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The Badger Game Gets Tangled With a Murder Rap—and a Blood-Smeared Crime Feud Rages! 
 
 

HALL I go to work on him now?” 
The girl gave her companion a 
knowing look across the red and 

white checkered table cloth in a booth at 
Spilky Remson’s place in the East Forties. 
 The man she addressed turned and 
glanced across at the booth opposite. He 
shook his head. 

 “Not yet. Wait ’til he’s finished that 
one. Lemme see, that’ll make his fifth, won’t 
it?” 
 She nodded jerkily, an excited glint in 
her deeply mascaraed eyes. Her cheeks 
glowed prettily in an over-rouged way. 
Crimson ribbons coursed lightly over her 
clear-skinned shoulders, widened and came 
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together in a V in the front of a gown that was 
a slinky red sheath. 
 “Yeah, Steve, it’s his fifth,” she said, 
“but he’s been mixin’ them somethin’ fierce. 
He looks about ready to shove off. I don’t 
want to wait until he’s so pie-eyed he’s color 
blind. After all, what did I henna my hair for, 
and what did I squeeze into this skin-tight red 
glad rag for if—” 
 The man in the booth opposite raised 
an unsteady glass and gulped greedily. Some 
of the liquid spilled and flowed down his chin, 
irrigating the irregular ditch of an ugly scar. 
There was stubble on his lean cheeks and his 
suit had a slept-in appearance. 
 As the glass settled to the table, guided 
by two shaking paws, the girl’s companion 
nodded. 
 “Okay, Jerry, might as well get started. 
He’s about— No, wait!” 
 There was a commotion down the aisle 
between the booths. Two men lumbered 
along, side by side, looking into the booths, 
poking deliberately behind drawn curtains. 
Protests perked up here and there, only to 
subside quickly as annoyed patrons 
recognized the prowlers. That they were a pair 
of headquarters dicks was written all over 
them. 
 “Watch this,” whispered Steve. “This 
is gonna be hot.” 
 One of the detectives came abreast of 
their table. He put his big hands on the red 
checkered cloth and leaned down. He looked 
at Jerry and then at Steve and then back at 
Jerry. There was inquiry in his gaze. 
 The girl shrugged carelessly, smiled 
sweetly. 
 “Don’t mind Steve,” she said. “He’s 
just an old boy friend that went friendly on 
me.” 
 The detective looked again at Steve, 
saw a man about thirty who looked as if he’d 
been drowning deep sorrow in hard spirits. He 
was a trifle bleary-eyed. His broad and 

massive shoulders drooped as he draped 
himself disconsolately over the table. 
 The detective looked back at the girl. 
 “Where d’you park your glad rags, 
toots?” 
 “The Traymore, big shot,” returned the 
girl. “Come around and see my grandma’s 
spinning wheel sometime, why don’cha?” 
 The other dick had come up to the 
booth opposite, where the man with the scar 
lolled drunkenly. The dick backed up, poked 
his companion in the ribs, and said: 
 “Here he is, Bradley. Come on, forget 
the skirt, and let’s go to work.” 
 Brad turned away from the girl without 
a word, crowded into the booth opposite. The 
other dick followed, pulled the curtains tight 
across the opening. 
 A waiter passed by and, seeing the two 
dicks go in to the booth, went hurrying down 
the aisle, looking for the boss with anxiety 
plain on his face. 
 “Whew!” breathed Jerry, a sickly grin 
trickling over her rouged face. “I nearly got 
hornets in my hair that time!” 
 Steve’s face had lost its mooning look 
the minute the dick had turned his back. A 
lively interest lighted his face now, making it 
almost handsome. He shook his head gravely. 
There was contempt in his voice when he 
spoke. 
 
“THESE cops sure can bruise their way in and 
spoil a nice setup,” he said. 
 Sounds began to come from behind the 
curtain. First the low-pitched voices of the 
dicks, then the drunkenly mumbled responses 
of the man with the scar. Then some muffled 
thumping sounds and a screech of pain. 
 The waiter came hurrying down the 
aisle, followed by a short, stout man who 
wiped his hands nervously on a large linen 
handkerchief. It was Spilky Remson, owner of 
the joint. He peered through a crack in the 
curtain, backed away swiftly and signaled the 
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orchestra leader beyond the booths. 
 Remson literally pushed the waiter on 
his way as the opening notes of a popular jazz 
number crashed around their ears. At the same 
moment a scream of agony bit through the 
curtains, electrified the people in the 
neighboring booths. Some of them hurriedly 
gathered their wraps and got out of the place, 
pushing past the protesting Spilky Remson. 
Others, more hardened, huddled more closely 
about their tables and sipped their drinks a 
little faster. 
 The scream of pain drew out into a 
blood chilling howl that no blaring jazz 
orchestra could hope to cover. Jerry shivered, 
her hand fluttered to her throat. She threw a 
terrified glance at Steve whose brow was knit 
into a deep frown, his hands clenching the 
table’s edge. 
 The curtain quivered violently across 
the aisle, the howling abruptly ended and a 
new sound came to their ears—a series of 
hollow thuds, like a human skull being beaten 
rhythmically against a wooden partition. 
 “God!” breathed Jerry. “They must be 
giving him an awful working-over.” 
 “He’ll be in better shape for us, when 
they get through,” said Steve, “—unless they 
put him out altogether.” 
 The girl screwed her pretty face into a 
mask of horror. “You’re pretty hard!” Her 
voice shook, her words were chilled. 
 Steve bit the end off a cigar, flicked 
the tiny cone of tobacco into the aisle. He 
puffed several times, removed the cigar from 
his mouth. 
 “It’s in the game, you know that, 
Jerry.” 
 Suddenly the curtains were flung 
aside, the two dicks emerged. 
 “I guess he’s clean, all right, Bradley,” 
said one of them. 
 “Clean as soap,” returned Bradley. 
“Not even a tooth pick on him.” He pulled out 
a nail file and dug it under his finger nails. 

Then he wiped his hands on the handkerchief. 
Little flecks of blood, tiny tufts of stubble 
appeared against the white background of the 
linen square. Jerry shuddered, turned her face 
away. 
 “Come on, Bradley,” said the other 
dick. 
 “Look’s like red-head’s squeamish,” 
grinned Bradley. He shoved the handkerchief 
into his back pocket, swaggered down the 
aisle. 
 Steve looked across into the booth 
opposite. Jerry’s eyes followed his, darting 
fearful little glances at the figure sprawled in 
the corner. 
 The man’s face was bleeding from a 
series of deep scratches. Blood oozed from 
one corner of his mouth and coursed down his 
chin. He held one hand to the side of his head, 
laid the other flat on the table and tried 
dazedly to rise. He got half-way up, then fell 
back in his seat, cracking his head smartly 
against the booth wall. 
 “Roll him now,” said Steve. “He’ll go 
big for the sympathy stuff in his condition.” 
 Jerry threw him a biting glance, got up 
and crossed the aisle. She wasted no time. 
Signaling a waiter, she ordered a bowl of 
warm water and a towel. When the waiter 
returned, she drew the curtains across the 
entrance to the booth, and proceeded to bathe 
the man’s face. She gave him a little whiskey 
and he sputtered, looked up gratefully through 
puffed, bruised eyes. 
 “Who’re you?” he asked. 
 “Just a girl that’s been around. Want 
me to take you home now?” 
 He nodded.  
 
“YEAH, that might be a good idea. You—you 
saw what happened?” 
 “Yeah—that is, I heard it.” 
 “Those two dicks—they sure threw 
their weight around. Lookin’ for my rod.” 
 “Did they find it?” 
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 “Naw. I’m too smart, see?” He grinned 
crookedly. Some of the scratches on his face 
were pretty deep and would not stop bleeding. 
Jerry kept wiping the blood away. 
 “What did you say your name was?” 
he asked. 
 “I didn’t say. But it’s Jerry.” 
 “That’s nice. Mine’s Jud—Jud Hamas. 
You and me’s gonna get acquainted, eh?” He 
put a hand on her arm. 
 Jerry dragged him to his feet. 
 “Come on, Ironsides, you got to get 
home and get your plates patched. You’ve 
sprung too many leaks.” 
 The patrons of Spilky Remson’s beer 
joint were treated to an odd sight when Jud 
Hamas staggered out, steered and propelled by 
the girl in the red dress who struggled gamely 
under his dead weight. 
 When they got to the curb, she 
signaled a taxi. The fresh night air only 
seemed to make him weaker. He sprawled all 
over her. 
 In the taxi he couldn’t even sit up. He 
rolled over and landed with his head in her 
lap. She had left the towel in the restaurant 
and she had nothing to put under his head to 
keep the blood that was oozing out of his cuts 
from seeping into her thin dress. 
 Once she made a little spontaneous 
movement as if to shove him off onto the floor 
of the cab, but something checked her. Maybe 
it was the size of the roll he had pulled from 
his pocket in Remson’s place to pay the bill. 
 The cab pulled up in front of the Grant 
Square Hotel. 
 With the help of the cabby and a 
bellhop, Jerry finally got Jud Hamas to his 
room—916. She paid off the driver, tipped the 
boy and turned to see Hamas sprawled out 
over the bed, one leg hanging over. 
 She looked around. There was a large 
radio console near the door. A small table and 
an easy chair stood by the window. 
 She went into the bathroom and 

rummaged in the medicine cabinet, returning a 
moment later with a roll of adhesive. 
 Jud Hamas was sitting up now on the 
edge of the bed. He felt his head gingerly, 
grinned his crooked grin. 
 
“YOU had some hell of a time getting me up 
here, eh, baby?” 
 “Yeah,” said Jerry, “you made it as 
tough for me as possible. You just laid around 
and flopped over me like you was a bag of 
spuds.” 
 His grin widened and some of the 
dried scratches around his mouth cracked 
open again. 
 “You was wise to me. Why didn’t you 
shove me onto the floor of the cab?” 
 “I seen you get a tough break from 
those dicks,” said Jerry. “The least I could do 
was get you home in decent shape. Turn your 
head—that’s it I gotta patch you up, Ironsides. 
It’s lucky you had this tape on hand.” 
 She cut small patches of the tape, 
using cuticle scissors. The curved blade made 
it difficult to cut the tape. The patches had 
little irregular edges. 
 “Say, you kind of went for me, didn’t 
you?” said Hamas. “It’s kind of nice to have a 
dame patching a guy up. Say, I think you and 
me’re gonna get along swell.” 
 “Yeah? Well, listen, big fella, I don’t 
think you’re so extra hot. It’s only I didn’t like 
to see them give you such a working over. But 
any guy with nerve wouldn’a taken what you 
did.” 
 The grin vanished from Jud’s face. It 
was evident he’d been cut right down where it 
hurt. 
 “Oh, so that’s what you think. I’m 
yella, eh? Well, you ain’t seen me in action 
yet, baby. I was smart to take that working 
over from that dick, Bradley. And wait until 
things are set right; then watch me give him 
the heat like I gave it to—” 
 Hamas broke off abruptly and stared at 
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the back of the girl as she trailed across the 
room to the radio cabinet. She tuned in on an 
amateur hour, said: “Rats!” twirled the dial to 
a jazz program and returned to Jud’s side. 
 She sat down close to him, laid her 
hand softly on the back of his head. He 
winced and the tiny patches of adhesive 
wrinkled and buckled. 
 “Ouch! My head feels like a 
watermelon takin’ a ride in a concrete mixer— 
That’s better.” 
 Jerry had dropped her fingers to the 
back of his neck and let their cool, red-nailed 
tips drift over his leathery skin. 
 “Maybe I better put some hot and cold 
towels on where your head is bumped. 
Ironsides,” she said. 
 “No, just sit here,” replied Hamas. 
“You know, baby, I noticed when you walked 
over to the radio, you got a swell figure.” 
 He pulled her hand off his neck, 
twisted her around and dragged her shoulders 
down in front. He laid his lips against hers. 
She went warmly limp in his arms. 
 There was a slight noise at the door, a 
noise like a key turning very slowly in a lock. 
Instantly Jerry squirmed away from his 
caresses, cried: 
 “Let me go! Let me go, you big 
overgrown rhino!” 
 Hamas dropped her, leaped to his feet, 
panting. She slid off his knees, bumped to the 
floor, scrambled up and darted to one side. 
 “Steve!” she cried. “Thank heavens 
you’re here! He—he tried to—to—” 
 The door clicked shut. 
 “Oh, he did? Well, he’s gonna catch 
some lead poisoning.” 
 The voice was flinty. In Steve’s hand 
was a .38 with silencer attached, and it drew a 
cool bead on Jud Hamas’ heart. 
 Hamas’ hand dived under his coat, 
came out empty. He sat down suddenly on the 
bed. The point of his tongue lubricated his 
caked lips. His head spun and he eyed the 

radio with what seemed almost a longing 
glance, as if in some way it might come to his 
aid. 
 The lilting strains of a waltz issued 
from the depths of its brocade-covered 
speaker—an indifferently played piece, more 
strained than lilting, more tortured than 
executed. 
 Steve’s forehead knit into black 
furrows. His eyes blazed wrathfully. 
 “You were clean in Spilky Remson’s 
when those dicks fanned you and you’re still 
clean. You haven’t had a chance to put back 
the harness. You won’t live to squint at the 
sun tomorrow. I’m gonna let you have a slug 
in your chest—right now!” 
 Hamas wilted visibly under that ugly 
.38 with its sinister black cylinder. He fought 
to control himself. 
 “What’s eatin' you, man? This—this 
jane something to you?” 
 “Something to me?” blazed Steve. 
“She’s my wife!” 
 “Hell,” said Hamas, “I didn’t know. 
Gosh, man, I didn’t—” 
 “You got her up here. You didn’t care 
who she was. She looked good to you and 
you—” 
 “No, don’t shoot!” cried Hamas. “She 
practically invited herself here. She comes 
over to me in Spilky’s an’—” 
 “Shut up, rat!” menaced Steve. 
 He came a step closer, lowered the 
barrel of the gun a half inch to adjust his aim. 
 “You can’t get out of this by lying. I 
was there. I saw you stage that sympathy 
gag—” 
 His finger flexed on the trigger. Hamas 
bawled out: 
 “No, don’t shoot! I’ll give you 
anything—anything, but don’t—here, I got a 
roll, five grand. Take it. I’ll get more. I’ll give 
you—” 
 Steve took the proffered wad of bills, 
tossed it to Jerry. 
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 “Count it,” he directed. 
 A minute later she said: 
 “There’s forty-six C’s here, Steve.” 
 Steve looked at Hamas a minute. A 
glimmer of hope crept into Hamas’ face. 
 
“MAYBE we better give him the heat 
anyway,” Steve said. 
 “No,” said Jerry. “Let’s get out of 
here, Steve. He won’t bother us.” 
 “All right.” 
 Steve backed away. Jerry got behind 
him and opened the door. He turned and 
looked at her. She grinned, slapped the door 
shut again. Steve dropped the gun on the table, 
pulled out a cigar, made a great show of 
lighting it. Jerry walked over, draped herself 
on the table, one leg dangling idly. 
 She tossed the roll of bills onto the 
bed. 
 “Well,” asked Steve, looking directly 
at Hamas. “How we doing?” 
 “Yeah,” said Jerry. “Just tell us how’re 
we doing. An’ don’t get sore, Jud, because all 
the boys said you was a right guy.” 
 Slowly a tremendous grin of relief 
spread over Jud’s patched face. Only a 
haunting shadow of something unpleasant 
remained. Perhaps he was remembering how 
foolish he had looked, begging for his life. 
 “For a minute you two sure had me 
fooled,” he acknowledged. “Say, you got a 
swell routine, all right.” 
 “That’s what we wanted to show you,” 
said Jerry. “We know you already got plenty 
shakedown specialists playing the clip joints 
in this burg. But we needed a protected 
connection bad, and we figured this was a 
good way to strut our stuff.” 
 “Where you from—and why?” asked 
Hamas pointedly. 
 He seemed to have recovered himself 
completely, seemed to breathe good 
fellowship toward the pair. 
 “We worked together in Chi,” said 

Jerry. “I did the come-on and Steve did the 
shucking.” 
 “Yeah,” growled Steve. “And 
everything went along swell until some old 
geezer with heart trouble put up a squawk. It 
was in his room at the Standler Hotel. We 
conked him too hard and he croaked. We 
lammed it to this burg a coupla weeks ago and 
we been looking for a good connection.” 
 “Well, I can use you two,” beamed 
Hamas. 
 A bright smile played over Jerry’s 
pretty face. 
 “Gee, ain’t that swell?” She walked 
over, put her arms around Hamas, planted a 
kiss on his forehead. 
 “That’s for not getting sore at us,” she 
cooed. 
Steve puffed contentedly at his cigar, a 
pleased expression glowing on his handsome 
features. 
 
“YOU say you been in town two weeks?” 
Harms demanded. 
 “Yeah,” replied Steve. “But we found 
out you got to be tied up with somebody to 
work this town.” He broke off, eyed Hamas 
admiringly. “Say, I got to hand it to you the 
way you got this burg sewed up.” 
 Hamas nodded knowingly. 
 “You got to know how to do it,” he 
said. “I got this town by the ears. Why, I could 
get away with anything in this town.” 
 “Anything?” said Steve. He got up, 
strolled over to the radio. The jazz program 
had turned into a prayer meeting. He twirled 
the dial. “Anything?” He looked over his 
shoulder significantly. 
 “Yeah, that’s what I said.” 
 Steve walked back to his chair, having 
succeeded in extracting some fast dance music 
from the rattling speaker. Jerry said: 
 “What do you say we have a couple 
bottles sent up. An’ maybe some 
sandwiches?” 
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 Neither of the men paid any attention 
to her. A strange tension seemed to have crept 
into the room. She got up, took a couple of 
steps away from the bed. 
 “Say, what’s the matter with you two,” 
she asked. “I said let’s—” 
 Steve broke in on her, his voice 
conversational, idly curious. 
 “While we were making the rounds, 
we heard a lot of talk, Jud. There was a guy 
named Carlane, so we heard, bumped off last 
week in a private dining room over Spilky 
Remson’s joint.” 
 “So what?” Hamas’ voice grated 
harshly. 
 “They said a waiter thought he saw 
you come out of the room just before Carlane 
was found. But when the cops faced him with 
you he wasn’t sure—or he was scared—
maybe that was it.” 
 Steve eyed Hamas coolly. 
 “Say, what is this?” demanded Jerry, 
her hands resting carelessly on her smooth, 
rounded hips. “Are you trying to get Jud riled, 
Steve?” 
 “Never mind him,” said Hamas. He 
turned to Steve. “What else did they say?” 
 “They said the cops found two slugs in 
Carlane’s body, fired from a Luger. They’re 
looking for the Luger. I guess that’s why they 
fanned you in Spilky’s place today.” 
 Hamas laughed harshly. 
 “They thought I’d be dumb enough to 
have it on me, eh? Jeez, them cops sure are 
clowns, some of them.” 
 “Bottle,” said Jerry softly. “Not 
meaning to interrupt you two, but I’m thirsty. 
I could go big for a bottle. And maybe some 
sandwiches. Bottle, bottle, who’s gonna get 
the bottle?” 
 “Yeah,” grinned Steve, ignoring 
Jerry’s remark. “They sure can be dumb, can’t 
they?” 
 Hamas got up, feeling gingerly at his 
patched face. “We ain’t treating Jerry right. 

Let’s order up some drinks like she say—” 
 He took two swift steps forward, his 
hand dived for the table which held the phone. 
Instead of grabbing the instrument, he grabbed 
Steve’s gun. He drew back, leveled it at Steve. 
 “Get back!” he warned viciously 
through cracked lips. “Get back! Make a 
funny play and I plug you. I don’t want to do 
it here, but I will if I have to.” He motioned at 
Jerry with his free hand. “Get over beside him. 
You two have heard too much now.” 
 “What’s the matter, Jud?” shrilled 
Jerry. “What did we hear? I didn’t hear 
anything. Did you hear anything, Steve? 
Steve, damn you, I told you not to get Jud 
riled!” 
 “Come on, Jud,” said Steve. “You are 
taking me wrong. I was only—” 
 “Yeah?” Hamas fingered the gun 
caressingly. It never wavered a fraction of an 
inch. “I ain’t talked to anybody about Carlane. 
You two kind of got under my skin. I said a 
couple of things I shouldn’t. There ain’t any 
way out of that but to give you the heat. And 
that’s what I’m gonna do—as soon as I figure 
out how to do it without spilling blood around 
this joint.” 
 “Well, all right, if you’re gonna take it 
that way,” said Steve. “Maybe I can help you. 
How about hacking us up in the bathtub, 
putting us through a meat grinder and selling 
us to the local butcher for hamburger?” 
 
“GET wise!” snarled Hamas. His finger 
played with the trigger. 
 “Stop it, Steve!” screamed Jerry. 
“Can’t you see he means it? He’s sore! He’ll 
give it to you, if you don’t— Oh, Steve, don’t 
make him—” 
 A sudden light flashed across Hamas’ 
face. 
 “She’s screwy about the guy! Jeez, that 
gives me a idea. I’m gonna hire a room for 
you two, escort you there and let you both 
have it with his gun. I’ll fix it for a suicide 
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pact. Cripes, it’s an idea!” 
 “Yeah, it’s an idea—” began Steve, 
then stopped abruptly. There was a heavy 
knock at the door. 
 Hamas’ startled glance shot over 
Steve’s shoulder. For a split second the 
muzzle of the .38 was deflected. 
 Steve dove toward the radio, crashed 
into Jerry, sent her hurtling into one corner. 
His massive shoulders crunched against the 
cabinet, crushing the walnut-veneer grating-
work shielding the speaker. 
 His left fist shot into the opening, 
snaked rendingly through the brocade, broke 
through the cone of the speaker and 
reappeared a moment later, a big Luger held 
ominously in it. Something that looked like a 
white ribbon waved from its long, thin barrel. 
 Slugs from Hamas’ gun splintered into 
the frame work of the cabinet, one of them 
ripped across the back of Steve’s neck. Blood 
oozed, turned his shirt collar from white to 
red. Jerry, crouching in the corner of the room, 
let out a little animal-like cry and leaped 
toward Hamas’ smoking gun. 
 From outside came excited shots. 
Something heavy crashed into the door. The 
windows shook. The door held. The crash 
came again. 
 Steve coolly leveled the Luger, just as 
Jerry’s teeth sank viciously into Hamas’ wrist. 
Steve shot over Jerry’s head, heard glass 
tinkle, saw Hamas spin round and collide with 
the table. 
 The slug had cut clean through his 
shoulder, and smashed the upper window 
sash. The gun fell, bounced on the carpet. 
 The lock gave way with a grinding, 
splintering sound. The door waved in 
drunkenly, came to a scraping stop two feet 
from the jamb. 
 A burly figure crowded through, eyed 
the three in the room. It was Bradley, the dick. 
 “Well, if it ain’t redhead, prettier and 
wilder than ever.” His tones were light, but his 

eyes prowled warily around the room. They 
jumped onto Hamas. 
 “So somebody took a shot at you, Jud. 
I ain’t surprised. I ain’t even sorry.” He saw 
Steve. “Who the hell are you and what are you 
doing with that Luger?” Steve reversed the 
gun and handed it over.  “It’s Hamas’ 
gun, Bradley, the one he used to kill Carlane. 
You boys were on his tail and he had to hide it 
temporarily until he got a chance to take it 
apart and ditch it for keeps.” 
 Hamas snarled. 
 “You dirty, doublecrossing—” 
 “Shut your mouth!” 
 Bradley shot his left arm sideways, let 
his heavy fist crash into the side of Hamas’ 
jaw. Hamas sat down suddenly on the bed. 
Bradley said to Steve: 
 “It’s a good thing we got this Luger 
before he had a chance to ditch it. Who’s the 
redhead?” 
 “Mike Carlane’s sister,” explained 
Steve. “I’m Steve Hansen, a private dick she 
hired to help her get the goods on the 
murderer of her brother.” 
 “You two dirty tramps,” bawled 
Hamas, “coming in here and pulling that fast 
stuff on me. Shake-down artists from Chicago. 
I’ll—I’ll rip the two of you apart soon as I 
beat this rap—” 
 “This rap’s gonna stick, big boy,” said 
Bradley. “The ballistics boys will prove this 
gun fired those slugs into Carlane, and it’s 
your gun—or you wouldn’t have it hid here.” 
He turned to Steve. “Look at the adhesive tape 
stuck on the barrel and the butt.” 
 “He had it hid in the radio,” explained 
Steve. “That’s why you boys couldn’t find it 
when you frisked the place. He used adhesive 
tape to stick it close up under the speaker, 
where nobody would think to look for it. 
 “When I came in here tonight, I 
noticed the speaker sounded lousy. Just on a 
hunch, when he wasn’t looking, I shoved my 
hand in under the cabinet and felt the gun.” 
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 “So that’s how you happened to have a 
nice big roll of adhesive in the medicine 
chest,” Jerry said to Hamas. 
 “You damn’ doublecrossing skirt,” 
mouthed Hamas. “I’d like to get my hands on 

you. I’d break your neck—” 
 Jerry linked her arm in Steve’s, smiled 
sweetly. 
 “See you on the hot squat, Ironsides!” 

 


