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G-Men Fight Alone 
by Dana R. Marsh 

 
Jack Carson, number one G-man, liked to fight alone. So he started on a solitary chase for 
international rats who were undermining Wall Street. But when he followed their beautiful 

lure—he found that his strange gun was useless against their torture weapons. For 
Constantine was a gold-mad fiend who specialized in death by degrees. 

 
 

N ominous whisper drifted down Wall 
Street’s shadowy canyon and princes 
of finance shuddered and murmured 

frightened words over the telephone. Wires 
leading to Washington buzzed and Stephen 
Harlow, chief of the G-men, summoned his 

best operatives. 
 “The Black Bourse is moving into 
New York,” he told them. 
 “What’s that—another Mafia racket?” 
one man asked. 
 Harlow grinned and turned to John R. 
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Carson, one of his aces, who had just been 
recalled from the Far West. 
 “You’ve been doing some exploratory 
work, Jack,” he said. “Tell the boys what 
you’ve found out.” 
 “Not a great deal. It’s a crowd of 
foreign exchange speculators. Rene d’Ambois 
used to be the head of it. They found his body 
in the Seine with a lot of warning messages 
written on it with a pyrographic needle.” 
 The G-men looked into each other’s 
eyes. 
 “Tough babies, huh?” one grunted. 
 “The clique that’s doing the plunging 
is led by a devil. One of their French 
employees was sent to the office of the Sûrété, 
carrying his own gouged-out eyes in a bottle 
of alcohol. They thrust the bottle in his hands 
just before he reached headquarters.” 
 “I’ll say they’re tough,” another man 
muttered. 
 “And clever,” Harlow, the chief put in. 
“We’ve got to get them out of here before they 
start anything. We can deport them, once we 
get something definite. I want you boys to—” 
 He paused as Jack Carson leaned 
forward, his lips moving. 
 “Chief, I’d like to ask a favor,” he said 
in low voice. 
 “All right, but I’m not promising.” 
 “Let me go on with what I have 
started—alone. If you send a mob over there, 
they’ll pick us out the first day. They have 
their own undercover organization. Good men, 
too. Morrison, who used to be an ace for New 
Scotland Yard before he got into trouble; Paul 
Rochet, formerly of the Sûrété, and Hugo von 
Schlect, the only German spy who lived 
through the war in Paris.” 
 “Think you’d live long against a crowd 
like that?” 
 “One man would have a chance. A 
group would be licked before it could get 
started. 
 “I’ve got things started. Let me carry 
through. If I need help, there’s the phone and 

that new radio gat, you know.” 
 Stephen Harlow slowly nodded. The 
other operatives looked resigned. 
 “Okay, Jack. You know what you’re 
going into.” 
 “Sure. That’s what gives me a kick.” 
 Once more the leader nodded. Then he 
signaled to the other men to leave the 
conference room. He wanted to talk to Jack 
Carson alone. 
 “What’s your plan?” was his first 
question. 
 “Well, I tell you, Mr. Harlow—” 
 “Oh, I’m mister now.” 
 “Okay, Steve.” Carson grinned. “My 
idea is to get on the inside of this crowd and 
make contact with the top. I’ve been out West 
for some time, and I don’t believe there’s 
anyone in the big city who knows me. That is, 
anyone liable to be working with that crowd.” 
 Stephen Harlow nodded but said 
nothing. 
 “If I can get inside, I’ll soon find out 
why they came to America. It’s something big 
or they wouldn’t be here. Millions are nothing 
to that ring. Billions are their bait, and they’d 
set the world at war just to make a financial 
coup.” 
 “I don’t think there’s any war involved 
in this,” Harlow said. 
 “Neither do I, but we’ve got to find 
out. It’s something tremendous, or they 
wouldn’t be here.” 
 Stephen Harlow nodded again. His 
face was serious, a trifle drawn. He knew the 
danger Jack Carson would encounter and he 
did not want to lose his star operative. Yet the 
menace to both the financial and political 
capitals of the United States was so great that 
even Carson must be sacrificed, if necessary. 
 “What can I do before you start?” 
Harlow asked. 
 Tight lips relaxed into a smile. The 
young man lighted a cigarette before he 
answered. 
 “It would help a lot,” he began, “if you 



G-Men Fight Alone 3

could announce that I had been sent to 
Shanghai or Manila.” 
 “That’s easy.” 
 “And at the same time let it be known 
that Charles K. Dawson, one of your 
undercover operatives, had been discharged 
for accepting a bribe—from British exchange 
interests.”  
 “But we haven’t any Dawson, Charles 
or otherwise.” 
 “Yeah, I know it. But that’s who I’m 
going to be.” 
 “So that’s the lay. Well, I guess—” 
Harlow paused as a knock sounded. 
 “Come in,” he called. 
 

 SECRETARY appeared bearing an 
official telegraph form. 

 “I thought perhaps you might want to 
see that right away,” she said. 
 The G-man’s chief whistled softly 
while he read the message. He handed it to 
Jack Carson. The message read: 
 
FREDERICK L. FEATHERSTONE THE 
PRESIDENT OF FIRST NATIONAL 
REPORTED AS SUICIDE IN HIS 
LIMOUSINE WHILE RIDING ON PARK 
AVENUE STOP GUN FOUND IN STREET 
AFTER DISCOVERY OF BODY BUT IT 
HAD FEATHERSTONE’S FINGER PRINTS 
STOP REASON FOR SUICIDE 
DECIDEDLY VAGUE STOP BANK AND 
PERSONAL AFFAIRS REPORTED IN 
PERFECT CONDITION 
 
 Carson stared at his chief. Stephen 
Harlow had tensed and his large, bony hands 
tightened until the knuckles showed like pale 
moons against the darker skin. 
 “What’s the matter, Steve. This 
something that might tie up with—with what 
we’ve been talking about?” 
 Harlow’s lids narrowed. 
 “I’ll say it is. Fred Featherstone is the 
man who tipped us off to the fact that the 

Black Bourse was coming over here. Here’s 
the only one I know of who could identify 
several of the leaders of the inner circle. They 
tried to do business with him in Paris last 
summer.” 
 “You think it’s a murder?” 
 “I know it.” 
 “Then you’d better make those official 
announcements I suggested, Steve, and have 
somebody made up to look like me take the 
night plane for San Francisco.” 
 “And you?” 
 “I’m beating it for New York—as 
Charles K. Dawson, fired and in disgrace. I’ll 
be seeing you either here or in hell.” 
 A dry smile held Jack Carson’s lips as 
he turned and walked toward the door. 
Stephen Harlow stared after him, even after 
the portal had closed. He and Jack had been 
buddies for years, yet he had the sensation he 
had just sent a friend to certain death. 
 

UBDUED lights glowed in the cocktail 
lounge of the world-famed Waldorf. From 

a distant dining room came the subdued 
murmur of an orchestra. 
 By the cocktail bar men and women 
sat at the queerly designed tables, talking and 
laughing. Jack Carson entered and took a chair 
not far from where a colorfully dressed 
woman was sipping Scotch and soda with a 
man whose tailoring was impeccable. 
 Carson also ordered Scotch and soda 
and buried himself in one of the late afternoon 
papers. He looked at neither the woman nor 
the man, although he felt their eyes upon him. 
He sipped his Scotch and read his paper. A 
column devoted to foreign exchange claimed 
his attention. A steady stream of gold was 
pouring from Europe into America. 
 The G-man frowned as he continued 
studying this feature of the day’s news. No 
mention was made of the Black Bourse, but 
Carson knew the organization was heavily 
involved in the movement of the gold. 
 “They’re just starting,” he told himself, 
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“next, they’ll—” 
 He paused as a page appeared in the 
cocktail lounge. Instead of shrilling a name 
that all might hear, he went quietly from table 
to table, speaking in a low, well-trained voice. 
 “Is Mr. Dawson—Charles K. 
Dawson—in your party?” Carson heard him 
ask the man and woman at the nearby table. 
 “No,” the woman said, glancing 
hurriedly at her companion. 
 The page moved on to the G-man’s 
table. 
 “Are you Mr. Dawson—Mr. Charles 
K. Dawson?” he inquired. 
 “Yes, that’s my name.” 
 “Telegram for you, sir.” 
 The page held out a silver tray. Carson 
dropped some change on it and took up a 
yellow envelope. The G-man felt the eyes of 
the man and woman as he scanned the 
message. He paused when he had finished and 
rubbed his chin. He had thought perhaps 
Stephen Harlow was sending him further 
information or instructions. Instead it was 
signed by a name that brought a puzzled 
frown. The message read: 
 
JUST LEARNED THAT YOU ARE AT 
LIBERTY STOP IF OPEN TO 
ATTRACTIVE PROPOSITION TEAR UP 
THIS MESSAGE WHEN YOU RECEIVE IT 
STOP CONTACT WILL BE MADE 
IMMEDIATELY  
   WORTH CALLOWAY 
 
 Carson re-read the telegram, but 
neither his eyes nor his lips gave the least hint 
of the thoughts racing through his mind. He 
had come to the Waldorf to observe two 
persons who had attracted his attention earlier 
in the day. Now, it was patent, he, too, had 
been watched. The thrill of beckoning 
adventure went through him and he took up 
the yellow sheet and envelope and tore it into 
a hundred pieces. Then he leaned back and 
sipped his Scotch. 

 
E glanced toward the nearby table at 
which the man and woman sat. The 

man’s eyes met his. An expression of pleased 
surprise came to the stranger’s face and he 
shoved back his chair. In another moment he 
was advancing, his hand outstretched. 
 “By George, it’s Charley Dawson—or 
I’m a Chinaman,” were the words that 
bubbled forth. 
 Carson took the outstretched hand and 
pressed it warmly. “Glad to see you again, 
Mister—” 
 “Galloway—Worth Calloway—call 
me Worth,” the stranger said in low voice. “I 
saw you give the sign.” 
 “Say this is a pleasure. Imagine 
meeting you in New York, Worth,” the G-man 
spoke aloud. 
 “Small world, after all,” Calloway 
rhapsodized. “Just a little marble, when you 
get down to it. Come over to my table. I’ve a 
lady I’d like to have you meet.” 
 Carson paid his check. As he moved to 
join Calloway and the woman, two men, who 
had been seated near the bar, arose and started 
for the door. One of them glanced toward the 
woman and she inclined her head slightly. The 
G-man smiled inwardly. He had penetrated 
into the outer circle of the Black Bourse and 
hazard was ahead. 
 “Edythe, I want you to meet an old 
friend of mine—Charley Dawson.” Worth 
Calloway spoke with the heartiness of a 
professional gladhander. 
 “This is Miss Sesnon—a girl you must 
know to appreciate.” 
 “I wouldn’t say that,” Carson laughed, 
as he bowed. “Rather—seen, to appreciate.” 
 A friendly slap on the back, as if they 
had known each other for years and Calloway 
boomed: 
 “Don’t take Charley too seriously, 
Edythe. He always was a go-getter with the 
ladies.” 
 Fresh drinks were ordered, but Worth 

H
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Galloway’s hearty good humor faded, rather 
than increased. He glanced around 
occasionally, as if looking for some one. 
Carson sensed a tension that grew as an hour 
drifted by. 
 Meantime he studied both Worth 
Calloway and Edythe Sesnon. Calloway, it 
was patent, was a “finger,” who got in touch 
with those his employers wanted to see. He 
might even lead a prospective victim to the 
spot where death would overtake him, 
laughing and joking as he steered him to his 
doom. But when knives flashed and guns spat 
sudden death, Galloway would not be among 
the executioners. 
 Edythe Sesnon, however, was a 
different type. She was a beautiful lure, and a 
menace to all who fell into her web. A siren of 
low, throaty voice, whose dark eyes were 
filled with promises that never were fulfilled. 
The G-man looked into them and was 
surprised to note they were violet blue. At first 
glance he had thought them dark brown, but 
the large pupils gave a false effect. Her hair 
was dark, but the coppery high lights in the 
soft glow of the cocktail lounge told him it 
would be Titian in the sunlight. 
 “It’s pleasant to meet old friends 
unexpectedly,” the woman murmured, her 
gaze holding Carson’s. 
 He smiled his answer and her lids 
crinkled at the corners in understanding. Her 
companion had been playing a game they both 
understood. The time for pretense was over. 
 “Sure is,” Galloway had caught her 
words. “Charley is a pal any man’s glad to 
meet.” 
 His booming voice died to a murmur 
as Edythe Sesnon touched his arm and 
gestured with her eyes toward the door on the 
other side of the bar. A small, dapper man, 
who might have been French, Italian, Spanish 
or Greek was entering the lounge. The G-man 
only glanced at the newcomer. To stare would 
be to pile up peril, but his quick appraisal told 
him he was looking at the face of a man who 

was as deadly as a cobra. No tailor could 
disguise that slender, supplely alert body nor 
screen the dark danger of his restless eyes. 
Two bodyguards accompanied him. 
 Although his gaze held on Edythe 
Sesnon’s perfectly controlled face, Carson 
could feel the small man’s glance boring into 
him. The man passed the table without a sign 
of recognition, but as he left the lounge, one of 
his companions took out his cigarette case and 
then snapped it shut. 
 “We can go up and see the chief, now, 
Charley,” Calloway said in lower voice. “That 
is—in a minute or two.” 
 “Was that he?” the G-man asked quite 
casually. 
 A swift exchange of glances between 
the man and woman. She broke the silence 
with: 
 “I wouldn’t start guessing now, Mr. 
Dawson,” she said. 
 Carson nodded and smiled. 
 “Okay,” he said. 
 A few minutes’ wait, then Calloway 
shoved back his chair. 
 “I guess we can go up now,” he 
ventured. 
 Jack and the girl arose and followed 
him toward the door. As they entered one of 
the private elevators leading to the tower 
suites, the G-man realized he was embarking 
upon what might well be a one-way journey. 
 

HILE the automatic elevator glided 
noiselessly upward, Jack Carson’s mind 

worked at express speed. The first part of his 
campaign had been marked with swift success. 
He had seen that word reached the Black 
Bourse agents that Charles K. Dawson had 
been dropped from the roll of G-men. Then he 
had gone to New York to register as Dawson 
at the Waldorf. 
 Keen eyes had been quick to pick him 
up. Worth Calloway and Edythe Sesnon had 
been put on his trail. Now he was on his way 
to headquarters. Each succeeding advance 
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would be fraught with increasing danger and 
the least misstep would be the end. 
 The elevator glided to an almost 
noiseless stop, and automatic doors slid back 
to reveal a spacious and richly furnished 
foyer. A servant in the uniform of a butler 
stepped forward. He gave Worth Calloway 
and Edythe Sesnon only cursory glances, but 
his keen blue eyes measured Jack Carson. 
 “If you don’t mind, sir, will you step 
this way?” The man’s voice had the level 
quality of a perfectly trained servant, yet 
behind it was something coldly menacing. 
 “I don’t see—” Jack began. 
 “Merely a matter of form, Mr. 
Dawson,” the butler hastened to assure him. 
“The master is particular—about little things.” 
 Taking Carson’s hat and top coat, he 
ran a skillful hand lightly over his body. So 
swiftly, so deftly was it done that none but an 
experienced operative would have realized 
that he was being searched for a weapon. 
 “Everything’s quite all right, sir,” was 
the verdict. 
 The G-man grinned up into the man’s 
stony face, but the cold blue eyes were devoid 
of expression. 
 “This way, if you don’t mind, sir.” 
 A gesture conducted him through a 
door that slid back when the servant stepped 
on a certain pattern in the rug-and Carson 
entered a large and ornate room. At the further 
end was a desk of shining white, upon which 
were several telephones of the same color. 
 Worth Calloway and Edythe Sesnon 
were awaiting him. 
 “He’ll be here in just a—” Galloway 
began. 
 Then a door at the other end of the 
long apartment slid back and a short, slender 
little man entered and took the chair at the 
desk. Carson had seen that dapper figure in the 
cocktail lounge a few minutes before. 
 “Come on and meet the boss,” 
Calloway whispered. 
 “And watch your step,” Edythe Sesnon 

added in scarcely audible tones. 
 Carson flicked a glance at her. The 
warning came as a surprise. Could she be one 
of Stephen Harlow’s undercover agents? No, 
his reason said she was too flamboyant, too 
compelling a personality for work that at times 
demanded mouselike unobtrusiveness. 
 “May I have the pleasure of presenting 
Mr. Charles K. Dawson.” Worth Galloway’s 
voice was soft and unctuous. “This is Mr. 
Constantine, Mr. Dawson.” 
 “Glad to meet you, Mr. Dawson.” 
 

HE little man arose and extended his 
hand. A foreign note sounded in his 

speech, nothing broad or labored, but a touch 
distinctly audible to the American ear. 
 Carson gripped the outheld hand. It 
was soft and moist, yet cold. The G-man had 
grasped palms like that before and the clammy 
touch made the hair at the base of his head 
bristle. 
 “I have been given to understand, Mr. 
Dawson—” Constantine relaxed his grip and 
settled back— “that you have recently severed 
your connection with the Bureau of Criminal 
Investigation in Washington.” 
 Jack Carson grinned. Galloway’s 
master was losing small time in coming to the 
point. 
 “It was severed for me,” the G-man 
replied with ostentatious frankness. “In fact—
” 
 “We are familiar with the 
circumstances,” Constantine broke in, “so 
explanations are not necessary. The point is—
myself and some of my associates are looking 
for men with experience like yours.” 
 Carson inclined his head, but said 
nothing. 
 “We have an opening,” the man went 
on, “for an agent who is diplomatic and 
familiar with official methods. By the way, do 
you speak either French or German?” 
 “Both.” 
 “That is fortunate,” he said, sliding 

T
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into French without apparent effort. “In fact 
three languages are necessary in our inner 
councils.” 
 “I hope I can be of service to you, 
Monsieur Constantine,” the G-man replied in 
the same tongue. 
 “Excellent—excellent.” The little man 
was now speaking German. “Your French is 
beyond reproach. Now, as to business. We ask 
nothing treacherous of you. We are not 
operating against the American treasury or the 
American government.” 
 “I am sure Herr Constantine would 
embark on no such enterprise,” Carson 
responded in the Teutonic tongue. 
 The man at the desk smiled and bowed 
his approbation. Then he turned to Worth 
Galloway and Edythe Sesnon and spoke in 
English. 
 “If your friend is as good at other 
things as he is at languages, he will be a 
decided addition to our force.” 
 “I am sure he will,” the woman said. 
 Once more the G-man felt an inward 
start. He glanced at Edythe Sesnon. Her 
violent blue eyes met his half-appraisingly. 
She smiled. Carson stiffened. Was she trying 
to throw him off guard? He would soon find 
out, but he must tread on velvet soles or fate 
would overtake him. 
 “You have no—er—particular feeling 
of loyalty to American or British financial 
interests?” Constantine asked in silken voice. 
 “I’ll say I haven’t,” the G-man let a 
certain roughness enter his own. 
 “Then you wouldn’t mind co-operating 
with us in situations where we might not see 
eye to eye with Wall Street?” 
 The question was deftly worded. 
Constantine was testing a new man. Much 
would depend upon Carson’s answer. He 
quickly decided to meet guile with guile. “The 
only thing I bar—” he said, as his eyes met 
Constantine’s— “is treachery to former 
comrades.” 
 A smile crossed Constantine’s overly 

red lips. Then he reached into the top drawer 
of his desk and brought out a sheaf of bills. 
 “That’s quite in order,” he answered, 
“and I believe you’ll do. Now to your duties. 
You doubtlessly have heard that Sir Hilton 
Montgomery of the Bank of England is here, 
incog of course. With him is M. Paul de 
Hyman of the Bank of France. Herr von 
Mittdorfer of the Reichbank will be in on the 
Europa tomorrow.” 
 Carson nodded stiffly. Something 
clicked, deep in his mind. He remembered that 
Frederick Featherstone had interviewed these 
same men while in Europe. He had also had 
dealings with Constantine. Featherstone was 
dead, presumably a suicide. There was a 
connecting link somewhere, some unseen 
thread that bound the death of the American 
financier to the coming of the famous bankers. 
 “And my duties?” the G-man asked. 
 Constantine’s darting eyes flashed to 
Worth Galloway and Edythe Sesnon. A cloud 
almost akin to suspicion showed in their 
depths for a moment. Then he turned to 
Carson and began speaking rapidly in French. 
 “You will keep in close touch with all 
three gentlemen,” he began. “Their 
headquarters will be here. You have evening 
dress, of course?” 
 “Most assuredly, monsieur.” 
 “Then, tonight you will dine with 
mademoiselle—dine and dance. Your 
instructions will reach you.” 
 “A most pleasing assignment,” the G-
man replied in French, “but how shall I know 
if the instructions are—authentic.” 
 “The word will be ‘Calais’. We may 
have to work swiftly. You are not chicken 
hearted?” 
 “Mais non, monsieur.” 
 “Bien.” Then in English once more. “I 
am sorry, Mr. Dawson, but I may not have the 
pleasure of meeting you again for some time. 
You see, I, too, am being watched by interests 
that would not hesitate to remove me, if the 
opportunity offered.” 
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 “But, monsieur, you don’t believe that 
international bankers—” 
 “Wolves—wolves without conscience, 
but smugly legal. They use governments as 
pawns, while we—we protect ourselves 
through the intelligent aid of such resourceful 
gentlemen as I take you to be.” 
 John Carson sensed a new and more 
sinister quality in the little man’s polite words. 
Cornelius Constantine was planning a coup 
that would menace the great international 
bankers, who had gathered in New York. 
 The death of Sir Hilton Montgomery, 
or Paul de Hyman or Herr von Mittdorfer 
would have world wide repercussions. The 
gamblers on foreign exchange would make 
millions, but they would see that there was no 
link between their operations and the crimes 
that made them possible. 
 “I think we understand each other, 
n’est pas?” Constantine had stood up to 
indicate the interview was at an end. 
 “I think we do, monsieur.” Carson 
bowed and turned to go. 
 But as he crossed the velvet rugs 
between him and the door, he realized his days 
to come would be lived beneath a sword more 
menacing than that of fabled Damocles. 
 

’M glad we are going to work together,” 
Edythe Sesnon said, when the three were 

in the automatic elevator. 
 Jack Carson again looked into the 
violet-blue eyes. They were dark and 
provocative, filled with allure. Women like 
Edythe Sesnon had made men traitors during 
the Great War, prying the secrets of armies 
from them and sending thousands to death. 
Women like her were still luring men to their 
deaths, beckoning with smiles and eyes filled 
with promise. 
 “Yes, it will be fun,” he answered. 
 “Do you tango?” the girl asked. 
 The G-man nodded and smiled. His 
mind was racing with the possibilities the 
evening might hold. In spite of Constantine’s 

soft words, murder might be demanded of him 
at any moment. The Black Bourse believed in 
putting its henchmen in a position where they 
could not rebel. Constantine was no hoodlum 
fighting an adversary for territorial crime, 
rights, but his methods would be much the 
same. 
 Carson had a hundred questions to ask, 
but he dared not voice one. He must get word 
to Stephen Harlow, indicating the direction in 
which the Black Bourse might move, but that 
too, was out of the question for the moment. 
 The automatic elevator reached the 
ground floor and they stepped out to mingle 
with the crowd. Jack saw a man standing 
beside a potted palm eyeing Edythe Sesnon 
with intrigued eyes. He was not a G-man, 
Carson was sure, but he had something about 
him that whispered “sleuth” in Jack’s ear. 
Evening had come and the stranger was in 
dinner clothes. A glance at his trousers and 
Jack saw they fell over the instep in accordion 
folds, so dear to Bond Street, but anathema to 
American tailors. An English detective. Colin 
Morrison, of course. A former Scotland Yard 
employee, now working for Cornelius 
Constantine. Then doubt joggled Carson’s 
elbow. Perhaps the man was there with Sir 
Hilton Montgomery. Wheels were turning 
within wheels, each spinning in different 
directions. Unless he used the utmost caution, 
he would be caught and torn to bits. 
 “Call for me at nine?” Edythe Sesnon 
whispered. 
 “Call?” 
 “Yes. I have suite—Seventeen C.” 
 “Of course. I’ll be there.” 
 Carson took another elevator to his 
own rooms. He wanted to be alone to think. 
He must patch bits of the mosaic together and 
get some idea of the pattern. 
 Once in his rooms, he needed only a 
glance to see that his baggage had been 
thoroughly examined. He shrugged his 
shoulders and smiled. He had foreseen this 
and had prepared. 

“I 
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IS mind turned to the evening which 
would mark his debut in the employ of 

the Black Bourse. Constantine would be sure 
to give him a task that would test both nerve 
and loyalty. The dark little master was not the 
type to waste time, energy or money on a man 
without getting full value. Carson bathed and 
shaved and began dressing, his mind still 
gripped with his problem. A hotel valet 
appeared to press his evening clothes and 
returned a short time later, a knowing light in 
his puffy eyes. 
 “I beg your pardon, sir,” the man said, 
after laying out the garments. “But you look a 
bit familiar to me. I was once a valet in the 
Hotel Ingleterre at Calais. Have you ever been 
in Calais, sir?” 
 Carson flashed a glance at the man’s 
impassive face. “Calais,” the word 
Constantine said would be used to identify his 
messengers. 
 “Why, yes, several times,” he replied. 
“In fact, I used to get a good many messages 
in Calais.” 
 “Quite so, sir.” 
 The valet stepped closer. His 
deferential manner had departed. A moment 
before he had been a well-trained servant, 
anxious to earn a tip. Now he was the member 
of a powerful organization delivering orders. 
 “C. C. suggests that you wear your 
guns,” he said in a low tone. 
 “Okay.” 
 Carson turned to one of his bags and 
took out twin automatics. They were a special 
type of weapon, recently designed for service 
use, built on the lines of a modern watch, thin 
and flat. Although identical in appearance they 
were entirely different. One was a weapon 
unknown to the world, a gun shooting words, 
not bullets. 
 “Very nice, sir.” The valet had 
returned to his role of servitor. “Quite the 
proper thing for a gentleman adventurer.” 
 Carson grinned and nodded. The man 
solemnly aided Carson in adjusting his 

underarm holsters. He knew his business, the 
G-man discovered, as deft hands fixed the 
straps, so that each weapon was within easy 
reach. 
 “The best of luck, sir,” the valet said 
when Carson was ready to descend to the 
dining room. 
 The G-man nodded. Then he took an 
elevator to the seventeenth floor and knocked 
on the door of Edythe Sesnon’s suite. 
 A maid ushered him in, but he found 
the girl already awaiting him. Violet-blue eyes 
swept over the man’s tall, athletic figure—
from the crown of wavy light brown hair to 
the tips of his dancing pumps. A slow smile 
parted her red lips to disclose small, even 
teeth. 
 “Did anyone ever tell you that you are 
a decidedly handsome young man, Mr. 
Carson?” she greeted him. 
 Carson flushed. This was an opening 
for which he was not prepared. 
 “I believe you are entitled to the honor 
of the discovery,” he answered. 
 Her smile widened. Edythe Sesnon 
was a woman of swift likes and dislikes. She 
lived on the crust of a volcano that might 
destroy her at anytime and she had determined 
to enjoy the fruits of life before oblivion 
claimed her. In Jack Carson she saw a young 
man who appealed to her in every way and she 
made no effort to conceal her response. 
 “I think we have time for a cocktail 
before we go down.” She gestured him to take 
a seat beside her on the davenport. 
 “That’ll be fine.” 
 The violet-blue eyes caressed him a 
moment later. A glass was held aloft. 
 “Happy nights and long ones,” she 
toasted. 
 “Meaning what?” 
 “We belong to the night blooming 
family.” Her eyes danced. “And do not even 
bud until after the sun has set.” 
 He laughed and drank to her toast. 
 They lingered, chatting of various 
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things, but making no mention of the task 
before them. The girl asked many questions, 
but none regarding his former employment. 
She sketched some events in her own life, but 
made no mention of professional activities. By 
mutual consent, the conversation was limited 
to a strictly personal note. 
 “Married?” she asked, early in the talk. 
 “No, never have been.” 
 “Neither have I. It cramps one’s style,” 
was the bubbling retort. 
 Several more cocktails and they 
descended to the dining room. A tango came 
floating from nowhere before they had placed 
their order and Carson pushed back his chair. 
Edythe smiled and arose. Next they were 
gliding across the floor, moving in perfect 
rhythm to the music’s throbbing notes. 
 

ACK felt the girl nestle close to him before 
they had taken a score of steps. Once 

around the floor and they were a single entity 
moving to a cadence that bent and swayed 
them to its will. Neither spoke. Each was too 
wrapped with pleasure. Each had found a 
partner whose every movement synchronized 
with his own. It was not until the music ended 
that they paused, breathless, to look into each 
other’s eyes. 
 “I knew it would be like that,” the girl 
whispered. “I—” 
 She paused and the hand that rested on 
his arm tightened in a squeeze of warning. Her 
eyes gestured to a table. At it were seated the 
two men who had acted as Constantine’s 
bodyguards. 
 “They’re here. We’ll get our orders 
soon.” The pressure of her fingers increased. 
“I wish they’d go away and let us have—just 
this one evening.” 
 “Who are they?” the man asked. 
 “Rochet and von Schlect. You know, 
the one who—” 
 “Who eliminated d’Ambois?” Jack 
pressed, in a flash of inspiration. “And then 
turned that Featherstone trick?” 

 Surprise showed in the violet-blue 
eyes, but the Titian head half-nodded. Then 
the orchestra began again. The tempo 
quickened and the pulsing rhythm of a rhumba 
sounded through the room. Carson drew the 
girl to him and they glided forward. Their 
arms tightened as the music took on a more 
stirring tempo. They were lost to everything, 
save rapture. 
 They danced, unmindful of all else. 
They did not see the hard eyes of Paul Rochet 
and Hugo von Schlect fixed upon them. They 
did not know that Cornelius Constantine had 
observed them. They knew only the joy that 
comes to those who find dancing a perfect 
escape from life’s difficulties. 
 A final wail from the saxophones and 
the rhumba was over. Once more they stopped 
to stare, almost unbelievingly, into each 
other’s eyes. Flushed and breathless they 
returned to their table. A page appeared before 
they were seated and handed Carson a note. 
 “A gentleman from Calais asked me to 
give you this, sir,” the lad said. 
 A flicker of fright flashed in Edythe 
Sesnon’s eyes. 
 “I might have known they wouldn’t 
leave us alone,” she complained. “But you’ll 
have to go through with it—if we’re ever 
going to have another rhumba.” 
 “We’re going to have lots of them,” 
the G-man chuckled. 
 He slit the envelope and opened the 
note. He read in French: 
 
 English party at third table to right is 
leaving for opera soon. Follow with 
Mademoiselle Sesnon and be ready for 
transfer when car stops in park at circle 
opposite Tavern on Green. Read and destroy 
immediately. We shall be watching. 
     
 Calais 
 
 The G-man’s head nodded 
automatically. Then he took out his cigarette 
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lighter and burned the note. He sent a glance 
at the English party at the third table to the 
left. Facing him was a man whose gray hair 
was nearing white. His face was little known 
to the public, although he was one of the most 
powerful figures in the financial world. 
 Sir Hilton Montgomery, the man 
behind the throne in the Bank of England, was 
menaced by the Black Bourse. A gigantic 
coup was in the offing and Constantine’s 
ruthlessly efficient agents of the Bourse were 
closing in. A wave of impotence swept over 
John Carson as he realized he could do 
nothing to avert catastrophe. 
 “When do we go?” Edythe Sesnon 
whispered. 
 The violet-blue eyes were sparkling 
with excitement. Her cheeks were flushed, but 
no longer from dancing. She and Carson 
would drink the heady wine of adventure 
together. Then fate would set another dish 
before them. 
 “In a minute,” he answered, as he saw 
the woman in Sir Hilton’s party gather up her 
wraps. 
 “Aren’t we going to have another 
dance?” the girl complained, when the music 
sounded again. 
 “I’m afraid not” 
 He glanced down as Edythe opened 
her ornate evening bag and caught a glimpse 
of a small, jewel-like automatic pistol. He 
looked at the woman as she dusted powder on 
her nose. He had held her in his arms a 
moment before. Now they were going on a 
mission together and she was armed, armed 
against him, not the victims Cornelius 
Constantine had selected. If he failed to follow 
his instructions, his death would be at her 
hands, not from the guns of Rochet or von 
Schlecht. 
 Edythe glanced up. Her eyes met his. 
They smiled into his. The smile of Circe. 
 

ITH Sir Hilton and Lady Montgomery 
moving rapidly from the dining room. 

Jack Carson had only time to lay a bill on the 
table and arise without having eaten. He and 
Edythe had lingered over cocktails in her 
apartment and danced on reaching the dining 
room until they had cut in upon the precise 
schedule that the Black Bourse master had 
arranged. 
 “I can get along without food, but I 
shall miss that rhumba,” the girl complained, 
as they entered the main foyer. 
 “We can grab a sandwich on the run, 
but the music—that’s another thing,” he 
answered. 
 She nodded soberly. Then the violet 
eyes gestured to the English party. The 
doorman had signalled to a taxi-cab. Behind it 
was a second machine. Jack Carson watched 
the perfect precision which marked the 
organization’s work. Hardly had Sir Hilton 
and his companions entered the cab, than the 
other was waiting for Edythe and him. They 
stepped in and the car glided away without an 
order being given. 
 “I’m from Calais, sir. Just leave it to 
me,” the chauffeur said over his shoulder. 
 Carson glanced at Edythe. Her eyes 
were alight. In his arms, they had been low 
lidded and filled with longing. Now they 
flashed with the fire of excitement. The chase 
was on. 
 Her lips parted in a half smile as she 
studied his face. 
 “Don’t you get a kick out of this?” 
 “Not much,” he said. 
 “But you know who we’re after.” 
 “I have a hunch.” 
 “What do you want—a king or a 
president?” 
 “No. I want the rabbit to have at least a 
sporting chance. We’ve had ours.” 
 “Maybe you have, but I never did,” 
Edythe retorted, “and I won’t have one when I 
go out. And that won’t be long.” 
 “Who do you mean by that?” 
 “They watched us dancing tonight. 
They’ll think I’m falling in love with you W 
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and—” 
 She hesitated, a flood of color staining 
her cheeks. 
 “Seems to me that’s just plain baloney. 
What reason have they to think—” 
 “Because I am,” the girl said. “So 
what?” 
 He stared at her. The comparatively 
few minutes they had been upon the dance 
floor had drawn them closer together than 
months of casual acquaintanceship. Edythe 
was the type who had no reticences. To her 
life would be short and she would make it as 
merry as possible. 
 “Gosh,” he stammered. “You knock 
me for a loop with that.” 
 “Yeah, I know, but you might as well 
get it first-hand. We haven’t very long to play, 
you know.” 
 “How come?” 
 “Because Constantine will rub you out 
as soon as he gets this job mopped up and 
he’ll see I get a long drink of water about the 
same time, now he knows I’ve fallen for you.” 
 Carson’s eyes were fixed upon the girl. 
Suspicion gripped him. Circe was reciting an 
incantation. She saw the expression in his 
eyes. 
 “You think I’m kidding you, don’t 
you?” she demanded.  “Not exactly, but—”  
 “Wait, you’ll see. And soon.” 
 

E glanced out the window to see they 
were speeding through Central Park. The 

Tavern on the Green could not be far away. 
Action was near. 
 “But supposing I believed you—” 
Carson began. 
 “Skip it.” The girl raised her Hand. 
“We’re almost there. Get this. It’s a snatch. 
Do just as I tell you and—” 
 A screech of brakes as the two cars 
came to a halt. The cab in which Carson was 
riding had drawn alongside the first. A third 
machine appeared to block the one in which 
the English party was riding. 

 “Get busy,” Edythe whispered in a dry 
voice. 
 “What am I supposed to do?” 
 “Get Sir Hilton and his wife. They’re 
riding with us.” 
 “Okay.” 
 He opened the door and stepped out. 
Edythe joined him. 
 “I was so busy giving you the 
lowdown on my heart, I forgot all about 
instructions,” he heard her murmur. “Now—” 
 The G-man snatched open the door of 
Sir Henry’s cab and called him to get out. The 
man emerged, his well-bred face betraying 
neither surprise nor fear. 
 “The woman, too,” Jack barked, 
gesturing to Lady Montgomery. 
 “I say, my dear fellow, you can’t 
possibly mean—” 
 “Stow it,” another voice rapped. 
 Lady Montgomery emerged from the 
taxicab. Like her husband, she was calm and 
unruffled. She smiled at Edythe Sesnon, as if 
greeting a friend. 
 “How do you do, my dear?” she 
murmured. “We enjoyed your dancing 
tonight—almost as much as you did.” 
 “Thanks. Right this way, lady.” 
 The girl gestured to the interior of the 
cab she had just quitted. “But I say—” Sir 
Hilton started to protest. 
 “Say it later,” Jack Carson broke in, 
grasping the British financier by the arm. 
 “Look here, you chaps. You can’t—” a 
man leaped from the cab in which the English 
party had been riding. 
 A British detective from New Scotland 
Yard. Carson recognized the type. He had an 
automatic in his hand, and now he ordered: 
 “Release them, or—” 
 The man’s words stopped and a foolish 
expression of surprise and chagrin crossed his 
rather beefy face. Jack heard no report, but he 
had caught a flash of light. A dark spot 
appeared upon the British detective’s face. 
Another formed upon the white expanse of his 
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dress shirt. His hands fumbled at his throat. 
Then he settled into a hummock in the 
highway. 
 “That wasn’t necessary,” the G-man 
barked. 
 “You’d have got it if he hadn’t,” a 
voice shot back. 
 “Come, hurry.” Edythe had clambered 
into the cab. 
 “Okay.” Carson threw down one of the 
folding seats. 
He looked out to see the two gunmen loading 
the body of the dead man into their car. 
 “Get going,” he said to his own 
chauffeur. 
 “Okay, boss, but we’ve got five 
minutes before we contact the hearse.” 
 Jack Carson took his cigarette case 
from his pocket, lighting a smoke with a 
match instead of using his lighter. Then he 
offered the case to Lady Montgomery. 
 “Thanks awfully.” she murmured, 
accepting. “Have you another match?” 
 “Here, use this.” He snapped on his 
lighter. 
 He waited until her cigarette was 
glowing, then in absent-minded fashion he 
tossed the lighter out the window. 
 “What’s the idea, big boy?” Edythe 
Sesnon demanded from the rear seat, where 
she sat between Sir Hilton and his wife. 
 “Idea of what?” 
 “Throwing that lighter out the window 
as if it were a match.” 
 Carson looked with astonishment at his 
empty hand. 
 “Did I do that?” 
 “You did, really,” came the unruffled 
voice of Sir Hilton. 
 “Silly wasn’t it? I mast have thought it 
was a match,” the G-man mumbled. 
 Edythe Sesnon said nothing, but he felt 
her eyes boring into the back of his head. He 
turned in his seat and their glances met. 
 

HE look in the girl’s eyes made 
something snap in Jack Carson’s mind. 

He had planned to remain with Constantine 
long enough to learn his secrets. That was no 
longer possible. He was suspected already and 
suspicion meant death. 
 The G-man knew what the next few 
minutes would bring. The taxicab would not 
be in service more than a quarter of an hour. 
Somewhere, nearby, another car would be 
waiting. If he hoped to escape himself and 
rescue Sir Hilton and Lady Montgomery, his 
action must be quick and decisive. 
 He glanced out the window to see they 
were still in Central Park. His hand slid 
beneath his coat lapel to grasp the butt of one 
of his automatics. He carried two, but one was 
a strangely modern instrument, an invention of 
the G-Laboratories. The line of cartridges in 
the grip were make-believe ammunition. In 
reality they were dry cell batteries, hooked up 
in series and sending out a strong short wave 
impulse when he operated the trigger. 
 The valet in the hotel, one of 
Constantine’s operatives, had looked at the 
weapon, but his cursory inspection had passed 
over its real mission. The gun’s nature might 
be discovered soon and it would damn him 
when Edythe made her report. He must act 
now. 
 His index finger found the radio 
pistol’s trigger. Although there was no sound 
within the cab, Carson knew that electric 
impulses were shooting into space. Only 
specially prepared instruments would detect 
them, but listening ears would copy down the 
words his code dots and dashes spelled. The 
message ran: 
 
WITH BLACK BOURSE SNATCH GANG 
HEADING NORTH CENTRAL PARK STOP 
TRANSFER EXPECTED IMMEDIATELY 
STOP WILL TRY SHOOT IT OUT THERE 
STOP HAVE CENTER STREET CIRCLE 
PARK WITH SQUAD CARS STOP IF 
UNABLE 
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A sudden slowing of the taxicab. They had 
reached the transfer car. The time for action 
had come. He broke off his message. It would 
take only a few minutes for its purport to be 
telephoned to Washington and the full force of 
the G-organization set in action. 
 Carson’s hands quickly changed 
position. He gripped his real automatic with 
his left and slid it from its holster. Next it was 
in his lap. He could feel Edythe Sesnon’s eyes 
on him. He felt their lids narrowing. Clever, 
experienced, ruthless, the girl was as much to 
be feared as any man. Her words of love were 
honey spread to tempt him. 
 The taxicab slowed rapidly and then 
came to a stop. Carson tightened his grip on 
his automatic. The hour, the minute, the 
second had arrived. He glanced back, saw 
Edythe Sesnon had opened her purse and 
taken out her tiny automatic. He glanced at it 
and then into her eyes. They were inscrutable. 
 “All out—end of the line,” yelled the 
chauffeur. 
 At the side of the road was a long 
black limousine. Two men were seated in 
front. It meant he would have three against 
him without counting Edythe. 
 He leaped to the ground, automatic in 
hand. 
 “Come, Sir Hilton,” he barked. 
 “Young man, you’ll be—“ 
 “Make it snappy,” Edythe Sesnon 
called from the back of the car. 
 The British financier alighted and 
turned to assist his wife. As her feet touched 
the pavement, Carson stepped close to them. 
 “Dodge into those bushes—you’ll find 
Fifth Avenue on the other side of the wall,” he 
whispered. 
 The Englishman hesitated, looking at 
him with astonished eyes. 
 “I say, are you a Scotland Yard—” 
 “Hurry. Get going,” the G-man’s voice 
was raised a trifle. 
 Sir Hilton grasped his wife’s hand and 
started to cross the road. 

 “No, that way. Watch where they’re 
going—you—” the taxicab chauffeur shouted 
to Carson. 
 “I know where they’re going.” Jack’s 
automatic flickered to cover the driver. 
 “Yeah? Rat, huh? Copping ’em for 
yourself. Crossing the boss. Hey, Blackie, this 
stool’s—” 
 The G-man’s automatic kicked in his 
hand and a saffron flame spat out. The weapon 
was silenced and only a cracking noise 
marked the explosion. The taxicab driver 
reeled and then sank forward, a tiny trickle of 
blood coming from beneath his cap. 
 Carson only glanced at him. He had 
aimed high, intending to knock him out. His 
bullet must have gone low. 
 But the chauffeur’s warning had 
brought the men from the black limousine, 
 “Hey you, mister. You and that lady 
come back or we’ll blast hell out of you,” one 
shouted, waving his automatic. 
 Sir Hilton and Lady Montgomery froze 
in their tracks. 
 “Keep going. Keep going,” Jack urged. 
 “And you—” The driver of the 
limousine turned his weapon on the G-man. 
“Take it and like it.” 
 

AME the roar of a heavily calibred 
automatic, but Carson had dodged behind 

the taxicab. The man lunged forward, 
swearing as he came. Jack glanced into the 
interior of the car. Edythe was no longer there. 
He looked around. She might shoot him from 
behind. He must not forget her, the most 
dangerous enemy of all. 
 “Now—” 
 The limousine’s chauffeur appeared, 
his automatic aflame. A bullet whistled past 
Carson’s ear. He flipped up his gun and fired 
point-blank. The driver staggered, but brought 
his gun up once more. The G-man squeezed 
his trigger again. A blot appeared upon the 
chauffeur’s face. His automatic dropped and 
he sank into a pile. 
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 Carson spun to face the second of the 
limousine’s crew. The man had caught up 
with Sir Hilton and his wife and was 
menacing them. 
 The light of a car racing down the 
drive flooded the scene. Its horn was sounding 
a signal of dots and dashes Jack did not 
recognize. If it were a police squad car, his 
message had brought quick action in Center 
Street. 
 “Leave them alone,” Carson yelled, 
firing just above the head of the man 
menacing Sir Hilton. The gangster leaped 
between the banker and his wife, grasping the 
woman in his arms. 
 “Rat,” he spat, firing at the G-man. 
 Carson jumped to one side, trying to 
find an angle where he might have a chance of 
shooting the weapon from the man’s hand 
without injuring Lady Montgomery. 
 Another blast from the gangster. 
 The car, whose lamps had lighted the 
scene, drew up with screeching brakes. Half a 
dozen men piled out. 
 The police had arrived just in time to 
save him, was the thought that flashed through 
the G-man’s mind. 
 “Stick ’em up, brother, or I’ll let the 
moonlight through you.” A girl’s voice 
sounded in Carson’s ear. 
 He felt the hard touch of a tiny 
automatic. He raised his hands, dropping his 
own weapon. 
 Edythe Sesnon had finally taken part 
in the drama. 
 He saw a small, dapper figure leap 
from the newly arrived car and issue hurried 
orders. Then it clambered back into the 
machine again. Cornelius Constantine. Jack 
was in the hands of his enemies, caught in the 
act of trying to release their prisoners. He 
knew what to expect. 
 “Guess I’d better get that gat,” one of 
the gang stooped to pick up the G-man’s 
pistol. 
 “Leave it there. It’ll pin these two 

bump-offs on him,” Edythe Sesnon grated. 
 In spite of his dilemma, Carson 
grinned inwardly. That had been his intention 
when he dropped the weapon. He wanted 
Steve Harlow to know his movements. It 
might lead to rescue. 
 “Might as well give this guy the 
works, boss.” One of the men nodded to the 
G-man. 
 “No, not now. I want to have a chat 
with him—a quiet confidential chat,” 
Constantine purred in reply. 
 

HE black limousine got under way 
quickly. A new man was at the wheel, 

while a second sat behind, his automatic on 
Jack Carson, in front. Edythe Sesnon waited 
until they had reached the Boston Post road. 
Then she leaned forward. 
 “By the way, Mr. Dawson,” she said in 
level voice, “you had better give me that other 
gat of yours. The one under your left arm, 
please.” 
 The G-man glanced around. 
 “Give it to her and don’t stall,” 
growled the man beside him. 
 Carson had made no attempt to use the 
weapon. It had no bullets, only batteries, made 
to look like cartridges. He looked deep into 
the girl’s eyes. They were hard, 
expressionless. He could read no message 
there. He slowly took the radio pistol from its 
holster and handed it to Edythe. The machine 
swept on, entering a district of suburban 
homes. 
 “May I trouble you for another 
cigarette?” Lady Montgomery murmured. 
 “Of course. No trouble.” 
 Carson reached for his case. A fresh 
inspiration flashed through his mind and he 
contrived to rub the polished surface clear. 
 “Thanks awfully,” the woman took a 
cigarette. 
 “Have one?” Carson handed his case 
to the guard. 
 “Don’t mind if I do.” 
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 “You, too?” he offered to Edythe. 
 She smiled and shook her head. Her 
eyes met his and he saw understanding in her 
glance. 
 “I shall be delighted,” Sir Hilton said, 
when the case was handed to him. 
 “My pleasure,” the G-man answered. 
 The polished silver now had the finger 
prints of Sir Hilton and Lady Montgomery, 
their guard and himself. Edythe Sesnon had 
refused to register hers. 
 With four cigarettes going, the air was 
soon blue. The G-man coughed ostentatiously. 
 “Got to have some air,” he 
complained. “I’m suffocating.” 
 “Okay, mister, but if you’re trying a 
jump—” the yawning muzzle of the guard’s 
automatic was raised to finish the sentence. 
 Windows were lowered on either side. 
 The machine was racing through the 
town of Rye. Carson saw a flash of red on the 
other side of the street, a glaring Neon sign. 
 “What’s that?” he shouted suddenly. 
 The eyes of the passengers turned to 
look. At the same instant he flicked the 
cigarette case out the window. 
 “Nothing—just a hot dog stand,” 
growled the guard. “Why all the noise?” 
 “I thought it was something else,” the 
G-man mumbled. 
 Another silence. The black limousine 
turned off the Boston Post road and started 
across country along an unpaved highway. 
The driver slowed his speed as they swept 
over a long hill and started down a grade Jack 
Carson was deep in his thoughts. The journey 
would soon end for him—probably with death 
by torture. 
 “I’ll soon know,” he told himself, as 
they turned to the right and swung in between 
two heavy stone columns. 
 

ENETIAN iron gates closed behind them 
and they swept up a gravel road to stop 

beneath a massive porte cochere. Several men 
in the attire of butler and footmen appeared to 

meet the visitors. At their head was the man 
who had searched Carson for weapons at the 
Waldorf. 
 “Hello, Hawkins. Fancy meeting you 
here,” bubbled Edythe Sesnon, as they crossed 
the porte cochere. 
 Heavy oaken doors closed behind 
them. Then the man called Hawkins 
approached Jack Carson. 
 “The master would like to see you in 
the library, sir,” he said in formal tone. 
 “Supposing I don’t want to see him.” 
 The man’s face did not change 
expression. His stony eyes gestured to the 
wide-shouldered footmen standing beside Sir 
Hilton Montgomery and his wife. 
 The young man nodded his 
understanding. 
 “Okay,” he said. “Lead the way.” 
 “Quite so, sir.” Hawkins gestured 
down to the hall where heavy velvet portieres 
screened a door Carson had not noticed. “And 
if you’ll pardon me, sir, may I offer a friendly 
bit of advice?” 
 “Sure. Shoot it.” 
 “I’d be a bit diplomatic with the 
master, sir,” the man said softly. “He’s in a 
rather savage mood and these Continentals, 
sir, are impulsive and—just a trifle primitive, 
if you understand what I mean.” 
 “I get you,” said Jack Carson. 
 Cornelius Constantine sat at a richly 
carved desk playing with a small automatic 
pistol. His eyes darted toward the door as Jack 
Carson entered. The G-man heard the safety 
catch snap down and for an instant he thought 
he had reached journey’s end. 
 “Sit there.” The man pointed his 
weapon to a chair facing the desk. 
 Carson complied. 
 “You stay behind him—keep him 
covered.” This to the uniformed butler. 
 “Very well, sir. Covered, sir. You 
mean—” 
 “You know what I mean. If he even 
looks like starting something—blast the top of 
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his head off.” 
 “Yes, sir. Very well, sir.” 
 A moment of silence as Constantine’s 
venomous eyes fixed on Carson’s. For a 
minute the G-man had the impression a snake 
was staring into his face. 
 “I believe the American underworld 
has a word for you.” 
 Jack made no reply. 
 “They call your ilk—a rat.” 
 “An animal that has a reputation of 
fighting—when cornered.” The G-man spoke 
in unruffled tone. 
 A flush crossed the little man’s face. 
He half-raised his pistol and Hawkins, the 
butler, stepped out of the possible line of fire. 
Carson did not move. His eyes looked directly 
into Constantine’s. 
 The pistol muzzle slowly lowered and 
an oath in a foreign tongue smoked from the 
man’s twisted lips. 
 “I don’t see you fighting,” he jeered. 
 “No use—now.” 
 Constantine nodded. Then he shoved 
his pistol aside and leaned forward, his eyes 
boring into those of his captive. 
 

ISTEN, Mr. Dawson, or whatever your 
name may be. You are a very clever 

man—far too clever to live either long or 
happily. I didn’t bring you in here to trade you 
your life for services rendered. No matter 
what you offer to trade, there’s no deal.” 
 “Then you’d better get busy.”  
 An evil smile crossed Constantine’s 
dark face. 
 “The end is the same, no matter what 
you do,” he spoke with studied deliberation. 
“But the preliminary steps can be made less 
painful. Perhaps you have heard of what 
happened to Rene d’Ambois. Very ingenious 
and—very effective.” 
 “So what?” 
 “So you will act as my interpreter in an 
interview with Sir Hilton Montgomery.” 
 “Or else?” 

 “Yes, that’s it. Or else—” 
 Carson looked at his captor. He could 
see the reason behind his plan. Constantine 
had kept in the background and would 
continue to do so. Still—any plan that would 
gain time would be in his favor. 
 “Okay,” Carson agreed. 
 “Once more the rat refuses to fight,” 
jeered Constantine. 
 “Skip the rat. What do you want 
done?” Carson rapped out. 
 Constantine lighted a cigarette and 
puffed thoughtfully for a few minutes. 
 “It isn’t by any possible chance that 
you are John R. Carson, not Charles K. 
Dawson?” he asked in a quiet voice. 
 “Who wants to know?” 
 “I—Cornelius Constantine.” 
 “As if that were your real name,” 
rapped the G-man. 
 The snakelike eyes narrowed and two 
red spots appeared upon the olive-tinted 
cheeks. 
 “Mr. Carson—you are too wise to 
live.” 
 “I’m ready—when you are.” 
 “But I am not ready,” the little man 
replied. “First you will serve me and then you 
shall see.” 
 He snapped a button on his desk call-
box. In another moment he was speaking in a 
language the G-man could not understand. 
Occasional words resembling ancient Greek 
came to his ear. 
 Several footmen entered, tall, powerful 
men of swart complexions. Constantine turned 
to Hawkins, the butler. 
 “Please conduct Sir Hilton 
Montgomery to the—er—gymnasium,” he 
said. 
 “To the gymnasium, sir.” 
 Hawkins went out and the Bourse 
leader again addressed Carson. 
 “I will speak through this—to the 
gymnasium,” he said in French. “You will 
translate my questions to Sir Hilton and repeat 
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his replies to me in French. I have ascertained 
that he is not familiar with that language. If 
you mention either my pseudonym or real 
name—a bullet will stop you before you have 
finished the first syllable.” 
 The G-man nodded his understanding. 
 “That is all—for the present.” 
 Carson arose and four footmen formed 
around him. Next he was descending a steel 
spiral staircase. He entered a room to which 
the guard pointed, laughingly repeating the 
word “gymnasium.” One glance around and 
the G-man knew he was in a torture chamber. 
 

LTHOUGH Cornelius Constantine 
remained at his desk, his servants were 

ready for the dreadful task before them. 
Instruments, cunningly devised to bring acute 
pain, were installed in various parts of the 
room. Some were of ancient pattern, replicas 
of those of ancient and medieval times. Others 
were of modern construction with electrical 
connections that would sear and burn, yet let 
the victim live on to meet fresh agonies. 
 The taut lines on Carson’s face 
deepened as he saw Sir Hilton Montgomery 
led to a chair facing a desk upon which was a 
small black box fitted with levers and 
microphone. Its mate was on Constantine’s 
desk. The G-man would be but a part of the 
instrument in the play that would ensue. He 
followed his guides and seated himself facing 
the Englishman. 
 “This is an outrage, sir.” Sir Hilton 
spoke in level tone, but his cheeks were 
flushed. 
 The ghost of far away laughter 
sounded from the box. Cornelius Constantine 
had heard. 
 Montgomery’s color deepened. 
 “What do they want?” he demanded of 
Carson. 
 “I don’t know, but—” 
 Swiftly flowing French came through 
the throbbing diaphragm of the little box. Sir 
Hilton glanced up but he said nothing. The G-

man, however, could tell by his expression 
that he understood every word. He made no 
move when the voice stopped and Carson 
began to translate. 
 “They want to know if the British and 
American stabilization funds are going to 
work together to revive the international gold 
standard,” the G-man interpreted. 
 “Ah—the Black Bourse!” Sir Hilton 
was quick to identify his captors, “They seek 
to make another master stroke.” 
 “Yes—that’s what we shall make—a 
master stroke!” The ghostly voice in the box 
was sharp with anger. 
 Another glance between Sir Hilton and 
the G-man. 
 “They want to know if the British and 
American stabilization funds are to be—” he 
repeated. 
 “So the Black Bourse can clean up 
millions, if not billions,” Sir Hilton broke in. 
“Tell them to go to the devil.” 
 “Shall I really—?” 
 “Yes—with my compliments.” 
 Carson swiftly translated the words 
into French. The answer from above took him 
completely by surprise. Instead of further 
questionings, there came a volley of 
commands in the strange tongue the G-man 
had heard before. Several of the dark-skinned 
men, who were dressed in footmen’s 
uniforms, stepped forward. Two seized Sir 
Hilton’s arms, two his legs, while a fifth 
grasped his head. Straps suddenly appeared, 
binding the victim to the stout oaken chair. 
His sleeves and trousers were slit and 
electrical connections clamped to the bare 
skin. 
 “What’s this for?” the Englishman 
demanded. 
 Once more a ghostly laugh came out of 
the air. The little man in the library was 
getting keen enjoyment out of the banker’s 
outrage. 
 “Please repeat the question,” the voice 
said in French. 
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“They still want to know—” the G-man again 
addressed the Briton, “if—” 
 “I’ve given my answer. Tell them 
that—” 
 

IS words broke off and he stiffened in his 
chair, a wave of agony crossing his fine, 

aristocratic face. His body strained forward, 
pressing against the straps. For a moment Jack 
Carson got a vision of an execution in the 
death house at Sing Sing. Cornelius 
Constantine, however, was not so merciful. He 
had craftily gauged the amount of electricity 
that could be sent through a man’s body, 
blistering his flesh, but still leaving him 
conscious. 
 The G-man sprang to his feet. Sir 
Hilton’s contorted face told him the agony 
through which he was passing. 
 “Stop it—stop it.” Jack shouted. 
 Half a dozen hands seized him and 
forced him back into his chair. Then fresh 
straps appeared. Before he realized it, he was 
bound in the same manner as Sir Hilton 
Montgomery. 
 “We’ll give you a taste of juice if you 
don’t act pretty.” a voice threatened. 
 Carson stared straight ahead. Sir 
Hilton had relaxed in his chair, spent and 
colorless. 
 “Repeat the question, please,” the 
voice from the box said. 
 The G-man stiffened in his chair, but 
the straps made movement difficult. He tried 
to lean forward to shout his challenge into that 
inhuman thing upon the desk, but his bonds 
held him back. 
 “It’s no use,” he answered. “You 
won’t get anything out of him even if you—” 
 “Repeat the question,” was the 
uncompromising order. 
 “I won’t.” 
 “You don’t need to. I understand 
French,” Sir Hilton spoke in that language. 
“You can torture me all night and I’ll tell you 
nothing.” 

 “Mais non, je -pense—I hardly think 
so,” said the box. 
 Another order in the strange tongue 
Carson had heard before. More electric wires 
appeared and were clamped to the G-man’s 
body. The two victims faced each other, each 
bound and helpless. Both lunged forward in 
their chairs as spurts of electricity went 
through them. The G-man felt as though a 
million needles were being dragged through 
him. His skin, where the loosely attached 
connections had been applied, burned as 
though white hot irons were searing it. 
 Finally the current was shut off and 
Carson sank back limply. He opened his eyes 
and smiled gamely into Sir Hilton’s exhausted 
face. 
 “Nice guy, our host,” he said. 
 “Yes, the Black Bourse is noted for its 
refinements.” 
 A chuckle from the box on the desk 
between them. 
 “Repeat question, please,” said the 
voice. 
 “He can repeat and repeat—I won’t 
answer. That’s all,” Sir Hilton rapped. 
 “Nor will I ask it. Do your stuff!” 
Carson shouted. 
For a moment he expected another surge of 
blistering electricity, but Cornelius 
Constantine was far too cruel to stop at a 
single torment. He sought to torture both mind 
and body. An order came in the strange 
language Constantine had used before. Several 
of the footmen left the room, while one placed 
a third heavy oaken chair at the end of the 
desk. Sir Hilton and Carson glanced into each 
other’s faces. 
 Both men were pale. A touch of horror 
had come into the Englishman’s eyes. 
 “Now what?” he all but shouted into 
the microphone. 
 “You are to have company,” the voice 
replied. “A lady will join your conference.” 
 “A lady!” Jack rasped. “Where do 
you—” 
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 “I used the word properly.” A chuckle 
came from the box. “Lady Montgomery is to 
join in this little séance. She, too, will—” 
 “You dirty, filthy rat,” the G-man 
rapped, “if you think you can—” 
 “Let Sir Hilton answer that,” the box 
broke in. 
 Carson glanced at the Englishman’s 
face. It was gray. His frank blue eyes 
protruded. He had already endured the tortures 
of the damned. Now he was to see his wife 
suffer. It would be more than he could endure. 
The G-man sensed this. His eyes sought some 
means by which he could save the woman. 
 A shaded lamp upon the desk attracted 
his attention. The cord that entered its base 
was badly frayed. The rubber insulated wires 
were visible. If he could get his hands on 
them, he might be able to do something. With 
cathodes on his legs, he might be beckoning 
death, but something must be done. He 
wriggled in his chair. It moved slightly 
forward. 
 “Last chance. Repeat question,” the 
voice ordered. 
 “Go to the devil,” Carson barked. “I 
won’t even—” 
 A stab of pain shot through him and 
the blistering heat of the cathodes made him 
want to scream, but he kept his lips tightly 
closed. He writhed and twisted, but £his time 
there was reason for each movement. He was 
edging the chair toward the desk where he 
would get his hands and forearms upon it. 
 Higher and hotter raged the current 
through him. Then it ebbed and spurted 
alternately. For a moment he feared his senses 
would desert him. 
 Then suddenly the electricity was shut 
off. 
 “Now, perhaps—” The voice spoke 
with unctuous calm. 
 Carson did not answer. He found his 
chair could go no further forward. The desk 
lamp was within reach. By tilting, he could 
snatch it up and make his last desperate effort. 

He would have to wait, however, until the 
attention of the guards was distracted. 
 “No—not now, or any time.” Sir 
Hilton Montgomery answered the Bourse 
chieftain’s question. 
 “Tres bien, mon chevalier—very well, 
sir knight,” purred the voice in the box. 
 A door opened and Lady Montgomery 
appeared. The woman’s striking face paled 
when she saw her husband strapped to the 
torture chair, but she smiled at him when their 
glances met. Edythe Sesnon walked beside 
her, while guards flanked both. The girl’s gaze 
shifted to Jack Carson and their eyes met. She 
was trying to give him a message, he sensed, 
but he could not understand. Her fibers played 
with her hand bag and she half opened it. 
Then he grasped her meaning. 
 Without further instructions, the 
guards pushed Lady Montgomery into the 
vacant chair. Then straps were applied. Jack 
Carson leaned forward, his face tense. He 
could not wait long. The electricians were 
already snapping the terminals upon the 
woman’s bare arms. 
 “You filthy swine,” Sir Hilton rasped. 
“If you’ll let her go—” 
 “No, Hilton. You cannot bargain honor 
for me—or anyone,” his wife broke in. 
“We’ve gone along together for thirty years. 
We’ll make the rest of the journey together. It 
won’t be long.” 
 “But, Lizbeth—” her husband 
exploded. “I can’t—” 
 “You must, Hilton. We—” 
 “Pas de dramatiques—no dramatics,” 
the voice in the box rapped. “Now answer the 
question or—” 
 Jack Carson gave his chair a final 
hitch. 
 He strained to reach the lamp. His 
thumb nails dug into the rubber insulation 
sheathing the wires. Biting deep, they bared 
the shining copper. Then he flung himself 
forward to hold the naked strands to the metal 
gauze screening the box’s loud speaker. 
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 “Hey, you rat, what—” a voice 
shouted. 
 An automatic was raised. A yell of 
warning. A woman’s scream. Edythe’s voice. 
 Then a blinding flash. Sparks flew, 
burning the G-man’s fingers. A stab of pain 
shot up his arm and he felt himself hurled 
backward. Shouts filled the room as it was 
flooded with darkness. 
 

 FRENZIED throng moiled around the 
torture chamber, cursing in half a dozen 

languages. Matches flared, only to die down 
again. Lady Montgomery had been saved for 
the moment. The electric current feeding the 
whole house had been cut off. Even the 
insertion of fresh plugs would be futile until 
the fused connection Carson had effected was 
removed and the short circuit broken. 
 “Good work,” the calm voice of Sir 
Hilton said. 
 Then Carson felt something soft brush 
his cheek. A hand grasped his arm—a 
woman’s hand. It groped until it reached his 
fingers. 
 “Here. I wasn’t kidding you in the 
cab.” 
Edythe Sesnon. She had thrust a gun into his 
hand. It felt very familiar as his palm closed 
over the grip. He raised the muzzle to point it 
to the ceiling and pressed the trigger. 
 It was the radio pistol. As a weapon, it 
was useless, but in his hands it would be of 
incalculable aid. His finger tightened and 
relaxed, sending dots and dashes speeding 
through the ether. 
COME QUICK STONE HOUSE ON CROSS 
ROAD JUST BEYOND RYE STOP STONE 
GATE PILLARS STOP VENETIAN IRON 
GATE STOP BLACK BOURSE 
TORTURING SIR HENRY AND LADY 
AND MYSELF QUICK OR TOO LATE. 
   CARSON 
 
 As his finger worked convulsively, he 
felt Edythe’s hands rapidly undoing his bonds. 

She snatched off the cathodes and grasped his 
arm. 
 “Come, hurry,” she whispered. 
 “Can’t—until they’re free.” 
 “No time. We’ll both be killed if—” 
 “Can’t help it. Got to save them.” 
 “But—” 
 “Quiet—” 
 He wrenched free and felt along the 
desk until he reached the chair in which Lady 
Montgomery was bound. He snatched off the 
electric connections and then attacked the 
straps. 
 “You help him.” he whispered to 
Edythe. 
 He worked at desperate speed, but had 
to feel his way. Then he heard a yell from the 
top of the iron steps. Constantine was cursing 
his aides and demanding that the lights be 
turned on. 
 “Who switched their, off?” he 
bellowed. 
 “That G-guy,” a voice answered. 
 “Kill him—we’ll look after the 
others—later.” 
 “Okay, boss.” 
 Jack Carson felt Edythe Sesnon grasp 
his arm again. 
 “Hurry! You’ve got to—” 
 “Is Sir Hilton free?” 
 “No, but—” 
 “Take Lady Montgomery with you. I’ll 
be with you just as soon as I—” 
 The crash of a pistol shot drowned his 
words. He leaped to Sir Hilton’s chair, feeling 
for the straps that bound his feet. Edythe had 
freed his arms. 
 “Come on—follow,” Jack whispered 
to the financier. 
 He grasped him by the arm and hurried 
toward the door through which Edythe Sesnon 
and Lady Montgomery had fled. As they 
neared the door Carson collided with a figure 
he had not seen by the last flaming match. He 
gripped the radio pistol by its barrel and 
brought its butt down upon a dimly outlined 
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head. 
 A groan as the man collapsed. The G-
man stooped and took a pistol from his 
nerveless grasp. 
 “In here. Hurry! They’re fixing the 
lights,” he heard Edythe call. 
 

HEY entered a narrow passage as the 
lights flashed on again. Carson saw 

Edythe and Lady Montgomery take a turn and 
he speeded his steps to fellow them. The girl 
was making for a corner room which had 
windows opening out on the estate grounds. 
She hesitated as they heard Constantine’s 
voice ringing through the now quiet basement. 
 “Get gas bombs. We’ll have them out 
of there in no time.” 
 Jack glanced at the girl. Her checks 
were flushed, her eyes blazing with 
excitement. For the moment he had forgotten 
what she had done for him. He turned on her, 
a question bursting: from his lips. 
 “S-U-D-I X-179 — rubsosa?” he 
asked, using a code that would have to be 
answered in the same fashion. 
 A puzzled expression came to her face. 
 “No, buddy, whatever it is, I’m not. 
I’m just a bad little girl who fell hard and all 
the way—believe it or not.” 
 “But you’ve scarcely—” 
 “Yeah, I know, but this is one of those 
things.” 
 He nodded and looked down the hall. 
Ho tensed suddenly and called back over his 
shoulder. 
 “Get Sir Hilton and Lady Montgomery 
inside. Somebody—” 
 The pistol he had snatched from the 
hand of a fallen enemy roared like a cannon in 
the low ceilinged hallway and a man’s body 
plunged to the concrete floor. The head had 
been peering around a corner. Carson raced 
forward and snatched up the man’s weapon. 
Then he hurried back to where the others had 
gathered. 
 “They can throw gas bombs in those 

windows,” he told them. 
 Sir Hilton’s arm went around his 
wife’s waist. Edythe Sesnon looked at Carson, 
said: 
 “Well, if we’re going to get it, it might 
as well be one way as another. If we only had 
some help, we might—” 
 Jack started suddenly. Then he grasped 
his radio pistol once more. His finger pressed 
and released the trigger spasmodically. 
 
 HAVE FIGHTING CHANCE COME 
QUICK FOLLOW SIGNAL  
    CARSON 
 
 Then he handed the weapon to Lady 
Hamilton. 
 “Just keep pressing the trigger up and 
down,” he told her. “It may lead somebody 
here.” 
 The woman stared at the pistol. Then 
she began to operate it. 
 “Gee, I thought I was giving you a 
gat,” Edythe drawled. “And all the time—” 
 “It was better than any gat. We may 
get a break—with that. If we only—” Carson 
stopped short. 
 A yell of warning from Sir Hilton 
Montgomery and he leaped toward the door to 
throw the light switch. At the same instant, a 
crash of machine-gun fire shattered the 
window. Next came the yells of men outside. 
 “Throw in one of those mustard 
bombs,” somebody shouted. 
 Carson grasped Edythe with one hand 
and Lady Montgomery with the other. 
 “Get out of here,” he barked. He led 
the way through the door. 
 Another crash of breaking glass. Then 
the room was filled with the strangling fumes 
of mustard gas. The most deadly tools of war 
were being turned against them by the Black 
Bourse. 
 

ARKNESS flooded the hall into which 
they had staggered. Edythe led the way 
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toward another section of the basement. They 
groped after her, wondering when they would 
encounter Constantine’s men. Lady 
Montgomery continued pressing and releasing 
the trigger of the radio pistol. 
 They reached a door leading to the big 
apartment and heard voices on the other side. 
They were speaking in the strange tongue the 
G-man had heard several times that night. 
 “Keep back. I’m going in there,” he 
whispered to Sir Hilton. 
 “But my dear chap—” 
 Carson grasped the door knob. He had 
two guns now, real weapons loaded with 
shells. He paused to examine the magazines. 
Then he swung the door open and stepped into 
the room. 
 Cornelius Constantine and two of his 
aides were standing by the desk where Sir 
Hilton had been tortured. They were talking 
rapidly, the little man screaming his orders. 
 “Stick ’em up,” the G-man yelled, 
charging toward them. 
 Constantine dropped behind the desk. 
At the same time his aides spun around. 
Instead of raising their hands, they snatched 
up automatics. 
 Carson fired as he ran. One of the men 
crumpled and fell. The second grasped his 
stomach and staggered toward the iron 
stairway. 
 “Now you, Constantine—stick ’em 
up.” 
 No answer. The G-man moved around 
the desk. If possible, he wanted a prisoner, 
rather than a dead man. A prisoner would talk 
and tell the secrets of the Black Bourse. 
 “Come or I start shooting,” he 
threatened. 
 He peered around the edge of the desk. 
Constantine was not there. 
 Then a scream of warning sounded 
from the door. He saw Edythe rushing toward 
him, her small automatic pistol in her hand. 
 “Look out!” she called. “He’s—” Her 
hand pointed at the desk. “And they—” She 

gestured toward the iron stairway. “They’re 
going to—” 
 A crash of pistol shots swallowed up 
the rest of her words. 
 A faint moan came as an echo to 
reverberating roll of gunfire. 
 Jack Carson stared at the girl. She was 
swaying uncertainly. Her hands clutched the 
bosom of her evening-dress. A dark stain was 
showing on its silken texture. She settled to 
her knees and then toppled forward. 
 “The lousy rat!” The G-man dropped 
to his knees as another fusillade rang out. 
 Bullets screamed over his head. Then 
he caught a glimpse of Cornelius Constantine 
hiding beneath the desk. He reached out and 
grasped the man by the leg. 
 “Come out of there—and get it,” he 
rapped. 
 A blast of fire and Jack felt something 
hot rake his skull. He was blinded for the 
moment, but his arms wound around the 
other’s body, half-smothering him. 
 A yell for aid came from Constantine. 
The yell was again couched in the strange 
language the G-man had been unable to 
identify. 
 Carson knew that he had reached the 
end of the journey. The shot had blinded 
him—temporarily at least—and Constantine’s 
killers would be upon him in another moment. 
He could neither fight nor flee. 
 He tightened his grip upon his 
adversary, keeping him from bringing his 
automatic into play. His hand sought the little 
man’s throat. He would tear out his pulsing 
jugular then let the man’s gangsters fill his 
own body with bullets. 
 “Woman killer—gold-mad fiend—” he 
muttered as his fingers tightened on the man’s 
throat. 
 Then he heard a voice behind him, 
shouting in the strange tongue. 
 Constantine tried to answer, but 
Carson’s hand dammed back his words. 
 The G-man stiffened himself for the 
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death shot. 
 

HE seconds lengthened and Jack 
tightened his grip. Damn, if the man 

would only shoot or do something. The 
suspense was weakening his hold on 
Constantine’s throat. 
 A hand touched his shoulder. The man 
was trying to roll him over so he would get a 
shot. 
 “Go ahead and shoot—this guy’s as 
good as dead anyhow,” the G-man blurted. 
 “Ha, it is you. Now I keel,” the other 
rasped. 
 Carson felt the other kneel to get his 
gun in position. This was the end. A crashing 
blow, a flash of light and then eternal 
darkness. 
 “A cop rat, huh. Well, now—” 
 The crash of an exploding pistol, but 
Jack felt no pain. Instead, came the impact of 
a failing body, sprawling over his. Then he 
heard the drawling voice of Sir Hilton 
Montgomery say: 
 “I rather fancy I did that beggar in.” 
 More shots from the iron stairway. The 
Britisher dropped behind the desk as bullets 
spattered around him. Then he called to the G-
man: 
 “All right in there?” 
 “Okay, but I can’t see—I’m—” 
 “Here let me help you.” 
 Next Sir Hilton was wiping his eyes 
with a handkerchief. Carson wondered for a 
moment why they were not attacked. The 
sound of heavy machine gun fire came to his 
ears. There were yells of fear, bellows of 
warning, calls to Constantine to run, if he 
valued his life. 
 Light came into the G-man’s eyes, first 
hazily and then more clearly. He got to his 
feet and grasped his guns, paying no attention 
to Constantine’s limp figure. 
 “They’ve come,” he shouted to Hilton. 
 “Looks like it, but—” 
 “Here, we’ve got to stop these fellows 

or—” 
 A clatter of feet as a dozen men started 
down the stairway. Each had an automatic in 
his hands, but their faces were white with fear. 
 “Stick ’em up!” Jack shouted. “Stick 
’em up or—” 
 Shots crashed over the men’s heads to 
emphasize his words. 
 They dropped their guns and held their 
hands aloft. The G-man turned to Sir Hilton 
Montgomery. 
 “Keep them covered until the cops 
arrive,” he said. “I’m going to have a look. 
Here—take my guns.” 
 He turned back to the desk where he 
had struggled with Cornelius Constantine. His 
head felt as though it were bursting and a 
trickle of blood came down his forehead. 
 He looked down at the limp figure of 
the little man who had ordered Edythe Sesnon 
killed and sent others to their deaths that he 
might make crooked millions in the 
traffickings of the Black Bourse. The man was 
still breathing. Carson was glad he had not 
killed him. He would be a valuable prisoner. 
 Grasping him by the legs, he dragged 
the man out into the open. Then he stooped, 
reaching for the pistol Constantine still 
clutched. As his fingers neared it, the man 
stirred. The gun’s muzzle flicked around and a 
flame spat from it. 
 “You filthy rat! You—” 
 Jack Carson hurled himself upon the 
man’s prone figure. The bullet that had 
screamed past his ear had been intended for 
his skull. The G-man was the only witness 
who could make the case complete and 
Constantine was making his last move. 
 “You don’t deserve to live—” 
 Once more Carson’s hands closed over 
the other’s throat. He shook him as a hound 
shakes a rabbit, banging his head against the 
floor. His fingers sunk deeper and deeper. The 
man’s body was a rag in his infuriated hands. 
He raged at it like a maddened animal. 
 “Hey, Jack, what’s the idea?” He felt a 
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touch upon the shoulder. 
 Carson looked up into the eyes of 
Stephen Harlow, his chief. 
 “How did you get here?” 
 “Night plane. They found your 
cigarette lighter, gun and case—then those 
short wave signals came in and—here we are. 
All rounded up and—”  
 “There’s your prisoner. He was trying 
to rig the exchange market and kidnaped Sir 
Hilton Montgomery so he could get the inside 
dope on the gold stabilization plan.” 
 “That’s what we figured. Now, if we 
can get details—” 
 “Make him talk,” Jack gestured to 
Cornelius Constantine. 
 Harlow looked at the unconscious 
man. “Sure, he’ll talk, when he finds his 

empire has been smashed. He can’t be kingpin 
of dead men. But the girl—” 
 Light died from Jack Carson’s eyes. 
“Then she really died? I’d hoped it wouldn’t 
be that.” His shoulders sagged. 
 “Well, she was in Constantine’s gang.” 
Harlow spoke brusquely. “It’s a swell job you 
did all by yourself, Jack. But you always did 
get results when you fought alone.” 
 “But I didn’t do it alone, man, Sir 
Hilton helped, and if it hadn’t been for Edythe 
Sesnon, none of us would be here. She wasn’t 
like the others. She was caught in the web—
but there was something pretty swell about 
her.” He thought of their incomparable 
tango—of how she stood by him at the end. 

“But from now on, here’s a G-man 
who’ll have to fight alone,” he finished.  

 


