me? Though
perhaps, if you aid in the capture of Dun-
stan Vardis, the court will take that into
consideration. His sentence might be com-
muted—"’

“No, no. Better let Gerald take his
chance with Vardis. Maybe I'm mistak-
en. Maybe Vardis doesn’t intend to kill
him.”
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Steve shrugged. “As you please. Tech-
nically, I should take you into custody,
since you admit having information about
Vardis. But I'm not going to do it.
Should you decide to play ball with us,
call me at the Hotel Montrose.”

He stopped quickly, for Nina Prentice
uttered a short cry. He saw her eyes
fill with terror as she looked over his
shoulder.

“That man! That’s Joslin! He’ll tell

Vardis I was talking with you. They’ll
surely kill Gerald.”

STEPHEN KLAW had already swung

around. He caught a glimpse of the
squat man in the derby hat, whom he had
eluded in the lobby. The man had evi-
 dently come around the back way after
him. He was looking at them now with
a triumphant leer. He turned away swiftly.
“Oh, God, stop him!” Nina Prentice
exclaimed in a tense whisper. If he tells
Dunstan Vardis—”

She had no time to finish. Suddenly,
Dan Murdoch appeared in the aisle. The
squat man recoilled as he came face to
face with Dan.

Murdoch put a hand on his shoulder.
“Not going yet?”’ he asked pleasantly.

The man jumped back, and his hand
flew to a shoulder holster. It came out
with a gun. '

Dan Murdoch clucked his tongue. “Not
in the lhibrary!” He stepped in with a
swift, lithe motion, bringing his fist up
in a short, beautiful arc that landed flush
on the fellow’s chin. The man tumbled
backward along the aisle, into Stephen
Klaw’s arms.

Steve grasped his wrist, and twisted.
The man gasped with pain, and let go of
the revolver. Dan Murdoch stepped in
and caught it before i1t struck the floor.
Then Stephen Klaw let go of the wrist.

Their teamwork had been so swift
and efficient that the man was disarmed
before he knew what was happening to

him. Nina Prentice stared at them, a
hand pressing hard against her breast.
She had never seen two men act so swift-
ly and in such perfect unison.

Klaw winked at her, and swung the
man around. “Well, Mr. Joslin,” he
said, “what do you think we ought to
do with you?”

Joslin stood tense, between Dan and
Steve. “I ain’t talkin’,” he said.

Dan Murdoch shook his head deprecat-
ingly. “Too bad,” he murimured. “You’re
under arrest.”

“What for? You ain’t got a thing
on me.”

“What about this gun?” Steve asked.

Joshin looked at him slyly. “Okay, but
that’s state law. You got to turn me over
to the cops.”

Nina Prentice said breathlessly, “If
you turn him over to the police, he’ll get
a lawyer. Vardis has several lawyers who
appear for his gunmen when they’re in
trouble. Joslin will tell that he saw me

talking to you, and Dunstan Vardis will
surely kill Gerald!”

Stephen Klaw raised his eyebrows.
Joslin smirked. “I don’t know what you're
talking about. I never heard of Dunstan
Vardis.”

“See,” said Steve. “He's a perfectly
innocent man. He was only carrying the
gun for protection against bookworms in
the library.”

“In that case,” said”Dan Murdoch, “I
guess we'll have to let you go. Scram.”

“No, no!” exclaimed Nina. “You
mustn't—" But she stopped at a wink
from Steve.

“We're not holding you,” Dan Mur-
doch told him. “You claim we haven’t a
thing on you. So get going.”

Joslin looked a little surprised, but
quickly he gained confidence. He started
to squeeze past Dan Murdoch.

Dan took out his revolver, and spun
the cylinder. Stephen Klaw took out one
of his automatics. For a brief moment



they looked at each other very seriously.

“Who gives it to him, Shrimp,” Mur-
doch asked. “You or I?”

“You take him, Dan,” Steve said. “You
have a new gun. You want a chance
to try it out.”

Joslin drew 1n his breath sharply.
“What—what you guys gonna do? What
—what you gonna do with the gun?”

“Get going!” Dan said implacably.

“You're gonna shoot me down!” Jos-
lin exclaimed. “You’re gonna shoot me
when I go down the aisle. That’s it!
You’re gonna shoot me, an’ you'll say
I resisted arrest!”

“Well,” said Dan, “what did you think
we were going to do? Hurry up—" he
gave the man a little shove—"let’s get it
over with!”

“Wait!” Joslin begged. “For God’s
sake, wait. You can’t kill me like this.”

“No?” Murdoch asked softly, looking
down at him out of slitted eyes.

“I’ll talk!” Joslin blurted. Terror had
complete hold of him now. “I’ll talk! I'll
tell you anything you want to know. But
don’t kill mel”

66 HERE can we find Dunstan Var-
dis?”’ Stephan Klaw demanded.

“I don’t know!’ Joslin breathed. I
swear I don’t know. He gives me orders
on the telephone.”

“How do you report to him?”

“lI wait for a call.”

“Suppose it’s an emergency ?”’

““Then I phone that woman—Zara. The
one with the yellow hair.”

Stephen Klaw’s eyes gleamed. “The
number ?”’

“Trafalgar 4-6047.”

Nina Prentice said tensed, ‘“That’s the
woman-—Zara. The one who framed
Gerald !”

“Nice work,” said Dan, marking down
the number Joslin had given them. He
looked at Steve. “What do we do now,
Shrimp ?”’
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Steve grinned at him, “Just what
you're thinking of doing, Dan. We’'ll call
on Zara. I know where she lives. I'm
pretty sure it’'s the Hotel DeGrasse. Jos-
lin hasn’t told us anything we didn’t know.
But he may come in handy. Let’s go.”

Dan Murdoch took Joslin’s arm, and
thrust him down along the aisle.

“Where you takin’ me?”’ Joslin de-
manded.

Dan gave him a grin. “You’ve admit-
ted working for Dunstan Vardis. That
puts you in our jurisdiction, my friend.
We'’re taking you up to the New York
Field Office of the F. B. I. And if Var-
dis or anybody else can get to talk with
you before tomorrow, then I'm a lame

duck !”’

They walked him out to the street be-
tween them. He was surly and resentful,
sensing that he had been tricked into talk-
ing too much. Now 1t was too late. They
had every right to hold him on a Federal
charge after what he had told them. Mur-
doch handcuffed him, and shoved him in
the car.

Steve took him aside for a moment.
“You better stay at the Montrose from
now on, Dan-—in case Johnny phones 1n.
I’ll call you if the going gets hot.”

Murdoch nodded, grumbling. “Now
don’t try to grab all the fun, Shrimp. If
you try to cut me and Johnny out of
it, we’ll saw your ears off !”

“Don’t worry,” Steve told him. “I’ll
call.” He watched Murdoch drive away,
then turned to Nina Prentice. “Well,” he
asked, “have you made up your mind?
Are you going to play ball with me ?”

“Yes!” she said suddenly. “I'm going
to trust my brother’s life in your hands
—even if you do promise nothing. The last
two times that I met Gerald, it was in
the basement of the Silver Galleon. That’s
where I'm to meet him again tonight.
It’s a night club downtown in the Vil-
lage. The owner 1s a cripple named Far-
ney. He never gets out of his wheel



14 ACE G-MAN

chair, and he seldom shows himself. He
opened the Silver Galleon about a year
ago, and 1t has become a hangout for the
underworld.”

“What time are you supposed to be
there ?”’

“At midnight. I'm to sit at one of
the tables. The last two times, a man
came and took me to an inside room.
Then he blindfolded me, and led me
through a lot of passages. When the blind-
fold was removed I was in a room with
Gerald. There weren’t any windows 1n
the room. Gerald said he himself didn’t
know where he was. They had blind-
folded him, too. They were waiting for a
chance to smuggle him out of the coun-
try.”

Steve was listening carefully. “All
righf. Be there at midnight, just as if
nothing had happened. I'll be there, too.
Don’t give any sign that you know me.”

There was a trace of moisture in her
eyes as she looked at him. “God help
me, Stephen Klaw, I hope I'm doing
right!”

CHAPTER THREE

Death Wears a Muff

HEN Klaw left Nina Prentice, he
walked two blocks west to Times
Square, fingering the red ribbon in his
buttonhole. He crossed Times Square
diagonally, and entered Emlen’s Bar just
off Broadway.

The place was busy. Thirty or forty
people were seated around the horseshoe
bar. Emlen’s had long been a rendez-
vous for the tougher elements of New
York’s underworld. Crack trigger-men,
mobsters on the loose, policy ‘racketeers
and dope salesmen congregated here. The
sole requisite was that they should not be
wanted by the police at the moment.

Stephen Klaw made his way to an
empty spot at the bar, and seated himself

on a stool. The man at his left glanced at
him carelessly, and then stiffened. His
eyes focussed on the red ribbon 1n Klaw’s
buttonhole. The man hurriedly downed
his drink, left a coin on the bar, and
went out.

Steve smiled. He slipped his right
hand into his overcoat pocket. He saw
the eyes of other people around the bar
fixed on that ribbon. A couple of other
men got up and left.

The bartender did not notice the sud-
den exodus. He moved over in front of
Steve, wiping the bar. He started to say,
“What’ll it be, mis—"

He stopped short, breaking the word
off in the middle. He had looked up
from the bar. His eyes met Steve’s, and
he froze.

“Steve !” he choked.

“Hello, Mike,” Steve said genially.
“What’s eating you ?”

He knew Mike Emlen. A long time ago
he had done Emilen a big favor. It had
concerned Emlen’s son, who was 1n a
jam. Steve had helped the boy out of
his trouble, at considerable risk to him-
self. Emlen had never forgotten 1t.

“Are you crazy, Steve?”’ he demanded
hoarsely. “Don’t you know that the word
has gone out all over town to get you?
Dunstan Vardis offers twenty grand to
any torpedo who knocks you off !”

“Interesting,” said Steve. “I'm glad
to hear that Vardis puts such a high
value on me.”

“See here, Steve,” Mike Emlen said
earnestly. “I know you're tough. You've
bucked pretty bad outfits in the past. But
this 1s different. You can’t beat Dun-
stan Vardis. Look how the bar 1s empty-
ing. Some of these guys are stoolies for
Vardis. By this time, they’re phoning
him that Stephen Klaw 1s in Mike Em-
len’s with a red ribbon in his button-
hole. They’ll be coming for you. And
you can’t fight a whole mob single-
handed.”
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“How do you know I’'m singlehanded ?”

“I know how you work. When the Bu-
reau sends you, they don’t use a regiment.
At the most, you've got Kerrigan and
Murdoch. Three men. Against maybe a
couple of hundred. Vardis is a big man,
Steve. He's got every torpedo in town
eating out of his hand. They give him a
cut of every job they do, just for pro-
tection. He’s got a system of some kind,
for helping them to escape if they get
caught. He smuggles them out of the
country in some way.”

“l know all that, Mike,’ Steve said
wearily. “I thought maybe you could give
me some new dope.”

“That’s all T know—except that you’ll
be dead in less than twenty minutes if
you don’t get under cover.”

“Do you know about a place called the

Silver Galleon ?”’

Mike nodded, looking around at the
quickly emptying bar. “Yes. The Silver
Galleon 1s a joint down in the Village.
It’s owned by a cripple named Farney.
Nobody knows where Farney came from.
But he has plenty of dough. Some say
he fronts for Dunstan Vardis.” Mike kept
wiping the bar in front of Stephen Klaw.
“And now, why don’t you take a tip from
a guy who means well by you, Steve. Get
out of here. Don’t try to take Dunstan
Vardis singlehanded.”

“What about this woman that’s called
Zara?’ Steve persisted.

“She’s pure poison!” Mike Emlen told
him. She’s dangerous because she’s got
looks and brains. To look at her you'd
think she was an angel. But inside, she’s
worse than a snake. Emlen broke oft
sharply, sucking in his breath. His eyes
were fastened on the entrance. “Speak
of the devil—"”

STEPHEN KLAW had kept an eye
on the door all the time that he talked
to Emlen. He saw her as soon as Mike
did. It was Zara, the yellow-haired wom-

an whom he had met a short time ago.

She stood for just an instant, inside the
doorway. She was no longer wearing
the Hudson seal coat. Now she had a
tawny nutria coat, with one of those fash-
ionable little hand-muffs to match 1it.
Both her hands were in the muff as she
moved gracefully up to the bar, alongside
of Klaw. She did not smile. She seemed
to be studying him, as if he were some
new kind of being she had never seen
before.

She didn’t spare a single glance for
Mike Emlen, who moved discreetly out
of earshot. Fully three-quarters of the
patrons had already deserted the place.
Those who remained were on the far
side of the bar away from where Klaw
stood.

Zara leaned against the bar, facing
him. Her glance flicked down to the red
ribbon in Steve’s buttonhole.

“A lhittle while ago, Stephen Klaw,”
she said, “I told you that you were a very
brave man. Now I must tell you that I
think you are a fool.”

Klaw’s eyes flickered. “Is that your own
opmnion? Or 1s 1t a message from Dun-
stan Vardis?”’

“Take i1t any way you wish.,” She
moved a bit closer to him. “I like you,
Stephen Klaw. That’s why I came to
warn you. You are doing a very foolish
thing. You have nothing to gain by al-
lowing yourself to be killed by the gun-
men of Dunstan Vardis. Why do you
expose yourself this way?”

Steve’s face was inscrutable. “I ap-
preciate your interest, Zara. Did you
come to warn me because you like me—
or because Dunstan Vardis 1s worried
about what my two partners are doing?
Is he afraid that Kerrigan and Murdoch
are somewhere around ?”’

Zara smiled ruefully. “You’re a hard
man, aren’t you, Stephen Klaw? You
trust no one.”

“Yes,” he said. “There are people I
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do trust. But you aren’t one of them.
Go back and tell Dunstan Vardis that he
doesn’t have to worry. I'm alone here.
Kerrigan and Murdoch aren’t anywhere
around. He can safely send his gun-
men.”’

“Why ?” she insisted. “Why do you
challenge him like this ?”

-He smiled tightly. “I’'m going to break
down the reputation of Dunstan Vardis,
my dear Zara. I'm going to show the
rats of the underworld that he isn’t in-
vincible. I'm going to show them that
one man—not the whole F, B. I., but just
one man—can take everything that Dun-
stan Vardis can hand out, and still come
. back fighting. I intend to show the un-
derworld that its idol has feet of clay!”

Zara sighed. “It’s a pity, Stephen Klaw.
You’re the kind of man I admire, It’s
too bad you have to die!”

HE stiffened, and her elbows pressed
close against her sides. The little nu-
tria muff pushed out, against Steve’s
stomach. He read in her eyes what she
was going to do. There was a gun in
that muff. She was going to pull the
trigger, and send a slug into his stomach.
The fur would kill the sound of the ex-
plosion. She would turn and calmly walk
out, as he slumped down to the floor.
“Don’t do it, Zara,’ he said, in a low,
conversational voice.
She paused for a fraction of a second,
her eyes questioning.

“As you see,” he explained softly, “my
right arm is resting on the bar. As you
can also see, my left hand is in my coat
pockett Do you know what it’s doing
there? It's holding a thirty-two calibre
automatic pistol. The muzzle is pointing
at your beautiful body. If you shoot,
Zara, I shoot, too. It would be a shame
for one as beautiful as you to die—
now !”’

Mike Emlen had said that she was like
a snake, inside. For an instant, her deep,

innocent blue eyes seemed to change color,
and to glitter with a tinge of reptilian
green. But immediately she veiled them.
When she looked at him again, that glit-
ter was gone, and she was smiling.

“I was mistaken, Stephen Klaw,”’ she
murmured. “I said that you were a fool-
ish man. You are not. You are a very
clever man—and still a very brave one.
I shall go now. Tell me—would you
shoot a woman in'the back ?”

“No,” he said. “Go and tell Dunstan
Vardis not to send a woman to do a
man’s job. Ask him why he doesn’t
come himself !”

Zara raised her eyebrows. “Do you
want me to admit that I know Dunstan
Vardis—so that you can arrest me?”’

He shook his head. “I could arrest you,
1f I wanted to, for violating the Sullivan
law. I'm sure you don’t have a permit
for that gun in your muff. But I'in sav-
ing you till I can arrest you for mur-
der. Take a tip from me, Zara, if you
had anything to do with the killing of
Tony Lawrence, or Jack Sloan, or the
other G-Men who were sent after Dun-
stan Vardis, then be sure not to be around
when the blow-off comes. I'll have no
mercy for you.”

She was smiling no longer. The fierce
intensity of his voice had shaken her.
She turned around very slowly, and
walked . out into the street.

Stephen Klaw watched the door close
behind her. He couldn’t see her outside,

"because the Venetian blinds over the

windows were all the way down. But he
didn’t take his hand out of his pocket.

“Make it Scotch,” he said to Mike
Emlen, who had come up alongside him.

He drank it neat, without a chaser, not
noticing that i1t came out of a bottle that
was Mike’s private stock—a Scotch that
can’t be bought any imore, since the war
began.

He took out a bill and laid it on the
counter, but Mike Emlen pushed it back
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into his hand. “I’'m not taking your mon-
ey, Steve,” he said. -

Klaw nodded his thanks, and took the
money back. Then, with both hands in
his pockets, he went toward the door.

“Good luck, Stephen Klaw!” Mike Em-
len called after him, softly.

CHAPTER FOUR
Lightning War

AS STEPHEN KILAW stepped out

of Mike Emlen’s place, one question
was beating like a hammer against his
brain: Where was Johnny Kerrigan?

Johnny had set out to tail Zara. Surely,
if nothing had happened to him, he would
have followed her inside. If Johnny had
given up the trail of Zara, it was either
because he had been killed, or because
he had come across a hot lead to Dunstan
Vardis. In the latter case, he might have
left a message at the Montrose Hotel,
which they had agreed upon beforehand
as their contact point. He started for the
Montrose, which was only two blocks

away.
There was no sign of Zara. She hadn’t

lingered after coming out of Emlen’s.
Klaw walked warily now, watchful of
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everything and everyone in the crowded -
street. From now on i1t was certain that
Dunstan Vardis would wage a blitzkrieg.
For Vardis must know that a challenge
had been thrown down to him which
all of the underworld could understand.
One man was challenging him. Or, let
us say, three men. Dunstan Vardis had
planned for a big war—a war with the
whole F. B. I. Certainly he must have
expected that when his operations be-
came known, the whole weight of the
Federal Bureau of Investigation would
crack down upon him. He had convinced
his followers that he had a strong enough
organization to win against. the nation’s
great crime-fighting bureau. What now
would those followers say if they saw
that only three members of that Bureau
had been assigned to the task of ferret-
ing him out? And what would they say
when they saw that those three lone men
were checkmating their clever ahd ruth-
less boss?

The psychology of the Director’s tac-
tics was perfect. But the Suicide Squad
would have to bear the brunt of an at-
tack which had been planned for an even
larger force. |

Stephen Klaw understood all this as
he walked toward the Montrose Hotel.
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Now that Zara had failed in her treach-
erous attempt at Klaw’s life, Dunstan
Vardis might be expected to stage more
spectacular attempts. Machine-gunning in
the street? A bomb? A dope-crazed
murderer ? He had used all these methods
before, and no doubt had ample facilities
for using them again. Klaw therefore,
walked warily.

By the time he reached the Montrose
Hotel, he knew definitely that he was
being followed. There were at least two
men on foot, behind him, whom he had
‘spotted. And there was a Black and
Gold taxi which was also most certainly
tailing him. It kept crawling a half block
in back of him, and never gaining.

Three times Stephen Klaw stopped and
went to the curb, where he would afford
a tempting target for anyone in the cab.
Each time, he kept his hands in his over-
coat pockets, and watched the two pedes-
trian tailers out of the corner of his eye,
as well as the cab. If it should start to
gather speed to come shooting past him,
he would be prepared.

But they failed to rise to the bait. Each
time that he stopped, they stopped. Evi-
dently, they had something else planned
—something that would be more certain
of obtaining the desired result. Or else
they were waiting to choose the most
favorable spot for the attack.

With narrowed eyes, Klaw continued
up Broadway, then turned west to the
Montrose Hotel, which was in the middle
of the block. -

Then they struck.

It was typical of Dunstan Vardis, that
the attack was different from anything
that might have been expected.

Stephen Klaw grasped the i1dea at once.
And too late, he understood how clever
was his adversary.

THREE drunks had been staggering

down the street from the Montrose
Hotel, toward Steve. Two other men,

standing near the curb, were arguing loud-
ly about something or other. Steve sud-
denly discovered that all these men were
clustering closely around him. At the
same time, the two tailers came hurry-
ing up from behind, and joined the press
of men closing in on him. The Black and
Gold taxi accelerated and pulled up along-
side at the curb.

None of the men had guns in their
hands. They just closed in, purposeful-
ly, grimly. The pseudo-drunks were still
making noise, talking and laughing loud-
ly. But their eyes were on Klaw. They
pushed in so close that his elbows were
pinned to his sides.

Simultaneously, some one opened the
door of the taxicab, and i1t yawned invit-
ingly. The close-pressed group of men
began to surge toward that open door,
half pushing and half carrying Klaw with
them.

“Don’t get tough!” one of the men
sald. “Dunstan Vardis wants to see you.
Better get in the cab without scrap-
ping!”

Steve braced himself, and pushed against
the crushing weight of the close-knit
group.

“Okay,”’ one of them said. “He’s gonna
make trouble. Sap him!”

Blackjacks appeared in several hands.
They rose to slam down upon Steve’s
skull.

Klaw sighed. “Sorry, boys,” he said.
And he fired both automatics through the
cloth of his pockets.

He fired four times with each gun, and
the noise of the blasts was almost smoth-
ered by the close-pressed bodies. The
slugs struck his assailants low, mostly
in the groin, for they were fired at hip-
height.

Blackjacks fell from nerveless hands.
Men screamed in awful agony. They fell
away from him as if they were puppets
whose strings had been cut. Those who
were not hit, turned and ran in sudden,
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frantic terror. The wounded men
writhed on the sidewalk at Steve’s feet.
The taxi motor roared, and the cab sped

away, with open door swinging wide. Men
and women pedestrians rushed headlong
away from the vicinity, anxious to get
out of range. »
Stephen Klaw did not spare a single
glance for the wounded men on the side-
walk, - He kept his hands on the guns
in his pockets, and stepped away from
the writhing mass. Black, scorched tears
showed in the cloth of his overcoat as he
walked toward the Montrose Hotel.

He could have stopped and waited for
the police, and participated in question-
ing the wounded men. But he had no
time. He must find Johnny Kerrigan and
Dan Murdoch, and he must be in the
Silver Galleon at midnight. He was sure
that little information about Dunstan Var-
dis could be gleaned from those men. Like
Joslin, they probably knew nothing about
their boss. He must be content now with
his temporary victory.

A moment after he stepped away from
that spot, he was only one of the hun-
dreds of pedestrians on the crowded
street. It was night, and the passers-by
were panic-stricken by the sudden shoot-
ing. It was certain that none would be
able to point him out to the cop who was
running up from the corner with drawn
gun.,

Quietly, Stephen Klaw turned in to-
ward the entrance of the Montrose Hotel.

But he had hardly taken a step toward
the entrance, when a woman screamed,
across the street.

Klaw’s eyes swiveled toward that long
drawn-out shriek of terror. He saw the
woman, standing transfixed, pointing
frantically toward an upper window of
the Montrose Hotel.

LLAW was already under the canopy
of the hotel entrance. He was not in
a position to see what was happening

K

above the canopy. But his instincts were
those of a fighting man, always attuned
to danger. Especially now, when he knew
he was at war with the cleverest and most
ruthless enemy the Suicide Squad had
ever encountered.

Almost in the same split-instant that
he saw the woman, he saw other people
on the opposite side of the street looking
upward and gesticulating wildly. He
needed no more than that. He went into
a flying leap that carried him forward, to
land flat on his tace on the sidewalk,
just past the canopy.

Almost simultaneously there was a rip-
ping, rending sound. A heavy armchair
tore through the canopy, tearing the can-
vas as if it had been paper, and twisting
the iron framework into a mass of curli-
cued wreckage. It crashed to the pave-
ment with the force of a projectile, and
disintegrated into a thousand catapult-
ing splinters.

For an instant, everything was silent
in that street. It was as if the whole world
had stopped moving. Even-the screaming
woman had ceased to scream. Then, ab-
ruptly, the spell was broken. The woman
on the opposite side of the street found
her breath again. Hysterical shrieks
poured from her throat.

The cop, who had reached the group
of wounded men, was uncertain whether
to remain with them or to come and in-
vestigate this new phenomenon. A man
shouted, pointing upward, “That chair
came from the fifteenth floor !”

Some one else yelled, “No! I saw it.
It was pushed out of the tenth floor!”

A milling mass of people began to
swirl around in the gutter, blocking oft
all traficc People began to argue and
gesticulate. A small crowd gathered
around the wounded gunmen. Even for
jaded New Yorkers, this combination of
a gunfight and a huge chair hurtling out
of a window, all within the space of two
or three minutes, was too much. Pan-
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demonium swept the crowd in no time.

In all the excitement, they lost sight
of the central figure—the one at whom all
this had been aimed, Stephen Klaw was
no longer there. Unobserved, he had
sprung to his feet and hurried into the
hotel.

Grimly, he pushed through the revolv-
ing doors into the lobby. Dunstan Var-
dis had first tried to capture him alive.
Then, failing that, he had made an im-
mediate attempt to kill him.

Klaw understood very well why Var-
dis wanted him alive. He wanted infor-
mation about Kerrigan and Murdoch.
Perhaps he had planned to torture 1t out
of Klaw. He wanted to eliminate all three
members of the Suicide Squad. He would
probably have left Stephen Klaw to be
found 1in some dark street, with his eyes
- gouged out, like Tony Lawrence. But
Vardis, like a good general, had figured
on possible failure. He had prepared a
quick second attempt. And he would keep
on trying. For now it was becoming vital
to Dunstan Vardis that he dispose quick-
ly of the Suicide Squad. His vicious
prestige was at stake.

The clock over the clerk’s desk in the
lobby showed that i1t was twenty min-
utes before twelve. Little enough time
to get down to the Silver Galleon by
midnight.

People were streaming out of the lob-
by, brushing past Steve, almost bowling
him over in their eagerness to get out-
side and see what had happened. He
pushed through them toward the elevator.
The indicator was in motion, moving past
the third floor. By the time he reached the
door, the indicator showed that the cage
was at the main floor. The door began
to slide open.

KLAW kept his hands on the two au-

tomatics. It was possible that the
men who had thrown that chair were
coming down to make their escape. They

could easily walk out of the hotel un-
molested, for no one could prove who
had sent the chair hurtling out of the
window. In fact, 1t would take some
time to discover the window from which
1t had come.

Klaw watched with narrowed eyes as
the door shid fully open. The operator
stood aside, and three men came out.

Klaw’s glance slid past them, and his
eyes gleamed as he saw who was stand-
ing far back in the interior of the cage.
It was Dan Murdoch. Dan must have
been upstairs in their room, and had
sprinted for the elevator at the first
sounds from outside.

Steve had only a second to exchange
glances with Murdoch. The three men
who had emerged from the elevator sud-
denly stopped, staring at the red ribbon
in Steve’s buttonhole.

“That’s him!”’ one of the three shout-
ed. They all made concerted jabs toward
their shoulder holsters.

Stephen Klaw stood very still, a set-
hard smile on his lips, his agate eyes
inscrutable, his hands deep in his pockets.
He was waiting for them to get their
guns out. He.had no need to shoot. Dan
Murdoch stepped lithely out of the cage,
directly behind them.

“As you were, gentlemen!” he said
pleasantly. And suddenly there were guns
in Murdoch’s hands, boring into the backs
of the two men on the ends.

Those two stiffened, with their hands
actually touching the butts of the guns
in their shoulder holsters, but not daring
to draw them. The .one 1in the middle,
however, felt no muzzle at his back. His
lips drew back from his teeth in a snarl.
Whirling, he yanked out his gun.

Stephen Klaw shot him as he turned
—through ‘the head. He fired from the
right hand pocket, and at the same time
his left hand automatic came out to help
cover the other two. They stood stift as
soldiers on parade, never moving a mus-
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cle, as their commpanion stretched both
hands over his head, then collapsed
crumpling to the floor at their feet.

The single gunshot reverberated
through the lobby, but there was no one
to see what was happening. Everyone had
run out into the street. Only the ele-
vator operator watched them, his mouth
agape.

“Nice work, Shrimp,” said Dan Mur-
doch approvingly. “I wish I could shoot
from my pocket the way you do!”

He had not moved, keeping the two
guns boring into the prisoners’ backs.

“What’ll we do with these rats?” he
demanded. “They’re the ones that shoved
the chair down on you. I was looking out
the window, and I saw them do it.”

“Upstairs,” said Steve.

The two gunmen allowed themselves to
be herded into the elevator. The operator
sent the cage up to the tenth, and their
room. Once in the room, they swiftly
disarmed the thugs, and handcufted them
to the radiator.

“What about Johnny?” Steve asked
anxiously while they worked over the
two gunmen. Any word from him?”

“Nothing!” Murdoch told him. “He
didn’t call in.- Maybe he’s still on the
girl’s tail.” |

“He 1sn’t,”” said Steve. “I met her.
Johnny was nowhere in sight.”

“By God,” said Dan Murdoch, “if any-
thing’s happened to Johnny, I'll take Mr.
Dunstan Vardis apart, piece by piece.”
- He turned and glared at the two hand-
cuffed prisoners. They cowered at what
they saw 1n his eyes. But Dan Murdoch
immediately recovered his self-control.

“Don’t go away, boys,” he urged them.
“We’'ll be wanting a few words with
you, by-and-by!”

Murdoch and Klaw went down in the
elevator, and the operator goggled when
they showed him their F. B. 1. badges.

“Let us out at -the basement,” Klaw
~ordered him. “We have no time to stop

and answer questions. After we’'ve gone,
get hold of Lieutenant Schirmer of the
Homicide Squad. He should be around
somewhere. Tell him to go up to our
room and ask those boys a few ques-
tions,”

“Y-yes, sir!” the operator stuttered.

“And tell him,” Klaw threw back as
they stepped out of the cage, ‘“‘that the
Suicide Squad 1s still alive and kick-
ing !”’

Under his breath he added, so that
only Dan Murdoch could hear, “I hope!”

They were both thinking of Johnny
Kerrigan as they got into the car, which
Murdoch had parked around the corner
on Eighth Avenue. They went roaring
downtown, utterly disregarding traffic
ights, and police whistles.

“It’s seven minutes of twelve,’ Steve
said. “We've got to get there by nud-
night. I don’t want Nina Prentice to
be alone in the Silver Galleon for a min-
ute!”

CHAPTER FIVE

The Killer Orders Eggs

HEY made it, just as the bells of

Saint Mary’s Church were tolling
midnight.

The Silver Galleon occupied a brown-
stone house just across the street from
the waterfront, at the edge of Greenwich
Village. Opposite, was a row of aban-
doned warehouses, formerly used by
the Jersey Shore railroads, but long since
condenined. Beyond the warehouses was
the river, with the riding lights of half
a dozen yachts, and the tall superstruc-
ture of a heavy cruiser visible against
the Jersey shoreline.

Stephen Klaw left Dan Murdoch, and
went directly into the main entrance of
the Silver Galleon. Strains of an orches-
tra came wafting out as the doorman
opened the door for him. Within, the
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smell of stale spaghetti permeated the
tobacco-laden air.

A gir]l at the coat room tried to take
his overcoat, but he shook her off. She
started to argue with him, insisting that
no one could go in without checking his
hat and coat, but she stopped with her
mouth open, staring at the red ribbon in
his buttonhole. She said not another
word, but scurried off down a narrow hall-
way.

Klaw grinned twistedly. The warning
was given. In a moment every killer in
the place would know know that Stephen
Klaw was here for a showdown.

A headwaiter came to him, out of the
crowded dining room. The man had a
barrel chest, and big, hairy hands. He
looked out of place in a waiter’s outfit.
He would have been more at home, wield-
ing an iron bar or a blackjack in some
strikebreaking fracas. His eyes rested on
Klaw for a moment, and Steve saw him
purse his lips as he spotted the red rib-
bon.

“You alone, mister ?” he demanded.

“Yes.”

“Okay. Right this way.”

He started to lead Klaw to a table
in the center of the room, but Klaw
stopped him. “I'll take that table—over
near the wall,”’ he said.

““That’s reserved, mister. You got to
take what you get, in here.”,

The headwaiter found himself talking
to thin air. Steve had already started
for the table near the wall. The bruiser
cursed under his breath, and took a quick,
angry step after Steve. He put out a
big hamlike hand to grasp his shoulder.
But Stephen Klaw seemed ‘to have eyes
in the back of his head. He turned just
at the right moment, and his cold, level
eyes met those of the bruiser.

“Never try to put a hand on mel!”’
Klaw said softly. He had both his own
hands 1n his overcoat pockets.

The headwaiter jerked his fist back,

as 1f he had touched fire. “Okay, okay,
mister. But I tell you that table 1s re-
served—"’

“Cancel the reservation, then!”

Klaw crossed the room, passing be-
tween aisles of tables whose occupailts
stared up at him and his ribbon with hard,
appraising eyes. There was no doubt
in his mind now that Nina Prentice had
been right when she said that this place
was the hangout of Dunstan Vardis’ paid
killers. He seated himself at the table he
had chosen, pushing his chair around so
that his back was to the wall. The head-
waiter stood irresolute, a few feet away,
wondering how to handle him.

Steve paid the man no attention. He let
his gaze wander over the room. An or-
chestra was chopping out indifferent mu-
sic, and fifteen or twenty couples were
moving slowly around on the roped-off
square in the center. His eyes flickered
as he spotted Nina Prentice.

She was seated alone at a table along-
side the dance floor. Her long, sensitive
fingers were wrapped around the stem
of a cocktail glass, but she hadn’t touched
its contents. She was staring off into
space, as 1f studiously trying to avoid
seeing Stephen Klaw.

OUT of the corner of his eye, Steve saw

Dan Murdoch come into the room.
The headwaiter went over to greet him.
Evidently no one in the place recognized
Murdoch as one of the Suicide Squad.
That was all to the good.

Murdoch waved the headwaiter away,
and instead of taking a table he went over
to the bar at the other end of the rooin,
and stood with his elbows on the rail-
ing, facing the floor. Over his shoulder
he ordered a drink from the bartender.

The orchestra ceased playing, and the
couples went back to their tables. Now,
a dozen more pairs of eyes became fo-
cussed on Steve, as word went around
to those who had just finished dancing
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that Killer Klaw was here in the place.

Steve saw the attention he was attract-
ing, and smiled thinly. A waiter came
over to him to get his order.

“I don’t want a thing,” he said to the
man. “Just go and tell Dunstan Vardis
that Stephen Klaw has come for him!”

The waiter tried to look innocent. “Dun-
stan Vardis? I never heard the name.”

“Then you ought to read the news-
papers,” Klaw told him. “On second
thought, never mind taking the message.
Vardis surely knows it by this time. You
might tell him, though, that if he doesn't
come out in ten minutes, I'm going to
start taking this place apart—to see what'’s
behind the false front!”

The man flushed, and hurried away.

Klaw half-closed his eyes, as if he
were dozing. But his head was thrown
back, so he could see everybody in the
room. Suddenly he stiftened. He almost
lost his pose of easy somnolence. He
blinked, and looked again. Yes, there
could be no doubt about it—the man mn
the waiter’s uniform, who had just come
out of the kitchen, was Johnny Kerrigan!

Steve felt a surge of gladness. He had
been sure, for the past hour, that some-
thing had happened to Johnny. He
looked across to the bar, and saw that
Dan Murdoch had also spotted their big
partner.

Johnny was carrying a tray with two
sandwiches, which he served to a couple
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at a nearby table. Then he started back
to the kitchen. He threw a quick side
glance at Steve, and nodded his head al-
most imperceptibly.

Steve caught his cue. “Waiter!” he
shouted imperiously, raising his hand.

Johnny turned, apparently saw that
he was wanted, and came over to Steve’s
table. Steve picked up 4@ menu, and pre-
tended to be asking him about the food.
In reality, he said swiftly, “What’s the
lay, Johnny?”

Kerrigan bent over him, as if advising
on the dishes.

“This i1s it, Shrimp!” he said. “This
1s Dunstan Vardis’ headquarters. I fol-
lowed that dame down here. She went
in the front entrance, and I could see
her talking to a cripple in a wheel chair,
in the foyer. I decided to take a look
around the back. The place wasn’t open
for business yet, so I broke into the cellar
and looked around. There’s a secret pas-
sage of some sort that leads under the
street to those warehouses on the water-
front. I came upstairs, and what do I
do, but run into that cripple in the wheel
chair, with four or five hard guys. I was
just going for my gun, when the cripple
says: ‘Oh! You're the waiter the Acme
Agency sent!” I said yes, and that’s how
I’'m a waiter. But I got no gun. I heard
the cripple telling one of the boys to
frisk me, so I ditched my gun in a big
pot of soup. Now I can’t get it.”
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“Take one of mine,” said Steve softly.

“Nix. Too dangerous. We're proba-
bly being watched. That cripple—Farney
—has a million eyes. What are you and
Dan doing here, Shrimp ?”

“We're going to work in about ten
minutes, Johnny. It’s the showdown.”

“Okay. I'll change to my street clothes,
and work my way down to the cellar.
I'll see can I get through that under-
ground passage to the warehouse. If you
get that far, come through after me.”

“Right, mope.”

“Right, Shrimp. See you in hell. If no
see no more, say good-bye to Dan for me.”

With that, Johnny Kerrigan turned
away and headed for the kitchen, writing
down an imaginary order for a chicken
~ liver omelette.

ARELY a moment after Johnny Ker-

rigan had disappeared into the kitch-
en, Stephen Klaw was treated to an-
other surprise. A door opened in the wall,
close to where he was sitting. The yel-
low-haired woman, Zara, came into the
room. She was clad in a daring, low-cut
evening dress which was molded to every
curve of her voluptuous body.

She threw a quick side-glance at
Stephen Klaw, but did not greet him.
Instead, she walked right past him, and
went over to the table where Nina Pren-
tice was sitting. She bent low, with her
back to Steve, and talked swiftly with
Nina. Tl-en Nina arose, her face flushed
with clashsng emotions, and followed Zara
back towa«d the side door.

Immediately, Steve was alert. Zara
was taking Wina Prentice to see her broth-
er. And he had reason to believe that
Nina would never come back from that
interview. Dunstan Vardis could not
afford to leave Nina alive, to tell what she
knew. He was going to cause her to
disappear.

As the two women approached the door,
'Stephen Klaw got up from the table, and

signalled with his hand across the room
to Dan Murdoch. Then he stepped di-
rectly in the path of Nina and Zara.

The yellow-haired woman looked at
him coldly. “What do you want, Stephen
Klaw ?”

He smiled. “Nothing, dear lady—ex-
cept to go along with you and Miss Pren-
tice.”

»

Zara shook her head, her eyes never
leaving his. “No, Stephen Klaw. You
see—here, I am the mistress!”’

She must have given some secret sig-
nal. For now, a group of men were push-
ing close around them, coming from the
nearby tables. Their hostility was no long-
er velled. They had guns in their hands,
and the guns were covering Stephen Klaw
from a dozen angles. Two of the men
stepped deftly in front of Zara, so that
their bodies shielded hers from Klaw’s
guns. The others moved in close to
him, from all sides.

Klaw smiled, keeping his hands in his
pockets. “Very neat, my dear Zara. You
deliberately brought Miss Prentice this
way, to get me away from the table——so
I wouldn’t have a wall at my back.”

“Thank you,” Zara acknowledged. She
took Nina Prentice by the arm, and
dragged her around behind the screen-
ing bodies of her gunmen.

“Finish him without noise if you can!”
she ordered. “Have the orchestra play
loud music.”

She stopped, her face becoming paper-
white. Her hand dropped from Nina Pren-
tice’s arm. Behind her, Dan Murdoch
had suddenly appeared. He was pressing
the muzzle of his revolver to the white
skin at the back of her neck.

“I think,” he drawled, ‘“‘that I have
the situation well in hand, Shrimp. The
lady understands that as soon as these
rats of hers fire the first shot, I’ll fire
the second—into her pretty spine!”

Zara stood motionless. Her eyes blazed
with fierce hatred at Stephen Klaw. “What
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do you want?”’ she demanded hoarsely.
Steve stepped back, pushing the gun-
men out of his way. As long as their
mistress was threatened by Dan Mur-
doch’s gun, they didn’t dare resist.
Klaw reached behind him, and opened
the door in the wall. He stood to one
side, and bowed. “Ladies first!” he said.

Zara stepped forward unwillingly, with
Dan Murdoch close behind her. Nina
Prentice followed them through.

Stephen Klaw remained where he was.
“Keep going, Dan,” he called out. “I’ll
be along in a couple of minutes.”

He closed the door behind him, and
stood with his back to it, facing the room-
ful of gunmen. His hands came swiftly
out of his pockets, gripping the automatics.
The room had become so still that the
snick of his safety catches was distinctly
heard.

“All right, boys,” he said softly. “Come
and take Killer Klaw!”

CHAPTER SIX

Dead End for G-Men

OR thirty tense seconds, there was not

the slightest movement in all that
room. Men with guns in their hands were
facing Stephen Klaw—men as hard-bitten
as any to be found in the underworld.
They had only to press the triggers of
their guns. But they remained unmov-
ing.

Every one of these men had heard the
almost legendary stories about the Sui-
cide Squad. They had heard how Kerri-
gan and Murdoch and Klaw had gone
into dens where they were outnumbered
ten to one—and had come out alive. They
had heard how the three hellions of the
Suicide Squad seemed actually to seek
death-—and yet, never to find 1it. Just
now, these gunmen had been ready, hot
for a fight, under the eye of their mis-
tress. That had been due to the desire

to shine before her. There was no doubt
that she commanded the unholy love of
men, just as in the case of Gerald Pren-
tice, who had been willing to allow him-
self to be framed into prison rather than
betray her. |

But now she was gone, and they knew
that one of the terrible Suicide Squad
had taken her away. Perhaps she would
never return. What was the use then,
of fighting this other one, who stood there
so coolly, with his guns ready to blast?
Some of them must surely die if a fight
started.

Klaw could read these thoughts in their
faces. He knew also, that their respect
for Dunstan Vardis had perceptibly
diminished i1n the past few hours. They
did not have the blind confidence in him
that had carried them on before the Sui-
cide Squad appeared on the scene. They
were not sure that Vardis could do the
things for them that they had thought he
could.

Time passed in that room, with each
second ticking slowly, like an aeon of time.
If only one of those men should decide
to shoot, that would be the end of Stephen
Klaw. He would go down, taking with
him many of these rats. But he would
be dead.

He faced the prospect calmly, without
a flicker of emotion showing in his cold
features. The men before him saw in him
the modern incarnation of the flaming
warrior of olden days, who wasn’t afraid

to die because he saw visions of Val-
halla.

To them 1t was incomprehensible. These
rmen killed for profit, or to save their
skins. They didn’t iight for the love of
fighting, but to make a mean living. They
could not understand one who offered to
risk his life for honor, or for the love of
battle.

Slowly, as the “seconds ticked away,
some of the crowd at the back of the
room started to trickle out, slinking away
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and hoping that the hard-eyed man with
the automatics would not notice them.

TEPHAN KLAW saw themn steal

away. And he let them go. He faced
those others nearest him, and a little siile
of contempt twitched at his lips, for he
saw that they would not fight.

“All right,” he said harshly. “Listen to
me, all of you. As I look at your faces
I don’t see any who are wanted for seri-
ous crimes. Perhaps the wanted men are
in some other part of the building. You
are all wwould-be gunmen and thugs. You
haven’t the guts for a real fight. You
thought you’d have an easy time of 1t
under the protection of Dunstan Vardis.
You even thought that with Vardis be-
hind you, you could laugh in the faces of

the G-Men. Well, I'm a G-Man. Let’s
see which of you wants to laugh first!”

There was no response. Indeed, many
of them looked away from him, lest he
think they were defying him.

It was Stephen Klaw who laughed at
last.

“Get out! All of you!” he ordered
harshly. “Get out of here, and leave town.
Never come back. Dunstan Vardis won’t
be able to help you after tonight. Leave
your guns. And never try to make a
living by guns again, because you'll sure-
ly come up against the G-Men, and next
time you may not be so lucky!”

.Uncompromising and unsmiling, he
stood there with his automatics, and
waited.

He had not long to wait. Almost be-
fore he had finished talking, men began
to stoop and lay their guns carefully on
the floor, and quietly slink away. Soon
there was no one in the great room, ex-
cept Stephen Klaw. He raised one hand,
and wiped sweat from his forehead. Then
he turned, and opened the door in the
wall. He went through into the passage,
after Murdoch.

There was a dim bulb 1llurninating the

hall. He followed the corridor to the end,
with his automatics out. He came to a
flight of stairs leading down. At the foot
of the stairs he saw an open door. The
door was 1n a larger hall, and he saw
that the hall led on beyond that open
door, seemingly into utter darkness. Klaw
did not follow 1t any farther than the

door. He stepped through it into a small
room.

Murdoch was there, and Zara, and
Nina Prentice. Murdoch still had his gun
in Zard’s back. But none of them was
looking toward the door. None of them
saw Stephen Klaw enter.

They were too busy looking at that
which was at the other end of the room.

THERE was an opening in the far wall,

where a sliding secret door had been
opened, affording a view of another dark
passageway beyond. But framed in that
opening there was a grotesque and revolt-
Ing man.

He was seated in a wheel chair, which
could be propelled by a self-contained
motor. The lower half of the man’s body
was covered by a robe, and only his head
and torso were visible. His head was
tremendous. It was shaped like an egg,
and the narrow chin served all the more
to accentuate the unbelievable width of
his skull. His forehead was shining white,
like wax, and he wore a wig which was
so manifestly not his natural hair that
one wondered why he bothered to wear
it at all.

This queer creature was chuckling.
And the chuckle made a hornid, wvile
sound in the room. The reason for his
amusement was the Thompson sub-ma-
chine gun which lay across his lap, point-
ing at Murdoch and the two women.

“Well, my dear friends,” he was say-

ing, “it seems that I shall have one last
pleasure before leaving—the pleasure of
raking you all with snub-nosed slugs! You
and your two friends, my dear Murdoch,
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are entitled to my compliments. I never
thought that the efforts of three men

could break up the power of Dunstan
Vardis !”

Stephen Klaw was invisible to the
cripple in the wheel chair, because he had
the darkness of the hallway behind him,
and because Murdoch and the two women
were between him and the open panel. He
could barely see the man over Nina Pren-
tice’s shoulder. His eyes reflected puz-
zlement. This man was surely not Dun-
stan Vardis. He had pictures of Vardis,
before the man had escaped from Leaven-
worth. There was not the slightest re-
semblance. This must be the cripple,
Farney, who had been mentioned both by
Nina Prentice and by Johnny Kerrigan.
Yet he spoke as if he were the master.

And now, for the first time, Stephen
Klaw saw that there was another man
in the room. He was standing over at the
left of Murdoch, and his hands were
bound behind his back. His clothes were
disheveled, and his hair was mottled.
He lacked a shave, and there was blood
on the right side of his face which had
evidently trickled down from a wound in
the scalp. But Steve recognized him at
once. The resemblance to Nina Pren-
tice was so marked that there was no
doubt he was Gerald Prentice.

Prentice spoke now, for the first time.
“Why kill my sister?” he ‘demanded
hoarsely. “Let her go, Vardis. She never
harmed you.”

The man i1n the wheel chair shook his
head, still chuckling. “Impossible, my dear
Gerald. You see, when I leave this place,
I intend that none shall remain alive to
say what Dunstan Vardis looks like.” His
eyes swung to Zara. “Not even you, my
dear Zara!”

And then, he must have pressed some
secret spring. For with the swift smooth-
ness of well-olled mechanism, the secret
door slid shut with a click. Dunstan Var-
dis disappeared, and nothing was left

=

but blank wall. There was only one little
aperture in that blank wall—a loophole.
And now, the barrel of the submachine

gun was thrust out through that loop-
hole.

HERE would never have been time

for any of them to escape from the
room before the gun began to stutter its
flaming death. Zara screamed, and leaped
to one side. As if her scream had attract-
ed the killer’s attention to her, the barrel
of the gun swung in her direction, and
flame streaked from the muzzle. The snub-
nosed bullets lanced out at Zara.

But some one uttered a hoarse shout.
It was Gerald Prentice. Shouting, he
leaped forward awkwardly, in spite of his
bound hands. And he threw himself di-
rectly in the path of that stream of lead
directed at Zara!

Nina Prentice screamed as she saw his
body battered by the flailing bullets. For
a moment he danced in the air, as shot
after shot thudded into him. Prentice was
dead before he hit the floor.

But his sacrifice had been unavailing.
For one single bullet had caught the beau-
tiful Zara 1n the throat, and she fell
slowly, graceful even in death, upon the
body of the man who had sacrificed ev-
erything for her sake.

Dan Murdoch had thrust Nina Pren-

tice behind him when the machine-gun
began its chatter. He raised his revolver,
and fired six times, quickly, straight at the
bit of muzzle which showed through the
loophole. At the same time, Stephen
Klaw’s two guns were spitting fire, at
the same target.

Klaw fired seven times with each gun,
emptying the clips. He hit 1t fourteen
times, and Murdoch hit 1t six times.
Those twenty sledge-like impacts in split-
second succession must have paralyzed
Dunstan Vardis’ hand, for the muzzle of
the machine-gun disappeared.

Klaw’s fingers flew as he inserted an-
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other clip, and emptied it into the blank
wall. But none of his shots pierced it.
The bullets ricochetted into the room.
That sliding door was made of sheet
steel.

They heard a sudden whining of ma-
chinery from behind the door, and Klaw
exclaimed, “That’s an elevator, Dan!
He’s going down!”

The two men swung out of the room,
dragging Nina Prentice with them.

“Wait!” she begged. “Let me stay
here. My brother—"

Dan Murdoch and Stephen Klaw looked
at her with sympathy. Murdoch patted
her on the shoulder.

“Sure, kid. Stay with him. And don’t
feel too bad. Your brother was a brave
man. I'd have been proud to shake his

hand.”

There were tears of gratitude in her
eyes for those few words as she watched

them hurry out. Then she turned to her
dead, . % /.

KLAW and Murdoch followed the long

hallway, reloading as they went. They
noticed that the corridor sloped down-
hill, and they guessed that it would lead
them into the lower part of the warehouse
fronting on the river.

“Johnny 1s down there!” Klaw said.
“He said he was going down to look
around. He’ll run right into Vardis and
whatever is left of his crew-—and he hasn’t
got a gun!”’

There were no lights here. The corri-
dor was 1n utter darkness, and Murdoch
used his flashlight. They came to a strong,
oaken door, and stopped before it. Klaw
tried the knob. It was not locked. He
had his hand on the knob when he heard
sudden shouts from the other side, sounds
of a furious struggle.

“Let’s go!” he shouted to Dan Mur-
doch.

He thrust the door wide open. They
stepped through, shoulder to shoulder.

ACE G-MAN

They were at the head of a flight of
stairs, leading down into the basement of
the warehouse. And this, they saw at a
glance, was the final hideout of Dunstan
Vardis. It was equipped like an arsenal.
It was here that were stored the weapons
used by Vardis’ gunmen.

But they spared not a second glance
for all that. Their eyes swept to the
panorama of struggle in the center of the
room.

Johnny Kerrigan was there. From
somewhere he had gotten a gun and was
fighting with it. But at just this moment
it went empty. A dozen thugs were
coming at him, and at the far end, where
a sliding garage door opened out to the
dock, sat the cripple in the wheel chair.
He must have come straight down in the
elevator. His face was twisted with rage
as he urged the killers to close in on
Johnny Kerrigan. For the moment, their
guns were useless against him, for he
seized one of their number and whirled
him high above his head. He was using
the inert man’s body as a club.

Only Johnny Kerrigan, with his steve-
dore shoulders and his primordial
strength, could have done that. He was
flailing that body around, and the thugs
were backing away from him, waiting for
a chance to get 1n a shot.

As Murdoch and Klaw came down the
stairs, Johnny swung the body, hitting
two of the thugs. They went down like
nine-pins, and Johnny laughed out loud,
deep in his chest, and went in at the oth-
ers, not the least concerned about their

guns.

A little rat-faced thug sneaked around
in back of him, and raised his gun to
deliver the killing shot in Johnny’s back.

Klaw and Murdoch took care of him.
Their guns began to blast as they came
down those stairs, shoulder to shoulder.
The first to fall was the little rat who
had tried to shoot Kerrigan in the back.
Then they went down, one after the other,
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as thunder filled the underground room.

Taken by surprise, those gunmen had
no stomach for this hot work, facing all
three of the Suicide Squad. They turned
to run, but saw at once that they couldn’t
beat the burning slugs from the avenging
guns of the three G-Men.

“Don’t shoot!” they shouted, almost
in unison. And their hands went up i1n
the air, guns clattering on the floor.

Only one man did not give up.

That was the cripple in the wheel chair.
Dunstan Vardis raised his machine-gun,
with his lips drawn back in the snarl of
one who hates all the world. He raised it
to cover Klaw and Murdoch. Klaw fired
at his head and Murdoch at his torso.
Murdoch’s bullet killed hiun.

Klaw’s forehead puckered in puzzle-
ment. He had seen his slug hit the man
in the head, but it had not even jerked
him back. It had seemed to carry away
part of his scalp, but there was no blood.

But Dunstan Vardis was dead, and
that was the thing that counted. They
came all the way down the stairs, and
Kerrigan wiped blood from his face, and
grinned.

“Hi, punks,” he said. “You didn’t come
any too soon!”

Stephen Klaw patted him on the back.
“That was nice club-work, Johnny. I
never saw you do that before.”

HE STEPPED past them, and went

over to the dead body of the crip-

ple. He knelt beside him, and uttered a
low whistle. Kerrigan and Murdoch came
over, keeping an eye on the prisoners, al-
though it was hardly necessary, for they
had no more fight in them.

They looked down at the head of Dun-
stan Vardis.

“No wonder I didn’t recognize him!”
Stephen Klaw said. “That’s all wax!”

Indeed, Vardis had built up for himself
~a head of wax upon his own. The broad
forehead, the hydrocephalus skull, were

all made of wax. Stripped away, it re-
vealed the true features of Dunstan Var-
dis.

“That’s why he didn't want anyone
to remain alive,” Dan Murdoch said. “I
mean anyone who had seen him. He nust
have put 1n a lot of effort on this disguise,
and he didn’t want to have to change
it!”

Stephen Klaw turned to Kerrigan.
“What about you, Mope?”’ he asked.
“How did you get down here?”

Johnny grinned. “I just wandered
down, and fell into a beehive. But come
here. Let me show you what I found!”

First they tied up the prisoners with
strips of burlap sacking, and then Johnny

led them: into an adjoining room.
“Take a look!” he said.

A girl was lying unconscious on the
floor. “That’s Mary Lawrence,’ he ex-
plained. She’s poor Tony Lawrence’s sis-
ter. She came down here yesterday. It
seems that Vardis phoned her and told
her he had her brother, and she could
save him by coming. Well, the poor girl
came down, and they held her, figuring
that i1f the F. B. I. tried to get aiter Vardis
for blinding poor Tony Lawrence, they
could threaten to do the same to her.”

“Is this where you found her?” Steve
demanded.

Johnny nodded. “I canie down here, and
broke into this roomy, 1n the dark, and
heard her sobbing. She was tied up. 1
flashed my light, and untied her, and she
started to tell me her story. She found
out what happens to the criminals who
paid Vardis to get them out of the coun-
try. Here are a couple who were supposed
to leave today.”

He led them to an open trapdoor a few
feet away, and pointed down the opening.

Dan Murdoch uttered an exclamation.
“Cofhins I’ he exclaimed.

“Sure,” said Johnny. “And dead men
in them. Theyre Vardis’s clients. He

helped them to escape, all right!”
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“I’'m sorry we shot him,” Stephen Klaw
said. “I would have liked to see him
hang.”
~ Johnny Kerrigan kicked a machine gun
lying on the floor. “See this? It almost
finished me. I found 1it, and figured I
owned the place. And then, while Mary
Lawrence was showing me the cofhns,
three hoods jumped us. I turned the ma-
chine gun on them, but the clip held all
duds. It didn’t shoot.”

“My Gawd!” said Dan Murdoch.
“What did you do?”

Johnny grinned as he knelt and took
Mary Lawrence’s head in his arms, and
chafed her skin to revive her. “I threw
the gun at them!”

Ye pointed to a small huddle of bodies
over in a corner. “The boys thought
they’d like to take me without noise, so

they all jumped me. Too bad for them.
That’s where I got the “club” I was using
in there.”

Twenty minutes later, the place was
flooded with police, and reporters. Klaw
was giving interviews, while Johnny Ker-
rigan held Mary Lawrence’s hand, and
while Dan Murdoch talked earnestly with
Nina Prentice.

Lieutenant Schirmer scowled, and drew
Stephen Klaw aside.

“Looks like those two buddies of yours
are mighty interested in the girls? What
do you think ?”’

Stephen Klaw looked over at them, and
made a wry face.

“Only till the next job,” he told Schir-
mer. ‘“The Suicide Squad can’t afford to
get tangled up with women-—except at
the other end of a gun!”

THE END

Watch for another thrilling Suicide Squad novel in the next issue
—on sale February 9th!
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WANTED BY THE F.B.1L

On this page appears information released by the Federal Bureau of Investigation relating
to two fugitive criminals. Here you will find their- case histories and descriptions. The law
asks that you be on the watch for these men. Either may be living next door to you. You

may pass them on the street.
headquarters.
honest, civic-minded citizens!

In the event that you encounter one, do not fail to report to
You need the law—and the law needs the eyes and ears of its millions of

For Embezzlement of National Banks

scription: Age, 39; Height, 6

feet, 1 inch; Weight, 200 pounds;
Eyes, gray; Hair, dark chestnut, thin on
top; Build, large; Complexion, dark,
tanned ; Race, white; Nationality, Amer-
ican; Peculiarities, smokes a pipe inces-
santly, has slight limp in left leg; suffers
from hay fever; Personal History: Very
much interested in golf and considered a
proficient player.

On Monday evening, June 27, 1932,
Lawrence left the bank where he had been
employed since 1918, and upon his failure
to report for work the following morning
the officials of the bank, being somewhat
suspicious, checked his records and ascer-
tained he was short in his cash to the ex-
tent of over $10,000. Subsequent investi-
gation by an Agent of the FBI resulted
in his indictment on four counts with the
embezzlement of various sums of money
from the First National Bank of Danville,
Illinois, in violation of the National Bank
Act. The car in which Lawrence left was
later recovered fromn a public garage in
South Bend, Indiana, where he had parked
it. Later reports lead to Cuba, Guatemala
and Canada, but no definite trace has yet
been found. It is pointed out that because
of his proficiency as a golfer he might be
employed at some golf club.

I IOWARD L. LAWRENCE. De-

TANLEY RECZYNSKI, with ali-

ases : Stanley Brazinski, James S. Pa-
ter, James L. Pater, James L. Porter.
Description: Age 48; Height, 5 feet, 3
inches to 5 feet, 4 inches; Weight 140 to
150 pounds; Build, short, with broad
shoulders ; Hair, brown, thin, slightly bald
in front ; Eyes, light ; Complexion, medium
light; Occupation, real estate operator,
salesman, and follower of dog tracks; Na-
tionality, American of Polish extraction;
Mustache, was wearing a small, sandy-
colored mustache at time of disappearance.

The FBI has for a number of years wanted
this man who is charged with aiding and abet-
ting George W. Anderson to embezzie the sum
of $30,000.00 from the Calumet National Bank,
Chicago, Illinois, on or about February 15, 1928.
By reason of his association with Reczynski,
whom he knew as James S. Pater, who was then
President and General Manager of a dog race
track in Chicago, Anderson became short in his
accounts at the bank. He attempted to make up
the shortage by gambling, but instead of win-
ning, he lost considerably more of the bank’s
funds. Pater then advised Anderson that since
he was short $8,000 anyway, he might as well
take $50,000 and leave the country. Anderson
did. He fled to France, but later returned to
Chicago and was apprehended and sentenced to
prison.

In view of the personal history of Reczynski,
and inasmuch as he was previously regarded as
a high-pressure type of salesman, it is entirely
possible that he may be posing as a respectable
citizen in some community in the United States.
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CHAPTER ONE

Phony Alibi

HEY stood on the sidewalk outside
the Iron City terminal. There were
three of them—Ted Parks, Gary
Phillips and Joe Simon. Their quick,
sure eyes took 1n the face of every passer-
by and examined each one carefully. They
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Stiring Novelette
of an F. B. I.
Outcast!

William Hartley

typed the faces expertly and without hesi-
tation, and each man waited for a tiny
bell to ring in the halls of his memory as
he searched the throng. There couldn’t
be any slip-up.

Without turning his head, Ted Parks
sald to Gary Phillips, “Three of us for
one guy. It seems a bit silly. Brent i1sn’t
too tough. One of us would be able to
take him back to Chicago. Why the
1mob ?”’

Gary shrugged a big shoulder. ‘“He’s
hot. He will kill that Cardenas case 1f we




TOMMY GUN

Ted Parks, they said, was a coward, a
disgrace to his kind. . . . But today
pe'd prove that the memory of bis
massacred fellow Feds was as bright
and precious as the blood, everyone
swore, he’d been too cowardly to shed

to save therr lwes!

i'»
- " o o Lo
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He tried to arise, but his legs
were powerless. . ..

once get him on the stand. There are
some people who wouldn’t like him to
step up there and tell what he knows.”

Joe Sinion, on the third side of the tri-
angle, said, “Why complain? We get a
fine ride and a day off.”

Ted lighted a cigarette and flung the
match impatiently into the gutter. This
was his day off. And if Marge didn’t
hear from him before tonight, he was in
trouble. |

Ted and Gary and Joe Simon had come

A
4

down from the Federal Bureau of In-
vestigation office in Chicago, where they
were stationed, to get Benny Brent from
the State Prison here at Iron City. He
was to be delivered to them here, at the
station, and they were to see that he got

33
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back to Chicago. It was very important.
He was the man whose testimony would
ceinent the case against Little Joe Car-
denas. '

Brent himself was relatively unimport-
ant. He had been so unfortunate as to
fall oft the running board of a car roaring
away fromm a bank hold-up, and he had
been captured. He was currently spend-
ing twenty years in the jug. But his testi-
mony against Cardenas would be valu-
able enough for the court to grant him
a chance at parole, and Benny was very
eager about the whole thing. He knew
all about Little Joe.

The Federal Bureau of Investigation
knew all about Little Joe, too. But many
times it i1s diffiicult to prove the things
you know, and such was Little Joe’s case.
He was a mobster of no little means, and
the murders that had been committed at
his behest were many. But when the trail
was back-tracked, it inevitably petered
out before it reached Little Joe. He was
smart, and guilty of every crime in the
book-—including greed. And it was his
greed that had trapped him.

Little Joe Cardenas, smart guy, had set
up several huge bank accounts, the fruit
of his many enterprises, and on two of
them he had paid no income tax. And
that was the loose fur by which the F.B.I.
grabbed him. His trial was on in Chi-
cago now, three hundred short miles
away, and all that was needed was for
Benny Brent to show and speak his little
piece.

And after Ted and Phillips and Simon
had been waiting for a few moments, Ted
said, “Here 1t 1s,” and the State Police car
came around the corner. There was a
trooper driving and two in the back seat.
And between the two in the rear was
Benny Brent. The car stopped at the
curb and the men in back got out, holding
Brent between them.,

Gary Phillips flashed his badge and
told the trooper, ‘“Thanks, pal. We're

here to collect our little parcel.” He gave
him a transfer order.

Ted was looking at Brent, his back to
the street, when he heard the cars come
around the corner.

HE knew they were coming fast, the

way the tires whirped on the pave-
ment. And he knew there were two of
them, for he could hear the different tones
of the motors. As he was turning, he
heard the voice say, “All right. Let it

)

go.
He could just see the front wheels of

the front car when he felt the blow on
the head. He didn’t hear the gun except
dimly. He was aware of anger and sur-
prise, and the bullet knocked him to his
hands and knees. He tried to arise, now
that he could hear the shattering roar of
shots, but his legs were powerless and
he couldn’t see a thing.

He was stone blind and helpless, but
he could hear the shots dimly. He knew
that Tommy guns were working, and
interspersed with their chatter, he could
make out the flat, ugly reports of re-
volvers. He tried to get his hand to his
own gun, and he fell flat on his face.

He didn’t know how long it went on,
but soon there was a comparative silence,
then, 1n the distance, the wail of a siren.
The crowd noises were thick about him,
too, and he felt hands on his body. He
was as weak as a cat and dizzy, and he
thought bitterly, unwillingly, “I’'m blind !
Blind, darn it, blind !

Someone had him under the arms, now,
and with support he could stand. He was
weak, and he knew that if whoever was
holding him let go, he would fall again.
He couldn’t see, though he strained the
muscles of his eyes frantically. He asked,
what happened, but the crowd noises
drowned out the sound of his voice.

In a few moments there was the sound
of an approaching ambulance, and with
someone’s hand on his arm, he stumbled
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up the step and dropped heavily on a cot.
The ride to the hospital was brief, and

Ted felt the new terror clawing at him, ™

pulling his reason apart. His hands were
raised to his eyes. He could feel them
there, gently prying at the lids, and he
could feel the lids open. But that was
all. There was a great voice in him crying
out, but he would not give utterance to
it. But he could hear 1t himself, and 1t
said, over and over again, “Blind! Blind !”

fHe could feel the blood running down
his face and onto his hands, and someone
did something with cotton and an astring-
ent, and in a few moments they were in
the emergency ward. He was led to a
table and he sat there numbly, silently, the
voices around him unheard, while busy
hands wielded a needle on his scalp. He
felt the motions of bandaging then he
was led away, and now he became aware
of the meaning of words.

A man was helping him off with his
clothes and saying, “You just go to bed
for awhile and try to get some sleep. This
might help you.” And there was the bite
of a needle in his arm, and in a few min-
utes he was asleep, in spite of the fear
and the worry and the horror that crowd-
ed his mind.

HE awoke quickly, to the blinding white

light of a hospital room. He was
staring at the ceiling. His eyes turned to
the window at his side before he became
aware of what was happening.

He came erect in the bed with a hoarse
sound i1n his throat, then he stared out
the window again hungrily, remembering.
He remembered, but he couldn’t under-
stand, but that didn’t stop the grin that
spread across his face. He could see
again !

He turned to the other side of the bed,
the grin working hard, and he suddenly
cut it short when he saw Moran sitting
there in the chair by the bed. But even
Moran couldn’t stifle the joy that roared

within him. He grinned again and said:

“Hello, Jake. What are you doing
here ?”

Rough, tough Jake Moran. They had
been bitter, but polite enemies for two
years, now, ever since Ted had broken a
case that the grizzled veteran had been
working on. Moran hadn’'t liked him
since that day, and 1t was easy to see, by
the expression on his face now, that his
feelings hadn’t changed. Moran stared
at him coldly.

“What am I doing here ?”’ he said. “You
nught ask yourself the same question,
Parks. You nught ask yourself a lot of
questions, but you won’t.”

Ted looked at him, examining the
words, then it all hit him like a bowling
ball. He was half out of the bed, clawing
at Moran’s arin.

“What happened ?”’ he asked. “We had
just taken Brent; then there were all
those shots. What the hell was 1t all
about? Where are the rest of the boys?”

Moran stared at him before he spoke.
“Your memory was never that poor be-
fore, Parks. You were always the smart
boy. You were going ahead fast, Parks—
until now.”

“What are you talking about?” Ted
asked him.

Moran leaned torward. “I’ve heard the
story from a couple of people. Civilians,
standing around watching. You and
Phillips and Simon were standing there,
and the troopers drove up with Brent.
They got out of the car, then two fast
jobs come around the corner. The guys
in those cars are using Tommy guns, and
you go down on your hands and knees
and stay there. A fine position for a
mutt.”

Ted said coldly. “What about the rest
of the boys? Where are they?”

“Simon’s on his way back to Chicago,’
Moran said, his eyes bleak. “Gary Phil-
lips 1s getting the next train.”

Ted grinned. “They’re all right, then.”

)
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Moran nodded. “If you figure it that
way. There’s nothing to worry them.
They're both dead.”

“What!”

“They got Joe Simon right away.
Phillips died about an hour ago—while
you were asleep. Two of the troopers are
dead, and the other one won’t live out
the night.”

Ted stared at him.
Brent ?”

“What the hell do you think all the
shooting was about? They wanted him,
and they got him first. They got him and
the rest while you were kneeling there,
too scared to pull your gun. Too scared
even to get up and run. So scared that
when it was all over you had to be held
up and then led into an ambulance. You
looked good out there, Parks.”

Ted said, “Wait a minute—"’

Moran waved a big hand at him. “I
got the story from twenty people, who
were huddled in doorways watching the
whole thing. The stories are all the same.
You got a crease on your head that didn’t
even knock you out, and you knelt there
and took it like a dog. And don’t think my
report 1s going to be any different from
the stories I got from the witnesses.”

Then he was gone, and Ted was alone,
staring at the big back going out the door,
trying to understand what was going on.

Marge came in then, tall and lovely,
and excitement and worry in her eyes.
In her eyes, too, was something else that
Ted hadn’t seen there before and which
he didn’t like. She sat down beside the
bed and said, “Hello, flatfoot. How you
feel 7’

Her mouth was soft and moist, and 1t
turned up at the corners in that funny
smile, and he told her, “Lousy, kid. I got
whacked on the skull.” |

She nodded. “I was in the office, and
the thing came over the radio. I flew
down here on the first plane.”

She was quiet a moment then, and

“What about

Ted said quickly, “You see Moran?”
She nodded, “Some pal of yours. He

had a nice story.”
He said, “Look, kid. I got whacked

with the first shot. It did something to
me. I couldn’t see and I couldn’t stand up.
I could just about hear all the noise, but
I couldn’t do anything about it. I couldn’t
see when they brought me here. They put
me to bed and gave me a needle, and here
I am. How long ago did all this happen ?”

“About four hours ago.” Her voice
was low, and now she reached out for his
hands. “And listen, Ted. Don’t you
worry about all this. It’ll all blow over.
I like your story, not Moran’s. We'll go
back to town—"

Ted said “Nuts,” and tried to get out
of the bed. He got his feet on the floor,
almost went on his face, then crawled
back between the sheets and said, “Ring
for the plumbing, baby. I'm going to be
sick.”

CHAPTER TWO

G-Man on Probation

HE was there for three days, and the
air was hostile all about himn. The
story had gone around, how he had hugged
the ground and let his pals die, and no
one cared for him. He got scant attention
from the nurses, but he finally found a
doctor who would listen to him, a gray,
busy, distracted man. Ted told him what
had happened—the shot, the blindness,
the dizziness, then the rapid and seeming-
ly phony recovery.
The doctor nodded absently. “Of
course,” he said. “A perfect histamine

reaction. Unusual, but I've seen them
before.” :

“Tell me more,” Ted said.

“Caused by a shock—in vour case, the
head wound. Histamine, a drug contained
in the body cells, 1s released into the blood
streams. The results are blindness and



dizziness, both temporary. Lowers the
blood pressure by dilating the blood ves-
sels. Perfect example you had, my lad.
Perfect example.”

He patted Ted on the leg, then was
gone out the door, his eyes on a chart in
his hand. Ted called to him frantically.
Someone -else must hear this. But the
man was gone, his hand waving over his
shoulder, a nurse at his side.

Ted rang for a nurse. He'd get that
guy again and persuade him to tell some-
one else the story of what had happened.

Then he stopped. The hell with them.
Let them believe what they wanted to be-
lieve. They’d known him long enough to
be sure this thing wasn’t on the level.
This wasn’t the first time he’d faced gun-
fire, and his behavior on those other oc-
casions should be sufficient guarantee as
to his courage. If they could change their
minds with so little trouble, the hell with
them.

But he had seen that expression in
Marge’s eyes. He cared about that. He
didn’t like 1it. He’d have to do something
about it. |

But he couldn’t do anything about i1t for
a few days, while they kept him here. So
he turned his attention to the other man
in the double room.

He was young, about twenty-seven or
twenty-eight, and he had come in shortly
after Ted. He’d been_in an auto simash-
up, and he had a badly cut leg. He looked
over at Ted from across the room now
and smiled. He said:

“We ought to know each other. I’ve
heard all about you— from the staff and
from that old doc who was in awhile
ago. I'm probably the only one who has
a true line on the situation, except your-
self. My name 1s Thorn—Larry Thorn.
I had a couple of drinks too many and

busted up my car. Cut my leg. I'll be here

for a couple of days.”
Ted was grateful for the proffered

friendship. He looked at Thorn, at the
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black curly hair, the long jaw and the
laughing eyes and there was something
familiar about him as he spoke.

Ted picked up the story from the re-
marks the nurses made and the jocular
tone of the doctors. Thorn was a son ot
one of the big men of Iron City. He had
more money than was good for him, and
a taste for liquor. His upturned car had
been found on the outskirts of the city, a
broken bottle of liquor spilled all over the
landscape, and Thorn, unconscious and
drunk, with a beautiful gash in his leg.
It wasn’t the first accident of the kind
that had happened to him, and i1t probably
wouldn’t be the last.

But Ted liked him. There was some-
thing about the kid that was pleasant and
friendly, and although he was labelled a
bum and his father wouldn’t permit him
to have anything to do with the big steel
business he had founded, Ted was glad
to have him in the room. He could talk
to hun, and that stopped him from think-
ing too much about Gary Phillips. He
couldn’t think of Gary as being dead. He
had known the big guy so long, and had
had such a hell of a good time working
with him and playing with him, that it
was dithcult and painful to imagine him
taking that last ride home in the baggage
car.

So he talked with young Thorn, and
it was pleasant, and Marge came in again
the next day, and they had a small party.
Ted said :

“How come, kid? This 1s a long way
from Chicago. How’s about the job ?”

Marge crossed her long legs and told
him, “All you think about 1s work. I'm
on a vacation.”

“You had a vacation during the sum-
mer,” Ted reminded her.

““That’s what they told me at the of-
fice.”” She lit a cigarette. “They said, ‘Do
you think you’re running the place, Miss
Banks?’ So I told them what they could

do with the job.” |
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“How lady-like,” Ted said. “The per-
fect gentlewoman.”

Marge looked at him from under raised
eyebrows. “I merely told them to keep
it, Ted. To save i1t for me.”

THE talk was gay, and young Thorn

added to i1t, and even Ted joined in
absently. But his heart was filled with
bitterness and anger against the one man
he knew was responsible for all this; re-
sponsible for the death of Gary and of
Joe Simon, and for the rotten mantle of
disgrace in which he himself was now
wrapped. That man was Joe Cardenas.

That was obvious. Cardenas was the
only man who would gain by Brent’s
death. But Marge had told him that the
F. B. I. office in Chicago had put a finger
on Cardenas and every one of his mob
fifteen minutes after the killings had oc-
curred. No one of them could have covered
the three hundred miles to Iron City and
then returned. The guy had hired outside
help for the job, but who they were and
where they were, no one knew.

But he knew he’d find out. It meant
more to him than anything else in the
world. He’d get the men who had killed
Gary Phillips, and he’d show Moran and
the rest of the world—and that included
Marge, though she lied with her pretty
lips—that they were wrong.

And he knew there wasn’t much time
to lose. The hoods who had pulled this
job would be dragging out, and once they
did, 1t would be tougher than ever to find
a cold trail.

So he spent three impatient days in the
hospital, and Marge got a room in town,
and visited with him almost constantly,
and they and young Thorn got to be fine
friends. On the third day, he said to
Marge:

“Look, kid. They’re letting me out to-
day. I've got to go up to the ofhce and
see the boss, 'and then I've got to see a
couple of other guys. I don’t want you

tailing around. You mught get in trouble.”

“That’s fine,” Marge said. “Just what
a girl likes to hear. What do you expect
me to do now, pull a vanishing act? And
by the way, Parks, there was something
you and I were talking about. Marriage,
wasn’'t 1t ? It was to have happened next
month. What about that? And what am
I to do, a poor homeless creature with no
family and no job, while you are about
your business? You are most thoughtless,
Parks.”

Ted said, “About that, kid. I'll give
you enough money to take care of you
until this thing 1s over. Then we’ll—"

Thorn cut into the conversation with a
grin. He said, “Look, you two. The
Thorns have a big place up outside of
town. While Ted 1s working on this, I
know Mother would be delighted to have
you there for a few weeks, Miss Banks."”

Marge turned and made a face at Ted.
“See? I've got offers.” She turned to
Thorn. “Do you have butlers, Larry?”

Thorn grinned and said, “Six of them.”

Marge nodded her lovely head with the
ridiculous hat perched atop of it and said,
“That’s fine. I never go visiting unless
there are butlers.”

Ted said, “You never saw a butler,
baby.”

She turned to him again. “Don’t you
think 1t’s about time I did? I probably
never will, married to a flatfoot.”

So Marge went up to the big Thorn
place for a few weeks, and Ted went to
Chicago. He had a feeling that something
unpleasant was going to happen when he
walked into the chief’s office, and he
wasn't wrong. Bronson looked up from
his desk as Ted entered the office, and
there was an embarrassed smile on his
face. He said:

“Sid down, Ted. Rest yourself. There
are a few things we have to talk over.”

Ted sat down, and they talked about
the scene in front of the Iron City sta-
tion. When Ted had told all he knew,
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Bronson frowned and pursed his lips. He
picked up several papers from his desk.

“I have a report here from Moran,” he
saild. “And there are several letters from
witnesses.” He looked up at Ted. “They
all concern you, Ted. It was a rather—
unfortunate occurrence. I might as well
be frank with you. Moran’s report is
damning. People who were on the scene
thought your conduct so unusual that
they wrote to the Bureau about 1t. I don’t
know what to do, Ted. This 1sn’t your
type of thing. You've been under the
gun before, and—" He shrugged hope-
lessly.

Quick words came to Ted’s tongue,
about the histamine condition the old
doctor had spoken of. They came to his
tongue but he didn’t release themi. The
anger and the stubbornness came into
him again, and he closed his tight lips.
Bronson spoke again. |

““There’s only one thing for me to do,
Ted. You know what that 1s. The Bureau
can’t disregard the eomplaints of the citi-
zens, particularly when they are as com-
plete and condemnatory as these. And
then there’s Moran’s report. Moran has
been an agent for a long time.”

Ted was silent, looking at him, and
Bronson seemed to loosen. He said, “Be-
fore I make this final, Ted, I'm going to
put you on sick leave. You've been hurt,
and there’s no reason why I shouldn’t. A
two week leave, Ted. Perhaps something
will turn up. If not, there’s only one thing
I can do.”

Ted went out, then, into the cold air,
and it felt fine in his mouth and in his
chest and on his face, after the office. He
knew the chief couldn’t do anything else.
Moran’s report, and those letters, had
been forcing his words.

He had two weeks. If in two weeks he
could bring in the men who had done this
thing—

He knew the key man to the puzzle.
Cardenas. And he knew that Moran had

been assigned to the case, too. Cardenas
was out on big bail, and Moran would be
on his tail every moment of the might and
day. He wouldn’t be able to roll over in
bed without Moran knowing 1t. There
was little use of him watching Cardenas.
If anything turned up, Moran would be
there.

And then Ted said to himself. “The
hell with Moran. The old goat 1s tough,
but he 1sn’t too smart. He can make mis-
takes. He did once, in that Carson case.
He might do 1t again.”

O he went after Cardenas. He knew
better than to go into the man’s apart-
ment, a great duplex job on the North
Shore. But he stayed in the neighbor-
hood. And he saw many things.

He saw that Cardenas’ boys were
around. There were always a couple of
them in the vicinity, and he knew the
apartment held a couple more. It was a
tough crowd, and they had kept their
noses fairly clean, and they spelled a great
deal of trouble.

So for four days he hung around, sitting
In a restaurant watching the house, lolling
in the big park across the way, sitting in
a cab down the block. And he saw Car-
denas. He saw him once a day.

Every evening, about seven o’clock,
the man came out of the house, two big
gunmen at his side and another bringing
up the rear, and walked for exactlv three
blocks. He walked three blocks, and then
he bought a newspaper. Every evening
the routine was carried out, and never
once did it vary. At seven the door of
the apartment opened, two hoods stepped
out and looked around, and then came
Cardenas, his slight body immaculately
dressed, his beautifully tailored coat close
about him, the light gloves on his hands.
The beady Ilittle eyes were constantly
alive, looking to right and left, always
moving.,

And always he bought the paper from
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the same newsstand. The first occasions,
Ted managed to be close by, his hat pulled
over his eyes, and saw the little man
saunter up. The procedure was the same.
He handed the man behind the stand a
folded dollar bill, picked up his paper,
turned, and went back to the apartment.
The second time he witnessed the paper
excursion, and the casual throwing of the
bill on the stand, something clicked iIn
Ted’s ni'nd. He knew there was some-
thing wrong, but he didn’t know what it
was. He went over every step of the
way carefully, remembering everything
that had been said. Cardenas never spoke,
and the newsie merely said, “Gee, thanks,
boss.”” It went that way both times.

Suddenly he got it. Cardenas had a
reputation. He was tough; he was cold;
he was a killer. And he was something
else. He was the cheapest guy who had
ever held the cold handle of a gun in his
hand. He was known far and wide as a
tight johnny, both to his own crowd and
to the law. Cardenas never spent a
hundred bucks where ten would do. He
paild his men well, because he had the
best and couldn’t get them cheaply. But
he never gave anything away. le had a
vast load of dough, and he meant to keep
it. It was his miserliness that had pulled
him into trouble, in fact. He had been
trying to beat the tax, and because of his
greed, he was 1n a fair way of losing his
whole poke, and doing a lot of titne, be-
sides.

So now he went out every evening and
gave a newsie a dollar for a three cent
paper. It was a laugh. Not Little Joe
Cardenas. He knew more about a dollar
than to treat 1t that way. There was
something phony about this thing.

The fourth night, Cardenas had his
walk again. He went to the newsstand,
tossed down his bill, picked up the paper
and went back to the apartment. And
Ted, who the other evenings had fol-
lowed him, stayed where he was in a

tobacco store across the street and let him
go. He had other things on his mind. He
wondered what the newsie would do with
that dollar.

He had to wait an hour to find out.
When Cardenas walked away, the man
put the bill in a vest pocket, and Ted
stood across the street watching him care-
fully, But he stayed where he was, be-
hind the stand, selling to his usual trade.
In an hour, another man came along to
relieve him. The newsie came out of
the stand and walked down the street, and
Ted wasn’t far behind hiun.

He walked two blocks, then went into
a large drug store. Ted was close in back
of him, and as the man went into a booth,
Ted saw him take the bill from his pocket
and unfold 1t. There was a flash of white
paper in the bill, then the man was in a
phone booth, closing the door.

Almost miraculously, the booth next to
him, which had been occupied, suddenly
released a stout womman, and Ted went
in quickly. He took the receiver from the
hook, and pressed his ear to the wall of
the booth.

He didn’t hear mwuch, but what he did
hear set the little hairs on the back of his
neck tingling, and he could feel the sud-
den jumip of his heart. Ie barely heard
the words, “Long distance,” then there
was a pause, and the man spoke again.
Ted missed what he said and cursed low
in his throat, but then he was still. The
operator must have told the man to speak
louder, for Ted distinctly heard him say,
“I want Walnut 1219, in Iron City,
sister.”

That was all for a moment, then the
man said, “‘Hello, Whitey? This is Louie
Berino. Listen, Whitey. The boss says—"
Then the voice trailed off, and Ted could
catch nothing but an occasional senseless
word. He hung up the receiver softly and
left the booth while the man was still in
his. He went out the store by the rear
door.
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It didn’t take him long to get to an-
other phone and ring Information. His
badge number got him the street address
of the Number in Iron City.

He was getting somewhere, at last.

CHAPTER THREE

Hideout

ED knew that he might well be getting
into an awful mess. He had no i1dea
who lived at the Iron City address, but he
was certain that Cardenas was connected
with 1t somehow. He was going down
there and give 1t a look, and it would prob-
ably turn out to be rough, tough and
nasty. What he really should do was to
call the Bureau, tell them what he had
uncovered, and let them send a couple
of men along.
Then he snorted. There was a hell of
a chance of him doing that. After the
going over they’d given him, and the boot
he was to get in two weeks. So he was a
mutt—taking i1t on his hands and knees—
falling on his face until the shooting was
over, all for a scratch on the head. The
hell with them!

And he knew there was a good chance,
where he was going, to get a gun on the
man who had killed Gary Phillips, and
Joe Simon. He didn’t intend to share
that pleasure with anyone.

He went down to Iron City and arrived
during the evening. He got off the train
and went to the street—and stopped.

He remembered the last time he had
been at this same spot. He'd been standing
with Gary and Simon, and he had heard
the cars come around the corner and the
voice say, “All right. Let it go.” And
now he knew the rest of it, although he
hadn’t been aware of it then. He looked
at the point near the curb where he must
have been kneeling, then lying on his
belly. It must have been pretty.

He took a cab to where he was going.

He didn’t know the town well and told
the driver, “228 Meekhamn Street. And
let me out a block away.” |
It was quite a ride, out into the sub-
urbs, and Ted felt the reassuring bulk of
the two guns, one in each overcoat pocket.
They had been riding for twenty min-
utes when the driver pulled up to the
curb. He said, “It’s about a block and
a half up the line, bud. A big house. You
can’t miss it.”
Ted paid him and the cab drove away.
He looked down the street. There
weren't many houses along 1it, and a row
of trees, whose now naked branches still
shut off the light from an occasional
street lamp, were strung between the
street and the sidewalk. He walked slow-
ly, taking his time, getting his bearing.
Once near the house, he didn’t hesi-
tate. He knew there might be someone
watching, and he didn’'t want to cause
any unnecessary suspicion. He looked
at 1t as he approached. It was a large
affair, of brick and shingle, and he could
see no lights in the windows. It was set
back from the street and a small driveway
ran up to the front entrance. He walked
the gravel -easually, very conscious of the
noise he made. He went up two steps and
rang a bell beside the door. He heard it
sound far within the house. He waited,
and there was no response. He checked
his impatience, then after a long wait,
he rang fagain. This time the door opened.
There was a slim, dark man standing
in the entrance, and his voice was harsh.
“Whattaya want ?”
Ted said, “I want to see Whitey.”
The man shook his head. “There ain’t
no one named Whitey lives here.”
Ted said, “Louie Berino sent me.”
The man looked at him, said, “Wait
here a minute,” then closed the door again.
Within a few minutes, it opened again
and the same man said, “Come on in.”
Inside, the house was sparsely fur-
nished, Ted noted. The floors were bare,
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and the large rooms seemed almost empty.
The place was lighted, but heavy shades
covered the windows. The door closed
behind him and he turned to the man who
had admitted hin.

The fellow said, “There’s the guy you
want to see,” and pointed to one side of

the room.

TED turned, and there was a squat man
coming from another room. Ted
knew him at once. He had seen that face
plenty of times, on circulars. Whitey
Jenson. A tough guy, wanted in half the
states of the Union. He spoke, now.

“You wanta see me?”

“Loute Berino said you might have a
job or two. He said you could always
use a good gun.”

“Who are you ?”

““Name 1s Blake,” Ted said. The name
had been chosen with care. Blake was a
small time gunman who had pulled a
couple of little jobs, been caught and sent
to the can, and made a clean break about
a month ago. He said, “Seattle is a hot
town. I'm travelin’.”

Jenson’s face twitched 1n a cruel, quick
smile. He must have heard of the break.
He looked Ted over carefully and said,
“Come on upstairs and see the boss. I
could use a guy, but you gotta get his
okay.”

They started for the back of the house,
Jenson and Ted side by side. The man
who had opened the door was in back of
them. They had just emerged from the
large front room to a smaller one, in the
middle of the house, when a man stepped
out of a hallway. Jenson said, “The boss
wants you upstairs, Johnny.”

The man nodded, said, “Okay,” and
started to turn. Then he stopped, stared
at Ted, and Ted’s stomach felt cold. He
had questioned this man in Chicago, not
a month before, about a bank hold-up.

He saw the light of recognition come

into the man’s’/eyes, and he didn’t wait

any longer. He shot the man with his
right hand gun, then dropped to one
knee as a gun went oft in back of him.
He turned, and the dark man fired again,
the bullet whispering through Ted’s coat.
Ted hit himm with the next, in the pit of
the stoinach, and he folded.

The action had been fast, and Jenson
turned and shot down, the gun still 1n
the holster at his shoulder. It hit Ted 1n
the thigh, and he wondered if it was bad.
He shot Jenson twice, right in the face,
then he heard the feet pounding down
the stairs.

He had no idea how many men were in
the house, and he had no intention of
being a target for a bunch of hot hoods.
He was running when he started up from
the floor, wondering about the leg. The
slug. was 1n the flesh, though, and he
could run. The first man he had shot
was on the floor, pegging away at him,
and he heard a bullet hit the sill as he went
through a window, shade and all.

It was black as the inside of a pocket
on the side of the house, and Ted dove
for the bushes surrounding the place. He
was out of the light, now, but they were
still throwing shots at him from the house.
He kept going into the woods at the back
of the house, and didn’t stop until he was
sure they couldn’t see him.

He examined his leg, first. The bullet
had hit into the right pocket of his trous-

. ers, struck a ring of keys, cut a short

furrow in his leg, then gone into the floor.
It was bleeding, a bit, but he knew it
would stop soon. He crept back toward
the house slowly, cursing the man who
had spotted him. In a few moments he
would have seen the man who was at the
head of this thing—the man working with
Cardenas.

But he thought of Jenson, and the man
who had opened the door, and he hoped
they had been among the crowd who had
done 'the job at the terminal. He knew
that the first man he had shot didn’t have
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much left, for he had seen the bullet kick
dust from the guy’s coat. That was three.
Three for Gary and Joe Simon.

HE went back to the house cautiously,
peering through the shrubbery, and
there was no sound except that of his
careful movement. He was near the place
when he heard the car engine roar, and
he hurried. He knew what was happening.
He had scared them out. They didn’t
know whether he’d been alone or if there
had been others with him. They were
getting while the getting was good.

He hurried, now, all thoughts of cau-
tion gone as the prospect of losing the
whole gang grew stronger. He went to
the back door, picked up a rock and threw
it against the glass: Then he stepped be-
hind a small tree. There was no sound
from the house. They had gone.

He went in, then. He reached through
the broken glass of the back door and
turned the knob. He found a light switch
in a room which turned out to be the
kitchen. He went through it into a hall-
way and stumbled over something. He
found another light and saw that it was
the first man he had shot. He was dead.
Jenson was there, and the gent who had
opened the door for him.

And there was another shape.

He was surprised. He knew he had
only shot three men. Where the hell had
the other one come from?

He went to the front door and opened

it, turning out the lights in the house. He
had no business around here, now. The
local police would be on the scene, soon,
and he didn’t want to answer a lot of
silly questions. He went down the steps
quickly, started down the driveway, and
went flat on his face. He got up fast, his
gun still in his hand. He had tripped over
a leg. What the hell was this all about?

He started away, then stopped as he
heard the groan in back of him. He went
back slowly, warily, but there was no
movement from the body he had tripped
over. He took a small flashlight from his
pocket, snapped it on, then dropped to
his knees. The man was Jake Moran.

Moran was alive, but there was blood
on his mouth and Ted knew he was hard
hitt He lifted his head, and the eyes
opened slowly, then closed.

Ted said, “Moran! It’s me, Parks!”

The eyes opened again and the lips
started to move. Ted bent close. Moran
said, in a choking voice, “In the hosp—
In the hospital—"' Then his head slumped.

Ted felt for his pulse. There wasn’t
any. He put his hand under Moran’s
coat, over the heart. Moran was dead,
and Ted’s hand came away sticky with
blood.

He laid the grizzled head on the ground
again and stood up. There was nothing
he could do here now. He walked away
from the house, his mind in a turmoil.

He knew how Moran had come here.
The wily agent had spotted Ted near Car-
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denas’ house. When he had seen him
leave, after four days of vigil, he had sus-
pected that Ted had something he had
missed himself, and so had followed him
to Iron City and to the house.

But what had he meant about the hos-
pital? Ted was aware of a slight grin
creasing his face as he understood what
Moran had meant. The old gent had cer-
tainly heard the shooting in the house,
and he had been apologizing to Ted for
what he had said to him at the hospital.
He had heard the shooting, rushed up,
and they had plugged him as they came
“out the front door. But not before he
had taken one of them along.

And now it was Moran, too. Gary
Phillips, Simon, and now old Moran.
There had been no love lost between
them, but Ted found himself with another
reason for pinning this thing to Cardenas
and his whole lousy mob, and seeing them
burn.

Suddenly, he knew what he was going
to do. He should have done it before this,
instead of wasting time down here. The
fastest way to learn what he wanted to
know about Cardenas was to learn it
from Cardenas himiself. He’d get the
little louse in a corner and beat his head
off until he talked. Oh, it wasn’t the way
the Bureau worked, but this was off the
record. He really wasn’t an agent now.
He’d gotten his dismissal from Bronson

when the chief had said, “Two weeks,
Ted—"

CHAPTER FOUR

“Take It Easy!”

E used his last fifty dollars getting a
plane to fly him back te Chicago.

He wondered how he was going to get
into the house, but he’d figure that out
later. He thought of Marge, and was
glad that Thorn kid had been so nice
about things. That whacky gall He
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grinned. Life with her would never be-
come tiresome. She threw away jobs as
if they were yesterday’s newspapers, and
life was her own personal apple. He’d
have plenty of time for her when this was
over. He didn’t know what he’d do if she
wasn’t around.

He went directly to his apartment when
he hit Chicago, and there he had a shower,
fixed the slice on his leg with gauze and
tape, and changed his clothes. He sub-
stituted a blackjack for one of his guns,
saw that the one he carried was loaded,
then went out and got a cab.

It was almost three o'clock when he
got out of the taxi, five blocks from Car-
denas’ apartment. He went -carefully,
knowing there would be obstacles.

He saw the first one, 1n a few mo-
ments. He walked through the park op-
posite the house, and he saw the figure
there, hanging in the shadows. He went
closer, silently, and took a good look. It
was one of Little Joe’s hoods, leaning
against the park fence, hands in pockets,
cigarette dangling from his mouth.

Ted went up behind him slowly, his
feet stilled by the carpet of grass. He was
within three feet of the rnan, billy in hand,
when the fellow turned, warned by some
preserving instinct, Ted hit him hard.

Ted dragged him into a clump ol
bushes and did a fast job, gagging him
with a handkerchief, binding hands and
feet with the man’s belt and necktie.

He watched the house carefully for a
few moments, looking for others. There
was no one, and he knew the rest of his
trouble would be indoors. He walked up
to the apartment and i1n.

There were two elevators, one of which
was 1n service. The operator was stand-
ing in the door of the car, and Ted
stepped in. From the corner of his eye, he
saw the man who walked from a small
alcove at the side of the foyer and who
was only one step in back of him as he,
too, stepped into the car.



Ted said to the operator, “Fourteen,”
and the door closed and the car started
up. Ted felt the gun in his back just as
the man behind him said, “Where do you
think you’re goin’, pal?”

Ted was near the middle of the small
car, and the man in back of him, he knew,
must be against the back wall. He moved
fast, to one side, and the thrusting arm,
with the gun in the hand, was suddenly
protruding between his arm and his body.
He clamped the arm close and grabbed the
gun and hand with both of his own hands.
The gun went off.

Ted pushed backward until he knew he
had the gorilla jammed against the rear
wall of the car. Then he brought his head
back, ignoring the man’s left lhand, which
was clubbing his head. He snapped his
head back fast and felt it hit into the gun-
man’s face. He felt the nose go, and on
the second try, a tooth bit into his head.
He held onto the gun and did it again,
and suddenly the body behind went limp.

He ripped the gun loose from the re-
laxing fingers and turned with 1t. The
man was staring at him glassily, the blood
running down the ruin of his face, and
Ted hit him with the barrel of the gun,
on the side of the head. He sank down.

The car had stopped, and the operator
was staring at him. Ted said, “I said
‘fourteen’, kid. Let’s get moving.” The
car started up again. ‘“Make it snappy.”

Ted knew that in all probability the
shot had not been heard. He thought for
a moment, then told the kid running the
car, “Stop at thirteen, son. I’ve changed
my mind.”

The car stopped and Ted got out. He
dragged the hood’s body after him, and
the car door closed. Ted put his foot 1n
the door and showed his badge to the
operator. He put a folded five dollar
bill in his hand and said, “Keep your
mouth shut.”

He tied the hood as he had the one out-
side the house, then dragged him into a
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dark corner. He found the service stairs.
He had no intention of being surprised.

THE corridor above was empty. There

were only two apartments on the
floor, and he found Cardenas on the first
try. There was a button outside the door,

and he pressed 1t, stepped to one side.
He heard the small grate in the door

being shoved back. There wasn’t a sound
for a moment, then the grate closed and
the door opened. A head appeared around
the door, and Ted brought the gun down.
There was a grunt, and he caught the
body as i1t fell. In a moment he was in-
side the apartment.

The big apartment was dimly lighted,
and he stuck to the walls. At the far end

“of the big living room, stairs led to a

balcony. He went up quietly, waiting for
something to happen. But it was a si-
lent house. Cardenas was probably alone.

There were three doors on the bal-
cony, and he opened the first one noise-
lessly. He peered in, but 1t was dark and
no sound came to him.. He went to the
second, and 1t was dark, too, but he heard
the sound of breathing. His eyes became
accustomed to the gloom, and he went in.
There was a large bed in the corner, and
he saw Cardenas there, sleeping.

There was a reading lamp on a table
beside the bed, and Ted switched i1t on
with a grin. The light flooded the room,
and Cardenas came erect in the bed, blink-
ing the sleep from his eyes. Ted stood
there looking at him and said, “Hello,
Joe. What do you know ?”

Cardenas cursed and was fully awake.
He looked about the room with his small
eyes. Ted shook his head. “They’re all
asleep, Joe. We're alone at last.”

Cardenas said, “Who the hell are you ?”

Ted grinned. “It doesn’t make any
difference, Joe. There are a couple of
things I'm curious about.”

Cardenas said, “You can go to hell.
Wlo let you in?”
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Ted reached out a big hand and grabbed
Cardenas by the lapel of his gaudily
striped pajama coat. The Ilittle man
came out of the bed fast, and Ted cuffed
him across the face with the back of his
hand and knocked him into a corner. He
said, “I want to know about Benny Brent,
Joe. I want to know about that Iron City
thing. I want to know who your pal i1s
down there, the guy they call the ‘Boss.’
I want to know a lot of things, Joe.” He
put the gun in his pocket and said, “Talk
to me, Joe.”

Cardenas said, “You can go to hell.”

It lasted for almost five miinutes. Car-
denas was a‘punk, but he was tougher than
Ted thought he would be. He didn't like
the proceedings. He didn’t enjoy hitting
someone who didn’t have the power of
hurting him. But he thought of Gary
Phillips, and Simon, and old Jake Moran.
They hadn’t had much of a chance, either.
No one had been giving them a break.

He thought too, of Marge. He could
picture her tall loveliness, the movements
of her body, her casually careless, fine
intellect, and of the years stretching ahead
for both of them. Then he didn’t mind so
much what he was doing.

It lasted for five minutes, and . then
Little Joe Cardenas had a face that looked
like something the butcher wouldn’t sell.
He was in the corner, on his knees, his
back to the wall, and his hands were 1n a
supplicatory attitude. He talked.

Ted stood there, his hands raw and
bleeding, his whole attention given to the
words. They surprised hun. He thought
he might get a few facts out of Cardenas,
but he got the entire story, and it as-
tounded him that a broken nose and a
few lost teeth could mean so much to a
man. He hadn’t really hurt Cardenas.

E heard Cardenas’ life story. It wasn’t
nice. He patched 1t together, and he
got an East Side slum for a start, and a
kid growing and stealing. And then the

story moved out of bounds, to the West.

A small time stick-up man who barely
made a lousy living and spent his spare
time hiding from the police. And then
there was a break. There was a sudden
association that changed things entirely.
Joe had contracted a partnership that had
put him on the up-go. And then people
started to work for hina.

He and the man who started him in the
big time really did things up in a big way.
It was organization of the most efficient
sort. They hit banks and small finance
houses, where the money was. They had
gambling and prostitution sewn up iIn
four states. Officials were taken care of.

Ted got the whole story and said,
“Okay. Where did you get the angel?”

Cardenas told him. He told him of the
time, three years ago, when he had been
the only witness of a hit-and-run accident.
He told Ted how he had traced the li-
cense and discovered that the car be-
longed to a very rich man. He had black-
mailed him for plenty, then the man he
had been milking refused to pay any more.
He wouldn’t pay—but he would talk.

And Cardenas discovered that the man
he had been dealing with was a criminal
at heart. His clever brain sought worlds
beyond convention. There was an in-
tellect there, but perverted. This person
who had every opportunity for legal
mental exercise and financial activity, pre-
ferred to do his work outside the law.
This man who had once been his victim
had built an empire outside the law which
was almost invulnerable.

Ted looked at Cardenas and sneered.
He had divulged all this information in
exchange for a surcease of minor pain.

He said: “Give me the rest of it, Joe.
Who is this guy?”

Cardenas didn’t answer, so Ted did 1t
again. Little Joe gasped the name.
“Thorn. A guy in Iron City. Young
Larry Thorn.”

Ted looked at him and was silent.
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Larry Thorn. The playboy. The guy
whose father wouldn’t let him work in the
family plant. The unstable drunk. The
clever guy. The wastrel.
The guy he had left Marge with,
Then there was a voice in back of him.
It said, “All right. All right, Parks. Take

it easy.”

ED turned. He had heard that voice

before. He had heard it in front of

the Iron City terminal, more than a week

before. It had said, then, “All right. Let

it go.” And then there had been the ugly

chant of a Tommy gun. He knew that
voice. He turned.

The first person he saw was Marge.
She was in the doorway. Her arms were
at her sides, but betaween her right arm
and her body another arm protruded, and
in the hand was a gun pointed at Ted.

He looked up and saw Thorn’s face
over Marge’s shoulder. He was using
her as a shield. Thorn said, “Walk into
the middle of the room, Parks. And no
tricks.”

Ted walked slowly, as he was directed,
and he saw that there was one other man
with them. He said, “Hello, Marge. Nice
friends you have.”

“You should have married me,” Marge
said, and Ted could detect no quaver in
her voice. *““These things don’t happen to
a married woman.”

47

Ted had almost reached the middle of
the floor when 1t happened. He saw Marge
grab Thorn’s hand with both of her own,
then bend her head. There was a curse
from Thorn as her teeth bit his wrist.

But Ted was moving. He had his hand
in his pocket, on the gun, and he shot
through the pocket at the man behind
Marge and Thorn—]Joe Cardenas. He
hit the guy with the second shot, and the
man fell.

But Thorn was loose. He had flung
Marge to one side, and he was shooting.
His first slug hit Ted in the leg, and his
second passed overhead as Ted was fall-
ing. Ted shot from the floor, twice, and
Thorn folded slowly.

Cardenas was still in the corner when

Marge came across the room and said,
“Well, Parks, this is a fine thing.”

Ted said, “Take it easy, baby. My leg
is all busted. Please, no jokes.”

She knelt beside him, and he said, “But
that was a hell of a dumb trick. You
might have been hurt. He had his right
hand out in front of you, with the gun. He
could have turned it easily.”

Marge tossed her lovely head. “Of
course. He had his right hand out in
front of me, and the gun was in it. But
there wasn’t anything in his left hand.
Did you see where he had that? And him
almost a perfect stranger!”

THE END
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Death-guns echoed the rumble of
cargo trucks along the dark high-
ways of America. Wreckage and
mangled corpses spread in their wake. But
watching the dread new hijacker syndicate's

every move was GX, unseen, unknown agent
of the F.B.IL. . . .

By Harry Lee Fellinge

CHAPTER ONE the bonds from his ankles and kicked him
to his feet, but they didn’t remove the
The Council of Thirteen blindfold, or unbind his wrists.

The one with the hoarse foreign voice
IM PITCHER, G-Man, had already sneered at the other: “I guess you're the
J sensed the jealousy between his two fair-haired boy who’ll engineer this kill.
captors, and planned to make use of That'll be half a grand in your kick, Pan-

it in attempting his escape. They slashed sy. I get nothing.”

18
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Jerry caught his white
face over his sights.

The man who smelled of perfume
breathed heavily through his nose. It

made a whistling sound, an angry sound.
“Sometimes I get awful sick of your wise-
cracks, Wop!”

“So what? I could break you with my
two hands.”

“Try it some time, Wop. The cemetery
is full of big dumb guys like youl And

*

Gripping Novelette
of the F. B. I.’s Roving
Undercover
Agent!

now, if you've finished your gripe, let’s
go. The chief is waiting.”

When each of them took one of Jim
Pitcher’s arms and began leading him
along the hall, that terrible slow chill
coursed his veins again. He knew his two
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captors, even though he was blind-folded.
He could smell the strong odor of garlic
on the breath of Carlo Pezzo, the ex-cir-
cus strong man, at his left. He could feel
the great bunched muscles in Pezzo’s arm
against his side, and the man’s huge hand
that gripped his biceps like an iron claw.

The slender guy on his right, who
smelled of perfume and breathed with a
curious whistling through his nose, would
be Fox Faversham, dapper gunman par
excellence. Faversham’s presence was the
sinister element.

Hope shrivelled in Jim Pitcher’s breast,
but stubbornly he clung to what remained
of it. -Young, dark-haired, and usually
smiling, Pitcher had a fighting courage
and personality that would have carried
him far in his original profession as a
lawyer.

And there, too, were thoughts of Mol-
ly, his wife of but a few weeks, to buoy
him up. It just couldn’t be possible that
he was to die, be put out of the way like
some animal; that he would never again
see Molly.

With a pang he realized that she would
be waiting for him now, worried because
supper was growing cold on the spotless
table in the absurdly small dining room.
Molly, in her little frilled apron would be
making anxious trips to the front gate
to stare up the street, a crinkle of worry
at the corner of each blue eye.

No, it couldn’t be that this was the end.
He was still very much alwe, forked end
down, as his Chief would have put it, and
save for a ragged gash on his head that
had stopped bleeding, he was physically
unimpaired. A lot could happen in a lit-
tle time during a crisis like this.

He felt his way along stiffly, for his
ankles had been bound a long time. He
made no show of resistance: he had tried
that once before. Also he was very much
aware of the vise-like grip of Carlo Pez-
zo's great paw, and that Fox Faversham
held a ready automatic in his hand, eager

to clip him with it, just as he had before.

Jim Pitcher knew when it was time
to turn left and enter some sort of door,
for he had counted his steps on those oth-
er occasions. And always the blindfold
had kept his hope alive, for they had not
taken it off. So far he had only been able
to identify a few of his captors by peculi-
arities of voice, by odors, and those senses
that a blindfolded man must make use of.
There was the chance that, as long as he
could not identify them positively, he
would not be killed.

But this time they walked him to the
middle of the big room and fumbled at
his blindfold. A great anguish tore at
Jim Pitcher, for he was thinking of Molly
and wondering if she would die when she
saw his dead body. Maybe, though, she
would never have to look at his body, for
the manners of putting a man out of the
way are many, and these crooks were
probably well versed in the art.

Jima Pitcher who, up to the time of his
joining the F.B.I., had been a quiet-man-
nered, soft-spoken man, felt an animal-
like rage begin to burm inside him. He
swore to himself that if given the slightest
opportunity, he would wrest a gun from
one of his captors and die there on the
floor, shooting 1t out with them.

When the bandage fell from his eyes,
he blinked a moment against the lights,
then immediately, true to his training, be-
gan making mental photographs of those
seated about the plain white-walled room.

HERE were thirteen men here, in-

cluding himself—an ominous sign to
Jim Pitcher. In addition to his two jail-
ers, he knew several of them—from iden-
tification data that had passed through
his hands, from newspaper photos, and
from actual previous contacts.

He recognized Grover Hogard, paroled
bank cashier, at once. Hogard, fat and
gross, sat at the end of the room, his sly
evasive eyes staring down his bulbous
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nose. Hogard had mulcted millions until
the government had wielded a stiff hand
over the banking business, and now Ho-
gard had embarked upon this, a bigger
and more openly criminal game,

Jun Pitcher was even more surprised to
see Anton Stravinsky, wrecker of Home-
Makers’ Mutual. Stravinsky had trimmed
his flock of trusting home owners of four
million before the law caught up with
hin.. He, too, had been paroled, and it
was the dogged opinion of the public at
large that Stravinsky had hidden away a
great share of his loot.

As part of a mentally rehearsed plan,
Jim Pitcher staggered when his captors
released his arms. His bound hands made
awkward gestures as he tried to balance
himself, and he fell heavily to the floor.
There was blood on his face from his
gashed scalp, but he was not nearly as
weak as he appeared.

A voice in the room said: “Unbind his
hands. Let him have a full taste of the
freedom he can earn by telling us certain
things.”

As Carlo Pezzo jerked at the knots that
bound Jim’'s wrists, the G-Man stared
about the circle of faces, a little mystified.
Certainly it was not Hogard who had
spoken, neither was it any one of the un-
recognized crooks. The voice had a me-
tallic edge to it, and seemed to come from
no defininite spot.

It spoke again: “G-Man, we are giv-
ing you one more chance. If you will an-
swer our question truthfully, we will give
you, in addition. to your liberty, the sum
of ten thousand dollars. Who s the mys-
terious operator known as GX?”

Jim Pitcher thought a moment, then
said, “As far as I know, there is no such
person on the F.B.I. pay-roll.”

The voice rose angrily. “I hope you're
not denying the existence of the so-called
Phantorn Fed, Mr. Pitcher. Some of
these men gathered here have seen his
mark, his signature—the circle with the

arrow drawn through 1t. This mark
seems to be chalked and carved pretty
well the length and breadth of the coun-
try. And usually there 1s a message in
sonie indecipherable code written near the
mark. Surely, Jim Pitcher, if this is GX’s
method of communicating with the F.B.I,,
you must know this code.”

“I don’t,” answered Jim Pitcher. I
doubt if any ordinary member of the De-
partment could decipher that code.”

“Then you admiit it is the code of GX ?”

“Not at all. Simply that the Phantom
Fed 1s as much a mystery to me as he is
to you.”

Grover Hogard cleared his throat,
spoke. “I have heard that GX is not a
member of the F.B.I. at all, but some one
whose family has suffered greatly at the
hands of—er-crime. Now, Mr. Pitcher, in
revealing the identity of a non-member, a
free-lance, you might say, you would not
be guilty of disloyalty to the F.B.I.”

Jim Pitcher’s lip curled scornfully at
the porcine-joweled Hogard. “You draw
a fine line of distinction between a gentle-
man and a rat, don’t you, Mister Bank-
ere

The little eyes of the ex-banker went
sullen. “You see, gentlemen,” he said
spitefully, “this G-Man does not intend
to tell us the truth.”

TRAVINSKY, the embezzler, had not

spoken up to now. He let his dark
shrewd eyes rove from face to face. He
recognized among the gathering some of
the shrewdest criminal brains in the coun-
try : lawyers who had decided that to fos-
ter crime was more remunerative than to
fight 1t; racketeers whose rackets had
melted before the onslaught of the De-
partnient of Justice; smart thieves with
ideas too big to permit them to work alone
on a small scale. There were petermen,
pickpockets, heist-guys and cold killers
in the group.
For this was the famed Cabal of the



52 ACE G-MAN

underworld; the Council of Thirteen.
Originally it had been formed as an arbi-
tration board to adjust the differences
between the various crooked factions in
early days when the rackets were easy.
Not until the F.B.I. began its thorough
drive on crime did the Council of Thir-
teen see the necessity of organizing a syn-
dicate with super-running minds to di-
rect it. And now Stravinsky said:

“Gentlemen, until the operator known
as GX 1s identified and put out of the
way, I wish to withdraw my name as one
of the Council.”

Hogard sneered openly. “Surely with
the organized force you have behind you,
you’re not backing down because of one
lone man ?”

“I hope I'm not superstitious,’ said
Stravinsky, unruffled, “but there’s some-
thing very uncanny about this mysterious
GX. They say he’s never been seen.”

“He’s been seen,” put in Fox Faver-
sham drily, “but the torpedoes who saw
him never lived to tell about it.”

“That’s it, exactly,” purred Stravinsky.
“I don’t mind taking my chances with the
courts; we have capable legal talent to
handle them. But I do object to being
shot down by some apparition that ghosts
up from behind.”

Fox Faversham grinned crookedly, and
the grin seemed calculated to hide some
quirk of superstition. ‘“Maybe it’s the
combination of numbers that’s got Stra-
vinsky on the run. There are thirteen
members of the Cabal. This is the thir-
teenth day of the month. This guy Pitch-
er will be the thirteenth G-Man to get
knocked off by the mob, and—"

“Enough!” The voice of the invisible
leader cut in harshly. Patently, thought
Jim Pitcher, this unseen leader of the
Council of Thirteen did not like the trend
of the discussion. Pitcher could sense the
sharp rebuke as the voice continued.

“The Council is not interested in the
occult theories of the members. Sufhcient

to say that GX is a person of flesh and
blood, whom one leaden slug, properly di-
rected, will kill. He 1s said to travel in
the guise of a tramp, a wandering ho-
bO_Q,

““And he’s as apt to be found in a din-
ner coat!” Anton Stravinsky broke in.
“He’s so crafty and clever, I'll bet he
could even be one of us here right now !”

Jim Pitcher started at the thought. He
glanced at the crafty faces about hin,
saw the faint tracery of fear on each one.
He drifted a half pace closer to the gun
in Fox Faversham’s hands, but the alert
Carlo Pezzo saw the move.

With sadistic satisfaction he drove his
huge fist to Jim Pitcher’s ribs.

IM PITCHER felt the breath driven

fron1 his body, and he slumped to the
floor, gasping.

“Perhaps, gentlemen, you don’t realize
the wide scope of the things we hope to
accomplish,” resumed the unseen voice
unemotionally. “Each day that passes,
some four thousand outlawed operations
net the operators millions of dollars. It’s
our purpose to organize these criminal
operators, and to take our cut from each
bank heist, each theft, each car that’s
clouted—"

Carlo Pezzo whistled softly. “Millions !”
he gloated. “What a take!”

“Quiet! In return we, the Council of
Thirteen, will protect our members, as
far as possible. To do this, it may at times
be necessary to close the mouths of our
victims; and, at times, the mouths of any
member of our organization who might
be, through wounds or capture, tempted
to give evidence against us. We have re-
cruited ample gunmen to take care of
these; for, gentlemen, you realize that at
such times we cannot afford to be squeam-
ish. We must deal with them just as we
must deal with this G-Man, Jim Pitcher.”

Fox Faversham said : “Tell them about
my trucking racket, Chief !”



“Right,” said the voice. ‘“Each of you
shall be placed in direct control of some
certain endeavor. One of these is the
methodical robbing of inter-state trucks.
There are over thirty thousand trucking
companies carrying more or less valuable
cargoes across the country; almost rail-
road proportions. But the take from
these trucks 1s not much above twelve
thousand dollars a year. This fertile field
should yield as richly as the piracy of old-
er days, and should be developed. Our
esteemed member, Fox Faversham, 1s
charged with seeing that it pays, and pays
big.”

Jim Pitcher listened through a haze of
dull comprehending horror. This murder-
ous Council of Thirteen, if left to flourish,
could beconie a deadly octopus, directing
every field of gainful crime. The truck-
ing racket would be but one slimy ten-
tacle.

He, Jim Pitcher, was to die—its first
victinl. But he did not intend to die in
vain. Writhing there on the floor from
the pain of his crushed ribs, he managed
to inch from the waistband of his trousers
a tiny sliver of steel, a picklock which he
always carried. One end had splintered
off, and left its edge jaggedly broken,
razor keen.

IM PITCHER’S hand stole back un-

der his shirt front. Laboriously, and
with the sweat of agony rolling from his
face, he drew the jagged edge of steel
across his torn ribs. Slowly he cut into
the living flesh the letters: F ... O ... X.
He heard the voice of the hldden speak-
er droning: “Of course, Mr. Stravinsky,
it 1s important that we ferret out and kill
the undercover Fed known as GX. I think
I know the one man who can discover the
secret of his identity.”

“And that man?”

“A chiselling, doublecrossing little rat
called the Sydney Gimp!” said the voice.
“He 1s egotistical, vicious and has a wan-
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derlust complex that keeps him from ever
becoming a reliable meniber of our forces.
He roves comnstantly, sometiines alone,
sometimes with one or more companions,
so he knows the haunts of wanted men as
well as he knows the palm of his dirty
hand. And that’s where GX, the Phan-
tonn Fed, operates—in the haunts of
wanted men. We have the underground
telegraph busy trying to contact.the Gimp.
We'll show him a nice fat roll of green
money. He would knife his own brother
for a grand. . And, in certain quarters, we
have a reward of ten thousand posted for
the head of GX.”

“I'm satisfied,” said Anton Stravinsky.
“If that’s the best we can do.”

“It 1s!” said the voice. “And now—"

“Hey!” broke in the coarse growl of
Carlo Pezzo. “Whatcha doing there?”
His little deep-set eyes glared suspicious-
ly down at Jim Pitcher. He took a stride
toward the G-Man. “You got a gun there
under your shirt?”

But Jim Pitcher wriggled from his
grasp. He did not try for Fox Faver-
sham’s gun—it was too late for that. In-
stead, he surged to his feet and dashed
straight across the room toward where
the breeze from a barely opened window
was shivering the drawn curtain.

Jun Pitcher had been watching that
window for somie time, had heard street
noises coming up into it. As he raced
across to it, the pain in his hurt ribs was
like the stabbing of a knife. But no shots
came 1mmediately; Jim Pitcher had
counted on surprise to hold the fire of
the Thirteen. It seemed leagues to that
window, and now the room rocked with
gun-sound.

“Fox Faversham,” thought the an-
guished G-Man, as he felt the hot drill
of the gunman’s lead.

But he was at the window now, and he
dived head first straight into the drawn
shade. He felt the impact as sash and
glass were carried away, and the flying
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shards dug in and shced at his flesh.

Jim Pitcher caught a brieft flash of the
lighted street and crawling traffic five sto-
ries below him. He felt himself whirling
over and over through space. His lips
framed the words, “Molly . . . darling!”

The hard pavement whirled upward to
meet Jim Pitcher.

CHAPTER TWO

G-Man’s Mate

THE Sydney Gimp was all that the

Voice of the Thirteen had represented
him to be—and more. Now, as he trudged
along the sun-blistered highway with the
hobo called Jerry, all the acid in his bit-
ter, small soul seemed to have escaped
into his wizened face and to have puck-
ered it into the semblance of some par-
ticularly unlovely gargoyle.

The eleven miles of sleek black high-
way that glistened in the sun behind them
were filled with bitter memories of futile
thumbing at passing trucks that had
either 1ignored them coldly, or had put on
an extra burst of speed at their panto-
mimed appeals for a hft. These serious-
faced drivers had lately discovered that
picking up strangers was risky business.

“Strike me pink!”’ the Sydney Gimp
snarled at Jerry, as though that quizzical-
ly-smiling young man were responsible.
“What’s eatin’ all them blasted truckers?
You'd think we ’ad leprosy or some-
thing !”’

Jerry’s dark eyes mocked him. ‘“Cheer
up, Sydney! There’s nothing like a brisk
walk in this desert sunshine to give a
man an appetite.”

“Appetite!” Furiously the vicious little
larrikin turned on his easy-going indul-
" gent partner of the road. “Appetite!” he
raged. “W1 me perishin’ of hunger, you
make your silly cracks about appetite!
Don’t be such a bleedin’ fool!”

Jerry's answer was a grin that seemed

to fire all the smouldering hate in the
Gimp’s nature. He berated Jerry ven-
omously, despite the fact that the easy-
going rambler had the build of a middle-
weight, and could hit like the kick of a
mule. For Jerry, Sydney had learned, was
tolerant—as a mastiff 1s tolerant of a
snarling, diminutive mongrel. The Syd-
ney Gimp mistook that mildness for some-
thing else entirely, took full advantage
of it when he felt the urge to vent his
spleen.

Had he not been blinded by delusions
of his own importance, he would have re-
alized that his companion of this strange
friendship was playing him along for a
purpose. It is doubtful that the Sydney
Gimp would have survived the discovery
that this genial young hobo by his side
was in reality the dreaded Phantom Fed,
GX. For Sydney, despite his truculent,
blustering exterior, was a complete cow-
ard at heart.

But now, the Sydney Gimp’s mind was
on food. He pointed down the sunbaked
desert highway ahead to where three
trucks, with their trailer vans, were halt-
ed before the only building the eye could
discover in that sandy waste.

Sydney’s face crinkled maliciously.
“Look! There’s three of the big lum-
berin’ sons that passed us up. And you
know what them truckers are doin’ now?
They’re in that grease joint, stuffin’ their
guts full of grub, that’s what! And me
wi'out a red cent to me name!”

This time Jerry hid something in his
face that could have been mockery—or
contempt. “You'll have plenty of jack,
Sydney, when you collect the grand for
fingering that Federal guy, FX.”

Sydney slowed his pace a bit. “Grand,
you say? It’s ten grand. And what
chance I got? Ain’t I been on the hunt
of the bloomin’ Fed for months, long be-
fore this hot-shot called the Fox sent me
his proposition r”’

“Who the devil,” asked Jerry innocent-
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ly, “is the Fox?” His voice was low.

“I dunno,” returned Sydney, “but he’s
a mean monkey. He's the ginzo who cut
his initials on that G-Man, Jim Pitcher,
in KC a month ago. He carved his name
right on the guy’s chest, he did. Then he
drilled him with a roscoe and heaved i.m
out a five story window.”

Jerry’s eyes went grim and darker at
that. Sydney had seen those newspaper
accounts, too. That’s the way the news-
papers had stated it, and the heat had
gone on the Fox, for fair. Dead or alive,
the papers had demanded; preferably
dead. But the police dragnet had made a
water haul, for the Fox had lost himself
somewhere in the far haunts of wanted

men

“And look,” went on Sydney. “What
chance have I got? First I gotta find GX,
who 1s a ruddy ghost, who ain’t human.
Just like that. Then I gotta hunt all over
hell for the Fox. But I gotta tip.” He
scowled, hopefully. “I gotta tip that the
Fox 1s the big shot in this highway pirate
business. Hijackin’ trucks, you know.
And the Phantom Fed 1s on his tail. Yer
can bet yer last nickle GX will take up
the hunt because the Fox knocked oft that
G-man, Pitcher. If I could find those
two close together—’ He sucked in his
breath, greedily.

“Yeah.” Jerry shut his jaws hard on
the one word, and the nmiuscles under his
day-old beard hardened. He took oft his
battered fedora and let what breeze there
was touch his dark sweaty hair.

The Sydney Gimp would get those two
guys—the Fox and GX-—together if
Jerry could engineer i1t that way. After
that, the Fox would never cut his 1nitials
on another G-man’s chest.

THEY trudged on toward the eating
place whose sign bore the legend,
THE WHITE SPOT, but Jerry didn’t
talk any more. His thoughts were too
busy. |

The hijacking of truck cargoes had sud-
denly taken on formidable proportions.
Evidently the crooks had developed an
almost perfect intelligence system, as only
vehicles carrying valuable cargoes had
been niolested. The F.B.I. had set in-
numerable traps, to no avail. Vans car-
rying special agents concealed aboard
went through without mishap, and all the
G-men got for their pains was the ride.
It would have required a standing army
to patrol the thousands of miles of high-
way.

The Fox, 1f he were at the head of the
racket, was living up to his name. Jerry
fostered a hunch that the Fox had a
string of warehouses located at strategic
points. Find one of these hideouts and
you are almost certain to get contact with

some of the leaders.

The big chance would come when the
Sydney Gimp got in touch with the Fox.
But that would not be easy, for Syd-
ney was useful to the Fox only in case
he put the finger on GX. Jerry’s mind
was centered on how to bring that about
without signing his own death warrant.
A single wrong move would bring the
Fox to him, all right, but with a horde
of armed thugs at his back. £

That the White Spot, which they were
about to enter, was a focal point of dan-
ger, Jerry well knew. It marked the junc-
tion of five national highways, and here
the hijacker spies would be working.

Jerry stopped abreast a fringe of trees
that skirted the boulevard just across the
road from the white painted roadhouse.

“Acme Truck Company,” he read aloud
on one of the vans parked there.

He heard a gasp from the Gimp.

A man stepped out from 'the trees and
said quietly, “Don’t pull any tough moves,
boys, and you won’t get hurt.”

Jerry turned slowly. He saw a long-
legged i1ndividual with a close-cropped
round head. The crotch of the man’s bib
overalls seemed to reach clear up to his
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navel. The ruddy snubnosed face didn’t
show too much intelligence, nor did his
bleak blue eyes, but the gun in his hand

bespoke a dogged resolve to shoot if it
were necessary.

“What’s the beef?” Jerry asked, level-
eyed.

“I’m the marshal of Newton, five miles
down the road.” The guy hitched at his
pants. “Some son hi-jacked a truck near
there last week. We gotta be careful
about you new guys that blow in.”

“O.K.! Go ahead, be careful!” Jerry
grinned at him.

The guy looked surly. He went around
behind the Gimnp and began frisking his

- pockets. He did not find the knife that

Sydney habitually carried sheathed down
the back of his neck. Nor did he find
any weapon when he frisked Jerry. Jer-
ry’s role of wandering tramp compelled
him to go unarmed and without funds.
He jungled up with hobos, ate their food
and slept in the open air with them; a
wolf travelling with the pack—always
with the uncertainty that some criminal
wanderer nught discover his identity and
knife him in his sleep.

The Gimp would have begun a blus-
tering tirade against all hick marshals,
for he hated anything that resembled an
officer of the law, but Jerry winked him
to silence.

The long-legged man didn’t indulge 1n
any unnecessary conversation. After he
“had satisfied himself that neither were
armed, he said: “Now you boys just
keep on travelin’. They say the handouts
are fine over the line in California.” He
gave Jerry another quick searching look,
then he turned abruptly and walked back
to his post among the trees.

“Bogus,” thought Jerry. “As bogus as
phony dice.” Somehow the fellow lacked
the flavor of a law officer. “A tough gun-
zel. Probably one of the Fox’s gorillas, on
the lookout for Federal ofhicers. He knows
damn sure now we're without guns”

A sudden premonition that he was
walking into a nest of killers made Jerry
wish he had a gun. He took a solitary

two-bit piece from his pocket, tossed it
on his palm.

“Let’s go eat, Sydney., We’ll shoot the
piece.”

IN spite of its gleaming interior, the

White Spot was redolent with the
homely odors of frying onions and steam-
ing java. There was a long horseshoe
counter, and Jerry, the Gimp at his heels,

went to the far end of it, away from the
crowd.

A hard-bitten bunch, he thought. The
trucking companies, rendered desperate
by their heavy losses, had resorted to
hiring truckers who carried guns and
knew how to use them. They were up
against much the same proposition that
the stage coaches of earlier days had had
to contend with.

Jerry spun his quarter on the coun-
ter. His eyes were on a huge muscled
trucker, evidently of Latin birth, a bully,
by his overbearing manner and his loud
voice. But the girl was coming toward
them. She stopped to draw two tumblers
of water and the Gimp gave Jerry a violent
nudge.

“Gawd blind me,” he whispered hoarse-
ly. “Where have I seen that damne be-
fore ?”

Jerry, too, had felt the sudden pound
of quickening pulses at sight of the trim
figure. But he gave the Gimp a solid
kick under the counter. ‘“Don’t stare,
Sydney. It’s very rude to stare at a

lady.”

His tone was casual and bantering, but
his mind was seething with