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Satan’s Chauffeur 
by Charles Marquis Warren 

 
Anne Marvyn’s heritage was a bitter one—that of a lawman’s woman who knew that 

men of justice must ever fight against outnumbering odds. And her fear for Ben 
Swanson, the F. B. I. agent she loved, made their marriage impossible—until she was 

forced to be ...Satan’s Chauffeur. 
 

NNE MARVYN sat alone in her car 
at the Yuma Airport. Her face, as 
she lifted it to the blue expanse of 
sky, was tired and drawn, as though 

from an incessant weariness. Her eyes, 
clinging to the tiny Fairchild that circled the 
airport, were dark with an expression of 
dread that had, at last, taken firm root in her 
mind and heart. 

The Fairchild banked sharply, nosed 
down and came streaking for the field. Anne 
closed her eyes, leaned forward a little and 
inclined her head. She didn’t want to see him 
get out. She had a queer, empty feeling that 
this time something had happened to him, 
and she didn’t think she would be able to 
stand seeing him hurt, shot up. 

She tore her eyes open, and again the 
telegram on her knees swam before her 
vision. It was from Ben. 
 
IMPORTANT YOU MEET ME AT 
AIRPORT STOP HAD PARTY WITH SAM 
BUT SAM LEFT PARTY STOP THINK 
SAM INTENDS STOPPING BY YOUR 
PLACE STOP LOVE TO YOU AND JIM 
STOP 
 

Each word of the wire had seared into 
Anne’s brain as she had been waiting for the 
last two hours at the airport, watching with a 
cold void in her heart as each plane came in. 

Ben was coming in—her Ben. And 
somehow she knew he had been hurt. That 

“party” with Sam—she knew what that 
meant. Special Agent Ben Swanson had 
finally met up with Sam Giro. Ben had been 
trying to catch up with Giro ever since that 
public enemy had broken loose from the 
tinhorn rackets and started casting his 
sinister shadow of big shot with the first slug 
he had fired into a victim’s back. 

Sam Giro had risen rapidly in the last 
few months. His power had been felt, first in 
gangdom, then in the overcrowded annals of 
the local police wherever he happened to be, 
and finally he had come to the attention of 
the Department of Justice as a man who was 
slick enough to look before he leaped, a 
ruthless killer upon whom the killings could 
not be pinned. 

Anne knew all this. She knew that 
Giro, tracked doggedly by Ben, had finally 
lost his head. He and the three bodyguards 
that made up his mob had killed openly in 
Los Angeles, when a police lieutenant who 
refused to be either bribed or intimidated, 
had cracked down on Giro’s protection 
racket. Giro himself had shot down the 
lieutenant and then headed out of the state. 
And his crossing the line had made his 
capture an F.B.I. job. 

All this Anne knew in a vague, 
general way. What sent her mind spinning 
with fear was the fact that Ben had had his 
“party” with Sam Giro, and Giro had “left 
the party.” That meant Ben had caught up 
with the killer and Giro had shot it out and 
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escaped. That Ben was still alive and well 
enough to send a wire and give chase, Anne 
knew she should be thankful. But it wasn’t 
over. It would never be over. If Giro didn’t 
get Ben, then the next one would—or the one 
after that. 

She wrenched her thoughts away 
from the hopelessness of it and forced her 
eyes to gaze at the Fairchild, which had 
landed and was standing with idling motor at 
the end of the runway. 
 

NNE MARVYN saw him get out, saw 
the queer, hunched way he carried his 
left shoulder, and the way he held his 

left arm close to his body with his right hand. 
Then she was out of the car and running to 
meet him. 

He nodded, and smiled gently to her, 
and said: “Hello, Anne. Glad you could 
make it.” 

She didn’t cry out at the sight of his 
white face, the rumpled suit, the wet, sticky 
mess around the tiny hole in the cloth of his 
left shoulder. Ben wouldn’t want her to make 
a scene. It was part of his creed to ignore his 
hurts, just as it was with her father. 

Ben and Jim were part of what they 
called the Law, and their job entailed the risk 
of bloody shoulders. They didn’t complain, 
and they didn’t expect her to. That was the 
way of it; her father had adjusted her mother 
to it—and now Ben, the man she was to 
marry, was adjusting Anne to it, or thought 
he was. 

Her lips pressed tightly together, she 
linked her arm through Ben’s right arm, and 
walked with him to the car. Silently she 
drove along the road that led to her father’s 
gas station. She stole a look at Ben and saw 
that he was leaning back, eyes closed, lips as 
tight as her own. Finally she could stand it 
no longer. 

“Ben, does it hurt much?” He opened 

his eyes and smiled at her. 
“Giro couldn’t hurt me, honey,” he 

said softly. “He happened to throw a lucky 
shot while I wasn’t looking.” 

She didn’t believe him. The Arizona 
sun heat relentlessly down upon the 
chaparral dotted plains on either side of the 
highway. Soon the heat would reach the 
broiling point and become intolerable; but a 
cold shiver ran through her trim body as she 
gripped the wheel. 

“What’s going to happen, Ben?” she 
asked in a level voice. 

He sat up and tried flexing his 
wounded arm. With difficulty he managed to 
straighten and bend it. 

“I don’t just know, honey,” he 
muttered. “I caught up with Sam on this side 
of El Centro. I didn’t use my head and was 
driving a department car. Sam and his three 
gorillas had drawn off the road and were 
waiting for me. It was my own damn’ fault. 
They let me have it. I managed to get a 
couple of them—and I think I winged Sam. 
But they drilled my car, and then Sam picked 
me. The last I saw of ’em they were tearing 
down the road.” 

She didn’t take her eyes from the 
macadam. She felt as though her heart were 
being picked to pieces. In a minute she knew 
she was going to scream. 

“I know how Sam Giro’s mind 
works,” Ben was saying softly. “He knows 
how to drive the roads and elude the dicks. 
He and his gorillas have had a lot of practice 
at it. They pick up the radio warnings in their 
own car and then drive accordingly. He 
knows the easiest route to Chicago is the 
northern route—up by Flagstaff and on 
through Kansas. Therefore he’s going to take 
this southern way—to Phoenix, through New 
Mexico and up through Texas. That’s the 
hard way. I figured that. When I managed to 
get back to El Centro I wired you and got a 
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plane. It took me some time to get the plane, 
so Sam’s had a head start. But I figured I 
could overtake him here.” 

“Here?” Anne’s voice was breathless, 
almost hysterical. 

“Yes, honey.” As usual, Ben seemed 
to be oblivious to the fact that he was knifing 
her leaden heart with every word. A long 
time ago, Anne’s father, Jim, had knifed her 
mother just like that, when he was town 
marshal and was tracking desperate, 
renegades. Anne’s mother had survived that 
gnawing, unceasing, cold fear. But Anne told 
herself that she would never go through what 
her mother had gone through before her. She 
couldn’t stand it. 

“You see, honey,” Ben was saying, 
“Sam has got to get to Phoenix. Your 
father’s station is the last spot where he can 
get gas for a stretch of almost a hundred 
miles. That stretch is flat country, dry and 
parched when the sun beats its hardest. He 
won’t take a chance of running out of gas.” 

“And you—” her words stuck in her 
throat, and tears were misting in her eyes— 
“you’ll meet him there?” 

“That’s right. He’s due any time, and 
this time—” 

“Stop it, Ben!” Anne cried. 
 

HE ground on the brakes. The car was 
over to one side of the highway. Not far 
down the road, were the pumps and the 

small stucco house of her father’s gas 
station. She didn’t see it. She was blinded by 
desperation and the fear that had always 
gripped her. 

Ben was leaning toward her, startled, 
anxious. She didn’t see him. Tears had 
welled in her eyes, and her words spilled out 
like a torrent unimpeded by Ben’s attempts 
to soothe her. 

“Ben, you can’t do it. I won’t let you! 
It isn’t fair to you or to me. We love each 

other. We want to marry. But how can we—
how can we! Ever since you’ve been—been 
tracking down men, I’ve lived in a constant 
nightmare of fear and dread. You know that. 
Every time you write me, every time you see 
me, my mind is half-crazed with the constant 
fear of learning you’ve been shot. Ben, I 
can’t stand it. I can’t!” 

“Honey!” Both his arms were around 
her, and his voice was soft She would not 
listen. 

“No, Ben. I won’t let-you explain it 
this time. I know too much of what you’ll 
say. But what do I care about the F.B.I., or 
the government? The men in Washington 
don’t love you—they don’t want to marry 
you and live with a cripple the rest of their 
lives. But I do. And I want you well and 
strong. I want my man to live a normal life.” 

“Anne,” his voice was even and 
softly persistent. “Anne, this isn’t like you. I 
have a job, and that job is a fine thing. It’s 
fine to protect life, isn’t it; to clear the place 
we live in of a class of animal that kills on 
sight; that steals and kidnaps and menaces 
society? It’s a comforting thought to you, 
isn’t it, Anne, to know that the persons close 
to you are safe and that the things they love 
and regard as sacred are safe. Somebody’s 
got to keep them safe, honey.” 

“Yes, I know.” Anne’s voice had now 
calmed. It was as though she had suddenly 
made a decision. “Yes, I know all that. Jim 
was like you are now. He told Mother the 
same things. She lived in a constant terror, 
the way I live now.” 

“And Jim is all right now, Anne. He 
served his job—he came through. He’s got 
his gas station now, and he’s happy.” 

Anne’s face was set, grim. She 
dabbed at her eyes, then resolutely turned on 
the ignition, pressed the starter. 

“This great department of yours!” she 
muttered. “You believe in it. You trust it. But 
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does it help you? No. Why do they let one 
man go up against four killers? Why, if it’s 
such a good department, does it permit you 
to risk your life without any help?” 

“If they put two department men on 
every dangerous thug in the country, Anne, 
they would have to employ millions of men. 
One G-man is expected to do his job, and 
with favors from no one.” 

She headed the car for the gas station. 
“You’ve made your choice, Ben. I 

won’t go through with it. It’s not that I blame 
you for wanting to do your job. It’s just that I 
want you as you are. I love you, Ben, and I 
want you to be safe. You can understand.” 

“Yes,” he said softly, “I think I 
understand.” 
 

EN’S WOUND was bathed by Anne 
and her mother. It was a fresh tear, 
painful but not serious. Besides a slight 

stiffness in his arm, it would not bother him. 
Jim Marvyn, tall, stately, gray-haired, 

came in at intervals from attending the 
pumps, and talked to Ben as the G-man 
rested in the small living room. They had a 
lot in common, those two: Jim, a proud 
representative of the old Law; Ben, the 
eager, resourceful exponent of the new. Once 
Jim said: 

“Don’t worry about it, Ben. Anne’s 
like her mother. She’ll get over it. She’ll see 
the right.” 

But Ben shook his head. “No, I don’t 
think so—not this time.” 

Anne heard, and she bit her lip to 
keep back the tears. She turned her head 
slightly, so as not to see Ben’s frowning 
face. 

“What good is your law, your 
department?” she asked huskily. “What do 
they teach you that will take care of you?” 

“They train you to be alert,” Jim said 
kindly. “They teach you to take advantage of 

every opportunity—and in that way you 
protect yourself and others.” 

“It didn’t save Ben from being 
wounded,” Anne said quietly. 

“It saved him from being killed.” Jim 
smiled indulgently. 

Ben got up. “I’ll need my gun,” he 
said. “I figure they ought to be along pretty 
soon if they’re coming. Where’d you put my 
.38, Jim?” 

“Out in the kitchen. Had to wash 
some of those stains from it—it was hanging 
under the shoulder that got nicked.” Jim 
turned and went outside. 

Ben went into the kitchen. It was now 
hot—broiling—probably a hundred and 
twenty or more out on the highway. Sam 
Giro would certainly have to stop. He’d walk 
right into the trap. The heat would bring him 
in, gasping. Ben picked up his gun, reloaded 
it. 

Anne’s long, horrified scream 
brought him running through the house. He 
heard Mrs. Marvyn sobbing. Gun jutting 
from his fist, he threw caution to the winds at 
Anne’s second scream. An ugly sight met his 
eyes in the fleeting second before he flung 
his shot, and before a bullet tore into him. 
 

AM GIRO had managed it sooner than 
Ben thought was possible. The long 
touring car was drawn up beside the 

pump. Jim had just finished filling the tank 
with gas. But Jim was lying in the dust and 
the sweltering heat now. He was lying beside 
the car, where he had fallen when one of the 
gorillas in the car had leaned out and cracked 
him when Jim had suddenly given them a 
grunt of recognition. 

Sam Giro, swarthy-skinned, black-
haired, big and broad, was getting out of the 
car, automatic in his hand. One of his men 
was already clutching the figure of Anne 
Marvyn. He was trying to drag her away 
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from where she leaned over the still figure of 
her father. 

In the back of the car, from where he 
stood on the elevated level of the porch, Ben 
Swanson could see two men, their bodies 
sagging stiffly in the seat. Those two, he 
knew, were dead. He had gotten them early 
that morning in the gun fight. 

Even as his mind fleetingly took in 
these points, the G-man’s gun slapped up and 
kicked his palm as he threw lead into the 
man who was struggling with Anne Marvyn. 
He had to be careful not to hit Anne, and he 
took longer to aim than he would ordinarily. 
When he fired, the man spun clear around, a 
round hole in the back of his head. He 
sprawled across the inert figure of Jim 
Marvyn. 

The special agent whipped around to 
fire at Sam Giro. But the swarthy killer had 
taken advantage of the extra split second Ben 
had required to aim, and the swarthy man 
sent a slug ripping into Ben’s thigh. 

Ben fell forward. Giro turned and 
grasped the stooping figure of the girl. 

“You’re gonna drive me to Phoenix, 
baby,” he rasped. “Get in quick before I—” 

Ben had risen to his feet, his gun 
gone, and was limping toward the gunman. 
Giro swept the girl in front of him, and his 
automatic came up again. He had the G-man 
on a dead line between the eyes. But Anne’s 
arms suddenly lashed out, and the killer’s 
wrist was deflected. The bullet splattered 
into the roof of the porch. 

With one motion, Giro’s heavy arm 
raised his gun, brought it down on a sweep 
for Anne’s head, and at the same time, he 
leaped out of the way of Ben Swanson’s 
charging body. 

The gun grazed Anne’s temple, 
stunned her. She gave a sharp gasp, was 
conscious of Giro closing in with Ben, the 
swarthy man trying to bring his automatic 

into play, and then she slumped against the 
running board of the car. 

Through a dazzling blur she saw the 
figures of the two men as they rolled in the 
dust beside the car. Once she thought she 
saw Ben get up and stumble out of the reach 
of the huge arms of Giro, saw him roll about 
the front of the car. Then Giro catapulted his 
big body into the figure of the G-man. They 
were in the front now, and she could not see. 
But she heard the sickening sound of fist 
against bone, and then there was silence 
except for the heavy breathing of one man. 

“Ben!” she called, trying to stagger to 
her feet. “Ben—are you all right? Ben—” 

She gasped and sank back as Sam 
Giro stumbled to his feet and lurched toward 
her. He had found his gun and was prodding 
it into her neck, bruising her flesh. 

“In the car, skirt,” he gasped harshly. 
“I got to get to Phoenix, an’ you’re drivin’ 
me. I’m too fagged to try it in this heat.” 
 

HE drive was a nightmare for Anne 
Marvyn. Ben’s still body had been 
directly in front of the car, and she had 

had to maneuver it carefully so as not to run 
over him. 

The sun was beating down, and 
brilliant shafts of its heat struck the macadam 
of the highway as she drove. Breathing was 
difficult, and the glare seemed to reflect from 
the dry plains and come under the hood of 
the burning-hot car and scorch her skin. 

Sam Giro sat gasping by her side, his 
gun sticking in her ribs. He didn’t talk. His 
labored breathing and the pressure of the 
automatic were enough. As though he had 
spoken to her, she realized that when she 
drove him near enough to Phoenix, he would 
callously kill her and drive on. 

For one reason, Anne Marvyn was 
glad of that harrowing ride through the 
terrific heat with the swarthy killer at her 
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side: her change of mind that came too late 
to benefit her or Ben or old Jim. 

She had now actually seen killers at 
work. She had seen her father mercilessly 
beaten down. She had seen Ben shot and 
beaten. The man beside her was a killer. She 
knew now what they were, what hideous 
menaces, what warped animals they could 
be. And Ben’s words came back to her—the 
words that she had ridiculed. 

It wasn’t fear for herself that changed 
Anne Marvyn’s mind. No, not that. She 
didn’t mind dying so much now. She had 
nothing for which to live—with those still 
figures lying back there by the gas pumps. It 
was the sickening sensation that she hadn’t 
realized that what Ben and old Jim had said 
was true. Men like the man beside her were 
unleashed savages—and decent people 
needed protection from them. 

She knew now what her mother had 
gone through in the old days when Jim had 
maintained the law as a town marshal. 

Tears were in her eyes, her mouth 
was parched, and there was a lump in her 
throat. She was wishing only that she had let 
Ben know that she believed in him—even if 
his law didn’t teach him how to protect 
himself while he was protecting others. She 
was wishing those things, sobbing softly to 
herself—when it happened. 

There was a loud, hissing explosion, 
and she was suddenly blinded by a cloud of 
white that rose in front of her, covered the 
windshield. The car shrieked to a lurching 
halt. 

Steam—the radiator had burst— the 
sun had been too hot for it here on this 
inferno of a prairie. 

Cursing, Giro jumped out of the 
car—loped around to examine the front of 
the engine’s hood. Realizing it was hopeless 
to consider driving-the car farther, the 
gunman smashed at the burst radiator with 

his automatic. In a fit of rage he swore at the 
heat, at the car, at the burning sun. 

He came around to where Anne sat at 
the driver’s seat. She saw the look in his eyes 
that had been there when he shot Ben 
Swanson. She saw his gun come up and level 
at her—and she looked at it impersonally, 
unafraid. She kept thinking of Ben, lying 
there in the dust. They hadn’t taught him 
how to cope with these mad dogs ... 

“I got to get to Phoenix, sister,” Giro 
was gasping through the sweltering heat. “I 
got to start walking—an’ I can’t be bothered 
by a skirt. You’re gonna get it, baby. Here it 
comes.” 

As though in a trance, she watched 
the muzzle of the gun train on the bridge of 
her nose between her eyes. She knew it was 
coming, and it didn’t matter. Ben was back 
there .... 

Not until Giro had turned and started 
running down the highway did she notice the 
sound of the motor. When she could get her 
frozen muscles to work and could turn 
around, she saw the car—her car. Jim was 
driving and Ben Swanson leaning over the 
door. 
 

NNE MARVYN didn’t remember 
much about it afterwards. Vaguely she 
saw Sam Giro turn and fire wildly at 

the G-man. She saw the answering spurt of 
flame from Ben’s gun, saw Sam Giro clutch 
at his face and slump back, off the road—
into the dust.... 

She was in Ben’s arms—she 
remembered that. Ben’s thigh was bleeding, 
and he had to sit on the running board of her 
car. She didn’t care. She wanted to mend his 
wounds, make him sound again; and then she 
had a lot of things to tell him before she sent 
him out once more into that never-ceasing 
war that would always fill her with 
harrowing dread, but yet would make her 
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proud of him when he came back. 
“Ben,” she said, “I understand—now. 

That sun coming down, causing the water to 
boil and burst the radiator—that was an act 
of God, a miracle. But as long as there’s 
miracles, Ben, you’ll be all right. I know 
that. You’ve got to be all right.” 

Ben Swanson looked at her, an 
indulgent smile on his lips. He started to 
speak, but changed his mind and kissed her 
instead. 

Anne didn’t remember old Jim 
Marvyn scratching his head, muttering to 
himself, wandering down to the big touring 

car with the broken radiator. 
“Miracles,” Jim murmured to 

himself. “Ben told me something about his 
managing to roll under this radiator while he 
was wrestling Giro. I’ve never heard of a car 
boiling over along this stretch, unless the 
radiator was empty. Let me see—” 

Jim bent his old body down, gazed 
underneath the radiator of the car, to where a 
small spigot valve to the radiator tubing had 
been turned, permitting the water to drain. 

“Well, it may be a miracle,” old Jim 
grinned to himself, “but it sure takes a heap 
of G-man to work one!” 

 


