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GOOD PAYIN RADIO

(NAME AND ADDR7SS
SENT UPON REQUEST)

"When | finished 1ra_|n|ng |_accepted a
Job as serviceman with Radio “store.
In three weeks Xwas made service man-
ager at more than twice what X earned
In the shoe factory.

ONLY fj

“Eight months later N.R.I. Emplo‘(‘mem
De&arl_mem sent me to Station KWCR_as
a. Radio operator. Now X am Radio En-
gineer at_Station WSUI. | am also con-
nected with Television Station W9XK."

"The training: National Radio Institute
gave me was so practical s soon
ready to make S3, $10. #15 a week In
sparé time servicing Radio seta.”

“"N.R.T. Training took me out of a low.
Bay,shoo factory Job and put me into
adiorgh gogd pay. Radig |3 growing

JW h awSTrainYou at Home

Radio broadcasting. sta-

PEllessé\élrllErH’ tions employ engineers,
natlonall Radio operators, = sfation ~ mana-
Institute ers and  pay o
Sstablished 1914 ~ $5,000 a vedr. Fixing

Radio sets |¥1 spare time
. pays many $200 to $300
a year—full time Jobs with “Radio jobbers,
manufacturers and dealers_as much as $30.
0, $75 a week. Many Radio Experts open
(Q or part time Radio sales and repair busi-
esses. Radio manufacturers and jobbers em-
ploy testers, —inspectors, foremen, engineers,
servicemen, and pay up to $8,000 a Year.
Automobile, police, “aviation, commercial "R a-
dio, loudspeaker systems, are newer fields otter*
ing good opportunities now and for the future.
Television 'promises to open many good t#)bs
ese

toon. Men | trained have good Jobs™ In
branches of Radio. Read bow they got their
Jobs. " Mail coupon.

Many Make $5, $10, SIS a Week Extra
In Spare Time While Learning
The da}l you enroll 1 start «ending Ertra
Money Job™ Sheets; show you how to do Ra-'
dio rfepair Jobs. Throughout gour training |
send plans and directions that make good

Radio equipment to conduct experiment! and
build circuits. This 50-50 method of tramln?
makes learning at home interesting, fascinat-
|n§. practical. | ALS! VE YOU A MOD-
EBN, PROFESSIONAL_ALL-WAVE. ALL-
PURPOSE RADI|O SET SERVICING IN-
STRUMENT to help you make good money
fixing Radios while learning and” equip you
for full time jobs after graduation.

Find Out What Radio Offers You

Act Today. Mail the coupon now for “Rich
Rewards 1n Radio." It's free to any fellow
over 15 years eld. It points out-Radio’s Sﬁare
time and full time opportunities and those

cviiuiiK in xeievisiun; lens buoui my vsimng
In Radio' and Television; shows you letters
from men | trained, t_elilng what they are

and earning. Find out what Radio
offers YOU! MAIL COUPON la an envelop*
or paste on a postcard—NOW!

J. E. SMITH,
President*
Dept. 9-VA2.
National Radio
Institute,
Washington,
D. c.

J, E. SMITH, President, Dept. $AAS,
National Radio Institute, Washington, D, C.

Dear Mr, Smith: Without

obligating me. tend

“Rich

Rewards in Radio,” which points “out spare time and full
time opportunities in Radio, and explains your practical .
icthod of training at home’ in spare time "‘to become * Radio

Xpert. (Please write plainly.)

Please mention Double Action Group When answering advertisementa
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STORIES OF TRUE GANG LIFE

TEN HELL-ROARING STORIES

Vol. 2, No. 1 CONTENTS Feb., 1939, Isse

A DYNAMIC ACTION NOVEL
(1) THE DEAD FIGHT BACK cccooioiitmereeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeveenee Margie Harris 12

Jeff Steele joins hands with two dead men, two corpses on lege, to seek lawless vengeance
in his own private court of forgotten underworld justice!

THREE ACTION-PACKED NOVELETS

(2) SAWBONES SAY YOUR PRAYERS!........ Hugh J. Gallagher 54
A gangland double-cross put Dr. Harry Davis onto the receiving end of his own bloody
scalpel . . . wielded by the hand of an underworld butcher!

(3) NEW FLESH FOR THE WHITE SLAVE BOSS Charles Boswell 72

The life of the white-slaving blood-sucker that Millicent Hapgood must take, could only
serve to balance on the scales of justice, the life she would save, the life of the man she

loved!

(4) ABULLET’S TOO GOOD FOR A FINK...ccoeeeeee. Leo Hoban 86
This was the death-house watch . . . killers all . . , banded together with bonds of steel
and blood to watch a right gee pass on . . . via the gas chamber route!

SIX SMASHING SHORT STORIES

(5) STRIKE-MAKERS SHAKE DOWN.....cccccooovnnne. Ross Russell 38
A hundred wild driven taxicabs roared through the streets . . . hot on the trail of the
racketeering rats who had turned their union into a killer’s blood-soaked paradise!

(6) ONLY SAPS WORK, oot Ray Robrecht 47

Bullet spawned blood money could only lead to the death house sizzle-squat Joe Smith and
the gorgeous wife he adored!

(7) GANGS OF DAYS GONE BY ..o, The Editor 64
The ghouls in the old days didn’t bother robbing the cemeteries . . . they produced their
corpses to order |

(8) THE DEATH KISS ..t Lew McCoy 68
Lust for her glamorous body would turn a killer into a stoolie ... to put the finger of
death on himself |

(9) MORGUE MEAT, ... i .“Undercover” Dix 98
One last look at the body of the girl he loved was all that Mike the Monk desired.

He got it, but he got a belly full of lead in the bargain!
(10) CARNIVAL KILLER oo, G. Morris Sand 108
He had spurned the offer of her desirable flesh—for that he must die . . . tonight!

FOR THE BEST IN POPULAR FICTION READ A DOUBLE ACTION MAGAZINE: Double
Action Western, Real Western, Double Action Gano. Blue Ribbon Western. Smashing Western,
Western Action, Complete Northwest Action Packed Western. Sports Winners, Sports Fiction.
Adventure Yarns, Ten Story Sports, Super Sports, intimate Confessions, Personal Confessions,
Blue Ribbon 8ports, Western Yarns, Ten Story Sports, Cowboy Romances, Western Love Story
Magazine. Romantic Love Secrets, Intimate Romances, Famous Western, and Detective Yarns.

DOUBLE ACTION GANG, publlshed every other month b¥: Winford Publlcauons Inc,, 2256 Grove Street, Chlcago 1l.
)

Editorial and executive offices. 60 Hudson Street. New York ty. Cop 1038, by Winford Publications, Inc. Entered as
second class matter August 12. 1937, at the Post Office at Chlca}go 1 un er the Act of March 3, 1879. Single copy, 15c,
yearly SUbSCI’IEtIOn 75¢c. For advertlsmg rates write DOUBL CTIO OUP, 60 Hudson Street, New York City. ‘Manu
scripts must be accompanied by self-addresaed stamped envelopes, and are submltted at the author's risk.
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“print - and-pic-
method,
this simplified in-
struction by mall

ture”

shows you ex-
actly which notes
to strike. Follow
the charts and
you can’t go
wrong. You start
playing real
tunes almost at
once.

-aTHAR'S GOLD IN THEM THAR

HILL-BILLY SONGS” crase for moun-

tain  music, “"swing” and other popular

forms has brought fame and fortune to

many who started playing for the fun of

It. Thousands have discovered unexpected

pleasure and profit in music, thanks to

unique method that makes it amazingly

caay to learn.

A Bronx; New York, pupil*

writes:” My friends are great-
ly surprised at the different
pieces | can already play. |
am very happy to have chos-
en your method o# learning.”

“The lessons are so simple,”
Wrifcee* g. E. A., Kansas
Olty, Mo., "that anyone can
understand them. | have
learned to play by note in a
little more than a month. J
wouldn't take a thousand

Fasy Method Starts Thousands

Playing— Free Offer Shows

TjrrOUX#D you like to know more about this amazmg-
** ly easy way to learn music at home without a
teacher? How it starts you playing real tunes with,
the very first lessons® eliminating the tedious study
and practice of old-fashioned methods? How it makes

r

1
u
1

How

\ctu 2
Pictures by professional

HOW

ROMANCE

STARTED

First K was,
love to hear
play”: than,
love yon.”

*1
you
"
Many

have found music

the key
larity,

and romance.
girl  who
some musical
strument Is
ways in
never
and

Make this
ing
ment yonw!

al pupils' names on request.
models.

to popu-
friendship*
The
plays
In-
al-

demand,

lonesome
neglected.
charm -
accomplish-

U. 8. School of Music,

1232 Brunswick Bldg.,
Without cost or obligation to me, please send me your tree
illustrated Booklet and Demonstration Lesson, showing
can lear- at borne to play the Instrument checked below. (Do
you have instrument?

everything so clear that you need no previous knowl- I Piano Vioiia
edge of music, no special talent? Would you like | Plane Guitar
proof that you, too, like thousands of others, can Accordion Cello
quickly learn to play your favorite instrument? Just | Plain  Hawaiian
mail the coupon, checking the instrument you like * Accordion Guitar

best and you will receive a Free Demonstration Les-
son and fascinating booklet by return mail. No cost or
obligation. (Instruments supplied when needed, cash
or credit.) U. 8. School of Music, 1232 Brunswick
Bldg., New York City, N. Y. (Our Forty-First Year—

L

Saxophone Banjo

Name

Now York, N. Y.

Mandolin Ukulele
Trombone Flute
Cornet Piccolo
Trumpet Brr~s and
Har Trap*
Clarinet Organ

Please mention Double Action Group when answering advertisements

bow 1



BEAUTIFUL
DESK &2, $L.00

ONLY
WITH ANY

REMINGTON PORTABLE TYPEWI

ON THIS BARGAIN
OFFER.

A beautiful desk in a neutral blue-green fits Into the decora-
tions of any home—trimmed in black and silver—made of
sturdy fibre board—now available for only one dollar ($1.00)
to purchasers of a Remington Noiseless Portable Typewriter.
The desk is so light that it can be moved anywhere without
trouble. It will hold six hundred (600) pounds. This combina-
tion gives you a miniature office at home. Mail th« coupon

today.

THESE EXTRAS FOR YOU
LEARN TYPING FREE

To help you even further, you get free with this
Special offer a 19-page booklet, prepared by experts,
to teach you quickly how to typewrite by the touch
Selhod. When you buy a Noiseless you get this free

emington Rand gift that increases the pleasure of
using your Remington Noiseless Portable. Remember,
the touch typing book is sent free while this offer holds.

SPECIAL CARRYING CASE

The Remington Noiseless Portable is light in weight,
easily carried about. With this offer Remington sup-
plies a sturdy, beautiful carrying case which rivals
the mbst attractive luggage you can buy.

SPECIFICATIONS

ALL ESSENTIAL FEATURES of Urge Mandatd
office machines appear in the Noiseless Portable—
Standard 4-row keyboard; back spacer; margin stops
fmd margin release; double shift key; two color ribbon
eund automatic reverse; variable line spacer; paper
fingers; makes as many as seven carbons; takes paper
9.5* wide; writes lines 8.2+ wide, black key cards and
w hite letters, rubber cushioned feet.

MONEY BACK GUARANTEE
The Remington Noiseless Portable Typewriter is sold on
atrial basis with @ money back guarantee. If, after ten
days trial, you do not wish to keep the typewriter, we
vcv(i)ll_telx(ke it back, paying all shipping charges. You take
risk.

|
|
L

Remington Rand Inc., Dept. 164-2
465 W ashington St., Buffalo. N. V.

Tell me, without obligation, how to get a Free Trial of a
new Remington Noiseless Portable, including Carrying
Case and Free Typing Course for as little as 10c a day.
Send Catalogue.

Name.

AdAreSS. *.....c. c o .

Please mention Uoublk Action Gkoup When answerint/ advertisements



BIG ENTERTAINER CHORUS QUEENS o*

Lives*of Holcha Chorus Girls

BLANK CARIRIOCL PISTOL

Electric Baseball & Football Games
Completely El»<trk- Htradtedt of SciertibtPh'H
BASEBALL FOOTBALL

TaichBi-™a» Stt-ik joesr i

&M EL

Knock 'Em Off Their Feet

TPV BF-AtherV

Please mention DotrcmB Action Geoup when answering advertisements



P YOURSELF to SUCCESS/

IcEet goodpmj/
Sidk leave&paidj
ecaias apenswW

Here's « happy fallowl Nothing
for him to worry aboutl Bo'S
“fitting pretty” "became ha was
wlte enough to j)repare himself
for a government Job. Would you
like t0 be b hU boots? Get
copy of

‘CIVIL SERVICE HANDBOOK'

This finale volume eontalna many SIMPLIFIED Home Study
Courses for different Civil 8ervlee “jobs. Also, a wealth of gen-
SST»orm«tl.n on HOW TO OET A GOVERNMENT JOB-
Ftdarai. Stain. City or County.

00" QUESTIONS AND ANSWER* of forraor »*»—
previous examination! (with eorroot roplloo)—eovoro
many positions, such as bookkoepsr. ilbrarian. postal Hark, Mall
larrior, alsctriclan, flrsmaa. prison koopor, ote.. oto.

THOUSANDS
OF NEW JOBS!

Almeft every dav the government
announces new Jobs! Are “you ready
for YOUR big opportunify? Re-
member, only those who “know

the ropes” can pass these exami-

nations with high ratings. Isn’t It

worth a little” effort to prepare

yourself for t life-time ef M-

eurityt

LET THIS BOOK HELP YOU

Let the "CIVIL SERVICE

HANDBOOK" help YOU the way SERVICE

It has already helped thousands ef
others—take advantage ef this op-
portunity for YOURSELF I In this
nook you will And very Important
examination "tips“—the  mistakes

HAND-
BOOK

te avoid In arithmetic, grammar
epelting, geography, hlstor¥, civics
—Jutt the information usually called

for In Civil Service exam*.

Send No Money

Fill out and mail the
coupon below at once,
the "CIVIL SERVICE
HANDBOOK"  will be
sent te yon ON AP-
PROVAL. You pay
postman $1, plus post-
age. If the book Is not
more than satisfactory,
return It In 6 days and
rour é)ayment win ‘be re-
funded.

Mail CouponT oday

ATIONAL LIBRARY PRESS, papL B11-A, 1
10 West 42nd sL, New York, N. Y. _
ISend m« for approval < copy of

“CIVIL SERVICE HANDBOOK?”

| will pay the postman $1 (plui postage) with the tinder- |
Inandln that If 1 am rot completely satisfied | may return m
the book to you In | days, and you will refund my payment.

. ool
1

Addrest AU
| City .
| If you wish te have book lent postage paid endow fl,
plus 10c for postage charges, and check this box.

NOW YOU CAN BE BOSS OF

"A SMALL
BUSINESS oF

YOUR OWN"™

De you need more money? ~Would yon like te he your own bote-*
at work that you enjoy doing? Roger Baftson, one ef the greatest
business experts In ~America, sayml"Your real goal should bo te
got n small business of your own¥ -Now+ ¥©OU; -too, -ean - take- this
sound advleoi  The book pictured below shows you the practieal
money-making plans now being used by thousands_of men and
women.  America Is still the land_ of opgortunlty! Tho 1000 sue*
eossful plans In “A SMALL BUSINESS Or YOUR OWN”
PROVE that the average man or. woman ean make plenty gf
extra money with these "money-making Ideasl|

1000

MONEY-MAKING PLANS

— Without Capital Invostmoni

Many of tho money-making plans in thle
book™ require no Investment of money—Just
your willingness to use those Ideas for your
>wn benefit.  You will find la those page#
olans exactly suited to YOU. No special
ixperlenee or education Is necessary.

START WORK TODAY!
Thesfe”platr;s hﬁvety been fused ?ue-
sossfully by a pes of people—
sdueatod and uneducated, old and
young, men and women, strong
and weak. It It truly amazing

what YOU ean do—when you
know how!
Why be Idlo a day longer than

you havi te?  Those plans are
practical ones that eaa bo started
id once!

SEND NO MONEY!

Have e co ef "A SMALL
BUSINESS OF YOUR OWN"
la your 5 days’ ap-
proval—If you do not find In Il
A MONEY - MAKING
PLAN

MAIL
THE COUPON

OR YOU. return the
book and you owe nothing. Send 7 0 P m .
a0 money now. Just mail tho uaal

eoupoa todayl

GET TO WORK AT ONCE!

R aTTonT 1 BT a,TI
1110 west 42nd 8L, New York, N. Y.
Send me for approval a copy ef
I “A SMALL BUSINESS OF YOUR OWN”
(1000 Spare-Time Money-Making Ideas)
Il wlU pay the postman $1 (plus postage) with the under-

itanding that If | am not completely satisfied | may return
the book to you in 5 days and you will refund my payment.

_O«y

|1 | If you wish te have book seat pottage paid enclose $1.
*plus 10c for postage charges, and check this box.

ttease mention juoublb Action Ukoujt When answering oaverusemvnH
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To relieve the torturing pain of Neuritis, Rheumatism,
Neuralgia, Lumbago in_few minutes, get NURITO, the
Doctor's formula. No opiates, no narcotics. Does the work
quickly—must relieve cruel pain to your satisfaction In

few minutes—or money back at Druggist’s. Don’t suffer.
Get trustworthy NURITO on this guarantee. Don't wait.

TIP TOP DANCING

SIMPLIFIED LESSONS
in
TAP DANCING
A BEGINNER’S GUIDE

SUCCESSFUL TAP DANCING
for
THE HOME AND STAGE

Th« graceful. rapid tap motion that Is so much ad-
mired and seems so difficult to do when you watch
a finished artlsi step lightly a'hundred times per eye-
flash, CAN NOW BE EASILY MASTERED BY EVERY
ONE who will spare a few minutes a day to practice
this “EASY-INSTRUCTOR'™ method.

A new easy method has been demanded by hundreds
of aspiring fap dancers, a method that would enable
one to practice tap dancing successfully in the privacy
of one’s home. Many have been discouraged by what
has been offered until this new *BABY-INSTRUCTOR"
came along. Hundreds of people are now happily en-
gaged in this most healthful exercise and fascinating
amusement with an eye to a future In the movies or on
the age.

You can actually learn to be a
dancer if you practice assiduously.

This booh is complete with all the Limbering Ex-
ercises that are necessa’{P/ for precision tap dancin%
Bueh steps as BO JANGLES, THE STOMP, TH
FAMOUS STAIR CLIMB, XYLOPHONE STEPS, ETC.,
soon become actual accomplishments throu%h the ap-
pllc”a‘tlgn and wuse of this new *EASY-INSTRTJCTQST
method.

De Luxe Edition—$1.00
DOUBLE ACTION GROUP
Dept DA2 60 Hudson St. New York City

professional tap

rn A
U QONHRAMEST JOB

START

$1260 to $2100 Year

Many 1939 /" FRANKLIN INSTITUTE, Dept F2««
appointments . . Rochester, N. Y.
/" Sir*: Ruth to De without charge <S)

Our Graduates
L Run

0 {» | 4 7 %
of ALL the

Identification Bureaus
in America!

for complete list of over 600 Bureaus where
graduates have been placed to pood positions ae

FINGER PRINT EXPERTS

md learn what

graduates think erf awl
We have apace here to list only a FEW

OF these more than 600 institu_tioyns, to it
fore to send for the somDlet* list!

Boston, Mast. Seranton, Pa.

New York, N. Y. Lineois, Neb.
Pittsburgh, Pa. Mobile, Ala.
SL Paul, Minn. Little Rock, Art.
Mexieo City, Men. Pontiac, Mich.
Augusta, 6a. Havana, Cubs
Seattle, Wash. Miami, Fla.
Omaha, Neb. Birmingham, Ala.

Ceiumbus, Obfe
Oatveston, _Tex.
Houston, Tex.

Dee Moines, Is.
Montreal, Can.
Cedar Rapids, lows

Elgin. 1l Windsor, Ont
ft Syracuse. N. Y. Pueblo, Colo.
/ Tampa, Fls. Sait Lake City. Utah
Is_ong Beach, Cml. éllantl(c: City. N. k
t Louis, Mo. ioux City, lowa
g}sa%‘é 8%'\(','3%?',9“" Lansing, Mich. Rochester, N. Y.

Cleveland, Ohio
Spokane, Wash.
ort Worth. Tea.
Shreveport, La.
Waltham, Mass.
Berkeley. Calif.
Paterson, N. J.

Burlington, Is.
Erie, Ps.
Oklahoma City, Okie
Trenton, N. J.
Detroit, Mieh.

Et Paso, Tea.
Schenectady, N. Y.

State of Mate.
Mate of Illinois
State of Idaho
State of Colorado
State of lowa
Statist Utah

M s «t Ohio

Want a Regular Monthly Salary

Be a Secret Service and Identification Expertl
Enjoy the thrill of getting your man—with no personal danger—
PLUS s regular monthly paid salary and the [%)é)ortunity to share
la_Rewards Learn at borne. In spare time, at low cost, the
unique secrets of this young, fascinating and fast growing profes-
sion. You hare exactly the seme opportunity that sms offered the
hundreds of our graduates who now bold splendid positions In more
than 600 Institutions. Each of these bureaus has anywhere from
ONE to FIFTEEN of our graduates <m regular salaries—and new
openings develop from time to_time.

Wonderful Opportunity for TRAINED MEN

In This Young, Vest® Growing Profession.
Of the thousands of towns in America, three-fourths ore still with-
out Identification bureaus Many more are bound to cornel That
spells OPPORTUNITY. But you must be READY. It's eas¥ to
master this profession that combines thrills with personal safety,
AND the security of a steady income. We show you HOW—Just
as we hove already shown the hundreds who now hold good pay

positions.

R s The Confidential Reports Operator
F E E . No. S8 Made to Hie Chief.
fiat ruth coupon! Follow thta Operator', eacHIng hunt for ¢ mur-
decou, gang. AHo. get free, “The Blue Booh of Crime’’ ohowfo
the wonderful opportunities in the field of Finger Prints an
Crime Detection. Tak* your first step TODAY toward s steady
Income and success. _Mail coupon NOW!

INSTITUTE OF APPLIED SCIiENOE
1920_Sunnyside *ve., jpejrt."972,jDWoago

""'mSTtTUTE or APPLIED SCIENCE

1920 Suooyelde A*e, Dent. 7972. Chicago .
Gentlemen: With no obligation on ray part, lend m« Confi-
ilecUa) Heonria of Operator No. 90. alio UluatrateO "Blue g
Book "of Crime." eoarokste Hit of bureaus employing youi

—_

Get ready s 82-Daftj book with list of U. dg overn-
at once ,8© ment Jobs. (3) Ten me immediately bow s graduates, together with your low prices and Easy Terms Offer. «
’ te amnty for one ef these join. (Literature will be sent ONLY to persons stating their age.)
Mall Coupon Name -
/' Andrew _
) : : |
Please mention Double Action GBOuJ cAtw uTicu*tf*y tdoTi u»eme.nT» — ** —



FIT YOUR
EYEGLASSES FREE

14 .
r~ %\ H f
M your own glanej tor oaf flmoto,
method ee tor and new without oyeetrat*

dote work, reed But print. Complete eye teSters free,

*END NO MONEY -ANSWER QUICK

*V1l send you FBKK It trial lenses and [llustrations of
utlful designs and distinctive patterns for your eelee-

t Latest Styles complete only *3.85 and up. Other#
as 11.88. We replace broken” lenses a) lowest prices.

14 TRIAL LENSES FREE

We guarantee tttltfaction. al ria r
gmm Money ' promptly re?u%/dedI # Rot satlsf?ed

rl1<y handle high grade single’ and double vUiofi
Ty tenses %round into one solid pieoo
Of flam 14 trial lenses. E. SEND T

yow | WCTACU CO, lxiileal *rs. O<<pIA62 >KH> W

i T13
I
Tan SKINS#make up FURS

Be a Taxidermist. Double your bunting/un. We
you at Home, Mount Bird™, Anlma!*, Ff*h#
2 specimens. FI #

otlﬁers Blg profns
00

FREE BOOK

poet card. State yoor AM
NORTI—{V7V5E§TERN SCHOOL OF TAXIDERMY

enters; gel

= ORIGINAL
uinmeD oz
SONGS
r« Immediate Conaideretion
ead Poems t
Columbian MnS|e Publlsher* Ltd.
NePto MSS. Toronto# Can.

PROSTATE SUFFERERS

Prostate gland, acute or chronic, rheumatism,
kldneY and bladder sufferers send for FREB
e. Amazing results.
STEX CO, ~ Dept. SS. MIAMI. OKL"

_* sent FREE for
___imade. Fit guaran

our O, K. before
eed. Sand piooa

SrblflS company

09
20* S. State Sft Dep 755 Chicago

EPILEPSY-EPILEPTICS!

Detroit lady finds relief for husband after spe-
cialists home and abroad failed. All letters an.
swered. MRS. GEO. DEMPSTER, Apt. 4, 6900
Lafayette Blvd., West Detroit, Mich.

rttVBERDASHERY STo**
IN YOUR POCKET

Earn steady income supplying almost everything to
wear for men! Shirts, hosiery, underwear, pajamas,
work shirts, outdoor shirts and Jackets! Everything
guaranteed ONE YEAR. Experience unnecessary

Simply display self-selling free outfit and

write orders. We deI|ver and collect. Write FREE
today for ourou fit MONEY
ROSECLFF-QUAKER [ CORP, matis
DIPT. 131 tn » BROADWAY, HEW YORK QUTFIT

10 I'lease mention Docbl™ Action Gboup When answering advertisements



BEAUTIFUL f

NATURAL-LOOKING

FALSE TEETH

\  LOW PRICES

’
% 60 DAYS
rv — -*Jri trial
yL . U-A Mad*to order by FtT.RfTI Improved moth-
A 7 t>"y TU od BYMAIL, all over world. Finest Quality,
KHDA"fc. 1 171 / MONTY-BACK GUARANTEE YOU WILL Bt
. SATISFIED, We take your word. Catalo
NVinviui and impression material FVttC. Writ* NO!

UNITED STATES DENTAL COMPANY

Dept. I-A-4# 155S Milwaukee Ave. Chicago. Ui.

I tfOstop tobacco?

the craving tor< m

thousands have. Make yourselffree

happy with Tobasco Redeemer.

Notasotntltute. nothabittormin*.

Write tor tree booklet telling ofln-
Jorlousefleetottohseeg and
. . able, easy way to relieve,
1 1 the craylng maiiymen have. ||

Dept,

WANTED AT ONCBt
Mother, Home, Love,
Patriotic, Stored,
Comic or any sub-
ject. Don't delay—

send us your Ofii-
poem today for Innedlata consideration.
jSiICHABD BROS. 1« Woods Bid,, CHICAGO, H i.

”1 Won $100
The Day | Cot
My Rabbit's Foot"

Sites F. T. of Pa. ‘Th- PRATES ¥ou tent me with my
)ABBIT’8 FOOT has helped me wonderfully. | was nearly crip-
pled. Now I am setting well again." says ~ Mrs. L. C. of Ohio.
w'l now hare steady work." writes Fred 'C. of Canada.

Letters like theea coming from grateful men and women all over
the country make me eery happy 1t may be coincidence or it may
be the psychological effect, hut whatever It la. these Beogle be-
lieve | have helped them—and 1 would like to help YOU. tool

No matter what your Hard Luck Is. Poor Health. No Job. On-
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THE DEAD FIGHT

AN ACTION-PACKED NOVEL OF THE UNDERWORLD

by MARGIE HARRIS

(Author of “Hell Bent for Hell;” “SkuU of Death;” etc.)

Only the death of five racketeering rats could repay Jeff Steele for the
life they had sapped from his gambler brother— yet, even though he knew
his efforts could lead only to doom, he joined hands with two dead men
to seek lawless vengeance in his underworld court of forgotten justicef
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BACK

CHAPTER |

at the foot of the stairs leading to the
second floor, set hard fingers about

the elbow of his guide.
“This will be far enough,” he said grimly,

J EFFREY STEELE, stopping suddenly

Before he could level the gun,

Mollie was fastenin%vstrong fingers

about his arm, and illets, black-
jack ready, was diving in for him.

“until 1 get some information. Who are
you? Where is my brother? What has hap-
pened—and why all of this pussy-footing
along alleys, through cellars and now into
a deserted mansion?”

“I'm just following orders,” his com-
panion answered crisply.
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Jeffrey’s hand flashed to his armpit and
came out with a German Luger. The safety
latch moved clear under the pressure of his
thumb.

“One of you is going to talk,” he warned.
“Either you or the gun. Where is my
brother—and who are you?”

The other stared briefly at the cold lights
in Jeffrey’s green eyes before he replied:

“I’'m the one man in the world, except
yourself, whom Brandon Steele trusts. |
sent the cable that brought you back from
Europe. | had the note slipped under your
door early this morning, and now, as the
note directed, I ’'m taking you to Brand. Is
that good enough, Mr. Jeffrey Steele?”

Jeffrey eyed him speculatively, marking
the angry flush in the other’s cheeks, and
said in pleasanter tones:

“Provided it is as good as it sounds. You
may keep going—but don’t make any clear
moves.”

At the second landing the guide halted
and pointed to a paint spot.

“Step on that,” he directed. “There’s a
booby trap here thatll spill you into the
basement if you miss.”

Jeffrey nodded his understanding, dupli-
cating the others long stride in safety.
Thence they proceeded to the top floor
where the guide unlocked a heavy steel door
that barred the hallway.

“Here we are,” he said evenly. “Brad’
in that room.” He pointed to a door that
showed neither lock nor knob. He knocked
twice, once, then twice again, ending with a
fingernail tattoo.

A metallic click followed instantly and
the door swung wide. The outer room was
in total darkness but a warm glow in a door-
way to the left drew him forward. His
hand still dung to the butt of the Luger.

“Jeff?” a heavy but musical voice called
from within. “Youve been a long time
making it.”

At the sound of the well remembered
voice, Jeff sprang forward, pausing briefly
in the doorway to stare in amazement at a

robed figure in an invalid chair.

Anyone would recognize them as brothers.
Both were big men with finely moulded fea-
tures, high foreheads, prominent noses.
Each had the same humorous quirk at the
mouth corners: the same sparkling, insolent
eyes.

UT the man in the chair was a tragic,
B shrunken hulk, his face marred by
lines of suffering, great shadows about his
eyes, while Jeffrey, in the prime of his mid-
dle thirties, was athletic and powerful.

In a flash he crossed the floor and took
both of the wasted hands in his own.

“My God, Brand!” he whispered fiercely.
“Why didn’t you send for me before? What
are you doing here—and what has hap-
pened to you?”

“Quite enough!” the other said evenly as
he drew back a heavy robe and disclosed
the glint of steel.

A heavy, latticed brace circled his body
from thighs to shoulders. The sides were
bolted to the arms of the heavy invalid
chair, while extensors, padded like crutch-
tops, fitted under his armpits.

There were deep pneumatic cushions,
but Brandon Steele hung from his shoul-
ders, day and night, in a metal framework!
He drew the robe tight again, looking up at
Jeffrey with a sardonic grin.

“Soft-nosed forty-fives,” he explained.
“They literally shot the legs out from under
me. One, though, went higher and nicked
my spine, so | 'm dead from the ribs down.”

Jeffrey closed his eyes to hide the horror
that was in them, and the pity. But he
opened them as quickly for before his mind
there had passed the vision of the Brandon
Steele of other days, debonnair, resourceful,
New York’s squarest, fairest gambler since
the days of the great Canfield.

“Good God, Brand,” he said again.
“Who did it—and why?”

“Moses Keller, Judge Holman Black,
John Ison, Lew Willits and Joe Speer,” the
other answered, checking each name with
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the tap of a finger. “It all is too involved
for me to waste my few remaining hours in
reciting, but Keller and Judge Black agi-
tated a fake wave of reform, then came to
me and demanded to be cut in on my
place—and profits.

“Naturally I told them to go to the devil.
I was quite sure of myself, confident that
my friends in high places would not let me
down. In the years of your absence | had
rolled up a surplus of three millions. Two-
thirds of it | sent to a London bank. The
remainder is in safety deposit boxes here
in New York.

“Then one night Keller and Black came
to renew their demands. It was right at
closing time and | always have thought that
one of their men had hidden away in some
closet. Anyway, Ison, Willits and Speer
came in suddenly through the rear and
held me up at the point of a gun.

“I went through hell that night, a worse
hell than 1'm enduring now They beat
and tortured me until my senses left me.
When | regained consciousness they were
searching the vault. They were five against
one but | was too dazed to realize it. Some-
how | dragged myself to my desk, got out
my gun and managed to shoot Willits
through the shoulder before they sensed
their danger.

“l don’t remember much after that, just
the roar of their guns, the thud and slash
of their bullets—and then a flaming agony
that | hoped was death.

“It was Keller’s plan, his and Judge
Black’s. The others were just helpers—
but one of them, Jeffrey, fired the shot that
paralyzed me.”

He paused, staring straight before him
in grim introspection.

“There are two of us now, Brand,” Jef-
frey said softly, but paused as Brand held
up three fingers. “You, me and Harry
Magruder,” he said, “the chap who brought
you here. He used to be one of my dealers,
and he’ sworn to help in a plan | have
made.”

“A plan?” Jeffrey echoed. "Is it work-
able? Can | help?”

Brand drew a deep breath and the hell
flame of hate burned in his sunken eyes.

“l want these men,” he said with grim
emphasis, “one at a time: | want to wipe
the slate clean before the month is gone.
I may not be here—after that.”

He opened a panel in the arm of his chair
and produced an oblong steel box. From it
he took a packet of big bills.

“Twenty thousand expense money,” he
said, handing the money over to Jeffrey,
“chickenfeed. | want first of all a new
hideout. Something tells me that Keller
and company-suspect that |’m here.”

“Good!” Jeffrey replied. “I dont like
the idea of you hidden away on the top
floor of an untenanted house.”

“But less than a year ago the finest of
New York’s gambling spots,” Brand de-
fended. “The furnishings were sold and
the place was stripped; | thought it would
be the last place where they’d look for me.”

They were interrupted by the sound of
hurrying feet. It was Magruder, in a state
of wild excitement.

“Weve waited too long, Brand,” he an-
nounced. “They've found us! Ison and
Speer are prowling the back right now;
they’ll be inside any minute.”

RAND grinned icily. A click sounded
B and a heavy automatic came up from
inside the right hand arm of the chair.

“I’'m able to hold this room,” he said
softly. “You and Harry take care of things
downstairs, Jeff; he’ll show you the tricks.”

They hurried out, closing the steel door
behind them. At the bottom of the second
flight of stairs Harry opened a panel which
disclosed a hideout high and wide enough
for two men.

“Cashiers’ hideout—with the bankroll—
when they raided,” he breathed. “Inside,
quickly!”

He closed the covering except for a slight
crack. The mumble of heavy voices came
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to them as from a distance, then the scuff-
ing of feet on bare boards. The footsteps
came nearer on the stairs and a husky whis-
per said:

“Stay here while | scout around.”

Jeff could hear heavy breathing. Sud-
denly a shadow cut off the knifeblade of
light from the hall.

Then there was a muffled click, a shouted
curse that changed to a yell of fear.

“Down the chute!” Harry whispered.
“I'm following. The rest is up to you.”

Peering cautiously around the edge of
the hideout he glimpsed the second man
on the next to top step. He was leaning
forward, staring into the dark opening.
Harry caught at his coat collar, heaving
forward and down viciously. The pul! car-
ried the man into the hallway and on his
face, his body bridging the trap.

As he fell, Harry went clattering down
the stairs. Jeffrey leaned forward, bringing
his gun barrel chopping down hard against
the sprawled man’s head. He moaned once,
then lay still.

Sounds wafted up the trap on the upcast
of air. Someone moaned weakly down
there as he was dragged out onto the floor.
A voice said:

“All under control down here;
about up there?”

“Mine’s out colder than a wedge,” Jeffrey
replied. “He’ll be here if you don’t come
back until dark.”

Stepping over the prostrate form, he
swung it free of the trap then searched the
clothing methodically. There was a needle
pointed knife in a sheath sewed into the
coat lining, and there were letters, bills,
a wallet, cigarets and a pocket lighter.

Harry came hurrying up the stairs and
looked at the still form.

“Joe Speer,” he said, “one of the bunch
that tackled Brand. He’s a knife man—
an expert. A dollar gets you ten that he
doesnt tote a gun.”

He stretched and grinned.

“I've got John Ison tied up downstairs.

how’s

They sure would have spelled bad luck for
Brand if we hadn’t stopped them.”

“Yes, Harry, we've got them, but what
will we do with them? 1Vve been a war
correspondent and | know my way about,
but there’s nothing in my book about po-
tential killers—unless you hand them over
to the police.”

Harry shook his head briskly.

“You havent got the picture. To the
world and the police Brandon Steele is dead.
It was announced from the hospital and
some poor bum got a fine funeral.

“Dr. Bruce Lipton had kept him alive.
He designed the chair and the braces and
he helped smuggle Brand back here as soon
as he could be moved. Somehow, though,
Keller and his outfit learned the truth and
theyve been combing the city night and
day for him for months.

“So welll leave Ison and Speer tied up
while we get Brand into a new hideaway.
By the time they work free theyll be out
of luck—too late.”

They carried the burly Speer to the base-
ment where they left him trussed and
gagged, beside Ison. They found Brand
awaiting them coolly in the secret room at
the top of the house. Jeffrey let Harry tell
the story. At the end Brand said:

“That means move and in a hurry.”
Noting Jeffrey’s worried expression, he
went on: “It’s simple: the way | came from
the hospital. Harry has a friend with a
covered half-ton truck. You just move me,
chair and all, to the new place. It’s as
simple as that.”

He wrote an address on a slip of paper
and handed it over to Harry. “Hurry it
up,” he grinned. “I’'m anxious to go motor-
ing again.”

CHAPTER 11

HE trip from the old mansion to
Tthe new hideout was short as to
miles, but Jeffrey and Harry drew
sighs of relief as the closed truck drew up
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finally in the rear of a red brick house in
the East Twenties. There had been deadly
moments of suspense. Once another car
had locked bumpers with the truck and a
spill—fatal for Brand—had seemed certain.

The rear door was unlocked. Among
them Jeffrey, Harry and the friendly driver
managed to smuggle Brand and his chair
into the rear hall unseen. Harry disap-
peared in the front, to return soon with a
tall, cadaverous man whose burning black
eyes somehow seemed to belie the lines of
pain in his face.

“Brandon!” he said heartily. “So they
finally flushed you, did they? Well, you've
come to the right place. As | promised,
there’s a room waiting for you.”

“Thanks, Doctor,” Brand replied. “And
this is Jeffrey; you two should remember
each other.”

“Surely | remember him,” Lipton said,
shaking Jeffrey’s hand heartily. “He’s the
chap who’ been chasing all over Europe
following war rumors, while you were get-
ting yourself shot up in your platinum and
gold gambling hell, eh.”

There was a strong odor of liquor about
him. He saw that Jeffrey had noticed it,
and said, defensively:

“Brandon’s not the only one who holds
onto life by a toenail, Jeffrey. Ive an
aortal aneurism—Iike a blister on a tire.
When it blows out, I'm through. Mean-
while | keep going on brandy, so don’t hold
the odor against me.”

Jeffrey held his eyes for a long moment
“If you could know my gratitude for what
you've done for Brand—" he began, but
Lipton interrupted gruffly:

“Forget it, Jeff. | owe Brand more than
| even can repay, so let’s cut out the senti-
mental bosh before we all start crying like
a lot of old women at a wake.”

He directed the transfer of Brand’s chair
to a hospital-white room at the front of the
house next to the tiny surgery, then brought
an extension cord to restore life to the lights
and fittings of the chair.

“You understand,” he said quietly, “that
you’ll be safe here until the house falls.
However, | may have some patients who
are on the wrong side of the law.” As he
left the room, Brand responded to the ques-
tion in Jeffrey’s eyes.

“They dumped him out of the hospital
because of the brandy. He made a slip
in an emergency operation and lost his
license, so he moved down here where the
underworld knows him for a ‘right croaker’
who will patch up their injured and keep
his mouth shut.”

Dr. Lipton came back and took down a
bottle of Three Star. He drank greedily,
donned a hat and drew his coat about him.

“What’s the next step,” he asked of
Brand, who smiled wearily.

“I’'m squaring a few accounts before |
move along—which will be soon, now.”

“So, they told you?” Lipton snapped
angrily.

“They didnt need to. A month ago |
had feeling in my hips, a little. Today |I'm
dead to the lower ribs, but that doesn’t in-
terest me in the least if I just can deal back
to the men who put me here, some of the
same kind of grief.”

“I'm buying cards then,” Lipton an-
swered, “provided there’s a place for a
brandy-soaked ruin to fit in.”

“Why, you’re part of the plan,” Brand
told him eagerly. “We’re both fighting on
borrowed time — from the brink of the
grave.”

Lipton grinned crookedly. “Two dead
men and two live ones in a nice exciting
race to see who gets to the gates of hell
first,” he answered. “And I've got fifty
dollars to say that you and Il outlast
Harry and Jeffrey, Brand.”

Jeffrey, thrilling at the outward uncon-
cern of these dying men, pledged himself
inwardly to measure up to them. He caught
Harry’s gaze and read there something of
the same thought.

Lipton, getting to his feet, announced
that he was going out for a short time.
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“I’ll lock up,” he explained, “and if there
are any patients dont pay any attention
to the.bell.”

The three sat, largely in silence, while
the clock ticked off half an hour. Then a
key turned in the door and Lipton strode
in. He seemed badly in seed of the drink
he sloshed down directly from the neck
of the bottle.

“The underworld’s buzzing,” he an-
nounced levelly, “with a reward of a thou-
sand apiece on your heads. John Ison and
Joe Speer have been bellowing around, look-
ing for you, but Keller’s behind the reward
offer. They’re going through the district
around the old mansion, room by room.
That’s how badly they want you.”

Brand’s answering smile was icy.

“And did it occur to you?” he demanded,
“that their hunger for us is only about the
official one-half of one per cent, of how
badly I want them—each and every one of
the miserable five?”

CHAPTER 11l

journey on the following night,

through back streets from the Lip-
ton house to an unused East River pier,
and in the same covered truck.

A trim prow crept in out of the darkness.
For a moment collision mats ground against
the pier. Then Jeffrey attached slings to
Brand’s chair, and the others helped to
lower it gently to the deck of the yacht
“Morela,”

Presently they had him installed com-
fortably in the main cabin with its luxurious
fittings, burnished metal ports and soft
lighting.

“I think it’s worth the $25,000 price they
asked,” Jeffrey said, “but wait until you
see the crew.”

As though answering a stage cue, Harry
came down the companion stairs. He wore
a sag-top blue cap with shiny visor, blue

BRANDON STEELE took another

flannel coat with flat black buttons, and
white trousers.

“Crew’s ready for inspection,” he an-
nounced, adding, sotto voce, “and every-
one’s a lulu.” At Brand’s nod he trilled
a call on a bosun’s whistle. Five men came
trooping down.

“Limey, the engineer,” he said, jerking
a thumb at the nearest “Beached for
knifing his chief; McDade, second, used to
run rum but shot his way out of a Coast
Guard trap in Florida; Gus and Chuck, the
‘typewriting’ twins, handy with tommies.”

Last he thumbed the ribs of a rolypoly
negro.

“Little Joe—ace-deuce, you know. Pull-
man nigger; carved up the chef. Says he
can cook anything that walks, swims or
crawls.”

Little joe chuckled. “Jess lemrne at a
cookstove,” he rumbled. “Gimme some
li’l pieces of meat nh some aigs—an’ Ah
guarantees to bus’ de buttons offen you’
vestes in four-five days.”

Brand cut him short by saying:

“All right, you men. WeTe taking you
on Harry’ sayso. The pay will be a hun-
dred a week and no shore leave until I give
the word. What goes on is nobody’s busi-
ness, particularly yours. We’re buying
guns and hands, not partners.”

“Like them, Brand?” Jeff asked when
they had gone.

“Perfect! Hard as nails and just what
we want. 1°d say weVve bought four good
guns and a razor blade. Well, it’s time to
be moving. | want to be in Brooklyn be-
fore ten, and you've got a big job on your
hands, Jeff.”

Jeffrey left after donning a shoulder hol-
ster, pocketing spare clips and a flat case
that looked like a jeweler’s box. He found
Harry waiting for him in the fast motor
launch. As they pulled away the other
said wryly:

“None of us1l live long enough to make
yachting a habit, but it surely is the life,
isn’t it?”
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Jeffrey threw him a quick glance. “Not
going yellow, are you, Harry?”

Harry spat out a curse and barked:
“Next after you, my fran’. But here we
are—two dead men, a roulette dealer who’s
fair with a gun, and a greenhorn, yourself.
You'll find this different than running after
wars and writing about them in hotel rooms.

“And aren’t we the smart ones? We
chose five of the toughest killers in the
rackets and start making plans for next
Tuesday or maybe Saturday. Don’t do it,
Jeffrey; the morgue’s yawning for us right
now.”

The words rang in Jeffrey’s ears an hour
later as he stepped into the dark areaway
of a house on the lower East side and
pressed a bell. A voice said, almost in his
ear, “You lookin’ for somebody, pal?”

“Yes—Lew Willits; 1I'm from Denver.
jMickie Bums sent me.”

A latch clicked and Jeffrey stepped into
a dimly lighted hall. He grinned as the
beefy, hard faced doorman touched his
waist, pockets and armpits—finding the
Luger.

“Whatcha all heated up for?” the other
demanded suspiciously. “Bringin’ a load
of trouble?”

“No trouble,” Jeffrey smiled. “Just a
few drinks, a safe place to park the hips
and maybe a little deal with Lew—Iater.”

For answer the man touched a button.
Instantly the inner door opened and two
well dressed men walked through.

“Guy lookin” for Lew,” the doorman
mouthed. “Gotta heat under his arm, too.”

“And a roll on his hip for spending pur-
poses,” Jeffrey drawled. “Mickie Bums of
Denver sent me here; said 1'd find good
liquor and a safe hangout.”

The taller man nodded. “Come in,” he
decided. “We'll drink with you.”

Jeffrey mentally blessed Harry for the
Mickie Bums name and history, as he fol-
lowed them into a well appointed club bar.
There were tables along one side, at the
extreme end a railed enclosure fitted with

a rug, rolltop desk and easy chairs.

The suave barman set up three Scotch-
and-sodas.

“I'm Tug Malone,” the taller man said.
“My friend’s Louis Mamos; the boys call
him ‘The Greek.””

“1’m Jeff Smith, out of Denver—and out
fast,” Jeffrey admitted.

“Denver?” Mamos asked. “How’ Rudy
Blackman getting along?”

“Just like he has for the last five years,”
Jeffrey grinned, “just like anybody else
who’s in his grave.”

Malone guffawed, said, “That’s drinks on
you, Greek.”

Jeffrey, studying the pair covertly in the
mirror, decided against too much talking.

“Here’s to crime!” he toasted, but
Mamos’ expression still was wary, and he
asked:

“So Mickie blew to Denver, did he?
What’s he doing out there?”

“Finger man for the Songeler confidence
mob. He says it’s better than running rum
here in New York.”

The outer door clicked at that moment
and the barman suddenly was tensely
watchful. A tall, ferret-eyed man entered,
closing the door carefully behind him. He
moved directly to the bar exchanging curi-
ous glances with Mamos and Malone. The
latter told him:

“Meet Smith — from Denver — Lew
Willits.”

“Glad to know you,” Willits said casu-
ally. “This is my place. How’d you come
to drop in on us?”

“Mickie Bums,” Jeffrey replied, “He
said you had a safe place and good liquor—
and that |1 might interest you in a deal.
But first how about a drink?”

ILLITS said: “Tom Collins,” and in
the same tone: “You figuring on
sticking around?”
“Probably—it depends on prospects.”
The others eyes narrowed slightly.
“She s a tough town for chisders; sure you
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won’t be crowding somebody.”

“lve got a dollar that’s ready to go to
work,” Jeffrey retorted, “and |'ve an idea
you may like to hear.”

After a moment of scowling thought,
Willits took up his glass and led the way
to the rolltop back of the brass railing.
There he said brusquely:

“All right, Smith — or whatever your
name is—say your piece but don’t get your-
self out on a limb. What’s your gag?”

“German dope—synthetic—by way of
Canada,” Jeffrey whispered. “And it kicks
like the pure stuff.”

“l knew you were nuts,” Willits rasped.
“That racket’s sewed up tight.”

Jeffrey grinned. “Yeah, by Mose Keller,
but | can buy good stuff for a quarter of
what he pays for diluted stock—if that
means anything to you.”

As he talked he saw Willits’ eyes turn
slaty. A little nerve in his cheek was
twitching as his hand stole toward his arm-
pit. Jeffrey beat him to the draw, covering
the gun with his body.

“Hold it! ” he advised.
talking.”

Willits® face flushed a brick red, but he
hooked his thumbs in his belt and grunted:
“Talk then, and be damned to you—
chiseler.”

Jeffrey unscrewed the nib from a foun-
tain pen, removing a thin metal tube from
the barrel.

“Synthetic cocaine,” he said in a half
whisper. “Let Mamos try it; he goes for
sleighrides.”

Willits nodded, gestured to the Greek.
When the other joined them Jeffrey put a
pinch of white glistening powder on the
table top and said: “Test it!”

Mamos wet the tip of his finger, touch-
ing the flakes of powder to the tip of his
tongue. Jeffrey then lifted the other’s hand
and dumped more at the base of his thumb-
nail.

“Take a ride!” he urged.
your opinion.”

“I’'m not through

“We want

Mamos took the okay sign from Willits
and inhaled appreciatively. Presentlyhesaid:

“Cripes! It’s the pure quill. Better
than—"

“Than Mose hands out to you,” Jeffrey
suggested.

Willits motioned for Mamos to leave.
When they were alone he rapped out:
“Now, chiseler—talk.”

Smilingly Jeffrey removed his hat, turned
down the sweatband and produced two
waxed paper spills.

“Mamos okayed the ‘C,” ” he said evenly.
“Now here’s morphine and hyoscine —
equally good. And the best of it is that
where others buy it in ounces, | can get it
by the pound.”

“There’s a bug in it,” Willits objected
craftily. “Show me.”

“lve told you already. Its German—
synthetic—and it costs quarters where the
other costs dollars. Theres seventy-five
per cent profit in it on the open market.”

“l see!” Willits crisped. “You get a
sap to lay down big money—and then
something goes wrong and he’s stung. So
you came all of the way from Denver to put
the tap of a smart fellow, eh?”

Jeffrey laughed in his face, coolly.

“Take it or leave it,” he yawned. “But
I can show you a full pound of each—to-
night.”

“Where? How?”

“At my room in the Claridge: three metal
map cases with a full pound in each.”

Willits” fist hit the top of the desk re-
soundingly.

“Right now!” he snapped. “I’'m coming
with you. No ’phoning to make a build-up
on me.”

Tug and Mamos started to follow them,
but Jeffrey shook his head.

“No parade,” he negatived.
—if you're afraid.”

That started Willits cursing, but he mo-
tioned the others back.

“I'm going to the Claridge with this
guy,” he said significantly.

“Stay here
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“Room nine-fourteen,” Jeffrey added.
“You can call us there.”

He saw the exchange of glances with Tug
and Mamos and grinned to himself later
when they passed at high speed in a small
black convertible coupe.

CHAPTER IV

apparently lost in his thoughts—or

suspicions. That it was the latter
became apparent when he whirled about
suddenly and snarled:

“I still think it’s screwy; that you're try-
ing to pull a fast one, Smith. What’ the
trick, anyhow? You might as well spill it
here.”

“This!” Jeffrey answered grimly. The
Luger was in his hand and tight against
Willits’ ribs like a flash.

The car swerved sickeningly as Willits
tried to draw away from the menacing bore.
But habit overcame fear and he straight-
ened the wheels. Color flooded back into
his cheeks and turned to the dark flush of
hot anger.

“Why the hijack, you damn’ fool?” he
raged. “l never carry more than a grand
in cash.”

“It isn’t a hijack, Willits, just a trick.
I knew you’d send Mamos and Tug ahead
s© | gave the wrong address. Turn left
at the next corner and we’ll go to the right
address.”

“It’s okay with me,” Willits grunted,
“but stow that gun away—if you’re not
going to use it.”

He drove east obediently on a cross
street, finally over a half block of rough
cobbles and thence onto the old stone wharf.
Harry and Doctor Lipton were in the
shadows and, as soon as Willits stepped
down, Harry put the car in gear and leaped
out.

“Hey!” Willits yelled.
sinking my carl”

“Right, Lew!” Lipton said at his shoul-

SILENCE held between them, Willits

“Stop it! He%s

der, “but we’re going to trade you a yacht
for it. You’ll see it in just a moment.”

Willits turned half about and stared.
“The crook doctor!” he mumbled. “Have
you all gone screwy—or have 1?”

“I'll match you for it,” Lipton told him
with a chuckle. “I call it an even money
bet—either way.”

Harry, facing the river, was flashing a
lamp with a green lens in the cap. In-
stantly the beat of powerful engines sound-
ed and a White prow loomed out of the
darkness. Lipton held the bow line with
a turn about a cleat, while Jeffrey and
Harry saw to Willits’ transfer aboard.

The motors took up their song again,
driving the yacht out into the stream. Wil-
lits, standing between Jeffrey and Harry in
mid-deck forward, seemed more curious
than fearful.

But suddenly he flamed into action.
Tripping the unsuspecting Harry, he
straight-armed Jeffrey backward and ran
for the side, tugging at his coat.

Jeffrey recovered his balance quickly and
threw himself forward in a long, diving
tackle. His arms circled the runner’ knees
and brought him heavily to the deck, Wil-
lits still fighting desperately.

Breaking one arm free, Jeffrey brought
the hard side of his hand sweeping back at
the other’ throat. It took effect low, just
under the larynx, and Willits’ breath left
him in a bubbling gasp.

“Into the cabin with him quickly,” Lip-
ton ordered, “or he’ll strangle before we
get anything out of him.”

Willits” face was purple and the breath
wheezed painfully in his throat as they car-
ried him below and held him erect in a
straight chair. Instantly Lipton's long
fingers began prodding and massaging
about the windpipe to induce normal
breathing again.

Brand sat watching silently. His face
was a frozen mask of hate as his eyes feast-
ed on the puffed, bloated features of this
first of Ms enemies.
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“Easy does it now,” Lipton warned at
last. He’ll be out of it in a second or two.”

Willits’ eyes flickered. His hands moved
spasmodically and a tinge of color showed
in his cheeks. His eyes opened—to encoun-
ter the still hatred staring out of Brandon
Steele’s eyes.

With a swift gesture Brand thrust aside
the shielding silk robe baring his shrunken
chest and the steel basketwork that held
him erect.

“Do you see it?” he blazed. “Do you
see what you and your filthy friends did to
me—a man who never had harmed one of
you?”

He swallowed hard to drown the rush
of words that seemed about to choke him.
Then a cold, acid smile wreathed his lips
as he drawled:

“And now, [Mr. Lew Willits—what do
you suppose—that | am going—to do to
you?”

Willits’ jaw clamped in a faltering at-
tempt at defiance, but no words came to
his lips.

“Answer me!” Brand raged.
hear? Answer1”

Willits shrugged and let his gaze rove
the circle of grim faces. When it came to
Jeffrey he gasped and looked back quickly
at Brand.

“Hell! The brother from Europe,” he
mumbled. “And | walked right into it.”

Then his hand strayed to his bruised
throat and he worked his jaws like a
pugilist after a gruelUng fight.

“So, | get the works!” he whispered. “I
go out like a rat in a trap.”

Brand shook his head slowly.

“You still have a chance, Willits. Youe
just a flea on the back of the big dog I'm
after—Mose Keller.”

Willits stared back at him appraisingly.
“So what?” he demanded.

“I’Il give you back your life, and free-
dom, if you’ll help to get him here like | ve
got you—helpless, at my mercy. Do that
and | swear Il turn you loose to walk the

“Do you

streets again, as free as you were this
morning.”

“Fat chance!” the other grumbled.
“Mose won’t go anywhere without his
guards—and he wouldnt be sticking his
head into any trap of my setting, either.”

“Then how about Judge Black? Could
you land him?”

“A cleanup, eh?” Willits countered,
“Mose, the judge, me! Who else?”

“John Ison and Joe Speer. The five of
you from hell who put me in a steel basket.
And of them all, Willits, you get the chance
to double-cross your way to freedom. Now,
what about it?”

“You can have them, and welcome,” he
answered quickly. “And it’s a deal—if
you mean definitely that | go free when the
job is done.”

HERE was greed in his eyes now at the

thought of the pickings which might
come his way with the others eliminated.
The thought robbed him of his habitual
caution.

Brand nodded, said: “All right, Lipton.¥
The physician opened his case and took out
a vial of yellow liquid from which he drew
a small amount, precisely, with a medicine
dropper.

“Give him the stuff, Doctor,” Brand said
quietly, “but be sure that it is just right,”

“What stuff?” Willits howled. “What’s
going on?”

“Insurance against a double-cross,” Lip-
ton answered sardonically. “A sort of anti-
treachery time clock.”

“I'm not taking anything!”
grated. “What the devil is it?”

“A poison,” Lipton told him coolly,
“that Kills in exactly forty minutes, but a
few drops out of this other bottle is a sure
antidote. Jeffrey will carry that, and if
youve done your stuff within the time
limit, youll get the life saver. You'e
gambling with your own life if you fail,
or if you try to cross him.”

Willits lurched forward in his chair, but

Willits
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subsided as Jeffrey hooked his forearm
about the bruised throat,

“You’ll take it—and like it,” he grated,
“and you’ll play the game my way, or you’ll
be dead forty minutes from now.”

He nodded to Lipton, keeping his hold on
Willits” throat. Lipton stepped in close,
drew the prisoner’s lower lip out and sent
the liquid squirting between his teeth.

“Down it!” he ordered. “If you don't
take it all, the antidote will kill you. The
two doses have to be perfectly balanced.”

Willits, perspiration dewing his forehead,
swallowed hard—twice.

"That’s the way!” Brand said. “Now,
Jeffrey, youd better get moving. Forty
minutes isn’t too much for what you have
to do.”

Harry touched a button and instantly
the motor whine rose to crescendo. The
long hull vibrated and the cutwater threw
up a bow wave high on each side. Min-
utes later they brought up beside a com-
mercial wharf, dark except for a light at
the street end.

Willits followed Jeffrey to the planks.
Twenty feet short of the street, Harry
stopped and unlocked a door which opened
on complete blackness.

Jeffrey clicked on his flashlight, reveal-
ing a partly filled warehouse, at one side
a tiny office of wood and glass. Within
there was a telephone on a desk.

“Call Black,” Jeffrey commanded. “Tell
him the same story | told you: that you've
seen and tested the stuff and that you're
going to take him in on the richest racket
in the world.”

“Where’ll 1 tell him to come?”

Taking a river map from his pocket, Jef-
frey pointed to a penciled cross.

“The Bull-Meyer wholesale wharf,” he
answered. “Tell him he’ll know the boat,
for there’ll be a man in the bow with a
green flashlight. And, if you're interested
in living, make it strong.”

Willits fumbled his first attempt to dial

the number and suddenly clutched at Jef-
frey’s wrist.

“God, Steele!” he pleaded. “Give me
that antidote. 1'm dying; | feel it in my
heart, right now.”

“You should,” Jeffrey answered callous-
ly. “You've still eighteen minutes of life
left, so youd better put that call over
right. If you miss, I'll smash the bottle
here—on the floor.”

Willits dialed again and this time they
heard the ringing signal. Jeffrey put his
hands tight about the other’ shoulders and
said gruffly:

“Steady now, Willits, and make your
voice right—convincing.”

Suddenly a heavy voice
“Hello! Hello! What the hell?”

“That you, Judge?” Willits said. From
somewhere he had drawn on his reserve of
strength, for his voice was clear, natural in
tone. “Listen, I've just run into the side
door to the mint—the damnedest, richest
graft in the world.”

“You sound hysterical, Lew,” the other
said gruffly. “Are you sure you haven’t
had too much to drink—or been hitting
the pipe?”

“Listen, Judge,” Willits pleaded, “I’'m
giving it to you straight. 1'm not saying
it twice, so be sure you get it.”

He paused to take a deep breath, then
went on:

“Synthetic ‘M,” ‘H,” and ‘C,” Judge, at
a cost of a quarter of what you’re paying
now—and the kick is just about doubled.
I’'ve had it tested; | know!”

“How Mose would love that!” the other
said dryly. “No, | dont think 1°d like any
—competing with Keller.”

“Hell, why not? We could sell to him at
a cut price and still let everybody make big
money. Come on down here and see for
yourself!”

“l still don’t like it,” Black argued.
“What good is money if you're loaded down
with Keller’s bultets?”

“Forget It—and listen!” Willits urged

bellowed:
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desperately. “It’s dynamite to talk this
stuff over the wire. There’s millions in it
and if you say so, we’ll cut Mose in, too.
Now I’'m through, you’re either in, or out.
Which will it be?”

The lawyer was silent for a moment. Then
he asked: “Where?”

“A yacht, foot of Forty-fifth West; old
gravel wharf. We’re making the fix on board
with a big gun from Canada. You’ll know
the boat, for therell be a green flashlight
in the bow. But come alone or well both
get tossed out on our ears.”

Before there could be a reply, Jeffrey de-
pressed the cutout lever. Instantly Willits
was out of his chair, clawing at his coat
lapel.

“The stuff—the antidote,” he pleaded.
“I'm dying.”

Jeffrey held the small vial to his lips,
smiled as Willits swallowed. “You see,
Lew,” he said softly, “we don* double cross
even a rat like you.”

“And | can go now?”

“Not until Black is in our hands. | told
you we’d put you back on the street—free—

and there’s no string to it.”
J the wharf gingerly, parking in the

shelter of a big pile of sand and gravel
near the end. John Ison and Joe Speer,
each armed with a tommy gun, were hidden
in the back.

The lawyer, tall, eagle beaked and with
the cold eyes of a New England school prin-
cipal, stood looking about suspiciously.

“Probably it is all right,” he muttered,
“but if it isn’t it will be dead wrong—so
shoot first and ask questions afterward if
anything goes bad.”

“Check!” Ison answered. “Joe and 111
skin up there to the crown of that gravel
pile. Youd better duck if trouble starts.”

Black, nodding, walked to the stringpiece.
There, holding his pocket lighter against

CHAPTER V

UDGE BLACK'’S driver pulled onto

his chest, he flicked the tiny light several
times. A green flash showed twice, out in
the stream, paused, glowed twice more. Mo-
tors roared and a white shape came curv-
ing in from the channel.

Black crouched in the shadows, a hand
on his gun butt. He remained there as the
propellers reversed and a dark form leaped
ashore with the bow line. Suddenly some-
one turned on a blinding white spotlight
that outlined the crouching form distinctly.

Harry, his uniform cap low over his face,
called:

“Come ahead, Judge! Willits is waiting.”

“Just a moment,” the lawyer grated.
“Who else is aboard?”

“Me, the engineer and his second, and
the Big Shot from Canada. What are you
hung on? Afraid?”

Freeing his gun and flipping off the safety,
Black leaped onto the deck.

“You hold that line,” he grated,, “while
I look around.”

He moved into the shadows, looking
about warily. Lowering his head at last, he
started down the companionway. That
made a good target for the swishing black-
jack, that knocked his hat to the deck and
laid him out cold in the shadows.

Jeffrey, handing the blackjack to Lipton,
scooped up Black’s hat, set it on his head
and walked to the rail. Ison and Speer saw
the familiar pearl headgear and took it for
granted it was Black speaking when Jeffrey
called to them:

“It’s all right, boys; you can go back
now.”

When Jeffrey entered the cabin he told
Brand:

“You were right. Black brought his tor-
pedoes along. Two of them answered al-
most at my elbow when | told them to go
back.”

Willits, staring at the unconscious lawyer,
said:

“Look, Steele! Youve got him now,
Whvn't you turn me loose back there at
the dock?”
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“Because 1°d like you to ride to Ossining
with us,” Brand told him matter-of-factly.
“There’s a safe place up there where we can
hold Black until we collect the others—and
I’'m offering you ten grand apiece if you'll
help us trap Ison and Speer. With them
and Black in my hands, itl be easy to get
Keller.”

Willits walked the length of the cabin
twice before he replied:

“Why not? I'm in for it anyway now,
and the more | help you to land, the safer
I'll be. But you've got to get Keller, too.
With him alive, 1°d have to take it on the
lam.”

“It’s a bet then,” Brand answered.
“You’d better turn in now.” He turned to
Upton and asked: “He won't have any
bad effects from the poison, will he?”

“Not unless it keeps him from sleeping.
I guess 1'd better give him a little shot
that’ll be good for about ten hours. He’ll
be fresh as a daisy then, in the morning.”

In a moment he was pushing Willits’
sleeve back and burying the shining needle
in a vein.

“Better hike right along,” he suggested
affably. “That stuff works fast#and you
don’t want to go to sleep standing up.”

When he was gone Brand said:

“l don’t suppose we can work the poison-
and-antidote gag on Black, too?”

Lipton shook his head. “No, it’s too
dangerous. He might call our bluff, stick
out the forty minutes and tell us to go to
hell. What 1'm going to do with him is
to give him a shot of novocaine in his left
leg. When he comes to, I'll tell him Ive
given him a shot to paralyze him just like
Brand is fixed up—that it’ll spread slowly,
surely, and kill him unless | give him the
antidote.”

“Perfect!” Brand applauded.
to him now.”

Brand rested his head against the back
of the chair when the job was done, wait-
ing patiently until he saw Lipton glance
at his wrist watch and nod.

“Give it

The other lifted Black’ eyelids and let
the light set up a slow reflex until the
muscles began to jerk. Then with a sure
touch he pressed torturing fingertips
against the nerve centers just above the
inner corners of the eyes.

Black shrieked with the sudden, intense
pain, fighting to rid himself of the tor-
ture. Finally Lipton sat him erect and
pointed toward Brand’s chair.

“An old—friend: waiting for you,” he
said coldly.

Black, frowning, squinted to focus his
eyes on the still figure in the invalid chair.

Recognition was slow. With it came awed
fear.

“Brand—Steele!” He mouthed
name incredulously. “Great God.
did—?"

“Yes, Chester—it’s Brand Steele!” The
invalid waited, added the single word—
“Collecting!”

Black tore his eyes away from Brand’
burning gaze and pretended a casual in-
spection of the cabin. He was fighting
hard for composure, marshalling his men-
tal forces for one of his courtroom bluffs.
After a moment of this, he said:

“At least I'll die a luxurious death. Any-
way, it’s a new wrinkle in ‘rides—isn’t
it, Brand?”

Suddenly he paused, scowling.

“Willits!” he barked.
to trap me?”

“And sold him his life in exchange. But
the job we’re going to do on you, Judge,
will be anything but nice. You’re sure not
to like it.”

the
How

“You used him

LACK managed the ghost of a smile.
B “What difference between a gun, a
knife—or poison?” he asked rhetorically.
“The net result is the same—and the Law
has taught me to deal in results only.”

“But this will be, ah—different,” Brand
answered. “l got the idea from my own
predicament. One of the slugs your tor-
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pedoes fired at me that night at my place
nicked my spine. I'm dying by inches, a
bit every day—and | e decided that you’ll
go out the same way. There’s a dead spot
in you now—one you haven’t sensed as
yet.”

“Dead spot?” Black parroted.
mean that 1—?”

“Put your hand on your left knee,”
Brand taunted. “See if you can feel any-
thing. Press hard, pinch yourself. And
then tell me if you, too, haven’t started to
die by inches.”

He obeyed, his eyes widening fearfully.
They saw him increase the pressure of his
fingers, finally pinching the flesh brutally.
White, stiff-lipped, he stared at Brand, his
eyes dilated with horror.

Suddenly he shouted: “God, no!
that! 1 couldnt stand it.”

“But you can,” Brand taunted. “l have
—and I'm still doing fine.”

With the words he opened the robe and
for the third time showed a stranger the
metal casing that held him erect.

“Ask Doc Lipton,” he went on. “He
shot the stuff into your sciatic nerve.”

“He’ right,” Lipton volunteered. “The
numbness will go in an hour or so. But
it will be back tomorrow—and after that
it will spread upward, a little, every day.
Youll live for maybe fourteen days; Brand
has about ten left. Youll be company for
one another.”

“What is it you want?” Black demand-
ed. “Money?” The color was gone again
from his face. His voice had turned shrill.

“Money!” Brand echoed. “I‘ve plenty
of that. But I've sold myself short on see-
ing you die a lingering death, Black—and
I’'m going to cash in.”

He nodded then to Jeffrey.

“Tie him and put him away in a corner
somewhere so | can get the bad taste out
of my mouth. Tomorrow we’ll start him
on the way to the grave—and maybe have
some of his old friends at the party.”

“You

Not

CHAPTER VII

companion stairs roused Brand

from a fitful sleep next morning.
The yacht was at anchor off the hill town
of Ossining and the tender’s engine still
was sputtering rhythmically at the port
rail.

“Aren’t you the early bird?” Brand
grinned. Lipton, with a nod, hurried to a
locker and was addressing himself to the
brandy bottle. “How did you make out?”

“Hundred pier cent, Brand. | laid five
grand in Nurse Mollie’s hand and there’ll
be no argument. She gets ten more when
we're finished. Her place is at the top of
a steep hill. There are only a few neigh-
bors and these all know that she’s running
a dope cure. They’e not curious any
more.”

As they talked, Jeffrey entered, rubbing
sleep from his eyes.

“Doc has it all fixed,” Brand told him
happily. “His former nurse is turning her
jimjams retreat over to us—five thousand
down and ten to come.”

“Cheap at twice that,” Jeffrey com-
mented. “Now what do we do with Willits
and Black?”

“Dope their coffee,” Lipton suggested,
and bellowed for Little Joe.

“When you take coffee to the two men
in the righthand cabin,” he told the grin-
ning negro, “put this white powder in ahead
of the cream and sugar. Later on, most of
us will be gone, and | want you to help
Captain Magruder to take care of Mr.
Steele. Remember, Joe, nobody’s to come
aboard while we’re gone.”

“Then nobody ain’t goin’ to,” Little Joe
said earnestly. “I got me a two-foot knife
out yondeh, and does anybody come messin’
eround, | suah will whittle on his neck.”

“How do you think we’d better work
it?” Lipton asked when they were alone.

“Identify yourself as a doctor. Find a

I I URRYING feet clattering down the
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dumb boatman and hire him to transport
some patients from the yacht to the sani-
tarium. That will look all regular and we
should get away with it nicely.”

Lipton went out, grinning. Brand, open-
ing a flap in his chair, handed Jeffrey a
heavy linen envelope.

“Take this when you go ashore,” he said
soberly, “and mail it to yourself in care of
Attorney H. A. Hillis, 300 Broadway. It’s
my will, leaving everything to you, along
with instructions how to get the money
out of the Paris and London banks; also
how to open some safe deposit boxes here
in town. Hillis has the keys and Ive al-
ready sent him written instructions pending
your arrival.”

“Oh, the devil!” Jeffrey fumed. “I dont
want—"

“Who should get it but you, Jeff? All I
want is your help in squaring accounts
with this gang of crooks who downed me.
Doc Lipton says he’ll keep me alive until
it’s done, and | want you to see that he’s
cared for yhen I’'m gone.”

Twenty minutes later Lipton hailed them
from the deck.

“The launch is here,” he called. “Break
out your patients.”

Jeffrey stopped for a brief moment to
grip Brand’s hands.

“Be seeing you,” he said lightly. “But
don’t take any chances: beat it if you smell
trouble.”

“Don’t worry, Jeff, about trouble. Just
bring me my tame rats, all fixed up like
we've agreed, and 11l be happy.”

Two of the crew carried the unconscious
Willits and Black to the deck and stowed
them in the cockpit of the launch. The
lackluster eyes of the owner surveyed them
enviously.

“Stinko?” he asked. “Cripes! | never
got myself that stewed in all my life!”

“You probably never put your mind to
the job,” Lipton grinned. “This pair hasn’t
been really sober in two years.”

The pilot grunted, let in his clutch and
sent the launch in a graceful arc to a tumble-
down wharf near a lumberyard. A black
sedan was backing out onto the pier and
Jeffrey nodded at sight of a fleshy, black
haired woman at the wheel.

“Nurse Mollie Nellis,” Lipton explained.
“She’s the goods, t0o.”

Grunting and tugging they finally got the
two inert forms ashore and into the rear
of the sedan. Nurse Mollie, moving close
to Lipton, said:

“You picked a lemon, Doc. That boat-
man’s a born stoolie—and he’s cousin to
the chief of police. Did he see anything
out there at the yacht?”

Lipton shook his head. “I1l square him,”
he whispered. “Watch!”

Returning to the stringpiece, he squatted
down and tendered a twenty dollar bill.

“I may have to go back and forth again,”
he said with a smile, “so wait here—about
twenty dollars’ worth, will you?”

“For twenty bucks 1'd be camped here
on Christmas: wake me up when you come
back.” With that he snuggled down in the
stem and clamped his hat over his eyes.

Nurse Mollie slowed the sedan at the
top of the hill so that they might see the
spacious two-story house with its many
windows and neat grounds.

“It’s a sweet set-up,” she said. “No-
tody can get within a block of us from
any direction without being seen—and
there’s a burglar alarm on every window.”

She paused, looked back toward the
waterfront, and muttered:

“Oh-oh! Don't tell me I can't pick ’em!
Look!”

She pointed to the right of the lumber
wharf and the road they had just traversed.

A solitary form, gangling and unmistak-
able, had detached itself from the shadows
of the lumber wharf and was angling across
to a store building.

“The boatman—on his way to telephone
the Chief,” she said grimly. “I told you
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that you'd picked a sour one, Now the
Chief’ll be out here in jigtime.”

“We’ll take care of that,” Lipton an-
swered. “Well douse em with whiskey
and pour some down their throats. If the
police come they’ll see two of the most
complete souses in history.”

“I sure hope so, Doctor, but something
tells me | made a bust when I let you talk
me into this deal. | smell sulphur—and
sulphur always reminds me of hell.”

“We’ll rouse Willits, then,” Lipton said
after a moment’s thought. “Come on, Jef-
frey, it’s cold water for him.”

ILLING a bathtub with ice cold water,

they disrobed the unconscious man and
began a round of dipping, hoisting and dip-
ping again until he was partly roused. After
that Lipton flicked the end of his nose
several times with a fingernail, finishing
with an application of smelling salts.

Finally Willits’ eyes opened and he strug-
gled free.

“Wheel” he howled. “Why try to drown
a fellow? What’s up and where am 1?”

“In a private hospital: our new head-
quarters,” Jeffrey replied. “You were slow
awakening from the shot so we just brought
you along as you were. We've got visitors
coming now—official ones—and we’ll need
you to speak your piece convincingly. Take
a shot of bourbon, light a cigaret and then
get natural.”

“Coppers?” Willits asked. “Locals?”

“Yes, the Ossining chief of police. And
your story is that we’re all good friends
and that we’re getting you off a long
drunk. Get it?”

Willits grinned, “I°d sooner lie to a cop-
per than tell the truth to my mother,” he
mumbled. “Bring ’em on.”

Presently there was a gentle tapping at

the door and Nurse Mollie said:

“Doctor, a moment, please—it’s busi-
ness.”

"Come ini”

Lipton rasped. “What’s

wanted, anyway?” As the door opened he
seemed to be finishing a pulse count after
which he thrust a stick thermometer into
Willits” mouth.

“Well?” he said
“What’s wanted?”

“This is Chief Barnes,” Mollie an-
swered. “Somebody telephoned him that
youd brought a couple of dead men up
here.”

“So0?” Lipton roared. “That look like a
dead man?” He pointed at Willits, who
watched them, wide eyed. “Tell him what
you died of, Lew.”

again, brusquely,

“Cripes!” the other wailed. “I wish |
was dead! My head’s—"”
“All right!” Lipton broke in. “He’s

alive, what? Want to see the other one?
Come along!”

He caught the Chief’s arm, dragging
him into the adjoining room.

“There he is!” he barked. “And if you
think that smell is death, you’re crazy.
That’ the booze he’s been licking up for
weeks. Now get the hell over there, feel
his pulse—kiss him if you want to—and
then beat it out of here. He’ got a bad
heart and |I'm trying to beat the horrors,
which would kill him.”

He put the final touch on his act by seiz-
ing the Chief’s hand and literally forcing
him to touch Black’s pulse, which was
pounding regularly. The Chief stepped
back, red of face.

“Hell!” he mumbled.
11l be going now.”

Nurse Mollie hurried back after seeing
the Chief to the door.

“You put it over all right, this time,”
she breathed, “but | wish you’d go into
your dance and finish up this horse opera
of yours. I'm getting jittery—and no
fooling.”

“She’s right,” Jeffrey declared. “You
get Willits on the ’phone before that hick
chief of police thinks twice and has our
line tapped.”

“l Ve been kidded.
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Lipton called the number of Mose Kel-
ler’s Riverside Drive home, then handed
the instrument over to Willits.

“The same talk you gave Black,” he or-
dered, “only he’s to come up here. If you
want to fall heir to a lot of rackets, Lew,
you’ll get this man into our hands and do
it quickly.”

“There is your party,” the operator said
at that moment, and then a grumbling
voice said: “Mose Keller talking—who’s
this?”

“Lew Willits, talking from Ossining—a
private hospital. Listen, Keller! 1'm up
here with Judge Black and we've got the
big racket of the world—for the three of
us. How soon can you make it up here?”

“Probably never,” Keller snapped.
“Something smells fishy! Who’s in it—
and what’ the deal?”

“A dicker with a man from Canada—
the white stuff, ‘C,” ‘H” and ‘M.” It’s un-
cut, kicks like a mule and costs a quarter
of what certain people are paying for it
now—and you know who 1 mean. We've
had it tested and it checks a hundred per
cent. There’s seventy-five per cent profit
in it over the old deal—and itll double
within a month.”

“Why choose me?” Keller growled. “You
know how | 'm hooked up. And you wouldn’t
try chiseling on me, would you, Willits?”

“Chisel, hell! We’re offering to cut you
in on a heluva big profit. It’s worth mil-
lions every year, and it’s so plentiful we
can supply the whole country.”

“You sound like youve been sniffing
some of it, Lew—but if | should come—
where’ll 1 find you?”

“The Mary Nellis hospital, top of the
hill on past the Big House. Bring any-
body along you want, but remember, they’ll
be barred from the meeting.”

“Let me talk to Black,” Keller said sud-
denly.

“He’ down town: I’ll have him call you
back.”

“Forget it,” Keller answered. “I know
a better way.” He cut the connection
without further words.

“You heard it all?” Willits asked, eager-
ly. “You think he’ll come?”

“Sure he’s coming, but he’ll try to make
some checkup first. Probably he’ll ring
back before your call gets cold.”

OWEVER, half an hour passed with-
H out the prediction coming true. At
last Lipton and Jeffrey went to Judge
Black’s room and rolled him out onto the
floor without ceremony. A brisk slapping
and a touch of smelling salts revived him.
He was stupefied and surly, but a cool
shower and rub brightened him consider-
ably.

“What is this?” he demanded.
how did | get here?”

“A private hospital—and you’re here
because that was how 1°d planned it,”
Jeffrey answered. “You remember what
we told you about the way you are going
to die—your knee—?”

Black’s eyes widened as memory re-
turned. He touched the member experi-
mentally, straightened with a groan of re-
lief when it seemed all right. “I can feel
it,” he said simply.

“Right now you can, but in a few hours
it will be dead again—and this time it will
stay that way.”

He shuddered. “What can | do—to—
beat it?” he asked fearfully.

“Just how far would you go, Black?”

“Just whatever is the difference be-
tween life and death,” he said resolutely.
“Provided you’re telling me the truth.”

“Then here it is,” Jeffrey told him. “We
want Jack Ison and Joe Speer: they han-
dled the guns that downed my brother.
Deliver them to us—here—and | promise
to let you go free. You can go on about
your business—and nobody will bother
you.”

Black eyed him narrowly.

“And
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“You mean exactly that? No tricks—
equivocations?”

“Just that. Do what | ask and well
never molest you again.”

“It’s a bargain,” Black answered, “but
first you must give me the antidote so that
11l know 1’'m not going to—die.” He shud-
dered at the word. Jeffrey’s eyes glinted
dangerously as the picture of Brand came
before his eyes.

A warning buzz from downstairs halted
further talk. Mollie, on the house ’phone,
said:

“Jack Paine, a local racket guy’s at the
door. He says he’s got a message for Wil-
lits and Judge Black. Things gone screwy
again?”

“No, everything is just right.
him up.”

He called to Willits and when he came,
said:

“You and Black will back our play
now. A local racketeer named Paine is
coming to check up for Keller. Tell him
you're waiting for Keller—and be con-
vincing. This is the big break, so don’t
muff it.”

Jeffrey and Lipton retreated into a bath-
room just as Nurse Mollie entered.

“Here’s Mr. Paine to see Mr. Willits and
Mr. Black,” she announced.

Paine, red faced and sly in appearance,
said out of the corner of his mouth:

“I just got a call from a certain Big Shot
in Noo Yawk. He said to see you and ask
was you expectin’ him?”

Willits rasped out an oath.

“Yeah, tell the damn’ cold footed rat
that we’re waiting—but that we won’t wait
very damn’ long. Ask him what he thinks
I called him for if I didnt want him.”

“Yes,” Black interrupted. “And tell him
that the Judge says to be careful when he
passes the applewomen on the comers—
they may bite him.”

Paine backed out, mumbling apologies.
Mollie returned after a moment and said:

Bring

“Talk about horseshoes! You sort him
away twittering.” She fell silent, however,
as Black leaped to his feet abruptly.

“I did my part! ” he said in a shrill voice.
“He’s coming. Now give me that other
shot so the death wont start toward my
heart.”

Lipton, nodding gravely, brought out
the hypodermic. This time he punctured
the vein at the base of the forearm—and
within a few moments Black was sleeping
soundly.

He turned then to Nurse Mollie.

“There he is, out for hours, Mollie. Move
him into another room and forget him un-
til—well, just ‘until.””

He and Jeffrey laughed at the sudden
evasion. Mollie’s peppery temper rose. “I
suppose my face is on crooked or some-
thing?” she raged. “Why not let me in on
the big snicker, too?”

“Remember Monte Cristo, Mollie?” Jef-
frey asked, “and the big line, “The world
is mine!”? Well, that’s what my brother
will be saying out there on the yacht pretty
soon. Things are moving, Mollie—and hell
is pleased.”

CHAPTER VIII

HE afternoon shadows were falling
Twhen Mollie sounded the buzzer again

and warned that a limousine was
starting up the hill.

“l can see a New York license through
the glasses,” she told them, “and there’s
maybe four or five in the car beside the
driver. Maybe hell’s pleased about that,
too.”

“l wouldnt be surprised,” Jeffrey an-
swered slowly, “or maybe it will prove to
be ‘the breaks.” I’'m coming down.”

With Willits at his heels he hurried to
the windows of the reception room and took
the glasses. After a moment he handed
them to Willits to see whom he could
identify.
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*Keller’s there,” the other reported. “And
there’s a big mugg | never saw before.
Yes—and he’s got Ison and Speer in the
back with him! How’ that for luck—the
two men who gunned Brand down, and the
remaining two we've been wanting?”

Jeffrey whistled softly. “That’s going
to take some doing!” he muttered, “but
even if we have to let them go—today
we've got to land Keller. Brand wouldn’t
survive the disappointment if he got away.”

The car stopped halfway up the hill and
Jack Ison alighted. He came along slowly,
eyeing the place suspiciously, furtive as an
alley cat. Finally he turned in at the gate
and strode toward the door purposefully.

“Mollie!” Jeffrey called. “You let him
in and take him to the waiting room. He
can talk with Willits there and if he in-
sists on seeing Judge Black, tell him that
he’s asleep. I’ll be inside the office door,
watching through the crack.”

The muted buzzer at the door sounded
with the last word.

“Yes, they’re here,” Mollie told him a
moment later. “Mr. Willits is in the re-
ception room.”

She left the door ajar and went to the
second room where she said: “Somebody
to see you, Mr. Willits.”

Lew came to the doorway and waited
there. Briefly he and Ison eyed one an-

other narrowly. Then he said: “Hi-ya,
Jack. Come in. Where’s Keller?”
“Around,” lIson grunted. “I'm casing

the dump first. Where’s the Judge and
how about this Big Shot from Canada?”

“What about him?” Willits snapped.
“Is he any of your damn’ business? Black’s
here though; he’s upstairs, resting. Now,
how do you get in on this and what the
hell, anyhow?”

“I'm making sure that everything’s
jake,” Ison answered. “Keller ain’t coming
in until I give the word.”

“Then you'd better give it quick.” Wil-
lits' eyes narrowed and he managed a fero-

cious scowl. “Mister Mose Keller’s not the
only big shot with dough in the world, and
if he keeps on stalling and bucking, you
can tell him to get the hell back to New
York. That’s the last word, Ison: take it
or leave it.”

The big torpedo frowned and got as far
as the door before he answered:

“l don’t know what she’s all about, Lew,
but Mose is skittish. He’s hunched that
there’s something screwy here and |’m sup-
posed to give the place the once over.”

“You've done it—as far as you’re going
to, Ison. This is a private hospital. The
woman who let you in is the superintendent.
She’d raise hell if I took you prowling
around the place, so make up your mind.
So far as we’re concerned, Mose Keller can
blow out. The deal’s too big to let one
guy hold it up.”

Ison half nodded and went to the door.
“I’Il tell him | saw you—and what you
said,” he mumbled. “That’s the crop—
for me.”

Willits turned to stare fearfully at Jef-
frey and Lipton as they emerged from
the office.

“l couldn’t see any other way—" he be-
gan nervously, but Jeffrey laughed con-
tentedly.

“Keller’ll be here in a matter of min-
utes,” he predicted. “But he’ll probably
try to crash the door with two or three of
his gunnies. Mary’ll admit him, and you’ll
have to hold the others, even if it takes a
gun to do it.”

His prediction held good. Ison stood at
the window of the limousine and talked
for a brief minute. Then the door opened
and iMose Keller got down, waving his
hands and issuing orders.

After that he started for the gate, fol-
lowed by Ison. Speer and the stranger
paced slowly behind him, stopping at the
gate as Mose and Ison rang the bell. Jef-
frey and Lipton were in opposite rooms
now, each with his gun ready for business,
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their muzzles set at the crack of the partly
opened doors. They heard the click of
the latch and then Mollie said:

“This is Mr. Keller, isn’t it? They'e
waiting for you. Come in.”

She opened the door only far enough
to admit the portly racketeer. Willits, mid-
way of the hall, barked:

“Scram in, Keller: your torpedo can wait
outside. The Big Shot from up north isn’t
standing for any tin-earing.”

Briefly, Keller waited in the open door.
Then he waved Ison back and stepped in-
side, his hand snaking across his vest to
the armpit holster. Before he could level
the gun Mollie was fastening strong hands
about his arm, and Willits, blackjack at the
ready, was diving for him.

The weapon landed with a dull “plop”
and sent Keller’s soft hat spinning against
the wall. The blow did not floor him, but
he was rubber-kneed and only half con-
scious.

Then Jeffrey and Lipton came out of
their hiding places. The weapon thudded
again and Keller expelled a great, sobbing
breath and fell on the rug. Instantly Wil-
lits and Jeffrey were dragging him into the
reception room, where the latter remained
to see that he did not recover too quickly.

Willits hurried back to the hall, and mo-
tioned Lipton back of the door.

“I’'m letting Ison in,” he whispered, “and
when we've got him sewed up, we’ll get
Steele. Did you hear Keller’s noodle go
pop when | bopped him the second time?
Well, watch what | do to Johnny Ison.”

He opened the door suddenly. lIson was
standing on the doormat, frowning and
listening intently.

“C’'monl” Willits grunted. “Big Shot
wants you, after all.”
Ison obeyed unquestioningly. It was a

logical procedure. Stopping only to wave
reassuringly to the torpedoes at the gate,
he stepped inside with one hand lifted to
remove his hat.

IS hand stayed in that position, for
he found himself covered miraculous-
ly by a heavy gun that had sprouted sud-
denly in Willits’ hand. A split second
later, before he could cry out, Lipton
slapped a strip of adhesive over his lips
and drew his free hand behind him in the
dread hammerlock of the wrestling ring.
Willits, grinning acidly, stepped in and
cuffed Ison viciously above the right ear
with the barrel of his automatic. The vic-
tim bleated chokingly through his nostrils
and went down on his face. A glance
through the window showed the two re-
maining gunmen leaning patiently over the
gate. No sound of the double attack had
reached them.

“Get Keller and Ison both tied up,”
Jeffrey said. “Then, after a little while
we’ll call Joe Speer in—and the score will
be perfect. You all right, Lipton? You
look pale around the gills.”

“Nothing’s the matter with me that
brandy won't cure,” the other answered.
“And thanks for reminding me.”

When Ison and Keller had been stowed
safely away in locked rooms, and Upton’s
face had lost its pallor, Jeffrey suggested:

“Why can’t we repeat the trick with
Joe Speer that we used on Ison? But to
make it good, tell him to send the others
away; that we’ll all come down on the
yacht.”

“It might work: we can try it, anyway,”
Willits replied. “And here goes.”

He opened the door wide and crossed the
veranda, carrying in his gun hand a partly
finished highball.

“Joel” he called. “The Big Shot says
for you to come on in and for the others
to go back to New York. We’ll all come
down together on his yacht.”

Speer laughed and jerked a derisive
thumb at the big gunman and the driver.

“Take your funny gas-buggy and go
home,” he taunted. “Me, |I'm traveling
like a rich guy—on a yacht,”



THE DEAD FIGHT BACK 33

Grinning proudly, he strode up the walk
and joined Willits on the gallery.

“What’s the big deal?” he said in a half
whisper, “Mose said it was millions—or
the biggest bust of the year.”

“Let Mose tell you,” Willits answered,
stepping through the door. He stood aside,
waiting for Speer to precede him down the
hall. But suddenly, and before Jeffrey
could thrust the door shut and cover him
from the rear, the big torpedo’ eyes sight-
ed Keller’s soft hat on the floor by the wall.
Across its crown was the dent of Willits
blackjack and on the brim were two
splashes of blood.

A quick step to the right brought Speer’s
back flush against the door, penning Jef-
frey firmly against the wall and automat-
ically preventing Willits from flashing a
shot at him. The act was unwitting but
yet it was stalemate. His gun was out,
finger white on the trigger.

“Who'll take it first?” he snarled. “So
Mose was right! This is a frameup, after
all.”

Willits flashed a quick glance at the tell-
tale hat. He forced a grin and stood flat
footed, staring sardonically at the fuming
gunman.

“Nuts!” he said derisively. “You lost
your buttons, guy? Why the rod and what
brought on the big hissy?”

“You're the goofy one,” Speer raged.
“Look! There’s Mose’s hat on the floor,
bloody and all messed up—and here’s you,
calling us in one at a time. 11l lay down
the rod when iMose tells me to; until then
it’s gut shooting for you if you make the
wrong move.”

Willits grinned pityingly, said: “Have it
your own way, Joe, you’re wearing the gun.”
He turned his head, calling over his shoul-
der:

“Hey, Judge! Bring Keller 'n come on
down here! Speer’ gone dough-brained and
he’s waving a gat.”

It was done so naturally that some of the

suspicion faded from Speer’s eyes. He even
took two hesitant steps forward as Willits
calmly turned his back and went toward the
reception room.

Jeff, free to move again, was quick to grab
his chance. He set his fingers around the
edge of the door, lifting so the hinges would
not creak, and moving it outward a few
inches. Then, gun in hand, his weight on
the balls of his feet, he stepped lightly for-
ward. Willits was holding Speer’s attention
with a gaze of almost hypnotic force.

With a swift surge of movement he lifted
his gun level with his shoulder, snatched at
Speer’s left elbow and swung him half about.
In the same split second his gun barrel
slammed hard against the side of the gun-
man’s head. The other weapon roared, but
the shot went wide as Speer’s hand tight-
ened, then released its grip. The gunman
fell, his right arm doubled under him.

“And that’s Number Four,” Jeffrey said,
“down and out. And by the way, that was
good acting on your part, Willits. If you
had looked past him just once he would
have killed both of us.”

Lipton and Mollie came rushing in and
in a matter of minutes Speer had been car-
ried up to a room adjoining those occupied
by Keller, Black and Ison. All now were
deep in a drugged slumber. Lipton stopped
to give Speer a numbing shot, then joined
the others in the second floor room.

There he crossed to an icebox and care-
fully mixed five highballs.

“This,” he said gravely, “is a toast to
Brandon Steele and the vengeance he is
exacting. Drink it down—for our work is
done.”

He turned back to the tray and for a brief
flash one hand stopped over one of the
glasses. This one, he saw to it, was left on
the tray for Willits.

Lew grinned broadly, paused with his
glass at his lips.

“l can go now?” he asked, “Any time?”

“Any time,” Jeffrey confirmed, “but if
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you want to we’ll take you back with us on
the yacht. We'll leave about midnight.”

Willits downed the drink with a nod of
approval. “Not such a bad idea at that,”
he answered.

He sat back in his chair, lighted a cigaret
and gave himself over to dreams of the
riches that would be his with Keller and
Black out of the way. Presently his eyes
dosed. The dgaret fell to the floor, and he
slept.

“There he goes,” lipton said. “Now for
the yacht and Brand—as soon as it gets
dark.”

“l hope there won't be any slip-up,”
Mollie muttered. “Think of it, fifteen thou-
sand of my own—and the cockeyed world
in which to spend itl”

CHAPTER IX

IDNIGHT chimes were sounding
IVI in the City Hall tower when the

launch, carrying four inert
bodies, swept in to the rail of the yacht
and a deck man took their painter.

Harry met them at the sea stairs, tense
and anxious eyed.

“Doctor,” he called cautiously. “Brand—
he’s needing you, badly.”

Lipton and Jeffrey were aboard in a flash
and down the steps into the cabin. Brand
greeted them with a wan smile. He had
slumped so deep into the steel framework
that his shoulders were level with his ears.

The avid, gleaming eyes alone held the
life spark and Jeffrey knew, instinctively,
that the Black Agent stood at his brother’s
side.

lipton, opening his black bag hurriedly,
bared one of the wasted arms and sent a
restorative coursing through the blood
stream. Soon color came back into Brand’s
cheeks and he let them lift him into a more
comfortable position. His first question
was:

“Our—friends? You succeeded?”

“Yes, Brand; they’re bringing them
aboard now. “They should be a sight for
sore eyes.”

He went on deck to help with the transfer.
Judge Black was moaning, moving his head
about jerkily. Willits, partly conscious, was
as yet unmoving. The others, still in a
torpor, were breathing naturally.

One by one they carried them to the cabin
and arranged them in a semi-circle at
Brand’s feet. His eyes brightened at each
addition. When Speer, the last one, was
laid down, the invalid said:

“l want them to know. Doctor.
you—restore them?”

Lipton stretched wearily, drank heavily
from the brandy bottle and held smelling
salts under the noses of each in turn. Wil-
lits opened his eyes and started cursing
monotonously. The others stirred and
shifted about clumsily in efforts to lever
themselves erect.

They were an eerie crew, white-faced,
unshaven and, as yet, unable to use their
arms and hands. Keller was the first to
speak.

“What in hell’s the matter with my
hands?” he snarled.

“And mine, too?”
“—and the others?”

Keller’s eyes narrowed suddenly.

“Gawd!” he whispered, “Brand Steele!
How’d | get here?”

After a moment he went on: “That
house—the hospital! So it was a trap, after
afl.”

Brand laughed acidly, eerily.

“A trap? Yes, Keller—a rat trap; my
trapl”

He paused and drew a deep breath before
he continued:

Can

Black demanded,

“1I’'m dying; maybe it’s just a matter of
minutes now, but | took a solemn oath to
square things with you five before | went.”

He pressed the plunger that lifted the
heavy automatic within reach of his fingers,
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let out a booming laugh as Black began to
plead for his life.

“I’m giving you a chance,” he said softly.
“We’re going to shoot it out. My brother
will put a gun on the floor beside each of
you. After that he will count five. We’ll
start shooting then—until the guns are
empty or until one side wins.”

Jeffrey laid out the weapons and said,

“Ready?”
After that he counted, “One!—Two!—
Three!l—Four----—---- FIVE!”

An acid grin etched Brand’s lips as the
count progressed. At the final word each
recumbent form twitched. Feet Kkicked
spasmodically and shoulders jerked, but not
one hand moved to a gun buttl

Judge Black was first to sense the trick
as Brand aimed his weapon at each in turn,
and then thrust it aside with a sardonic
chuckle.

“You lied to me—you Steeles,” Black
protested thinly. “I was to go free—never
be molested—if I°d just help—"

He let the words die in his throat aghast
that he was about to admit the double cross.
Brand answered:

“Yes, provided you’d be traitor to your
own kind. You did it and you’re going
free—all of you—but every minute of the
rest of your life you’ll live only to curse my
memory.”

“Kill him, Brand! ” Keller raged. “Shoot
him in the teeth. Just let me see that—and
I don’t care a damn what happens to me.”

Brand shook his head slowly.

“No, Keller. | was going to kill you all,
take you with me, but my brother and Dr.
Lipton found a better plan—and | agreed.
Tell them what you did, Doctor.”

Lipton sloshed more brandy into his
throat and leaned wearily against a table.
His voice was weak, his breathing shallow
as he said:

“Jeffrey Steele and | argued that killing
would be too good for such men as you; that
instead you should be made to suffer some

of the agony you caused Brand Steele. So
last night | killed the nerves in your arms,
killed them past all repair. You will live
normally, eat, breathe, think — but you’ll
have to be tended like babies. And each
time you want to move your dead arms,
you’ll think of Jeffrey Steele, Doc. Lipton
and Brand Steele, the man you put into a
steel basket months ago so that he might die
by inches.”

His voice died suddenly as his face pur-
pled and breath came in wheezing gasps in
his throat.

“Hypodermic—the blue one!” he man-
aged to gasp.

Jeffrey leaped to the case, bared the suf-
ferer’s arm and plunged the needle deep
into the pallid flesh, massaging the spot to
spread the dose quickly.

LIPTON’S breathing strengthened and
soon he drew a deep, sobbing breath.
Brand was watching him with deep sym-
pathy in his eyes but when he saw Lipton
straighten and start toward him he said:
“Take them away now, Jeff. | can go out
now—happy. Your way’ best after all.”

“Best!” Keller shouted. “Why, you
stinking yellow rat, | can take it—and 1l
be glad, glad, do you hear—that | was the
one that got you; that it was my slug that
smacked your spine. And I’ll be laughing—
while you’re pushing up daisies.”

Somehow he managed to spin on his
hips, then to one knee and from there
erect.

“No hands—no arms!” he whispered,
“but by God I still can butt like a goat.”

He set his heavy muscles and lowered
his head for a vicious, smashing dive that
would break Brand’s neck if their heads
collided, but Jeffrey cut him off. Two
quick steps carried him to a point before
the invalid chair and a sizzling right
splashed Kellers blobby nose over his
cheeks.

The blow broke his armless balance,
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twisted him, sent him crashing to the floor
on his face. He moaned once and lay still.

Brand’s eyes were shining with a light of
unholy triumph.

“Good!” he whispered. “That makes—
it—just—perfect!”

He laughed then, slyly, bubblingly.

“Keller, Black, Willits, Speer, and Ison,”
he went on in the same harsh whisper, “kill-
ers, chiselers, crossers, fenagelers—and now
look at them—nhelpless like me, afraid—"

The words died in a gasp and the derisive
grin left Brand’s lips. His eyes closed
gently, slowly, like those of a child over-
come by sleep.

“The end!”

Dr. Lipton said the words slowly, rever-
ently. He knew Death too well to mistake

“Brand won—the race,” he said as he
closed Brand’s eyelids with the gentle touch
of a sympathetic woman.

And then, quite suddenly, he too was
gurgling horribly. His face was purple,
eyes distended. Even as Jeffrey caught him
in his arms, pallor replaced the livid shade.

“The big—blowout!” he whispered. “I
hope Brand’s waited.”

They laid him on a transom and let
kindly Nature smooth away the pain lines,
leaving the face tranquil, at peace.

CHAPTER X

HE setting sun bathed the Montauk
TPoint headland with a mellow glow

as Jeffrey, Harry and the one trust-
worthy engineer they had retained, came
together in the yacht’s cabin with the en-
gines idling.

Two still forms lay on the padded seats
as though sleeping. Brand’s wasted body
had been removed from the basketwork and
now was covered with a silken sheet from
one of the staterooms. Opposite lay Doctor
Lipton, also covered with a gleaming
shroud.

Reverently Jeffrey turned the fabric up
over the two still faces after a last, linger-
ing downward stare, and gestured for the
others to follow him on deck.

“Get the tender overside,” he directed.
His eye followed a light line that came from
below and lay on the deck. “To the throt-
tle?” he asked, pointing.

“Yes. Just a jerk and she’ll be at full
speed—when we’re in the tender and ready
to cut loose. | opened the sea cocks when |
came up.”

Jeffrey said, “That’s good!” absently.
He was frowning as he took a Mills bomb
from a grip at the rail and worked the stop
pin free.

“You agree that I'm right?” he said to
Harry. “I know that Brand planned it the
other way, but | can’t forget the picture of
Keller in that final moment, diving at
Brand, boasting that he was the one who
fired the bullet that cut his spine. | can’t
let a mind like that live—or minds like
those of the other four.”

Harry stared back at him with blazing
eyes.

“Right from the start | fought to knock
them off as we came to them,” he rasped.
“Whatever you do with them is all right
with me.”

Jeffrey took a deep breath into his lungs
and made his way below. When he returned
without the bomb he joined the others in
the tender.

“l put it next to the sheathing on the
port side,” he told them dully. “Now, let’s
cut loose.”

Harry threw off the bow line in the same
instant that the engineer jerked hard on the
engine line.

Instantly the great motors began to chant
their song of power and a bow wave began
to grow under the forefoot. The small
motor also burst into life and, with Harry
at the wheel, they took up a course slightly
south of west, paralleling the course of
the yacht.
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Already the larger craft was drawing
away from them and in five minutes it had
diminished in size by two thirds.

And then, even as they watched, it
seemed to stand still. A muffled sound fol-
lowed and spray and bits of flotsam jetted
high in the air.

Suddenly the stern rose high and the
dying rays of the sun glinted on the spin-
ning propeller for what seemed unending
seconds. Slowly, majestically, the bow dug
deeper into the sea and the stern sank lower.
Filially there was nothing—and the surface
was calm.

Harry laid a hand gently on Jeffrey’s
arm.

“Brand and Doc would have liked it that
way,” he said evenly, “and 11l be proud
always to know that you and | sent Keller
and the rest of Brand’s enemies along with
them. It will be a pleasant secret for us to
keep—even when we’re old, Jeffrey.”

“Nightmare!” Jeffrey replied dully.
“Two dead men and five who were alive
who couldnt fight forces from beyond the
grave.”

ARRY cleared his throat with a grim
H chuckle.

“Two dead men who won by living on
borrowed time, Jeffrey; and five rats—who
couldn’t leave the sinking ship!”
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A thousand wild driven taxi-cabs roaring through the streets— hot on the
trail of the racketeering rats who had turned their union into a Killer's
blood-soaked paradise— and at their head, the leader, seeking more than
just an honest working man's organization, seeking vengeance for the life
of a brother who had died rather than knuckle down to gangland rule!

ROM the penthouse window Ben-
F necke could look down into the canyon

of steel and stone known as Swing
Lane. Even at four am. on a dark No-
vember morning this narrow street in the
Fifties was brightly incandescent. The red
and green neon signs inviting jitter bugs to
the Jive Club, the Barrelhouse, and the
Delta, the lighted marquees, and taxicab
headlights all combined to give the effect of
daylight, even though dawn was still two
hours off.

Byron Bennecke looked, felt pleased. He
was a big, smooth man and wore both this
expression and his tailored clothes well. In
fact, Bennecke felt something like a feudal
baron surveying his domain. Every night
club in town that stayed open more than
two weeks paid tribute to Bennecke’s or-
ganization. The take included contribu-
tions from head waiters, hat check girls,
chorines, band leaders, even gent’s room
attendants. Now Bennecke was branching
out. He waved a lighted cigar at the line of
taxis crawling down Swing Lane for the
four o’clock “break.”

“All over the city! Thousands of organ-
ized hackers. Every one of ’em kicking
through with ten bucks a month dues.”

“Boss,” opined Tug Hand, Byron Ben-
necke’s muscle man, “It’s the softest touch
since numbers was good.”

“It would be,” complained Sondra, whom
Bennecke had long since considered too
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delectable to waste her time plugging bum
songs, “If you guys would get off the dime
and organize those eight thousand inde-
pendents.”

“That, my dear,” Bennecke said con-
fidently, “Takes time. This next week |
expect—"

Suddenly a crash cut through the chill
night air. Metal slammed against metal.

Tom rivets squealed.

N THE street below two cabs had side-
I swiped violently. One was a “Pur-Pull”
company cab. The other was a lemon-
colored independent. As the three people
in the penthouse looked down the independ-
ent, a lighter model than the streamlined
“Pur-Pull,” caromed across the street.

Shards of glass spilled on the pavement.
The independent skated into a fire hydrant,
teetered, miraculously remained upright.

An enormous, thick-shouldered man
brandishing a jack handle got out of the
“Pur-Pull.” He began to swear. Then the
door of the independent flung open and a
short, red-headed, snub-nosed young man
in a leather jacket leapt to the street. He
too carried the jack handle.

The two improvised weapons glinted as
the rival hackers circled each other. The
big man lashed out savagely. The red head



40 DOUBLE ACTION GANG

parried the blow. The night air rever-
berated with the clang of steel. A crowd
gathered to watch the fray.

“The Mick looks familiar,” Byron Ben-
necke said. “Know him, Tug?”

“An’ how! That’s Paddy Brady.”

“Tom Brady’s kid brother?”

“That’s it, boss. The bud of the guy
that’s keeping them independents from com-
ing into the union. The bird scrapping him
is Pappas. The Greek will handle him all
right. He’s good with a jack handle.”

“I'm afraid that won’t do. Tug, suppose
you hop downstairs and tell Paddy Brady |
want to see him.”

“Bring him up here?”

“Sure. Send Preznack up too—if he’s
sober.”

Tug went out, bewilderment on his thick,
battered features. Two minutes later the
street fight ceased. Five minutes later Tug
ushered Paddy Brady into the penthouse.
He was a tough Irish kid of about twenty,
the kind they used to raise in Hell’s Kitchen,
before the tunnel demoralized that section.
Paddy Brady still carried the jack handle.

“Hello, Toots,” Sondra greeted.

Paddy straightened his leather jacket,
ignoring Bennecke’s negligee-clad moll.
“Speak your piece, big shot! ” he jerked out
at the night club czar.

“Won’t you sit down, Mr. Brady?”

“It’ll hear as good standing.”

Bennecke shrugged. “Brady, | under-
stand your brother carries a lot of weight
with the boys down at the Independent
Teamsters and Public Chauffer’s Social
Club?”

“He’s president. So what?”

“For some time | have been trying to get
his men together to explain the manifold
benefits of the Taxi Mutual Protective Asso-
ciation, which | head.”

“The ‘many-fooled benefits,” the boys call
D

Bennecke smiled slightly. “Now, Mr.
Brady, this is no time for pleasantries.

Surely the men can at least give us a hear-
ing.”

“And get stampeded like the muggs that
went into Mutual. No thanks.”

“If you and your brother could see your
way clear to arrange a hearing,” Bennecke
went on, “I think something might be done
about rehabilitating your fleet—say four
new ‘Pur-Pull’ de luxe models—"

“The answer remains the same—no!”

“Think it over, Brady.”

“You’ll make your talk—over my dead
body!”

“I should truly regret to do it that way.”

Paddy Brady jerked down the vizor of
his leather cap and stalked out.

“Boss, | told ya he was tough like that! ”
Tug.insisted. “I tell ya, them Brady muggs
gotta be rubbed!”

“Don’t be crude, Tug.
told Preznack to come up.”

There was a knock on the door. Sondra
opened it. A thin, bald-headed man with a
face like a lizard walked into the room.
Bennecke nodded.

“Preznack, | want you and Tug to listen
carefully,” he lectured. “Tug, you will have
a chance to indulge your rather uncivilized
instincts. As for you, Preznack, we shall
watch the phenomenon of a criminal lawyer
returning to type. Ambulance chasing used
to be in your line, | believe.

“Here’s the picture! In approximately
ten minutes | shall telephone the doorman
at the Jive Club that Paddy Brady is to be
allowed to pick up a fare.”

“But that’s what the door jerker is for,
boss!” Tug protested. “To keep the busi-
ness in the union hacks!”

Bennecke smiled indulgently. “Mean-
while, Tug you will go to the garage and
get the ‘juggernaut’ out. After that | be-
lieve you know how to handle the situation.”

“Oh boy!” Tug beamed.

“There is only one reservation. If any-
one is killed the entire scheme fails. | want
a hospital case, understand. All right, Tug.”

I thought you
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HE muscle man made an exit. “Prez-
Tnack,” Byron Bennecke went on, using
the tone of voice with which a financier
might discuss a complicated business deal.
“Your role in our little drama should be
clear. You will stick with the victim until
you get the proper signatures. Then well
sue the Brady Brothers for damages, attach
their cabs, and put them out of business.
If | do say so myself, it’s a clever little
scheme, far more intelligent than resorting
to unpleasant bump offs.”

After the gang lip went out Bennecke
accepted an admiring kiss from Sondra,
picked up a telephone, and talked to the
doorman at the Jive Club. Then he went
to the window to watch.

Paddy Brady’s passenger was one of the
last people to leave the now closed Jive
Club. She came out after the musicians
themselves. She was aged, poorly dressed,
obviously the ladies’ room attendant.

The shabby independent hack lurched
forward unevenly, its motor spluttering.
Paddy Brady drove it down the short, glit-
tering length of Swing Lane towards the
traffic artery, now deserted, to the east.

Simultaneously with his arrival at the in-
tersection, another vehicle appeared, moving
fast. It was a huge but non-descript five-
ton truck owned by Byron Bennecke and
used for specific purposes, ranging from
destruction of property to mayhem and
murder.

The ominous growl of the “juggernaut’s”
motor bespoke a power plant far more
powerful than the wheezy cylinders usually
found under a hood so rusty. The hulking
vehicle, surging along at forty miles an hour
without lights, seemed to ieap out of the
night at the independent.

A woman’s scream, the aged attendant’s,
rang out. Then that sound was blotted by
a wild jumble of noises — the splash of
splintered glass, the squeal of skidding rub-
ber, the tortured howl of wrenched metal.

The independent slammed into the air

with terrific force. It struck the pavement
on one end, went into a series of leaps and
rolls, throwing off fenders and wheels with
each crashing movement. Two figures, their
limbs flailing about wildly, shot out of the
cab like dummies from a cannon. They
skated entirely across the intersection and
piled against the concrete curbstone with a
hollow, squashing sound.

The force of the impact merely served to
break the heavy truck to a full stop. The
shatter proof windshield remained intact.
Its massive steel bumper, constructed to
serve as a battering ram, had absorbed the
shock.

A crowd, surprisingly large for the hour,
appeared from nowhere. Some one yelled
“Hit and Run!”

Gears meshed in the truck. Its souped-
up motor roared. Tug backed up, circled
the wreckage, and started to highball down
the street.

A copper’s whistle shrilled. But the jug-
gernaut kept going, disappeared into the
darkness with the speed of a racing machine,
its exhaust laying a blanket of brassy sound
over the scene.

Byron Bennecke watched the ambulance
arrive through binoculars. The interne
examined each victim briefly. Then sheets
were drawn full length over the bodies of
the aged woman and the young Irishman.

Bennecke cursed. “Deader than herrings,
both of 'em1 Damn the blundering fool any-
how!” He watched his cigar arc twenty
stories down and land on the street in a
shower of sparks.

HE headquarters of the Taxi Mutual

Protective Association, unlike the In-
dependent Social Club, was nothing but an
office, There were no garage or recreational
facilities. Just a set of offices for filing
membership and collection reports, and a
suitably expensive desk for Bennecke to sit
behind. The headquarters was housed in
a two-story, low-rent brick building at the
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termination of a dead end street on East
River.

When Byron Bennecke, with Tug Hand
at the wheel of his comfortable, but not-too-
expensive blue Buick seven-passenger sedan,
drove up the following afternoon a woman
sat crying on the steps.

“That’s him!” the woman cried as soon
as Bennecke alighted. “The murdering
devill”

“Back in the car, boss!” Tug warned,
moving towards the woman. “There’s an
independent hack parked in that alley!”

“Probably just another scab coming over
to join up,” the racket boss commented.
Then he saw the man moving towards them
from the shabby independent.

The man, although nearly thirty, was a
dead ringer for the bog Tug had killed the
night before. His brick-red face was set
in grim, determined lines. He carried a
jack handle in one, red-knuckled hand.

“Take your hands off the lady!” the
hacker ordered.

Tug tried to quiet the young woman who
kept screaming, “You devils killed him! He
said you’d stop at nothing! You murdered
my husband!”

Bennecke gripped an automatic concealed
in the pocket of his Chesterfield. “What’s
this all about?” he snapped suspiciously.

“I'm Tom Brady,” the hack pusher ex-
plained. “The lady is Paddy’ widow.
There now, Maggie, | was tellin’ ye would
do no good to come here. Wait for me in
the cab like a good girl.”

Tug dusted his meaty hands and straight-
ened his tie. Tom Brady faced the muscle
man and the racketeer.

“To you, I'm sayin’ this,” he told them
in a tight voice. “1’m accusin’no man! But
this morning at the wreck | found a piece
of copper radiator tubin’ jammed into
Paddy’s spotlight mount. That piece was
easy traced—to a 1927 Liberty truck, five-
ton model.”

Tug’s cigar glowed ruby red. Bennecke’s

dark, well-packed face was immobile, in-
scrutable.

“Those trucks aren’t common these
days,” Tom Brady went on. “So help me,
if that piece is traced to one your organiza-
tion, Bennecke, Il tear you apart with me
own hands!”

Byron Bennecke looked hurt. “Tom, I’'m
powerless,” he protested, spreading both
palms. “This rivalry among the drivers has
gotten completely out of control.”

“Among the drivers, nothin’!” Tom
Brady cut back. “We was all making out
until you and your racketeers muscled in.
You and your ‘protection’!”

“Protection,” Bennecke said oratorically,
“Is just what | can guarantee. Please be-
lieve me, Tom. | want to do everything
in my power to stop these senseless killings.
Your organization meets tonight. If you’ll
let me lay the facts before the men—"

“Remember what | told you, Bennecke,”
Brady interrupted. “If you had a hand in
the death of that boy, God help you. Good
day!” The hacker’s bloodless lips clamped
down in a stiff line.

Bennecke watched him climb in the
shabby independent with an expression of
helpless innocence. Brady’s starter growled.

“Get that call box number, Tug,” Ben-
necke said out of the comer of his mouth.
“Then come inside. We have work to do.”

“What kinda work, boss?” Tug inquired
a few moments later, tossing a slip of paper
on Bennecke’s spacious desk.

“A rather nasty kind of work, thanks to
your bungling last night.”

“You mean we gotta rub Brady?”

“Unfortunately | have no alternative.
This time Sondra will spot him for you.
You will follow my orders implicitly. Wait
outside, Tug.”

Byron Bennecke leaned back in his
swivel chair and reached for the telephone.

The hack stand usually occupied by the
Brady Brothers two-cab fleet, now reduced
to one, was opposite a cigar store in upper
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Manhattan, It wasn’t much of a spot, but
it represented the best thing available now
that the Mutual squeeze had throttled busi-
ness.

Tom Brady parked there after quieting
Maggie and assuring her that any fears for
his own safety were unfounded. Ordinarily,
with a death in the family, Tom would not
have been working. But there would be
more mouths to feed now that Paddy was
gone. Tom would need every nickle he
could gross.

The call that came over the stand tele-
phone just after dusk suggested a good
“load.” The low, feminine voice sounded
faintly impatient, gave a gilt-edge address.

Tom was there within five minutes. His
passenger turned out to be a tall, sinuous
brunette dressed in a squirrel cape and a
quiet but well-tailored oxford grey suit. It
was Sondra, but Tom did not know that.

T FIRST Brady wondered why the
doorman had not called a union hack.
Bennecke had every doorman in every
apartment house, hotel, and night club
lined up. The efficiency of the Mutual
racket depended upon that.

“I went to the trouble of calling you my-
self,” Sondra explained. “My sympathies
are with you poor independent men.”

“Thanks,” Tom grinned as the doorman
placed two pieces of airplane luggage in the
front compartment. “Where to, m’am?”

“154 East River street, Brooklyn. It’s
a yacht landing. Quite a trip, isnt it?”
“About four bucks worth, lady. 1’1l take

the shortest route.”

Tom wheeled the hack over to the Hud-
son River Parkway, slipped into the high
speed traffic streaming down that major
artery, cut east at Canal, and took the
bridge. He calculated hed just about have
time to dump his load and get back to the
independent Social Club for the monthly
meeting and get-together.

Once in Brooklyn Tom began to feel his

way through the jumbled, narrow streets of
weathered frame buildings and warehouses
that sprawled towards the river. Neither he
nor his passenger paid any attention to the
old Ford roadster that had tailed them every
block of the way. It was dark now and
traffic, even in the quieter streets, was
moderately heavy. The roadster was just
another pair of headlights among hundreds.

“154” turned out to be a warehouse, ap-
parently deserted.

“The yacht landing is at the end of the
steps,” Sondra assured him. “If you’ll
carry my luggage.”

Tom picked up the bags and followed his
passenger down the rough planks under
which water lapped uneasily. He had taken
only half a dozen steps when a gun muzzle
leapt into the small of his back.

Tug Hand’s voice said, “You can let go
of the bags now, chump!”

Tom Brady’s heart thudded hollowly in
his chest. He let the bags tumble onto the
boards.

Then, as Tug frisked his side pockets
cautiously, a girl’s voice grated, “And now
you can drop that gun, mister.”

Footsteps sounded lightly behind. Tug’
hands were taunt. Then he breathed out
disgustingly and his automatic thudded
against one of the suitcases.

Maggie Brady moved towards them, her
blue eyes very cool, Paddy’s old .38 revolver
very steady in her small, white hand.

“Maggie, you’re a wonder!” Tom said
breathlessly.

“And you're a fool, Tom Brady. As if
I didnt warn ye!”

Brake lining squealed against steel drums.
Lights flared against the side of the ware-
house. A heavy black car slid to a stop.
A dim figure jumped to the ground, yelling,
“Down, Tug! I got it!”

Tom Brady grabbed the .38 revolver. As
he moved, Tug half-tripped him, then went
diving into the darkness. Tom brought the
revolver up, peering into blinding blaze of
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the twin spot lights that seemed to pin him
against the warehouse wall.

He snapped one shot and one spot went
dead. Then there was an orange gash in
the sable blackness and, instantly, hot,
warm numbness in his gun arm. He strug-
gled to hold the revolver with nerveless
fingers. Blood dripped, and the rod with it.

Byron Bennecke stepped out of the night.

Maggie started a long, piercing scream
that was cut short by a quick, deft stroke
of Tug’s blackjack. The girl crumpled.
Tom lashed out with his left hand at the
ex-pug. Tug caught him over the temple
with the sap and he went down. What
followed was like a bad dream. He felt
himself dumped into the rear seat of his
own cab, along with the unconscious girl.
Then Tug drove the cab into the warehouse.

Byron Bennecke said, “Hurry up with it,
Tug. We haven’t much time. That meet-
ing starts in thirty minutes. Right off the
dock end—cab and all.”

A door at the end of the warehouse
opened. The clammy smell of the river
rushed in. The cab motor roared. Tug
jumped from behind the wheel. The cab
kept going, seemed to float through snare.
Then the icy shock of the river—

“I"' ENTLEMENZ" declaimed Byron

V J Bennecke sonorously, lifting both
hands towards the ceiling and looking out
over the thousand-odd tense-visaged, shab-
bily-dressed men assembled in the main
pavilion of the Independent Chauffeurs’ So-
cial Club. “You have heard the Honorable
George G. Preznack explain to you the
enormous (Bennecke omitted the word,
manifold) benefits of the Mutual organiza-
tion—its cooperative buying plan, its dis-
ability insurance, its annuity and old age
policies. You have heard my own halting
but heartfelt plea for unity, for cooperation,
yes, my friends—for fraternity. A house
divided cannot stand. In these days of

strife and uncertainty we must band to-
gether like brothers!”

“He’s right!” shouted an honest-looking
man planted in a back row.

Other stooges took up the cry. Chairs
scraped and men mumbled throughout the
hall.

Bennecke, demagogue that he was, real-
ized he had his audience on the fence now.
He’d play his trump card, then wind-up the
meeting with a motion for a ballot.

“And now, my good friends,” he con-
tinued after a well-timed pause. “We have
the privilege tonight of hearing from that
tireless little pal of every taxi driver in this
great metropolis. | refer to none other than
Miss Sondra Sanders, president of the Taxi
Drivers’ Women’s Auxiliary! Miss San-
ders!”

Bennecke bowed and backed to the row
of chairs where Preznack, Tug Hand, and
officials of the Independent association were
grouped around the speakers’table. Sondra
stood up.

Her tailored suit looked neat, but not
costly. There was little, if any, makeup
to be seen on her face. Sondra turned on
the school girl personality that had made
her the toast of night clubs and advanced
across the rostrum, smiling until the ap-
plause died down.

At that instant a door at the extreme rear
of the hall burst open. Tom and Maggie
Brady, wet and disheveled, rushed down the
aisle. Tom’s right arm rested in an im-
provised sling.

“Easy, everybody!” Bennecke told his
cohorts in a low, urgent voice. “Keep your
heads!”

He came to his feet, pointed to Tom
Brady, and waved wildly for applause. The
astonished mob, seeing their leader and
urged by Bennecke’s gestures, began to
clap, shout, stamp, whistle.

That was the effect Bennecke wanted.
Under the cover of excitement it would be
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a not too difficult matter to get Tom Brady
and the girl on the stage, rush them through
the side door leading to the cellar stairs.
An explanation could be made while Ben-
necke’s hoodlums, staked outside, spirited
them away.

The plan might have worked except for
Tug Hand. The muscle man heard Tom
yell, “There’s the guy that killed Paddy!
The cop’s traced the truck. They’re coming
for him!”

Brady’s finger pointed accusingly. Tug’
feeble mind did not stop to reason that
Brady could scarcely be heard in the tumult.
He jerked out his automatic and snapped
a shot at the hacker. The slug went wild.

The detonation was a signal for pande-
monium. The applause stopped. Chairs
were overturned. The mob of outraged
hackers rushed towards the stage.

The “Honorable George G.” Preznack
was the first to reach the exit. He was
closely followed down the stairs by Sondra,
Tug, and finally Bennecke, who realized
that no bluff could convince the mob now.

Bennecke’s Buick was parked in the street
alongside the clubhouse. Two carloads of
hoods waited there. That circumstance,
and the fact that the cellar level served as
a parking space for several hundred inde-
pendent hacks, enabled the mob to make
a getaway.

“Follow me, men!” shouted Tom Brady,
running towards the garage door.

He took the wheel of the nearest hack
and, driving with his left hand, urged the
vehicle up the ramp. Inside of thirty sec-
onds the garage steamed with exhaust
smoke. Motors thundered. Gears clashed,
A veritable avalanche of steel swarmed into
the streets.

The three mob cars were headed north
on Water Street. One-third of the cabs
turned a block east to Nestor, which paral-
leled Water. Another third took up the
chase along Dearborn, a block to the west.

The remainder, headed by Tom Brady,
poured directly down Water.

Water was a brick thoroughfare, badly
worn by heavy truck traffic. Any speed
over fifty miles an hour on its undulating
surface was suicidal. The gang cars, though
several blocks in the lead, failed to gain
appreciably.

Tom Brady had driven brick streets for
years. He knew just where to use the
brakes, and the throttle. At intersections
he threw his hack into a side skid, drifted
over the dips, turned on the power down the
more level straightaways.

Tires slammed against fenders. Bolts
and windows rattled. Through his mirror
he could see the headlights of dozens of
hacks. They seemed to cover the street
like a tidal wave.

After ten blocks the winking tail lights
of the gang cars grew larger. Brady grinned.
Scattered shots came from ahead. A slug
shattered half the windshield. Tom only
jammed the throttle into the floor.

Hacks swayed and weaved on either side
now. A milkman coming in the opposite
direction drove onto the sidewalk and
jumped for safety. Brady’s speedometer
needle shaded fifty-eight. The hack was
rolling now!

P AHEAD red traffic lights indicated

Spring street. The gang cars slowed,
started to turn west. But the flank line of
hacks was already closing in from Dearborn.
The Buick reversed and careened east on
Spring with the other cars following suit.

Brady shouted triumphantly. Tug, han-
dling the Buick, had been stampeded into
a fatal decision. Spring was a dead end at
its eastern terminus. Tug should have
known that. The Mutual headquarters was
located at the end of the street.

If the muscle man realized his mistake
there was no turning back now. As he
crossed Nestor the eastern flank line of
hacks nearly ran him down.
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Brady took the corner on two wheels and
prayed for more speed. Hacks poured into
Spring until that narrow thoroughfare was
literally solid with them. They closed in
on the trapped gang cars.

Suddenly the speeding Buick’s spot swept
across the “DEAD END™ sign. Tug hit
the brakes and threw the wheel over. The
Buick slued to a stop.

“Tommy gun—inside!” Bennecke yelled.

Tug Hand ran up the steps to the Mutual
headquarters and hurled himself at the door.
Gangsters scrambled from lurching cars to
the pavement.

Brady jerked on the emergency brake
and hit the street before the hack swayed
to a stop. He clutched a jack handle in his
left hand.

Byron Bennecke, his smooth shaven face
pasty with fear, raised an automatic. Brady
set himself and hurled the steel bar. It went
with the deadly accuracy of a bushman’s
boomerang, caught the racket boss across
the throat. Bennecke uttered a twisted cry
and went down, squirming in agony.

Other jack handles came hurtling out of
the night. A few sporadic last rounds of
ammunition answered the barrage. Then
the hoods were throwing their empty guns
futilely, trying to dodge the singing steel
that came at them from all angles.

Two hackers rushed Tug as the muscle
man got the door open. He kicked one in
the face and used his now empty automatic
to cold cock another. Then he disappeared
inside. Brady scooped up a fallen jack
handle and followed.

For a moment he lost his man in the
strange office layout. Then he heard a steel
locker rattle open, sprinted through an open
partition. Tug, Thompson sub machine gun
cradled, spun from the wall. The safety
clicked.

Brady swung desperately. The steel bar
rang against the chopper as its muzzle began

to spew lead. Splinters flew off the floor.
A chair jumped four feet in the air.

Brady followed through his blow. The
jack handle slid down the barrel, smashing
Tug’s fingers. He cursed and struggled to
bring the gun up. Brady gave him a quick,
backhand blow across the wrist. The chop-
per went down in a clatter.

Tug looked at Brady in terror. “Where
the hell did you come from?”

“Out of the river, mugg. You forgot to
close the cab windows. The river woke me
up like a cold shower. | learned to swim
in it when | was a kid.”

Tug breathed heavily, rubbing his wrist.
“So the cops traced the truck, huh?”

Brady smiled tightly. “Just a bluff to
stampede your act at the meeting.”

Tug’s pulpy lips peeled back. “Wise guy,
huh?”

“Let’s go, mugg. | heard the radio cars
coming.”

“Take this, wise guy!”

Tug’s injured hand suddenly flashed a
sap. Numbness scraped Brady’s cheek. He
lashed back with a vengeance. The steel
bar squashed against the muscle man’s al-
ready well-flattened nose, seemed to part
Tug’ face. Tug stumbled out in agony.

Infuriated hackers rushed the building,
began smashing furniture and windows.
Brady went outside as three prowl cars
threaded the cluttered street. Hackers
armed with jack handles had rounded up
the entire gang.

YRON BENNECKE had passed out
B on the pavement. Preznack and Son-
dra were huddled near the Buick. There
was nothing particularly “Honorable” about
the appearance of the gang lip now. Nor
did Sondra look the part of that “tireless
little pal of every hacker in our great
metropolis.” Her defiant snarl was all out
of character with Miss “Sanders,” president
of the “Mutual Women’s Auxiliary.”



ONLY SAPS WORK

by RAY ROBREOHT

She was bolding
the telephone,
and all she did
was cry “M
God! My Godr

School and like most boys started passed rather uneventfully for Joe. Noth-
looking for a job. He finally landed ing had happened to him that doesnt hap-
one as a runner for the Hudson National pen to a million other people. He was

JOE SMITH graduated from High Bank. The twelve years since then had

Far more preferable to Joe Smith was the easy money he could get by
casing the bank in which he worked for a stick-up than was the slow and
arduous work as teller— but bullet spawned blood money could only lead
to the death house’s sizzling squat, Joe and the gorgeous wife he adored!
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married, had two children, owned a small
house with a big mortgage, and was now
the Loan and Securities Teller in the Hud-
son National Bank. He was a typical bank
clerk living on a small salary which never
seemed quite enough to take care of a
middle class family. He agreed with Roose-
velt in his heart and hoped the bank clerks
might have a union, but he kept these
thoughts to himself because he knew the
name of Roosevelt was taboo in financial
circles.

During the five years of his married life
Joe had always tried to make ends meet
and most of the time he had managed
but lately he was slipping behind and some
of his creditors insisted on payment in full
rather than on account. It wasn’t much
money Joe owed—but he did need one
hundred dollars right away to bring pay-
ments on the ice box'and radio up to date,
and take care of a dentist bill which had
been hanging fire for a long time, and also
a little present for his wife’s birthday.

TT SEEMED so easy when he borrowed

the money. Joe was ashamed he had
made his wife scrimp and save on meals
while he himself always refused to have a
beer or two with the boys when they
worked late at the end of the month. Joe
had it all figured out—pinch a bit here,
eliminate there—he’d be able to pay off
his loan without too much trouble. He
knew of course the 10 % interest was high
but the loan company kept everything con-
fidential, and Joe couldnt afford to have
the bank officials know he was borrowing.

Everything was fine until the first pay-
ment came due. The note had been
changed, that was easy to see. It now
read 10% per month. Joe laughed as he
told the agent of the loan company—the
fellow who ran the cigar counter in the
building across the street. There must be
some mistake—it was ridiculous—why it
was even illegal. No sir—Joe wasn’t going
to pay anything like that. Why he'd be

paying for the rest of his life and still
owe money.

The cigar man looked serious. *“Jeez,
dont talk like that. These babies collect
or else—I dont know what those guys
might do—I aint in the know—but you
better pay up quick.”

Joe laughed again. “I’ll wait till the
management comes to talk it over.”

The cigar man laughed also, “There
won’t be no talk. But—" he looked nerv-
ously up and down the lobby—*“You ain’t
bein’ smart. You been buyin’ smokes here
maybe ten years. | don't wanna see you
get roughed up. You ain’t doin’ business
with no sissy bank—these guys don’t fool.
You're liable to get yourself into the re-
ceiving end of a good beating. You better
ante up.”

The cigar man was just trying to give
him a scare, Joe knew that, so he laughed.
“0.K. pal. Don't worry about me. We've
got laws in this country. | don’t get
scared by any cheap crooks.”

It was on the way home, that night. Joe
was packed in the subway with the other
human sardines who had the misfortune to
live in Brooklyn. Suddenly there was a
strange feeling, like a pin prick in the
small of his back. He turned to the tall,
swarthy individual pressed close behind
him, and the funniest light feeling took
possession of his head and knees. He tried
to thank the tall man for keeping him
from falling to the floor, but he couldn’t
because a black sheet of darkness was
gathering around him and his jaw was
much too heavy for him to move. . ..

OE’S next sensation was the illusion of
\J of a 4th of July pin wheel whizzing
around inside his head. He wasnt sure
where he was and as a matter of fact he
wasn’t sure he was alive. The buzzing in
his head continued and his eyes refused
to focus, but he seemed to be feeling bet-
ter and his senses were returning rapidly.

An exploring hand told him he was lying
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on cobble stones and soon his eyes could
discern the dark walls of buildings. No
one was about and with returning con-
sciousness Joe discovered he was lying on
the pavement of a narrow unlit alley. He
struggled to his feet and lurched about like
a Bowery bum loaded with “smoke.”

The evening was a complete blank—Joe
didn’t have the slightest idea of what had
occurred. But of one thing he was certain
—he reeked of whiskey, yet he could have
sworn he hadnt had a drink.

Steadying himself against the grimy wall
of a building, he made a frantic inventory
of his belongings. His watch pointing to
2 A. M. was still in its proper pocket but
the wallet containing the expense money
which he needed to pay the household bills
was gone.

The shock of the evening’s events had a
sobering effect on Joe’s mind and he deter-
mined to get a policeman at once. He still
valked with an unsteady gait for the effect
of the drug which had been injected with
a hypodermic needle by the man in the
subway had not yet fully worn off. He
wandered, not certain where in the city he
was, but finally it was with joy and relief
that Joe saw a white and green radio squad
car parked on the next block.

He hurried to it as quickly as he could,
confident he would get aid in his trouble.
When he steadied himself against the car
and the cops caught a whiff of the liquor,
Joe never had a chance to tell his story.
“Scra