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My Gun is Q

When you sit at home comfortably
folded up in a chair beside a fire, have
you ever thought what goes on
outside there? Probably not. You pick
up a book and read about things and
stuff, getting a vicarious kick from
people and events that never
happened.

You're doing it now, getting
ready to fill in a normal life with the
details of someone else's experiences.

all right. Life through a keyhole.
But day after day goes by, and
nothing like that ever happens to
you, so you think that it’s all in books
and not in reality at all and that’s
that. Still good reading, though.
Tomorrow night you'll find another
book, forgetting what was in‘u;eca&,
and live some moreJ'
imaginatich&!t?emember this:
tget!rg things happening out there.

Fun, isn't it? You read about life on , @ ® .They go on every day and night,

the outside, thinking of gqymwge
you'd like it to }yxmaﬂo you, or at
least how yoifd like to watch it. Even
&1 Bid Romans did it, spiced their
life with action when they sat in the
Colosseum and watched wild animals
rip a bunch of humans apart,
revelling in the sight of blood and
terror. They screamed for joy and
slapped each other on the back when
murderous claws tore into the live
flesh of slaves, and cheered when the
kill was, made. Oh, it's great to watch,

making Roman holidays look like
school picnics. They go on right
under your very nose and you never
know about them. Oh, yes, you can
find them all right. All you have to do
is look for them. But | wouldn't if |
were you, because you won't like
what you'll find. Then, again, I'm not
you, and looking for these things is
my job. They aren't nice things to see
because they show people up for
what they are.

My Gun Is Quick is Mickey Spillane’s second novel featuring private
investigator Mike Hammer. The story starts with Hammer meeting a red-
headed prostitute in a diner. The next day she is found dead, the victim

of an apparent hit-and-run accident.




My Gun is Quick

When you sit at home comfortably
folded up in a chair beside a fire, have
you ever thought what goes on
outside there? Probably not. You pick
up a book and read about things and
stuff, getting a vicarious kick from
people and events that never
happened.

You're doing it now, getting
ready to fill in a normal life with the
details of someone else's experiences.
Fun, isn't it? You read about life on
the outside, thinking of how maybe
you'd like it to happen to you, or at
least how you'd like to watch it. Even
the old Romans did it, spiced their
life with action when they sat in the
Colosseum and watched wild animals
rip a bunch of humans apart,
revelling in the sight of blood and
terror. They screamed for joy and
slapped each other on the back when
murderous claws tore into the live
flesh of slaves, and cheered when the
kill was, made. Oh, it's great to watch,

all right. Life through a keyhole.

But day after day goes by, and
nothing like that ever happens to
you, $0 you think that it's all in books
and not in reality at all and that's
that. Still good reading, though.
Tomorrow night you'll find another
book, forgetting what was in the last,
and live some more in your
imagination. But remember this:
there are things happening out there,
They go on every day and night,
making Roman holidays look like
school picnics, They go on right
under your very nose and you never
know about them, Oh, yes, you can
find them all right. All you have to do
is look for them. But | wouldn't if I
were you, because you won't like
what you'll find. Then, again, I'm not
you, and looking for these things is
my job. They aren't nice things to see
because they show people up for
what they are.

My Gun Is Quick is Mickey Spillane's second novel featuring private
investigator Mike Hammer. The story starts with Hammer meeting a red-
headed prostitute in a diner. The next day she is found dead, the victim

of an apparent hit-and-run accident.




Kiss Me, Deadly is Mickey Spillane”s sixth novel
featuring private investigator Mike Hammer. True to
the tradition of Mickey Spillane novels, Kiss Me,
Decadly cnds in truc Mikc Hammer fashion.

Kiss
Me®

Al T saw was the dame standing there in the gla“e of the
headlights, waving her arms like a huge peppet and the
cursce | spit out filled the carand my own cars, |
wranched the whed over, felt the rear end 5tart to slide,
brought it out with a splash of power and a.most ran up
the sice of the 0li'f a8 the car fishrall2d The brakes hit in,
gouging a furrow in the shoulder, then jumped to the
pavement and held.

Samehow I had managed a sweeping curve asound
the bade. For a tew seconds she had beer living cn sto.en
time becavse instezad of getting out of the way she had
tried ta stay [r the beam of the head'ights [ sat there.
and lct mysclf sheke. The butt that had falien out of my
mecuth had bumed a hole in the leg cf my sants and [
tlipped it cut the window. The stink 0! burnec rubber
and brake ‘ining Fung in the air o smoke and 1 was
thinking of every dama thing | ever wanted to say toa
harcbrained womarn so | could have it ready when [ got
my hands on her.




Kiss Me, Deadly is Mickey Spillane”s sixth novel
featuring private investigator Mike Hammer. True to
the tradition of Mickey Spillane novels, Kiss Me,
Deadly ends in true Mike Hammer fashion.

ANl T saw was the dame standing there in the glase of the
headlights, waving her arms like a huge puppet and the
curse [ spit out filled the carand my own cars, |
wreanched the whed over, felt the rear end start to slide,
brought it out with a splash of power and a.most ran up
the sice of the Cliff as the car fishrailed The brakes bir in,
gouging a furrow in the shoulder, then jumped to the
pavement and held.

Somehow I had managed a sweeping curve around
the babe. kor a few seconds she had beer living on sto.en
time because instezad of getting out of the way she had
tried to stay In the beam of the headlights [ sat there.
&nd let myself sheke, The butt that had falien out of my
meuth had bumed a hole in the leg of my pants and [
flipped it out the window. The stink of burnec rabber
and brake 'ining bung in the air liae smoke and 1 was
thinking of every dama thing | ever wanted to sayto a
harcbrained woman so I could have it ready when I got
my hands on her.




One Lonely Night

Mickey Spillane’s fourth novel featuring private
investigator Mike Hammer.

Nobody ever waked across the bridge,
not on a night like ths The rain was
misty encugh to be almest fog-lke a
cold gray curtain that sepa-ated me from
the pale ovais of white that were faces
locked behind the steamed-up windows
of the cars that hissed by, Even the
briliance that was Manhattan by night
was reduced to a few sleepy, yelow lights
off in the distance,

Some place over there I had left my
car and started walking, burying my head
in the collar of my raircoat, with the
night pulled in zround me like a blanket. |
waked and | smoked and | flipped the
spert butts ahzad of me end watched
them arch to the pavement and fizzle out
with onz last wink, If there was life
behind the windows of the buildings on

either side of me, 1 didn't notice (t. The
sreer was mine all mine. They gave it to
me glacly and wondered why [ wanted it
so nice and all alone.

There were others like me, shasing
the dak and the solitude, but they
huccled in the recessions of the
doorways not wanting tn share the wet
and the cold. | could feel their eyes follow
me briefly before they turned :nward to
their thoughts again,

30 1 followed the hard concrete
foorpaths of the city through the
towering canyons of the suildings and
never noticed when the sheer ciffs of
brick and masonry diminished and
disappeared aliogether, and the footpath
Jed inte a2 ramp then on to the spidery
steel skeleton that was the bridge linking

WO sLates,

| climhedd to the Fump in the
middle and stood there leaning on the
kandrail with a dutt in my fingers,
wetching the red and green lights of the
baais in the river below, They winked at
me anc cadled in low, threaty notes
betore disappearing into the right.

Like eyes and faces And voices

| buried my face in my hands until
cverything straightened itself out again,
wondering what the judge would say if he
could see me jow. Maybe hed laugh
because | was supposed to be o camn
tough, and here [ was with hands that
wouldn't stand still and an empry feeling
inside my chesi, He was cnly a littde
judge.




Nobody ever walked across the bridge,
not on a night like this The rain wzs
misty enough to be almest fog-lke a
cold gray curtain that separsted me from
the pale ovals of white that were faces
ocked behind the steamed-up windows
of the cars that hissed by, Even the
arilliance that was Manhattan by right
was reduced to a few sleepy, yellow lights
offin the distance.

Some place over there I had left my
car and started walking, burving my head
in the callar of my raincoat, with the
night pualled in around me ke a blanket. |
walked and | smoked and | flipped the
spent butts ahead of me and watched
them arch to the pavement and fizzle out
with one last wing If there was life
behind the windows of the huildings on

either slde of me, I cldn't nodce It The
streer was mine, all mine. They gave it to
me gladly and wondered why I wanted it
sc nice and all alone,

Taere were others like me, sharing
the dark &nd the soltude, but they
huddlec in the recessions of the
doorways not wanting to share the wet
anc the cold. I could feel their eves folow
me briefly before they turned inward to
their thoughts again.,

30 | followed the hard concrete
footpaths of the city through the
towering ceryons of the buildings and
never rcticed when the sheer cliffs of
brick and masonry diminished and
disappeared altogether, anc the footpath
Ied ine &8 ramp then on to the spidery
sreel skeleron thar was the bridge linking

Mickey Spillane's fourth novel featuring private
investigator Mike Hammer.

two states,

| climbed to the hump in the
middle and stood there leaning on the
hand-zil with a butt in my fingers,
watching the red and green lights of the
boats In the river bdow. They winked ar
me and called in low, throaty notes
kefore disappearing into the night.

Like eyes and faces. And voices.

| buriec my face in my hands until
everything strzightened itself out again,
wondering what the judge woulc say i he
coud see me now. Mgybe he'd laugh
because | was supposed to be so damn
tough, anc here | wzs with harnds tha:
wouldnt stand still and en emoty feeling
inside my chest, He was only a little

judge.
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[role="banner"] { grid-area: banner; }
title { grid-area: title; }

main { grid-area: main; }

aside { grid-area: aside; }

fig-1{ grid-area: fig-1; }

fig-2 { grid-area: fig-2; }
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o aside . fig-2 fig-2"
"title  title banner banner banner"

"fig-1 main banner banner banner"; }



Kiss Me, Deadly is Mickey Spillane”s sixth novel
featuring private investigator Mike Hammer. True to
the tradition of Mickey Spillane novels, Kiss Me,
Deadly ends in true Mike Hammer fashion.

All | saw was the dame standing thare in the glare of the
hezdlights, waving her zrms like 2 huge puppet and thee
curse I spit out filled the car and my own cars, |
wrenched the wheel over, feit the resr end start tc slide,
brought it out with a spiash of power and almost ran up
the side of the ciff as the car fishtailed. The brakes bit in,
gouging a furrow in the shoulder, ther jumped m the
pevement and held

Somehow | hac maraged a sweeping curve around
the babe. For a few seconds she had been living on stolen
time beczuse instaad of getting out of the way she had
tried 1o g3y in the beam of the headlights. [ sar there.
and let myseif shake. The bust that had fallen out of my
mouth hac burned 3 hole in the leg of my pants and |
flipped it out the window, The stink of burned rubber
and brake lining hurg in the air like smoke and I was
thinking of avery damn thing | ever wented 10 say 10 a
herchrained weman so | could have it ready when [ got
my hands on her,
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Kiss Me, Deadly is
Mickey Spillane”s sixth

novel featuring private
Kiss Me, Deadly is Mickey Spillane”s sixth novel investigator Mike
featuring private investigator Mike Hammer. True to Hammer. True to the
o the tradition of Mickey Spillane novels, Kiss Me, tradition of Mickey
g . Deadly ends in true Mike Hammer fashion. Spillane novels, Kiss

Me, Deadly ends in true
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Deadl

All I saw was the dame
standing there in the glare
of the headlights, waving
her arms like a huge
puppet and the curse I spit
out filled the car and my
own ears. | wrenched the
wheel over, felt the rear
end start to slide, brought
it out with a splash of
power and almost ran up
the side of the cliff as the
car fishtailed. The brakes
bit in, gouging a furrow in

All I saw was the dame standing there in the glare of the
headlights, waving her arms like a huge puppet and the
curse | spit out filled the car and my own ears. I wrenched

the wheel over, felt the rear end start to slide, brought it the shoulder, then jumped
out with a splash of power and almost ran up the side of to the pavement and held.
the cliff as the car fishtailed. The brakes bit in, gouging a Somehow I had

furrow in the shoulder, then jumped to the pavement and managed a sweeping curve

around the babe. For a few
seconds she had been
living on stolen time
because instead of getting
out of the way she had
tried to stay in the beam of
the headlights.
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