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 Ex-Marine Kennedy, ace G-man, had two good reasons why he had to succeed in that 
dangerous undertaking. One was his duty to his office; the other, his loyalty to a pal. Duty and 
loyalty were two things the G-man excelled in, but then, unarmed in the master criminal’s den 
and surrounded by killers, it seemed that he would have no more chance to exercise them. 
 



Secret Agent X, October, 1937 
 

ARINE” KENNEDY. F.B.I. 
ace, went into a Negro cafe on 
Beale Street and called Room 

1036 at the Peyton Hotel. When Special Agent 
Bob Steele answered, Kennedy asked: “Got 
anything, Bob?” 
 “Yes, a real break at last. Frank 
Gianotti is coming in on MP train 104, and 
‘Swede’ Lawson is driving down from 
Chicago. They’re meeting at the Rialto Hotel 
tonight, then going to see this phantom big 
shot in person. 
 “They’re strangers to Memphis mobs 
and don’t know each other. You’ve got a 
description of both; the chief wants you to 
have local authorities take Gianotti off the 
train at Dover and come on, in his place, to 
meet Lawson—” 
 There was a sharp click, then silence. 
 Kennedy juggled the hook and finally 
an operator said: “Number, please.” 
 “I was talking to—” Kennedy began, 
but Bob Steele’s voice cut in. 
 “We were disconnected somehow,” he 
explained, and Kennedy was startled at the 
change in his voice, at his sudden, heavy, 
labored breathing. 
 “Where are you, Kennedy?” he asked 
hoarsely. 
 The G-man hesitated, then told him. 
 “Stay where you are until I get there.” 
Suddenly Steele’s voice broke. “Oh, cripes, I 
can’t—I won’t—” 
 There was a gurgling sound, a loud 
crack of violently broken connections. 
Kennedy, bewildered, called back; the number 
did not answer. The G-man’s eyes narrowed 
and hardened with quick suspicion. His mind 
seething over this strange development, he 
turned abruptly from the booth, his lean face 
grim and tight-lipped. 
 Brusquely he shoved through a door 
marked private and flashed his shield at the 
Negro cook. 
 “On with your work and keep quiet,” 

the G-man snapped. 
 “Yas-suh,” the frightened cook 
chattered. 
 Kennedy stood inside the window 
through which food was passed and watched 
the cafe entrance intently. Presently a gray 
sedan drew up to the curb. Four men got out, 
cast quick glances up and down the street, 
then came inside. 
 They were tough, hard-faced mugs—
two Negroes and two white men. One of the 
Negroes carried a suit-box, the other had a 
rolled newspaper under his arm; both white 
men kept their right hands sunk deep in 
sagging coat pockets. 
 They came directly to the telephone 
booth. 
 “Hell,” one of the white men growled, 
“he got wise and scrammed. Damn him, 
we’ll—” 
 Kennedy thrust his automatic through 
the window. “Get ’em up,” he rapped, “up 
high.” The Negro with the newspaper wheeled 
and ran, but both white men fired from their 
pockets. A bullet clipped through the beaver-
board partition and whanged against a pan. 
Another brushed the G-man’s shoulder and 
brought a scream of agony from the cook. 
 Kennedy’s automatic blasted one of 
the white men down just as the big Negro 
ripped the suit-box to pieces with a single 
motion of his gigantic hand, caught the 
forestock of a Tommy-gun, which had been 
inside, and swung the weapon around. The 
gun chattered, and slugs came crashing into 
the kitchen, smashing dishes, ricocheting off 
the iron stove, ringing against tinware. 
 The second white man’s automatic was 
hammering, and as Kennedy turned his own 
pistol toward him, the G-man glimpsed, 
standing in the front doorway, the Negro who 
had run. His hand was upraised, holding the 
rolled newspaper. Swiftly his arm came down 
in a swinging arc; something shot out of the 
paper, hit the floor and rolled toward the 

“M 



Square-Slug Retribution 
 

3

kitchen. 
 “Pineapple!” Kennedy shouted and 
ducked behind an ice-box. 
 
THE crash of the grenade rocked the cafe. 
Screams and curses rose; plaster rained 
downward. Kennedy, shocked, staggered up 
and plunged through the smoke and dust from 
the falling debris, toward the front. 
 He tripped over a body, crashed into 
an overturned table and lost his automatic. By 
the time he recovered it and reached the 
entrance, the surviving Negro and white man 
had leaped into the gray sedan and 
disappeared in the traffic of Beale Street. 
 The G-man looked back into the chaos 
of the wrecked cafe, thought of Bob Steele 
and the mysterious ending of their telephone 
conversation, and ran around the corner to 
Third Street. He dodged through a rapidly 
gathering crowd and sprinted toward the 
Peyton Hotel. 
 People in the lobby of the Peyton 
turned to stare at the dusty, disheveled man 
who rushed into a waiting elevator and shot 
upward. 
 So apprehensive was Kennedy that he 
knocked only once before crashing his big 
shoulder against the locked door of 1036. It 
yielded, and he plunged into the room. 
 Bob Steele slumped in a chair, his 
body sprawled across a table and his head the 
center of a crimson pool. His scalp was split 
with an ugly gash, and Kennedy, ripping back 
his coat, found two deep stab wounds beneath 
the left shoulder. Yet the tough, sturdy special 
agent was still breathing. 
 Kennedy picked up the wounded man, 
placed him gently on the bed and whirled to 
the telephone. Instantly he saw that the 
instrument was useless, and his trained eyes, 
running over the broken connections, saw 
wires that were not telephone wires. He 
kicked over the table and swore at the 
dictaphone fastened to the bottom of it. When 

the table turned over, a square of paper floated 
to the floor, and the G-man scooped it up and 
read it as he ran toward the elevators.  
 Three sentences were printed on the 
paper, and the significance of the words 
flashed through his brain like a glaring white 
light. They were the exact text of Bob Steele’s 
last words to Kennedy—those words spoken 
immediately after the broken telephone 
connection had been re-established, and after 
Steele’s voice had so mysteriously changed. 
 Kennedy read the sentences and the 
bracketed instructions after each one: 
 
 We were somehow disconnected (Wait 
for his answer) 
 Where are yow, Kennedy? (Wait for 
his answer) 
 Stay where you are until I get there. 
(Hang Up) 
 
 As the elevator dropped to the first 
floor, Kennedy saw the whole thing in one 
instantaneous and perfectly clear picture. 
 “The dictaphone enabled these hoods 
to hear Bob talking to me,” he summed up 
mentally. “They broke in—probably had a 
key—jumped him, held him away from the 
phone while they scribbled these instructions; 
then, with a gun jammed against his spine, 
tried to make him lure me into a trap. But 
good old Bob rebelled and they gave him the 
works, I want to keep this bright in my 
mind—bright for the day when I settle with 
these rats.” 
 Eyes hard and frosty, he left the 
elevator and crossed the lobby. 
 “Call an ambulance,” he snapped at the 
startled clerk. “Get a doctor. Shoot through a 
call to the police.” 
 A tall, heavy man, immaculate in 
white flannels and brown sport coat, came 
quickly out of the private offices. 
 “I’m Charles Pelone,” he announced 
authoritatively, “manager of this hotel. What’s 
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going on here?” 
 “A man’s been hurt in 1036. May be 
dying. Get—” 
 “Hurt? You mean he is not—” Pelone 
whirled and raced across the lobby. 
 Kennedy watched him go, and 
suddenly his rapid and undignified rush 
toward the elevators aroused a quick suspicion 
in the G-man’s mind, a suspicion that sent him 
sprinting after the hotel manager. 
 

ELONE’S elevator had ascended; the 
indicator showed that it had reached the 

tenth floor. Kennedy leaped into another and 
shot upward. He ran along the corridor and 
shoved open the door to 1036. Pelone was 
walking away from the bed. 
 “The man is dead,” Pelone snarled, 
“I’ll have to hold you for murder.” 
 “Don’t be a sap,” Kennedy snapped at 
him. “I’m a Federal Agent, and Bob was my 
buddy.” 
 Quickly he stooped to examine the 
man on the bed. Bob Steele had ceased to 
breathe. The flesh of his throat was red with 
marks that Kennedy had not seen before. The 
G-man’s eyes flew to Pelone’s fingers; there 
was blood on one of his hands. 
 “I lifted his head,” the hotel man 
explained, and the defensive way he said it 
narrowed Kennedy’s eyes to angry points of 
distrust. 
 “Hmm,” he growled. “Well, come on; 
I want to use your phone.” 
 From the hotel office, he called his 
chief in St. Louis and reported concisely what 
had happened. 
 “Did Steele deliver my message to 
you?” the chief asked. 
 “Yes, sir.” 
 “Then get Gianotti—you’ll have to 
hurry to make that train. I’m coming down, 
myself, to handle Bob’s murder.” 
 Reluctantly Kennedy left the hotel and 
went to the garage where his big coupe was 

parked. Driving toward Union Station, a 
thought struck him broadside. 
 “I’m screwy,” he muttered. “Those 
mugs heard Bob deliver the chiefs message to 
me; they’ll know I’m going to impersonate 
Gianotti.” 
 Night had thrown a sable blanket over 
the Mississippi valley, and heavy rain had 
begun to fall. Kennedy pulled the coupe to the 
curb and sat a moment thoughtfully, staring at 
the glistening street. 
 His mind clicked on a solution and 
exploded into instant action. He tooled the 
coupe away from the curb and sent it spinning 
out South Main toward the Chicago highway. 
 “Disobeying orders is not so hot,” he 
told himself, “but here’s where I throw a 
bomb into the big shot’s plans for tonight.” 
 Rain came down in a blinding deluge 
as Kennedy crossed the muddy Mississippi via 
the Harahan bridge and roared into Arkansas. 
Soon all signs of habitation disappeared. His 
headlights made silver beams against the 
sheets of rain, and his tires screamed along the 
wet concrete northward to meet Swede 
Lawson. 
 He ran past a highway tool-house, 
jammed on brakes and shot backwards in 
reverse. One blast from his automatic smashed 
the tool-house lock and the G-man lugged 
forth two signs which read: DANGER. 
DRIVE SLOW. Then he went back and got 
two lanterns, the globes of which were 
swathed in red cloth. 
 Five miles farther down the highway, 
he stopped where a gravel road intersected the 
inside of a sharp curve and where bushes grew 
close to the highway edge. He parked his car 
on the side-road and placed the signs, back to 
back, in the center of the concrete slab. Then 
he lit the lanterns and put them atop the signs, 
but the red glow was not sufficiently strong to 
suit him and he ripped the cloth off one of the 
globes. Gathering a handful of oil and mud, he 
smeared it across the face of the sign toward 
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Chicago and retreated into the bushes. 
 Lightning flashed, there was the 
incessant rumble of thunder overhead, and 
descending sheets of rain soaked him to the 
skin. Yet the veteran G-man waited patiently. 
 The lights, of a car zoomed up from 
toward Memphis and slowed at the sight of 
the red lantern. From that side, the sign was 
plainly legible, and the driver came to only a 
momentary halt, then proceeded at a more 
moderate speed. Then lights from the north, 
and again a car stopped; but this time the 
driver had to get out and come close to read 
the smeared letters on that side of the sign. In 
the light of the unshaded lantern, Kennedy got 
a good look at his face. Wet and cold as he 
was, the G-man chuckled and settled back to 
his vigil. 
 

ARS came from the south, from the 
north, though the stormy night made 

travel scarce and irregular. Finally a man 
stood in the lantern light who brought a quick 
thrill to Kennedy. Nimbly the G-man’s 
memory ran over the description of Swede 
Lawson: six feet tall, 195 pounds, blue eyes, 
fair complexion, light-blond hair. Deep scar 
from point of chin to base of left ear. Mole on 
.... 
 Kennedy moved noiselessly to the 
edge of the bushes and thrust his automatic 
into the circle of lantern light. 
 “Get ‘em up, Lawson,” he 
commanded. 
 Swede Lawson spun around, his hand 
darting toward a shoulder holster. 
 “Don’t do it,” Kennedy rapped so 
sharply that the man’s hands froze in mid-air, 
then relaxed and went above his head. 
 Kennedy stepped out into the light—
and immediately became a target for whoever 
was in Lawson’s parked sedan. 
 A slug jerked at the G-man’s coat, one 
flipped against his ankle, another grazed his 
scalp. He staggered back into the brush and 

tried to raise his automatic, but it seemed to be 
weighted down by some invisible force too 
heavy for human hands to lift. Vaguely he was 
aware that the sedan was swooping down, that 
Lawson was grabbing the side of it and 
clambering in. With a mighty effort he shook 
the cobwebs out of his head and threw two 
futile shots at the rapidly disappearing sedan. 
 “Gone,” he muttered thickly. 
 He had disobeyed orders, had lost 
Swede Lawson; too late now to contact 
Gianotti. Bitterly Kennedy realized that he had 
muffed his one chance to reach the elusive big 
shot of the Memphis rackets. Through his 
shocked, pain-racked brain burned the thought 
that he had lost touch with these men who 
could lead him to the gang responsible for 
Bob Steele’s murder. 
 Mumbling an oath, he wiped the 
streaming blood from his face and sprinted to 
the coupe. He spun the car through the soft 
gravel of the side-road, skidded it to the 
highway and sent it southward, its motor 
roaring. 
 The sedan ahead had speed, but the 
desperate, angry man at the wheel of the 
coupe was not to be denied. The glow of 
headlights loomed against the darkness ahead, 
then the wink of red tail-lights. Kennedy 
wiped the blood from his face again and 
unholstered his automatic. 
 The sedan leaped ahead with renewed 
speed, but Kennedy continued to draw up 
inexorably. He saw Swede Lawson’s face at a 
window as he drew alongside, lined the sights 
of his automatic and threw a slug at the 
snarling mobster. Glass smashed close to 
Swede’s head, and he whipped back a bullet 
which pinged off the G-man’s roof. Before 
Kennedy could fire again, the sedan was 
cutting in, was nosing over to the left. 
Desperately he let the motor drag, but there 
was a grinding smash of fenders. 
 Instinctively the G-man spun the 
wheel, veered off, plummeted from the road 
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and down a sloping embankment. A jeering 
shout floated back as the sedan sped on. 
 Soft dirt broke the speed of the coupe. 
It swerved sickeningly, yet remained upright 
and crammed its wheels hard into the rows of 
a cotton-field parallel to the highway. 
Kennedy was stunned, but only for a moment. 
Impatiently, angrily, he wiped it away and 
jammed the gears into reverse. 
 The coupe lurched sharply, the 
spinning wheels whined, then caught, and the 
coupe began to back slowly up the 
embankment. The flying tires flung a rain of 
mod and gravel, gripped the solid roadway 
and shot, in a mad curve, onto the highway. 
 

HE highway was straight at this point; the 
sedan could not branch off, soon there 

was a glow of lights ahead. The G-man saw 
the sedan plunge shortly around a bend with a 
bad skid and disappear. Kennedy followed and 
was suddenly aware that the sedan had 
stopped some distance ahead. A man stood at 
the edge of the road where the highway 
curved, and in the same instant that Kennedy 
saw him, the man became framed in a halo of 
blue-red flashes from a hammering Tommy-
gun. 
 Kennedy’s first impulse was to duck 
beneath the cowl, but the terrific speed of the 
coupe gave him another idea. With a savage 
twist of the wheel, he flung the car at the 
gunman. The Tommy ceased to chatter as the 
hood lost his nerve and turned to run. Too 
late—the hurling coupe smashed out his life, 
careened crazily from the road and came to a 
halt in the soft dirt of a field. 
 Kennedy eased out, crawled to the 
highway edge just as the sedan backed to the 
spot. He could make out Swede Lawson 
clearly. 
 Like a blood-soaked and muddy 
apparition. Kennedy rose up from the highway 
shoulder. 
 “Keep your hands on the wheel,” he 

growled, “and don’t move a muscle.” 
 “Like hell!” Lawson yelled and let out 
the clutch. 
 The car was away with a bound. 
Deliberately Kennedy raised the automatic in 
both hands, and the singing slug clipped 
through the sedan window and snuffed out the 
life of Swede Lawson. The sedan ran across 
the road and stopped in the mud of the 
highway shoulder. 
 Methodically Kennedy went through 
Lawson’s pockets. In the mobster’s purse 
there was a thick wad of currency, a letter in 
code, a strip of paper on which was printed 
FRANK GIANOTTI, and a strange, square-
shaped coin. Kennedy stared at the square 
coin thoughtfully and could attach no 
significance to it. 
 He appropriated the purse, two 
bunches of keys, and replaced his .38 with the 
hood’s heavier .45. The G-man found a pint of 
corn whiskey in Lawson’s hip pocket, took a 
shot of the cheap, fiery liquor and thrust the 
bottle into his own pocket. He then dumped 
the body unceremoniously into a ditch, turned 
on the dome light, applied a hasty first aid to 
his wounds and drove on toward Memphis . . . 
. 
 In the dingy lobby of the shabby Rialto 
Hotel, an old man apparently dozed behind the 
desk. 
 Kennedy said, “Wake up, mug,” and 
shoved the slip of paper with Gianotti’s name 
on it across the desk top. 
 The old man’s hooded eyes ran over 
him briefly. He grunted, “Room 415,” and 
went back to his chair. 
 The door to 415 was unlocked. 
Kennedy pushed it open and stood for a 
moment in darkness. Suddenly lights flashed 
on and a quiet, cold voice said: “Lift ’em.” 
 The G-man obeyed, but took time to 
kick the door shut before he turned to face the 
swarthy, heavy-featured man who stood in the 
bathroom doorway. 
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 “Okay, Gianotti,” he said. 
 “Let’s see your letter,” Frank Gianotti 
hedged. 
 Kennedy, careful with his hands, took 
out Lawson’s wallet and placed the coded 
letter on a table. Gianotti came over and 
compared it to one which he took from his 
own pocket. 
 “Okay, Lawson,” he said. “Damn, you 
look like you been pushed around. What 
happened?” 
 “A lousy Fed tried to grab me off—he 
won’t grab at nobody else.” 
 “Rub him out?” 
 “Yeah.” 
 “I don’t like that,” Gianotti said 
dubiously. “Plenty heat after bumping one of 
them guys.” 
 “Skip it,” Kennedy growled. “What the 
hell, let’s get going.” 
 “You know how to get in touch with 
The Man?” 
 Kennedy was stumped, but did not 
hesitate. 
 “Thought you were supposed to 
know,” he hazarded. 
 “Right,” Gianotti nodded. “Come on.” 
 They went down the dark stairs, 
crossed the dingy lobby where the old man 
apparently slept and descended to the men’s 
washroom in the basement. Gianotti counted 
the toilet doors. 
 “Fifth,” he said, stopping. “All right, 
do your stuff, Lawson.” 
 
IT was a moment of near panic for the G-man. 
He knew that he was supposed to do 
something, but he had no idea what—and the 
success of the whole scheme depended on his 
ability to figure it out. 
 Stalling for time, he reached into his 
pocket for a nickel and bent close to the slot in 
the lock. He saw that it was not round, but 
square, and that a nickel could not be inserted. 
His mind flashed back to the queer shaped 

coin in Swede Lawson’s purse, and quick 
relief flooded through him. 
 “Where the hell did I put that square 
slug?” he muttered and Gianotti’s sigh of 
satisfaction told him that his guess had been 
right. 
 “You’re okay, pal,” Gianotti said, 
when Kennedy had found the slug and opened 
the door. 
 Kennedy stepped to one side. “Your 
turn now, Gianotti.” 
 Gianotti closed the door, took out his 
automatic and shorted two nails driven in the 
wall. 
 There was a barely perceptible hum of 
hidden machinery and the back wall swung 
outward. Kennedy and Gianotti went through 
the opening, closed the door and traveled 
along a narrow, dark passage to a heavy, iron-
studded door. Kennedy rapped: 
 “Come on in,” a gruff voice 
commanded and when they did, the door 
slammed shut and left them in a small, dirt-
walled room surrounded by grim, hard-faced 
torpedoes. 
 “Lift their rods,” the gruff voice said, 
and before Kennedy or Gianotti could resist, 
they were seized and relieved of their 
automatics. 
 “Say, what the hell,” Kennedy 
protested. 
 “Button your face, mug,” the big man 
with the gruff voice growled, “and gimme 
those letters.” 
 Kennedy and Gianotti surrendered the 
coded messages and the big man disappeared 
through a doorway. 
 “Gianotti and Lawson are here,” they 
heard him say to some one in the next room. 
“Take a gander at their letters, boss.” 
 A moment of silence, then a smooth, 
silky voice commanded: “Bring them in—the 
papers are in order.” 
 Kennedy’s blood suddenly ran cold, 
and the short hairs on his neck bristled. The 
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smooth, silky tones were those of Charles 
Pelone. 
 One of the mobsters said, “G’wan in?” 
and the whole gang followed Kennedy and 
Gianotti through the door. 
 The underground room was spacious 
and lighted by several oil lamps. Seated at an 
impromptu desk and wearing a red mask, was 
a tall, heavy man who was obviously their 
leader—the mysterious big shot of Memphis 
rackets. 
 “Well,” he said jovially, “I see that you 
fellows made it okay.” 
 Kennedy, unarmed and helpless, his 
mind working furiously, clung to the shadows 
as best he could, but Gianotti stepped forward. 
 “I didn’t have no trouble; but Lawson 
here had a run-in with the G-rats and had to 
bump one of ’em.” 
 “Isn’t that just too bad?” the leader 
said sneeringly. “I don’t suppose you had any 
trouble with the Feds, eh, Gianotti?”  
 “Me—naw, I didn’t see none of the 
bright boys.”  
 The man at the desk eyed him with 
contempt. He rose and placed one of the lamps 
on a pile of dirt in the corner. The yellow rays 
disclosed a yawning black hole  
 “Know what that is, Gianotti?” he 
paired venomously. 
 “Gripes,” Gianotti whispered, “it looks 
tike a grave.” 
 “Exactly,” the leader continued 
smoothly, “we dug it for a damn G-man, Do 
you think it would make a good resting place 
for a Fed?” 
 “Yeah, but—” 
 “Fine,” the masked man told him 
suavely. “Then I’ll bump the very next G-man 
I see and shove him into that hole. Okay by 
you?” 
 Gianotti stared at the man, puzzled by 
his questions.  “Sure,” he said, hesitantly. 
 

HE leader sprang up and whipped out a 
long, slender knife. Gianotti recoiled 

before the fury in the man’s eyes—and 
stepped back into the strong arms of two 
hoods who stood directly behind him. 
 “Get ready for the celebration, boys,” 
the leader announced, “I’m going to cut out a 
G-rat’s lousy heart and show it to you.” 
 One of the mobsters put down a 
Tommy-gun directly in front of Kennedy and 
moved closer for a better view of the murder. 
The G-man gathered up the weapon and 
leaped into the shadows by the door. 
 “Hold it,” he said in a cold, flat voice 
that filled the cellar. “You’ve got the wrong 
man. I changed places, with Lawson instead of 
Gianotti. Take off that mask, Pelone, and—” 
 Charles Pelone began to laugh softly. 
 “So you found the dictaphone and 
figured that we overheard your pal’s 
conversation, huh? After seeing the 
overturned table in 1036, that’s exactly what I 
thought you’d do—and that’s exactly why 
Mac put the Tommy down right in front of 
you. It’s not loaded. But don’t take my 
word—try it.” 
 Kennedy swung the Thompson and 
squeezed the trigger—there was a single click 
of firing pin against an empty chamber. 
 Pelone roared with laughter. “So you 
wanted to contact the big shot of Memphis, 
huh? Well, you’re looking at him, wise guy, 
and at the hands that throttled the life out of 
your little pal, Bob Steele.” He turned to the 
gang: “Get him, boys.” 
 For a moment, which seemed like a 
life-long nightmare, Kennedy stood rooted to 
the spot, then he threw down the useless gun 
and whipped from his pocket the half-filled 
bottle of corn whiskey that he had taken off 
the body of Swede Lawson. 
 “Do you think I’m fool enough to run 
into a trap like this and not be ready for it?” he 
yelled, his eyes glaring insanely. “This is a 
bottle of nitroglycerine—soup to you guys—
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enough to blow up this end of the city. You’ve 
got me, but here goes your gang and here goes 
Mr. Charles Pelone, the big shot.” 
 “Oh, yeah!” rang out all over the room, 
and Pelone continued to laugh. But sudden 
silence fell when Kennedy flung the bottle 
straight toward the iron-studded door. 
 Kennedy was aware that every man in 
the cellar knew that he was bluffing. He also 
knew enough psychology to be sure that every 
eye in the room would follow the flight of that 
bottle; that it would be humanly impossible 
not to, that something deep in the mind of 
these gangsters was whispering: “It might be 
soup.” 
 He was right. Every eye centered, for a 
moment, on the silvered arc that the bottle 
made in the yellow lamplight. And in that 
instant, the G-man sprang tike a cornered 
panther. 
 His hard shoulder crashed against the 
big man with the gruff voice, his fist smashed 
full into the rat-like features of another 
mobster. The big man went spinning and 
dropped a Tommy-gun. Kennedy went down 
on top of it in a headlong dive and rolled over 
with it in his hands. Seated flat on the floor, he 
raised the weapon and raked the cellar with a 
withering blast.  
 “Get him, boys,” Pelone shrieked. 
 

HEY tried, but it was a vain and costly 
effort. Lurid flame stabbed from the 

muzzle of the Thompson. Three men went 
down by the open grave, never left their 
tracks. Two tried to drop him from the 
shadows, and Kennedy had to kill them to 
save himself. Another plunged toward the 
door, but the G-man stopped him with a spurt 
of lead at his feet. When he swung the gun 
back, only Pelone remained standing. 
 The suave mob leader had reverted 
true to type now, and his face was a mask of 

flaming hatred as he raised, with steady hand, 
the shiny barrel of a revolver and lined the 
sights directly at the G-man. Kennedy’s 
reaction was instantaneous. He sent a spray of 
bullets straight at Pelone’s gun hand, and the 
clattering of the revolver on the hard floor 
came as a finale to the chattering of the 
Tommy-gun. 
 “I wanted you alive, Pelone,” Kennedy 
said grimly. “It would have been too soft for 
you to finish you here. You’ll do a lot more 
sweating waiting for the juice to burn your 
insides . . . 
 At that,” he added, his lips tightening 
as he remembered Bob Steele. “you’re getting 
off easy for a guy who strangled a wounded 
man.” 
 He prodded the mob leader sharply in 
the ribs with the cold steel. “Move along sharp 
now,” he ordered. 
 Out of the hell-hole and back to street 
level again, Kennedy took his prisoner to local 
police headquarters, called his chief and 
reported-with the concise briefness which had 
earned him the name, “Marine.” 
 “Big shot captured, identified, and laid 
out with a busted hand. Save yourself a trip, 
chief. I’ve also got Bob’s murderer. The big 
shot and the murderer happen to be the same 
man.” 
 The chief whistled. “Good work, 
Kennedy. Where did you get him?” T  Kennedy stuck a cigarette in his 
mouth, lit it. “I got him in his hideout—and 
his men with him.” 
 The G-man could hear his chief’s gasp 
of surprise. “Even with the lead, how the devil 
did you manage to get in—and once in, how 
the devil did you ever get out?” 
 Kennedy grinned wryly. “It took a 
square slug to get in, chief,” he said 
cryptically, “and several round slugs to get 
out.” 

 


