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They say that New York is the city that never sleeps, the city where the lights never go out. But only thirty miles north of Times Square, the night could not have been darker. The roads were deserted and the Hudson River Valley and the hills and farms of Westchester County lay still and silent under the stars.

Only in the village of Hemlock Hill, there was a beacon of light in the darkness of the valley. For in spite of the early hour, the warehouse of the Daisy Chain Dairy Company was already bustling with activity. Workers in coveralls were stacking crates of milk bottles onto the cargo platforms of the company’s fleet of delivery trucks, while the drivers in their crisp white uniforms enjoyed an early morning smoke, before embarking on their routes.

“So, what’s the word on Joe?” Buck O’Leary, a burly driver with washed out red hair and a beard of the same colour, asked. “Any news?”

His colleague Hank Kaminsky, a tall and thin man whose ears stuck out under his cap like twin jug handles, shook his head. “Still hanging on and still unconscious.”

Buck nodded knowingly. “Gut shots are nasty. Saw many a man die of that during the war.”

Privately, Hank thought that this comment was not helpful at all. Aloud he said, “Stella hasn’t moved from his side, since Joe was taken to hospital. She’s always there, day and night.”

Buck tugged on his bow tie, which was always too tight for his neck. “What about the kids?” he wanted to know. “Who’s taking care of them?”

“The kids are with their nonna, while Stella’s in the hospital with Joe.”

Hank sucked on his cigarette.

“Robberies are one thing,” he said, “Sure, stealing milk is wrong, but this is the Depression and lots of folks are hungry and desperate. But shooting an unarmed man in the stomach…” Hank shook his head. “…that’s just evil. Pure evil.”

Buck nodded in agreement. “First, Paul got robbed, then Johnny and finally Lenny. And now Joe got shot. I’m telling you, Hank, anyone of us could be next. You, me, anyone…”

“I know,” Hank said, “And that’s why I brought along this.”

He opened the driver’s side door of his truck, reached inside and produced a wooden baseball bat.

“Anybody tries to rob my truck…” Hank slapped the bat into the his palm. “…he gets a load of this.”

Buck nodded approvingly. “That should make ‘em think twice about robbing you.” His reddish face grew serious. “But like good old Ben Franklin said, an ounce of prevention is worth a pound of cure.”

Hank snorted. “Now you’re just showing off.”

“But Ben Franklin was right. Remember, they got Paul with a tree trunk across the road. They got Johnny with a herd of cows blocking the way and they got Lenny with a body on the road. So don’t stop for nothing.”

“Wasn’t planning to,” Hank said and stubbed out his cigarette.

[image: pinstripe]

With all the activity going on in the yard of the Daisy Chain Dairy Company, no one paid any attention to the dark figure that crept into the yard through a gate left ajar after the first of the dairy trucks had left.

Keeping to the shadows, the dark figure moved from truck to truck. It was a man, dressed entirely in black from the tips of his shoes via his long coat to the fedora he wore pulled deep into his face, a face that was covered by a mask of polished steel.

Had any of the workers or the truck drivers bustling about in the yard chanced to spot the man in black, they might have recognised him as the Silencer, scourge of crime, protector of the innocent, defender of the downtrodden and hero of a popular pulp magazine.

However, everybody in the yard was occupied with concerns of their own and so no one noticed that the Silencer opened the rear door of one of the delivery trucks and slipped inside.
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