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YOUR NAME ENGRAVED

LOOK AT 
THESE FEATURES

*  PERFECT WRITING 
INSTRUMENT TO MEET 
TOUR EVERY WRITING NEED

There’s never been a merchandise bargain to compare with the 
“Triple Header”  matching 3-piece Pen and Pencil set we here 
offer you, You can shop every store and bargain counter from 
coast to coast. We guarantee that you won’t find the equal of 
this set anywhere for the sensationally low price of only $2.98 
with YOUR NAME engraved on all three pieces. Why? Because 
this new, all-purpose Writing Trio offer is exclusive with us, 
made possible only because of our tremendous purchasing 
power and large volume direct-to-you method of distribution. 
Understand—you don’t get just a fountain pen; or just a ball 
point pen, or just a mechanical pencil—even though the $2.98

USE THIS SET FOR 10 DAYS ON OUR MONEY BACK OFFER!
You'll marvel at the many writing advantages this new Writing 
Trio gives you. The Fountain Pen is ideal for all your personal 
correspondence, signing checks, bookkeeping, etc. The Ball Point 
Pen, which rolls the ink on dry and writes up to a year without 
refilling, is perfect where extra carbon copies are needed or for 
addressing packages, marking fabrics, signing duplicate receipts, 
etc. The Mechanical Pencil uses standard length leads which 
are propelled, repelled and expelled by a turn of the barrel. 
Pencil point is designed so lead is held in su«-e firm grip. There’s 
no play, no wobble. But why not find out for yourself how good 
this “Triple Header”  set really is; how much extra writing 
pleasure and convenience it will mean to you. Rush your order 
today on the handy coupon with the understanding that if you 
don’t agree you’ve received America’s outstanding 3-piece match
ing pen and pencil set value, you can return the set within 10 
days for full refund.

ALL THREE FOR ONLY
You cot this m itchinc sot 
complete with your NAME 
smartly ENGRAVED and 
in an attractive GIFT BOX 
at pictured above.

price of this offer is less than you might ordinarily expect to 
pay for a good pen alone. Here, now, you get ALL THREE in a 
handsome matching set with gold effect band and clip, each 
piece beautifully engraved with your own name, and delivered to 
you in a most attractive velour*like Gift Box, all for the ONE 
LOW PRICE of only $2.98. Here, in fact, is the kind of set 
you’ve always wanted, now priced so low you can’t afford to be 
without it.

Over 2 Million Satisfied Illinois Merchandise Mart Customers

MAIL S1.00 DEPOSIT WITH THIS ORDER COUPON!
IL L IN O IS  M E R C H A N D I S E  M A R T ,  Dept. 3 6 2 4  
1227 Loyo la  Avenue, C h ica go  26, Illino is

Enclosed ii $1.00. Rush me the new •'Triple H eader" W r lt ln i Trio with

□ my name engraved aa Indicated below for the C.O.D. balance of anty 
$ i .96 plus few cents postage charges on your 10 day money back tuaraatoo 
offer.

ENGRAVE THIS NAME ON MY SET'
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you’re that man, here’s something that will 
interest you.

N ot a magic formula— not a get-rich-quick 
Scheme— butsomethingmoresubstantial,more practical.

O f course, you need something more than just the 
desire to be an accountant. You’ve got to pay die price 
•—•be willing to study earnestly, thoroughly.

Still, wouldn’t it be worth your while to sacrifice some 
o f  your leisure in favor o f  interesting home study— over 
a_comparatively brief period in your life? Always pro
vided that the rewards were good— a salary o f  $3,000 
to  $10,000?

An accountant’s duties are interesting, varied and o f  
real worth to his employers. He has standing!

D o you feel that such things aren’t for you? Well, 
don’t be too sure. Very possibly they can be!

Why not, like so many before you,_ investigate 
LaSalle’s modern Problem Method o f  training for an 
accountancy position?

Just suppose you were permitted to work in a large 
accounting house under the personal supervision o f  an 
expert accountant. Suppose, with his aid, you studied 
accounting principles and solved problems day by day 
— easy ones at first—-then the more difficult ones. I f  you 
could do this— and if you could turn to him for advice 
as the problems became complex— soon you’d master 
them all.

_ You cover accountancy from the basic Principles 
right’up through Accountancy Systems and IncomeTax 
Procedure. Then you add C. P. A. Training and pre
pare for the C. P. A . examinations.

As you go along, you absorb the principles o f  Audit- 
sng, Cost Accounting, Business Law, Statistical Con
trol, Organization, Management and Finance.

Your progress is as speedy as you care to make it—  
depending on your own eagerness to learn and the time 
you spend in study.

Will recognition come ? The only answer, as you know, 
is that success docs come to the man who is really 
trained. It ’s possible your employers will notice your 
improvement in a very few weeks or months. Indeed, 
many LaSalle graduates have paid for their training—  
with increased earnings— before they have completed it! 
For accountants, who are trained in organization and 
management, are the executives o f  the future.

Write For This Free Book
For your own good, don’ t put off investigation o f  all 
the facts. Write for our free 48-page book, “ Accoun
tancy, The Profession That Pays.”  It ’ll prove that 
accountancy offers brilliant futures to those who aren’t 
afraid o f  serious home study. Send us the coupon now.

Over 2 3 0 0  Certified
That’s the training you follow in principle under the 

LaSalle Problem Method.
Public Accountants among 

LaSa lle  alumni

LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY
A CORRESPONDENCE INSTITUTION

417 South Dearborn Street, Dept. 4329-H, Chicago 5, Illinois
I want to be an accountant. Send me, without cost or obligation, the 48-page book, “ Accountancy, 
The Profession That Pays/’  and full information about your accountancy training program.

Address.... ................................................................ ......... ..City........................

Position......................................................................................................... Age..
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Inheritance of Murder
By G. Wayman  Jones

The Black Bat takes the trail of young Richard 
Norton, a scion of wealth whose strange record 
of crime has no logical explanation! Tony Quinn 
and his aides face desperate perils as they try 
to find the answer to a psychological mystery! 13
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I  will 'also sena you 

my lesson, “ Getting Ac
quainted With Receiver Servicing,”  

FREE, to show you how practical it 
is to learn Radio at home in spare time. It 's  a 

valuable Lesson. Study it —  keep it —  use it —  with
out obligation I Tells how “ Superhet”  Circuits work, gives hints 
on Receiver Servicing, Locating Defects, Repair of Loudspeaker, 
LP. Transformer, etc. 31 illustrations. Mail Coupon below!

p7t>as;e illustrated

See For  Yourself Ho w  I Train You
At Home To Be A Radio Technician

Do you want a good-pay job in the 
fast-growing Radio Industry-—or your 
own Radio Shop ? Mail the Coupon for 
a Sample Lesson and my 64-page book, 
“How to Be a Success in Radio—Televi
sion, Electronics/* both FREE. See how 
I  will train you at home—how you get 
practical Radio experience building, 
testing Radio circuits with BIG KITS 
OF PARTS I  send!
Many Beginners Soon Make Extra 
Money in Spare Time While Learning

The day you enroll I start sending 
EXTRA MONEY manuals that show 
how to make EXTRA money fixing 
neighbors* Radios in spare time while 
still learning! It*s probably easier to 
get started now than ever before, be
cause the Radio Repair Business is

booming. Trained Radio Technicians 
also find profitable opportunities in 
Police, Aviation, Marine Radio, Broad
casting, Radio Manufacturing, Public 
Address work. Think of even greater 
opportunities as public demand for 
Television, FM, and Electronic devices 
continues to grow! Send for FREE 
books now!
Find Out What NRI Can Do For You

Mail Coupon for Sample Lesson and 
my FREE 64-page book. Read the de
tails about my Course, letters from 
men I trained; see how quickly, easily 
you can get started. No obligation! 
Just MAIL COUPON NOW in envelope 
or paste on penny postal. J. E. Smith, 
President, Dept. 8D09, National Radio 
Institute, Pioneer Home Study Radio 
School, Washington 9, D. C.

N S
ITon can get this training right in your own home under G. I. 

Bill. Mail Coupon.

fiuild Radio Circuits like These With Kits! Send G o o d  f o r  B o t h  F R E E
MR. J. E. SMITH. President, Dept. 8D09 
National Radio Institute, Washington 9, D. C.
Mail me FREE, your sample lesson and 64-page booh. (No sales
man will call. Please write plainly.!

City __________ .Zone----- State------------



OFF THE RECORD
•

A  DEPARTM ENT W HERE READERS 
A N D  THE EDITOR MEET

A LL through the ages, in folklore and 
fiction, courageous men have under
taken the battle against crime and 

injustice. In our own day and country, it is 
the Black Bat who has taken up the cause of 
many noble forerunners—continuing the un
ceasing war against crime and the despicable 
tyranny, greed and viciousness of criminals!

And now the Black Bat meets another man 
who has dedicated his life and fortune to the 
war against crime!

It all happens in the thrilling new Black 
Bat novel, THE MURDER MAKER, by G. 
Wayman Jones—the most gripping adventure 
that has ever come the way of Tony Quinn, 
the famous “blind” Special District Attorney. 
Soon the web of peril traps Tony’s loyal 
helpers, too—beautiful, devoted Carol Bald
win, powerful Butch O’Leary and clever, 
cunning Silk.

The story begins when a wealthy old man 
calls on Tony Quinn at his office and intro
duces himself as William Gallaway.

A  Million in Rewards

Gallaway said, “ It’s really amazing, Mr. 
Quinn, to realize that a man without sight 
can do as much as you have in the fight 
against crime. Astonishing is a better word, 
I think.”

Quinn laughed softly. “ What I have done, 
Mr. Gallaway, is little enough compared to 
your efforts. You not only fight crime, but 
your name is closely associated with every 
cause that is good and decent.”

Tony Quinn had immediately recognized 
William Gallaway as a man who, for the 
preceding six or eight months, had been 
doing a very unusual thing. Gallaway, dur
ing that time, had been offering large re
wards to anyone who captured an infamous 
criminal. He’d spurred every private detec
tive and criminologist to exert his utmost 
efforts. He’d made every plain cop on a 
beat wish that he had four eyes and ears. 
He had, briefly, given the art of crime de

tection a shot in the arm, the like of which it 
had never before received.

He had donated the incredible sum of a 
million dollars in reward money to help 
stamp out crime!

“I suppose you wonder why I came to see 
you and insisted upon absolute privacy,” 
Gallaway said now. “The fact is, Mr. Quinn, 
I think I am going to be murdered.”

Quinn’s eyebrows shot upward. “Mur
dered? Do you mean the underworld has 
put a price on your head for this action 
you’ve taken against them?”

“No,”  Gallaway answered sadly. “I wish it 
were as simple as that. If it were, I'd know 
how to protect myself. In this case, however, 
the menace comes from a much closer 
source.”

The Name of the Killer

He took a large envelope out of his pocket 
and placed it before Tony Quinn. Three 
large seals closed the envelope securely.

“In this envelope,” Gallaway said, “ is the 
name of the man who wants to murder me. I 
want you to keep the envelope, and promise 
to open it only if I am found slain.”

Naturally, Tony Quinn wanted to know 
the name of the would-be killer immediate
ly, but old William Gallaway wouldn’t talk, 
however hard Tony Quinn pressed him. 
Finally, with reluctance, Quinn accepted the 
envelope and agreed to the wealthy man’s 
terms.

But he was still far from satisfied.
“He won’t talk to me,” Tony Quinn told 

his faithful helper, Silk, after the man had 
left, “because I am a district attorney, and 
he’s afraid if I knew who was threatening 
him I’d go ahead anyway and arrest that 
person.”

Tony Quinn worried about the problem 
more and more. By late afternoon he had 
come to a decision. Gallaway might never 
talk to him as Tony Quinn. But he might 
talk to him as the Black Bat. Therefore.

(Continued on page 8)



FUN TO IEARH
•Tour lessons are 
everything: you said 
th e y  w o u ld  b e .  Never before have I 
seen such an easy 
way to learn music. 
It’ s easy, encourag
ing and fun. I thank 
you with all my 
heart for introduc
ing me to your 
wonderful course.*’  

*G. M., 
Berlin, N. H.

INVITED TO PARTIES
*‘I enjoyed taking this course and 
| lo t .o f  pTef
have many invitations to play at 
parties. I owe you much for teak-F„, 8 .  N.T.

WHEN THEY

Tbis easy as
TAKES THIRD COURSE

••The piano course is  the third course with your 
school. Over 20 years ago 1 took saxophone and 
clarinet, sine© then I’ve played a lot of 
dance jobs.'*

* E , A ., 
ta k e  View . Iowa

Thousands Have Learned to Play Quickly, Easily At Home
W HAT instrument would you like to play? W e'll show you 

how you can learn to play it—quickly, easily. In spare 
time at home for only a FEW CENTS A  DAY! Never mind 

If you don't know one note o f music from another—don't worry
about “ special talent."

The truth of the matter is that thousands now play who never 
thought they could! Yes, men and women everywhere are enjoying 
the thrilling satisfaction of playing the piano, violin, guitar, saxo
phone or other favorite instrument. Some of them are playing In 
orchestras and over the radio; others are teaching music, making

money in spare or full time. And thousands are playing for their 
own enjoyment and the entertainment o f  their friends.

It ail came about when they wrote to  the U. S. School o f  Music 
for the Free Booklet that shows you how EASY it  is to le#m music 
at home this modem way. No tedious scales, no tiresome exercises. 
You learn to play by playing—start right in almost at once with 
the melody of a simple tune! It takes only a  few minutes a day 
and the cost is trifling; you save the expense o f a private teacher. 
Mail the coupon and get the FBEE PROOF! Instruments supplied 
when needed, cash or credit. (Our fiftieth year.) U, S. School of 
Music, 2944 Brunswick Bldg., New York 10, N. X.

NOTICE
•

Please don’t confnse 
our method with any 
systems claiming to 
teach "without music”  
or "by ear” . We teach 
you easily and quickly 
to play real music, any 
music, by standard 
notes . . . not by any 
trick or number system.

SEND TODAY
FOR COMPLETE DETAILS
• You’ll open your eyes when you 
find how quickly and easily you can 
learn to play your favorite instru
ment. Don’t doubt; don’t hesitate. 
Send for the fascinating illustrated 
iooklet that answers all your ques
tions ; let the free Print and Picture 
Sample show you how this method 
actually works. I f  interested, mail the 
coupon NOW.

•Actual pupils' names cm request. Pie. 
turet h  professional models

FREE! P r i n t  a n d  P i c t u r e  S a m p !

U. $ . SCHOOL OF MUSIC
2944 Brunswick Bldg., New York 10, N. Y.
I  am interested in music study, particularly In the 
instrument checked below. Please send me your free 
illustrated booklet, “ How to Learn Music at Home.’ ’ 
Piano Saxophone Modern Elementary
Guitar Trumpet, Cornet
Hawaiian Guitar Reed Organ 
Violin Tenor Banjo
Piano Accordion Mandolin

a

Harmony 
Clarinet 
Practical ginger 

Control
Other Instrument

Have you Instrument?.

C i t y ....................................... .. ...........................S t a t e ........................
NOTE: l«you are under 1 8  years parent must sign Coupon. 

L . , , , ,  Save 2 o -S tic k  coupon on penny postcard.



NOW ..Scientific Tests* give

PROOF
no other leading brand of blades gives you

• Better Steel
• Sharper Edges
• Better Shaves
• Lower Prices

© B e rk e le y  Indu itr ie* , Inc. Jersey C ity  2, N. J.

fiCTEYE-GLASSES by MAIL nw
16-DAY TRIAL Offer
m m m m  NEWEST STYLES ^
Send for FREE Scientific Sight Test Chart and Catalog. Write today.

U.S.E¥E-GLASSES CO.KP M m & f!K V £

L A W •  •  •
STUDY AT HOME SSH^ffSSSS^ttSsa
and publi c life. G reate r opportuni ties now than ever before.i public lifr. Greater opportuni ti

■! •[•! .. B, i;,.-. U nvA Hlnnmi wo SU1UB 700
w W B  h d i i i i j .  m o r e  r r e s u p K  m o r e  m u in jy  step  b y  s tep . Y ou  
a t  train  * t  hom e d a r fo a  spare tim e. D e g ree  o f  L L .B . W e  furn ish  all 
text m ateria l, ineladin* 14 -volom e l o w  L ibrary . L o w  c o s t , easy 
te rm s. G e t  our valuable 48 -p a go  “ L a w  T rain ing  f o r  L e a d e rs h ip "
and "E v id e n c e ’ ’  book s  FREE, Send N O W .
LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY,4 1 7  South Dearborn Street 
A Correspondence Institution Dept, 4329*1. Chicago 5 , IU.

OFF THE RECORD
(Continued from page 6)

with a word to Silk to contact Butch and 
Carol and have them stand by, Quinn pre
pared to visit the elderly millionaire in the 
full regalia of—the Black Bat!

With his kit of the finest burglar tools, the 
Black Bat quickly gained entrance to Galla- 
way’s home through the kitchen door. When 
he heard a groan, he stepped into the li
brary, his gun level and ready for action.

William Gallaway sat behind a desk. His 
shirt front was a mess of fresh blood. He 
wasn’t dead yet, but he’d been shot twice in 
the chest.

The Black Bat hurried to his side, and 
Gallaway recognized him as the famous 
masked crusader against crime, but still he 
would not name the man who had shot him.

“No . . . no,” he gasped. “I won’t talk. 
Not to a man who hides . . . behind . . . a . . . 
hood.”

The Man in Brown

The Black Bat had no alternative. Galla
way might be dead in a matter of seconds. 
Stripping off his hood, he revealed himself 
as Tony Quinn, and asked whether the man 
Gallaway had named in his envelope was, in 
truth, the killer.

The dying Gallaway nodded. “Yes. He 
killed me. He didn’t fire the shots, but he 
was . . . here. It’s my nephew, Peter Cheney. 
He seems so . . .  so good and decent, but he’s 
a murderer. He wants my . . . money— 
before I give it all away. Man who shot 
me . . . was a stranger. Dressed in brown. 
All in brown. A nd him. . . .”

A  moment later, William Gallaway was 
dead.

Thus begins the most dramatic hunt in all 
Tony Quinn’s experience. To find the Man 
in Brown. . •. . But who was the Man in 
Brown?

When you know against whom you’re 
battling it’s not too bad. But when you 
don’t know who your enemy is, when you 
don’t know whom you can trust, the menace 
to your life and limb is increased a hundred
fold. Tony Quinn was to know, in the days 
to come, the true meaning of this terror that 
had no name, of this ruthless killer known 
only as—the Man in Brown.
' (Continued on page 10) .
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T h e r e  is a definite I.C.S. type. The records of 
130,000 current students. . .  more than 5 million 
students since 1891 . . . supply the outlines. 
Here’s how the typical enrollee shapes up at 
the time of beginning his studies:

He is an adult. In good times or bad times, he 
is an employed man. Circumstances have pre
vented his attending a college hut he is ambi
tious, intelligent, determined to acquire the 
specialized training that will help him in his 
present job and prepare him for a better one.

Does the description fit you? Then you’ll be 
interested in what I.C.S. helps these students 
to achieve. In a single 30-day period we have 
received as many as 635 student letters report
ing advancement in salary and position. In a 
period of 120 days we have received 1,920 
such reports.

Graduates include the presidents, board 
chairmen, chief engineers or chief chemists of 
some of the largest steel, airplane, chemical, 
railroad and electrical equipment companies 
in the country. Thousands of others have reg
istered substantial successes in their chosen 
fields. Here’s the kind of coupon they signed 
and mailed.

are you the

I. C. S
l

type of man?
coeecCfiCooeec0
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I N T E R N A T I O N A L  C O R R E S P O N D E N C E  S C H O O L S
BOX 3967-L, SCRANTON 9, PENNA.

Without cost or obligation, please send me fail particulars about the course BEFORE which I have marked X: 
Air Conditioning and □  Structural Engineering
Plumbing Course* □  Surveying and Mapping

D  Air Conditioning Communications Courses
□  Heating O  Plumbing n  Electronics
D  Refrigeration □  Steam Fitting □  Practical Telephony

Chemistry Courses □  Radio, General
T3 Chemical Engineering □  Radio Operating
D  Chemistry, Analytics I D  Radio Servicing
D  Chemistry, Industrie I □  Telegraph Engineering
O  Chemistry, Mfg. Iron & Steel Electrical Courses
EhPetroleum Refining Q  Plastics O  Electrical Drafting
iD  Pulp and Paper Making □  Electrical Engineering

Civil Engineering, Archltec- O  Electric Light and Power 
tural and Mining Courses □  Lighting Technician
■ * * “ * '  D  Practical Electrician

Intarnal Combustion 
Engines Courses 

D  Auto Technician 
□  Diesel-Electric

ID Architecture 
D  Architectural Drafting 
d  Bridge and Building Foreman 
O  Building Estimating 
D  Civil Engineering 
D  Coal Mining 
O  Contracting and Building 
D  Highway Enginearing 
O  Lumber Dealer 
Q  Reading Structural Blueprints 
D  Sanitary Engineering 
O  Structural Drafting

□  Industrial Engineering '
□  Industrial Metallurgy 
D  Machine Shop 
D  Mechanical Drafting
□  Mechanical Engineering 
D  Mold-Loft Work
□  Patternmaking—Wood, Metai
□  Reading Shop Blueprints 
D  Sheet-Metal Drafting 
D  Sheet-Metal Worker
□  Ship Drafting □  Ship Fitting
□  Tool Designing 
O  Toolmaking 
D  Welding—Gas and Electric

Railroad Courses  
D  Air Brake □  Car Inspector
□  Diesel Locomotive 

□  Aviation □  Locomotive Engineer
D Locomotive Fireman

O  Diesel Engines □  Gas Engines □  Railroad Section Foreman
Mechanical Course* Steam Engineering Courses

D  Aeronautical Engineer’s, Jr. □  Boilermaking
D  Aircraft Drafting □  Combustion Engineering
D  flight Engineer □  Engine Running
D  Forging □  Foundry Work □  Marine Engineering
□  Heat Treatment of Metals □  Steam Electric O  Steam Engines

Textile Course#
□  Cotton Manufacturing
□  Rayon Weaving 
O  Textile Designing
D  Woolen Manufacturing 

Business and 
Academic Courses

□  Accounting □  Advertising*
□  Arithmetic Q  Bookkeeping*
□  Business Administration
□  Business Correspondence
□  Certified Public Accounting
□  Commercial
□  Commercial Art
□  Cost Accounting
□  Federal Tax
□  First Year College
□  Foremanship Q  French
□  Good E nglisfi □  High School
D  Higher Mathematics
□  Motor Traffic □  Postal Service
D  Salesmanship Q  Secretarial
□  Sign Lettering
□  Spanish □  Stenography
O  Traffic Management

Nsme_ 

City__

Age_ _Present Position.. _Work!ng Hours_ _P.M.

Special tuition rates to members of the Armed Forces. Special discount to World War II Veterans. 
Canadian residents send coupon to International Correspondence Schools Canadian, Ltd., Montreal, Canada.



T R A IN  for H IG H  E A R N IN G S
IN

^  Men are needed in these mechanical
i^ V  \Xs y  trades. The pay is good. There are 
ft s '  opportunities to grow with the in
dustries and perhaps have own business. Find out 
now  about U. E .I. training that prepares mechan
ically inclined men for these opportunities.

U.E.I."Balanced Trainingr*' feiclndeg preparatory study at 
hom e fo llow ed by  actual practice  in  ou r m odern  sh ops under e x 
perienced instructors. A ll cou rses m eet h igh  
standards gained from  21 years o f  tech n ica l — 
train ing . A vailable to veterans an d  civ il
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OFF THE RECORD
(Continued from page 8)

It was a menace that increased with each 
passing hour until it seemed certain that not 
only Tony Quinn, but Silk and Butch and 
lovely Carol Baldwin could not escape its 
bloody hand!

That’s the kind of excitement and suspense 
you’ll find in THE MURDER MAKER* fea
tured Black Bat novel in the great next issue 
of BLACK BOOK DETECTIVE. It’s a novel 
replete with breathless action and unusual 
dramatic turns, as Tony Quinn faces the 
most crucial crisis in a life already packed 
with thrills!

Please Pass the Poison!

Also in the next issue of BLACK BOOK 
DETECTIVE there will be a special treat for 
you—a clever, sardonic novelet of murder 
and treachery, PLEASE PASS THE POI
SON, by Roger Fuller.

A  lot of people felt like dancing and 
cheering when old Maria Trues dale died, for 
her ten million dollars was going to be di
vided up among a crew of greedy heirs 
who’d been waiting a long time for her to 
breathe her last. Old Maria had been poi
soned—that was plain. But the question was 
—what ever had made her swallow the 
deadly potion? For the poison used against 
her was raw aconite, and if you know your 
lethal drugs you know that aconite is twice 
as hot as a blue gas-flame and about as 
smooth as sawdust. It’s not something you 
can slip in someone’s coffee, or sneak by in a 
dish of vanilla ice cream.

But that’s only one of the mysteries in 
PLEASE PASS THE POISON. It’s a grim, 
gripping story of suspense, if there ever was 
one!

(Continued on page 112)
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Inheritance 
of Murder
A Tony Quinn Novel by G. W A Y M A N  JO N ES

* The Black Bat takes the trail of young Dick 
Norton, a scion of wealth whose strange record of 

lethal crimes has no logical explanation!

CHAPTER I 
Double L ite

T HERE weren’t many o f them left, 
these huge mansions on estates 

measured in acres. Not as close to a 
great city as this, at any rate. The en
trance was imposing, with a great 
wrought-iron gate, a winding path, the

drive and then the massive porch with 
four white pillars.

Within was the same sort of vastness, 
but unlike most places of this kind, 
there was no coldness. The h«use had a 
warm, lived-in look. A life-size oil paint
ing of Paul Norton, whose home this 
once had been, but dead now for six 
years, occupied a prominent spot in the



Quinn and His Aides Face Desperate Peril as They
reception hall. The dining room was pro
vided with a table which could easily 
accommodate twenty. Now four people 
sat there, being served dinner by a maid 
in a crisp black uniform and white 
apron.

Only one end of the table was in use 
and Lila Norton sat at the head of it. She 
was a slender, gray-haired woman in an 
expensive gown. Her features were reg
ular, pleasant to look upon, and there 
was no faded glamour about her. She 
was still a beautiful woman at fifty-five.

At her right was Richard, her son. A 
handsome young man with a tantalizing 
half smile, shoulders like those of a 
discus thrower, tall and athletic-looking. 
He had wavy black hair and dark, rather 
brooding eyes,

The guests were Mr. and Mrs. Ralph 
Blane of the social columns. It was a 
quiet dinner party and a pleasant one. 
Which fact Mr. Blane observed with a 
smile toward Dick Norton.

“Richard,” Blane said, “you’re out of 
college now, and with a very good rec
ord, I must say. Isn’t it time you began 
looking for something? I ’d be willing to 
get you set in the financial world. With 
your father’s reputation to back you, I 
predict you’d go far.”

Dick Norton nodded. “ That’s nice of 
you, Mr. Blane. I may take you up on 
it, too, but not right away. I ’m trying to 
find myself. I need a little more 
time. Mother understands. Don’t you, 
Mother?”

M RS. Norton smiled and laid a hand 
on her son’s arm. “ I have never 

urged you to do anything you didn’t feel 
ready for, Richard. I’m proud o f you. 
It isn’t every boy who graduates from 
college with honors.”

“ Nor happens to be as popular as 
Dick,” Mrs. Blane added. “ Why, Lila, 
you should see how silly the girls be
come over him, and he attaches himself 
to none of them. He shows no favoritism 
and they scramble madly for his atten
tions. Your Richard is a most unusual 
boy.”

Dick grinned. “ I need time to make 
up my mind about women too, Mrs. 
Blane. Slow and easy is my routine. I 
want to know where I ’m going so that 
when I start, I ’ll eet there fast ’’

“He’s exactly like his father,” Mrs. 
Norton said affectionately. “ Now, Rich
ard, you don’t have to stay. I know 
there are things a young man likes to do. 
So off with you. Come home early.” 

Dick pushed back his chair and arose. 
“Thank you, Mother.” He bowed to the 
guests. “Awfully nice having you here, 
Mr. and Mrs. Blane. Remember, I may 
take up your offer, sir.”

“Any time,” Blane said cordially. 
“ Any time at all. I could use a young 
man like you.”  After Dick had gone up
stairs, Blane addressed Mrs. Norton. 
“ Most unusual lad. He’ll be marvelous in 
business. You like him on sight. Every
thing about him is just right. Education, 
appearance, manliness and looks. He’s 
got a way with him, Lila. You should 
be very proud of the lad.”

Lila Norton beamed. “ I am, Ralph. I 
hardly know how I would have gone on 
without him after Paul died. Richard 
never gives me the slightest trouble. He 
returns home early, chooses his freinds 
carefully, doesn’t gamble, and I ’ve never 
smelled liquor on him. As a matter of 
fact I had to urge him to smoke.” She 
laughed. “ I thought my son should have 
at least one bad habit.”

Upstairs, Dick Norton adjusted his 
quiet tie, pulled at the tips o f the hand
kerchief showing in his breast pocket 
and touched his hair with a pair of mili
tary brushes. He put on a topcoat, sur
veyed himself again and smiled broadly. 
There was a remarkable thing about that 
smile. It came only from the lips. None 
o f it was in his eyes; none came from 
within him. The eyes were still dark, and 
mirrored a brooding soul.

Dick went downstairs, kissed his 
mother affectionately, and said good
night to the others. He left the house, 
went around to the back and got out a 
small, low-priced coupe. He drove it 
sedately to the street, turned in the di
rection of the city and let her roll.

After two miles he had an eerie feel
ing that he was being followed, yet there 
were no headlights burning steadily in 
his rear-view mirror. Still the feeling 
persisted to such an extent that he sud
denly pulled over and jammed on his 
brakes. No car went scooting past. He 
muttered something and continued the 
drive to the city.



Strive to Solve a Psychological Murder Mystery!
He drove to the entrance of a large 

and smart hotel and turned the car over 
to the doorman, who knew him. Dick 
walked inside, checked his hat and coat, 
and within two minutes after he en
tered a dining room he had a pretty girl 
in his arms, dancing her around the 
crowded floor. People greeted him on all 
sides, and he responded in a natural and 
friendly manner.

He had the second dance with an at-

do some serious dancing.”
She was flattered and pleased ana 

showed it. Dick left her shortly and 
glanced at his wrist watch: It was eight- 
forty. The girl’s father, Kenneth Porter, 
was due to speak at nine-thirty and he 
would be at it until ten.

Dick maneuvered his way to the lobby, 
lit a cigarette, and wandered out a side 
door as if for a stroll in the fresh air. 
Once around the corner he moved much

THE B U C K  BAT

tractive blonde of eighteen or so. They 
made a nice-looking couple and their 
bantering conversation was typical.

“Your dad is going to make a speech, 
isn’t he?” Dick Norton asked her.

“ Uh-huh,” she responded. “ It’ll be 
stuffy, but Dad never turns down a 
chance to speak and Mother just sits 
there and gloats over his fame and elo
quence. Dick—we could go off for a 
little while. Somewhere else, where the 
band is hot.”

He shook his head. “ That wouldn’t be 
fair. Your father is a marvelous speaker. 
I wouldn’t miss him. Afterwards I ’ll 
look you up and then—maybe—we can

faster. He pulled up the collar of his 
jacket to hide the whiteness of his 
shirt and his expensive tie. He rumpled 
his hair a bit and assumed a more slouch
ing walk, though it was a fast pace.

He headed downtown rapidly, and 
again he had that weird feeling that eyes 
were watching him. His jaw set grimly 
and he began maneuvers to expose any 
shadow on his tail.

He turned a corner abruptly and came 
to an immediate stop. A small, rather 
dapper man came around the same cor
ner, but he didn’t stop, paid not the 
slightest attention to Dick Norton and 
certainly didn’t look like either a cop or



16 BLACK BOOK DETECTIVE
a private eye. tie was just an average 
individual who looked rather like a serv
ant in some well-to-do family.

Dick Norton sighed with relief and 
resumed his fast gait. He ducked into a 
subway, ran down the steps and reached 
the platform. He could hear the distant 
rumble of an approaching train and then 
—fast clicking heels on the steps. Dick 
watched without appearing to do so, and 
an extremely pretty b l o n d e  came 
through the turnstile.

Under other conditions, Dick might 
have been tempted to find some excuse 
for talking to her. She had just the right 
amount of color, and clear blue eyes. 
Hers was the face of a girl who could 
pose for beauty ads, and the figure of one 
who would make good in any bathing 
beauty contest. *

But Dick wasn’t interested this par
ticular night. He was only relieved that 
she couldn’t possibly have been trailing 
him. Yet, to take no chances, he con
tinued to watch her, but she got off two 
stops furthur on. Dick berated himself 
for being such a suspicious idiot.

Far downtown, he left the subway, 
reached the street and turned west. This 
was a poor section, one of flop houses, 
cheap hotels and cheaper gin mills. He 
kept to the shadows and glanced at his 
watch occasionally. Each time he moved 
a little faster.

He had dismissed the feeling o f being 
followed. 'It was just nerves, he told 
himself. Nothing else. How in the world 
could anyone be onto his little game? 
Yet, as he always did, he stopped abrupt
ly again and under cover of lighting a 
cigarette, looked around carefully.

The street was almost deserted. Some 
derelict off the Bowery stumbled past, 
muttering to himself. Dick waited a 
couple o f minutes, spiraled the cigarette 
into the street and walked rapidly up the 
steps of a rather ramshackle apartment 
building.

He let himself in with a key and 
looked out onto the street again before 
he closed the door. No one had observed 
him, that he could see. That was Dick’s 
trouble. He hadn’t seen well enough. 
For in a deep and dark doorway close by, 
was a giant of a man who knew how to 
turn himself into a shadow.

Dick Norton climbed three flights of 
stairs, fitted another key into a door lock 
and entered a four-room apartment. It 
was cheaply furnished and smelled o f

stale beer and cigarette smoke, tie bolted 
the door, threw his coat onto a chair and 
went directly to a sideboard where there 
were two bottles and some glasses.

He poured himself a good-sized drink 
—not too big—and downed it in two 
gulps. He smacked his lips, lit a ciga
rette, and let it dangle from the corner 
o f his mouth while he quickly removed 
his clothes and replaced them with a 
cheap, dark brown suit that looked like 
a sack. His shirt was also brown and he 
jammed a battered hat on his head, 
pulled it far down. Next he put on a 
pair o f tinted glasses, then surveyed 
himself in the mirror.

He removed a .45 automatic from a 
dresser drawer, slammed a bullet into the 
firing chamber and grinned somewhat 
malevolently. He also took along a dead
ly-looking blackjack fashioned o f a 
round lump of lead encased in leather. 
Last o f all he strapped a kit of burglar 
tools around his middle. They were 
small, expertly fashioned, and made no 
bulge at all.

A  flashlight, a bunch o f keys, and he 
was ready. He hadn’t spent more than 
ten minutes in the apartment. On the 
street again, he hurried east to a public 
garage where he was greeted as Pete, 
and was apparently quite well known. He 
took out a moderate priced sedan, neu
tral in color, and fast enough for his 
purposes.

He drove this uptown to Queensboro 
Bridge, crossed it, and was soon rolling 
over the smooth highways o f Long Is
land. He stayed within the speed limits 
and watched the rear view mirror. There 
was one pair o f lights that stayed per
sistently there. He slowed up. The car 
behind him passed and kept going. The 
driver was that quiet-looking man Dick 
had seen afoot when he left the hotel.

S OON another pair o f headlights 
tantalized him. He cursed himself 

as a coward with unwarranted suspi
cions. This second car went by fast and 
disappeared. The driver was that re
markably pretty blonde he had seen in 
the subway.

There were no more lights. Dick Nor
ton couldn’t see the car which took the 
place of the other two for it traveled 
without lights and stayed well behind 
him. Its driver was the giant of the 
doorway across from Dick’s cheap apart
ment.
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Dick headed into the fashionable sec

tions o f one Long Island town, parked in 
a dark spot and began walking. Once 
he saw a patrolman and promptly vaulted 
a hedge, crouched down and remained 
there until the patrolman went on by.

Then he resumed his hurried pace un
til he reached an imposing-looking 
house. There were lights in the front 
hallway, but Dick knew no one was at 
home. In fact, he was positive that at 
this moment the owner of the house was 
making a boring speech at that social 
affair Dick had just left. The owner’s 
wife would be there, and his daughter 
would be searching for Dick Norton who 
had promised to take her to some hot 
spot later on.

Dick grinned comfortably as He took 
a last look around, climbed the steps to 
the porch and went to work on the door. 
He had a special key for it, shiny and 
brand new. It opened the door easily. It 
should, he reflected, for he had made the 
key for this lock alone after taking an 
impression of the owner’s key.

Dick knew where the wall safe was 
located and he also knew it contained 
thirty thousand dollars worth of jewels 
which had been taken from a bank vault 
because the family intended leaving on 
a vacation in the morning, before the 
bank would open.

Dick didn’t use a flashlight. He knew 
every inch of the way for he had studied 
the set-up often enough. He did blunder 
against some sort of a hassock and 
nearly fell, rattling a small table to keep 
his balance. He cursed bitterly, then re
laxed. The house was empty. What did 
he have to fear?

He located the safe easily, even knew 
how to make the panel slide back and re
veal the glistening surface. He had bur
glar tools along, but he didn’t need them. 
Twice he had stood close by the owner 
of this safe while it was being opened, 
and the combination was impressed upon 
his memory.

He spun the dial, opened the door and 
reached for the jewelry boxes inside. 
Then he quickly stepped away, yanked 
out his gun and crouched. There had 
been a click from somewhere in the 
house. It sounded like a lock being 
forced. He snapped the safety to the off 
position and drew a bead on the door.

Nothing happened, and he knew he 
couldn’t waste time. He would have to 
be back at the hotel within a reasonable

18
time after Mr. Porter had completed his 
speech. He fished out the cases with 
gloved hands, opened them and disposed 
of their contents in various pockets. 
There was a sheaf o f cash, too, which he 
appropriated.

He closed the safe door, slid the panel 
back and his work was done. He was 
turning away when the lights flashed 
on. An elderly man in a lounging robe 
stood by the door. He squinted sleepily 
through his glasses, and then his eyes 
got big and round when he spotted the 
gun.

“ ¥/hy—why I know you,”  he said. 
“ Dick Norton! What in the world are 
you doing here?”

“ I might ask the same question o f you, 
sir,”  Dick said.

“ Why—I arrived just before the folks 
left. Dick, what are you doing with a 
gun in your hand?”

“ What does a man usually do with a 
gun?” Dick asked coldly, and leveled 
the weapon.

“ You’re crazy!” , the man with the 
glasses shouted. “ Dick, what’s wrong 
with you?”

“ Only the fact that you have seen me 
and know me,”  Dick said. “ Good-by, 
sir.”

He fired once. The bullet hit the man 
between the eyes. He was hurled back
ward by the force of the heavy slug, 
struck the side o f the doorway and 
crumpled. Dick stepped over the body, 
entered the hallway and came to a sud
den stop. The gun in his hand wavered 
a trifle. He had seen a shadow flit across 
the wall o f the room opposite. A weird 
shadow of a man whose head seemed to 
be as smooth as a billiard ball. An omi
nous shadow.

Then the shadow became reality. The 
man was dressed in black from head to 
foot. A somber hood covered his.head' 
and face. Two glittering eyes peered 
from behind the hood, and there was a 
gun in his hand.

ICK fired once at the figure which 
moved agilely aside. He fired 

again at the light switch and shorted all 
the lights in the house. Dick knew it 
was impossible to reach the front door. 
His only hope of exit lay in running 
up the stairs to the second floor and 
making his escape from some window 
there, even if it entailed the risk of a 
broken limb |02— I
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He dashed up the stairs and kept going 

when a harsh voice commanded him to 
stop. Whoever it was must be guessing. 
In this intense darkness no man could 
see a thing.

A  gun cracked. The bullet whistled 
past Dick’s ear. He stopped at the head 
of the stairs. This was even more seri
ous than he had anticipated. He couldn’t 
see a thing, but the man who came al
most noiselessly up the stairs must be 
able to see. That shot hadn’t been a near 
miss by sheer accident.

“ Norton,”  the man in the darkness 
said, “ drop that gun and raise your 
hands. I can see you quite plainly.”

“ You’re a liar.”  Dick snarled. “ But 
you’re on the steps and you <jan’t get 
away.”

“ Not if you shoot first—which I do 
not intend shall happen, Norton, I’m the 
Black Bat!”

Norton’s breath came from his throat 
in a gasp o f horror. He raised the gun 
and fired. He intended to rake the stair
way with bullets. He had to. There was 
no other way out now. With the bullet 
he sent a resounding curse that died on 
his lips.

A single flash of flame came from half
way down the steps. Dick screamed. He 
felt the searing agony of a heavy bullet 
plowing through his body. He tried to 
pull the trigger again, but his finger was 
possessed of an inexplainable weakness 
and the dark seemed to grow more in
tense.

Then Dick Norton pitched forward 
and rolled down the steps. One flailing 
arm hit the Black Bat, but Dick didn’t 
know it.

CHAPTER II

Killer Extraordinary

HE Black Bat ran down 
the steps, bent over 
Dick Norton and made 
a quick examination. 
Dick was badly hurt, 
but in no particular 
danger of dying. Dis
tantly, and quite be
yond the ability of the 
average man to hear, 
were the sounds of si
rens. The Black Bat 

heard them for his hearing was far above 
average. The shots had attracted some- 
mo_o

one who had phoned the police.
The Black Bat hurried to where Dick 

Norton’s victim lay. The man was dead. 
The Black Bat’s lips compressed tightly 
behind his hood.

Two cars stopped outside presently 
and four radio patrolmen hurried to the 
house. They found the front door ajar. 
One of them opened it, saw Dick Norton, 
then spotted the dead man. The officer 
barged in, followed by the other three 
patrolmen.

The Black Bat stepped from behind 
the door.

“ Gentlemen.”  he said.
All four cops turned quickly, hands 

streaking "for their guns. They didn’t 
draw them.

“ Holy smokes, it’s the Black Bat!” 
one said.

“ Do I require this gun?” the Black 
Bat asked pleasantly. “ I can save you 
boys a lot o f trouble if you let me ex
plain.”

“ Go ahead,”  one patrolman said. “ W e 
know there’s a warrant out for your ar
rest, but don’t worry about us trying to 
pull you in. First place, you’re on our 
side even if you do wear a hood. Man 
alive, wait’ll I tell my w ife !”

The Black Bat chuckled. “ There isn’t 
much time. My estimable friend, Cap
tain McGrath of the Manhatten Detec
tive Bureau, could happen to come here 
and he isn’t quite as tolerant as you gen
tlemen. Now listen carefully. The man 
at the foot of the stairs is named Richard 
Norton. He comes o f a respected and 
wealthy family, and he is a thief and 
murderer.”

“ He killed this other guy?”
“ Yes. You can prove that by the gun 

Norton dropped at the head of the stairs 
after I was compelled to shoot him. The 
dead man is Walter Porter a member of 
the family which occupies this house. 
Its owner, Mr. Porter, is attending a 
social function at the Hotel Windemere. 
You can reach him there. The dead man, 
who was Kenneth Porter’s cousin, just 
happened to be in the house when young 
Norton came to rob it.”

“ Black Bat,” one cop said, “ could this 
Norton kid be the phantom burglar who 
has robbed about fifty homes and killed 
a couple of other people?”

“ He is that man,” the Black Bat said 
positively. “ Watch him. He’s deadly 
and desperate. Put cuffs on him before 
he wakes up. And, gentlemen, please
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inform Captain McGrath that he owes 
me a fifty-cent cigar for making this 
capture. McGrath has been going crazy 
trying to find this burglar. Good night 
—and thanks for your cooperation.”

The Black Bat stepped onto the porch, 
closed the door. When a patrolman 
opened it, some ten seconds later, there 
was no sign of the prowler in black.

The Black Bat had moved silently to 
the end of the porch, vaulted the railing 
and cut through the back of the prop
erty. He reached another street where 
a deceptively battered coupe was waiting. 
Behind the wheel was the quiet-looking 
man whom Dick Norton had observed 
acid regarded as harmless.

The Black Bat got into the car, 
stripped off the hood and replaced it with 
a broad-brimmed black hat which could 
be pulled well down over the eyes.

“ I was half a minute too late, Silk,”  
the Black Bat said. “ That crazy kid 
murdered some man who was in the 
house. Shot him down without a chance, 
because the man recognized him. I 
dueled it out with Norton, plugged him, 
and turned him over to the police who 
answered someone’s alarm.”

“ Silk”  Kirby wagged his head from 
side to side. “ I don’t get it. Richard 
Norton looked like a pleasant, nice kid. 
He comes o f one of the best families and 
his mother is wealthy. He had, every
thing a boy could hope to want and yet 
—he became a killer and a burglar. It 
just doesn’t make sense, sir.”

“ No.”  the Black Bat mused. “ It 
doesn’t. I’ve been thinking o f that too. 
I condone nothing that Norton has done. 
He’s a vicious person without morals or 
scruples. He led us a merry chase for 
days after we decided to try and find 
this mysterious burglar who stole a for
tune in gems and cash and who made his 
third kill tonight.”

S ILK KIRBY watched the road and 
stayed within the speed limits. 

“ How did you finally identify him, 
sir?”

"W ith  your help, and that of Carol 
and Butch,”  the Black Bat answered. 
“ The crimes followed a pattern—once 
you recognized that pattern. Each vic
tim was robbed at an auspicious moment 
when there were jewels and money in 
the house. Which meant someone knew 
that. They happened when the victims 
would be way from home, usually at a
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social affair.”

“ So that’s why you had us all checking 
those affairs and the names o f the people 
who attended them.”  Silk Kirby said.

“ That’s right, Silk. Between us we 
discovered that Dick Norton had at
tended every party, and some time dur
ing the evening had gone out for a stroll. 
By some darned hard work we found he 
maintained a cheap apartment in a cheap 
section and became another personality 
when he turned into a burglar. W e dis
covered that'he would presumably go 
away to see some old college chum, but 
in reality he visited this cheap apart
ment and gambled and drank and acted 
like any common crook.”

Silk reached the bridge and remained 
silent as he maneuvered the car across 
it. He turned uptown, took a cross street 
finally, and then uptown again until he 
reached a section of the great city where 
the neighborhoods were like those of a 
smaller town.

The houses, with medium-sized yards, 
were those belonging to wealthy people. 
The street was bordered with tall, 
heavily foliaged trees. It was a dead end 
street too with a large house on the cor
ner. Running down beside this house 
was a narrow street, also dead end, which 
was used more as a driveway to the ga
rage behind the house than as a thor
oughfare.

There was a neat fence around the 
property and a sign on the gate read:

ANTHONY QUINN

Silk brought the car to a smooth halt 
at the curb. The Black Bat stepped out, 
seemed to blend with the darkness and 
there was only a wisp of a shadow pass
ing through the side gate into the gar
den behind Tony Quinn’s home.

Silk followed in a somewhat more 
sedate fashion, though he was careful 
not to be observed. Silk crossed the gar
den, entered the garden house and found 
a well-concealed trap-door wide open. 
He dropped into a tunnel, closed the 
door by means o f an electrical contact 
and proceeded along the tunnel until he 
encountered a short ladder.

This took him through the floor o f a 
large and splendidly equipped scientific 
laboratory. The Black Bat was there, 
already seated beside a girl named Carol 
Baldwin, who was the attractive blonde 
Dick Norton had seen in the subway.
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Also present was “ Butch”  O’Leary, 

the enormous man who had watched 
Norton from the doorway across from 
Norton’s apartment. Butch was an ape 
of a man with long arms, hands that 
resembled light boxing gloves, a pair of 
feet which made shoe salesmen groan. 
His neck was thick and short, set upon 
a pair o f massive shoulders.

He was almost ugly except for the 
grin that habitually spread his features 
and softened the harshness of them. 
Quinn had once done him a favor which 
he had never forgotten, and had repaid 
by devotion and loyalty. Silk Kirby, in 
this better light, proved to be about fifty, 
slim, bald and narrow-featured. He had 
smooth manners which had brought up
on him this nickname everyone used. He 
was as smooth as silk and, at one time, 
he’d been a confidence man who ranked 
among the best that doubtful profession 
had ever developed. He had once come 
to rob Tony Quinn who had prevailed 
on him to reform, and he was now 
Quinn’s close friend, servant and com
panion.

Minus his hood and wide-brimmed hat, 
the Black Bat was an ususual-looking 
man. There were deep scars around his 
eyes. Otherwise he was handsome, with 
regular features, extremely alert eyes of 
brown and the build of a professional 
athlete.

“ This should be the end o f another 
little job,”  the Black Bat said. “ Not 
the most important we have handled, but 
necessary. That young idiot was a clever 
operator and he might have turned into 
something as highly dangerous as any 
criminal we have ever known.”

Carol Baldwin accepted a cigarette 
and a light from the Black Bat.

“ It’s really amazing,”  she said. “ Since 
you put me to work studying Richard 
Norton I have sworn a dozen times he 
simply could not be our man. He’s just 
a young chap, out of college a year or 
so, and trying to find himself. From 
what I have heard he had every oppor
tunity to do just about anything he liked. 
All sorts of jobs, and even security with
out work. His mother is worth about 
two million dollars and it would all have 
been Richard’s when she died.”

“ Yes, I know,” the Black Bat re
flected. “ His mother denied him nothing. 
His ^reputation was tops—and yet—he 
deliberately turned himself into the 
worst possible sort o f a crook and killer.”

McGRATH

“ He’s one of them Jekylls and Hydes,”  
Butch opined somewhat lugubriously.

HE Black Bat chuckled.
“ Except,”  he said, “ that in the 

case you refer to, Dr. Jekyll didn’t know 
what Mr. Hyde was doing. He was two 
distinct personalities. Richard Norton is 
not. He has known what he was doing 
every moment. He used his social posi
tion to aid him as a thief.”

“ It would be interesting,”  Silk ob
served, “ to know what made him do such 
a thing.”

“ Educational, as well,”  the Black Bat 
agreed. “ It’s out of our line though, and 
yet we might be able to do something 
about it. Supose we meet here tomorrow 
night around eight. I may have some 
news.”

Butch arose and revealed the fact that 
he really had been sitting on a small 
chair and not suspended in space as he 
appeared to be. His enormous form had 
completely hidden the chair.

“ Coming, Carol? he asked, from near 
the trap-door entrance to the tunnel.

She smiled at him. “ You run along, 
Butch. Tony and I have—well, a few 
things to talk about.”

Silk laughed. “ In other words, I’m to 
get out too. Very well, Carol. I’ll make 
some coffee and there is cold chicken for 
sandwiches. I f Butch was going to stay I 
wouldn’t be making this offer, because
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there is only enough for nine people 
and Butch eats more than that all by 
himself.”

Shortly, the Black Bat and Carol were 
alone. He reached over and grasped her 
hand.

“ It’s been a long time, darling.”  he 
said. “ W e’ve done a lot of good work, 
the four o f us. Whenever we complete 
a job, as with this lad Norton, my mind 
always goes back. I think about the days 
before the Black Bat came into existence 
and I was good old reliable Tony Quinn, 
District Attorney for this great city.”

“ I didn’t know you then.”  Carol snug
gled a little closer and he put an arm 
around her. “ But I heard about you— 
from my father and others. You’d have 
been governor of this state if—if that 
awful thing hadn’t happened.”

The Black Bat smiled thoughtfully. 
“ It was pretty bad, Carol. In fact, I 
thought I was finished. I remember that 
day in court. You’ve heard all this be
fore, but remember it does me good to 
talk about it. I had one o f our more no
torious crooks facing a nice long prison 
term and I based my case on documen
tary evidence. Only this crook was wor
ried and frantic. Enough so that he 
sent a couple o f his hoodlums to destroy 
the evidence with acid. They threw the 
acid and hit me. Carol, I’ve never talked 
about this much, but I went blind in 
less than a minute.”

“ Yes,”  Carol said softly, “ I know.”
“ There I was,”  the Black Bat said, 

“ Tony Quinn at the peak o f my aspira
tions one minute, and a blind man the 
next. I guess I never gave up hope. No
body does, not even without eyes. I had 
to live, so I adjusted myself and learned 
how to use my other faculties. It was 
amazing how they improved. My sense 
of touch, my hearing, my sense of smell. 
I got so that I ’d actually know when 
there was something in front o f me, 
though I couldn’t see it and the object 
was out of reach.”

“ You were miserable the night I first 
met you,”  Carol whispered. “ I never 
saw a man so full of despair and I was 
glad then, that I could help. That is— 
my father could help. I was nothing 
more than a messenger.”

The Black Bat smiled. “ I guess I fell 
in love with you that night, though I 
didn’t realize it. A ll I knew was that 
your father offered me the vital parts of 
his eyes. Because he wanted me to get
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back into harness and work against all 
those crooked forces that killed and 
robbed and cheated. He was a great man, 
Carol.”

“ Not great,”  she disagreed. “ Just a 
police sergeant who turned his back once 
too often. The idea came to him after he 
was told he could not live. He thought 
that, with his eyes, you might be able to 
carry on the crusade. That’s what^he 
always called it. A crusade against 
crime. He knew, before he died—I think 
—that the operation would be a success 
and that you would see again.”

The Black Bat reached for a pipe, 
tamped it slowly and Carol applied a 
match. He leaned back.

“ If he only knew how successful the 
operation was,”  he reflected. “ I got my 
sight back and more. It was from then 
on that I found I could see in the dark. 
You know, Carol, how it is possible for 
me to read fine print in extreme dark
ness; see faint colors. You’ve no idea 
how much it helps me as the Black Bat. 
And now, as Tony Quinn, I ’m fighting to 
get to the top again. Being a Special 
District Attorney is a break for both of 
me. Luke Dick Norton, I’m two people. 
Blind Tony Quinn o f the D. A.’s office 
—and the Black Bat. Fm blind by day, 
and I see better than anyone I know by 
night.”

S IDE by side they sat there in silence 
for a few moments while they 

thought back. Thought how Tony Quinn 
had decided to pretend blindness after 
his sight was restored. So that he might 
fights the underworld anonymously and 
with methods the law would hardly con
done. Quinn especially recalled those 
times when it had been necessary for 
him to kill, to rob, in the interests o f 
justice, and to pull other tricks far out
side the law.

As the Black Bat he could get away 
with it, for only four people knew of his 
dual identity, and he himself was one of 
the four. The others were Carol, whose 
father had provided the eyes which per
mitted him to see again; Silk Kirby, ex
confidence man who had become Tony 
Quinn’s eyes after Quinn had been 
blinded; and Butch O’Leary, the gigan
tic, slow-moving and deadly menace to 
all who stood in his way. Butch didn’t 
possess the mental agility o f Silk Kirby, 
but Butch’s strength and power were 
efficient tools. His faith in Quinn was
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colossal and his reward for his work was 
the right to bash in the skulls o f killers 
and criminals.

Two other people strongly suspected 
that Tony Quinn, blind Special D. A M 
was also the mysterious, hooded Black 
Bat. The Police Commissioner was one, 
but he remained content to let things 
ride as they were. The Black Bat was 
a thousand times more o f an asset than 
a menace to the police and the general 
public.

Captain McGrath, of the Detective 
Bureau was the other, and McGrath had 
sworn a dozen times that he would un
mask the Black Bat and reveal him as 
Tony Quinn. McGrath was shrewd, hon
est, and possessed of a bulldog tenacity. 
And yet, with all his dire promises to 
arrest the Black Bat, he had deliberately 
let the hooded figure go more than once. 
Even McGrath wondered what he would 
do if he ever really got the Black Bat at 
bay.

McGrath lent considerable spice to 
the life of Tony Quinn and the existence 
o f the Black Bat.

In preparation for his life work and 
purpose, Quinn had studied criminology 
intently, had set up this secret labora
tory in his home and equipped it with 
every known device and apparatus for 
scientifically studying clues. In scope, 
this lab rivaled that o f the F. B. I. For 
Tony Quinn was independently wealthy 
and had more than sufficient means to 
carry on his crusade.

His arm around Carol tightened. He 
was thinking that some day he would 
have to give it all up. Then, and only 
then, could he and Carol be married. 
While he operated as the Black Bat, 
Tony Quin believed it unfair to make 
her share all his risks.

“ You know,”  he said thoughtfully, 
“ in some ways this case of Richard Nor
ton is as interesting as any I ’ve ever 
come across. I think of him as a labora
tory specimen ready for dissection and 
analysis. I ’d like to find out why, with 
all his advantages, he went off on such 
a strange tangent. There must be a rea
son for it.”

“ Do you intend to try and find out?” 
Carol asked sleepily.

“ Yes, if it can be arranged somehow. 
Not working as the Black Bat, but as 
Tony Quinn, It should prove interest
ing, if not exciting.”  His expression 
was grave and thoughtful.

HND T o n y  Quinn, 
with his white cane ex
tended to search for 
any obstruction in his 
path, walked down the 
steps of his home the 
following morning and 
to the street where 
Silk Kirby waited be
hind the wheel of a 
heavy sedan. Quinn got 
in and Silk drove him 

to his office downtown in a city building 
where he held forth as a special district 
attorney and handled difficult cases.

Everyone knew him and he called back 
greetings with amazing accuracy. In his 
role o f a blind man, Quinn’s eyes were 
stark and staring. Dead, unblinking, and 
hardly moving in thir sockets.

On Silk’s arm he walked to the eleva
tors, kidded the elevator man about be
coming a grandfather for the first time 
and slipped him a five dollar bill when no 
one was looking.

There was a visitor to Quinn’s this 
morning—Captain McGrath, chunky and 
broad-faced, with a thick mustache and 
an aggressive manner. McGrath’s clothes 
seemed to have been fashioned by an ex
pert in sheet metal. His shoes were 
square-toed, large and roomy. He looked 
exactly as a detective would be expected 
to look, and swore this was not so. Mc
Grath claimed his appearance was the 
same as that o f any small business man.

He arose as Quinn entered and stood 
there, silently. As always he waited to 
see if Quinn would forget himself and 
offer a word of recognition, proving that 
he was not blind.

“ Good morning, Captain,”  Silk said, 
“ or aren’t you speaking this morning?” 

“ I ’m speaking all right,”  McGrath 
grumbled. “ I’ve got plenty to talk about. 
The Richard Norton case, Mr. Quinn. 
I’ve been put in charge.”

“ Fine,”  Quinn approved. “ Silk read 
the details to m e from this morning’s 
newspapers. It’s amazing, isn’t it?” 

“ That doesn’t apply. It’s ridiculous.” 
McGrath held the door open, then 

walked over to sit down beside Quinn’s 
desk. Quinn hung up his cane, having 
just a slight amount o f trouble in finding



BLACK BOOK DETECTIVE
the hook. He handed his hat to Silk, 
walked over and felt of the back of his 
chair before he sat down. Then he re
laxed and looked somewhat to McGrath’s 
left.

“ I got more news,” McGrath said. 
“ I ’m working for you. The D. A. is 
assigning the prosecution to you, Tony, 
and I call it a dirty trick. The D. A. is 
afraid of it. He’d be up against the most 
high-priced legal talent ever brought in
to court. He’d have to fight psychia
trists who will claim the lad is off the 
beam. Maybe he is.”

“ Um.”  Quinn tapped his fingernails 
together. “ So I get it, eh? The tough 
ones. I might have expected this. Well, 
we’ll make a good team, Mac. Give me 
the facts.”

“ Give you the facts/’ McGrath de
rided. “ Listen, the Black Bat bagged 
that kid. So you know all about it.” 

Quinn held up his hand. “ Mac, stop it. 
I’m not the Black Bat. I’m a blind man 
dependent upon others and trying to do 
a job as well as a man gifted with sight. 
'Just give me the facts.”

“ Okay,” McGrath grumbled, and went 
into all the features o f the case—the 
main robberies for which young Norton 
had been accountable, the three killings.

“ The kid tried to shoot it out with the 
Black Bat last night,”  he added. “ That, 
in itself, makes me think he’s crazy. 
The Black Bat threw a slug into him, but 
the kid will live—until the electrician at 
jSing-Sing m a k e s  the current hum 
[.through his body.”

“ You’re right,” Quinn agreed. “ I ’m 
going to send him to the chair if I can. 
It won’t be easy. How is his mother 
taking it?”

“ She collapsed. I went to see her about 
two this morning, but her doctor said 
nobody could talk to her. He sounded 
like he meant it, but he let me have a 
brief look. I thought she was dead.” 

“ Those foolish boys,”  Quinn said 
angrily. “ They never think of the con
sequences or the hurt they’ll do to 
those who love them. Mac, I ’m glad 
we’re on the case. W e’re going to handle 
it in a somewhat different fashion than 
you might expect.”

“ Look, it’s open and shut,” McGrath 
grumbled. “ The kid was caught cold. 
He won’t talk. He just sneers. But that 
gun killed three people and we can prove 
it. You know, I wonder what happened 
to all that loot he collected. It must
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have been worth a couple o f hundred 
grand.”

“ You didn’t find any trace of it?” 
Quinn said musingly. “ That is another 
reason why we shall not only prosecute 
Richard Norton and make him pay with 
his life for those crimes, but—we shall 
also find out what caused him to take up 
such a strange life.”

“ But why?” McGrath argued. “ What 
does it gain us? The kid will either get 
his breeches burned in the chair or 
they’ll haul him off to some asylum.” 

“ That’s it, Mac. He belongs in one 
place or the other, and we’.ve got to de
termine which. If he is sane, he rates 
the chair. I f he is mad, we can’t kill 
him. The interests of justice demand 
that we learn the truth.”

“ Okay, okay,” McGrath grumbled 
again. “You’re the boss anyhow. How 
do we start?”

“By going to young Norton’s home. 
I want to meet his people, size them up, 
study the environment there. Silk, will 
you bring the car around? Mac will lend 
me his arm and eyes for my trip down
stairs.”

UINN cancelled his morning ap
pointments and McGrath led him 

into the hall. McGrath had a crafty look 
on his face. He watched the elevator 
teller arrows and when one car indicated 
it would stop at this floor, McGrath 
moved Quinn in front o f another door.

The car stopped, the door opened and 
McGrath let go o f Quinn’s arm. “ Okay,” 
he said. “ Let’s go !”«

Quinn took two confident steps for
ward and ran full tilt into the closed 
door o f the next shaft. He backed away, 
startled, and then a slow smile spread 
over his face.

“ Mac,” he said chidingly, “ aren’t you 
ashamed? That was a trick to find out 
whether or not I am blind.”

McGrath was beet red as he took 
Quinn’s arm again and piloted him into 
the open car.

“Yeah,” he said morosely. “ Yeah, I ’m 
ashamed, and sorry too. I’m going to 
stop all this. Heck, I ’m nothing but a 
fool with a one-track mind.”

“ Forget it.” Quinn laughed. “ No harm 
done—and you’re not a fool, Mac. As 
td the one-track mind, I refuse to com
ment. When do they expect the boy will 
be ready to go to trial?”

“ In a short time. He’s strong and
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healthy and the wound wasn’t too bad. 
Look, if we run into any trouble, you 
back me up, eh? With those big shots 
who’ll be pulling for the kid?”

“ I ’ll accept all the blame,’* Quinn said 
cheerfully, “ and give you half the credit, 
if there is any credit to bestow when 
we finish.”

When Silk pulled up before the im
posing entrance of the Norton home, 
Quinn’s apparently blind eyes took full 
stock of the place though McGrath didn’t 
realize it.

The man who greeted them when they 
entered was middle-aged. He had iron- 
gray hair and a close-clipped mustache. 
The glasses he wore attached to a black 
silk ribbon made him look pompous. 
Quinn knew him well—Edward Ham
mond, one of the most successful attor
neys in the state.

“ Well, Tohy Quinn,” Hammond said. 
He stuck out a slim, pinkish hand and 
then dropped it with an embarrassed 
laugh. "So they’ve attached you to this 
mess, have they? I ’m glad of that be
cause, at least, you’ll be looking for the 
right answers and not trying to make 
political taffy out of it.”

“The voice,”  Quinn said, “ is vaguely 
familiar.”

’'  Hammond laughed again, a booming, 
affected kind of laugh.

“ Forgive me, Tony. It’s hard to re
member that you are blind. Come in, 
with your friends. Oh, yes—there I go 
again. I’m Ed Hammond.”

Quinn stretched out a hand and Ham
mond took it.

“ I might have expected one of our 
more eminent attorneys would be on the 
job,” Quinn said. “ Meet Mr. Kirby, who 
works with me, and becomes my eyes 
upon occasion. And Captain McGrath 
of the Police.”

Hammond shook hands with each of 
them and led them into the living room. 
McGrath suppressed a whistle of sur
prise at the room. It looked like a movie
set.

There were two men seated there.
One turned out to be Fletcher Town

send, Dick’s cousin. About twenty-four, 
he was a rather frail, nervous-looking 
sort and wore gray suede gloves despite 
the fact that he was indoors and it was 
warm. He had small, sad eyes, thin 
blondish hair and he was dressed with 
the exaggerated correctness of a fop. He 
was the son of Paul Norton’s sister.

As the k ille r smashed at Carol’s band, she was le ft dangling 
by one hand only (CHAPTER XI)
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The second man was Dick Norton’s 

uncle. His name was Max Imlay, and 
Quinn sized him up as about fifty-two or 
three, a hard-bitten person, careless 
about his clothes, though they were ex
pensive. He was tall, lean, and slow- 
moving. His handclasp was without the 
slightest enthusiasm.

Attorney Hammond moved Quinn over 
to a comfortable chair and helped him 
into it. Silk stood beside that chair, 
alert and ready for anything. McGrath 
sank into the depths o f a davenport.

“ Quinn is on the'District Attorney’s 
staff,”  Hammond said to young Morton’s 
relatives. “ I ’m certain you will find him 
fair and disposed to see that Dick is 
properly handled.”

“ He ought to be shot—right now,”  
Max Imlay declared sourly. “ I ’d shoot 
him myself if I didn’t think he was stark 
mad.”

“ That’s a rotten thing to say.”  Fletch
er Townsend’s voice was angry. “ Dick 
needs our help, not our censure. He 
happens to be your nephew. Or had you 
forgotten that?”

“ I wish I could,”  Imlay declared. He 
glared at Quinn. "W ell, just what do 
you want here? The way I understand 
it, Dick was caught red-handed. It’s 
only a question of his being sane or in
sane. This isn’t like any ordinary crim
inal case.”

H AMMOND decided to earn the 
enormous fee he was already plan

ning to charge.
“ Gentlemen,”  he said, “ this can be 

^handled in a quiet fashion. O f course, 
■Quinn, we intend to claim insanity.
1 “ He never exhibited any 6igns o f it 
before,”  Quinn said quietly. “ In fact, he 
seemed like an unusually good sort. Kind 
to his mother, bright in school, honest 
and fair in all things. I f  he is mad, I 
want to know what made him go mad, 
and why his madness should attain the 
proportions o f a cold-blooded killer.” 

“ In other words,”  Max Imlay said 
.acidly, “ you intend to delve into our 
family history. I think I can stop you, 
Quinn. W e’ve got the money to stop you 
in your tracks.”

“ That’s an odd attitude to assume,”  
Quinn observed, without rancor. “ I 
should think you’d welcome such an 
investigation. I could, you know, simply 
indict Dick, take him into court and 
fight any evidence that he is insane. I

don’t want to do that. Not until I am 
certain he is sane.”

“Now, now.”  Hammond raised both 
hands piously. “ Let’s not become an
gry. And keep our voices down, eh? 
Don’t forget, the boy’s mother is up
stairs and desperately ill. Under the 
care o f Doctor Fisk, one of our most 
eminent physicians.”

“ Ah,”  a new voice broke in, “ I owe 
you something for that compliment, 
Hammond.”

The man who entered was ruddy
faced, jovial-looking, with a tonsure o f 
brown hair that gave him the appearance 
o f a monk. He was tall, big-boned, and 
had a crushing grip.

“ Meet Doctor Roger Fisk, Tony,” 
said Hammond. “ Doctor, this is Quinn, 
on the D.A.’s staff. A  good man, even 
if we will be enemies in the courtroom.”

Dr. Fisk sat down. “ I couldn’t help 
but overhear some of your talk on my 
way down,”  he remarked. “ Quinn, I fully 
agree with you. W e should find out 
what made the boy go berserk. As a 
medical man, I’m intrigued. As a close 
friend of this family and an old friend 
of the boy’s mother, I consider it my 
duty to find out. I have only one word 
o f warning. None o f this must reach 
Mrs. Norton.”

“ She is taking it badly, then?”  Quinn 
asked.

“ Your expression is mild,”  Dr. Fisk 
said. “ It could kill her. Now, how can 
we help you? How far do you intend to 
go?”

“ I want to know everything about 
Richard Norton. The smallest details. 
Where he was born, his antecedents, his 
record as a boy—education, social activi
ties. His friends and enemies. I shall 
try to conduct an exhaustive study of 
him and I do not intend to stop until I 
have everything.”

An hour later, Silk had taken down 
several pages o f notes. Under Quinn’s 
adroit questioning, he obtained a mass 
o f information. Quinn arose.

“ I intend to check all of this mate
rial,”  he announced. “  And from the be
ginning. That seems to be at the Reeves 
Memorial Hospital where Richard was 
born.”

Max Imlay rose. “ This is a pack of 
nonsense. I intend to block it if I can. 
W e’re not an ordinary family. W e’ve 
money, background, and influence. Good 
day. I’m going to my office.”
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Dr. Fisk started for the door also. 
“ Mrs. Norton will be recovering from 

the effects o f the sedative I gave her,” 
he said. “ I’d better be there when she 
awakens. Call on me for any help you 
require, Mr. Quinn.”

Hammond paced the floor.
“ Mr. Hammond,” Quinn said, “ I take 

it that Mrs. Norton’s health is none too 
good. Assuming this shock is too much 
for her and assuming that Richard is 
either executed, or declared mentally in- 
competent—then where does all her 
money go?”

“ I couldn’t say. I ’m not at liberty to 
do so. Professional ethics, you know.” 

Fletcher Townsend started to laugh. 
“ I’m not troubled by ethics, Mr. Quinn. 
I also- can guess what you are driving 
at—that one of us urged* Dick into chis 
mess so his mother would die soon and 
Dick would be out of the way and the 
estate then turned over to the heirs. I 
know about Mrs. Norton’s will. It leaves 
everything to Dick. Upon his death, 
without marriage or issue, it is divided 
between Max Imlay and myself. Does 
that answer your question?”

“ Thank you,” Quinn said. “ It does 
very nicely. Silk—Mac— I think we’ve 
finished here. Until Mrs. Norton can be 
interviewed. Thanks, Hammond, for 
your help, too. I shall indict Richard 
Norton tomorrow.”

“ Do you call that a nice way to thank 
me?”  Hammond groaned.

CHAPTER IV

Accidents Can Happen

NDER Quinn’s direc
tion, Silk sent the car 
rolling back to the city 
and the uptown address 
of the Reeves Memor
ial Hospital. McGrath 
went along “ strictly for 
the ride” as he repeat
ed half a dozen times.

“ All kidding aside,” 
he told Quinn, “ have 
you any other motive 

than mere curiosity to make you dig 
into Richard Norton’s life this way?” 

“ I told you,”  Quinn said patiently. 
“ I wish to determine whether or not the 
inevitable plea of not guilty due to 
insanity, has any foundation. Experts 
—the best o f them—are in constant con

flict over these things. Hardly ever do 
they agree in a case like Norton’s. Ham
mond will retain the best psychiatrists 
he can get, will pay them plenty, and 
they’ll be prejudiced. They’ll look at 
Richard’s home life, his family, his up
bringing and quickly decide anyone en
joying all those benefits must be crazy 
to go in for crime.”

“ Anyone would be, to give it up,” Mc
Grath grumbled, still dissatisfied.

“ On the other hand,”  Quinn went on, 
“ the State will hire its own experts who 
may decide the merits of the case solely 
upon symptoms. I want to know which 
side to believe before I tear into Dick 
Norton and send him to the chair.”

Silk pulled up before the hospital 
while Quinn and McGrath were still 
arguing. It was an old brick building 
with a newer addition built in the form 
of two wings. Ivy crept up over the red 
brick front to make it look more like a 
campus building than a hospital.

McGrath helped Quinn out of the car, 
took his arm and signaled to Silk that 
he could stay in the car. Quinn’s cane 
tapped as they moved along and Mc
Grath warned him about the steps. They 
were almost to the top when Quinn’s 
highly sensitive ears heard a scraping 
sound. It came from above—high above, 
but he didn’t dare follow his instinct 
to look up.

McGrath heard it also, but almost too 
late. At the top of the four-story en
trance were ornamental brick peaks and 
one of them had given way. It was com
ing down, a huge chunk of brick and 
mortar, capable of crushing ten men to 
death.

McGrath’s trip-hammer mind worked 
well this time. He thrust a hand against 
the small o f Quinn’s back, gave him a 
terrific shove and Quinn went hurtling 
away from the entrance. McGrath leaped 
too, almost as far as he had pushed 
Quinn.

The supposedly blind man lost his 
balance and rolled down the cement 
stairs. McGrath hastily ducked. As the 
heavy load of bricks hit the stairs they 
seemed literally to explode and fly in 
several directions. Both McGrath and 
Quinn were hit more than once but only 
by fragments. Silk was already out of 
the car and speeding toward the scene 
as soon as the facade ornamentation 
toppled.

Between them they got Quinn to his
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feet and Silk recovered the white cane. 
Quinn was trembling slightly.

“ What kind of a hospital is this?” 
McGrath said. “ If people don’t come in 
by way of the ambulance entrance they 
toss the building at them. Boy, what a 
method of making business.”

Nurses, doctors and hospital officials 
were descending through the rubble. A 
nervous and embarrassed house physi
cian explained that all those brick peaks 
had been condemned and that right now 
bids were being sought for their removal.

“ It’s nobody’s fault,” the blind attor
ney said, as Silk dusted off his cloth
ing. “ Thanks to Captain McGrath nei
ther o f us is injured. I am Quinn, of 
the District Attorney’s office. I want to 
talk to a record clerk. Silk, take me 
inside, please.”

The hospital officials were mone than 
eager to help him after what had hap
pened. The twenty-six-year-old record 
of the birth of Richard Norton was 
promptly produced. Silk read it.

The record contained nothing out o f 
the ordinary. Richard Norton had been 
born on March 29th, 1921, at 3 :05 in the 
morning. The attending physician, a 
man named Rolf, had been dead for two 
years.

There were some charts, however, 
signed by a nurse named Bessie Jackson. 
Quinn made a mental note of the name. 
He told Silk to hand back the files.

McGrath was disgusted and didn’t 
mind showing it.

“ W ell”  he said, “ we risked our necks 
under an avalanche and what did we 
find? That Richard Norton was born. 
Imagine how surprised he’ ll be when we 
tell that in court.”

“ There was nothing else in the rec
ord?”  Quinn asked.

“ No, sir,” Silk replied. “ Temperature 
charts, delivery room data, blood counts. 
Just the usual thing.”

“ All right, Silk. Now go to a phone 
and call the nurse’s registry. Find out 
where this Bessie Jackson lives—if she 
is still alive. W e’ll pay her a visit.”

“ For what?” McGrath wanted to 
know.

“ I’m not sure,” Quinn replied. “ There 
might have been some injury to the 
infant which could account for the way 
he acted. It won’t hurt to make certain, 
and we can’t ask Mrs. Norton—not in 
her present state of collapse.”

“ I ’m going for a phone, too,” McGrath
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said, “ and call Headquarters to senu me 
a car. I can’t fool around all day on this. 
It’s nonsense, Tony.”

“ Perhaps it is. Run along, Mac. I 
couldn’t resent anything you might do 
from now on. Not after the way you 
saved my skull out there. And if we do 
run across something, you’re in on it.”

W HEN Silk returned, McGrath had 
gone to the street where he was 

waiting for his car. Silk sat down close 
to Quinn and spoke in a low voice.

“ The nurse, Bessie Jackson, isn’t 
known at the registry, but they did have 
an old file on her. She quit nursing 
about a year after Dick Norton was born. 
W hy she did, doesn’t appear on the rec
ord, sir.”

Quinn arose. “ Then there is only one 
way to find out. If you’ve got her pres
ent address—or last known one—we’ll 
look her up and ask her why she quit. 
Maybe she got married. You know, Silk, 
McGrath could be right, and this is all 
a lot of nonsense.”

“ A ll but that chunk of bricks.”  Silk 
shuddered. “ I didn’t notice anything 
until I saw Mac give you that shove. 
It was close. I hate to think how close.” 

At the address in the registry files 
they found no Bessie Jackson, but by 
some patient inquiry Silk located a wom
an who had known the nurse, and she 
was able to give another address. Silk 
returned to the car and headed across 
town.

“ Bessie boarded with my informant, 
sir,”  he explained. “ Got behind on the 
rent several times and I think she was 
pretty gay. At any rate she came into 
some money and quit. She is supposed 
to have bought a house and settled down 
there all by herself.”

“ W e’ll see,”  Quinn replied, and began 
thinking deeply.

There was not a thing to go on. Just 
the fact that a well-brought-up and ap
parently well-cultured boy had turned 
into a desperado, and that there had to 
be a reason for it. He was following a 
vague trail but as the Black Bat he 
needed an answer to one question. How 
had Dick Norton, who associated with 
no criminals in his lifetime, become so 
proficient a burglar?

A  sneak thief or pickpocket might 
learn their professions quickly, but a 
crook who knows how to make duplicate 
keys, use high-speed tools, study lay
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outs, fashion alibis, and leave no trace 
o f his activities, must have either expe
rience or an excellent teacher.

“ Silk,”  Quinn said suddenly, “ I’ve 
changed my mind. First we’ll visit that 
hideout apartment o f young Norton’s. 
The police checked it without finding a 
trace o f the loot. Maybe we’ll be more 
fortunate.” .

Half an hour later Quinn dropped his 
mask o f blindness and used those un
canny eyes of his to help him search the 
apartment. It was frowsier than he could 
have believed. He found several bottles 
of cheap whisky, spare clips of bullets 
well-hidden, a cache o f keys and more 
tools concealed under the floor but not 
a trace o f the more than two hundred 
thousand in loot which he knew Norton 
had stolen. •

They gave up after an hour and Silk 
drove to a smart club where they had 
lunch. Over coffee Quinn told Silk what 
he had learned from the apartment 
search.

“ Everything about it was cheap. 
Neighborhood, furniture, rent; even the 
whisky was rotgut. Yet Dick Norton 
who was born to wealth, seemed to enjoy 
that. W hy? From the best of every
thing, he descended to a point where 
thefe was nothing. Yet he deliberately 
did that. Why, Silk? I f  we could an
swer that, we’d have an excellent line 
on him.”

“ Does a mentally affected criminal 
have to account for his actions?”  Silk 
countered.

Quinn whistled softly and smiled. “ So 
you’re on Mac’s side. It looks as if I ’m 
riding this route alone. Silk, there is 
more to this than anyone has so far 
observed. In my opinion Dick Norton 
is not insane or even weak-minded. He

chose to become a thief and a murderer 
because that was what he wanted. If I 
can’t find out why, perhaps the Black 
Bat can. But the answer is going to be 
found. . . . ”

They reached Bessie Jackson’s home 
at about two o’clock. It was a one-story 
brick house, cozy-looking but none too 
well kept up. The grass which had once 
made a neat front lawn had died long 
ago. The mail-box on the little porch 
was rusted and half fallen off. It was 
also empty. Silk rang the bell.

There was a long wait, then the door 
opened to reveal a huge woman with a 
florid face who was wearing a soiled 
housecoat. Her breath was redolent of 
whisky.

“ I’m a lawyer,” Quinn said, “ and I 
want to talk to you about something. 
I ’m quite willing to pay for whatever 
information you can give me.”

“ Gome on in.”
She turned and waddled down the 

short hallway to the living room. Once 
the furnishings had been good but lack 
of care had turned them into junk.

A PPARENTLY the enormous over
stuffed chair was for her use alone. 

It seemed to fold around her vast hulk 
as she eased herself into it. Silk helped 
Quinn onto a straight-backed chair.

“ It’s about a young man who was ar
rested last night,”  Quinn said. “ Richard 
Norton. The records show that you were 
the nurse when Richard was born. Is 
that right?”

“ I f  the records show it, why should I 
deny it?” she said. Her voice was low 
and moody. “ What’s the matter with 
you? The way you look— Oh, I get it. 
You’re blind as a bat.”

[Turn^ p a g e ]
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“ That's right— Dlind as a bat,”  Quinn 

replied. “ You were the nurse then. Was 
there anything unusual about the birth?” 

She stretched out one hand, as if 
Quinn could see her actions, and rubbed 
the fingertips together.

“ There was something about being 
paid, mister.”

“ Give her ten dollars,”  Quinn told 
Silk. “ Now will you answer the ques
tion?”

She took the ten, folded it and jammed 
it into the depths o f the chair. Then 
she laughed uproariously. It was easy 
to see that she’d had too much to drink.

“ Sure I’ll answer the question. The 
kid was born, he squalled right on sched
ule. I tagged him, took care of him and 
his mother, and I was slipped an extra 
hundred bucks. Now I get ten more just 
for telling about it. I f I thought nursing 
would pay off like that on every case, 
I’d go back to it.”

“ You have nothing else to tell me?” 
“ About what? The bid? There’s noth

ing else to tell, even though I’d like to 
hold you up for another ten bucks. That’s 
all there is, mister. What did you say 
your name was?”

“ I didn’t, but it happens to be Quinn, 
and I ’m on the District Attorney’s staff.” 

Bessie Jackson shrank back into the 
chair as far as her bulk would permit.

“ A  copper. I thought you were one. A 
rotten copper trying to pump an old lady 
like me. Get out of here. Beat it, you 
understand? I wouldn’t give you the 
time of day for ten thousand dollars.”  

Quinn got up. “ On the contrary,”  he 
said slowly, “ I believe you’d sell out 
for five dollars. Let’s go, Silk.” 

Outside they both breathed fresh air 
as if they needed it. Quinn settled him
self in the back seat of the car.

“ Our good friend Bessie is holding 
something back,” he said. “ First of all, 
I’ll bet she hasn’t worked since she 
bought this house. Now, you discovered 
her credit was bad in those days, so 
where did she get the cash to buy? 
From a relative? That’s an old stall. 
Bessie could drink up a fortune in the 
years which have elapsed.”

“ Maybe she worked,”  Silk suggested. 
“ That hulk of a creature? No, Silk. 

Her hands were flabby and soft. She 
hasn’t done a lick of work in years, and 
I ’m betting she lived on money supplied 
by someone who feared her. I’m also bet
ting that she has a visitor tonight who
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won’t be quite as gentle as Tony Quinn. 
Bessie knows something. . . . ”

Quinn would have been surer if he 
could have watched Bessie Jackson’s 
activities after he and Silk departed. 
She didn’t move until she heard the car 
pull away. Then she hoisted herself out 
o f the chair and waddled to a back room 
to telephone. She dialed a number, held 
on for a little while and got her party.

“ Something’s gone wrong,”  she 
wheezed. “ A  blind character from the 
D.A.’s office was just here. Listen, you 
ain’t sold me out? Okay, okay, it was 
just an idea. Listen, I’ve got to get away, 
and it’ll take a lot o f dough. An awful 
lot, get me? I’ll want it tonight at the 
latest. Small bills and a big pile of them. 
Bessie needs lots of nourishment. And 
say, bring me a bottle o f good stuff. I ’m 
low and I don’t dare budge. There might 
be cops watching me.”

She hung up, laughed in that wheezy 
voice o f hers, then suddenly became 
sober. She tucked a stray strand of gray 
hair into place—or where she thought 
it ought to go—and then went to various 
windows and looked out. She was re
lieved at not seeing some stranger loi
tering close by. *

CHAPTER V

One Accident Too Many

ROM a bed in the pris
on ward at Bellevue, 
Richard Norton looked 
up and sneered. He 
hadn’t gone back to 
being the polished, 
pleasant and wealthy 
youth.

“ So you’re the guy 
who thinks he’s going 
to put me in the chair, 
are you? A blind man, 

at that. Curl up, Quinn, and start ask
ing me questions. Sure—all you like. 
And I won’t answer one. How do you 
like that?”

“ Naturally,”  Quinn replied, “ I don’t, 
though your reluctance to talk isn’t un
expected. You’re quite tough, aren’t you, 
Norton? But it’s a veneer. You’re only 
tough on the outside or it would have 
shown long ago. My job is to prosecute 
you. I’m beginning to think it will be 
a pleasure.”

Dick Norton half rose, then sank back
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as Silk moved up aggressively. Quinn 
called over a doctor, took him aside, and 
asked how Norton had been acting.

“ Normally, I ’d say, Mr. Quinn. I f he 
intends to put on a maniac act, he hasn’t 
started it yet. That boy is smart. He’ll 
never overdo it, but from what I know 
of the case he’s probably as crazy as a 
loon anyway.”

“ You, too,”  Quinn chuckled. “ No, I 
don’t mean you’re insane, Doctor. I only 
mean that everyone is firmly convinced 
that Dick Norton cannot be in his right 
mind. Has he had any visitors?”

“ No, sir. Not a soul, though there 
have been several phone calls from his 
friends. Is he to be restricted from 
visitors?”

“ On the contrary# let him see anyone 
he likes, but make certain all visitors 
are known, and keep a record o f them. 
Thank you, Doctor. Oh—would yon 
mind sending in his possessions? All of 
them.”

Dick Norton turned on his side to 
watch Quinn examine his clothing and 
the kit of burglar tools which especially 
interested the blind man. Silk described 
each object and Quinn touched it gently. 
One item was a slender bit o f steel with 
a strange hook at the end o f it. The tip 
was stained with what seemed to be soot.

Quinn clumsily dropped this instru
ment and Silk bent to pick it up.

“ W e’ll keep that, Silk,” Quinn said. 
“ I think it’s some sort of a key and it 
might reveal the hiding place o f Nor
ton’s loot.”

Norton laughed uproariously, but 
there was a worried look in his eyes.

Silk led Quinn out o f the barred room. 
A guard closed the door.

“ W e’ll pay Norton’s apartment an
other visit,”  Quinn said. “ That hook 
tool gives me an idea. Once I saw some
thing like that in the possession o f a 
crook. He had an especial use for it, 
and if I could only think back. . . . ”

It was late afternoon by the time they 
reached the office and matters required 
Quinn’s attention. He thrust the odd 
case of Dick Norton out of his mind 
and went to work.

At seven he signed his last letter, 
closed his last file and leaned back. In 
the privacy o f his office there was no 
need to pretend blindness. He.asked Silk 
for that strange hook and placed it on 
the desk.

“ This thing,” he said, “ slides into a

narrow crevice where it can hook around 
something. Whatever it is, the object 
has soot on it. Soot from an oil burner, 
Silk, and there was a large one in Nor
ton’s apartment. Do you recognize the 
significance? The stove looked as if it 
had been in constant use, but quite likely 
was not. Jewelry about the only thing 
he stole, hidden in a stove. That would 
be the last place a policeman would look. 
When Norton saw me handle this thing, 
he broke out in a cold sweat. I think 
we’ll go back to his apartment now. . . . ”

By night, the apartment building was 
more dismal than ever. There was a weak 
light in the front hall, but the owner had 
neglected to install lights at each land
ing. The stairs were dark. Quinn and 
Silk reached the second floor and started 
up to the third. The stairs wound around 
a well and it was a long distance to the 
bottom.

Quinn, with one hand on the bannister, 
felt a tiny slit beneath his hand, but kept 
on going. In the darkness, he looked 
down, and his eerie sight penetrated the 
gloom. He saw the loose piece of the 
stair close to the bannister. But he was 
supposed to be blind, if he evaded this 
obvious trap, he would give away the 
fact that he could see. Two steps from 
the trap, Quinn tossed his cane upward 
and seized it by the base.

He stepped firmly on the loosened 
board. It tipped, just as he had expected 
it would, and threw him against the ban
nister which gave way. Quinn started 
falling and Silk let out a yell of aston
ishment and fear. The crook of the 
white cane darted out however and was 
inserted between two bannister supports 
above the broken stair and its curved end 
fastened around one of the supports.

UINN hung there, over the edge, 
hung by clinging to the end of 

his cane. Silk couldn’t see much. He 
heard the section of bannister crash far 
below, but-it was not followed by the 
louder crash of a body.

“ Silk!”  Quinn said tensely. “ Silk, I’m 
over the edge of the stairs, but my cane 
got caught. I ’m hanging on. Help me— 
quickly!”

Silk lit a match, took in the situation 
and dropped to one knee. He reached 
over the edge of the stairway, secured a 
grip on one of Quinn’s wrists, then 
seized the other one. He braced himself 
and tugged.
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In a moment yuinn was sitting on the 

steps, wiping perspiration from his fore
head. Silk was berating owners of apart
ments like this, and he didn’t care who 
heard him.

“ Let it go,”  Quinn said finally. 
“ There’s been no great amount of harm 
done and accidents will happen. W e’ve 
work to do. Help me up the stairs.”

He was a trifle shaken when he closed 
the door of Dick Norton’s apartment, 
but he took that odd hook from his 
pocket and went to the oil stove. He 
opened the door, knelt and examined the 
interior carefully. Finally he saw the 
slot into which the hook would fit. He 
inserted it, found that it caught, and he 
tugged hard.

Nothing happened. He tried twisting 
it and this time he got results. * One flat 
section of the back of the stove came 
free. He gingerly lifted it out. It was 
nothing more than a flat metal box, clev
erly fashioned into the side o f the stove’s 
interior. There was a lid, closed by a 
hoop and hasp. Quinn opened it. There 
was nothing inside.

“ I might have known,” he whsipered 
to Silk. He added loudly, “ All right— 
we’ll go home now. And wipe that soot 
off your arm and sleeve, Silk. You look 
like a chimney sweep, I ’ll bet.”

“ But I—”  Silk started to say and 
Quinn’s hand pressed hard over his 
mouth, silencing him.

Silk got the idea. He, not blind Tony 
Quinn, was supposed to have located the 
hiding place.

"But I haven’t anything to clean it off 
with,”  Silk went on. “ The heck with it. 
I’ll be careful not to rub against you, 
sir.”

“ You already have,”  Quinn laughed. 
“ That’s how I knew about the soot. I 
felt it. And hold my arm when we go 
down those stairs. 1/don’t want another 
tumble. . . . ”

In the car, and speeding toward 
Quinn’s home, Silk turned his head for 
a moment.

“ What was the stage play for, sir?”
“ There might have been ears,”  Quinn 

replied. ‘‘ Microphones. You can’t tell 
what will happen in this case. And, Silk, 
do you believe now that there is nothing 
to all this?”

“ You mean those—accidents? I admit 
it seems funny. Two o f them in one 
day.”

“Accidents, my hat. Someone doesn’t

want me to investigate the life o f Rich
ard Norton. Whoever this is, will go 
to any extremes to stop me. Remember, 
I told four people I intended to go into 
young Norton’s life. Those who heard 
me say that were Doctor Fisk, Attorney 
Hammond, Fletcher Townsend, Dick’s 
cousin, and Max Imlay, the lad’s uncle. 
No one else, Silk, so among those four 
men is one who would rather kill me 
than have me delve into the history of 
Dick Norton.”

“ But the hospital cornice, or whatever 
it was—that certainly seemed like an 
accident.”

“ O f course it did. It was meant to, 
and even fooled me, until this happened. 
However, I was ready for it though I did 
not know what method our mysterious 
enemy would use. I permitted young 
Norton to hear me remark about the 
hook and that I wanted to go back to 
his apartment. He passed the word to 
someone, and whoever it was, can’t have 
seen or talked to Norton without the 
police knowing it. W e’ve got some sort 
of a line, at any rate.”

“ If the broken stairway was not an 
accident,”  Silk persisted.

“ It was not, Silk, but I ’ll wager that 
if we investigated the broken pieces we’d 
find little or no trace. That it was meant 
for me is obvious. A  blind man, going 
up strange stairs, would keep toward the 
side o f the bannister and use the railing 
as his guide. I felt the crevice where 
the wood was parted and I saw where 
the step had been operated upon. All I 
hope is that the man who wanted to 
murder me is convinced I believe that 
was an accident. I can cope with sijch 
accidents, Silk, but a desperate man com
ing at me with a gun is another thing.”

“ I’m wearing my shoulder sling from 
here on—with the safety off the gun.” 
Silk vowed.

HE SWUNG the car around the cor
ner where Quinn lived, rolled up 

to the curb and spoke in a low voice.
“ Sir, there’s someone sitting on the 

front steps and for once, it doesn’t look 
like McGrath. Too big a man for Mac.” 

“ I saw him, too,” Quinn whispered. 
“ He’s a stranger to me. Stay in the car. 
Take a gun out of the glove compartment 
and cover me. I ’m going on in. If I tap 
my cane against the step, it’ s a signal 
everything is all right and you can put 
the car away.”
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Quinn got out, thrust his cane ahead 
of him with the tip an inch above the 
ground and fumbled for the gate. He 
opened it, passed through, and kept go
ing up the walk.

The man on the porch was six feet tall, 
gray-haired, and powerful-looking. He 
wore a medium priced blue suit and had 
a jovial, friendly appearance.

“ Mr. Quinn?” he asked.
Quinn came to a dead stop. “ W ho is 

it?” he asked nervously. “ W ho are you?”
“ Oh, I ’m sorry. Terribly sorry, Mr. 

Quinn. I honestly forgot that you’re 
blind. I must have frightened you.”

“ You did.” Quinn still held the cane 
tightly, ready to swing it at the first sign 
of treachery.

“ I repeat, I’m sorry,” the man said. 
“ M y name is George Cheney. I ’m with 
the Department of Social Welfare, and 
I came to you about this young Richard 
Norton. I happen to know something 
about him.”

“ Help me up the stairs,” Quinn 
begged.

His cane tapped and Silk pulled away. 
Quinn fumbled with the door key, mur
mured his thanks when Cheney took his 
arm, and they went inside.

In the living room, Cheney sat down.
“ It’s a most amazing affair,” he said. 

“ I saw Norton’s pictures in the papers

and thought I recognized him, so I went 
to the prison ward at Bellevue. It’s the 
same young man. I knew him as Peter 
Collins.”

“ Very interesting,” Quinn said. 
Though the fact that Cheney had visited 
Norton was the most interesting detail 
of all, Quinn didn’t say so.

“ Yes,” Cheney went on. “ I encoun
tered this young man about eight months 
ago. I had a certain family on my list 
for investigation and I discovered that 
one member— a lad about Norton’s age—  
was running wild. I checked a bit and 
learned he was a friend of this Norton, 
or Peter Collins, as he was known in my 
neck of the woods. I managed to get my 
subject away from Norton, but I took an 
awful tongue-lashing doing it. Norton’s 
speech intrigued me. I was once a teach
er, and I sensed that while he looked 
and acted tough, he was really well- 
educated.”

“ How far did you go in your investi
gation of him?” Quinn asked.

“ Nowhere at all, sir. W hen I went 
to look for him, he had vanished, and 
nobody knew where he was. It seems he 
appeared infrequently and vanished com
pletely whenever he wished to.”

“ I see. W ell, we know where he van
ished to, at any rate. There is nothing 
else, Mr. Cheney?”

/
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“ N-no, I think not. My offering isn’t 

much, but I thought it might be of some 
help. You can reach me at the Welfare 
Board at any time. I’m ready to co
operate whenever I can.”

Silk came in in time to escort Cheney 
to the door. When he returned, Tony 
Quinn was using the telephone.

“ Murphy,” Quinn said, “this is Quinn. 
You were guarding Richard Norton all 
day. Did he have any visitors? Cheney? 
Yes, I know about him. W ho? A  cou
sin? Named Fletcher Townsend? Yes—  
thanks, Murphy. I wanted you for the 
job because I knew I could trust you. 
Send for a relief now, but get back on it 
tomorrow.”

Quinn hung up.
“ So Norton had two visitor^ after we 

left, eh?” Silk said. “ Townsend and this 
Cheney. Either one could have set the 
trap at Norton’s apartment.”

“ True,” Quinn said musingly, “ but 
Cheney couldn’t have had anything to do 
with Idle falling bricks at the hospital. 
Unless someone told him I was going 
there. I’m not discarding Mr. Cheney as 
a suspect, Silk. Go see if Butch and 
Carol have appeared.”

Both were in the secret lab, Silk re
ported a moment later. Quinn, using his 
cane and moving like a blind man, en
tered his library. The shades were all 
drawn and Silk closed the door after 
they passed through. Quinn always 
worked on the principle that someone 
might be watching. He never relaxed his 
pose as a blind man unless he was certain 
he could not be observed.

He thrust the cane under his arm and 
moved directly to one section of the 
book-lined wall. He found a hidden con
trol, a narrow door moved out and he 
entered the lab.

T H ERE he plunged into the details 
of the case, omitting nothing.

“ I’m certain we are on the track of 
something big,” he added. “ W ith four or 
five nice suspects lined up. W e can deal 
with only two of them at the moment. 
Carol, you are to watch Fletcher Town
send. Silk will give you all the facts 
about him. Butch, you take over Max Im- 
lay, the uncle. Neither must have any 
inkling they are being watched or inves
tigated. W e ’ll pass up Dr. Fisk for the 
moment. He seems to be okay. Attorney 
Hammond is prominent, well-liked, but 
I happen to know he is tricky and some
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what greedy too. But Hammond would 
have to operate through someone else. 
He’s too well-known to take an active 
part. Fletcher Townsend and Imlay are 
the best bets.”

“ W e ’ll get right on it, Tony,” Carol 
said. “ Silk told us two attempts were 
made on your life. Be careful, Tony.”

Quinn chuckled. “ So Silk finally ad
mits they were murder attempts and not 
accidents. W e ’re progressing. Off with 
you now. Report in by phone every two 
hours. If we don’t hear from you, we’ll 
start looking.”

“ And you, Tony?” Carol asked.
“ I’m going to visit a woman tonight, 

but there is no need for you to look 
alarmed. She weighs in the vicinity of 
three hundred, looks like something out 
of Faust and she smells of whisky. But 
she attracts me, Carol, because I think 
she knows something. She wouldn’t tell 
Tony Quinn. Perhaps she will talk to 
the Black Bat.”

C H APTER  V I

Murder— the Great Silencer

ILK  was at the wheel'as 
the coupe slid to the 
curb on the street be
hind Bessie Jackson’s 
home. Silk stopped on
ly a second. Anyone 
watching may have 
thought someone left 
that car and disap
peared into the night, 
but that observer would 
never have been cer

tain. The Black Bat had developed a 
speed which made his somberly clad fig
ure a mere blur in the night.

He made his way through back yards 
easily and without any noise. Those un
canny eyes of his served well now for 
he stumbled over nothing, because he 
saw all obstacles even in this complete 
blackness.

Reaching Bessie Jackson’s home he 
listened at the rear door for a moment 
or two, then studied the lock. It offered 
no especial difficulties for him. A  sim
ple, slim bit of steel turned it. There 
was no burglar chain. He stepped into 
a kitchen that smelled of unwashed dish
es and rancid food, with a predominating 
odor of whisky above everything else.

There wasn’t a sound in the small
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house. The Black Bat moved through 
the dining room, came to the living room 
door, and then he saw her. Bessie Jack- 
son lay on her side. Orte hand was out
stretched and seemed to be clutching 
something. Her face had the characteris
tic cyanosis that comes with death from 
certain violent poisons.

Her body was almost cold. Bessie had 
been dead for two or three hours at least.

The Black Bat knelt beside her and 
pried open the fingers of her clenched 
hand. He removed a two-inch-long vial 
of a colorless fluid. He unscrewed the 
stopper and sniffed.

Rising, he studied the scene for a mo
ment. Bessie had apparently been sitting 
in her usual chair and enjoying a glass 
of whisky. It was still on the small table, 
about half full. He dipped a finger into 
the whisky and gingerly tasted of it. 
The stuff was liberally dosed with a 
drug.

The Black Bat began visualizing what 
had happened. Bessie must have warned 
someone that Tony Quinn was heading 
toward the truth, whatever it might be. 
That person had come to see Bessie, and 
had come prepared by bringing poison. 
He had known her habits, her craving 
for whisky, and had probably supplied 
a bottle of the stuff, well spiked with 
poison. Bessie had drunk greedily, as 
she might have been expected to do. She 
had died then.

But none of this explained the vial of 
poison in her hand. That stamped her 
death as suicide. A  not surprising end 
for such a woman. In fact, if Bessie had 
not been involved in this Norton matter, 
even the Black Bat would have assumed 
she was a suicide.

He did check for a note but found 
none. He noticed her cheap coat, hat and 
handbag on a hall chair. They had not 
been there this afternoon, So Bessie 
must have gone out.

The Black Bat searched the handbag. 
In it he found several department store 
receipts. Three listed purchases that 
afternoon of four dresses, two hats and 
some lingerie. Another indicated that 
she had purchased two expensive travel
ing bags. A ll told, Bessie had spent a 
considerable sum of money on quality 
merchandise. Yet the clothing she was 
wearing was cheap.

There were five twenty-dollar bills in 
the bag, though the department store 
statements indicated she had. ordered all 
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goods sent C.O.D. That was no help to 
the suicide theory. A  woman, even one 
like Bessie, would hardly go on a shop
ping spree with evident plans for some 
sort of a trip, then commit suicide a 
couple of hours later.

The Black Bat was certain this was 
murder, though there was not a single 
clue to homicide.

He spent ten minutes searching the 
premises. In one bureau drawer he found 
a tin cash box. It was unlocked and 
annoyingly empty. The box seemed to 
have been hastily thrust back into the 
drawer and the clothing in the drawer 
was carelessly disarrayed.

The other drawers were fairly neat. 
Bessie’s training as a nurse must have 
instilled an instinct for keeping her per
sonal things in order, though she had let 
the house itself go to pot.

The Black Bat put the vial of poison 
back into her hand, closed the fingers 
over it and made one more careful check 
of the scene. He return to the kitchen, 
on his way out, but there in the darkness 
his eyes fell upon a wall calendar. It 
had a ring around the numeral indicat
ing this present day of the month.

Old calendar pages, pinned back with 
a paper clip, were similarly marked. The 
twenty-first day of each month had a 
penciled ring around it. Something hap
pened on the twenty-first. Something 
Bessie didn’t want to forget.

T H E R E  was a large wastebasket be
side the sink and it overflowed with 

paper, bags and boxes. The Black Bat 
dumped the contents on the floor. Bes
sie, it seemed, emptied the basket only 
when the refuse began to overflow all 
over the kitchen. Among the papers were 
two crumpled envelopes bearing post 
office date stamps. One was for exactly 
a month ago, the other for exactly two 
months ago.

So Bessie received plain envelopes, 
addressed in block letters with no return 
address, on the twenty-first of each 
month. The Black Bat recalled the rusty 
mail-box on the front porch. He went 
through the house, opened the door and 
took a quick look at the street. There 
was no one within sight. He moved over 
to the mail-box, and instantly his eyes 
spotted something white inside.

He quietly removed the single enve
lope he found there, carried it back into 
the house and shut the door. He worked
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there, in total darkness, opening the 
envelope carefully. Inside were ten 
twenty-dollar bills. Two hundred dol
lars. No wonder Bessie had marked her 
kitchen calendar so she wouldn’t forget 
to look in the mail-box. The Black Bat 
put money and envelope into his pocket, 
added the two envelopes from the pre
vious months, and replaced the rest of 
the refuse in the basket.

Five minutes later Silk drove slowly 
past the spot where he had dropped the 
Black Bat. There was a low whistle. 
Silk hit the brake. The blurred shadow 
moved fast and Silk opened the car door. 
The Black Bat was inside and replacing 
his hood with a wide-brimmed black hat 
by the time Silk got rolling again.

It was a necessary change. The hood 
would attract attention, while the black 
hat was almost as effective a means of 
concealing those telltale scars around 
the eyes which would have quickly be
trayed the Black Bat as Tony Quinn, 
acid-scarred blind man.

While Silk drove to the next stop, the 
Black Bat told him about the death of 
Bessie Jackson.

“ As I see it,” the Black Bat said, “ Bes
sie knew something and was feeing paid 
monthly blackmail of two hundred dol
lars to keep her mouth shut. That runs 
into fairly substantial sums over a period 
of years. Now Bessie gave up her work 
as a nurse soon after Dick Norton was 
born, so we have something of a tie-in.”

“ You said it was murder,” Silk re
marked. “ How about clues? They might 
show us someone who could answer all 
our questions.”

“ No clues, and all indications pointed 
to suicide except that Bessie had spent 
part of the afternoon buying things for 
a contemplated trip. She was intending 
to go away quickly, before we became 
more suspicious. She had little cash on 
hand so she must have contacted her 
blackmail victim and got him to promise 
her a lump sum.”

“ He paid off all right, sir. W ith poi- 
son.

" I t  must have been incredibly easy, 
Silk. Bessie’s appetite for whisky would 
have been well-known to the murderer. 
He simply brought her a poisoned bottle, 
poured her a drink and after she was 
dead removed the bottle. But he left a 
vial of undiluted poison in her hand. 
I don’t know why. I can only guess.”

“ So can I ,” Silk offered. “ It was a
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plant—to indicate suicide.”

“ More than that, Silk,” the Black Bat 
said thoughtfully. “ A  woman like Bes
sie, with something on a blackmail victim 
to supply her with fifty dollars a week 
for life, would make certain everything 
she knew was written down and hidden. 
I found a tin cash box in a bureau draw
er. I believe it had been rifled after Bes
sie was dead. That box may have con
tained her documentary information.” 

“ But I still don’t get the idea of the 
poison vial in her hand.”

“ Suppose Bessie knew, or was told 
she’d been poisoned. Suppose her mur
derer produced that vial and told her it 
contained an antidote which she could 
have if she told where the evidence was 
hidden. Bessie would grab at such a 
chance and talk. Then she died— because 
no antidote could have saved her. The 
murderer got the documents and was 
safe.

“ Bessie still clutched the vial of poi
son which she believed to be an antidote. 
Everything was neatly wrapped up. Poi
son from the vial was in her drink, she 
held the rest of the poison in her dead 
hand. Obviously a suicide. W ho would 
guess, unless that person knew all we 
did, that Bessie was murdered?4 *****

“ It sounds logical enough,” Silk 
agreed. “ I wonder what she could have 
known?”

The Black Bat shook his head regret
fully.

“ Whatever it was,”  he said, “ she could 
have broken this whole mess and prob
ably given us a hint, if not absolute 
proof, why .Dick Norton went off on his 
career of crime. And, incidentally, why 
someone doesn’t want Dick Norton’s past 
life investigated to such an extent as to 
make two attempts to kill the D. A . in 
charge of the case.”

“ How about checking alibis for those 
two attempts?” Silk suggested.

“ I intend to, now that we are certain 
they were not accidents. W ith the sec
ond one, somebody knew I ’d go to Nor
ton’s cheap apartment. Norton knew 
this, too, and told this someone or passed 
the word along somehow. So far, we 
know that Townsend saw Norton after 
we left and so did this social worker 
named Cheney. But as far as checking 
an alibi is concerned, it’s impossible. W e  
don’t know exactly when the trap was 
set.”

“ The first attempt was different
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though,” Silk argued. “ Somebody 
pushed that peak of bricks on you. He 
had to be there, on the roof of the hos
pital.”

“ That’s true, and it gives us a working 
point. I’ll put Carol and Butch on it. 
Drop me off just beyond the Norton resi
dence and then keep circling until I 
signal.”

“ What if Mrs. Norton isn’t alone, sir? 
They’d hardly be apt to leave her alone, 
sick as she is supposed to be.”

“ Someone will be in the house, but I 
doubt I’ll be seen or heard. I f  I am, I 
don’t mind if they know the Black Bat 
is interested. After all it was the Black 
Bat who effected the capture of Dick 
Norton and started this whole affair 
rolling.” *

CH APTER  V II

Murder Makes Heartbreak

L A N O R T O N w a s  
propped up against 
several pillows. The 
room was dark, but she 
was not asleep. She 
saw the door open, saw 
someone come in, clos
ing the door* quickly 
behind him.

“ W ho is it?” she 
asked in sudden fear. 
The almost invisible 

figure moved toward the bed. Mrs. Nor
ton reached for the bed lamp, but a 
gloved hand gently took her wrist and 
checked the move.

“ Please don’t,” a voice said softly. 
“ I’m here to help you if I can.”

“ But who are you, coming here like 
this? Into a darkened room, unan
nounced? W hy didn’t my nephew bring 
you up?”

“ He’s reading in the study, Mrs. Nor
ton. He doesn’t know I’m here, and I 
hope you will not create any alarm. I 
am the Black Bat.”

For a moment there was only a tense 
silence. To Mrs. Norton the Black Bat 
meant the man who had captured and 
shot her only son. She didn’t know it, 
but a gloved hand was in position to stifle 
any scream which might have risen to 
her lips.

She didn’t scream. “ Oh, I ’m glad you 
came to see me,” she said. “ They tell me 
so little.”

“ Perhaps it is because they don’t be
lieve you can stand all the details, Mrs. 
Norton. I ’m wondering myself.”

"Nonsense,” she said weakly. “ I’m 
not well. I’ve never been really well 
since Richard was born, but I have the 
stamina to stand up against the truth. 
You are a rather legendary figure in my 
particular world, Black Bat, but I do 
know you are honest. Tell me— about 
my son.”

“ He has two distinct personalities—  
that of the nice, clean-living boy you 
knew; the other, that of a crook, residing 
in a squalid atmosphere, associating with 
thugs and other low people. A  gun
carrying burglar who stole thousands 
of dollars in loot and who didn’t hesitate 
to shoot. That was the boy I came to 
know.”

“ And you tracked him down.” There 
was a faint sob from the pillow. “ I’m 
not blaming you for that. Tell me— do 
you think Richard is mad?”

“That is what I am trying to find out, 
but cooperation is difficult to get. Also 
I ’m rather handicapped in that I ’m un
able to move about freely. The police 
don’t especially care for me, you see.”

“ Yes, I’ve heard that. How can I help 
you?”

“ By telling me about Richard. Frank
ly, Mrs. Norton, I intend to reveal the 
results of my investigation to the Dis
trict Attorney in charge. It will be your 
son you tell me about, so I  promise not 
to press you to talk.”

“ But what harm can I do my son by 
telling the truth?” she asked plaintively. 
"Richard was born twenty-six years ago 
last March the twenty-ninth. He was a 
healthy baby. Much healthier than his 
mother, I can assure you. I came close 
to dying when he was born. Richard 
grew up, loved by his parents. He seemed 
to be normal.”

“ He betrayed no tendencies to lie or 
steal or cheat?”

She laughed hollowly. “ He wasn’t a 
saint, if that’s what you mean. No little 
boy is, but he was no different from 
other boys. He attended a private school, 
then transferred to public high because 
he didn’t want to develop any snobbish 
tendencies. From there he went to col
lege and did very well indeed.”

“ He never exhibited any traits which 
might lead you to think he possessed a 
split personality?”

“ None whatsoever. He was, in fact,
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quite a devoted son. When his father 
was fatally hurt in an auto accident, 
Richard never once left his side. He 
wanted to give his blood for a direct 
transfusion and I recall how disappoint
ed he was when the doctors wouldn’t 
permit that. After his father’s death, he 
gave me the strength and the will to go 
on. Now— now, I don’t know. I don’t 
seem to care much.”

“ You must,” the Black Bat whispered. 
“ Richard needs you now.”

“ Does he?” she asked wearily. “ My 
son—who murdered three people? Two of 
them close friends of mine. And robbed 
those people who trusted him and let 
him into their homes so he might decide 
which one to rob and how it could be 
done easiest? The boy who told me he 
would be away a few days to visit col
lege friends and who went, instead, to 
this hovel where be associated with 
thieves and murderers?”

“ I know,” the Black Bat said. “ It’s 
rough, but he still needs you,”

S HE sighed heavily, and her lips trem
bled.

“ Richard hardly seems like my son 
any more,”  she said. “ I’m his mother, 
but I sometimes wonder if he is worthy 
of being saved. If he can be saved.”

“ You don’t, then, believe he is mad?” 
“ How can I believe that? He showed 

no such tendencies. He was always a 
rather determined boy who knew exactly 
where he was going and why. I ’m very 
tired. I’m grateful that you came to see 
me. I only wish that— no, I can’t say it.” 

“ I know what you meant to say, Mrs. 
Norton,” the Black Bat whispered. “ You 
wish the bullet I ’d put into him would 
have killed him instantly.”

“ Yes. That way the shock would have 
been— well, just one single shock. Now 
I don’t know what is going to happen. 
I doubt I can endure the publicity 
that will result. I need my husband now. 
He would have known what to do. Paul 
was never at a loss in handling any sort 
of a situation.”

“ There is just one thing more,” the 
Black Bat said. “ It could be important. 
If you feel up to talking another mo
ment or two.”

“ Please don’t consider me,” she said 
earnestly. “ I want justice done, and you 
are the man who can see that it is done. 
What do you wish to know?”

“ It’s in relation to a theory— probably
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cockeyed, but worth considering any
way. I have wondered if someone could 
have purposely led Richard astray. W ith  
selfish motives in view. Do you under
stand?”

“ You mean that I’m an old woman and 
not likely to live long. I ’m also quite 
wealthy and Richard is my heir. If he 
should die or be declared incompetent, 
others would come into, or at least man
age my estate. I’ve thought of that, too.” 

“ Did you come to any conclusions?”
“ I believe your theory to be practical. 

M y nephew, Fletcher Townsend, and my 
brother-in-law, Max Imlay, are both self
ish men. I cannot see how they could 
have led Richard astray, though, be
cause he didn’t especially like them. So 
far as I am concerned, you may investi
gate anyone, no matter how close he is 
to me. I don’t care any more.”

“ That’s not an encouraging attitude,” 
the Black Bat said in a kindly voice.

“ So Dr. Fisk tells me. He says I don’t 
care whether I live or die. Frankly, I 
don’t. Dr. Fisk has been wonderful. 
During the initial state of my shock over 
the news, he never left my side for a 
moment.”

“ Could he help me, do you think?” 
“ I ’m sure he could not. The doctor 

is comparatively new in town. He comes 
from some midwestern city. He knows 
very little about us.”

Mrs. Norton closed her eyes and re
laxed against the pillow. There wasn’t 
a sound, yet when she opened her eyes 
a moment later she sensed that she was 
alone. She closed her eyes again, and 
sighed deeply. . * .

Half an hour later the Black Bat was 
in his laboratory, scrutinizing the en
velopes and money he had found at 
Bessie Jackson’s home. He gave up after 
an hour.

“ Nothing,” he told Silk. “ Whoever 
wrote the address on the last envelope, 
wore gloves or carefully obliterated all 
chances of fingerprints. The paper is 
ordinary dime store stuff, the money un-« 
traceable and the block printing doesn’t 
mean a thing. Did you ask Carol and 
Butch to report in when they called the 
last time?”

“ Yes, sir. They should be here soon. 
I ’ll prepare something for them to eat. 
It’s possible they had no time for dinner 
and Butch looks pathetic when he is 
hungry.”
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The Black Bat removed his somber 

clothing and put the garments away in a 
steel locker. He was now Tony Quinn, 
but not compelled to act out his supposed 
blindness. He tamped a pipe full of to
bacco, applied flame, and sat down in a 
comfortable chair. He smoked slowly 
and his thoughts were concerned with 
this bizarre series of events.

Richard Norton could expose the 
whole thing, Quinn knew, but Norton 
would never talk. Yet the whole scheme 
seemed to concern something more than

So far, there were no indications to 
connect Max Imlay with the events, 
though it was hard to judge either Im
lay or Townsend at present. Quinn 
didn’t know enough about them.

The whole thing stemmed from the 
date of Richard Norton’s birth. Bessie 
Jackson had been the nurse. She had 
retired, and probably had lived on black
mail. Now she was dead— murdered, 
because she knew too much. The killer 
was moving fast and not apt to hesitate 
at more murder. That meant he had a
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CAROL

merely Norton’s role as a killer-burglar, 
even if his loot had been spirited away 
by someone. There were bigger things 
concerning this, but as yet, Quinn didn’t 
even know in what direction he was 
headed.

T HE D E A T H  of Mrs. Norton, a high
ly possible thing now, would make 

Dick her heir, and Dick was certain to 
lose his liberty, if not his life. The es
tate was a motive, with Fletcher Town
send and Max Imlay as the possible bene
ficiaries. Fletcher Townsend could have 
arranged the trap for blind Tony Quinn 
if Dick Norton had told him about 
Quinn’s intended visit. That brought 
Townsend to the fore though George 
Cheney, the social worker, was also sus
pected.

mighty reason behind his work.
Somewhere in Dick Norton’s life lay 

the secret, and someone didn’t want it 
exposed. Someone was so determined to 
keep it a secret that two attempts had 
been made on the life of the one man who 
had sworn to check back over Norton’s 
life.

It was an odd case. Motives, clues, 
even suspects were well-hidden. There 
were no gunmen involved, no profes
sional crooks outside of young Norton 
himself. Every avenue of approach 
closed up— or dried up, as with Bessie 
Jackson’s murder.

There were no witnesses to question, 
few alibis to check. The thing went 
back too far, and time had obscured all 
the essential details.

Quinn discovered that he was puffing
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on a cold pipe, and he lit it again. He 
tried to plan some method of procedure 
and found it impossible. There was 
nothing to point in any certain direction.

Carol came then, to bring his mind 
back to earth. Carol had little to re
port.

“ I picked up Fletcher Townsend at 
Mrs. Norton’s home,” she said. “ He 
never left it. I did a little checking on 
him, but there wasn’t much to learn. He 
works for a broker as a clerk, has a little 
money of his own, but likes to pretend 
he is a big shot. His friends are okay—  
the usual sort. He gambles a little, 
drinks a little, stays out late now and 
then. He has a modest two-room apart
ment. That’s all there is, Tony.”

“ I wish there was a way to get you 
into Mrs. Norton’s house,”  Quinn said. 
“ Without being obvious about it. Posing 
as a nurse is out. Dr. Fisk wouldn’t hire 
an unknown. Acting as a reporter would 
get you nowhere. Mrs. Norton would 
refuse to see you. A  maid— well, I doubt 
it. People like the Nortons get their 
help from accredited agencies and in 
her state of mind she wouldn’t hire any
one anyway.”

Carol pursed her lips. “ I can think 
of a way, Tony. I don’t like it any more 
than you will, but it can be done. Flet
cher Townsend is the key to open the 
lock. I could arrange to meet him, be
come confidential, and get him to bring 
me to the house. It would give me a 
chance to look around at least.”

“ Try it.” Quinn grinned. “ Only don’t 
carry it too far. After all I’m the guy 
you intend to marry some day and 
personally I don’t like Fletcher Town
send much.”

“ He’s a pompous, vain peacock,” Carol 
said. “ I’ll arrange it tomorrow and get 
in to see his aunt as quickly as possible.”

Butch returned then and the enor
mous member of the Black Bat’s band 
had something to report. It was the first 
definite and interesting item to come 
out of this maze.

“ I checked on Max Imlay, the uncle 
of that kid,” Butch said. “ He’s an archi
tect and fairly good. Has a two-room 
office, and two clerks. He hasn’t got 
much money, but gets along okay. He 
went into a classy place to have dinner. 
You know, one of those joints where you 
get your soup at seven and your dessert 
at nine— if you can catch the waiter’s 
eye. I figured he’d be busy there so I
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went back to his office and sort of-— 
well— got in, if you know what I meap.” 

“ Good," Quinn approved. “ What did 
you find?”

Butch hunched his big shoulders. 
“ W ell, you were telling us how you 
nearly got knocked off when a chunk of 
the hospital fell your way. The Reeves 
Memorial Hospital, you said. So when 
I saw a file with the name of the hospital 
on Imlay’s desk, I looked at it. Imlay 
is bidding for designing the repair work 
and he must have been on the roof and 
known that big hunk of bricks could be 
pushed over easy.”

“ Hmm,” Quinn mused. “ Highly in
teresting. I f  the bricks were pushed over, 
the man who did it must have known 
they were loose. Imlay did— we’ve proof 
of it now. W hat did Imlay do after 
dining, Butch?”

“ He went straight home and he’s there 
yet, so far as I know.”

“ A ll right,” Quinn said. “ Go back to 
him. Keep reporting to Silk and I’ll 
contact both of you tomorrow. Watch  
it, too. The fellow behind this is play
ing for keeps. He’d hardly be reluctant 
about killing other people.”

C H A P TE R  V III

Five Suspects

O CTO R  ROGER FISK  
w a s  announced a t 
Quinn’s office the fol
lowing morning and 
Quinn had him sent in 
at once. Fisk seemed 
a trifle put out about 
something as he sat 
down.

“ Mr. Quinn, I want 
a pass, or whatever it 
is you give, to see Dick 

Norton. I went to the prison ward at 
Bellevue about an hour ago and they re
fused, point-blank, to let me in.”

“ W h y  did you wish to see him, Doc
tor?” Quinn asked blandly.

“ W hy— why—  Oh, hang it man, I’m 
nothing more than an emissary from his 
mother. She wanted to go, but that was 
out of the question, so I agreed to see 
him, to tell him his mother was standing 
behind him.”

“ O f course I’ll grant you permission 
to see him,” Quinn said. “ Frankly, I 
never issued an order to prohibit visi
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tors. It must have been the police. Do 
you mind waiting a moment while I 
find out about that?”

Dr. Fisk didn’t mind at all and made 
himself more comfortable while Quinn 
contacted the prison ward at Bellevue. 
He asked a few questions, listened a lot, 
and looked grimmer than usual when 
he hung up.

“ I have the answer, Doctor. Last 
night Richard seemed to be having a 
bad spell and tumbled out of bed. His 
police guard came to his side and 
Richard attacked the man in an attempt 
to get at his service pistol. Fortunately 
the officer was suspicious, and Richard 
only got himself a fist in the face. Short
ly after noontime he will be transferred 
to jail.” *

“ The idiot!” Dr. Fisk sighed in des
pair. “ Quinn, don’t let his mother know 
about this. I ’m worried. She doesn’t 
seam to care whether she lives or dies, 

*and that’s bad. She has been chronically 
ill for years.”

“ You have been attending her all that 
time?” Quinn asked.

“ Oh, no. I’ve only been in town for 
six years, Mr. Quinn. Prior to that I 
practised in Chicago. I became Mrs. 
Norton’s physician four years ago.” 

“ Then you wouldn’t know so much 
about the boy,” Quinn said musingly. 
“ W ho was the attending physician prior 
to your coming here?”

“ No one man in particular after the 
death of the attending physician at 
Richard’s birth. As for knowing Richard, 
you’re quite right. He was away at col
lege for two years and hardly ever at 
home when I called, after that. Natu
rally I saw and talked to him a number 
of times, however. Frankly, I never no
ticed any symptoms of mental abberra- 
tion. I’m not a psychiatrist though and 
I wasn’t looking for such symptoms any
how.”

“ I understand,” Quinn said. He raised 
his voice. “ Silk, will you find the pad 
of official passes. I use it so seldom I ’m 
not familiar with its size.”

Silk found the pad and, at Quinn’s re
quest, filled in all but the signature. He 
guided Quinn’s pen to the proper line 
and Quinn scrawled his name. He 
ripped off the page and handed it across 
the desk, not in a very straight line with 
where Dr. Fisk sat.

Fisk got up, accepted the pass and put 
it into his pocket.

“ Really, Mr. Quinn,” he said, and 
smiled, “ if a man didn’t know you 
were totally blind, he’d hardly suspect 
you could not see.”

“ Thank you.” Quinn grinned. “ It’s 
nice to have a doctor say that. I do my 
best, but sometimes it isn’t so good. Silk, 
here, saves me from many a fall or col
lision. Doctor, if Richard confides in 
you, or you notice any symptoms, let me 
know, will you?”

“ Naturally,” Fisk shook hands. “ Un
less what I see or hear incriminates 
Richard too badly. After all, I’m on his 
side, you know.”

Fisk went out and Quinn stared 
thoughtfully into space. He called Silk 
over.

“ Phone Headquarters and have them 
get a line on Dr. Roger Fisk. His pre
vious record in Chicago.”

“ Good gosh, you don’t suspect him?” 
Silk cried.

“ No more than anyone else, but he 
tipped me off that time. He is on 
Richard’s side and it might be well to 
know why Dr. Fisk gave up a Chicago 
practise to come here. W hy the change?”

“ I ’ll attend to it,” Silk promised. . . .
In the early afternoon Quinn ap

peared before the Grand Jury and suc
ceeded in getting indictments against 
Richard Norton on three charges of 
murder and an open number of charges 
of burglary and armed robbery. A t
torney Hammond was there and offered 
no great amount of opposition.

A FTER  it was over, Hammond sat 
down beside Quinn.

“ I ’m having alienists go over the boy 
tomorrow,” the lawyer informed. “ He’s 
mad as a hatter. Anyone can see that. 
Even his cousin, Fletcher Townsend, 
said so last night. He’d been to see 
Richard.”

“ Yes, I know that. W hat did he say 
about him?”

“ That Richard hardly talked rational
ly. It seems Richard especially hates 
you. He told Townsend you were going 
to search his apartment again and he 
hoped you’d break your neck before you 
got there. Foolish things like that. 
Townsend created quite an uproar tell
ing it. He talks too much, anyway, and 
becomes loud when he is excited. Seems 
Mrs. Norton overheard some of the more 
lurid parts of the story and promptly 
went into a dead faint. Doc Fisk came
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down and gave Townsend some plain 
talk.”

“ What did Imlay have to say about all 
this— or wasn’t he there?”

“ Imlay is a queer bird, Tony. Person
ally I don’t like him. He says little, and 
thinks a lot. He never uttered a word, 
but you should have heard Fisk. You 
know, with his ruddy face and that ton- 
sure of hair running like a halo around 
his skull, he looks like a friar. But he 
didn’t talk like one. W hich brings up 
another point.”

“ And that is what?”  Quinn asked, 
highly interested.

“ Don’t think I ’m maudlin or trying to 
defeat the ends of justice by sobbing on 
your shoulder, Tony. However, from 
what Fisk says, Mrs. Norton is in bad 
shape. If Richard is convicted and—- 
executed— I think she’ll die. You’ll be 
sentencing two people to death if they 
fry him, Tony.”

“ Murderers always have mothers and 
fathers,” Quinn said, softly. “ Sisters 
and brothers. They are almost always 
badly affected when someone they love 
is sent to such an inglorious finish. Yet 
it has to be. I can’t permit Mrs. Norton’s 
health to stop me from sending her son 
to the chair— which he richly deserves 
if he isn’t crazy.”

“ Um— yes.” Hammond arose. “ W ell, 
thanks anyway.”

“ Thank you,” Quinn said with em
phasis, but Hammond didn’t know why 
his legal opponent seemed so grateful.

Quinn now knew that any of them—  
Imlay, Fisk, Hammond or Townsend—  
could have arranged the trap on the 
stairway leading to Dick Norton’s apart
ment. Townsend had told them all that 
Quinn was going there and that Dick 
hoped he’d break his neck on the way. 
One of those people had taken Dick Nor
ton’s hopesabittooconstructively .
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Silk took Quinn back to his office.
“ I looked over a couple of news

papers,” Silk said. “ They found Bessie 
Jackson this morning, and she’s listed 
as a suicide. Also I heard from Head
quarters on Doc Fisk. They checked on 
him by teletype and got a quick reply. 
Doc Fisk graduated from Matthern Uni
versity in Nineteen-eighteen, interned 
at a Chicago hospital, and hung out his 
shingle three years later. He worked up 
a good neighborhood general practice, 
never married, and had no close relatives. 
Six years ago he closed his office, sent 
his patients a notice that he’d turned his 
practice over to another doctor, and 

/  that’s the last they heard of him.”
“ W hich seems to give Dr. Fisk a clean 

slate,” Quinn said. “ Oh, well, there’s 
nothing like making certain. How about 
Carol and Butch? Have they reported?”,

“ Butch has been regular. Carol phoned 
the office on the private wire, but none 
too regularly. Seems she has met young 
Townsend and he’s giving her quite a 
rush. And how that girl worked it ! She 
knew one of Townsend’s bosses and 
went to him. Said she needed someone 
to show her around town and she liked 
Townsend’s looks, so he was assigned to 
do the honors. He’ll never suspect her,”

“ Good. Back to the office now. I ’ve 
got an accumulation of two days’ work 
ahead of me. And an assignment for 
you.”

“ I'm ready for it,” Silk said.
“ After you deposit me at the office, go 

out and learn what you can about a Dr, 
Rolf who died two years ago. This Rolf 
was the attending physician at Dick 
Norton’s birth. I ’m working on the 
theory that i f ’Bessie Jackson, who was 
the nurse, discovered something which 
led to blackmail, perhaps Dr. Rolf knew 
the same thing, but was ethical enough 
to forget it.”

“ It may take a long time,” Silk said. 
“ The doctor has been dead two years and 
I ’ll have to rely upon his friends and 
relatives.”

“ Concentrate on the relatives, Silk. I  
doubt Dr. R olf told anyone this secret—  
if he knew it. But he might have made 
some sort of an entry on Ijis records. 
A s a rule a physician’s papers aren’t de
stroyed for some time after his deatfy 
There are bills to be collected and such. 
I f  you can find those papers and note
books, even old appointment books, we 
may get a lead.”



C H A P T E R  IX  were items concerned with old clinic
patients. This visitor wanted to know if 

In  the M iddle o f  M urder Rolf had left any papers, and he was told
the same story I was told.”

U IN N  handled routine “ That is bad,” Quinn agreed. “ It 
business for the re- shows we’re on the right track, though, 
mainder of the day, Besides, I doubt any attempt would be 
though it was difficult made to get at Dr. R olf’s stored papers 
to get his mind off the until after the warehouse closes for the 
Norton case. S i l k  night. Our job is to get there first. And 
didn’t appear at six so because there must be no publicity about 
Quinn sent o u t  f o r  this, perhaps the Black Bat should 
something to eat. A t handle it. Let’s head for home, Silk.”
seven-thirty Silk re- It was dark as Silk pulled away from
turned and he had the curb. He followed his usual route 
news. home, taking cross streets to an avenue.

“ I located a sister-in-law of Dr. Rolf These cross streets, in the downtown
finally,” he explained. “ I told her it was section, were narrow, dismal and de
police business and she cooperated. Dr. serted at this hour. He stopped for a 
Rolf had a roomful of books, journals, traffic light and idly wondered why there 
records and files. They had been gone was so little traffic. Only two cars 
over and some of the papers had looked were parked in the next block, one just 
valuable so the whole business was put beyond the intersection and the other 
into storage. A t the Acme Warehouse far down, almost at the end of the 
right here in town. It’s still there.” block.

“ Excellent,” Quinn said. “ W hat about A s they passed the first, it pulled out 
Dr. Rolf, personally?” suddenly and Quinn told Silk to watch

“ A  general practitioner of good stand- it. This car nosed out, put on a burst of 
ing. He was never in any trouble. He speed and Silk reached for the gun 
was a bachelor, and that sister-in-law under his arm. But the car pulled abreast 
was his closest relative. Like most doc- and kept right on going. There was 
tors of his kind he left a lot of bills due only one man in it. 
him and some he owed other people. He After passing Quinn’s sedan, it cut 
died neither rich nor poor. And there in front and continued on. Then the car 
is something else, sir.”  further down suddenly pulled out to

“ Whatever it is, you don’t like it,” block the street. The driver leaped out 
Quinn said. “ I can tell from the tone of and there was a gun in his hand. He 
your voice.” yelled something and started shooting.

“ I don’t like it at all. Someone else The car ahead of Quinn veered to the 
got the same idea as you, sir. Dr. R olf’s right and climbed the curb. Silk tried 
sister-in-law had a visitor about four to stop, but couldn’t until the car he 
hours before I  showed up, a man who drove was between the other cars, 
said he was from a clinic where Dr. Rolf The one on the sidewalk backed up. 
used to Work and that among his notes [Turn page]
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also blocking the road and trapping 
Quinn’s sedan neatly. This driver also 
jumped out, and he also had a gun. Quinn 
took a quick look at him and recognized 
him merely as a type. A  professional 
crook who would do anything for money.

The other man, further down the 
street, had been only a blurred form. 
He had ducked behind his car and only 
the top of his hat showed. The two men 
opened fire. Their bullets streaked past 
Quinn’s sedan. Apparently he was sup
posed to be one of those innocent by
standers who was most apt to get hurt.

A  slug smashed through the rear win
dow. Quinn slid down to the floor, 
reached for the door and gave Silk 
terse orders.

“ I think this party is meant for us, but 
they don’t want to make it too obvious. 
W e ’ll roll out, hit the street and then do 
some more rolling, right under our car. 
It’s the only safe place. A s you dive for 
it, snap on the siren switch.”

“ And I’ll do a little shooting on my 
own!” Silk shouted.

Quinn pushed the door open and, in 
one heave, threw himself out. It was a 
clumsy move, purposely so, because it 
had to look like the desperate efforts of 
a blind man to act quickly. Quinn slid 
off the running board. A  bullet nicked 
the pavement close by him. Then the 
siren started wailing. Silk dropped be
side Quinn and fired two shots at the 
car ahead.

U IN N  flattened himself as much 
as possible and slithered beneath 

the car. His clothing caught on some
thing, but be ripped himself free. An
other bullet smacked into the side of the 
sedan. Silk fired two more shots before 
things became too hot for him and he 
joined Quinn in the questionable secu
rity under the sedan.

The siren was screeching and its high- 
pitched sound was picked up by the man
made canyons to echo and re-echo until 
the sound was ear-splitting. The shots, 
fired so rapidly, might be construed by 
anyone a few blocks away as the back
firing of a truck, a common sound in this 
section. But the siren was bound to draw 
attention.

The two gunmen apparently knew it, 
too. They pumped four more slugs, this 
time without any pretense of aiming at 
one another. Then they piled into their 
respective cars. The one ahead turned

44
the corner. The one behind backed up at 
high speed.

Silk crawled out, his face grimy, his 
jaw set hard. He pulled Quinn from be
neath 'the car. A  patrolman was running 
up, gun in hand. Silk promptly dropped 
his weapon until he could be identified.

Radio cars swiftly converged on the 
scene. Silk gave them descriptions of the 
two sedans and the radio cars went off 
on a vain hunt.

Silk dusted off Quinn’s clothing and 
clucked his tongue at the tear in his 
coat. The patrolman was taking a few 
notes.

“ I don’t know exactly what hap
pened,” Quinn said, “ but it appears we 
were caught between a couple of gunmen 
who meant to shoot it out.”

“ I couldn’t see either one any too 
well,” Silk explained. “ I didn’t even 
glimpse the marker plate numbers. 
Things happened too fast.”

The patrolman closed his book with 
a snap.

“ I ’d say you were pretty lucky, Mr. 
Quinn. W e ’ve had cases like this be
fore, where a couple of gunmen tried 
shooting it out, and sometimes the peo
ple between them were hit. I ’ll make a 
full report. Maybe some of the boys in 
the Detective Bureau will know what 
crooks would be apt to start a private 
war.”

“ Do that,” Quinn said. “ Silk, see if 
the car will start. It was hit half a dozen 
times.”

No damage had been done to the 
motor. Silk helped Quinn into the back 
seat, got behind the wheel, and placed his 
reloaded gun beside him. They resumed 
their trip home. Quinn was grasping his 
white cane until his knuckles gleamed.

“ I wonder if McGrath would think 
that was just an accident,” he said. “ W e  
were beautifully trapped, Silk. If we’d 
been killed, there wouldn’t have been a 
soul who would believe anything except 
that we were innocent victims.”

“ I ’m still shaking,” Silk admitted. 
“ Those birds are^ getting bolder, sir. 
And it seems there are more than one.”

“ The chap who passed us was just a 
gorilla, Silk. The other man kept un
der cover so much that I never got a 
glimpse of him, so I think we can assume 
he was the man we’re after. This makes 
three attempts. In a way, it’s gratifying 
to know we’re on the path to uncovering 
something, but our man is growing more



BUTCH

dangerous through desperation.”
“ And he won’t stop,” Silk opined. 

“ Not now, because he can’t.”
“ Yes, I know, and it makes things diffi

cult. W e  can’t tell where or when he’ll 
strike next, and the fourth attempt may 
abandon all pretense of being an acci
dent. Frankly, I ’m scared. I must keep 
acting like a blind man and that leaves 
me wide open.”

They were both alert and wary during 
the rest of the ride home. Silk didn’t 
permit Quinn to enter the house unac
companied, as he usually did. Once in
side Silk made certain windows and 
doors were securely locked, Quinn went 
straight to the laboratory.

C A R O L  and Butch were there. Quinn 
proceeded to the steel locker and 

removed the regalia of the Black Bat. 
Then he stepped behind a screen and 
changed into the black clothes.

“ I’ve got to work fast,” he said. 
“ W e ’re after certain records left in a 
warehouse by the administrators of a 
doctor’s estate. Our enemies also know 
about these files and will be bound to 
try to get them. W hile I doubt they 
realize we are on the same track, they 
are still bound to work fast. Carol, what 
of young Townsend?”

“ I’ve little to report,” she said. “ He’s

nice enough, except that he spends too 
much money and is head over heels in 
debt. The only thing that saves him is 
the fact that his aunt is worth so much 
money. He talks freely about Dick Nor
ton, but offers nothing helpful. And he 
refuses point-blank to take me to the 
Norton house.”

“ And you, Butch, with reference to 
Max Imlay?”

“ A  bust,” Butch said disgustedly. 
“ I ’ve tailed him around. He just works. 
He went to the hospital today and made 
a recheck. I found out he’d been there 
before, and knew the bricks were loose.”

“ Very well,” Quinn said. “ Butch, go 
out to the coupe and wait. Carol, stay 
here with Silk. There might be need for 
some fast work by all of us when I get 
back.”

Quinn came from behind the screen 
and drew on the wide-brimmed black 
hat. He thrust a heavy automatic into 
its holster, scooped up a kit of burglar 
tools, and headed for the tunnel exit. 
He emerged from the garden house, 
flashed across the estate and reached the 
car which Butch put into motion the in
stant the door closed.

“The Acme Warehouse,” the Black 
Bat said. “ It’s downtown near the river. 
Pass it slowly so I can size up the place. 
Then w ell both go inside. Be prepared
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for trouble, because we may find plenty 
of it.”

Butch’s grin spread from ear to ear. “ I 
been waiting for some. This trailing a 
guy around is tough on the feet. Me, I ’d 
rather use my fists. Let ’em make 
trouble.”

The Acme Warehouse was one of 
those windowless, ten-story structures 
sandwiched in between a lot of ancient 
dwelling houses now converted into ga
rages and stores. As in the downtown 
business section, there were few people 
abroad and the neighborhood was dark 
enough to make operations easy.
. Quinn noted the heavy front door, but 
he also saw that the alley beside the 
building was well-used, which meant an 
auxiliary loading platform at the rear. 
Butch parked the car under his instruc
tions.

“ I’ll go alone,” the Black Bat said. 
“ Give me five minutes, then slip down 
the alley. By that time I ought to have 
some entranceway open for us.”

CH APTER  X

Man W ith  a B ook

H EN  B u t c h  finally 
joined the Black Bat 
a small door, set in a 
large one, was slightly 
ajar. The Black Bat en
tered first. There were 
no lights on inside so 
Butch placed one big 
hand on the Black 
Bat’s shoulder and fol
lowed in his footsteps. 

The Black Bat saw 
clearly through the darkness, made his 
way between two huge rows of packing 
cases, and proceeded to the office. That, 
too, was unoccupied. If there was a 
watchman, he wasn’t around. The Black 
Bat looked for time clocks and saw them, 
indicating there should be a watchman 
on the premises.

He came to a stop and whispered that 
Butch was to remain silent. They stood 
there in the darkness, while the Black 
Bat’s unusual hearing sought to pick up 
some sound.

He moved over to the big freight ele
vator. The doors were closed and the 
indicator showed it was on the seventh 
floor. Then the Black Bat’s eyes spotted 
a large brass ring with a single key at
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tached to it. He scooped this up. It lay 
directly below one of the watchman’s 
time boxes. The key fitted the lock 
smoothly.

“ W e ’re a little late,” the Black Bat 
said in a whisper. “ I think the watch
man was struck, or killed, as he made a 
check at this station box. He dropped his 
key. The elevator is at the seventh floor, 
so someone is probably there. W e ’ll 
have to hike it, Butch. Keep your hand 
on my shoulder and move softly.”

They found the stairway and went up 
the flights as fast as they dared. Near 
the top the Black Bat drew his gun and 
brought Butch to a stop. He listened 
again. He heard muted voices— several 
of them. Then he heard the sound of a 
sharp blow struck against metal and 
something clanged onto the cement floor.

A  harsh voice gave vent to an annoyed 
oath.

“ Take a look at that. There must be 
two tons of junk piled inside. W e ’ll 
need a couple of hours to go through it.”

“ Get started,” a man said in a high- 
pitched, authoritative tone. “ Hank, go 
back to where we put the watchman and 
get his key. Then start checking the 
boxes. Maybe they’re connected with an 
alarm system and if a call doesn’t go 
through on time, this place will swarm 
with cops. Take the gag off the watch
man and make him tell you what boxes 
to check and when.”

“ Okay,”  someone said. “ I’ll take the 
elevator, huh?”

“ W alk it, you fool. Elevators make 
too much noise. Hurry it up. You others 
start cleaning out that storage room.”

The man called Hank had a flashlight, 
and sent its beam peering ahead of him 
as he hurried toward the stairway. The 
Black Bat nudged Butch and whispered 
into his ear. Butch closed fingers into 
massive fists, ran lightly down the stair
way and stopped just beyond the turn. 
The Black Bat quietly faded into the 
darkness.

Hank ran down the steps, turned the 
corner, and a mighty hand ripped the 
flashlight from his grasp so it wouldn’t 
clatter on the cement steps. Another 
hand gripped his throat and the yell he 
started to give became only a faint 
gurgle.

Hank was not small nor weak, but in 
the hands of this giant he was powerless. 
Butch held him at arm’s length and hit 
him just once. A  second blow was rarely
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necessary from Butch’s fists. The man 
went limp. Butch slung him over one 
shoulder, went on down to the sixth 
floor and, using the flash, located a large 
empty packing case. He dumped his un
conscious prisoner inside it and thrust 
a pile of excelsior over him.

Then Butch returned quietly to the 
upper floor and rejoined the Black Bat. 
They spoke in whispers that couldn’t be 
heard a dozen feet away.

“ There are five of them,” the Black 
Bat said. “ The one in charge of op
erations has a muffler or something 
pulled up over the lower half of his face 
and he keeps his hat brim down. He’s 
the man we want.”

Butch rubbed his hands. “ Let’s get at 
it,” he suggested. *

“ Not yet. There are five, I said, and 
they’ll be armed. Give me that flashlight. 
If you need another, ask one of those 
boys to loan you one.”

“ I bet I won’t be refused.” Butch 
laughed softly.

The Black Bat took the flash, moved 
into line with the stairway and hurled 
the flash. It hit a wall, landed on the 
steps and rattled down several of them.

Instantly all work at the storage room 
came to a stop. The man with the high- 
pitched voice issued orders.

“ Two of you— go see what that was. 
You others, keep working. Faster— and 
don’t forget the Black Bat is in on this 
business and he gets around.”

TW O  men scampered across the large 
expanse of floor space, their flash

lights bobbing. Butch moved into posi
tion behind a stack of packing cases. He 
let the first man go by and pounced up
on the second. It wasn’t much of a 
pounce. Butch merely grabbed the man’s 
shoulder, spun him around and hit him 
under the jaw.

He didn’t fall, for Butch held him 
firmly and laid him down without a 
sound. The first man was already at the 
top of the stairway. He turned and saw 
someone he thought was his ally. Butch, 
taking the place of the man he had 
knocked cold, turned his borrowed flash 
full into the first crook’s face.

“ Come on,” the half-blinded crook 
growled. “ W hat’s holding you back? 
Hank’s flashlight is on the stairs. Some
thing must have happened to him. W e ’re 
going down and see.”

He started down the steps. An enor

mous fist descended on the top of his 
head like the blow of a pile-driver. The 
crook fell against the side of the stairs, 
but he was apparently more hard-headed 
than Butch reckoned on. He managed to 
get out one eerie yell before Butch hit 
him a second time.

As the shout rang through the build
ing, the Black Bat moved forward. Two 
men, engaged in removing the contents 
of one storage room, spun around with 
drawn guns. They seemed to know ex
actly what was expected of them.

The third man, so far unidentifiable, 
sprinted toward the storage room and 
flung something inside it. He repeated 
this operation, then ducked toward the  
open elevator door. The other two were 
already inside and waiting. Both opened 
fire as the Black Bat raced across th e  
open area toward the storage room. He 
fired while still on the move. The ele
vator door slammed shut and the me
chanism whirred.

Then there was a dull explosion from 
inside the storage room. It was followed 
by another, and flames rose instantly. 
The Black Bat got close enough to see 
that the fire had been started by a pair 
of incendiary bombs, throwing off a jel
lylike inflammable substance that it 
would be impossible to extinguish.

It covered everything and consumed 
the contents of the storage room so fast 
that within a minute the place was a 
roaring furnace. The Black Bat covered 
his eyes and made one attempt to get 
inside. The flames threw him back. To 
enter that inferno was positive death.

There was a hissing sound and auto
matic sprinklers began operation, throw
ing down streams of water which seemed 
to build up the fire instead of extin
guishing it. Those bombs, the Black Bat 
knew, then, were a type developed by 
the war. They would consume almost 
anything.

The cascading water from the sprin
kler system meant that an automatic fire 
alarm had been turned in. The Black 
Bat raced back toward the stairway, fol
lowed by Butch.

“These two guys,” Butch indicated the 
pair of j;rooks. “W hat about them?”

“ Let them stay there. They’re in no 
particular danger. The fire can’t spread. 
Where is the first one you hit?”

“ Downstairs in a box,”  Butch replied.
“ Bring him along. And hurry. W e ’ve 

got to be out of here in three minutes.
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I’ll wait to lead you.”

Butch reached the floor below, hurried 
over to the packing box and hauled out 
his still unconscious prisoner. He draped 
him around his neck as if he were a fur 
piece, secured a good grip on his ankles 
and heck and jogged along' behind the 
Black Bat. . . .

They were safely inside the coupe, 
with the prisoner between them, when 
the first of the fire appartus rolled up. 
Butch drove rapidly away and under the 
Black Bat’s direction headed uptown. 
He turned into one of the big public 
parks and stopped at the darkest point 
he could find. The Black Bat got out 
and hauled the prisoner with him.

Butch drove away, but he would circle 
the area and come back. The Black Bat 
dragged the unconscious man over to a 
tree and propped him against the trunk. 
Then he sat down to wait.

The crook groaned after several min
utes and finally opened his eyes. He 
didn’t struggle because there was a cir
cular metal object poked against his 
throat and he recognized it as the muzzle 
of a gun.

“Wh-what hit me?” he blinked daz
edly.

“ A  fist,”  the Black Bat said. “ Up to 
now you’ve been lucky. How that luck 
will hold depends upon you.”

“ W hat is this?” the crook demanded. 
“ Where am I anyhow? W ho are you?”  

“ The Black Bat. I  want information 
and I intend to get it, or else.”

“ You can’t scare me,”  the crook pro
tested. “ I’m no stool pigeon.”

“ There are times,” the Black Bat said, 
“ when I can’t afford to waste a moment 
wheedling information out of a man.”  
The Black Bat’s hand moved out and 
the thumb pressed hard against the 
crook’s forehead, then came away.

R A I S I N G  his hand, the crook 
touched something adhering to the 

middle of his forehead.
“ It’s a sticker, cut in the shape of a 

bat,” the Black Bat said. “ M y trade
mark. You’ve heard about that.”

“ But— but you only put them on guys 
you have to— have to— k ill!”

“ Quite right. That should indicate I’m 
serious. I want information about the 
man who hired you to help loot the stor
age room at the warehouse. You have 
about half a minute to start talking. Un
less you do, they’ll find you right here,

with the sticker branding you as my vic
tim. Half a minute!”

“ It was a guy named Socrates.” 
“ Socrates? Do you mean to say that 

Is his name?”
“ Yeah, his monicker. That’s all we 

know him by. He paid us a hundred 
each to help, but I figured it was just 
another cinch job.”

“ And his name is Socrates. W hy is he 
called that? There must be a reason.” 

“ Sure. It’s on account of he always 
carries a big book under his arm and it 
says Socrates on it. The book ain’t for 
reading. It’s got a gun inside it.”

“ Tell me more about this man named 
for the book he carries. The book which 
isn’t a book at all, but only a place to 
conceal a weapon. How long have you 
known him? Where does he come 
from?”

“ Listen, if I spill it all, do I go free? 
Oh, what’s the use? I ’m licked anyhow. 
I don’t want to die, and you know it. 
This guy has been around for years. He 
wears colored glasses and always keeps 
a muffler or coat collar around his chin. 
He dresses like a bum, but has all kinds 
of dough on him. Sometimes he won’t 
show for months. Nobody knows where 
he goes or where he comes from.”

“ But he is a criminal? He pulls jobs?” 
“ Big ones. I think he’s a big shot on 

the outside and lines up good things. 
Then he gets together the men he needs 
and pulls the job. He knows every big 
shot crook in the country.”

“ The man with you tonight— you are 
positive he is the original Socrates? 
There was no substitution?”

“ No two people could look and talk 
like that guy. O f course I’m sure.” 

“ And what were you after in the ware
house?”

"Som e papers. Blackmail stuff, he 
said. They’d pay off plenty. That’s all 
I know.”

“ Where do you ordinarily meet this 
man Socrates?” the Black Bat demanded, 
and pressed the gun harder against his 
prisoner’s throat.

“ There ain’t any regular place. Like 
I said, he just shows up all of a sud
den. And every time he’s got a job 
lined up.”

“ Good night,” the Black Bat said 
abruptly and brought down the auto
matic sharply.

He waited there in the darkness until 
he saw Butch and the coupe roll slowly
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toward him. Then he snapped on a flash
light which had belonged to one of the 
warehouse raiding mob, stood it on end 
beside the unconscious man and hurried 
over to the coupe. The beam of light 
would draw the park police. Butch drove 
away at a sedate speed while the Black 
Bat removed his hood and donhed the 
black hat.

“ It was fun while it lasted,” Butch 
observed happily.

“ Fun, yes, but we didn’t win that 
round. The papers I wanted were com
pletely destroyed. Nothing could have 
lasted through that fire. W e  had a 
glimpse of the man behind this, but it 
was of no help. W e  know he is a pro
fessional crook with a strange nickname, 
and he carries a gun inside a book. He 
appears and disappears at will and al
ways pulls a fancy job. The man is 
clever, trusts no one, and leaves no trace 
of his true identity.”

“ But what’s his connection with that 
Norton boy?” Butch wanted to know.

The Black Bat sighed deeply. “ The 
answer to your question probably lies 
burned to a crisp back in the warehouse. 
If we only knew what we were after! If  
there was just a slight clue. It seems to 
center on the fact that someone does not 
wish the life of Richard Norton investi
gated. That much is clear because 
they’ve tried to stop Tony Quinn, three 
different times.”

“ Maybe,”  Butch suggested, “ the kid 
was working for this big shot crook and 
the guy is afraid you’ll come across his 
trail if you keep tracking down the kid’s 
past.”

“ There’s something in that,” the Black 
Bat admitted, “ but I ’ve a feeling we’re 
looking for something far more impor
tant than that. It could concern the Nor

ton estate, though I can’t see how. It 
could concern the loot Dick Norton ac
cumulated. A ll the proceeds of his crim
inal acts vanished, you know. And yet, 
why should either of these suppositions 
present any danger to this man known 
as Socrates?”

U TC H  folded his huge fists.
“ If we could find him, I’d make 

him talk,” Butch promised.
“ W ell, you can take your pick of four 

or five men. Those involved in the case 
so far. There’s Dick’s cousin, Fletcher 
Townsend, his uncle. Max Imlay, Attor
ney Hammond, and a social worker 
named Cheney who seems to show a 
strange interest. You might even include 
Dr. Fisk, for he has usually been pre
sent when the clan met.”

Butch turned into the dead end street 
beside Tony Quinn’s home.

“ A ll I know is if Max Imlay is mixed 
up in it, he’s playing a mighty cagey 
game.”

They found Silk in the laboratory, 
nervously pacing the floor. Silk didn’t 
wait for any resume of the evening’s 
events. He had news.

“ About half an hour ago, sir, there was 
phone call from this man Cheney, the 
social worker who visited us. Cheney 
wanted to talk with you, but agreed to 
give me the message. It seems that 
Cheney went to see Mrs. Norton. W hy, 
he didn’t say. But while there he saw 
a man he’d seen before— in the company 
of Dick Norton at that cheap flat where 
Norton lived as a crook.”

The Black Bat.looked around. “ I don’t 
see Carol. Did she go to talk with 
Cheney?”

“ Yes. Cheney seemed to be fright-
[Tttrn p a ge ]
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ened. He was afraid to leave his home 
and Carol thought he might give her all 
the details if she posed as your secretary 
dr something. I wanted to go, but she 
insisted I must remain here in case you 
needed me.”

The Black Bat headed for the tele
phone. Silk stopped him.

“ There’s no use calling Cheney. I 
tried half a dozen'times and he doesn’t 
answer.”

The Black Bat began removing his 
dark clothing and issued orders at the 
same time.

“ Butch, take the coupe and get down 
to Cheney’s place at once. I f  there is 
any trouble, handle it in your own way. 
Silk, give him Cheney’s address. Then 
get out the sedan. You’re going ,to drive 
me there, too, but as Tony Quinn and 
not the Black Bat.”

Butch promptly disappeared into the 
tunnel, clutching a bit of paper upon 
which Silk had scribbled Cheney’s ad
dress. Silk hurried to the garage for the 
sedan while the Black Bat switched to 
the gray tweeds that Tony Quinn usu
ally wore.

There was a look of intense worry on 
Quinn’s face. Cheney could have been 
setting a trap, another of those affairs 
to kill Tony Quinn by some accidental 
means. Carol might fall into it. Or Che
ney could be telling the truth and had 
reason to be frightened. I f  he had seen 
someone from the Norton household 
with Dick Norton when the boy posed 
as a crook, Cheney was on the way to 
solving this mystery. And if Cheney 
had seen this man and recognized him, 
it was possible the murderer had ob
served Cheney and realized he had to 
dispose of the social worker.

C H A P TE R  X I

Death at the W indow

PTER Carol left Tony 
Quinn’s home via the 
tunnel, she hurried to
ward the street front
ing the house, walked 
rapidly along it to a 
bus stop not far away. 
She took a bus to an 
avenue where there was 
plenty of traffic and 
taxicabs. She hailed 
one and gave an ad
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dress close by Cheney’s residence.

Carol knew that she might be walk
ing into a trap, or the possibility of 
surprising a murderer face-to-face. She 
opened her handbag, took out an effi
cient looking blue-black automatic and 
pumped a bullet into the firing cham
ber. She replaced the gun, leaned back, 
and tried to calm her ruffled nerves.

Cheney lived in Greenwich Village, in 
a none too prepossessing part of it, but 
the apartment house looked to be re
spectable. She found his name below the 
row of bell buttons. She rang a couple 
of bells at random and when the door 
latch clicked, she entered, stepped to 
one side where the shadows were thick
est and waited until the people she had 
aroused returned to their apartments.

Cheney lived on the eleventh floor. 
There was one self-operated elevator. 
She brought it down and rode up to the 
twelfth floor. She left the car there, 
sought out the stairway and walked 
down one flight.

This was a large building with a num
ber of small apartments. It took her a 
few moments to locate the one listed 
under Cheney’s name. His card was 
tacked beside the door. Carol listened 
intently outside, heard no sound at all 
and tapped lightly on the panel. No
body came.

For a moment she was tempted merely 
to stand by until Quinn or the Black 
Bat arrived, but she recalled how ex
cited and frightened Cheney had been. 
The man might have been attacked and 
could be dying inside the apartment. 
She grasped the knob and turned it. The 
door was not locked. ,

Carol removed the automatic from her 
purse, gripped it tightly, and pushed the 
door wide open. The apartment was 
dark and the weak hall light did little 
to break that gloom. There was not a 
sound, even now with the door open.

She stepped in, gun ready, every nerve 
and muscle attuned for fast action. She 
called Cheney’s name without drawing a 
reply and went deeper into the apart
ment.

Carol reached for the light switch, 
snapped it, and for one brief instant she 
was half blinded by the light. Then she 
was completely blinded by a blanket 
which descended over her head. Two 
strong arms wound about her. The gun 
was wrested from her hand.

She struggled and kicked, but it was
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no use. Whoever held her was strong, 
and no novice at this sort of thing. She 
was being forced across the apartment. 
She tried to scream, but the thick folds 
of the blanket effectively smothered any 
cry she could make.

Her sharply pointed shoes hammered 
at a pair of substantial ankles and she 
thought she heard a yelp of pain once 
or twice. By sheer momentum and force, 
she was pushed on and on while her 
mind tried to figure out what this at
tacker was up to.

She felt a window sill at her back. 
Then she knew his intentions. The arms 
hugged tighter. She was lifted off the 
floor. Her head and shoulders went out 
the window. In a moment now, she would 
be thrown clear, to drop eleven stpries 
and meet certain death.

Carol suddenly doubled up her legs 
and shot them straight out., She almost 
broke the man’s grip that time. His 
arms slid away until her hands were 
free. She managed to get them out from 
beneath the enveloping blanket, but her 
resistance didn’t alter the danger she 
was in. She was still half out of the win
dow.

She succeeded in raising the blanket, 
doubled herself up and secured a firm 
grasp on the window sill. Then the kill
er, gripping her kicking legs, forced the 
lower part of her body through the win
dow.

She dropped until only her grip on 
the window sill prevented her from fall
ing clear. Carol opened her mouth and 
screamed loudly and lustily. She tried 
to pull herself up by first pushing both 
knees against the brick wall. She inched 
up about a foot and then the man at 
the window brought a fist down against 
her fingers. He beat at them frantically, 
trying to break her grip.

She set her teeth tightly together, 
tried to forget the pain from those blows 
and kept hoisting herself up little by 
little. . Then the man concentrated on 
one hand. For a short moment there was 
a cessation of this torture, but only while 
the killer sought some heavy object that 
would crush Carol’s fingers.

SH E didn’t know what it was, but the 
first blow sent agony c o u r s i n g  

through her whole body. The second 
numbed the fingers of her left hand. It 
slowly slid off the window sill and she 
was dangling by one hand only. He
m -4  ■

would smash at that next, and then she 
would drop. Carol screamed again.

But there was no pounding against 
that one hand. The killer had stopped 
for some reason. Yet she couldn’t hang 
on with only one hand. The fingers be
gan to slip. I f  she braced her knees 
against the building, the added pressure 
would break her grip. She could do 
nothing but cling and pray.

Then big fingers encircled her wrist 
and held it securely. She kept screaming. 
The killer was going to force her to let 
go that way now. She was lifted as easily 
as if she were a doll. Another huge arm 
descended and secured a grasp on the 
neckline of her dress. W ith one mighty 
heave, she was lifted and pulled through 
the window.

Carol had a look at Butch’s white and 
drawn face before she fainted. . . .

When she awakened, the overhead 
lights made her wince. Pain was running 
through both arms and her knees felt as 
if they were being pressed by hot irons. 
She was lying on a davenport with Tony 
Quinn kneeling beside her, and making 
no pretense of being blind.

Silk was there too, worried-looking. 
Butch stood with his back against the 
door and Butch looked as if he would 
enjoy murdering someone. Silk found a 
little brandy and Carol sipped it as the 
dizziness and remnants of terror went 
away.

“ How do you feel?” Quinn asked. 
“ W ell enough so Butch can take you 
home?”

“ I’m— all right— I guess. Tony, did 
you get him? The man who tried to kill 
me?”

“ No. He’s the slipperiest character 
I ’ve ever encountered. Butch heard you 
scream and ran down the hallway fast 
and loudly. The man heard him and then 
fled while Butch was busy hauling you 
back through the window. Did you get 
a glimpse of him, Carol?”

“ Not even a peak,” she sighed. “ He 
threw a blanket over me and by the time 
I got that off, I was hanging out of the 
window and it didn’t make much differ
ence to me what he looked like. He had 
darkened the room anyway. All I know 
is that he was powerful and enjoys kill
ing people.”

“ No signs of Cheney when you got 
here?” Quinn persisted.

“ W hy— no. No, I didn’t see him. I 
thought the apartment was empty when
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I arrived. Tony, could it have been 
Cheney who tried to kill m e?”

“ I don’t know. W e  haven’t had time 
to check. Carol, you’ve got to get out 
of here. You and Butch. So that I can 
phone Captain McGrath and have him in 
on this. I rather think I’ll need him by 
the time we finish inspecting the prem
ises.”

“ I can walk.”
Carol proved it by a wobbly gait across 

the room. She faced a mirror and gasped. 
Her stockings were ripped, her dress 
torn and disheveled. Her hair looked 
as if she had just come out from under 
a shower.

“ Get me away, Butch,” she pleaded. 
“ Hurry! The way I look— ”

Silk went into the hallway first and 
informed the several aroused tenants 

jthat everything was under control. When  
[the hall was clear, he and Butch escorted 
[Carol to the elevator. Then Silk re
turned to find Quinn standing in the 
middle of the room with a thick book 
in his hand.

“ ‘The Life and Times of Socrates’.” 
Quinn was smiling. “ A  lugubrious tome, 
but hardly meant to be read. Take a 
look.”

Quinn raised the cover to reveal a 
medium-sized gun nestled in a cut-out 
oblong pit slashed from the pages of 
the book.

“ So he finally slipped— if the book and 
gun will do us any good. What about 
Cheney, sir?”

Quinn put the book under his arm. 
“ W e ’ll hunt for him. I don’t believe 
we’ll have to go far.”

They didn’t. In the bedroom Quinn 
spotted the thin streak of blood just 
below the closet door. He opened the 
door and Cheney was propped up inside. 
There was a knife through his heart. A  
long and wide-bladed kitchen knife.

“ Cheney saw too much,” Quinn said 
slowly. “ Silk, phone Captain McGrath. 
Tell him the whole story. Say that 
Cheney phoned the house and we came 
right here, but he was dead when we 
arrived. Murdered! Instruct McGrath 
to proceed at once to the Norton home 
and bring anyone there to this apart
ment. Don’t mention this book under 
any circumstances.”

W H IL E  they waited for McGrath, 
Silk and Quinn prowled the apart

ment, looking for clues and finding none.
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After twenty minutes of this Quinn sat 
down, put his white cane between his 
knees, placed both hands on the crook 
of it, and his eyes grew blank and star
ing. The eyes of a blind man.

He acted the part too, when Captain 
McGrath and Max Imlay walked in.

“ W ho did you bring with you, Mac?” 
Quinn said.

“ Imlay. Townsend was there, but he 
insisted someone had to stay with Mrs. 
Norton.”

“ Good evening, Mr. Imlay,” Quinn 
said. “ I find it necessary for you to per
form a most disagreeable task. Silk, 
lead Mr. Imlay to the next room and 
show him the body. Imlay, I want to 
know if you ever saw this dead man 
before.”

They trooped back a moment later. 
Imlay was as pale as death. He sat down 
and looked as if he could use a drink.

“ I saw that mam not more than two 
hours ago,”  Imlay said. “ He came to 
the house and wanted to talk to Mrs. 
Norton. W e  informed him that her con
dition was such that she could see no 
one. He appeared rather disappointed, 
but went off.”

“ W ho was there when Cheney came 
to the house?” Quinn asked.

“ W hy, I talked to him. Fletcher 
Townsend was present. So was Ham
mond. That’s all.”

“ Cheney saw all three of you?”
“ Yes, all three of us^ I ’m afraid we 

weren’t too civil to him. You see, Mrs. 
Norton had a bad spell and we’d sent 
for Doctor Fisk. W e  were too worried 
about her to pay much attention to a vis
itor we thought was just a screwball.”

“ Did Fisk find Mrs. Norton in bad 
shape?” Quinn went on.

“ W ell— yes. tie  arrived soon after 
this Cheney departed. Lila was weak. 
She doesn’t have any will to fight. W ho  
was this man? W hat did he want with 
her?”

“ I ’m not sure,”  Quinn replied. “ He 
was a social worker and somehow met 
Dick Norton. The circumstances do not 
matter, but Cheney took an interest in 
Dick. Whether it was favorable or un
favorable, I don’t know. A t any rate he 
once saw Dick in the company of a man 
whom he, Cheney, saw again, Tonight—  
at the Norton home.”

Imlay’s face reddened. “ But what if 
he did? W hat’s this all about anyway?”

“ That, too, is still vague,” Quinn said.
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"T h e  arrest and prosecution of Richard 
Norton is no different from that of any 
other young hoodlum except that Dick 
comes of such a respected family. I was 
interested in learning why a boy of his 
upbringing would turn to crime and 
wanton murder. I started to investigate, 
and someone did not wish me to con
tinue. Whoever it was had reasons 
strong enough to take risks for. On 
three different occasions he attempted 
to stop me— by killing me.”

“ What sort of nonsense is this?” I in
lay demanded hotly.

“ It isn’t nonsense. The first time a 
section of a brick parapet of the Reeves 
Memorial Hospital fell on me. As you 
know, Mr. Imlay, those parapets needed 
immediate attention. You were bidding 
on a redesigning job meant to eliminate 
them.”

“ How did you find that out?” Imlay 
cried. He settled back in his chair. 
“ That’s a foolish question. Your job is 
to find out things. A ll sorts of things. 
Very well, I did bid for the job. I knew 
the parapets were loose, and if you were 
nearly killed when one of them fell you 
can’t tell me that was an attempt at 
murder. I thought those bricks would 
fall long before they did.”

“ It was a murder try,” Quinn insisted. 
“ Followed by two more. In one, I went 
to Dick Norton’s cheap flat to search for 
the loot he’d stolen. Norton knew I was 
going there. I told him so and he, in 
turn, told Fletcher Townsend.”

“ I remember that,” Imlay said. “ Town
send told me, and the others too. W e  all 
wondered if you’d find anything.”

“ I didn’t— except a step which had 
been cleverly loosened so it would tilt 
and throw me against a weakened ban
nister which crashed. If I ’d fallen, I ’d 
probably have been killed. The third 
attempt was cruder, because the would- 
be murderer was running out of those 
tricks to make my death resemble an 
accident. In this case he had a couple 
of gorillas shoot it out, with me in be
tween. I f  I ’d been killed,, it could have 
been easily assumed I was just an inno
cent victim.”

cGR ATH  was glowering now. 
“ I ’m agreeing with you, Tony,” 

he broke in. “ I thought that first at
tempt really was an accident. I thought 
the second might have been, but one man 
doesn’t go through three dangerous af

fairs in a period.of two days without it 
becoming obvious someone wants him 
good and dead.”

“ I had nothing to do with it.”
Imlay fumbled for a cigarette and held 

the pack uncertainly toward Quinn who 
paid no attention to it whatsoever. Im
lay shrugged, put a cigarette between 
his own lips and lit it with a match that 
was held in a not too steady hand.

“ Mr. Imlay,” Quinn said, “ Dick Nor
ton was born on March twenty-ninth, 
nineteen-twenty-one. A t that time were 
you married to Mrs. Norton’s sister?” 

“ No. I was living in St. Louis. I ’d 
never heard of the Nortons. W hen I 
married, Dick was four years old.”

“ I see. And Fletcher Townsend— how 
old is he?”

“ A  year younger than Dick. Twenty- 
five years old.”

“ Going back to Cheney’s visit again. 
Did he drive up?”

“ No, I saw no signs of a car or a taxi. 
He must have walked.”

“ Thank you, Mr. Imlay,” Quinn said. 
“ I ’m grateful. Silk, will you escort Mr. 
Imlay to one of the police cars down
stairs and have him sent home?”

C H A P TE R  X II

Alias Socrates

A P T A IN  M c G R A T H  
closed the door after 
Silk and Imlay depart
ed. He lit the stub of a 
cigar he had been chew
ing, walked over and 
sa t d o w n  c lo s e  to  
Quinn.

“ Now let’s have it,” 
he said.

Quinn drew a long 
breath.

“ About the murder of Cheney? I 
know little about it and I ’ve told you 
everything that I do know. M y theory 
that there is a man who doesn’t want 
me to investigate Dick Norton’s life is 
true. Cheney saw that man and placed 
him as a visitor to Norton’s flat where 
he lived as a crook. Which is proof 
enough that this mysterious person knew 
all about Dick’s double life.”

“ Okay, I ’ll grant that. I ’ll grant that 
if Cheney spotted him at the Norton 
house, he probably saw Cheney too, and 
killed him. But what’s behind it? W hat
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does this man want?”

“ I doubt that he wants anything mate
rial,” Quinn replied. “ In my opinion 
he is trying to hide something. It’s 
something important enough to commit 
murder over. Mac, did you ever hear of 
a crook named Socrates? So named be
cause he always carried a book about 
Socrates. Not to read, but to conceal a 
gun in. To make the weapon readily 
disposable, I imagine, though there may 
be some other reason.”

“ Socrates?” M c G r a t h  g r u n t e d .  
“ Doesn’t sound familiar. I ’ll buzz the 
Identification Division and have them 
check through the nickname files. Some
times we get surprising results that way. 
Say, is he the guy we’re after?”

“ It begins to look that way, Mac.” 
“ Then I ’ll get busy right away.” 
McGrath lifted the phone, dialed and 

made his request. He hung on while the 
check was being made. Then he listened 
intently for a few minutes. He hung up 
and looked dolefully at Quinn.

“ No soap. There is such a name on the 
records, but that’s all there is— just a 
name. It has popped up several times, 
but we’ve never been able to track this 
man down or get any sort of a line on 
him.”

“ No fingerprint files, Mac?”
McGrath shook his head. “ Nothing. 

W e only know this guy has been around 
for a long time. W e  haven’t even as
signed any specific crime to him, but he 
is a crook all right.”

“ He’s always been elusive, I guess,” 
Quinn said. “ He won’t be easy to find, 
Mac, but if he isn’t the man we want, 
he’s implicated and could lead us in the 
right direction. Send out an alarm for 
him, will you?”

“ It’s like telling the boys to look for 
a ghost,” McGrath grumbled, “ but I ’ll 
do it. Now I ’d better see about checking 
this place for prints and clues.”

Silk came into the room then and stood 
respectfully by, waiting for Quinn’s 
orders.

“ Mac,” Quinn said, “ go look at 
Cheney’s body again. Especially the 
soles of his shoes. See if there is any 
indication he walked on fresh earth, 
grass or dead leaves.”

McGrath hurried to obey. Quinn arose 
and picked up the heavy volume on 
Socrates which had been behind his back. 
He handed this to Silk who promptly 
walked out of the apartment with it.
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McGrath returned. “ Nothing, Tony, 

that I could see. Are you trying to prove 
Cheney might have been traipsing around 
the Norton estate?”

“ That’s right, Mac. You catch on fast. 
W ell, Silk has gone to ring for the ele
vator. If you will lead me into the cor
ridor, please, and turn me in the right 
direction-—”

McGrath watched Quinn tap his way 
down the hall to where Silk waited be
side the open elevator door. The officer 
wagged his head somberly. For the ten 
thousandth time he told himself that 
Quinn must really be blind. No faker 
could act the part so well. And yet 
McGrath knew well enough that before 
long something would happen to make 
him doubt again.

Silk drove Quinn home, but this time 
he left the car in front of the house and 
accompanied Quinn inside. Silk kept 
one hand poised to go for his gun. In
side he proceeded to double lock every 
door before he pulled down the shades 
in the library. Quinn dropped his pose 
as a blind man and hurried into the 
secret lab.

He placed the thick book on the lab 
bench, held ,an iodine vapor apparatus 
over a flame and allowed the vapor to 
seep out over the outside of the volume. 
A  number of fingerprints appeared as 
the vapor settled into the minute grooves 
caused by the imprint of the ridges.

The prints, under a large and powerful 
magnifying glass, were useless. The 
rough binding rendered none of them 
open to classification. Next Quinn ex
amined the interior of the book with 
similarly bad results.

H E  W E N T  to work on the gun. Its 
numbers were intact, and he knew 

it must have been stolen somewhere. He 
set aside the investigation of this angle 
until all other lines were blocked.

Then he set up an infra-red apparatus, 
focused a camera, and turned the invisi
ble rays on all sides of the book. He 
took a number of photographs before he 
opened the book and went to work with 
the infra-red on the inside cover.

He speedily developed the film and 
printed it. The wet prints were a revela
tion. There had been a number on the 
book, painstakingly removed and invisi
ble until the infra-red rays revealed 
traces of it. The number was 59A23. 
That meant nothing as yet.
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Then he studied the photos made of 

the inside cover. There, too, something 
had been written in ink and removed 
with an eradicator. Quinn made out the 
name of Oliver Talbot, Joliet, Illinois, 
and a date had been scrawled near the 
top of the cover. This date was Decem
ber 25, 1915.

Without hesitation, Quinn moved over 
to where the phone was located and 
dialed long distance.

“ This is Quinn of the District Attor
ney’s office,” he said when he got his 
number. “ I need some help. In nineteen- 
fifteen, and I suspect some years after 
that, there was an Oliver Talbot living 
in Joliet, Illinois. He may be dead now, 
so you might find it necessary to consult 
old phone books. If he is alive*, I want 
to talk to him. If dead, to his relatives. 
This is an urgent matter and I may have 
to ask the Joliet police to do some check
ing. See what you can do, please, and 
call me back.”

While he waited, Quinn examined 
every page of the book. There was 
nothing on them. The back cover re
vealed no clues in the infra-red. Then 
the phone rang. Long distance had 
something to report.

“ W e have located the surviving family 
of Oliver Talbot who lived in Joliet in 
nineteen-fifteen, Mr. Quinn. There is a 
daughter waiting for your call. Shall I 
put it through?”

“ By all means,” Quinn said, and tried 
not to let any of his excitement get into 
his voice.

A  woman came on the wire.
“ This is an important police matter,” 

Quinn said. “ I am a District Attorney 
in New York. A  certain book called ‘The 
Life And Times O f Socrates’ has be
come a clue in a vital case. On the inside

cover of that book we discovered the 
name of Oliver Talbot, the name of 
Joliet, and the date of December twenty- 
five, nineteen-fifteen. This book must be 
traced. Can you tell me anything at all 
about it?”

“ I ’m sorry,” the woman answered 
hesitantly. “ It was so long ago. But 
just a moment. M y mother might know. 
I ’ll let you talk to her.”

The voice of an old lady reached 
Quinn. He repeated his request and 
heard her laugh.

“ W hy of course I remember that book. 
I thought Oliver might enjoy it, but he 
regarded the whole thing as a joke. I 
gave it to him for Christmas and he 
wanted to know why I thought he was 
interested in Socrates. It was the only 
mistake I ever made in connection with 
Oliver’s Christmas presents.” 

“ Excellent,” Quinn said. “ Now, do 
you know what finally happened to that 
book? How it has appeared in New York 
so many years later?”

“ I can’t answer how it got to New 
York,” she said. “ But I do know what 
Oliver did with it. A t the time—-it must 
have been nineteen-twenty-two or nine
teen-twenty-three— there was a drive on 
for used books which were to be pre
sented to the State Prison here in Joliet. 
Oliver selected a number of books and I 
recall how he laughed when he included 
Socrates among them.”

Quinn exhaled slowly. “ You will 
never realize how grateful I am, Mrs. 
Talbot. I as well as several people who 
may not be killed because of what you 
have told me. Thank you again.”

He hung up for a moment, became 
connected with long distance again and 
asked for the warden at Joliet Prison.
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This call went through fast. Silk entered 
the lab, meanwhile, with a tray of sand
wiches, cake and coffee. He set the tray 
down and stood listening with intent 
interest.

“ This is Tony Quinn, Warden, of the 
New York District Attorney’s office.” 

“ How are you, Mr. Quinn?” the war
den’s pleasant voice came over. “ I ’m 
delighted to hear from you.”
“ I need a favor, Warden,” Quinn went 

on. “ W e  are searching for a murderer 
here who is known only by the name of 
Socrates. Does that ring a bell with 
you?”

TH ER E was only a slight hesitation 
on the line.

“ I’m sorry, Quinn. It doesn’t seem to 
mean a thing. Perhaps the F.B.I. files 
will help.”

“ No^—only the name Socrates is listed. 
Here is why I thought you might know. 
This man is known by that nickname 
because he always carried around a thick 
book titled ‘The Life And Times O f So
crates.’ The book was hollowed out and 
contained a gun. The volume was traced 
to an Oliver Talbot of Joliet whose wid
ow says it was given to your prison in 
nineteen-twenty-two or nineteen-twenty- 
three. Also on that book was a number. 
Painted on with a fine brush and white 
paint, I think. The number was five-nine- 
A-two-three. Offhand I’d suggest it was 
a library number and that the book was 
presented to your prison library.” 

“ Macklin!” the warden roared. “ Hen
ry Macklin! Yes, that’s it. In nineteen- 
twenty-six Henry Macklin was serving 
a life term for murder committed during 
an armed robbery. An evil man in all 
ways, who liked crime more than his 
medical profession and got kicked out 
for dealing with gangsters. In nineteen- 
twenty-six— I can give you the exact 
date, if you like— he was carrying this 
book on Socrates back to the library. It 
was hollowed out then, too, with a gun 
concealed in it. W ith this gun, he 
effected an escape. Look here, if you’ve 
found Macklin— ”

“ You want him back,” Quinn chuckled. 
“ I ’m sorry. If, and when we find him, 
he’ll need more luck than a hollowed-out 
book and a gun because we intend to 
electrocute him.”

“ You’ll be doing the world a favor,” 
the warden said, “ Shall I send on his 
record, fingerprints and photo?”
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“ By all means, and use air mail. Get 

them right off, Warden. Thanks very 
much.”

Quinn hung up, reached for a sand
wich and leaned back smiling broadly.

“ Silk,” he said, “ we’ve got a target to 
shoot at. Our friend Socrates has a 
name. He is Henry Macklin, an escaped 
convict with a bad record.”

“ But who is Henry Macklin?” Silk 
asked.

“ Yes, you have a right to ask that,” 
Quinn said in a more sober voice. “ I 
believe he is someone attached to the 
Norton household. A  man whom Dick 
Norton emulated in every detail. For 
Macklin also has two identities. One 
which gives him respect and trust. The 
other which makes of him a vicious 
criminal.”

“ And what is he after?” Silk asked.
Quinn chuckled between sips of coffee.
“ Now you’re demanding too much. 

Though I have a hunch. W e  aren’t fin
ished yet, Silk. W e ’ve merely taken 
away one spadeful of earth, but when 
we’re done we’ll have dug a grave. For 
a man named Socrates, Henry Macklin—  
and another name we probably know 
better than his other two.”

C H APTER  X III

Old Records

T W A S  midnight when 
Q u in n  finished his 
third cup of coff ee. He 
had gone to the library 
where he could sit be- 
f o r e t h e  fireplace, 
smoke a pipe and think. 
The weird matter of 
Dick Norton’s double 
life was beginning to 
take definite shape.

He finally c a lle d
Silk.

“ Contact Butch,” he said, “ and have 
him take newspaper photos of Dick 
Norton over to the neighborhood of 
Bessie Jackson’s home. Have him query 
the neighbors as to whether or not they 
ever saw yOung Norton in or near the 
home of the murdered nurse.”

Silk went to the phone and transmitted 
the message. He walked back to where 
Quinn was seated.

“ He’ll get right on it, sir. And Butch 
says Carol is fine. He knew you’d prob
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ably worry about her.”

“ She has rare courage,”  Quinn re
marked. “ But then, so have you and 
Butch. If things go well, we shall all 
have reasons to celebrate tomorrow.”

“ You know who led young Norton 
astray then— who tried to kill you and 
Carol?”

“ I think I know, and I ’m also fairly 
certain where the proof lies. There 
won’t be anything else, Silk. You need 
rest.”

“ I’ll put the car away first,” Silk said. 
“ It’s still out in front of the house.”

Quinn closed his eyes, leaned back and 
began tracing the whole affair from the 
moment of Dick Norton’s arrest. There 
was a link missing. The motive of this 
Henry Macklin, alias Socrates.

Then Quinn sat bolt upright. Some
one was approaching the library and the 
steps were not those of Silk. Quinn 
relaxed. He had to keep up his pose of 
a blind man no matter what happened, 
but he took a firmer grip on his cane.

“ Is that you Silk?”  he called out. 
“ W hat’s the matter? Wouldn’t the car 
start?”

Someone came into the room and 
moved up close behind the chair. A  
heavy voice, spoke.

“ Yeah, the car started okay, but that 
butler of yours won’t be back until 
you’re a dead man, Quinn. Too bad you 
can’t see me. I ’m Stockton. Bennie 
Stockton. Remember me?”

Quinn jumped up to his feet and swung 
the heavy cane. He aimed it straight at 
the burly man who was closing in. Be
cause Bennie Stockton had once boasted 
he would kill Tony Quinn, the man who 
had broken his million-dollar racket and 
sent him to prison. Bennie Stockton 
whose brains were in his muscles and in 
the guns he usually carried. Bennie 
Stockton who was— Death.

Bennie ducked the blow, took the 
second one on the shoulder and leaped. 
His weight sent Quinn crashing to the 
floor. Bennie fastened one hand around 
Quinn’s throat and the fingers began to 
squeeze. Quinn used his fists, but it was 
no use. The only man who could have 
routed Bennie was Butch. They were 
almost of identical size and strength.

Bennie held Quinn down by the sim
ple expedient of placing a knee against 
his chest. The big fingers squeezed 
harder. Bennie was panting and talking. 
Quinn’s lungs were already clamoring

for air, but he understood what Bennie 
said.

“ I wish there was time to_do this 
slow,” the brutal killer was boasting. 
“ Yeah— good and slow. I been thinking 
of it all those years in stir. But now 
I get t& knock you off and I’m paid for 
it besides. How do you like that, you 
blind copper’s stooge? How do you like 
it, huh?”

Quinn raised his left hand and Bennie 
seized it instantly. Then Quinn moved 
his right fast. He fastened a grip on 
Bennie’s  thick shock of hair and twisted 
as hard as he could. Bennie yowled and 
squeezed harder. Quinn’s hand was grow
ing weaker. He let it drop until he 
found Bennie’s eyes. He gouged at them. 
Bennie yowled again.

Quinn’s idea was to make him cry out 
as loudly and often as possible. Silk was 
bound to hear and Silk packed a gun 
which would equalize the difference be
tween his size and Bennie’s. But if Silk 
was a minute longer, it would be too late.

Suddenly Bennie’s grip loosened. He 
jumped up, dabbing at his inflamed eyes. 
Then he raced for the nearest window, 
raised it, and climbed out as Silk came 
running into the room with drawn gun.

S ILK  bent over Quinn, saw that he 
was half-conscious but not badly 

injured. Then he ran to the window, 
but it was too late. Bennie had faded 
into the night. Silk returned to Quinn’s 
side and raised him up.

“ I ’m all right,” Quinn said. “ It was 
a man I sent to prison. He must have 
been waiting for you to go out and put 
the car away. Probably had a window 
jimmied and ready.”

“ Let me help you up,” Silk said. “ O f 
all the times for some crook to carry out 
his revenge!”

“ Bennie,” Quinn said weakly, “ is a 
fool. He thought I’d be dead in..g mo
ment or so and he talked a little too 
much. Bennie was paid to come here 
and kill me. And he was paid by one man, 
Silk.”

“ W e ’ve got to get Macklin,” Silk 
growled. “ And quick, before one of his 
plans works.”

“ Oddly enough,” Quinn said, “ Mack
lin just showed me the way through 
Bennie. Silk, lift my head up, and then 
bash it against the fireplace bricks. Hard 
enough to open the scalp and maybe 
raise a nice bump.”
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“W h at?” Silk was aghast, 
mean that?”

“ I do mean it. And you must make 
this look real. Say Bennie did it. If I 
pass out— or seem to— phone the Reeves 
Memorial Hospital and have them send 
an ambulance. That’s the important 
thing. I must go to that hospital. Mean
while pack my regalia and a couple of 
guns in a bag. Take them along. Stay 
with me, because I may be in consider
able danger. Is that clear?”

“ Yes, sir. All but bashing your head.”
“ Go on and do it,”  Quinn urged. “ Or 

I ’ll do it myself.”
Silk grasped Quinn’s shoulders, raised 

him a bit.
“ I ’m sorry, sir,” he said, then rapped 

Quinn’s skull smartly against the bricks.
Quinn moaned once and went limp.
When Silk phoned for an ambulance, 

he didn’t have to pretend his anxiety. 
He fetched the things from the secret 
lab, prepared the suitcase and was try
ing to waken Quinn when the ambulance 
finally rolled up.

Silk explained to an interne what had 
happened. There was a quick examina
tion.

“ Pulse is good, but you never can 
tell about these things,” the interne 
said. “ There might be a concussion. I ’d 
better take him to the hospital.”

“ I ’m going along,” Silk insisted. “ I 
knew you’d do that so I got a few things 
ready.”  He kicked the suitcase.

A  stretcher was brought and Quinn 
was carried to the waiting ambulance. 
Silk walked directly behind the stretch
er, one hand resting lightly against the 
lapels of his coat, two inches from the 
butt of a gun ready for instant action.

On the way to the hospital Quinn re
covered consciousness, or pretended to. 
Silk never was certain which. Quinn 
remonstrated mildly, but the interne was 
adamant.

A t the hospital his head was examined 
and then X-rayed. Finally he was tucked 
in bed. Silk sat down heavily in a chair 
beside the bed, as if he dared anyone to 
try and make him move. He flatly re
fused to allow any nurses in the room,

“ I ’ve taken care of Mr. Quinn for 
years,” he said belligerently. “ I know 
how to handle him, and I intend to do 
so. In fact, I ’m going to lock the door. 
No telling but that hoodlum who tried 
to kill him might not come here to finish 
the job.” -
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After ten minutes of this, Silk and 

Quinn were left alone. Quinn grinned 
at him.

“ Anyone wants a recommendation for 
a man to knock him cold, let me know. 
You did an elegant job. M y head aches 
like a dozen hangovers. See if you can 
slip out, reach a phone and find out 
what Butch learned. It’s important. And, 
Silk, leave me your gun. That little idea 
you had about Bennie or Macklin trying 
to get me again isn’t bad. I f  another 
attempt is made, I’m going to shoot to 
kill and explain afterwards— if I c a n -  
how a blind man can shoot straight.”

Silk didn’t like it, but he followed 
orders. He was back in five minutes.

“ Butch wakened several neighbors,” 
he reported. “ One woman— the prying 
kind who keeps her nose stuck out of the 
window— took a look at Dick Norton’s 
picture and said she had seen him visit
ing Bessie at least twice. Not recently 
though. About a year ago. ”

“ That jibes,” Quinn said. “ That’s 
about the time Dick Norton started off 
on his tangent of crime. Now one thing 
more. Go back to the phone, call Belle
vue, and find out what Dick Norton’s 
blood type is.”

Silk was gone longer this time. He 
found Quinn dozing when he returned.

“ Norton’s blood is classed in group 
‘O’,” Silk said. “ Now you’d better 
rest. . . . ”

W H E N  Silk awakened Quinn, the 
hospital was quiet, lights were 

dimmed, and the few floor nurses were 
dozing. Quinn got out of bed and donned 
the regalia of the Black Bat. He had 
Silk inspect the corridor, locate the 
stairway and find the quickest route to 
the hospital office.

“ Good,” Quinn said. He was strapping 
burglar tools around his middle as he 
spoke. “ Now remain here. Nobody gets 
in. Say I’m sleeping and you won’t per
mit a visitor. Not even a doctor. I ’ll 
be gone about half an hour. No longer, 
I hope. Thank heaven you didn’t notify 
McGrath of this attack on me or he’d be 
here to gum up the whole affair. W e ’ll 
pray the hospital didn’t make a report. 
W ish me luck, Silk. A  great deal de
pends upon what I find.”

The Black Bat left the room, heard 
Silk lock the door behind him, and made 
his way to the stairs. He went down 
them on rubber-soled shoes without a

BLACK BOOK DETECTIVE
“ You don’t
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sound. It was a ticklish business, for 
no hospital ever really sleeps and there 
was danger of meeting a nurse or a 
doctor at any moment.

When the Black Bat reached the hos
pital office only the front part was lit, 
and the room where records were kept 
was darkened. The Black Bat examined 
the lock briefly, opened it with a well- 
selected master key, and stepped in. He 
locked the door behind him and went to 
work. -

Here his uncanny vision stood him 
well, for it would have been impossible 
to use any lights without fear of detec
tion. He studied filing cabinets, but 
they dated back only a dozen years. He 
went to the superintendent’s office and 
sat behind his desk for a moment. Final
ly he picked up the phone.' It was an
swered instantly.

“ This is Dr. Scott,” he said, and 
grinned at the nameplate on the desk. 
“ Do you know where the old files, case 
histories, are kept?”

“ W h y yes, sir. In the basement.”
“ Good. Go down there and see if I 

locked the door this afternoon. I ’m 
afraid I left it wide open. Please don’t 
bother to call me back. I f  it’s locked, 
well and good. I f  it isn’t  just lock it. 
Thank you. I couldn’t sleep for worry
ing about it.”

He hung up quickly, sped to the door 
and opened it a crack. He could see the 
exit from the main office and a clerk 
hurried out. The Black Bat slipped 
into the corridor and followed. He had 
often risked creating an alarm in his 
startling hood, but never quite so openly 
as this. It had to be done. He was in a 
hurry, and usual methods were too slow.

The clerk went down a flight o f steps, 
glanced in an awed and frightened man
ner at a door labeled “ M O R G U E” and 
walked a little faster. She reached a 
door, rattled it, and said something under 
her breath. When she returned, she 
passed within two paces of where the 
Black Bat was hidden, but he wasn’t 
worried. The door to the morgue was 
between him and the clerk.

Five minutes later the Black Bat was 
studying the files of nineteen-twenty- 
one. He found the record of Mrs. Nor
ton’s stay at the hospital and the birth 
of Richard Norton, but he was already 
familiar with these. W hat interested 
him most was the file of a Mrs. Henry 
Macklin who had given birth to a son

on the same day that Dick Norton had 
been bom.

But the results listed on Mrs. Mack- 
lin’s file were rather different. The son 
had been born dead and the mother had 
died four hours later. There was a harsh 
notation to the effect that both had been 
buried in Potter’s Field because the 
husband and father could not be con
tacted.

The most interesting and vital part of 
the files consisted of two signatures. 
Dr. Rolf, who had attended Mrs. Norton, 
had also taken care of Mrs. Macklin. 
The nurse in both cases had been Bessie 
Jackson.

The Black Bat located another file on 
Paul Norton who had died here. This 
was also interesting.

The Black Bat’s gloved fingers re
placed the files. He made his stealthy 
way back to his room and tapped a sig
nal. Silk admitted him instantly. The 
Black Bat made no effort to remove his 
regalia.

“ I’m going out again,”  he said. “ This 
time I may be gone a while. I know how 
risky it is but, believe me, the whole 
thing is necessary. Hold the fort as best 
you can. If anyone gets in, say I was 
pettish about staying here, that you fell 
asleep and I must have slipped out. Blind 
or not blind, that’s what I must have 
done.”

C H A P T E R  X IV

Blood Types

ROPPED up in bed, 
M r s . L i la  N ortojn  
looked drawn and pale. 
Her movements were 
listless, her voice filled 
with despair. The night 
table lamp glowed fee
bly,

Dr. Roger Fisk sat 
beside the bed, calmly 
stirring the contents of 
a glass.

“ You’ve got to fight, Mrs. Norton,” 
Dr. Fisk said. “ I admit that you’ve been 
through a lot, but even so you owe it to 
everyone who loves you to find the will 
to go on. Dick’s misfortune won’t last 
forever.”

“ They are going to execute him,”  she 
said in a low voice. “ And I wouldn't 
stop them if I could, Doctor. Richard is
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evil. He has murdered three people. 
That is my fault. Mine, because his 
father cared nothing about him as the 
boy grew up. I know Richard realized 
and resented this. I tried to make it up, 
but I couldn’t. Now he has taken three 
lives and they are going to take his—  
deservedly so. But I am his mother. I 
brought him into the world. He is my 
responsibility and I cannot go on. I 
don’t want to go on.”

“ Please, Mrs. Norton,” Dr. Fisk 
begged. Think of Fletcher, and Max.” 

“ Think of them?” she scoffed. “ W hy  
should I, when they’ll rejoice if I die. 
Doctor, do you recall what I said about 
changing my will ? My money cannot be 
of any use to Richard. The others do 
not deserve it. Tomorrow I shall call in 
Attorney Hammond and have him'make 
a new will leaving my entire estate to 
agencies which work to prevent such 
things as this from happening. People 
who will take boys like Richard and put 
them on the right path.”

“ I’ll tell Hammond in the morning,” 
Dr. Fisk said soothingly. “ It’s a good 
and generous idea. I gave you a sleeping 
tablet a few moments ago. A  light one. 
If it does not work, please drink the 
contents of this glass. In the morning 
you will be fresh for your conference 
with Hammond. I’ll be going now. Good 
night, Mrs. Norton.”

Fisk arose, put the glass on the table 
within reach of his patient, and beside it 
he placed a bottle of white tablets. He 
picked up his bag, snapped off the night 
light and walked softly from the room.

Mrs. Norton lay there in the darkness 
for a long time. A t least it seemed a 
long time to her. Sleep refused to come. 
She raised herself finally and reached 
for the glass of sleeping potion. A  black 
gloved hand came out of nowhere and 
encircled her wrist gently. A  soothing 
and familiar voice reached her.

“ Do not drink that, Mrs. Norton,” the 
Black Bat said. “ Dr. Fisk made it much 
too strong. In fact, if you drink it you 
will die, and everyone will say you com
mitted suicide.”

“ Suicide?” she gasped.
“ Yes. Not a pleasant word, is it? But 

that’s what Dr. Fisk intended everyone 
to believe. You see, he put twenty of 
those white tablets from that bottle into 
the water. It would have looked as 
though you had done that and then 
taken them. After all, you have been
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going through a great deal and if you 
were found dead, by your own hand, no
body would be particularly surprised.”

“ But Dr. F isk ! I  can’t understand— ”
“ I’m here to make you understand, 

Mrs. Norton. You know you can trust 
me. I ’ve been here for a little while. I 
was here before Dr. Fisk arrived. In 
fact, when I  learned he was on his way 
over, I moved fast. I heard you tell him 
that your husband showed little interest 
in Richard when he was a boy. Is that 
true?”

“ Yes,” she said. “ It’s almost as if— as 
if he knew how_Richard would turn out.”

The Black Bat laughed softly. “ Mrs. 
Norton, no child is born anything at all. 
Babies are alike. It’s how they develop 
later on in life that counts. Some are 
weak and easily impressed. More easily 
led. Richard became one of these. Pos
sibly because your husband took so little 
interest in him. Tell me— you were 
very ill when Richard was born, were 
you not?”

“ I almost died, as I  told you,” she 
answered dispiritedly. “ I wish I had, 
and Richard along with me.”

“ I think you’ll change your mind 
about that,” the Black Bat said in a 
kindly voice. “ Your husband loved you 
very much. That I know. He would have 
done anything to save you. Mrs. Norton, 
he went to extremes, but you lived and 
he was satisfied.”

“ W hat on earth do you mean by that?” 
she asked.

“ Your son, the one born to you in 
nineteen-twenty-one at Reeves Memorial 
Hospital, didn’t live, Mrs. Norton. He 
died minutes after birth. You were un
conscious and knew nothing about this, 
but your husband did and so did Dr. 
Rolf. You were in considerable danger 
of dying. Dr. Rolf had, only a few mo
ments before, delivered a son to a Mrs. 
Macklin who did not survive.

“ So Dr. Rolf had a live, motherless 
baby on his hands, a baby whose father 
was in prison for life. W ho wouldn’t 
have a chance. And he had a mother 
whose son had just died, and when she 
learned the truth she might die too.”

M RS. N O R TO N  sat bolt upright.
“ Go on,” she ordered quickly. 

“ So Dr. Rolf did the thing he be
lieved to be best. W ith  your husband's 
permission, of course. He substituted 
the Macklin baby for yours and your son
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was buried as the Macklin child. Rich
ard is not your son. He knows that now. 
He has known it for some time.”

“ But are you certain?”
“ I have what amounts to proof, Mrs. 

Norton. The hospital records for one 
thing. The murder of the nurse who 
cared for you as another. Blood tests 
as well. I found records of them. Your 
type is ‘A ’. Your husband’s was ‘B ’. 
Richard is an ‘O’ type. An ‘O ’ type 
child cannot be born to parents who are 
‘A ’ and ‘B ’. The fact that Richard’s 
father is known is likewise proof. He 
happens to be Dr. Fisk, though that isn’t 
his name at all.”

“ Dr. Fisk is Richard’s father?” 
“ Exactly. And that is why he tried 

to kill you. A t first by breaking your 
heart over Richard, but when Richard 
seemed destined for a quick trip to the 
electric chair while you still lived, he 
had to do something about that. Also 
you told him you intended removing 
Richard as your heir and that also led 
Fisk to more speed.”

“ It seems—  I don’t know what to say. 
How did this Macklin become Dr. Fisk? 
Is he really a doctor?”

“ Oh yes, indeed. He practised medi
cine for some time, then became what 
was known as a gangster’s physician. 
That got him removed from the medical 
profession although he managed to es
cape jail and keep from getting finger
printed. Later, as Henry Macklin, he 
became an out-and-out crook and was 
sent to Joliet from which he escaped 
years ago.”

“ And he took the name of Fisk and 
went back to practising?”

Mrs. Norton was highly interested 
now and there was nothing weak about 
her voice.

“ Macklin constantly sought an oppor
tunity to get back into practise, but he 
needed someone else’s name, diploma and 
license. He took those of a real Dr. Fisk. 
Perhaps Macklin murdered him; maybe 
he died a natural death. W e ’ll probably 
never know. At any rate Macklin took 
Fisk’s name, closed up the practise Fisk 
had developed in Chicago and came East. 
He had all he needed now, the name and 
reputation of a good physician. He was 
admitted to practise here.”

"A n d  then he— met Richard?” 
“ Macklin came here soon after your 

husband’s death. Up to then the nurse, 
Bessie Jackson, had received blackmail

and I believe your husband paid it. To 
keep secret the truth about Richard’s 
birth. However, when your husband died, 
Bessie’s blackmail stopped but she’d 
grown lazy and alcoholic and looked 
for another angle. Somehow, probably 
through underworld friends, she traced 
the father of the child you reared as 
yours. She tracked him down and ap
proached him. That was what he had 
been looking for and he willingly paid.

“ His next step was to study the situ
ation. This he did with a skill he had 
developed as a crook. Oh, he had a 
good practise, but he was essentially a 
crook and no crook likes to work for 
an honest living. Especially when there 
was a fortune such your estate repre
sents, waiting and ready for his harvest.

“ He looked up Richard, and told him 
the truth,. that he had been stolen to 
gratify a rich woman whose child had 
died. Macklin would know how to do 
that. Then he introduced Richard to the 
life and excitement of a crook. He led 
him on and on until Richard was pulling 
important jobs. Fisk— or Macklin— got 
the loot. Macklin didn’t care if Richard 
was caught so long as you were alive. 
That was important, because Richard’s 
troubles might break your health. If  
Richard inherited, Macklin could have 
wheedled him into handing over the 
entire fortune.”

“ I see,” Mrs. Norton said. “ And if 
Richard didn’t hand over the estate I 
might have left him, this man— Dr. Fisk 
or Macklin— would have proved Richard 
was his son and taken the money any
way.”

“ No, anything but that. Therein lay 
Dr. Fisk’s weakness. If Richard was 
ever proved not to be your son, then 
Richard was not your heir and would 
get nothing. Fisk had to avoid such an 
exposure, and he did so with consider
able zeal. In fact he attempted to murder 
a good friend of mine who thought it 
his duty to investigate Richard’s past 
thoroughly.”

“ You must mean that blind District 
Attorney.”

“ Yes— Tony Quinn. He knows all 
about this now, but it happens he is in 
a hospital after being attacked by a man 
Dr. Fisk sent to kill him.”

“ Dr. Fisk told me about that. He spoke 
of it in such a tragic manner.”

Mrs. Norton kept talking until she 
suddenly realized she was alone. The
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Black Bat had vanished into the dark
ness.

CH APTER  X V

Final Crisis

O W  the Black Bat drove 
Tony Quinn’s car' as 
fast as he dared, back 
to the hospital, parked 
it, and slipped into the 
building. He reached 
his room and was grati
fied to see that no ex- 
citment prevailed. He 
tapped on the door and 
Silk let him in. Silk 
was s w e a tin g , copi

ously.
“ Get on the phone in one of the public 

booths,” the Black Bat said, “ and have 
Butch come here as fast as he can travel. 
He is to come to this room without being 
seen and he is to bring with him the 
regalia of the Black Bat which we had 
made to fit him. Speed is absolutely 
essential on your part and his.”

Quinn removed , his black clothing 
while Silk went to phone. By the time 
Silk returned, Quinn was in bed, his 
bandaged head against the pillow, his 
sightless eyes staring at the ceiling.

“ Butch is on the way,” Silk said. 
“ What gives, anyhow?”

“ I ’m about to .be murdered.” Quinn 
grinned. “ By the eminent Dr. Roger 
Fisk, alias Henry Macklin, alias Socrates, 
alias something else. When he enters, 
you can stand by for trouble, but Butch 
is to handle it if he gets here in time.”

“ Dr. Fisk?” Silk gaped. “ But h o w -  
why— ”

“ I’ll tell you later. Right now we’ve 
got to prepare for him. He won’t fail 
to come, gushing all over the place be
cause his good friend Tony Quinn was 
attacked by a bad man. Oh, yes— he’ll 
decide I need a little treatment. Pos
sibly strychnine or cyanide, though I 
suspect it will be something which leaves 
little or no trace. And Fisk can say I 
died of a brain hemorrhage brought on 
by the attack.”

Silk drew his gun, snapped off the 
safety and picked up a magazine. He 
folded the gun between the pages.

“ If Socrates can carry a gun this way, 
so can I  and I’ll start the shooting the 
moment I see a hypo.”
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“ Unless Butch gets here first. Now 

relax. The way you,look Fisk would be 
wise in a moment.”

It was half an hour later when a nurse 
entered the room and made a routine 
temperature reading. She entered it on 
the chart, smiled at Silk, and started for 
the door. She stepped aside quickly as 
Dr. Fisk appeared.

“ W ell, well,” Fisk said, “ I thought 
you were too tough for this sort of thing, 
Mr. Quinn. It’s Fisk— Mrs. Norton’s 
physician. I heard you were here, and 
I thought I’d drop in.”

“ Nice of you,” Quinn said. “ I have no 
physician of my own. Perhaps you’d like 
to take over the case?”

“ Delighted.”
Fisk moved briskly up to the bed. He 

used his stethescope without knowing a 
gun was trained on his back. He exam
ined the temperature chart and nodded.

“ Everything seems to be progressing 
fine, though in these concussion cases 
you never can tell. Rest is the best thing, 
Mr. Quinn. I ’ll give you a mild shot. Or 
a pill if you’d rather have that.”

“ A  hypo is all right,” Quinn said, and 
smiled. “ I could use a little sleep. My 
head aches terribly.”

“ O f course, of course. A  definite 
symptom.”

Fisk opened his kit and removed a 
hypodermic needle. He plunged the 
needle into an unlabeled vial and drew 
up a quantity of colorless fluid. Then he 
doused a bit of cotton with alcohol, ex
posed Quinn’s arm and poised the needle.

“ I wouldn’t do that, Doctor,” a voice 
said. “ Because if the needle gets to with
in an inch of Mr. Quinn’s arm, he won’t 
die. You w ill!”

Fisk turned quickly. The Black Bat 
stood with his back against the door and 
there was a large gun trained on Fisk.

“ Drop the hypo, Doctor,” the Black 
Bat said. “ Or shall I call you Henry 
Macklin or perhaps Socrates?”

The hypo fell out of Fisk’s hand. He 
looked at Silk, who also held an exposed 
gun. He glanced at Quinn and then un
expectedly made a dash for the door. 
The man in the Black Bat’s regalia didn’t 
move. Fisk launched a punch at his jaw, 
connected, and saw it shaken off as if it 
were nothing more than a flea bite. Then 
an enormous gloved fist cracked against 
Fisk’s jaw. It lifted him completely off 
the floor, hurled him across Quinn’s bed 
and put him to sleep.
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Quinn nodded at Butch behind the 

black hood and signaled that his work 
was well done. Butch promptly van
ished.

Quinn sat up.
“ Silk,” he called, “ will you get this 

mess off my bed? Then start yelling, as 
if this had just happened. I’ll put up a 
fuss, too. And remember, the Black Bat 
was here long enough to tell us the 
whole story of Dr. Fisk. . . . ”

PR O B A B LY  the most surprised per
son to listen to Quinn’s story was 

Captain McGrath.
Fisk, in handcuffs, was slumped in one 

of the chairs. McGrath tilted Fisk’s head 
back.

“ Now tell the truth. Quinn was in bed. 
Silk was right here in this room. And 
the Black Bat was here too?”

“ O f course he was here,”  Fisk 
groaned. “ But the Black Bat can’t testify 
against me. He can't appear in court 
without removing that hood. W hat have 
I to be afraid o f?”

“ Me,” Quinn said simply . . .
Later, over coffee and cake in the 

Black Bat’s secret laboratory, Quinn told 
the whole story to Carol, Silk and Butch. 
He repeated what he had said to Mrs. 
Norton.

“ The old lady perked up. She seemed 
more relieved about Richard not being 
her son than grieved over the news that 
her real son had died at birth. Fisk, of 
course, directed the whole thing. Partly 
out of revenge. He hated Mrs. Norton 
because she had taken his son, though 
I imagine visions of her fortune soft
ened his anger somewhat.

“ He set out to get her money by using 
Richard. He sought Richard out and 
soon convinced him he was the son of an 
infamous crook and a mother who wasn’t 
above stealing, that he had been stolen 
and that he was entitled to the Norton 
estate no matter what happened. Richard, 
being impressionable and resentful of 
the inattention Paul Norton had showed 
him before he died, was an easy conquest 
for Macklin. Paul Norton, of course, 
knew of Richard’s antecedents; knew he 
was not his own son and couldn’t warm 
up to the boy.

“ Fisk took Richard around to see 
Bessie who must have had some proof of 
his birth, and convinced him. Whatever 
that proof was, it vanished with Bessie’s 
murder, and so did whatever papers she

had prepared denouncing Fisk if he ever 
succeeded in killing her. I began to sus
pect Fisk right after Bessie died.”

“ W h y ?” Silk asked. “ There wasn’t a 
clue that I could see.”

“ Bessie died from drinking a poisoned 
glass of whisky, died with a vial half 
full of poison clutched in her hand. It 
was improbable that she would have held 
the vial while drinking the poisoned 
highball. I wondered about that, and I 
still believe that Fisk poisoned her, told 
her so, and held out this vial as the anti
dote. For Bessie certainly told where 
she had hidden all her blackmail evi
dence. She would have trusted a doctor 
who told her the vial contained an anti
dote. Nurses obey a doctor’s orders with
out the slightest question.

“ Fisk, of course, arranged to send part 
of Reeves Memorial Hospital down my 
neck and McGrath’s. He simply went 
upstairs to Mrs. Norton’s room, stayed 
there a few seconds and made certain she 
was sleeping under the influence of a 
narcotic. Then he slipped out the back 
way, rushed to the hospital and arrived 
before we did. Max Imlay looked good 
as the killer there. Possibly Fisk knew 
he would be suspected, and chose such a 
way to kill me.

“ The affair at the stairway of Dick 
Norton’s apartment was also arranged by 
Fisk, whom Fletcher Townsend inno
cently warned about my going to the 
apartment again. The street shooting 
may have included Dr. Fisk. I think it 
did because one man took good care to 
stay out of sight. Fisk then grew des
perate and hired a killer. That didn’t 
work, so he tried to kill me himself. That 
hypo was loaded with poison.”

“ Fisk almost got himself loaded with 
bullets.” Butch laughed. “ I never saw 
Silk with such a nervous trigger finger. 
And then the dope of a Doc rushed me. 
Boy, was that a fool stunt!”

“ I doubt Fisk knew what he was do
ing,” Quinn said. “ That was a healthy 
sock you gave him. A t first we thought 
he was dead.”

“ Yes, I know.” Butch sobered. “ When 
I thought about the way he tried to push 
Carol out of the window at Cheney’s 
place, I added a little more power.”

“ He had it coming,” Quinn said. 
“ Cheney, of course, took a bus to the 
Norton house, failed to see Mrs. Norton, 
and started walking back to the bus stop. 
On the way he saw Dr. Fisk turn into



BLACK BOOK DETECTIVE
the estate and Fisk also saw him. They 
recognized one another and Fisk real
ized he would have to kill Cheney before 
he could talk. Cheney had seen Fisk and 
Richard Norton together. Captain Mc
Grath will find the stolen goods among 
Fisk’s possessions. The whole affair is 
concluded.”

“ W hat about Richard, now that Fisk 
seems to be the ringleader?” Carol asked.

“ Be in court day after tomorrow,” 
Quinn said. “ I’ve asked for a quick 
trial.”

Carol was in one of the back rows 
when court opened.

She saw Quinn arise, hand Silk his
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white cane, and move unseeihgly to face 
the jury box.

“ Your Honor, Gentlemen of the Jury,” 
Quinn said. “ The man known as Richard 
Norton is charged with first degree mur
der. I intend to prove that he is a 
wanton, cold-blooded killer who selected 
his violent way of life because that is 
what he wanted. I intend to show that 
he killed for the thrill of killing and 
robbed for the thrill of being a thief. 
I intend, Gentlemen of the Jury, to de
mand that he be sent to the electric chair 
and I am certain you will agree that he 
deserves no other fate. Call the first wit
ness, please. . . .”
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THE FRIGHTENED COMEDIAN
By JA CK  KOFOED

It was no laughing matter for funny man Johnny September 
when he was on the receiving end of a grim death threat!

JO H N N Y  SEPTEMBER wandered 
restlessly about the apartment. He’d 
light a cigarette, puff half a dozen 

times, and crush the almost full sized butt 
in an ash tray. Then, he’d go to the red- 
leather-covered bar, and pour another 
bourbon. ,

Jake O’Connor stood that for half an 
hour, then spoke up.

“Johnny,” he said, “you’re headin’ for 
a straight jacket. What are you knocking 
yourself out for? The Club Montmartre 
is paying you three thousand dollars a 
week. Dorothy Seaton, who has as much 
dough as the Readers’ Digest has circula
tion, wants to marry you. You’re hold
ing the world by the tail, and what hap

pens? You act like a shell-shocked dough- 
foot right out of-a foxhole.”

“You know why I’m frightened,” John
ny said. “Ear Mentone and his boys are 
due to get out of Sing Sing pretty soon. 
Christy Ryan, the cigarette girl at the old 
Moon Club, said I put the finger on them. 
They’re killers. No wonder I’m scared.” 

Jake wasn’t worried about that, be
cause he thought most gang stuff was kind 
of phony. Actually, he was more both
ered about the Seaton girl marrying'John
ny, and taking him out of show business. 
Losing ten percent of his star’s three 
grand a week would be a terrible blow, 
particularly with the O’Connor kids go
ing to college. Jake didn’t mention that. 
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He just said: “If you feel that way, why 
don’t you ask for police protection?” 

“ Police! Police! They couldn’t assign 
somebody to watch me twenty-four hours 
a day for the rest of my life, could they? 
You just sit there, and think this doesn’t 
amount to anything. Well, it does. I know 
those guys. They won’t stop at anything. 
I  can’t hide Out, because I’m in the 
papers every day,”

“And, if you’re not, Dorothy Seaton is,” 
said Jake. “If you ever marry her, what 
a three-ringed circus that’s going to be.” 

Johnny paid no attention. “ I dream of 
them picking me up some night, and tak
ing me for a ride out in the country, and 
cutting me up. No wonder I’m shaky.” 

O’Connor chewed on his cigar.
“There’s nobody wants you taken care 

of more than I do, Johnny,” he said. “Ten 
percent of your three grand a week is 
something I need every seven days. Some
thing’s got to be done. Even if the boys, 
or Christy Ryan, don’t get you, that bour
bon will, and I’ll be out of luck either 
way. More guys are ruined by bottles 
than guns.”

STILL nervously pacing the room, John
ny September didn’t a n s w e r .  He 

walked a r o u n d  O’Connor’s apartment 
restlessly. He’d go to the window, and 
look down into the street, then back to 
the bar, fumbling with his glass. Fear 
was kicking his stomach around. Jake 
might laugh, but he couldn’t. He knew 
how tough “ Ear” Mentone and “Whacky” 
Sillgard and Joe Carlo were. Johnny had 
not hurt them, but they thought he had, 
and that was enough. As for Christy— 
maybe he hadn’t acted as fairly to her as 
he should have, but nothing he had done 
called for a killing.

“I’m a sap,” he thought. “Look at the 
guys at Okinawa and I wo Jima and in the 
Bulge. They were just as scared as I am, 
but they went ahead, and did what they 
had to do. Dorothy thinks I’m game just 
because I ’m big.” He took another drink.

“Don’t worry about me, Jake,” he said 
aloud. “I’ll be all right.”

O’Connor yawned. “As your agent,” he 
said, “ I could be your bodyguard, too. 
When I was with the Marines in the First 
War, I was a sharpshooter with anything 
that -went bang. But, the bottle!” He 
shook his head.

Johnny September still felt the quiver 
of fear in his stomach, but he grinned. 
“I’ll be all right,” he repeated. “ Come on.
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It’s time for me to go to work. . . .” 

There were zebra stripes on the walls 
of the Club Montmartre, and on the up
holstery of the chairs and the divans along 
the walls. The waiters wore white mess 
jackets, heavy with gold braid, and the 
prices on the menu were as high as a 
Constellation crossing the Rockies. De
spite this, the velvet ropes were always 
up, and a man had to be a celebrity, or 
nimble with a ten-dollar hill to get a table. 
This was because Johnny September was 
giving out with songs, dances and witty 
sayings on the Montmartre’s floor.

“What a party!” Johnny said into the 
microphone. “ I’ve drunk so many peo
ples’ health I’ve ruined my own!”

The club’s well dressed habitues guf
fawed. Johnny executed a few dance steps. 
These comprised his entire r o u t i n e ,  
though the crowd didn’t know it. He 
sang a few bars in a two-note range, but 
his voice sounded good.

Walter Jones, the columnist of the 
Daily Express, dropped into the zebra 
striped chair next to Jake O’Connor, the 
booking agent. “ That big, good looking 
ginny of yours is the funniest act in show 
business,” he said, “but won’t he ever 
find out that distilleries can make whisky 
faster than he can drink it?”

Jake, who was thickening around the 
middle, and getting cottony about the 
ears, took a sip of his bourbon, and said 
nothing.

Johnny flashed a smile, acknowledging 
the applause of his devotees. It was a real 
smile, unless one noticed the dark dents 
of his eyes, and the hollows under the 
cheekbones. He cleared his throat, and 
assumed a serious expression. Doubletalk 
was his forte.

“My girl said to the bus driver that 
anyone could see the spastum is definitely 
consequential, if there is not an overflow 
of the under. Well, the bus driver was a 
liddle dazzis when his wagon went fan- 
num carlo, depending on the condition of 
the reflexes when the prehensile is spemo, 
and the fellow is making a good salary.” 

The comedian waited until the last 
insistent handclappers ceased smacking 
moist palms together, then looked at his 
watch. “ It’s after eleven folks,” he said. 
“We’ll be back at one with an entirely 
new show, new gags, new numbers. If 
you think you’ve enjoyed yourself, wait 
until you get the check. ’Night, every
body.”

The band went into a medley, glasses
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clinked, people at the ringside began dis
cussing Johnny September. Johnny went 
backstage to change his clothes.

“Somebody ought to put a quarter in 
the air conditioning machine,” he said to 
a chorus girl. Then looked at her a second 
time, because he did not recognize her. 
“You new here?”

“It’s my first night,” the girl answered. 
“I love you,” he told her, as he loosened 

his tie. Johnny said that to every woman 
he met. “ Good grief, it’s hot. This is too 
much like work for a stingy three thou
sand dollars a week.”

He went into his dressing-room and un
corked a new bottle of Scotch. He knew 
that outside they were all talking about 
him.

*

OUTSIDE, Marty Harris, front man for 
Steve Zultosky, who owned the Mont

martre, was rubbing his hands.
“Jammed,” he said to Paul, the maitre 

d’hotel. “And, do you know why?”
Paul accepted the cue overlings always 

throw to underlings. Paul knew why the 
place was jammed, but he also knew the 
proper thing to say. “The food is good, 
the place is run right,”  he said, ignoring 
the right answer, about which Marty Har
ris was preparing to orate.

“Food—run right!” Harris mimicked. 
“It’s Johnny September. He’ll outdraw 
anybody in the business. The men love 
him. The women love him. Eight guys 
flew in from Buffalo tonight, a champagne 
party, just to catch Johnny. And, the 
babes-— you’re answering the ’phone for 
him all night.”

Paul nodded solemnly as if Marty’s 
statement was some sort of divine revela
tion. “I guess you’re right, Mr. Harris.” 
He darted away.

“Good evening, Miss Seaton.” He pre
tended to look accusingly at the lovely 
newcomer. “You missed Johnny’s show 
tonight, the first time since he opened.” 

Dorothy Seaton surveyed  the room 
from under heavy lids. “I know. I haven’t 
laughed since last night, and that’s bad 
when you’re used to a Johnny diet. Get me 
a table. If I stand here another minute 
I’ll drop.”

Paul took her to the table where Jake 
O’Connor and Walter Jones were sitting. 
They made a pretense of rising, and then 
slid back against the cushions. Jake O’
Connor had lost his voice twenty years 
agothroughabungledtonsillectomy, When 
he knew he’d never sing again, he turned

booking agent. Jake sweated through that 
business for years, collecting five dollar 
commissions on fifty dollar acts that tried 
to do a Houdini on him pay nights. Then, 
along came Johnny September, and suc
cess.

“Jake,”  said Dorothy suddenly, “I’m go
ing to marry Johnny,”

O’Connor looked dp. “ I was wondering 
when you were going to say that.” He 
was wondering much more acutely how 
he and his family would get along with
out his manager’s and booker’s share of 
that $3,000 a week. Now, this character 
with the millions and the body was going 
to take him out of circulation.

“Well, well, well,” said Johnny Septem
ber, bulking suddenly at their elbows. 
“My two favorite people.”  He pretended 
to salaam. “Jake, you don’t look any 
sharper than a wet towel. What’s wrong?” 
He kissed his fingers. “Angel pie, I kiss 
my fingers right up to the elbow.” 

“What’ll it be?” Jake asked.
“Bourbon. You forget? What a ques

tion?”
“Darling,” Dorothy said, “ I—”
“Pardon me, baby,” Johnny broke in. 

“There’s Barney Chadwick. I want to say 
hello. He owns the Diamond Cat in Chi
cago, and I can’t pass up a contact like 
that.”

“Table-hopper!”  sulked Dorothy.
Marty Harris came over. “They’re hav

in’ a big party for the wounded guys at 
St. Paul, and they’re yellin’ for you. The 
Army Special Services major just called.” 

“Johnny!” Dorothy pouted. “You’re 
not going to leave me, are you?”

“I won’t be gone more than an hour,” 
the comic said. “You stay here with Jake, 
You can catch me in the second show, and 
we’ll spend the rest of the evening to
gether. Okay?”

“Do I have anything to say about it?” 
“No,” said Johnny, gulping down an

other bourbon, “but you do about pretty 
nearly everything else. Good-by, honey 
chile. See you in an hour. . . .”

The funny part of it was that, when 
Johnny September reached the hospital, 
there wasn’t any party, and the Special 
Services major hadn’t called. That was 
bad. It couldn’t be leading to a stickup, 
because everybody knew he never wore 
expensive jewelry, or carried more than 
twenty bucks. The Broadway columnists 
had a lot of fun kidding about that.

S u d d e n l y  Johnny’s heart almost 
stopped. Since he had talked with Jake,
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and lapped up so many bourbons, he had 
shaken loose from fear for a moment. 
Now, it came back. He was afraid again 
—horribly afraid. His hands shook, and 
sweat beaded his forehead.

Johnny almost asked the major to send 
an armed guard with him, but that would 
have seemed silly. Frightened as he^was, 
he couldn’t have the major, who wore 
Distinguished Service Cross and Purple 
Heart ribbons, think anything like that. 
He left the hospital. It was dark in that 
block—dark enough for anything to hap
pen. No taxi, of course. There never was 
when you wanted one.

There was a bar around the corner. 
Johnny decided to go there, and telephone 
the Club Montmartre to send the boss’s 
car for him. Come to think of it, even a 
taxi might be a plant. He looked around 
carefully, then started down the street.

Someone stepped from a shadowy door
way, and said: “Johnny!”

HIS heart slammed into his throat, and 
he went cold all over.

“This is Christy Ryan, Johnny,”  the 
voice continued. “I guess you remember 
me, don’t you?”

“Sure, sure, I do, Christy.”
“You know you didn’t do right by me, 

Johnny. You made me think you loved 
me, and then walked out. That was a 
very mean trick, just because you hit the 
big time, and didn’t think I was good 
enough for you.”

Johnny was thinking: It’s too dark to 
see. Maybe she’s got a gun. Maybe she’ll 
blast me. Good night! Why did I come 
here, anyway? Sweat dripped from his 
armpits.

“Don’t be afraid, Johnny,” the girl said. 
“I wouldn’t ask for a seait in the chair by 
killin’ you, even if you deserve it. As a 
matter of fact, I’m going to do you a favor. 
I’m gonna tip you off that they let Joe 
Carlo and Whacky Sillgard come out of 
Sing Sing yesterday. They didn’t have to 
bother with Ear Mentone. He’s buried up 
there.”

Johnny September sucked in a long, 
whistling breath. ,.

“Sure, I know you’re scared, Johnny,” 
she went on, “and nobody ever had a bet
ter right to be.”

“But, I never did anything to them,” 
the comic wailed. “ I didn’t turn them in.” 

“ Sure, you didn’t, but they think you 
did, and that’s the same difference. I told 
them you were the squealer, Johnny.
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You’ll get killed, and nobody can point 
the finger at me. That’s pretty smart,, 
don’t you think, my sweet?”

“Yes,” he said dully. “ Smart. Sure. I 
guess I’ve got it coming to me, Christy, 
but even knowing that doesn’t make me 
any less scared. There’s no use running 
any more. I know when I’m licked.”

Johnny September walked away. The 
lights of the bar flickered. He opened the 
door, and went in. He didn’t know wheth
er or not he wanted a drink. He just 
wanted to be by himself for a little while, 
and wonder if he had much more time to 
live.

The barroom was empty except for a 
shabby, and slightly drunk man. “ Double 
bourbon, please,” Johnny said. The drunk 
looked up. He had a thin face, except for 
flabs of flesh that hung down under his 
chin,

“Hey, you bartender,” he mumbled. 
“Gimme some service, will you?”

“Just a minute, sir,” the bartender an
swered, then under his breath: “What a 
lush!”

Johnny leaned against the bar. He was 
six feet tall, and had a sort of Gregory 
Peck—Perry Como look, if you can get a 
picture like that. Black hair, and blue 
eyes, which don’t make sense except in 
Irish girls, and shou lders Max Baer 
wouldn’t have been ashamed of. He 
picked up his glass, and swished the con
tents until the ice tinkled.

The bartender moved down toward the 
drunk. The door opened, and another man 
came in. He wore a trench coat, stippled 
with raindrops. He had a mustache that 
looked like a line of eyebrow pencil across 
his upper lip. *

Johnny thought the newcomer looked 
familiar, but he couldn’t be sure. A  night 
club comedian meets a lot of people, and 
sometimes after a dozen bourbons, faces 
and names get mixed up. Anyway, this 
guy looked like the fumbled portrait of a 
gigolo and killer. His eyes had a flat look, 
and his lower lip was thick and red.

The drunk had just reached for his rye 
when this character came in. He turned 
around very slowly, and somehow or 
other he didn’t look as bleary as he had 
a moment before. Johnny thought: He 
knows this fellow, and doesn’t like him. 
But, New York is full of people who don’t 
like each other, and there’s no jail sen
tence for hate if you don’t translate it into 
action with fists or guns. It wasn’t any of 
Johnny September’s business, anyway.
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The drunk reached under his coat, as 

though he was going to scratch an itching 
rib, but his hand came out with a gun in it. 
The whole thing might have been a slow 
motion picture, but Johnny’s mind was 
acting in slow motion, too. Maybe it was 
the bourbon. The drunk squeezed the 
trigger. Somehow the gun didn’t make as 
much noise as might have been expected, 
but the bullet hit the newcomer just above 
the left eyebrow. It was messy, but not in 
the least dramatic. The man was dead be
fore he hit the floor. There was blood all 
over him, and all over the floor, too.

The drunk—he must have been pretend
ing, because he couldn’t have shot that 
way unless he was sober—slipped off the 
stool.

“You don’t know me, do you, Johnny?” 
he asked.

“No,” answered the comic. “ I never 
saw you before.”

The killer slid the gun back into his 
shoulder holster. “If you ever see me 
again, don’t remember. This guy don’t 
look pretty, does he? You’ll look worse.”

He walked across the room, and through 
the door without looking back. Johnny 
September now looked at the man on the 
floor. His forehead seemed to have caved 
in under the impact of the bullet. The 
comic shivered, and turned toward the 
door.

“Hey,” said the bartender, “you better 
wait for the cops. They won’t like it if 
you walk, off like this.”

“I’ll like it less if I stay here,” Johnny 
answered. He closed the door very softly 
behind him as the bartender went to the 
telephone to call the Homicide squad.

THE murder set the fear complex stir
ring again. It brought back memories 

of the gangsters he had known when he 
started in show business. They were 
ruthless, and didn’t think any more of 
killing a man than of betting ten bucks on 
a horse. Of course, this murder didn’t 
have anything to do with him, but if the 
gunman was caught, and Johnny had to 
be a witness, somebody beside Joe and 
Whacky might want want to rub him out.

Back in 1939 Johnny was twenty years 
old, and driving a hack. He was making 
enough money to live on, but there was 
only one thing he could always get starry 
eyed over. Show business. He could sing 
a little and dance a little, and tell a story 
pretty well. Maybe show business wasn’t 
in his blood, but he was sure making his

own transfusions. When Johnny knocked 
off at six o’clock, it didn’t take much effort 
to talk him into an impromptu show for 
the drivers who were coming on duty.

Then it happened. Whacky Sillgard and 
Joe Carlo, who fronted the Moon Club, 
Ear Mentone’s joint, heard Johnny telling 
a story. They heard it only because they 
ran into the Purple Cab garage to beat 
the heat fanned up when they shot Lefty 
Carter to death. A  coincidence, as they 
say, but a coincidence that changed John
ny’s life.

Carlo told Johnny he was a very funny 
guy, and asked if he would like to quit 
hacking, and do some night club work. 
Johnny started to laugh that off until one 
of the boys told him who Carlo was. Then 
he nodded, not knowing it was like sign
ing his life away. But, signing his life 
away was only part of what Johnny Sep
tember would have done to get into show 
business.

At first they had Johnny as a sort of 
host at the Moon Club, because, naturally, 
he had no routine, or act. Carlo paid Jack 
Silver, a gagman, to write out a script for 
Johnny, and soon Johnny was up in front 
of the mike, clowning with all the poise 
of an old-timer. His bosses paid him fifty 
dollars a week, and in the first hour he 
was there he saw the Moon Club was a 
hangout for the mob. So, what? The spot
light was hitting him, wasn’t it?

The mob loved Johnny. The broken
nosed characters, the beady-eyed rod- 
carriers and the slick sharpies all went for 
his stuff. They were so pro-Johnny that if 
a customer took the kid’s jokes deadpan, 
Sillgard or Carlo or Liver Frank would 
make a personal issue of it. Many a time 
a gentleman was boffed, because he did 
not get hysterical over Johnny September.

After the comedian had been there for 
three months, Danny Edwards, an agent, 
told Johnny he could get him a hundred 
a week at the Cabin Terrace. After the 
agent had gone, the cigarette girl drifted 
over.

“You wanta be a dead pigeon?” she 
asked.

“Meaning what?”
“Why, Johnny,” mocked the girl, mock

ing his all embracing stare. “You been 
here three months, and this is the first 
time you’ve even taken a look at me.”

“I guess I’ve had my eye on my career,” 
he said. “Tell me two things. What’s your 
name, beautiful, and what do you mean, 
do I want to be a dead pigeon?”
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The girl gave Johnny a pack of cigar- , 

ettes from her tray.
“I shouldn’t be talking to you,” she said, 

“but this may make it look legitimate. 
Take the cigarettes, and reach slow for 
the change. I’m Christy Ryan, Carlo’s 
girl. You can call me at the number writ
ten inside the match box. So long now.”

Johnny shrugged, and watched the girl’s 
departing figure. It was very nice. Ev
erything was nice. Johnny walked over 
to where Carlo was sitting with a party.

“ Can I see you for a minute, Mr. Car
lo?” he asked.

“Sure, sure. But, first, say somepin 
funny for these friends of mine. Say 
somepin funny.”

“I’ll be on in a few minutes, and then I 
will,” said Johnny. “I’d like to get out of 
my contract here, Mr. Carlo. I can get 
twice as much at the Cabin Terrace. I 
know you gave me my start, but you can 
always get somebody else. Okay, Mr. 
Carlo?”

Joe Carlo smiled. “No, Johnny. It ain’t 
okay. We like you. You stay. Fifty bucks 
is enough dough for a funny man to earn.”

“It’s a good break, and I want to take 
it,” insisted Johnny.

Carlo was still smiling. “You stay. Give 
me your mother’s address, and I’ll send 
her a case of whisky. Tomorrow you can 
have a car all day, and Fat Garcia as 
chauffeur. You stay, Johnny.”

Johnny shook his head. “This is my 
two weeks notice. Two weeks from Tues
day I blow.”

Carlo polished the fingernails of one 
hand against the lapels of his coat. Then, 
he motioned slightly. Three waiters and 
three hangers-on came over.

“Take Johnny downstairs,” Joe Carlo 
said. “ I gotta speak to him.”

The little room under the dance floor 
had only four walls and a chair. “Sit 
down,” Carlo said. Johnny hesitated. A  
hand-shot out, and five angry red marks 
splayed out on Johnny’s face. He pulled 
back his fist, tmt a hand grabbed it. He 
was spun around, and another hand 
clipped him on the side of the mouth. 
Furious, Johnny jerked back. Two of the 
waiters came in close when Carlo spoke.

“Hold it,” he said. “ Johnny, we like 
you. Don’t quit. Don’t run away, either. 
We got boys in Spokane and Fort Worth 
and Miami. You ain’t got a chance. Where- 
ever you go, we find you.”

Johnny straightened his tie, and rubbed 
the sore spot on his cheek. *What makes
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you think I’ll go on being funny?”  he 
asked.

Joe Carlo lit a cigar, then dashed the 
glowing end against his palm. “I don’t 
want to do this to your eye, Johnny. You’ll 
keep on being funny!”

YV7HEN a puzzled, angry Johnny left the 
”  Moon Club after the last show, a 

voice from the shadows called to him.
“Don’t turn around. Get into the cab 

on the corner, drive around the block, and 
pick me up. This is Christy.”

Christy sat close to Johnny in the cab. 
“You’re knocking your head against a 
stone wall, kid. You’ll have to keep on 
working for them.” She looked up into 
his face, and yielding to the impulse, he 
kissed her

“What shall I do?” he asked. “This is 
all new to me.”

“You can’t fight ’em. Stick around for 
a while. Take it easy. Maybe they’ll get 
tired of you or something. But, keep on 
being funny, Johnny. If you don’t get 
laughs, they’ll think you’re doublecrossin’ 
them—and Joe Carlo is awful tough on 
people he thinks are doublecrossin’ him!”

“Like you’re doing right now?” asked 
Johnny.

“Like I’m doing right now,” the girl 
said, kissing him on the mouth.

He knew it was dangerous and he knew 
what Carlo would do if he found out, but 
Johnny always was a sucker for a good 
looking girl. . . .

Nearly nine years had passed since 
then. For a couple months after that, he 
thought he was chained to the Moon Club 
for life. There were plenty of other offers, 
but he turned them down. He remem
bered what a gang in Chicago had done to 
Joe E. Louis, and he didn’t want anything 
like that to happen to him.

Then, one night, he went to work as 
usual, and the Moon Club was as dark as 
the inside of a coal miner’s pocket. Christy 
was waiting for him at the corner.

“What’s happened?” he asked.
“The police moved in,” the girl said, “or 

anyway they were going to move in when 
Ear and Joe and Whack heard about it. 
They lammed. No more Moon Club, John
ny. Caput, that’s what it is, and I’m glad. 
Now you can go anywheres you want and 
nobody’ll bother you. Ain’t that swell? 
You’re gonna be a star.”

“I know I am,”  said Johnny. “ I’ll be 
hitting the big spots in no time at all.”

Christy cuddled up against him. Johnny
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knew what that meant. She was going to 
hang around his neck. She could do him 
some good in a place like the Moon Club, 
but not in the big time where he was 
headed. Somehow he’d have to sluff her 
off, but easily and diplomatically, because 
she could get awful tough.

“Sure, baby,” he said. “Sure. We’ll go 
places all right. Don’t you worry about 
that”

But they didn’t go places together. 
With the Moon Club mob in jail, he could 
take what jobs were offered. Johnny tied 
up with Jake O’Connor, and Jake booked 
him into the Beachcomber at a thousand 
a week, with a lot more in the offing. It 
was then he decided that tough, hard talk
ing Christy Ryan would only be a draw
back to his career. When he told her, 
there was a frightful scene.

“Okay, Johnny,” she said, “but you’ll 
be awful sorry. I’m going to tell Joe 
Carlo you stool-pidgeoned him and the 
boys into jail. You may live until they 
get out, but not much longer than that, 
Johnny, not much longer than that!”

After the killing at the bar, Johnny 
September hurried around the comer, 
walking close to the building line, and fre
quently looking behind him. His mouth 
was as dry as though it were filled 
with crumbled soda crackers. His heart 
thumped so that breathing was difficult. 
He thought of how the dead man’s fore
head had looked, where the bullet caved 
it in. Knowing how Joe Carlo and Sill- 
gard operated, he thought he might be 
lucky if he got it that way.

A  cab wheeled by, and he hailed it. 
Within a few minutes, he was back in the 
Club Montmartre. Dorothy Seaton and 
Jake O’Connor were still at the table. 
Walter Jones had departed.

“Well, darling,”  Dorothy said, “ that was 
certainly the shortest show you ever 
played.” Then she saw his face. “What in 
the world is wrong with you? You’re the 
sickest looking guy I’ve ever seen.”

Johnny gulped. “Angel,” he said, “let’s 
go up to Greenwich after the second show. 
I’ll ditch this crummy business, and we’ll 
go to Europe or South America or some
place on a honeymoon—a couple of years’ 
honeymoon.”

The girl stared at him. So did Jake, but 
Jake wasn’t surprised.

“What’s wrong?” Dorothy asked. “Come 
clean, and no doubletalk.”

He told them, and his fright showed so 
clearly through his words that it was a

little pitiful. His big, well shaped hands 
trembled on the table cloth. His face, as 
virile, if a lot younger than Humphrey 
Bogart’s, was seamed with the fear that 
shook him.

“Pull yourself together, kid,” Jake said. 
“ It ain’t good for a guy’s gal to see him 
this way.” But, Johnny didn’t hear. He 
was staring past O’Connor to the club’s 
entrance, staring with such a horrified 
look that Jake stretched his fat neck to 
see what it was.

Joe Carlo and Whacky Sillgard, both a 
little shabby, and with the prison pallor 
still on their faces in spite of an effort to 
sunlamp it away, were talking with Paul, 
the maitre d’hotel!

BOLDLY they walked up to the table.
The comic thought of the night Carlo 

had taken him into the basement room 
under the Moon Club. He thought it was 
good he was sitting down, because his 
shaking knees would not have held him. 
Maybe it would have been better if he 
had married Christy Ryan. Then, this 
would not have happened.

“Hello, Johnny,” Joe Carlo said. “ It’s 
nice to see you after so long. We got a lot 
of things to talk over. As the guy said, it 
ain’t good to put off till tomorrow what 
you can do today. Cm  on, let’s take a 
little ride, hey?” His voice was soft, and 
held a faint accent 

Johnny tried to answer, but though his 
lips moved, no sound came out. He 
thought how the dead man looked on the 
floor of the cocktail lounge.

Jake looked up at the two men. He had 
no appearance of belligerency. His gray 
hair, ample paunch and friendly eyes 
made him look almost like a grandfather. 
But, when he spoke, there was a new note 
in his voice, like a file scratching across 
slate.

“Listen to me, you crum bum,” he said. 
“You’ve been scarin’ Johnny, and I won’t 
have it. Things have changed since they 
tossed you into the clink. You’re not big 
shots any more. You’re just a couple of 
tramps.”

Both Johnny and Dorothy were looking 
at him in fascinated silence.

“Now, wait a minute, Mr. O’Connor,” 
Joe Carlo began.

Jake got heavily to his feet, and slapped 
the man across the face. “You rough- 
housed a lot of people in your day,” he 
said. “ If you don’t stay away from John
ny September, you’ll get what you dished

71



72 B L A C K  BO O K  DETECTIVE
out, only ten times as much. And, that 
goes for your crazy sidekick, Sillgard, 
too. Now, get out of here, but quick!” 

Carlo and Sillgard looked at each other, 
hesitated, then turned their backs, and 
walked meekly toward the door!

Jake sat down with a grim smile, and 
signaled for the waiter. “Let’s have an
other round,” he said.

“Never mind,” said Dorothy. She drew 
the ermine wrap from the back of the 
chair, and put it around her slim, white 
shoulders. “ I’ve been used to a Johnny 
diet, and thought it wonderful, but I 
didn’t know it included anything like this, 
my great big he-man. You curled up like 
a wet postage stamp in front of the goons. 
I can’t stand that. My people were sol
diers, you know. Jake, who’s twice your 
age, and half your size, practically threw 
them out. Maybe I’m just a silly sentimen
talist, but a coward turns my stomach.” 

She rose with the slightly regal air that 
was part of her charm. “When you go on 
a honeymoon, Johnny,” she said, “get a 
girl who is big enough to be a bodyguard 
as well as a sweetheart.”

Johnny September, scarlet of face, did 
not look up as she left the club in a whirl 
of anger and Chanel Number Five. Marty 
Harris came over. “You’re due on in five 
minutes, Johnny,” he said. “Don’t you 
think you’d better get ready?”

“Sure,” said the comic heavily. “Sure, 
the show must go on, or something.”

Just about the time Johnny was say
ing, “What a party! I’ve drunk so many 
peoples’ health I’ve ruined my own,” Jake 
O’Connor and Marty Harris left the ring
side, and went into the club’s office. A big 
Irish smile dimpled Jake’s face.

“Well,” he said, “ for the first time since 
Dorothy Seaton came into Johnny’s life, 
I haven’t a thing to worry about. I 
wanted to break up that darned romance 
from the start. It couldn’t have worked 
out for either of them.”

“Nobody can do anything but try,” said 
Marty.

Jake lit a fresh cigar. “ I racked my 
brains for a long time, trying to figure out 
what to do about it, but it wasn’t until 
Johnny began to show how scared he was 
of Joe Carlo that the idea came. Dorothy 
comes of a family in which generals and 
Congressional Medals are like cornflakes 
to average people. She makes a fetish of 
courage. I figured that if she ever saw 
Johnny in a blue funk, she’d drop him 
like a hot cake.”

“You interest me,” said Marty Harris. 
“Go on.”

“I made it my business to find out about 
Joe Carlo and Whacky and Christy Ryan.

. Christy married a truck driver in Secau- 
cus, New Jersey, and was out of the pic
ture. I looked her up, and found that she 
never had told Carlo that Johnny had 
fingered him. Maybe down in her heart 
she still loved Johnny a little bit.

“ Women are that way, you know. Chris
ty was so nice that I asked her if there 
wasn’t something I could do for her. As a 
matter of fact there was. She had a kid 
sister who wanted to get into show busi
ness. That’s the new gal I sold you for 
the chorus line.”

“Not bad, either,”  said Marty.
“Then,” Jake went on, “ I took a trip 

to Sing Sing, and had a talk with Carlo 
and Sillgard. They weren’t tough any 
more. Their spirit was gone. They didn’t 
have anything against Johnny September, 
either. Why should they?”

“I haven’t the faintest idea,” said Marty. 
“Well, the rest comes quick and easy. 

I gave Joe Carlo and Whack a C note to 
come here, and pretend to get tough, after 
Christy’s sister stopped him on a dark 
street, arid pretending to be Christy, put 
more fear into his heart. Johnny Septem
ber is a great comic, but he hasn’t much 
moxie. That’s what I was- counting on to 
chase Dorothy Seaton away. If he had 
gotten up, and taken a belt at Carlo, John
ny and Dolly probably would have been 
married after the second show.”

Marty Harris stashed the evening’s take 
in the safe. “Up to this point,” he said, 
“everything is hunky dory, but what 
about that murder'Johnny ran into?” 

“That,” said Jake O’Connor, “was the 
sort of coincidence which always happens 
in life, but is ruled out in fiction. The cop 
on the beat blew the killer’s brains out 
when he ran from the saloon. I checked 
with Captain Devery about that. Even if 
they find out Johnny was a witness, they 
won’t call on him.”

Jake sighed, and relaxed.
“Personally,” he concluded, “I don’t 

care if Johnny gets married, so long as he 
doesn’t get a dame with a bankroll like 
the United States treasury. As a matter 
of fact, when he went back to get ready, I 
saw him smootching up to Christy Ryan’s 
sister, though he doesn’t know she is 
Christy’s sister. A  girl like her won’t care 
if he’s a hero, or is scared stiff by his own 
shadow!”
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DON'T BURY ME YET
A  Complete Novelet by W . T. BALLARD
Wacky detective Hank Ross cant clean up on 
his own slot-machine— but hits the jackpot in 
a haywire game of kidnaping and homicide!

CHAPTER I 

Phony Confession

I  PULLED the lever of the slot ma
chine. Two lemons and a plum 
came up. I reached down into the 

little cup, got my nickel back and played 
it again. This time I got a cherry, a 
lemon and a plum.

The voice behind me said, “ I f you 
aren’t too busy I’ll come in.”

I turned around. There was a red
headed girl standing in the open office 
doorway. She was very beautiful in her 
fox furs, beautiful enough to have made 
my heart turn over even if I hadn’t 
recognized her from her newspaper pic
tures.

She was Beth Moore and she was sup
posed to have a million dollars.

I said, “ You can come in if you don’t 
bother me, but I’m busy. I want to hit 
the jackpot.”  I turned back and pulled



75



B LA C K  BO OK DETECTIVE

the slot machine lever.
She came over to stand at my side. 

Her perfume was very nice. It filled the 
office. She watched me while I put in 
my nickel, pulled the lever, took my 
nickel from the box and put it in again.

Finally she said, “ Whose slot machine 
is it?”

“ Mine,” I told her.
“ And there’s nothing in the jack pot.” 

She stooped and peered through the 
little glass window.

“ No.”
“ And you keep using the same nickel, 

over and over.”
“ That’s right, it’s the only one I

have.”
“ You’re crazy,” she said. “ Even if 

you hit the jack pot, you don’t win any
thing.”

“ That’s right.”
“ Then why play?”
I turned to look at her. She could cer

tainly ask a lot of questions. “ I just 
want to hit the jack pot,”  I explained. 
“ Didn’t you ever want to do anything?”

“ Yes, but— ”
“ So, I want to hit the jack pot.”
“ You are crazy!”
“ Of course. I ’m Hank Ross, the wacky 

detective. You must have heard o f me, 
or you wouldn’t be here.”

“ I hadn't heard you are crazy.”
“ Then you haven’t been talking to the 

right people. Any cop could tell you. 
They’ve even threatened me with a 
padded cell.”

I  TURNED away, rescued the nickel, 
noticed that it was getting a little 

smooth from passing through the ma
chine so often, put it back in the slot 
and pulled the lever. Two bars showed 
and I thought I had it, but a bell dropped 
into the third slot.

She put a hand on my shoulder. 
“ Please, this is serious, I have to talk 
to you.”

“ Some other time. Fm busy.”
She made a little sound under her 

breath as if she were thoroughly out o f  
patience, then she fumbled in her purse 
and brought forth a folded piece of 
paper which she held up before my eyes.

Letters had been cut from headlines 
and pasted onto the paper so that they 
read:

Y O U  W I L L  P A Y  F I F T Y  T H O U S A N D  
D O L L A R S  T O N I G H T  O R  Y O U  W I L L  B E  
D E A D . D O  N O T  G O  T O  T H E  C O P S .

I read it twice. “ When did you get 
that?”

“ In the mail, yesterday.”
“ Forget it,” I told her. “ A crank let

ter. Every rich girl in the world gets 
them. Nothing ever happens.”

“ Doesn’t it?” she said. “ Someone 
broke into my house last night and mur
dered Meadows, my butler.”

I turned to look at her. “ Murdered 
your butler. What do the cops say?” 

“ They don’t say anything. You see, I 
haven’t told them. I came to you in
stead.”

I turned around and took a real look 
at her. She was well worth looking at. 
Then I went over to my desk.

“ W e’ll just tell them now. I may be 
screwy but not screwy enough to conceal 
a murder.”

She moved quickly. She was around 
the desk and had hold of my wrist. 
“ Wait. You don’t understand. I know 
who sent the note, who killed the butler, 
but I can’t prove it.”

“ W ho?”
“ That’s why I came to you.”
I stared at her. I made a business of 

being a screwball, but it seemed she 
could give me lessons. “ And just what 
made you come to me?”

“ Some friends recommended you.” 
“ You’re a liar,”  I said. “ I don’t know 

any of your friends.”
She bit her lip, white teeth marring 

the careful rouge. “  I, well, I read about 
you in the paper, about you breaking up 
that crowd of warehouse thieves. The 
paper said you were rough and tough.” 

“ I’ll show you my scars.”
She waved this aside. “ Please, this 

isn’t funny. My brother is trying to get 
me into trouble. I have to prove it— 
prove it before next month.”

Nothing she said made much sense. I 
asked, “ Where does your brother come 
into the picture?”

“ He sent me the note,”  she said. “ He’s 
the one who killed the butler.”

Later we both went back to her home 
and we called in the cops. Detective 
Lieutenant Hammer of the Homicide 
Squad was a tall thin man. He was also 
annoyed. He was always annoyed when 
I was around, but at the moment he was 
angrier at the girl as we stood in the 
hallway of Beth Moore’s residence in 
West Los Angeles.

“ You should have called us at once,”  
he said. He was staring at the butler’s
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body. The man had apparently been 
struck from behind. He’d been sitting 
on a high stool, just inside the kitchen 
door, with a shotgun across his knees.

Whoever killed him had jimmied open 
a cellar window, crept up the stairs and 
struck. Maybe the butler had gone to 
sleep, maybe he merely hadn’t heard the 
intruder. He had fallen from the stool, 
dropping the shotgun with a clatter. 
The clatter had awakened both the maid 
and Beth Moore. They had run down
stairs and found the body. At least that’s 
the way they told it.

Hammer wasn’t satisfied. Neither was 
I, but I didn’t matter.

The girl said, “ I didn’t call you be
cause I didn’t want publicity. I went to 
see Mr. Ross instead. I trusted him. I 
thought maybe he could‘help me.” 

“ How?” Hammer was watching both 
o f us, his small eyes alight with sus
picion.

SHE moved her shoulders wearily. “ I 
don’t know; move the body or some

thing. I’ve seen it done in pictures.” 
Hammer was watching me. “ It’s a 

wonder he didn’t, it’s just crazy enough 
for him to think of. What’s the matter, 
Hank? Losing your grip?”

I shrugged. “ I’m not in this. This is 
too screwy for me. I’m getting out.”  I 
put on my hat. “ I’ll see you in the 
morgue.”

Hammer laughed harshly. “ Not if I 
see you first.” The girl looked re
proachful.

“ And I depended on you.”
I touched her chin with one finger. 

“ Not me, darling. The cops have landed. 
They have everything in a mess. Let 
them straighten it out.”  I turned and 
went back to my office. When I got 
there a young fellow with red hair was 
standing in front of my slot machine, 
actually putting nickels into it. I hated 
to disturb him, but I was curious. 

“ Having fun?” I said.
He turned then and I saw something I 

hadn’t observed before. He had a gun in 
his hand, a very large gun, black and 
shiny and ugly. I looked at him again, 
and suddenly I knew that this was Beth 
Moore’s brother. The family resem
blance was striking.

“ Hey,”  I said. “ Put that thing down. 
I f you want to play games there’s a 
water pistol in the desk. That one you’re 
holding is real.”

“ Shut up.”
I shut up. Gags were all right, but I’d 

learned that you didn’t argue with a gun. 
“ Sit down.”
I sat down at my desk. He laid a type

written slip in front of me- I picked it 
up and read it slowly. It was a confes
sion, saying that I, Henry Ross, had been 
hired by Beth Moore to break into her 
house and that in so doing I had mur
dered the butler.

I looked up. “ Listen, Bud. I’m the one 
who is supposed to be crazy.”

"Sign that.”
“ I’m not that crazy.”
“ I said sign it.”
I signed it. I didn’t like the way his 

eyes seemed to grow small. This lad was 
really on the edge of being bughouse.

He picked it up with his free hand and 
backed toward the door. “ I’m going to 
the police with this. W e’ll see if my 
smart sister is so wise after they arrest 
her. If you’re smart, you’ll get away be
fore the;/ catch up with you.” The door 
slammed.

I didn’t go after him. There was a gun 
in my desk that wasn’t a water pistol, 
but I still didn’t go after him. I reached 
for the phone and called the police. 
When I got Hammer. I said:

“ There’s a young cluck named Moore 
on the way to your office. He forced me 
to sign a phony confession at the point 
of a gun. Yeah, he’s the brother of Beth 
Moore. No, this is not one of my gags. 
It’s strictly on the level. Hold him 
there. I ’m coming right down.” I hung 
up and headed for the door.

CHAPTER II 

L e ft  to Die

Y CAR was parked on 
the far side of the 
street. I paused on the 
curb, looking up and 
down to see if young 
Moor e  was still in 
sight but I didn’t pay 
any attention to the 
two men who had been 
interested in the store 
window behind me un
til one of them said: 

"Take it easy, Mac.”
I turned to look at him. He had a nar

row horse face under the pulled down 
brim of a weathered hat. He didn’t look
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pleasant, or friendly, or very intelligent.

“ I’m in a hurry. Scram.”
“ W e ’re in a hurry too, Mac. Get in 

the car over there.”
The car was a small sedan. I looked 

at him again and started to laugh. 
“ Look, pal, I love gags. I’m the boy that 
invented the hot-foot, but right now, I 
have no time for games.”

“ This,”  he said, “ is not a game.” He 
emphasized the words by poking me in 
the side with a small gun.

I looked quickly up and down the 
street. There were a number of people 
in sight, but for all the good they did me 
at the moment they might as well have 
been on the moon.

I started to sweat. The other man had 
closed in until I was fenced between 
them. I’d never seen either ol  the men 
before but I knew the type. You can 
buy murder for fifty bucks if you know 
where to find the right characters. These 
two looked the part, and acted it.

“ W hat’s the beef?” I asked. “ Can’t 
we settle if? There must be some mis
take.”

“ No mistake.” The one on the right 
had gold teeth. He showed them when 
he spoke, but he wasn’t smiling. “ Get 
into the car, Mac.”

I didn’t argue. There are times when 
it’s smartest to save your breath. I 
walked over to the car. Gold Teeth 
opened the door. His partner shoved the 
middle of my back. I went in, on the 
floor, half on my knees, half on my chin. 
I tried to get up and they shoved me 
down. One of the men climbed to the 
seat, the other went around and slid un
der the\ wheel. The motor came to life 
and we moved into traffic.

W e traveled a long time. It must have 
been two hours, it seemed like ten years. 
Finally we turned off the pavement and 
jolted back a rutted road, then the car 
stopped and they shoved me out.

W e were in the middle of a vineyard. 
A ll I could see was grapes and the old 
shack that leaned drunkenly to the right.

They herded me into the shack. A t 
least they weren’t going to kill me and 
I began to hope. The hope die. They 
laid me on the hard packed earth floor 
and bound my wrists and ankles. Then 
they gagged me. The shack looked as if 
no one had visited it in months. There 
are much more pleasant ways to die than 
to starve. I almost wished they’d put a 
bullet through my head.
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It was five or six hours before I heard 

the noise. A t first I thought it was a 
rat, then I felt his old fingers pulling at 
my tape bounds and smelled the garlic.

He was old, a Mexican. His English 
was poor and my Spanish a little rusty, 
but I made out that he was the watch
man, that he’d seen the fresh car tracks 
in the dust and come back to investigate. 
I could have kissed him. I loved him 
like a brother.

As I walked to the highway and wait
ed for the bus I got over feeling relieved 
and started to get mad. The circulation 
in my cramped arms and legs was still 
not good. I thought about the girl, and 
her brother, and the two hoods.

I didn’t know what it was all about 
but I was going to find out. And when I 
did, I ’d teach them not to play games. 
The bus came finally and I got aboard. 
It was after dark when I got back to Los 
Angeles.

The headlines on the evening papers 
jarred me. I bought a sheet and read it 
while I caught a quick sandwich in a 
one-armed lunch. They told about Beth 
Moore, the heiress, being held by the 
police in connection with the murder of 
her butler, and mentioned that I was 
being sought.

I read further. Hammer was being 
cagey. He said that I was known for my 
crazy antics, that I was a psycho, a man 
who would do anything for a gag, but 
that if I thought this confession was 
funny, I’d think differently when the 
police laid their hands on me.

I  D ID N ’T  think it was funny. I was 
ready to swear off gags for the rest 

of my life if I ever got out of this jam. 
I kept remembering the little hut, and 
how thirsty and hungry I’d become lying 
there. Supposing the old Mexican hadn’t 
seen those tire tracks? Supposing I ’d 
lain there for a week?

The rest of the story was about Beth 
Moore and her brother. The father had 
made a lot of money as a contractor in 
the Middlewest. Beth had turned into a 
glamour gal. The brother was a no good 
heel who had been in one small jam after 
another. I wondered how I could reach 
t?ie girl without running headlong into 
the cops. I decided that the smartest 
thing to do was to get in touch with 
her lawyer.

His name was Carlton Whinery. His 
house looked like money, and he didn’t
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keep me waiting more than ten minutes. 
He was a small man, rather good looking 
with a tiny patch of gray at each temple. 
But he looked smart, smart enough to 
keep Beth out of jail, and I hoped, to 
keep me out too.

His voice was surprisingly deep. 
“ W h y the devil did you sign that con
fession?”

I told him about Ralph Moore coming 
to my office, about the two hoods who 
had parked me to die in the old winery 
shed. I got mad all over again as I 
talked. He didn’t seem impressed by my 
anger.

“ The police don’t take you very seri
ously,” he told me. “ They said you were 
a screwball. Do you have an alibi for 
last night?” •

“ I was home, in bed.”
“ Alone?”
“ Alone.” W e  stared at each other and 

I found that I didn’t care much for the 
small attorney. He was much too self- 
satisfied to suit me. I toyed with the 
idea of giving him a hot-foot.

“ That isn’t much help,” he said,
“ I could fake one,”  I offered.
“ That still wouldn’t help my client.” 
I got mad again. “ You and your client. 

She comes into my office and disturbs 
my researches. I never saw her before, 
and yet I land right in the middle of 
things. I ’d give a worn five-cent piece 
to know what this is all about.”

He shrugged. “ You’re dealing with 
another screwball. Her brother Ralph is 
almost childish in many things that he 
does. This is a belated effort on his part 
to secure the trust fund.”

I stared. "Com e again. You’re on the 
wrong line. I don’t know what you’re 
talking about.”

He thought it over. “ I don’t see any 
reason why I shouldn’t tell you, al
though I don’t see why you should 
know.”

“ Stop double-talking.”
“ Has anyone ever told you you are 

very rude?”
W e  glared at each other like two vil

lains in a cheap play. Suddenly I 
laughed. “ Look, Butch, there’s no need 
us snarling at each other.”

“ No.” He seemed to gain control of 
himself. “ I’m sorry, Ross. Miss Moore 
should never have come to you in the 
first place. She should have called the 
police. That’s what I’d have advised her 
to do, if she had asked me.”

I looked at him. There was a note of 
discontent in his voice, almost as if he 
were sorry the girl had ever met me, as 
if he was jealous of me.

I could have been wrong of course, but 
I’m given to first impressions and my 
impression was that this little lawyer 
was in love with the dame and resented 
her turning to anyone else for help.

“ You’ve been put to a lot of trouble,” 
he went on, “ and the police will cer
tainly cause you a lot more. You have a 
right to know what it’s all about. The 
answer is so simple that it won’t sound 
logical. When the father died, he left 
Beth and Ralph each a half million dol
lars. The rest of the estate, some three 
to four millions, was placed in trust for 
five years.

“ The will reads that the residue shall 
be divided between them, providing in 
the opinion of the trustees, both have 
shown themselves qualified to handle the 
money, also, that neither is in trouble at 
the time when the division is to take 
place.”

W IT H O U T  appearing to, I watched 
him as he talked. “ And when is 

the trust due to expire?”
“ Next month.”
“ And your theory is that the brother 

framed this murder and tried to involve 
his sister, and incidentally me, in an 
effort to prove that she wasn’t a fit per
son to receive the money?”

He nodded. “ That’s what Beth 
thinks.”

“ What do you think?”
He spread his hands. “ I don’t know. 

A s I said before, Ralph in some respects 
is hardly more than an overgrown child. 
It’s just the sort of crazy thing he might 
try. Besides he’s under the influence of 
that gambler and— ”

“ W hat gambler?”
“ A  man named ParcelL Ralph has run 

through most of the half million his 
father left him. He has tried to raise 
money from his sister. He has been in 
trouble on bad check charges, and I 
understand he has borrowed heavily 
from Eddie Parcell.”

That, I didn’t like. Bringing Eddie 
Parcell into the picture changed things. 
If Ralph Moore actually owed money to 
Eddie I could imagine him doing almost 
anything to raise the necessary funds 
to pay off the loan.

And Parcell being in the picture
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might explain the two hoods. Eddie 
might not care to have me playing 
around, if he were part of the caper.

I rose. “ Thanks, my friend. I’ll have 
a little talk with Parcell.”

His eyes flicked. “ Talk to Parcell, 
what for? You don’t come into this, 
Ross.”

I said, “ You don’t want Miss Moore 
to stay in jail, do you?”

“ She’s not in jail.”
I stared at him. “ But the paper said— ” 
He shrugged. “ The cops didn’t take 

your confession too seriously. They held 
her as a material witness. I bailed her 
out.”

Soon after that, I left Whinery’s office. 
Gamblers came and gamblers went, but 

Eddie Parcell was always around. Some
times he was operating, sometifnes he 
wasn’t. A t the moment he had a night 
club on La Brea, just a supper joint with 
no wheels, but it was rumored that if 
you were looking for a floating crap 
game, Eddie was the boy to see.

The club wasn’t large and it was very 
full. I edged my way through the mass 
before the bar and Went down a short 
hall.

Eddie was alone in the room, at work 
at the desk. I stuck my fist in my coat 
and hoped it looked like a gun. 

“ Hello,” I said.
He looked up and surpise brought him 

half out of the chair.
“ Sit down.”
He settled back slowly. “ What kind 

of a screwball stunt are you pulling this 
time?”

“ This,”  I told him, “ is on the level.” 
He was black haired and although he 

was clean shaven his skin had a bluish 
tinge from the heavy beard.

“ The cops are looking for you, sonny. 
If they weren’t afraid you’d burn down 
their jail, they’d have you locked up by 
now. Get out of here. I ’m busy.”

I didn’t answer. I kept the first in my 
coat pocket and edged around the desk. 
He watched me, his eyes glittering like 
an annoyed snake but he made no move 
as I used my free hand to pull out the 
top desk drawer and lift his automatic.

I felt better then. A  gun in your 
pocket is better than a fist, any time. I 
said, “ I want to talk to you, Eddie. A  
mug named Moore owes you dough. 
How much?”

“ Never heard of him.”
I made an arc with the heavy gun and
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cracked it along the side of his head. 
The skin broke, blood oozed from the 
cut, just under the hairline.

He swore sharply with anger and pain. 
“ You clown, I ’ll kill you for that!”

I hit him again. Not enough, to put 
him out but plenty to hurt. I don’t think 
he’d been pushed around this way in all 
the years he’d been in town. Certainly 
he didn’t expect it from me.

C H APTER  III

Forced Visit

O M E TH IN G  came into 
his eyes that hadn’t 
been there before. It 
was fear. He was used 
to handling hard guys, 
but when a practical 
joker turned tough it 
just didn’t make sense 
to him and what he 
failed to understand, 
he feared.

“ You are crazy. I ’ve 
always thought so.”
“ Enough to kill you,” I said. “ Enough 

to pull out your fingernails and press in 
your eyeballs and file off your teeth. I ’m 
all worked up tonight, chum. This is my 
night to cut loose. How would you like 
my initials carved in your stomach?”  

He wet his lips with the top if his 
tongue. “ What do you want?”

“ How much does young Moore owe 
you?”

“ Twenty-five grand.”
“ And how do you expect to collect?” 
“ He’s got some money coming next 

month.”
“ So you decided to help him get his 

sister behind the eight ball. You hired 
a couple of hoods to tie me up among 
the vines.”

“ Look,” he said. “ I don’t know what 
kind of hop you’ve been eating, but why 
don’t you go home and sleep it off? I’ll 
forget this. W e ’ll pretend it didn’t 
happen.”

I shook my head. “ Wrong guess, 
Eddie. I ’m going to get to the bottom 
of this. Where’s young Moore?”

“ A t his apartment, I guess. I talked 
to him on the phone, half an hour ago.” 

“ A ll right, we’ll go over and see him.”  
“ W ait,” Parcell made one last attempt. 

“ I’m not in this.” s 
“ You’re in,” I said. “ I can’t afford to
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leave any loose ends hanging around. 
Coine-oj:) and no funny moves. I’m right 
behind you.”

His eyes smoldered as he rose, wiping 
the blood from his forehead.

“ Put on your hat.”
H e put on his hat. It covered the 

broken skin where the gun had socked 
him. “ Tell your boys as we go out that 

^ -you’ll be back in a little while. W e  
don’t want them along.”

He nodded. Some of the fear had 
faded from his eyes, but they remained 
wary and I was pretty certain he 
wouldn’t try any tricks.

He didn’t. W e  left the club and 
walked across the parking lot to his con
vertible. He started the motor and word
lessly turned it toward Beverly.

Young Moore lived a half block south 
of Wilshire. The building had no desk 
clerk and we rode up in the automatic 
elevator, still not saying anything.

Evidently Parcell had been there be
fore. Without hesitation he turned right 
on leaving the car and led the way down 
the carpeted hall to the end where he 
paused and knocked on the white door. 
There was a minute of silence, long 
enough for me to wonder if Moore was 
not at home, and what I would do next.

But he was at the apartment. He 
opened the door and looked at Parcell 
with fear. “ Eddie.” Then he saw me 
and his fear changed to astonishment.

I had the automatic in my hand. I 
shoved Parcell in, followed, kicking the 
door shut. Then I waved them both 
toward the front room. '

Young Moore hadn’t opened his 
mouth. He acted like someone who had 
been dazed by a pile driver. When we 
reached the front room I waved Parcell 
to a chair, put the boy facing the wall 
and went over him. I was taking no 
chances, but he was clean.

I stepped back and told him to sit 
down. He moved over to a chair at Par- 
cell’s side, his eyes never leaving my 
face.

“ I haven’t quite decided what I ’ll do 
with you,” I said. “ First, you can call 
the cops and tell them that confession 
you forced me to sign is a phony.”

“ I won’t.”
“ Take a look at Eddie’s head,” I ad- 

r vised him. “ That’s just a sample of what 
will happen if you play stubborn. I ’m all 
through with gags. Fm right in the 
mood to get tough. I had nothing

against Eddie. I just wanted him to 
talk.”

H E boy did not answer.
“ But I have got a lot against you, 

wise guy. You’ve caused me all kinds of 
trouble. I should tie your neck in a 
bow knot just to show you that your 
screwy tricks don’t pay. W ho were those 
two gunsels you hired to dump me 
among the grapes?”

He looked blank. “ I don’t know what 
you’re talking about.”

“ The devil you don’t.”  I took a step 
forward, swinging the gun suggestively. 
“ You had it neatly timed. You forced 
me to sign that confession, then your 
men grabbed me before I could go to the 
cops. You played it with more brains 
than I thought you had.”

He was still staring. “ I tell you I 
haven’t the faintest idea what you’re 
talking about. I admit I forced you to 
sign that confession. I ’m not certain 
now that you were guilty, but— ”

I cut him short. “ Oh, so now you 
aren’t certain I killed that butler. Nice 
of you, pal.” I reached out, got a fist 
full of his coat and jerked him toward 
me.

“ Look, sonny. I’m the one who plays 
games. I ’m a guy who passes out jokes 
but doesn’t care to have them handed 
back, especially by juvenile heels who 
sponge off their sisters. You’ve got one 
minute to tell me who those gunsels 
were.”

He shook his head. “ I can’t tell you 
something I don’t know.”

For some reason I believed him. He 
didn’t know. He hadn’t sicked those 
men on me. If he hadn’t, who had, and 
why? I tried to think of some reason 
why those boys should have given me a 
free ride, some reason not related to this 
case. I  couldn’t.

Parcell sensed my indecision and 
started to get out of his chair. “ So now 
that you’re all fouled up, I might as well 
be getting back to the club.”

I pushed young Moore away from me 
and told the gambler, “ You’ll go back 
to the club when I tell you to. Sit 
down!”

His eyes were unblinking. “ You’re 
digging that grave deeper.”

“ I’ll share it with you,” I said. “ If 
sonny boy didn’t hire those torpedoes 
probably you did.”

“ W hat interest have I got in all this?”
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“ I’ll tell you,” said Beth Moore ap

pearing suddenly in the kitchen door
way.

I almost dropped the gun. I hadn’t 
known she was around. The possibility 
hadn’t even occurred to me.

She came forward into the room, her 
green eyes flicking across Parpell to her 
brother. She brought an awareness into 
the room which hadn’t been there before. 
The place had seemed flat, almost life
less. It wasn’t now, and I had the fleet
ing thought that this girl could be 
dangerous if aroused, as dangerous as 
a tiger.

Par cell sensed it too. He was nervous. 
He shifted his feet. He started to get 
up, met my eyes and settled back in his 
place.

“ You’ve got it all wrong, Miss Moore,” 
he said. “ I ’m just a pal of your brother’s 
trying to give him a lift over the hump.”  

“ I ’m certain you are.”  The words cut 
like a knife. They brought color to his 
dull cheeks. “ If you hadn’t taken him 
for every cent he had, he wouldn’t have 
got into half this trouble.”

She turned to look at me. “ I thought 
you’d run out on me. W hat’s this talk 
about being dumped among the grapes?”  

I told her what had happened. I saw 
the film of caution form across her eyes. 
I thought, she doesn’t believe me, and 
suddenly, for no apparent reason, it was 
very important that Beth Moore should 
believe me.

“ There’s no need to be sore at me,” 
I said. “  It was your brother who forced 
me to sign that confession.”

Her voice was cold. “ I wasn’t think
ing about the confession, I was remem
bering that you called the police after I 
trusted you this morning.”

“ It was the only thing to do,”  I  
argued. “ You’d have been in a lot worse 
jam if you hadn’t called them. Conceal
ing bodies isn’t the easiest thing in the 
world, or the most healthy.”

She nodded slowly, unwillingly. “ I 
suppose so. But at least you didn’t have 
to walk out and leave me to answer 
Hammer’s questions alone. I  don’t like 
him.”

1 D ID N ’T  care much for the detective 
lieutenant myself. “ W e ’ll just take 

your brother down there now and 
straighten the whole thing out.”

“ But it won’t be straightened out,” 
she said. “ Ralph swears he didn’t send

me the note, or break into the house.” 
“ Naturally.”  M y voice was cold. “ The 

butler got killed. Even if his death was 
an accident, the cops are going to pin the 
killing on someone. They just can’t let 
it hang fire.”

She passed a hand tiredly across her 
her eyes. “ None of this makes any sense. 
The only person who might want to dis
credit me is Ralph. He swears he didn’t 
have anything to do with it, and I be
lieve him.”

Eddie Parcell said, sharply, “ Don’t 
look at me. This business is too screw
ball for me. I had no part of it and I 
want none. A ll I want is to wash it off. 
I ’ll even forget the dough the kid owes 
me.

The girl looked at him. “ You mean 
that?”

He nodded. He pulled out a handker
chief and wiped the palms of his hands 
as if they were sweaty.

“ Maybe you’re all right after all,”  she 
said in a softer tone. “ Maybe I mis
judged you.”

I started to whistle “ Hearts And 
Flowers.” Parcell said, “ Shut up, you 
screwball. You don’t even know when 
someone is leveling.”

“ I want you to get your money,”  Beth 
told him. “ I f  Ralph owes it to you, I ’ll 
see it’s paid out of his share of the 
estate, if we get it.”

I cut in; “ Look, Eddie, as long as we 
are all pals and we love each other 
dearly, why don’t you join the chorus 
and help.”

He stared, suspiciously. “ Meaning 
what?”

“ Meaning that Miss Moore is trying 
to do the right thing, so why don’t you 
for yet you’re a heel and help her?”  

“ How?”
“ Someone sent her a note, threatening 

her life. Someone tried to break into her 
house and knocked over the butler. Two 
mugs held me up outside my office and 
tried to lose me "in the country. I’ve a 
hunch all three things are tied to
gether.”

“ W e ll?”
“ W ell, with your connections it 

shouldn’t be too hard to find those 
mugs.”  I described them as well as I 
could. “ Sound like anyone you ever 
heard o f?”

He didn’t meet my eyes. “ Maybe.” 
“ How about turning them up?”
“ I ’m no stool-pigeon.”
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"Forget the cops, just let me know 

Who they are. I’ll handle them from 
there.”

“ Okay.” I could tell by his tone that 
he'd made his decision. "Y o u ’ve bought 
a deal. Can I go now?”

"Y o u ’re already gone,” I said and 
watched him move quickly toward the 
door. After it had closed, I had a mo
mentary qualm. He could be crossing 
me. He could be going after a couple of 
bruisers. After all, I had beat him across 
the head with a gun, and his kind seldom 
forget things easily. They seldom for
get at all.

CH APTER  IV

Three Shots ,

U T  I put down my 
doubts and turned to 
the girl. “ You’d better 
phone your lawyer and 
have him meet you at 
Police Headquarters.”  

She looked uncer
tain. “ I hate to dis
turb him at this hour.”  

“ Don’t worry, he’ll 
bill you plenty.”

"N o t Carlton,” she 
said. “ He’s an old family friend.”

I shrugged but she moved to the 
phone. Twenty minutes later we all 
walked into Hammer’s office together. 
He wasn’t glad to see us. A  phone call 
had brought him down from home.

He turned the fullness of his dis
pleasure directly onto me. “ So, you de
cided the water was too hot and you’d 
come in. W hy didn’t you show up after 
you phoned?”

“ I was kidnaped.”
He puffed out his thin cheeks. “ A  

likely story. The only way you could 
be kidnaped would be to hire it done 
yourself. No one else would want a 
screwball like you.” He swung and 
leveled a pencil at the girl as if it were 
a gun.

“ As for you, and your brother, you’re 
going to have to learn that the police 
department has other things to do be
sides worry about your family quarrels.”

“ But— ”
He chopped her off. “ You have a ser

vant murdered. You fail to report the 
death. You say now you had received a 
threatening note, but that the note came 
JQ3— k

from your brother.”
“ I didn’t send it,” said young Moore, 

staring at his sister. “ I don’t know any
thing about it.”

“ I should lock you all up.” Hammer 
was really mad. “ Someone killed that 
butler and I think you all will be safer 
in jail. I ’m not at all certain one of 
you didn’t do it, just for fun. You all 
seem to have a macabre sense of humor.”

Carlton Whinery had been standing 
around not doing much of anything. He 
said now, pompously, “ I don’t know 
about Ross. He seems to be slightly un
stable mentally, but my client and her 
brother had nothing to do with this, 
nothing at all.”

Hammer looked at him. He said, “ I’d 
rather believe a liar than a lawyer, any 
time. As for your client and this brother 
of hers, they’re spoiled. They think be
cause they have money, that will solve 
all their troubles. I don’t give a hoot if 
they have all the dough in the world, I’m 
going to get to the bottom of this, and 
when I do, someone is going to take a 
long ride.”

I was watching Beth Moore as he 
spoke. I saw her shiver as if the words 
striking her had the same effect as a 
strong, chill wind. Soon afterward we 
left Hammer’s office.

When we were outside, standing be
fore the entrance, her brother laughed 
shortly, harshly:

“ I never saw a cop who didn’t like to 
throw his weight around. What can 
Hammer do?”

“Plenty,” I said, “ and he’s no one to 
throw his weight around as you put it. 
He’s a very tough monkey.”

“ There’s another thing,”  Beth said. 
“ That note— if you didn’t send it, who 
did?” She was talking to her brother.

Carlton Whinery cut in. “ I don’t think 
you have to worry about the note. I ’m 
glad to see you two children have decid
ed to make up and be friendly. It will 
be ever so much easier to straighten 
things out when it comes to turning 
over that trust fund.”

“ The note means something,”  I told 
him. “ Meadows, that butler got killed, 
remember.”

He looked at me and even in the un
certain light of the street I could see 
the dislike in his eyes behind the glasses.

“ That was probably just a coincidence. 
A  prowler probably broke into the house, 
found the butler watching and killed
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him, merely intending to knock him 
out.”

“ Sure,” I said. “ And those two thugs 
who kidnaped me could have just picked 
me up by accident and hauled me out of 
town.”

L IGH T reflected from his glasses as 
he turned and his tone became an

noyed. “ Couldn’t those men have been 
angry about some thing you did, some
thing which had no relationshio to Miss 
Moore?”

“ Yes, but— ”
“ W e ’ll know as soon as Parcell locates 

the men,” Beth Moore said.
Whinery looked at her. “ W hat’s this?” 
She explained. “ Mr. Parcell is a gam

bler. He has underworld connections. 
He’s trying to locate those two men who 
kidnaped Mr. Ross.”

“ I see.”
“ In the meantime,”  she said, “ I ’ll feel 

much safer if Mr. Ross stays with me.” 
“ That won’t be necessary,”  Whinery 

said. “ You can go out and stay at my 
house.” He laughed a little. “ I guess I 
can protect you as well as Mr. Ross can, 
and you’ve known me a lot longer.”

I watched them and the thought came 
as it had when I first met the man. He’s 
in love with her, I thought, and looked 
at the girl. She gave no sign of return
ing his feeling, or even being conscious 
of it.

She said, “ I wouldn’t think of putting 
you to that trouble. Mr. Ross will drive 
me home. I’ll be all right.”

He shrugged. “ As you wish.” He 
turned and moved away toward his own 
car. W e crossed the street to where 
Beth Moore’s coupe was parked.

I said to Ralph Moore, "Y o u ’d better 
come out to the house and stay there 
until this is cleared up.”

He nodded and we all got in. The girl 
started the motor and turned west along 
the empty street. . . .

The house was quiet and deserted.
“ I let my maid go,” Beth explained 

as we left the garage and walked up the 
1 drive. “ She was so nervous it was worse 
having her around than being alone.” 
She found the key and handed it to her 
brother. He opened the door and we 
stepped in. The phone was ringing as 
we entered and Beth Moore hurried 
along the hall.

I heard her say “ Hello,” then heard 
her call my name. “ It’s Parcell,” she
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told me. “ He wants to talk to you.”

The gambler’s voice was as near ex
citement as I had ever heard it. “ I ’ve 
found your men,” he said. “ One of them 
got tight in a Third Street joint tonight 
and bragged that he and his partner had 
been paid plenty for losing a certain 
party. He also bragged that he’d be in 
clover for some time. Seems the guys 
he worked for are good for some more 
shake-downs.”

“ W ho are they?”
“ Their names wouldn’t mean a thing, 

just a couple of heisters, but I know 
them and they know me. If you want, 
I’ll meet you over at their place. W e ’ll 
crack in and 6ee if they’ll do some talk
ing.”

I said I’d be there in fifteen minutes. 
I hung up and turned to the Moores. 
“ You two wait here. I’m going over and 
talk to the gentlemen who gave me the 
free ride. I ’ll have to borrow one of 
your cars.”

“ I ’d rather go with you,” the girl said.
I hesitated, then shrugged. “ W hy not? 

Mind staying here alone?” I looked at 
young Moore. ?

He shook his head. “ W hy should I?  
No one’s going to beat my head in with 
a poker.”

I said I hoped not and the girl and I 
went back to the car. On the way over 
I said, “ Are you going to marry your 
attorney?”

S H E turned her head and I could al
most feel her eyes in the darkness. 

“ You are a screwball to ask a question 
like that. Tell me, Hank, are you actu
ally as crazy as.you act?”

“ What do you think?”
“ I think it’s pose. I think you’re kid

ding everyone.”
"Smart girl.”
“ But why?”
I shrugged. “ I like to watch people’s 

faces when something unexpected hap
pens. I pulled a couple of stunts years 
ago and the cops decided I was wacky. 
It paid off too, because they let me get 
away with a lot that the average private 
eye would have been jailed for. That’s 
the only reason Hammer hasn’t cracked 
down harder on both of us. He can’t help 
feeling at the back of his mind that this 
isn’t as simple as it seems. He thinks 
I ’ve got an angle somewhere. He’s afraid 
I ’d make a fool of him, and if there’s 
one think a cop hates, it’s to be made a
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fool of. But you haven’t answered my 
question about Whinery.”

“ Don’t be silly.”
“ He’s in love with you.”
“ A  lot of people have been in love 

with me.”
“ You’re a spoiled brat,”  I told her. 

“ When this is all over, if it ever it, I’m 
going to turn you across my knee and 
whale the daylights out of you.”

She grinned. “ You wouldn’t dare.” 
“ The devil I wouldn’t. After all the 

trouble you’ve put me to I could beat 
you with a clear conscience.”

“ I wonder. You interest me, Ross.” 
“ You don’t interest me,” I said, and 

knew I lied. She did interest me, plenty.
She sounded different when she spoke 

again. “ I guess it’s because I feel de
pendent on you. In my whole life I never 
felt dependent on anyone. Strange, I’ve 
always had a phobia about threatening 
letters. 1 used to read about people get
ting them and wonder what I’d do if I 
ever got any.”

I had a sudden idea. “ Did you ever 
mention this— this phobia to anyone? 
Your brother for instance?”

“ W hy, yes, of course. I ’ve talked 
about it for years, to almost everyone.” 

“ And this independence. Did you ever 
mention that you’d never felt dependent 
on anyone?”

“ O f course. I used to be very proud 
that I was independent. I ’ve argued 
with Ralph, and Carlton Whinery, and 
everyone. I told them I’d probably never 
marry because I’d never met a men I felt 
dependent upon.”

“ Meaning you’d marry me?” It was a 
gag, but she considered in silence.

“ I might,” she said, “ if you could 
prove you were stronger than I am.” 

“ You should see my muscles.”
“ I don’t mean that. I mean, well, 

stronger mentally— ”
“ Cinch. I’m a mental giant.”
“ I don’t believe it. Anyone who will 

stand for hours, pulling the lever of an 
empty slot machine isn’t very smart.”  

“ That’s how I develop my muscles,” I 
told her. “ Some saps go in for weight 
lifting. I build the body beautiful by 
pulling a slot machine lever.”

She started to answer but I had seen 
Parcell’s car parked at the curb and 
pulled in behind it. He came out of the 
shadows to join us and was surprised to 
see the girl.

“ Our two pals are holed up in that

apartment over there. They’ve got a 
basement apartment at the back.”

“ How we going to get in?”
“ They’ll let me in.” * His voice was 

grim.
I nodded. “ Okay, sweetheart. You 

stay in the car, and if you hear moans 
and groans, don’t get excited. I’m a 
very positive character when I ask ques
tions.”

Parcell grunted. “ Stop playing, and 
let’s get to business. I ’ll go in the front. 
You go around to the back, just in case 
our friends decide to leave when I knock 
on their door. After I get in, you can 
come in and do your question and an
swer game.”

I nodded. There was a brick wall along 
the side of the building. I followed it 
back. The apartment was built so that 
the first story was half under, half 
above ground. It put the windows within 
a couple of feet of the brick walk.

I  P AU SED  at the rear corner and 
waited. The sky to the east was 

showing a streak of gray. I hadn’t real
ized how late it was. Suddenly I was 
very tired. I thought that I ’d really had 
a busy day, or night, or both. It seemed 
a lot longer than twenty hours since the 
red-headed girl had first walked into my 
office.

It always gets cooler, just before dawn, 
and I shivered, standing there, waiting 
for something to happen. Then suddenly 
the lights in the corner apartment went 
on. The windows were partly covered 
by Venetian blinds. I stepped closer, 
peering through the cracks. There were 
two men in the bedroom, both in paja
mas and I had no difficulty in recogniz
ing the boys who had left me to die in 
the vineyard.

They were arguing. I couldn’t hear 
clearly what they said.

I saw the one with the gold teeth get a 
gun from the table and move toward the 
door.

I saw it open and Parcell step in. The 
guy with the gun looked uncertain, then 
he lowered it slowly. Parcell was talking 
to them both and I figured it was time 
for me to move. I went around to the 
rear apartment door. It was locked. I 
cursed myself for not thinking of this, 
then I started back along the side of the 
building at a dog trot.

I ’d reached the front entrance and was 
running along the concrete hall when
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shots rang out. There were three shots 
sharp and loud.

C H A P TE R  V

Killer's W ind-up

S P R I N T E D  ahead, 
trying to loosen my 
gun as I ran, cursing as 
I did so. M y first 
th o u g h t w a s  t h a t  
they’d cut loose and 
knocked Eddie down, 
but as I burst into the 
apartment I saw I was 
wrong.
Parcell was still on his 
feet. He had rushed to 

the window and torn the Venetian blind 
aside. He swung around as I barged in, 
his gun loosely in his hand.

The two gunsels were on the floor. 
One had fallen on top of the other, their 
bodies twisted so that they seemed al
most interlocked. I stared from them 
to Parcell.

“ W hy did you shoot them?”
“ I didn’t. Someone from outside shot 

through the window. He got them with
two shots, then put one through my 
arm.” He turned and I could see the 
blood leaking out of his coat sleeve.

“ H e?”
Parcell stared at me. “ W ell,” his voice 

was low, studied. “ I supposed it was a 
man. I didn’t see him. The blind was 
in the way.”

I knelt beside the men on the floor. 
Both were dead. The man with the gold 
teeth had gotten the bullet in the mouth, 
the other one in the center of his back.

Suddenly I felt very tired. I ’d been 
so certain that the whole screwy business 
would iron out as soon as I made these 
two talk. But they weren’t going to talk 
now. They would never talk again.

Another idea came. How did I know 
that the shot had come from outside the 
room? How did I know that Parcell 
hadn’t hired these men in the first place 
and taken this method of getting rid of 
them before they could talk to me?

But that was silly. I’d never have 
found them if Parcell hadn’t led me here. 
And why should he bother to bring me 
to the apartment merely to kill the 
mugs? It would have been far less trou
ble and much safer to get them out of 
town.

W ho then?

I turned as Parcell touched my snoui- 
der. He still held his gun although he 
wasn’t pointing it at me. It wasn’t point
ed at anything.

“ W e ’d better get out of here,” he said, 
hoarsely. “ Those shots. Someone will 
call the cops.”

I nodded, climbing to my feet and 
together we hurried back down the hall. 
A s we dashed from the front door we 
almost ran over Beth Moore.

She caught my arm as if she feared 
I’d vanish. Her face was white and there 
was a catch in her voice. “ Hank! You’re 
all right? Those shots!”

“ They weren’t at me,”  I told her. 
“ What are you doing out of your car? 
I told you to stay put.”

“ I was scared. I thought maybe you 
were hurt— perhaps killed.”

Parcell growled, “ W e ’d better get out 
of here; otherwise we’ll all be in jail.” 

A s if in answer to his words I heard 
the siren of a police car somewhere in 
the distance.

W e  turned and ran to the cars. Some
where behind us a woman screamed. I 
don’t know what it was. I never found 
out, but I guess the manager had just 
found that two of her customers had 
paid their last rent.

“ Meet us at Miss Moore’s,” I told Par- 
cell as we raced past his car and gained 
the girl’s coupe. “ Meet us in half an 
hour.”

The lights were on all over the house 
as we turned into the driveway. I said, 
“ Looks like your brother is still here.”  

She had hardly spoken since we’d left 
the murder apartment. “ Where did you 
think he’d be?V

I shook my head. “ Someone shot 
through that apartment window.”

She caught her breath. “ You think it 
was Ralph?”

“ Or you, or someone.”
Her voice was low and almost toneless. 

“ You’re pretty much of a heel, aren’t 
you, Hank?”

“ I practise being,” I told her.
“ And I almost worried myself sick 

after those shots. You aren’t worth wor
rying about.”

I didn’t argue. I was drivir>~. I wheeled 
the car back around the drive toward 
the garage. There was another coupe 
parked before the open doors.

The girl said in surprise, “ W hy, that’s 
Carlton Whinery’s car. What o he doing 
here?”
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“ Probably didn’t trust you alone with 

me,” I said and parked behind it.

S H E didn’t answer as we went into 
the house through the rear door. 

Whinery and Ralph Moore were in 
the kitchen. Evidently they had heard 
us drive in. “ Did you find them?” young 
Moore said eagerly.

I nodded.
“ Did they talk?”
I looked at him. “ W ere you here all 

the time we were gone?”
He fumbled. “ W ell, no. I went back 

to my apartment to get a razor and 
stuff.”

“ Certain you went to your apart
ment?”

He stared at me, his attention ‘caught 
by my tone. “ What are you trying to 
get at, Ross?”

I didn’t answer as Parcell’s car pulled 
into the driveway. Whinery said, “ He 
was here when I came in, if that means 
anything.”

“ It does.” I turned to look at the law
yer, noting again how the light reflected 
from his glasses. “ If he was here when 
you arrived, he probably couldn’t have 
shot those two men.”

“ What two men?” Ralph Moore stared 
me. “ You mean the gunmen you went 
to find? Were they shot?”

I nodded. “ They were shot before 
they had a chance to talk. Only one of 
them lived longer than the killer ex
pected. When you shoot a man in the 
back, Whinery, make certain that it’s on 
the left side, just under the shoulder 
blade. That way, you’ll hit the heart and 
he doesn’t finish the conversation.”

For a full half minute no one in the 
kitchen understood what I’d meant. Then 
the girl gave a little half strangled cry. 

“ Hank— n o!”
“ Y e s !” I said. I was watching the 

lawyer very closely. “ That’s what the 
man said. He said it before he died. 
Whinery hired him to take me out and 
lose me in the country because he didn’t 
like the idea of you hiring a private 
detective.”

“ Are you trying to be humorous?” It 
was Carlton Whinery. I couldn’t actual
ly see his eyes, the curved lenses of his 
glasses still reflected too much light.

“ Even a clown has his moments, and 
this is mine,” I said. “ I’m not gagging 
this time, friend. I ’m leveling. Murder 
is always bad, and you made it worse by

killing those two gunsels.”
“ W hat’s this?” Parcell had stepped 

into the kitchen doorway.
I spoke without turning. I didn’t dare 

take my eyes off Whinery. “ I’m just 
repeating what that gold toothed hood 
told us after he got shot. Mr. Whinery 
thinks I ’m joking when I accuse him 
of murder.”

Eddie Parcell was quick. He didn’t 
know what the game was, but he had 
gambled for years and in that split sec
ond he decided to back my game.

He said, “ Whinery will find out.” His 
words meant nothing, but they apparent
ly backed my play.

They cracked the lawyer. He might 
have bluffed me out, but with two men 
facing him, two apparent witnesses, he 
crocked

“ A ll right,” he said. “ All right.” He 
jumped sideward, trying to get behind 
Ralph Moore.

I jumped too. I didn’t jump toward 
him, but away, so that I had a clear shot 
at him. My bullet caught his shoulder, 
but it was the wrong shoulder. He had 
his gun out and was squeezing the trig
ger. M y bullet must have spoiled his 
aim for he was a good shot. He missed 
me completely, but he didn’t miss Eddie 
Parcell. The gambler went down with
out a sound. He had a bullet in the 
throat. I think he was dead before he 
ever hit the floor.

Ralph Moore let out a yell and tried 
to run. Not so Beth. The gal had all 
the nerve in the world. She made a dive 
for Whinery. She caused more trouble 
than she saved because I had to knock 
her out of the way. I got shot in the 
leg, doing it. It might have been the 
head, or neck except that Whinery was 
rattled by that time and just kept yank
ing the trigger.

I had no time to shoot. I grappled 
with him, and I was heavier than he was. 
W e  went down together, with him try
ing to twist the gun against my side. I 
caught his wrist and tried to lever the 
automatic out of his fingers. It went off 
and suddenly he was quiet in my arms.

A S SOON as the excitement had sub
sided a bit, I phoned the police, 

and they came. Then the questioning 
began and all the routine of a murder 
investigation. It was daylight before 
Hammer got there.

Detective Lieutenant Hammer was in
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a growling mood.

He said, “ I haven’t been in bed more 
than two hours and they call me again.” 

“ I haven’t been in bed at all,” I told 
him.

Outside it was nice and bright with 
the morning sun shining on Beth 
Moore’s flowers. They’d carted Whinery 
away to the hospital. The bullet had 
hit him in the side and gone directly 
through his stomach. They didn’t expect 
him to last until noon. He didn’t. He 
died at ten-five.

“ Darnedest thing I ever heard,”  said 
Hammer. He looked first at me, then 
back at the girl. “ I wouldn’t have be
lieved it if Whinery hadn’t told me 
himself. I ’d have sworn it was another 
of Hank’s screwball tricks. That lawyer 
was nuttier than you ever were, Ross.” 

I shrugged. “ No, just in love.”
Beth Moore got color in her cheeks. 

" I  feel sorry for Carlton.”
“ A  homicidal maniac,” I told her. 

“ The guy had a complex a yard wide. 
He was in love with you, but you never 
paid any attention to him. You were 
perfectly able to take care of yourself. 
The only fear you had was of threaten
ing letters. You’d talked about them for 
years, so he figured to send you one. 
He thought that you’d blame it on your 
brother who was trying to get the trust 
fund. He thought that you’d turn to him 
for protection since he was your lawyer.” 

“ But to break into the house, to kill 
Meadows, the butler?”

I shrugged. “ Killing the butler was 
an accident. I believe him when he says 
that. He broke in, merely meaning to 
scare you, found the butler on guard 
and struck out of sheer panic. He struck 
too hard, that’s all, and he killed the 
man. But he still thought you’d turn 
to him for help.”

She shook her head. “ Poor Carlton. 
He wasn’t the type I’d look to for help. 
It never occurred to me.”

I grinned wryly. “ And to make mat
ters worse, you called him yesterday 
morning and told him you were going to 
see a private detective. Imagine how he 
felt. He’d framed the whole thing, even 
killed the butler, and instead of appeal
ing to him, you turned to me. He had 
to get me out of the way, so he hired 
those two gunsels to get me out of town.
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It only happened that they picked me 
up right after your brother had made 
me sign that phony confession, and nat
urally I associated the whole thing with 
your brother.”

“ I understand all that,”  Hammer cut 
in. “ I have Whinery’s confession. The 
only thing I don’t understand is why 
you suspected him?”

I shrugged. “ W ell, it’s hard to put 
into words. First, right from the mo
ment I met Whinery, I guessed from the 
way he talked that he was in love with 
Beth. But he didn’t seem concerned 
about her safety although she’d been 
threatened in that note and the butler 
had been killed. That made me feel he 
might know more about the deal than 
he let on.

“ Second, he obviously didn’t want me 
around. Third, Beth told him that Par- 
cell was out locating the two gunsels 
and they got knocked off very shortly 
afterwards. Fourth, he showed up at her 
house, for what reason? None that I 
could think of unless he felt he had to 
know how much I’d found out. So, I 
put the pressure on him and he cracked.” 

“ And if he hadn’t?”
“ Then I’d have pressured Ralph Moore 

and after him Eddie Parcell. I f  neither 
had cracked, I’d have tried it on sweet
heart. I was convinced that someone- 
pretty closely related to the case was 
guilty. If that hadn’t worked, I’d have 
begun to suspect myself or you.” 

Hammer almost tore his hair. “ And to 
think,” he moaned, "that a lot of bright 
guys work day in and day out on police 
cases while a screwball like you pulls 
rabbits from hats.”

I grinned.
“ What your department needs is a 

hot-foot to stir it up.”
“ Or a slot machine with an empty 

jack pot,” Beth said.
Hammer didn’t know what she was 

talking about. He thought she’d gone 
wacky too. She probably had. She mar
ried me. It’s nice to have a red-headed 
wife, but she ruined one thing for me. 
She filled up my slot machine with nick
els. I ’m still trying but I haven’ t beaten 
the dam thing yet. I guess I’m not a 
very good detective. Any guy should 
be able to beat a slot machine, that is, 
if he owns it.

Read Our Companion Magazine G -M EN  DETECTIVE— 15c at A ll Stands!



THE BRASS RING
By DONALD BAYNE HOBART

Even an innocent pastime like riding the merry-go-round 
puts Private Detective Mugs Kelly right next to murder!

I F I hadn’t decided to go strictly 
juvenile and take a ride on the 
merry-go-round it might not have 

happened, at least my part of it. I proba-, 
bly never would have heard of Cuthering 
T. Upton, and that would have made me 
just too happy for words. *

Mugs Kelly is the name, and I ’m big 
and tough with a face that had the gar
goyles of Notre Dame looking down at 
me in horror the last time I was in Paris. 
There’s nothing gruesome about the Kel
ly countenance, you understand; it’s just 
plain ugly. Personally I thought it was a 
touch of professional jealousy upon the 
part of those waterspouts.

Since I ’m a private detective the face 
and build come in handy. Some of the 
characters I’m forced to pal around with 
play rough, in which case I’m right in 
there Slugging.

But let’s get back to the merry-go- 
round, since we seem to be traveling in 
circles anyway. I’ve just finished up a 
job that took me out to Pittsburgh and 
I ’m heading back to New York in my 
coupe. As I ’m driving through Mary
land, I spot a carnival going full blast.

“ That’s for me,” I told the coupe, be
ing a simple soul who would talk to my 
horse, if I had a horse. “ Let’s join the 
festivities.”

So I found the parking space, locked 
the car and left it there, and went 
strolling’along the midway with the local 
yokels. I found the Carney had the usual 
set-up. Games, sideshows, and all the 
rest of it.

The first thing I spotted was a stout 
man moving around through the crowd 
and looking like a hick constable in an 
old Mack Sennett comedy. I decided 
that if he was representative, then the 
local Law was straight from any loud 
scented cheese you wanted to name.

But after watching Fat Stuff for a 
few minutes, seeing him bump into peo

ple and pretend to fall down I decided 
he was just part of the show. One of 
those characters you file and forget.

I was just standing there when some
thing dug into my back. It felt like a gun

MUGS KELLY

barrel. Not wanting to be remembered 
as “ Dead and Hasty” Kelly, I turned 
slowly out of my respect for firearms.

I breathed a sigh of relief when I 
found a tall, thin and elderly gentleman 
had poked me in the back with his cane. 
He wore a linen suit, a panama hat, white 
mustache and goatee. The makeup was 
that of a colonel such as had never been 
seen in Kentucky.

“ I hope you will pardon the intru
sion,” he said. “ But I am Cuthering T. 
Upton— the Cuthering T . Upton.”

“ How nice,” I said. “ And I hope the 
three of you will be very happy.”

“ I beg your pardon?” Upton stared at 
me.

“ ’Twasbut an idle jest,” I said. “There
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is something I can do for you, Mr. Up
ton?”

“ I’m sure we have met before,” he 
said. “ Your face is familiar.”

“ Once you get used to it,” I said. 
“ Mugs Kelly is the name.”

“ Mugs Kelly— of course!” exclaimed 
Cuthering T . Upton with a beaming 
smile. “ The celebrated private investi
gator. W e  met in New York last year. 
Don’t you remember me, M ugs?”

I didn’t remember ever having seen 
him before, but if he wanted to make it 
old home week, that was all right with 
me.

“Pappy,” I said tenderly. “ Pappy, 
you done come home.”

“ Never mind the horse-play,” said Up
ton in a low voice, looking around quick
ly at the crowd milling about us. “ M y  
life is in danger.” He reached out and 
shook my hand and I found a small flat 
package in my palm. I closed my hand 
over it quickly. “ Nice meeting you, Kel
ly,” he said. “ See you later. Look out 
for the constable.”

Before I could start asking any ques
tions, he swung around and hurried away. 
I dropped the little package in the side 
pocket of my coat, since I had the idea it 
might be better if I didn’t try to examine 
it in public. I was just going to walk 
away when somebody grabbed my arm 
hard.

“ So you and the old guy are working 
together,” said a hard voice, and I found 
a big, tough looking man was holding 
me. “ He goes through the crowd picking 
pockets and passes the stuff to you. All 
right, hand it over!”

“ Hand over what?” I asked, not caring 
in the least for tough and nasty. “ And let 
go of my arm, or you’ll get a fist in your 
face.”

“ The pokes you guys have been lift
ing,” he said, releasing my arm. “ I’m Joe 
Clark, special officer. Let’s have the 
stuff.”

“Down, Towser, you’re barking up the 
wrong tree,” I said. “ Show me your 
badge.”

Just as I suspected, that one stopped 
him cold. If Joe Clark was a special offi
cer then I was Napoleon, and I’m too tall 
for the part. He started fumbling 
through his pockets, and I let him have a 
quick flash of my badge.

“ I— I must have made a mistake,” he 
stammered. “ Sorry.”

He went away from there fast, and I

didn’t make any attempt to chase him. I 
usually can find trouble without going 
running after it. I watched him though, 
and I saw him stop and say something to 
the clown constable who was still fool
ing around. Then they both disappeared 
in the crowd.

I wandered along the Midway, and saw 
one of the girl shows which wasn’t so 
hot. After I came out, I heard music 
coming from the merry-go-round and de
cided to take a ride for two reasons. The 
first was that I like to ride on merry-go- 
rounds and the second was that I wanted 
a chance to think. It struck me that I 
was right in the middle of something 
that had the strong scent of ancient tuna, 
and I wanted to figure why-for and how- 
come.

I bought a ticket, gave it to another at
tendant and found the merry-go-round 
had stopped. I climbed onto a red and 
white horse. There were a lot of kids and 
a few older people taking this ride. I 
was surprised to see Cuthering T . Upton 
sitting in a gondola about six rows of 
horses ahead of me. Then some more peo
ple got on and blocked him off from my 
view.

The merry-go-round started and I was 
having a swell time. I tried for the brass 
ring. As we went around the ring arm 
was lowered so everybody riding the out
side horses could make a grab for it. 
W ith the horses going up and down on 
the poles it wasn’t easy to get a ring. I 
even missed on the second time around.

FIN A L L Y  the ride was over and the 
merry-go-round stopped. Everybody 

got off except Upton. He just sat there. 
I got curious and walked along the cir
cular platform until I reached the gon
dola where the old guy was sitting.

One good look at the neat black hole in 
the center of Upton’s forehead told me 
that he was dead. Someone had killed 
him with what must have been a bullet 
from a .22 caliber gun. He was holding a 
brass ring in his right hand and he had 
slumped back on the seat of the gondola, 
with his heavy cane lying beside him.

“ W hat’s the matter with him?” asked 
the ticket taker, who also ran the merry- 
go-round machinery. “ Blazes! The guy 
has been shot!”

“ He has,” I said. “ And you better 
close up for a time. The police will want 
to investigate this. It’s murder.”

“ Yeah, they will.“ The attendant
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turned away. “W e  got to close up all 
right.”

In a few minutes the merry-go-round 
was closed down. Fortunately it was in 
a tent so the entrance could be fastened 
tight. The attendant told the crowd wait
ing to get on that there was something 
wrong with the machinery. I hung 
around, since I had found Upton, and be
sides I wanted to know who had killed 
him.

The police arrived, and a sergeant of 
the state troopers took charge. Sergeant 
Grant was his name. He was wiry, red
headed, and looked and acted like he 
knew what it was all about. O f course I 
had to tell him my name, what I did and 
•where I came from right away. I also 
mentioned that Cuthering T. Upton had 
talked to me and said his life was in 
danger. I didn’t say anything about the 
package Upton had given me though. I 
decided I would tell Grant about that 
later.

“ There are angles about this case that 
puzzle me,” the sergeant said, after the 
local coroner had examined the body. 
“ Shooting a man on a moving merry-go- 
round like that takes expert marksman
ship.”

“ It sure does,” I said looking closely 
at the blue marks around the bullet 
wound in the corpse’s head. “Especially 
with a twenty-two caliber gun.”

I caught a gleam of something under 
the seat of the gondola and reached down 
and picked it up. I held it so the sergeant 
could see it too. It was a metal badge, 
with “ Chicken Inspector” printed on it.

“ Some kid must have dropped it,” 
Grant said. “ There’s been too much 
trouble around here today. First Mrs. 
Hartly Smith comes to the carnival. She 
is very rich, and hasn’t much sense if 
you ask me. She brings along a fifty- 
thousand-dollar diamond necklace that 
she was going to have repaired— some
thing wrong with the clasp. Either she 
drops the package or someone lifts the 
necklace out of her purse, and she starts 
howling for the police.”

“ And then you get a murder,” I said, 
sticking my badge in my pocket. “ Just 
who was the late Cuthering T . Upton, 
anyway?”

“ A  retired banker and a friend of Mrs. 
Hartly Smith,” said the sergeant. “ She 
admits she did a lot of talking about 
having the necklace with her while 
strolling through the crowd.”

“ Which was just asking for somebody 
to lift it.” I looked at Grant as a thought 
struck me. “ Do you happen to know a big 
dark-haired man named Joe Clark?”

“ Joe Clark, hum.” Sergeant Grant 
thought a moment. “ Seems to me there 
is a man named Clark who has the shoot
ing gallery concession here. Yes, I ’m 
sure of it, and he’s big and dark.”

“ And might be very handy with a 
twenty-two rifle,” I said, picking up Up
ton’s cane.

I told Grant about Clark pretending to 
be a special officer and accusing me and 
Upton of being pickpockets. The ser
geant was interested.

“ I think we had better go talk to 
Clark,” Grant said. “ Come on.” He 
looked at the cane I was holding, and 
grinned. “ You can take that along for 
protection if you wish.”

W e headed for the shooting gallery 
and found Joe Clark there. He wasn’t 
alone. Fat Stuff, the clown constable, 
was with him. Clark looked at me with a 
blank expression, and he had the face for 
it. I gathered he was going to pull the 
“ I ’ve never seen you before” routine re
garding me.

Since only Clark and the constable 
were there the shooting gallery wasn’t 
doing much business. It was the usual 
set-up. A  bunch of .22 rifles chained to 
the counter, moving and stationary tar
gets in the back and the whole thing in a 
tent.

I stepped back and let the sergeant do 
the talking while I examined Upton’s 
cane, It proved to be very interesting.

“ Want to ask you some questions, 
Clark,” Grant said. “ About a murder.” 
He looked at the fat constable. “ What’s 
your name?”

“ Ed Hogan,” said the constable.
There was a magazine used for loading 

the guns lying on the counter and it was 
filled with bullets. I did some swift fin
ger work with that when no one was 
watching me. Then I reached into my 
pocket and drew out the chicken in
spector badge.

“ You lost this badge when you mur
dered Upton on the merry-go-round, 
Hogan,” I told the fat man.

He cursed, grabbed up one of the 
chained rifles and was raising it to aim at 
me. I lifted the cane in my right hand. 
There was a crack of a .22 and Hogan 
reeled back, dropping the rifle and hold
ing his shoulder.
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“ W hy, that cane is a gun,” said Grant 

in surprise.
“ That’s right,” I said. “ The weapon 

that killed Upton. I figured it had to be 
some sort of trick weapon for Upton to 
let anyone get so close. There were 
powder burns around the wound in his 
forehead.”

“ And Hogan is the murderer,” said 
the sergeant, covering the fat man with 
his revolver.

“ Correct,” I nodded. “ Here’s the way 
I figure it, Sergeant. Mrs. Hartly Smith 
brings the necklace to the carnival. She 
does a lot of talking and while Hogan is 
doing his rube constable act, he over
hears her. He decides to lift the neck
lace, but before he gets the chance, she 
drops the package.'Upton picks it tip and 
decides to teach Mrs. Hartly Smith a 
good lesson.”

“ Sounds possible,” said Grant.
“ Then Upton realizes that Hogan and 

Clark here are after him. Maybe they 
roughed him up in the crowd before he 
can slip away. He gets frightened and 
hands the package to me. Hogan and 
Clark aren’t sure which one of us really 
has the necklace, so Clark tries to pull 
the special officer gag on me, which 
didn’t work.”

“ I’m talking,” said Clark suddenly. “ I 
didn’t kill anybody and I ain’t taking no
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murder rap. This guy Hogan offers me 
twenty bucks to pull that special officer 
gag and try and get a package away from 
this big guy.” He nods at me. “ When I 
find the big guy is a cop, I ’m not having 
any, and I tell Hogan that. He says if 
the big guy is an officer, then Upton 
probably didn’t pass him the package.”

“ So Hogan trails Upton, and they both 
get on the merry-go-round,” I took it up 
from there. “ Maybe they struggled, and 
Upton tries to defend himself with his 
cane. Hogan grabs the other end of it 
and it goes off killing Upton— as it is a 
gun cane that only shoots one shot at a 
time.”

“ W ait a minute,” said Grant. “ If there 
is only one shot in that thing how did 
you manage to shoot Hogan in the arm 
with it, Kelly?”

“ I reloaded it,” I said. “ From a bullet 
I got out of that magazine on the coun
ter.” I grinned, looking at the fat man 
who was glaring at me. “ You never can 
tell when a clown constable might get too 
funny.”

W e opened the package and found it 
contained the diamond necklace all right. 
Hogan finally broke down and admitted 
the whole thing. That’s the trouble with 
me going to carnivals— I’m always look
ing for the gimmick and this time I sure 
found it at the right time.

" The Name of a Killer Is in That Sealed Envelope—

and I'm Honor Bound Not to Open It!"

Tony Quinn was faced with one of the most ticklish problems 
in his entire career. William Gallaway, a public-spirited man who 
had spent a fortune to combat crime, now faced death and knew 
who his killer was going to be. He had entrusted the name of the 
killer to Tony Quinn— in a sealed envelope which was not to be 
opened until after the murder!

“ How about opening it, sir?” Silk asked Tony Quinn. “ I could do the job 
without leaving a trace. . . .”

“No, that’s not the way,” Quinn brushed aside the situation. “But— I think 
the Black Bat is going to visit Mr. Gallaway. . . .”

And that’s how the Black Bat embarks on one of his strangest cases in THE  
MURDER MAKER, next issue’s thrill-packed novel by G. Wayman Jones. It’s 
a suspenseful mystery of many surprises and shocks that will hold you breath
lessly interested from start to finish— look forward to it!



“ You p-pofconed me!”  
Lynch exclaimed

Call for 
A MURDERER

By J O H N  L.  B E N T O N

T EN years is a long time to wait for 
revenge. But James Brownlee 
would have waited forever, if he 

had to, and counted the cost none too 
great.

Staring across the crowded lobby now 
at the face which had haunted him all 
these years, Brownlee knew a sudden 
savage joy that made him momentarily 
dizzy. Abel Lynch seemed prosperous 
and well, in comparison to his own seedy, 
lined, haggardness. So much the better; 
if Abel Lynch was enjoying life, it 
would be that much harder for him to 
leave it. -

Brownlee’s eyes roved the hotel lobby, 
crowded with noisy men all sporting 
badges complete with blue and red rib
bons. It was a convention of florists and 
he had inadvertently blundered into it 
looking for the bar. Each man wore a 
metal badge with his name and home 
town inscribed above the two color rib
bon.

W ith his head slightly bent, Brownlee 
edged up alongside Abel Lynch and 
caught a glimpse of his badge. Harry 
Crown, it read, Ithaca, New York.

So Lynch was now Crown, the florist! 
A  little sardonic laugh bubbled in 
Brownlee’s throat as he moved on 
through the crowd. Typical of Abel to 
go from burglary to flowers.

A  discreet question at the room clerk’s 
desk brought the information that Mr. 
Crown was in room 903. Brownlee fin
gered the little glass vial of aconite 
that he had carried for ten years in his 
vest pocket. There were no prepara
tions to be made. The perfect murder, 
he mused, is the unplanned one, the 
impromptu murder that leaves fewer 
clues than the over-planned type.

He waited at the bar, keeping an eye 
on the convention room until the meet
ing broke up and the delegates began 
to stream out. Some headed for the bar, 
but Abel Lynch disappeared in the direc
tion of the elevators.

Brownlee waited ten minutes and then 
went upstairs. He knocked on the door 
of 903. Lynch opened it an inch inquir
ingly, Brownlee shoved his foot in, 
forced it open and stepped inside.

He waited, seeing the shock, the star
tled recognition grow and burst into

BROWNLEE KN EW  THEY C O U L D N T  PIN THE K ILL IN G  ON H IM , B U T -
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paralyzed fear.

“ Jim Brownlee!” Lynch croaked.
“ Yes, Jim Brownlee. Did you think 

I ’d stay in jail until I rotted, Abel? 
Or should I say Harry Crown?”

“ Jim!” gasped the other man. “ You’re 
not— you’re not blaming me for that, are 
you? When I heard the cop’s whistle 
I ran— same as you’d have done. I 
thought you heard it, would run too— ” 

“ W ith my head in that safe I couldn’t 
hear anything,” Brownlee said viciously. 
“ You didn’t even stop to warn me, to 
see if I was coming with you. You ran 
to save your own yellow skin— you 
never gave me a thought! So I spent five 
years in jail while you had a good time 
outside. Did you think I’d forgot that?” 

“ Jim, listen!” Lynch babbled. “ Let’s 
talk this over. You’ve got to see my 
side of it. Let’s have a drink!”

A  drink. Brownlee controlled his 
mounting rage. The sight of his hated 
enemy, so well fed, so prosperous, afflict
ed him with an insane desire to sink his 
fingers into that fat throat. But this 
was better. A  drink yvas a good vehicle 
for the aconite.

“ Okay,” he muttered and slumped into 
a chair.

“ That’s the boy,” Lynch chattered. He 
got up and bustled nervously with a 
bottle and glasses. His fear was pathet
ic— but not to Brownlee, who was en
joying it.

He poured liquor into a glass, splashed 
seltzer on it, shoved the glass at Brown
lee. When he turned to make his own, 
Brownlee dumped the aconite into his 
drink, stirred it carefully.

L YNCH turned back with his own 
drink made and Brownlee reached 

for it.
“ You take mine,” he said with a wolf

ish grin. “ I don’t trust you.”
Sardonic humor, he thought, watching 

Lynch gulp the poisoned drink with 
nervous haste, his Adam’s apple bob
bing convulsively.

“ W ell, that’s that,” he said, as the 
florist set down the glass.

“ What? What did you say?” 
“ Nothing.” Brownlee took out his 

watch. He had administered a stiff dose 
and knew that he could expect results 
in just over five minutes, if Lynch 
proved susceptible.

The reaction was gratifying. Lynch’s 
face began to pale, droplets of cold sweat
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appeared on his skin. His eyes became 
fixed and glassy.

“ M ’tongue feels funny,” he muttered. 
“ Tingles.”  He groped for his throat. 
“ Burns— burns all the way down.”

The eyes shifted slowly to Brownlee 
and in their depths struggled under
standing of what had happened.

“ You p-poisoned m e!” t
W ith a tremendous heave, Lynch was 

out of his chair, clawed fingers reaching 
for Brownlee’s face. The lean man 
grinned like a wolf, but he had no inten
tion of being clawed; he got up out of 
his chair and turned to avoid the dying 
man.

But Lynch moved a little faster than 
expected. He hurled himself onto 
Brownlee’s back and clung like a cat. 
Brownlee cursed in a savage undertone. 
He shook himself like a dog, but it was 
several seconds before he could dislodge 
the frantic clutch that Lynch had fas
tened upon him.

In the end it was more the poison than 
Brownlee’s struggles. Lynch’s muscles 
relaxed, he slipped away and collapsed 
to the carpet. A s he tumbled, he carried 
over the end table, and with it the lamp 
and the telephone.

Panting, Brownlee stared down at him 
as he died. Then a tiny sound brought 
his attention back to his own position. 
From the earpiece of the spilled tele
phone, the operator’s voice sounded.

“ Your call please. Hello. Hello.”
Brownlee started to replace the instru

ment, but a new thought stayed his hand. 
W hy not leave it this way? Lynch 
would be found a little faster, but the 
overturned table was not a bad prop and 
a natural thing if a man dying either 
by suicide or by accident, were to grope 
for the phone to call help. A ll he had 
to do was get rid of his own glass—  
sw iftly!

He took it to the bathroom, rinsed it 
out and set it on the shelf. Then on 
quick feet he went past the dead man, 
past the now silent telephone, and out 
into the hall.

The elevator door opened just as he 
got there, and out stepped an assistant 
manager, a pair of bellhops and the 
house detective. They didn’t give Brown
lee a second glance as they charged past.

He could have taken the elevator 
down, left the hotel and have been out 
of their range forever. But he didn’t 
want it that way. W hat good was re
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venge if one didn’t stay to see the fruits 
of that revenge come to ripeness?

So Brownlee turned and followed 
them back down the hall, catching up 
to one of the bellhops.

“ Something wrong?”  he asked. 
“ Nothing, sir,”  the bellhop answered, 

but Brownlee stayed with them, grin
ning to himself.

W HEN they entered the room, 
Brownlee was right behind them, 

despite the efforts of the bellhop to dis
courage him. And his face was appropri
ately grave and blank as they discovered 
the body and the overturned table.

“ Mr. Harry Crown,” the house detec
tive muttered. “ He’s dead. W e better 
get the cops right away.”

Brownlee was satisfied with this. He 
decided to go now, wanting to get no 
closer to the police who might just take 
it into their heads to check up on him 
and find that he had a record and that 
he knew the dead man. That is, if they 
could pierce Lynch’s disguise.

But when he turned to the door he 
found two husky bellhops in his way. 

“ What’s the matter?”
“ Sorry, sir, you can’t go now,”  one 

of the bellhops said. Over Brownlee’s 
shoulder his eyes met those^of the house 
detective, and that hard-shelled charac

ter stepped forward and laid a heavy 
hand on Brownlee’s arm.

“ You’ll hafta stay now, bud,”  he said. 
“ The cops’ll want to talk to you.”

“ Me? W hy me?”  Brownlee demanded.
“ Because from the setup here, this 

might just be murder, see? And in mur
der the cops want to talk to everybody 
concerned.”

“ But I’m not concerned! I just hap
pened to see you and— ”

“ No? Then how come you got this 
pinned on the back of your coat?” And 
from the cloth, the detective pulled a 
metal badge with blue and red ribbons 
and thrust it under Brownlee’s nose.

Harry Crown, Ithaca, New York, it 
read.

Brownlee’s jaw dropped as he stared at 
it. Comprehension struck him a stun
ning blow. He remembered now. When 
Lynch had clung so tenaciously to his 
back he had pinned the badge on him— 
marking him for the whole world to see! 
He was branded, and all the cops had 
to do was take his prints and they’d find 
out the whole thing.

Desperate, he whirled to the door 
again, but the two bellhops and the 
detective were square in the way. And 
faintly now, far down in the street, he 
heard the sirens of the approaching 
police cars.
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THE LYING CORPSE
By WAYSAN0 RICE

When Detective Sergeant Dyne investigated the toughest 
murder case of Ins career, even the corpus delicti made troublel

DETECTIVE S E R G E A N T  MATT When a man like Ridgely said he was in 
DYNE cut the siren before he came danger of being killed, he meant exactly that, 
in sight of the house. He was really Ridgely wasn’t head of a large mining corn- 

rolling, traveling with ah the speed that bine -because he liked to play jokes or saw 
phone call from John Ridgely demanded, petty trouble building up into homicide.
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The house was large, square and white, an 

old-fashioned place for this neighborhood, 
but as large as any of the others nearby. The 
street was shaded by tall, stately maples and 
oaks. The yard, behind the white picket 
fence, had rather tall grass, and trees grew 
close to the house, making it somewhat dark 
and remote. The whole place was as carefully 
sleek as a movie actress’ hairdo.

Sergeant Dyne neither saw nor heard signs 
of any trouble. Lights were on all over the 
house, even in what seemed to be the win
dows of an attic. He opened the gate, walked 
up the path and rang the bell. He waited a 
full two minutes and rang again. Then he 
went to each end of the porch in turn and 
peered down the gloomy sides of the house. 
He saw nothing.

About the time he decided to kick in a 
window, someone clattered down the steps 
inside the house and the door was flung open. 
A young man—about twenty-eight—stood 
there. His face and arms, clear up to the 
elbows, were covered with dust and dirt. His 
hair was disheveled. But he wasn’t a bad 
looking chap for all the dirt.

“I’m sorry I kept you waiting,” he said. 
“I was in the attic cleaning up some things.” 
Then he looked at the badge in Dyne’s hand. 
“Policel’Vhe gasped.

“There is probably nothing to it,” Dyne 
said. “If any trouble existed here, you’d 
know about it, being in the house. Mr. Ridge- 
ly phoned Headquarters a few minutes ago. 
He said he was in danger.”

“Danger?” The young man seemed star
tled. “Why, it must be some kind of a joke, 
Sergeant. I’m Gene Ivers. I live here as 
sort of an adopted son to Mr. Ridgely. I saw 
him about half an hour ago in his study. He 
was all right then and didn’t seem alarmed. 
Come along. I’ll take you to him.”

MATT DYNE stepped into the hallway and 
began to look around. That was when 

the single shot roared out It seemed to fill 
the house with a million reverberations and 
stopped both men in their tracks.

Dyne had never seen anyone as pale as 
Gene Ivers. For a moment he thought the 
young man was going to faint. But Ivers 
managed to totter after him to the study 
door. It was locked from inside. Dyne re
membered seeing a fireplace equipped with 
heavy brass tongs and poker. He rushed 
back, got the poker and with it attacked the 
thinnest part of the door panels.

He broke through in less than two minutes 
and reached into the hole to fumble for the

bolt. He slipped it and threw the door wide 
open.

Seated behind a large desk was a gray- 
haired man. There was still a faint sign of 
life in him. Dyne heard Gene Ivers let out 
an unearthly scream. The man at the desk 
held a pencil in his hand and was drawing 
something on a piece of paper. He couldn’t 
see what he was doing. His cheek lay flat 
against the blotter pad.

Before Dyne reached him, the pencil fell 
out of his hand and the man’s body gave a 
violent twitch. That was all. There was no 
heart-beat when Dyne felt for a pulse.

Dyne looked at the corpse for one long mo
ment This was John Ridgely, soaked in his 
own blood that was still oozing from a large 
wound almost directly over the heart On the 
floor, beneath a wide open window at the 
rear of the room, lay a huge pearl-handled 
revolver that looked as if it belonged to Buf
falo Bill

Dyne came to life then. He raced toward 
the window and peered out Then he shoved 
himself through the window, jumped and 
landed lightly on the grassy lawn outside. 
His own gun tight in his fist, he began 
searching.

It was no use. Whoever had shot Ridgely, 
had worked fast after pulling the trigger. It 
was easy for a killer to start running and 
keep bn running. With a two or three min
utes’ head start, he’d put space and darkness 
between himself and this house.

Dyne went back into the house, but by the 
more orthodox route of the front door. He 
was halfway down the hall when a ear pulled 
up with a squeal of hastily applied brakes.. 
A  man got out, left the car door open and 
pounded up the walk to the porch. He 
skidded to a stop at sight of Dyne standing 
in the doorway with a gun in his hand.

“Who—who are you?” the newcomer de
manded.

Dyne studied him, and saw a man about 
the age of John Ridgely. Which meant close 
on the heels of sixty. He was tall, angular 
and looked powerful for all his gray hair. 
He had light blue eyes that were snapping 
with a mixture of anger and fear.

“I’m the police,” Dyne said. “What’s your 
hurry, mister?”

“Police! Oh—then something happened. 
John phoned me at the club. He said I must 
come out at once, that he was in danger.”

“That’s what he told me,” Dyne said. “The 
danger is over now. Folk John Ridgely.”

Gene Ivers came out of the study, walking 
slowly, head down. He glanced up at the
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sound of voices and moved a trifle faster.

“He’s dead, Carl,” he said. “He’s dead!”
The man addressed as Carl gave a convul

sive shudder. Then he seemed to regain pos
session of that icy cold nature that was his. 
He looked at Dyne.

“My name is Carl Hoffman. I am—was— 
a good friend of John Ridgely. We’d known 
one another for more than forty years. And 
now he is dead. I came too late."

Djrne didn’t reply. He walked back to the 
study. Nothing had been changed there. He 
saw a newspaper, neatly folded, on a small 
table near the door. But Dyne was inter
ested in a different sort of paper. He walked 
around the desk and looked down over the 
dead man’s shoulder at the words he’d 
scrawled as life ebbed out of him.

There were two words, legible enough, for 
Ridgely had printed each letter. The first 
word was fairly steady. It read ‘ALFALFA.’ 
The other, none too plain, Dyne made out 
as ‘BRADY.’

CALLED Gene Ivers into the room and 
had him look. Carl Hoffman entered 

too, but stood near the door.
“Alfalfa Brady,” Ivers gasped, “That’s a 

man’s name. One of John’s friends. Or 
enemies. They’d been on the outs a long lime. 
That—that revolver looks like one Brady 
might have carried.”

Dyne told the two men to touch nothing. 
He hurried into the hallway where he’d 
noticed a phone. He called Headquarters and 
sent out an alarm for someone called Alfalfa 
Brady. It was a meagre description, so he 
yelled for Ivers and got a. better one.

Alfalfa Brady, it seemed, was a character 
right out of the Old West. A  has-been gun- 
fighter and cowboy and gambler and miner. 
Sixty-five years old or so, five feet eight, 
scrawny, no more than a hundred and twenty 
pounds. Almost bald except for a halo of 
gray hair, and he invariably wore a ten gal
lon hat.

“That,” Dyne grunted into the receiver, 
“ought to get him picked up fast. Two guys 
of that description couldn’t exist in this town. 
And send a couple of cars to his home ad
dress. Then get me the men who follow mur
der around.”

He hung up and faced Ivers and Hoffman, 
who stood side by side now. Hoffman was 
nervously fingering a newspaper folded into 
his pocket.

“I don’t suppose you need me any longer,” 
Hoffman said. “I—there isn’t anything I can 
do to help, Sergeant, And—and I’m terribly

affected by John’s death.”
“Mr. Hoffman-?-” Dyne’s voice was quiet, 

but packed with authority—“Tm afraid you’ll 
have to stick around. You see, the man who 
shot Mr. Ridgely did so within three minutes 
of the time I reached the body. You arrived 
so soon after the crime that it is quite pos
sible you could have had your car parked 
nearby, raced to it after killing Ridgely, and 
then drove up here to brazen the whole thing 
out. You’ll have to stay awhile.”

“I killed John?” Hoffman yelped. “Ser
geant, that is outrageous—”

“Carl, be yourself,” Gene Ivers said. “The 
Sergeant meant no direct accusation. He said 
you might have done that. And it’s true. You 
could have. That doesn’t mean you did.”

“I—I’ll stay,” Hoffman agreed. “It’s neces
sary, I suppose.”

Dyne walked back to the study and closed 
the door behind him. First of all, he searched 
it, being careful not to smudge any possible 
fingerprints. He found nothing much. The 
newspaper on the table was a sorry affair, 
wrinkled and damp with what smelled like 
ripe garbage. Furthermore, it was two days 
old. Dyne wondered why it had been left 
there, when the rest of the house was in such 
an exceptionally neat condition.

He didn’t think too much about the case. 
The answer was too obvious. A dying man 
had written down the name of his killer. Find 
this man Brady, with the unusual first name 
of Alfalfa, and the answer to the whole thing 
would be provided. For Dyne’s money, it 
was an open and shut affair.

He examined several enlarged photos de
picting the dead man in cowboy regalia. He 
saw oil portraits of mine owners and photos 
of mines in the west Some of them showed 
Carl Hoffman standing in front, with Ridgely 
by his side. Dyne called in Ivers.

“Are there any photos here of Brady?” 
he asked.

Ivers didn’t even look around. “No, sir. 
Mr. Ridgely wouldn’t permit even the men
tion of Alfalfa’s name. They’d been bitter 
enemies for years. I guess Mr. Ridgely had a 
big battle with him over something when 
they were young. Maybe over women, maybe 
over a mine. Anyway, they became enemies. 
Frankly, I’m not surprised that Brady killed 
him.”

Dyne sat down far across the room from 
the desk. He talked in a low voice. “You 
thought a great deal of Ridgely, didn’t you?” 

Ivers’ head came up and his gaze was cool 
and steady. “Yes, sir. My dad died a long 
time ago. My mom died when I was born.
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Mr. Ridgely was Dad’s pal. I had nobody, 
so he took me in and treated me as if I were 
his own son.”

Dyne nodded. “Ridgely was a bachelor, 
and that made bringing you up all the harder. 
Well, once Brady is found, the whole thing 
will be over. That is, so far as we’re con
cerned. It won’t be over for Brady until the 
jury gets through with him.”

THE following two hours were extremely 
busy. Fingerprint men found a multitude 

of prints in the murder room, but none of 
them helped any. There were no footprints 
on the lawn outside to indicate which direc
tion the killer had taken. In fact, there was 
nothing save that tremendous six-shooter, 
the name which the dying man had written, 
and a bullet lodged in the wall behind the 
desk. *

Two things bothered Dyne. If Ridgely 
knew his life was in danger, why hadn’t he 
taken some precaution to protect himself 
until help arrived? There were guns in the 
house. Ivers could have stayed close to his 
foster father and battled anyone who tried 
to kill him. Yet Ridgely had never even told 
Ivers.

Then there was the matter of the bullet 
dug out of the wall behind the desk The 
medical examiner stated that a slug of high 
calibre had struck Ridgely close to the heart, 
causing death by hemorrhage. The bullet 
had continued on and passed through the 
body to lodge in the walL 

Back at Headquarters, Dyne tested the big 
six-shooter in the basement target range. The 
gun made a lot of noise and had a terrific 
kick, but there wasn’t too much force to the 
bullet. He took one bullet apart and discov
ered why. The powder was so old it had lost 
much of its energy.

The men who had been sent for Alfalfa 
Brady reported that he’d partially stripped 
his apartment and vanished, taking his car 
with him. Road patrols and blocks produced 
ho signs of the fugitive, •whom the news
papers had already accused as the killer.

Dyne studied thick files on John Ridgely, 
some containing information from newspaper 
morgues, others composed of information he’d 
found at the dead man’s home. It appeared 
that death by gunshot was foreordained for 
Ridgely. He’d been shot twice before, and 
on each occasion it had been in the chest and 
he’d been listed as dying. But his tremend
ous strength and vitality had pulled him 
through to the amazement of the doctors.

In each case, the wound had been the re-
J02—% ~

suit of a gun duel which had taken place 
years before in the semi-lawless West Ridge
ly had killed men—at least three—but he’d 
never shot anyone in the back or showed a 
streak of yellow. He’d been a colorful figure 
in the waning years of the nineteenth cen
tury, and when he had made a strike, he 
gave up the hard life and came East to live in 
comfort and security. ,

Ridgely had been a generous and unselfish 
man with everyone except Alfalfa Brady, 
whose career had rivaled his own. From an
cient accounts it seemed that they’d been 
partners. Then Ridgely had discovered an 
extremely valuable piece of mining property 
and bought it on his own. Brady protested 
that purchase, claiming that since they were 
partners, he owned half. There’d been the 
inevitable gun battle so common to those 
days, but it had ended in a draw. Brady had 
sworn he’d get even some day.

What Sergeant Dyne wanted to know at 
this moment was if Brady could have nursed 
his desire for vengeance for so many years 
before taking any action. It seemed almost 
incredible and yet, (H i the surface of things, 
it seemed that was exactly what had hap
pened.

Dyne had neyer liked the promptness with 
which Garl Hoffman had appeared at the 
scene and he was taking no chances. When 
Hoffman had been finally dismissed, Dyne 
put a tail on him. There were no reports as 
yet. Dyne decided to do something else about 
Hoffman too, just in case things turned out 
that Brady wasn’t guilty.

Dyne knew Hoffman’s club and went there. 
His badge worked wonders so far as co
operation went. He talked to bus boys, wait
ers, stewards and hat-check people. But it 
was the phone operator who gave him some
thing of a lead.

“About nine-thirty this call came for Mr. 
Hoffman,” she said. ‘T can’t say who made it, 
but he spoke as if talking hurt him, or as if 
he was whispering so somebody close by his 
phone couldn’t overhear. I had to make him 
repeat several times. I had Mr. Hoffman 
paged, and transferred his call to booth seven. 
He went in there. It’s close by my switch
board. I don’t usually pay much attention, 
but that whispering voice got me. I guess I 
wondered if Hoffman would be able to hear 
him. But I didn’t cut in on the line or any
thing like that. This job is too good.”

“How did Hoffman react?” Dyne asked 
quickly.

“Well, just like me, he couldn’t hear either. 
You know how people are. Somebody talks
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to them over the phone and they can’t hear, 
so they begin yelling. When it’s the other 
party who should be doing the yelling. Any
way, Mr. Hoffman must have understood him 
finally because he didn’t just walk out of the 
booth. He bolted out and was yelling for his 
hat. That’s all I know.”

Dyne nodded. “Maybe you’ve helped us. 
Any time I can do you a favor, let me know."

E WENT out and looked for the door
man. He found him down the street a 

bit watching some kids throwing pennies 
against a brick wall. Dyne showed his badge.

“Aw, let the kids have fun. It’s only for 
pennies,” the doorman argued.

Dyne grinned. “I’ve more important things 
to do than arrest a bunch of kids. I work on 
Homicide. Perhaps you know something that 
will help me. On the John Ridgely case.”

The doorman looked startled. “Look, bud
dy, I knew Ridgely. He was a swell tipper 
and a nice guy. But I don’t know a darn 
thing about his killing. Or anyway I don’t 
think I do, but I’d almost lie to help find the 
guy who knocked him off.”

“All I want is the truth. About nine-thirty 
another club member came out in a great 
rush.”

“That would be Mr. Hoffman, Sergeant. 
Yeah, I remember all right. He nearly bowled 
me over, and instead of letting me whistle up 
a cab, he started running like sixty down the 
street. His car was parked there. He never 
leaves it in front of the club because then 
I have to keep an eye on it and that means 
four bits. Hoffman don’t throw no dough 
around.”

“I see.” Dyne thought that Hoffman’s ac
tions were perfectly normal. Ridgely had 
phoned, said he was in danger and to come 
right out. Naturally Hoffman would be in a 
rush.

“He sure was in a hurry,” the doorman 
rambled on. “But I saw him do something 
he never did before. He started to cross the 
street right over there. Then he slowed up, 
came back and started rummaging through 
the rubbish basket. No kidding, I saw him 
take out an old newspaper. Then he started 
running again.”

Dyne didn’t show any signs of how much 
this interested him. He was thinking of that 
two-day-old newspaper in Ridgely’s study, a 
newspaper soaked with moisture from gar
bage.

Dyne went to the same trash can. There 
was a paper bag of garbage in it. The bag 
was soaking wet and so were all the papers

close to it. That newspaper in Ridgely’s 
study had come from this basket It had 
been put there by Hoffman in place of a 
cleaner, more recent newspaper which he 
took away. Dyne saw much and forgot noth
ing. He remembered the way Hoffman had 
nervously fingered the folded, fresh news
paper he had taken.

Dyne went back to Headquarters and was 
just in time to get a flash. Alfalfa Brady had 
been found. Dyne got the location and went 
there fast. It was three miles out of the city, 
along one of the old highways which wasn’t 
used a great deal now.

Alfalfa had driven off the road. Tire marks 
were still visible where he’d apparently ap
plied brakes before heading onto the soft 
shoulders, and the mark crossed a brief ex
panse of cleared land to some thick brush 
which had stopped the sedan.

Alfalfa was still behind the wheel, stone 
dead and cold, and in the grip of rigor. There 
wasn’t a mark on him. In the rear seat were 
two traveling bags, which had been hastily 
packed. Dyne sat down on the running board 
to wait for the medical examiner.

An hour later Dyne talked with that of
ficial.

“Now understand me, Sergeant,” the medi
cal examiner said. “I never did go with the 
theory that the time of a man’s death can be 
established very close. There are always too 
many complicating factors. The temperature, 
the age of the deceased, his physical condi
tion. I should say this man died early this 
evening, of a heart condition that was prob
ably chronic. I can tell better after the 
P. M.”

“I’ll look you up then,” Dyne said. “At 
the morgue, eh? In about an hour?”

“Two houiys. These things take time. Yes, 
in two hours I’ll be much more certain.”

Dyne drove to John Ridgely’s home, more 
than four miles away. The only person there 
was Gene Ivers, who sat on the front porch 
smoking cigarettes furiously. Dyne told him 
what had happened,

“So he’s dead,” Ivers said bitterly. “He 
even cheated the vengeance of the law. Oh 
well, so long as he’s dead.”

DYNE sat down on the porch steps beside 
£?ers. “Tell me, were Ridgely and Hoff

man really very good friends?”
“Certainly,” Ivers replied. “The very best. 

They trusted one another in everything.” 
“Hoffman didn’t owe Ridgely any money? 

Anything like that?”
(Turn to page 102)
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“Why, Mr. Hoffman is quite wealthy, Ser
geant. What in the world are you getting at?” 

“I wish I knew.” Dyne grinned slightly. 
“Cops have to look down all alleys, Mr. 
Ivers. Most of ’em are blind alleys, but you 
never can tell.”

But Ivers wasn’t to be put off. “Do you 
mean to insinuate that Brady didn’t murder 
Mr. Ridgely? That Ridgely, with his last 
living act, was mistaken, or lied?”

“Not at all.” Dyne arose. He was getting 
into dangerous water and wanted to swim 
clear. “We merely question all angles. Frank
ly, I didn’t like the way Hoffman appeared so 
promptly after Ridgely was shot. Did Brady, 
by the way, have a heart condition?”

“I hardly knew the man,” Ivers said. “I 
wouldn’t really know. But you’re wrong 
about Hoffman, Sergeant. I know you are, for 
the simple reason that he was Ridgely’s best 
friend.”

Dyne tried another angle before he pulled 
out altogether. “About Ridgely’s fortune. 
Who gets it? And does Hoffman share in any 
part of it?”

Ivers spoke patiently, as if Dyne were a 
backward pupil who learned only through 
constant repetition.

“Mr. Hoffman, Sergeant,” Ivers said, “is 
wealthy. I told you that. He has more than 
enough money, and keeps adding to it. Why 
should Mr. Ridgely provide anything for 
him, beyond some token of their friendship? 
This he did do. I know the terms of the will. 
I get everything. Hoffman obtains possession 
of all the old portraits and photos of the West 
that are in the house. He collects those 
things and Ridgely’s will makes Hoffman’s 
collection as good as any.”

“Okay,” Dyne said. “Thanks, anyway. And 
I wouldn’t mention this to Hoffman. It would 
only alarm him unnecessarily. We know 
Brady is the murderer. We’ll more than 
likely discover that he arranged this long 
ago, carried it out and then fled. He was ex
cited and nervous. His heart couldn’t take it, 
and he felt himself going out. He braked his 
car, pulled off the road and died as the car 
was stopped by some heavy brush. That’s 
all there is to it and—say, wait a moment.”

I f  you have never used “Rosse Tabs”  for pains or ar
thritis, neuritis, rheumatism, we want you to try them 
at our risk. W e will send you a full-size package from  
which you are to use 24 Tabs F R E E . I f  not aston
ished at the palliative relief which you enjoy from  your 
sufferings, return the package and you owe us nothing. 
W e mean it! SE N D  NO M O N E Y . Just send name and 
address and we will rush your Tabs by  return mail. 
R O SSE  P R O D U C T S CO., D ept. 223 , 2708 Farwell 
Ave., Chicago 45, Illinois.

Dyne arose quickly and squinted down the 
street. Ivers jumped to his feet.

“What is it?” he asked. “What do you 
see?”

“Just a cop,” Dyne said. “The patrolman 
on this beat. Maybe he saw something. Let’s 
go see.”
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They stopped the patrolman, who recog
nized Dyne and acknowledged his rank with 

'~a sloppy salute. The patrolman did have 
news.

“Now why didn’t somebody tell me about 
this guy Brady?” he asked. “I know him by 
sight. I had no idea you were after him, or 
I'd have told you this before. I was heading 
for Grand and Grove. Call Box 217 is down 
there, and I had to make any eight-thirty 
duty calL Well, I passed this house and I saw 
a car in front. That ain’t unusual, but I take 
a good look anyhow. I see Brady behind the 
wheel. He was scrouged down a little, as if 
he didn’t want me to see him, and he was 
pale. The street light lit up the inside of 
the car kind of dim, but I could see it was 
Brady all right. When I came back half an 
hour later he was gone.”

“What kind of a car was it?” Dyne asked 
quickly.

The patrolman gave an accurate descrip
tion of the car which Dyne had last seen half 
enclosed by heavy brush, the car in which 
Brady had been found dead.
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“Well,” Dyne said, “I guess that does it. 
We’ve placed Brady at the scene of the crime. 
I’ll make a report. Not much more to do now 
that he’s dead. Good night, Mr. Ivers. If 
anything else turns up, I’ll drop around.”

IVERS didn’t comment He sat down on 
the porch and Started smoking cigarettes 

again.
Dyne phoned Headquarters half a mile 

away and learned that the tail he’d put on 
Hoffman was still with him and had re
ported in only once, to the effect that Hoff
man had gone straight home and was still 
there.

Dyne’s next stop was at the morgue, where 
he met the medical examiner. That official 
had a full report of the autopsy.

“Brady suffered from a chronic heart con
dition. Must have had it for years. Lately, 
it grew worse and worse. As a matter of fact, 
I found out who his doctor was and con
tacted him. He showed no surprise at Brady’s 
death. He’d warned him a year ago that he’d 
check out fast—and soon. In my opinion, 
Brady felt himself going, drove off the road 
and into the bushes so he wouldn’t hurt 
anyone else. There wasn’t time to cry out for 
help, even if he could cry out. He just 
slumped over the wheel and died.”

“Thanks, Doc.” Dyne was frowning slight
ly-

He returned to where his car was parked 
and went to the fashionable apartment house 
where Brady had lived alone. He discovered 
a service elevator and a side exit and scru
tinized both carefully but without result.

Next, he drove to the club which Hoffman 
had left, consulted the doorman once again 
and drove to the spot where Hoffman’s car 
had been parked. He checked his watch 
carefully and drove at a fast clip straight to 
Ridgely’s residence. There he checked the 
time. He knew exactly when Hoffman had 
left the club and he knew almost to the mo
ment when he’d reached this house. He also 
knew for a fact that Hoffman hadn’t tarried 
on the way. Not one seconds 

Most certainly he had not parked away 
from the house, approached it on foot, entered 
to shoot Ridgely and departed by the window 
then rushed back to his car and pretended 
he had made a fast and direct ride from the 
club. Hoffman’s ride to Ridgely’s home had 
undoubtedly been direct.

But there was still that newspaper busi
ness. Dyne liked nothing he couldn’t explain



by facts, and he saw no earthly reason for 
Hoffman substituting an old, garbage-satu
rated newspaper for the fresh one which 
had been on the table in the murder room.

Hoffman lived in a section equally as 
pleasant and fashionable as Ridgely. His 
house was, if anything, even more ornate and 
expensive. Dyne parked some distance away 
and strolled past the entrance, whistling 
softly. He knew the tail on Hoffman would 
spot him and he did. They met at the next 
corner.

“Nothing doing at all, Sarge,” the detec
tive said. “Hoffman drove here straight 
from Ridgely’s place, put the car in the 
garage and ran like mad to the house. He 
let himself in. The place has been lit up ever 
since. Once or twice I saw him roaming 
around, but right now he’s in tha,t front room 
on the second floor. The one with the 
dormer.”

“Stick around,” Dyne said. “I’m going in. 
Come running if there’s any noise. And 
watch the back door as I ring the front door
bell. If he runs out that way, you grab him. 
Even if you have to do it with a slug through 
the leg,”

The detective scampered away to take up 
a suitable position. Dyne walked onto the 
porch and rang the bell in several long, sus
tained rings. He peered through a small win
dow beside the door and had a full view of 
Hoffman coming down the steps from the 
second floor. Hoffman was in shirt sleeevs 
and wiping his hands energetically on a 
piece of white cloth which he tucked into a 
hip pocket before opening the door. He 
seemed startled to find Dyne standing there.

“Why—why, this is unexpected,” he 
gasped. “Come in, Sergeant. Has anything
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new happened? I heard over the radio that 
Brady had been found—dead.”

“That’s right,” Dyne said. “I smell oil. 
Or is it my imagination?”
Hoffman gulped. “No, I’ve been oiling up 

some fishing reels. Thought I’d get away 
from all this. My hands are oily and I’ve 
got a cloth in my pocket which I wiped my 
hands on. Just fishing reel oil, that’s all.”

“You weren’t, by any chance dismantling 
the gun you took from Ridgely’s house in 
that newspaper, Mr. Hoffman? Suppose we 
have a look, eh?”

“Gun? Newspaper?” Hoffman cried, 
alarmed.

TUT ATT DYNE started for the stairway.
Hoffman grabbed his arm, whirled him 

about and let pop with a right fist. It missed 
by a mile and packed no power anyway.

Dyne took his arm firmly and dragged him 
upstairs. In the room with the dormer win
dow he found a heavy automatic in the 
process of being tom down. There was also 
a spent slug amidst the pieces of the gun.

“We’ll get your clothes, Mr. Hoffman,” 
Dyne said. “This is a pinch. You were seen 
taking an old newspaper out of a trash can 
before you started for Ridgely’s home. You 
substituted that old paper for one on Ridge
ly’s table. The new paper was wrapped 
around this gun and this slug. Brady didn’t 
kill Ridgely.”

“Who—who did?” Hoffman quavered.
“You guess,” Dyne said quietly. “And 

you’re under arrest, so the guessing shouldn’t 
need more than a couple of chances.”

Dyne gathered up the dismantled gun and 
the slug. He went with Hoffman and when 
the man had hjs hat and coat on, Dyne 
clamped handcuffs around his wrists. Hoff
man’s shoulders sagged. He looked as miser
able as any man could.

Dyne whistled up the detective, who was 
hidden in the shadows, and let him drive. 
They went straight to Ridgely’s home. On 
the way, Hoffman managed to find his voice.

“But you’re wrong, Sergeant. Why should 
I have killed Ridgely? He was my friend. 
There is no motive.”

“Sure there is,” Dyne said pleasantly. 
“Ridgely’s picture collection. Guys go crazy 
over things like that. You’re a collector. 
You wanted Ridgely’s pictures and his will 
gives them to you. Ivers told me all that. 
It’s motive enough.”

Hoffman began to moan softly, and Dyne
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let him stew. In front of Ridgely’s house, he 
spotted the patrolman and called him over. 
He gave him and the detective some whis
pered orders, then hauled Hoffman out of the 
car and half dragged him to the door.

Ivers opened it, and was staggered by 
what he saw.

“Hoffman—in cuffs?’ he cried, “Sergeant, 
have you gone crazy?”

Dyne kicked the door shut and led the 
way into the living room. “No, just coming 
to my senses. Brady didn’t kill Ridgely. 
Hoffman did. The gun we found didn’t do the 
job, The killing was done by another which 
I located in Hoffman’s possession. He was 
taking it apart as the first act of getting rid 
of the thing, along with the bullet which 
really killed Ridgely. I found out the gun 
we discovered on the floor had very old 
ammunition in its chambers. The powder 
didn’t pack enough wallop to penetrate Rid
gely’s body and lodge in the wall.”

“But why?” Ivers shouted. “They were 
such excellent friends.”

“Those pictures you told me about,” Dyne 
explained. “You’re a pretty good guy, Ivers. 
You didn’t want to actually come out and 
accuse Hoffman, though I suspected him.” 

“But there is still Brady to account for,” 
Ivers declared.

“Sure, and he’s all accounted for. The 
man who murdered Ridgely found Brady 
either dead or dying, in his own apartment, 
of that heart condition. He loaded the body 
into Brady’s car, parked it in front of the 
house so the patrolman would see him and

[T u r n  page]

Three top-flight mystery novels by 

famous writers— CO TTAGE SIN ISTER  

by Q. PATRICK, THE DOLL'S TRU N K  

MURDER by HELEN REILLY and 

THURSDAY 'S BLADE by FREDERICK  

C. DAVIS in the gala 196-page Winter 

issue of

T R I P L E
D E T E C T I V E

Now on Sale— 25c Per Copy at All Stands!

AUDELS .Carpenters 
and Builders; Guides

[4vois.«6
V  fluids Trad* Information

rfor Carpenters, Builders, Join- 
era, Building Meehanica and 
• II W oo dw or kern, Th«»*

:In*tructions that you wanl—
- Including new method*, Ida**, 
eolation*, plana, terns and

apprentice and atudent. X  
practical daily helper and 
Quick Reference for tho master
Wotker. Carpenters every
where are usmt these Guide* 
• » Helping Hand to Easier j

.ter 1- . ,  .— -------------- .
fine# for yourooH, altmdy. ftll1 

n and mail tit* FREE CO0*J 
P O N  below. - *jlnsldt Trade Information On:

H ow  to  use the steel square— How to file and eeftf 
«aw 3— How to build furniture— How to  uso a  
to it re box— How to use the chalk line— How to use 
pules and scales— How to make joints— Carpenters 
arithmetic— Solving mensuration problems— Es
timating strength o f  timbers— How to  eet girders 
and sills— How to frame houses and roofs— How to  
estimate costs— How to  build houses, barns, gar
ages, bungalows* etc.— How to  read and draw 
plans— Drawing up specifications— How to  ex
cavate— How to use Bettings 12. 13 and 17 on tho 
eteel square— How to  build ho:3ts and ecaffolda—  
skylights— How to build stairs— How to  put on  
interior trim— How to hang doors— iiow  to la t h -  
lay floors— How to paint 
• n u i i i in i f i i H * « n n » i u i i iM n g i i i i im i i i i ( a i i i t i i im a i a l
AUDEL, Publishers, 49 W. 23rd S t , New Voile 10, N. Y.
MaH An dels Carpenters and Builders Guides, 4  vols., on 7  days free 
trial. If OK I will remit S£ in 7 days and 51 monthly until $6  Is pakf. 
Otherwise I will return thorn. No obligation unless I am satisfied*

Address -

Occupation, -----  .
'

Employed by ■ . . . ........  .......................... . — — ............ ...  FAI*

HAVE FUN— WIN FRIENDS— WITH THIS 
SENSATIONAL I

3 t h e  h it  o f  th e  p a r ty  w ith  th is  sw an k y  e le c tric  
l ig h t  G L O -B O W . C o m e s  c o m p le te  w ith  attractive  b o w  t ie ,  

2  b u ilt  in  e le c tr ic  b u lb  je w e ls , cord , an d  se cr e t b a ttery . F la sh e s  
o n  an d  o ff a s  y o u  tou ch  h id d en  bu tton  in  y o u r  p o c k et. A m a ze  your  
fr ie n d s ! H ave fu n . O rd er y o u rs  to d a y , an d  le t  y o u r  p erso n a lity  g lo w  
w ith  G L O -B O W . E a sy  to  p u t  o n . M o n ey  b ack i f  n o t  d e lig h te d . SEN D  
N O  M O N E Y !
O n arriva l p a y  p o stm a n  $ 1 . 7 5  p lu s  p o sta g e  c h a rg es . O r e n c lo se  $ 1 .7 5  
an d  w e  p a y  p o sta g e . O rd er  n o w !

HOPKINS TIE COMPANY
100 Hopkins Place Dept. 15 Baltimore 1, Maryland

dne prayers o t  toe  most worthy people often fail. W hy? 
The unworthy often  have the greatest health, success, 
riches and happiness. The best, smartest, and most in-oustriona TlPnnlo nffon Viniro  ̂—3  
t , J' * * ■ i n r  orDiaaen ± ioer, oemna
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establish his presence at the scene of the 
crime. Next, he drove the car to the spot 
where we found it, simulating the driving of 
a dying man. He put Brady’s body behind 
the wheel, hiked over to the highway and got 
a lift back. Then he walked in on Ridgely, 
shot him and there you have it.”

Ivers bit his lip and glanced at Hoffman. 
“You really have the evidence then, Ser
geant?”

“Oh, perfectly. It’s the chair for Hoff
man. If I ever saw premeditated and planned 
murder, this is it. We’ve got everything. 
Opportunity, motive—well, come on Hoff
man. We’ll start on your last ride.”

“No, wait,” Hoffman cried. “You’re mak
ing a mistake. I didn’t kill him. Ridgely 
phoned me at the club. He was dying then. 
He told me to get over fast and no matter 
what I found, to pick up the folded news
paper he was leaving on that table. I was 
to substitute another. I did fish the substi
tute out of a trash can, but I was in a hurry. 
I came directly here. I did as Ridgely asked. 
He was my friend. He knew he could depend 
upon me.”

“Do you know who killed Ridgely?” Dyne 
Hsk&d,

“Yes.” Hoffman faced’Ivers. “He did!”

IVERS laughed harshly and paced across 
the floor. There was a wide open window 

at the real- of the room.
“He’s trying to save himself, naturally,” 

Ivers said. “But throwing the blame on me 
won’t work. Look what I owed Ridgely. My 
very existence. He took me in when I was 
nothing but a baby. Would I kill a man like 
that?”

“Yes!” Hoffman shouted. “You would be
cause Ridgely killed your father. That’s 
why Ridgely took you in. Ridgely was a 
fighter and a killer. Sure, he was all that, 
but he had a heart too. He killed your father 
in a fair fight. But you’re like your father.

hunger and deprivation!
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You shoot without thinking. The fight was 
your father’s fault and he got what he de
served. Brady knew about it. He told you. 
He was dying, and he called you over. He 
hated Ridgely and this was the way he 
sought vengeance. Brady told you that by 
killing your father, Ridgely came into a for
tune. Well, it’s true, he did. That’s why 
Ridgely made you his sole heir. That’s why 
he brought you up. He felt he owed you 
something.”

Ivers, at the far end of the room stood 
looking intently at Hoffman and Dyne. The 
detective was placichy chewing on a cold 
cigar. Ivers suddenly turned and streaked 
for the open window. He started a lunge five 
feet from it and executed a perfect dive 
through the window.

Still Dyne didn’t move. A moment later 
Ivers came back, through the same window. 
Pushed back by the husky patrolman, and 
Ivers’ face didn’t look quite the same.

Dyne took the cuffs off Hoffman and put 
them around Ivers’ wrists. “I had to make 
Hoffman admit his part,” he said. “I was 
pretty sure you’d killed Ridgely.”

“But I was with you when the shot was 
fired,” Ivers yelled. “How could I have 
killed him?”

J N S T A N T IY  f
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W ant more respect?. . ,  more oppor
tunities? Then increase your height 
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ow n shoes. Invisible . .  .  com fort
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SEND NO MONEY
Rash name, address and shoe size today. 
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postage for your pair o f  Hite-Bui Id ere, 
mailed in plain package. I f  not delighted 
with immediate result, just return them 
and we’ ll refund yoar money at once. 
Or send $1.95 now  and save postage. 
Same guarantee. . .  o f  course. Order to 
day, look T A LLER  next week!
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Sim ply squeeze on dental plate and put 
It  In your mouth. Hardens and becomes 
part o f  plate. Money-bade guarantee. 
FREE Generous package o f  Dental Plate 
I ,  C lea n ser  with each order. Send  
* 1.00  or mailed parcel post collect.
Fit-Rite Co.p 1573 Milwaukee Ave. 

Dept.. 4 -82 , Chicago, 111._______

makes False Teeth TIGHT
Makes loose dental plates fit  
snugly and comfortably.
LASTS for MONTHS!

Dyne grinned. “Ridgely was a funny sort. 
He was a straight shooter, and he could take 
it as well as hand it out. You shot him and 
you thought he was dead. You had to estab
lish some sort of an alibi, so you began

[Turn page]
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e lim in ation  d u rin g  the day or  n ig h t?  This sym ptom  as w ell 
as S m artin g  Passages, B ackache, L e g  P a ins, N ervousness, 
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Get Cystex from  your druggist today. Give it a  fa ir trial 
as directed on package. Money back guaranteed unless 
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Jost try the JUELQtE SYSTEM for 7 days. Then let yoat? 
mirror PROVE the thrilling results. J U E L E N E  comes in  
2 Forms pPom ade □  Liquid. SEND  FO R IT  TO D A Y I 
C. O. D. SI.00 plus Government charges. It  is fully guar* 
anteed. Money back i f  you are not delighted. Write N ow! 
JU E L  C O .,4727 N . Dam an, Dept. C-S35,C h ic a g o23, 10.

le a rn  B A K I N G  A t  Home
Baking la one o f  America's high industries in wastes.
Nearly depression-proof. Thorough basic home course w  
layB sound foundation. If you have aptitude, write for (75^* 
FREE BOOKLET."Opportunitiesin Commercial Baking.” 
National Baking School, 1 3 1 5  Mich. Ave..Pept. 1 8 0 4 , Chicago 5  W  ^

ivTr#

o k * * , Be the first to sell amazing, new 
G L O W  I N  T H E  D A R K  fcoasa 
numbers, switch plates, pictures, 
decals, religious articles, etc., etc. 
" '  * nuf acturer.

Iiq  P r o f i t s .
.............1 SAMPLE.

M A D IS O N  M IL L S , D ep t. B -18 
3 0 3  Fourth Ave,, Now York 10 , N.Y.

3 In 1 A IR  PISTOL
s p o r t s m a n  JR.—Sensational, 1qw>-
Ericed a ir  p is to l. R u gged ly  

u ilt, fu ll  s ize  target g u n  * 
sh o o ts  e ith er  standard B B s , l  
le ts  or stee l darts. F a st, s in g le -  
action  com p ression  cham ber. SinglO  
sh o t, s ile n t sh o o tin g . U se  ind oors or out- , 

c L n n f ,  d oors. M od eled
M  a fter  fa m o u s tar-

B B S  m  %  g e t  p is to l. E con om ical to  
n n r h t  A  M  o p erate . D ie  ca st a ll m e ta l 1 Jr *T  n o n -s lip  m o u ld ed  g r ip ; m a - 'Pellets -aa ch in ed  s te e l ch am ber and  

"^ b a r r e l. 8 - in . lo n g ; AVb-in.
§ :  d e e p ; fu ll  s iz e . B a  J A
1  w e ig h s 1 5  o z . BACH d 0 i * > 3  
| B B » , 3  pk». 2 3c ; .1 7 7  pel- 
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Without Torturous Truss Wearing
An “ eye-opening”  revelation in sensible and comfortable 

reducible rupture protection may be yonra for the asking, 
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William S. Rice, Inc., Dept. I-L, Adams, N. Y ., and full de
tails of the new and different Rice Method will be sent you 
Free. Without hard flesh-gouging pads or tormenting pres
sure, here’s a Support that has brought joy and comfort to 
thousands— *by releasing them from Trusses with springs and 
straps that bind and cut. Designed to securely hold a rupture 
up and in where it belongs and yet give freedom of body and 
genuine comfort, For fa ll inforwuUon— write today 1

cleaning the attic. You wouldn’t have heard 
any shooting up there. Nobody would sus
pect you. There was no motive.

“But Ridgely was tough. He’d been shot in 
the chest twice before. Getting shot wasn’t 
new to him, and I’m betting he thought he 
could pull out of this also. Though he may 
have had some doubts because he phoned 
Hoffman to pick up the gun and the bullet. I 
say Ridgely’s actions were based on hatred of 
Brady because Brady had told you the secret 
Ridgely hoped you’d never know—how he 
killed your father. This hatred of Brady was 
so intense^ it gave Ridgely the strength to 
hang on.

“Ridgely knew Brady had told you the 
secret because before you shot Ridgely, 
you let him know. So Ridgely phoned Hoff
man. Then he concealed the gun in that 
newspaper which Hoffman was to pick up 
unobtrusively. Ridgely also included the 
slug which had passed through his body. 
All this he did while he was slowly dying. 
Men don’t die as quickly as the movies or 
stories indicate. Some have lived for days 
with slugs through their hearts. Some even 
recovered.”

“I was wrong,” Hoffman broke in. “I 
didn’t know what Ridgely was up to.”

“Make a clean breast of it, Hoffman,” Dyne 
advised, “and you’ll be shown a full degree 
of mercy. Let me go on. Ridgely’s next 
move was to phone the police. Ridgely knew 
Ivers was in the house and although Ivers
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had shot him, Ridgely wanted Brady to pay, 
because in his opinion Brady was the greater 
villain and had committed the more serious 
crime in telling Ivers the whole story of that 
affair many years ago.

“So Ridgely held on to his life. How he did 
it, I don’t know, but he was a man of great 
determination. He heard me arrive. He 
had one of his old six-shooters and fired a 
bullet into the wall, dropped the gun and 
put the handkerchief he’d used on it into 
his pocket. Then he felt himself going. Once 
more he found that all consuming hatred 
for Brady buoying him up. For the final 
act, he wrote Brady’s name. A  sure con
viction. He thought Brady was alive. Ivers 
neglected to tell him Brady had related this 
story as he lay dying.”

“It’s horrible,” Hoffman groaned. “Hor
rible. But it was like Ridgely to do a thing of 
this sort. Just like hirq, and he did hate 
Brady as intensely as you indicate.”

“I know,’ Dyne sighed. “It served to give 
me something of a lead. The way Ridgely 
had bled was another clue. I reached him 
two minutes after he was presumably shot, 
but no man bleeds that much in two min
utes. He took care that no blood got on the 
floor. He was careful. And then, when 
Ivers opened the door, he knew the moment 
was at hand.

“Ivers believed Ridgely stone dead for 
many minutes. He greeted me with his alibi. 
Without waiting for any questions, he es
tablished that he’d been in the attic for half 
an hour. Why? I was a stranger. Why should 
he tell me that? Then I found that the gun 
on the floor had not been used for murder. 
It was you or Ivers, Mr. Hoffman. I knew 
you were mixed up in it somehow. If I 
could get Ivers to let you take the full 
blame, I knew you’d talk.”
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Hoffman nodded. “Yes. Yes, I talked. 

I’m not made of the stuff that Ridgely was. 
Let’s get it over with.”
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no obligation.
HOME BUILDERS TRAINING INSTITUTE, Dept. D46-4 

7050 N. Glenwood A n .  Chicago 26, III.

Stop Getting Up Nights
TRY THIS FREE

If you get up many times at night due to Irrita
tion of Bladder or Urinary Tract, and have 
never used PALMO TABLETS we want you to 
try them at our risk. We will send you a full- 
size package from which you are to use 20 
tablets FREE. If not delighted at the palliative 
relief received, return the package and you owe 
us nothing. We mean it. Send No Money. No 
C.O.D. to pay. Write today and we will send 
your PALMO TABLETS by return mail post
paid. Address — H. D. POWERS CO., Dept. 
429-M, Box 135, Battle Creek, Mich.

OFF THE RECORD
(Continued from page 10)

There’ll be  plenty o f swell reading in the 
next big issue, with thrills and excitement on 
every page. Plenty more stories and features, 
too, in addition to those already mentioned. 
For the tops in detective and mystery stories 
—look forward to our next issue!

LETTERS FROM READERS

m  m  UITE a number of readers have written: 
in lately, requesting that in a forthcom 

ing issue we reproduce, on the cover, a por
trait of the Black Bat in full regalia, so that 
you  loyal fans w ill have a fine reproduction 
o f the Black Bat’s picture in full color, suit
able for framing. What do you other readers 
think o f it? W ould you  rather have a cover 
of this kind than one with an action situa
tion? Please write and let us know.

W e’d like to have letters from  you, too, 
telling us your opinion of the various stories 
in this issue. Though w e can only print ex 
cerpts from  a small portion of the letters 
received, all communications are carefully 
read and studied. If there is anything you ’d 
like to see changed in the magazine, your 
ideas on the subject will be warmly appre
ciated. The welcom e mat is out—for praise 
and criticism alike!

N ow let’s look  at the mail:

I have read every bit of the latest issue of 
BLACK BOOK DETECTIVE, and so—my com
pliments! CITY OF HIDDEN DEATH and 
G. Wayman Jones were great. In a previous 
issue I read DEAD MAN’S PLUNDER and I 
agree with all who gave it praise. I do not 
agree to the Black Bat’s being married, for no 
man in his right mind allows his wife any 
dangerous tasks such as Carol Baldwin per
forms. So marriage would eliminate Carol, 
which is bad.

Please follow the suggestion of Robert N. 
Federowicz and put a portrait of the Black Bat 
on the cover.

I don’t agree with Alvin Whiteheart who says 
it’s impossible to break down a door by charging 
into it the way someone was doing in one of 
your pictures. While staying ia Florida once, at 
a hotel, I was asked to break open a door, the 
reason was the hotrf was being thoroughly 
searched for the cause of a strong smell of 
smoke. I am 6'4" and 190 pounds, and I was able 
to splinter the panels by a charge of some 8 
feet. As for the tie and hat of the man in the 
picture not being mussed, the hat could have 
been a tight fit (or snug) and there could have 
been a clip on the tie.—Roy N. Glerum, Delmar, 
D el  
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Am writing to tell you how much I enjoy the 
Black Bat’s stories. If I had my way, his story 
would be the only one in the book. I really get 
excited when I read his stories.

As Robert Federowiez says about the Black 
Bat’s portrait on the cover, I would like that very 
much too, and I believe everyone who reads the 
Black Bat would enjoy it also.—Edith Taylor, 
Columbus, O.

I do not agree with the idea of giving the 
Black Bat a Seeing Eye dog. The Black Bat can 
get along very well by himself, and besides there 
are a lot of people who do not care for dogs and 
consider them dangerous. Let’s keep the Black 
Bat as he is.—Jim Purkines, Escondido, Calif.

I agree with Robert Federowiez. A  good half 
view with the Black Bat’s costume patterned 
after the way Parkhurst used to draw him 
would be perfect on the cover.—Jerry Stier, 
Avon, N. J.

There are a lot of rackets making victims of 
veterans. Veterans are getting cheated out of 
their bonus money and the few dollars they 
managed to hold on to while in service. I think 
it would be a good idea if Tony Quinn and the 
Black Bat got after some of these chiselers, 
confidence men and racketeers and exposed 
them and gave them what was coming to them 
for their dishonesty. What do you think? Tell 
G. Wayman Jones I believe it would make a 
thrilling story.—Thomas Price Malone, Jr., 
Phoenix, Ariz.

Thanks for your suggestion, Tom. We’ll 
tell Mr. Jones about it. And now for just one 
more selection from our bulging mail-bag:

Learn this 
Profitable 
Profession

IN 90 DAYS 
AT HOME 

MONEY-MAKING CAREER OPEN 
to MEN and WOMEN, £3 to SO

Hundreds of men and women between 18 and 50 make $10 to 
$20 In a single day giving Scientific Swedish Massage and 
Hydro-Therapy treatments. There is big demand from doc
tors, hospitals, 8anatoriums and clubs. Graduates earn largo 
full time incomes from these or in private practice in their own 
offices. Others make good money from home treatments given 
in spare time. Leant this interesting, money-making profession 

in your own home, through our home study 
course. Same instructors as in our Rationally 
known resident sehool. You can win independ
ence and prepare for future security by qualify- 

_  w Ing for our Diploma. Course can be completed
I A  ,  in S to 4 months. Many earn while they learn. 
I U ] ( H t $  I BegiQ *°ur training at once.

Anatomy Charts &  Booklet FREE
Enroll now and we wlH include, at no extra cost, 
many needed supplies. Fit yourself to help meet 
growing demand for Scientific Swedish Massage. 
Send the coupon at once for compute details. 
Anatomy Charts and 32-page illustrated Booklet.
FREE, postpaid. __  .

THE COLLEGE OF SWEDISH MASSAGE "
Dept 863- D, 100 East Ohio St., Chioaoo 11. Illinois 
Pleas, send me FREE and postpaid. Anatomy Charts. 32-Haw 
Booklet and complete details on Home Training.
Name—  ___ _______ , —  — . ___ _____ ,____r_____ ,____

Address.---------------------- _ _ _  _________  _________  w

city----- L ----------- -State.

1 4 *
STUDY A T HOME for PERSONAL SUCCESS 
and LARGER EARNINGS. 39 years expert in
struction-over 108,000 students enrolled. LL.B. 
Degree awarded. AH texts furnished. Easy pay
ments. G.I. Approved. Send for FREE BOOK. 
AMERICAN EXTENSION SCHOOL OF LAW 
Dept. 88-T, $46 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago I MU.

I am a steady reader of BLACK BOOK DE
TECTIVE and the Black Bat is the one story I 
really like to read best of all. He is tops with 
me. It would please me very much if you would 
have a nice picture of the Black Bat on the 
cover, and please put more pictures of Tony 
Quinn in the book.—Ann K. Hamtramrk, Detroit, 
Mich.

Thanks, everyone, for all the fine letters. 
Write us today. We’ll be looking for YOUR 
letter or postcard. Please address it to The 
Editor, BLACK BOOK DETECTIVE, 10 East 
40th Street, New York 16, N. Y. So long. 
See you again next issue!

—THE EDITOR.

196 Pages of the Best in Brand-New 
Crime Fiction

in

M Y S T E R Y  B O O K  
M A G A Z I N E

NOW ON SALE— 25c AT ALL STANDS!

Relieve
Misery of
Relieve itching caused by eczema, 
athlete’s foot, pimples—other itch- 
ling troubles. Use cooling, medicated 
I D.D.D. Prescription. Greaseless, stain
less.Quiets itching fast. 35c trial bot
tle proves it—or money back. Ask

fillip ''
wMmrn

M EN ! THIS FINE 
SUIT YOURS

BIG GASH EARNINGS TOO!
Big news! Wear this fine tailored suit without 
paying one cent and earn big cash income toe! 
It's  easy! Just take orders from a  few friends 
and neighbors. Show actual samples of dozens 
o f rich new fabrics superbly tailored In choice o f 
all the latest styles at low prices. Money back 
guarantee on every order.

WRITE FOR FREE SAMPLES!
nam ejm d address. and telling us about yourself—
etc. W e'll send you big profit of actual samples -  

_______  and details o f amazing new BONUS SUIT and money
making plans. No experience needed. Send no money l 

. Z. Gibson, Inc., 500 S. Thrcop St., D ept D-677, Chicago 7 , lit.
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Now you can enjoy many hours of exciting reading 
pleasure at a small fraction of the original cost. 
The Popular Library reprints bring you v 
page-for-page books of proved popularity 
reprints. Take your choice of the titles list*

ou word-for-wor<|» 
in durable 

listed below.reprints. l ake your <

EVERY ONE A FULL-SIZED VOLUME!
EVERY ONE A  FAMOUS BEST SEILER!
EVERY ONE ORIGINALLY PUBLISHED AT $2  OR MORE PER COPY!

63* Sing A  Song of H omicide by James R. Langbam 
65 T he W o m an  in  the P icture by John August 
61 M urder o n  the Y acht by Rufus King 
69 T he Listening H ouse by Mabel Seeley 
87 Fatal D escent by John Rhode & Carter Dickson
97 A  V ariety O f W eapons by Rufus King
98 D ividend on  D eath by Brett Halliday 

111 Bedelia by Vera Caspary
113 Crucible by Ben Ames Williams

103 T he P hantom  C anoe by William Byron Mowery
104 M esquite Jenkins, T umbleweed by C. E. Mulford 
114 Ramrod by Luke Short
118 T he Flying U’s Last Stand by B. M . Bower
119 Firebrand by Tom  Gill
127 Paradise T rail by William Byron Mowery
128 T he V oice of the Pack by Edison Marshall
134 Fighting Blood by Gordon Young
135 Law  R ides the R ange by Walt Coburn

POPULAR LIBRARY S p e c ia l*
T he Sea-Haw k  by Rafael Sabatini 
T he M ortal Storm by Phyllis Bottome 
D uel In  T he Sun  by Niven Busch 
Congo Song by Stuart Cloete 
Seven K eys to Baldpate

POPULAR LIBRARY. IN C., Dept. TFG-4 
10 East 40th St., New York 16, N . Y .
Send me postpaid the Popular Library books I  
have circled. I enclose 25c (in coin or in U. S. 
stamps of small denominations) per copy (NOTE: 
W e pay postage on orders for 4 books or more. 
If ordering less than 4 books, please enclose 5d 
per book extra for postage.)

87 134 98 103 63 111 135 91
128 127 104 65 113 118 94 97
108 132 110 114 119 67 69

N AM E.................

ADDRESS............
CITY & ZONE............... ..................STATE....,

N o  C .O .D .’s please.



4 M / A U T O  REPAIR JO B
C a n  B e  a 'V e s f h O j ^ / o r ib e /

IN LESS TIME — 
WITH LESS W O R K -  
AND  MORE PROFITS!

MoToR’s new A U T O  R E 
P A I R  M A N U A L  show s 

you  how  to  se rv ice  and re p a ir  
A N Y  p a rt o f  A N Y  c a r !  N ow  
you  can  lick even the tou gh est 
jo b s  w hen you  h a ve  th is  am az
in g  M anual to  m ake y o u r  w ork  
e a s ie r ! *

E very  jo b  on e very  c a r  b u ilt  
since 1935 is exp la in ed  as s im 
p ly  as A -B -C . C lear, illu stra ted  
instructions lead you  step  by  
s te p . N O W  y o u  ca n  t a c k le  
A N Y  jo b  fro m  ca rb u re to r  to  
rea r e r .d -a n d  do it quick , easy , 
right, the F IR S T  tim e! J u st 
look u p  m ake, m odel, and the 
j o b  in  t h e  q u i c k  i n d e x  o f  
M o T o R ’ s A U T O  R E P A I R  
M A N U A L —and g o  to  w o rk !

ONLY Manual of Its Kind
N* wonder this manual is used by
the U. S.. Army, N avy, trade and tech* 
sksti achitfel# everywhere, and thou
sands •ase***#fi*l auto servicem en!

T o  make t«?a great book possible, 
the o f  M oT oR  M ags-
t in e  #»wd*n*e4 all the m eat from  150 
official imii-ry m anuals fo r  you . T hey 
day m t m\% ft-* in form ation  you need; 
made sure *,***'•» word is crystal-clear; 
and put '"■'liie whole w orks”  in to  this 
on* great, bandy book!

MOTOR'S A U TO  REPAIR 
MANUAL is a big book: 856 
large pages, 8V2 x 11 inches, bound 
in sturdy covers. Nearly 200,000 
service, repair, adjustments, re
placement, tune-up facts on every 
car built from 1035 through 1946!

Over 1,000 Picturesl
More than 1,000 cutaway photos, dia
grams, drawings, charts. SHOW  you 
what the dear text TELL S you! No 
wonder thousands o f  men call this 
am azin g book their A uto Repair  
••Bible"! No wonder it will save YOU  
countless hours of work -  and Help 
you make MORE M ON EY from auto 
repair*!

See for yourself -  without cost? -  
what a work-aaver, time-saver, and 
"life-saver" MoToR’ s AUTO REPAIR  
M A N U A L  will be for you! T R Y  it 
FR EE -  for 7 days. Learn first-hand 
how it can pay for ittelj the first few 
times you use it!

FREE
7-DAY OFFER

SEND NO MONEY

it : ; -  ir.at! c o « r :n  L*!<«r —  without 
m erer : Wr.ra :h -  h:lDc;
fori.k, it tlw w v u t’.Y. Make it
show you what it 's  got! t ’n l y o u  
agae* this is the CroatMt time-sever 
anti w'irfe-saver socfve earn seen — 
return book in.'  days anti par nothing. 
Mail coupon today: Address: MoToK 
Book Department, Desk. 61D, K t 
M adison A re ., New Y ork  23, N . Y .

r, Pictured Facts on Every Job 
on [very Car Built Since 193SI

N early 200,000 service and repair facts 
on ail these m akes:

American Crosley La Salle Packard
Bantam De Seta Lincoln Pierca

Auburn Dodge Lincoln Arrow
Austin Ford Zephyr Plymouth
Buick Graham Mercury Pontiac
Cadillac BA--1-..-..nuason Nash Reo
r L „ w„ i . svn v vrv iv f Hupmobile Ofdtmebile Stuctebaker
Chrysler 
Cord '

lafayutte Overland terroplone
Wittys

£58 big jpa#**;. ln-akfdtiwr 50 pages of carburetor 
test, charts, illu t̂rat feats covering aU modelv Over tbd chart.*. lay**s: T«®M«oVtB Chart: Vake Moaswre- msbU: Cbm-I'rcsiKWL Fissure;. Tonrue Wrench Read
ing; Starttna Motor; EM (fine duaranrej;; Generator? 
Church <fc Brake SiiwftcutrUns; F n w  End Measure* 
iwets. «<•,; Erufim**: K:-*wTr, F a d , too ling , 1-ubri- 
catinir Syshus; Tran-eetMuo&s; Uoin-mls; Front 
Roils; Wheels; Hear Ends, etr*.

r j  . y

Same FREE 7-Day Offer Applies on 
M o T o R 's  T r u c k  R e p a i r  M a n u a  1
---------- r.-k-s. truck etCAjJ5tC, „ v,ce,  bu.es. f.rm  1 *

and industrial tractors. “ "T 
tra ctor and road building

F or m echanic,, truck .p e c i , ! -  
Uts. service **»*< «"* '* ' ^  ............
OTIEVERyVDuck n'-'je since Stationary power

S85& T .M 3 J?JE» £sss?i.*5-J3  >*n psru• —  W.«wnl«d to contain ^  same FREE 1-F o rc e s . W a r r a n te d  to  c o i t a l  
e v e r y  e sse n tia l f a c t  y o u  n « « d  
to know. Strong binding, *i*«
8 Cuvets all types CMKline 
E n g i n e , :  D ie s e l , a n d  H e a s e l-  
m a r.s  F a r !  S y s te m s . G o e e t ? < r * -  
Lubrication System,. Iff” '1™* 
System,. Starter,. Generators. 
Clutches. Transm ission,. 
Axles. Torque Dimders.Tnns- 
uT Cates, Brakes. Steering.

Day exam in ation  * "  A u|“  
R e p a ir  Manual Check box  in
coupon  a t  right-

P u b l i s h e d  b »  
M o T o R .  T h e  
Leading A utom o

t i v e  B u s i n e s s  M a g a e i n e .
MoToR'a manuals assure high 
standards of repair work.

M o T o R  B o o k  D e p t . ,  D e s k  64D, 5 7 2  M a d is o n  Aw., N X  2 2
Rush to » •  at onto; (Char* box oooozJf# book you woof)

□ MoToR’ t  AUTO REPAIR MANUAL,  I f  O.IL I  w ill remit 
$1 In 7 days, plus 35c delivery charge, $2 monthly for 2 

months and a final payment of 95e one month after that. 
Otherwise I w ill m u m  hook postpaid in 7 days. (Foreign price, 
rem it $8 cash with order.)

□ M oToR ’ s T R U C K  R E P A I R  M A N U A L .  (Described at 
left. I If 0 .K . I anil remit $2 in 7 days, and $2 monthly 

f o r  3 months, plus 3oc delivery charge with final payment. 
Otherwise I  will return hook postpaid in  7 day*. (Foreign: pr.ee, 
rem it $10 cash with order.)
Print Name......— ----------- ------------------ „— .----------------Age....— _— —
Print Address------ — —— — ----------~~------

----------- Zone No. 
...(if any)....

...Occupation...Stat*..„,— ----------- ------

□ Check box and SAVE 35c delivery charge by enclosing 
WITH COUPON entire payment of $5.95 for Auto Rmuri* 

Manual tor $8.08 for Truck Repair Manual). Same 7-day return 
refund privilege applies.



"Be t they'll w ant a retake of this scene!"

We can picture you sipping your first Calvert and s o d a -  
then switching to Calvert for keeps, too! For Calvert’s

greater blending experience has produced a whiskey o f 
milder qualities— a whiskey that’s lighter, mellower, smoother.

$6.8 Proof— 65% Crain Neutral Spirits. Calvert Distillers Corp., N.Y-C-

Calvert
RESERVE

c~&6t>ece

PRINTED IN CAN AD A


