OF LAS VERD

A lomplete
" Darn Fowler
Mystery Nove,
By EDWARD
CHURCHIL




o0 o 1o the end of a rainbow, s the
fairy tales say, you'll find a pot of gold.

Of course no grownup el . But
it's surprising how many people believe
what amounts to the same thing.

That is, man

¢ of us have a dreamy no-
t8a(thal samewhess; Somtinn we'll come
upon a good deal of money. We go along

v, spending nearly all w
make, and believing that somehow our fi-
nancial future will take care of itself.
Unfortunately, this sort of rainbow-chas-
ing is much more apt to make you w
behind the cight ball than with a pot of gold.
When you come right down toit, the only
sure-fire way the average man can plan
financial security for himself and his family
is through saving—and saving regularly.

At the end of many a rainbow—

One of the soundest, most conveniont ways
to save is by buying U. S. Savings Bonds
through the Payroll Plan.
These bonds are the safe
They mount up fast. And
they pay you $4 for ev
So isn't it
¥ evers
possibly afford?

in the world.
n just 10 yea
#3 you put in.
plain common sense to
Savings Bond you can

P. 5. You can buy U. S. Savings Bonds at
any bank or post office, too.

SAVE THE EASY WAY...BUY YOUR BONDS THROUGH PAYROLL SAVINGS

Contributed by this magazine in co-operation
with the Magazine Publishers of America as a public service.
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who didn't know

You, too, can play any Instrument
at home, without a teacher, by
this easy as A-B-C method . . .

ES, thousands of folks who didn’t

know a thing about music before,

g By ® are now having the time of their

P B S lives playing today’s popular tunes.

' Thanks to this famous U. S. School,

easy as A-B-C home-study method,

they learned to play in spare time,
without a private teacher.

Just as countless others have
learned music this simple, short-cut
“Print and Picture” way . . . you,
too, can make your musical dreams
come true ... and have loads of fun
while learning.

Learn to Play by Playing!

Instead of practicing monotonous
scales and exercises, we start you
off playing real little tunes with the
very first lesson. You begin with
simple melodies. When you master

e T

- Plays Hit Songs
= am on the seventh lesson

= d can already play several
= | songs. The cost seems 8O
= tle for what ¥ have already
= complished, I don’t know
= w to thank you for making

*ch a course possihle,
*B. E S.,

¥
A

See how simple it is!
‘My country’tis of Thee, Sweet Iand of liberty”

|

f- 5 Easy To Understand

T

" find the lessons easy to
- aderstand. One of the most
- Ipful things is the clear-

~ " ss with which everything is

Look at the music. The first note Is *'C."
Follow the dotted line to the keyboard and
locate ‘'C'" on the piano. Find other notes
the same way. Strike the notes as indicated

*M. L. M., and you'll play the melody of America.
"-'.'_ "r f mmn. Aﬂ.ﬂ.

?ﬁ."{-;'.r-

el R

= R

" ‘plained. I.recommend your
~ Jurse highly to everyone,

a not

e of music before!

these you go on to more advanced
tunes. And in a remarkably short
time you should be thrilled to find
that you can play many popular
pieces by note.

Here’s more good news! No mat-
ter which instrument you want to
learn, it costs only a few cents a
day. And the low cost includes every-
thing . . . printed instructions, large
pictures and diagrams, valuable sheet
music and our special Personal Advi-
sory Service.

More Friends . . . New Popularity

Music 1s the key to good times.
Once you learn to play you are in<
vited everywhere. So if you want
new friends, greater popularity and
more fun than you’ve ever had be-
fore . .. send for booklet giving com-
plete details. Fill out and mail the
coupon now! U. S. School of Music
2945 Brunswick Bldg.,, New York
10, N. Y. (49th Successful Year)

*Pictures by professional models. Actual names on request.

FREE PRINT AND PICTURE SAMPLE

U. S. SCHOOL OF MUSIC,
2945 Brunswick Bldg., New York 10, N. Y.

Please send me free booklet and Print and
Picture Sample. I would like to play instrue
ment checked below.

Piano Piano Accordion Modern Elemen.
Guitar Trumpet, Cornet tary Harmony
Violin Reed Organ Clarinet

S$axophone Tenor Banjo Other Instrument

ng.-"-l'."'- """" & F % § & & # @ % B & B F R R E BB B
(PLEASE PRINT)

swawlillilil'ililiii!iiiliiilliilﬁll

cit‘,'--i--it ----- ..z'ﬂnﬁ..-.sum......-.
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which are a terrible evil also may be the

greatest blessing, We are all well
aware, for example, of the horrible evil of the
atomic bomb. Yet atomic energy may prove
the most wonderful blessing ever bequeathed
to mankind. It’s not the atom, but another
of these twin good-evil combinations—drugs
—that concerns our famous friends Dan
Fowler, Larry Kendal and Sally Vane of the
Department of Justice in next issue’s smash-
ing-action novel:

LIVE AND LET DIE
by
JEAN FRANCIS WEBB

This gripping story opens on a special
military freight train heading west toward a
Pacific port carrying thousands of drums of
-deadly-poisonous mustard gas.

All during the war years the U.S. Chemical
Warfare branch had been piling up huge
stores of the stuff, and now that the world
was again at peace the government was tot-
ing twelve thousand drums of straight hell
over the mountains to the Pacific when it
would be loaded on a lot of de-commissioned
supply ships which would then be towed out
to sea and scuttled. The gas would be gone
forever. That much evil vanished clean off
the face of the earth.

The Three Guards

Guarding the deadly shipment of gas was a
military detail of three men. Sid Capello, the
youngest of them, and a product of the flat,
hot, dirty pavements south of Houston Street
~in New York, was all excited at his first view
of the great Sierra Nevada mountains
through which they were passing.

Joe Everett, the second guard, was a
grizzle-pated oldster who had been a veteran
of the first World War and had stuck to the
Army ever since. The third guard was
“Lippy” Faust, a character who never un-
buttoned his lip, or had much of anything to
say for himself. He was lean and as dark as
Capello though about five years older. A
long scar traveled the whole length of his

lT IS a strange fact that many things

FEDERAL FLASHES

A DEPARTMENT WHERE READERS
AND THE EDITOR MEET

hollowed-out right cheek. Iwo Jima, some-
body back at the dump had said. A shell
fragment.

The train was close to the crest of the
mountain pass when Lippy Faust struck a
match. A cigarette dangled from his lower
lip, but he didn’t touch the match to his
smoke, Instead he touched the flame to a
fine thread that somehow no one had noticed
before.

Immediately a little dancing spark climbed
the thread which ran up over a drum and
disappeared forward toward the car wall.

“A fuse!” Capello cried, seeing the dot of
living red.

He started forward automatically, one
hand tugging off his fatigue cap to beat it
out.

“Stand right where you are!” Lippy
ordered.

Above the muzzle of the compact revolver
which had fanned out of nowhere into his
hand, cold black eyes glittered a warning
more deadly than any words. Lippy Faust’s
long scar seemed to twist, snake style, on the
thin, hard countenance it disfigured.

“Hey!” It was Joe, at Capello’s shoulder.
“What goes on here?”

“You’re not going anyplace,” Faust said.
“Neither of you.”

Capello couldn’t figure it. Why a fellow
who was guarding the same shipment you
were should pull a gat on you—there wasn’t
any answer. But Everett found one.

“You dirty yellow—!"” Everett’s words
fanned past Capello’s ear, savage with con-
tempt. “Hijacker, huh? Dynamite in the
coupling, huh? You must be ravin’ loco to
figure you can get away with it.”

“Who’s going to stop me?” Faust grated.
“You, Buddy?”

For reply, Everett launched forward. The
weapon in Faust’s hand spoke flatly. Joe
Everett fell, kicked once, then lay still.

“Hey!” Capello gasped. “You can’t—that’s
murder. You murdered Joe, you crook!”

“Do tell,” purred Faust, behind the gun
muzzle,

Capello heard an explosion forward then.
He felt the car shudder. Suddenly the car



was rolling backward, down the long grade, |
instead of climbing. It was loose from the
rest of the clicking freight.

“Joe was right!” Capello mumbled.
“Dynamite—in the coupling! That’s where
the fuse went. And you murdered him!”

He felt something black and hot boil up in

him. He started forward, straight for Faust
and that gun. . ..

NEW SECURITY PLAN
PAYS HOSPITAL

& DOCTOR
BILLS . ¢ &

Enter—Dan Fowler!

Twenty-tfour hours later, Dan Fowler and
Larry Kendal, crack operatives of the De-
partment of Justice stood on a remote rail-
way crossing in eastern Washington, almost a
continent removed from the city of the same
name in which he had received his first news
of the stolen mustard gas. Ezra Baker, a
railroad detective, and Jed LL.amonde, a local
sheriff, repeated almost the same story that
Dan Fowler’s chief had told him the day
before:

The railroad car had been uncoupled by
an'explosion and stripped clean of its cargo | [ e unes £ W00 i 0 @
of mustard gas. After a prompt alarm, ::E: ='* i — -EEEE? -:.h
searchers had recovered two of the car’s | [l v o | \e T
three guards—both shot through the head | B f% PR a Tec Ts 700

and dumped overboard. The third soldier, | *

. IN CASE OF
Faust, had not yet been discovered. | 5
“I just don’t get it,” the Chief had com- ; I CK” ESS

plained to Dan. “Gold or diamonds or fire- . 0 k ‘ cclo“enr

b

arms or almost anything under the sun, yes.

But mustard gas! It has no industrial value
whatever.”

“But I can think of an excellent market for | INDIVIDUAL or FAMILY

it,” Dan Fowler interposed. “A market | jnsure NOW, before it's too late!

among under-the-counter medical talent. | Protect your savings against Hospital
Unlicensed quacks.” expense. Here’s an amazing offer of

‘ . d
“Mustard gas is sure death, not a cure, | 59 dependable coverage under
man!” America’s most popular Hospitali-

- g zation Plan. Family or Individual
Dan Fowler shook his head. eligible. No Medical Examination,

“It may be a cure too. I was reading | When sickness or accident strikes,
about it, sir. Scientists have recently found | YoV maY go fo gny Hospital "‘U'f-
h f the killer gases can be lifesavers | °. Cannti Sinder oxy DOsi s
LRN MOt B FERCE SN 'S | care. YOUR EXPENSES WILL BE
too. Mpyasthenia and other diseases—Leu- | pAID exactly as Policy specifies.
kemia, for one—seem to respond to certain | Many exceptional coverages in-
gas derivatives. But the experiments aren’t ""dﬂdi The Cf°mtl=i"1ﬂ"vlis under
complete nor the cures perfECted. Still, some supervision o0 e nsurance

3 .~ | Dept. No agents will call.
quack cure, based on incompleted experi- g .

ments, could be set loose on suffering hu- 2
manity and would be gobbled by thousands MA”‘ COUP ON AT ONCE .
NORTH AMERICAN MUTUAL INSURANCE CO.

of human guinea pigs too sick or stupid to
knows the risks they’d be running.” Dept. TG7-5, Wilmington, Del.
Please send me, without obligation, details about

Ihe chiet raised his brov?s' your “3¢c A Day Hospitalization Insurance Plan”
You expect me to believe those three 4
MO . s 0060800 etstssstsssstssstttstanseed

guards were shot down in the high-minded

inte_rests of bringing even inexpert mercy to PRI ey T e e
the 111?27 | ——————————eT e PR T T TR L L DL L

[ Turn page] |
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it Is Easy to Learn!

. | vrlll teach you this fascinating
our spare time at

&' Er an ez.?ert in

earms Identi-

on, Police Photographlv and
uret erviceMethod have

trained hundreds of men and wnm-
an nu R coaasfully gervin
bureaus throug uut
mrselt to .
me 8 we
m;;lned oﬁmr of thelaw, uften

n the gemruua rawazda
erajfor

53 PER CENT

of all Identification Bureaus in the
U. 8. employ students and gradu-
ates of I. A. B. A majority of these
men are heads of Bureaus. Many of
them knew mnothing about ecrime
%ﬂtection before training with ma
ow they have steady jobs,
salaries and a fine future. rita

ly Jow cost. Clip today for full particul
gow .Mailittoday. book. Give ua.p T e

INSTITUTE OF APPLIED SCIENCE
1920 Sunnyside Ave., Dapt. 79685, Chicago 40, 111

---------HHH-----n-u----- - -

INSTITUTE OF APPLIED SCIENCE
1920 Sunnyside Ave., Dept. 7965, Ch lmo 40

Gentlemen: Without obligation on my part, send me the
*Blue Book of Cﬂﬁ.én? and complete list of Identification
Bureaus employing your students or graduates, together with
your low prices and Easy Terms Offer, (Literature will be sent
ONLY to persons stating their age,)
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INVENTORS

” Learm how to protect your invention. A sepecially prepared
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“BLUE BOOK

OF CRIME”

This book is full ofueiﬂng
information on hw
4

crime detaction. It
hannumgatstartedin
d oareer. Now, at

ﬂ;rinu.t

booklet contalning detailed information concerning patent
protection and procedure with ‘“Record of Invention’’ form
will be forwarded to you upon request—without obligation.

CLARENCE A. O'BRIEN & HARVEY JACOBSON
Oglsferad Patent Attorneys
78-D District

ational Bldg. Washingten 5, D. €.
Bot L1to Cood Payiing
AUTO BODY~+./ FENDER WORK

BI1G DEMAND in Auto Body and Fender work.

Starttrammg now in your s timeathome
for good shop experience
ll:mlt:ic:’le«i.paj 1. L '.I'.'rﬂ:d%? covers Peta{work
weldin nting, e service—or
6 Sl e s b b0 Stant yowr owa Bhtm.
] < }Ei! Fm“”iii‘?‘“ A
a e nationa tion
g
FREE FACTS—No ohllgntion. :m .

s"'vﬁrs'a e UTILITIES ENGINEERING IIISTITlI'l'E
3314 BELDEN AVENUE, DEFT:X%7W, GHICAGO 34, ILLINOIS

“No, sir. In the interests of hauling im-
mense profits into some unholy ghoul’s pri-
vate till. There’d be a fortune in a cure-all
that actually seemed to alleviate previously
incurable diseases, even though the end re-
sult would be coffins for the poor, unsuspect-
ing users. As for the guards—only two are
known to be dead, so far, sir. The third man,
Faust, is merely missing.”

An Important Clue

Now, along the roadbed where the ship-
ment of murder had been hijacked, Dan
Fowler found his first important clue. He
showed it to his assistant, Larry Kendal, the
moment he got Larry alone. It was a limp
object about a quarter inch wide and three
inches long. It was a piece of theatrical
gauze on which grease paint had been built
up and moulded.

“Exhibit A against Lippy Faust,” Dan said.
“Faust’s scar was a phony, a clever bit of
make-up. For the rest, he was a nebulous
fisure, That scar was Faust. Without it,
I’ll bet he could play poker with a lot of the
men who knew him, and never be recognized.

Then Dan offered an amazing theory:
Ezra Baker, the railroad detective, who had
shown them about the scene of the robbery
and murder might be Lippy Faust, minus the
scar!

Detailing Larry Kendal to investigate
Baker, Dan Fowler picked up Sally Vane at
the airport. Dan’s pretty aide had just ar-
rived from Washington to help on the case.
And then it happened.

Dan and Sally had scarcely left the airport
behind when the blonde girl cried out in
sudden terror.
| “Dan! Up there, ahead!

Look out!”

Machine-Gun Trap

Sally’s cry was followed so closely by the
violent twist of Fowler’s steering wheel that
it seemed almost like part of the same explo-
sive reaction. But fast as Dan had moved, the
chattering of the sub-machinegun from the
| top of the rise ahead cut murderously into
the very echo of her warning.

The windshield ahead of them splintered
suddenly, like thin ice in a spring thaw, and
Dan heard the thud-thud-thud of hot lead
againstit. . . .

That’s the kind of rip-snorting action that
packs every page of the great Dan Fowler
novel, LIVE AND LET DIE. It’s one of
the finest G-man novels we have ever pub-
lished! And it’s not thee only grand fiction
treat in store for you in the next issue of

G-MEN DETECTIVE, for also in the same
8 .



magazine there’ll be a colorful action
novelet:

WINGS OF THE DARK ANGEL

by
WILLIAM HOPSON

~ To People '
who want to write
but can’t get started

Do you have that constant urge to write
but the fear that a beginner hasn’t a

chgnce. Then listen to what the former
editor of Liberty said on this subject:

“There is more room for newcomers in the writing field
today than ever before. Some of the greatest of writing
men and women have passed from the scene in recent
years, Who will take their places? Who will be the new
Robert W. Chambers, Edgar Wallace, Rudyard Kipling?

You’ll like this wise-talking, tough-guy
yarn about a man who owns a small airport
near the Mexican border, and what happens
when he meets up with three smart boys who
try to kidnap the daughter of a wealthy
Eastern trucking magnet. It’s a whopper of
a story, tight with suspense and bristling with

gun-play and surprises! You’ll be on the
edge of your chair, wondering what’s going
to happen next, when you read WINGS OF
THE DARK ANGEL!

Be on hand for the next issue of G-MEN
DETECTIVE! Besides the two great stories
we've told you about, there will be many
other exciting tales of adventure, mystery,
and action—plus unusual features.

LETTERS FROM OUR READERS

HANKS, folks, for all the swell letters
you have sent us during the past few

weeks. As you know, your letters are im- |

mensely valuable to us in planning future
issues of our magazine, for it’s only through
your letters that we can know what stories
you like best and which authors are your
favorites.

Here are excerpts from a number of inter-
esting and typical letters recently received:

T have read quite a few issues of G-MEN DETEC-
TIVE during my spare time. 1 do plan police work.
I think the G-MEN mag is a swell book, and it
sometimes gives me ideas of how to go about solving

cases. Thank you.—William D. Van Gelder, Cleve-
land, Ohio. '

I always enjoy the covers on G-MEN DETEC-
TIVE for I always wonder which story the cover
picture illustrates. Then, as I read the book, I get
a lift when 1 come to the scene it fits. I think it is
a good idea having the cover pictures illustrate one
of the stories in the book. I notice that many mag-
azines put out by other companief do not do this.
More power to Thrilling Publications and G-MEN
?IETECTIVE '—Virgil James Schuster, Holyoke,

a.88.

I think Dan Fowler is an awful stuffed shirt.
Larry Kendal is a better guy. But I always like the

G-MEN stories.—David Neinswander, Jr., Globe,
Anrzona.

: I‘[iJan Fowler is ter-r-rific !-—-Biily Bawer, Kokomo,
nd.

I have just finished reading the latest issue of
G-MEN DETECTIVE and think it is swell. I can
hardly wait to get the next one. Why don’'t Dan
Fowler and Sally Vane get married? Then they
could work together better than ever and Dan would
have someone to take care of him if he ever got
wounded.—Laura Rodell, Carthage, N. Y.

The stories I liked best in vour recent books aré'

BLUEPRINT OF EVIL, by Jean Francis Webb,
GUARDIAN TO A CORPSE, by Anthony Tompkins,

(Concluded on page 113)

fl

|

l
h

|
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Fame, riches and the happiness of achievement await the
new men and women of power.”

HAD NEVER WRITTEN A LINE
SELLS ARTICLE BEFORE COMPLET-
ING COURSE

“Before completing the N. 1. A.
course, I sold a feature to Screenland
Magazine for $50. That resulted in
an immediate assignment to do an-
other for the same magazine. After
gaining confidence with successive
feature stories, I am now working
into the fiction field., Previous to
enrolling in the N. I. A., I had never
written a line for publication, nor
seriously expected t{o do so.”—QGene
E. Levant, 116 West Ave., 28, Los
Angeles, Calif.

Writing Aptitude Test — FREE!

HE Newspaper Institute of America offers a free Writ-

ing Aptitude Test, Its object is to discover new recruits
for the army of men and women who add to their income
by fiction and article writing. The Writing Aptitude Test
is a simple but expert analysis of your latent ability, your
powers of imagination, logic, etc. Not all applicants pass
this test., Those who do are qualified to take the famous
N. I. A. course based on the practical training given by
big metropolitan dailies,
This is the New York Copy Desk Method which teaches
you to write by writing. You develop your individual style
instead of trying to copy that of others. You *‘cover” actual

assignments such as metropolitan re-
THIS

porters get. Although you work at
home, on your own time, you are con-
stantly guided by experienced writers.
It is really fascinating work, Each
week you see new progress. In a mat-

COURSE

APPROVED

FOR
VETERANS'
TRAINING

ter of months you can acquire the
coveted “‘professional” touch. Then
you're ready for market with greatly
improved chances of making sales,

Mail the Coupon Now

But the first step is to take the Writing
Aptitude Test. It requires but a few
minutes and costs nothing, So mail the
coupon now. Make the first move
towards the most enjoyable and profit-
able occupation—writing for publica-
tion! Newspaper Institute of America,
One Park Avenue, New York 16, N. Y.

(Founded 1925)

d A R R R 2 2 2 A A A R R R FEERE FE R R F B
Newspaper Institute of America
One Park Ave., New York 16, N. Y.
Send me, without cost or obligation, vour

Writing Aptitude Test and further information
about writing for profit.

Mr,
Mrs.
Miss

} SO0 ARRADENNA RO NEAR AR RO R ARG d R R R el Ot el Rt e e st R E R PR IRROERIrRIARGARRRTeeS

lllll.ll.llll'lill"ll'.-‘
) Check here if you are eligible under the G.I. Bill of Rights,

correspondence confidential. No salesman will call on .) D4-E-8687
l-------r--------------- YT rYL T

Copyright 1947, Newspaper Institute of America.




.

i) Jg : i

&

)

w_..

,..,... h*

>
>~ N
Ss.

UVRE

T WHEN: «
 MI

us'B8oA
E'RE O.K.
- WHEN |
. THEY'RE
LY, YO

TELLYOUR DAD
THE ENGINE'LL
START NOW

NEVER GOT § GILLETTE
MEN

THIS BLADE'S

el W
SAY,
A PIP.
HT,

/ SAY YOU GET REAL SHAVING SPEED AND

/| COMEORT WITH THIN GILLETTES

“ELENA" REPORTED
RID OF WHISKERS
AND BECAUSE THEY

IN DISTRESS OFF CATFISH SHOALS. .
ool

T, LONGEST-LASTING BLADES IN
ASK FOK

h
:1 EF—T:‘:n--q.--- ST
R0 mo

ONTO THE

WERE BLOWING
THIN GILLETTES

WHILE YOU

L

BLADES.

MOTOR CRUISER
I'M PUTTING IT STRAIG

ARE ON THE SECOND DAY OF A ROUGH
RYN OOWN THE COAST IN THEIR NEWLY-

PURCHASED NAVY ‘SURPL

§ | X

B e e

Ll .:.

PROTECTED AGAINST THE SCRAPE AND
IRRITATION CAUSED BY MISFIT

FIT YOUR GILLETTE RAZOR PRECISE

THE LOW<-PRICE FIELD,

THE KEENES

'I'LL START SUPPER
DAD

B\ MEN CLEAN UP

"

o

]
‘..+|+.|.'|.

e

O
o
i

E
A A

SR
. &

WE ANCHOR. WE'RE

- e i Wl - -

, COME ABOARD WHEN

i E ¥

- W
e

e
¥

THAT'S A WASTE OF TALENT,
MY CONSTRUCTION FIRM &
NEEDS MEN LIKE YOU

LU, ]
1,-1"

# L
B
'l.‘ . e .

B
-‘-"drlr-

E'S DEAD! ARE YOU

THE RESCUE CRAFT?
CATFISH SHOALS

O |

MY ENGIN

..
kR s F e
U RN
'] & e
-...r

n..

DF A NASTY FiX,
| WAS ABSOLUTELY,




_-.

&
e |
- . - h\\“
: et

‘““Give,”” Fowler ordered the d'inner-jacketed gambler, ““and keep your fingers away from any
push buttons” (CHAPTER 1V)

THE LOOTING OF LAS VERDES

By EDWARD CHURCHILL
The ace of the F. B. I. and his aides tackle a baffling

crime and counterfeiting case in a booming, wide~open
desert gambling town where grim death holds the stakes!

CHAPTER 1

Fatal Frontier

UST before the trouble started the
Alamo Club was making social
and gaming history at L.as Verdes,

the desert city which already had

smeared its name in modern frontier an-
nals. For the club was more than a club—
the biggest thing to hit Mojave County

J

since Las Verdes was born. It was the
spawn of miners, of desert rats, of a rail-
road.

A lusty desert urchin with dust in its
lungs, it first lay raw and naked under a
Western sun.

The building of the Mojave Dam, with
its antlike workers tearing at rugged na-
ture with mechanical claws, had hardened
it to vigorous young manhood. It had

A COMPLETE DAN FOWLER MYSTERY NOVEL
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fed on the folding money of defense
workers for five more years.

Las Verdes was grown now. It had
put on pseudo-Western breeches, shining
boots, a ten-gallon hat, a trick shirt and
a gaudy neckerchief, and sprawled for
ten miles along the transcontinental
highway. It carried no gun. It simply
reached into the pockets of unwary vaca-
tionists, travelers—anyone willing to take
a chance,

Las Verdes, which had a lot more red
lights than were on traffic signals, was
not even dishonest. Its philosophy, until
“Faro Frank” Brockett opened the
Alamo Club, was that if anyone wanted
to be a sucker, let him be.

Nor was it illegal. Everything was
licensed, everything was wide open and
above-board, and a had a million
choices—with the odcfu s against him. No-
body asked him to buck the percentage.
He came, he stopped, simply because he
wanted a good time.

For every haberdashery store there
were ten saloons. For every church there
were ten gambling dens. For one library
there were twenty night clubs. For every
quiet residential hotel there were three
roadside emporiums as long as a freight
train, as wide open as a barn door, as
swank as a motion picture set, as gay as
Mardi Gras, complete from chapels to
casinos, from dining rooms to swimming
pools.

Elopers from Los Angeles could be
married at any spot on the clock in a
matter of minutes—and get a divorce just
as easy six weeks later.

Quick and easy—that was Las Verdes
until the multi-million-dollar Alamo Club
opened. Dusty by day, neon by night.
Hot under the sun, cold under the stars,
only half-snug in its plainlike valley,
only half-sheltered by its distant moun-
tains which were metallic by day, laven-
der under the sunset, velvet by night—
and frightening the morning after.

LOT of people were congratulating
Faro Frank Brockett this night. A
strange mixture of people ranging from
cowboys in high-heeled boots to aviators
in leather jackets, from movie glamour
girls to civic officials, from lowly shills
who kept the games going when the
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tables started to go dead, to United States
Senator Vance McLain.

It was a plant, all right. A little city
in itself. There were the airport, hangars
and guest houses, which covered most
of the thousand acres. There were two
swimming pools, a chapel for quick mar-
riages, a limousine service iInto Las
Verdes, three miles to the northwest, five
hundred rooms, three casinos, a night
club going full blast, two restaurants and
a coftee shop.

On this opening night the Frontier
Room was getting the biggest play. The
games—roulette, craps, blackjack, chuck-
a-luck and wheel of chance—were wide
open. No limit. The action was cen-
tered around the crap table and five slick
men, too slick for even slick Las Verdes
and the super-slick Alamo Club.

They had all the money in the world.
They were betting it, and winning.

“A thousand on the line,” announced
one of the five as he rolled.

He lost, for the dice staggered to a
final two sixes. One of his companions
had bet on “any craps.” Another had
won on twelve. The sweating house-man
raked in the dice and examined them in
his wet hands. The pay-off man handed
out sixty thousand dollars, and his hand
was shaking in the tight air.

The floormen had moved in, for the
house-man had signaled them by rubbing
his hand through his hair. That had
meant that each of the five men packed
a flat rod under his carefully tailored din-
ner jacket!

The house-man palmed the dice, slipped
them to the white-faced floor manager
beside him, feeling that those two cubes
might be the only dam against the ruina-
tion of the Alamo Club on its opening
night. “Check them with the microm-
I” he snapped from the corner of his

eter!
mouth. “Get Faro Frank!”

The .game went on, even tighter. Play
in the Frontier Room stopped as smaller
gamesters crowded in, eyes P0pp1ng, to
watch the house go down. Shills, wasting
away alone, knowing that only the crap
table held interest, shrugged away the
jobs they were losmg and joined the ex-
cited throng. Word spread to the night
clubs, the other casinos, the various lob-
bies.



FIGHT FOR JUSTICE AGAINST CRIMINAL ODDS!

Micrometers tested pair after pair of
dice. Nothing seemed wrong with them.
The five men, with unlimited resources,
simply were winning by doubling, trip-
ling and quadrupling bets.

The floor manager found Faro Frank
Brockett in his office, his face white and

cold and lined, his fists doubled, suffer-
ing like a man in an appendicitis attack.
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heavy, rugged form to his feet. He eyed

Faro Frank Brockett.

“My advice to you, young man,’ hd
said ponderously, as if addressing his
Washington colleagues, “is to set a limit.
It’s your only chance!”

A futile negative was in Brockett’s
head shake.

“It’s too late.” He looked at his floor
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With him were two people—Vardis La-
mont, the club’s mistress of ceremonies,
pale under her rouge, her eyes wider than
mascara had ever made them look, her
long, delicate hands grapevining, and Sen-
ator Vance McLain, who ran his hand
through his sweep of white hair, the mane
which had brought him fame.

They were sitting stolidly, silently, like
three persons waiting death, when the
floor manager came in.

“I’ve checked the dice, Frank,” he said.
“They’re okay. The money’s okay.
They’ve just got too much dough. They
lose, double up, and win.”

Senator Vance McClain pulled his
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manager. “How much are we down?”

“Four hundred and ten thousand. I've
sent Baker to the bank to get fifty or a
hundred more if they’ll give it to us—
providing we can get Jim Moffitt out of
his presidential bed.”

The wall clock ticked off a dismal two.

Vardis Lamont lifted her heavy lashes,
opened her firm lips.

“This is terrible! I—” she moaned.

Faro Frank Brockett’s blast interrupted
her.

“Those men were sent here by Honest
John Farmer to ruin me!” He buried his
face in his hands. “Two million in mort-
gages against this place! I'm sunk!”



E ROSE mechanically, as if the life

had gone out of him. He walked
slowly from the office, through a lobby,
a half-deserted casino, where tense deal-
ers and croupiers watched him, tragedy
on their faces, small whispers on their
lips. He pushed his way through the
crowd, heard the fatal click of the dice.
- He shoved players and watchers aside,
heard the dreadful monotony oft:

“Pay the gentleman here five thousand.
That man gets twelve!” _

The pay-off man looked up at Faro
Frank Brockett.

“Sir,” he said, “we’re cleaned out.”

Brockett raised a faltering hand.

“That’s all gentlemen!” his voice
rasped. “The casino’s closing.”

The five men assumed the cover of the
crying, exclaiming, whispering crowd,
shocked by a strange phenomenon—a Las
Verdes gaming place going broke. Brock-
.ett stood with his head down, his hands
gripping the edge of the heavy cloth-lined
table. -

Once outside the casino the quintet of
men formed tightly, their feet pushing
toward the parking lot beyond the bushes
and the lawn. Fifty yards to the right
of them was a twin-engined monoplane,
its engines turning slowly. They ignored
it as they headed for their car. A sixth
man came out of the shadows, and joined
them. -

In other shadows, half-concealed by
bushes, a furtive man lurked, his small,
bent figure telling his age. A flash of
light from the circling airport beacon
painted his face against the night. The
sixth man brought up his quick step and
his hand clutched the arm of the man
next to him. |

“Watch!” he whispered.

His free hand vanished and blue steel
came out with it.
its pencil again, this time green, limning
‘the bent little man with the color of
death.

Crimson licked at the night. The gun
jumped in Number Six’s hand. A sudden
roar of the plane’s engines drowned the
noise. The little man bent forward like
a folding traffic arm and clutched at his
abdomen. He rolled sideward, kicked a
couple of times, and that jerked his wispy
body under an oleander bush. -

Beneath him the lawn was wet with
dew. He didn’t feel it.

“Why’d you do that, boss?” the man

next to the killer asked fearfully as the

The big light swung

G-MEN DETECTIVE

murderer leaped toward his victim.

He saw that the little man was dead,
came back to the startled group.

“Shut up, Jake!” he slammed. “He
shouldn’t have been here. He never
should be seen. He was going to tip
somebody. So he had to go.”

“What do we do now?” another man
asked. °“'If we use the car they’ll get us
before we hit the State Line.”

Number Six made an inspirational
swing toward the airplane and started
running. The others followed him. Be-
hind them they left death. With them
they took more than half a million dollars.
They reached the plane.

The leader’s gun came out, aimed up
at the pilot in the cockpit.

“Get in, Jake!” he snapped. “Cover
him. You other men pile in, too.”

Back in the shadows of the oleander
bush, another drama was being enacted,
unseen. Vardis Lamont, looking any-
thing but glamorous, her sequined gown
drenched with dew, was on her knees.
Her hand groped swiftly in the dead
man’s right-hand pocket. It came out
with a pocket-knife and a small flat stone.
She slipped the stone into the V of her
dress, worked fast with the knife, tears
washing mascara down her cheeks, sobs
choking her. Quickly, expertly, she cut
the labels out of the clothing, slashed
away laundry marks desperately.

She was too busy either to hear or see
the plane roar into the night.

When she finished, she slipped into the
side entrance of the nearest building,
moved rapidly to the ladies’ room. Water
carried away all the telltale laundry
marks, personal possessions and labels.

The plane roared to the southwest, The
leader of the group and the man who had
been called Jake stood behind tHe pilot,
their guns threatening.

“Why’d you kill the guy?” Jake de-
manded. “Until then it was all legal.
They didn’t have nothin’ on us.”

“They would have had something, if
V] had talked—and that’s what he was
going to do.” |

“Who’s V]J?”

“Wouldn’t you like to know?”

The killer peered out of the window.
After a long time, he spotted a deserted
wartime Army air field.

“Set her down here!” he ordered.

The pilot circled, powered in, cut his
throttles. The plane rolled to a stop.

“Nice landing,” said the leader.
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He fired a shot into the back of the
pilot’s head.

CHAPTER 11
Who’s Senator McClain?

HE hard, muscular lean-
ness was subdued in In-
spector Dan Fowler, of
the F.B.I.,, and a smile
played around his lips
as he sat in his office
in the colonnaded De-
partment of Justice
Building in Washing-
ton.

He was having a rare
moment of relaxation
reading the comic strips in his morning
paper. His large, well-shod feet were
resting comfortably on a pulled-out
drawer of his desk. His usually stern
features were tranquil, and the hard
lines gone from his face. A soft, well-
worn and well-known fedora rested on
the back of his head, disclosing a high,
intelligent forehead and thick, dark
hair,

He always read the funnies ahead of
the headlines, for the front page usually
spelled trouble.

This time he didn’t find any as he
turned to the news section. Plenty of
crime, yes. An item from Las Verdes—
wasn’t it a red-hot resort and gambling
town out West?—telling about the find-
ing of an unidentified old man murdered
on the grounds of the Alamo Club. Noth-
ing there. Stories on investigations of
this and that when Congress reconvened.
Efforts to end the housing shortage. The
President anticipating a weekend voyage
down the Potomac. A political feud in
Detroit.

Ground being broken for the new Bag-
dad Dam on the Nevada River following
a one-hundred-million-dollar appropria-
tion, with Senator Vance McClain acting
as master of ceremonies. McClain, the
report stated, had fathered the bill cre-
ating the dam which would dwarf gigan-
tic Boulder, on the Colorado.

With a frown, Fowler pictured Mc-

Clain—bluff, arrogant, bombastic, ha-
ranguing the Senate, issuing statements
on everything under the sun, getting his
heavy-jowled face into news pictures with
charges, counter-charges, demands for in-
vestigations.

The G-man was jarred from this un-
pleasant occupation by the ringing of his
telephone. He answered, rocking ior-
ward in his swivel chair.

“Mr. Fowler, the Director would like
to see you!” |

iiOkay-!j

Fowler cradled the instrument, rose,
brushed the wrinkles from his gray suit,
and darted out of the office.

In moments he was standing before his
superior.

“Good morning, Dan,” the Director
said. “You look pretty well rested since
your last foray.” -

“Fit as a fiddle, sir. Thanks.”

The Director passed him a teletyped
message. It concerned what Fowler con-
sidered a rather small item and one about
which he knew something already—the
death of the unidentified man at the
Alamo Club in Las Verdes.

“Read the last line carefully,” the Di-
rector advised.

He did so.

_After the killing the suspects fled in a stolen
airplane, shooting the pilot and abandoning it
on an Army air field near Los Angeles.

Fowler eyed the man across the desk.

“Then it’s our case.”

“That’s right. Under latest regulations
we have investigative jurisdiction in cases
of theft of aircraft in interstate flight. Not
only that but the pilot was killed on Gov-
ernment property.”

Fowler thought a moment.
words, I'’ve got a job.” .

“Right. Perhaps it doesn’t seem very
important to you, but I’ve an idea there’s
something underneath it all. There’s a
lot to be smoked out. Here—look at this.”

He passed over a telegram. It was
from Las Verdes and stated in part:

“In other

INASMUCH AS THIS IS PURELY
LOCAL CRIME LAW ENFORCEMENT
BODIES HERE WILL BE DEEPLY
OFFENDED IF FBI IS CALLED IN. WE
FEEL HERE THAT WE CAN POLICE
OURSELVES AND ONLY SERIOUS
TROUBLE WILL RESULT FROM YOUR

INTERFERENCE.
SENATOR VANCE McCLAIN

“He didn’t know when he sent that,”
the Director stated, his face clouded,
“that the airplane had gone out of the
State or that the pilot had been mur-
dered. He’s probably too dumb to have
learned of ‘the new regulation which em-
powers us to investigate.”
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He paused. His face grew even grim-

mer as he added:
“I think you recall that in Nineteen-

twenty-four, Attorney General Harlan F.

)
......

Stone reorganized the Bureau and one

of the cardinal rules enunciated at that
time was that the Bureau should be com-
pletely divorced from the vagaries of poli-
tical influence. McClain is waving a red
flag in front of the bull.”
- “Two bulls, Chief,” Fowler said fer-
vently. “I’'m on my way.”

He started for the door.

“Make it fast and thorough,” the Di-
rector called after him. “Use Sally Vane

and Larry Kendal if you need them.” -
“Thanks,” Fowler called back.

S HE walked down the stone corri-
dor, he grinned. Nothing would
suit him better than to have blond Sally

16

aaaa

g g ¥ 0w . ¥ L]

AN R 3 & ey e &V T
I|| i r”‘ e » .‘l'l .‘:_1ln . w8 ‘. 5 oad
‘II..I -f LI :Hfﬂlti' .“ﬂ-*i.. I..-..u.. H

““Hands up!”

Sally commanded, and the men

Vane, who had worked her way up from
secretary to special investigator, and dap-
per Larry Kendal, his best {riend,
working with him as they had done for
years. There was more than an official
bond between them. They worked to-
gether as unwavering, devoted and loyal
friends.

Between Dan Fowler and pert, clever
Sally Vane there was an even stronger
relationship. . . .

Twenty-four hours after Dan Fowler’s
talk with the F.B.1. Director in Washing-
ton, two complete strangers alighted at
the commercial airport at Las Verdes just
before sunset. The girl was a shy young
thing who looked like a secretary on a
vacation, and her name was Sally Vane.
The other was a tough-muscled, raw-
boned, hard-jawed man who might have
been an executive of some large firm, ar-



whirled, disbelief on their faces in the ghostly light (CHAPTER V)

riving to secure a million dollar contract.
That was Inspector Fowler.

Neither glanced at the other. Sally
waited for her bags demurely, went out-
side, climbed into a waiting taxi and asked
to be taken to the Rangeland Hotel.
Fowler loitered behind, intuition telling
‘him that a tall blond man was extremely
interested in whatever he did.

Fowler saw that the man apparently
was not going anywhere, for he had no
baggage and didn’t go to the plane when
the station agent announced through the
loud-speaker that all passengers bound
for L.os Angeles should board i1t. The
third member of the F.B.l. triumvirate,
Larry Kendal, was on that plane heading
for the Coast city.

Fowler, skilled as a result of years of
experience, sized up the young man who
was so interested in him without seem-
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ing to look at him. About thirty-five
years old. Six feet tall. Weight, about
one hundred and sixty pounds. Intelli-
gent blue eyes, fringed by almost no
lashes. Thin eyebrows. Hair probably
thin under a brown fedora. Long, horsy
face, moderately strong jaw. Sensitive
nose. Thin cheeks. Expensive pebble
grain oxfords, obviously tailored suit,
spotless white shirt. Good taste in ties.

Summing up—a smart guy with a good
job and money.

“Well, Grogan,” the fellow said to the
station agent in a too-loud voice, “I guess
my friends missed the plane. What are
the next flights from the East}’”

Fowler ducked out, found a waiting
taxicab, piled in. He looked back. The
blond man was darting from the station,
his conversation checked quite suddenly.
Fowler told his driver to wait a moment.
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The blond man couldn’t seem to find his
keys. Fowler, his curiosity aroused, told
the driver to go ahead. The blond man
found his keys quickly.

Fowler asked for the Las Verdes Hotel.
The trailing car somehow jammed up be-
hind the taxicab as it pulled only halif-
way to the curbing when the hotel was
reached.

“Strictly
bled.

He got out, paid the driver, went inside
and registered. He went to his room with
the bell-hop, freshened up, came back to
the lobby. At the newsstand he bought
a paper and walked out onto the crowded
street, technicolored with neon signs an-
nouncing bars, gaming houses, night
clubs. The town reminded him of Coney
Island, minus the ocean and boardwalk.

By the time he had walked half a block
and had passed three gambling spots he
knew the blond man was tailing him. He
didn’t carry a cigarette lighter with a
small mirror in it to admire his face.

He went into the fourth emporium, a
small place called the Ace High Club.
He watched the gambling for a few mo-
ments, sized up the place. Then he went
through a rear door marked “Private,”
down a corridor, and out into an alley.
He walked down the alley, cut back so
that he stood opposite the Ace High
Club. He smiled grimly at his tail’s in-
decision. Should he go through the rear
door after Fowler or should he wait until
he came out?

Tailer and tailed now held reversed
positions. - He saw the blond man shake
his head dejectedly after ten minutes of
waiting. The fellow started briskly down
the street. ‘Fowler sauntered after him,
apparently an aimless visitor in town. His
quarry went to the Las Verdes National
Bank Building which was on a corner,
and entered.

an amateur,” Fowler mum-

OWLER looked at his watch. It was

after seven o’clock.

He let his quarry go, walked quickly
across the intersection, stood so that he
could see both sides of the fve-story
building. His alert eyes scanned it for
a light to go on in windows which would
indicate which office the man had entered.
At the same time he noticed what lights
were already on. Because of the lateness
of the hour only two sets burned—one
on the third, and one on the fourth floor.

After a short wait he saw that nothing

blinked on. That meant that the man
had entered one of the illuminated suites.

Fowler avoided the automatic elevator,
used the stairs to go to the third floor.
The sign on the door of the suite he
sought read:

LAS VERDES IMPROVEMENT
ASSOCIATION

He heard a mumbling jumble of voices
inside. He tried the door, found it un-
locked and entered. He was in a recep-
tion room with a center table piled high
with business magazines. There was a
receptionist’s vacant desk, and several
chairs. To his right was a door marked
“Conference Room.” The voices coming
from behind it were louder, but still in-
distinguishable.

He turned the knob, opened the door
and stepped into the, room.

CHAPTER III
No F.B.I. Wanted

IVE startled faces—
there was a shade of
indignation in them,
too, because of the in-
trusion—turned toward
the G-man. The blond
man rose half out of his
seat, his eyes popping.

Fowler smiled grim-
ly, turned to the only
man in the group he
knew—S enator Mc-
Clain, mop of white hair sweeping back
like a mane, heavy lines mapping his fea-
tures.

“Good evening, Senator!” he ex-
claimed. “This is an unexpected pleas-
ure.”

“Dan Fowler!” the senator snapped. “I
thought I wired the F.B.I. to keep out
of this!”

“You did,” replied the G-man. “But
it didn’t mean anything. Now, if you’ll
be good enough to introduce me to your
friends?”

The man beside Senator McClain rose,
extended his - hand.

“I’'m Emmett Buck, president of the
Las Verdes Improvement Association,”
he declared.

He was a man of medium size, thin,
with rough, leathery cheeks which were
little more than hollows. He had a faded




THE LOOTING OF LAS VERDES 19

blond mustache and a wisp of hair
brushed back bravely over his balding
head. '

> His identification of himself was fol-
lowed by a silence which bristled with
resentment. He looked around uncer-
tainly.

Buck indicated a square, stocky man
with black hair, a jut-jawed face, black
eyebrows which extended in a straight
line below his forehead, and piercing
brown eyes.

“This is James Moffitt,” he said diff-
dently. “Mr. Moffitt is president of Mof-
fitt Mines, Limited, and also president of
the Las Verdes National Bank.”

Moffitt unbent to the extent of a nod.

The fourth man, his face strained with
worry, his dark eyes unnaturally bright,
his hands nervously rubbing each other,
seemed to want to help out the tense
situation.

“My name’s Brockett,” he said. His
voice sounded as if he were ready to ex-
plode. “Faro Frank Brockett.” He
turned to the blond man next to him as
Emmett Buck sat down. “This is Jason
Jeffrey, secretary to Mr. Moffett.”

Jeffrey, the man who had tailed Fow-
ler, neither rose nor offered his hand.

The senator cleared his throat. “I don’t
know how you got here, or how you knew
we were meeting,” he declared, “but I
must say that I consider this an intrusion
and will have to ask you to retire.”

“Just a minute!” Fowler snapped. “You
know the extent of my authority, Mc-
Clain.” He turned to the others. “Two
men have been murdered and an airplane
stolen. The theft of the airplane calls
for action from the Federal Bureau of In-
vestigation. The murders are part and
parcel of the theft. I know that none of
you men would want to be in a position
to obstruct justice.”

Faro Frank Brockett leaped to his feet.
“That’s right!” he exploded. “We don’t
want to do that—and I want justice! It
was my airplane which was stolen, my
pilot who was killed!”

James Moffitt lost his banker’s aplomb.
“Snap out of it, Brockett!” he popped.

The gambler paid no attention. “The
truth, Fowler,” he hurried on, the words
spilling all over the place, “is that there’s
a conspiracy here to take over the city
of Las Verdes. And I know who’s be-
hind 1t!”

“Shut up!” snapped Senator McClain,
his fists working.

“I’ll not shut up! Fowler, the man
behind all this is Henest John Farmer.
He sent his thugs to ruin me, and they
did!”

He sank back in his chair as if the
words had recalled to him his tragic
predicament, and had beaten him down.
Fowler looked at dark, beetle-browed
Moffitt, the banker and mine owner.

“Any truth to these charges?” he
demanded. He thought quickly, “Sup-
pose, for instance, Farmer held a heavy
mortgage on the Alamo Club.”

“As a banker,” Mofhitt said, “I respect
certain ethics. One rule I have is not to
discuss the affairs of my depositors.”

Fowler smiled grimly. “That can
come later,” he declared.

“Inspector Fowler,” Emmett Buck’s
thin voice piped up, “we organized the
Improvement Association of which I'm
president, to keep everything in Las Ver-
des clean and aboveboard. As long as
you’re here, we want to cooperate with
you. There is something sinister going
on in Las Verdes. Things are going un-
derground—I guess that’s the best way
to say it. People are being cheated.
We've got to stop it or the city’ll be
ruined. Visitors won’t come here to pat-
ronize crooks and racketeers, and they
won’t gamble with the cards stacked
against them.  In fact, that’'s why we
called this meeting—to fight what’s go-
ing on beneath the surface!”

“Bosh!” exclaimed Senator McClain,

TELEPHONE bell rang shrilly.

Tall, blond Jason Jeffrey uncra-
dled the instrument, answered, and held
it out toward Faro Frank Brockett, who
took it in a trembling hand.

“Yes?” he asked. “Look, Vardis, 1
can’t talk now. You shouldn’t have called:
me. . . . What’s that? . . . I’ll see you
later.” |

He banged up the receiver, looked at
the others. “I beg your pardon,” he said.
iiAnd now?l!‘ ) . '

“I think, gentlemen,” Emmett Buck
said, “we might as well adjourn. We
came here to discuss a crisis in Las Ver-
des’ life, and I think Mr. Fowler has
given us the answer. The F.B.l. is here,
and we ought to string along with the
Federal men.”

McClain grunted.

“That’s right,” said Faro Frank Brock-
ett. |

“At any rate, let’s get out of here,”
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added Jason Jeffrey.
- He rose, picked up his hat from the

conference table and slammed it on his
head. He went out. The others followed
his lead. Buck said he would remain
behind. Fowler went to the senator.

“I’ll go to the street with you,” he
said. His answer was another grunt.
“Senator,” Fowler asked him on the way
down, “gust what’s your motive for not
wanting the Bureau here?”

The Senator glared at him. “Too much
Federal interference,” he growled. “You
guys are always in somebody’s hair. This
is a free country out here. We're rugged
individualists. We don’t think we need
somebody three thousand miles away to
nurse us along.”

Fowler returned the belligerent-stare.
“We’ll see whether your motives are as
simple as that,” he said.

They had reached the street. Fowler
walked away, leaving the senator’s fists
working angrily.

Inspector Dan Fowler ducked into a
drug store and called the Rangeland Ho-
 tel. He asked for Mary Barry, an alias
which Sally Vane often used when work-
ing under cover. He heard her.soft voice
with a thrill that never died.

“Yes, darling,” she said.

- “Look, Mary—run down a gal whose
first name is Vardis. Has some connec-
tion with Faro Frank Brockett. Get on
her trail and stay with her. I want to
know everything about her—where she
goes and what she does and what she
says.”

He heard Sally’s low laugh “You don’t
need to draw a blueprint, my dear.”

He chuckled. “Okay. I’ll be seeing
you.”

He rang off, looked up another num-
ber, and dialed. A feminine voice an-
swered.

“I"’d like to speak to Sherlﬁ Clancy
Nighthoff,” he said.

A moment later a gruff voice was de-
manding resentfully

“What is it?”

Fowler identified himself to an angry

silence.
“Yeah?” said Nighthoff then.

up?”

“I"'d like to have you meet me at the
County Building.”

“And I'm just finishin’ dinner. If you
have to see me, why not come out here o2

“I want to see the corpse.”

“I don’t know why. He was some stum-

“What’s

blebum or a dope that figured he could
stick up five guys and make a million. 1
can’t see why you want to look. him
over.”

“I’'ll meet you at the County Building
in half an hour,” Fowler said, and hung
up.

He found a lunch counter and grabbed
a quick, greasy dinner. Then he walked
to the County Building, a dark, sleeping
three-story brick affair centered in a
large, grassy, tree-sheltered park which
covered about two city blocks.

He walked through the park and into
the building. An arrow pointed to the
right and beneath it was “Marriage Li-
cense Bureau.” The only activity in the
place stirred there. Another arrow point-
ed to the left to the sheriff’s office.

The room was lighted and Fowler
walked in. Pig-eyed, fat Sheriff Night-
hoff sat behind a desk with his feet on
it, his body testing the seams of his uni-
tform. He was chewing on a toothpick.
When the G-man entered he made no
move.

“Fowler, I s’pose?” he demanded.

“That’s right. Now, about this body.
You say there was no identifying marks
on it?”

“I told you that. Look here, Fowler,
everything’s been taken care of. I sent
fingerprints and photographs to Wash-
ington. The coroner dug out the bullet.
As far as Mojave County is concerned,
the case is closed.

HE rolypoly lawman was breathing

fast in his anger.

“Just the same,” persisted Fowler, “I’d
like to see the body.”

He watched Sheriff Nighthoff simmer,
waited for him to boil over. But the man
evidently thought better of it. He final-
ly dragged his heavy legs from the desk
top, thudding them to the floor, and der-
ricked his bulk out of his chair.

“Okay,” he said. “Come on.” |

They went to the basement. Night-
hoft unlocked a door labelled “County
Morgue.” They went inside and turned
on the lights.

Fowler glanced around. There was
the usual gruesome paraphernalia. At
least three doors entered the big room,
and there were several ceiling-high win-
dows. Nighthoff waddled to a huge re-
frigerator, pulled out one of the sliding
drawers. All that remained of the bent
little man lay there.
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Fowler examined the body, bluish and
cold in death. After several minutes of
examination he felt surprise, but did not
show it, as he rubbed a sensitive finger
over the thumbnail on the left hand. He
bent over, studied it. It was very rough,
the surface of the nail apvearing to have
been pierced slightly at least a hundred
times. He mentally photographed the
phenomenon.

Then he turned to Nighthoff, who
stood eyeing him sulkily.

“Clothing ?” he asked.

Nighthoff pointed to a large cardboard
box.

“We've been all through them,” he
said, defensively. “Nothing there.”

Fowler opened the box, examined the
garments. He saw that the labels and
laundry marks had been cut off every-
thing. But he was interested in the worn
suit, for he saw that though it was sev-
eral years old it was of excellent and
unusual material, and oddly tailored and
sewn. He gave close attention to the
stitching and lining.

“This stuff will have to go to Wash-
ington,” he told the sheriff. “Technical
laboratory.”

. He covered the box, picked it up.
Nighthoff grabbed it.

“Nothing doing!”

Fowler smiled grimly.

“This 1s evidence,” he said.
wouldn’t want to suppress it.”

What was left of Nighthoff’s chest
sagged into his paunch and he sighed
dejectedly. |

“Okay,” he said.

“You

CHAPTER 1V
Fresh Leads

IGHTHOFF started
for a series of pigeon-
holes which looked
like letter boxes in a
post office, his manner

- suddenly changing.

. “You’ll probably want
to see the bullet, too,”
he said. “It’s in an en-

velope right here—"

" The overhead lights

blinked out. From the

marriage license bureau upstairs came
startled cries and shouts. Through the

faint hubbub from above, Fowler heard a

slight scraping sound of feet on the ce-

ment floor near him. His hand lashed
to his coat and back, gripping his .38
automatic. :

“Stop or I'll fire!” he commanded.

There was no answer as he felt, rath-
er than heard, the progress of an intrud-
er within a few yards of him. By listen-
ing intently he finally thought he had
located whoever it was. He darted for-
ward. An ochre tube of light sparked
the gloom.

Plaster spattered the floor as Fowler’s
gun jumped in his hand. More plaster
ticked on cement.

“What the devil!” growled Nighthoft.

His own .38 Service revolver boomed.
Glass from one of the windows crashed
downward, tinkled. The intruder’s gun
spoke hotly, stuttering, the man shift-
ing as he fired, weaving like a fighter.
Fowler fired again and again. Then came
the deathly truce of silence. After that,
emptiness.

“He got out through the pane you
blasted, Nighthoff !” Fowler snapped, as
he dashed for the shattered window. ’

He pulled himself up and wvaulted
through the high window. He shot across
the dark, tree-dotted lawn, pistol in
hand. He combed the place, groped into
bushes, stalked trees, but the iIntruder
had vanished. By this time, the lights
in the marriage bureau in the lower cor-
ridor, and the basement had flashed on.

Giving up his search as hopeless,
Fowler returned to the County Building.
Nighthoff met him in the first floor cor-
ridor. He appeared on the verge of
apoplexy, so infuriated his heavy fea-
tures were working and the fat that
framed his jaws trembling.

“Can you beat that!” he stormed. “And
right under my nose. I’ll see about such

doin’s!” He took a deep breath to calm
himself. “But nothin’s missin’,” he
added. |

Fowler let the sheriff puff along after
him to the furnace room and found the
master switch, closed now. The intrud-
er had pulled it, the sheriff said, and one
of the men in the marriage license bu-
reau had reclosed it. That meant no
fingerprints.

The invader had ducked into the
morgue, apparently trying to find some-
thing. Challenged, he had replied with
lead, then had escaped through the win-
dow which Nighthoff’s bullet had shat-
tered. The body, however, had not been
touched. The paper box containing the

'- ;_’t- N
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clothing was intact.

“And here,” said Nighthoff, pulling
an envelope from one of the pigeonholes,
“1s your death bullet.”

“Thanks,” replied Fowler grimly.

He examined the pellet and put it back.
He slipped the envelope into his inside
coat pocket. He checked the window
frame carefully, looked at the hard
ground outside.

“We sure scared him away,” Nighthoft
said. Fowler raised an eyebrow as he
looked at him.

“Scared him away,’” he asked,
helped him away?”

Hurrying back to the Las Verdes Ho-
tel, Fowler procured wrapping paper
and twine from the room clerk, prepared
his package of clothing for shipping,
and addressed it to the Technical Lab-
oratory, F.B.l,, at Washington, D. C. He
dispatched a bell-hop to the airport with
it. He was just sending the lad on his
way when the night clerk, holding a
telephone, called:

“They want you, Mr. Fowler!” He
waved toward a booth. “You can take it
in there,”

Fowler went to the booth, answered.
I'he operator told him to wait a minute,

14

or

and the next thing he knew he was lis- -

tening to Larry Kendal.

“I picked up the thugs’ trail after they
nade their getaway from the abandoned
Army air field,” Kendal reported. “Six
dinner jackets weren’t hard to follow.
T'hey stopped in an all-night lunch about
tour miles from the field and called a
taxi. I found the driver, who said he’d
taken them to the Ambassador-Biltmore.
But by that time I was working about
twelve hours behind ’em.

“I got Bender, of the Los Angeles field
offices, and some men. We moved in on
the hotel and found that they’d lammed.
We put a double-check on all highways,
bus lines, railroads and airlines, but we
don’t know whether they headed back
to L.as Verdes, toward Canada or Mexi-
co. All I've got is the slug from the
pilot’s body.

“However, we did find that they’d
bought ready-made business suits \and
other clothmg at a store in the hotel,
and we've got nearly perfect descrip-
tions. Los Angeles is still working the
trail, but it’s gone cold.”

Kendal paused, then said, hopefully:

“Bender can handle this end. What's
for me?”

OWLER detected his eagerness to

be in Las Verdes.

“They might have come back here,
Fowler told him. “You’d better hightail
it up here yourself.”

“Got it!” Larry snapped.
you soon.”

He hung up.

Fowler did the same, walked out ot
the booth, through the lobby and onto
the human-cluttered street. It was late
now, but the carefree crowd had in-
creased, rather than diminished, in this
twenty-four-hour city of chance.

He hailed a taxi.

“Take me to the Concha Club,” he or-
dered.

The driver honked and greased the
car through traffic, congested by cars
and by people walking willy-nilly in the
streets. They went south, turned right
out the main highway for a mile, stopped
just beyond the city limits at a garishly
lit one-story building which looked as
harmless as an oversized honeymoon cot-
tage.

He walked along a hedge-lined flag-
stone promenade flanked by lawn which
was bright green under the lights, onto a
wide porch, and went inside. He found
himself in a casino which boasted of
all the standard games—craps, chuck-a-
luck, blackjack, roulette. The room was
in excellent taste, with heavy pebbled
broadloom carpet, mauve drapes, indirect
lighting. The crowds around the tables
were tense, quiet, well-mannered.

His heart leaped as he looked over and
beyond the heads of the intent players,
croupiers, floormen and shills toward a
large alcove, where slot machines glis-
tened invitingly—one-armed bandits
which, now that post-war miracles were
at hand, took your money without even
making you pull a lever.

Playing a five-cent machine—Dan had
always contended that somewhere in her
background lurked Scotch ancestors—
was blond Sally Vane. Fowler knew she
wasn’t playing just to amuse herself, and
he knew that he couldn’t speak to a girl
who was known as Mary Barry and was
now on the trail of a girl whose first
name was Vardis.

Fowler’s intense curiosity about the
place had not gone unnoticed. A ratty
individual only a few inches over five
feet, thin, with an egg-shaped head, bad
teeth, and flat blue eyes under a wild
shock of hair sidled up.

“I’1l be with
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“Who’d you want to see, buddy?” he
demanded, with an incongruous New
England accent.

Fowler lowered his gaze and surveyed
him,

“Honest John Farmer,” he snapped.
“And fast.”

“Ain’t everybody sees him.”

“Tell him Fowler of the F.B.I. is wait-
ing.”

The runt’s eyes widened a shade.
“Okay, boss. No offense meant.”

He scurried across the soft broadloom,
opened a door marked “Private” and
went in. He wasn’t gone more than a
minute,

“Sorry,
“Honest John ain’t in.
busy.”

Fowler’s jaws set.
muttered.

He heeled around, went outside, and
walked far into the night, where a blan-
ket of darkness wiped out the neons. He
circled, came up in the rear of the gay
building, finding it much larger than he
had supposed. He stepped to a door,
pressed against it lightly, turning .the
knob at the same time. His sensitive fin-
gers told him that it was secured by a
heavy lock and a bolt as well.

He continued on around the place,
working behind the oleander bushes un-
til he found an opened window. Slipping
out a pocket-knife with a spatulate blade,
he forced the screen catch and climbed
inside.

” he said, when he came back.
Besides, he’s

“So that’s it!” he

He was in a small room, neatly fur-

nished with desks and chairs. He paused,
listened. He heard the sound of a man’s
voice and then that ot a woman’s coming
through a door to his right. He stepped
to i1t, tried to catch words.

He was struck by the soft, melodic
quality of the woman’s tone. It was
definitely seductive, as if she might be
a singer. He could not hear what was
said.

He decided he ought to, so he put his
hand on the knob and opened the door.
Two taut faces turned toward him at
his entry. The man’s hand flicked inside
his dinner jacket, and that was as far as
it got.

Automatic in hand, Fowler eyed the
man first.

“Give,” he said. He held out his hand.
“And keep your fingers away from any
push buttons,” he ordered.

He measured the dinner-jacketed

frame of the man, who was about six
feet tall. The tailor hadn’t been able to
hide the muscle bulges. His eyes were
glacier cold and gray, but now fired by a
baleful glint. Fowler read shrewdness
and intelligence in them. The man’s fea-
tures were hardened and sharpened by a
coat of tan. His whole bearing SpOke
command—and action.

“You’re Fowler,” he said softly, hand-
ing over a .38 automatic butt first.

AN FOWLER took it, sniffed at the

barrel, the acrid odor telling him
that it had been fired recently.

“I thought we ought to talk, Farmer,”
the G-man replied, slipping the gun in
his pocket.

“So you just dropped in.’

“That’s right.”

Fowler looked at the girl. She was a
statue. Her long legs gave enticing
shape to a chartreuse evemng gown
which draped from her waist to golden
slippers. The waist was small, the gown
flaring over hips a model would diet a
month to get. She was unusually full-
chested, her wide shoulders carrying
her entire body regally. A diamond
clasp held the vee together below her
smooth, long throat.

Her face interested him most, however,
because it flashed a hard, calculating

‘hate, an emotion which had suffused it at

mention of his name. Her full lips were
so flat against her teeth that they made
her carmined lips look artificial. The
skin on her nose was drawn tight. The
flame from her large brown eyes, framed
by lashes covered with mascara, leaped
out at him beneath her carefully shaped
eyebrows and high, wide forehead. Her
hair was as dark and soft as the night
outside. |

Fowler looked at the length of her
fingernails, wondering how they would
teel, as she gave him a final bonfire ap-
praisal, then turned to the solidly knit
man with whom she had been talking.

“I’'ll go now, she said, crossing her
long, expressive hands to pull a light fur
jacket more tightly over her soft shoul-
ders. “The room 1is too crowded.” |

There was no attempt on her part to .
hide her distaste for the law, although
Fowler rather wondered if she had
not made the statement to impress her
escort. She was a girl who not only
could think quickly but she also could
act very fast. Which she did now.
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CHAPTER V
Gambler’'s Chance

EFORE either man

could answer or re-
strain her, the dark-
haired girl slipped
through the door like a
cat. Fowler weighed
| her voice as the door
clicked shut behind
her. Was there an ever-
so-slight accent? He
turned to the gaming
house proprietor, indi-
cating the heavy panel.

“Locked?” he asked.

“From the inside. Safe as a bank.”

“Who 1s she, Farmer?” -

The gambler shrugged.
friend.”

“Nice going.”

“You’re not here to discuss my love
life, Fowler. In fact, you wouldn’t be
here at all if you weren’t so fast with a
rod.”

“Thanks. First question isn’t a ques-
tion, exactly. I understand you’re try-
ing to take over Las Verdes.”

The gambler’s faded eyebrows went
up. A
“A nice little racket, Farmer. You're
in solid. You own this joint and four
others—Silver Dollar, the Las Verdes,
the Gold Mine, and now the Alamo.”

“That’s all a matter of record. I land-
ed here ten years ago with five bucks and
a broken down jaloppy.”

“And worked fast, Farmer.”

A trace of a grin showed at the cor-
ners of the gambler’s hard mouth. “I
had faith in the town. I still have. Hon-
est games are—"

“Save that spiel for the Chamber of
Commerce, Farmer. You have some fun-
ny methods.”

“Like what?”

“Like sending in a bunch of men to a
new house with enough money on them

“Personal

to break the joint by doubling, tripling

and quadrupling their bets.”

“That’s legitimate. The money’s good.
The boys play fair. I take a chance. I've
been clipped myself a couple of times.”

“You've a nice system, Farmer. A
sucker who wants to start a club comes
to you for added financing, because he
can’t maké the grade all by himself. You
loan him the money, break him, take

over the club, the way you did with the
Alamo.”

Farmer leaned over. his desk. “You're
smart, Fowler. You learn fast. But
you're wrong about the Alamo,”

“You held the mortgage,” said the G-
man.

“Yes, I helped out Faro Frank. He’s a
nice guy and the club’s an asset to the
community. I admit that I took the
joint over twenty-four hours after his
dice table was raided. I had to for my
own protection. But I didn’t send those
boys in to clean him!”

Fowler listened to the anger rise in
Farmer’s voice in spite of his effort at
self-control. |

“There was something odd about that,”
the F.B.I. man said. “Five men took
Faro Frank Brockett. They escaped in
his plane and killed his pilot. But six
men landed in Los Angeles, Farmer.”

“What are you getting at, Fowler?”

“The sixth man, Farmer. The killer.
The guy who put the heat on everybody
in Las Verdes, the way it looks. That
is, if he shot the little man and the pilot.
We have the lead out of both men.”

He watched the gambler’s hands tight-
en into hard square blocks.

“You think I did it?”

Fowler shrugged. “It might be any-
body. I suppose you can dish up a non-
leaking alibi.”

“lI was—" Farmer suddenly choked.

“You’d better get a good one,” advised
Dan Fowler. “By the way, I'm taking
your gat. 1 suppose you have several,
so I won’t leave you naked?”

“I change ’em with my suits. I have a
special gold inlaid job for dress occa-
sions.” '

Fowler put his hand on the doorknob.
He turned back. “As long as you’re shop-
ping for alibis,” he said slowly, “you
might find one for the last two hours.”.

Farmer pressed a button and the lock
buzzed like a rattlesnake warning.

“So we play games,” he said. “It ought
to be fun, G-man.”

Fowler went out. As he walked
through the place the two most impor-
tant spots on his body were his right
hand and the gun under his left arm-
pit. Outside, he felt better. |

He had not seen‘Sally Vane as he had
left the club. He had hardly expected
he would. For he had a notion the girl
he had seen with Farmer was the Vardis
whom Sally was trailing. . . . :



b

THE LOOTING OF I.AS VERDES 25

ARDIS LAMONT, Sally Vane had

decided, was very much in a dither
as she walked out of the room marked
“Private” and headed for the night out-
side of the Concha Club. To Sally’s keen
eyes and mind, Vardis Lamont’s eyes
were troubled, and even her fast walk
through the gaming room reflected both
anger and apprehension. The girl shot
glances about her which were anything
but seductive or exotic.

Sally had had no trouble putting the
finger on her. Vardis Lamont had come
to Las Verdes just before the beginning
of the war. She had come, apparently,
from nowhere, as people had a habit of
doing when arriving in Las Verdes. No-
body asked about pasts.

She had found a room in a cheap hotel,
had started singing in first one night
club, then another, and had prospered.
She had moved from her single room to
a suite in the Las Verdes-Biltmore as her
salary had moved rapidly upward.

Her selection as singer and mistress
of ceremonies at the Alamo Club had
been her biggest break, and she had cele-
brated in advance by buying a home on
the outskirts of the city. It was a five-
room house, low and rambling, of white-
washed brlck nearly two miles from the
business di-strict, and was surrounded by
ten acres and a high barbed wire fence.

Cottonwoods nodded over the low tile
roof, and tamaracks stood as sentinels
to guard her privacy. Vardis Lamont,
from her first appearance in the gaming
city, had wanted to be alone. She ar-
rived at the appointed times!/for her
songs, but unlike other entertainers, she
never mixed with the customers, never
let them buy her drinks, never gambled.

Her work done, she simply disap-
peared. If she had been any place else
she would have been dubbed a “mystery

woman” or a “hermitess.”

All this Sally had found out through
carefully veiled questioning in a few
short hours—casual inquiries made here
and there about the city. She also had
hired an automobile which she had
driven to Vardis Lamont’s desert hide-
out, which had appeared dark and unin-
viting behind the barbed wire. Now, the
car which she had engaged, a small
coupe, was standing in the parking lot of °
the Concha Club.

As Vardis Lamont passed her, Sally
lost all interest in the nickel slot ma-
chine. She turned away, giving it a last
dirty look, realizing that she was a dol-
lar and eighty-five cents poorer than she
had been when she had started feeding
coins into its hungry maw. She put her
remaining money into her bag, where
snuggled the .25 caliber automatic
Fowler had given her as a birthday pres-
ent several years before, snapped it shut
and, looking as much as possible like a
bilked and dlsgusted tourist, left the
Concha Club.

Light and darkness dappled her quarry
as the girl went toward the parking lot.
Close in, post-war models glistened
brave and new under the glow from the
club, but farther back there were shad-
ows. Vardis Lamont’s quick. feet
crunched on the gravel as she retreated
to a far corner. Sally moved forward
swiftly, silently, to pick up Vardis’
license number and to memorize the
color and lines of her car.

As Vardis Lamont went deeper into
the shadows, Sally Vane closed in on
her. The entertainer headed for a low-
slung Prescott cabriolet.

She was putting the key into the door
lock and Sally was memorizing the
license number—6070-B—when two men
[Turn page]
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lashed out of the darkness. Vardis,
glancing nervously around, saw them
coming and made a break for the lighted
area. She got no more than half a dozen
steps when one of the men, closing in,
brought down a blackjack.

Sally heard its dull thud as she ducked
down behind the fender of a nearby car,
saw the singer fold up like an empty
flour sack. One of the attackers picked
her up. Sally’s hand groped in her purse,
closed over the little .25. Before she
could bring it into play, however, the
attackers had darted behind another
car, carrying the limp singer with them.
A starter ground and a long, low black
sedan of expensive make rolled out of
the parking lot and turned down the
main Transcontinental Highway in the
opposite direction from Las Verdes.

Sally sprinted to her own coupe,
leaped in, started it, and set out in pur-
suit, feeling hopelessly that the big car
would easily outdistance her. Appar-
ently, however, the men were taking no
chances on being stopped by the high-
way patrol and the driver kept within
speed limits.

The car went south along the high-
way for about five miles, swung left on
the road to Mojave City and the great
Mojave Lake, piled up, dark and cold,
for more than one hundred miles behind
its mighty dam, surrounded by naked
mountains, frighteningly beautiful in
their majestic isolation.

ALLY gave the big car a half-mile

lead. As it rolled onward, she won-
dered what fate was in store for Vardis
Lamont. The vast lake held a thousand
hidden coves—quick death under its
aquamarine surface.

For miles along its shores there was
no human life. All it offered was stark
desolation. Furthermore, Sally thought
grimly, it was a great Government reser-
vation, and anything violent which hap-
pened within its boundaries was strictly
the business of the F.B.I.—in this case,
of herself.

The car continued down the Mojave
City road for ten miles, then abruptly
slowed and swung onto a dirt road
which, Sally saw, headed in the direc-
tion of the lake. She found the turn-off
without difficulty, switched off her
lights, and sent the coupe plunging over
the rough road which had been carved
out of sagebrush, mesquite and rock. Be-

side her, on the seat, was the automatic
which she hadn’t yet had a chance to use.

The road swung, turned, twisted and
started downward through the forbid-
ding terrain. Sally held the wheel with
both hands, worked her brakes overtime
and wished she’d eaten more carrots so
that she could see better to drive on a
dark night without lights. The only
clue she had to the road ahead was an in-
frequent view of the pursued car’s tail-
lights. |
. Then, below her, she saw the black out-
line of the lake. The big car came to a
stop. That meant she would have to
stop, too, so that the men she chased
wouldn’t hear the sound of her engine.
She shut off the ignition and grabbed the
.25. Armed with only that, she started
directly for the lake, hoping she would
get there in time to prevent tragedy for
Vardis. It was apparent to her now that
the entertainer held the key to the mys-
tery, and that she was in some way con-
nected with the gang operating in Las
Verdes.

Sally wore sensible walking shoes but,
as she progressed, her ankles turned on
loose rocks. Her clothing snagged on
mesquite. Twice she fell to her hands
and knees. As she advanced to the lake
she moved more and more slowly, fear-
ful that she would make a sound which
would give her position away, and let
those she pursued know that someone
was on their trail.

She managed to get within ten yards
of her quarry, covering her approach
with a mesquite bush. The eerie light
from a flash told a grisly story. Vardis
Lamont, apparently still unconscious
from the vicious blow on her head, was
being weighted with cement building
blocks wired to her ankles!

A small power-boat stood by, an an-
cient-looking craft which now and then
fell under the rays of the flashlights.
Three men were working over the girl.
That would be right, Sally thought—the
two kidnapers who had brought the girl,
and the skipper of the launch. -

The muscles in Sally’s calves were
trembling and her hands were wet as she
clicked the satety off the automatic and
walked forward from her hiding point.
She tried to make her voice sound steady
and convincing—she was afraid of a dry,
frightened croak giving away her fear—
as she commanded: '

“Hands up!”
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The three men stood erect, whirled,
disbelief on their faces, dim in the
ghostly night.

“What th’ devil!” growled one.

“It’s only a dame, Jake.”

“Who can shoot,” Sally finished. “Get
to work and release that girl!”

Her command was greeted by a gui-
faw.

“Put that gun away and stop playing
games, sister!” one of the men ordered.

The warning sound of a rolling rock
behind her came too late for her to do
anything but move her head sideward.
A fourth man she hadn’t seen, appar-
ently a lookout, had come up from the
back as the trio had stalled for time.

For Sally, the sky was filled with a
thousand more stars than had been there
before. Several of the stars exploded
as she fought a losing battle with her
fading senses. She pitched forward,
her little weapon released by her nerve-
less hand.

“Well, that’s that,” said the boatman
as he picked up the gun and slipped 1t
into his pocket. “What’ll we do with
the girl scout?”

“Same as we give the other dame,”
said Jake. “But fast! We don’t want
nobody else to come snoopin’. The
sooner we get these dames on the bottom
of the lake, the better. Makin’ ’em dis-
appear—that’s better ’'n leavin’ ’em
around to make trouble. What one fem
already knows she’ll - tell the other.
What’s more, where there ain’t no body,

there ain’t no crime, see?”

HE other two men were already at

work on the limp form of Sally
Vane. They bound her wrists and feet
with rope, gagged her, then wired the
heavy building blocks to her ankles.

“Let’s go, Jake!” said one of the men
as he straightened up. “Give us a hand
with th’ dames!”

The men waded to the ancient tub
which rocked quietly on the water of the
lake, little waves slap-slapping against
her worn and battered hull. They were
carrying Vardis Lamont. Then they
came back, picked up Sally and lowered
her amidships, well aft of the two-cyl-
inder engine with its huge flywheel. The
pilot stepped on the starter button, the
cylinders coughed asthmatically,
chuffed, setfled down to jerking, com-
plaining work.

“Get ’em out as far as you can before

you dump ’em—good, deep water,” Jake
ordered. “We don’t want to take no
chances on their bodies comin’ up in a
week or two.”

“Yeah,” said the pilot. “I’'ll go 'way
out.”

Facing forward, he pulled up the
anchor, shifted the huge clutch lever
beside him and swung the wheel. The
craft nosed out toward the black center
of the lake. |

The three men remaining on shore
watched the death boat go out into the
night. |

“Well, that’s that,” remarked Jake,
rubbing his hands as if to wash off the
stain of what he had done.

CHAPTER VI
Telltale Bullets

HEN Larry Kendal
reached his room in
the Las Verdes Hotel
the first thing he did
was remove his soiled
clothing. He had not
had the garments off
for more than {forty-
eight hours. Wearily
@& he tossed them onto

pod the bed. And, even

‘though it was late at
night, he got out his electric razor,
went into the bathroom and shaved,
more asleep than awake. He had man-
aged a brief nap on the shuttle plane
from Los Angeles, and had been only
half-awake on leaving it.

Although he had taken the precau-
tion to look around for any suspicious
characters, he had missed his welcom-
ing committee of one. The man trail-
ing him, far more skilled in tailing than
tall blond Jason Jeffrey, had ducked
into the washroom atter spotting him.
He had remained there until Kendal had
gone through the station and out into the
night to a waiting taxi.

Kendal had had no idea he was being
watched as the cab pulled away from the
parking area, and his follower hadn’t
bothered to leave the airport until the

'G-man was well on his way. It was only

at the city limits that the inconspicuous
coupé had closed in. The car had passed
Kendal as he alighted from his taxi and
went into the Las Verdes Hotel, but had

not stopped.
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Kendal had made inquiries about
Fowler at the desk while registering,
only to find that his whereabouts was
not known. Then Kendal had gone di-
rectly to his room.

Now he fought sleep as he plied the
- electric razor, listened absently to its
drone, wondering where his running
mate might be and how soon he himself
would be called to action. As he cut off
the current he paused for an instant—

and detected a sound outside the bath- -

room door. He started the razor again
to give the intruder the idea that he was
still shaving, laid it on the wash basin,
and moved toward the door cautiously.

He looked into the room. He could
see no one in the area visible to him.
His clothing still lay in disorder on the
bed, but his coat, he was sure, had been
moved. He started into the bedroom.
The door was slammed in his face. He
plunged at it. At the same instant he
heard a chair bang against it. By the
time he had dislodged it and darted into
the bedroom, the room was empty. The
door leading to the hall closed.

Clad only in shorts, he dashed for his
holster, which hung over a chair, found
his automatic and pulled it out. He ran
into the hall, saw no one. But a door at
the far end of the corridor was just

closing. He raced to it, pulled it open.

It led onto a fire-escape.

He looked down. The intruder had
had only two floors to go. He heard a
thud below and before he could line up
a shot, the man sped around the corner
of the building, out of range. Kendal
cursed the iron-work which had de-
prived him of a chance to wing the in-
vader, and went back to his room.

Inside, he made a thorough search.
He found everything in place—his wal-
let, with the same amount of money he
had had when he’d paid the taxi driver,
his 1dentification papers and badge, his
keys, key chain, assorted papers. The
bullet which had killed Faro Frank
Brockett’s pilot at Los Angeles was still
resting snugly in the F.B.I. marked en-
velope. Even a soiled handkerchief and
the papers which he carried in a leather
tolder in the inside pocket of his coat
wvere untouched.

Breathing easier, he headed for the
shower. He was half through rinsing
when he heard the summons of the tele-
phone. He threw a towel about him,
went to it.

“This is Fowler,” he heard. “What’s -
up?!!

Kendal told him qulckly about the
intruder.

“You get fast action in this town,” he
said. “But I guess I scared him off be-
fore he got anything. Everything seems .
to be intact.”

“I’'m heading for Police Headquar-
ters,” Fowler said. “I’'ll meet you there,
Larry.”

“Okay, Dan.”

When Fowler had hung up—he was in
a booth not far from the Concha Club—
he looked up a number, dialed the home -
of Sheriff Clancy Nighthoff, and was
greeted by a sleepy grunt.

“This is Fowler,” he told the bumbling
sheriff. “I want to run a ballistics test
on a gun I borrowed from Honest John
Farmer. Got a comparison microscope?”

“Devil of a time to do that,” Night-
hoff muttered, his voice heavy with
sleep. “Why don’t you guys go to bed?”

“I asked you a question.”

“I ain’t got one, but Chief of Police
Hargis has, over at Headquarters.
There’s everything you need. We use
his stuff now and then.”

“That’s what I heard. Coming along?”

“I suppose so,” the sheriff said wearily.

The wire clicked in Fowler’s ear. He
hung up, found Hargis’ home number and
dialed, got permission to use his equip-
ment.

“I’ll drop down,” Hargis said.

OWLER replaced the instrument. He
went out to the highway, comman-
deered a taxi and was driven to Police
Headquarters, a dingy place on a side
street. The “crime laboratory,” such as
it was, was fairly well equipped. While
Kendal and Hargis looked on, Fowler
fired bullets from the pistol which he had
taken from Honest John Farmer into cot-
ton batting, removed them.

Kendal went to the comparison micro-
scope with Chief Hargis, a cadaverous

~ individual with a lined, tired face, whose

main object in life, according to his con-
versation, was to throw drunks into the
tank. |

“That’s all we do up here,” he said.
“That is, until lately. I don’t like this.”

Kendal worked with two bullets—the
one taken from the body of the little man
who had been killed in the shadows at
the Alamo Club and the one found in the

head of the dead pilot at Los Angeles.
| |
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“There’s no doubt about
“Both bullets came

He looked up.
it,” he told Fowler.
from the same gun.”
- The door to the laboratory opened just
as Fowler handed Kendal the slug from
the weapon he had just fired. His eyes
bloodshot, his uniform askew on his
heavy body, Sheriff Nighthoff glared
glumly, grunted at his introduction to
Kendal.

“A cop’s work is never done,” he mum-
bled. “What’s this false alarm?”

Kendal adjusted the bullets in the com-
parison microscope, the one from the gun
Fowler had just fired and the other from
the body of the little man.

“They compare,” he said, eventually.

“That means, then, that this gun,
owned by Farmer, killed both the little
man and the pilot,” Fowler said.

“What?” exploded Nighthoff, his
torpor suddenly vanishing. “You mean
to tell me that Honest John killed both
those people? What’s going on here,
anyway?”

“You ought to catch up,” Fowler re-
plied.

Nighthoff drew in as much of his ab-
domen as his sagging muscles would per-
mit. He patted his holster.

“So Honest John done it!” he ex-
claimed. “I always figgered that guy was
tryin’ to control gamin’ here, but I never
thought he’d go that far!”

He started for the door.

“Wait a minute !” Fowler snapped. “We
know his gun did it, but we don’t know
he did.”
 Nighthoff looked down his ample nose.
“That’s enough for me!” he barked. “I'm
gettin’ a warrant for murder. That killin’
took place in Mojave county, my terri-
tory, and I'm goin’ to work Honest John
Farmer over. Nobody’s goin’ to say I
don’t do my duty.”

The telephone rang, hollowly and un-
expectedly, in the silence that followed
Nighthoff’s angry speech. Fowler an-
swered. The voice sounded familiar.
- He passed it to Nighthoff.

“For you,” he said.

Nighthoff’s conversation was one of
oaths and ejaculations, Then he slammed
up the receiver.

“That was Jason Jeffrey,” he said.
“Claims they’re usin’ phony dice and a
wired wheel out at the Silver Dollar, an-
other county spot!” He glared at Hargis.
“Why do things always have to happen
to me?”

LARRY KENDAL

“Doesn’t Honest John Farmer own the
Silver Dollar?” Fowler asked.

b
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Nighthoff slapped his heavy thigh.

“That cinches it!” he exclaimed.
er runs it, all right. First he cleans out
the Alamo Club. Somethin’ goes wrong

“Farm-

and he plugs the little guy because may- '

be the little guy knows something. Then
he plugs the pilot. Now he’s started
cheatin’ at his clubs. It’s open and shut,

I tell you! Motive right down the line!”

“How much did Jason Jeffrey lose?”

Fowler asked.
“Fifty

'!!

grand !

>

“Where’d he get that kind of money? '
I thought he was just secretary to James

Moffitt.”

“You don’t know Jefirey.
heeled, and he’s got power.
secretary to Senator McClain.

That baby’s
Used to be

Jefirey handled all the senator’s affairs,
cashed in on the side, probably.”
Fowler weighed this information.
now?” |
“I’'m goin’ to clean out the Silver Dol-
lar. Pinch ’em all for illegal gamblin’.
Violatin’ their license. Then I'll break

down Honest John and wipe up this"’
“Con-"

5

mess.” He paused, eyed Fowler.
fidential,” he said, “Jeffrey’s raisin’ Ned.

Claims that once dishonest gamblin’’

Took a -
confidential trip to Europe with McClain
in Nineteen-forty-four, request of the
President himself. Papers were full of it. '

i‘So ’

{
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starts th’ word’ll go all over th’ country
and Las Verdes’ll fold up as a result.”

HE telephone rang again. Fowler
answered.
“Sounds like Grand Hotel,” Kendal
said.
Nighthoff went out the door. Fowler

- turned to Hargis. “Now it’s your turn,”
he told him.

“More grief!” Hargis exclaimed, as he
took the instrument. He grumbled his
name. Then he slammed the phone down
on its cradle. “Jumpin’ Jehoshaphat!”
he exclaimed. “They’ve knocked over the
Gold Mine! Same system they used on
the Alamo Club. Come in with wads of
money big enough to choke elephants and
shot th’ works. Honest John—"

“That’s Honest John Farmer’s club too,
isn’t it?” Fowler asked quietly.

“That s right. He’s had it—say!” Har-
gis’ eyes grew bright with a thought. “He
wouldn’t clean out his own club, would
hepl’

“TI wouldn’t know,” Fowler said.

The lines came back into Hargis’ face.

“Then again, with th’ heat on him, he
might take his own club just to throw
suspicion off himself.” He looked from
Fowler to Kendal. “Any way you look
at it,” he said finally, “it’s confusin’.”

Fowler turned to Kendal. “You’d bet-
ter go out and have a talk with Jason
Jeffrey,”the said. “Maybe he can sort of
clear things up a bit.”

“Okay, Dan.”

Kendal went out.

CHAPTER VII
Lady on the Lake

SOUND which Sally
Vane thought was what
awakened her to con-
sciousness was the er-
ratic beat of the wheez-
ing old engine. She lay
quietly, trying to get
enough ache out of her
head to remember what
had happened. Soon it
all became clear to her,
together with her pres-
Her head was uncomfort-
ably near the engine. She was about six
feet back from the wheel. The man who
was taking her to her watery end was
standing with his back to her.

\

ent position.

Suddenly, as if subconsciously realiz-
ing she had regained her senses, he looked
around and down at her. She closed her
eyes for quite a time to feign unconscious-
ness. She finally peered from between
her heavy eyelashes, just opening her
lids to slits, and saw that he had turned
forward again to keep the small launch
on its course.

Sally realized that never, in her entire
career, had death been so near at hand.
She tried to lift her legs. They moved
inches and then the wires. which held the
building blocks cut cruelly into her an-
kles. Womanlike, she shuddered at the
thought of what they might be doing to
her precious nylons, which Dan had given
her for her birthday.

She made a grimace, beneath the chok-
ing gag, as she saw, at this point, just
how unimportant nylons really were.

She tried moving her ankles again.
They were not only wired, but roped to-
gether. She attempted to move her
wrists, squirming into a half-sitting posi-
tion. She found that they were securely
tied. She scrunched down just in time as
the helmsman turned back again. She
used the same system—slitting her eye-
lids—to determine when his attention
went back to the course. No chance of
getting her hands free.

She felt an uncomfortable prodding in
the small of her back, shifted slightly.
Underneath her lay some kind of a heavy
wrench. A lot of good that did her. She
couldn’t get her hands on the handle
and, if she did, it would avail her nothing.
Wrenches didn’t untie ropes and you
couldn’t hit anyone over the head with
your hands tied behind your back.

Again the helmsman eyed her.
played ’possum.

While her lids were closed, her mind
was working. That roughly operating
engine, with its ponderous flywheel, was
driving needles into her aching brain.
She turned, looked at it, inches away from
her back, smooth on top, but with starter

She

teeth on the side.
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