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The odds were against G-man Dan Tenner in the game with Killer Marle. But Tenner 

was a gambler—and he staked his skill against the life of an innocent girl. 

T
 

HE croupier at the table nearest the 
door in The Black Spot spun the 
ball methodically, with an 

unconcerned efficiency. He scarcely 
seemed to notice the course of the ball, or 
the comments of the players, yet he raked 
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in chips and paid off winnings with quick 
and easy accuracy. He was tall, 
redheaded, with a thin face that was 
pleasant in spite of its seriousness, if 
casual, intentness. 

There was something in his posture 
suggesting that he was constantly looking 
for some one who never came, or 
listening for a voice that never was raised. 

The Black Spot was crowded with 
nondescript Mexicans and even more 
nondescript Americans. The night wore 
on, and it was a little past midnight when 
three men arrived in Guadalone. The tall, 
redheaded croupier didn’t see them. They 
climbed out of a plane in a field south of 
the town, trudged into the fringes of the 
town, entered the gambling house by a 
little-used, side entrance. 

They were welcomed there by Marle, 
the manager, in a small room at the rear. 
Marle was a large man with an enormous 
waistline, wary little eyes twinkling 
coldly in a fleshy face. He shook hands 
with one of the three men; a stocky man 
of medium height who would have looked 
like nothing more than a successful 
business man, except for a peculiar 
intentness of gaze and a cruel twist of the 
mouth which was apparent when he was 
listening rather than when he was talking. 

The other two men, obviously, were 
mere satellites, something in their silent 
manner stamping them as gunmen. 

“You look okay, Shoop,” rumbled 
Marle. 

“Why the hell shouldn’t I?” snapped 
the man called Shoop. 

Marle chuckled. “Dodging these G-
men ain’t so good for the health, is it? 
They been after you pretty steady for the 
last six months.” 

“Mostly up in Arizona, sure. They 
won’t catch up with me for the next six 
years,” Shoop promised grimly. “And 
when they do—if they do—it won’t be 

my health that will suffer. All clear here, 
huh?” 

“Sure,” said Marle. 
“No strangers around here that don’t 

look right?” 
Marle wagged his big head. “I been 

watching pretty close,” he said. 
 
HOOP was restless. He went to the 
wall of the room, sprung a small 

catch. A board moved, revealing a 
latticelike arrangement about a foot 
square, through which he could peer into 
the main gambling hall without being 
observed. He spent some minutes there, 
then turned to Marle with a frown. 

“That redheaded punk at the first 
table,” he said testily. “He’s new since I 
was here last.” 

“Sure,” Marle agreed comfortably. 
“But you ain’t been here for four-five 
months. Things happen in that time.” 

Shoop took a turn or two up and down 
the little room. 

“Face looks kinda familiar,” he 
muttered. He swung on Marle. “Sure he’s 
all right?” 

“Why, sure,” said Marle. “Been 
watching him close. The boy we had at 
that table got smashed up in an alley—
scrap over a woman, I guess. This young 
fellow was hanging around. He had word 
from Kopp, in Tia Juana. Looked like he 
was a right guy, so I put him to work. 
Minds his own business.” 

But Shoop wasn’t satisfied. He went 
to the trick window again, squinted out 
intently. Suddenly he snapped the board 
back into place, jerked around, his eyes 
glinting. 

“Right guy, hell!” he barked. “G-
man!” 

The grin died from Marle’s face. 
“Him a—” 

“Sure. Last I seen him was nearly a 
year ago. Him and a partner of his came 
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up to a farmhouse where we was stopping 
overnight. I got his partner—put so much 
lead in him, they had to get a derrick to 
lift him outer the field. This guy’s name is 
Tenner—Dan Tenner!” 

Marle was grinning again. “Okay,” he 
said softly. “He came to the right place. 
He couldn’t have picked a better place—
for us.” 

Shoop nodded briefly, was silent for a 
little while. 

“Has he got any pals?” he said then. 
“No one. Plays along by himself. Just 

tends to business.” 
“How about dames?” 
“Leaves ’em alone. One little girl is 

nuts about him, but he only talks to her 
when she talks to him first.” Marle 
grinned. “Sweet little dame. I got an eye 
on her myself.” 

“Well, it’s a cinch he don’t know I’m 
here,” said Shoop. He grinned, suddenly. 
“And he ain’t gonna be around very long 
himself!” 

 
IDNIGHT. Dan Tenner, G-man, 
alias Starr, croupier, was still 

twirling the little ball in his absent yet 
efficient fashion; still looking aimlessly 
over the crowd in The Black Spot as if he 
were watching for some one who never 
showed up. 

For three months he had been 
watching and waiting, waiting with grim 
patience for the killer who had 
slaughtered his friend. G-men all over the 
country had been chasing this most 
elusive of public enemies. Dan Tenner, 
contrary to the judgment of his 
superiors—and risking dismissal—had 
chosen The Black Spot in Guadalone. 

His reasoning had been simple. 
Investigations had given him little more 
than a hunch. But that hunch was that 
Shoop was interested in The Black Spot, 
and it seemed likely that sooner or later he 

would show up there. Probably, Dan had 
thought, he would come when he needed 
cash, as he was sure to do from time to 
time. 

One o’clock. For a brief moment, 
Dan’s mind was jerked away from its 
routine course. A few yards away, back of 
the group which crowded his table, a girl 
was standing, looking at him. 

Dan knew little of her except that she 
was one of the girls who worked in the 
little dance hall adjoining The Black Spot, 
and that her name was Dora—and one 
thing more: that she would go to hell for 
him. She was small, trim, clean-looking, 
brown eyes always a little wistful, 
especially when she was looking at Dan 
Tenner. 

And sometimes, a little timidly, she 
spoke to him. 

Presently she vanished again. 
One-thirty. A short, squat young man, 

mostly bald in spite of his youth, nose out 
of line and mouth large and humorous, 
appeared on the fringe of the crowd. Dan 
didn’t appear to notice him. The squat 
young man elbowed through the crowd, 
but didn’t look directly at Dan. 
Deliberately, he dug in his pocket, pulled 
out a silver dollar, plunked it on Double-
0. 

Almost imperceptibly, Dan tensed. 
And for a moment he seemed more intent 
upon the play. 

He spun the ball. It dropped into 17. 
He raked in chips and coins—including 
the silver dollar. 

“Hell!” muttered the short, squat 
young man. 

He pushed back through the crowd, 
staggered away, vanished. 

Dan went on impassively with the 
game. There was no change in him, 
except that his eyes roved a little more 
alertly. 

Two o’clock. In an hour he would be 
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through for the night. Then a large figure 
eased up behind him. It was his boss, 
Marle. 

“How’s things?” Marle said to him, 
companionably. 

Dan spoke without taking his eyes 
from the play. “Okay. Pretty good night.” 

“You’re doing swell, kid,” Marle said, 
in his hearty voice. “When you’re off, 
come back to my office for a little drink, 
if you feel like it.” 

Dan’s finger hesitated a moment on 
the ball as he sent it on its way: 
“Thanks—but I feel kind of tired. Guess 
I’ll turn in right away.” 

Marle shrugged good-naturedly. 
“Have it your own way, son,” he said. 

He ambled away. 
Three o’clock. Dan’s quitting time. 

The end of play for the night at his table. 
He checked in, got ready to leave. At ten 
minutes after three, he was at the front 
door. Just across the street was the old 
frame hotel where he had his room. 

This was Guadalone’s main stem, 
lights flaring for the few hundred feet of 
its length. The rest of the town, just a 
hundred or so of scattered, sun-blackened, 
shacklike houses, was strewn about in the 
darkness beyond. 

Casually, Dan glanced about. Then he 
slipped away to the east. In a few 
moments he was on an unlighted 
thoroughfare. There were no regular 
streets; just wide passageways formed by 
uneven rows of houses. Dan slipped 
quietly between the houses, making 
several turns, and presently stopped at the 
rear of a house on the southern outskirts 
of the town. 

The house, to all appearances, was 
vacant, dark. The windows were boarded. 

Dan tapped three times on the rough 
door. 

 

HERE were faint footfalls just inside. 
A bolt was being carefully drawn 

back. The door was opened slowly, then 
swung wide. A man just within stepped 
aside to admit Dan, then snapped the door 
shut quickly. 

In a moment or two they were both in 
a room, the darkness of which was only 
slightly relieved by the rays of an oil 
lamp. The man who had admitted Dan 
turned the light up a little, turned and 
grinned. 

He spoke in a subdued, hoarse tone: 
“So, Shoop is here!” 

Dan put a hand on the shoulder of the 
short squat young man who had placed a 
dollar on double-O, smiled thinly and 
asked: 

“You saw him, Shorty?” 
“Sure. Came by plane—him and a 

couple of rods. They circled across the 
line east of here, went south and doubled 
back up. Landed in a field ten minutes’ 
walk from here. I guess they been 
expecting him for several days.” 

“You think so?” 
“Sure. The last three nights a guy 

from The Black Spot had had a bonfire 
going at the end of the field there. I 
couldn’t figure what good the fire was to 
anyone, except to mark a landing field, 
maybe.” 

“Good work, Shorty,” said Dan. He 
sat down on a box, stared thoughtfully at 
the ceiling. “Now comes the big job!” 

“We waited for the chance long 
enough,” growled Shorty. “Won’t our 
boys be surprised? They all figured this 
Guadalone stuff was the bunk. Guess they 
still figure to nab Shoop up there in 
northern Arizona.” 

Dan sighed contentedly. “It’s been 
worth it. But now we’ve got to get this 
louse of a Shoop up over the line into the 
good old U.S.A. We can’t pinch him here, 
and if we showed our hand for a second, 

T
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you and I would make just one good 
dinner for a flock of buzzards.” 

“He’ll be sticking around The Black 
Spot,” suggested Shorty. 

Dan reflected. “And probably have a 
rodman on each side of him. Make him 
hard to get at. He always has some one 
around for protection. Using a woman as 
a cover is his specialty. If there was a 
woman in this setup, I might get a chance 
to use that special stunt I’ve been working 
on—but there isn’t.” 

Shorty grinned. “Looks like kid stuff 
to me, but it’s in the car, with the other 
stuff.” 

“You got the car at the same place?” 
queried Dan. 

“Just north of town,” said Shorty. “Off 
the road a little.” 

“Go get the car,” Dan said abruptly. 
“Take it around the east end of town, 
south to the bend of the dirt road, just 
below that small hill.” 

“But we got to go north,” Shorty 
pointed out. “It’s two miles north to the 
gate at the line.” 

“Just a hunch,” Dan cut in. “Tell you 
about it later. Leave the stuff in the car; 
we’ll probably need it.” 

Shorty grinned. “Okay. Then what?” 
“Meet me,” said Dan, “at the back of 

the hotel in half an hour.” 
“Okay,” Shorty said again. 
Dan was already moving. He slipped 

out of the rear door and started back 
toward the main stem. It seemed to him, 
once, that a shadow crossed his path, but 
he saw nothing more. In five minutes he 
was treading softly up the narrow 
stairway of the hotel to the second floor. 
He moved quietly down the uncarpeted 
corridor to the door of his room, inserted 
the key. 

He stepped back quickly, the key in 
his hand. The door was already unlocked! 
He debated with himself for a moment, 

then decided quickly that there was just 
one thing to do. 

He turned the knob, pushed the door 
open. 

Sitting on the bed, staring at him, half-
fearful, half-expectant, was the little 
dance-hall girl, Dora. 

 
AN clicked the door shut, spoke 
softly: “What’s the game?” 

The girl’s eyes reflected the hurt. 
“Game?” she said. “It—it isn’t any game. 
But I just had to see you. You’ve been 
dodging me for three months, and I—” 

“I don’t get you,” snapped Dan. 
“Oh, I’m sure you understand,” 

pleaded the girl. “I’ve been crazy about 
you ever since you first came. I know I’m 
not worth much. But there isn’t anything I 
wouldn’t do for you.” She gazed at him. 
“You—you’re not angry with me, are 
you?” 

“No,” said Dan. “But you picked a 
sweet time to tell me about it. You’ll have 
to go right now.” 

The girl’s voice sank to a whisper. 
“You’re driving me away?” 

Dan wavered just an instant. He had 
been more deeply moved by her devotion 
than he had been willing to admit to 
himself. And often, in those fleeting 
moments when he wasn’t thinking of 
Shoop, it had occurred to him that she 
really didn’t belong in a place like this, 
that someone should take her away from 
there. 

Abruptly, he hardened his will. 
“Sorry,” he said. “But you’d better go.” 

The girl was fighting back tears. 
“I—I didn’t want to tell you this,” she 

faltered. “I didn’t want you to do anything 
for me out of sympathy. But I’m in 
trouble.” 

“Trouble—what trouble?” Dan was 
doing his best to remain coldly 
impersonal. 

D
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“It’s Marle,” she said. “He’s after me, 
and I hate him. He won’t let me alone. 
And tonight—just a little while ago—he 
came to my room. I—I ran away. It just 
seemed natural for me to come here.” She 
stared at him, got up slowly. “But if you 
want me to go—” 

Dan stood undecided. He felt that 
there was nothing he wouldn’t do for this 
girl, if he could. He felt that he must do 
something. But he had a job on his 
hands—an urgent job. 

Suddenly, a thought struck him with 
lightning speed. 

“Did Marle say anything to you about 
me?” he snapped at her. 

She looked a little startled. “Why, yes. 
He—he taunted me about you.” 

“Sure. And how did you get a key to 
my room?” 

She unclasped her hand, revealing a 
key. “Marle had it. He said something 
about it being a key that would open most 
any ordinary lock. He dropped it on my 
dresser when—when he came at me. I 
took it when he wasn’t looking. I—” 

“Sure. And just what did you expect 
me to do?” 

“I—well, I don’t know. I just had a 
wild idea maybe you’d take me away 
from here.” 

“Tonight?” 
“Oh, yes—right away.” 
“And suppose I agree d—what would 

we do first?” 
“Well, I suppose we’d go over to my 

place and get my things. And then we’d 
just get in a car and drive over the 
border.” 

Dan’s blue eyes gleamed. “That’s 
right. And that’s what Marle would 
figure, too.” 

The girl sat down again, obviously 
puzzled. “I don’t understand,” she said. 

For a little while Dan said nothing. 
Then he stepped to the girl’s side, put a 

hand on her shoulder. 
“Dora,” he said, “there’s more to this 

than you think. I can’t explain everything, 
but I’ll make you a proposition: I’ll do 
what I can to take you away from here, if 
you’ll do as I say.” 

The girl smiled with sudden 
happiness. “Of course! I’ll do anything.” 

“You may be in some danger,” Dan 
warned. 

“I don’t mind danger,” Dora said 
warmly, “with you....” 

“Never mind that,” Dan said 
brusquely. “We haven’t much time. Let’s 
get started.” 

He took her arm, and they stepped 
quietly out of the room, moved with as 
little noise as possible along the corridor 
and down the stairs. Outside, most of the 
lights along the main stem had now been 
turned out. Dora, he knew, lived in one of 
the little one-room houses just beyond the 
dance hall. They crossed the street, 
apparently unobserved, slipped down an 
alley between The Black Spot and the 
dance hall. 

There were no lights here. 
Dora pushed open her door, and they 

went in. A light inside had been left 
burning. The girl had obviously gone to 
some trouble to make the little place 
homelike, and for a brief moment Dan 
was sorry that he had never been in it 
before. 

“I’ll get my things together,” Dora 
offered. “It won’t take long. I’ll just throw 
what I need into a couple of suitcases, and 
then—” 

Dan took her by the arms, stared down 
into her face grimly. 

“Okay,” he said. “But I’m going out 
for awhile.” 

She looked blank. “Going out? What 
for?” 

“But I’ll be back,” Dan promised. “I’ll 
leave by that back window. And while 
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I’m gone I want you to keep on talking!” 
She looked at him questioningly. 
“The idea,” said Dan, “is that I want 

anyone outside there to think that I’m still 
in here. You’ll probably have a visitor 
pretty soon. You won’t like him. But 
don’t worry—I’ll be back!” 

Suddenly the puzzled look vanished 
from her face, and she smiled. “I’ll never 
worry, so long as I know you’re coming 
back to me. And I’ll just keep on talking.” 

Dan nodded, sped toward the window, 
which was shielded from the light by a 
screen. It was open. He eased out of it, 
dropped low to the ground close to the 
wall. 

He waited a few seconds, then 
brought himself erect, darted noiselessly 
away, drifted in and out among the 
houses, came out on the main stem, well 
beyond the region of lights, crossed, and 
soon brought up at the rear of the hotel. 

“Okay, Shorty,” Dan said in an 
undertone. 

From the shadows under an outside 
stairway, a form appeared. 

“Okay,” said Shorty. “Where do we 
go from here?” 

“Things look different now,” said 
Dan. 

“Yeah?” 
Dan told him about the girl. 
“But it didn’t exactly surprise me,” he 

said. “It’s a cinch Shoop knows I’m here. 
The way I figure it, he wanted to get me 
into Dora’s room. I don’t know for sure 
what he’s planning. Perhaps he wants to 
drill me himself—just like he did my 
pal!” 

“He may be in there with her now, 
huh?” 

“Not yet. He wouldn’t have been 
watching for me to go in. He’d have some 
one else on the watch, while he probably 
waited in The Black Spot. But he’ll know 
by now, so we’ll have to get right back.” 

He paused, seriously thoughtful. “I 
wouldn’t want anything to happen to 
Dora.” 

They moved away from the wall, 
started back along the route he had 
followed in reaching there.” 

“Anyhow,” Dan whispered to Shorty, 
“we stand a chance of getting Shoop away 
from his gunmen this way. I wouldn’t 
mind getting blasted, if it would mean 
putting Shoop where he belongs. But 
there’s no sense in getting bumped off 
and letting Shoop get away at the same 
time. Maybe this way I’ll get him—
alone!” 

 
RESENTLY they had crossed the 
main stem again and were back in a 

rough maze of houses buried in the 
darkness at the rear of The Black Spot. 
Some fifty yards from Dora’s house, Dan 
stopped Shorty, and they shrank back 
against the wall of a building. 

Almost at once the back door of The 
Black Spot opened and closed again. 
Three men had come out. Dan and Shorty 
watched. It was not more than twenty 
steps from the door to Dora’s house. The 
three men stopped halfway, stood in 
hushed consultation. 

Dan’s low voice was grated as he 
spoke to Shorty: “There he is, the dirty—” 

“I see him,” Shorty said eagerly. “The 
thick-set guy is Shoop.” 

Dan was silent again. In a little while 
the three men separated. One returned and 
leaned against the back wall of The Black 
Spot, near the corner. Another went 
forward and disappeared down a narrow 
passage which, Dan knew, would take 
him to the back door of Dora’s house. 

The third man, Shoop himself, walked 
slowly to Dora’s front door, stood there 
for a moment as if listening, then 
suddenly pushed the door open. 

A vague blur of light from inside 

P
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showed Shoop standing on the threshold. 
In his right hand a gun was leveled. 

He stepped in. The door closed behind 
him. 

Dan nudged Shorty, nodded toward 
the man leaning against the wall. Shorty 
moved away, vanished behind the nearest 
house, and in a few moments Dan could 
see him again, now creeping up behind 
Shoop’s gunman. Shorty’s hand lifted, 
descended rapidly. Something cracked 
against the gunman’s skull, and he 
dropped. 

Shorty waved at Dan. But Dan was 
already on his way and had reached 
Shorty in a moment. 

“See what you can do,” he said, “with 
the guy at she back. I can’t wait any 
longer.” 

Shorty sped rapidly down the 
passageway and out of sight Dan stepped 
forward. Without hesitation, he grasped 
the doorknob and jerked the door open. 
Before he had time to size up the situation 
inside, he barked out an order: 

“Drop that gun, Shoop!” 
Standing in the doorway, then, he got 

a clearer view. Dora was sitting, breathing 
defiance at Shoop. The killer, enraged, 
was standing over her, flourishing a gun. 
At the sound of Dan’s voice, Dora’s eyes 
turned to him. Shoop stood rigid. He 
seemed to hesitate, then let his gun slide 
to the floor. 

“Turn around and put your hands up!” 
Dan ordered. 

Quite casually, Shoop swung about. It 
seemed to Dan that the killer was 
relieved, rather than worried, at seeing 
him. Indeed, there was a ghost of a smile 
on his face—a smile that seemed to 
intensify the coldness of his eyes and 
heighten the cruelty of his mouth. 

“So you wanted to get me alone, did 
you, Shoop?” said Dan pleasantly. 

“Maybe,” said Shoop. 

“That’s swell,” said Dan. 
Shoop merely smiled. Dora said 

nothing, just sat and looked at Dan. No 
one moved. Dan was waiting.... 

A face appeared dimly at the rear 
window. Shorty was grinning. 

“Okay, Dan,” he said, “I got this guy 
back here, too. He’s out.” 

Dan grinned. “Swell work!” 
Shorty was heaving himself through 

the window. In a moment be was inside. 
Dan kept his gaze on Sheep. “I guess 

we’re all okay now,” he said. “We’ll be 
going, Shoop. And I guess you know 
where you’re headed for!” 

“Sure,” said Shoop. “But maybe it 
ain’t what you think.” 

Dan smiled. “Okay, Shorty,” he said. 
“You tote Dora’s suitcase. I’ll keep Shoop 
in line, all right. We’ll get out.” 

“Drop—that—gun!” said a husky 
voice at the window. 

 
HE face at the window was the 
heavy, placid face of Marle. His two 

meaty hands were resting on the window-
sill, and in each was an automatic. Dan’s 
back was toward him. Shorty was facing 
him. 

One of the automatics was pointed 
straight at Dora. Dan hesitated. 

“I’ve got the dame covered,” Marle 
went on calmly. “She won’t have a 
chance.” 

Dan’s fingers released his gun, and it 
clattered to the floor. Freed from its 
threat, Shoop chuckled, and picked up his 
own automatic. His chuckle dwindled 
away into a vicious snarl. 

“Get over there, both of you!” he 
snapped at them. 

He herded them into a corner. Marle, 
in spite of his size, came through the 
window easily, stood over the girl. He 
patted her head as she shrank away. 

He spoke to Shoop: “This bald-headed 

T
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guy crowned both of your boys. But 
they’ll be all right in a few minutes.” 

Dan stared at him, stony-faced, and 
was silent. 

Shoop was talking to Dan: “Sure,” he 
said. “I wanted to get you alone, all right. 
But I had another angle to figure, see?” 

Dan nodded slightly. Shorty was 
glancing up at him, as if waiting for 
orders. Dora, too, was looking at him 
confidently. It was apparent to Dan that 
they were both depending on him. But it 
seemed just then as if he had led them 
both into a situation from which there was 
only one, long chance of escape. 

Dora, especially, worried him. He 
realized that he had deliberately made use 
of her; that he was responsible for the 
danger she was in. 

Shoop’s voice came to him again: 
“You’re going for a long ride—you and 
your bald-headed pal here.” 

Shoop seemed in no hurry to move. 
Obviously, he was waiting for his two 
gunmen. And presently they appeared. 

“Okay,” Shoop said then. “Let’s get 
going.” 

Dora sprang to her feet. “Where he 
goes, I—” 

“You stay here, baby,” Marle said 
with a chuckle. 

“But we’ll let her see him off,” 
offered Shoop. 

“Why, sure,” said Marle. 
They filed out of the house, Dan and 

Shorty walking ahead of the two gunmen, 
Dora behind with Marle and Shoop. They 
were silent as they threaded through the 
dusty, deep-shadowed alleyways of 
Guadalone. They were headed south. 

When they had left the last building 
behind them, Shoop spoke: “Your pals in 
the department,” he sneered, “been 
looking for me up around northern 
Arizona. Well, that’ll be a good place for 
them to find you!” 

“And if they find me there,” Dan said, 
“they’ll figure that you are there.” 

“Right,” Shoop said briskly. “Smart, 
huh?” 

“But you haven’t been around there at 
all,” Dan added. 

“Right again,” Shoop said. “And I 
ain’t gonna be around there, either. But 
we can easily fly over there—and leave 
you two punks on the way.” 

They moved on silently then. Dan and 
Shorty were trudging close together. 
There was not more than five minutes’ 
walk ahead of them now. Presently 
Shorty’s hand, as if by accident, swung 
against Dan’s. 

“I get it now,” he said huskily. “How 
did you know we would head this way?” 

“I didn’t, for sure,” said Dan. “Just a 
hunch. I wasn’t more than half sure of 
getting away with Shoop from Dora’s. I 
did figure Shoop knew I was here as soon 
as Marle came over and asked me to come 
in and have a drink when I got through 
work. He was just checking up. Wasn’t 
any reason for me to refuse, unless I was 
up to something.” 

They plodded on. Apparently, those 
behind didn’t care what Dan and Shorty 
talked about now. 

Shorty went on: “Their idea is to drill 
us when we get close to the plane, then 
load us on, and carry us north and drop us 
up there in Arizona, huh?” 

“Sure,” said Dan. “I figured that right 
along. I didn’t know for sure just what 
Shoop would do, but he and his rodmen 
could have drilled us most anywhere 
around town if they wanted to. Why 
didn’t they? Because Shoop wants to 
come back here again!” 

“I get it,” Shorty said again. 
“This town is Shoop’s safest bet. And 

it’s his money supply, too. Naturally, he 
wouldn’t want to take a chance on 
bumping us off here and word getting 
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around about it, because that would bring 
our boys down here. But if he drops us up 
somewhere in Arizona, where everybody 
already believes him to be—well, that 
will just intensify the search for him there 
and keep attention away from here.” Dan 
was talking quite loud, but he dropped his 
voice suddenly to a whisper. “We’ve got 
to be careful about Dora, or they’ll get her 
first.” 

Shorty said nothing, but his hand 
swung against Dan again, as if in assent. 

There were not over two hundred 
yards left to go. The field in which the 
plane was waiting was beyond their 
vision, because of the rolling nature of the 
terrain. Dan and Shorty were silent now; 
they knew the small hill they were now 
ascending took a sharp drop just ahead of 
them: a drop leading to a rough road 
immediately below. 

In a moment they were at the top of 
the hill. Then, with as much rapidity as if 
they had talked it over and agreed upon it, 
they both sped downwards, leaving the 
gunmen behind. 

 
HOOP shouted in fury. The gunmen 
fired. In a matter of seconds they had 

reached the edge of the road. 
Here was where Shorty had left the 

car. 
Dan and Shorty were jerking the car 

doors open, one on each side. A shot 
caught Dan in the left forearm, stopped 
him for a moment. 

He himself hurtled into the car. Shorty 
landed inside precipitately at the same 
time. 

The two gunmen were plunging down 
the hill. A glance showed Dan that Marle 
was running for a spot in the road further 
north, intent on cutting them off as they 
made for the border. Dan noticed grimly 
that Shoop had remained at the top of the 
hill with Dora. Shoop was using his old 

trick of keeping some one close for 
protection, preferably a woman. 

Dan’s groping hands found two 
weapons in a car pocket; Shorty seized 
another. Marle had reached the road 
ahead of them. The two gunmen were 
almost at the car door, firing as they 
came. 

Bullets splintered the side window. 
Shorty fired at one of the gunmen, and the 
gunman swayed, dropped. The other 
rodman, evidently astonished, attempted 
to dodge, but Dan aimed at him, fired, and 
he crashed against the side of the car. 

“We got to get out of here now,” Dan 
said to Shorty. 

“Sorry,” murmured Shorty. “Can’t 
move my leg. One of them so-and-so’s 
got me.” 

“Okay, pal,” said Dan. 
He hurtled out of the car, alone. Marle 

had started toward him. Dan whirled 
toward him. Marle fired first, and a shot 
zinged against the car fender, just beside 
Dan. Shoop was firing, too, over Dora’s 
shoulder. But Dan aimed at Marle. 

The bullet seemed to plow cross-ways 
through Marle’s big middle. The large 
man hesitated, threw up his hands, sank to 
the ground and rolled over. 

Dan could hear Shoop cursing. 
Then Dora was calling to him, 

frantically: “Run, Dan! Run!” 
Shoop was still using the girl for a 

shield. Dan started up the hill, crouched 
low. Shoop’s lead was snapping close to 
him. In the dim light, scarcely anything of 
Shoop was visible, as he stood behind 
Dora. 

Dan had a gun in each hand. He had 
been using the one in his right. Now, 
deliberately, he raised the left, aimed it 
directly at Dora. 

The explosion seemed almost to shake 
the gun from his hand. 

He couldn’t see Dora’s eyes, but he 

S 
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knew they were staring at him, hurt and 
bewildered, yet still trusting. Then he 
heard her gasp, and cry out a little; and 
saw her sink down. 

Shoop was standing there, unprotected 
now. But Shoop was firing. 

Something stung Dan under the 
armpit. Shoop was starting toward him, 
stepping over Dora, still firing. Dan felt a 
little dizzy. He dropped on his knees, took 
deliberate aim, and let go. Shoop’s 
outstretched gun-arm seemed to be flung 
back, then dropped to his side. His 
weapon fell. Shoop was dazed for a 
moment, but went after his gun. Dan fired 
again, caught Shoop in the leg, and the 
killer wobbled a little, lost his balance, 
plopped down into the dust. 

Painfully, Dan got to his feet, moved 
forward, picked up Shoop’s gun, stuck it 
in his pocket. Shoop was groaning. Dan 
ignored him, hurried to Dora. She was 
lying still. He picked her up, carried her to 
the car. 

“Okay?” Shorty asked anxiously. 
“Okay,” said Dan. 
He started up the hill again, made it 

with an effort as far as Shoop. Without a 
word, he grasped Shoop and dragged him 

down the hill to the car. Straining, he 
pushed him into the front seat, beside 
Shorty. 

Then he got in with Dora, lifted her a 
little, sat with his arm about her. 

With a gulp of triumph, Shorty started 
the car north, toward the international 
ditch. 

Presently Dora seemed to revive. 
Dan was apologizing in a low voice: 

“Sorry I had to aim that cannon at you. I 
don’t think you’re hurt badly. I had to get 
you away from Shoop somehow—get him 
alone.” 

“I wouldn’t care,” Dora said, nestling 
very close to him, “even if I were hurt.” 

“It was a special gun of mine,” Dan 
explained. “No lead. Sort of pop-gun 
thing. It makes a lot of noise, but it isn’t 
dangerous. The projectile isn’t much more 
substantial than a cork. But it hit you in 
the stomach and took the wind out of 
you—brought you down.” 

Dora whispered to Dan: “I forced 
myself on you. Now what are you going 
to do with me?” 

“Wait,” said Dan, “until I get a chance 
to show you.” 

 


