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Escape was impossible. It looked like curtains at last for G-man Kennedy. The lawless gang 
had full control of the insane asylum. The gates were locked and armed guards watched every 
avenue of escape. And the only chance the wily F. B. I. agent had to get out was—to inform 

the criminals of his plan to escape. 

“M 
 

ARINE” KENNEDY, F.B.I. 
ace and former Devil Dog 
officer, drove swiftly along the 

lonely road to Villa Winston. In his pocket 
was a letter which had brought him on this 
long—and perhaps useless— journey. 
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 ... my servant was once with the 
Corps; he says, get a Leatherneck if you want 
a real clean-up... my life is in constant danger 
because I know too much, because I know 
where Lloyd Krugolt is hiding.... 
   PAUL WINSTON. 
 
 It might be a trap or merely a crank 
letter, yet Lloyd Krugolt loomed too high on 
the wanted list for Kennedy to overlook any 
lead. 
 The heavy iron gates of Villa Winston 
were open, and as Kennedy drove through, his 
trained eyes took careful note of the tall new 
fence of closely-strung barbed wire. They 
narrowed to mere slits when he saw, in his 
rear-view mirror, two armed guards emerge 
from the dense underbrush and close the gates. 
His last glimpse of the scene showed one of 
the guards taking a telephone from a niche in 
one of the stone gate columns. 
 “The landing party is being 
announced,” the G-man muttered. 
 Ahead of him there was no sign of 
habitation; only a winding roadway through 
such a jungle as can be found on this continent 
only along the Gulf Coast. Water oaks with 
their gray and ghostly fingers of Spanish 
moss, dwarf cedars, magnolias and palms and 
scrub pine; here and there the brilliance of 
oleanders and scarlet hibiscus. 
 Kennedy’s roadster nosed into a 
clearing, and before him was the ancient, 
gloomy villa. He rang the bell, and a servant 
came quickly around the house corner. 
 “Are you—” the servant began 
furtively. 
 A dapper young man opened the front 
door and spoke sharply: “Williams, you may 
continue polishing the car. I’ll show this 
gentleman in.” 
 Williams hesitated, then turned on his 
heel and stalked away. 
 The dapper young man introduced 
himself: “I’m Dr. Lyman. What can I do for 

you?” 
 “I want to see Paul Winston,” Kennedy 
told him. 
 Lyman was visibly embarrassed. “My 
uncle—I am Mr. Winston’s nephew—is 
away,” he explained. “If your mission is 
important, please come inside.” 
 The G-man followed him into the 
library. 
 “Now, if you’ll state your business—” 
 “It’s a personal matter,” Kennedy said 
bluntly. “Where can I get in touch with Mr. 
Winston?” 
 “That*s quite impossible.” 
 The G-man placed his shield on the 
desk and the young physician stared at it. “Oh, 
I see,” he said. 
 “Where can I find Paul Winston?” 
Kennedy demanded again. 
 “I may as well tell you,” Dr. Lyman 
admitted apologetically, “my uncle is—his 
mind has become seriously affected. He was 
admitted to the Westbury Sanatorium three 
days ago. No one is allowed to see him.” 
 “Too bad,” Kennedy said 
noncommittally. 
 “Poor uncle imagined all sorts of 
fantastic things,” Dr. Lyman continued. “His 
latest hallucination was that he is a great 
detective, and he pestered local officers with 
various absurd and imaginary cases.” 
 

HE MAN’S VOICE went on smoothly, 
suavely, but Kennedy hardly heard a 

word—for, on the glass of the library window, 
there appeared a succession of short and long 
flashes of reflected sunlight, and to Marine 
Kennedy those flashes meant something! 
 Short dash, short dash, long dash, 
short.... 
 The G-man deciphered the message, 
his face expressionless and his attention 
apparently on Dr. Lyman’s conversation. 
 Short dash, short dash.... 
 
 SOS MEET ME HERE TONIGHT 

T
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DANGER—SOS MEET ME HERE 
TONIGHT DANGER—SOS MEET ME ... 
 
 Kennedy got up and put on his hat. 
“We received a letter from your uncle,” he 
explained with deceptive frankness. “We 
receive many communications from—pardon 
the term—from cranks. Think no more about 
it.” 
 Dr. Lyman shook hands heartily. 
“Thank you,” he said. 
 The G-man walked leisurely to the 
window. Outside, Williams, the shiny inside 
of a polish-can top cupped in his hand, was 
still flashing sun-rays against the window: 
 
 SOS MEET ME HERE TONIGHT 
DANGER—SOS ... 
 
 As soon as he saw Kennedy, Williams 
dropped his improvised heliograph and began 
polishing the car vigorously, but not before he 
had caught a glimpse of understanding in the 
G-man’s eyes. 
 “Nice place you have here,” Kennedy 
said pleasantly and turned to follow Dr. 
Lyman to the door. 
 The G-man approached the outer gates 
slowly, cautiously, his automatic close beside 
him on the roadster seat; but the gates were 
open and the guards nowhere in sight. 
 “Lyman telephoned me safe conduct 
through the lines,” Kennedy reasoned, smiling 
thinly.... 
 Late that night, the G-man parked his 
roadster far down the lonely road and 
approached the Winston estate on foot. He 
found the gates locked and moved stealthily 
along the fence for several hundred yards. 
Satisfied with the unbroken silence, he cut 
three strands of wire, making an opening 
sufficiently large to crawl through and used a 
ball of heavy cord to insure himself against 
being lost in the dense jungle of the grounds. 
He tied the cord to a severed wire and, as he 
moved slowly and quietly through the 

underbrush, unwound the ball. 
 There was no moon, and the darkness 
pressed about him like a black, smothering 
cloak of danger. Patiently he worked his way 
to the villa and found it without evidence of 
light or life. In the servant quarters, however, 
a tiny flam« flickered against a window. 
 Kennedy left his ball of cord at the 
house corner and crept up to the lighted 
window. Inside, Williams sat in a chair and 
puffed impatiently and nervously at a pipe. 
The G-man tapped lightly, and Williams 
leaped up, opened the door and ushered him 
into the room. 

 
 “Gee,” Williams said in a hoarse 
whisper, “I’m glad you understood my 
signals. Lucky I’d done signal duty. Listen, 
leatherneck, Mr. Winston ain’t no crazier than 
you are, but he got wise to his nephew’s part 
in a dope ring. Lloyd Krugolt, known here as 
Dr. Weir, is head of this damn Westbury 
Sanatorium, and he and Dr. Lyman 
pronounced Mr. Winston insane and locked 
him up there, see? I couldn’t go to local 
officers—the first suspicious move that’s 
made, Lyman and Krugolt are going to give 
Mr. Winston the works, and way out there at 
this sanatorium they could—” 
 A revolver blast rocked the room like 
the bursting of a bomb. There was a crash of 
breaking glass and Williams, shot through the 
heart, fell limply against the G-man. Another 
bullet ripped in through the broken window 
and snatched at Kennedy’s coat. Heavy 
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shoulders smashed against the locked front 
door. 
 

ENNEDY pushed Williams’ body away 
and whipped up his automatic at the 

same instant. The barrel of the gun struck the 
sputtering candle, and in the darkness, the G-
man did the thing least expected of him. He 
went, in a headlong dive, out the window 
through which the shots had come. 
 He hit a man and bore him to the 
ground. Powerful arms instantly grappled with 
him, and Kennedy, knowing the value of split-
seconds, crammed his automatic against the 
man’s body and literally blew his opponent off 
of him. 
 The moment the G-man was on his 
feet, three guns slammed lead at him from the 
underbrush, and as the veteran marine ran 
toward the house corner, he emptied his pistol, 
his furious, unerring fusillade silencing two of 
those guns. 
 Quickly he slipped in a fresh clip of 
cartridges, located his ball of cord and started 
back toward the fence. 
 Lyman’s shouted commands stopped 
him. 
 “Shoot a charge through the fence,” 
the doctor yelled. “Then you boys comb the 
grounds. He can’t get away. Send three men to 
guard the gates and open them for me. Soon as 
I can dress I’m on my way to fix old 
Winston.” 
 There was a shouted assent from the 
darkness, and a sputter of blue flame inside 
the servants quarters as a switch was thrown. 
Kennedy thoughtfully considered that switch 
and knew that the hole he had cut in the fence 
was not sufficiently large to get through 
without touching some of the charged wires. 
 The jungle growth that had at first 
handicapped him now seemed strangely 
friendly. He thought of a hundred battles in 
the brush of tropical countries and of a score 
of devil dog tricks he had learned during such 
campaigns. 

 With a snap he broke the cord and, ball 
in one hand, automatic in the other, moved 
quietly through the tangled vegetation until he 
came to a dense clump of palms. By 
continuous wrapping of the cord, he bound the 
handle of his pistol securely to one of the 
flexible young trees. Again he broke the cord, 
passing one end through the trigger guard and 
re-tying it. Playing off the cord carefully from 
the ball, he crept noiselessly back toward the 
house—and toward the line of men who 
hunted him. 
 Kennedy heard these men all around 
him as he crouched against a scrub oak. One 
was go close that the G-man could hear his 
heavy breathing. Kennedy yanked sharply on 
the cord. Back in the palms the automatic 
roared and the swaying young tree took care 
of the recoil. 
 Cries and curses rose from the 
darkness, and Kennedy heard his pursuers 
crash through the brush toward the sound of 
the shot. 
 “Spread out and surround these palms, 
boys,” came a shouted command. “We’ve got 
him now, but close in carefully.” 
 Kennedy grinned and yanked the cord 
again. The pistol blazed through the jungle, 
and immediately another slug crashed into the 
palms. Kennedy moved on toward the house, 
pulling the cord intermittently, counting each 
shot. 
 Reason told him that the garage was 
attached to the servants’ quarters, and he 
found it with little difficulty. He breathed a 
sigh of relief when he discovered that there 
was only one car there. It was a large coupe, 
and Kennedy opened the rear compartment 
and climbed inside, taking his ball of cord 
with him and spreading his folded 
handkerchief over the lock so that it would not 
fasten. 
 Suddenly Lyman ran through the 
garage doorway and leaped into the coupe. 
Kennedy gave the cord a final jerk; heard the 
distant automatic send its last bullet crashing 

 K
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into the brush and grinned at the fusillade of 
responding shots. 
 The coupe came out of the garage in a 
lunging swerve and its lights cut the darkness 
like white ribbons as it sped toward the gates. 
Three guards swung open the heavy iron 
barriers. 
 “Got him yet?” Lyman asked.” 
 “Don’t know,” a guard responded. 
“But don’t worry, he hasn’t got a chance to 
get out of here.” 
 “Of course he hasn’t,” Lyman snapped 
impatiently. “Lock these gates, get some lights 
and don’t let anything break the circuit to the 
fence. If Mr. G-man tries to escape, he’ll fry 
on the hot wires. You boys round him up and 
blow his guts out.” 
 

LOWLY the coupe moved through the 
entrance. The guards closed the gates and 

went back to join in the vain search for the 
man who huddled in the luggage compartment 
of the speeding car. 
 The coupe plunged along the winding 
road at a terrific pace, and after a while 
Kennedy felt the wheels strike the smooth 
surface of a highway. Presently the car 
stopped, and Lyman sounded three short, 
imperative blasts of the horn. 
 Almost immediately the G-man heard 
a gruff voice inquire: “Okay, Doc. What is 
it?” 
 Lyman said: “Get in, Ranny.” 
 A doer opened, slammed shut and 
again the coupe sped through the night 
 Crouched close against the back of the 
seat, Kennedy heard, above the muffled 
exhaust, snatches of the conversation between 
Ranny and Dr. Lyman. 
 “I’ll get an order from Weir for the 
guards to turn Winston over to you ... put 
handcuffs on him, take him immediately to the 
basement room where the casket is. Give him 
one injection from the hypodermic, wait until 
you’re sure he’s dead, then call for the funeral 
car ... I’ll see Weir and get the heroin out, 

then—” 
 The coupe came to a skidding halt. 
 “Open up,” Lyman called out. 
 “Yes, sir, Dr. Lyman,” came the 
answer. 
 There was a clank of metal gates being 
opened, and the coupe’ moved forward into 
the grounds of the Westbury Sanatorium. 
Lyman parked in back of the building and 
gave last-minute instructions to Ranny: “Wait 
at the back door until I get the order from 
Weir, then get your work done quickly.” 
 “Okay, Doc.” 
 The two men got out of the car and 
disappeared around the building, and Kennedy 
slipped noiselessly from the rear compartment 
and followed. Lyman went inside the 
sanatorium, and Ranny slouched against the 
door and waited. 
In the dim light from the hallway, he loomed 
tall and heavy, with powerful arms and 
shoulders and a scowling, evil face. Kennedy 
crouched in the darkness and watched him 
alertly until Dr. Lyman returned and gave him 
a key and the order for the custody of 
Winston. 
 “Go through the basement,” Lyman 
ordered. 
When Ranny struck a match to see the lock on 
the basement door, Kennedy stood close 
behind him. The match flame flared up, and 
the G-man let loose a terrific swing from the 
hip that crashed solidly against the big thug’s 
neck. Ranny dropped to his knees, then 
slumped, face down, on the steps. 
 Kennedy struck another match, 
secured the key, opened the basement door 
and dragged Ranny inside. He found adhesive 
tape in the hood’s pocket, gagged him 
expertly and bound his hands and feet. He left 
Ranny lying just inside the door, and, with the 
aid of matches, traversed the dark, narrow 
corridor to the first floor entrance. 
 A guard stopped him and Kennedy 
presented the order. 
 “Take the stairs at the end of this 

S 
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ward,” the guard told him, opening a steel 
door, “you’ll find Winston on the second 
floor.” 
 

HE DOOR clanged shut and left Kennedy 
alone with the living dead locked within 

the ward cells. As the G-man walked along the 
corridor, wild eyes stared at him, and, in the 
feeble yellow light from a small night lamp, 
the faces of the mad inmates showed pallid 
and unearthly. Insane cries, weird mutterings 
and fiendish laughter filled his ears, but the 
thing that sent a shudder down his spine was 
the hopeless, blank stare of lunacy in their 
eyes. 
 The guard at the second-floor door 
read the order and said: “Cell six-come on, I’ll 
help you get him out.” 
 Paul Winston was old, but he resisted 
vigorously and protested loudly until, in the 
scuffle, Kennedy got his lips close to his ear 
and whispered: “I’m Marine Kennedy.” 
 Then all struggles ceased and Winston 
allowed himself to be handcuffed and docilely 
followed the G-man down the stairs, through 
the first ward, past the guard there and into the 
darkness of the basement. 
 Kennedy immediately removed the 
cuffs from Winston’s wrists and led him to the 
outside basement door. He struck another 
match, looked at the helpless Ranny, 
conducted Winston out into the sanatorium 
grounds and left him hidden in a dark corner. 
 Boldly Kennedy went through the back 
door of the sanatorium and along the deserted 
corridor until he saw a light shining through a 
frosted office door. He stood outside and 
listened, grinning when he heard Lyman 
speaking, and the grin broadened when he 
heard a gruff voice which he instantly 
recognized as that of Lloyd Krugolt. 
 “The boys will have the dope packed 
into the rear of the coupe in another ten 
minutes,” Lyman said. “I’ll take it into town 
and hide it safely, then drive by the villa and 
make sure that my men bury that damn Fed.” 

 “In the meantime,” the heavy voice of 
Krugolt replied, “I’ll attend to everything 
here. Ranny has probably given old Winston 
the shot by now and is putting him in the 
casket. I’ll call the dead wagon and have the 
body delivered to the villa. You go through all 
the necessary preliminaries to keep the 
villagers from being suspicious, then get this 
precious uncle of yours buried. By the time 
the G-man is missed, everything will be 
okay.” 
 “Sure,” Lyman agreed, “nobody 
suspects me of being in this racket—
everybody around here knows you as Dr. 
Weir, a reputable psychiatrist. No one has 
even shown suspicions that you are Lloyd 
Krugolt. The whole thing is air-tight: just an 
old lunatic dead a G-man missing and that’s 
all there is to it.” 
 Kennedy’s grin changed into a thin, 
dangerous smile. “Simple as that, huh?” he 
muttered under his breath. “Hell, mister, you 
don’t know the F.B.I.” 
 “I’ll telephone the gate guards to let 
you through,” Krugolt told Lyman. “Be on 
your way, the heroin will be loaded in a few 
minutes.” 
 Kennedy retreated swiftly down the 
corridor and out into the darkness again. Later, 
when he came back to where Paul Winston 
was hidden, the G-man held a quick, 
whispered conference with the old man and 
then led him to where Ranny lay bound and 
gagged inside the cellar door. 
 Roughly Kennedy ripped the tape off 
Ranny’s mouth, jammed his thumb into the 
mobster’s eye and pressed hard against the 
eye-ball. “Yell once,” he warned, “and I’ll 
blind you for life. Now, tell me where that 
little room containing the casket is.” 
 “Go to hell, I’ll die—” 
 Kennedy pressed ruthlessly against the 
eyeball and muffled Ranny’s scream of agony 
with his left hand jammed hard over the 
hood’s mouth. 
 “I’ll talk—I’ll tell,” Ranny mumbled 

T 
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through Kennedy’s fingers. 
 The G-man eased the pressure and 
Ranny sobbed: “Second door down this 
corridor—it ain’t locked.” 
 

ENNEDY immediately re-taped Ranny’s 
lips. He turned the man’s body over, 

loosened the tape on his wrists and readjusted 
it. Standing up, with one foot resting against 
Ranny’s prostrate body, he spoke hurriedly to 
Paul Winston. 
 “Come on, Winston,” he said, “I’ve 
got to get you into that casket. I’ll keep Ranny 
tied up, and they’ll never know but what 
you’re dead. I’ll leave the casket screws loose 
and a hammer inside. Soon as you’re out of 
the gate and a little way on the road open the 
casket and crawl out. Push back the little glass 
door to the driver’s compartment and tap the 
chauffeur good and hard with the hammer—
he’s in with this gang somehow. Then drive in 
to town, report to the sheriff and send officers 
to get me out of this damn place.” 
 “Very good,” Paul Winston agreed. 
 They moved away softly, and Kennedy 
knew, in the darkness, Ranny could not tell 
the direction in which they went. 
 Kennedy was in the small brick room, 
carefully placing wedges under the casket top 
to admit plenty of air and fastening the screws 
loosely, when he heard the motor of Lyman’s 
coupe start. He listened intently to the purr of 
the exhaust, heard the car roar away into the 
night without being stopped at the gates. 
 “There goes the load of heroin,” he 
muttered. 
 There was a slight sound at the door, 
and Kennedy spun around to look into the 
ugly muzzle of an automatic in Ranny’s hand. 
The man’s hard, cruel eyes blazed at the G-
man murderously. 
 “Slam me in the jaw and tie me up, 
will you?” he snarled. “Gouge my eye half 
out, huh?” 
 Kennedy saw the hood’s finger tighten 
on the trigger, he dropped like a plummet 

behind the casket, and Ranny’s bullet drove 
into the bricks. The G-man came from under 
the casket supports in a low, diving tackle and 
Ranny’s gun blazed again and again. One of 
the slugs seared a white-hot furrow along 
Kennedy’s shoulder and back, the other 
ricocheted off the concrete floor and thudded 
against the wall. 
 Kennedy’s shoulders hit Ranny just 
above the ankles and, rising from the dive, 
sent the hood forward and smashed his head 
hard against the casket edge. Ranny went out 
cold, and his pistol skidded across the floor. 
 The G-man snatched it up and slipped 
from the little room, ran along the corridor and 
out the basement door. In the darkness 
outside, some one called, “Ranny,” and when 
Kennedy hesitated, a gun spit scarlet flame at 
him. 
 Kennedy returned the fire and ducked 
low just in time to avoid a bullet. Immediately 
lights flashed on inside the sanatorium, cries 
and shouts arose, and above the 
pandemonium, the coarse voice of Krugolt 
shouted: “Lights, lights, get those floodlights 
on—an inmate is escaping.” 
 Kennedy sent a bullet whizzing toward 
the sound of Krugolt’s voice and turned back 
toward the basement. Suddenly the gigantic 
floodlights came on, and the grounds of the 
Westbury Sanatorium were lighted to midday 
brilliance. A guard leaped through the 
basement door and covered Kennedy with a 
shotgun, others ran forward and formed a 
menacing, circle of weapons around him. 
 “Kill him if he doesn’t drop that 
automatic,” Krugolt ordered. “He’s a 
dangerous lunatic—thinks he’s a G-man. 
We’ve just received him, and somehow he had 
a gun.” 
 Kennedy saw the guards go tense and 
ready; on all sides the sawed-off shotguns and 
rifles had him covered. These guards were 
probably honest, did not know that Krugolt 
was a criminal, but they were accustomed to 
madmen who claimed to be Alexander the 

 K
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Great, Napoleon and Mrs. Roosevelt—they’d 
never believe his story. 
 “Drop—that—gun,” one of the guards 
said, with deadly menace in each spaced word. 
 
MARINE KENNEDY shrugged and let the 
automatic fall to the ground. They closed in on 
him, jerked his arms behind him and slipped 
handcuffs on his wrists. 
 “All guards back to their posts,” 
Krugolt snapped. “We’ll take care of this man. 
I must examine him further in order to 
complete his commitment papers.” 
 Four hard-faced, beetle-browed 
mobsters, Krugolt’s personal servants, came 
forward, took charge of Kennedy and escorted 
him back to the small brick room. Krugolt 
followed them inside and locked the massive 
door. 
 The casket still stood in the corner, 
and, sitting beside it, was Ranny, a huge bump 
on his forehead and a dazed look in his eyes. 
 “He jumps me and I—” Ranny began. 
 “Shut up,” Krugolt snarled at him. 
 Ranny got up and helped the four 
hoods hold Kennedy in a chair while one cuff 
was loosened; then they pushed the G-man’s 
arms around the chair back and relocked the 
steel bracelet. 
 One of the hoods sat down on the floor 
at Kennedy’s feet, a tommy-gun held alertly 
across his knees. Ranny and the others lined 
up against the wall Krugolt laid his heavy 
automatic on the casket top and grinned evilly 
at the helpless G-man. 
 “Yell all you want to,” he said. “This 
room is soundproof—that’s why we did not 
hear Ranny’s shots. You made a bad mistake 
when you re-taped his hands: you left the tape 
loose. He escaped, reported your little 
stratagem of placing old Winston in the casket 
alive, then got a gun and came after you here. 
I don’t know how you escaped from Villa 
Winston, and I can’t imagine how you got 
here.” 
 “Conducted by the enemy,” Kennedy 

grinned at him. “It’s an old devil dog stunt.” 
 Krugolt returned the grin, sardonically. 
“You’re an ex-marine, aren’t you?” he asked. 
 “Yes,” Kennedy told him proudly. 
 Sitting there helpless, looking into 
Krugolt’s murderous eyes, into the hate-
twisted faces of his henchmen and into the 
ugly, unwavering muzzle of the tommy-gun, 
Kennedy thought of his former buddies, 
thought of men he had served with on distant 
fields and of the verse these hard-boiled 
veterans had added, for him, to their hymn. 
 
In their haunts of old Chicago to their 

scattered last domains,  
Kennedy has fought the mobsters from the 

East Coast to the plains.  
Stamping out the vicious rackets, smashing up 

the gangland schemes;  
He belongs now to the G-men, but he came 

from the Marines. 
 
 The words drummed through 
Kennedy’s mind as he listened to Krugolt’s 
precise, deadly voice, and involuntarily the 
ex-marine squared his shoulders and stared 
fearlessly into the gangster’s menacing eyes. 
 “In ten minutes,” Krugolt gloated, 
“you’re going to be an ex-G-man, also. A 
funny thing is going to happen, and it will 
explain the disappearance of a federal 
officer—something that worried Dr. Lyman 
and me, who thought you were dead. Now, 
tonight, a certain G-man, for some unknown 
reason, was prowling about this highly 
respectable sanatorium and—believe it or 
not—he came in contact with a very, very 
dangerous inmate—one Paul Winston. 
 “I have five witnesses here who will 
testify that Winston plunged at this G-man and 
stabbed him with a kitchen knife, but before 
the G-man died, he shot Winston to death. 
Simple as that—Winston dead, G-man dead, 
Lyman gone with the dope—everything in 
order, not a trace of suspicion left.” 
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RUGOLT paused and regarded Kennedy 
with a triumphant leer. 

 “We’re going to stab you, Mr. G-man, 
then sit here and watch you bleed to death.” 
He took up his automatic. “But first, I’m 
going to slam some bullets down through the 
top of this casket.” 
 There were sounds of a desperate 
struggle inside the casket, and Krugolt 
laughed harshly. 
 “Quiet, Mr. Winston,” he jeered, 
“you’re supposed to be dead, you know. 
Kennedy is going to be credited with killing 
you, but I’ll obligingly do the job for him.” 
 He raised the pistol, and Kennedy 
shouted: “Don’t, you can’t murder a helpless 
man like that. Besides, it isn’t—” 
 The blast of the automatic cut short his 
appeal.  

Coldly, deliberately, Krugolt spaced 
seven shots along the casket top. Inside, there 
was a muffled scream, a sound of violent 
struggle, then quietness. Presently a thin 
trickle of blood seeped through the casket 
corner and dripped to the floor. 
 The men lined against the wall stared, 
fascinated by the crimson drops, and 
Kennedy, who had expanded his wrist muscles 
while being handcuffed to the chair, slipped, 
with a tremendous and skin-tearing effort, his 
right wrist through, one of the cuffs. He 
leaned forward for a spring, but saw that 
Krugolt and the man with the tommy-gun 
were regarding him steadily. He leaned back 
in the chair and concealed his free hand. 
 “One favor,” he asked quietly, “before 
you stab me to death. Open that casket.” 
 Krugolt grinned and bowed 
mockingly. “A last minute request which shall 
be granted,” he said, and aside to the man with 
the tommy: “Keep him covered.” 
 Krugolt pocketed his automatic and 
pushed the casket top, with its loosely-driven 
screws, aside easily. As he did so, a choked 
cry came from his throat that was so terrible 
that the man with the tommy-gun leaped up 

and the hoods lined against the wall ran 
forward a step—then stopped and stared at the 
bound and gagged man who lay inside, his 
pain-racked and sightless eyes staring up at 
the naked light bulb, his body and clothing 
torn by Krugolt’s bullets: the white, contorted 
features of Dr. Lyman! 
 And in that moment while Krugolt and 
his henchmen stared stupidly. Kennedy leaped 
up and swung his left hand, from which 
dangled the steel cuffs, hard against the head 
of the nearest thug. The man dropped the 
tommy-gun and crumpled down. Kennedy 
shoved Krugolt against the other four, and by 
the time they recovered their balance, the G-
man had snatched up the fallen tommy-gun. 
 He swung the weapon in a short arc, 
sending a vicious spray of steel among the 
closely packed men. Two fell. Ranny ran, 
screaming, to the door and there collapsed. 
Krugolt and the other two reached high and 
begged for mercy. 
 The front of the room was a shambles, 
and Kennedy herded his prisoners to the back 
and made them sit flat on the floor. He kept 
the unwinking eye of the tommy steadily upon 
them. 
 Krugolt was whining and mumbling. 
“I killed Lyman, I killed Lyman,” he repeated 
over and over, “he couldn’t have been in that 
casket—he left in the coupe’.” 
 “Wrong,” Kennedy corrected him 
grimly. “I overheard you and Lyman plotting 
in your office. When Lyman came out into the 
darkness, I knocked him out, tied him up and 
gagged him. Mr. Winston got into Lyman’s 
coupe, and your guards let him through the 
gates without suspecting or stopping him—as 
per your orders. I had to do something with 
Lyman, so I put him in the casket. Now sit 
still—Mr. Winston will be back soon with the 
sheriff and deputies.” 
 Krugolt stared, with eyes of frenzy, at 
the G-man. “But Ranny heard you say—” 
 Kennedy laughed. 
 “Do you think I would have tampered 
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with Ranny’s bonds and left them tied loosely 
unless I wanted him to carry you that faked 
message about putting Winston in the casket?” 
Kennedy laughed again. “Incorrect 

information to the enemy by the enemy. Hell, 
fellow, that’s an old trick the Marines have 
used from the halls of Montezuma to the 
shores of Tripoli.” 

 


