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Detective Motley bucked midnight bullets to avenge the death of his brother detective. He had 
to vindicate himself too—for his prisoner had escaped clean through his hands. And the gory 

trail led to the son of his dead friend. 
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HE TWO MEN walked through the 
waiting room of the railroad station and 
headed for the gates leading to the train 

ramp. One was tall, heavily built; the other 
wiry, thin-faced and narrow-eyed. There was a 
topcoat resting on the taller man’s left arm. 
They seemed to be very friendly, these two, 
and walked arm in arm. 
 Otto Sehr, the smaller man, spoke out 
of the corner of his mouth. “Hey, Malley, this 
cuff hurts like hell.” 
 Malley, of the Racket Squad, looked 
straight ahead. “They’re not too tight for a cop 
killer. And don’t complain. You’re the 
luckiest guy on two feet. You’re heading for a 
life stretch instead of the chair. How juries can 
be so dumb—” 
 Otto Sehr sniffed contemptuously. 
“Yeah? There were no eye witnesses and my 
lawyer was smart. That’s why I got life. And 
listen—if you think I’m gonna stay in stir until 
they carry me out in a basket, you’re nuts. 
Me—I’m smart I keep my trap shut. You’re 
the dumb-bell, Malley. You put the pinch on 
me for a first-degree rap, and it didn’t stick.” 
 Sehr complained about the tight 
handcuff again after the train started, but 
Malley made a brief examination and sniffed 
in derision. The cuff wasn’t unduly tight 
 They were thirty miles out of the city 
when Malley whistled softly. He summoned 
the porter. 
 “See that guy five seats ahead of us? 
Tell him to come down here.” 
 Sehr turned white when the man 
Malley sent for approached. He was a likely 
looking young man—about twenty-three. He 
seemed tired and wan, but his eyes grew wide 
when he saw the two men. 
 Malley said: “Hello, Joey. You’re not, 
by chance, on this train purposely?” 
 Joe Thatcher said: “What if I am? 
Malley, I’d willingly go to the chair for a 
crack at that rat chained to you. He murdered 
my father, and what did he get? Life—which 

means he’ll be out in a few years. He’s a cop 
killer, but did that sway the jury? No—they 
listened to his lawyer and shed tears. I’m 
surprised they didn’t hand him a ten-buck 
fine.” 
 “You’re crazy,” Sehr said weakly and 
gulped. He didn’t like the proximity of this 
son of a man he’d been convicted of 
murdering. Joey Thatcher’s right fist started a 
choppy blow, but Malley warded it off. 
 “Don’t be a fool, Joey. Sure, this 
skunk deserved the chair, but you and I don’t 
make the law or hand out punishment. Now 
get back to your seat—and, Joey—no tricks. 
Remember—this punk is in my care until I 
deliver him to the warden.” 
 Young Thatcher glared at the 
murderer. “To hell with him.” He walked back 
to his seat and picked up a magazine. 
 Sehr licked his lips. “Malley—what 
time is it?” 
Malley looked at his watch. “It’s eight 
o’clock—just dark. You’re thinking of going 
some place, Sehr? You haven’t got ideas?” 
 
SEHR squirmed deeper in his seat. “Listen, 
copper, I’m a lucky guy. I don’t play my luck 
twice. Not me. You caught me leaving that 
cop’s house. You nailed me cold, and I had 
the rod that burned him down. But I didn’t do 
it. I found that rod on the sidewalk. I know 
how fishy that yarn is and I know how close I 
came to landing in the hot seat. I’ll be sprung 
after a couple of years so why should I try a 
getaway?” 
 Malley didn’t answer. He had a strange 
feeling that something would pop at any 
minute. The miles rolled by until the train was 
roaring across flat country, fifty miles from 
the prison. Malley told himself he’d be glad 
when this was over. 
 Sehr stirred. “Where are we, Malley? 
What time is it?” 
 “Eight-thirty—and for the luva-mike 
stop asking foolish questions. Time doesn’t 
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mean anything to you.” 
 Sehr said: “I gotta wash up, Malley. 
I’m only askin’ because I know we’ll be there 
soon. How about it?” 
 Malley heaved a sigh, but when he 
rose, he looked around very carefully. The 
washroom was at the farther end of the 
Pullman. As he walked toward it, he saw Joey 
Thatcher emerge and head for his chair. 
Malley eyed him suspiciously. 
 Sehr levered some powdered soap on 
his hands. Malley curtly rejected his plea to 
remove the handcuff. Sehr scrubbed his hands, 
rinsed them and reached for a towel in the 
rack over their heads. Malley glanced out of 
the window, trying to figure out just where 
they were. When he turned back, he looked 
into the decidedly unhealthy end of an 
automatic. Sehr was grinning. 
 “Okay, Malley. Lift your mitts while I 
take that roscoe you pack under your arm.” He 
slipped the gun out. “Now reach in your 
pocket, copper. Do it nice and easy or I’ll 
blow you in half. Take out your keys and 
nothing else, get me? Unlock the cuff on your 
wrist and hand me that key.” 
 Malley obeyed. Sehr was just crazy 
enough to yank that trigger. He glanced up at 
the towel rack and swore softly. There had 
been a gun concealed there. No wonder Sehr 
kept asking the time. Everything had been set. 
 Sehr stepped back, watched Malley 
narrowly and used the handcuff key to remove 
the bracelet around his own wrist. He dropped 
the cuffs on the seat, automatically thrust the 
keys into his pocket and reached for the 
emergency cord. 
 “Turn around,” he told Malley. “Face 
the wall and don’t move.” 
 Malley said, “You’re a fool, Sehr. 
Now you’ll rot in prison.” 
 “Turn around,” Sehr snarled. “Prison 
ain’t even goin’ to see me, wise guy.” 
 
MALLEY obeyed. He turned around slowly. 

There was a swish. Sehr used the butt of the 
gun in a vicious, long swing. Malley dropped 
to his knees, fighting for consciousness. He 
felt the train jolt as the engineer applied 
brakes in response to the emergency signal. 
Then the gun crashed down once more. 
 Sehr raced for the platform, two guns 
in his fists. A porter gaped and ducked oat of 
the way. A passenger stood transfixed. Sehr 
stepped to the platform and yanked open the 
door. 
 He peered out into the night and 
jumped. 
 Some one wiped Malley’s face with a 
cold towel. He took a drink of water gratefully 
until his senses oriented themselves. Then he 
jumped to his feet, swayed dizzily and caught 
at the conductor’s arm. His head felt as though 
twin hammers were driving against his skull. 
 Outside, under cover of the darkness, 
came a single shot. It was very close to the 
train, might even nave been fired from one of 
the windows or platforms. 
 Malley shook off the conductor’s 
restraining grasp. “Got a gun?” he asked. 
 The conductor turned over a small 
nickeled pistol. Malley surged down the train, 
through the car he had occupied. He saw 
young Thatcher white as a ghost, enter the car. 
Malley’s gun leveled. 
 “Up, Joey. I hate like the devil to do 
this, but you’re under arrest.” 
 Thatcher dropped into an empty chair. 
“You don’t think I helped him get away?” 
 “I don’t know what you did, but you 
were in the washroom before Sehr went there. 
You could have put that roscoe among the 
towels in the rack.” 
 “But why?” Thatcher asked. “That 
man killed my father. He—” 
 “That’s just it,” Malley grunted. 
“There was a shot a moment ago. I’m betting 
that Sehr didn’t get away.” 
 The conductor approached, watch in 
hand. “Must we remain here, officer? This is a 
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crack train and we’re late as it is. Can’t we 
make some arrangements so the train can go 
on?” 
 “Go ahead,” Malley grunted. “Stop at 
the next station and have a state police squad 
sent down. I’ll get off here—with this 
gentleman.” 
 He grabbed Thatcher’s arm and pulled 
him toward the platform. A brakeman 
surrendered his lantern willingly. Malley 
climbed off and considered his prisoner as the 
train pulled away. 
 “Joey,” he said quietly, “I don’t know 
if you killed Sehr or not. I’m not even sure 
he’s dead although that shot could have meant 
but one thing. Therefore I’m taking no 
chances. Walk over to that telephone pole and 
put your arms around it.” 
 Thatcher obeyed. “I don’t blame you, 
Malley. It looks as though I planted that gun 
so Sehr could get away and I’d have a chance 
to plug him. Truthfully—I intended to give the 
rat the beating of his life if I got the chance. 
That was why I was on the train.” 
 Malley snapped his handcuffs around 
Thatcher’s wrists, securing him to the narrow 
pole. Then he held the lantern high and began 
a search. He found where Sehr had jumped off 
the slow-moving train, landed on the cinders 
and dug a hole down the embankment as he 
slid to safety. He saw grass leveled by the 
fleeing man, and it left a trail that lasted until 
Malley found himself floundering around in a 
swamp where the brush was almost as high as 
his head. He cursed bitterly but kept on going, 
the lantern high and throwing its feeble light 
for a distance of about ten feet. 
 Malley heard a siren’s screech. A car 
slid to the shoulders of the highway running 
parallel with the tracks. Malley yelled at the 
top of his lungs. Two state troopers plowed 
through the swamp toward him. 
 Malley said: “I think there’s a dead 
man somewhere around here. He escaped as I 
was taking him to the pen, but I’ve an idea he 

was plugged. Help me make some kind of a 
systematic search, will you? And will one of 
you beat it down to the tracks. You’ll find a 
man cuffed to a pole. He’s under arrest on 
suspicion. Watch him.” 
 Ten minutes went by while Malley 
cursed and plodded around in muck up to his 
knees. Then he heard a hail from near the 
tracks. “Malley—over here!” 
 He hurried as fast as he could. A 
flashlight blazed a trail until he reached a 
trooper standing beside the body of Sehr. He 
had been shot through the back, exactly over 
the heart. 
 “There he is, Malley,” the trooper 
reported. The other trooper, having heard the 
hail, came over. 
 Malley drew a long sigh of resignation. 
“He deserved it, but that fool Thatcher must 
be out of his mind. One of you could stay here 
until the coroner and a morgue wagon comes.” 
 Malley plunged through the swamp 
back toward the tracks. The second trooper, 
flashlight sweeping through the darkness, kept 
step with him. They came out to the open, and 
Malley looked around, eyes wide. 
 “Where’s Thatcher?” he demanded. 
 “Damned if I know,” came the answer. 
“He’s not cuffed to any of these poles.” 
 Malley swore some more. Thatcher 
was gone! 
 
THREE HOURS later Malley sat 
uncomfortably erect on a chair in front of 
Inspector McDougal’s desk. The dour 
inspector listened to his story. 
 “A hell of a mess, Malley. Of course 
young Thatcher killed Sehr. He planted that 
gun so Sehr could get away. Then he took a 
pot shot at him and threw the gun in the 
swamp. You cuffed him to the pole, but hell’s 
bells, Malley, you forgot that Thatcher was a 
cop’s son. He probably had one of Sergeant 
Thatcher’s old handcuff keys in his pocket, 
freed himself and ran for it. The pole was 
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narrow. He could reach his pockets easily.” 
 “I know,” Malley groaned. “I thought 
of that myself. What’ll I do now?” 
 McDougal grimaced. “Find him! 
That’s the only way you can cover yourself 
now. A detective sergeant can’t allow a 
convicted man to escape, let him be murdered 
and then permit his murderer to go scot free. 
It’ll ruin your reputation, raise merry hades 
with the department and put us all on the spot. 
Go out, Malley, and don’t come back until 
you’ve got Thatcher by the nape of the neck. 
I’ll put an alarm out for him.” 
 Malley walked slowly to his own 
cubbyhole of an office and sent for the files of 
Sergeant Thatcher. He read them again, the 
first time since before Sehr’s trial. 
 Thatcher had been working on a case 
of vital importance. For almost a year the 
gangs of the city seemed to have incorporated 
into one glorified group of lawbreakers under 
a single dominating head. Crime was being 
run on a grand scale, convictions were far too 
few and complaints too many. 
 “Thatcher,” Malley decided, “must 
have gotten too close, so the big shot behind 
all this sent Sehr to knock him off. Sehr 
wasn’t afraid because he knew he’d be freed. 
He knew just when that gun would be planted. 
And he’s probably getting plenty for being on 
the wanted list.” 
 Among the dead detective’s papers 
Malley found a list of names written on a very 
small bit of paper. He hastily stuffed it into his 
pocket as some one knocked on the door. 
Malley yelled, “Come in.” 
 A man of about forty, with a white-
edged vest and glasses that hung around his 
neck by a silken cord> walked in and 
slammed the flat of his hand on the desk. 
 “A very nice bit of work,” he roared. 
“I think you deliberately gave young Thatcher 
a chance to kill Sehr. He was my client. I 
demand that justice be done.” 
 Malley bit off the tip of a cigar, cocked 

his feet on the desk and looked up. “Since 
when, counselor, did you begin to think about 
justice? And listen—if young Thatcher 
murdered Sehr, he’ll pay. Me—I don’t think 
so. It was a beautiful frameup with Thatcher at 
the loose end.” 
 Attorney Russel Damon laughed 
derisively. “Clever deductions, Malley. But 
have you anything to back them up?” 
 Malley gazed thoughtfully at the 
ceiling. “Maybe I have—and maybe not. I 
don’t think young Thatcher killed Sehr, and 
the only way I’ll believe it is to hear the story 
from his own lips or—have him start shooting 
when I go after him.” 
 Damon said: “Bah! Thatcher knows 
the law. He’s well aware of the fact that he’ll 
go to the chair if caught. I believe he’ll 
commit suicide.” 
 Mailer’s feet thumped to the floor, and 
he looked at Damon coldly. “I’ve thought of 
that, too. Damon, if anybody tries to frame 
that kid into a suicide, it’ll have to be done 
well. I can spot murder masquerading as 
suicide every time. I’ll find him. A man can’t 
hole up in this town without my knowing it. 
I’ve connections-and I’m going to use every 
doggone one.” 
 He got up and grabbed his hat. 
“What’s more, I’m starting right now.” 
 He walked out, leaving Damon staring 
at his broad back. Once outside headquarters, 
Malley hesitated. He didn’t know which way 
to turn. Thatcher wasn’t a plain crook. He had 
no friends in the underworld who would hide 
him. But he was a cop’s son who might know 
plenty of tricks. Malley headed downtown. It 
wouldn’t hurt to put a word into various ears. 
 He visited a dozen cheap hotels 
without luck. He talked to bartenders, to 
newsstand dealers, lunch-cart countermen. If 
Thatcher was in town, he was well hidden and 
some one was providing him with ample food. 
 Twice Malley turned a corner and 
stopped dead, flat against the wall of a 
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building. But no one came barging around the 
corner. He couldn’t shake off the idea that 
some one followed him. He removed his hat, 
ran his fingers through thinning hair and 
swore at his jittery nerves. 
 He climbed aboard a bus to ride 
uptown. It was packed with passengers, and he 
clung to a strap near the front of the bus. He 
heard a scuffle behind him. Some one 
shouted: “Stop the bus. I’ve been robbed.” 
 “Stop it.” Malley showed his badge to 
the driver. “But don’t open the doors.” 
 
HE wormed his way to the rear. A perspiring 
man was searching his pockets for the tenth 
time. Malley identified himself. 
 “My wallet,” the victim said. 
“Somebody snatched it. There was forty-two 
bucks—” 
 Malley looked over the heads of the 
excited crowd. There was a scared-looking 
diminutive man trying to make himself 
inconspicuous in the back seat. Malley 
shouted: “Velvet—come on up here. Come 
on—and don’t try to dump that wallet in 
somebody else’s pocket.” 
 The wizened little man squirmed 
through the crowd. He made an ineffectual 
lunge in trying to get by, but Malley dropped a 
big hand on the back of his neck. 
 “You ought to be ashamed of 
yourself,” Malley snorted. “Working on a 
bus—a dip as well known as you. Where’s the 
wallet?” 
 Velvet sighed, reached in his pocket 
and turned the wallet over to Malley. The 
victim pressed forward to claim it. 

“Sorry,” Malley said, “this is evidence. 
I’ll give you a receipt for it. Be in court 
tomorrow morning and you’ll get it back.” 
 He called to the driver to open the 
doors and transferred Velvet to the sidewalk. 
He took a firm grip on his arm and piloted him 
toward a call box. 
 Velvet looked up at him. “Have a 

heart, Malley. With my record, this means five 
years to me. Maybe we can fix that, huh”? 
 “You fixed it yourself,” Malley 
grunted. “Five years for a forty-buck poke. 
What saps you dips are!” 
 Velvet fawned on him. “But I know 
somethin’, Malley. Somethin’ big. You’d give 
your shirt for the dope. Gimme a break and 
I’ll spill what I know.” 
 Malley pushed Velvet against a wall. 
“Listen, you punk—that warped brain of yours 
doesn’t hold anything that would make me let 
you go. Now stop talking, will you?” 
 “But, Malley,” Velvet said, “a guy 
you’re lookin’ for. A guy whose old man was 
a cop—yeah, a dead cop now—I saw his 
picture in the papers and I saw him, too.” 
 Malley shook Velvet hard. “Come 
on—out with it. Talk or I’ll bat your fool head 
off. And you’re not going free either. If you 
won’t open up, I’ll hang a charge of 
hampering justice on you. That’ll blow your 
five-year stretch up.” 
 Velvet shivered. “You gotta put in a 
good word for me, Malley. You gotta, see? I’ll 
talk. I saw young Thatcher in a dump just two 
doors from the river front. On Union 
Avenue—one o’ them big joints nobody lives 
in.” 
 Malley whistled to a traffic cop and 
turned Velvet over to him. “The charge is 
picking pockets and suspicion,” he said. 
“Watch the little rat. He’s slippery.” 
 Malley hailed a cab. “Throw on the 
coal, brother. I’m the law and heading for 
Union Avenue. Never mind the lights.” 
 He sat back while the cab whirled 
through traffic. Malley frowned. Velvet 
wasn’t the type to play a bus—where it was 
almost impossible to get off quickly or to 
change to another car as he might do on the 
subway. And he’d come through with the 
information too damned easily. Malley had an 
idea he was walking into a trap. 
 He paid off the driver, hitched up his 
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pants and walked briskly toward the river. It 
was easy to pick out the house that Velvet had 
described. 
 It was one of those old-fashioned 
mansions, a show place of three decades ago. 
River traffic had long since robbed the 
neighborhood of quiet and charm. An old-
fashioned blind hung by one hinge, some of 
the windows were smashed, the lawn had long 
since given up the ghost. 
 “A perfect place,” Malley said grimly, 
“for a murder.” 
 He knew that if Thatcher was inside, 
brooding and low in spirits, he might try the 
easy route out if he figured he’d be caught. 
The best way was to rush the place, work as 
fast as possible. Malley moved down the 
street, keeping close to the rickety old fences. 
 When he reached the open gate leading 
into the big house he went into swift action. In 
two long leaps he reached the porch, but he 
made no noise as he crossed it. The front door 
gave way under a push of his shoulder. It was 
dark inside, gloomy and very dusty. Malley 
closed the door behind him and tiptoed toward 
the stairs. 
 “Who is it?” a hoarse voice demanded. 
“Don’t move or I’ll shoot.” 
 Malley said: “Look here, Thatcher, 
don’t be a fool. This is Malley. I’ve come to 
get you and—” 
 
AS HE spoke, Malley crept softly up the first 
two or three steps. One of them creaked under 
his weight. An orange jab of flame came from 
the top of the steps, and a bullet zipped by 
Malley’s head. He yanked his own gun free 
and jumped back to the first floor. 
 “I’ll kill you.” Thatcher’s voice was 
low and savage. “I won’t be taken, do you 
hear me?” 
 “You’re mad,” Malley said quietly. 
“Thatcher—this is a warning. I’m coming up. 
If you shoot again, by heaven, I’ll blast you in 
half. Your father was a cop—a good one—and 

he was my friend. But you’re making a 
murderer out of yourself. Throw that cannon 
down here and be sensible.” 
 His answer came in the form of two 
quick shots. Malley raised his gun and blazed 
away, aiming directly at the spot where those 
streaks of light slit the darkness. He heard a 
groan, the sound of a man stumbling. 
 Then a dark object came hurtling down 
the steps. It hit each step and rolled on gaining 
momentum until Malley vaulted the banister 
to get out of the way. 
 He heard the body hit the landing, roll 
over once or twice, and then a ghastly stillness 
crept over the house. Malley cursed his lack of 
a flashlight but lit a match, held it high and 
moved forward toward the figure huddled near 
the front door. 
 It was young Thatcher, all right, and he 
was very dead. His body lay stomach down, 
but his head was twisted oddly around and his 
glazed eyes looked almost up at the ceiling. 
There was a wound in his shoulder. 
 Malley knelt beside him, scraped 
another match and touched Thatcher’s wrist 
with his finger. There was no pulse. Outside, a 
patrolman’s whistle shrilled for help. Some 
one pounded up the front steps, a flash blinded 
Malley and a sharp command made him raise 
his hands. 
 “Come on in,” he said. “I’m Malley—
from headquarters. Hand me that flash.” 
 The patrolman obeyed and then he 
drew a sharp breath. “Sarge Thatcher’s kid, 
huh, Malley? You got him!” 
 “Looks like it,” Malley said. “Seems 
as though I put a slug through his shoulder. He 
maybe fainted and came flying down those 
steps—busted his neck. It’s a job for the 
coroner—and the morgue wagon. See to it, 
will you? I’m going back to headquarters.” 
 Inspector McDougal put a fatherly 
hand on Malley’s shoulder a few minutes late. 
He said: “Tough, Malley, but you had to do it. 
And that will make things easy for Velvet— 



Secret Agent X 
 

8

he’s talking to his lawyer now.” McDougal 
nodded toward the adjoining room. “Of 
course, there won’t be any trouble for you. 
That kid must have been stark mad.” 
 “He fired three shots at me,” Malley 
said slowly. “But Thatcher was a crack shot. 
He could see me down on the steps. I can’t 
understand how he missed. Unless he did it on 
purpose—wanted me to polish him off.” 
 McDougal shook his head. “We’ll 
think that, anyway. Makes things easier.” 
 Malley perched himself on the edge of 
McDougal’s desk. “You’re wrong,” he said. “I 
don’t believe Thatcher fired at me and I don’t 
think I killed him. The whole business is a 
frame—a beautiful setup to dispose of 
Thatcher and at the same time automatically 
solve the murder of Sehr.” 
 McDougal gaped. “You gone crazy, 
Malley?” 
 “I’ve been crazy. Listen. Young 
Thatcher worked every waking moment since 
his father’s death to run down the men 
responsible. He knew as well as we did that 
Sehr was just a paid killer—a punk. Thatcher 
figured some one might show on the train 
while we took Sehr to prison. If s possible that 
he spotted some one going into the washroom 
when that damned gun was hidden in the 
towel rack. 
 “Inspector, this case isn’t finished 
yet—not by a long shot. It won’t be until we 
have the man behind this organized gang—the 
master mind that ordered Sergeant Thatcher’s 
death; that arranged the murder of Sehr so he 
couldn’t squawk when he got tired of roosting 
in the pen. And I’m going to get him.” 
 He didn’t wait for a reply. Malley 
headed for the street, his face set in stern lines. 
He stopped at the curb and drew from his 
pocket the folded bit of paper he’d found 
among Sergeant Thatcher’s possessions. He 
studied the list of names and his eyes 
narrowed..... 
 “Sergeant Malley!” Some one hailed 

him. Attorney Damon ran across the sidewalk 
hand out-stretched. 
 “Great work, Malley. Tm glad to see 
that sympathy didn’t interfere with your duty. 
It was too bad about young Thatcher, but—
what has to be must be.” 
 “Thanks,” Malley said. “It’s not 
compliments I’m looking for. That kid was 
too young and decent to die.” 
 Damon whistled. “I don’t blame you, 
sergeant. I—I suppose I acted hastily when I 
criticized you earlier this evening. I’m sorry. 
Say, I owe you something for that. What about 
a drink—and supper? My car is right down the 
street. Come along.” 
 Malley fell in step with the lawyer. He 
looked at him out of the corner of his eyes. 
“Been seeing Velvet— the pickpocket—
Damon?” 
 
DAMON flashed him a quick, suspicious 
glance. “Why, yes. Velvet’s an old-client of 
mine. He phoned me. How in the world did 
you guess that?” 
 “I pinched him,” Malley said. He let 
Damon get into his car and then climbed into 
the seat beside him. “Did Velvet mention to 
you that he gave me the tip-off where 
Thatcher was holed up?” 
 Damon nodded. “That’s really the 
reason I wanted to talk to you under favorable 
circumstances. Velvet’s in bad, of course, but 
since he gave you that lead to Thatcher, 
maybe you’ll see they go easy—” 
 While he spoke, Malley’s hand moved 
casually toward his hip pocket. It came away 
holding his service pistol. Before Damon 
could move, he had the business end against 
his ribs. Damon drew a startled breath and 
reached for the emergency. Malley jabbed him 
with the gun. 
 “Keep going, Damon. You were taking 
me to your headquarters and you might as 
well keep on. Know when you’re licked? 
Listen—for hours I’ve known you as the 
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mysterious head of all organized crime in 
town. You had Sergeant Thatcher murdered 
because he was getting hot on your trail. Sehr 
did the job, but he fumbled when he ran into 
me. 
 “You got him a life stretch because 
yon happen to be a Grade A mouthpiece, but 
you knew Sehr wouldn’t keep his trap shut 
unless you sprung him, and springing a cop 
killer is hard. So he had to die, and you 
worked it so that young Thatcher seemed to be 
guilty.” 
 “You’re crazy,” Damon began. 
“You’re completely out of your head, Malley. 
I—” 
 “Shut up. You sent Velvet to pull that 
damn fool stunt on the bus so I’d nail him. He 
was set to squawk. I tumbled because I wanted 
to tumble, and I know I didn’t kill young 
Thatcher. One of your hoods imitated his 
voice. I put a slug through his shoulder 
because he was held up there at the top of the 
steps as a target. But his neck was broken 
before he started to fall down the steps. You 
and your unholy mob killed him.” 
 Damon’s tense body relaxed, and 
Malley felt an ominous tinge of fear creep into 
his soul. 
 “Look behind you,” Damon said. 
“There’s a nice little sedan running behind us. 
If you look closely, you’ll see several efficient 
guns covering you, Malley. Ever since you’ve 
been shooting your mouth off, I’ve been 
working the brake pedal gently. My brake 
light flashed a warning to this car that’s been 
tailing us. I thought you might be 
overzealous.” 
 “Before they get me,” Malley said 
grimly, “you’ll taste plenty of hot lead. Take 
the next corner and head back. I’m not afraid 
to die—not if I take you with me.” 
 Damon’s hands were white against the 
wheel. He glanced at Malley and knew the 
detective spoke the truth. Damon hadn’t 
planned on a situation of this kind. He turned 

the next corner, but instead of a straightening 
up, he stepped on the gas and sent the big car 
careening across the sidewalk toward a brick 
wall. 
 Malley was jerked around by the 
sudden swing of the car. Behind him he heard 
the screech of tires as the second car veered 
after them. Then there was a crash. Malley 
bounded forward, his head struck the 
windshield. Dazed, he felt Damon wrench his 
gun away and plant a haymaker at the point of 
his jaw. 
 He was barely conscious of being 
hauled out of the car and thrown into the 
tonneau of another. Somewhere a siren 
screeched. Malley opened his mouth to yell, 
but only a miserable yelp came from his 
throat. Some one cursed, and a gun butt 
descended with fiendish accuracy. 
 
MALLEY regained partial consciousness as 
the car swayed from side to side, gaining 
speed every second. It roared away from the 
city, hit a concrete ribbon of highway and 
rushed on into the night. 
 Malley slitted his eyes and looked at 
three pair of feet He was on the floor of the 
tonneau, and he knew what he was up against. 
The three men near him and the driver made at 
least four men against whom he had to 
contend. 
 They were heading away from the city 
toward some hideaway located, probably, off 
the beaten track. Malley closed his eyes, 
fought the giddy sensation that threatened to 
put him under again. He felt the car turn, felt 
the tires roll over deep ruts and knew that they 
must be nearing their destination. 
 He permitted the crooks to haul him 
out and carry him into a farmhouse. They 
threw him into a corner, and one pug stood 
guard. 
 Damon spoke in caustic tones. “This 
means the finish. I heard Malley telling 
McDougal that he knew young Thatcher was 
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murdered. That means McDougal will get 
wise when Malley is missed. We’re finished, 
boys, but we’ve got plenty.” 
 One of the crooks demurred. “Why not 
wake the cop up and make him tell you what 
he knows. Maybe we don’t have to lam out. 
Things are just rolling swell, Damon.” 
 Damon nodded. “We’ll try it Throw 
some water on him, put him in a chair, and 
one of you hold his left hand on the flat of this 
table. I’ll make him talk.” 
 Malley stirred when cold water was 
dumped on his head. He opened his eyes wide 
this time. To all appearances he was 
completely whipped—an abject, water-soaked 
figure with all the fight taken out of him. One 
of the thugs held his hand on the table. Damon 
reversed his gun. 
 “All right, Malley, talk. I want to know 
how you got wise, and what else you told 
McDougal that I didn’t hear.” 
 “Go to hell,” Malley grunted. 
 The gun butt descended, smashed 
against the tip of Malley’s index finger and 
drew a groan of agony from his lips. Damon 
grinned. 
 “The next time I’ll crush your finger. 
Then I’ll work on the other nine. Don’t be a 
fool, Malley. Answer my questions.” 
Malley looked; up with bloodshot eyes. He 
said slowly: “Sergeant Thatcher compiled a 
list of names. Every one of ’em was a crook 
defended by you, Damon. Thatcher 
investigated your bank account, and when, he 
didn’t find any trace of deposits made of the 
fees you should have collected, he guessed1 
you were paid in another way. I found that 
list.” 
 Damon cursed. “Now what did you tell 
McDougal?” 
 Malley’s eyes flashed around the 
room. The three thugs were watching intently. 
One held his wrist, the other two were against 
the wall a dozen feet away. None of them held 
guns, confident that their prisoner was in no 

condition to resist or make a break. 
 Damon poised the gun over Malley’s 
aching finger. “Talk, damn you! Or must I 
smash every one of your fingers?” 
 Malley set his jaw. The thug who 
gripped his wrist loosened that grasp every 
time Damon swung the gun. It was an 
involuntary action created by the crook’s 
desire to be certain his own hand could move 
if Damon missed. 
 “Smash away,” Malley said grimly. 
 Damon leered at him. He raised the 
gun for a tremendous blow. It started down. 
Malley gave a powerful jerk with his hand. He 
pulled himself free of the thug’s grasp and 
with the same motion swept his arm upward, 
hit Damon’s wrist a hard blow and knocked 
the gun to the floor. 
 Malley was out of the chair in a flash 
and streaking for the weapon. One thug got his 
gun out and fired. The bullet whipped by 
Malley’s cheek. His left hand was a dead 
weight from the crushed finger, but his right 
scooped up Damon’s gun. 
 He spun around, firing fast. One thug 
went down with a moan. Another dropped his 
gun and clapped a hand to his side. He went 
down on one knee. 
 
DAMON made a lunge for the gun dropped 
by that crook. He got it, for Malley was busy 
with the third one. He fired twice, but missed. 
A slug hit him a wallop in the left thigh, 
sending him to one knee. Malley yanked the 
trigger twice. The first time there was an 
explosion and the thug doubled up, hit the 
floor and stayed there. The second time there 
was only a click. The gun was empty. 
 Damon heard that click. He leveled the 
weapon he had seized. 
 “Ready to take it, Malley?” he asked 
with a triumphant leer. “You’ve done me a 
favor, did you know that? Killing or wounding 
those men makes it possible for me to take all 
the loot we’ve saved. Here it comes, Malley.” 
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 Malley still clutched the empty gun. 
His hand moved like the strike of a serpent. 
The gun flashed across the room. Damon 
dodged and fired. He missed, but dodging 
made him lose his balance. Before he could 
recover his equilibrium, Malley was surging 
across the floor at him. 
 Damon fired again, wild in his 
eagerness, and then there was an empty click. 
Malley was still going forward. A raging 
hatred for this killer overcame physical 
infirmity. 
 Damon backed up, his face taut with 
terror. He raised the gun, as a hammer. Malley 
jumped. His right hand knocked the gun away, 
his left jabbed a short hook to the jaw that 
made Malley wince as much as it did Damon. 
The pain cleared his spinning senses, and he 
fell to with a fury. 
 He buried his right fist in Damon’s 
stomach, took a slashing blow along the face 
for punishment, but kept wading in. Damon 
had his back against the wall and he whined in 
fear. Malley’s fists pumped blow after blow, 
centering on Damon’s weakest spot, his 
paunch of a stomach. Damon doubled up, 
clutching his middle. 
 Malley stepped back and lifted one 
from near the floor. Damon’s head snapped 
back, his knees refused to support him any 
longer. He tottered drunkenly and then 
crashed face down on the floor. 
 Malley reeled toward a phone, picked 
up a gun on the way. He spoke into the phone 
a few moments, then found a chair and sat 
down. State troopers found him that way, 
menacing three wounded thugs. The fourth 
was dead. McDougal came, minutes later. 
Malley talked while an ambulance surgeon 
dressed his wounded thigh. 
 “Sergeant Thatcher left a list of 

names,” he explained. “They were all men 
whom Damon had defended. Nobody else 
caught the significance of the list, but I did. 
Thatcher was getting warm. Those crooks 
pulled jobs that had been carefully planned. 
They were captured more or less by luck, and 
then Damon fought for them. I told Damon 
that Thatcher had investigated his bank 
accounts, but that was just bluff.” 
 “”I see all that,” McDougal admitted, 
“but I can’t understand how you figured 
Damon’s mob murdered Sehr and threw the 
blame on young Thatcher. The case was open 
and shut. Thatcher killed Sehr, you killed 
Thatcher.” 
 “I didn’t kill Thatcher,” Malley .said. 
“Damon did and faked the rest of it so it 
would look as though I plugged him and he 
broke his neck falling down the steps. How 
did I know Thatcher wasn’t guilty? Simple. 
 “I cuffed Sehr when I started him to 
prison. He took the handcuff key away from 
me, and after he released himself, he put that 
key in his pocket. But he didn’t take the cuffs 
and I used them on young Thatcher. Now how 
could Thatcher free himself from that pole? 
You thought he may have had a handcuff key 
in his pocket. If he had, it wouldn’t have done 
him any good. 
 “Those cuffs required a special key. 
Handcuffs are easy to pick, and when I take a 
murderer to prison, I use a special kind. Sehr 
had the key when he jumped off the train. The 
men who killed him found that key and used it 
to free Thatcher after they killed Sehr.” 
 Malley winced as a probe drove an 
iodine-soaked pad into the wound. “Damon 
was in the next room talking to that 
pickpocket when you and I were in your 
office. I spoke loudly so he’d hear me; He did, 
but I fell into a trap instead of Damon.” 

 


