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Boomerang Blade  
By Norman A. Daniels 

 
Jason McGee was a fighting Irishman. He fought his way to the bantam crown, fought his 
way to a first grade detective’s post—and fought his way out of it. He socked a lieutenant 

on the nose. But now he faced a double-barreled frame that called for more than fists. 
 

ASON McGEE swore softly under his 
breath as he looked at the rear left tire of 
his taxi. 

“A flat,” he muttered, “and way out here 
in the sticks with my spare flat, too. What a 
sap I am.” 

He turned slowly, looking for an all night 
lunch cart or any place where he might find a 
telephone. He was far uptown and only one 
beckoning light met his eye. It came from 
the second floor of a two-story wooden 
building. Jason McGee knew this section. 
Six months of pounding a beat along its 
quiet streets gave him an excellent 
familiarity with the locality. That was four 
years ago, before he became a first grade 
detective only to be later dropped from the 
force. 

“That’s the Four Leaf Clover Club,” 
Jason muttered. “I wonder who’s running 
that dump now. There used to be a phone 
there. I’ll take a chance.” 

He headed toward the place swinging 
along with the strides of an athlete and the 
graceful rhythm of a body trained in the 
prize ring. He turned into the doorway and 
mounted narrow, dark stairs. The Four Leaf 
Clover was no suave night spot. It was, 
rather a hangout for organized crime 
masquerading under the guise of an athletic 
club. Anything could happen here and Jason 
knew it, but Jason McGee did not seem to 
know the meaning of fear. 

He tapped briskly on the panels. Muffled 
voices within were suddenly stilled. Some 

one moved toward the door. It opened in a 
flash and Jason had a glimpse of a man 
muffled in the high collar of a heavy coat. A 
dark hat was pulled far down over his eyes. 
There was no penetrating his identity. 

“Can I use the phone?” Jason asked. 
“My—” 

“No. Beat it,” came the prompt reply. 
Jason continued smoothly. “My cab has a 

flat and I haven’t got a spare. I want to call 
the office and have them send up a tire.” 

The man was all attention. “You got a 
cab, huh? Okay. Fix that tire yourself. You 
guys carry road repair kits. I got a fare for 
you.” 

“Sure,” Jason agreed. “Just let me use the 
phone—” 

“I said fix that tire yourself,” the man put 
in angrily. “Go on—get started. I’ll give you 
fifteen minutes.” 

Jason sighed and turned wearily away. 
He was in no mood to repair that tire for the 
sake of a two-bit tip. Suddenly a hand 
grabbed him by the collar and whirled him 
around. His eyes narrowed and instinctively 
Jason’s fists came up. Years in the ring made 
him do that, but he had no time to get in a 
blow. The man in the doorway slashed down 
a punch that raked Jason’s forehead, cracked 
against his nose, bounced off and rapped him 
hard on the chin. It was a savage, little used 
blow, but this man seemed to know how to 
administer it. 
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ASON pulled himself free. He lashed out, 
but he was standing a step lower than his 

opponent and was at a decided disadvantage. 
His blow landed on a well-padded chest. 

“Hey—wait!” the man warned. One hand 
was deep in his overcoat pocket and Jason 
was positive a gun rested there. “Listen, I 
didn’t mean to smack you, buddy, but I need 
a cab badly. Fix that tire, get ready for a trip 
to Greenwich Village and I’ll slip you a 
sawbuck besides the fare. Is that okay?” 

Jason dropped his hands and grinned. For 
ten dollars he’d fix a dozen tires. 

“Okay, mister,” he agreed. “Give me 
fifteen minutes. And listen—don’t be so 
damned quick with your dukes. I almost 
flattened your mug.” 

“A shrimp like you?” The stranger 
laughed, but not for an instant did he show 
his face. He surveyed Jason’s five feet six 
inches of slender, wiry grace. There was 
nothing about Jason McGee to indicate that 
he had been a bantamweight champion until 
he had outgrown the class. No cauliflower 
ears or battered nasal bones remained as 
scars. Jason McGee had always been too fast 
for a telling blow to land. 

“Go on. Get your hack ready before I 
change my mind.” 

Jason saluted briskly, hurried back down 
to his cab and went to work. In thirteen 
minutes he had a patch on the tire, had 
pumped it up fairly well and was rolling to 
the curb in front of the Club entrance. 

Three men came out. One was the 
belligerent stranger, another Jason 
recognized instantly for Joe Franconi, burly 
overlord of the underworld. Jason pulled his 
chauffeur’s cap far down over his eyes. He 
didn’t want Franconi to recognize him. 

Between them the two men half carried, 
half dragged another man who was 
muttering drunkenly to himself as he lurched 
along. They put him in the cab. The muffled 
stranger climbed in after him, shoved him 

into a corner and propped him against the 
cushions. Franconi grabbed Jason by the 
lapels of his coat. 

“Take good care of that guy,” he warned. 
The stranger got out, slammed the door 

and turned to Jason with a ten and a five 
dollar bill in his hand. 

“Take him to eleven sixty-four Whately 
Avenue,” he ordered. “And remember, I got 
the number of your hack. If you roll him, 
Franconi here will rip you apart.” 

“Yeah,” Franconi said heavily, moving 
away from Jason. He seemed unduly 
nervous. “Yeah. He’s a friend o’ mine. See?” 

Jason snorted, got behind the wheel and 
pulled away. In the mirror he could see both 
men heading back for the club. Glancing 
around, Jason saw his lone passenger 
slumped in the seat, lurching heavily with 
each twist of the car. 

The trip took almost an hour and Jason 
didn’t hurry. Drunks were bad fares at the 
most, but when they had to be carried into 
their homes, it was far worse. Sometimes a 
slow ride sobered them up. 

The night also had brought back to Jason 
vivid memories. He remembered the prize 
ring, the cheers of the crowds and the slash 
of an opponent’s glove. The muffled stranger 
made him think of that. Franconi brought 
back memories of his two years as a 
patrolman and one more as a detective until 
that fatal night when he had smashed 
Lieutenant Birkett’s ruby-colored nose 
because of a difference of opinion. 

Jason laughed softly, hunched closer 
over the wheel and began to spot the house 
numbers along Whately Avenue. Eleven 
sixty-four had been the order. Jason saw it 
suddenly and his jaw dropped. There were 
two green lights framing the number. Jason’s 
destination was the Fifth Precinct police 
station. 

“A swell trick,” Jason snorted. “Just like 
that rat Franconi to send one of his plastered 
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pals to a precinct station. Now I’ll have to 
see if I can wake him up enough to talk. 
Something tells me I’m going to earn my 
ten-buck tip.” 

He pulled to the curb in front of the 
police station, got out and opened the door of 
the cab. 

“Hey, mister,” he called softly. “Mister, 
where do you live?” 
 

ASON received no answer. He stepped 
inside the cab and shook the man roughly. 

Then Jason’s eyes widened in horror. Across 
the white shirt front of his passenger was a 
crimson stain and on the floor of the cab a 
pool of blood had already formed. 

His passenger was dead. Stabbed through 
the heart. 

“What’s the matter here?” An all too 
familiar voice grated on Jason’s nerves. He 
turned quickly and looked into the broad 
countenance of Lieutenant Birkett. 

Birkett recognized Jason instantly. “So 
it’s you, McGee. And I’m betting my right 
arm you’re rolling your fare. He looks drunk. 
Who is he?” 

“He’s nobody now, you beefy-faced 
baboon,” Jason snapped. “I picked him up at 
the Four Leaf Clover Club. Right now he’s 
dead—stabbed or shot through the heart.” 

“The hell you say,” Birkett ejaculated. 
He took a flashlight from his pocket and 
sprayed the dead man with, light. “I’ll be 
damned,” he muttered. “That’s Nichols, 
reporter for the News. And he’s dead in your 
cab, huh? Okay, McGee. You’re pinched. I 
always had a notion you’d be mixed up in 
something like this sooner or later.” 

Birkett’s big hand gripped Jason’s collar 
and yanked him from the cab. Jason knocked 
away the heavy fist and looked up at the 
bigger man. 

“A jackass has more brains in one ear 
than you got between both of yours,” he 
snapped. “What kind of a sap do you take 

me for? Do you think I bumped a guy—or 
helped kill him—and then drove him to a 
police station? Use your head, Birkett. It’s 
meant for more than to keep your hat on.” 

“Yah!” Birkett scowled. “I said you’re 
pinched. Make a break for it and I’ll plant 
lead in your back. Get movin’, you hack 
driver, before I start shovin’ you. You 
bumped Nichols because he gave you a ride 
when I had you busted and dropped from the 
force. I’ll bet you were gonna tackle me 
next.” 

“You listen to me,” Jason implored as his 
temper began to mount. “I’ll give you the 
low down on this, but if I’m jugged, I’ll lose 
my job and I need it. I picked up this guy at 
the Four Leaf Clover—just like I told you. 
He was plastered drunk when he got in the 
cab—anyway he looked like he was.” 

“Sure,” Birkett said derisively. “And I’ll 
bet there ain’t a penny in his jeans either. 
Stick ’em up, McGee. I’m gonna frisk you. 
If you got more than ten bucks—” 

Jason’s fingers were curling into fists of 
steel. He had fiery red hair and his temper 
matched it. He gave Birkett one more 
chance. 

“Use some sense,” he told him. “I picked 
that guy up just like I told you. Two men 
lugged him out of the club and put him in the 
cab. One of the guys was Franconi. They 
went back into the club. Send a radio car up 
there. Maybe he’s still around and for the 
lovamike get the coroner and a morgue 
wagon. This dead guy is messing up the 
whole seat and I’ll have to clean it up.” 

Birkett took a firmer grip on Jason’s arm. 
“You’re coming into the office with me,” he 
rasped. “I’ll send up to the club and prove 
what a liar you are.” 
 

ASON shrugged. After all, he was a 
material witness and Birkett had a right to 

hold him temporarily. To resist would only 
create more trouble. Jason walked into 
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Birkett’s small office at the rear of the 
station house and dropped into a chair. 
Birkett put an order over the wire and radio 
cars were dispatched to the Four Leaf 
Clover. Birkett curled his lip as he faced 
Jason again. “You can open up with the 
truth, McGee,” he said. ‘I’ll do what I can 
for you. You were a cop—once.” 

“Yeah,” Jason snapped, “and I’m a better 
cop right now than you’ll ever be, even if I 
don’t wear a badge. You know why I took 
the rap and why I popped you on the button. 
Try making me confess like you did to that 
poor devil a year ago and I’ll pop you again. 
Now shut up. You’ve got nothing on me. 
I’ve told my story and it’s the truth.” 

Birkett started to say something, but 
thought better of it. His eyes had dropped to 
Jason’s lap and watched the fists that rested 
there. Birkett had tasted that swift right once. 
He had no desire to sample it again. 

Ten minutes went by. The phone on 
Birkett’s desk buzzed. Jason watched the 
detective lieutenant narrowly. 

“Yeah, this is Birkett. What did you 
find? Huh? Franconi bumped? Yeah—uh 
huh—I get it. Well, you don’t have to look 
any further. A real dick is workin’ on this 
case. I got the bird that done it without even 
movin’ out of my office. Report back after 
the coroner gets there.” 

A triumphant leer crossed his face when 
he turned to face Jason again. 

“So Franconi helped to lug the dead guy 
out, huh? And another man you didn’t 
recognize, helped him. A swell story, 
McGee, but it won’t stick. The radio cars 
found Franconi all right. He was dead—shot 
through the head. The gun was in his hand to 
make it look like suicide. But you’re not 
smart enough. You killed both of them. You 
bumped Nichols because you saw a chance 
to roll him and at the same time get revenge 
on him for smearing your mug all over his 
paper, when I had you on the carpet. You 

killed Franconi so you could throw the 
blame on him for this job. But it’s no soap, 
wise guy. This time you’re licked and it’s the 
chair for you.” 

Jason sighed heavily. Birkett was 
assuming too much. There was no case 
against him and Jason knew it. Birkett was 
only trying to make things tough. 

“I’m through talking to you,” Jason told 
him. “You can call in the D.A. He’ll have 
sense enough to know I’m telling the truth.” 

“So Franconi and Mister Mystery told 
you to take this guy to a precinct station, 
huh?” Birkett leered. “They bump a guy and 
have you drive the body right here, nice and 
handy for the cops. A nice yarn. By the way, 
what happened to your hack badge? It ain’t 
on your coat.” 

Jason glanced down. Birkett was right. 
The metal license badge was missing. 
Probably, he reasoned, he had lost it when he 
changed the tire. 

“I lost it,” he told Birkett. 
“What’s the number on it?” Birkett 

demanded. 
Jason frowned. There was something 

behind Birkett’s attitude. He seemed 
bubbling over with confidence. 

“Nine-seven-two-o-three,” he replied. 
“Why?” 

“Because, you lousy killer, Franconi had 
that badge gripped in his fist when the radio 
patrol found him. You tried to make it look 
like Franconi killed Nichols and then 
committed suicide. Talk that off, wise guy.” 

J
 

ASON McGEE didn’t try to talk it off. A 
snap decision formed in his mind. So far 

Birkett had sewed him up. A dumb jury 
might believe the evidence. The stranger 
who had given Jason the ten-dollar tip was 
the only solution and Birkett wouldn’t even 
look for him—not when he had a suitable 
candidate for the chair already. Jason lunged 
out of his seat, both fists flying. His right 
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smashed Birkett full on the mouth and 
silenced the yell that welled from his throat. 
His left hammered a hard stomach blow and 
his right crashed squarely against the 
protruding chin of the wobbly detective. 
Birkett went down like an ox.  

Jason listened a moment and a slow 
smile crept over his face. He was living 
again. Excitement and danger were vital to 
Jason McGee. No one had heard the fight. 
He buttoned his coat, pursed his lips and 
whistled a merry tune as he walked blithely 
out of the precinct station, waving a greeting 
to the desk sergeant whom he knew well. On 
the street Jason paused. His own cab was at 
the curb, but police were clustered around it 
waiting for the coroner. Jason darted down 
the alley beside the precinct station and 
broke into a light run. As he passed by the 
window of Birkett’s office he heard an irate 
roar from the detective. Every cop in town 
would be on the lookout for him in two 
minutes. Jason began to feel the might of the 
law. For the first time in his life, he knew 
exactly how a fugitive felt. 

He came out on the avenue parallel to the 
one that was now swarming with police. An 
owl cab stood at the curb. Jason got in. 

“Listen, buddy,” he explained, “my bus 
is way uptown. Take me up, will you?” 

He showed the edge of the five dollar bill 
the murderer had slipped him. The driver 
nodded and the cab rolled away. Jason 
crouched low in it, ready to jump at a sign of 
the first blue uniform. 

The cab rolled along smoothly for a 
dozen blocks, turned east and passed a 
subway station. Jason left the five dollar bill 
on the seat, opened the cab door softly and 
clung to the running board while he closed it 
again. 

No one was in sight. Jason dropped from 
the cab, dashed madly across the dangerous 
cleared space of sidewalk and vanished 
down the subway steps. A train came in, he 

boarded it and rode downtown again. He got 
out at a station half a block from his 
boarding house. Now he used every ounce of 
skill he possessed. 

Birkett would quickly ascertain the 
address of his rooming house and have men 
guard it. Jason wanted a change of clothing 
with which to disguise himself. His cab 
driver’s uniform was a dead give-away. 

Two men lurked in the shadows of the 
front hallway. Jason ran down a side street, 
cut through a yard and came out in the alley 
behind his rooming house. He slipped into 
the cellar, climbed the stairs until he reached 
the kitchen of the first floor. He sneaked 
through this, crept up two flights of stairs 
without making a sound and reached his 
room. He listened carefully. No one was 
inside. Evidently Birkett’s detectives figured 
they could spot him from the front door 
easily enough. 

Inside his room Jason worked without 
turning on a light. The whole place had been 
carelessly searched. Jason removed his 
uniform, climbed into a neat blue suit and 
pulled a cap far down over his flaming locks. 
He stuffed his uniform into a suitcase and 
threw it under the bed. As he headed for the 
front door, he heard heavy footsteps. The 
detectives were coming up to his room. 

He went to the window and peered out. 
A story and a half below there was a shed 
with a flat roof. The intervening space 
wasn’t too great. He opened the window, 
crouched a moment and leaped. He hit the 
roof, rolled over once and was up instantly 
as a gun cracked and lead smacked into the 
roof near his feet. He slid off the further 
edge, hung a second by his finger-tips and 
dropped. He was away like a flash, the night 
swallowing him up completely. 

D
 

OWNTOWN movie theatres concealed 
him from the daylight and the 

detectives who would be roaming about 
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looking for him. It wasn’t until almost 
midnight that Jason McGee ventured to the 
largest of the night clubs that had been 
owned by Franconi. 

Jason’s brain hadn’t been idle and 
something more than a hunch was firmly 
implanted on his mind and his career—even 
his life depended on himself alone. 

The night club was going full blast. 
McGee walked around to the side door, 
stepped in and found himself standing at the 
end of a long mahogany bar. 

“Scotch,” he told the bartender and while 
he waited for his drink, he looked the place 
over carefully. It was unusually crowded and 
hard-faced crooks pressed close to the bar. 
There was some kind of celebration going on 
and Jason McGee had a good idea as to the 
basic cause of this. 

He knew he couldn’t pick out the man 
who had hired him to transport the body of 
Nichols, the reporter, to a police precinct. 
The killer had been far too careful for that. 
And McGee knew also that he, himself, 
might be recognized by the killer although 
the change of clothing did make McGee look 
far different than a taxi cab driver. 

His plans were well developed. McGee 
sidled out of the side entrance, saw a 
uniformed patrolman at a call box on the 
corner and walked toward him. The cop 
glanced in his direction, but as McGee 
passed beneath a street lamp, the officer 
drew himself up stiffly. McGee whirled and 
ran down the street. As he turned into the 
night club again, he saw the patrolman 
phone headquarters. 

Back at the bar McGee sipped his drink a 
moment before he motioned the bartender 
closer. 

“Who’s the boss of this joint?” he asked 
the bartender. “I’m looking for a guy named 
Franconi.”  

“Then you got a trip to hell ahead of you, 
mister,” the bartender replied with a grin. 

“Franconi is croaked. Somebody bumped 
him early this morning.” 

“Yeah?” Jason betrayed interest. “Then 
who takes his place? I’m from outa town and 
I gotta see the big shot.” 

“Better not ask too many questions,” the 
bartender warned ominously. “Franconi’s 
dead and there ain’t many guys who are 
sorry. I don’t know who is taking over the 
mob or this club, but if you were a friend of 
Franconi’s, I’d beat it if I were you.” 

“I was a friend of Franconi’s,” Jason said 
in a loud voice. “He was put away because 
somebody wanted to take over his rule. Who 
is the guy who took his place.” 

The bartender paled a little and walked 
hurriedly to the further end of the bar. Jason 
saw two men with hard, expressionless faces 
striding toward him. One had his right hand 
plunged deep in his coat pocket. The other 
was carefully massaging his right fist. The 
little smile that spelled danger for those who 
knew, was stealing over McGee’s face. 

The armed man stepped very close to 
Jason and his voice was only a barely 
discernible whisper. 

“You talk too much, buddy,” he snarled. 
“Get out!” 

“Take your hand out of your pocket and 
make me.” Jason grinned. 

T
 

HINGS were going to suit his fancy. 
This armed man might be the 

mysterious killer. But an instant later, Jason 
knew he wasn’t. Both thugs suddenly hurled 
themselves upon him, fists flying and 
sadistic smiles on their faces. Jason wiped 
them off so fast that neither man knew what 
had happened for many minutes. Jason 
ducked with the speed of light. His right fist 
lashed out, connected in a haymaker and sent 
the armed crook toppling to the floor. The 
second man cursed and charged. His wild 
blows met only air, but his face met a fist 
that cracked it scientifically. His head was 
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jolted back and his chin raised to present a 
perfect target. Jason let him have it and he 
didn’t pull his punch. 

“Anybody else?” Jason faced the 
astounded crowd. 

There was a soft step behind Jason. A 
gun jabbed hard into the small of his back 
and a terse command was snarled in his ear. 

“Lift ’em and walk toward the door to 
the right of the bar. Make one phony play 
and I’ll let you digest lead without 
swallowing it. Move!” 

Jason raised his arms shoulder high. He 
went to the door, opened it and stepped into 
a well lighted hallway. Two other men were 
waiting. He was quickly searched and his 
arms firmly pinioned by his guards. Without 
further word he was hustled down a flight of 
steps into a cellar. A door opened and Jason 
stepped into what had been the hidden, 
elaborate quarters of Franconi. 

There was a burly man seated behind the 
dead crook’s desk. Jason knew him for Nick 
Havek, an underling of the dead gang leader. 

“So you’re a pal of Franconi’s, huh?” he 
sneered “Well we don’t like any of 
Franconi’s crowd that refuses to join us. 
What’s your game and where are you from?” 

“None of your damned business,” Jason 
retorted. “I’m looking for the mug who took 
over Franconi’s rackets. I’ll talk to him and 
nobody else.” 

“Then talk,” came the order. “I’m 
headin’ this outfit now. Either you dish out a 
damned good story or it’s the wall in the 
cellar for you. The boys need target practice 
anyhow.” 

Jason groaned inwardly. This hulk of a 
man couldn’t have been the muffled 
stranger. He didn’t have the slim, wiry build 
nor the venomous voice of the killer. If this 
was the man who had replaced Franconi, 
Jason was on the wrong lead and his plans 
were dashed to earth. He let his gaze wander 
over the other men in the room. Two of 

them, he decided mentally, could be the 
killer. Jason resolved to put a supreme test 
into action. 

He turned suddenly and smashed a blow 
to the face of his guard. The man had grown 
negligent. His gun was loosely held and he 
had no chance to use it before Jason acted. 

The other thugs drew swiftly. Four guns 
menaced Jason and he stared death directly 
in the face. Jason could feel tiny beads of 
perspiration forming like dew on his 
forehead. He had one more card to play. 

“You guys are rats,” he accused. “As 
long as you have guns, you’re not afraid of 
anything. But take ’em away and what have 
you got? A bunch of sniveling cowards. Not 
one of you birds could stand up in a real 
fight.” 

A slender, sneering thug who stood 
beside the leader dropped his gun to the desk 
top and an amused light came into his cold, 
slitted eyes. Jason held his breath. 

“You little sawed-off runt,” this man 
said, “I’m going to smash your face to a 
pulp. I’ve seen you some place before, but 
when I finish, nobody will recognize you 
again.” 

“Haw, haw!” Havek laughed. “Sock him, 
Bowen. Knock his head from between his 
ears and—” 

“Shut up!” Bowen whirled on the leader. 
“I’m handling this party. I thought all of 
Franconi’s pals were checked on. How did 
this bird ever get in here and how come the 
boys haven’t taken care of him?” 

“Gosh, boss—” 
Bowen slapped the pudgy-faced man 

across the mouth and cursed a command for 
silence. He was half mad with rage when he 
came for Jason. He feinted with his right and 
Jason ducked neatly. Again Bowen swung 
and missed. He raised his fist and brought it 
down in a blow calculated to smash Jason’s 
face to a pulp. 

Jason grinned happily. This was the 
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overhand blow the killer had tried to use. 
This man, then, was the one who had 
murdered Nichols, the reporter, and later on 
killed Franconi. He was also the real leader 
of Franconi’s old crowd and the man behind 
the desk was but a figurehead. Jason 
clamped his jaw down tight. He was in a 
tough spot. If he succeeded in downing this 
murderer, there were three other armed men 
who could shoot him instantly. 

He dodged another savage assault, 
stepped close and began to use his fists. The 
killer snorted in rage as two painful blows 
struck him in the face. He got in a telling 
punch that rocked Jason and sent his senses 
spinning. The killer tried to follow up his 
advantage and ran full tilt into a roundhouse 
punch that sent him careening back against 
the wall. With a curse he whipped out a 
slender knife. Jason’s eyes widened. This 
might be the knife that killed Nichols. 

Bowen brought it down in a wide arc and 
the keen blade ripped through cloth to carve 
a nasty wound on Jason’s left shoulder. 

“You’re a coward,” Jason grated. “When 
you can’t connect with that raking punch, 
you use a knife. That’s okay with me. Now I 
can really smack you.” 

Bowen tried to raise the knife again, but 
Jason was fighting bitterly now with all the 
accumulated skill of five years in the ring. 
His fists flashed dizzily and almost every 
time connected. Not knockout blows, but 
painful, body-racking punches. Bowen’s 
face was smeared with blood, but he fought 
on, seeking to use the deadly knife. 

The other crooks held their fire, but guns 
were ready for the moment when Jason 
would be fully exposed without endangering 
Bowen. Jason knew that and despite the 
menace of the knife, he stayed in close. He 
was battling for time now, trying to listen 
above shouts and curses of Bowen and his 
men. 

Faintly he heard the wail of a siren. A 

minute later he detected scores of heavy feet 
tramping the floor above. Jason took his life 
in his hands for one fleeting instant. He 
turned suddenly and lunged for one of the 
armed thugs. He closed with him, his right 
hand forcing the gunman’s finger against the 
trigger of the automatic he held. There was a 
roar as the gun exploded. 

Jason gave the man a rap on the chin, 
flooring him. Bowen was circling Jason, the 
knife upraised and a murderous leer across 
his face. The blade came down, swishing 
through the air. Jason crouched. He launched 
his entire body at the killer and all his 
strength was behind the blow he 
administered. Bowen’s head snapped back 
and there was a crunching of bone and 
muscle. His eyes glazed and he slumped 
weakly to the floor. 

Havek, the pudgy man behind the desk, 
fired a shot. It caught Jason in his already 
wounded shoulder. Without a word Jason 
leaped over the desk and threw himself upon 
the cowardly crook. Both men went down in 
a heap of tangled arms and legs. Jason 
hammered punishing blows to Havek’s 
midriff, eliciting groans of agony. 

“Don’t,” Havek yelled. “Don’t! I ain’t 
got a grudge against you. It’s Bowen that 
bumped Franconi—not me!” 
 

OME ONE crashed through the door 
behind Jason. A heavy hand grabbed him 

by the collar and yanked him to his feet. 
Lieutenant Birkett grunted in satisfaction. 

“So we finally got you, huh? Stick out 
your mitts, McGee. It’s the bracelets for you 
now.” 

“Wait a minute,” Jason was gasping for 
breath. “Talk to Havek. He knows who 
killed Franconi and why. Speak up, Havek—
or shall I persuade you a little?” 

Jason waved his fist in front of the 
coward’s nose. Havek shuddered and 
slumped back in his chair. 
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“Bowen killed him,” he admitted. “He 
wanted to take over Franconi’s bunch, but he 
was gonna be in the background. I was 
gonna be the face, but I didn’t have anythin’ 
to do with it. Honest I didn’t—” 

Havek suddenly gasped in terror. Bowen 
was conscious and he gripped a small 
automatic in his fist. It spoke flatly and 
Havek’s body lurched back as the slug 
caught him between the eyes. 

Jason leaped. He knocked aside the 
spitting gun, sat astride Bowen and carefully 
gauged the final blow. It started somewhere 
near Bowen’s ankles and ended against his 
jaw. Bowen shuddered and went limp. 

“What’s this all about?” Birkett cried. He 
turned to his men. “Cuff that guy on the 
floor. We got him for bumping Havek, 
anyway. And you, McGee, are still under 
arrest. Maybe Bowen killed Franconi, but 
how do we know he bumped Nichols, the 
reporter?” 

“Because nobody else could have done 
it. Nichols was killed partly as an excuse to 
make it seem as though Franconi killed 
himself. Maybe Nichols knew something 
and Bowen didn’t dare let him live. Anyway 
Bowen and Franconi got Nichols drunk. 
They hired my cab to take him downtown. 
Franconi had his own ideas about Bowen. 
He didn’t trust him. That’s why he picked 
that hack license off my coat. He knew that 
if he was killed, I might recognize Bowen. 
Well, I wouldn’t have been able to do that.” 

“How come you’re so sure of all this?” 
Birkett demanded, but there was less 

belligerency in his voice. 
“Because Franconi certainly didn’t know 

Nichols was to be killed. He didn’t care if I 
recognized him. But Bowen wanted to be 
sure I knew Franconi so he even called him 
by name and to top it off, he had me drive 
the body to a police precinct station. Then he 
killed Franconi and tried to make the job 
look like suicide, only Franconi still held my 
hack license in his hand.” 

Birkett rubbed his nose roughly. His face 
was a dull crimson. McGee’s reasoning was 
perfect and was backed up by every detail of 
the case. 

“Bowen used a peculiar punch on me up 
at the Four Leaf Clover,” Jason went on. 
“That’s how I spotted him tonight. I knew 
Franconi was killed so his rackets could be 
taken over and I knew that this joint right 
here would be headquarters for the new mob 
so I came down. I let one of your cops spot 
me so he’d call you and have a squad sent—
just in case there were more guys than I 
could handle. There’s a knife near Bowen, 
too. I’ll bet my Sunday hat it is the one that 
killed Nichols.” 

“All right,” Birkett said slowly. “You 
can go, McGee, but next time something like 
this happens, keep your nose out of it. Come 
to me. I’m paid to do this kind of work. 
You’re no cop—and don’t forget it” 

Jason grinned. “How could I—when I 
think of you? But when you pull boners, I 
can’t help butting in. The old job, you know. 
Any time you need a man with brains, you’ll 
find me in my cab. So long.” 

 


