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TRIGGER
TOPIC

I \OR your reading pleasure we have

a special fiction treat in the next

issue, in which FBI Agent Duke
Morey becomes entangled in a brand new,
smooth and sinister racket. To G-man
Morey that severe old brownstone build-
ing, with the fashionably tailored young
men who lived in it, seemed like a very
swank club. But these personable, fault-
lessly dressed young men were members
of Ellinger’s Escort Service. They were
gallant gigolos who were rented out to
glamorize life for lonely and forlorn maid-
ens and tired matrons.

Federal Op Morey was tracking down
a bevy of missing girls. He feared that
these girls had disappeared broken
hearted, ashamed, disgraced in the eyes of
their families and friends. Some of these
missing girls would end up in the river,
is asylums, or on slabs in the morgue.

The escort service seemed a good hunch
to Special Agent Morey, and, being a
good-looking rugged young fellow, he
:ﬁled an application to become a glamour
-gigolo. One of the first things Duke
‘Morey observed was that underneath
their faultlessly draped jackets, the gigo-
los wore shoulder holsters.

Ellinger, a naturally suspicious man,
decided to test Duke Morey’s loyalty.
And Morey found himself in the impos-
sible situation of being glamour escort to
his own undercover government girl—
who was slated to disappear. . . .

You won’t want to miss this suspense-
ful story of G-man Morey, the missing
maidens and the gun-heavy gigolos—in
Roe Richmond’s novelette, “When G-
Guns Talk” . . . in the next issue of FBI
DETECTIVE, published October 21,
1949,

The Editor.
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Good Movie-Going For Fiction Fans

Ted Palmer Picks:

For Mystery—"The Big Steal” with Robert
Mitchum, Jane Greer and Wil-
liam Bendix (RKO).
When a $300,000 Army payroll
is stolen, Lt. lluke Halliday
o (Robert Mitchum) and Joan
Grahame (Jane Greer) start across Mexico by
car in pursuit of the thief. They, in turn, are
pursued by Captain Vincent Blake (William
Bendix) who has accused Duke of taking the
money. As the chase progresses, the tension
continues to mount until the swift, surprise end-
ing. The plot of the picture gets jumbled, but
the thrill-a-minute pace will hold you in your
seat.

For Comedy-Romance—“The Lady Takes A
Sailor” with Jane Wyman, Den-
nis Morgan, Eve Arden, Robert
Douglas and Allyn Joslyn
(Warrger Bros.).

The lady (Jane Wyman) is

president of a national research institute, im-

peccable, honest and engaged to a stuffy Harvard

lawyer (Allyn Joslyn}. People begin to doubt
her integrity, however, when she returns from

a sailboat trip and says that she has ridden with

“Davey Jones” in a strange, underwater craft

which was stalled by an octopus. Trying to

straighten it out by proving that real-life Bill

Craig (Dennis Morgan) was the mysterious

“Davey” and that.his craft was a new Navy

underwater tank, is an hilarious task. This is a

daffy picture that unll give you a full evening

of laughter.

For Drama—“The Great Gatsby” with Alan
Ladd, Betty Field, MacDonald
Carey, Ruth Hussey, Barry Sul-
livan, Howard Da Silva and
Shelley Winters (Paramount).
Based on F. Scott Fitzgerald's
classic about the roaring '20s, this film tells the
tragic story of Jay Gatsby (Alan Ladd), who

8

became a dootlegger because he thought money
could buy everything—even a rich man’s wife.
In the course of the story, Gatsby tries to crash
Long Island society but finds it as false in its
way of life as he is in his. In the end, awake
at last to his empty daydreams, Gatsby is mur-
dered for a crime he didn’t commit. Spottily
played, this film clasms its chief interest as o
portrast of a wild and dizsy by-gone era.

For Adventure—“Slattery’s Hurricane” with
Richard Widmark, Linda Dar-
nell, Veronica Lake and John
Russell (20th Century-Fox).
Ex-Navy pilot, Will Slattery
(Richard Widmark), now a

chauffeur pilot for an importer, meets his war-
time buddy, Felix Hobson (John Russell), who
is hunting hurricanes for the Navy. He discovers
that his one-time sweetheart, Aggie (Linda Dar-
nell), is now Mrs. Hobson. The importer’s sec-
retary, Dolores (Veronica Lake), who is in love
with Slattery, realizes that he is still interested
in Aggie and disappears. While looking for
Dolores and straightening out the situation be-
tween Aggie, Hobson and himself, Slattery finds
that he is unwittingly involved in a narcotics
smuggling ring. He finally makes amends ty
taking Hobson’s place on a dangerous mission
to locate a particularly vicious storm. This ss
an exciting look into the lives of U. S. Navy
hurricane hunters.

For A Western—“Calamity Jane and Sam
Bass” with Yvonne De Carlo
f\ and Howard Duff (Universal-
International). Technicolor.
Sam Bass (Howard Duff) had
never fired a gun before he came
to Denton, Texas. He learns fast, though, when
the town banker has his horse poisoned prior to
the big race of the year. Turned outlaw to re-
cover money from the banker which is rightfully
his, Bass takes to the hills with the assistance of
Calamity Jane (Yvonne De Carlo). Sam’s true
love, Kathy Egan, convinces Sam that he should
give himself up. When it looks like the jury for
his trial will be packed against him by the bank-
er, Sam escapes again with Calamity Jane’s help.
There’s a showdown battle. and Sam is fatally
wounded. When he asks to be taken to Kathy,
Calamity Jane realizes that Sam Bass was never
for her. There’s enough action, color and dif-
ferent twists to make this a show that Western
fans will want to see.
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OPERATION

By BRUCE CASSIDAY

They were both grinning as
they walked toward Johany.

When he tracked the world-wide munitions ring to the High
Sierras, G-man Johnny Blood’s plans didn’t include following
his martyred buddy—to the bottom of Hangman’s Lake.
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KY-HHIGH

CHAPTER ONE

Hitch to Nowhere

HE was a beautiful girl, with stars

for eyes, cornsilk for hair, and

candy for a mouth. She would
have been the most beautiful girl in the
world—except for the scar running jag-
gedly down her left cheek all the way to
her chin. It was deep and red and ugly,
and there was no way to cover it with
makeup.

*

Gripping
G-Man
Novel

The red light of the truck’s dashboard
glowed up in her face, and the cigarette
in her mouth hung down from one cor-
ner. Smoke crawled up into her eyes.
She was spinning the heavy truck ex-
pertly along the winding macadam high-
way, but it took concentration, and she
hunched over the wheel with care and
deliberation.

She wore blue jeans and a man’s white
shirt, and over that a woolen sweater and
a sheep-lined jacket. In the pocket of
her jacket she carried a gun— a nifty
little .25 Colt fully loaded. Even the lines
of the man’s gear she wore could not

11
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hide the soft curves of her body, nor dis-
guise the warm femininity that was in
every move she made.

She was the cutest truck driver in the
forty-eight states and all the territories.

But she was scared. She kept watch-
ing the highway ahead, kept her eyes
glued to the writhing white line in the
center of the snake-like strip, kept glanc-
ing covertly out into the woods beside
the highway, where the jackpines and
scrub oak sizzled past.

Ahead, she could see the foothills. In
the distance a high, jagged peak reared
into the sky. It was the highest peak
anywhere around. The moonlight laid a
glimmering mantle on the pines and
rock. In the distance the snow cap on
top glittered.

Once she glanced back through the
rear view window in the cab, but all she
saw was the red glow of the tail light
swathing the highway she had traversed
with a bloody red glow. The boxes were
still piled in back, neat as a pin. Neat as
a pin—and dangerous as a grenade.

The truck pounded and thundered
along the roadway, its massive hulk of
steel and canvas sending out combers of
wind and sound into the restless pines
and firs. The sign painted on the outside
of the truck said: CONSOLIDATED
SHIPPING COMPANY. LOS
ANGELES—CHICAGO.

The girl started involuntarily. Had she
heard a sound in that forest-clad slope?
Had she heard a shot? Had she heard a
yell, a scream? Or was it nerves?

The cigarette shook in her mouth, and
her eyes widened for an instant. Her
breath came faster and her heart ham-
mered with excitement. But in a second
she had command of herself again, and
she clenched her hands on the big wheel,
the gloves greasy and black around her
hands.

The tires sang on the pavement, and
the wind bit into her suddenly from

around the end of the windshield, mak-
ing the cab an icebox. The chill scent of
pine gum and resin drifted in to her,
clean and fragrant.

She smiled. The scar twisted and
curled when she smiled, but there was
so much beauty in her face that it did not
really matter that she was scarred. And
then her eyes widened in horror and
she slammed on the brakes with sudden
desperation. She grabbed for the emer-
gency and swung the big truck to one
side.

A shot. Another. And still another.
The woods rolled the sounds in on her,
and terror twisted her face again. In
the glow of the dash she looked very
young and frightened. She stopped the
engine and she grabbed out her little Colt
.25. She pulled open the cab door and
jumped down onto the cold pavement.

She had been ready for this. She ran
around in back of the truck, ducking
down on the side opposite the shots. For
a long time she waited like that, but there
was no further sound. The blackness of
the gently swaying pines closed in
around her with a ring of silence and
peace, and she leaned there, in a torment
of anxiety and suspense.

Then she heard it. A step. A falter-
ing, blundering, dragging step. It was as
if some one were coming out of the pines
and onto the highway. She gripped the
Colt in her hand and moved around in
back of the truck, out of sight. Pressing
herself tight to the truck, she eased
around to a spot where she could peek
along and see in front of the truck, into
the streaming sea of white light the
headlights gave out.

The shimmering sheet of glistening
pine needles parted like a gigantic cur-
tain, and a man came through. He was a
tall man, tall and thin and tough. His
hair was blond and curly, and his face
was lean and long, with deep hollows for
cheeks. He had blue eyes, and in the
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brilliant headlights they glinted and
burned. His chin was built for strength
and determination. He was the kind of
man you would prefer to have on your
side.

He staggered as he came out into the
pool of light, and then he glanced back
over his shoulder. The gun in his hand
was pointed downward, and he was
carrying it wearily. He almost fell try-
ing to jump the drainage ditch, but he
made it all right and got to the pave-
ment. She saw then that there was blood
on his face—blood from a nick a bullet
had made.

He came to one knee as he tried to
make his way laboriously across the ex-
panse of pavement to the truck. He
sprawled there a moment, and then he
looked up. His eyes were haunted with
fatigue and pain, and he crawled along,
exhausted, to the door of the cab. The
gun in his hand hit the pavement and he
looked down at it, then put it in his
leather jacket. His jacket had rips in it.

The girl pocketed the .25 and bit her
lips. She came out from in back of the
truck and ran to him. She leaned over
and dragged him to his feet. Grimacing
in pain, he smiled gratefully at her, and
hobbled along on her shoulder to the cab.

With her help he climbed inside it.
She lit a cigarette for him and got in be-
side him. She put the cigarette in his
mouth and he grinned his thanks. His
face looked ancient as a statue in the
Vatican.

He turned te her and looked her over.
His eyes passed rapidly over the ugly
crimson gash across her face, over the
soft lines of her cheeks, over the rough
man’s clothes she wore, and then they
returned to her eyes again. They were
soft and brown, and they were not at
all the way they should be. Lady truck
drivers did not come gentle.

“Thanks,” Johnny Blood said. He
dragged on the cigarette and it seemed to

revive him. Instantly he remembered
something, and he looked out into the
dark pines again. But then he relaxed.
“They’re tired of following me now,”
he said wearily. “I hope the hell they
are.”

The girl touched the gun in her jacket
grimly. Her brown eyes were anything
but soft now. She watched him care-
fully and said:

“What are they— cops?”

He laughed. “Hardly. I guess I got
into the wrong canyon today. Accident.
I—I'm fishing up at Hangman’s Lake.”

She smiled ruefully. “Fishing for
what? With that cannon you carry with
you, I mean.”

He shrugged. “So I'm a bum. So I'm
stuck for dough and I need a lift to
Hangman’s Lake. Okay by you?”

She leaned back in the seat, reaching
down for the gear shift and the brake.
“Okay by me. What have I get to lose?”

She slammed the truck into gear and
in no time flat they were barreling along
the highway again, and pines were whiz-
2ing past and the celd air was climbing
in on them from the sides of the cab.

She glanced at him and said:
“They’ve been fishing funny things out
of the lake lately. Take a tip from me,
and ride the pass on through. There are
better vacation spots in Nevada.”

OHNNY BLOOD, ace FBI man,

sighed and slid down a bit into the
seat, closing his eyes. ‘“Hangman’s Lake
for me, sis. Wake me up when we get
there.”

She turned to him. “Now you’re my
responsibility, I suppose you think, eh?”

“You saved my life, sis. That makes
you responsible for getting me to where
I want to go.” He turned his bland blue
eyes on her. “That right?”

“All depends,” she said slowly, “on
what you were doing in the hills back
there. Funny thing—I thought I heard
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gun shots a while back. Now I know I
heard them. What’s your explanation of
a strange phenomenon like that?"”

Johnny Blood lifted a shoulder and
dropped it again. “Beats me, sis. Must
be the altitude. Everything else’s the
altitude around here.”

She grinned tightly. “Even the un-
adulterated and unmitigated gall of some
tall, lean, blond-type men?”

Blood laughed. “Even the predomi-
nance of luscious beauties driving
trucks in the middle of the night for
Consolidated Shipping Company.”

She did not look at him. She could
feel his eyes narrowing down on ber.

“Consolidated  Shipping Company,”
bhe mused. “That was the freight line
that the guy worked for, wasn’t it?’

She licked her lips. “Guy. What
guy ?”

“Al Hendricks. You know, the guy
they fished out of Hangman’s Lake.
Now that’s a mighty interesting coin-
cidence, isn’t it? He was working for
Consolidated and he disappeared, and
now you're working for Consolidated,
too.” Johnny Blood spoke like a man
who had just discovered an oyster in
his oyster soup.

The girl’s lips pressed tight to her
teeth and her face flamed crimson. She
did not say a word. The truck ate up the
pavement, lurching to one side as the
road rounded a hump in the foothills.
The yellow headlights slashed across the
trunles of scrub pines by the roadbank.

“You trying to get killed, too, sis?
Is that why you’re driving this rig to-
night? You trying to reenact the crime,
or some such hooey ?”

She did not smile. “Al Hendricks was
one of the best spinners in our outfit,
and he got killed. They found his body
at the bottom of Hangman’'s Lake where
someone had dumped it. Piled on top
his body was a half ton of rock and
shale—to keep it from floating up. His

shipment was never found at all. Maybe
mine is next. I dont know.”

She turned and glanced at him. Her
eyes were on fire. “That what you want
to know, mister? That interesting
enough for you?”

Outside the jackpines spun by and the
big tires ate up the curving ribbon of
highway. The white line in the center
of the lane writhed and twisted under
the powerful headlights. The scent of
pitch and pine gum came in to them
on the wind.

She was watching him closely.
“What’s your name, mister? I think I
might know you. I don’t know why, but
I think I might.”

“You tell me yours, and I'll tell you
mine, sis.”

“Ann Martin,” she said without hesi-
tation.

Blood took out a cigarette and looked
at it. This was getting difficult. No FBI
man passes his name out on a calling
card. And he hadn’t had enough time
to think the thing through. There were
only a couple of names he could use.

“Okay,” he said. He turned %o her.
“You got a light?”

She fumbled in her man’s shirt for
a box of matches, her eyes never leav-
ing the road. She handed him the
matches, and he took them from her
gloved hand. “Cigarette?” he asked her.

She nodded. He lit two and stuck one
in her mouth.

Only the bite of the tires into the
pavement of the twisting mountain high-
way came through to them. They were
alone in the separate worlds of their
thoughts.

“Okay,” he said. “You asked for it.”
He glanced at her. “Did you know Al
Hendricks very well, sis?”

She stared ahead at the road, wrench-
ing the wheel to spin the truck around
a curved ravine. “I knew him,” she said,
licking her lips. It was almost as if
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she could not speak easily about Al
Hendricks at all. “Why?”

“Nice guy. One of the best, sis. I
know. I'm his brother. Dan Hendricks
is my name. Now you can see why I'm
so interested in Hangman’s Lake and
everything in it—past, present, and fu-
ture.”

She gasped, her eyes going sick and
bright in the darkness of the cab. Slowly
she turned them to him. Then she sud-
denly braked the truck to a stop.

He could see the gun leap into her
hand, but where it came from he could
not guess. Shoulder holster? Belt? It
didn’t matter. It was trained on his
stomach, and he could not reach his own
in time because he had let his jacket
twist around him. He stared down at
the muzzle of the deadly little .25 Colt,
and the sweat beaded out on his face.

His hands slowly rose beside his head
to paw air. He watched her expression.
There was no humor in her eyes. Just
blind, unreasoning hate and a tortured
fear.

CHAPTER TWO

E for Espionage

NLY the soft sough of the breeze
O in the pines stirred the air about

them. The hot, resting engine
steamed and wheezed under the truck’s
hood, and it’s heat leaked out into the
clear night. A sliver of moonlight filtered
down through the pines above, and the
ground was speckled with tiny slits of
light and dark.

The mass of the truck reared behind
her. She was facing him, her eyes big
and bright with horror, the gun planted
tightly in her little hand, its muzzle aimed
straight at his belly. He could see only
the gun muzzle and her soft face and
the round curves of her body. She looked
very frightened.

She was doing something she dreaded
to do and yet something which she was
afraid not to do. That was the way she
seemed to Johnny Blood.

“Move back, Dan Hendricks,” she said
in a hoarse, tight voice. “Move back and
stand there. And don’t you dare try
any tricks.”

Johnny Blood backed away into the
long clearing. Ann Martin had stopped
the truck on a hairpin bend high in the
mountains. The hairpin turn slid out
over the end of Hangman’s Lake, and
the embankment dropped off sheer into
the water thirty yards below.

Granite cliffs lunged down from the
water level, and the lake looked as deep
as a wineglass full of champagne. Once
in that water, there would be nq getting
him out without grappling hooks or fish
nets.

Johnny Blood backed toward the rim
of the drop-off, and then stopped. He
was a foot from the end of the gravel.

“Listen,” she said, her voice tiny and
scared. “You back up and stand right
there. I guess I'm going to shoot you.”

She moved toward him, her steps fal-
tering and shaky, her face tight with
excitement.

He said, “Unlimber yourself, sis.
What’s the trouble? I don’t get it.”
Blood’s voice was rock-steady. Big bluff,
he grinned to himself with a grimace.
A busted flush with a sour deuce in the
hole, and I'm bluffing it through.

“You be quiet!” she cried, her voice
breaking. She shivered, and walked
along on the gravel as if she were walk-
ing barefoot on eggs. She was standing
five feet from him. Her mouth quivered.
The sight of her standing there brought
a curious tightening to Johnny Blood’s
throat. He wondered ruefully if he was
getting soft.

“So you're the great Pan Hendricks,”
she said, her voice feeble. “You thought
you could bluff me along. Trying to make
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me help you escape. Me—of all people!”

Icy claws tightened around Johnny
Blood’s heart. He could feel the hackles
on the back of his neck rising. There
was something unnerving in her voice—
a half-hysterical tremor of hate and bit-
ter fear., Why, when he could have
picked any name in the world, had he
chosen Dan Hendricks?

“You didn't know your brother told
me everything, did you, Dan Hendricks?
You didn’t know he’d warned me about
you!”

She straightened up, and her voice
gained strength as the determination built
in her. She threw back her head and
looked up at him firmly, her chin a rock
in the air, her feet braced firm behind her,
her body stiff as a poker, her eyes fiery
with indignation.

His voice came out flat and hollow.
“What’s the pitch, sis? Tell me more.
Tell me more.”

An ironic little voice inside him said
mockingly: You wound a noose around
vour own neck, old buddy. Stall. Stall.
It won’t be pleasant fishing around in
that frozen lake for a toehold, dodging
flying bullets, will it? Think fast, mut-
tonhead.

She drew a deep breath and went on.
“Sure. I can tell you now. You'll never
pass iton. I knew Al. I knew him so well
I was in love with him, Dan. I never
loved anybody in my life like I loved
him. And he was in love with me. That’s
why he told me everything about you!”

Blood smiled stifily. “Yeah?"”

“Everything. The stinking racket you
were in, Dan Hendricks. The rotten way
you double-crossed your own country—
while you were suppcsed to be fighting
overseas. The crazy way you turned into
a killer—”

Her voice cracked. She ducked her
head, and drew her free hand across her
eyes suddenly, dashing away the silver
tears with a furious gesture.

“And that girl! How you lied to her
about Al. How you took her yourself.
How you—oh, my Lord, Dan Hendricks!
You're a maniac. You shouldn’t be alive
at all!”

Blood’s face froze. His eyes went dark
and inscrutible. His hands stayed level
with his ears. He could not move them.
He was too tense to move.

“Go on. Is there more?”

She moved forward defiantly. “Sure,
there’s more. He told me the most im-
portant thing of all—two days before he
went on this run! Two days before he
got killed! He told me to look out for
you, Dan Hendricks, and if I ever found
you, to kill you—and ask questions later!”

Blood's throat burned. His eyes were
dark in the shadows of his brows as he
studied the girl. He had never been in
such a tight spot. He said: “Is that all,
sis?”

“No! You killed him, Dan! He told
me you would. He told me you'd come
back and kill him, and he was right! You
found him and you murdered him. ‘Don’t
let him go if you find him,” he told me,
time and time again. ‘He's a killer, and
he’ll get away from you! Don’t let him
go at all—not for an instant! Kill him!
There are records to prove what kind of
man he is. Kill him, and then ask ques-
tions!"”’

ER body was a trembling fury, and
the muzzle of the gun was shaking
like pine needles in the wind. He saw
her hand move a bit, and then suddenly
it steadied. All the fear and terror inside
her ran out of her like flour out of a
broken sack, and the gun muzzle cen-
tered on his heart.

At that range, slie couldn’t possibly
miss. He took one last look at the cold,
bitter determination in her eyes, and he
knew that inner strength that had come
at the last minute to save her from the
liquid fear of indecision.



Operation Sky-High

17

The rifle shot smacked into the quiet
air with the suddenness of thunder and
lightning. But there was no orange stab
of flame from her pistol, and Blood won-
dered curiously what had happened.
Strangely, the hot burning lead did not
crash into him. Blood stared at the girl’s
startled face and opened his mouth to
speak.

At that moment the girl sagged in the
middle, like a suit of clothes sliding off
a hanger, and fell to one knee. The gun
dropped out of her hand and clattered into
the gravel by Blood’s feet. Ann Martin’s
eyes closed and then opened quickly. She
glanced up at him, her eyes big with

pain.

Johnny Blood bent over and grasped
her elbows. “What’'s the matter?
What—?"

But even as he said it he saw the two
figures stepping out from the shadow of
the parked truck, sauntering over across
the pavement to the spot where the girl
struggled with censciousness. They were
the same two road-runners he had sur-
prised on the highway waiting to hijack
the Consolidated Truck. They had
gunned him out of the pines into the
path of the truck, and then circled around
in back and hopped in. It was all so
simple—when you thought about it.

Both the men had guns. One carried a
rifle—a Winchester deer rifle it looked
like—and the other a sawed-off 20 gauge
Mossberg. They were both grinning as
they walked—a pair of killers out on a
moonlight stroll.

One of the men looked like a dutch
oven in action. Smoke billowed out of
his face a mile a minute—big black clouds
of it—from a twisted, gnarled pipe that
looked like a pickled kidney.

He was full of laughs, the dutch oven
was. His face had been left over frem

"the gremlin assembly line, and his body
had been loaned from a pork barrel house.
His arms and legs bugged out like toy

balloens. His face was wreathed in a lot
of wrinkles and his mouth was curved
and grinning.

He carried the Winchester. A laugh
guttered out around the edges of the
smoldering kidney-shape pipe as he lifted
the rifle to point it straight at Ann Mar-
tin.

Whimpering, Ann Martin bowed her
head down into her body, trying to crawl
inside herself, Johnny Blood stood above
her, too angry to reach down and scoop
up the pistol—knowing that if he did so
he would be blasted back into the lake,
but thinking it would be a damned good
price to pay for smashing dewn the song-
and-dance team coming at him.

The other was as lank as Dutch was
round. Slim was a loose-jointed comedian
with a skull for a head, and an erector-
set for a body. He moved like an auto-
matic man on a string, and his large shoes
shuffled across the pavement like planks of
lumber.

He was grinning from the bare top of
his skull to the splayed bottoms of his
outsize shoes. He lifted the sawed-off
Mossberg and thumbed a shot that sizzled
through Johnny Blood’s hair. Blood stood
immobile, anger boiling up in him like
molten lava. But he did not move. To
do so would have been instant death—
and no chance to pay these vultures back
in kind.

Dutch waved the Winchester at the girl
and cried out: “Get up on your feet, girl!
Come on! Fast!”

Blood’s fists knotted at his ears and he
opened his mouth to speak.

“Not so fast, Big Guy!” lisped Slim,
winging his second shot into the air by
Blood’s head.

The het boil of gunflame seared across
Johnny Blood’s forehead, but he did not
move. He closed his mouth and clamped
it shut. These two were guys he was go-
ing to remember in his will. Or maybe
before his will. It didn’t matter much
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right now. Now or then. Afl the same.

Dutch leaned over the girl and tere her
up off the pavement, thrusting her to her
feet. Ann Martin whimpered as she stood
there swaying, holding her left arm tight-
ly to her body. Her face was drenched
with perspiration.

Blood’s lips cracked and he grated out:
“Can’t you see she’s hurt? Get your filthy
paws off her, Fat!”

Dutch grinned at Slim. “Hear that,
Slim?”’

Slim stepped over and lashed the back
of his knuckly hand across Johnny Blood’s
face. “Yeah,” said Slim. “I hear it,
Dutch.” He lashed the back of his hand
across Johnny’s face again. Blood seeped
into Johnny’s mouth but he stood there
stiffly.

“You got tough jaw bones,” grumbled
Slim, looking down at his bruised
knuckles.

Dutch steadied the girl in his arms, and
the black stinking smoke from his pipe
curled into her hair and her eyes.

“Where is it, honey? Where's the stuff
you and your wise guy friend have hi-
jacked? Where did you put it?”

The girl shook her head dazedly.
Blood'’s temples throbbed. “Let her alone,
Fat!” he shouted. “Hear me? Let her—"

Slim pasted his knuckles into Blood’s
face again. His flesh twitching from an-
ger and from pain, Johnny Blood held
himself in through sheer will power. His
eyes glowered and his cheek kept jerking
up.
Dutch lifted the girl’s terrified face to
his own, “We want to know where the
stuff is, honey.”

The girl turned agonized eyes to John-
ny Blood. She hung limply there next to
Dutch, too weak to push herself away,
too sick to move. Blood’s hands clenched
tighter.

Slim’s hot whisper came in Blood’s ear:
“One little tiny move from you, Big Guy,
and I'll blast your guts out.”

Butch put his hand en the girl’s chin,
He leaned over her to pull her to him.
Weakly, almost as if she were in a dream,
Ann Martin drew back her hand and
smashed it into his face. Dutch staggered
back, but he still had hold of her arm. He
twisted on it, and Ann Martin pitched
over onte the pavement. As she went
down she went into a deep faint, and was
limp as a rag when she hit.

The world turned black and red for
Johnny Blood. He lashed out a fist at
Slim beside him and jumped for Dutch.
He could remember feeling the smash as
his knuckles tore into Dutch’s pipe-hung
mouth, but then there was nothing. The
blinding, orange wash of fire and brim-
stone tore through him and he mercifully
forgot.

He was falling down and down and
down, and he kept waiting for the cold,
icy thrust of water to smash into him and
keep his head from spinning. But nothing
happened. Nothing at all. . . .

IT HAD all seemed fairly simple and

routine when Pops Brannigan had
outlined it to Johnny Blood three days
before in the office marked:

FEDERAL BUREAU OF INVESTIGATION
LOS ANGELES DIVISIGN

Old Pops Brannigan was a thin-faced,
hook-nosed man with a wolf look to his
eyes and a panther walk to his long legs.
He prowled about the tiny office, think-
ing, while Johnny Blood sat opposite him,
and when Pop had thought it all out he sat
down. He took out a pack of colored pep-
permints and stuffed a couple in his
mouth.

“This is a Tale of Two Cities, Blood.
Two cities in two different countries in
the world. Two countries that are not at
war now, but would like to be at war,
Indirectly, these two countries are spar-
ring with each other on distant shores,
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girding their loins, as it were, for a big
skirmish later.

“It is no Boston Tea Party yeu're in-
vited to attend, Blood. This is a case in
Category A—and you know what that
means. Espionage, with a capital E.
Espionage with war growing all over it
like barnacles. Munitions—big stuff, not
guns. Tanks, bomber, big supplies.

“Listen awhile. An FBI man named
Hendricks was killed last week, his bedy
found in the bottom of Hangman’s Lake
up in the High Sierras. Worked for Con-
solidated Shipping, and he was on the
track of a big smuggling ring. The big
smuggling ring works for a country we
shall call Country X. T'll tell it from the
beginning.

“Year ago we nailed some wise guys
shipping guns and bembs and litfle stuff
down to Indo-China—the new proving
grounds for the next war. That’s where
countries X and Z are slugging it out new.
Well, this year a man named William
Wolfe—a  Euroepean correspendent—
spotted new developments. There’s lots
more big stuff coming through, this time
up in the Mediterranean area.

“We sent Al Hendricks to contact Wil-
liam Wolfe in Paris. Wolfe never made
the meeting. You may remember reading
about the Wolfe case in the papers. His
body was recovered in the middle of Lake
Ladoga in Italy on the Swiss Border. Lots
of flurry in international circles, but neth-
ing ever came of it. Never found out who
did it. It might have been a spy for
Country X, or it might have been a spy
for Country Z. Both were anxious to
find out the location of the stuff, and both
were anXious to prevent us from finding
out it was getting out.

“But William Wolfe had sent a letter
to Hendricks—he'd suspected there were
agents on hig tail. The letter was vague,
but it told a lot. It led Hendricks to a
roadhouse outside Chicago. There, from
a girl named Jackie Hall, Hendricks

picked up some information that was het
as burnt toast.

“The munitions were being shipped
from Los Angeles to Chicago. Hendricks
got a job with Consolidated Shipping
Cempany, because that was the outfit
mentioned by this Jackie Hall Well,
Jackie is dead now, Blood. We tracked
her down and she had been killed ‘accid-
entally’ in a fire at the roadhouse. That’s
what’s on the records. We figure she got
it for spilling information. A celd bunch
of operators, eh, Blood?”

Pop held out his hand.
White ones are plenty good.

“Well, Hendricks got the job with Con-
solidated and just last week got his first
chance at a hot load. We knew the stuff
was being dumped off somewhere along
the line, but we didn’t know exactly
where. Hendricks never reported what
happened, because they got him. They
got him and pushed a half ton of rock over
him to hold his body down. If it hadn’t
been for a curious archeologist who dis-
covered the landslide, and began wonder-
ing, we never would have found the body.

“We know now Hangman’s Lake is a
red area for this operation. So it’s simple.
All you've got to do is go up there, find
out who the kingpin is, and drop him in
his tracks. Smoke ’em all out, play ’em
for suckers, and then rope ’em in.”

“Sure, sure,” Johnny Blood said.

“They're ruthless. Don’t let 'em get a
chance to blast you down, or they will
Play a tight game. You get in trouble,
there’s no one to help you out at all. It's
just tough luck.

“Pep’'mint? Green ones are good, too.
My stomach’s shot to hell. Need some-
thing to settle it.”

And that had ended the interview,

So Bleod had followed orders to a T.
He had studied the lay of the lake from
the pines, and he had scouted the forest
nearby. Then, watching for the Consoli-
dated truck, he had surprised the two

“Pep’'mint?
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gunmen waiting to hijack the load, and
had drawn their gunfire.

And now here he was sailing down into
the black depths of hell itself. He knew
his T’s all right—but not his P’s and

Qs....

CHAPTER THREE

Mile-High Murder

HE world was gently rocking, and

! the cold breeze was washing over

him there in the pits of eternity.
There was the smell of water and tar and
creosote. There was the feel of hemp
ropes and rusty wire under his wrists.

He was tied by the wrists, and they
were twisted around in back of him.
Somehow he had fallen on his back, his
hands beneath him. His legs were bound
with rope, too, and his ankles were rubbed
raw.

He opened his eyes. Jagged lances of
pain shot across his vision. Then his
vision cleared and he could see nothing
but the cold blue of dark sky. Off to the
left hung a curved sliver of moon like a
canoe in the sky.

They rocked along, and there was no
sound but the gentle throbbing of the out-
board motor. Next to him he could feel
the girl. She was sitting up, her hands
bound too. He could make out the bare
profile of her head. Then he saw the out-
lines of the small fishing boat they were
in, and a moment later he sat up, his head
splitting down the center with jagged
knives of pain.

She saw him and turned her face to
him. Her brown eyes studied him and
then she turned away. It was almost as if
she were ashamed of herself for having
gotten him into this thing.

He caught the stink of the pipe then,
and a moment later the rounded, grinning
face of Dutch loomed up over him. The
boat rocked as Dutch climbed over the

ropes toward him. Dutch lifted the pipe
out of his mouth and blew smoke into
Johnny Blood’s face.

“Hi ya, pal,” he boomed, slipping the
pipe back into his mouth, folding his arms
in front of him. “Nice riding job, huh?”

“Where the hell are we?” muttered
Blood, tasting the bruises inside his
mouth, feeling the dull ache in his side,
the clotted scab on his shoulder.

“Hangman’s Lake!” grinned Dutch.
“That’s right, isn’t it, honey?”

Ann Martin turned to face Dutch, and
after she glared at him a minute she
turned away. Blood could see that either
Dutch or Slim had bandaged up her arm.
There was a lot of blood on the bandage,
but apparently the wound was clean.

Blood looked around him. They were
cruising along in the middle of the lake,
headed north. Above him the stars
twinkled in a clear, million-mile-high sky.
Ahead of them loomed the pine-covered
slope of the peak. He could see firs and
pines and then rock boulders above the
timber line, and then a cap of snow at the
top.

“Hell of a nice place for fishing,”
grinned Dutch, his big face wreathed in
wrinkles. “They’ll be fishing you out one
of these days, too—both of you—if you
don’t loosen up. Big haul. Guy and his
girl. Live bait. How about that?”

The boat rocked and Slim joined Dutch,
his bony skull looming up beside the fat
boy’s. “He woke up, Dutch! Look at
that! You think they want to sing yet?”

Dutch grinned. ‘“Not yet, Slim. Later
perhaps. They’ll make such beautiful mu-
sic together, won’t they ? No matter which
song they decide to sing.”

Slim reached out a hand and stroked
Blood’s jaw tenderly. ‘“Boy, what a lovely
glass jaw this one’s got, Dutch. Too bad
there won’t be much more chance to use
it. The fish’ll get it to gnaw on—if things
don’t turn out right.”

“Hands off, Slim,” murmured Dutch
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gently. “Nice view of the lake, huh,
kids? Take a long gander at that slab of
rock over there hanging out from the rock
chff. See it?”

Johnny Blood turned sideways and
stared off past the pudgy finger of the
gremlin’s hand. Jutting out from a smooth
rock face was a long slab of rock, and the
angle it took made it resemble a gallow’s
arm. That formation was Hangman’s
Rock.

“There’s your epitaph—if you don’t
wise up, Wise Guy. Lots of bodies been
turning up in the waters around here,
kids. Week in and week out. Nobody ever
seems to get the idea—to lay off and let
us be. Well, as long as guys continue to
be Wise Guys, the lake’ll be loaded with
dead men.”

The boat edged over the water, the out-
board behind them putting along smooth-
ly. Blood studied the lake. It was formed
in the shape of a giant halfmoon, and

Hangman’s Rock was down at one point
of it. Near Hangman’s Rock there was
no shore at all, only steep cliffs dropping
down into the water. Judging from the
formation above. it seemed that the rock
dropped down sheer into a bottomless
funnel. It would be hell trying to get
ashore from the water under Hangman’s
Rock.

Along to the right, the rock cliff tapered
down to the water, and the pines grew to
the edge of the lake. Farther along to
the right, a sandy shore spread out, nar-
row at first, and then wider and wider.
At the spot where the shore grew widest
there was a two-story lodge and in the
lodge there were lights burning even now.
They seemed to be flickering Coleman
lamps, but it was hard to tell from the
end of the lake.

Slim’s skull disappeared and he went
back to the rudder of the boat. Dutch
remained, grinning at his prisoners,
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“Honey, you're not saying much. Cat
got your tongue?”

Ann Martin turned to him and gazed
at him coldly. She did not say a word.

Dutch’s jaw muscles tensed up, and a
big vein on his ferehead knotted out. His
meuth tightened across and his nostrils
flared. He removed the kidney pipe and
held it thoughtfully in his hand.

“You're not being very ooperative,
Ann. You'd think you disapproved of our
little cruise. You look out, or there’ll be
two scars on that face of yours—instead
of the one you've already got!”

The girl's face turned deathly white.
Her eyes burned and her mouth twitched
at one corner. She twisted and wrenched
at the ropes around her wrists and ankles,
and big, glistening tears slid out of her
eyes.

“Can’t you leave me alone? My Lord,
I'll never get away frem you, will I?”

DUTCH inserted the pipe in his mouth

again and sucked on it contentedly.
“You didn’t think you could, did you,
Scarface Ann? You didn’t think we’d
forget—with the records and the dossiers
and the photographs? After that slimy
sell-out you pulled in New York last
summer, you didn’t think we’ve have any
mercy left for you, did you, Ann?”

The fire went out of her and she
slumped in the boat. She lay there against
the gunwale, not moving a bit.

Dutch took out his pipe and jabbed it
toward the girl’s still body.

“An informer on our Organization,”
he said, chuckling to Blood. “That’s what
happens in the War of the Worlds. A
two-timer. A sell-out. Our records are
good records, my friend. We track them
down if they play us for suckers, and we
get them! We get them and we Kkill
them!”

The girl’s shoulders shook and she held
her face in her hands, trying valiantly to
stop her sobbing.

Dutch went on. “There’s no use to
talk now, Ann. Your day has come. With
that lovely scar we gave you, it was no
trouble at all to locate you. We've had
men tailing you for months now. Ever
since you turned up in Los Angeles. And
when you hired on at Consolidated—it
was a cinch.

“You were smart, all right, tracking
down our ring that way. And finding the
stuff tonight in that false-bottom truck
and hiding it somewhere down the road.
Very bright. But why didn't you think
we’d climb in and wait to get you? How
come you didn’t think that far ahead,
Ann?”

False-bottom trucks! Sure, Johnny
Blood thought. That was how they
sneaked through the stuff every time.
They’d slip it out at an appointed spot,
reassemble it all later, and then shoot it
over from the assembly spot. And Hang-
man’s Lake would be the assembly spot
all right. That was the reason Al Hen-
dricks had been killed here. He had
spotted the pile and been found.

They were sailing under the big shadow
of Hangman’s Rock now. The lake water
shimmered and danced about them, and
the granite cliff reared up into a towering
wall facing down on them. Ten yards or
more above, the dark pines began and
stretched up steeply to the boulder-strewn
mountains and the ice cap above,

Dutch laughed again. He turned his
head and looked up at the bizarre forma-
tion. He turned around and smirked at
them over the end of his pipe.

“That’s your tombstone, kids. Pretty
isn’t it? Nice and picturesque. Nice and
symbolic, huh? Some people like to die
pretty.”

Dutch blew smoke thoughtfully out.
“Of course, there’s one chance in a mil-
lion that you don’t have to feed the fishes
that way. One chance in a billion, let’s
say. I don’t know if I'd be insulting your
intelligence or not if I asked you—would
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you two like to hear about that chance?”

The girl sat up fiercely and glared at
Dutch.

“Since you asked so nice, honey—one
chance. You tell me where that equip-
ment is, honey, and I'Hl let you and your
boyfriend here go. Scot free. No strings
attached. That’s it, honey.”

The gremlin’s face was no longer
wreathed in wrinkles. It was the face of a
hangman, the face of a professional execu-
tioner, happy in his work.

She shook her head stubbornly, her big
terrified eyes looking across at Johnny
Blood. She sobbed it out suddenly, almost
as if she couldn’t hold it in any longer:

“You're not Dan Hendricks, are you?
You're somebody else, and I got you into
this awful mess all by myself!”

Blood grinned at her. “I love trouble.”

Dutch’s face was closer, looming up
over them like a distorted close-up on a
movie screen,

“Where is it, honey? Come on, Scar-
face Ann! This is your last chance to
breathe like a human being! You don't
want to die a mermaid, do you, honey?
Talk! Where’s the stuff cached?”

She shook her head. “I don’t know
what you’re wlking about.”

Stifling a violent curse, Dutch puffed
furiously on his pipe. It filtered out like
smoke from a smudge pot. His pop-eyes
glared through it at them.

Dutch glanced up in the air above them.
The gallows hung out over them. Slim
shut off the outboard, and there was no
sound at all but the hungry lapping of
waves against the edge of the boat.

“The stuft was right here, kids. Right
under this boat. Hidden neat as a pin un-
der a rock ledge. Waterproof containers.
Crates and boxes of converter parts.
Enough to convert all the tractors in
Europe into half-tracks and machines of
war! For us!”

Blood tensed. So that was it. Not the
whole machines—that was too risky. But

parts—parts that could convert tractors
to half-tracks, jeeps to jets, freights to
bombers. Converters! No wonder the
stuff was getting through.

“Tell us where you took it to,” Dutch
said quietly. “Tell us, or else you'll both
go for a nice long dive. A one-way dive.”

But once again Ann Martin shook her
head stubbornly. Tears glistened in her
eyes and she turned to Johnny Blood.
She did not say a word, but there was
enough in her eyes to tell him all he
wanted to know. He nodded back reas-
suringly.

Dutch removed a small pocket flash
light from his pocket. “Kids, take a look
at this” He ran the torch over their
bodies. They were both bound by the
ankles and the wrists with heavy wire,
twisted tight with pliers. The torch wan-
dered down over them, and came to rest
on their feet.

“Look at that,” grinned Dutch cheer-
fully, clenching his pipe in his mouth.
The torch danced over their ankles. To
the wire there was riveted on another steel
length of chain. The torch followed along
the glistening chain and five feet from
that came to a metal clasp.

Blood sucked in.air, and tried to keep
from gasping. The girl shuddered and
sobbed out involuntarily.

The metal clasp was locked around a
big smooth stone that must have been at
least two feet across by three feet wide
and a foot and a half thick. And there
was one of these bound to the bottom of
the chains on both of them.

THE torch played around on the rock

and the metal clasp for a long time.
Blood’s lips sucked in tight to his teeth
and the big veins throbbed in his fore-
head. His eyes burned and his neck was
wet with sweat.

The torch went out. Dutch chuckled.

“Well?” he said. “How’s about that
little bit of information? Otherwise, it’s
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going to be over the side for you both.”

Blood waited in the dark, satisfied that
the girl would not give in. His ankles
throbbed with the pain of the twisted wire,
and his wrists were rubbed raw. He could
not even alter his position in the boat bot-
tom enough to get at either of the two
gunmen. But thank God they would never
find the stolen goods. Where the goods
really were was another problem.

A problem, Blood thought wryly, that
someone else would have to solve. Along
with the puzzle of—what ever happened
to Johnny Blood?

“Wait !’ gasped the girl. Blood swung
around and stared at her. The girl's eyes
were big and sick and her mouth was
trembling. The scar was livid. She did
not look at Blood at all. She could not.

Blood pleaded : “Don’t tell! Don’t say a
word! Sis, it’s not your fault I'm here!
Don’t tell!”

But when she turned her anguished face
to him, he knew that it was not for him
she was selling out. It was for herself.
She was broken. She had been through
too much at the hands of these murder-
ers already. She had been scarred, and
hunted, and shot at too long. Even the
toughest can crack under too much hell.

“T know where it is,” she said mechani-
cally, dreamily, like someone in the mid-
dle of a nightmare. Her eyes were icy and
blue, staring straight in front of her. “I’ll
tell. Don’t do anything more to me! I’ll
tell !”

“No!” shouted Blood.
you anyway! They'll—"

Dutch’s pistol was in his hands in a
flash, and he smashed it against Blood’s
cheek. “Shut up!”

The girl was sobbing and crying.
“Don’t hit him! Don’t! I'll tell!”

Suddenly Dutch drew back and stood
up in the boat. Slim stood up beside
Dutch, and they both were staring out
over the water toward the cliff near the
end of the promontory.

“They'll kil

But it was not from that direction that
the noise came. It was as if the sky had
become alive with a great booming, bleat-
ing cry. From up there in the pines, at the
top of the cliff, came the throbbing tones
of a gigantic loudspeaker, blatting down
at them.

“Drop your guns down there! We've
got enough artillery up here to sink you
in two seconds. Throw ’em in the water
and raise your hands.”

“The hell!” eried Dutch, grabbing up
his Winchester from the bottom of the
boat. He winged shots up into the black-
ness above.

Instantly all hell cut loose from up
there. Blazing blue kleig lights smashed
on, and the burning illumination poured
down over them in a shimmering flood.
At the same time a dozen rifles opened
fire and peppered hot lead into the lake.

Lead nicked the boat and tore past
Blood and the girl as they lay crouched
there in the blackness.

“The ranger!” cried the girl. “I called
him from the coffee shop down the road
and told him to watch out for me—to be
prepared for trouble. We'll be all right, I
guess, mister.”

“The ranger?” Blood repeated. “The
forest ranger?”’

“I understand he checks all the trucks
through here. I thought there would be
trouble tonight. I'm a truck cempany de-
tective, and these boys know who I am.
I've been fighting them all ever since—
well—" she touched her face—‘“this.”

Dutch howled with pain, and there was
a loud splash as his gun leaped down into
the water.

Slim snarled, “Damn you, Dutch!
What'd you drop that thing for? I can’t
hold ’em off alone!”

“Try, you yellow-bellied son!” snapped
Dutch, going for a hunk of his own shirt.
He ripped off a slice and bound his arm
up with it. A little blood poured out onto
the clean cloth, staining it a rich red. Slim
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winged back a few more dutiful shots, and
then he yelled at Dutch:

“I can’t hold ’em off forever! Throw
up the white flag, Dutch! I'm damned it
I'll go out this way. I want a public trial!
The hell with this martyr stuff!”

There was a long, loaded silence. “Right
you are, Slim.” Dutch rose slowly up in
the boat, facing the blinding glare of
lights, head first into the buzzing hell of
flying slugs. “All right!” he said loudly.
“We’ll come up. Cut out the damned fir-
ing. You got us, dead to rights.”

The loudspeaker opened up again, clear
and unworried: “Throw that gun over-
board, and we’ll be down to get you.”

With a snarl, Slim stood up and
chucked his sawed-off Mossberg into the
water. It slid down, and ripples fanned
out from the spot. “Okay, I'm clean now,”
Slim growled. “Come and get us.”

Seconds later a h