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Newshawk Danny Davis, the columnist, had been writing about a dead man for six months, 

and the city editor was fed up. But the dead man was not satisfied even when Davis was 
canned. For Death sent his staring, green-and-red-faced kinsman to give the newspaper man 

an assignment in hell. 
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ANNY DAVIS hunched his shoulders 
against the cold drizzle, expertly 
dodged his way across the Howard 

Street flow of traffic and went into the Clarion 
building. He took an elevator to the third 
floor, threaded his way sullenly through the 
crowded city room. 
 Several of the shirt-sleeved men at the 
copy desk looked up, grinned at him. 
 “I suppose,” Davis muttered sourly at 
them, “I’m being looked for.” 
 “You said it, Danny. Keep right on 
going. He’s anxious to see you.” 
 One of the staff re-write men winked, 
called: 
 “It’s been nice knowing you, Danny. 
Maybe you can get another job with the 
Examiner or the Record. Those sheets don’t 
mind printing stuff about Joe Morrelli. They 
don’t care how long he’s been dead.” 
 “Don’t let the Old Man fire you, 
Danny. Walk in and say you quit.” 
 “Sure, kid. Tell him there’s plenty of 
sheets in this town would pay you handsome 
to keep resurrecting Joe Morrelli. Everybody 
loves a dead man.” 
 “Nuts,” Davis said. He stopped in front 
of a door at the end of the city room. The 
upper half of the door was glass. Gold and 
black letters on it said: City Editor. Mr. 
Nelson. 
 Davis eyed it speculatively for a 
moment, then threw back his shoulders with a 
grim gesture and went in. 
 He stood in the middle of the untidy 
room, water dripping from his drenched coat 
and forming small puddles on the threadbare 
carpet. He looked truculently at the small, red-
faced man with shaggy, white-thatched hair 
and heavy, white eyebrows. The city editor 
remained intensely absorbed in chewing his 
nickel cigar, checking typewritten sheets with 
a red pencil. 
 Davis coughed slightly, said: “Good 
evening.” 
 Nelson looked up, boomed: “Take off 

your hat. It’s not raining in here.” 
 Davis took off his crumpled felt, 
scratched his left ear with his right hand, 
shifted slowly from one foot to the other. 
 Nelson’s flinty-blue eyes surveyed the 
reporter. Finally he said: “It was nice of you to 
drop in. I hope it’s not inconveniencing you.” 
 “Listen, Mike—” 
 “If I’m wasting your time, stop me. I 
sort of hoped you could spare a few moments 
from writing about Joe Morrelli and put in an 
idle minute or so listening to me.” Nelson’s 
heavy-voiced, elaborate sarcasm bit through 
Davis, caused the reporter to flush darkly. “Of 
course you only been writing about Morrelli 
for six months, now. And the guy’s only been 
dead for six months. The readers must be 
waiting for your next comment with their 
tongues hanging out.” 
 “Have a heart, Mike. What did you 
send for me for?” 
 “You’re fired, Davis.” 
 “Again?” 
 “Again, hell. This is final. You’re 
fired, through, out.”  
 “Mike, you don’t—” 
 

ELSON shot out of his desk, came 
around and stood in front of Davis, his 

diminutive figure looking ludicrously small 
against the reporter’s big, rawboned frame. 
The city editor’s normally red face purpled as 
he exploded: 
 “I don’t want you around this sheet 
any more, Davis. You used to be a damn’ 
good newshawk, but you’ve been wasting 
time for a year. You did one big-time thing—
one. You sent Morrelli up to the pen for 
robbery. You got rid of this town’s biggest 
and most dangerous mobster. That was okay. 
Then you did nothing but write about him. 
Everything you turned in was filled with 
Morrelli. You rode on your laurels, wrote 
about your one flash and nothing else. I put up 
with that because Joe Morrelli was always 
news, in prison or out. But then Morrelli was 
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killed in that jail-break explosion. 
 “Did you stop writing about him? Hell, 
no. You even wrote more. Every day for the 
last six months your column has been a 
continual obituary for Joe Morrelli. When I 
told you to stop, you started in comparing 
every other mob that sprang up with 
Morrelli’s mob. They did this and that like the 
Morrelli mob, they looked like the Morrelli 
mob, they used the same system as the 
Morrelli mob. People are sick of it! 
Y’understand?” 
 Nelson stopped his booming tirade, 
sucked in breath, leaned forward again. Davis 
scratched his right hip with his left hand, 
blinked, said: 
 “Listen, Mike. These other gangs just 
happened to impress me like the Morrelli gang 
used to. I’ll quit writing about them if you say 
so.” 
 “Say so? You’ll quit writing 
altogether! You’re canned.” 
 “Aw—” 
 “Aw, nuts. Take your Morrelli angle 
away from you, and you’re not even a second-
rate cub. Just a hack that hit on one big-time 
scoop, you been milkin’ it for all it’s worth 
ever since. Whether you know it or not, a dead 
man isn’t news after he’s been dead six 
months. He was blown to pieces. One of his 
mob saw him blasted ten feet in the air and he 
didn’t come down whole. He’s washed up—
finished. Just like you. Get out of here, Davis. 
You don’t have any salary coming. You owe 
me more than you got due. Get out.” 
 “All right, Mike. I quit.” 
 Nelson gasped. “You what?” 
 “I quit. I know when I’m not wanted.” 
 Nelson trembled, his face livid. He 
banged a small fist into his open hand. “Davis, 
get out of here before I do something drastic.” 
 Davis scowled, nodded. He jammed 
his battered hat on his head, moved reluctantly 
to the door, said: “Okay. Okay. But you’ll be 
sorry. The Examiner will be mighty glad to 
get me.” 

 “And how! The Examiner’s filling 
their sheet up with stuff about this new 
Butcher Mob that hit town last night. They’re 
not interested in a hoodlum who’s been dead 
for half a year.” 
 Davis’ brown eyes took on an eager 
sparkle. He said: “Listen, chief. I scooped the 
Morrelli mob, didn’t I? I sent him up by 
exposing a robbery when nobody else could 
touch him, didn’t I?” 
 “So what?” 
 “I can do the same thing with this 
Butcher gang.” 
 Nelson looked at him for a moment, a 
speculative light in his eyes. Then he shook 
his head. 
 “You’re goofy, Davis. Nobody knows 
a thing about this Butcher gang. They’re tough 
and mysterious. Nobody knows who’s at the 
head of it. He’s never been seen. He’s brought 
his crowd here from Chicago and is gonna 
muzzle in on this city’s rackets. There’s gonna 
be a sweet gang war in a day or so—or even 
maybe tonight. You can’t tell. You couldn’t 
get within a mile of ’em. Scram.” 
 Davis persisted, eagerly. “But if I 
could? If I could bring in the identity of this 
guy who runs it? Would I get my job back?” 
 Nelson didn’t hesitate. “Yeah. But you 
won’t get anything. Scram.” 
 Davis opened the door, went through, 
stuck his head back in and said solemnly: 
“You know, chief, this new mob reminds me 
of the Morrelli crowd. They work the same 
way the Morrelli—” 
 “Get the hell out of here!” 
 

AVIS lived in a cheap apartment house 
in the downtown section. It was a five-

block walk from the Clarion office and he 
decided to hike it regardless of the bleak rain. 
He walked slowly, absorbed in his own 
thoughts. The theatre traffic milled about the 
streets and endless lines of taxis honked and 
crawled by him. He didn’t notice. 
 A year ago Joe Morrelli, big shot 
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mobster, had ruled the city with a cruel, 
bloody hand. For a long period a week would 
not go by unblighted by some ghastly murder 
or gang killing precipitated by Morrelli. Then 
Davis had tripped up the big shot by a 
screaming exposition in his paper which had 
forced the police into action. Morrelli had 
been sent up for five years on a robbery 
charge. With him had gone his mob. And six 
months after he had started his term, Morrelli, 
with his deadly, cold precision, had instigated 
a horrible jail break which, had it been 
successful, would have freed himself only, at 
the expense of ten of his faithful gang. 
 Davis remembered vividly the ghastly 
details of that break. Morrelli’s men had been 
doing hard labor in a granite quarry where 
guards and trusties were busy at blasting with 
dynamite. At Morrelli’s command, the ten 
men had overpowered the guards, had gotten 
possession of one of the trucks used for 
hauling granite and dynamite. Morrelli had 
cunningly tricked his men into believing the 
truck was filled with nothing but granite, had 
persuaded them to get on the huge vehicle 
with him and drive it full-tilt in an effort to 
shatter the iron gates of the prison yard. 
 Prison officials later surmised that 
Morrelli never intended that his men should 
escape. No one knew better than he that an 
escaped convict had more chance of continued 
liberty if he had only himself to watch out for. 
 Morrelli had jumped from the truck ten 
feet before it struck the gate. The driver, 
seeing his chief jump, had followed his 
example. The terrific explosion jarred the 
country for miles around the prison. None of 
the men on the truck had survived. The driver, 
both legs torn off, had lived long enough to 
bitterly tell officials he had seen Morrelli 
blown high in the air, had seen him come 
down in separate bloody pieces. The mutilated 
bodies had never been definitely identified, 
and some had not been found at all, except for 
pitiful, red-drenched rags of clothing and 
particles of flesh. That had been the last of Joe 

Morrelli. 
 Davis shuddered involuntarily as he 
recalled the incident. He hunched his 
shoulders as though to ward off the chilling 
rain, turned up the steps that led to the dimly 
lit hallway of his apartment house. 
 The Butcher mob, he knew, had 
derived its gruesome sobriquet from the 
appalling number of killings it had already 
perpetrated. In the same manner that Morrelli 
had slaughtered everyone in this city who had 
stood in his way, so the leader of the Butchers 
had murdered human obstacles in Chicago. 
Davis had continually referred to this fact in 
his column, had repeatedly urged the police to 
do something about it before the Butchers got 
control as their similar predecessor, Morrelli, 
had done before them. 
 He walked slowly up the carpeted 
steps to the third floor, moved abstractedly 
down the narrow hallway to his unlocked door 
and opened it. He went in, turned on the light, 
gasped and swore softly. 
 “Get ’em up in the air, Davis,” the 
voice came in a low harsh whisper. “Close the 
door, quiet-like, then come over here and set 
down.” 
 

AVIS raised his hands, moved to the 
door and gently kicked it shut. Then he 

stared at the huge man by the bed, a black 
heavy automatic in his big fist. 
 “I said come over and set down.” 
 The heavy, puissant jaw was 
unshaven; a jagged, inflamed scar ran down 
from the thick black hair, over the narrow 
forehead, between the bovine black eyes and 
halfway down the broad, mashed nose. There 
was something animal-like and sinewy in the 
heavy body under the long black topcoat 
Davis thought of the strength that was in those 
thick arms and shoulders. He moved to the 
bed and sat down. 
 The dark man drew back his left hand 
and slapped Davis viciously in the face. Davis 
swore, half rose. 

D



Torture Tryst 5

 “What the hell’s the—” 
 “Set down!” The dark man hit him 
again, hard. Davis’ head rocked, red dots 
fidgeted in front of his eyes. He shook his 
head to clear it, stared hard at the man 
towering above him. His eyes were puzzled, 
his brain racing to find an answer for the 
situation. 
 “Who are you?” he asked. “What’s the 
idea—” 
 “I’ll ast the questions, punk,” the big 
man rapped. “And as long as I ain’t got any 
questions, there won’t be any gab. Get up.”  
 Davis got up, but not fast enough. The 
man grasped him by the collar, yanked him to 
his feet and slapped him again. Davis’ eyes 
glinted; he twisted out of the grasp, drove his 
fist into the man’s stomach and closed in. The 
blow had not traveled far, but it had power 
behind it and would have knocked the wind 
out of an ordinary man. The big fellow merely 
grunted, brought his balled fist up to connect 
with Davis’ jaw. The reporter wobbled back 
weakly, leaned against the wall, breathing 
heavily. 
 “Tough, huh?” he muttered. He moved 
forward, fist cocked. 
 “Tough enough, goof,” the man 
rapped. He shoved his gun against Davis’ 
stomach, pushed him to the wall. “Get smart, 
lug. Get smart. If you wanna play, I’ll take off 
my coat and play good. Then I’ll have to carry 
you. You better quiet down and come along 
without making no more trouble.” 
 Davis nodded, said slowly: “Let’s get 
going. I know when not to be tough.” 
 The man showed big teeth in a 
lopsided grin, got his derby from off the bed 
and nodded to the door. 
 “Out. You first,” 
 Davis moved out. The man put his gun 
in his pocket, held on to it, followed the 
reporter. 
 In the street the man hailed a cab, gave 
the driver a lower town address and got in the 
back seat with Davis. The cab pulled out and 

for a while followed the stream of traffic 
down Howard Street. Then it veered off and 
headed in the direction of the waterfront 
district. The street was dark and lined with 
closed shops and shabby tenements. 
Occasional cars and cabs passed them going in 
the opposite direction. Then even these 
stopped, and the cab threaded its way alone 
through the black, wet night. 
 Davis shifted uncomfortably in his 
seat. He took a look at the man sitting beside 
him, saw the heavy automatic on the man’s 
knee. He looked back at the cold rain. He 
rubbed his finger along his nose, brows 
contracted as he tried to figure things out—
and couldn’t. He had just lost a job that he 
couldn’t afford to lose, and Nelson had given 
him one chance to salvage it. Find the Butcher 
gang, get something hot on it. If possible, find 
the leader. 
 He swore under his breath, rapped his 
knuckles nervously against the window. What 
did this mug beside him want? Had anybody 
sent him? Who was he? For apparently no 
reason the man had planted himself in Davis’ 
room, and when the reporter had come in, had 
slapped him around on general principles. 
Why? 
 “Quit knockin’ on the window, punk,” 
the man said. Davis removed his fingers. 
Huge, brooding warehouses loomed on each 
side of the street and seemed to frown 
ominously at the rain. The repugnant odor of 
the harbor pervaded the dank atmosphere. 
There wasn’t a parked car in sight, nor any 
signs of life in the deserted streets and 
warehouses. For some reason Davis shivered. 
Once more he fell into wondering—why? 
 The big man leaned forward, said: 
“Okay, buddy, stop here. Third on your right.” 

T
 

HE DRIVER brought the cab to a stop in 
front of one of the smaller warehouses. It 

had a small door beside the huge one for 
trucks, and black, dirty-glassed windows 
began at what must have been the second 
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floor. 
 The big man got out and paid the 
driver. Davis stared at him, startled. From 
head to foot he had turned a deep, infernal red. 
Even as he turned to face Davis, he had been 
suddenly transformed into a creature bathed in 
a ghastly, sickly green. Davis said: 
 “What the hell.” Then he realized what 
had done it. Across the street, on top of a large 
warehouse, a huge electric sign winked 
alternately in green and red letters and 
extolled the mellowness of the cigarettes 
which were made by the company owning the 
warehouse. 
 Davis grinned feebly. “In that light you 
looked like something out of hell.” He glanced 
again at the sign, looked away quickly as the 
glare hurt his eyes. 
 “Get movin’,” the man said. Davis 
preceded him, stood by while he knocked 
loudly on the small door. After a long 
moment, the door swung open. Davis could 
see nothing but the blackness of the doorway, 
and then the light from the cigarette sign 
reflected on something that was menacingly 
pointed at his head. The gun moved and a hard 
voice said: 
 “Okay, Blackie. Bring him in. Sam’s 
upstairs waiting for him. It took you long 
enough.” 
 Blackie grunted. “He wanted to play.” 
 “Oh, he wanted to play, did he? Come 
in here, Davis. You’ll play lots in a few 
minutes. Lots.” 
 A hand dragged Davis into the musty, 
narrow hall. The hand released his neck, and 
came down hard on his face, then quickly 
across his forehead and eye. Davis swore, 
lashed out with his fist into the darkness. His 
fist caught somebody’s chin, sent the man 
stumbling back against the steps. The man 
groaned, swore, charged in, fists swinging 
blindly. 
 “You still wanna play, do you? You 
lousy—” Before his fists had connected, 
Blackie had stepped between them and shoved 

them apart. He clipped: 
 “Lay off, Tony. You crazy? Sam’s 
waiting for this guy.” 
 Tony muttered sullenly, rubbed his 
jaw. He turned and led the way upstairs. Davis 
followed him and Blackie came last, all three 
stumbling in the blackness. 
 Davis pressed his hand to his eye, felt 
a little blood where Tony’s blow had cut it. He 
said ruefully: 
 “I’m not very popular around here and 
I don’t give a damn. But I would like to know 
why.” 
 

LACKIE said: “Shut up. You’ll find out 
soon enough. Then you’ll wish you 

hadn’t.” 
 They walked out in a huge room that 
ran the length of the building. Heavy bales of 
what appeared to be cotton or hay, lay strewn 
about the sides. Light from a door at the head 
of the steps trickled out. Tony led them to this 
door, then he stepped back and pushed Davis 
into the lighted room. 
 The reporter blinked until his eyes 
became accustomed to the light. Then he 
glanced around. 
 Strung about the room were eight or 
nine men. They wore heavy dark overcoats, 
some of which were hanging loosely open and 
exposing guns in shoulder holsters strapped 
across their chests. Hard, vicious faces turned 
and unpleasant eyes bored into him. Here 
again he met that open hostility, almost a hate, 
that he had already experienced from Blackie 
and Tony. 
 It was the figure seated behind the 
bare, wooden table that riveted Davis’ gaze, 
caused his breath to rasp deeply in his throat. 
A man sat looking at him. The man was tall, 
emaciated and had a black fedora pushed back 
over his white, almost platinum hair. But it 
was the eyes that sent a little shiver crawling 
down Davis’ spine. 
 The man’s eyes were huge and 
unnaturally black and lusterless. They drilled 
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through Davis with a strange intensity that 
made him mad. With an effort, Davis looked 
away, glanced through the solitary window 
and saw the red and green of the cigarette sign 
glaring into the room. 
 The man at the table took his eyes off 
Davis, said: 
 “Help me up.” Two of the mobsters 
immediately jumped to his side, put their 
hands under his elbow and assisted him to his 
feet. They moved with him around the table 
and helped him towards the reporter. Davis 
saw that the man’s right foot was shriveled 
unnaturally and what there was of it was 
twisted grotesquely inward. The man was a 
hopeless cripple. 
 He stopped directly in front of Davis, 
and the two men backed away. Davis saw that 
one thin hand held a small automatic. For a 
long moment the hideous eyes stared at the 
reporter, then the man said: “Say something, 
Davis.” 
 Davis frowned. “Say what?” 
 “Anything. Go on—say something!” 
 “Sure I’ll say something. Who the hell 
are you and why the hell am I brought down 
here? What do you want with me?” 
 The eyes never left his face; the thin 
lips pulled back in an unpleasant smile. Davis 
could not look into the eyes long and his gaze 
wandered to the incongruous, almost 
ridiculous white hair. The voice came again: 
 “I’ll tell you who I am, Davis. You’ll 
be surprised.” 
 Davis waited, his throat a little dry. 
Behind the man, Blackie scraped his big feet 
in impatient disgust. He grated: 
 “Hell, Sam. Cut out the horsin’ around. 
We ain’t got all night. Get it over with.” 
 The face of the man called Sam 
suddenly went white and twisted into a 
distorted mask of rage. He whirled on Blackie, 
his voice coming in a thick rasp: 
 “Are you giving me orders? Are you 
telling me what to do? I ought to give it to you 
for making me wait while you took your 

damn’ time bringing Davis here!” 
 Blackie scowled. 
 “Aw nuts, Sam. The gay wanted to 
fight. Who do you think you are, telling me 
what to do? I’m sick of taking orders from 
you, anyway. How the hell can I be sure you 
know what you’re doing! You’re not only 
crippled but you’re a—” 
 The tall man’s arm flashed up. Blackie 
shrieked: 
 “Wait a minute, Sam! I didn’t mean it! 
Wait a—” 
 The first shot tore through Blackie’s 
hair. The second and third got him in the face 
and stomach. Blackie had stopped breathing 
by the time he slipped to the floor and fell 
forward on his face. The light from the electric 
sign across the street alternately bathed his 
body in lurid red and ghastly green. The men 
around the room stared indifferently at him, 
then two of them came forward and dragged 
him out of the room. 
 Davis felt a nauseous void in the pit of 
his stomach as the tall man turned around and 
the big eyes fixed on a spot between his chest 
and abdomen. The man was insane. 
 “Talk, Davis,” came the voice, soft and 
very sibilant. 
 Davis swallowed hard, said: “Who are 
you?” 
 “Does the name Morrelli mean 
anything to you?” 
 

HE reporter started, tried to keep his 
voice calm. “Yeah. Joe Morrelli does.” 

 “I’m Sam Morrelli, Joe’s brother.” 
 There was a dead silence in the room. 
Davis kept looking at the white hair, noticing 
how odd it looked when the red and green 
lights from the window flickered over it. Sam 
Morrelli said: 
 “You heard of the Butcher mob?” 
 Davis drew in his breath sharply. 
“Yeah.” 
 “This is the Butcher mob. I’m the big 
shot. How’d you like to print that in your 
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column?” 
 Davis didn’t answer. He grinned 
faintly, ironically as he thought of how Nelson 
would react to that news. It would have been a 
real scoop. It would have brought Davis his 
old job and an increase in salary. It was tough, 
he thought, that he’d never be able to write it. 
Morrelli was saying softly: 
 “You kept on writing about the 
Morrelli mob. You didn’t let it lay. I figured 
you might stumble onto something some day. 
So—you’re gonna get it.” 
 Davis nodded. He felt numb and didn’t 
seem at that minute to care or let it matter that 
he was within a couple of minutes of dying. 
 “I don’t need to tell you that I’m 
giving it to you because you killed Joe. If you 
hadn’t sent my brother to the pen he’d never 
have tried that break. You know that, don’t 
you? I’m gonna give it to you in the guts, 
Davis. I’m gonna let you lie around and feel it 
hurt for awhile. It’ll take a coupla hours for 
you to die. You know that, don’t you?” 
 “Yeah. Come on and get it over with. 
No speeches.” 
 The eyes never left his face. The 
mouth twisted in anger. “All right, Davis! 
Take it! Take it in the guts! Here it is—all for 
you!” 
 The gun hand went up, came down and 
leveled. Davis tensed himself, didn’t breathe. 
The men around the room looked curiously. 
One of them shifted uneasily, blurted: 
 “Hey, Sam! For cripe’s sake get out of 
here. Some of the mob’s been cornered down 
at Pratt Street by some of Ernie Rossetti’s 
crowd. They need help—quick.” 
 There was a general stirring about in 
the room. Men looked questioningly at their 
chief. He didn’t take his eyes from Davis. He 
said: 
 “Tie this guy up. Lay him down on the 
floor. Then get down to Pratt Street. I’m 
staying here and doing this job right.” 
 Three of the men came towards Davis. 
The reporter jumped for the window. His fist 

crashed through the dirty glass and he had one 
foot on the sill by the time they caught him. 
 “Be careful!” Morrelli screamed. 
 

HE men brought some rope from the 
storeroom outside and bound Davis’ 

hands behind him. Then they tied his feet. He 
could tell by moving his arms and feet that the 
job had been poorly done. If he were left alone 
he could get loose. If Morrelli stayed with him 
to put a shot into his stomach and watch him 
die, he was sunk. 
 Two of the men helped the cripple to 
the table and he half sat on it, his gun trained 
on Davis’ middle as the reporter lay on the 
floor under the window. 
 “Okay,” Sam Morrelli said. “The rest 
of you clear out. Come back here unless the 
dicks trail you. I’ll wait here.” 
 The men filed out slowly. Davis heard 
the door downstairs open and close. In a few 
moments he heard the roar of two cars in the 
street. The motors warmed up for a moment, 
then the cars raced down the street out of 
earshot. 
 Furtively, so as not to distract 
Morrelli’s attention, Davis began working his 
hands underneath him. His fingers touched a 
sharp, jagged piece of glass from the broken 
window. He manipulated it in his fingers, 
began tediously and stealthily sawing it across 
the strands of rope about his wrists. Morrelli 
seemed not to notice, seemed intent only upon 
staring at Davis’ eyes. 
 “Talk, Davis. Say something. You 
ain’t got long. I’ve waited for this. I wanna 
give it to you and listen to you squeal.” 
 Davis moved the piece of glass, felt 
one of the strands part. He said: “It wasn’t my 
fault Joe Morrelli made the prison break. He’d 
never have gotten killed if he’d done his 
time.” 
 “Don’t stall, Davis.” 
 “You don’t blame me, do you? I’m not 
enthusiastic over the thoughts of dying.” 
 The eyes bored into his, didn’t seem to 
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notice the slight motion of his hands as he 
sawed the remaining strand of rope about his 
wrists. 
 “Joe wrote you a letter, Davis. He 
offered you plenty of dough not to headline 
that stuff in your paper.” 
 Davis started, gazed at the man sitting 
on the table. Then a tight smile twisted at the 
reporter’s lips, a funny light came into his 
eyes. He said: 
 “Nuh-uh. I didn’t go for bribery. I 
didn’t answer the letter.” 
 “Yes, you did. And you showed his 
letter to the dicks, rat.” 
 Davis was staring in amazement at the 
hideous, red face of the man sitting on the 
table. The face was green. Then it was red 
again. Morrelli kept staring at the reporter, a 
thin leer on the ugly lips. Davis shook his 
head sharply, unable to believe his eyes. Then 
he moved his fingers furiously, felt the rope 
part, break. 
 Morrelli suddenly snarled: “You’re 
gonna get it now, rat! Take it lying down!” 
 The gun leveled. Davis used his free 
hands to push himself to his feet. The gun was 
drilling on his belly, the thin finger tightening. 
He lurched suddenly to his feet, spun against 
Morrelli. Morrelli screamed. The gun jammed 
into Davis’ stomach. Davis pushed it away, 
closed in with the crippled man. 
 With an oath, Morrelli swung away. 
Surprising strength came to his aid and he 
shoved Davis clear. For a moment the reporter 
hobbled, trying to keep his balance, then he 
swayed against the chair behind the table, 
scraped it across the floor as he fell. 
 “Watch it!” he shouted. 
 Morrelli had the gun on him, an inch 
from his face. The finger tightened again. 
 Davis suddenly yelled: “You’re gonna 
get it now, Morrelli! I’m gonna bash your 
head in with this chair! Then you’ll burn in a 
steel chair!” 
 Morrelli’s face went scarlet and then 
livid. His huge eyes seemed to visualize 

himself sitting in that steel chair. They grew 
larger, seemed to pop from his contorted face. 
 “I’m gonna bash your face in!” Davis 
had stumbled to his feet, but could not raise 
the chair in time. He shouted? “Here it 
comes!” 
 Morrelli did a strange thing. He 
screamed and suddenly twisted the gun in his 
hand, jammed its muzzle against his own 
forehead. 
 “You’ll never see me in the chair!” he 
shrieked. 
 He fired once and the bullet tore half 
of his forehead away. Then he slumped to the 
floor and lay still. The huge eyes remained 
opened, staring in fixed horror at the ceiling. 
 Slowly Davis untied his bound ankles. 
Then he stood and looked down at the dead 
man. He shook his head, scratched his right 
ear with his left hand, turned and stared at the 
glare of the red and green winking cigarette 
sign. He nodded to the sign, said fervently: 
 “Thanks. Thanks a million times.” 
 Then he stepped carefully over the 
body of the dead man and went out. 
 Nelson sat behind his desk and stared 
from under shaggy white eyebrows at Davis. 
The big reporter grinned, said: 
 “How ’bout that job, Mike.” 
 Nelson looked evenly at Davis, 
chewed on the black pencil, said: 
 “You got it. And you got a raise, too, 
though I shouldn’t give it to you. Start 
explaining, lug.” 
 Davis rubbed a finger along his nose. 
 “There was only one guy in the world 
knew about Joe Morrelli sending me that letter 
attempting to bribe me. There was only one 
guy who knew I answered it. I should have 
known who he was by his limp, and also by 
that funny dyed hair. He got the limp in the 
explosion. He wasn’t Joe Morrelli’s brother, 
he just wanted some of those hoods to think 
that. The guy who was the head of the Butcher 
mob was Joe Morrelli himself.” 
 Nelson nodded. “I sort of guessed that. 
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He must have gotten away from that 
explosion. The man who thought he saw him 
come down in pieces was wrong. He came 
down in one piece. But I still don’t understand 
how you got away and why Morrelli shot 
himself.” 
 “Because,” Davis said slowly, “he 
thought I was going to cave his head in.” 
 “Hell, he could see you didn’t have the 
chair!” 
 Davis looked at Nelson, said: “I 

couldn’t make out why he wanted me to talk 
all the time, and why his mugs helped him 
walk when he could have walked by 
himself—even with that foot. And then when I 
saw the glare of that cigarette sign shine in his 
face I had the answers. He made me talk to 
locate me, his men guided him, and he didn’t 
even know the light was shining in his face. 
That explosion did something worse than 
cripple him. Ever since the jailbreak, Joe 
Morrelli was stone blind!” 

 


