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The gangster with the tommy-gun said: “Let the car roll over the cliff.” And G-man Ken Rinty 
moved to obey—but inside the car were an innocent girl and Rinty’s wounded brother. 
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HERE was suspense in the room. It 
hung heavily, like the lazy drifting 
smoke from the cigarettes of the 

federal men strung about the shabby, darkened 
office. It seemed to wrap about them, their 
faces, their hands, envelop them in a stifling 
blanket that grew more taut as the cheap alarm 
clock rasped off the seconds—and the phone 
still didn’t ring. 
 Kendrick Rinty shifted his feet, 
twitched his hands nervously. The strain was 
beginning to get him. 
 “Why the hell don’t we get out and get 
going?” somebody growled. “Butcher Morris 
can’t be as tough as this waiting.” 
 “Shut up!” some one else snapped. 
“For hell’s sake shut up.” 
A tall figure came to life, stared fixedly at the 
phone on the desk. “Why doesn’t it ring?” he 
muttered. “Why doesn’t somebody see them 
and phone in? Why doesn’t it ring! Why 
doesn’t it—” His voice trailed off. His nostrils 
dilated until they were white, the muscles of 
his strong jaw knotting rigidly, the eyes 
staring at everything—and seeing nothing. 
 Ken Rinty got up and moved to him, 
gripped his arm reassuringly. “Take it easy, 
Wayne,” he said. He knew what Wayne Rinty, 
his older brother, was going through. 
 “Sit down, Rinty. Leave Wayne 
alone.” 
 Ken went back to his seat, looked at 
the faces about him. They were tense, too, but 
with a different kind of strain. F. B. I, men are 
hard, he thought, and tough; the quality of 
mercy isn’t inscribed in their code. They shoot 
or are shot, they kill or are themselves swiftly, 
completely wiped out. It is a survival of the 
fiercest. 
 “For hell’s sake don’t bother your 
brother, kid. He’s got enough to worry about. 
He doesn’t need a nurse.” 
 Ken knew they didn’t mean that. 
Dread for a fellow G-man was written over 
their faces, making their words sharp and 

biting. But there was also something 
instinctively fine, almost noble, in those faces. 
He knew what it was. Through the deep 
hardness of their eyes, the grim-set lines of 
their mouths, he could see it as though it were 
emblazoned on a banner. Fidelity—that’s 
what it was. They were sticking by Wayne 
Rinty—who had lost his nerve. 

T 

 And that, Ken knew, was why these 
hardboiled agents sympathized with Wayne 
and knew that at any time the same thing 
might happen to them. You do not look down 
on a brave man who has come out of the 
hospital after being horribly shot up, lying 
there, suffering helplessly and silently week 
after week, month after month. You do not 
look down on him when he finally comes out 
of the hospital, battered, beaten, his pale face 
grimly showing the turmoil that is going on 
within him, and asks to be assigned to the next 
call that comes in—a call that you are fully 
aware will mean blasting sub-machine guns, 
coughing automatics in the hands of rats who 
are killing because they are cornered. 
 No, you do not look down on him; you 
look up to him. But you keep your face turned 
away from his so he will not see the 
sympathy, the fright, the desperate 
encouragement in your own eyes. 
 
KEN thought of all that as he wrenched his 
eyes from his feet, fixed them on the phone. If 
only that phone would never ring. If it could 
remain silent, cutting off forever the message 
that would come over it from some spot in the 
city, the message that would bring the 
inevitable summons to challenge death. 
 He looked again around the room, his 
eyes carefully avoiding the tortured visage of 
Wayne. Two of the special agents sat at the 
table, attempting to play cards as they smoked 
nervously; two others slumped against the 
wall, staring hard at their feet, their hands in 
their pockets; Lancing, special agent in 
charge, sat at the desk—next to the phone. 
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 Wayne Rinty, tall, heavily built, his 
haggard, hollow-eyed face deeply resembling 
that of his younger brother’s, stood off by 
himself, leaning rigidly against the corner of 
the room. His big hands were wet with 
perspiration, and they clenched and 
unclenched spasmodically; his eyes, bright 
and staring with the unnatural glitter of a man 
who has left the sickbed too soon, never 
flickered from the dull black gloss of the 
phone on the desk. 
 Again the wave of bitter helplessness 
swept hotly over Ken. He was fresh out of 
training; he had not as yet heard the blast of a 
gun when it wasn’t on the Department target 
range. He was new, and he realized it. He was 
still, in a way, serving his apprenticeship. But 
already the immensity of a G-man’s job was 
beginning to get to him—like the strain of 
waiting for that phone call, that death 
summons. 
 Other jobs weren’t like this. Men 
weren’t tortured before your eyes. You didn’t 
see them break and go to pieces. You chose as 
your profession to be a doctor or a carpenter 
or a lawyer, and you worked hard at those 
professions and got somewhere. Work like 
that was honorable, and it didn’t entail killing 
and robbing and plundering—shooting down 
your fellow man or being shot down by him. 
But being a G-man—it wasn’t the same. Once 
you came out of training you were handed a 
Colt automatic, told that your targets from 
now on would be flesh and blood, set on the 
trails of human beings like a bloodhound, 
shoot or be shot, kill or be killed. . . . 
 Ken’s fist banged firmly, silently into 
the wet palm of his other hand. Now he was 
seeing before his eyes his own flesh and 
blood, his own brother, crack and smash to a 
thousand bits of frayed nerve. Wayne Rinty 
had been one of the best special agents in the 
mighty government force. Ken had been proud 
of him, followed in his footsteps. But Wayne 
had finally been detailed to catch up with 
Frank Morris and his killers. 

 They had met one day, in an open 
street. Wayne, with his Colt automatic, against 
six of them with tommy-guns. Morris and his 
wanton killers riding by in a huge black sedan. 
Wayne on the street, behind the scant 
protection of a lamp post Wayne had gotten 
two of them; then the choppers had started—
two flat shots followed by the hammering of 
the riveting machine. 
 Ken blinked as he remembered the 
silent, motionless heap that his brother’s 
figure had made in that hospital bed. They had 
taken half a dozen slugs from his body, done 
the best they could; and Wayne’s powerful, 
fighting will to live had barely pulled him 
through. But Lib, Wayne’s lovely young wife, 
and Wayne, junior, and little Ken—named 
after big Ken—had never suspected. They 
thought Special Operative Wayne Rinty had 
met with an accident on the target range. Ken 
shuddered to think what would happen if Lib 
knew how Wayne really got it, what she 
would go through if she were aware that her 
husband constantly faced the danger of the 
blasting tommy-guns, the lurking, imminent 
death that was an F. B. I. man’s life. 
 
AND now Wayne, with those freshly healed, 
tender, aching wounds still tearing his body 
and brain, was gallantly, desperately trying to 
convince himself and the rest of the 
Department, that he hadn’t collapsed, hadn’t 
become a useless bundle of nerves. Only an 
hour ago the call had come in that Frank 
Morris had pulled another breathtaking job. 
There were two dead bank clerks and a dying 
woman in the town thirty-five miles away. 
Morris and his killers would even now be 
racing for their hideout in Chicago; and if they 
didn’t risk driving through densely populated 
Randalstown, they would be coming through 
here. 
 The description of the cars was out to 
every state cop, traffic cop, citizen, gas 
attendant in the town. At any moment that 
phone was going to shriek the news that 
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Butcher Morris was heading through, or 
skirting, Hinsdale. And Wayne Rinty had 
asked to be allowed to go out at the first call. 
All of them couldn’t go—the false alarm risk 
was too great. The others had to stay and 
follow up other calls on the chance that one of 
them would be authentic. 
 This, thought Ken, was what he had let 
himself in for. This was the duty of a G-man: 
seeing your brother walkout to grip hands with 
death, a shattered, beaten brother—broken by 
the merciless mill of the profession they had 
both chosen—the Department of Justice. 
 If only Morris would take the other 
route, if only some state trooper had nabbed 
him, if only that phone wouldn’t ring— 
 The phone rang. 
 Its shrill, bleating peal split the silence 
of the room like the shriek of a siren. For a 
moment no one moved. Lancing, special agent 
in charge, sat at the desk, the phone an inch 
from his elbow, staring at it as though in 
profound amazement that the instrument could 
work. 
 Again that strident, persistent ring. 
And still the lethargic muscles of men trained 
to quick action were motionless. Dread held 
them rigid. One of their number was going 
out. The cold, impersonal invitation to fury 
and hatred and death, was being extended by 
rats. 
 Once more the urgent, insistent 
shrilling. 
 “For hell’s sake answer that phone.” It 
was Wayne Rinty’s voice, hoarse, strained, as 
blatant as the bell. 
 Lancing stirred, shook his head as 
though to clear it, lifted the receiver to his ear. 
All eyes hinged on his leathery, immobile 
face. The metallic rasp of the voice over the 
phone could scarcely be heard; only the sharp, 
heavy breathing of the operatives sounded in 
the room. 
 Finally Lancing replaced the receiver 
and his eyes flicked over the rigid figures of 
the men. They came to light on Wayne Rinty, 

and for a moment they were soft and kindled 
with an affectionate, admiring light. Then, as 
though a curtain had been lowered, they 
became hard and blue, glinting in the detached 
manner of the special agent in charge, doling 
out quiet, cool instructions to his operatives. 
 “That was a man named Jarvin,” he 
clipped softly. The operatives leaned forward, 
hanging tensely on every word. 
 “Jarvin runs a filling station on the 
outskirts of the town. He’s inside his station 
phoning to us now. Outside, his assistant is 
filling up a car’s gas tank. Jarvin says the car 
and the occupants tally with the broadcast 
description we sent out. He says the assistant 
will stall as long as he possibly can by 
changing the oil. He might be able to stall for 
ten minutes—but no longer. Jarvin thinks the 
men in the car already suspect he’s phoning 
us. One of our cars can get over there in seven 
minutes. We’ve got no time to lose.” 
 
LANCING got up quickly, moved to a 
wooden frame running along one of the walls. 
He unlocked the doors, threw them open, 
disclosing a rack bristling with sub-machine 
guns and a shelf, upon which were rows of 
ugly blue-gleaming, checkered metal 
grenades. He reached in, extracted two of the 
sub-guns, turned around. 
 The operatives in the room stiffened, 
stopped breathing. Lancing still hadn’t 
designated which two men should go. They 
were fully aware of the significance of his act. 
When the special agent in charge passed out 
the choppers, that meant deadly business. G-
men aren’t handed riot guns unless the order is 
to shoot on sight. 
 Ken Rinty realized that grimly enough, 
and his eyes riveted on Lancing. Certainly 
Lancing wouldn’t pick Wayne. Not for this 
assignment. He wouldn’t order a man—a man 
whose nerves and body were still raw from 
bullets from these same rats—out to face them 
again, walk openly once more into their 
blasting death. That would be the Department 
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of Murder—not the Department of Justice. 
 Something went cold in his stomach as 
he saw Lancing nod to Wayne, saw a look of 
mutual understanding between the two men. 
Lancing handed one of the guns to Ken’s 
brother, reached in the gun-rack, took out two 
of the grenades and passed them also to 
Wayne. 
 Ken felt sudden, stark revulsion well in 
his throat. It made no difference that Lancing 
was silently, grimly showing his appreciation 
of Wayne Rinty’s feelings; it made no 
difference that the special agent in charge was 
living up to the F. B. I. code of staunch 
loyalty, and giving Wayne a desperate chance 
to redeem his shattered nerve. All Ken could 
see was Lancing presenting his brother a 
metal, dully gleaming passport to death. 
 Lancing wag holding out the other 
sub-gun to a G-man at Ken’s left. Impulsively, 
Ken grasped his superior’s arm. 
 “Give it to me, chief! Let me go with 
Wayne. I’ve got to go!” 
 Lancing turned and that alight half-
smile of appreciation was on his lips. He 
extended the gun to Ken, said: 
 “That’s the way I like to—” 
 “I’m not going because I want to kill 
Morris—or anybody,” Ken clipped hotly. “I’m 
not a killer. I’m going because I want to help 
Wayne. I don’t want to stay here while my 
brother is murdered!” 
 Lancing eyed him evenly, a frown 
creasing his forehead. His voice was cold as 
the hand that extended the gun hesitated. 
 “In that case I’d better detail another 
man, Rinty. I didn’t know you felt like that. I 
guess you picked the wrong profession. 
Stevens, you go with Wayne.” 
 Ken’s heart had gone leaden within 
him. Whatever he felt towards the F. B. I., he 
realized now was not the time to voice it. He 
wanted desperately to go with his brother, 
help him out, take any bullets in his own body 
rather than let them penetrate the sick, 
weakened frame of Wayne. But he had killed 

his chance by voicing his opinion of the 
Department’s ruthless manner of operating. 
 “Ken’s excited, chief. He’s never been 
out on one of these trips. Let him come with 
me, chief.” It was the quiet voice of Wayne 
Rinty. And it bore weight. Without another 
word, Lancing handed Ken the deadly sub-
gun, passed him two grenades. 
 Ken followed Wayne out. He was 
conscious of the quizzical, cold stares of the 
other special agents as he closed the door 
behind him. They had muttered quiet, firm 
words of encouragement to Wayne; they had 
merely looked at Ken. 
 
THE hotness in his face still burned as he and 
his brother went into the garage under the 
rickety old Federal Building, got into the 
powerful, blue-black government sedan. 
 “We’ve got nine minutes to get over to 
Jarvin’s,” Wayne said softly. “We can make it 
in seven. Don’t let it upset you, Ken. The boys 
didn’t mean anything. They were just 
surprised. And I know how you feel. Forget it. 
We’ve got a job to do.” 
 Ken’s red flush became more 
pronounced as he shot the big car out into the 
street, spun it around, and with a roar of the 
exhaust, sent it racing for the outskirts of 
Hinsdale. 
 “Thanks, Wayne,” he muttered. “But I 
know how the boys feel as well as I know how 
you feel. Maybe you think I’ll lose my guts in 
a pinch. Maybe you think I haven’t got what it 
takes when it comes to blasting the life out of 
men.” 
 “Forget it, Ken,” Wayne said. A faint 
smile twisted across his pale face. He patted 
the sub-gun on his knees. “I felt the same way 
you do—a long time ago. It’s different now.” 
 Ken swung the big car around the last 
city intersection; they were out on the 
highway now. Jarvin’s gas station couldn’t be 
very far; a few miles down the highway—with 
death waiting for them at the pumps. Ken said 
bitterly: 
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 “You and your F. B. I.—look at you! 
You’re so sick and weak you ought to be in 
bed. What would Lib and those kids of yours 
think if they knew the F. B. I, was sending you 
out to—” 
 “Better slow down a little,” Wayne 
said. “We’re getting close. Lib and the kids 
would understand, Ken. The Department’s 
giving me another chance.” 
 “Chance! They’ve taught you and 
every other G-man to be a killer. But they 
won’t teach me. I’m human. And I don’t kill 
other human beings.” 
 Down the road, the tips of the gas 
pumps and roof of the small station appeared 
over the green fringe of hedges. Wayne Rinty 
didn’t look at Ken. He took the big Colt 
automatic from the holster under his shoulder 
and jacked a shell into the chamber. He 
replaced it and took a firmer grasp on the sub-
machine gun. With his weary, pain-torn eyes 
fixed on the approaching gas station, he said 
slowly out of the corner of his tight mouth: 
 “Ken, in a few seconds there are going 
to be some fireworks. I might never have a 
chance to tell you this again. If something 
happens to me and you come through all right, 
just remember this: the F.B.I, doesn’t destroy. 
It builds. Some men forge ahead and build a 
city, Ken; others come along and—just live in 
it.” 
 There was a lump in Ken’s throat. It 
wasn’t from the sudden vision of the gas 
station looming before them, with the long, 
ominous-looking sedan parked in front. No, it 
wasn’t that. It was the quiet words of his 
shattered brother: Some men build a city—
others come along and just live in it. Ken 
wanted desperately to be one of those who did 
the building; and in a split second, he was 
going to have the chance to prove it. But 
taking a gun, shooting down his fellow man in 
cold blood, murdering him—you couldn’t do 
that. You couldn’t. Men were made to live, 
not to be destroyed by other men with the 
initials F.B.I, tacked onto their names— 

 “Stop, Ken! Watch out!” Wayne’s 
voice was steady but sharp with warning and 
alarm. 
 
THE government car roared to a shrieking halt 
as Ken jammed the brakes to the floorboard. 
He had a fleeting glimpse of the scene before 
his eyes. The sleek black sedan was directly in 
front of one of the pumps, but the pump-
nozzle was still attached to its hook, and the 
gas tank cap on the car had not been 
unscrewed; the car had not been given 
gasoline. 
 A shapeless mass that might have been 
a carelessly-flung overcoat and hat—or might 
have been a man—was slumped over the 
wheel in the driver’s seat. Ken didn’t have 
time to ascertain which it was. His eyes were 
fixed on the ugly, pock-marked face of the 
man who had been bending over the open 
hood of the sedan’s motor. The man was 
straightening up, a snarl on his lips, a flat 
automatic in his hand. He was leveling the 
automatic at the figure of Wayne Rinty. 
 In the brief moment it had taken Ken 
to stop the government car, his brother had 
opened the door, was out on the running 
board, was running over the cement paving of 
the gas station. His sub-gun was up in his 
hands, hip-high, its ugly nose drawing a bead 
on the man behind the hood. 
 Ken’s stomach was suddenly cold, his 
throat constricted. He was up against it at 
last—that harrowing dread that had been with 
him so long. Men were going to stab lead at 
each other, some were going to die—horrible 
deaths with blood in their mouths and slugs, in 
their bodies. And he was going to be a part of 
it. He was going to kill or be killed; he was 
going to put into practice the methods that the 
F.B.I. had taught him—if he could. 
 He reviled himself for doing it, cursed 
inwardly, but he grasped his sub-gun and 
scrambled out from under the steering wheel, 
jumped to the running board. 
The man behind the hood fired first at Wayne 
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Rinty. Ken saw his brother’s hat fly off, saw a 
trickle of red race down his temple from 
where the bullet had grazed his scalp. Then 
the G-man’s sub-gun throbbed. It jerked in his 
hand, the chattering, rhythmic barking of the 
gun sending waves of nausea chilling through 
Ken, 
He had seen it! He had seen the thing he hated 
and dreaded most, happen not fifteen feet 
before his eyes. A human being had been 
killed—and his own brother had been the 
killer! 
The man behind the hood was gaping at the 
motor in a horrible, idiotic, expressionless 
way. The top of his skull, from the eyes up, 
had been shot away by the stream of slugs 
from the special agent’s sub-gun. It wasn’t a 
pretty sight. The man’s head appeared to be 
half gone, a red, pulpy mass taking its place. 
Then his lips twisted in an inane grin—the 
grin of a dead man—and he slipped forward 
on the hood, rolled limply down behind the 
car. 
 Ken stood motionless, transfixed. It 
was going against his grain. Everything he had 
been taught since childhood had been blasted 
with that sickening sight. Protection, 
kindliness, tolerance, things that had been 
imbued in him since he could first walk and 
listen and understand—they had all been 
smashed by ruthless, savage men who shot 
each other down with the insidious 
callousness of animals. 
And then his mind and heart simultaneously 
went numb. Wayne Rinty had started to go 
into the gas station. He was running swiftly, 
his back to the black sedan. Ken didn’t see it 
until too late. The shapeless thing he had 
thought to be a pile of clothes behind the 
steering wheel in the sedan, had suddenly 
come to life. The broad forehead had a rudely 
made bandage on it, and dried blood had 
congealed where it had seeped from under the 
adhesive; it was probably a memento from 
that grim episode in the bank. One of the 
bank-guard’s bullets had creased the mobster. 

Most likely, he had lost a lot of blood, and his 
weakened condition had forced him to slump 
against the steering wheel for a slight respite. 
 But he was not slumping now. He was 
erect, thick lips drawn back from large gopher 
teeth in a devilish grin, a Mauser pistol jutting 
from his fist. 
 The Mauser flamed. It flamed again. 
Again. Each of those shots caught the 
sprinting figure of Wayne Rinty—in the back. 
 
KEN saw his brother stiffen, stop abruptly; he 
saw the sub-gun slip from limp fingers, clatter 
to the pavement. The big F.B.I, man spun half 
way around, a look of surprise and 
disappointment mesmerizing his pale, agony-
seared features; then he wilted, swayed from 
side to side as he went down, lay in a 
grotesquely sprawled position. 
 Ken Rinty saw all that; and then 
something happened to him. It was an 
impersonal, cruel, relentless reaction. 
Dispassionately, he brought the snub, ugly 
compensator of the sub-machine gun up in his 
hands, held the six inches of barrel hip-high as 
he began moving forward. 
 He walked slowly, methodically, 
inexorably. He felt nothing, knew nothing, but 
the desire to shoot down the thing in the car 
that had shot his brother in the back. His 
finger pressed back on the trigger, kept 
pressing back. The gun kicked at his hip, he 
was conscious of a dull amazement at its 
violent recoil; but it had cut loose and was 
marching a trail of holes along the black side 
of the sedan. 
 Ken kept on going. The man behind 
the wheel had spun in his seat as the younger 
G-man swung into action; now his Mauser 
was up and leveling at Ken, pointing at his 
forehead. 
Ken didn’t seem to mind; he felt no fear, no 
excitement—nothing. Only a deep, bitter 
resentment and a fixed purpose. The man in 
the car had shot down his brother; the man 
was going to die for it. The gun kept kicking 
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Ken in the stomach and hip; it kept weaving 
and bucking and jabbering. Finally he stood 
there on wide-braced legs and let the 
shuddering gun have its way. 
 The man in the car never fired his 
Mauser. His hand went up, his face dissolved 
abruptly in a splash of crimson, and he 
slumped half way out of the car. He lay there, 
head and arms dangling supine over the door, 
blood spilling down over the running board. 
 Ken felt no satisfaction, no gloating, 
invigorating sense of revenge. His mind was 
dull, his eyes glazed. For a moment he stood 
and looked at the inert figure of the man he 
had just killed; then he turned and slowly 
moved to the still figure of his brother. 
He did not see the scar-faced man come 
running out of the gas station. He did not see 
the heavy automatic in the man’s hand. He did 
not sense that murder and sudden death 
pointed at him. 
 He heard the roar of the gun, but, 
before that, he felt the pain of the bullet in his 
head. He tried to look up, but was blinded by 
the blood that suddenly gushed over his eyes. 
He tried to lift that heavy sub-gun again, but 
he didn’t make it. 
 He swore in a soft sob to himself, felt 
the machine-gun slip from his fingers, felt the 
stab of the cement against his knees as they hit 
the paving; then a whirling blackness filled his 
skull, and he was lying prone over the body of 
Wayne, as though with his last effort, last 
strength, he were shielding the still body of his 
brother.... 
 
THINGS came back to him slowly in a blur; 
then they hit with a blinding jolt. His first 
impulse was to be actively sick, but long deep 
breaths forced the nausea away. There was hot 
waxy stuff dripping over his forehead and 
down his nose. He wiped it away. 
 The car was gone. About five feet 
from him was the crumpled body of the 
station attendant. He was the one who had 
been stalling for time. Some one had reached 

out of the car and bludgeoned him. His face 
was a mess. He was dead. 
 There was a red stain not far from him. 
That had been from the man who was leaning 
over the motor. The man who had shot Ken 
had evidently piled the body of his mobster 
into the car and driven off with all evidence. 
Ken squeezed his eyes shut, clamped his teeth, 
uttered a silent prayer; then he opened his eyes 
and looked down, His brother was still 
breathing. 
 Ken got up, wobbled a moment, then 
headed quickly for the station. Get to the 
phone, he thought. Get an ambulance out here 
for Wayne. Or get the emergency room 
ready—he’d drive Wayne in himself. Wayne 
had to live; he couldn’t die after all this. 
Wayne, why the hell did you take this crazy 
chance? 
 Inside the little building Ken stopped. 
He couldn’t phone. The phone had been torn 
from the wall. Its wire had been twisted 
around the neck of Jarvin, the owner of the 
filling station. Butcher Morris must have come 
in from behind and throttled him while the 
little man was hanging up the receiver. Jarvin 
was dead; the receiver dangled grotesquely 
from one end of the wire twisted about his 
neck. 
 Ken went outside. He felt his strength 
slowly surging back to him; the scalp wound 
had been painful, but not serious. 
 He stood over his brother and then his 
breath wheezed sharply. Wayne’s eyes were 
open. He bent down, said softly: 
 “Does it hurt much, boy? Try and 
forget it. I’m going to get you to the hospital 
in a hurry.” 
 Wayne shook his head weakly. 
 “Put me in—your car and—let’s 
follow—Morris.” 
 “Wayne! You’re wounded, you 
can’t—” 
 “Can’t you see—Ken?” Wayne’s voice 
was a whisper. “I’ve got to go with you. Got 
to. If you take me—back—the Department 
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will think I went yellow—couldn’t nab my 
men. That can’t happen. Ken—take me with 
you. If you get Morris—that means we get 
him. Ken, it means everything to me—Ken....” 
 Ken Rinty looked at the struggling, 
pitiful figure of his brother. Things whirled in 
his brain. A man’s love for his job and duty 
must be pretty strong to make him stick to his 
guns after he’d been shot up twice, was dying. 
A G-man. 
 He blinked away the moisture in his 
eyes, tenderly put his brother into the front 
seat of the government car. He took off his 
brother’s coat, put it on the floor-board, 
noticing the grenades were still in the pockets. 
Then he looked at Wayne’s wounds. A slug 
had scraped one shoulder; the other two had 
gone through the fleshy part of the ribs on the 
left side. They looked dangerously close to the 
heart, but they weren’t bleeding much. 
 He took Wayne’s and his own 
handkerchiefs, stuffed them against the 
wounds, propped his brother against the seat 
to hold them in place. 
Then he got the car going down the road. 
He kept it roaring down the highway for some 
time. Overhead, the sky was darkening with 
clouds. It was going to rain. He tried not to 
think. He didn’t look at Wayne. His brother 
might be dying, yet he was going on, 
something was making him hold grimly to his 
purpose. Over on his left Ken saw the first 
straggling serrate edges of the Ozark 
Mountains. They looked ominously hemmed 
in by the threatening sky. 
 Wayne’s voice whispered: “Stop 
here.” 
 Ken stopped the car in front of a fork 
in the road. The paved highway veered off to 
the right. A black cinder road branched to the 
left, toward the foothills of the Ozarks. 
 “Morris is too smart to keep on the 
highway,” Wayne whispered. “Too many 
radio cars to pick him up. He’d take the least 
used road—through the Ozarks. We’d better 
take it—‘ 

 
WITHOUT a word Ken shot the big car into 
the cinder road, pressed the accelerator to the 
floor. The sedan careened dangerously. They 
began ascending the foothills. 
 He couldn’t tell how far they went. 
They were up pretty high, he knew that. He 
was thinking about Wayne, getting almost 
desperate about his silent brother, when it 
happened. 
 He had a glimpse of some kind of a 
shingled house off to the right, below the road. 
Ahead of him the road turned so sharply up 
the steep incline that it was impossible for him 
to swerve the car in time. He jammed on the 
brakes; there was a loud shriek as the tires 
skidded over the powdery cinders. The sedan 
stopped within two scant feet of the white 
board fence that appeared so abruptly. 
 Ken had a sick feeling as he stuck his 
head out, looked on the other side of that 
fence. There was a sheer drop of perhaps two 
hundred feet to the rock-strewn valley below. 
The sudden turn of the road was a death trap 
to anyone who wasn’t familiar with it. 
 “Hell,” he muttered harshly, “we 
nearly—” He stopped, the muscles stood out 
on his clamped jaw. “Wayne!” he gasped. 
 Wayne Rinty’s head was lolling on his 
shoulder. His face was a pale grey. 
 “Wayne!” 
 Ken jammed the car in reverse, shot it 
backwards, stopped a few feet beyond in front 
of a small iron gate. There was a narrow 
cement pavement leading from the gate down 
to the shingled house. The house was built on 
the side of the steep slope, its roof on a level 
with the road. It had a sign over the doorway: 
MOUNTAIN INN. There was a garage behind 
and off to the right of the Inn, with a shell 
road leading to the main road. 
 As tenderly as he could, Ken picked up 
his brother’s heavy form, struggled down the 
pavement with it. Once his foot slipped and he 
staggered. He had wobbled off the pavement, 
stepped into a troughlike gutter that ran 
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alongside the pavement. The gutter was to 
catch rain water from the pavement and keep 
it from washing down to the door of the 
house. 
Even as he got to the door, the sky opened up 
and the rain began sheeting. Supporting 
Wayne with one arm, Ken banged on the door 
with his other fist. 
 The place looked deserted. Ken kept 
on banging regardless. There was no answer. 
Awkwardly, balancing his own weight and his 
brother’s on one foot, he raised the other and 
kicked at the door. It rattled, but did not give. 
 Then he heard a lock clicking. The 
door opened and a girl faced him, her face 
white, her eyes wide with fear. 
 “Quick,” he said. “I’ve got to get this 
man to bed. Bring a glass of whiskey, then call 
the nearest doctor. Don’t stand there. Show 
me where the bed is.” 
 She didn’t move. She fixed intent 
dark-lashed eyes on him. Ken impatiently 
brushed past her. He heard her close the door 
behind him. He half carried, half dragged 
Wayne across the big dusty room toward the 
steps. 
 In one part of the room he saw tables 
piled one upon the other, chairs stacked on top 
of the tables. They were covered with dust. 
Along the back side of the room ran a faded 
imitation bar. Incongruously behind the bar 
was a man polishing glasses. He had on a 
white coat and there was a livid white scar 
over his left eye. He did not seem to pay any 
attention to Ken. 
 Ken tried to get up the stairs with his 
limp burden. It was too much for him. 
 “Give me a hand here,” he called to the 
bartender. 
 
THE man put down the glasses and walked 
over and took hold of Wayne’s feet. Ken 
carried his brother’s shoulders and they got 
him upstairs, turned into the first open 
doorway. 
 The room was bare except for a bed 

with a ragged mattress, one rickety chair and 
an open fireplace that still had a few pieces of 
wood in it. 
 Ken got Wayne on the bed. The girl 
came in and silently handed him a tumbler 
half filled with whiskey. He took his coat off, 
dropped it on the floor. The sound of the 
grenades in the coat pockets hitting the floor 
startled Ken. The bartender’s eyes narrowed 
as he watched the coat. The girl’s lower lip 
quivered as she watched the bartender. 
 Ken held his brother up, forced some 
of the liquor down his throat. 
 The rain pounded dismally outside, 
and there was a strange sound of running 
water that got on his nerves. 
 “Light that wood in the fireplace,” he 
told the bartender. “It’s cold in here.” The 
man looked at him, taciturn. Then he stooped 
and drew a match from his pocket. Ken looked 
at the girl. “Did you call the doctor?” he 
asked. 
 “There is no phone here,” she said. Her 
voice seemed husky and unnatural. She 
glanced at the figure of the bartender who was 
getting: the fire going. “This is the off-
season.” 
 Ken swore softly. He looked at 
Wayne. Wayne’s eyelids were flickering. The 
sound of the water gushing still got on Ken’s 
nerves. He went to the window, looked out. It 
was the gutter alongside of the pavement in 
the front of the house. The rain was letting up, 
but the water was still rushing down the 
trough. 
 He turned around. The bartender was 
standing over Wayne, watching him narrowly. 
It looked as though Wayne were regaining 
consciousness. Ken thought, I can’t tell them 
who I am. Government men don’t expose their 
business. I can ask them about the car. 
 “Did you see a black sedan coming up 
this road?” 
 The bartender looked at the girl. For an 
instant Ken’s glance rested on his brother. He 
saw Wayne open his eyes, saw him start 
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almost imperceptibly, then close them again. 
 “No,” the girl faltered. “There was—
was no car. Yours was the only one.” 
 Ken knew the girl was lying. She’s 
afraid of this guy with the scar, he thought. 
 “You better get this guy to a doctor’s,” 
the barkeeper said, his eyes on Wayne Rinty. 
“He’s in bad shape. There’s a doctor back 
along the road you come—’bout three miles.” 
 There hadn’t been anything but road 
three miles back. Ken knew that. This guy was 
lying and he was somehow forcing the girl to 
lie. Instinctively, Ken loosened the Colt in his 
shoulder holster. The barkeep noticed and his 
eyes squinted, the scar seemed to become 
more livid. 
 “You better get to a doctor quick,” the 
barkeeper said sullenly. 
 Wayne was groaning. Painfully he 
kept muttering, babbling, tossing feebly on the 
bed. His words were incoherent. He’s 
delirious, Ken thought. Suddenly he made out 
a word or two of Wayne’s jumbled mumbling: 
 “Hurts .... me to a hospital .... hurts .... 
car .... white car to a hospital....” 
 The barkeep started quickly for the 
door. 
 “He’s nuts,” he said succinctly. “He’ll 
go out like a light if you don’t get him to a 
doctor.” 
 “White car .... hospital .... quickly .... 
the butcher, the baker .... white car ... .” 
Wayne’s babbling seemed to gurgle in his 
throat. 
 
KEN frowned. A white car? The butcher, 
baker? Suddenly his throat tightened. The 
butcher! Butcher Morris. Wayne wasn’t 
saying white car; he was saying white scar! 
Butcher Morris with a white scar! Wayne 
wasn’t delirious; he was trying to relay a 
message. In that split second he had opened 
his eyes he had seen something and was trying 
to impart information to Ken without giving it 
away! 
 Ken’s gun was suddenly in his hand. 

This barkeeper had a white scar and Wayne 
had seen him when he opened his eyes. This 
guy was Butcher Morris. 
 “Keep ’em up,” he said quietly. “Don’t 
let ’em move. And drop that coat while you’re 
doing it.” 
 The bartender’s face was sardonic. He 
had picked up Ken’s coat; he stood, hands 
raised, the coat in one of his hands. The girl 
gasped and backed against the closed door. 
Ken’s gun hand did not waver. If he had to kill 
a human being, then he had to. And he’d do it 
if this guy made him. 
 Wayne was sitting up weakly on the 
bed. 
 “Nice work, Ken,” he spoke slowly, as 
though each word pained him. “Thought 
you’d get on to it. That’s Butcher Morris. His 
car must have run out of gas just at this spot. 
He didn’t get it filled at the station.” 
 Something had happened to Morris’ 
eyes. They had become as cold as ice, with a 
jagged, queer light dancing in them. They 
were the eyes of an insane man, a killer. The 
grin that twisted across his lips was almost 
weird with its malignity. 
 “All right,” he said coldly. “Now you 
know who I am. I wanted you to get this dick 
out of here before he come to and recognized 
me. I didn’t want to do more killin’ and leave 
a couple of stiffs here so it’d be that much 
easier for the rest of the dicks to pick up my 
trail. Your pal’s right, mug. I run out of gas 
an’ coasted my buggy into the garage. I 
wanted you to pass me. So I come inside an’ 
found this skirt. Her old man runs this joint 
an’ he’s down in town for the day. So I tell her 
when I seen you comin’ in that she’d better be 
dumb if she wants to breathe.” 
 Morris took a deep breath, then the 
grin became more sardonic. 
 “But now there ain’t nothin’ left to do 
but leave you dicks as a coupla stiffs.” 
 Ken started to move slowly toward 
him, his gun never leaving1 the man’s face. 
 “Shut up,” Ken said quietly. “And 
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keep still. I’m going to take your gun.” 
 “Stop where you are, copper,” Morris 
grated. His eyes were triumphant now. 
“Maybe you got no eyes. Maybe you can’t see 
your coat’s in my hand? Maybe you might get 
me with the first slug an’ maybe not. But I got 
a even chance to drop this coat into that 
fireplace. I guess you know what would 
happen, dick. Them grenades would blow us 
all into a million pieces. Get wise, copper. 
You don’t want to see your wounded pal 
blown up, do you?” 
 Ken stood stock still. He heard the girl 
whimpering. He noticed that he didn’t hear the 
sound of the water in the gutter now; it must 
have stopped raining. He measured the 
distance between Morris and the flames 
licking about the fireplace. It was quite 
possible for Morris to do as he had said. But 
would he do it? Would he have the nerve? 
 “I can tell what you’re thinkin’, 
copper,” Morris rasped. “Listen, I got nothin’ 
to lose. I come a long way. I left a bunch of 
stiffs wherever I been. I don’t like dyin’ in the 
chair. This way’s quicker and don’t hurt. I got 
nothin’ to lose, copper, so you better drop that 
gat.” 
 “Don’t do it, Ken,” Wayne’s voice was 
soft, firm. 
 “There’s a woman in this room,” Ken 
grated from the aide of his mouth. “And 
you’re wounded. I’m not going to deliberately 
kill a woman and a wounded man.” He 
lowered his arm, let the Colt slip from his 
hand. 
 “Kick it easy toward me,” Morris said. 
 
KEN kicked the gun gently. Stooping slowly, 
Morris picked it up, trained it on Ken. The 
Butcher still held on to the coat. With one 
hand he reached into the pockets, transferred 
the grenades to his own coat. 
 “Okay, mugs,” he said, grinning, “let’s 
get going. I got a job to do and I get to get out 
of this joint in a hurry. Sister, you say there’s 
some gas in that garage?” 

 The girl nodded, terrified. Ken could 
see that she was just as frightened of the G-
men as she was of Morris. 
 “Okay,” Morris nodded toward 
Wayne. “Get that lug off the bed and get him 
outside to your car.” 
 “I can’t move him. Can’t you see 
he’s—” 
 “Look, pal.” Morris’ voice had the 
sibilance of a hiss in it. “You get that dick out 
to your car. Where he’s goin’ a coupla extra 
pains ain’t gonna hurt him any. Get movin’.” 
 Something froze inside of Ken Rinty. 
As he grasped Morris’ intention, as he saw the 
cruel, callous eyes, a cold wave came over 
him. And with the wave came understanding. 
Suddenly he knew why Wayne stuck to his 
job even when he had been shot down; he 
knew why the Government trained their men 
to kill. You weren’t killing human beings, 
men like-yourself; you were exterminating a 
lecherous breed of rats—low, animal-like men 
who would kill wantonly if permitted to 
survive. And by doing your job for the F.B.I., 
you were granting life and liberty to decent 
human beings. 
 This man he was facing was one of 
that breed. Butcher Morris was going to live 
up to his name and kill a wounded, 
defenseless man. And grin about it, relish it. 
 Ken’s face was pale as he helped his 
brother to his feet. Wayne saw it, and said 
softly: 
 “Don’t take it so hard, Ken. It was 
us—or him. We lost. But the others will get 
him.” 
 “I know that now,” Ken said quietly. 
“I’m sorry I didn’t realize it sooner.” The way 
he said it made Wayne look at him, attempt a 
smile. 
 “Good boy,” he whispered. 
 Somehow Ken got his brother 
downstairs, out of the door. He began walking 
up the wet pavement, slowly, so as not to hurt 
Wayne. He noticed, incongruously, that the 
gutter was glistening now, empty of water. He 



Department of Murder 13

heard Morris’ voice from the doorway behind 
him: 
 “Listen, copper. Get this straight. I 
ain’t goin’ out to that car. The road is wet an’ 
I don’t want to leave tracks for those pals of 
yours to pick up. I know you got two sub-guns 
in that buggy. So keep your hands above your 
head when you get in. The skirt is gonna take 
those cannons out of there. Remember, you 
make a move, just one, an’ you get it” 
 Ken assisted his brother into the front 
seat. Wayne was half dazed from pain and loss 
of blood. Things didn’t matter so much to him 
now. But they mattered to Ken. Something 
inside him told him there was still a chance, 
no matter what the Butcher intended doing—
and Ken had a grim idea of what Morris was 
going to do. 
 The girl came up to the car. 
 “Grab them tommies by the barrels, 
sister,” Morris’ voice rasped. He was leaning 
arrogantly against the door, but his gun was 
trained on the figures in the car. One uncalled 
for motion and that alert trigger finger would 
squeeze. 
 
THE girl reached in, dragged out the guns. 
They were heavy for her. She was crying 
softly to herself. Ken felt sorry for her. 
 “Now, sister, take ’em and heave ’em 
over that fence.” 
 She did so, breathing quickly from the 
exertion. They didn’t hear the guns land. The 
valley was too far below. 
 “Okay,” came Morris* voice, sardonic, 
pleased. “Now, copper, you start your car—
an’ follow them guns!” 
 Ken’s throat was tight. That was all. 
He had expected this. It was a neat way of 
getting rid of any evidence for the time being. 
Morris was clever—like a madman. With the 
car and the two G-men crashed at the bottom 
of the two-hundred-foot drop, it would slow 
up the F.B.I.’s pursuit considerably. 
 “An’ you get in that car too, sister. I 
don’t want you around here to shoot off your 

mouth. Get in!” 
 The girl got in the back seat. She was 
sobbing. Ken did not allow the hatred that 
welled up within him to consume him. A rat 
like Morris would have no compunction over 
killing a girl in this hideous manner. That’s 
why the breed should be wiped out. That’s 
why there ought to be something, something 
that Ken could do. There must be— 
 “All right, copper, quit stalling an’ get 
going.” 
 There was something! The blood 
pounded in Ken’s veins. If he could only get 
away with— 
 “Get goin’ or I’ll let a slug help you.” 
 Ken tried the starter. It spluttered. He 
wasn’t pressing it all the way down. He did 
the same thing again, half way. Same results. 
 “Won’t start,” he called. “Guess the 
rain got to the battery and—” He bent down 
quickly. His hand groped over the floor-board. 
 “What the hell you doin’?” 
 Two flat shots rang out. One slapped 
into the steering wheel and ricocheted to the 
road; the other tore into the bullet-proof 
windshield, spider-webbing it. 
 “I was just trying to fix that starter,” 
Ken called, coming up. “But I can’t do it.” 
Morris swore. “Get out an’ give that damn’ 
buggy a shove. She’ll coast to the edge easy. 
But you better’ve hopped back in her before 
she goes over, or I’ll give you one in the gut 
where it hurts the most.” 
 Ken got out. This was what he had 
hoped for. If only he could work it. His heart 
was throbbing like a riveting machine. He 
leaned his shoulder against the right fender, 
the fender closest to the little pavement that 
ran down to the house. 
 He pushed, not hard, but he slipped 
and went down on one knee. His hand brushed 
his face for a moment as though he had hit his 
head against the fender. Then he was up. 
 The car was already moving; It had 
gathered momentum by the time he had 
hopped in, grabbed the steering wheel. 
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 He saw the white fence rushing to 
meet him. It was only a matter of yards. Less 
than that—a matter of feet. The car was 
lurching for the brink. 
 The girl in the back seat screamed 
pitifully. It sounded like a dumb animal, 
helpless and in agony. Ken heard his brother 
gasp hoarsely. He heard Butcher Morris laugh, 
a wild, high-pitched laugh. The white fence 
was upon them— 
 Then he heard it. There was a 
thunderclap explosion. Over in the doorway, 
Butcher Morris disappeared in a great white 
sheet of flame. Behind him a part of the 
doorway and house suddenly crumpled down 
and lay smoking. 
 Simultaneously with the detonation, 
Ken had jammed on the shrieking brakes, 
brought the car to a stop. There weren’t many 
inches between the front bumper and the 
innocent looking white fence. 
 He sat still for a moment, breathing 
deeply, feeling a belated thrill run through him 
like a stimulating wine. Then his brother was 
weakly pressing his arm, patting it. 
 “How?” Wayne asked. “How, Ken?” 
 “Your coat with the grenades was on 
the floor-board,” Ken said. “I got one when I 
went down for the starter. I took a chance in 

back of the car, brushed my face and pulled 
the pin from the grenade with my teeth.” 
 “But he certainly should have seen you 
throw it?” 
 “No. That was the easiest part. That 
gutter. That damned gutter that ran by the 
pavement. It was perfect. I dropped the 
grenade into it and it rolled down to within 
two feet of Morris. He never knew it was 
coming. That damned, blessed gutter.” 
 Behind him, the girl was sobbing. He 
turned back to her and said: 
 “It’s all right now. You don’t have to 
be frightened. It’s all right now.” 
 She nodded, still crying. But her eyes 
were shining. 
 “You—you were wonderful,” she 
sobbed. 
 “No,” Ken said. He looked at her. She 
wasn’t much. But she was young and feminine 
and soft—and frightened. She was like ten 
million others in this country. Not much, but 
harmless and wanting to live. And he had 
helped her to go on with that harmless life. 
 “No,” he said, slowly, quietly, “not 
wonderful. I was doing my job. It’s a grand 
job. And I’m just beginning.” 
 He smiled a little, and swung the car 
around and headed down the grade.... 

 


