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HE Lexington Avenue uptown 
express was clipping around the 
last curve into Grand Central when 

“Sailor-Beware” Dawson’s cool grey eyes 
picked out the headline in the newspaper. 

The paper was being read by the big 
bruiser standing next to him in the 
crowded train. The big fellow started to 
turn the page. 

“Wait!” Dawson suggested casually. 
The big man’s eyes flashed. “Well, I’ll 

be—” he started to say. 
Dawson read all of the headline. It 

said: “Rare Elwell Diamond Reported 
Smuggled Into New York Today.”  

Just then, compressed air screamed 
around the brakes; doors slid open in the 
subway cars. Passengers boiled out of the 
crowded cars. Dawson joined the exodus. 

“Listen, smart guy—” the bruiser 
growled, and followed Dawson on to the 
subway platform. A little fellow in a 
checked suit pushed after them. His own 
paper, folded at the sports page, was 
tucked under his arm. Suddenly he nudged 
the big bruiser. 
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“Look, mister,” he suggested. “I 
wouldn’t get sore. Know who that is?” He 
indicated Dawson’s broad form going 
through the doorway in a rolling gait. 

. The big man snorted: “What the devil 
do I care! I’m—”  

“That’s Sailor-Beware Dawson,” the 
little man offered hurriedly. “The toughest 
dick in New York!”  

“Sailor what?”  
The little guy grinned. “You heard me. 

He’s an old navy man. Held the seamen’s 
heavyweight title for three years. Listen, 
when that guy hit them, they stayed hit. It 
was just a case of ‘Sailor, beware!’ Get 
it?”  

Dawson’s pleasant lean face broke into 
a grin. He couldn’t help but hear the 
conversation right behind him as he 
headed down the platform. Then, with a 
start, he drew up short in his swaying 
walk. A man stood against one of the steel 
columns close to the edge of the platform. 
Too close! Dawson saw the man sway 
slightly forward—toward the tracks. He 
stiffened. Why—why the man’s eyes were 
closed! 

Dawson took two quick steps forward. 
That rolling stride of his was deceiving. It 
was like the steady, powerful drive of 
rolling seas. 

“Look out!” Dawson yelled. He swung 
the young man away from the open space 
just as a train thundered into the far end of 
the platform. The man’s eyelids fluttered 
open for an instant. Dawson gasped. 

“Larry Thomas!” he cried, recognizing 
his pal from the Evening Post. The 
reporter swayed up against him. 

Dawson’s cool eyes, faded to a pale 
grey from years in the bright sun at sea, 
snapped: “You fool! You crazy, damn’ 
fool! A fine place to come when you’re 
drunk!”  

The reporter didn’t answer, but just 
kept swaying back and forth on his feet. 

Dawson’s lean jaw clamped shut, he 
shook the reporter’s shoulders roughly. 
“Snap out of it, you—”  

Then he stopped, watched the 
uncertain movement that Larry Thomas 
made toward his chest. His voice, 
strangely thick, muttered: 

“I—I—”  
And in the next instant the 

newspaperman’s knees buckled, and he 
sagged to the cement floor. Dawson stared 
in awe at the open, staring eyes, and the 
slack jaw. He’d seen that set expression 
many times in his police work. 

Larry Thomas was dead! He knew. 
 

H my God!” It was a woman’s 
wail of horror close to Dawson’s 

ear. In five seconds a score of people had 
crowded close. A subway guard was trying 
to shove through the melee. 

Dawson’s flinty voice ripped out: 
“Back! Back everybody!” As he stooped 
down over his friend he saw the guard. 
“You call Police Headquarters,” he 
barked. “Get a couple of cops upstairs in 
the station. Come on. Move!”  

Then, gently, he carried the reporter 
over to one of the platform benches. He 
noticed, curiously, that one of Larry’s 
hands was still clutched at his chest. And 
there was something else: a crumpled 
newspaper clipping sticking out of a vest 
pocket. 

Dawson spread it out, read the circled 
ad which the reporter must have marked 
off. It read: 

 
MAURICE EDWARDS 
Dealer in Rare Antiques 

Grand Central Bldg.—Room 1810 
 
Dawson frowned as he shoved the 

clipping into his pocket. Maurice 
Edwards— He’d heard that name 
mentioned before, some place. But why 
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had Larry been interested in an antique 
dealer? Suddenly Dawson had a hunch. 
Rare antiques—rare diamonds! And the 
office building was very near here! Had 
Larry been on his way there— 

Morbidly curious men had pushed 
close against the detective’s thick 
shoulders. Dawson hunched his arms, 
jerked them outward. Wind was knocked 
out of the lungs of two men. They 
staggered backward, gasping. 

“You guys don’t understand English, 
do you?” Dawson growled. 

Then, deftly, he flicked open the 
reporter’s vest. His eyes lidded when he 
saw the spot of fresh blood on the 
otherwise immaculate shirt front. Ripping 
it open, his gaze riveted on the odd design 
on the reporter’s chest just above the V 
opening of the undershirt. 

It was a small tattoo, around which the 
flesh was reddened. The tattoo was the 
intricate design of some peculiar flower. 
But what the devil! Being tattooed wasn’t 
fatal. His own arms were covered with 
them. Yet he’d say that tattoo had been 
made within the past hour. 

Dawson massaged his rough, square 
jaw thoughtfully as he stared at the mark. 
Why? Why had Larry Thomas wanted to 
be tattooed? 

He looked up as two harness bulls 
shoved through the circle of faces. 

“Howya, Sailor?” one of the cops said. 
Then, with a start, he stared at the 
reporter’s exposed chest. “What the 
devil?”  

Dawson looked at the other cop. 
“Go find a phone,” he directed. “Call 

Homicide!” And as the cop started off, he 
added: “Yeah, and the medical examiner.”  

He recognized the other officer. 
“Look, Murphy,” he said. “I thought this 
kid was drunk. He isn’t. He’s dead. A 
healthy guy dead from a tattoo mark!”  

Murphy’s rugged, jovial face lined 

with seams. “Well, I’ll—”  
“Save it,” Dawson clipped, heeling 

around. He peered over the heads of the 
crowd, saw phone booths farther down the 
platform. “You stay here, Murphy,” he 
said over his shoulder. “I’ll be back.” 

 
LBOWING his way through the 
crowd, Dawson’s rolling gait smacked 

his legs against someone’s knees. 
A man said: “Say!” and rubbed his leg. 
Dawson squeezed into a booth, got the 

operator and barked: “Evening Post—
editorial rooms. This is a police call.”  

A train rumbled into the station. The 
reverberating echo seemed to be all 
concentrated within the booth. He heard 
the girl repeating: “Number please?”  

Sailor Dawson closed his eyes, put his 
lips close to the mouthpiece, ripped out: 

“Evening Post! Ask me again and I’ll 
blast your ears off!” He held the receiver 
ready to press over the mouthpiece. That 
usually got the supervisor—and results, if 
necessary. 

Finally, between the clattering of trains 
and arguing with everyone from copy boys 
to smart-aleck cub reporters, he got hold 
of a rewrite editor who gave him the 
lowdown on Larry Thomas. 

Sure. The kid had been hot on that 
Elwell diamond smuggling. The stone had 
been slipped through the Customs that 
very morning. Somehow, somewhere, the 
newshound had secured that info. Thought 
he knew who had received the rare stone. 
Why was he tattooed? Well, hell! The kid 
had a scoop. Probably had some crazy 
notion of passing himself off as a sailor. 
Thomas did crazy things like that. 

Sailor Dawson said, “Thanks, old man. 
Thanks a lot.” He hung up, hurried back 
along the platform. More police were in a 
huddle around the bench now. Dawson 
shoved through and found Medical 
Examiner Tooney examining the dead 
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man. Tooney was fast and efficient. 
“What did it?” Dawson prompted. 
The doctor looked up, his little bright 

eyes flashing. He indicated the small 
flowerlike design on the reporter’s chest. 

“It’s poison, Sailor!” he said, 
recognizing Dawson. “Deadly poison, 
injected when this man was tattooed. I’d 
say it couldn’t have been more than an 
hour ago. Probably half an hour.”  

Dawson’s freckled hands clenched at 
his sides. His cool eyes were frosty as he 
stared intently at the design. 

“Yeah,” he mused. “That design—it’s 
familiar. Some plant I’ve seen before. 
Maybe it was in Panama. And it’s a damn 
nice job of tattooing. In fact”—his eyes 
narrowed thoughtfully—“I know of only 
one person who could do a job like that!”  

Sailor Dawson straightened suddenly, 
jerked his hand toward the doctor. “Give 
Tooney a hand, you coppers. I’m going 
places.”  

“Where?” one of the homicide men 
asked. 

“Chatham Square, down on the 
Bowery,” Dawson snapped, heeling 
around. “There’s only a couple of those 
tattoo artists left down there now. I think I 
know the one I want!” 

In the next moment Dawson hurried up 
the steps leading to the overpass to the 
downtown platform. Then he remembered 
the newspaper clipping in his pocket and 
abruptly decided that he wanted to see this 
man Edwards, dealer in antiques. 

 
IVE minutes later he paused in the 
corridor on the 18th floor of the Grand 

Central Building. Most of the offices were 
in darkness now, but he saw the frosted 
glass door with “Maurice Edwards” 
printed in very small letters. Light shone 
through from inside. Someone was still 
there. 

Without knocking, Dawson opened the 

door and found himself in a richly 
furnished anteroom. He saw only two 
pieces of antiques in the whole room. So! 
This was one of those exclusive places. 
Hell, he thought, the lousy stuff was 
probably made right over in Paterson.  

“Well?” It was a soft, silky voice and it 
came from a doorway opening into an 
inner office. 

Dawson turned, stared at the slim, 
dapper-looking man facing him. Without 
really looking, Dawson was aware of 
diamond chips glittering in gold rings on 
the man’s fingers. He remembered now. 
This was Edwards, all right. He recalled 
hearing something once about this man’s 
passion for diamonds. Could it be that— 

Dawson’s eyes narrowed as he caught 
the intense, unwavering stare of the man’s 
eyes. 

“Well, what is it, sir?” Edwards said 
softly. 

Dawson strode across the room, 
looked past Edwards into a comfortably 
furnished office. He went in, hooked his 
leg over the edge of a huge desk and 
calmly mouthed a cigarette. There was 
something ruthless in the way Edwards’ 
eyes followed the detective’s movements. 

“Say! You have a helluva nerve—” the 
antique dealer started to say. 

“Don’t get your blood pressure up,” 
Dawson clipped. He blew out a lungful of 
smoke right into Edwards’ face. Then he 
said. “Mister, a certain reporter — Larry 
Thomas by name—was either on his way 
here to see you tonight, or he’s already 
been here. I think it was to ask you 
something about a rare diamond that was 
smuggled into New York today. The 
Elwell diamond! Perhaps you’ve heard.”  

Edwards’ pallid face remained 
expressionless. But the ruthless, chilling 
look in his eyes seemed to grow harder. 
Dawson’s eyes narrowed as he thought of 
that poor kid dead back there in the 
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station. 
“And Larry Thomas is dead,” he 

growled. “Murdered, in my opinion! You 
wouldn’t know anything about that, would 
you?”  

Edwards rose up on his toes and his 
voice cried shrilly. “Listen, you, who do 
you think you are—”  

Dawson took a step forward. His eyes 
never left the other man’s. 

“Then you do know that reporter! It 
doesn’t seem to surprise you much, 
Edwards. And don’t try to make believe 
you don’t know I’m a cop!”  

Abruptly the little muscles in Edwards’ 
cheeks relaxed. He walked around the 
desk, slid into a chair .and grinned at the 
detective. There was a leering tone to his 
voice as he said: 

“So what, copper! I know lots o’ 
people in this man’s town. And I read the 
papers. So you’re looking for the Elwell! 
Now isn’t that just fine!” Then, suddenly, 
Edwards slammed his fist down on the 
desk top and leaned toward Dawson. 
“Well, get this, wise guy. I don’t know a 
thing!”  

Sailor Dawson rocked on his heels, his 
hard fists balled at his sides. He knew a 
few nice ways of making crooks talk. 
But—he wasn’t sure. He had no proof, yet. 

“You got me wrong, heel,” he said. 
“I’m looking for a murderer, not a 
diamond. And I think I know who will 
talk!”  

Without further explanation Dawson 
swung toward the door leading into the 
hall. Over his shoulder he added: 

“I’ll be back, sweetheart.” 
 

 FEW minutes later Dawson caught a 
downtown subway express out of 

Grand Central Station. He got off at 
Brooklyn Bridge, came up to the street 
beneath the Elevated—on the Bowery. 

Most of the cheap little shops were 

closed now. The air was heavy with fog 
from the East River. His powerful 
shoulders hunched against the damp, 
clammy air, Sailor Dawson started north 
along the Bowery toward Chatham 
Square. He passed Mott Street where soft-
footed Chinese slunk in and out of 
doorways. They eyed him curiously. Once 
in a while a train rattled overhead on the 
El tracks. 

Then he saw the sign in a little framed 
glass window beside a small shop. 
“Swenson, the only tattoo artist living who 
can remove tattoos.” There were photos of 
bare-backed women, their flesh covered 
with hundreds of designs. And Dawson 
saw newspaper clippings inside the 
improvised showcase. The clippings were 
yellow with age. 

Swenson! That was the man he 
wanted. There was a light burning within 
the old, drab-looking shop. Dawson 
hurried inside, saw a bum from the docks 
sitting in a drunken stupor in a chair. A 
big, rugged looking man pushed through 
dirty curtains from a rear room. Dawson 
studied the tanned, pockmarked face. He 
stared hard at that face. Years ago this 
fellow—Swenson—had made the intricate 
designs on his own arms and shoulders. 
Would Swenson remember? 

“What can I do for you, matey?” the 
tattooer was asking. 

Dawson glanced at the bum who 
slouched in the chair, then flashed his 
badge. Swenson’s eyes opened wide in 
astonishment. 

“Just a few questions, Swenson,” 
Dawson said. He nodded toward the man 
in the chair. “Maybe you’d like to get him 
out—”  

“He’s all right,” the tattooist said 
hurriedly, a slight quiver in his voice. 
“He’s dead drunk. Wha—what do you 
want?”  

Briefly, Sailor Dawson told about the 
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dead newspaperman and the strange tattoo 
design. He finished: “There’s only a 
couple of you guys left in this profession, 
Swenson.” He thought of the figures on 
his own arms. “And you’re the only one 
who could handle a design like that.”  

Dawson stepped close to the big man, 
snapped out: “You did that job tonight, 
Swenson. I want to know why that reporter 
was tattooed.” Dawson’s hand closed 
around the man’s arm and his viselike grip 
dug into muscles that were tense. “Come 
on, talk, damn you!”  

Swenson started trembling. A terrible 
look of fear came into the back of his eyes. 
Dawson knew that it wasn’t fear of the 
police. It was something else. 

“No!” Swenson cried shrilly. “You got 
me wrong, copper. So help me, I had 
nothin’ to do with killin’ anybody.” He 
waved his hand toward the street outside. 
“Look. There’s other tattoo places around 
here. Talk to them. Ask them. Maybe—”  

Dawson’s eyes lidded. He had seen 
this look of fear in men’s faces before. 
Swenson would never talk—now. Perhaps 
if he was faced with the truth— 

Dawson swung away, ripped out: “It 
won’t take long to check on these other 
shops, mister. I’d advise you to wait here. 
I’ll soon know whether you did that job or 
not.”  

He hurried out, saw a shadowy figure 
slip into a doorway. Had someone been 
listening to the conversation? But this 
section was full of dock rats, bums and 
what not. They slithered along through the 
darkness of night like so many shadowy 
ghost-forms. 

Dawson continued down the street, 
watched for the next tattooist shop. 

Within half an hour he had located 
them all. Each was closed. But at the last, 
a little hole in the wall next to a barber 
shop, he finally aroused someone from a 
room in the rear. The door opened a crack 

and Dawson was aware of sparkling, 
kindly eyes set in a weatherbeaten face. 
He made himself known. 

“Tell me, skipper,” he asked, “aren’t 
any of these tattoo joints open around here 
any more at night?”  

The old salt opened the door wider. 
“Well now,” he smiled, “most of them are 
out of business. The others close at six. 
That is, all except Swenson’s. But maybe I 
could—” 

Dawson grinned, motioned back down 
the street. “No, I don’t want any more of 
the blasted things. But look. Come along. 
I’ll tell you about it on the way to 
Swenson’s.”  

Ten minutes later, as Sailor Dawson 
and the old sailor picked their way along 
the gloomy, dimly lit street beneath the 
elevated, the detective listened to the 
yammer of fire engines somewhere ahead. 
It was the only sound that disturbed the 
quiet, menacing stillness of this old, 
underworld section close to the black, 
murky waters of the East River. 

A moment later he came to a stiff halt. 
His forehead corrugated in a frown. 
Directly ahead was Swenson’s shop and 
lined up in front of it were four big fire 
trucks! 

Dawson ran forward, forgetting the 
elderly man by his side. He recognized 
Chief Weatherby of Company 21. The 
chief stepped over hose lines, sploshed 
through ankle-deep water and broken 
window glass when he saw the detective. 

“Hiya, Chief,” Dawson said. He 
indicated the smashed front of the little 
shop. Smoke billowed out of the window. 
“Say, where’s Swenson? You know—the 
tattoo guy. I want to see him.” 

The chief grimaced, jerked his hand 
toward the store. Engines in the street 
behind them were still pumping water into 
the place. 

“Burned!” Weatherby growled. “The 
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boys are digging him out now. Found him 
in the back room.”  

“Lord!” Dawson groaned. “That 
knocks things haywire.”  

“Knocks what?” the chief asked, 
puzzled. 

“Huh?” Dawson said absently, jerking 
his gaze back to the chief’s. He’d been 
thinking of that strange design. Only 
Swenson could have— 

 
IS thoughts were interrupted as a 
mangy-looking dog scrambled out of 

the shop, scurried between Dawson’s feet 
and zipped around one of the fire trucks. 
Dawson frowned. His nose crinkled. 

“Did you get that?” he barked. 
“Get what?” Weatherby asked. 
Just then the dog raced back across the 

sidewalk and in one lithe movement 
Dawson swooped down, had the cur in his 
big hands. He shoved the animal close to 
Weatherby’s nose. 

“Gasoline!” the chief exploded. 
“Uh-huh,” Dawson agreed, his eyes 

sparkling. “And this pooch seems at home 
around this shop. Better investigate, 
Chief.” Half to himself, he added: 
“Someone wanted Swenson put out of the 
way. I wonder why?” He shoved the 
shaggy mutt into the man’s hands. He 
turned to leave. “You find out about the 
gas,” he clipped out. “See you later.” 

He rushed off, leaving Weatherby and 
the old seaman staring after him. Dawson 
cut diagonally across the street, beneath 
the El. There was a drugstore at the corner. 

Dawson stepped inside, saw phone 
booths in the rear. In a moment he had 
called Precinct 17, the Harbor Police over 
at Battery Park. Dawson clipped out his 
message, gave his name. 

“Hello, Sailor,” a booming desk 
sergeant’s voice answered. “Yeah. There’s 
two ships in from South America. But 
one’s still in quarantine. Try the Rio. She’s 

docked on the East River—Pier Ten. 
We’ve been watching that one, Dawson. 
But we can’t get a thing on any of the 
crew.”  

“Thanks,” Dawson snapped. “A friend 
of mine was knocked off tonight. You can 
worry about the boat. I’m looking for a 
killer.”  

Just as Sailor Dawson hung up the 
receiver, he heard the door in an adjoining 
booth open. He squirmed around, cursed 
the accordionlike door that had to be 
opened inward before he could get out of 
the booth. 

His quick gaze lit on the back of the 
tall, lean man in the sailor’s blue jacket 
going out the front of the store. The man 
seemed in a hurry. And Dawson had heard 
no coin fall in the telephone in the next 
booth. 

He reached the doorway in four 
strides, took up the pursuit. Away from the 
corner, the side street was dark, deserted. 
He couldn’t see the man now, but he heard 
pounding steps somewhere ahead of him. 
Abruptly they faded out. 

Dawson slowed, wondered where the 
man could have disappeared to. Then he 
saw the dark, cavernous mouth of the 
alley, almost right next to him. Far down 
its length, he heard a slight sound. There 
was no one out here in the little side street. 
He saw only a couple of cars parked along 
the curb. 

Soundlessly the detective advanced 
into the blackness ahead. His sharp eyes 
slowly became accustomed to the light. A 
dark shape loomed up ahead and Dawson 
knew that it was the wall of a building. 
The alley ended here, but at right angles 
leading off to the right and left were 
connecting lanes. 

He stood there, tense, listening for any 
sound. In this gloom the man might be 
within three feet of him, in some doorway 
in the back of one of these stores. 

H 
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AWSON slunk forward. Far off he 
heard the mournful sound of a 

foghorn on the East River. Then, abruptly, 
he saw the sliver of light. It came from a 
window in the back of one of the stores. 
The window was on a level with his hips 
and flush with the narrow alley. There was 
a door near the window. 

Dawson moved close to the curtained 
window, tried to squint beneath the bottom 
of the drawn shade. That’s where the slit 
of light came from. His hand slipped 
inside his coat pocket, adjusted his .38 in 
its shoulder holster. He didn’t want it to 
jam in its spring clip in case he should 
need it quick. 

That man in the drugstore must have 
shadowed him, overheard the 
conversation. Could he have come here? 

Abruptly Dawson heard the harsh 
laugh from the other side of the window. 
He stiffened. It was a hard, rasping laugh. 
The voice said: 

“It’s tough about Swenson, ain’t it?” 
Laughs followed, and then the voices 
seemed to recede toward another room, 
probably in the front of the place. 

Dawson’s eyes blazed and his lean 
cheeks burned with rage. So! These rats 
had burned down Swenson. And then they 
had burned the shop, used gasoline in 
order to do a good job of it!  

Dawson took one deep breath, lunged 
forward. His thick shoulders sent the 
flimsy door crashing inward, and he went 
in with his .38 drawn. 

The room was empty. He heard the 
front door slam. Dawson raced through the 
shop, in time to hear a powerful car race 
away from the curb outside. 

Outside, he saw the car careen around 
the nearby corner and turn north beneath 
the elevated. 

Dawson thought of Edwards, the 
antique dealer. The belief that the man was 
at the bottom of this whole thing still 

persisted in his mind. Had Edwards 
arranged Swenson’s death? And why? 

These questions burned into Dawson’s 
mind as he legged it back to Chatham 
Square. 

A half hour later Dawson entered the 
Grand Central Building once again. A 
watchman in the elevator arcade said: 

“You can’t go up now, mis—”  
Dawson said, “Nerts!” and entered a 

cab that was standing open at the main 
floor. The light was in the dome of the 
cab. Someone had recently used it and he 
didn’t like the watchman’s face. The man 
would probably give away the building for 
a sawbuck.  

Lights were on in the office on the 
18th floor. Dawson slapped open the door, 
was surprised that it wasn’t locked. He 
crossed the anteroom, burst into the inner 
office before the three men seated around 
the desk had time to realize what it was all 
about. 

For a long time they stared in frozen 
astonishment. There was the tall, angular-
faced man from the drugstore. Next to him 
sat a big pasty-faced bruiser in a first 
mate’s cap. A knife scar ran the length of 
his jaw. And on the side of the desk 
nearest Dawson sat the pockmarked 
Swenson. Dawson stared hard at that last 
face. Then he growled: 

“All right, rats. Get ‘em up!”  
The gun in his steady hand shifted 

back and forth, covering the three men. 
Scarface, the man in the mate’s cap, 
jumped to his feet. 

“Well, look who’s here! If it ain’t—”  
Dawson’s frosty eyes were thin slits as 

he snapped: “Stow it!” Now he knew this 
scar-faced bruiser. He stepped closer. 
Dawson’s mouth curled in a grin, but his 
eyes remained cold as ice. 

“Scarface Nelson — a sailor!” he 
gritted. “In a first mate’s cap from the Rio! 
Cripes, what a laugh!” The cap probably 
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belonged to the lantern-jawed man sitting 
next to Scarface. The man looked like a 
Spaniard. 

His gaze went back to Swenson’s face. 
He saw the look of fear coming into the 
tattooist’s eyes. 

Dawson snarled: “Why, you lousy—” 
He took a step forward. “So it’s poor 
Swenson, huh? You—”  

Scarface made a movement behind the 
desk. Dawson whirled, met the crook’s 
leering gaze. 

“Sailor-Beware Dawson!” Scarface 
laughed. “So now you need a pop-gun. 
They thought you were a fighter in the 
navy. You yellow—”  

Something snapped inside Dawson’s 
tense body then. Abruptly the gun 
clattered to the desk top. Nothing could 
give him greater pleasure than to use his 
fists on these rats. 

Hell broke loose all at once. The three 
men and Dawson moved at the same 
instant. Dawson, with one powerful shove, 
turned over the desk. The gun skidded 
against a side wall of the office. His fists 
started driving blows in three directions at 
once. 

 
HE pockmarked Swenson went down 
at the first crack. Scarface tried to get 

his apelike arms around Dawson’s neck. 
The detective shot a quick jab, broke the 
man’s nose.  

And in the same instant he saw the 
Spaniard making a quick movement over 
his shoulder. A knife!  

Dawson sidestepped, then closed in 
and hammered the Spaniard to his knees. 
He wavered to his feet once and Dawson 
drove his head back against the wall. The 
man slid to the floor and lay still. Scarface 
was stretched out beside him. 

Dawson heeled around, clutched the 
pockmarked sailor by the shirt collar and 
slammed him into a chair. His hands 

twisted the collar around the man’s throat. 
Between clenched teeth, Dawson 

growled: “All right, you devil. Who was 
that poor sucker you burned in the fire?” 
With his free hand, Dawson yanked back 
his own coat and shirt sleeve. His knotted 
arms were covered with tattooed figures. 

“You did that work, Swenson—a long 
time ago!” Dawson said grimly. “Maybe 
you’ve forgotten. And there’s not a man 
living who can handle that electric needle 
like you can.”  

Swenson’s face was almost purple. 
“No, no!” he choked. “I’ll tell you.” He 
motioned toward the men on the floor. 
“They got that bum drunk, back there in 
my shop. They gave him a flop for the 
night. Then they—they burned him. I 
didn’t do it. God, I swear it!”  

Dawson cursed, tightened his hold on 
the collar. “But you murdered that 
reporter! There was poison in that electric 
tattooing needle, or whatever you used. 
You were afraid—”  

“No!” Swenson screamed. “I didn’t 
kill him. He came there to be tattooed. 
Scarface Nelson got wise to his game and 
they called me into the back room before I 
started on the job. The — the Spaniard 
there, he made me do that upas-plant 
design. They were behind a partition, 
watching me.”  

Dawson snapped: “You mean upas 
sap! That’s the poison they used!” His 
right hand slapped the man’s face back 
and forth, hard.  

“Please!” Swenson wailed. “That 
Spaniard put it in the needle. I didn’t 
know—until after the reporter left the 
shop. I swear I didn’t know. Look—” 
Swenson indicated the man lying next to 
Scarface. “He’s been in Panama. He had 
that poison with him. He—” 

Once more Dawson slapped the sailor 
with the back of his hard hand. “If you’re 
lying—” he clipped out. 

T 
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“No! That’s the God’s truth. I don’t 
wanna burn. I’m telling you—I was the 
go-between. The Spaniard brought in that 
diamond. He brought it to me.”  

Two shots crashed around the room, 
and Dawson felt hot blood running down 
his chest. His shoulder burned like hell, 
but he came up from the floor firing. 

Dawson relaxed his hold on the collar. 
This sounded like the truth. He said: “And 
you got that stone through to the big 
shot—Edwards!”  

Edwards went down, a neat hole 
between his eyes. Scarface was getting up 
on the far side of the desk. The knife was 
now in his hands. Dawson caught his 
breath, then pumped one quick shot at the 
man. He caught Scarface in the forearm. 
He didn’t want to kill the man. With 
Edwards dead, Dawson knew that 
Scarface would talk now. 

Dawson stood very still, his grey eyes 
boring into Swenson’s. He knew the man 
was whipped and was thinking of his own 
hide now. 

In almost a whisper, Swenson 
murmured: “Ye-es.”  Scarface screamed and started 

groveling. He dropped the knife. Dawson laughed then. The laugh rose 
to a roar. He said: “I’ve suspected that guy 
for five years now. Wait until the boys get 
a load of this. Now I’ll—”  

Dawson staggered across the room, 
glared at Swenson. His head was getting 
dizzy, but his thoughts still came clear 
enough. “Where’s the phone?” Sailor 
Dawson snapped. 

“What?” a soft, silky voice said from 
the doorway behind Dawson. The 
detective hadn’t heard the man enter. Swenson pointed to a small cabinet in 

a far corner of the room. “There,” he said 
shakily. 

 
E whirled, saw the gun in Edwards’ 
hand. The man had a weak face, 

except for the eyes. They were 
unwavering, icy. Edwards said softly: 
“Walk this way, copper!”  

H A moment later Dawson was 
connected with the Harbor Police. Briefly 
he told what had happened. A startled, 
bellowing voice crackled in his ears. 

Dawson raised his hands, started 
slowly forward. He skirted the overturned 
desk. Edwards was saying: 

“Yeah,” Dawson finished. “Call 
Headquarters — Centre Street. Tell ‘em to 
take the lead out of their feet and get over 
here.” He stared down at his clothes, 
grimaced. “What? Yeah, that’s right. I’m 
riding home tonight—in a closed car! You 
tell ‘em that, big boy.” 

“Swenson, you skunk, I’m going to 
kill you, too—”  

Dawson saw those cold eyes flick to 
Swenson for just a moment. And in that 
instant he dove forward, downward. His 
hand just barely reached the gun resting 
against the wall, on the floor. Edwards had 
not seen it. 

Slowly, he hung up and leaned wearily 
against the wall. His shoulder burned like 
hell, but he grinned: “Maybe I should’ve 
ordered an ambulance!” 

 


