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HE subway collection car rolled 
along the local tracks long after 
midnight. It was armored, with 

bullet-proofed windows and loopholes 
through which guns might be thrust and 
fired. At the 33rd Street stop, Jerry Walsh 
gave crisp orders. Men assumed positions, 
ready to repel any possible attack. The 
door in the middle of the car slid back, 
controlled by compressed air. Three men 
hurried across the platform, staggering 
under the sacks of silver. They were 
handed a receipt, the door slid shut and the 
car moved on. 

“Say, Jerry,” Bill Stockton paused in 

his job of dumping coins into an automatic 
counting machine, “I never had a chance 
to congratulate you on rounding up that 
bunch of crooks who robbed the turnstiles 
and set back the recording machines. You 
must feel pretty proud. It’s got you a jump 
in pay and command of the collection and 
pay cars.” 

Stockton reached for another sack of 
coins, but Walsh’s hand stopped him. He 
set the canvas money sack on a high shelf. 

“Not that one, Bill,” Walsh grinned. 
“And about the job—I’d chuck it all to 
wear the blue uniform of the regular cops. 
The guys who patrol streets where the air 
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is fresh and there’s no dirt and stale air. 
Seems I never can pass the exams though. 
You see, I didn’t go far in school and I 
been working too hard, to do much 
studying by myself. So when I’m handed a 
question about how many liters of oxygen 
it takes to bring a guy out of a gas coma, 
I’m stumped. Just the same, I think I’d be 
a good cop.”  

Stockton went on dumping coins into 
the counting machines. Every few minutes 
the car slid to a smooth stop at a station, 
and Walsh was on the alert again. He 
glanced at his watch. Ten minutes of two 
and they were nearing the end of the line. 

 
T THE 94th Street local stop, Walsh 
gave the signal for the doors to swing 

back. He could see three men coming 
down the steps from the change booth, 
located half a flight up at this particular 
stop.   Two of the men wore the gray 
uniforms of subway police. The other was 
dressed in brown pants and white shirt 
with his sleeves rolled up, the station 
agent. 

They handed in five sacks of money, 
the station agent took his receipt and 
Walsh signaled for the car to move on. 
Then he stiffened. The three men were 
running up the stairs. One of them gripped 
a gun in his hand and kept the muzzle of it 
against the station agent’s spine. Walsh 
realized that he’d never seen these subway 
cops before, but he had thought little of it. 
This was a new assignment to him—
taking over the collection car. He’d been 
meeting new faces every hour. 

The car was rumbling along, well 
behind the uptown local trains and no 
other trains were due for many minutes. 
Walsh had his hand ready to pull the air. 
That station agent had been in trouble; had 
been forced to turn over the sacks of 
money. But why? If those fake cops were 
crooks, they would have logically taken 

the money, not turned it over to the 
collection car. 

There was a plopping sound. Walsh 
felt his eyes grow hot and watery. Other 
similar sounds brought every man in the 
pay car to his feet. From the five sacks 
deposited at the last station came pungent, 
acrid gas. It filled their eyes, made them 
cough and weep uncontrollably. The 
action of the chemical was extremely rapid 
and it penetrated everywhere.  

Walsh heard the motorman give a cry 
of astonishment, and the train began to 
slow down. Ahead of them were the lights 
of the next to the last stop of the line. The 
motorman was bringing the train to a halt. 
Walsh stumbled forward. He knew what 
this meant. When the train stopped, there 
would be armed bandits ready to take 
over. 

But the motorman didn’t know that. 
Walsh reached the middle of the car and 
had to stop; He could no longer see; could 
hardly breathe. His head was spinning, his 
lungs screamed aloud for clean, pure air. 
Two of the men were on the floor, clawing 
at their throats.  

Then the car stopped and the 
motorman did what he thought best. He 
pressed the door buttons and they slid 
back. Instantly the car was swarming with 
men who wore gas masks. They carried 
guns, and one of the subway guards 
tugged at his own holstered weapon. A 
pistol barked three times. The guard 
tumbled backward and lay still.  

Stockton made a flying tackle for one 
bandit and died before he even got really 
started. Walsh edged toward the door 
through which cool air circulated. If he 
could get the damned tears out of his eyes, 
have vision enough to shoot by, he might 
be able to resist. But it was hopeless. 

All this had been too carefully 
planned. A muffled voice snarled 
something from behind a gas mask, and a 
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gun crashed down on Walsh’s scalp. He 
staggered back a few paces and the gun hit 
him again. This time he slumped to the 
floor of the car and stayed there. 

He awoke under the ministrations of 
an ambulance surgeon. Men were running 
an around the station platform and a score 
of blue-uniformed city police were helping 
carry the wounded and badly gassed 
victims to the surface. A burly detective 
lieutenant helped Walsh to stand erect. 

 
ELL,” he queried, “what did 
they look like? I’m told you 

were in charge of the collection car, so you 
ought to be the smartest of the lot. Believe 
me, the others are a bunch of dumbbells, 
except for the station agent up ahead who 
heard the noise and turned in the alarm.”  

“How can any of us give you a 
description?” Walsh parried resentfully. 
“They all wore gas masks and we were 
already blinded by the gas. I did notice 
that the station agent at 94th Street was 
escorted to the train by a couple of subway 
cops I never saw before. I can tell you 
what they looked like. The agent can 
probably give you an even better 
description.”  

“The agent,” the lieutenant said 
sharply, “is in the morgue and your two 
regular cops assigned to his station are in 
the hospital with busted heads.”  

Walsh felt himself grow weak all over. 
This, then, was the perfect crime. Without 
a clue there was no hope of finding the 
murderous thieves. He half-staggered 
toward the yawning door of the collection 
car and stumbled inside. Stockton lay as 
he had fallen, except that a sheet from the 
morgue wagon covered him. Walsh’s eyes 
grew grim and narrow. Stockton had done 
his best—and died for it. Somewhere five 
murderers were loose, probably gloating 
over their crime and readying another 
equally as ruthless and clever. 

Then Walsh noticed that the sack of 
money he had placed on the high shelf was 
gone. 

He allowed the ambulance surgeon to 
have his way and went to the hospital for 
an X-ray of his head and treatment of his 
eyes. He read the early morning editions 
of the newspapers and wrinkled his nose at 
Lieutenant Brophy’s curt criticism of the 
subway police. Walsh would have liked to 
see that overstuffed, acid-tongued cop do 
any better. 

He reported to his superiors and his 
offer of resignation was rejected. Then 
Walsh closed every door to the office and 
spoke in a low tone. When he left, Walsh 
no longer wore the uniform of a subway 
cop. He’d been stripped of his rank and 
turned into a platform guard. 

After a few days he was transferred to 
the 137th Street Station, quietly and with 
no display. 

For four days he lounged around the 
platform, keeping his eyes on the turnstiles 
through which hundreds passed daily. 

It was the afternoon of the eighth day 
after the holdup when Walsh jerked erect. 
A thin-faced man had dropped his nickel 
into the slot and pushed his way through 
the turnstile. He waited on the platform for 
a downtown local. 

Walsh stepped into a porter’s room, 
removed his uniform coat and cap, hastily 
donning civilian clothes. 

He was back on the platform as the 
next train pulled in. He boarded it and sat 
down opposite the thin-faced man. 

For six hours he dogged that man’s 
steps from cafe to gambling house and 
finally back to the subway. The trail then 
led to a two-story, one-family house at the 
end of a long street. There were no 
neighbors for blocks. Lights gleamed from 
the windows and Walsh noticed that every 
curtain was pulled down. 
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IS man stopped, lit a cigarette and 
turned around slowly as if to be 

certain he wasn’t followed. Walsh ducked 
off the sidewalk and lay prone, deep in the 
long grass of veritable pasture land. Then 
the man moved on, walked up to the front 
door and tapped on the panels. It opened 
and he vanished from sight.  

Walsh moved forward cautiously. 
These men, if they were the bandits, would 
be wide awake. The slightest slip would 
spell quick death. He dodged over to an 
elm tree and held himself rigid behind its 
trunk. He noticed that there was a rear 
exit, leading almost straight into a garage. 
A high-powered car would be waiting, 
ready for a long fast hop. The thing to do 
now was get help and plenty of it.  

Walsh began retreating slowly. He 
passed by a clump of lilac bushes, growing 
wild in this deserted section of a great city. 
Something moved out from behind the 
bush, and he felt a gun prod his side.  

“Okay, pal, you had a good look, huh? 
Now supposin’ we go inside where you 
can see everythin’.”  

Walsh groaned inwardly. So a guard 
was maintained to be certain no member 
of the mob was trailed. He’d stepped 
directly into a neat trap. Walsh shrugged 
as he raised his hands shoulder high. 

“To you, I’d say nothing doing on the 
invitation,” he said quietly, “but your gun 
speaks louder than you, Mister. I’ll go 
along.” 

“Get movin’. And no noise, 
understand? You came alone because this 
place would be lousy with cops if you 
didn’t. That makes it sweet for us.”  

His captor walked on the outside, gun 
held ready. Walsh went as slowly as 
possible, and he kept edging toward the 
gunman, forcing him slowly and 
unconsciously toward the curb. This street 
hadn’t been cared for in years. The curb 
had fallen away in places and it was very 

dark. The gunman’s foot slipped off the 
rounded edge of the curb and for one fleet 
second, Walsh wasn’t covered. 

He brought down his hands, slapped 
the gun aside and delivered a terrific sock 
under the chin. The gunman reeled back 
and out of range of Walsh’s fists. He was 
too stunned to bring the gun into play and 
before he could recover his wits, Walsh 
was upon him again. He wrenched the 
weapon free, but took a pounding over the 
heart to accomplish it. 

The gunman suddenly opened his 
mouth and gave vent to a yell of alarm. 
Then Walsh slugged him with the pistol 
butt. He whirled to face the house and saw 
all lights extinguished almost 
simultaneously. 

Stripping the unconscious gunman of 
his belt and tie, Walsh hastily tied the man 
up and then gagged him. Finally, armed 
with two guns now, he maneuvered his 
way to the house. It was too late to go for 
help. Firing the gun would bring no one, 
for, as far as he could see, there were no 
neighbors. If he left, the bandits would pile 
into their getaway car and be miles from 
this spot before Walsh could return.  

There was only one thing to do—
attack solo. 

It was a highly dangerous thing to try, 
but Walsh recalled Stockton’s crumpled 
body and the lack of mercy shown by 
these killers. He remembered the police 
censure he had suffered and the long hours 
he had waited for just this moment. He 
wasn’t going to pass up this chance now. 

 
RIMLY Walsh moved on the house. 
There was no shooting. Probably they 

didn’t want to risk making much noise and 
were content to let him get close enough 
for a single shot to wipe him out. But 
Walsh had other ideas. He drew his coat 
collar high to mask the whiteness of his 
shirt. He pulled his hat down low and 
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became just a blob of a shadow moving 
through the darkness. 

He made a half-circle of the house and 
came at it from the opposite side, where 
the grass was high enough to cover his 
movements. There was a narrow, cleared 
space which he had to negotiate. He did so 
in a flying lunge that brought him plumb 
against the brick foundation of the house. 
Crawling quietly, he reached the front 
porch. 

A curtain moved and Walsh fired two 
quick shots. They drew a howl of anguish, 
but no return fire. He kept out of range of 
that window, climbed to the porch and 
picked up a chair. Swinging this, he 
crashed the pane of glass to bits, dropped 
the chair and fired one shot into the room. 
Then he took a headlong dive through the 
window. 

Someone came toward him with a 
rush. Walsh stuck out his foot and the 
attacker went skidding across the floor on 
his face. He bounded to his feet and raised 
the gun he held. Walsh shot him through 
the head. 

Someone pumped three quick shots 
from around the corner of the door leading 
to the hall. One nicked Walsh’s arm and 
stung, like the prick of a wasp. It only 
served to turn Walsh into a raging tornado. 
All ideas of silence were off now. Unless 
he missed his guess, the rest of this mob 
would be heading for the rear exit. 

Walsh took a flyer through the door, 
sprinted down the hallway and went into a 
flying tackle as he saw a shadowy form 
standing in front of him, gun coming 
down. 

He floored the man, felt a bullet whiz 
by his ear as the report almost deafened 
him. Then he pinned his man to the floor 
and without wasted motion, kicked him 
under the chin. He scooped up a third gun 
dropped by the thug. 

Three men were coming down the 

staircase. Walsh let go, emptying one 
pistol at them. One man knelt suddenly, as 
a slug smashed through his leg, but he 
hobbled up the stairs and with the other 
two disappeared in one of the bedrooms. 

Walsh grinned crookedly. “You 
mugs,” he sang out, “you’re licked! Come 
down out of there with your hands up.”  

“Sez you,” a harsh voice derided. 
“We’re slated for the chair if we’re caught, 
so we’ll go out shooting, see? You’re only 
one guy—we’re three and we got tommy 
guns. You’re the sap who is licked. If you 
stay, we’ll blast you, and if you run for it, 
we’1l see if you can outrun a stream of 
lead from one of these gats.”  

Walsh started up the staircase, walking 
as lightly as possible. The darkness 
prevented him from seeing much, but that 
worked both ways and protected him as 
well. A streak of flame emanated from the 
banister at the top of the landing. Bullets 
smashed into the walls, into the steps, and 
like a searching finger, tried to seek him 
out. 

Walsh fired straight into that streak of 
flame and it stopped immediately. He 
heard the gun fall to the floor, followed by 
the sodden thud of a body. 

“Got me,” someone groaned. “Can’t 
move—paralyzed! But I can see him now. 
I’ll tell you when he’s in position for 
shooting, and you can let ‘im have it.”  

“Good, Rocky,” the harsh-voiced thug 
called back. “Stay on the floor and he 
can’t get you. Tell us every move he 
makes.” 

T
 
HIS was a predicament. Instead of 
putting his man out of the picture, 

Walsh had made a dangerous guard of 
him. He couldn’t move, but he could see 
and sing out a warning. Walsh sat on the 
steps and removed his shoes. Then, 
gripping his empty pistol by the middle, he 
crept up on his hands and knees until he 
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reached the landing. If he showed his 
head, the wounded thug would sing out 
and guns would answer his cry. 

Somehow, he must be stopped and 
Walsh thought he knew the only way. 

Walsh’s right hand drew back and then 
snapped forward. The empty pistol flew 
through the darkness and slapped hard 
against the wounded thug’s head. He 
moaned as the gun rattled to the floor. 

“What was that?” Harsh-voice called 
out. 

“Me,” Walsh hissed in answer, trying 
to imitate the thug’s voice. “I tried to 
move, but no soap. Must have got me in 
the spine.”  

“Keep your eyes open!” came the 
order. “We’re getting set to go out the 
window but don’t worry—we’ll take him 
from the rear and get you away. Just watch 
for him.”  

Walsh slithered across the landing, 
seized the unconscious thug by the 
shoulders and very gently pulled him away 
from the door. 

“Boss,” Walsh hissed. “Boss, I think I 
can move. Maybe in a couple of minutes I 
can pick up my gun and mow this bird 
down.”  

“Swell—try it. Where is he now?”  
“Half-way down the steps,” Walsh 

replied. “He’s waiting for a chance to rush 
me. Be ready with your guns. I can’t hold 
him back.”  

Rapidly Walsh peeled off the 
unconscious man’s coat. He donned it and 
crept over toward the door, lying flat in the 
exact position assumed by the wounded 
crook. His hand closed around the stock of 
the submachine gun and his fingers told 
him that the ammunition drum was in 
position and half-full of cartridges. 

“Boss,” Walsh cried suddenly. “He’s 
comin’! Turn on the lights. You can get 
him now.”  

Instantly the hall lights flashed on and 
two men catapulted out of the bedroom, 
rifles aimed at the stairway. They only 
glanced at the man they believed was their 
own wounded comrade. Too late, they saw 
how they had been tricked. One, the thin-
faced man Walsh had trailed, spun around 
with his gun pumping lead.  

Walsh fired a burst and the thug went 
down, legs riddled. The last man promptly 
lowered his gun and elevated his hands. 

Distantly Walsh heard a siren. Half an 
hour later Detective-lieutenant Brophy 
almost bit his cigar in two. 

“Well,” he admitted, “you did what 
eighteen thousand cops were trying to 
accomplish. We never even had a lead. 
How’d you trail ‘em here?”  

“Come along to the subway station and 
I’ll show you,” Walsh invited, grinning 
happily. 

They watched the wounded thugs 
being taken away in ambulances. The ones 
able to navigate under their own power 
were piled into a patrol wagon. Lieutenant 
Brophy whisked Walsh to the subway 
station and followed him through the kiosk 
and up to the turnstiles. Walsh fumbled in 
his pocket and took out a solitary nickel. 
He dropped it into the slot and then 
stepped back. 

“Take a look,” he smiled. “Every time 
a nickel is dropped into one of those 
turnstiles, it stops beside a magnifying 
glass. That’s so nobody can try dumping 
slugs over on the company.”  

“But what’s that got to do with 
trapping those mugs?” Brophy asked. 

W
 

ALSH moved the turnstile and then 
dropped another nickel into the slot. 

This time the illuminated, magnifying 
glass, brought the surface of the coin into 
bold relief. He pointed to the enlarged 
Indian head on the nickel.  
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“See that punch mark in the middle of 
the Indian’s cheek? There’s another on the 
reverse side—smack in the center of the 
buffalo’s belly. We’ve been having trouble 
with crooked mechanics and booth men 
lately. I was given the job of tripping them 
up and I did just that by stamping a bunch 
of nickels with those marks. If the crooks 
stole any nickels and put them back in the 
booth—I could find them. If they just 
shoved them into their pockets, we had 
something to back up accusations. I had 
just finished the investigation the day of 
the stickup, and in the collection car was a 
sack of these nickels. It so happened that 
the sack was marked as containing half 
dollars. They grabbed it, thinking there 
might be a few hundred dollars in it. The 
nickels weren’t touched, you’ll remember. 
They were too heavy and bulky to make 
away with. Those nickels were marked so 
that the indentation wouldn’t be noticed by 
the naked eye, yet big enough for the 
magnifying glass in the turnstile machines 
to bring into relief.”  

“Yeah, yeah,” Brophy snapped, “but 

how did you spot the guy? You couldn’t 
watch every subway station in town.”  

Walsh chuckled. ‘‘You remember the 
alarm was sent in right after the stickup by 
the man at the station just ahead, and the 
whole area was closed off by radio cars 
within three or four minutes. I found that 
out later. Well, at that hour of the morning 
no bandit car could have broken through 
the cordon, so I figured they must have 
had a hideout all set right in the 
neighborhood. Those mugs were clever 
enough to plan that far ahead. Anyway, I 
took a chance and watched the turnstiles at 
this station. This mug shows, drops his 
nickel into the slot, and right there’s the 
pay-off. I trailed him back to the hideout 
and the rest was a cinch.”  

“Yeah, yeah,” Brophy grumbled. 
“Some cinch. You tackled five killers and 
got them all. Son, you ought to be on the 
regular cops. There’s plenty of room for 
guys like you—smart guys.”  

“Tell that,” Walsh suggested, “to the 
Civil Service Commission. They say I’m 
too dumb.” 

 


