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eady Batteries

"Lucky this is on practice maneuvers and
lucky we had a tailor with us!"

“Keep Your Eye tm the Infantry—
the Doughboy does it.”

T he chances are that you are having diffi-
culty obtaining “Eveready” flashlight batter-
ies. We want you to understand the reason for
this wartime shortage. Practically our entire
production is earmarked for the Armed Forces
and vital war industries.
After the war “Eveready” batteries will be
plentiful again. And for your advanced infor- EVE R EA DY
mation they will be even better . . . designed
to give longer life, improved service.

The registered trade-mark « Eveready” distinguishes products of national Carbon Compamj, Inc.



HOSPITALIZATION PL

Y m Hospital
and Doctor Bills PAID\

BUT

SOHO

SICKNESS or ACCIDENT

Don't allow Hospitalization expense to ruin your
life savings. Insure NOW at low cost . . . before it's
too late! The famous North American P~an provides
dial in case of unexpected sickness or accident, you
may go to any Hospital in the U. S. or Canada under
any Doctor’s care. Your expenses will be paid for you
in strict accordance with Policy provisions.

NO MEDICAL EXAMINATION
One individual or entire family (birth to age 70)
is eligible. Unusual features of the North American
Hospitalization Plan are its provisions for Doctor fees

coverage at no extra charge. For solid, dependable, eco-
nomical protection North American has won the ap-
proval of leading Hospitals and physicians throughout
the United States. The company is under the supervi.
sion of the Insurance Department. No agent will call.

MAIL COUPON FREE

Copyright, 1944

tor.

details.

LIBERAL CASH BENEFITS INCLUDE
HOSPITAL EXPENSES ¢ C J A f
FOR ACCIDENTVP TO 0 * # U » U

HOSPITAL EXPENSES *
FOR SICKNESS (Stgin-*
ning 7lh Boy) IIP 10

DOCTOR OR SURGEON $
EXPENSE FOR
ACCIDENT UP TO

n  WAR COVERAGE INCLUDED

AMBULANCE SLAVIC! EXPENSE . .. tuh
fiaymaan far PHYSICAL DISMEMBERMENT; art,

NORTH AMERICAN MUTUAL INSURANCE CO.
Dept. TG5*5, Wilmington, Del.

Plena®© send

J ONAMEe. e |
| AAreSS. ... et e :
K 4 ity State ..o |
(Fill in and clip this coupon. Mall In envelope or |
| pasta On penny postcard.)
¥ mmmmmmmmmmme



new format conserves critical materials— but you will find that thero
f been NO REDUCTION In the amount of reading matter per issue.

ol 19, No. 3 EVERY STORY BRAND NEW Spring lIssue

A Black Bat Mystery Novel

THE MARKED
MAN

Featuring Tony Quinn,
Nemesis of Crime

By G. WAYMAN JONES

To Talk to Sidney Trexel Meant Death—Until Tony Quinn,
Wrecker of Criminals, Stepped into the Case and Began racing
a Sinister Pattern of Death and Plunder that Defied Solution!
Follow the Black Bat as He Goes on the Elusive and Baffling Trail
of Three Mysterious EX-CONVICES..cccciiieiiiies ciiee e 11

GRIPPING SHORT STORIES

CRIME IN CONCRETE....ccoioiiiiiiiieee e Clark Frost 44
Clem Johnson Must Find the Answer to a Grim Mystery
WINDOW TARGET .. Kerry McRoberts 53
Watching the Bank Was Jack Trask's Favorite Hobby
MISS MOUSE, MEET MR. CAT ..o S. J. Bailey 57
The Cat Was Big and Deadly—but He Picked the Wrong Victim
A LITTLE MORE DOPE. ... J. Lane Linklater 65

Don Graham Meets the Only Girl—and She is Arrested lor Murder!

OFF THE RECORD we..'... The Editor 6
A Department Where Readers and the Editor Meet

BLACK BOOK DETECTIVE. _Published quarterly by Better Publications, Inc., at 4600 Diversey Are., Chicago, 39.
1" N. L. Pines, President  Editorial and executive offices. 10 East 40th Street. New York 16. N. Y. Entered as second-class
matter November 14, 1933, at the Post Office at Chicago, 111, under Act of March 3, 1879. Copyright, 1945, by Better
Publications, Inc. Subscription (12 issues), $1.20; single copies, $.10: Foreign and Canadian postage extra. Names of all
characters used in stories and semi-fiction articles are fictitious. If the name of any living person or existing institution
is used, it is a coincidence. Manuscripts must be accompanied by a self-addressed, "stamped envelope and are submitted,
at the author's risk. In corresponding with this publication, pleasé Include your postal zone number, i 1945, i
, _issue

ay,
Read our companion magazines: Popular Sports Magazine, Popular Western, G-Men Detective, ThriIIing»Westgrr_\,»ThriIIing
Oetective, Thrilling Love, The Phantom Detective. Sky Fighters, Popular Detective, Thrilling Ranch Stories, Thrilling Won-
der Stories. Startling Stories. Thrilling Mystery Novel, Texas Rangers, Popular Love, Everyday Astrology. Detective Novel
Magazine, Range Riders Western. Thrilling Sports, West, Rio Kid Western, Exciting Love. Masked Rider” Western, Air War.
Exciting Western, Exciting Sports, Army Navy Flying Stories, and Rodeo Romances.
PRINTED IN THE U.S.A.
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RAOIO OPERATORS
below! find good jobs in
roadosstina Stations.
Aviation.
Ship Radio.

Police, and

Yau Build Th«i« and Many Other
Radio Circuits With Kits | Supply

SUPERHETERO-
DYNE CIRCUIT.

Preselector, oscillator
—mixer-first detector,

MEASURING
INSTRIi MEHT.

¥acutum tube mul-  |f. stage, diode-de-
Imeter. ~_measures  tector — ft.v.c stage
AC. DC.. RF. audio stage. Brini sgir’l
2olts. D.C. currents ge.. 9
resistance, receiver local and distant sta-
output. tions.

FREE

RADIO LESSON

1 will send you a FREE Lesson, “ Getting
Acquainted with Receiver Servicing,” to
show you how practical it Is to train for
Radio in spare time. It'a a valuable lesson.
Study It--keep it—use it—without obliga-
tion! Telia how “ Superhet” Circuit* work,
give* hint* on Receiver Servicing, Locat-
ing Defect*, Repair of Loudspeaker. I.F.
Transformer. Gang Tuning Condenser,
etc. 31 illustrations. Get your sample
lessons FREE—mail Coupon NOW!

RADIO SERVICING

[S] (left!. X I'l. Gradu-
ates operate their own
successful  full  time
Radio repair busi-
nesses. Others hold

ul jobs, make

$ a wo*k
EXTRA firing Radios
in spare time.
BROADCASTING
STATIONS (riirht)
employ N.R.l. trained
men as Operators. In-
ttillation and Main-
tenance Men and pay
well

« « S S 3

It

WILL TRAIN YOU AT HOME

Here j your opportunity to ret started in a bus
peacetime future—where capable Technicians an
In on their skill and training. So mail
copy of 64-page, illustrated book.
describes many fascinating types of Radio Jobs
trains vnu at home In spare time—how to
testing Radio Circuit* with SIX BIO KITS OF RADIO PARTS
Future Leek* Bright far Well-Trained
Radio Technicians. Operators

Keeping eld Radios working is booming the Radio Repair
business. Profits are large—and peacetime prospects are bright
too. Think of the new boom in Radio Sales and Servicing
that's coming—when new Radios are again available—when
Frequency Modulation and Electronics can he promoted—when
Television moves Into its new era of expansion!

Broadcasting Stations. Aviation Radio. Police Radio. Loud-
speaker Systems. Radio Manufacturing all employ qualified
Radio men at good pay—and most of these fields have a big
backlog of business that has built up during the war, plus
opportunities to expand Into new fields opened by wartime
development*. You may never again see a time when it Will
be easy to get a start in Radiol

Many R.ginn.r, Soon Mall* $5. SI10

u Week EXTRA in Spare Time

The day you enroll for my Course | start sending you EXTRA
MONF.Y JOB SHEETS that help show how to make EXTRA
nvm*y fixing Radios In spare time -——- ”
. »d you SIX big kits of Radio
You LEARN Radio fundamentals
grasp lesson*—PRACTI

Radio Circuits—and

tells

Pom my |Ilustrated eaay-to-
CE what you learn by bu Idlng real
use your knowledge to make EXTRA

TELEVISION. ELECTRONICS. FREQUENCY MODULATION
My Court* includes training In these new developments.

Find Out What N.R.I. Can Da For You
MAIL THE COI"PON for your FREE copy of 64-pagv book.
It's packed with Radio facts—things you never knew about
opportunities In Broadcasting, Radio Servicing, Aviation

Radlo other Radio Fields. Read the details about my Course—
*50'30 Training Method” —6 Experimental Kits—extra Money
Job Sheets. jobs Radio offers and how

See the fasclnallndg
you can train at home. Read many letters from men |
trained, telling what they are doing, earning. No obllgallon.
Just MAIL COTIRON in an_envelope or aatod on penny
po-talt—I. E. SMITH. President, Dep 0, Nallon*' Radio
Institute, Pioneer Home Study Radlo School Washington

64 PAGF BOCK
GOOd For BOth SAMPLE LESSON
MR. J. E. SMITH. President, Dept. 5E09
NATIONAL RADIO INSTITUTE Washington 9, D. C.
i Mail me FREE, without obligation.
book “Win Rich Rewards In Radio.”
Please write plainly.)

No salesman will

Age-
Name.------- — . =
Address:
City ...-State

N.R.I.
et practlcal experience and
I aendl

J. E. SMITH,
President National Radi®
Institute
Our 31st Year of Training
Men for success in Radio

efyyWI'WK&EK

Hat Own Radio Shop

*1 made $12 a
week In a store.
Now | own my
repair shop. Of-
ten clear $35
to $45 week."
— Frederick
Bell, 76 Golf
Ave., St. Johns,
Newfoundland.

Network Engineer

*1 beganN.R.I.

training when |
was 16. Am
now transmit-
ter engineer
for one of the
networks." —
Theodore
Cam pbell,
Johnstown, Pa.

HREE

calL

Sam{nle Lesson and 64-page

4FR



OFF THE RECORD

A DEPARTMENT WHERE READERS
AND THE EDITOR MEET

wanted to keep track of New York’s most
valuable gems, how would you go about it?

That's what the Black Bat wanted to find
out in MURDER ON THE LOOSE, next
issue’s thrilling novel by G. Wayman Jones.
For a wave of audacious jewel Trobberies in
Manhattan was giving the police nervous jit-
ters and there was plenty of indications that
the crooks were so ruthless and bold that
murders were going to result.

As Tony Quinn, special District Attorney,
the man who was the Black Bat, could make
no open moves. But as his blood counterpart,
a creature of the night, he could and did move
over the city like an invisible wraith. And
his loyal aides, Butch, Silk Kirby and Carol
Baldwin pursued their own investigations.

I F YOU were a very clever jewel thief and

Carol Gets a Lead

It was Carol who got the first lead. Posing
as a Iad?/'s maid, she was sent out on a job b
an employment agency specializing in hig
class domestic help. The same agency recom-
mended a boarding house which catered en-
tirely to chauffeurs, maids and similar
workers.

The room was so nice and the meals so re-
markably good that Carol was surprised. And
then things began to register. For one thing,
she noticed that at dinner, the girls frequently
brﬁged about their employers’ jewels.

rs. Carter, the proprietress, and her man-
%%er, Jacques, an _enormously fat man, plus
rs. Carter's son Compton, made no comment
on these conversations. But behind dazzling,
tPicIIf glasses, Jacques seemed to be drinking
it all in.

And next day, frequently, there would be a
jewel robbery—the victim being the woman
whose jewels had been so freely discussed.
Some times it was another woman who was
robbed.

But when Carol learned that there was a
chain of these boarding houses strung over
the city, she felt that she had stumbled on
the method by which the crooks got their
information.

Murder Stalks!

This particular night the usual conversation
was going strong with one of the girls describ-
ing a diamond necklace her mistress was going
to wear at a party that night.

At two in the morning, Carol left her room
and sneaked downstairs. There was a light in
the butler's pantry and she heard the excited
voices of Mrs. Carter and her son Compton.

“We'd better get Jacques over here,” she

said. “He told me to call him if everything
wasn't exactly right. You're sure the man
was dead?”

“1 stuck a knife into his chest right up to
the hilt,” the boy said.

Carol shivered. So the Black Bat's hunch
had been right. The killings had been done |

Find the Master Mind!

The next day when she had a chance to get
away, she hurried to Tony Quinn’'s house,
entered by the summer house tunnel and made
her report. She added also the rest she had
seen, how Jacques had come, taken the boy’s
bloody shirt to destroy and the diamond neck-
lace which he said would have to_ be turned
over to a certain party for appraisal before
Compton got his cut.

“So there is someone behind this,” Quinn
said thoughtfully. “There would have to be a
clever master mind. Any idea who it is?”

“No, though Jacques probably does.”

But Jacques was not the kind of man who
could be scared, as Butch found out. Though
fat, the man was almost as strong as the
massive Butch and his knowledge of judo made
him a fearsome adversary. o

It was up to the Black Bat and his little
organization to run down and unmask the
leader of this vast criminal conspiracy. _So
once more, Tony Quinn, the crusader against
crime, donned his hood and mask and the
Black Bat went forth by night to hunt down
the men who lived by murder.

An Exciting Crime Chase

It was a chase filled with excitement and
danger. Carol herself was the first casualty.
Boldly searching Jacques’ house, she discov-
ered a complete jeweler's workshop, with all
the tools necessary for cutting up stones,
bracelets, rings and similar gew-gaws. She
had no chance to report to Tony Quinn. The
blow came out of the darkness and she never
saw who hit her.

From there on it was a double quest for
the Black Bat. To find the master criminal
and find the 8Ir| he loved—before they decided

(Concluded on page 80)



MUSIC LESSONS

for/essth an

FOUND ACCORDION EAST

"1've always wanted to play the Diano MH
cordlon.” writes *BL E. from Canada. "But
thought I'd never learn It. Then | read about
your lessons. | don't know how to express m
satisfaction.”

BEST METHOD BY FAR

"Enclosed is my last examination sheet for
my course in Tenor Banjo. This completes
my course. | hare taken lessons before under
teachers, but my instructions with you were
by far the best*—*A. 0, Minn.

¢Actual pupils’ names on request. Pictures by
professional models.

SIMPLE AS A-B-C

Yet It™* from the famous “Merry Widow" Wolfx

rMmv,-—--——-- r -
_d\ = rij
V -- 6jr\ \ /

You, too, can leam to
Quickly, easi

YOU SAY you'd love to learn
music but can't afford a private
teacher? Then listen to this
You can now learn to play your
favorite instrument — as thousands
of others have — for LESS THAN
SEVEN CENTS A DAY! And that
email sum covers everything — in-
cluding sheet music! It doesn't take
long, either. You can learn to play
quicker than you ever dreamed
possible!
Learn to play by playing Real Tunes
Yes, that's exactly what you do. From
the start you acually play familiar melodies.
As you master one. you go on to another.
How Is it possible? Well, you learn by
a modern method that does away with
humdrum scales and exercises.
You spend your time playing
interesting pieces from real
notes. It's really FUN learn-
ing to play this modern way
—it makes practicing a pas-
time instead of a bore. More
than 750,000 pupils have en-
rolled for this amazing course.

I am interested
checked below. Please send
to Learn Musio at Homo,”

/*achbyf

LEARNED QUICKLY

AT HOME
"1 didn't dream 1 could
actually learn to play
without a teacher ... |
had always heard 16
couldn't be done. You

can imagine my surprise
when after 3 or 4 weeks
I found 1 could play reai
tunes. Now when | play
people will hardly believe
that I learned to play so
well in so short a time.
Any person who takes your
piano course and studies
it cannot help but learu
to play.” *H. C. S,
California.

playyour favorite instrument
J-rigntinyour own home!

A Sound Method

The secret of this method th3t has
taught thousands to play is simple. It's
based on the fact
that the lessons not

only tell you what
to do. in the
printed instructions.
They actually show
you — with large,
clear pictures—
what positions to
take—every move to

NOTICE
Please don't confuse
the U. S. School of
Music method with
any system of
teaching music “ b
ear" or tric
charts. Our method
teaches you to play

by actual notes —
not by any trick or
number system.

make. You read
how to play a tune
—you see how to
play it—then you
play it and hear how it goes. A teacher &fi
your side couldn't make it more clear.

Print and Picture Sample — FREE

If you're really interested in learning
music quickly and easily—and with littlo
expense, send for our Free Booklet and
Free Print and Picture Sample today.
Don't wait. Fill in the coupon now—check-
ing your favorite instrument U. S. School
of Music. 2945 Brunswick Bldg., New York
10, N. Y. Forty-seventh year. (Est 1898.)

'

U. S. School of Music, 2945Brunswick B!dg., New York 10, N.Y. |
In music study,

particularly in the Instrument 1
me vour free illustrated booklet. “How
and the Free Print and Picture Sample.

From the above diagram you can see for yourself how

easy it is to learn by this Print and Picture method.
You simply look at the musio and diagram and see I
In a few minutes you will find
"Merry Widow Walt*.”

which notes to strike.
yourself playing the famous

— w1
Plano Piano Accordion  Tenor Banjo  Modern Elementary 1
Guitar ) Plain Accordion Ukulele Harmony
Hawaiian Guitar ~Saxophone Clarinet Mandolin -
Violin Trumpet. Cornet ~ Trombone Practical Finger
Piccolo Reed Organ Flute Control i
Nam: —— —

(Please print)

City State.....

. If you ar® under 16 years of ago parent must sign coupon.

'
*§ave"2T7TITck 7?upo’\ ™tT"sen"™ postcard



your own boss/

aiOW, more than ever before, fs the right time to start a small

lvl profitable business ofyour own. ..

or train yourself for a prac-

tical money-making trade in which you can be INDEPENDENT.
TODAY. . . take your first step, without cost or any obligation..

Just mail coupon— |
and by return mail
you will get full in-
formation on the
courses listed here.

REAL

SUCCESS be a professional man!
Practical training on how to ron a profitable.real estate business
of yout own. Illustrated self-study lessons on farm and suburban
properties, downtown operating. Gain a working knowledge of
mortgages, listings, sales techniques,appraisals, property manage-
ment, commercial leasing, contracts, etc. Real estate is the foun-
dation of ait wealth | Rush coupon below for NEW facts you

practical REFRIGERATION

Brand Naw Streamlined Course forquick
training. Authoritative step-by-step instruc-
tion on servicing household refrigerators ...
how to install, operate, repair. Easy-to-
follow illustrated directions on trouble-
shooting, parts replacement, testing.
Coversquick-freeze units,lockers.water
coolers, freon, air-conditioning systems, etc.
Amazinglow prize! Freedetails, see coupon.

mechanics

Let this PRACTICAL, LOW-PRICED course

f get you started in the auto renair trade. Good

mechanics make big money NOW . .. and have a
greatfuture! Self-training lessons show

exactly what to do and how to do it. It teaches

servicing on all makes of cars . . . adjust-

e r <ments, tune-ops, etc. Clearly written and

« | illustrated bK/IEX ert engineers. Satisfaction

® = or refund. ail coupon for FREE details..

carpentry—building—estimating

“ BIO"OPPORTUNITIES FOR MEM
with the KNOW-HOW* There's a
great future in the building trades
.. .for trained men. Hereareop-to*
date lessons on how to plan, build,
remodel houses. How-to-do-it In-
structions on stair building, steel
square, roofing, painting and dec-
orating, etc. Send for full informa-
tion FREE . . . mail coupon below!

what to invent—how to invent

MECHANICAL DRAWING, DESIGN-
ING, BLUEPRINT READING
Practical conrse for wide-awake practical men.
IDEA how to get them, develop them, pro-
tect them and promote them! Expert informa-
tion on how to turn your imagination into money,
rius illustrated self-study [essons on basic me-
chanical movements and devices.
mail coupon below for FREE details.

watch and clock repairing

LeamatHome—InYourSpareTirre

Prepareforahappyfutureofprosper-

ity, security... and get a big-pay job

now.Fascinating,high-grade occn pa-

tion. You can EARN WHILE YOU LEARR

Excellent field for part-time work at borne.

Practical Course in HOROLOGY

Thorough self-instruction training In

American and Swiss watches, clocks.

Special eectionson alarmclock repairs.

Interesting. LEARN-BY-DOING in-

struction method. Learn QUICKLY,

easily. No previous experience neces-

sary. WATCHMAKING IS BASIC TRAINING FOR AIRCRAFT
INSTRUMENT WORK and other scientific precision jobs.

Amazing Low Price! « Money-Back Guarantee

]
Get into this fast-growing field NOW. .. big opportunit[))/._.. don't
delay. Mail coupon below for FREE Information. No obligation.

locksmithing and key making
PRACTICAL UP-TO-DATECOURSE

How topick locks, de-code, make master-keys, A
repair, Install service, etc.' New. self-introo-1
tion lessons for every handyman,home-owner, |
carpenter,mechanic,8crviceptatjon6peratpr, \
fix-jt shop, hardware dealer, gunsmith. JX*

53 Easy lllustrated Lessons
Low Price | Satisfaction guaranteed or
money back. Writenow. ..noobligation!

practical RADIO servicing

SELF-INSTRUCTION COURSE

Teachesyou the practical side of radio..
repair, adjustment, operation, alteration,
trouble-shooting. N O previous knowledge
necessary. Large clear lllustrations, dia-
grams,charts, etc. = ERESTING
STEADY WORK!1setop aradio
repair Bhop of your own—or prepare for
boom!ng fndustrial electronics. Thisnse-

ful, how-to-do-it course brings you all

the fundamentals. Including mathe-

matics, review questions, problems,

answers. Strictly op-to-date. Low

price.. Coupon below will bring

70a fall Information ?/CIU want

immediately. Mail it fn today |

H H L]
Your Big Opportunity!
847lesson course on proved, tested, up-
to-date, profitable methods. Amazing
treasure-house of the best mail order
plans and practices. How to startyour mail
order businesson a smallone-man scale.. =
howto keep itgrowingmore and more prof-
itable month after month. Money-making FACTS.
Sensational details...FREE. Mail coupon below!

1 100-page book,,, mail this now!

INSURE YOUR FUTURE i NEUON COMPANY,DIPT.8C06,321 $.WABASH AVE.,CHICAGO 4,UL.T

L] 11 L] ilfc*
Mail This Co\lﬁ/pon TIO(Yay!WI S

on this cou#)on check the subjects that interest you. ¢
Our world-famous copyrighted Success-Catalog will
bringcomplete details. FREE .. no cost, no obligation.

NELSON COMPANY '™

321S.Wabash Ave.,Dept.8E 06,Chicago4, 111 ] cITy

_ pjeasesendme—Free and without obligation—illustrated Success-Catalog containing !
information about the subject (or subjects) I've checked below.No salesman will call.
Watch and Clock Repairing.
Practical Radio_Servicing.
Mail Order Business.

] Locksmithing.

Real Estate.
i Carpentry.

Refrigeration.
Auto Mechanics.

ZONE..
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Give me 10 Minutes a Day
learn MyTimetested Secrets of Strength

I'll teach you the *“Progressive Power Method" .through which
| rebuilt myself from a physical wreck the doctors condemned
to die at '15, to the holder of more strength records than any
other living athlete or teachert “Progressive Pcwer" has proven
its ability to build the strongest, handsomest men in the world.
And 1 atand ready to show you on a money back basis—that hO
matter how flabby or puny you are | can do the aame for you
right in your own home. Through my proven secrets | bring
to life new power in you inside and out, until YOU are fully
satisfied you are the man you want to be. MY TIME TESTED
METHODS RE-BUILD YOU.

HOVE TO YOUK4EIP IM ONE NIGHT
Sentf'enly 25c in full payment for my test course “Moulding A
Mighty Arm.” Try it for one night! Experience the thrilling strength
that will surge through your muscles.

READ WHAT ™ ESE FAMOUS PUPILS
ISAY ABOUT JOWETT

A. PABSAMOST, Jmrettetrained
athlete wh*»*« rimed AmerteaT
tint price =winner for Phjiiesl
Perfection.

mrmelh &IM» Of Souh AR

<mq everything to
J«Well melhed*“ Loo* at this
rivrft—then consider the value of
the Jvwril Coursesl

w ff.hu 5

n er,d Jowett'% big Photo Book

I waat TWICE si many red-blooded Americaai le Hart as iho
feed to Mighty StroAgfh THIS MONTH. »e. with Coups*.ordor.
1 offer FREE of farther eoii, ell S W»» 14 F,rovs h?*de Secrett]

T Intllll Ste rltA of ‘Commando Self Detente Tactks
0% To dblv*d ,0ync eic

Stcstll]lef "Strong Man Stunts Made Easy
—a. thitkt 1 5>U oovtM »

el *1 of "The World's Cresteat Knockout Pm

erjlTBP $ for O limited time onIy

(.9

BUILD A BODY
YOU'LL BE PROUD OF

Send fer These

FIVE Famous Courses
NOW in BOOK FORM

ONLY 25c¢ EACH Henm
or ALL 5 for SI

At la#t, Jowett's world-famous muicTe-

building courses, are available in book

form to all readers of this publication

at sn extremely low price of 25 cents estlif All 5
for only St.00. You owe it to your country, to your
family, and to yourself, to make yourself physically
fit now1 Start at once to improve your physique by
following Jowftt*» simple, easy method ol muscle*
building!

10-DAY TRIAL OFFER!

Think of ft--aft five of these famou* coume-booka
for only ONE DOLLAR—or any one of them for

y°ur* n°t delighted with these famous
muscle-building books— if you don't actually FEEL
results within ONE WEEK, send them back and
your money will be promptly refunded!

Don t let this opportunity get away from you!
rmrond £*««—** ending the FREE GIFT
COUPON at one# you receive a FREE copy of

JCW*U b0OOk* "Serves of Steel. M,, des

HOW TO MOLD * 1

JOWETT INSTITUTE OF PHYSICAL CULTURE
230 Fifth Ave.. Dept. 675, New York 1, N. Y.

MAVE ORDER-COUPON  NOW

INSIDE STRENGTH SECRETS -+
I Sand PHOTO BOOK of STRONG MEN fi
Jowatt Institute of Physical Culture
Bomdkr return mail, prepaid. UM courses efteol

T el >e * rmg—

DAU s (Cartel fee........ tl p Meldin* Mififty Ugs.ZSo
G MoldIRa S Mishtv Arm :s« Q UaMiwe » Mlehty ertp 2Jc
G Meisias a Mighty Back 2Sc C Molding a MightyChest 25<

TV AC O, 15 Plus pottage.1 N> eycart leu

C5
tnas tl asst C.0

PiMts Prlat Plainly

ADDRESS,

munsnsanmm ssasi3

f MOW TO Hr*r>

230 Fifth Avenue. Dept. 675, New York 1, N.T .
GeoreeT. Jowett: Your prepetmo?/I looks good to vgde



Inventor

RUPTURED MEN

SENT on
TRIAL!

NOW-

when every
man-hour counts

F YOUR doctor says you

have reducible rupture,
and advises a proper-fitting
support, don’t delay but get
free details aboutthe Brooks
at once. It will be sent on
trial to prove its merits. In
trying it you risk no money.

Learn About My Perfected

RUPTURE INVENTION!

1VTHY worry and suffer from
W the pain and discomfort of
rupture if we can help you?
Learn now about my perfected
invention for most forms of re-
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THE MARKED MAH

By G. WAYMAN JONES

To Talk to Sidney Trexel Meant Death —Until Tony Quinn,
Wrecker of Criminals, Stepped into the Case and Began Tracing
a Sinister Pattern of Death and Plunder that Defied Solution!

CHAPTER |
Murder in a Crowd

IDNEY TREXEL was forty-five. He
was still slim, and his dark brown hair
showed no streaks of silver. He had a
pugnacious jaw, keen, observing eyes and,
being a wealthy dealer in bonds, dressed to
fit the part.
As a rule, Sidney Trexel was quite calm,
taking matters in their course and rarely
showing any alarm. But as he emerged from

his private dwelling in midtown Manhattan,
he seemed to be almost on the verge of panic.

He stood in the doorway for several min-
utes, carefully scrutinizing the people who
walked up and down the street. Satisfied
that they presented no danger, Trexel began
walking rapidly North. He reached the cor-
ner, slowed up and tried to be casual about
entering the avenue. There he stopped again
and looked around.

A newsdealer called his name, and Trexel
gave a start of alarm, which he quickly con-
qguered. Digging into his pocket for change,

A COMPLETE BOOK-LENGTH BLACK BAT NOVEL
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he bought a late edition and began opening
the pages, scanning the headlines quickly.

“Nice night, Mr. Trexel,” the newsdealer
said affably.

Trexel didn't reply. Instead, he placed the
newspaper on the small counter and avidly
read a short article which had to do with
the release of three men from prison.

“Something worrying you, Mr. Trexel?”
;c]hzla newsdealer persisted. “Maybe 1 can
elp.”

Trexel smiled thinly.

“l wish you could, Joe. | wish anyone
could, but it's something I must handle my-
self. By the way, you can see my house from
here. Have you noticed anyone watching
it?”

“Well, I ain't looked steady at it, sir. When
I did glance that way though, | didn't see
anything worth noticing.”

“Thanks.” Trexel dropped a coin on the
counter. “If you do see anyone acting sus-
piciously, it's worth twenty dollars if you get
the information to me.”

“My eyes are glued on your house, Mr.
Trexel,” the newsdealer said. “I'll watch it
until two in the morning, when | close up.
Thanks for a chance to make twenty bucks.”

Trexel nodded, walked away and appar-
ently forgot all about his newspaper. The
newsdealer watched him merge with the
crowd, shrugged and started to fold the pa-
per for resale. Out of curiosity though, he
turned it around and looked at the article
which Trexel had found so interesting. It
wasn't much.

FUTURIST LEADERS RELEASED
FROM PRISON

The days of the Black Legion and the
K.K.K. and that society known as The Futur-
ists, were brought back to mind today with
the release from prison of George Wayne, Ed-
mund Glover and Ted Slater. They served a
full seven year term, with some months off
for_exemplary behavior. o

The Futurists was an organization on a na-
tionwide basis given to great mumbo-jumbo,
the wearing of fantastic regalia, militaristic
meetings and a ﬂeneral fraud instituted upon
its members. The dues—which were large—
were absorbed by organization officials for
their personal use.

The three ex-convicts stated that they had
no plans to resume their once potent order.

The newsdealer shrugged. It was none of
his business anyway, except that Mr. Trexel
was a steady and good customer. He didn't
want anything to happen to him. He looked
down the street at Trexel's house and re-
solved to get that twenty-dollar reward if he
could.

Sidney Trexel, meanwhile, stopped in at a
tobacco store where he was also we!! known.
He nervously fumbled with a roll of bills,

passed one of them to the clerk and was
handed a box of cigars. He opened and in-
spected them, nodded in satisfaction, and
;[]he box was wrapped in brown paper for

im.

“Well, Mr. Trexel,” the clerk said, “what
do you think of the war these days? The
Japs are getting what they deserve. Boy, am
| glad to see them blasted!”

“We all are.” Trexel tried to smile. “Per-
sonally, | haven't read the war news these
past few days. 1've been—ah—terribly busy.
Yes, very busy. Keep several boxes of my
cigars in stock, will you? 1I'm smoking more
than usual of late.”

Trexel went out on the street again, hesi-
tating at the doorway, turning his head first
in one direction and then another. Finally,
he stepped into the crowd like a swimmer
daring the water on a northern December
day.

The tobacco store clerk rang up the sale
and went back to talking with another cus-
tomer who wasn't in quite so much of a
hurry.

“If 1 ever saw a man who expected to meet
trouble, Trexel is the guy,” this clerk mused.

~m"HE customer looked up in time to see
d® Trexel disappear at the end of the win-

OW.

“That's Sidney Trexel, the Wall Street
man, isn't it? Maybe he's had a little trou-
ble on the market.”

“That man,” the clerk said, “never showed
any worry before, even when he got trimmed.
There's a lot more than business that's wor-
rying him.”

Trexel glanced at his watch and then
walked rapidly east to a public garage where
he kept his sedan. Some minutes later, he
drove out and proceeded downtown. It was
almost eight o’clock, quite dark, and the
streets were well crowded with pre-theatre
and after-dinner throngs.

Trexel stopped at a corner and sat behind
the wheel waiting and once more scanning
the pedestrians. Now, however, he seemed
less nervous. Then he blew his horn one
short blast, opened the door and stepped to
the sidewalk.

A man of about his age was approaching
with outstretched hand. Trexel tucked his
box of cigars under one arm as he welcomed
the man. The newcomer was darker than
Trexel, stouter by forty pounds, but just as
carefully and tastefully dressed.

“Glad to see you, Cliff,” Trexel said heart-
ily. “Meeting like this on a street corner
isn't exactly the way | like to do business,
but I'm tremendously worried. Our business
matter couldn’'t wait, of course, and that's
why | arranged to pick you up here. Get
into my car, and I'll tell you the entire story.”



Baffling Trail of Three

Trexel turned toward the car door, stepped
upon the running board and then spun
around quickly. CIiff Farraday had uttered
a sharp scream. Now he was clutching with
both hands at his chest, and blood welled
between the fingers.

He swayed from side to side, like a puppet
with its strings removed whose jointed knees
hadn’t quite started to buckle yet. Farraday's
knees finally did buckle. He crashed for-
ward, hit the rear fender of Trexel's car,
rolled off it and sprawled on the sidewalk.

Cliff Farraday had screamed from pain, but
Trexel's scream was louder, for it was in-
duced by sheer terror. As he screamed, he
ducked and all but slid beneath h?s car.

Mysterious Ex-Convicts!

directly above his heart. He straightened
and gave crisp orders to the policemen who
gathered around.

“He’'s been shot,” McGrath said. “Looks
to me as if the bullet came from high up.
Probably from one of the windows in the
buildings across the street. Seal off the
block. One of you put in a call for the emer-
gency squad. Snap into it. This is murder.”

The word brought a dismal groan from
Trexel. McGrath was looking at the build-
ings across the street, studying those win-
dows he could see. On the fourth floor of
the edifice directly across the way, one win-
dow was open.

“Flanagan!” McGrath called one of the

THE BLACK BAT

Pedestrians came to an abrupt stop. No-
body seemed quite capable of figuring out
just what happened. Then an authoritative
voice called orders for the gathering crowd
to break up. A rather short, compactly-built
man wearing a derby hat, was busy pinning
a gold badge on the lapel of his coat as he
hurried toward the scene.

He was Captain McGrath of the Detective
Bureau. From a point halfway down the
block, he'd been attracted by Farraday’s yell,
watched him buckle and knew instantly what
had happened. Patrolmen and two traffic
cops were hurrying up too, and a radio car
came to a quick stop.

McGrath bent over Farraday’'s form, raised
the man and took a quick look at the wound

13

radio patrolmen back. “Take two men and
see what's behind that open window. Pay
particular attention to that building.”

Trexel extracted himself from his odd po-
sition, half under the car. He arose slowly
and warily. His face was ashen, his hands
shook badly. He picked up the paper-
wrapped box of cigars which had fallen to
the sidewalk.

“What's it all about, mister?” McGrath
asked. “Or are you just an innocent by-
stander?”

“l—I'm the man for whom that—that bul-
let was intended,” Trexel gasped. “Get me
out of here. They may be watching. They
may try again, and next time they’ll succeed.”

“What is this?” McGrath demanded.



14 BLACK BOOK DETECTIVE

"HAREXEL seized the detective captain’s
* arm in a shaky grip. “I tell you it should
have been me lying there dead or dying. Not
Cliff Farraday. I've got to find cover of
some sort.”

“Get into the car,” McGrath ordered and
drew his gun. He climbed into the car too.
“Now give me the low-down on this. What
did you mean by saying the bullet was meant
for you—not the man who was killed?”

“Exactly that"—Trexel glanced at the
badge,—“Captain. They've been after me
ever since they got out of prison. Sooner or
later they had to catch up. I've even been
afraid to visit my office. | had some urgent
business with Farraday, so | asked him to
meet me here. | thought it might be
safer. . ..”

“Who's after you? And why?”

“l—I1 don’t think | shall elaborate right
now, Captain. In the first place, I'm so
frightened | can hardly concentrate. | heard
the bullet whiz past my ear and strike poor
Farraday. l—saw him die, and | knew it
should have been me.”

“And in the second place?”
growled.

“What | have to say is—well—confidential.
I really should tell it only to someone of im-
portance. Like the District Attorney. You
see, the information | have also involves me.
Oh, I'll talk all right. I'll even give you the
names of the men who tried to murder me
and Killed Farraday instead.”

“Have it your own way,” McGrath grum-
bled. “Only I'm a Detective Captain, and I
carry some weight. Here comes Flanagan.
He looks as if he found something.”

“Pray that he found the men who fired
that shot,” Trexel said fervently. “If he
didn’'t, I'm doomed!”

McGrath rolled down the car window, and
Flanagan made his report.

“You were right, Captain. That room with
the open window—it's unoccupied. But there
were cigarette butts on the floor, and the
door had been forced.”

McGrath climbed out of the car.

“Get in, Flanagan, and guard this man.
Keep your gun handy. Somebody is after
him, and they mean business. I'm going
across the street and see what happened.”

McGrath proceeded straight to the room
with the open window. It liadn’t been oc-
cupied for some time, and there was consid-
erable dust about the premises. There was
no furniture.

Cigarette butts—two brands—were strewn
around the floor, along with matches and
empty match containers. A pair of cheap
binoculars lay on the floor just beneath the
window, and further prowling brought forth

McGrath

a single .38-calibre cartridge shell. McGrath
rolled this between his fingers.

“Here is where the Killers were.” McGrath
reviewed the case mentally. “They must

have known that Trexel and the dead man
were going to meet across the street and
waited here. They lined up the target with
those glasses and then fired one shot. It
missed Trexel and got the other fellow. This
is ajob for a man with brains. | can handle
it, but Trexel insists |1 take him to the D.A.
before he'll talk.”

“We can handle things here, Captain,” a
radio car sergeant said. “Go ahead and take
this suspect to the D.A.”

“l didn’'t call him a suspect,” McGrath
snapped. “He was standing right in front
of Farraday when it happened. The bullet
was intended for him, but he must have
moved just as the murderer pulled the trig-
ger, and Farraday got it by mistake.

“I'll send finger-print men over here.
Don’t move around the room too much, and
keep everybody else out.”

McGrath went back to the car. Flanagan
exchanged places with him. Trexel sat be-
hind the wheel, still badly effected by his
close shave with death.

“Start the car,” McGrath ordered. “I'm
taking you to see the Special District Attor-
ney who handles things like this. His name
is Tony Quinn. Is he high enough, and has
he brains enough so you'll talk?”

“I'll tell any District Attorney what I
know, and | want you to be there too, Cap-
tain. You handled things very efficiently
indeed—so far. | desperately need your
help. Yours as well as Quinn’s. | say—isn't
Mr. Quinn a blind man?”

“So they tell me,” McGrath grunted.
they tell me.”

“But a blind man—
mildly.

“Mister,” McGrath sighed, “if you con-
vince Quinn you need his help, things will
happen fast. He can’t see with his eyes, but
he certainly hears, smells and knows things.
Turn left at the next corner.”

“gg

”

Trexel objected

CHAPTER 11
Special D.A.

APTAIN McGRATH and
Trexel stopped in front of
a large, comfortable look-
ing house at the end of
the street. The yard was
nicely landscaped, there
was a neat fence around
the premises and a garden
at the back of the house.
Affixed to the fence, be-
side the gate, was a name
plate reading TONY
QUINN.

McGrath rang the bell, and the door was
opened by a man of medium build and
height. He was almost entirely bald, was
quietly dressed, had keen eyes and a thin



Crammed tightly within the limits of the trunk, lay the body of the missing man, his throat
slashed (Chapter X)
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face. He instantly gave the impression of
being smooth as an oil slick.

“Good evening, Captain,” he said.

“Hello, Silk,” McGrath growled. He didn’t
like this servant of Tony Quinn’s, and the
feeling was quite mutual. “Is Quinn home?”

“Mr. Quinn,” Silk accented the first word,
“is home, naturally. Being blind he doesn’t
gad about, sir. Will you step in, please?”

McGrath and Trexel followed Silk down
the corridor to an open door from which
only the flickering light of a fireplace ema-
nated. Trexel saw Quinn a moment later.

He sat in a rather old, overstuffed chair
in front of the fireplace. There was a cane
between his knees and he was leaning for-
ward, his head cocked just a trifle, in the po-
sition a blind man assumes when he depends
upon his hearing to tell him things.

Quinn was a firmly built man with a rugged
chin, dark brown hair and firm, even lips.
His eyes were blank and staring—the eyes
of a man totally blind. About them were
deep scars, etched into his flesh by a power-
ful acid. He wore a smile of genuine wel-
come, and it seemed almost to light up the
sightless eyes.

“Hello, Captain,” Quinn said heartily and
his hand reached out vaguely. “I'm glad you
came. | was just beginning to grow a bit
bored with this private little world of mine.
How are you, and who is with you?”

“Glad to see you,” McGrath took Quinn’s
hand and spoke somewhat grudgingly, like a
man who really meant what he said, but re-
sented the words and the sentiment behind
them. “I've brought a man named Sidney
Trexel. He's a broker.”

Trexel took the proffered hand offered in
his general direction.

“l guess I'm lucky,” he said, “to have
someone like you interested in my problem,
and believe me it is a problem. | remember
the days when you were a crusading district
attorney, Mr. Quinn. | guess | idolized you
about as much as anyone.”

Quinn’s smile turned rueful.

“Now look at me! However, | have no
real complaint to make, and I'm on the Dis-
trict Attorney’s staff again. Doing the work

I like. Under a handicap, but we manage,
eh, Captain?”
“Yes. Yes, indeed,” McGrath grumbled.

“A short while ago somebody shot at Mr.
Trexel—right at the corner of West and
Carmody Streets. Trexel moved as the shot
was fired, and the bullet killed a man named
Cliff Farraday—a friend of Mr. Trexel's.
They'd been standing there talking.”

“Only for a second or two,” Trexel said.
“l had just warned Farraday | was in great
danger, and | started to get into my car. |
heard no shot, but | did hear the whiz of the
bullet. Then Farraday screamed, and | dived
und%r the car. That bullet was meant for
XnS,

Tony Quinn made a steeple of his fingers.

“Tell me, Mr. Trexel—why you are so cer-
tain that Farraday died in your place.”

Trexel sat down, leaned forward and
dropped his voice.

“Almost six years ago,” he said, “l was an
official of The Futurists. Do you remember
them?”

“Yes,” Quinn said. “They were a nation-
wide organization, fashioned something on
the lines of the old Black Legion or the Klu
Klux Klan. As | recall it, the Futurists
abandoned their ideas when it was discov-
ered that the officers were using the mem-
bership dues solely to line their own pockets.”

“Quite right,” Trexel said. “l was one of
the officials. Don’t laugh. In those pre-war
days, organizations with hoods and uniforms
flourished. | believed in the outlined prin-
ciples of The Futurists. | honestly thought
the order would help to create a new and
better world.

“Then | discovered that the men who
started this movement were interested only
in what they could get out of it. Fancy re-
galia was one of the essentials—a uniform
cost fifty dollars. The organization made a
straight twenty-five dollar profit on the deal.

“Doesn’t sound like much, but multiply it
by the thousands who joined up. Add the
dues—nominal, I'll grant, but never spent on
furthering the organization.”

“Three or four of the higher-up officers
went to prison, didn’t they?” Quinn asked.

“George Wayne, Edmund Glover and Ted
Slater. They got seven year terms and were
released from prison three or four days ago.
They are the men who want to kill me.”

“Why?”

TTREXEL hesitated.

“m “l| saw through their schemes some
years ago. | knew their aims were just talk,
and that they intended to take as much cash
from the members as possible and then ab-
scond. | couldn’t stand that, sir. | went to
the authorities and told them the entire story.
Later | threw myself upon the mercy of the
court which passed sentence upon all those
involved.”

“You did not go to prison?” Quinn was
highly interested.

“1 was given a suspended term of two years
because | proved my part was quite innocent,
and | risked my good name by coming for-
ward to expose the whole crooked deal. |
think you will find, in the court records, oral
threats against me uttered by those three
men.”

Quinn brought both hands down against
the arms of his chair and hunched himself
around so that he was facing in Captain
McGrath's general direction.

“What did you learn, Captain?”

“l saw Farraday go down,” McGrath said.
“Nobody seemed to hear any shooting. | lo-
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cated a room in a building across the street
from which the shot was fired. Evidence—
cigarette butts and matches—showed more
than one person waited there until Mr. Trexel
got into position as a target.

“May | use your phone? The finger-print
boys and the Medical Examiner ought to
have something to report by this time.”

As McGrath spoke, Silk quietly carried a
portable telephone into the room and
plugged it in. He placed the phone on a
table, pushed a chair beneath McGrath,
bowed and withdrew.

No movie butler could have been more
polished, but McGrath had a dreadful fear
that the chair would be pulled from beneath
him at the crucial moment.

Quinn was talking to Trexel again.

“Who knew that you had an appointment
to meet Farraday at that corner, Mr.
Trexel ?”

“I've been afraid to go to my office ever
since those three men were released. | knew
they'd try to kill me. They took an oath on
that. Farraday and | had some business.

“1 phoned him and asked him to meet me
at the corner. Or, no—he called my office,
and | relayed the message through my secre-
tary Larry Vaughan.”

“Would anyone besides Vaughan be likely
to know about the appointment?” Quinn
asked.

“l maintain an office staff of three. Two
girls work in the outer office. Then there is
my private office. Vaughan also has a pri-
vate office, which he shares with a man
named Howard Hunt who leases space from
me. Hunt is a promoter. He may have
known about it.”

“Do you trust them?”

“Of course | do. Both of them. Are you
inferring, Mr. Quinn, that they might have
tipped off those three men?”

“Obviously,” Quinn said, “someone did.
Ah, Captain McGrath, you look as if you
had some news.”

McGrath sat down.

“The Medical Examiner says Farraday
never knew what hit him. A .38-calibre slug
smashed straight through his heart. The
wound had a downward angle to it, just as
| suspected. There were no powder marks.

“In the room where the murderers lay in
wait, my men found nothing. No trace of
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prints, indicating the men wore gloves. A
pair of cheap field glasses were on the floor.
So cheap they have no manufacturer’s num-
ber or anything else by which to trace them.”

“Then 1 suggest,” Quinn said, “that you
keep an eye on Mr. Trexel. He seems to be
a marked man. Marked for murder. If you
trap these three ex-convicts, I'll see that
they are punished. Your part, Mr. Trexel,
will be co-operation. Place yourself in Cap-
tain McGrath’s hands. We shall do our best
to protect you.”

“Thanks,” Trexel arose. “l feel better. Do
you think | should risk traveling about as
usual ?”

“Why not? If those three men are out to
get you, seclusion on your part won't stop
them. Unless you can get away secretly.”

“] could, but I won't,” Trexel said. “Some-
one has to draw them into the open and the
only man is me. Thank you again. 1'll do all
| can to help.”

He and McGrath departed, escorted to the
door by Silk, who handed them their hats.
McGrath went out first, looking around care-
fully and keeping one hand on the butt of
his gun. Trexel got into the car and started
the motor.

He picked up the box of cigars, removed
the wrapping paper and opened the box. Mc-
Grath accepted one. They lit up, and Trexel
drove away.

“1 have great confidence in Mr. Quinn,” he
said. “Great confidence. Why, the way he
goes at things you'd scarcely know he was
a blind man.”

“Yeah,” McGrath's teeth clamped hard on
hi?fcigar. “Sometimes | almost doubt it my-
self.”
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CHAPTER 111
A Matter for the Black Bat

ILK KIRBY watched the
car pull away from the
curb and then walked
back to the library, where
Tony Quinn sat, staring
with sightless eyes into
the embers of the fire-
place.

“Not much to that
one,” Silk said, and his
manner was more that
of a friend than a ser-
vant.

Quinn chuckled.

“You mean as far as the Black Bat is
concerned. A man was murdered. Silk, don't
forget that. But the matter seems to be
practically settled already. We know the
motive, and we even know the identity of
the killers. All that's left to do is find them,
and the police should be quite capable of
doing that.”

“l suppose so,” Silk grumbled. “lI was
hoping we'd have a little action, sir. | saw
Carol and Butch this afternoon, and they
were hoping for the same thing. | wonder
why McGrath brought Trexel here?”

Quinn laughed.

“McGrath has only one motive. He wants
to trap me into revealing the fact that I'm
not blind and that 1 am the Black Bat. He
uses practically any excuse. Incidentally,
you might bring me the files on that Futurist
organization. 1 think there is a folder on

them.”

“Then you are interested?” Silk asked
quickly.

“Somewhat. But don't start riding high

because so far this isn't anything for the
Black Bat.”

Tony Quinn picked up his pipe, stuffed it
with tobacco and applied flame. He leaned
back to think of the days when he headed
the District Attorney’s office.

He recalled with a shudder that afternoon
in court when he was introducing certain
evidence against crooks on trial—of how
hirelings of these crooks attempted to de-
stroy the evidence by hurling acid upon it
—of how he'd turned just in time to take the
acid full in the face.

Blindness had resulted in less than two
minutes—a blindness soon pronounced per-
manent by all the prominent eye surgeons
Quinn could find. He had even traveled to
Europe before the war, seeking some remedy
and found none. Returning, he had settled
down to the monotonous existence of a
blind man, with no hope of getting his sight
back.

Other senses improved to recompense him
for the loss of his eyes. His hearing be-
came abnormally acute, his sense of touch

super-delicate. He learned how to move
about and sense the presence of impedi-
ments in his path, how to recognize voices
and even footsteps. But all of this didn't
make up for the eternal darkness.

One night a very pretty girl named Carol
Baldwin came to see him. She had a weird
proposition to offer. Her father was a po-
liceman, then dying from a bullet wound
suffered In a gun battle with crooks. He had
followed Tony Quinn’s career as a racket
buster, and now he wanted to help him.

Death being certain from the wound,
Carol's father offered to give his eyes to
Tony Quinn. On a slim chance that such
an operation might succeed, Quinn had gone
to a small Midwestern town and submitted
to the operation at the hands of a little
known but highly talented surgeon.

Carol's father died soon after, and Tony
Quinn returned home to wait. Finally he
removed the bandages. The operation was a
success. He could see—and with an added
bonus for all those months of blindness. By
some freak his vision was as good in dark-
ness as in broad daylight.

He kept his recovery a secret. As Dis-
trict Attorney, he knew what a law officer
had to contend with in the form of red tape.
A private investigator, working independent-
ly, could get much more done, take more
chances and use methods to counteract those
adopted by crooks and Kkillers.

So Tony Quinn became the Black Bat.
He was forced to wear a hood that covered
his head because the acid-etched scars
around his eyes were a dead giveaway of
his identity. The hood was black and tight
fitting. His clothing was jet black too. Very
soon the underworld breathed the name of
the Black Bat in fear.

Silk Kirby worked with him and was a
valuable ally. Silk had once been a highly
talented confidence man who had caused the
police of many cities violent headaches.
Silk’'s smoothness enabled him to work for
the Black Bat, and his skill was only out-
matched by his enthusiasm.

Carl Baldwin came to see Quinn after her
father's death and stayed on to become an-
other of the Black Bat's small band of trusted
workers. She had courage and brains and
soon proved herself highly valuable.

Between Quinn and Carol, friendship was
replaced by an unspoken love. While en-
gaged in this dangerous work, Quinn real-
ized he had no right to marry, and Carol
agreed with him.

THE fourth member of the group was
Butch O’Leary, a massive man with huge
hands and arms, a bull neck, a big. almost
ugly face and the devotion of a St. Bernard.
Butch wasn’t the most clever man alive, but
he made up for that in brute strength *nd
dogged determination.
Aided by these three, Tony Quinn prowled
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the night as the Black Bat. He broke laws
when it became necessary to break them.
He killed when there was no other alterna-
tive and—he made an enemy of Captain Mc-
Grath.

McGrath suspected that Quinn was the
Black Bat. He had tried to prove it many
times, had come dangerously close more
than once. Yet he was always beset by a
tiny element of doubt which he couldn't
shake off, although he never relaxed his
oath to put the Black Bat behind bars.

Police Commissioner Warner may have
suspected that Quinn was the Black Bat, but
Warner never delved deeply into this mat-
ter. He was well satisfied that the Black
Bat worked with the police and helped to
clear the city of criminal elements. Com-
missioner Warner looked no gift horse in
the mouth.

Silk Kirby returned with a folder on that
organization known as the Futurists. He
handed it to Quinn and then moved about
the room, drawing window shades, until
Quinn was secure and could abandon his
pretense of being totally blind.

The blank eyes became alive and bright.
They scanned the papers and old newspaper
clippings. There were pictures of the three
men convicted of fraud, full details about
them and about the order they had started
and used as a means of amassing a fortune.

For some time he sat there with his eyes
closed, puffing slowly on his pipe and think-
ing. Some of his thoughts he spoke aloud,
for Silk’s benefit.

“The three men who started that organi-
zation were very celver. Silk. If Trexel
hadn’'t exposed them, they'd have cleaned
up millions. As it is, they did rather well.
Now three men of that type, spending years
in prison, might come out even more con-
firmed criminals.”

“And even more dangerous,”
fered.

“Exactly. The fact that they almost suc-
cessfully staged an attempt on Trexel's life
is proof they made plans while in prison.
I'm wondering if the Black Bat shouldn’t
take a hand and try to round up this trio.”

“One of the Black Bat's aides is more
than willing,” Silk said with a slow grin.

“1 think they are all willing. Your part
doesn’t come just yet. Send for Carol and
Butch right away. They’ll take the initiative
in this.”

Twenty minutes later, Silk quietly in-
formed Quinn that the rest of the Black
Bat’s little band was at hand. Quinn arose,
thrust his cane under one arm and walked
purposefully toward what seemed to be just
another section of the bookcases which
lined the walls.

A hidden control opened a narrow door,
and he stepped into a laboratory which
would have made police scientists envious.
From this lab, a tunnel led to a garden

Silk  of-

As the Kkiller raised his knife, his hand was seized
and twisted (Chapter XI)
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house behind the mansion.

Exists and entrances were cleverly con-
cealed. Quinn’s residence was more or less
isolated on a dead-end street, and beside
his garden was a cross street, hardly more
than an alleyway. He and his aides could
quietly slip through the garden gate which
led off this side street, reach the garden
house and make their way to the lab.

Carol came forward to greet him. She
was a stunning blond with blue eyes, a
nice chin and a trim appearance. Quinn
took both her hands. Lumbering behind
her and towering above them both came
Butch O’Leary, an expansive smile on his
massive face.

Quinn apprised them of the situation as
rapidly as he could.

“Carol, your immediate job is to shadow
Trexel. McGrath will have a man doing
the same thing, so watch out. | want to
know where Trexel goes and whom he meets.
Whether or not he is being followed and
by whom. It's a difficult job, but you're
capable of it”

“I'm on my way,” Carol said. “It's still

early. | may be able to pick him up at his
home."
“Good.” Quinn smiled at her. “Phone

in now and then, so we'll know you're all
right. Butch, you have the work of a real
detective cut out for you.

“There are two suspects—Trexel’s secre-
tary, Larry Vaughan, and a promoter named
Howard Hunt. | know nothing about them,
and it's your task to get complete facts about
each man. Keep in the background and don’t
crack any heads—yet.”

“But later?” Butch asked hopefully.

“Perhaps. Get going, Butch, and watch
out. You may,run across the trail of three
desperate men filled with a desire for
revenge.”

¥T WAS Carol who ran across the trail

of the Killers first, however. She reached
Trexel's house ten minutes after departing
from Tony Quinn’'s laboratory. She drove
a small car and parked it up the street a bit.

Not two minutes after her arrival upon the
scene, she picked out Captain McGrath’s
man. He was parked in a doorway across
from Trexel’s home, but he stepped out now
and then to look around.

That meant Trexel was in the house, and
Carol settled down to wait for developments.
At ten o'clock a car rolled into the quiet
street, pulled up to the curb and the driver
tooted the horn once. The door of Trexel's
house opened, and he came out in a great
hurry. With hasty glances up and down
the street, he rushed for the car and got in
beside the driver.

As it pulled away, Carol's car was already
in motion and she saw the detective hail a
taxi frantically. Carol clung to the trail,
keeping her distance and doing an excellent

job of it

Trexel and the driver of the car stopped
in front of an expensive restaurant. The
driver got out first, and he seemed as nervous
as Trexel. Looking around covertly, he
finally signaled Trexel who popped out of
the car and all but raced across the side-
walk and through the revolving doors.

McGrath'’s detective went in too, and Carol
'‘adjusted her sleek brown fur coat, tilted
her hat a little more to the left and hoped
she had enough cash with her to pay for a
meal—if she had to order one.

Carol soon saw Trexel and his friend.
They were being seated at a centrally located
table where a third man was awaiting them.
All three shook hands. One thing that im-
pressed Carol was the nervousness exhibited
by the entire trio.

Each kept looking around, eyeing new-
comers suspiciously and talking in whispers
so low that it necessitated their leaning far
across the table to make themselves heard.

Finally, they appeared to agree upon
something. They arose, pushing back their
chairs. Carol was close enough to hear
Trexel instruct the waiter to call them from
the bar as soon as the meal was ready to
be served.

As they started toward the bar at the rear
of the restaurant, a rather good-looking
young man—about twenty-eight and taste-
fully dressed—hurried up. Carol held her
breath, but no trouble developed. Trexel
nodded familiarly to the young man and ad-
dressed him.

“1 nearly forgot about you, Larry. Thanks
for being prompt. Here is the envelope with
instructions for that deal | told you about
over the phone. You know Jim Banton.”

“Hello, Vaughan,” Banton said. He was
the man who had picked up Trexel at his
home. The young man, apparently, was
Larry Vaughan, whom Tony Quinn had de-
scribed as Trexel's secretary and a possible
suspect.

Carol glanced toward the big windows of
the restaurant. If Butch had started on
Vaughan's trail, he might be outside. Sure
enough, outlined against the glass was the
huge bulk of Butch O’Leary. There was
no mistaking his size.

Larry Vaughan was shaking hands with
the third member of Trexel's group, who
was addressed as Ben Dawson. Dawson was
fifty, partly bald, might have been jovial
looking had so much fear not been crammed
into his eyes.

Several restaurant patrons filed past the
four men, and for a minute or two Carol
couldn’t see them. Then she spotted Larry
Vaughan walking rapidly toward the exit.
Trexel and his companions were heading for
the bar. She also saw Butch’s hulking form
vanish from the window. Butch was still
trailing Vaughan.

Of Captain McGrath's detective, there
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was no sign, but the man might have taken
a table at some position obscured by the
decorations in the large room.

Carol ordered a meal, and was finishing
the first course when she saw Trexel’s waiter
bustle over to the bar. The three men re-
turned to their table where an appetizer had
already been served. They sat down. Ban-
ton began eating. He sipped from his water
glass, leaned back and lit a cigar.

A few minutes went by while Trexel and
Dawson carried on more of their whispered
conversation. Then Trexel addressed Ban-
ton about something, but the man didn't re-
ply. Carol looked at Banton. Her fork
dropped from her hands with a great clatter.
At the same moment Trexel half arose and
shook Banton.

Banton did appear to be asleep except that
his eyes were open. As Trexel moved him,
Banton slowly slid under the table to the
accompaniment of screams from diners at
nearby tables.

Carol arose and hurried toward the tele-
phones.

CHAPTER 1V
Frightened Men

ETURNING to her table,
Carol saw that the detec-
tive had taken charge.
Trexel sat at an adjoin-
ing table, head bowed and
held between both his
hands.

“1t was meant for me,”
he said, over and over
again. “l should be lying
there dead, not Banton.”

Captain McGrath ar-
rived in a remarkably

short time. He had never, knowingly, seen
Carol, so she felt safe in remaining there.
Working efficiently, McGrath closed all exits
to the place, waited while a doctor examined
Banton's corpse and listened to his report.

“This man,” the doctor said, “swallowed a
particularly virulent poison. It was contained
in his water glass. The stuff is tasteless, has
little odor and works very fast.”

“All right,” McGrath said. “Now who
could have slipped poison into that water
glass? Trexel, you ought to know.”

"But | don't!” Trexel groaned. “When
we first sat down at the table, that was my
chair—my glass of water. Then my secre-
tary came. | had some work for him. After
he left, Banton, Dawson and | went to the
bar for a drink.

“When we returned, Banton took my place
at the table. It made little difference, be-
cause we'd all ordered oysters on the half
shell, and the servings were exactly alike.”

“Hm,” McGrath said thoughtfully. “Some-

one saw how you were seated at the table,
poisoned your glass, Mr. Trexel and then
probably left the premises. If you three men
had reseated yourselves as before, Trexel
would be dead now.

“Johnson!” A detective came up fast. “Mr.
Trexel will tell you where his secretary can
be found. Pick him up—on suspicion of
murder if he raises a fuss. Now where is the
restaurant manager? | want to talk to the
waiter who served this table.”

Carol quietly waited until McGrath was
satisfied that the murderer had set his trap
and departed long before the poison took
effect. Then she left the restaurant with all
the other patrons. As she reached the curb,
a shabby looking coupe pulled up, the door
opened, and Carol promptly got in.

The man behind the wheel was dressed in
black and wore a large black-brimmed hat
pulled well down over his face to hide the
tell-tale scars around the eyes. Tony Quinn,
as the Black Bat, was in action.

He drove to a quiet sidestreet and stopped
the car. Carol told him everything that hap-
pened in careful detail.

“Then Larry Vaughan could have poisoned
that water,” the Black Bat said. “But so
could anyone who passed the table. It looks
as though another attempt at Trexel's life
went wrong, and another innocent man
died.”

“It's a lucky thing,” Carol said softly, "that
the murderers don't try to get Trexel with
a machine-gun. There’s no telling how many
innocent people would be killed. And I know
very well that Trexel's two friends were al-
most as frightened as he. From now on,
people will avoid Trexel as if he had leprosy.”

The Black Bat nodded.

“1 checked on Trexel. In my role as Spe-
cial District Attorney, | contacted the trial
lawyers and talked to them about the Futur-
ist organization. Everything Trexel said was
the truth.

“He got tired of watching people buncoed
by those three officials. He reported the
whole thing and even stood trial himself.
Wayne, Glover and Slater really did curse
him after they were sentenced to prison—
and promised Trexel he'd eventually pay.”

“It looks as if Trexel's friends are doing
the paying,” Carol sighed. “And where do
we begin? That is, unless you have a line
on the whereabouts of those three Futurist
men.”

“1 haven't,” the Black Bat admitted rue-
fully. “They left prison, bought tickets for
New York and have dropped completely out
of sight. In accordance with Parole Board
regulations, they all had jobs, but never
showed up to claim them.”

“How can we hope to locate them?” Carol
queried. “They must have a good hiding
place."

“Of course, but—they must also have a
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contact man. Someone who can watch
Trexel and set the stage. Wayne, Glover
and Slater couldn’t move around very much.
Every policeman in town has had a look at
their rogue’s gallery photographs. That con-
tact man may be Larry Vaughan or Howard
Hunt, who rents office space from Trexel.”

“Butch followed Vaughan,” Carol said
quickly. “That leaves Hunt. Suppose |
watch him?”

“l was about to suggest that,” the Black
Bat said. “Butch found an opportunity to
phone me while Vaughan was telephoning
someone else. Butch thinks something may
be up. Vaughan acted rather suspicious.

“He did do a little work on Hunt, but
learned practically nothing except that the
man is single and has been in town only a
few months. He lives at the Vickery Hotel.”

“I'll look him up,” Carol said, “if you'll
drop me somewhere near his hotel. With
Butch watching Vaughan, and Trexel taken
care of by Captain McGrath, we have the
ground quite well covered.”

“Except for Ben Dawson,” the Black Bat
said. “He may have noticed something—
perhaps he may have seen someone approach
the table close enough to drop that poison
into the glass.”

NAROL shook her head.

“1 think that was done while the three
men were at the bar. People passed the table
every few minutes. Sometimes there was a
whole column of them.”

“I'll see Dawson anyway,” the Black Bat
reiterated, “after | visit Larry Vaughan.
Silk is home, fuming a bit and waiting for
reports. Keep him advised, and good luck,
Carol.”

She started to get out of the car on a de-
serted side street.

“Tony—it puzzles me a little. Our objec-
tive is to find three known ex-convict Killers,
but we're only watching the victims of those
killers. Do you hope to pick up a trail lead-
ing to their hideout that way?”

“How else?” the Black Bat parried.
“They're holed up snugly somewhere, but
they must have a contact man. Locate him,
and we have the lead we require so badly.
You may safely consider Howard Hunt as
the possible contact man, so be careful.”

Carol watched the coupe turn the corner
and vanish. Then her high-heeled shoes
clicked briskly as she hurried toward the
Hotel Vickery. It was a hotel with consid-
erable class. She boldly walked in, entered
a phone booth and called the desk.

Yes, she was informed, Mr. Hunt had just
come in, and would she have her name sent
up. Carol said she'd call in person. Then
she went to the lobby, selected a chair which
commanded an excellent view of elevators
and doors and settled herself for a long wait.

She was there hardly more than five min-

utes before Hunt emerged from one of the
elevators, paused to light a cigarette as, over
his cupped hands, he surveyed the lobby. It
was vividly clear that he was worried, nerv-
ous and suspicious.

Evidently satisfied, Hunt walked briskly
to the revolving doors and turned left on
the street. Carol was right behind him, but
she dropped back somewhat. With Hunt
in his present mood, he'd be apt to notice
her and if she kept following him, he might
take precautions to throw her completely off
the trail.

He looked over his shoulder several times,
but Carqgl was always prepared, and she pre-
tended to be looking in the store windows
that lined the street. Hunt suddenly
wheeled, ran directly into the road and help
up his hand for a taxi that was traveling
at a rather good clip. The driver stopped,
and Hunt was inside quickly. The cab pulled
away, and Carol winced.

Maybe she wasn’t quite as good a shadow
as she had believed, for Hunt had certainly
performed that stunt to throw anyone off
his trail. She did manage to stop another
taxi and she thrust a five dollar bill—one of
several Quinn had just given her—at the
driver.

“My husband is in that cab,” she said. “He
forgot some important papers, and | want
to catch him and give them to him when he
gets out of his cab.”

“A cinch,” the driver grinned. “I'll keep
after him like he’'s got the family jewels.”

But the driver was too sure of himself.
Hunt must have given some very definite
orders to his cab driver, for the vehicle would
swing into a side street so fast that it all but
tilted on two wheels. Then it would speed
up. Carol’s driver did his best, but he never
caught up with Hunt.

Keeping him in sight suited Carol’'s pur-
poses however, and now she was certain that
Howard Hunt was up to some mischief. He'd
been doing his best to avoid being followed
ever since he got into that taxi.

Abruptly, his cab came to a stop without
heading into the curb. Hunt leaped out,
dodged through traffic and jumped aboard
another taxi going in the opposite direction.

Carol's,driver came to a stop.

“It's no use, lady. That guy doesn’'t want
you to catch him. Smart guy too. He knows
darn well | can't make a U-turn here. Not
with two cops standing right on the comer.
You can have the change out of ypur five
bucks.”

“Keep it,” Carol said softly. She was
watching Hunt's taxi disappear. He'd out-
witted her beautifully, and she wondered
how he'd known she was after him. The
man evidently had some definite and very
secret destination in mind to go to all this
trouble. That fact, at least, was something
to report. Howard Hunt now stood well to
the forefront of Carol’s list of suspects.
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CHAPTER V
A Grave for Butch

UTCH, meanwhile, was
busy following Vaughan,
but in his case the trail
was fairly easy. Vaughan
left the restaurant, hur-
ried two blocks east and
entered a garage. In a few
moments, he drove out
in a sedan.

Butch, behind the wheel
of his coupe, took up the
trail. Vaughan apparent-
ly had little thought that
for he drove directly to

an express highway, headed uptown and
kept rolling until he was at the city limits.

Here the houses were more like those of
a smaller town—with two-story duplexes,
small stores at the street comers and an
occasional cop moving slowly along.

Vaughan left the highway for a dark, tree-
lined street, went to the end of it and turned
once more. Finally he stopped the car, got
out and walked fast up the dark street.
Butch went after him and was in time to
see Vaughan stop in front of a white gate
leading to some fenced-in property, too
shrouded in the gloom to make out.

Vaughan didn’t spend much time looking,
and he saw no signs of Butch, for the giant
aide to the Black Bat had learned how to
merge even his great bulk into the darkness.

Trexel's secretary opened the gate. It
squealed loudly, and he left it open. Butch
watched him approach a large, rambling
dwelling. Not a light shone in any of the
windows, the front yard was a veritable es-
tate and Vaughan soon vanished.

Butch listened intently, but he didn't hear
Vaughan's footsteps on the porch, nor did
the front door open. In fact, the house
appeared to be not only deserted, but com-
pletely run down. It was a ghostly, unin-
viting sort of place, all of which bothered
Butch not at all. He swept through the
gate, left the cement walk as soon as he

could and stayed on the grass where he
made less noise.

Certain that Vaughan hadn’'t used the
front entrance, Butch moved to circle the
house and see what the back of it looked
like. Twice he hit decayed branches, hang-
ing dejectedly from tree limbs, waiting until
the wind blew them down. This created
minor noise, and Butch began moving more
slowly to avoid them.

He was within a hundred feet of the
house when someone came lunging out of
the darkness. Butch whirled to meet the
attack, but he was too late. A club of some
kind swept down at him. Butch jerked him-
self to the right. The club missed his head,
but it didn’t miss his shoulder, and there was
force enough behind it to send Butch down
on one knee.

The attacker raised the club and came in
for another blow. Butch reached out with
those incredibly long arms of his. Fingers
touched the attacker’s trouser legs, but the
distance was about an inch too far, and the
man waltzed back.

Butch rose with a roar of wrath. The man
dropped the club, wheeled and began run-
ning—not toward the house, but in the di-
rection of the street, and he was fleet of
foot. By the time Butch reached the side-
walk, the man was taking a corner which
led him to the little neighborhood center.

Butch piled on all the steam he could mus-
ter, sailed around the same comer, but the
man was out of sight. He kept on going
to the wider avenue. There he stopped and
looked in all directions. There were no
signs whatsoever of his attacker.

Light glowed rather feebly from a drug
store window. Butch headed toward it. He
hoped that the druggist might have seen the
man run past his place. But even if he didn't
and the trail ended here, Butch wanted to
phone Silk and appraise him of develop-
ments.

He opened the door and walked into the
drug store. A man in a white coat came
out of the back room, walked behind the
counter and politely waited for Butch to
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state his wishes.

“l guess maybe you didn’t see a guy run-
ning past your store a minute or two ago?”
Butch said.

“No, | didn't. Sorry. |Is there anything
wrong ?”

“Not much,” Butch grinned expansively.
“The guy was after my roll, | guess. He

tried to brain me with a club. Thanks any-
way. I'll use your phone if you don’t mind.”

“It's right over there in the comer,” the
man in the white coat said pleasantly. “I'll
go with you. Sometimes the door sticks a
little, and 1 know just how to work it.”

Butch found the booth door closed. He
grasped the door handle and started to pull
it. A dismal groan came from inside the
booth, and at the same time two legs
flopped out of the partially open door.

Butch realized what had happened. This
was the druggist. The man he was after
had knocked him out, stuffed him in the
booth and taken his white coat to pose as
the druggist.

fE STARTED to turn around. He hadn’t
noticed that the man behind him had
quietly lifted a heavily weighted cigar cut-
ting machine off the counter. Now this
sturdy weapon crashed against the back of
Butch’s skull.

He fell against the telephone booth door,
did his utmost to retain his spinning senses,
and then the cigar cutter struck him again.
The last thing Butch remembered were
more groans from the real druggist.

When he opened his eyes again, he was
in a very dark place, lying on a cement
floor. The air smelled both musty and
laden with the odors of stale food. He
didn't move because he knew more than
one person was crouched near him. He
could hear their breathing.

Butch’s intentions were to lie there until
his strength flowed back into his arms and
legs, then give a jump and tackle whatever
trouble developed.

But something seemed to be the matter
with his arms and legs. They were aching.
He tried to flex muscles and discovered that
he was tightly bound with strong rope. He
barely restrained the groan that rose invol-
untarily to his lips.

Someone slapped him smartly across the
face, and a voice spoke. It was a calm, even
and unexcited voice.

“1 think this man is bluffing. Almost an
hour has passed since we carried him in
here. Ted, pass me your knife and I'll
soon find out whether or not he's awake.”

Someone else spoke, and his voice was
heavy with worry.

“1 wonder who he is. Certainly not the
one who was described to us. Maybe he
is an agent of that man. Maybe there’'s a
whole gang of them.”

The knife touched Butch's throat and

started to slowly slice the flesh. Butch
opened his eyes wide.

“Okay,” he said. “I'm awake, and I'm not

a cop. If you guys want my money, take
it and welcome. Just stop slicing me with
that knife.”

“Ah—so you were bluffing,” the first man
mused. “Who are you? Why did you fol-
low a certain person here?”

“Me follow anybody?” Butch growled.
"Mister, | was taking a short cut when a
guy jumps out from behind a tree and
siarts swinging a club. He got away from
me. | was sore so | started to chase him.”

“Stop lying! Who were you going to
phone from that drug store?”

“My mother,” Butch sighed *“She worries
when | stay out after nine o’clock.”

The knife bit a little deeper and then was
withdrawn. The spokesman addressed the
others. There were three in all, Butch
knew, and he tried to penetrate the gloom
to see whether or not Vaughan was one of
them. He couldn't see beyond his nose.

“This man is stubborn. | doubt very
much that we can make him talk. Let's take
a vote. Shall | slit his throat and have it
done with? Then, if he does know any-
thing, we can be sure it won't go any fur-
ther.”

“Too risky,” one of the men adjudged.
“What if he's telling the truth? Murder is
going too far.”

“Unless,” the third man snapped, “he is an
agent of our enemies. We can't take
chances now. We’'ll probably burn any-
how.”

“But there’'s no great hurry,” the spokes-
man said. “There may be ways to loosen
his tongue. Some of these big men are soft,
and it would be well if we were very cer-
tain.”

Ten minutes later, after some hard work,
the man was convinced Butch didn't fall
into the classification of being soft. If
slaps, punches and kicks didn't make him
open up, nor the threat of having his throat
cut make him yell for mercy, it was useless
to keep on.

Butch, half conscious again and aching in
every bone, had his teeth gritted, his jaws
locked. Nothing could have made him ad-
mit he was an agent of the Black Bat.

The spokesman tried different tactics.

“Ted, you'll find a couple of old shovels
in the northwest corner of the cellar. Get
them. You two start digging a grave.
We've got to have a place to get rid of the
corpse. In the cellar of this old house, he
won't be found for months.”

A FEW minutes later, Butch heard the
men testing the cellar floor with the

shovel ends until they found the border
g_f the cement. Then the shovels bit into
irt.

Butch felt all hope ebbing very fast. The
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Black Bat couldn’t possibly locate him. He
had found no opportunity to phone Silk and
appraise him of his whereabouts or of the
existence of the old house, in the cellar of
which his own grave was now being pre-

pared.
That they'd kill him was hardly worth
questioning. If these were the three ex-

convicts who had tried so assiduously to
murder Sidney Trexel, they'd hardly hesi-
tate with him. As one of them had said,
‘We'll probably burn anyhow.’

They had nothing to lose by another Kill-
ing, and all Butch had accomplished was
to drive them out of this refuge to another.

“Wouldn’t you like to talk?” The spokes-
man prodded him with his foot.

“I've got nothing to talk about,” Butch
replied through swollen lips. “You guys
are crazy.”

“Dig it good and deep,” the spokesman
directed the other two. “When you have
it finished, I'll cut his throat. Then we'll
tumble him in and cover him up—the ob-
stinate rat.”

Again the shovels went to work. In fif-
teen or twenty minutes, the grave would be
large enough. Butch tried pressure on the
ropes that bound him. It was no use. The
knots were cleverly tied, the ropes thick and
strong.

Butch didn’t mind dying. He'd long ago
reasoned that, so long as he worked for the
Black Bat, death would be his constant com-
panion. But dying like this—trussed up,
helpless, unable to put up any kind of a fight
—That galled.

On his feet, without these ropes about him,
he could put up a scrap, take his toll and, if
he died, it would be part of the game. Butch
gave vent to a roar of rage, half lifted him-
self off the floor and tugged and pulled on
the ropes.

"Getting desperate, are you?” the spokes-
man inquired mildly. “You can save your
neck only by talking. A frank and complete
story of who you are, why you came here and
who sent you.”

Butch didn’t deign to reply. He just kept
on trying to break loose until exhaustion put
an end even to that. He sank back
wearily and knew he was a defeated man,
without one ray of hope.

He knew things that the Black Bat should
be informed of. That Vaughan, for instance,
must be the contact man, that the three
killers were holed up in the cellar of this
old house. If the Black Bat knew all that,
he could take action.

“The grave is deep enough,” one of the
men called softly. “Just so long as he is
covered is okay. We can't stick around here
any longer, so what's the difference? And

remember, if he wasn't against us, he
wouldn’t be here.”

“Very true.” The spokesman knelt beside
Butch. “Listen to me, my massive fool, in

less than a minute I'll slit your throat. 'The
only thing that prevents me from doing* it
right now is curiosity. Use your head.
What's the sense in dying when you have
only to speak a few words?”

But Butch knew very well that even if he
did talk, they'd kill him. If he believed there
was the slightest chance of the Black Bat
Iocia}ting this house, he would have tried to
stall.

A difficult thing with these men, for they
were definitely not ordinary hoodlums—
which made them all the more deadly. Yet
he would have taken the chance; told as
passable a series of lies as he could think up.

Battered, bruised and aching, Butch
realized the uselessness of stalling. He was
a dead man no matter if he told the entire®
truth. These men simply couldn’t afford to
let him live.

“I've gof nothing to say.” He spoke deep
in his throat. “1 haven’t any idea what it is
all about, but if you're cowards enough to
slit the throat of a man tied up and helpless,
go ahead and do it. I'm not afraid to die.”

“No—I'll grant you that and in a way I
hate to do it, but you see—oh, what's the use
in talking.”

“Get it over with,” the blood-thirsty mem-
ber of the trio advised. “We might have to
leave here in a rush, and we want time to
hide the body.”

Fingers passed over Butch’s throat, pulling
the flesh taut. Butch closed his eyes and
wondered if it would hurt much. He could
hear the killer breathing hard, and then the
cold steel of the blade rested against his
jugular.

The Killer took one last long breath, and
the knife began to cut. There was a faint
tinkling sound from somewhere in the house.
The knife was quickly withdrawn, and
Butch’s spinning wits steadied a trifle.

“It's the telephone,” one of the men said.
“Must be important. He wasn’'t to call un-
less things got out of hand.”

“Answer it,” the spokesman said sharply.
“Hurry!”

The knife didn't return to rest against
Butch’'s throat. Everything seemed to be
held in abeyance until the meaning of that
phone call was cleared up. One of the men
ran up wooden stairs, a door opened, and
Butch thought he saw the momentary
glimpse of a flashlight.

Then he heard a voice—mumbling at first
and then shrill. The bang of the phone being
dropped back on its cradle indicated how ex-
cited the man was. He clattered down the,
steps, talking as he descended.

“It was—the man we expected to call if
there was any trouble. The one we must
fear is on his way here. He may be here
already.”

The spokesman arose swiftly.

“Take the guns. We'll line up, thirty feet
apart and cover the house. Shoot at anything
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that moves.”

Butch held his breath, still dazed at this
unexpected break. If they left him alone in
that cellar, he'd do his best to get loose and,
failing that, shout at the top of his lungs,
a warning that the premises were guarded,
and the killers’ attacker in deadly danger.

The spokesman must have reasoned along
the same lines. He walked over, fumbled in
the darkness and picked up one of the
shovels. He came back, prodded Butch with
his foot until he located the position of his
head. Then the shovel clubbed down.

Butch yelled but his cry was cut off abrupt-
ly. He sank back into unconsciousness.

CHAPTER VI
Hand of the Law

ARRY VAUGHAN,

highly agitated, entered
the lobby of the apart-
ment where he lived. It
was late, and the place
was deserted. Vaughan
had grown to hate silence
and a lack of people about
him. He rode the auto-
matic elevator to the
seventh floor, opened the
door cautiously and
peered out.

He worried tremendously over that man
mountain whom he had detected following
him through the estate which surrounded the
old house. He'd spotted him barely in time,
but there was no telling what had happened
up there.

The man had been very huge, probably
extremely strong too, and able to put up a
terrific fight. Vaughan hadn't lingered long
after Butch started chasing one o f the occu-
pants of that house.

Nobody Ilurked in the corridor, so
Vaughan hurried down it toward his suite
of rooms at the far end. He extracted a key
from his pocket, unlocked the door and
reached for the light switch. Something
fiery red glowed briefly, deep within his
apartment.

“Step in, close the door and don’t turn on
the light,” a calm voice said. “Don’t try to
get out either, Mr. Vaughan, because | can
see you quite clearly, and there is a gun in
my hand.”

Vaughan gave a half-hearted groan of
terror and raised his hands high.

“You—you are making a mistake. |—I1—"

“Put your hands down and close the door,”
the voice said, adding crisply, “Now!”

Vaughan obeyed. He stood there in the
inky darkness of his apartment with his back
hard against the inside of the door. He
wondered, wildly, why this man wouldn’t
turn on any lights. In such intense darkness,

.Trexel are being Killed.

Vaughan might be able to turn the tables.
He knew, from the brief glow of a cigarette,
that the intruder occupied the deep chair in
the northwest corner of the room.

Vaughan, on tiptoe, started slinking
toward a table upon which he knew there was
a tall and very heavy vase. With such a
weapon, he might have a chance. He
reached the table and cautiously extended
one hand, moving it very gently so, when he
touched the vase, it would be with such a
gentle impact that the vase wouldn’t wobble
noisily.

“Mr. Vaughan,” the man in the darkness
said. “Stop playing cops and robbers. | can
see you very clearly. If it's the vase you
want you're about a yard away from it, and
your hand is much too high.”

“How—how do you know that?
dark—"

It's so

“Isn't it? Just come over here and sit
down. | want to talk with you. On a
friendly basis if you are sensible. If you

aren’t, | really don’t mind much. Your hand
is almost touching the vase now. What do
you want it for? | can smash it with a single
bullet.”

Vaughan lowered his arm.

“1—I1 don’'t know how you can see,” he
began.

“But | can. | see you as clearly as if there
were a spotlight on you. That green-and-
white-striped necktie, for instance. | don’t
like it. Look here, Vaughan, you're nervous
and frightened, so turn on alight if you wish.
A soft light.”

Vaughan moved carefully toward a phono-
graph record cabinet on which rested a small
lamp. He snapped the switch. His eyes soon
became accustomed to the change from
blackness to the soft yellow light now filling
part of the room.

He saw a man, dressed entirely in black,
sitting quite nonchalantly in an easy chair.
The intruder's head was covered with a
tight fitting black hood. A cigarette dangled
from black gloved fingers and there was no
gun in his hand.

“The Black Bat!” Vaughan exhaled.

“Right the first time. You’'ve no reason to

be afraid of me, Mr. Vaughan. Or have
you?”
“Why—no. No, not at all. It's just that

so much has happened. There have been two
murders. People who are friendly with
Naturally, it has
made me very nervous . ..

“Naturally,” the Black Bat sympathized.
“Sit down. What kept you so long? I've
been waiting here for quite some time.”

“l—was at a movie,” Vaughan attempted.

“Oh come now, you were seen taking an
envelope from your employer just before
one of his friends was poisoned in that
restaurant. Undoubtedly, you delivered the
envelope, for it wasn't stamped nor even
addressed.”
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Vaughan gulped.

“Mr. Trexel didn't want me to talk about
where | delivered that letter. Ask him. If
he wants to tell you, that's his business.”

RN,HE Black Bat crushed his cigarette in an

ash tray. Beneath that black hood he
was frowning deeply. It had occurred to
him that Butch must have been trailing
Vaughan all the time. Yet Butch had not
made any report whatsoever to Silk.

The Black Bat had used Vaughan's tele-
phone to check on that only three or four
minutes before the young man appeared.
Something must have happened to Butch and
Vaughan either knew about it, or he could
tell about where any attack had happened.

“Vaughan,” the Black Bat said slowly,
“when you left the restaurant, you were
trailed by one of my men. There is no use
lying to me. I'll know every move you made
and, in the event my man doesn’t show up,
I'll also know you had something to do with
his disappearance.”

“l saw no one,” Vaughan insisted. “I've
nothing to hide either. I'll answer any
question you want me to. I'll co-operate in
every way.”

“Good. Glad to hear that. «To whom
did you deliver Trexel's message?”

Vaughan gulped and began dry-washing
his hands.

“1 don’t know. That's the truth. You've
got to believe me. I—I left the note under the
door of a certain house.”

“And that house is where?” the Black
Bat queried, his worries about Butch mount-
ing higher and higher. Vaughan could be
telling the truth. If he were, then Butch
might have decided to investigate this parti-
cular house and run into a nest of trouble.

“It hasn't any number,” Vaughan de-
clared. “Trexel drew a rough map which
I memorized. It showed the location of the
place. 1 left it in the coat pocket of my other
suit. If you will let me get it—"

“Sit tight,” the Black Bat ordered
brusquely. “You came here directly from
that house, wherever it is, and you must have
had the map with you. If there is such a
thing as a map.”

Vaughan had arisen and moved a step or
two toward the door of his bedroom, which
was wide open. The Black Bat had already
studied the layout of this apartment. He
knew that Vaughan hoped to enter the bed-
room alone, slam the door and exit through
a second door leading from the bedroom to
a rear hallway where a service elevator
could take him to the basement.

Vaughan’s look of disappointment was
ample proof that his plans had gone awry.
He moved slowly back toward the chair he
had occupied and, in doing so, passed directly
in front of a window.

There was a single shot. Glass splintered.
Vaughan gave a yelp of terror as a bullet

whizzed past his head and buried itself in the
wall. The Black Bat didn’t straighten up
as he left his chair. He merely hurled him-
self, in a doubled-up position, toward
Vaughan and sent the young man reeling
away from the window.

With the same motion, the Black Bat
reached the phonograph record cabinet
upon which the only illuminated light in
the room stood. He snapped the switch.

There was some frantic scurrying. Be-
fore he could turn around, Vaughan had
slipped into the bedroom, slammed and
locked it. A second or two later another
door slammed shut. He'd taken advantage
of the Black Bat's momentary lull in vigil-
ance induced by that bullet.

The Black Bat raced for the living room
door, opened it and hurried down the corri-
dor. He could hear the hum of the service
elevator mechanism and groaned. He him-
self had left the service elevator at this floor
level. Vaughan's escape had been com-
paratively easy.

To cut him off now was practically im-
possible. The Black Bat returned to the
apartment to search for clues which might
lead him to the place where Butch was un-
doubtedly held.

He entered cautiously, worried about the
mysterious gunman who must have fired that
shot from awindow across the.court. Nobody
seemed to have been aroused by the shot
and, from the small hole in the wall, it ap-
peared that the killer had used a gun of small
calibre.

The Black Bat was puzzled about this shot.
It had been clearly directed at Vaughan
alone, for the Black Bat had occupied a
chair well to one side of the window. Were
those three killers after Vaughan? If they
were, it upset the Black Bat's theories
badly.

MWE SAW a small desk in one corner of

the room, which he hadn't investigated
as yet. Seating himself behind it, he studied
the objects on the desk. There was a tele-
phone bill tucked under the blotter.

The Black Bat picked it up and whistled
softly. This bill had been made out to
another number—not to the phone in
Vaughan's apartment—but it was in
Vaughan's name. Furthermore, the bill in-
cluded an installation charge.

The Black Bat lifted the phone and called
the night business office.

“This is Captain McGrath of Police Head-
quarters,” he said blandly. “It's necessary
that | learn the location of a certain tele-
phone.” He gave the number. “It's a new
installation. Your bill shows the charges
were made only three days ago.”

He waited, rather impatiently, for about
five minutes before he got the information he
wanted. Vaughan had ordered a telephone
connected at 607 Whiting Avenue.
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“Qur information,” the clerk told him, “in-
dicates that there had been a phone in the
house, but service had been disconnected for
almost three years. If that phone hadn’t been
forgotten and left in the house, no installa-
tion could have been made because of the
shortage of instruments.”

“Thank you,” the Black Bat said. “The
Police Department appreciates your cour-
tesy.”

He hung up, elated at his luck. This phone
undoubtedly meant something. An old house,
untenanted for three years — what better
hideout could there be for three ex-convict
killers?

He had to move fast. Butch was an obsti-
nate man at best. He'd try to clean up any
number of enemies even if he died doing it.
No time could be wasted.

The Black Bat headed for the door, opened
it and stepped back a pace under the menace
of a police positive. Behind it was Captain
McGrath, and he was smiling broadly.

“So the tip was right,” he gloated. “Some-
one phoned me and said the Black Bat was
here. | came over, heard a voice talking on
the phone and bided my time. Put out your
hands, Black Bat. I've been saving a nice
pair of handcuffs for you many years now.”

“McGrath,” the Black Bat said tensely.
“We've had truces before. We've worked
together and accomplished things. Right
now, | need your help as much as you need
mine. Vaughan is the contact man for the
convict killers. He escaped from here a mat-
ter of minutes ago.”

“So what?” McGrath grumbled. “He won’t
get far. 1've had two men posted at the front
and the rear for several minutes. Vaughan
can't get away.”

“But he already has,” the Black Bat argued.
“McGrath — he’s the most important — the
only clue we have. If you throw out a drag-
net for him—"

“No soap.” McGrath kicked the door shut.
“I'm not being stalled. I'm not becoming
an ally of yours. I'm doing just one thing
—taking you in.”

The Black Bat was sweating under his
hood. Not alone because he was afraid of
McGrath, but because every passing instant
doubled and redoubled the danger into which
Butch had fallen.

“Is it more important to lock me up or to
nab three killers who have murdered two men
already and may Kkill more. Men who defi-
nitely menace Mr. Trexel. Vaughan is the
only person who can lead us to those mur-
derers, and you stand here, sticking a gun in
my face while he makes good his escape.”

“Yeah—so | am.” McGrath was enjoying
himself tremendously. “1'd like to see that
face too. Or would you prefer to do the
unveiling in public? Look, Quinn, I know
you're the Black Bat. I've known it all
along.

“You've played games with me, laughed at
me and made others laugh too. And you say
those three ex-cons are worse crooks than
you. Why, if | tally up all the laws you
have broken, there'll be a two-hundred-year
sentence against you.”

“All right, 1 concede that.” The Black Bat
was growing desperate. “Whatever | did was
necessary, vital, in fact. 1've killed men when
| had to. So have you. | work with the law,
not against it, and yet you sacrifice a chance
to land three of the worst killers we've ever
encountered so that | may be locked up.”

McGrath’s smile faded slightly.

“Just the same,” he argued, “l don’t think
Vaughan even got away from this building.
I was here three minutes after | got the
call. We’'ll smoke himout. . . .”

“It was probably Vaughan himself who
tipped you off,” the Black Bat said. “Cap-
tain—look at this.”

The Black Bat picked up a leather pass
case on the desk. Quite apparently, Vaughan
had forgotten it.

cGRATH laughed harshly.
“No you don’t. I'm not falling for any
tricks.”

“This is no trick,” the Black Bat snapped.
“It's an old snapshot of Larry Vaughan,
standing beside another man, and that man
happens to be George Wayne, one of the ex-
convicts we're after. Now do you believe
that capturing Vaughan is important?”

McGrath reached for the leather case, took
it cautiously and let his eyes sweep across
the snapshot and then back to the Black Bat.
But the hooded man in black hadn’'t moved,
hadn't tried to take advantage of McGrath's
momentary lapse of attention.

“They even look alike,” McGrath mar-
veled. “Say—I think Vaughan is George
Wayne's son. He's been working for Trexel
all these years, planning for the time when
his father and the other two convicts could
get out of prison and take their revenge.
Let me at that telephone.”

McGrath picked up the instrument and
called Headquarters. He issued orders that
a still alarm was to go out for Larry
Vaughan. Then he hung up, but the gun he
held was still levelled at the Black Bat.

“Walk over and open that narrow door,”
McGrath said. “I think it leads to a clothes
closet. Go on. Get started. | never inferred
1'd given up the idea of taking you in.”

The Black Bat groaned, but obeyed. Mc-
Grath had waited too long for a chance like
this not to do something drastic if the Black
Bat went on the offensive. The door did
open into a fairly large closet. McGrath's
gun exerted some pressure against the Black
Bat's spinal column. He stepped into the
closet, and McGrath closed the door and
locked it.

“1f you shoot off the lock, I'll hear it,” he
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SILK
warned. “When | come back, I'll have detected the sound or, if they had, would
Vaughan. That will make two sweet prison- have been unable to distinguish the fact that

ers and even Commissioner Warner himself
couldn’'t make me do this differently.”

The Black Bat heard McGrath hurry away.
Then he put his shoulder against the door
and shoved hard. The door was sturdy and
didn’'t budge. He drew his gun. McGrath
had not risked coming close enough to re-
move the weapon, for so far as McGrath was
concerned, he knew the Black Bat would
never shoot him even if he had a golden
opportunity.

The Black Bat pressed the muzzle of the
gun against the lock and then hesitated be-
fore his finger tightened on the trigger.
McGrath would surely hear the shot and
return. He wouldn’t have gone far from
the apartment anyway—probably just to the
elevator from which point he could give
orders to his men.

The Black Bat had to get out of this
temporary prison quickly and without mak-
ing too much noise. Drawing McGrath back
would avail him nothing and only serve to
delay any attempt to rescue Butch.

He removed a flexible bit of steel from his
pocket and soon worked the key out of the
lock. Then, using this same strip of steel,
he started picking the lock. Not a very diffi-
cult task, but it required four or five minutes
at the very least.

He felt the steel seize upon the lock,
worked carefully and smoothly, v/as almost
ready to turn it when he heard footsteps ap-
proach the door. Average ears wouldn't have

this was not McGrath approaching. The
Black Bat's hearing was uncannily acute.

He moved back from the door a step or
two, all the shallow closet permitted, but the
tiny room did extend a little on either side
of the door so he sidestepped.

He was none too soon either, for a gun
roared, and steel ripped through the door and
smashed into the plaster behind the spot
where he had been standing before.

There were five more shots, fired in quick
succession, and then the sound of running
footsteps. The Black Bat crashed against
the door. It still held, but the shots had
attracted McGrath and he came in a great
hurry. He unlocked the door, gun ready.

“Well, well,” he said, “I never thought the
Black Bat would lose his head and start
shooting like a crazy man. . . .”

“1 didn’'t fire those shots,” the Black Bat
said swiftly. “It was done by someone else.
A man who knew you’'d locked me in here.
My gun hasn't been fired and anyway—Ilook
inside the closet. You’'ll see where the slugs
hit the wall.”

McGrath stuck his head into the closet
door. Suddenly he was gripped by the seat
of the pants and shoved in. The door closed
and locked. McGrath let go with a mighty
curse and then started to plead.

“Listen, Bat, I'm convinced someone tried
to kill you and that it was my fault. Let me
out of here. | wouldn't take you in now.
Any rat who'd try to murder you that way—
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Bat! Hey—Black Bat!”

But there was only silence on the other
side of the door. The Black Bat was gone.
McGrath sighed and started hammering on
the door.

CHAPTER VII
Something Beyond Revenge

HERE were police in the
building, but the Black
Bat avoided them easily
enough. He reached the
basement, removed the
hood and took the wide-
brimmed black hat from
under his coat. It was a
type which could be
rolled up and reshaped
easily and quickly.
He donned this to mask
the scars around his eyes.
Three minutes later he was in his car, which
he'd fortunately left parked close by.

He drove uptown via the express high-
way and twenty minutes later he was on the
street where that deserted house was located.
In these early morning hours the neighbor-
hood was quiet as a tomb. Unlike Butch, he
could see the ramshackle old dwelling, for
darkness disappeared under the Black Bat's
abnormal vision.

He put the hood back on, reached the
open gate and stepped through it. His eyes
swept away the darkness again. His uncanny
hearing was alert for the slightest sound, and
he heard one—a faint rustle like that made
by a man who was lying flat and had raised
himself slightly.

The Black Bat instantly darted off the walk
and behind a thick shrub. They knew he was
coming, and this was an ambush. Moving
cautiously now, he drew closer to the house.

Then, to determine where this ambush was
located, and its strength, he grasped the
supple branch of a tall bush, pulled it as far
as it could go, released it and threw himself
flat.

The snapping branch created noise enough
to draw the fire of one gun, and the voice of
another man, further to the left.

“Stop shooting at sounds, you idiot. Wait
until you see something.”

But they were not seeing the Black Bat be-
cause he was almost invisible, and darkness
meant nothing to him. He moved carefully
and noiselessly, headed straight for the man
who had fired at him and given away his
position by doing so. As far as he knew,
there were only a pair of them, but if these
were the wanted men, there was probably
also a third.

Beyond question, they had deployed to
cover approaches to the house. If he could
get rid of them, he might be able to reach

the dwelling without further interference.

Crouched, inspecting the ground before he
took another step, the Black Bat grimly drew
closer and closer to one of the trio. His gun
was ready to deliver a knockout blow or a
killing bullet, and he no longer cared which
the situation called for.

But there was a sudden disruption of his
plans. From the house came a roar of rage,
repeated over and over again. It was Butch
yelling a warning. Someone to the left arose
and ran noisily in the direction of the house.
The Black Bat saw the figure but dimly be-
cause of the many shrubs and bushes.

His gun blasted once. The running man
threw himself flat, but he was unhurt for he
began crawling rapidly. The others were
on the move too. The Black Bat started
travelling fast himself and headed straight
for the house. Everything else, save rescu-
ing Butch, became a side issue now. He had
to reach him before any of these men did.

The front door of the house was closed
and locked, but very old, and offered little
resistance. The Black Bat smashed it open,
raced down a hall and then called Butch's
name. The answer came from below his
feet, and he soon located the cellar door.

A sharp knife slashed through the ropes
that bound Butch, and the big man came to
his feet with a bound. He sat down again—
fast and very hard. Muscles and nerves were
not yet ready to support his great weight.

The Black Bat left the cellar and prowled
the yard for a few moments. There were
no signs of the men. They had hurried away,
and by the speed with which they’'d escaped,
it looked as if things had been prepared for
just such an eventuality.

Butch lumbered out of the cellar. The
Black Bat took his arm and piloted him
along a roundabout way to where he'd left
the car. Police would be on the scene shortly.
In fact, the Black Bat could hear the ap-
proaching whine of a car engine turning over
fast. Butch’s coupe was still where he'd left
it too.

“Meet me at the lab,” the Black Bat in-
structed. “And be careful. Captain McGrath
is on the warpath.”

NAROL and Silk were waiting when the
~  Black Bat emerged through the tunnel
and trap door. While he was removing his
black clothes, Butch arrived.

Again attired in smoking jacket, with his
cane under one arm, Tony Quinn emerged
from the small lab dressing room and sat
down on a leather divan. Carol was already
ministering the slight wounds on Butch’s
throat.

“Well, Butch,” Quinn asked, “what hap-
pened?”

Butch went into detail.

“They kept it dark in the cellar so | never
saw anybody there, but | had a good look at
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the guy who passed as the druggist,” he
concluded.

Quinn opened a drawer and took out an
old newspaper clipping. It was the story of
the conviction of those three organizers of
the Futurists. Butch laid a thick finger on
the picture of George Wayne.

“That's the guy who slugged me,” he said.
“Boy, when | meet him again . . .”

Quinn slowly folded the clipping.

“We accomplished this much,” he said.
“Wayne, Glover and Slater are positively be-
hind this. Vaughan is not only their contact
man, but apparently also a spy and—very
probably—the son of George Wayne.”

“His son!” Carol gasped. “Then they've
been making their plans all along—ever since
they were sent to prison almost seven years
ago.

“Plans that have failed so far,” Quinn said
and there was a slight puzzled note in his
voice. “Failed for the Killers, but created
havoc with law and order.

“Remember, while Vaughan is a very sus-
picious subject, we still do not have proof
that he poisoned Jim Banton or fingered
Trexel when he met Farraday at that cor-
ner?

“But of course it must have been him,” Silk
put in. “Who else would have done that?”

“1 don’t know,” Quinn replied slowly. “The
only motive for murder that we have is pure
revenge and it doesn't fit in too well. Those
killers seem almost too eager. There must
be something in it for someone.

“And | did forget to mention that an at-
tempt was made on my life too. | don't
know who started shooting through the
closet door. McGrath had me under arrest
and locked in one of the closets in Vaughan's
apartment.

“While McGrath went out to try and find
Vaughan, a Killer came into the apartment.
He knew | was locked in the closet, and he
did his best to kill me. I'm quite certain it
wasn't Vaughan, because he would have
known anyone in the closet had room to step
away from the door.

“Also, when Vaughan fled, he was com-
pletely frightened. 1 think he got away as
fast as he could travel. If George Wayne
is his father, then Vaughan undoubtedly was
concerned mostly with warning him to get
away.”
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“There was a telephone call,” Butch broke
in. “The man who answered it was plenty
excited, and they hurried out to lay a trap
for you.”

“Then would Vaughan have made such a
call and risked coming back to his apart-
ment, knowing very well the building might
have been full of police? It doesn’t fit. Not
snugly enough to satisfy me.”

“Do you mean there is someone other than
those three men and Vaughan who is inter-
ested ?” Carol asked.

“I'm beginning to think so,” Quinn ad-
mitted. “The case has passed from a cut-
and-dried affair in which three men are out
for revenge, into something far more reach-
ing.

“Ben Dawson may have the answer to it.
| didn't have time to visit him yet, but it
won't be dawn for a couple of hours. Silk,
you've been clamoring for something to do.”

“Name it,” Silk said promptly.

The Black Bat laughed. “Put on one of my
Black Bat costumes and pay Ben Dawson a
visit. Find out all you can about what hap-
pened at the restaurant, and why Trexel,
Banton and he met there. Butch, you've been
identified by those three men, so you can't
take part. Carol, it will be your job to pro-
tect Silk.

“Dawson may be watched. If so, Captain
McGrath might get another anonymous
phone call to come and snag the Black Bat.
Rig up some kind of a signal and keep in
touch with one another. Butch, you can
catch a little rest here in the lab. 1'm going
to stand by in case McGrath decides to come
over.”

Butch, whose wide forehead had been a
mass of wrinkles, suddenly began speaking.
It was apparent that he had been too en-
grossed in his own thoughts to have followed
the conversation of the others.

“Hey, boss, maybe this doesn’t mean much,
but if Vaughan telephoned that house | was
at, he must have known by then that you
were on the trail.”

“Yes,” Quinn acceded. “He did know.
Why?”

“Because the guy who called didn't say it
was the Black Bat who was coming. Not
according to the way those three ex-cons
talked. They just said it was somebody they
had to fear—an enemy of theirs.”

Quinn frowned. “Odd—because Vaughan
was bound to know the Black Bat would try
to reach that house. There was no reason to
hold back my identity from the killers. Per-
haps Vaughan didn't phone—never got the
chance.

“Perhaps the man who fired that shot
from across the court, did the phoning and
said he was Vaughan, told the three killers
that an enemy was on the way.”

“All 1 know,” Butch wagged a puzzled
head, “is that they had no idea | worked for
the Black Bat, or that he was on the move.”
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CHAPTER VIII
Captain McGrath’s Puzzle

T WAS almost dawn when

Tony Quinn heard a car

stop with a squeal of

brakes. Heavy feet

pounded up the walk to

his front door. He knew

those footsteps. It was
Captain McGrath.

Silk had evaded him

successfully, and Mc-

Grath was trying one of

his usual attempts to find

biind Tony Quinn unac-

countably missing at the same time the
Black Bat was known to be abroad.

But Silk hadn't reached the house yet,
and Quinn had to play for time. He let
McGrath ring the bell and pound on the
door for a few minutes before he approached
a window, raised ft and called out.

“Who is there?” Quinn’'s voice carried
the querulous tones of a blind man.

“Quinn!” McGrath answered in vast sur-
prise. “Open up. I've got to see you right
away.”

“I'll be down as soon as | can.
patient, Captain.”

But Tony Quinn moved with a lightning
speed which would have done McGrath’'s
heart a world of good to see at this present
moment. He streaked for the hidden lab
door, opened it and hissed a warning to
Butch.

"McGrath is here. When Silk comes, send
him to his room fast. I'll stall McGrath.”

Then Quinn went back up the stairs,
donned slippers and padded noisily down
the stairs again. He fumbled for the door
lock, found it and McGrath came in.

“I'm sorry | was so long,” Quinn said,
“but I was sound asleep when you awak-
ened me and | couldn’t find either my robe
or slippers. Come in, Captain. What's so
terribly important?”

McGrath eyed him sharply.

“Turn on a light, will you?” he asked.

“Oh—I'm terribly sorry. The switch is to
the left of the door. | never bother with
lights, Captain. Naturally, they are of no
value to me.”

McGrath snapped the switch and .turned
a further critical eye upon Tony Quinn,
noted the touseled hair, the rumpled pa-
jamas and the blank, staring eyes that
looked just to the left of him.

“l swear,” McGrath grumbled. “You're
something of a magician, Quinn.” »

Quinn laughed.

“Now I'm beginning to understand. You
encountered the Black Bat a few minutes
ago and came here as fast as possible to see
if 1 weren't at home. When are you going
to learn, Captain? I'm a blind man. Even

Please be

doctors you sent to examine me have veri-
fied it.”

Somewhat crestfallen and completely
sheepish, McGrath took Quinn’s arm and
piloted him into the living room at the front
of the house. He even helped him into a
chair and then sat down himself.

“l1 admit I may be a fool,” he said. “But,
doggone it, Quinn, I'd swear you are the
Black Bat, and you're no more blind than
I am. Yes, | did meet the Black Bat.
For the second time tonight. | don't sup-
pose I'd get far by asking you where you
were at one o’'clock—on the dot.”

“In bed, | think. 1 usually retire about
mid(;ﬂght. There isn't much for a blind man
to do.”

“Yes, I know. | know,” McGrath broke
in testily. “lI met the Black Bat at one
o'clock too and | was sap enough to let
him trick me after I had him cold. Well,
maybe | didn't mind then.

“But this time | was positive | had him
cornered at Ben Dawson’s place. Dawson
admitted he'd been there and left only a
matter of seconds before | arrived.”

“Elusive chap, isn't he?” Quinn smiled

sleepily.
“By the way.” McGrath had a happy
thought. “Where is Silk? Isn't he usually

on deck when you're awake?”

“Yes—when he is also awake. Silk sleeps
heavily. Do you want him for anything?”

McGrath arose.

“1 just want to see with my own eyes that
he is here. It could be, Quinn, that I've
been tricked by a double for the Black Bat.
Silk is about your size—a little thinner per-
haps—but the Black Bat's regalia would
cover that up.”

“Look, by all means,” Quinn said. “And if
that's all you want, just let yourself out
when you are convinced neither Silk nor
I could be guilty of tricking you. You
don't happen to have any additional in-
formation about those murders?”

TN#CGRATH hesitated in the doorway.
XTi “if you arenxt tj,e Black Bat, then
you don't know that Larry Vaughan has
just about been proven the contact man for
the three Killers. Or that his name isn't
Vaughan at all, but Wayne, and that his
father happens to be George Wayne, one
of the wanted men.”

“Very interesting,” Quinn said. “And,
Captain, one other thing I've been meaning
to ask you. Wasn't there a very large sum
of money involved when those men were
arrested those years ago? It ran into many
thousands. Was it ever accounted for?”

“Well, not completely. Wayne and the
others lived like sultans. Spent money left
and right and they hired the best lawyers
available for the trial. The most expensive
legal talent too. | figured they used it all
up that way.”
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“But you have no proof,” Quinn said.
“Did you go deep into the business of the
Futurists, Captain?”

“No. | didn't see any need to. It wasn't
in my jurisdiction and, besides, the facts
were clear. Wayne, Slater and Glover were
sent up for helping themselves to the so-
ciety funds. It was all a big gyp.

“Trexel squealed on them, and they swore
to get him. They began trying the day they
got out of prison. They missed Trexel and
killed two other people. Trexel may be a
marked man, but he is certainly a lucky one
too.”

“Until another attempt is made,” Quinn
added. “His luck can't hold out forever.
Is he well guarded?”

“1 was beginning to think you were stalling
me.

McGrath opened the door, looked in and
saw Silk in bed. He lay on his back, mouth
open, eyes closed, and he was snoring gently
and peacefully. McGrath closed the door
and led Quinn back to the hallway.

“Okay,” he said. “You win this time, but
I'm not giving up. | don't know how you
travel so fast, because | left Dawson’'s and
came here as quickly as my car could move.”

“If 1 am the Black Bat,” Quinn chuckled,
“1 must have wings. Perhaps | fly.”

“1 wouldn't put it past you,” McGrath said
and closed the door with a slam. Quinn
didn’t turn out any lights. As a blind man,
he wasn't expected to remember they were

CAROL

“You bet he is, and by some of my very
best men. | drop around occasionally to
check up. Trexel will be safe. Naturally,
we stay our distance in case there is an at-
tempt. Then we can move in fast and nail
the Kkillers.”

“l hope you do.”

Quinn’s sensitive ears heard what he'd
been waiting for. The gentle pad of unshod
feet along the hallway. It was Silk ap-
proaching, and he had to pass directly be-
hind McGrath.

Quinn arose, veered a bit to the left and
got tangled up with a coffee table. He and
the table went over with a crash. McGrath
rushed up to help him.

“I'm quite all right,” Quinn said. “Thanks,
Captain. | was merely going with you to
Silk’s room.”

“And about time too,” McGrath grumbled.

litt. He went back to his own room and
really went to sleep.

In the morning, Silk was serving breakfast
when Quinn came down and the ex-confi-
dence man was in an excellent mood.

“l didn't learn much, but we certainly
spiked McGrath’s guns, sir.”

“And nearly spiked mine,” Quinn an-
swered with a laugh. “He’'s beginning to
suspect you may be the Black Bat now. Or
at least the Black Bat's double. Exactly
what did you learn from Dawson?”

“One thing in particular.” Silk poured
coffee from a silver service. “Dawson is so
scared he can hardly talk. I've rarely seen
a man so close to a breakdown from fear.
You'd almost think those three Killers were
after him instead of Trexel.”

“He is Trexel's friend. They are together
a lot and those near Trexel come to sudden
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and violent ends.
say?”

“Just that he saw no one poison the water
glass at the restaurant. He is sure Vaughan
didn’t do it because he was watching Vaugh-
an most of the time. Personally, if Vaughan
didn’t do it, | think we might look to How-
ard Hunt for an answer. He certainly went
to extremes to avoid being followed last
night when Carol was on his trail.”

“Hunt comes high on my list of suspects,”
Quinn said. “l can't figure just exactly
how he fits in, but he undoubtedly does.
Perhaps we’ll look into his case today. I'll
arrange to have Trexel brought to my office

Did he have anything to

also. How did you get away from McGrath
last night?”
“Carol was in the lobby of Dawson’s

apartment house. She saw McGrath drive
up, and she touched the apartment bell. |
left in a big hurry and was going down the
back way as McGrath caAe up in the front
elevator.

“Carol was waiting, but we had to do a
lot of fancy ducking. McGrath sent for
all radio cars in the vicinity, and some of
those cops know me. That is why | was
delayed.”

“And did Dawson relate any reason for
his meeting with Trexel and Banton?”

“No, they're just friends and often meet
for lunch or a late dinner. They aren't
related in any business sense, but have
known one another a long time.”

“All right,” Quinn said. “After breakfast,
we'll go to the office. Is Carol still around?”

“No, sir, she went directly home last
night.”

“Contact her by phone,” Quinn instructed.
“Tell her to get the background of Trexel,
Banton, Farraday and Dawson. Have Butch
keep an eye on Howard Hunt if he can lo-
cate him.”

CHAPTER IX
Request for the Unusual

AWSON was the first to

arrive at Tony Quinn’s
office, and Carol had not
overestimated Dawson’s
terror. The man was al-
most beside himself with
fear.

Quinn, supposed to be
blind, took no cognizance
of this. He merely invit-
ed Dawson to sit down
and answer a few ques-

tions.
“But there is nothing | can tell you,”
Dawson said, half irritably. “I've been

guestioned and questioned. Why? | haven't
done anything except be present when
Jim Banton was poisoned and | didn't Kill
him.”

“No one has ever suspected you did,”
Quinn said soothingly.

“Then why all this? Why was | asked
to come here? Do police work at cross
purposes all the time? All you have to do
is find three ex-convicts, and you have the
entire answer.”

Quinn leaned forward a trifle, his blank
eyes well to Dawson’s left.

“Mr. Dawson, has it ever occurred to
you that there might be more to this affair
than just the revenge of three men fresh
out of prison?”

Dawson gaped for a moment and then
registered new alarm. He began fidgeting
in his chair and scowled blackly.

“Of course not,” he finally managed.
“What else could there be?”

“That's what I'm trying to find out,” Quinn
said. “However, | feel certain you have
been entirely truthful about all things. You
may go, Mr. Dawson.”

“Do | still rate protection?” Dawson
asked. Then he added nervously, “lI must
have it. For sixty more days at any rate.
Will you promise me that | will be watched ?”

“l guarantee it.” Quinn picked up his
phone, called Police Headquarters and gave
the necessary orders. “You may feel quite
safe,” he told Dawson after he hung up. “An
officer followed you here and is waiting to
follow you wherever you go.”

“Thank you,” Dawson gulped. “l know
that Sid Trexel is coming. May | wait
here for him?”

“Of course,” Quinn consented.

Trexel, accompanied by Captain McGrath,
appeared about five minutes later. Trexel
nodded to Dawson and talked with him for
a few moments. Then Trexel addressed
Quinn.

“1 don’t know how to say this, Mr. Quinn,
but | feel that so long as those three men
are after me, I'm a menace to my friends.
I'm afraid to stop and talk to anyone for
fear another attempt will be made upon my
life—that I'll live and an innocent person
will die. They may get me next time, but
honestly that doesn’t worry me half as much
as being responsible for the death of another
friend,”

“l quite understand.” Quinn nodded.
“You, Dawson, Farraday and Banton all
came from the same Middle Western state,
didn't you? They were—Dawson is—your
friend and you feel deeply. )

“l called you in this morning to ask
whether or not you noticed any new move-
ments on the part of those three killers. Sus-
picious looking men about, for instance. Re-
member, those men may have hired others
to help.”

“1 have noticed nothing,” Trexel declared.
“And bank on it, I've been alert. I'm also
very grateful for the protection you and
Captain McGrath have provided.”

“Where is Larry Vaughan?” Quinn asked
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blandly.
Trexel bit hia lower lip.
“l don't know. | haven't seen him since

| gave him a letter to be delivered. That
was just before Banton was poisoned.
Vaughan was supposed to bring me a reply,
but 1 learned he never even delivered the
letter.”

“It has come to my attention, through
Captain McGrath’s excellent work, that Lar-
ry Vaughan may really be the son of George
Wayne,” Quinn said. “What do you think
of that?”

Trexel paled.

“Good heavens! If that's the case,
Vaughan has laid all the groundwork for
these attacks and may have arranged other
traps. Yes, yes—he could be Larry Wayne.
George did have a son.

“Of course he was in his teens when the
Futurists were in their glory. | never saw
him, to my knowledge, but come to think of
it, Vaughan does resemble George Wayne
somewhat.”

“Then if Vaughan should return, say or
do nothing to arouse his suspicions,” Quinn
ordered. “Quietly notify me or Captain
McGrath, and we'll take care of the rest.
That is all, Mr. Trexel. Captain, will you
remain, please?”

“But I've got to cover Trexel,” McGrath
said.

Dawson spoke up.

“There is a detective watching me. I'm
going with Trexel to his office so we’'ll be
guarded. You may arrange to have a man
sent to his office later.”

“Okay,” McGrath said. “Travel by taxi
and don’t get into any cab cruising around
that just happens to stop before you signal.
I'll be at your office shortly, Mr. Trexel.
Don’'t worry, you'll be quite safe.”

SHORTLY after Trexel and Dawson de-
N parted—and before Quinn started talk-
ing to Captain McGrath—Howard Hunt
was ushered into the office. He sat down
close to Quinn’s desk and carried an ag-
gressive air about him.

“What's the idea?” he demanded. “Don’t
tell me you think | killed those two men or
that I'm working with the three ex-cons?”

“We don't—not yet,” Quinn said signifi-
cantly. “Compose yourself, Mr. Hunt. We
merely called you here for some routine
guestioning which, | hope, will automatical-
ly clear you of the least amount of suspicion.
Here—have a cigarette.”

Quinn pushed a silver cigarette case across
the desk in Hunt's general direction. Hunt
picked up the case, opened it and took out a
cigarette. Silk was at his side to apply flame.
Silk also picked up the cigarette case and
laid it on the desk at Quinn’s elbow.

“What do you wish to know?”
asked, more at ease now.

“Did you ever live in that Midwestern

Hunt

state where the Futurists had their head-
quarters, Mr. Hunt?”

“No, sir, I never did. My recollections of
that gyp organization are very faint. I'd
never fall for the type of propaganda they
handed out.”

“l can certainly believe that,” Quinn nod-
ded. “You are a promoter, | understand.
What do you promote?”

“Anything | can lay my hands on. Right
now, it's a new type of insecticide the Army
has developed and which should do very
well after the war. 1I'm laying the ground-
work for its distribution when the Army re-
leases it.”

“Oh yes, I've heard of the stuff,” Quinn
said. “How did it happen you rented desk
space in Mr. Trexel's office?”

“Purely by accident. 1 was looking for
a place exactly like that. Where | could
use a small office staff and have a place to
meet people | do business with. | hap-
pened to wander into Trexel's office and
made him a proposition. He accepted, and
there | was.”

“Have you seen anything of Larry Vaugh-
an today?”

“No, sir, I have not. And, come to think
of it, Vaughan was an odd guy. He’'d prowl
around plenty. | caught him going through
my desk one day, and | called him on it.
Believe me, he knew everything that went
on in that office.”

“Undoubtedly,” Quinn agreed. “Thanks
very much for coming, Mr. Hunt. | can
say this much—I doubt strongly that you
have anything to do with this business.
Just be on guard, because people close to
Trexel have a habit of dying suddenly.”

“Do you know what?” Hunt arose. “I'm
pulling out of that office as soon as | can
find another. One of these days those three
cons will toss a bomb at Trexel, and | don’t
want to be in the neighborhood when that
happens.”

Hunt left, and McGrath settled himself
in the chair Hunt had just vacated.

“We're getting nowhere,” he declared
flatly. “Those three monkeys have holed
up somewhere, and | don’t think they'll ever
come out again.”

“On the contrary,” Quinn told him with a
smile, “we're doing very well indeed. Cap-
tain, will you give me all the details as to
what happened when Farraday was shot and
killed? Right from the moment it hap-
pened until all the excitement died away.”

“1 told you that already,” McGrath com-
plained. “l was coming out of a hock shop
where 1'd gone to make a check for some
stolen stuff. | heard Farraday yell and saw
him fall. | saw Trexel do a nose-dive under
the car. Then he told his story.

“l sent men to the buildings across the
street where the shot came from. We lo-
cated an empty apartment, found evidence
they'd been there—the three ex-cons, I
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mean—and that the murder bullet had been
fired from there. We even found the used
cartridge shell.”

“Then you drove Trexel somewhere?”

“l rode with him,” McGrath corrected.
“We clicked right away. | liked the guy and
felt sorry for him. He was scared stiff.”

“And his movements before the attack
took place—did you go into them?”

“Certainly. | tried to find out if he was
tailed by some finger man. Trexel came out
of his house, talked to a newsdealer for a
couple of minutes and was very nervous.
Then he stopped at his usual tobacco store
and bought a box of his favorite cigars. Good
ones too.

“He opened the box as we drove away
from the spot where Farraday was Killed.
He gave me one. From the cigar store
Trexel went to his garage, a public place and
took out his car. He told me he was
afraid to walk or even take a taxi.”

“1 don't blame him,” Quinn said softly.
“Now, when you left the scene of the first
crime, exactly what route did you follow?”

JNAPTAIN McGrath looked puzzled.

“Why—the shortest one, | suppose.
Trexel was driving, and | kept busy watch-
ing for any more signs of a fresh attack.
| didn't pay much attention to where we
went.

“We drove north from the scene, turned
into a cross street and then into Drury Ave-
nue. We crossed White Bridge over the
river and headed for our destination. What's
all this got to do with it?”

“Probably nothing, Captain. I'm merely
asking a few questions. That will be all,
I think, except for one thing. Please pick

up my cigarette case very carefully by the
edges. You will find Howard Hunt's fin-
ger-prints on it Have them checked—
through the F.B.l. if necessary—and let me
know if you find anything.”

Somewhat startled at the order, McGrath
obeyed. Quinn settled down to some rou-
tine office work for about an hour, and
then he called Silk over.

“A little job, Silk. Find me a calendar
for seven years ago. Then locate a diver.
Yes, one of those men who prowl around
the bottom of the ocean. Have him at the
office right after lunch and, by the way, we're
having lunch at home today. Carol and
Butch will be there too.”

“A seven-year-old calendar and a deep sea
diver?” Silk gasped.

“That's right. Get busy now.”

Silk obtained both items. At noon he drove
Quinn home. In the dining room, with
drawn window shades and closed doors,
Carol and Butch joined them.

Butch had little to report.

“l got on Howard Hunt's trail, but he
didn’'t go anywhere except to the office, and
he never tried to throw me off. Then he

went to your office, and | trailed him to his
hotel apartment. That's all.”

“And you, Carol?” Quinn asked.

“l went into the histories of the men in-
volved,” she told him. “On Hunt | could
learn nothing at all. He’'s new in town and
never talked about where he came from.
Farraday was just an average man, a hard
worker and as honest as he could be.

“For that matter, so was Banton and so
are Dawson and Trexel. They've known
one another for a long time and frequently
meet for lunches and dinners. There is
one other member of the group, a lawyer
named Peter Lorash. He comes from the
same state too.”

“How about their habits?” Quinn asked.

“Good, | suppose. Paid their bills, lived
decent lives and belonged to fraternal or-
ders. Great ones for that. Take care of
themselves too. Dawson’'s heart isn't so
good. Farraday had stomach trouble and
Trexel is nursing a nice set of ulcers at
the moment. He has to be very careful of
what he eats.”

Quinn closed his eyes, deep in thought
for a second and then he sighed and smiled.

“You covered things very well, Carol.
Very well indeed.”

She grinned back at him.

“It's surprising what you can learn by
talking to a man’s neighbors. Where do
we go from here, Tony? Are there any
leads at all as to where those three men are
hiding?”

“None. Intelligent men, provided with
a little money, can stay out of sight easily
enough—and for a long time. Frankly, |
don't look for any more activity on their
part.”

The telephone was ringing and Silk sped
to answer it. When Silk returned, he was
excited.

“McGrath called,” he said.
just killed, and Trexel is
shape.”

“Dawson was
in pretty bad

CHAPTER X
Flames of Murder

‘S THEY left Tony
Quinn’s office, Trexel,
Dawson and a detective
boarded a taxi and were
driven directly to Trex-
el's office building. They
rode to the twelfth floor,
where the offices were lo-
cated. The detective
took up a post near the
elevators, where he could
not be seen, but could
observe people who got
off at this floor.
Trexel and Dawson entered the office. The
staff was out to lunch, and the rooms empty.
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They sat down, but before they could begin
talking, Dawson’s nostrils twitched.

“l smell smoke, Sid. Did you throw a
lighted cigar butt in the waste basket? Wait
—there’'s smoke coming from underneath
the door to the office which Hunt shared with
Vaughan.”

Both men jumped up and ran to the door.
Dawson opened it. Inside, a fire burned
briskly. One of the two desks was covered
with flames. The rug was burning and
papers on the desk were adding fuel to the

pounding behind him. He turned. The door
was closed. Trexel shouted for help. The
detective’'s voice answered him.

“The door is locked, and there’s no key.
Stand aside. I'll blow the lock off.”

The detective's gun blazed once, and the
lock was smashed. He forced the door open.
Trexel was on one knee, reaching up fran-
tically and clawing at his throat. The de-
tective grabbed him and yanked him clear of
the blaze.

Someone brought a fire hose, and in a few
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blaze. In another two or three minutes, it
would have been out of control.

Dawson seized the cushion of a chair and
started beating at the flames, yelled for
Trexel to get a fire hose. Trexel sped out of
the office into the hallway and yanked down
a brass fire extinguisher hanging on the wall.
He rushed back into the office.

“Stand aside,” he yelled to Dawson. “I'll
play this extinguisher on the blaze.”

He stepped well into the office, opened the
extinguisher and a stream of fluid shot out.
The fire leaped higher and higher.

“It's gasoline!”

Trexel dropped the extinguisher and
turned toward the door. Dawson screamed
for help. Trexel tried to reach him, but
Dawson had fallen to the floor, where
spilled gasoline soaked him. His screams
grew weaker and weaker.

Trexel's clothing was aflame too, and he
tried to beat it out. There was a great

moments the blaze was under control.
McGrath arrived soon after and approached
the blackened, twisted body of Ben Dawson.

Looking up, McGrath spoke.

“Call Mr. Quinn and get him up here right
away. Send for a doctor too. Trexel is
singed pretty well, but in no danger. Gro-
gan—you were supposed to watch them.
Why didn’t you?”

“It wasn't—his fault.”

Trexel was lying on a couch. He tried to
sit up as he spoke, but fell back with a groan.

“This whole thing was arranged before-
hand. A fire started in the office. | ran for the
nearest fire extinguisher, and somebody had
filled it with gasoline. Then the office door
was closed and locked on us. The fire was
meant to kill me, but it got Dawson instead.”

“Okay,” McGrath said. “Take it easy,
Trexel. You’'ll be all right.”

“Dawson? Is he. ...

“Dead. He never had a chance. It was
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just luck that Grogan got here fast enough
to save you.”

“l saw Mr. Trexel come out and grab the
fire extinguisher,” Grogan explained. *“So
I ran right to the office, of course. But I
didn’t see anybody leave. I'll swear to that.”

McGrath grumbled something and went
into the gutted office. It was Howard Hunt's
desk in which the fire had started. McGrath
managed to get one large lower drawer open.
Inside, he found the remains of a neat incen-
diary time bomb. It was set to go off shortly
after noon. McGrath went back to Trexel.

“Did you have any appointment in the
office this noon?” he asked.

“No, | didn't. | make it a point to stay
here though, while the staff goes to lunch.
Hunt asked me to do that. Just in case his
phone rings, or someone comes to see him.
| don’t mind because | never eat lunch early.”

“Then Hunt knew you'd be here when
that bomb went off,” McGrath mused.
“Quinn is going to be plenty surprised when
I hand him the solution to this.”

ff,ONY QUINN arrived as fast as he could.
On Silk's arm, he entered the office, and
McGrath told him in detail just what had
happened. Dropping his voice to a whisper,
McGrath added some significant news.
“The bomb was in Hunt's desk. He knew
Trexel would be here when the thing went
off and—your hunch about him was right
too. Finger-print records show he is really
a clever crook known as Walter Perot.
Comes from the West Coast and isn't known
here at all, but you can bet your life he's in
this up to his neck.”

“Send out an alarm for him,” Quinn
ordered. “He'll try to leave town as soon
as he can. Now | want to talk to Trexel
alone.”

McGrath cleared the office. Quinn found
his way to a chair beside the couch on which
Trexel lay.

“This does it,” Quinn said tersely.
“Through no fault of your own, Mr. Trexel,
you have become a menace to others. Three
attempts were made on your life. Three
innocent people died. This can’'t go on.”

“You suggest a solution to it,” Trexel
said, “and I'll be indebted to you forever.”

“It's very simple. You will disappear.
Vanish! Not a soul will know where you
are except me. And I'll even stay out of it
if you wish. Go somewhere under another
name and stay hidden until we have the
three Killers.”

Trexel sat up successfully this time, and
there was a glow of hope in his eyes.

“1 thought of that before. | didn't think I
should do it. But now that you insist, I'll
be glad to go. It won't take me more than
four or five hours to make arrangements. |
will visit my bank, get some cash, plan a
short trip and a hiding place where | can
stay under cover.”

“Don’t leave until after ten o’clock to-
night,” Quinn said. “I'll try to see you then.
We'll discuss the wisdom of giving me your
address or of letting the whole thing go until
you read of the capture of the three men in
the newspapers.”

Trexel tried to extend one rather badly
seared hand and then realized that Quinn
was blind and unable to respond to this
gesture of friendship.

“It's a crime, Mr. Quinn, that you lost
the sight of your eyes. You were an ex-
cellent D. A. You are very good now, even
if you can’'t see—but what a criminal in-
vestigator you would have made with normal
sight.”

Quinn smiled.

“Sometimes | think about that too, but
I'm doing all right. At ten tonight then, and
until that time be very very careful. McGrath
will stay on your heels. Tell no one, not even
your most intimate friend, that you are going
away. You will simply vanish from the face
of the earth.”

Back at his office, Quinn was very busy
until the dinner hour. A rough looking in-
dividual called on him late in the afternoon
and turned over a package. Silk provided the
seven-year-old calendar, which gave Tony
Quinn evident satisfaction.

Shortly after darkness set in, the Black
Bat and Silk slipped out of his house via the
tunnel, reached the garden house and made
certain they were unobserved before they
raced for the coupe, parked on the street just
outside the gate.

Silk didn't look very much like Tony
Quinn’'s manservant. He wore a disguise
which made him a much younger man, fresh
from some very rural spot. It was one of two
disguises Silk had become proficient in
using during his days as a confidence man.

He stopped the car on a quiet street direct-
ly behind the hotel in which Howard Hunt
lived. Changing to the black, close fitting
hood, the Black Bat slipped quietly to a rear
entrance, signalled Silk and they both went
in.

Avoiding building employees astutely, they
used a service elevator to reach Hunt's floor,
located his apartment. Silk rang the bell. No
one answered, so the Black Bat used his thin
strip of tempered steel on the lock. It was
no easy task but finally the lock turned, and
they stepped inside.

“Don’t turn on any lights," the Black Bat
told Silk. “McGrath may have these rooms
watched, and some of his men will come
flying if they see a light go on. Use that
small flash you carry, but keep the ray away
from the windows.”

rM\HEY proceeded to search the rooms
“*e thoroughly, without finding much. One
evident fact was that Howard Hunt had
hastily packed his most important posses-
sions and fled. One large clothes closet held
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a big tTunk, addressed in block letters to a
city more than a thousand miles away with
printed orders to the express company to
hold the trunk until called for.

“He cleared out, which is an admission of
guilt as far as I'm concerned,” Silk said.

“But he didn’t arrange to have the trunk
shipped on ahead of him,” the Black Bat said
in a puzzled voice. “That intrigues me, be-
cause he could have shipped it out easily
enough. Let’s see what is in the trunk.”

The Black Bat found it locked, but the lock
was cheap and gave way quickly to his
ministrations. He raised the lid and gave a
gasp of horror. Silk echoed it.

Inside the trunk was the corpse. It was
doubled up and crammed tightly -within the
narrow limits of the trunk. The body was
that of Larry Vaughan. His throat had been
slashed, but the flow of blood had been partly
checked by thick layers of cloth.

“And now,” the Black Bat asked softly,
“do you think, Silk, that Larry Vaughan was
murdered by the three ex-convicts, one of
whom was his father ?”

“Hunt did it?” Silk made that a question.

“Well, the body is in Hunt's residence, in
one of his trunks, prepared for shipment to a
distant spot. Hunt is gone. The facts all
add up to his name. We know he is a crook
—but suppose someone else knew he was a
crook too and tipped him that he was going
to be arrested?

“A man of Hunt's type would cut and run
for it—which is what he did. A man with a
criminal record is a perfect fall guy for an-
other crook. Silk.”

“1 learned that long ago, in my particular
line of work, but I'll be frank, sir. | can't
seem to figure the tie-up here.”

“You will. And in a very short time now.
What's more, we'll make those three ex-con-
victs surrender themselves very shortly.”

“But you don’'t know where they are. How
will you reach them?” Silk wanted to know.

“We’'ll advertise for them. By radio and
newspaper. We'd better close this trunk, keep
Vaughan's murder a secret for a little while.
Certainly it can’'t harm him now.”

Before closing the trunk, Silk felt of the
dead man’s wrist.

“He’s been dead a long time, sir. | doubt
he lived very long after he got away from you
at his own apartment.”

The Black Bat nodded.

“l don’'t believe Vaughan lived an hour
after he phoned that old house and warned
his father | was coming out. Let's get away
from here before someone catches us.”

Safely in the coupe again, the Black Bat
gave orders for Silk to drive to a section
directly across town. There he pointed to a
private dwelling.

“A man named Peter Lorash lives there,”
he said. “Very shortly it will be necessary
that you drive here as rapidly as possible

from the vicinity of Sidney Trexel's place.
Therefore, select the easiest and quickest
route and remember it.”

Silk started back, judging traffic lights and
traffic conditions. Finally he stopped on a side
street beside Trexel's apartment house. The
Black Bat donned his wide-brimmed hat and
began to open the car door.

“Stay right here, Silk,” he ordered.
be ready to move fast.”

An instant later, the Black Bat disappeared
among the shadows of an alleyway.

“And

CHAPTER XI
Murder Is Never an Accident

OVING about so early in
the evening was danger-
ous, but the Black Bat
had to take his chances
and he remained alert to
duck for cover if anyone
came along. He reached
the door of Trexel's
house without being
noticed and boldly rang

the bell.
Trexel opened the door,
gasped and stepped

back. The Black Bat moved in, closed and
locked the door behind him and took Trexel’s
arm.

“You know who | am,” he said. “Thanks
for letting me in. | know how | must have
startled you. Have there been any further
attempts on your life ?”

“Not since—since this noon—when Daw-
son was killed. Darn it, that outfit you wear
scared the dickens out of me. | just can't
make myself believe that a man all in black
and hooded can possibly be a friend of mine.”

“But | am,” the Black Bat said smoothly.
“1 have your interests alone in mind. | notice
you are packed for a trip. Running out,
Trexel?”

"No, I'm not running out and | resent such
an insinuation,” Trexel bristled. “In fact,
the man in charge of this case practically
ordered me to go away and conceal myself.
I'm a menace to society, it seems. Three men
want to kill me, but always murder someone
else by mistake.”

The Black Bat sat down.

“Dawson’s death was especially ghastly.
Ingenious method, starting a fire and replac-
ing the contents of a fire extinguisher his
victim was bound to use with gasoline.”

“l've said all along that those three men
aren’'t plain crooks or thugs,” Trexel said.
“They have brains and resources. | had
hoped you might round them up hy now,
but | suppose if the police can’t do it why—
I've no right to expect you can.”

“Mr. Trexel,” the Black Bat said, “l can
promise to produce those three men tomor-
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row. Furthermore, I'll wager they’'ll march
voluntarily into the police precinct nearest
the place where they are hiding.”

Trexel's eyes opened very wide.

“But how—why?”

“You see,” the Black Bat said slowly,
“those men didn’t try to murder you, nor did
they kill Farraday, Banton or Dawson,”

“You must be mad,” Trexel gasped. “It's
clear as daylight that they are responsible.
Who else has a motive for killing me?”

“No one, | expect,” the Black Bat said.
“However, you're a little mixed up. Farra-
day, Banton and Dawson were not killed by
accident. The murder attempts were aimed
at them, not you.”

“Oh, come now.” Trexel waved a hand in
a gesture as if to dismiss the whole silly idea.
“That just isn’'t possible. Who in the world
would want to kill them?”

“You,” the Black Bat said calmly.

Trexel stiffened and took a couple of step3
backwards. One hand moved fast toward a
hip pocket, froze an inch away. There was
an automatic in the Black Bat's fist, and
through the slits in the hood, two fiery eyes
served a warning of quick death. Trexel
half raised his hands.

“That's better.” The Black Bat arose.
“Keep your hands up and turn around while
| deprive you of your gun, Trexel. Then you
may be seated, and I'll tell you a story with
which you are very familiar, but which you
never thought anyone else would guess.”

He took a .38 revolver out of Trexel's
pocket, frisked him and sat down again. His
automatic remained steady. Trexel wiped
perspiration from his forehead, glared at the
hooded man in black, but finally sat down too.

“We'll go back to the time when the Futur-
ists started their little game of get-what-you-
can-from-as-many-suckers-as-possible,” the
Black Bat said. “They created an organiza-
tion with appeal. They sold uniforms,
badges, pass-cards, collected dues and, all-in-
all, took in a vast sum of cash.”

“And | informed the authorities about
what was going on,” Trexel said bitterly.
“Now you accuse me of being the murderer
of three of my best friends.”

“And fellow officers of the Futurists,” the
Black Bat added. “They were involved, but
were just as honest as you pretended to be.
They threatened to upset the apple cart about
that racket, and you told them you'd take
the rap.

“If you hadn't, they'd have talked. Then
you'd have made the number four man of
those just released from prison.”

REXEL looked increasingly angry.
“What if they did agree with me that it
was time to expose the organization?” he
demanded.
“There was a lot of money. A great deal
of it, Trexel, and Wayne, Glover and Slater

never got it all either. Thousands were
tucked away. You told the three high offi-
cials who were prison bound that you would
keep it for them.

“You told Farraday, Banton and Dawson
that you'd also keep the money. The men
who went to prison believed you, believed
that they'd get their share when they were
released.

“You met them, aided in arranging a hiding
place for them. They trusted you. By tell-
ing them that Howard Hunt was after the
loot, you kept them frightened and in the
background.

“To the three men who were murdered, you
explained, seven years ago, that if you turned
the surplus cash in to the courts at that time,
you and they would be arrested. They were
honest, but afraid and unwilling to go to
prison. Therefore, a scheme was concocted.

“The money was to be kept intact, under
your jurisdiction and their supervision, until
seven years went by. The statute of limita-
tions in criminal cases of that kind would
then release you. The money could be turned
back without any risk of your going to
prison.”

“1'm afraid it will take a great deal of proof

to make anyone believe that,” Trexel
smirked.
“Of course it will—and | have it. The

money, for instance, is right in this apart-
ment. You wanted a chance to go away—to
vanish—and when Tony Quinn offered you
such an opportunity, you seized upon it.

“You got the cash from the various safe
deposit boxes and you would have gone away
tonight, and nobody would ever have found
you again. You'd be safe too—with the law
behind your disappearance until you were
established under another identity.”

Trexel glanced at two heavy suitcases near
the door. He licked his lips, but said nothing.

“You murdered Farraday,” the Black Bat
went on. “You had planted, in your car, a
box resembling the wrapped box of cigars
which you took care to purchase.

“The duplicate box contained a gun, well
padded to absorb sound and to prevent any
flame or powder from emerging to mark the
corpse and give away the fact that he had
been shot at close range. You managed to
create a downward wound by stepping up
onto the running board of your car as you
fired.

“The empty apartment across the street
was properly rigged by you to indicate that
the three ex-convicts had laid in wait there
to kill you and murdered Farraday by acci-
dent. Now shall I tell you how you Killed
Banton?”

Trexel didn’t answer, but he was growing
pale, and his tightly clasped hands were
shaking.

“You poisoned the glass of water before
you left the table for the bar. You took
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pains to see that all three of you ordered the
same appetizer—oysters on the half shell.
Then, returning, you could sit anywhere
without arousing suspicion, because all serv-
ings were identical.

“You didn’t care who got the poison, Ban-
ton or Dawson. Just one thing betrayed you.
A case of ulcers. A serious case. You can't
eat raw oysters. Therefore, why did you or-
der them except to make sure the servings
were the same? You got Vaughan over there
to throw suspicion on him. You allowed
Hunt to share your offices so he’'d be another
stooge.

“But Hunt was after that money too. I'm
sure of it now. He is a fairly well-known

crook who might have stumbled on the truth
and decided to profit by it, only he didn't
suspect you. In fact, he was scared to death
of even being with you, because he thought
those three ex-cons were doing the killing.”

Trexel found his voice.

“Do you think Hunt will testify to that?
Or Larry Vaughan ?”

“Hunt will—when the police find him.
He'll have to, because you threw too much
olame on him. Vaughan won't talk because
ties dead. You killed him. You made a
orevious attempt at it by shooting from a
vindow across the court from his apartment.

“Vaughan never got very far when he fled.
Sfou were waiting for him. You phoned
:hose three ex-convicts, pretending you were
Vaughan, and told them Howard Hunt was
Dn his way and that if they didn't kill him,
le'd probably kill them.

“You knew it was the Black Bat on his
way, and you hoped those three men would
kill me. So long as they were afraid of Hunt
and believed he was the murderer, you were
quite safe. It wouldn’t surprise me if Hunt's
confession indicated you had apprised him
of the fact that there was some easy money
to be made and started him on his career
of getting the fortune.”

HE Black Bat paused briefly.

“Now we come to Dawson. You rigged
that too—the fire bomb in Hunt's desk and
the extinguisher loaded with gasoline. You
knew you’'d get burned, but it was worth the
pain for any suspicion against you would then

be wiped away. You closed and locked the
door yourself, so that the detective had to
shoot the lock away.”

“What do you think a jury will say if a
masked man addresses them with those ac-
cusations?” Trexel demanded.

“I'd probably go into the cell adjoining
yours,” the Black Bat admitted wryly. “Quinn
has proof enough. The fake box of cigars,
for instance. You dumped it over White
Bridge while Captain McGrath rode right
beside you. A diver brought it up.

“Dawson made a strange statement to
Quinn also—that he needed protection for
sixty more days—when the statute of limita-
tions would operate to protect him. | think
Dawson was rapidly getting onto your
scheme. So did you, and therefore you mur-
dered him.”

“Suppose,” Trexel said, “we make a deal.”



42 BLACK BOOK DETECTIVE

“Nothing doing. You did your best to land
me in jail, for one thing. You were watching
Vaughan's place. After trying to shoot him,
you saw me and sent McGrath there. Then
you knew 1'd visit Dawson, and you did the
same thing. You tried to kill me when | was
locked in Vaughan's closet.

“Anyway | don’'t make deals. Quinn knows
all about this too. | saw him tonight and ex-
plained the whole thing. Shortly he will
arrive with the police. They'll take you in
for murder. Four murders, in fact, and one
of the crimes will stick.

“The three ex-convicts will come forward
as soon as they hear the whole story. They
couldn’t do it before, because you had con-
vinced everyone that they were the Killers
—and convinced them that Howard Hunt
was gunning for them too.

“You also caused them to violate their
paroles, and they’ll go back to prison—
gladly, now that the stigma of murder has
been removed from their names. They kept
silent because of all those circumstances,
added to the fact they still wanted the
money you were holding.”

Trexel scowled.

“Just how do you propose to turn me over
to the police? They'll take you too, and if
you don't testify, there is only a very weak
case.”

“Justice,” the Black Bat said, “will be done.
Somewhere there is another man you intend-
ed to kill. 1 haven't identified him yet, but
I will. His story will convict you. However,
there is no need to wait for that.”

“What do you mean?” Trexel asked nerv-
ously.

The Black Bat opened the cylinder of
Trexel's gun and removed all but one cart-
ridge. He ordered Trexel to arise and back
into the bedroom. It had two doors, one of
them leading into the hall. This door he
locked and pocketed the key. Then he threw
the gun, with one bullet in its cylinder, on
the bed.

“The way out for you,” he said. “I'll wait
five minutes. If | don’t hear a shot, I'm com-
ing back and kill you myself. Five minutes,
Trexel. The shot will be the signal that you
have Killed yourself. [I'll step out of the
picture then.”

As the Black Bat moved out of the room,
Trexel sat down on the bed with bowed head.
The Black Bat closed and locked the door.
Less than a minute later, there was a single
shot. The Black Bat waited another full
minute before he looked in the bedroom.

Trexel was gone. The killer had blown
the lock off the other door—a trick he'd
learned from the detective assigned to guard
him and a trick the Black Bat knew Trexel
would try.

Outside, Silk had the coupe ready to travel.
It was rolling as the Black Bat clambered
onto the seat. Silk asked no questions, just

concentrated on driving. At Peter Lorash’s
home, he stopped. The Black Bat leaped out
of the car, raced to the small, dark doorway
and rang the bell. Lorash let him in.

ASHORTLY after, Trexel walked up to the
N door. It opened, Lorasli was standing
well inside the hallway. Trexel greeted him
pleasantly. He walked a step closer. His
right hand, held behind his back, suddenly
brought a knife into view.

He raised it, and Lorash shrank away.
Then Trexel's knife hand was seized and
twisted. The blade fell to the floor. A fist
collided with Trexel’s jaw, and he went down.

The Black Bat faced Lorash.

“Now you have concrete evidence that
Trexel meant to murder you, as he murdered
the others. You were the only one left who
might guess the truth after Trexel vanished.”

“I'm convinced,” Lorash said tensely. “He
was double-crossing Farraday, Dawson, Ban-
ton and myself. We trusted him. We were
essentially honest and wanted to return the
money when it was safe to do so.

“Trexel double-crossed Wayne, Slater and
Glover too. He probably told them he'd
keep the money intact. And all the while he
was scheming how he could get it all, get rid
of us and make those three ex-convicts take
the blame.”

“Tell that to the police and the District
Attorney in charge,” the Black Bat advised.
“Meanwhile, watch Trexel. If he moves—
which | doubt—slug him hard. Remember,
he is a killer.”

Lorash watched the Black Bat close the
door and vanish. Captain McGrath arrived
a few minutes later.

Tony Quinn’s big car pulled up too after
several minutes, and Silk, now minus any
disguise, helped Quinn out. The pseudo-
blind man’s cane tapped across the sidewalk.
McGrath met him. Lorash explained the en-
tire case. Trexel, alternately groaning and
cursing, was well-guarded and handcuffed.

Quinn’s lips were tightly compressed. He
took McGrath aside.

“1 hope now that you will no longer accuse
me of being the Black Bat. | intended to
break this case alone, and he beat me to it.
Yes, | have the fake cigar box.

“We'd better not go into that deeply
either, because Trexel disposed of it while
he was seated beside you. Take him in. We
have all the proof we need and if you ever get
the Black Bat boxed up, let me know. | want
to see him myself. Taking this case right out
of my hands—and yours.”

“Tough,” McGrath grumbled, but he
brightened somewhat. “But the Black Bat
can't come into court, can’'t say a word in
public. The case is ours, Quinn. Lorash’s
testimony is enough to convict—along with
Hunt's evidence.

“We landed him, but he's been afraid to
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talk so far. He’ll open up now. Then there beat the Black Bat at his own game.”

is the money contained in those suitcases. “Yeah,” McGrath's eyes narrowed. “Only
One of my men found it in his home.” his game is blind man's buff, and I'm
“Enough,” Quinn declared grandly, “We'll always ‘it’.”
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Gillen was lying beside the bed with the back of his head crushed

CRIME IN CONCRETE

By CLARK FROST

Clem Johnson Must Find the Answer to a Grim Mystery When
Concrete Beams on His War Construction Job Collapse!

LEM JOHNSON took the message
with an outward show of calm. But
inwardly his heart leaped with exulta-

tion. For the last week or so he had been
greatly worried over this scandal concerning
his construction work, a scandal which
threatened to ruin his engineering reputation
which he had built up by years of hard, con-
scientious toil.

“Fine, Nick,” he said into the telephone..
“I'll be around in fifteen minutes.”

He dropped the receiver back into its cra-
dle and swung his swivel chair around to face
Bill Shotwell, his chief engineer.

“That was Nick Lukens, Bill,” said John-
son crisply. “He’s just come across some
evidence regarding those concrete beams.
He thinks it puts the company in the clear.
Anyhow, he wants to see me right away.”

Clem Johnson was a large, muscular, good-
looking man of about forty, with iron-gray
hair and clear hazel eyes. Despite the fact
he was approaching middle-age, there was an
activity in the way he moved, which showed
he had lost nothing of the athletic vigor for
which he had once been famous.

Bill Shotwell, on the other hand, was a
lean man with thinning blond hair. He had
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a closely clipped moustache and a darkly
tanned face. Years of construction work on
responsible jobs in odd corners of the earth
had given him a cautious cynical expression.

Shotwell dropped the pencil he was hold-
ing as he met the glance of his employer.
Johnson was the owner of the Alleghany En-
gineering Corporation.

“Did Lukens tell you who's responsible?”
he asked. “Did he give you any names?”

Johnson shook his shaggy head.

“No. He refused to talk over the tele-
phone, but he says the evidence is conclusive.
He advised me to keep my mouth shut and
to get to his house as soon as possible.”
Johnson glanced about the office and
frowned as his gaze fell upon a vacant desk.
“1 wonder what happened to Vera,” he said.
“It isn't like her to stay away from the office
all day without notice. Are you sure she
didn’'t phone?”

Shotwell shook his head.
a word.”

“I'm worried about Vera,” said Johnson.
“She hasn't been herself lately. 1 wonder if
she’s ill.”

Vera Collins was Johnson’s secretary, an
attractive efficient girl. Johnson had found
her indispensable, for she had been with him
for several years. He had grown to trust and
value her.

“Maybe she’s planning to quit her job now
because there’'s a threat of a scandal,” sug-
gested Shotwell. “Why don’t you drop by
her apartment and find out on your way to
Nick’s? You go right by there and it won't
take a minute.”

“Good idea, Bill,” said Johnson. “I'll do
it.” He got up, grabbed his hat and headed
for the door. He swung it open and stopped
abruptly.

A thin bony man, about thirty years old
stepped through and stopped at the thresh-
old. He was a new employee, a time-keeper.
His name was Bert Gillen.

“Hello, Gillen,” said Johnson.
thing you want?”

“Haven't heard

“Some-

WT WAS late, after six o’clock in the eve-
ning, and Johnson was wondering why
Gillen had remained so long after his work-

ing hours. Gillen sidled into the room.

“Yep, Mr. Johnson,” answered Gillen.
“There’s something | want. | want my time.
I'm quitting.”

Johnson stared at the man, for he did not
like his tone. It was insolent. He made one
of his quick decisions.

“Quitting, eh? All right.” He turned to
Shotwell. “Fix this fellow up, will you, Bill?
I'm in a hurry to see Nick.”

But Gillen had his eyes on Johnson. He
was sneering. Reaching out he put forth a
hand to detain the owner of the Alleghany
Engineering Corporation.

“No, you don't,” said Gillen. “Beter stick

around and hear what I've got to say.
You're building an addition for the Ludlow
Propeller Company, and you can't do it with-
out my cooperation.”

Johnson was angered by the man’'s man-
ner.

“Can’'t we?” he said. “Well, we’ll see about
that. Pay him off, Bill.” Then he paused,
struck by the odd gleam which he detected
in Gillen’s eyes. “What's on your mind, Gil-
len? Quick! Out with it.”

“Yep, you've been busy all right,” an-
swered the timekeeper with a sly smirk at
Johnson. “You've been so busy you didn’t
reinforce those concrete beams on the Lud-
low job.”

Shotwell’s voice cut into the conversation.

“You run along, Clem, and let me handle
this fellow,” he said. “Hurry up, before
you're late for that appointment with Nick.”

“Nobody’s going to handle me,” shrilled
Gillen. “1 know what's going on in that
Ludlow job and | want five grand as a bo-
nus!”

Clem Johnson’'s jaw bulged with anger.
He clenched his big fist—and then changed
his mind.

“So you've been hearing stories about the
Bessemer job and it's mixed you up, Gillen,”
he said coldly. “You heard about us pouring
concrete beams on the Bessemer job and you
thought it was the Ludlow contract. Some-
body told you Nick Lukens, head of the city’s
Building Bureau, was up checking the job
this afternoon. Well, Lukens just telephoned

me. Lukens says the Alleghany Engineering
Corporation is not to blame. Got that? I'm
on my way to see Lukens now.”
Gillen's entire frame shook with spite.
“Bah, you can't bluff me!” he yelled. “I
saw those beams poured myself. On the

Ludlow job, too. The specifications were
faked. And it wasn't at the Bessemer job,
either. It was at Ludlow’s. | was there.”

“You don't know anything about any-
thing,” snapped Shotwell. “Naturally the
specs on the Ludlow beams were changed.
Originally an eighteen-inch steel I-beam was
specified. But we couldn’t get the steel. Con-
crete had to be used.”

“Why didn't you
shouted Gillen.

“We did reinforce it, you fool!” retorted
Shotwell. “No concrete beam could stand
the stress without reinforcement. Since then
it has been checked by the architect, the city
inspectors, and this corporation.”

Clem Johnson didn't wait to hear more.
He shoved past Gillen.

“Pay this rat off, Bill, and throw him out.
I'm on my way to see Vera and Lukens
now.”

He slammed the door and hurried to the
street.

Outside, in the raw wintry sting of a late
fall evening, some of his anger evaporated.

reinforce it, then?”
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He had been on edge since noon, since the
Bessemer accident. Or was it an accident?
That particular question was under investi-
gation now.

Earlier in the week, heavy equipment had
been moved into the still uncompleted Bes-
semer structure. Under its weight and vi-
bration, two concrete beams had crumbled
away. One workman was dead, three others
injured. The war effort had been impeded.

A preliminary check indicated that only a
fraction of the proper amount of steel rein-
forcing was in the concrete beams. In some
mysterious manner, it had been overlooked.
Johnson had been astounded. He could not
imagine how such a thing had happened.
But if additional beams proved faulty, the
picture would be black indeed. Now that
fool, Gillen, was asserting similar construc-
tion flaws existed on the Ludlow job. John-
son couldn’t believe it. Nevertheless, he
made up his mind to find out.

Frowning with worry, he drove his car
through the scanty evening traffic, stopping
first at Vera Collins’ address.

The girl’'s apartment was dark, and his ring
went unanswered. At length he returned to
the street and climbed back into his car.

Cutting across town, he stopped in front
of a small frame house, got out again and
mounted a stoop. It was the place where
Lukens had bachelor quarters. Johnson
pressed the bell. When there was no an-
swer, he rang again, this time long and re-
soundingly. Still he got no response al-
though there were lights within. So he be-
gan to pound on the panels with his big,
hard fist, making a loud hollow sound.

AT THIS moment the door was jerked

open from the inside and a girl appeared,
clad for the street. She was wearing a small
hat and a tweed coat. In her hands she was
clutching a large handbag, decorated with a
large glistening silver B. She was a tall,
good-looking girl, with full lips and blue-
black hair, and Johnson noticed at once that
she looked pale and frightened, almost hys-
terical.

“Is Nick Lukens in?” Johnson asked her.

But the girl did not answer. Instead she
shoved past him, as if frantic with haste,
darted across the stoop and down the steps,
and made off up the street, running as hard
as she could go. Johnson gazed after her in
astonishment. Despite her hurry, she lurched
back and forth across the sidewalk, as if al-
most distraught with fear. She reached the
comer, turned it and disappeared.

All this struck Johnson as very strange in-
deed. She had left the door wide open be-
hind her, so, after a moment of hesitation,
Johnson entered the house. The hall was
dark, but light was streaming from a nearby
room. He walked forward to the lighted
doorway and stopped. His hazel eyes wid-

ened at what he saw and his square face grew
grim. He was not too much surprised. The
suspicious actions of the girl had prepared
him for something like this.

Stretched out across a large lounge chair
was the body of a thickset, middle-aged man.
There was a bullet hole in his chest and he
was dead. It was Nick Lukens.

Then Clem Johnson caught sight of some-
thing else which did cause him to catch his
breath. Nick Lukens was not the only per-
son dead in that room.

Further back, slumped on the floor by a
walnut desk, lay Johnson’s secretary, Vera
Collins, with blood matting the shining folds
of her sl«ek blond hair.

For several moments Johnson stood as if
frozen in the doorway. His heart was pound-
ing and sweat was trickling down his face.
There was no need for him to examine the
bodies. He could see they were both dead.
There was a gun between the girl and the
man.

After the first shock of discovery had
passed, Johnson’s mind began to race. Ques-
tions filled his brain. What was Vera Collins
doing in Lukens’ home? From all appear-
ances it looked as if the girl had shot Lukens.
Johnson remembered, now, that Vera had
confessed to him, not long before, that she
was worried about some man. Had this been
a love tragedy? Had she shot Lukens and
then Killed herself? All the evidence pointed
that way. But considering Lukens’ age and
unromantic nature and what Johnson knew
about the character of his secretary, John-
son could hardly credit it.

At last the big engineer drew a deep shud-
dering breath, tore his fascinated eyes from
the bodies, and swung about to leave the
room. Standing directly in back of him was
the huge frame of Sergeant John Trell, head
of the Homicide Bureau, whom Johnson
knew by sight. Standing further down the
hallway, near the entrance of the house, was
a knot of uniformed policemen. Through
the open doorway Johnson caught a glimpse
of several police radio cars. The police must
have entered the place quietly while Johnson
had been looking at the bodies. Certainly
they had not blown any sirens.

Sergeant Trell smiled grimly at Johnson.

“Some feller phoned us that he heard shots
in this house, a little while ago,” said Trell.
“So we came to investigate and got here just
in time. Caught you red-handed, eh? What
did you do with the gun? Ah, I see it. And
I notice you're wearing gloves. Pretty
shrewd. Afraid of leaving fingerprints?”

Johnson was thunderstruck by the accusa-
tion. “You're mistaken,” he said. “I didn’t
do it”

“Who did?” asked Trell.

“1 don’t know.”

One of Trell's men had moved closer.
Now he whispered something and the ser-
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geant looked at Johnson sharply.

“Say,” he said, “aren’'t you the Johnson
who’s got a war contract for the Bessemer
plant’s big building on the North Side?”

“Yes,” agreed Johnson wearily.

“And this fellow here”—Trell nodded to-
ward the sprawled figure of Lukens—“was
the one who's been checking on that acci-
dent which happened there today. That
right?”

“Yes.”

Trell's eyes glinted.
toward Vera Collins.

“Who is she?”

“My secretary,” replied Johnson.

“And when she started to spill the works
to Lukens, you had to knock 'em both off,
huh? That how it happened?”

“Nol!”

“You killed them before she got a chance
to talk—right?”

He jerked a thumb

JOHNSON grew exasperated. “Quit say-

ing | did it,” he snapped. “I don’'t know
a thing about it. | just found them here.”
Then he told Trell how he happened to dis-
cover the bodies but it was plain Trell didn't
believe him.

In the meantime other policemen were
crowding into the room past them. They
began to look for clues, to examine the gun,
and prepared to take pictures. Trell re-
mained in the doorway, talking to Johnson.

“How’d you get inside the house if both
these people were dead?” Trell asked.

“Lukens had phoned me to come over.
When he didn't answer the bell, |1 walked
in. The door was open.”

“So you didn’t see anybody but these two ?”

“There was a girl.”

“A girl?”

Johnson told of the tall dark-haired girl
who had run away from the house before
he entered.

As Trell was digesting this, a detective in
the room had been examining Vera Collins’
body. He bent over and removed something
from her hand, looked at it, straightened up
and stared searchingly at Johnson. Finally
he stood up, walked over and whispered in
Trell's ear. The sergeant turned quickly
and also stared at Johnson.

“What became of the lower button on your
coat, Johnson?” inquired Trell.

Johnson glanced downward. He could not
suppress a start of surprise. The Sergeant
was right. The button was missing. Only
a few loose threads hung from the place it
should have been.

“Why—er—that's odd,” he gasped. “It's
gone. | must have lost it. | don't know
what became of it.”

Trell took the object which the detective
had handed over and held it up so the engi-
neer could see it

“Here it is,” said the Sergeant. “It

matches. Now give me one good reason why
we should find it clutched in Vera Collins’
hand!”

A ghastly chill of dismay ran down John-
son’s spine. He realized at once that he was
in a trap, that some enemy had framed him.
He also realized it would take all of his wit
and energy to free himself from the trap
into which he had fallen. His only chance
of finding this enemy and clearing his name
lay in remaining free. If the police locked
him up his plight would be hopeless.

“That ties you up like a string,” said Trell
grimly.

Johnson stared at the loose threads on
his coat, and then at the dead girl’'s hand.
He made a gesture of despair and resignation.

“Smart boy,” approved Trell. “No use
fighting a sure thing. We'll go down to
headquarters and you can—"

Trell never finished his sentence. Quick
as a flash Johnson had given him a violent
shove and leaped toward the rear of the
house. After staggering a few steps, Trell
regained his balance, turned and yanked out
his gun.

But Johnson had already vanished through
the door in the rear of the hall. Uttering a
loud shout, the Sergeant rushed after him.

But the head-start, brief as it was, proved
to be all the advantage the active, athletic
Johnson needed. Like a greyhound he
bounded through the kitchen, wrenched open
the rear door, and leaped across the concert
court in back, and scaled a high board fence,
off to one side. By the time the Sergeant
emerged from the house, Johnson was out
of view.

The engineer had visited Lukens often
and was familiar with the neighborhood.
He darted up an alley, crossed a side street
and went through more alleys and back-
yards. He ran in silence, using all the craft
of an intelligent and desperate man.

Twenty minutes later he eased his bulk
into a public telephone booth ten blocks
away.

He put through a call for the office of
Morgan & Trout, architects on both the
Ludlow and Bessemer jobs. But it was late
and the office didn’'t answer. Next he tried
Morgan’s residence. Morgan was not at
home. He tried Trout. This time he was
in luck for Trout himself answered.

Johnson gave his name. “Trout,” he said.
“How much has been uncovered about those

faulty beams on the Bessemer job? Do you
know?”
Trout sounded worried. “Yes. It's bad,

Mr. Johnson, mighty bad. Every beam
drilled so far is lacking the specified rein-
forcing steel. | can't understand how it
happened.”

Johnson’s fingers whitened on the tele-
phone receiver. He tried to keep his voice
calm.
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"Have you any way cf finding out?”

“No. Not until the investigation is com-
pleted. Lukens has entire control. He'll
have to finish up before we can do anything.”

“Lukens is dead,” said Johnson. He
waited, listening.

Over the wire he could hear Trout's
startled exclamation.

“Dead? How?”

OHNSON ignored the question. “Ever

hear of Lukens having a girl friend?”
he asked Trout. “A tall, dark-haired, slender
girl, with an oval face and olive complexion?
English looking, rather full lips?” He
paused, then added: “She may even have
been a business associate.”

“No. Why do you ask?”

Instead of answering, Johnson hung up.
Again he thumbed through the worn and
tattered telephone directory until he found
Bert Gillen's name and address. But he
didn’'t dial Gillen’s number. He copied down
the address upon the back of an envelope
and left the drug store.

Gillen lived in a poor section of the city,
on the second floor of a large, old-fashioned
frame residence which had been made over
into flats.

There was no response to Johnson’s knock,
so he used a long, thin piece of iron he had
bought a few minutes before in a small
hardware store. The door gave and he
stepped quietly into a small, box-like living
room. A single lamp was burning on a
cheap veneered table. Johnson crossed to
the table and looked about, his huge bulky
form throwing a black shadow against one
wall.

The furniture, what there was of it, was
cheap and unmatched. Cast-off pieces, in
all probability, placed there by the landlady
to create a “furnished apartment.” The
effect was anything but cheerful.

Johnson moved toward a door and then
halted as his glance fell on some paper slips
piled up on a small telephone stand. He
walked over, picked up the slips and glanced
through them hastily. But he didn't find
what he wanted so he put them back with a
feeling of disappointment. Old bridge scores!

As he was laying the slips down he noticed
a small drawer in the telephone stand and
pulled it open. Inside he found a long enve-
lope addressed to Herbert Gillen. The en-
velope was empty but it was the return ad-
dress, on the upper left hand corner, which
focused Johnson’s attention. Printed there
was the firm name of Morgan & Trout,
Registered Architects.

Johnson frowned. What possible connec-
tion could a respectable firm of architects
have with the crafty timekeeper. Gillen was
a potential blackmailer. He might even have
been the one who had stolen the button and
placed it in the hand of a dead girl for the

purpose of framing an innocent man in a
double murder.

Johnson glanced at the envelope before
shoving it into his pocket for safe keeping.
There he found another address which had
been hastily scrawled down in pencil. It
was quite legible and he idly read it. Then
he thrust away the envelope and again turned
toward the door. Once more his attention
was diverted when his eyes chanced to fall
upon a large framed cabinet photograph
standing on a nearby bookcase.

One quick glance was enough. In two
long, hasty steps he had crossed the room
and had snatched up the picture. He scruti-
nized the photograph eagerly. It was auto-
graphed. Across the bottom were written
the words, “To Bert, from his true and
sincere friend, Norma Brown.”

For a moment or two Clem Johnson stood
rigid, staring at the picture of the girl he
had seen, earlier that evening, leaving the
home of Nick Lukens, the murdered City
Building Inspector! It was the same girl!
No doubt about that. Here was luck!

Then he remembered something else. He
snatched the envelope out of his pocket and
hastily compared the scribbled pencil ad-
dress with the autograph on the bottom of
the picture. The writing was the same.
Clem Johnson chuckled aloud. Of Ilate
things had been going pretty badly with
him, but at last it looked as if he were going
to get a break. Now he had just what he
wanted, the girl's name and address. She
was Norma Brown, of 511 Green Street.

But Johnson was not through with this
apartment yet. He still needed evidence
concerning the plot which had been formed
to link him up with crooked construction
work. He believed he would find it here.

For a third time he started for the door.
Yanking it open, he stepped through into
the dark hall beyond. As he moved forward,
a black, vague figure loomed out of the
shadows and made a menacing gesture.
Johnson threw up his arm for protection but
he was just a trifle too late. A crushing
weight thudded down on the top of his head.
Before his eyes flashed a blinding light and
then—darkness settled over him. His senses
departed. . . .

When Clem Johnson again opened his
eyes he was lying on the spot where he had
fallen. For some moments he was too dizzy
to move, but after a while the sensation de-
parted. He climbed weakly to his feet. The
light was still burning in the living room.
Seemingly nothing had been disturbed since
he had left it to enter the hallway. There
was no way of telling how long he had
been unconscious.

Johnson remembered seeing a small bath-
room when he had entered the apartment
and to this he made his way, staggering
slightly as he walked. He lighted the hath-
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room by means of a button, found some
towels and for the next ten or fifteen minutes
busied himself bathing his aching brows and
reducing the size of the large bump which
the blow had left on the top of his head.
When he left the bathroom his vigor and
activity had been completely restored.

msMOLDING the strip of iron which he had

purchased in the hardware store as a
weapon, Johnson cautiously continued his
investigations. Soon he came to the door-
way of a small room. It was dark but John-
son lighted a match. By its light he found
a wall switch. He pressed the button and
lighted the center bulb of the room.

A single glance told him this was a bed-
room, fitted out with a cheap metal bed-
stead, a battered bureau and two chairs.
But Johnson also found something else—
something which caused him to catch his
breath. For the second time on this fatal
night he had chanced upon murder!

Bert Gillen, former timekeeper of the
Alleghany Engineering Corporation and the
tenant of the apartment in which Johnson
now stood, was sprawled beside the bed in
a large pool of coagulating blood. The back
of Gillen's head had been crushed to a gory
pulp by a series of savage blows. He was
lying on his back, eyes glazed, features
contorted, but there was no mistaking that
face. Johnson recognized it at once.

The engineer slumped back against the
frame of the door, sick and shaken. He was
appalled by this latest crime of a murderous
assassin.

Then a strident sound straightened him up,
alert and trembling. That sound was the
loud buzzer of this apartment. Johnson rec-
ognized the noise because he had pressed
it several times before venturing to force an
entrance. The whirr of the buzzer meant that
someone was outside in the front hall and
anxious to enter. Also Johnson remembered
that the front door was not fastened, for he
had broken the lock to get into this place.
Only a slight push would be needed to
swing open the door. Then whoever was
outside could enter and find him here. Once
more he would be discovered on the scene
of a murder.

Wildly Johnson glanced about him, search-
ing for a means of escape. His eyes fell upon
the nearby window.

Leaping across the room, he unfastened
the catch and raised the sash. As he did so
he heard heavy footsteps crossing the nearby
living room. Johnson thrust his head out
through the window and looked around. Be-
low, about five feet, was an extension with a
tin roof. He crawled through the window,
lifting his feet, and let himself drop lightly
to the roof of the extension.

Behind him he heard a rough voice calling.

“Hey, there! Anybody here?” The voice

sounded like that of Sergeant Trell, of the
Homicide Squad.

Johnson crept to the edge of the exten-
sion and glanced downward, but all was
darkness below and he could not tell how
great the drop would be or what he might
hit when he landed. Then, from the room
he had just left, he heard a startled bellow.

“What's this—another murder?” So it was
Sergeant Trell! Under his breath Johnson
was cursing himself for not stopping long
enough to turn off the light of the bedroom.
That would have delayed the police just a
little—just long enough to have allowed him
to get away.

He slid his body over the edge of the roof.
As he made ready to drop, the head of Ser-
geant Trell appeared at the window, sil-
houetted against the light. The Sergeant
was holding a large revolver.

“Halt!” shouted Trell. “Halt, or I'll fire!”

Johnson paid no attention. He was pre-
paring to let go his hold. Trell whipped up
the revolver. There was a jet of flame, a
crashing report and a lead slug ripped into
the tin near the engineer. Then Johnson
dropped.

The engineer landed in the darkness a
dozen feet below, scrambled to his feet, and
darted away, keeping close to the building.
Above him a whistle shrilled. But Johnson
didn’'t quit running until he was a safe dis-
tance away from Gillen's home. Then he
paused to catch his breath and to make plans.

He felt in his pocket for the envelope and
found it was gone. The envelope! That
was why he had been struck down in the hall.
Luckily he had a good memory and the theft
of it didn't bother him now. Who was his
assailant? That man was the murderer!
Johnson thought back. Both Morgan and
Trout had been in the engineering office that
morning and either one could have cut the
button off his coat. Also both of them could
have seen Gillen without Johnson’s knowl-
edge and, even if they hadn't, it did not elim-
inate them as suspects.

Johnson hunted up a telephone booth and
dialed his own office. Bill Shotwell was still
there.

Johnson could detect the anxiety in his
voice when he spoke.

“Clem, what have you been doing?” he
cried. “The police are looking for you.”

“l know it. They think | killed Vera Col-
lins and Nick Lukens.”

There was a pause. Then Shotwell spoke
again. “Maybe Vera murdered Lukens and
committed suicide?” he suggested.

“Perhaps. But there was a tall, dark-
haired girl who ran away from Lukens’ home
just as | got there. Her name is Norma
something. It's possible she did the shoot-
ing, so I'm on my way to her house now, to
question her. Bill, did you ever hear of such
a girl running around with Lukens?”



13
CIJHOTWELL'S voice grew excited. “No,

I never heard of her before. But you're
going to see her now, Clem? You know
where she lives?”

“Yes.” For some reason Johnson was grin-
ning as he spoke into the telephone. *“Say,
Rill, do me a favor. Call up both Morgan
and Trout and find out if one of them knows
a girl by the name of Norma. Tell them her
name was scribbled on the back of one of
their firm's envelopes. You might also men-
tion I'm on my way to see her. Just tell them
that. If they don’t seem to know anything,
hang up. [I'll call you back.”

Twenty minutes later Clem Johnson
stepped from a taxicab which had halted in
a dark side street. After walking a short
block to Green Street, he stopped before a
three-story apartment building, glanced up
and down the street in both directions to
make sure he was unobserved, and then
ducked into the vestibule of Number 511.

On the second floor, in the rear, he found
an apartment bearing the name of “Mr. and
Mrs. Arthur Brown,” on a name-plate. He
pressed the button of the buzzer.

The summons was answered by a tall, oval-
faced girl with blue-black hair and full lips.
She uttered a startled gasp when she caught
sight of Johnson and tried to shut the door
again. Johnson was too quick for her. He
thrust his foot in the crack, pushed her back-
ward and stepped into the apartment, closing
the door behind him.

“Oh!” gasped the girl.
or I'll scream.”

“No you won't,” answered Johnson. “It
v¥]ould bring the cops and you don't want
that.”

He moved past her down the hall and into
a nicely furnished living room. Johnson in-
spected it with an all-encompassing glance.
On the wall was the picture of a good-look-
ing soldier of about thirty. Beneath it was a
small service flag.

“Your husband?” asked Johnson.

“Yes,” said the girl. “He’s in France now
—with the Invasion.”

Johnson smiled at her warmly. “Then
you're Mrs. Arthur Brown and your first
name’'s Norma?”

“Yes.” Her voice was barely audible.

Johnson nodded. “I'm expecting things
to happen and we haven't much time, so I'll
have to talk fast, Mrs. Brown. I'm in a spot
and so are you. Why did you kill Vera Col-
lins and Nick Lukens?”

Fear sprang into the girl's eyes and she
gave a convulsive start. “I didn't kill them,”
she cried. “Honestly | didn't. You'll have
to believe me.”

“Do you know who did?”

“No.”

Johnson stared at her. “But you were
there at the house. | saw you.”

Norma Brown began to shiver. “I must

“Get out of here
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have gotten there just a few minutes before
you did,” she said in a trembling voice. “The
door was standing open and | heard someone
groan. | thought Mr. Lukens was ill.” She
ran her slim hands through her black hair.
“1 went inside and found them. The woman
was still alive. She groaned once more and
died. All that blood—it was horrible!”

Norma Brown was overcome by the mem-
ory. She staggered to a nearby chair, sank
down and buried her face in her hands.
Johnson watched her.

“Take it easy,” he said. “My name is Clem
Johnson. | run an engineering firm and the
police suspect me of the murder. Why did
you go to see Nick Lukens?”

“l had met him,” she answered in muffled
tones, without looking up. “I wanted to ask
him to get me a job. 1 used to be employed
by Morgan and Trout but they discharged
me last week, after a man named Gillen, who
had been annoying me recently, went there
and made charges against me. My husband’s
in the Army and | need employment.”

“What kind of work did you do for Mor-
gan and Trout?” asked Johnson.

“1 was Mr. Morgan’s secretary.”

“So Gillen was annoying you, eh? Why?”

The girl looked up at Morgan then. Her
face was filled with despair.

“l had met Mr. Gillen in a business way
and, after a while, he began to act—just hor-
rible.” She shuddered.

“Why did you go to Lukens’ home for
work instead of his office?” Johnson per-
sisted. He hated to do this but it was
necessary.

“l did go to Luken’s office several times,
but he was never there because he was busy
with some building trouble over on the
North Side. So finally, in desperation, |
tried his home tonight.” Again she ran her
hands through her hair in a distracted fash-
“I'm familiar with construction work

ion.
and was educated to be an architect. I'm
efficient, even if | do say it myself. | had to

act quick because | was afraid Mr. Morgan
would prejudice Mr. Lukens against me. He
was terribly angry when he discharged me.
Bert Gillen had made plenty of trouble and
Morgan and Trout blamed it all on me. Gil-
len had worked for them at one time. He
was trying to blackmail them and Morgan
thought | was the one who had furnished
Gillen with the information.”

WOHNSON thought he was beginning to
** see a light. “Ah, ha!” he murmured
softly. “So Gillen had worked for that firm
and he was trying to blackmail them.”

At this moment he noticed an expression
of astonishment and fear on the girl's face.
Her eyes were fixed on something behind
him. When Johnson had entered the room
he had noticed a half open window, opening
on a fire escape, off to one side. Now he
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realized that someone else had entered the
apartment. He was not surprised. He had
been expecting something of the kind. He
turned around.

Then he got a surprise. The man who
had come in from the fire escape was Bill
Shotwell. In one hand he carried an auto-
matic.

“Hello, Clem,” said Shotwell from behind
the leveled gun. “Surprised to see me?”

Johnson stared at his chief engineer.

“Not very,” he answered steadily. “That's
why | announced | was on my way to see
Norma Brown. | was ready for a blood-
thirsty visitor. But | didn't think it would
be you, Bill.”

Shotwell smiled coldly. “So you baited a
hook but caught the wrong fish?”

“That's right, Bill,” said Johnson. *“I used
you as a sort of a grape-vine. | thought
either Morgan or Trout would follow me
here. | never once suspected you, Bill.”

Shotwell scowled. “You ought to have told
me more,” he said at last. “If | had known
you didn’t suspect me | would have kept
under cover. But it's too late now.” There
was another pause before Shotwell con-
tinued. “What made you suspicious of
either Morgan or Trout?”

“Because they were the only ones who
would have had an opportunity to cut the
button off my coat in the office today,” an-
swered Johnson. “Gillen couldn’t have done
it because he was murdered. As for you,
Bill, I trusted you too much to include you
in the list. 1 should have known better.
You always were a schemer, Bill.” Johnson
shook his head regretfully. “It had to be
one of four men—Gillen, Trout, Morgan—
or you! I'm sorry you are the one. | hate
to find out you killed Vera and Lukens and
then battered in Bert Gillen's skull.”

“How do you know all this?” sneered
Shotwell,

“Because—now that | think back—I re-
member you were always making a play for
Vera Collins and she kept you at arms length
until about a year ago.” Again Johnson
sadly shook his head. “After that her man-
ner toward you changed but | thought you
were too square to deceive a trusting woman.
Recently she was worried about some
man and she didn't dare tell me his name.
You were that man, Bill. And | never
guessed it. How was | to know you were a
dirty, sneaking, deceiving rat!”

“Bah, don’'t waste your sympathy on Vera,”
cried Shotwell, with a flush of anger in his
cheeks. “She was a squealer. She went to
Lukens tonight and told him everything. |
had to shut her mouth.” His eyes glittered
murderously.

“About the concrete mess?” said Johnson.
“Yes, | surmise that now. You couldn't
have worked things in the office the way
you did without her help. But she went to

the wrong man when she squealed to Lukens.
She should have told me. 1 would have
handled you plenty, Bill.”

Again Shotwell sneered. “l know you
would, but it's too late now.”
“But why did you do it, Bill?” asked

Johnson. “Why did you want to ruin me?
Why hurt this girl whose husband is fighting
with the American Army?”

“Bah, | don't care about you or the girl,”
answered Shotwell. “l want to impede the
war effort. There's big money in it. Years
ago, before I met you, my name used to be
Fritz Schuler.”

Clem Johnson gave a start. Beside him
he could hear the girl draw in her breath
sharply.

“Ah, ha!” cried Johnson.
man—a Nazi!”

“Right,” said Shotwell with a nod. *“Also,
the steel we didn't use for reenforcing the
beams was sold to the black market. Vera
helped me to reroute the trucks to another
city and to conceal things in the books. |
made plenty of profit, in addition to what |
got from my own Nazi government. | tell
you this, Clem, because I'm never going to
let you get out of this room alive, either
you or the girl.”

“Another double murder, eh?” said John-
son softly. “You’'ll never get away with it,
Bill. You must have left records back at
the office. The Alleghany books will show
they have been altered.”

“Pooh, | have all the books down in my
car below,” said Shotwell. “That's what |
was doing in the office when you called me,
getting the books. And I'll leave a forged
note here after I've killed you and this girl,
explaining the whole business. It'll be a
complete confession, supposedly signed by
you. Folks will figure Clem Johnson was
caught in a crooked job by Lukens and Vera
Collins, and had to shoot his way out. Then
after murdering his timekeeper to keep him
from talking, he became half crazed when
his secret sweetheart refused to divorce her
soldier husband. They’ll think he Kkilled her
and himself. Makes a nice solution.”

“One more question,” said Johnson. “Why
did you batter in Bert Gillen's skull?”

“Because after you left the office, tonight,
I let something slip which revealed | was
the crooked one in the firm and not you,”
said Shotwell. “I gave Gillen a temporary
bribe, but I knew I'd have to seal his lips,
and | did.”

“You're a Ger-

fiHOTWELL'S face hardened. He mo-
N tioned with the automatic.
“Move away from the girl,” he com-

manded. “This is it.”

Johnson obeyed slowly, watching the
armed man like a hawk. As he circled away
from Norma Brown, Johnson saw the girl's
hand stealing out toward a stand on which
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rested a large ornate aquarium containing
several goldfish. Johnson gathered his
muscles for some quick action.

Suddenly the girl gave the stand a quick
push which overturned it. The glass aqua-
rium fell to the floor with a tremendous
crash and a large spurt of cold water gushed
forward, drenching Bill Shotwell’s legs.
Shotwell was tense, excited and nervous.
The interruption was unexpected. For one
brief instant his gaze left Johnson and
flickered in the direction of the girl who was
leaping toward him. That instant was
enough for Johnson.

He bounded forward like a great cat as the
muzzle of Shotwell's weapon flickered to-
ward the girl, and then came back. The
automatic thundered. Smoke gushed out.
The bullet missed Johnson by half an inch.
Johnson’s muscular body went through the
smoke and crashed into Shotwell. There
was the heavy smack of a big fist and then
another. Shotwell whirled through the air,
landed on the floor with a thud, slid along
waxed boards at the edge of the rug and
then banged into the wall. He gave one
groan and lay still, unconscious. The auto-
matic had skittered under a chair.

Johnson blew on his smarting knuckles
and then turned to speak to the girl, but
she was still moving. She rushed by him
into a Kkitchen and returned a moment later
with a bowl full of water. Then she knelt
down and rescued the flopping goldfish, put-
ting them into the bowl.

Johnson recovered the automatic and then
stood watching her until she finally stood up
and placed the bowl full of goldfish upon
the top of the radio, across the room. He was
grinning.

“When you get through playing with the
fish, Norma, would you mind phoning the
police?” he said. “Ask for Detective Ser-
geant Trell. Tell him what happened. When
he gets here, we’'ll inform him about the
books in Bill Shotwell's black Buick sedan,

BLACK BOOK DETECTIVE

down in front. That, and other things, will
put us both in the clear.”

“Certainly,” answered the girl. She was
smiling also. She was a different looking
creature now that her fear and anxiety had

departed, wonderfully attractive. She
glanced at ShotwelPs limp body. “ls—is he
dead?”

“No, merely out,” said Johnson. “If he
wakes up before the police arrive I'll take

care of him again. But | don’t think he'll
wake up. | think he's good for about an
hour. I hit him hard enough. 1 was remem-
bering what he did to my secretary, Vera
Collins.”

Norma Brown went to the telephone, got
Trell and delivered the message Johnson
had given her. Then she turned to Johnson.

“How did you learn my name and ad-
dress?” she asked.

“l dropped by Bert Gillen's apartment,
found his body and an autographed photo-
graph of you. Your address was written
on the back of an old envelope.”

She grew thoughtful, then shuddered
daintily. “So that poor woman | saw in Mr.
Lukens’ home was your former secretary,”
she said. “How awful!”

Clem Johnson looked her over again, this
time speculatively. “Say,” he said, “I'll be
needing a new secretary to take Vera Collins’
place. You say you're good. Also you're
looking for a job. How’'d you like to go
to work for me?”

Norma Brown’s eyes brightened. “1'd love
it. You're doing war work?”

“Sure,” said Johnson. “We ought to make
a good team. |I've got four brothers in the
Army. Probably they're fighting beside your
husband right now. You and me together—
we ought to make a good team.”

“That's right,” said the girl enthusiastically.
“And the harder we work, the sooner we can
bring the boys home.”

“Check,” said Clem Johnson.
double check.”

“Check and

Tony Quinn at His Best in MURDER ON THE LOOSE Next Issue!

Backache,Leg Pains May Be Danger Sign

Of Tired

If backache and leg pains arc making you
miserable, don't just complain and do nothing
about them. Nature may be warning you that
your kidneys need attention.

The kidneys are Nature's chief way of taking
excess acids and poisonous waste out of the
blood. They help most people pass about 3
pints a day.

If the 15 miles of kidney tubes and filters
don’t work well, poisonous waste matter stays
in the blood. These poisons may start nagging

Kidneys

backaches, rheumatic pains, leg pains, loss of
pep and energy, getting up nights, swelling,
puffiness under the eyes, headaches and dizzi-
ness. Frequentorscanty passages with smarting
and burning sometimes shows there is some-
thing wrong with your kidneys or bladder.
Don’'t wait! Ask your druggist for Doan’s
Pills, used successfully by millions for over 40
years. They give happy relief and will help
the 15 miles of kidney tubes flush out poison-
ous waste from the blood. Get Doan'’s Pills.
(Adv.)



WINDOW TARGET

By KERRY MCcROBERTS

Watching the Bank Was Jack Trask's Favorite Hobby!

JKS “SPEC” ADAMS waited in the booth
for the call to come through from
Bridgeport, he wondered who could be

telephoning him from clear over on the other
side of the State.

“Hello?” a woman’s voice finally spoke
over the wire. “lIs this Mr. Adams, the owner
of the Hilldale Pharmacy?”

“That's right, lady,” Spec answered. “What
can | do for you?”

“Have you a young man by the name of
Jack Trask working for you?”

“That's right, lady. Want to speak to
Jack?”

Spec glanced out the glass door of the
booth at a pale-faced young man who was
standing behind a counter, gazing solemnly
out the window at the bank building on the
opposite side of the sleepy main street.

“No, | don't want to speak to him,” the
woman’s voice was saying. “l only wanted
to warn you, Mr. Adams, that Jack Trask is
stealing drugs.”

“What's that!
you say, lady?”

There was a sharp click in Spec’s ear, in-
dicating that the mysterious caller had hung
up.

Spec jiggled his own phone hook until the
local operator cut in.

“Mr. Adams, your party has rung off. Shall
| call back?”

Spec swallowed against a dry throat.
Through the glass door of the booth, he
could see that Jack Trask had turned toward
him, as if the nervous young man had over-
heard mention of his name. Spec brushed
his perspiring brow with the back of a wrist.

“No, don’t call back, operator. Let it go.
Yes, let it go.”

For a moment, Spec didn't have sufficient
nerve to leave the phone booth. The drug-
gist had hired Jack Trask the month before,
after the young man said he had been dis-
charged from the Army as the result of in-
ternal injuries received from the concussion

Hello, hello! What did

of big testing guns. The boy was nervous,
too thin. His dark eyes constantly avoided
a speaker.

But there was no denying that Jack was
an excellent chemist. He did not object to
sweeping out the store and running errands.
He had said his home was in Albany, but he
didn’t care to return to find his buddies away
at war, and to answer the ceaseless questions
of grown-ups. War work was too hard for
him. He appeared perfectly content in Hill-

dale, where there was plenty of fresh air, milk
and eg”s, and he could spend his off-hours
swimming and fishing.

“l can't believe he's taking drugs,” Spec
said under his breath. “And how in the
world could a woman in Bridgeport know
what he is doing?”

Stepping out of the booth, Spec avoided
Jack’s questioning glance. The druggist was
a bald-headed little man with a button chin,
a pudgy red nose, and pale green eyes
shielded by pince nez. He waddled like a

JACK TRASK

bear cub as he walked to a rear partition,
went through a door, and stepped into his
prescription department.

'MZ'NEELING to the floor, his nervous fin-
gers twisted a safe dial. He was per-
spiring as he swung open the crude steel
door, slid a drawer out, and stared at four
small bottles containing morphine pills. Spec
wiped his brow with relief, then closed the
safe. His small supply of drugs was intact.
“Is something wrong. Spec?” Jack Trask’s
voice asked from the partition door, where
the young man had appeared silently.
Spec’s heart jumped.
“No, Jack, nothing is wrong,” the druggist
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managed to reply. “Nothing is wrong at all.”
He wiped his brow again with his handker-
chief. “Jack, you take the afternoon off.
Go fishing, or do something. | won't need
you this afternoon. 1'd like you to take the
afternoon off.”

A dark frown creased Jack’s brow.

“If there is anything wrong, | wish you'd
tell me,” the boy said.

“Nothing is wrong, Jack. You work hard,
and | can't pay you much. Take a little vaca-
tion this afternoon.”

“Okay,” Jack Trask said, and turned away.

When Spec heard the front door close, an
odd idea struck him. He pulled out a secret
drawer in his prescription desk, where he
kept his old World War .45. The gun was
gone.

“Well, I'll be darned!” Spec exclaimed.
“How did I even think about my old forty-
five? Am | afraid of the kid? Or was there
some question in my mind about his Army
discharge? He could have stolen some pills
and put back some paste tablets. But what
does he want a gun for? What am | going
to do? | can’'t go to the police. 1 don’t want
to go to the police. How would a woman in
Bridgeport know what he's doing? This
whole thing is getting tangled up. 1'm in one
bad mess. | mustn’t let it run away with me.
I've got to think this out carefully.”

Walking into the main part of the drug-
store, Spec stood at the front window and
looked out at the main street. Across the
pavement stood the Hilldale Bank, an old
red-brick structure with a brass alarm over
the front door.

Spec shifted his gaze up the main street,
and he was surprised to see Jack Trask sit-
ting on the steps of the library, coolly smok-
ing a cigarette. Spec stepped back from the
drugstore window.

“He's watching the bank,” the druggist
told himself, “just like he watches it most of
the time from the window here when he’s in
the store. What in heaven’'s name is he up
to?”

Spec Adams couldn’t make up his mind
what to do about Jack Trask that afternoon.
The boy was not on the library steps when
the druggist locked his shop to go home for
dinner. When Spec returned to work until
eleven o’'clock that night, he brought with
him a .38 caliber revolver that he had bor-
rowed from his next-door neighbor, Allen
Burke. It was a long-barreled weapon which
Spec couldn’t keep concealed about his cloth-
ing. So the druggist hid the gun on a shelf
behind a stack of gauze packages.

The next morning Jack Trask didn't turn
up for work at the Hilldale Pharmacy.

Spec felt more relieved about the boy’s
absence as the morning wore on, and when
Jack didn’t come in that afternoon, the drug-
gist began to figure that Jack had overheard
his name mentioned on the telephone.

“He’s flown the coop,” Spec chuckled. “He
caught me closing the safe. That's one way
of getting rid of him without an argument.
| better send the morphine back and have it
checked.”

Then Spec got to thinking about his old
World War .45. His relief gave way to an-
ger. The gun was a trophy. He had killed
six Germans with it. The weapon had saved
his life. It had been his protection for more
than twenty years in the drugstore. Spec
said that he would be double-blasted if he'd
let Jack Trask get away with that gun.

Closing the drugstore for his dinner, Spec
got into his sedan and drove down the main
road until he reached Mrs. Holt’'s home. He
rang the bell and gray-haired Mrs. Holt came
to the door.

“Hello, Mrs. Holt, is Jack still living here?”

“Good evening, Spec,” the landlady replied.
“He’'s still with me, but | don’t think he came
home last night. About dinner time he went
out with two men. Hasn't Jack been to
work?”

“No, he didn't come to work today, so |
thought 1 would see if he was sick,” Spec
said. “Do you mind if I go up to his room
and leave him a note?”

“Not at all, Spec. It's the room next to the
bath on the side by the garage.”

Spec went upstairs and found all of Jack
Trask’s shirts, fishing paraphernalia, extra
suit and toilet articles.

T H E druggist searched high and low, un-
e der the bed mattress and under chairs,
but he didn't find his World War .45. He
left a note telling Jack Trask to visit him be-
fore leaving town, and then Spec descended
to talk with the landlady again.

“Mrs. Holt, what did the men look like
who went off with Jack?”

“City people, Spec. Is there anything
wrong?”

“Would you say they were respectable city
people, Mrs. Holt.”

“They didn’'t look too respectable, Spec,
but I don’t like to comment on Jack’s friends.
I only saw them when Jack came out of the
house. They drove up and talked to him
from their car. He got in.”

“What kind of a car was it?” Spec asked.

“It was big high-powered car, but | don’t
recognize all the makes, Spec. You look
worried. Has anything happened to Jack?”

“Yes, | think something has, Mrs. Holt,
but just you keep it to yourself for a while.”

Spec moped perspiration from his brow
when he climbed into his sedan. As he drove
down to the State Troopers quarters, he told
himself that he was a darned old fool. He
hadn't learned a single thing in his fifty years
of life. He hadn't learned anything about
human beings at all. He was a thick-headed
rube, suspicious of the wrong people, and as
gullible as a babe in the woods with crooks.
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Stopping at the lock-up, Spec walked in-
side and right up to the desk from which the
uniformed sergeant called out a greeting.

“Sam, | want to borrow a tommy-gun,”
Spec said seriously. “Don’t tell me you can’t
lend me one. | want a tommy-gun and I'm
not going to leave here without it. Maybe
I couldn’t get into this war, but I'm going
to find myself a red-hot battle in the next
few days, and you'll see some real action.
Now first you hand me over a tommy-gun
before | tell you what | want it for.”

Sergeant Sam Peabody scowled.

“You sound like you've been down to the
tavern, Spec. I'm not going to lend you any
kind of a gun. Now, take a chair and cool
off. You ought to be ashamed of yourself.
I've got a good notion to arrest you for driv-
ing in your condition.”

Spec let Sergeant Peabody talk himself
out, and then Spec began to do some talking.
When he left the State Troopers’ quarters a
half hour later, the druggist was carrying a
tommy-gun carefully concealed in a corru-
gated carboard box marked “Moth-Proof
Garment Bag.” . . .

It was at ten o'clock the next morning that
what Spec Adams had figured would happen,
did happen!

Spec had been standing in the phone booth,
with the door open, perspiring freely as his
eyes focused across the drugstore and to the
big front window. He could see the bank
across the street. Exactly on the minute of
ten, a large limousine pulled up at the curb
before the bank building, and two men got
out to go into the bank, leaving a third man
at the wheel of the car.

Spec leaped from the phone booth, grab-
bing the tommy-gun from its case on the
floor behind a counter. Jerking open the
front door of his drugstore, he did not go
out to the sidewalk, but ducked back. He
saw the driver of the limousine across the
street glance toward him. Then the driver
slapped at the horn button on his steering
wheel with one hand as he whipped up an
automatic pistol with his other hand.

Spec had the tommy-gun at his hip, just
as Sergeant Sam had instructed him. The
druggist never heard the three sharp horn

blasts. He saw the limousine driver's .45
pointing. Spec pulled the trigger of the
tommy-gun.

With a staccato roar, the tommy-gun ex-
ploded, bouncing like a struggling pig at
Spec’s hip. lie began to shout at the top of
his lungs.

“Get 'em, outfit!
'em the works!
men!”

He saw the glass windshield of the lim-
ousine smash in a thousand pieces. He saw
the driver slump in the front seat. Then he
could hear the clanging of the bank alarm.
He saw two men come racing out of the

Over the top, and give
Smash 'em hard! At 'em,
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bank and leap toward the limousine. They
halted, guns in their hands sweeping to point
at the door of the Hilldale Pharmacy.

Spec Adams charged out of drugstore, the
tommy-gun once more crashing and bounc-
ing against his hip. He saw the two bank
robbers wilt behind their stalled limousine.
Now, as Spec stopped his fire, he heard men
shouting on the main street. A State Troop-
er's car careened up to the bank on screech-
ing tires and Sergeant Sam threw himself
out the squad car door.

“Don’t shoot again, Spec!” Sergeant Sam

yelled. “You'll slaughter the whole town.
Put up the tommy-gun. You got all three
of them.”

IJJPEC ran wheezing across the street, the
hot weapon in his hands.

“Drag the truth out of them before they
die, Sam!” Spec shouted. “Find out where
they've got Jack Trask. Ask 'em quick, be-
fore it's too late. Ask them where he is.”

“1 can hear you, Spec,” Sergeant Sam pro-
tested as he kneeled beside one of the groan-
ing bandits. “Will you please shut up? This
isn't the World War all over again. I'm go-
ing to ask them where they took young
Trask.”

Two hours later, the troopers found Jack
Trask tied hand and foot in an abandoned
barn ten miles from Hilldale. He had been
badly beaten up, and one eye was closed.
When Sergeant Sam told the boy what Spec
had done, Jack Trask forced a feeble grin.

“Thanks, Spec,” Jack said. “I thought I'd
starve to death here. Those thugs picked
me up outside my rooming house. They
asked me if | had been fired, and when 1
said | hadn’t, they pulled a gun on me. Then
they took me off. They wanted to know why
I always stood at your front window, look-
ing at the bank.”

“What did you tell them, Jack?”
asked, chuckling.

“l told them the truth,” Jack Trask an-
swered. “The brass on that bank alarm al-
ways kept reminding me of the Army. |
don’t know why it did, but it did. And I was
always thinking of my outfit in France, with
me back here mixing pills for a living.”

“Don’t worry about that, kid,” Sergeant
Sam said, helping the young man to his feet.
“You did your bit. And don’t let anyone say
you didn’'t. And Spec did his, too. | forgot
to tell him that on the way out, but we were
in a hurry. You should have heard the old
fool going over the top again with a tommy-
gun at his hip.”

Spec chuckled to himself, and then he so-
bered up.

“T soon figured out you didn't know any
girls in Bridgeport, Jack,” the druggist said.
“Yet a girl called up to tell me you ware
stealing drugs. Besides, you couldn’t have
made more than fifty bucks out of stealing

Spec
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the batch. By and by | got to wondering
about you watching the bank. Mrs. Holt
told me about the city slickers. So it all
added up all of a sudden. | figured that
somebody who was interested in the bank
wanted to get you away from that front win-
dow.”

“But that doesn't explain who stole your
forty-five, Spec?” Sergeant Sam interrupted.

Jack Trask glanced nervously away from
Spec’'s gaze.

“l didn't steal it,” Jack said miserably. “I
happened to find it in the secret drawer in
the prescription desk, and saw that Spec
hadn't cleaned the gun in twenty years, so
I took it home with me to clean it. | have
it hidden in a hunting boot back in my room.
I've sent away for a new firing pin, Spec, as
a present for your birthday next week. You
never could have shot that forty-five in a

hundred years.”

“Well, I'll be switched!” Spec exclaimed.
“l had it figured out that you were carrying
the gun just in case the bank was held up.
That just goes to show you, how far a feller
can be side-tracked.”

“l better get back our tommy-gun before
it rusts up,” Sergeant Sam snapped. “What
were you in the World War, Spec. A quar-
termaster?”

“Nope,” Spec replied with dignity. “I was
the best all-around machine-gunner in the
best all-around fighting outfit that ever tic-
kled a French girl under the chin. When
you troopers need some more help, just let
Jack Trask and me know. Thanks for arriv-
ing late at the holdup, Sergeant. We won't
need your protection on the way back to
town. Now, | reckon that will hold you.
Yes, | reckon it will hold you.”

Detective Raney is old enough to retire, but he proves
a Headquarters man is never too old to tangle with
murder in DEATH PAYS EXTRA, an exciting story
by J. LANE LINKLATER coming next issue!



MISS MOUSe,

By S. J.

RUKKER was staring gloomily at the
e two amber inches remaining of his
fourth double Scotch.

“Mike,” he said. “Do you know what it
feels like to kill someone?” Mike finished
mopping the bar and hung the rag on his
shoulder. He picked up a bottle, jammed the
cork in firmly and stared at the ceiling. It
was an off-hour for business in Poletti's
Chop House.

"Me first wife,” he said thoughtfully. “One
night | got liqguored up and she rode me
about it until I put my hands around her
neck and almost—almost mind you—finished
her.”

“Yeah, sure,” said Drukker, making a row
of wet rings on the bar with the bottom of
his glass. “I feel that way now, and | don't
mean almost.”

iiiecet NUL CM

BAILEY

“You, Mr. Drukker?
would you be Killing?”

“It's already done.” Drukker bit each
syllable off hard, as if he were afraid it might
get stuck in his teeth. “Young Joey Mul-
lane—indirectly. He was a nice boy, too.”

“It's tough about Joey,” said Mike, putting
down the bottle and resting both elbows on
the bar top. “A good, clean lad. But what
would you be having to do with it? Young
Joey was Kkilled in a cab crash when his
hacker got jammed between a trolley and an
El pillar. Yoii didn't have nothing to do
with it”

“Hit me again.” said Drukker. He had
finished his drink, now pushed the glass
toward the barman for a refill. “It’s no rib,
Mike. 1 gave Joey Mulane some evidence
to deliver to the D.A. He had papers on

It's a rib. And who
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him that proved Henry Wiggam, the public-
spirited publisher of the ‘Sentinel,; is a
crook. | might as well have put a bullet
through his heart.”

“It's tough, Mr. Drukker,” said Mike with
a sigh. “A fine lad, Joey. He'd have been
a good newspaperman had he lived.”

“Mike,” said Drukker. He paused, pressed
his fingertips against his throbbing temples.
“Mike, I've got to make up my mind about
the murderer of Joey.”

“Yes, Mr. Drukker,” said the barman pa-
tiently. He was fond of Drukker.

“Maybe I'll toss a coin on it. Heads he
gets away with it. Tails | put him out of
business myself—for keeps.”

“That's your fifth double Scotch, Mr.
Drukker,” said Mike reprovingly. His hand
trembled a little as he put the bottle back
on the shelf.

“Maybe you haven't heard, Mike. Maybe
you don’t know | was booted off the ‘Senti-
nel’ today, right after they found Joey with
his body smashed and his pockets empty.
Maybe you don’t know | was booted out of
the D.A.'s office this afternoon, when | tried
to tell him about the evidence Joey was

bringing him.”

“l heard talk, Mr. Drukker,” said Mike,
embarrassed. “There ain't a man on the
‘Sentinel’ that ain't boiling about it. You're
aces with them, Mr. Drukker.”

“That crazy bunch of buzzards,” Druk-

ker said huskily. He laughed a little to cover
the thickness in his throat. “Not one of
them wouldn’t have sliced my throat to beat
me to a yarn. Nov/ they're throwing me
garlands of daisies.”

“That is life,” said Mike.
Dog lick dog’s wounds.”

“If | had a gun right now, Mike, a gun
here in my hand, I'd hunt that rat up and
shoot him to shreds.”

“Dog eat dog.

TAMIKE grew more uneasy. He reached
out and touched the reporter on the
sleeve.

“Take it easy, Mr. Drukker.
ing won't help anybody.”

“So help me,” Drukker went on slowly,
intensely, “1'd go upstairs and give him every
load.”

“Is he upstairs?” Mike's jaw dropped.
“And you're hanging around here waiting
for him to come down from the private din-
ing room. Now, Mr. Drukker, cool off!”

He leaned forward and put forward an ex-
postulatory palm. Drukker, already slipping
from his bar stool, laid a five dollar bill on it.

“Don’'t do anything rash, Mr. Drukker,”
pleaded Mike. “For your own sake.”

“Aw, quit having the jitters,” said Drukker
with an acid smile. “1 haven’'t got a gun.”

“Even if you had, it's not the ones that
talk about doing it that you have to worry
about,” said Mike, looking relieved. “It's the

More Kkill-

quiet fellers you gotta watch. Oh, Mr.
Drukker!”

The ex-reporter, who was already halfway
to the street door, again rubbing fingertips
against his throbbing temples, turned slowly
and came back to the bar.

“Mr. Drukker,” said Mike, his voice drop-
ping to a confidential whisper. “There's a
neat quail doing a solo at the table by the
back hall door. You can see her from here—
the one with a bit of adhesive tape on her
cheek.”

“Cut herself shaving, no doubt,” said
Drukker. “Thanks for the tip, Mike, but—
well, Joey and | had been planning to do the
town tonight, and—" He broke off and
fumbled a cigarette free from its package.

“1 get it,” said Mike. “But she’s right out
of your book. A blonde with plenty of
class.”

“That's okay, Mike,” said Drukker, light-
ing his cigarette. “l appreciate your in-
terest in my extracurricular activities. But
not tonight. So long, Mike.”

“Mr. Drukker!” Mike made a successful
grab at his elbow. “I don't usually stick

my nose into my customers’ business. But
this quail is on the griddle. She's all
nerves. And’—again the whisper—*“she’s

packing a heater in her bag.”

Drukker paused in the act of shaking
his match out, dropped it when the flame
seared his fingers.

“Are you sure?” he asked sharply. Mike
nodded, turning pale.

“Now, Mr. Drukker, | didn't mean to be
putting that kind of ideas in your head. 1
was only thinking of you as a reporter.
She might be a story. Come to think of it,
it wasn't a real heater—just one of those
lighter things. . . .

But Drukker was already en route to
the table by the back hall door, covering
ground fast with his long-legged stride.
He" didn't have a plan. The throbbing in
his temple had obliterated straight think-
ing for hours now.

He spotted the girl with the neat patch
of white tape on her cheek. She was
streamlined and would have been pert if it
weren't for the strained, set expression she
was wearing—she was also vaguely familiar.

But before he could reach the table, a
big man wearing a chauffeur's rig came
through the hall door. Drukker didn't no-
tice much about his face, because the long
red scar on his forehead was what had his
attention. Drukker’'s skin crawled at sight
of him, but he kept right on going until he
could hear what the man said.

“The name,” rasped the chauffeur in what
was meant to be a whisper, “is Henry Wig-
gam. That's it—Henry Wiggam. Have
you seen him in the joint, lady?”

The chauffeur drew a blank. The girl just
stared at him.
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“You don't know Wiggam?” said the
chauffeur with a note of relief in his rasp-
ing voice. But Drukker felt no relief. The
name Wiggam made his head ache worse.

“No,” said the girl, and the clear, con-
trolled tones of her voice went with the
rest of her, “I don't know him. What's
more, | don’'t know you. And you can take
that as a cue to sound retreat.”

She delivered the brush-off with a crisp
finality that might have made Drukker
grin under other circumstances. But there
was an undercurrent of tautness that her
voice and manner could not quite hide. He
spotted the thick bulge of her bag, a black
affair with silver clasps on the table by her
gloved hand. Then he saw that the scarred
chauffeur had noticed his presence.

“Oh,” said the big driver, not troubling
to hide his contempt. “It's you.”

The fuse that had been burning for hours
inside Drukker, that had been fostered by
whisky and frustration now reached some
hidden detonator inside him. He let go
with a straight right that landed with a jar-
ring thud on the side of the chauffeur’s
jaw and sent him crashing over a chair.

But it didn't relieve the throbbing in the
ex-reporter’'s skull —not even when the
chauffeur, his face black with rage, rubbed
his jaw tenderly and stuck two fingers in
his mouth to check,his bridgework.

“You'll pay for it, Drukker,” he threat-
ened. “My boss can be real tough. You'll
pay with interest. Don’t ever forget it.”

“Take the air, hood,” said Drukker,
making a move toward him. The scarred-
faced chauffeur scrambled to his feet and
left the room, muttering angrily under his
breath. As the back door slammed, the
ex-reporter saw that the girl was eyeing
him with speculation in her blue eyes.
He pulled out a chair to sit down.

“Not that one,” she said, motioning
toward another at the table. “l've got to
keep an eye on the hall stairs. 1'm waiting
for someone to come down.”

“So | must sit with my back to the door,”
said Drukker.

“What's the matter?
somebody?”

Are you expecting

£?2 LOWLY Drukker grinned at her. “You
N don't know that brave lad 1 just
smacked. He has a lot of courage—with a
gun in his mitt—providing you're not fac-
ing him. He's Pool, Wiggam’s chauffeur.
Used to be a dirt track auto racer. He got
his scar in a crack-up. You know friend
Wiggam, | take it.”

“l do not,” said the girl. She certainly
was wasting no words. Drukker studied
her. She made a pleasant subject. Her
skin was smooth and golden, without too
much benefit of Max Factor, Arden or
Rubenstein. Her lips were full, almost

sulky, but on her they looked good. She
needed an attractive face to compete with
her figure, and she had both. As far as
Drukker could tell, she was a real blonde.

“Just for the record,” Drukker told her,
“Wiggam is a newspaper publisher and a
crook. Under pressure, he's good for a
spot of murder. Of course, | can't prove
a thing.”

“Of course,” she said dryly.
still just a name to me,”

“Maybe,” said Drukker, trying to decide
just how much of her rigid self-control was
natural. “But brother Pool had a reason
for asking you. Maybe you convinced him
you don't know his boss, but seeing you
here with me won't exactly bolster- his con-
viction.”

“I'm afraid | don’'t see what Wiggam has
to do with all this?”

“Wiggam is upstairs right now with a
cute pigeon,” said Drukker quietly.

“Oh!” she said and turned white.
“Then he's the man | saw!”

“Where—upstairs ?”

“Yes. You see, | followed her.”

“Who was it, Kkid?” Drukker spoke
gently. The girl was showing signs of dis-
tress.

“It's my kid sister, Janet,” she said, her
voice low. Her gloved fingertips touched
the tape on her cheek. “I know she's afraid
of him, but she wouldn’t leave. She scratched
me when | tried to take her away with me.”

“With that tape covered by your fingers, |
know you,” said the ex-reporter. “Your
name is up in lights across town. You're
Patsy Holworth.”

She nodded, but her mind wasn’t on Patsy

“But he's

Holworth, actress. She was thinking
about her sister. As she sat there, she
seemed to come to a decision. Drukker

saw that her eyes were regarding him
steadily, saw her fingers grip the clasp of
her bag tightly, sensed the growing pur-
pose in her.

“Tell me more—about Wiggam,” she said.
“He’s a crook—a Kkiller?”

“In spades—but | can't prove it. | had
him sewed up for the D. A., but everything
went flooey. He's too big for the law, I
guess, even in New York.”

“You mean he’s above prosecution?” Her
voice was tight.

“That's right. Too much pull.”

“Look at this,” said the girl, She drew a
paper from her bag, handed it to Drukker.
It was a heavy sheet of notepaper which
had been torn up, then pasted together with
Scotch tape. There was feminine handwrit-
ing on it
It read:

Patsy darling,

Remember how we played cat and mouse
when we were kids—how I'd be the mouse
and hide under a chair, and you'd be the cat
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and pounce on me when I'd try to sneak out?

Well, Patsg, I've been an idiot, and now
I'm playing the game for real. I'm in a spot
where a certain Mr. Cat is going to pounce
any day now. And when he does—

Drukker reread the unfinished note, then
handed it back to the girl. As she put it away
in her bag, he caught a glimpse of something
else. Mike hadn’'t been kidding. She was
carrying a small automatic—perhaps a .32.

He put his finger to his temple again to
ease the throbbing. So far, so good. Wig-
gam had maybe cornered the wrong house.
This sister was hot on the trail, red hot. Per-
haps his upstairs romance would blow up in
his face.

“Well?”

The girl's question pulled Drukker out of
the revery. She was waiting for him to say
something about the letter. He wanted to
tell her about Joey, but decided against it.
She was a friendly kid underneath the strain
that had stretched her taut. It wouldn't take
much to make him cry on her shoulder. If
that ever happened, he'd be a lot more both-
ered than he already was. She wasn't the
type you could leave alone, once you got
started.

“So you crashed the upstairs dining room,
and there she was,” he said, forcing himself
to consider the problem at hand. “She got
sore and told you to mind your own busi-

ness. Right?”
“Just about.” Her lips barely moved as
she spoke.
“You and she have always been close?”
“Yes. Very close.”

“What—what were they doing when you
came through the hardwood door?”

“l1 don’t know—oh, yes, they were sitting
on a couch.”

“And you went over and grabbed her by
the arm?”

“Not quite,” the girl said. “I caught hold
of her hand and pulled. | asked her to come
with me. She told me to run along and not
to worry, that she was all right. But she
wasn't all right. 1 could tell by her eyes. She
was terrified.”

"Go on,” said Drukker sympathetically
when she paused.

“l—then | put my arms around her in case
she wanted to whisper something in my ear.
She must have thought | was trying to drag
her out bodily. Anyway, she struck at me
and scratched my cheek.”

Headlines ran through Drukker's aching
head as if it were the big electric-light news
band that ran around the old Times Build-
ing.

They read:

—BROADWAY STAR SLAYS PROMI-

NENT PUBLISHER—HENRY WIGGAM

DIES OF WOUNDS INFLICTED BY
PATSY HOLWORTH—

WT WOULD make quite a story at that. He
shook his head to clear it. It was hard to

remember he was no longer a reporter—not
since five minutes past three that afternoon,
when the “Sentinel” had dispensed with his
services. The D.A. had had him thrown out
an hour later. It was now eight forty-five.

He didn't even have the dubious authority
of a press card anymore. He knew that Wig-
gam was a killer, but he couldn’t prove it. He
could reach across the table and grab that
gun and walk upstairs and settle things in a
hurry. The only trouble was, it wouldn't set-
tle anything—really.

It wouldn’t bring Joey back. He thought
about the kid, about how careful he had been
to deal from the top of the deck, even in two-
paragraph stories for the paper. He won-
dered if it really paid to play the game
straight when the guy pulling the strings was
a ruthless newspaper Napoleon like Wiggam.

“Hey! Come back from Dubuque. You
haven't heard a word I've said.”

“Huh?” He shook himself back to reality.
“I'm sorry.” He even managed a half grin.
“Patsy, I'm carrying quite a load.”

“How many?” she asked with a shadow of
what seemed to be a natural pertness.

“1 don’'t mean whisky,” he told her. “I was
a reporter until three o’clock this afternoon—
and a blasted good one, if | do say so. Now
I'm a nothing. | went after Wiggam, and he
broke me.”

“That's rotten,” said the girl quietly. “Tell
me about it.”

“No thanks,” he told her. “I don't like to
cry. And you have your own griefs.”

Her gaze flicked past him as he spoke. She
was staring at the doorway beyond. Her
hands tightened on the bag, and she pulled it
onto her lap. Looking over his shoulder,
Drukker saw a slim blond girl, a girl a lot
like Patsy, go past. Wiggam was following
her. Wiggam saw them watching him. He
gave no sign of recognition, but his wide jaw
was set tightly, his black eyes alight with
deadly purpose.

“Come on!” Patsy whispered as the back
door slammed shut.

As they moved in pursuit, Mike blocked
their passage, tried to stop them.

“Please, Mr. Drukker,” he said. “l don't
like this. Maybe you'd better check it with
me for awhile.”

“1t?” said the ex-reporter, shaking himself
free.

“You know. The rod.” Mike was trotting
alongside of him, tugging vainly at his sleeve.
“1 don't like the look in your eye, Mr. Druk-
ker.”

“Not now, Mike,” said Drukker, following
the girl. “See you later.”

He caught up with her halfway down the
dark alley that led from the rear door to the
street. They reached the sidewalk in time to
hear a powerful motor purr into life, saw a
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low-hung limousine move swiftly away from
the curb. A street lamp outlined the couple
on the back seat through the rear window,
gave them a glimpse of Janet and Wiggam.

Patsy’s fingers squeezed hard on his biceps.

“She’s going with him!” the girl exclaimed
incredulously. “She consented!” Patsy al-
most wilted there beside Drukker.

The muscles along Drukker’s jaw tight-
ened. Headlines whirled through his throb-
bing head again, but they were blurred. He
wasn't quite so much the detached reporter
now. He was in the story, but not writing
about it.

“Steady,” he heard himself saying. “ Steady,
Patsy. Here comes a cab.”

“What a break!” said the girl.
to see where he takes her.”

They piled in, and Drukker told the jehu
to tail the big car ahead.

“1 hope he don’t take to the parkway,” the
driver said as he got under way. “That there's
a fast crate, and this heap of mine is strictly
from junk.”

Drukker settled back in the rear seat be-
side the girl. Neither of them spoke for a
few minutes, and when Patsy broke the si-
lence at last, he hardly recognized her voice.
The last shreds of her control had gone.

“He’s got some hold over her, and I'm go-
ing to break it!” She was almost screaming
as she finished.

“Take it easy,” said Drukker. “Meeting
her in a private room and then riding off
with her doesn’'t make sense—unless he'’s
dropping her at a subway.”

“He's headed for the parkway,” said the
girl, shivering.

“He lives in Westchester,” said Drukker
flatly.

“You mean he's taking her home with
him?” ,

“Not necessarily.” His voice was low.
“There are lots of places in Westchester—
lonely spots, woods, old quarries, dumps .. .”

“Stop it!” she snapped. “Do you want to
drive me crazy?”

“Sorry—I was thinking out loud.” He
studied her face as he spoke. “I'm trying to
figure out what he’s up to. By that note she
tore up that you pasted together, she’s afraid,
all right.”

“What do you think she meant in her let-
ter?”

“‘Mr. Cat is going pounce,’” he quoted.
“It could mean she was afraid Wiggam was
going to Kill her. If he was just tired of her,
he’d be more apt to bounce her and let it go
at that—unless she was making too much
noise about it.”

“Janet’'s a sweet Kkid,” said her sister. “She
has a responsible job. She just isn't the type
to date a man like Wiggam.” W.ithout real-
izing it, she’d switched her viewpoint.

“You know how it is,” said Drukker cyn-
ically. “You're in show business. A girl has

“I've got

a job, but she doesn’t feel like working all
her life.”

“Janet wasn't like that.” Patsy’s full mouth
was a thin line of disapproval.

“They never are,” he said sadly.

“You're wrong,” said the girl angrily. “It's
this Wiggam—something he did to her. He's
making her do this. If he were out of the
way, it would be different. | know it. | can
feel it!”

e |KE was right, Drukker told himself.

The ones who talk about killing never
do it. Take this girl beside him—she hadn't
said she was going to kill Wiggam. But she
had the gun with her. She meant business.
His head ached harder.

The cab droned along the speedway as
Drukker massaged his temple. A lot had
happened in a very few hours, was still hap-
pening. He knew he couldn’t think straight
—not with his head aching and the rage that
burned within him. Beside him, the girl
leaned forward, watching the car ahead. A
street light made the lovely profile glow be-
fore him. She was in a dangerous mood—
no pretense, no false hysteria.

The cabby had to keep his foot on the floor,
but he hung onto the taillight of the limou-
sine past Cross County Boulevard. Then the
car ahead put on a quick burst of speed go-
ing around a bend, and the hacker lost it.

“The guy must have wings,” the jehu mut-
tered.

“Maybe he turned off,” said Drukker.

“There ain't no side roads but that dirt
track just past the bend.”

“That's where he went,” said Drukker. “He
lives close by. Keep going and take the next
right. I'll tell you when to pull up.”

“Okay, buddy,” said the driver. “But I'm
kicking myself just the same.”

Wiggam lived on a tree-lined avenue. Low
hanging branches brushed the top of the cab
as they drove along it. In the middle of a
long suburban block, a high privet hedge sur-
rounded a large fieldstone house whose lower
windows were dark. A driveway curled past
the house, and Drukker caught a glimpse of
a yellow cab pulled to one side, half hidden
by overhanging shrubbery.

They paid off the cab at the next corner.
As they walked along the dimly lighted side-
walk, Drukker could feel Patsy press close
against his arm. She was breathing hard, a
bit unevenly. She was depending on him to
get her to Wiggam. He felt guilty about it,
as if he were leading a lamb to slaughter.

But this whole crazy venture had been her
idea. Which didn't make the thought of her
going through the muck of a murder trial any
the pleasanter. He wondered how he'd be
able to testify without hurting her. From
the first, each of them had accepted the other
at face value. He felt very close to her and,
at the moment, didn't like it. He'd kick away
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the yarn of a lifetime if he didn’'t snap out
of it pronto. Just saying this did him no
good whatever.

They came to a wrought-iron door set in
the hedge. Drukker worked the latch softly,
but his ears caught the scrape of a foot from
the small stone porch of the house. He saw
a shadow move, realized Wiggam knew they
had followed him.

“You stay here, Patsy,” he told her softly.
“Keep that gate open—as if you were wait-
ing for someone.”

Drukker walked onto the porch alone,
moved swiftly to the bell. He ignored the
shadow behind the stone pillar, watched it
out of a corner of his eye. He pretended to
press the button which would ring the bell.

The ruse worked. The lookout’s attention
was divided between the girl and himself. He
had counted on that. It gave him just the
opening he needed. With a quick pivot, he
rushed the shadow, threw a hard fist at the
man’s jaw.

The lookout made a clicking sound with
his teeth, then sighed like a lovelorn swain
and folded up in sections. His shoes gave
forth scuffing noises on the rough masonry.
Drukker felt pretty certain there hadn't been
enough noise to raise an alarm inside the
house. He could see the yellow cab better
from the porch. There was no driver at the
wheel. His lips tightened grimly.

A flick of his handkerchief brought the
girl to his side with swift, noiseless steps.
She had the grace of a trained dancer—which
she was. Drukker tiptoed to the front door
of the house and tried the latch. The door
was not locked.

The carpeting on the stairway was luxuri-
ous, deep-pile stuff—and silent under foot.
It covered the upper hall as well. Wordlessly,
Drukker and Patsy Holworth moved toward
the door v/hose edges showed a light behind
it.

Drukker was careful about turning the
knob. Silently, he opened the door, just wide
enough to reveal Wiggam, now wearing a
crimson-faced black dressing gown. The pub-
lisher lounged in a chair, smoking a cigarette.
His brilliantined black hair reflected blue
highlights as he turned it to glance at the
electric clock on a radio cabinet beside his
chair. Beyond, Drukker saw a bedroom and
part of a bed with pale green sheets. The
sheets were turned down, ready for the night.

“Is she there?” the girl whispered, trem-
bling against him. He put a finger to his lips
for silence and shook his head. He studied
the room in detail, seeking an element he had
missed at first survey, something that had to
be there.

Finally he spotted it. It was a tiny, shiny
bit of black metal on the floor, barely visible
beyond a front leg of the chair in which Wig-
gam sat. It was the ugly snout of an auto-
matic pistol.

He threw the door wide with a rapid ges-
ture, hurled himself straight at Wiggam. The
publisher tried to get up and grab his weapon
from the floor in one motion. But Drukker
kicked the gun away toward the bedroom
door, and Wiggam turned like a frightened
insect, scrambling after it.

“Freeze, Mr. Wiggam!” said the girl quiet-
ly. “Reach for the ceiling.”

T H E publisher stopped, then obeyed. He
gasped as he saw the gun in the girl's
hand. Drukker felt a wave of admiration at
the rocklike steadiness with which she kept
its muzzle pointed at the publisher’'s mid-sec-
tion. She meant business all right, and it
didn’t occur to either man to doubt it
“What have you done with Janet?” she

asked. “Quickly, Mr. Wiggam.”

“Hey! Don’'t shoot,” said the publisher
through white lips. “She’s not here. You can
see that.”

“You've Killed her, Mr. Wiggam,” said the
girl as if she were stating a fact rather than
making an accusation. “l know it. That's
what her letter meant.”

“What letter?” asked the publisher, grow-
ing paler still. Beads of sweat stood out on
his forehead like apple tapioca. Drukker saw
the girl's knuckles grow white around the
gun she held. It never entered his head to
intervene.

“Drukker!” cried the publisher, his voice
drying up to a squeak. “She’s crazy! She's
going to shoot. You brought her here. For
Heaven'’s sake, do something!”

Drukker grinned and kicked at the carpet
with his toe. Somehow he didn’'t think he'd
mind going to prison for this. It was worth
it to see Wiggam crawl.

“You'd better tell her what you did with
her sister, Wiggam,” he said. “That trigger
won't take much more squeezing without—"
he made a popping sound with his lips.

“Mr. Wiggam,” said Patsy, and the calm-
ness of her voice was more deadly than if she
had raised it, “1'll give you five seconds to tell
me what you’'ve done with my sister, Janet
Parker.”

“Did you say Parker?” Drukker demanded.

“l1 did. My real name is Parker.”

“Good grief!” said Drukker. He was be-
ginning to make sense of the whole mad pat-
tern. “Then she’s secretary to the City Fi-
nance Commissioner! Don’t shoot, Patsy—
give me that gun!”

“Stand back,” she warned as he moved in
on her. Wiggam made a bolt for the other
weapon by the bedroom door. He was
stopped in his tracks as the girl's gun spat
flame and put a slug through his right shoul-
der. Drukker got it away from her, felt a
long nail scrape skin from his cheek as she
fought him like a wildcat.

“It's all right, Patsy,” he told her, keeping
the moaning publisher covered. The pounding
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in his temple that had been driving him
crazy since Joey was killed had vanished. He
was sure of himself now. *“I almost let you
kill him for the sake of a cheap news story
and for Joey. Am | a heel!”

“You're crazy,” said the girl. Tears were
streaming down her cheeks now, though her
voice was still steady. “He killed Janet. |
can see it in his eyes.”

“It’s my party now,” said Drukker quietly.
He went over to the publisher, who was cow-
ering against the wall in a spreading pool of
his own claret. “Okay, Wiggam, where is
she. Did you dump her somewhere along the
way? Speak up!”

“It's too late!” said Wiggam. He licked
his lips. “You'll never get to her in time.
She’s done for—~

He broke off as a shriek from somewhere
below quavered through the big stone house
—a scream frightful enough to congeal the
blood.

“Janet!” gasped Patsy,
door. “Janet!”

Wiggam tried to use the diversion to make
another grab for the gun on the carpet.
Drukker saw the motion from a corner of his
eye, put a slug through the publisher’s thigh.
Then he picked up the other gun.

“I'll be right back,” he told the moaning
man on the carpet as he raced after the girl.
The scream came again as they reached the
ground floor. It was still from underneath
their feet. Drukker passed his girl compan-
ion in the lower hall, slammed into the
kitchen and found the cellar door. He leaped
down the steps, a gun ready in either hand.

From the ceiling in front of the old-fash-
ioned boiler, a single unshaded bulb dangled.
Its glare threw bold shadows on the white-
washed walls. In the light a slim, dishevelled
blond girl was struggling with Pool, the
scarred chauffeur. He was taller than the
girl, about to overwhelm her.

Drukker shot once. The bullet went be-
tween the steam-gauge and the riser, over
the top of the dusty boiler. It was a snap
shot, but it was good. The slug ploughed a
crimson furrow across Pool’s scalp and sent
him reeling into the wall.

“Janet, honey!” cried Patsy, leaping for-
ward. She seized her collapsing sister and
supported her, holding her close. “Are you
all right, Janet?”

Pool recovered then and went for the gun
in his shoulder holster. He ducked behind
the girls, using them as a shield. Drukker
yelled and leaped around them. He smashed
with both fists, still clutching the weapons, in
a terrific one-two before the scarred chauf-
feur could bring his weapon to bear. He
heard the jawbone snap under the weight of
the automatics he carried in either hand. He
watched Pool fall. Then he put a pistol in
his pocket and picked up the chauffeur’s gun.

“Come on,” he said, prodding the fallen

bolting for the

chauffeur, who was screaming with agony.
“Get moving. Your legs are okay, and we've
got business upstairs.”

rgpHEY found Wiggam on his hands and
*m knees, still trailing blood as he shouted
into a telephone.

“1 want a policeman! Helpl Murder!”

“Thanks, pal,” said Drukker. “1 want cops.
I'm accusing you and Pool of the murder of
Joey Mullane and the kidnapping and at-
temped murder of Janet Parker.”

“You're crazy,” said the publisher. He
looked at Pool, who had flopped into a chair
and was holding his broken jaw, moaning. He
winced, then recovered some of his waning
bravado.

“You shot me!” he cried. “You’'re the ones
who are going to jail.”

“1 don’t think so,” said Drukker. He turned
to Janet. “You're the Finance Commission-
er's secretary?”

Janet nodded. She was still pale and shak-

en.
" “1 recognized your name as soon as | heard
it,” said the ex-reporter. “Wiggam made love
to you and got advance information on the
printing bids. Right?”

“1 guess so,” said the girl dully. Her pride
as well as her body had taken a terrible beat-
ing.

“Then you’'ll testify in court that Wiggam
slipped in spiked bids to get contracts for the
job-printing department of the ‘Sentinel?'”

“I'll testify,” said Janet. “I'll be glad to.”
The look of hatred she threw at the grovel-
ing publisher should have shriveled him
where he crouched.

“Somebody stop the blood before | bleed
to death,” moaned the publisher.

“Fix him up, Patsy,” said Drukker cal-
lously. He couldn’t feel sorry for this killer
on the floor nor for his henchman in the
chair.

“Pool is an ex-racing driver,” he went cn.
“He knows all about trick driving. He drove
ayellow cab and picked up Joey and maneuv-
ered it between a speeding trolley and an El
pillar. He jumped in time. He was going to
do the same thing to Janet tonight. That's
why the cab is outside without a driver.”

“Try and prove it!” mouthed Pool defiant-
ly through broken teeth.

“You're going to admit it and implicate
Wiggam,” said Drukker quietly.

“In a pig's eye!” said the chauffeur. His
scar was a vivid purple against the pallor of
his forehead.

“What about the prints on the wheel of
the wrecked cab, Pool? You didn't have time
to wipe them off, did you?”

Pool moaned. His whole body sagged
with admission of defeat.

“That’'s why you’'ll implicate Wiggam,” the
ex-reporter went on. “Why should he beat
the rap while you fry, brother?”
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“Shut up!” screamed Wiggam. Pool glared
at him.

“And you told me it was safe. You prom-
ised to cover me. How I'll sing!”

“I'm sorry, kid,” said Drukker, turning to
Patsy, who was putting a tournequet with a
towel and a mirror handle on the publisher’s
thigh. “I was going to let you kill him and
take the rap. | guess | was crazy at that. I'd
had an awful wallop. I've only been able to
think straight the last few minutes.”

“1 know how you felt,” said the girl quietly.
She took time out from her first aid on the
wounded publisher to daub at his cheek,
where she’d scratched it, with a handkerchief.

“No,” he said. “You don't know how I
feel. But you will. When the police let us
out of here, I'll ride you and Janet home in a

cab and tell you about a certain young pal
and fellow newspaperman, a kid named Joey
Mullane.”

It was just before closing time when Mike
served Patsy and Drukker a pair of planter’s
punches complete with fruit salad effects and
frosted glasses. Then the bartender leaned
confidentially across the bar and beamed at
them.

He was as happy for them as if he'd licked
the world himself.

“If you two would put your cheeks to-
gether,” he whispered huskily, “them two
strips of sticking tape would make a swell
V for Victory.”

Patsy grinned. It was the first time Druk-
ker had seen her smile, and it was swell.

“V for Very Nice ldea,” she said.
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A LITTLE MORE DOPE

By J. LANE UNKLATER

Don Graham, Teller ofthe First National Bank of Tamtown,
Meets the Only GirlJust as She Is Arrested for Murder!

Tamtown police force but we have a
very comfortable police station. When-
ever | get a chance | like to go there and
visit my pal Bill Turner. When you walk in,
you find yourself in a sort of reception room,
with a big high desk in the middle, then a
small squad room, and beyond that the chief’s
office.
Off to one side is the jail.
One evening | wandered in about eight.
Bill Turner was alone, working at some pa-

—I—H ERE are only seven policemen on the

pers on the tall desk. He had a job in the
department as technical expert. What he
really wanted, though, was to be running
around with the boys, mopping up the rough
ones.

Anyway, the chief claimed that Bill was
too old to be fooling around outside. Bill
was past sixty. He was tall and lanky. His
hair used to be red. What was left of it
wasn't any color in particular.

Bill glanced up at me. “Hiya, kid,” he mur-
mured absently.
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He went back to his papers.

| watched Bill quietly for awhile. lie and
I had trpubles which were similar. Like Bill,
I was tall and lanky. | had been raised by
two maiden aunts. When | was a kid they
they had insisted that | was by nature frail
and had to be brought up with great care.
By the time | was twenty | had suffered
every disease known to childhood, which
just about wrecked me for good. | was
twenty-five and, after a few years on my own,
I was only just beginning to look human.

Like Bill, I wanted to venture forth and
exchange blows with my fellow-men, but no
one would let me. | was working as a teller
in the First National Bank of Tamtown, and
bank tellers aren’'t supposed to go around
hitting people.

Presently | got tired of looking at Bill
Turner.

“What's keeping you so all-fired busy to-
night?” | asked.

“Murder,” said Bill, looking up. “Man
named Harry Stanton got shot two-three
hours ago. Know him?”

“Stanton? Sure.”

I knew Stanton because he had an account
at the bank—a good one. He came in occa-
sionally to cash a check. | remembered him
as a short stocky man with a heavy face and
surly dark eyes.

“Know who Kkilled him?” | asked.

“The boys are working on it,” Bill said in-
differently. “There's no report on it yet.”

The outside door opened and Chief
Wedger came in with a couple of other po-
licemen, They had a girl with them. She was
about twenty, rather small, but with a very
trim figure. She had large dark eyes and a
clear olive skin. | knew her because she
had often come into the bank to cash Stan-
ton’s checks. She was his secretary.

| had often felt like saying to her:

“Look, Miss Burns, I'm Don Graham. |
work here in the bank but really I'm a hu-
man guy. How about you and me going
where we can dance?”

W»UT | couldn’'t do that. Training by two
maiden aunts can be mighty potent.

She may have been in trouble, but she still
looked good to me.

She never gave me a tumble. In fact, no-
body noticed me. They all walked back to
the chief’s office, including Bill Turner, and
left me alone. | could hear a jumble of
voices, and in about fifteen minutes they all
came out again.

The chief and the policemen and the girl
went outside, leaving me once more alone
with Bill.

“What did the chief bring the girl in for?”
T

“He thinks she did it.”

“Her!” | choked. “Lila Burns! He’'s rav-
ing. Why, only a glance at her ought to

convince him she couldn’t do a thing like
that.”

Bill gave me a pitying glance.

“Kid,” he said, “you’'d be surprised how
classy some murderers look.”

“1 still don’'t believe it. You think you
have enough evidence to charge her with
murder?”

“Not quite,” said Bill. “The chief took
her over to Mrs. Hudson’s for now. That
means he's after a little more dope before
he books her.”

Mrs. Hudson was a policewoman. The
chief often took women prisoners over to
her house to be held temporarily.

“Where was Stanton killed?” | asked.

“In a building out at his place. Stanton
had a huge garden where he specialized in
raising fancy plants. There's a greenhouse
and potting-shed in the southeast corner of
the grounds. His body was found in the
potting-shed. He'd been shot through the
head.”

“What evidence—"

The phone bell rang. Bill listened, said
“yeah,” hung up, turned to me.

“1 got to go out for awhile, Don,” he said.

“1 think I'll drift along, too,” | said.

At one corner of Bill Turner's tall desk |
had noticed a small bunch of keys on a ring.
The police chief had dropped them there
when he came in, apparently intending that
Biil should put them away. But Bill seemed
to have forgotten about them and | thought
perhaps they might be keys to the Stanton
place.

Bill didn’'t see me scoop them up.

We went out. Bill sped away in the de-
partment car, and | climbed into my coupe.

Not long afterwards | stopped at the Stan-
ton place which lay about a half mile beyond
the city limits. There was a large house,
surrounded by three or four acres of gar-
den. 1I'd often been past there, but never
inside.

Getting into the garden was easy. Al-
though no moon was shining | was cautious
as | made my way along those winding gar-
den walks toward the southeast corner. |
was nervous, too, as if | was committing
my first big crime. For that matter, maybe
it was a crime to trespass on the Stanton
premises, while the police had it in charge.

This so-called shed was a small brick
building which abutted the greenhouse. It
had a heavy door, padlocked. 1 fiddled
around with my keys and finally found one
that fitted.

Inside, | quietly closed the door, and
snapped on my flash.
| saw benches and work-tables. There

were piles of dirt, stacks of earthen pots,
rows of plants. In one corner was a heap
ot tools. The odor was strong—a mixed
one of plants and new dirt and fertilizer.
Standing in the middle of things and pok-
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mg my flash aimlessly in every direction, |
felt rather foolish. | wasn't looking for any-
thing special—didn’t even know what to look
for. All I knew was that Stanton had been
killed here.

A small bench had been over-turned. A
few broken pots littered the floor nearby.
That was all | could see, which appeared to
have anything to do with the murder. Pos-
sibly Stanton had been sitting on that bench
and had toppled off of it when shot.

| was about to turn around when some-
one spoke gruffly to me out of the darkness
beyond.

“Don’t move!” he said.
ered!”

I held still.

“Poke that flash into your face so | can
get a look at you,” the voice said.

| blinked into my own flashlight.

“Shucks!” said the voice. “You're that
punk who works in the bank.”

“l am,” | said. “And who are you?”

“I'm Gregg, the gardener." He reached
up and snapped on a switch, flooding the
place with light. He was standing against
an inner door which led into the greenhouse.

“1've got you cov-

ATIJREGG was a spare muscular man. The

bones of his face were prominent, and
his eyes were black and bright. He was still
holding a gun.

“l live in a cottage on the edge of this
place,” he explained. “When | seen some-
one sneaking through the garden, I came in
through the greenhouse. What are you
after?”

"Just looking around.”

Gregg nodded. “Where did you get the
key?”

“At the police station.”

Gregg frowned.

“The police station!
want you looking around,
right.” He peered at me dubiously.
were you huntin’ for?”

I had a hunch.

“Did Stanton keep any papers here in the
potting-shed ?”

“Some. Most records are in the house,
but there’s some papers over in that corner.”

I went to that corner. Here were a series
of small pigeonholes in a wooden case. Pa-
pers were stuck in the pigeonholes. | ex-
amined them, taking each compartment in
turn. Some seemed to be planting records.
Others were bills for garden supplies.

One set of small cards puzzled me. |
couldn’t see what they meant.

On one of these cards was written:

“September 3, Autumn Leaf, $100.”

“Sept. 7, Purple Rose, $300,” said another.

“September 12, Cornstalk, $200,” was writj
ten on a third.

The last card was equally cryptic.

“September 18, Beautiful Bloom, $2000.”

Well, if the cops
I guess it's all
“What

“What are these things?” | asked Gregg.

He came over and squinted at them.

“Danged if | know.”

“Could they be names of different varie-
ties of plants?”

“Maybe. But 1 never heard of 'em.”

| put the cards back. | was puzzled.
They didn't mean a thing to me.

“Have you a phone in your cottage?” |
asked Gregg.

“Sure, I've got a phone,” he said. “Why?"
| shrugged. “Nothing. 1 was just ask-
ing.” | grinned at him. “Well, I'll have to

get back to the station.”

“Okay,” he said, shoving the gun back into
his pocket. “But | don't like this. 1'd like to
get my hands on the murderer.”

| didn’'t answer that. | just turned on my
heel and walked away.

When | got back to the police station, Bill
Turner was seated at his tall desk.

“Bill, what evidence have you got against
Lila Burns?” | asked.

Bill yawned and leaned his head wearily
on his hands.

“Don, I'm sorry to blast your tender feel-
ings, but listen to the hard facts. This gal.
Lila Burns, came out of a girls’ college about
six months ago dead broke. Her father and
mother were dead, so she had to get a job.
Mrs. Stanton, the dead man’s late wife, em-
ployed her as a secretary and companion. As
you probably remember, Don, Mrs. Stanton
died about three months ago. After the fu-
neral, Stanton asked Lila to stay on as his
secretary, and she accepted. She claims it
was all right because there were two or three
women servants living in the house.”

Bill Turner leered at me and | got peeved.

“What's wrong with that?” | cried hotly.
“Maybe she needed the job. I'll bet the old
buzzard got fresh with her.”

Bill smiled. “That’s what the Chief thinks,”
he said. “It would furnish a motive. She's
a good-looking little wench. Probably the
old boy lost his head and started to make
passes. Then Lila got sore and slammed a
thirty-two bullet through the head.”

“With what—her hand?” | snapped. My
voice must have sounded sarcastic because |
saw good-natured Bill Turner smother a
grin. “Or did she use a slingshot?”

“Oh, there was a gun, all right,” said Bill.
“An old Smith and Wesson belonging to
Stanton. When Stanton was found, the gun
was lying on a bench nearby. This Lila
Burns claims he always kept the gun in the
drawer of the library table. And Stanton
had been in the potting-shed all afternoon.
He was always there, fussing around all day
with his plants. She could easily have slipped
out to the shed, without anyone seeing her,
and shot him.”

I shook my head. “That's not evidence,”
| said. “It means nothing. Who found the
body?”
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“The girl. About five o’clock in the after-
noon. A man named Dingman called at the
house to see Stanton. Lila Burns went out
to get him. Pretty soon she came back and
told Dingman Stanton was dead.”

W GRINNED at Bill. “So that makes her

a murderess,” | said. “What about the
three servants. Couldn’t one of them have
shot Stanton?”

“Perhaps, but not likely. There were only
two there—a cook and a housemaid. The
other one was having a day off. But neither
one had a motive, while Lila Bums admits
she had taken a dislike to Stanton and was
thinking of getting another job. Of course
she could have walked off without Killing
him, but the real trouble is the fingerprints
she left.”

“What fingerprints?”

“On the murder gun. Only two persons
seemed to have handled it, old Stanton,
himself, and the girl. That's what sewed the
case up so far as the Chief was concerned.
At first she denied ever handling the gun.
But later, when the Chief confronted her
with the evidence, she admitted she may have
picked up the gun once, to examine it.”

This put a damper on my spirits. Of
course, Lila Burns may have been telling
the truth but it didn’'t sound right to me.
Yet the fact that she had once handled the
gun wasn't proof she had shot Stanton. The
whole thing was circumstantial, all the rou-
tine stuff the police usually dig up before
they get ready to make a pinch.

| pretended to be disgusted.

“Is there anything else?” | asked.

Bill put on a smile of exaggerated pa-
tience.

“Yeah. There's something that shows
motive.”
“Motive? I thought you claimed she

killed him because he got fresh, because she
didn’'t like him and was going to quit her
job?”

“Partly. But that ain't enough. If he just
got fresh, she might have walked out on him.
But suppose there was a reason why she
couldn’t walk out?”

“What reason could there be?”

“The girl had been handling plenty money.
Suppose she had been snitching some. She'd
have to cover it up, wouldn't she?” Bill
Turner paused to make what was coming
next more impressive. “Well, we've got
proof she was trying to cover up at least one
theft. Maybe more!”

I was commencing to feel
“What's the dope?” | demanded.

“Stanton often ordered high-priced plants
from this man Dingman in St. Louis. He'd
send along cash, sealed and registered. The
girl was supposed to attend to that. Well, it
looks like she didn’t always send it. Any-
way, we found a telegram to Stanton from

very low.

St. Louis complaining that the last order
had been received but the cash was not at
hand. The amount should have been two
thousand dollars. This had happened sev-
eral times of late, apparently. Dingman
says, when he couldn’t get a satisfactory ex-
planation for these lapses either by wire or
mail, he paid Stanton a surprise visit to find
out about it. From all appearances she was
keeping Stanton in ignorance, and when
Dingman suddenly showed at Stanton’s, she
realized the jig was up. So she sneaked out
to the potting-shed and shot Stanton.”

“Your idea is the girl sent the orders but
kept the money?”

“That's right, Don.”

“Phooey!” | was disgusted. “It's child-
ish. She'd be sure to get caught. | don't
believe it.”

At this moment the door opened and Chief
of Police Wedger came in. He was a big
fat man with a triangular face and a big red
nose. He had a good reputation for hon-
esty, but was as stubborn as a mule.

He looked at me, grinned.

“Hello, Don,” he said. “You look blowed
up about something.”

“Don thinks we're treating the Burns gal
too rough, chief,” Bill said.

The chief snorted. “Say, that dame is
guilty, all rightt We've got her dead to
rights. All we need is a little more dope.”

“Have you looked for other suspects,
chief?” | asked.

“What other suspects?”

“Well, Stanton had a gardener named
Gregg working for him. Maybe Gregg had
a run-in with his boss.”

The chief chuckled.

“Not much chance there. Gregg was on
the job this afternoon, but he was working
in front of the house, some distance from
the potting-shed. He didn’'t know a thing
about it. No reason for him to bump off
Stanton.”

“You talked it over with this visitor from
St. Louis, Dingman?”

“Sure. He’s all right. We checked with
St. Louis. Dingman has been in business
there for years. He's staying down at the
Tamtown Hotel.”

That gave me an idea.

“See you later,” | said.

I found Dingman taking his ease in the
lobby of the Tamtown. He was a man of
about fifty, large and fat. He waved a
plump hand at me when | introduced my-
self.

“Sit down, my boy.”

“Thanks,” | said. “Well, I'm just a local
fellow. |—I'm kind of interested in that
murder.”

He looked at me quizzically.

“You knew Stanton?”

“Not very well. But the girl the police
arrested—she interests me.”
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‘Ah! You know the girl, eh? Sweet-
hearts, perhaps?”

“Well, not exactly.
she did it.”

“You may be right, my boy.” He wagged
his head and his jowls quaked. “lI don't
know her. Never saw her before today. |
hope you're right. People are so disappoint-
ing. Human nature is frail.” He twisted
his neck and peered at me thoughtfully. “You
wanted something of me?”

But | can’t believe

~ma™0 tell the truth | hardly knew how to
begin. But | nodded and made a start.

“l don't know, sir. | thought perhaps
you might have noticed something when you
were out at the Stanton place—something
the police over-looked.”

“1 noticed very little,” Dingman said lugu-
briously. “You see, | wasn’t there long.
I'd driven all the way from St. Louis, a two-
day trip. When | reached Tamtown, | drove
out to Stanton’s place. One of the woman
servants called the secretary. The secretary
went to get Stanton. Later she returned
and told me he was dead.”

“Must have been a shock,” | suggested.

“It certainly was. There's money due me
which | may never get now. Besides the
loss of future buiness.”

“The police say the girl took money which
should have gone to you, sir.”

“l1 wouldn’'t want to accuse her of that.
I only know I didn’t get it.”

“Mr. Stanton was a stranger to you?”

Dingman opened his mouth and gaped.
It seemed like a small mouth for such a
wide face.

“Good grief, no! This town is new to
me—but Stanton was no stranger.”

“You—you mean you knew Stanton be-
fore ?”

“Indeed, yes. He used to live in St. Louis.
He had a small plant nursery there. He
specialized in shrubs—fancy stuff. He bought
his stock through me, mostly. Then he mar-
ried Mrs. Stanton. She was a wealthy widow.
She wasn’t in good health, so they moved
out East. That was eighteen months ago.
They purchased their place here, and Stan-
ton used it for growing rare shrubs and
flowers. No doubt he expected to cash in
on it later. He had sunk a lot of money in
it”

“Mrs. Stanton’s money?”

Dingman raised one eyebrow.

“No doubt. But she wasn’t quite a fool.
She never forgot that when she married
him, he was poor and she was rich. She
didn't trust him completely.” Dingman
cocked his head. “l understand she made
her brother a partner in the business with
Stanton.”

“Her brother? | hadn’'t heard anything
about Stanton having a brother-in-law.”

“He’'s a Chicago man. Name is Roger

69
Verne. A lawyer.”

“Stanton’s brother-in-law couldn't be a
suspect in this case, could he?”

Dingman leaned back and closed his eyes.
Then he opened one of them and regarded
me solemnly.

“l see you're looking for suspects. Quite
natural, my boy. Clear your girl friend by
convicting someone else, eh? Good.” He
poked a plump forefinger into my arm. “As
to Roger Verne, | don't know. He lives in
Chicago but | have no idea where he is at
this moment. You might look into it.”

“You couldn’t think of any other suspect,
sir?”

“Other suspects?” Dingman smiled. “I
couldn’'t commit myself, my boy. It wouldn’t
be right. Ah, you might, however, consider
the gardener!”

“Stanton’s gardener?”

“To be sure. He may be quite innocent,
of course, but it struck me the police were
too easy on him. | can sec no evidence of
his guilt, but on the other hand there's no
evidence of innocence.”

“You have some reason for suggesting
the gardener?”

“He was the man on the ground, my boy.
Nothing final about that, it's true, but there’s
an obvious possibility. The gardener could
have had a dispute with his employer. As I
see it, no one was in a better position to go
to that potting-shed unobserved.”

“That's right,” | agreed.

“Then there’s the revolver. 1I'm told the
girl had it, in a desk. Assuming she didn't
use it, who could more easily have slipped in
to get it than the gardener?”

“Right again,” | said.

Dingman smiled paternally.

“Now, I'm not accusing anyone. | really
have no definite idea as to whom is guilty.
You wanted suspects. | give you those two
—Roger Verne, the brother-in-law, and
Gregg the gardener.”

“Thanks,” | said. | was still quite foggy
about the whole thing, but felt that Dingman
had helped me. “You expect to stay awhile,
sir?”

“Until morning anyway,” said Dingman.
“Longer if the police wish it. Call on me if
you think I can help.”

Now | wanted to see Lila Burns. | drove
up to Mrs. Hudson’s house. Mrs. Hudson
answered my ring at the door. She was a
large woman, big-jawed, tough and cheer-

ful. | was scared of her, too. Had been,
ever since | was a small kid.
“1'd like to see Miss Burns,” | told her.

KHE glared at me, and then laughed.
“You got a permit from Chief Wed-
ger?”
“If Miss Burns is willing to see me,” 1
said firmly, “why should you stop me?”
Mrs. Hudson looked startled, but finally
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laughed more heartily than ever.

“You're doing pretty good,” she said. “But
the girl is in bed.”

“1 still want to see her.”

“If that's the way you feel about it, trot
right in, laddie.”

She showed me into her living room,
trudged away, and presently came back with
Lila. Lila was wrapped in some sort of a
blue negligee. She sure appeared soft and
nice, but smaller that way. Her hair had a
nice shiny glow, but she seemed smaller than
I remembered. | looked her over, took a
deep breath, and found | couldn’t say a word.

She had to speak first. Her voice sounded
tired.

“You wished to see me?”

“Yes. |—I'm sorry about getting you up.”

“Oh, that's all right. 1 wasn't sleeping
anyway.”

“Well, anyway, I'm looking into the Stan-
ton business on my own hook. I'm sorry to
say it, but the police have quite a case
against you. | don’t believe them. | came
here to tell you so.”

“Thank you so much,” she said. “But I
don’t see why you should have this interest
in me.”

If she could have seen herself from where
| sat, she might have known the answer.

“Would you mind answering a few ques-
tions?” | asked.

“Not at all.”

“Well, about the revolver,” | said. “That'’s
an important point. They tell me you knew
about it.”

“That's quite true.”

“Where did he keep it?”

“In a desk drawer.”

“Where was the desk?”

“1t was in a small office room, just off the
library.”

“How could a person get into that office
room ?”

“Through the library or the window, a
large French window opening into the gar-
den. There's no way of getting into the
room from inside the house except by way
of the library.”

“You were working in the library all after-
noon?”

“Yes.”

“Did anyone come in?”

“Only Mr. Stanton himself. About four
o'clock there was a phone call for him. |
sent Gregg to tell him.”

“A phone call, en? Who called ?”

“A Mr. Parley.”

“Parley? Isn't that a queer name?”

“1 thought so. But the man repeated it—
Mr. Parley. | went to the window and called
Gregg, the gardener, who happened to be
working nearby. He went and called Mr.
Stanton. Mr. Stanton came in grumbling,

[Turn to page 72]
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answered the phone, and then went out
again.”

“Did you hear the conversation,
Burns?”

“No. There's a phone extension in the
office. He talked over the extension, then
went out by way of the French window.”

I was silent a little while.

“Well, of course the main point is about
the gun,” | said. “You say it was in the desk
drawer in the office. But you also say that
no one except yourself was in the office or
library all afternoon.”

“No one except Mr. Stanton himself, while
he was phoning.” She gazed at me wist-
fully. “You really think you're getting onto
it?”

“Well, I was pretty doubtful.
tended to be cheerful.

“Aw, don't worry, Miss Burns,” | said.

She smiled.

“It's nice to have you on my side,” she
said.

That didn’t put me in any state of mind for
clear thinking. 1| went out and sat in my
car for at least half an hour before the head
really got to functioning again. By that
time | had managed to fasten on one idea—
and | didn't know just how good that one
was.

| drove down to Pete’s Pool Parlor. Pete
had some sporting papers and | looked
through them. Then | used his phone to
call the gardener, Gregg. After that | phoned
Mr. Dingman at the hotel.

“Mr. Dingman,” | said, “I was just talking
on the phone with that gardener. He claims
he’'s found something out in that potting-
shed that | should see.”

“Go and take a look at what he has, by all

Miss

But I pre-

means, my boy,” said Dingman, “Evidence,
is it?”

“Might be. It's a kind of letter, | guess.
It was in with some papers there. Stanton

received it a day or two ago, and the fellow
who wrote it told Stanton, in the letter, to
destroy it as soon as he read it. But Stan-
ton didn’'t do that.”

“Say, that might be important.” Ding-
man’s voice sounded excited. “Yes, you
should go.”

“But I'd rather not go alone,” | cut in.

TKINGMAN chuckled.

“Afraid of that gardener, eh?” He
nodded wunderstanding!/. “Well, vyes. It
might be a trick.”

“Would you go with me, sir?”

“It's getting late.” Dingman’s tone was
doubtful. “My bed-time.” He hesitated.
“Still, 1 did promise I'd help If you asked
me. I'll wait here for you.”

He didn't have to wait long. | was down
at the hotel in five minutes. One side of

[Turn to page 74]
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the coupe sagged down as Dingman put his
weight in beside me.

On the way, he acted cheerful.

“You're pretty sure you've got something,

aren’'t you?”
“No,” | said. “All I have is an idea.”
“An idea, en? That makes me curious.”

“So far as you know, did Stanton have
some interest in life, involving money, out-
side of his plants?” | asked.

Dingman pursed his lips.

“You must remember, my boy,” he said,
“that while | knew him well, I wasn't an
intimate of his. He may have had interests
of which | knew nothing.”

| stopped the car outside the gates of the
Stanton garden.

We got out.

“You'd better lead the way, since you're
more familiar with the grounds,” Dingman
said.

So | went on ahead, through the meander-
ing walks to the door of the potting-shed. |
took out my keys.

Then | turned to Dingman.

“If you don't mind, I think 1'd better go
in alone, sir,” | said.

“Eh?” he said, as if astonished.
you wish.”

I unlocked the door and entered the shed,
poking my flash ahead of me. The wooden
case with the pigeon holes was in the corner
adjacent to the door to the greenhouse. |
tried the greenhouse door and found it
locked. | reached up and turned on the
light switch. Then | peered into some of
the pigeonholes. | .took out a number of
papers, selected one, and put the others back.

My back was turned to the outer door. |
was scrutinizing the paper closely as a voice
behind me spoke quietly.

“1 really think | should be in on this.”

| turned my head. Mr. Dingman’s sub-
stantial bulk was filling the doorway. His
face was screwed into a fatherly smile. In
his right hand he was holding a large re-
volver, the muzzle directed at me.

“Nice of you to bring me along, my boy,”
he said. “I'll take that letter.”

I knew he couldn’t see the letter well from
where he stood. | folded the paper, so that
the crease was sharp. Then | bent swiftly
and poked it under the door to the green-
house. Coming up straight again, | flung
the keys out through a half-open window
along the top of the wall.

Dingman’s smile died away. His eyebrows
came together.

Then he smiled again, suddenly.

“Oh, well. 1 may be able to retrieve the
letter.”

I didn’t tell him it was no letter—just one
of Stanton’s bills.

“You wrote it, didn't you, Mr. Dingman?”
| asked him.

“Oh, if



“Indeed, yes.” He sighed gently. “Was
there any evidence beside the letter, my
boy?”

I really wasn’t sure, but | bluffed it

“Sure. | began to think it was you when
Lila told me about the phone call from Mr.
Parley. She says you used to phone by long
distance from St. Louis and she recognized
your voice. That was you, wasn't it?”

“Yes. | told Stanton in the letter I'd use
that name.” Dingman laughed. “But she
got it wrong. It was Parlay—accent on the
last syllable.”

“A betting term, | believe.”

“Of course. That was the other interest
Stanton had—horse racing. He used some
of the funds intended for plants, for betting.
Naturally, he had to keep his betting secret.
When his wife was alive, she would not have
permitted it. And since she died, his brother-
in-law, Roger Verne, would have closed
down on him, since he had a half interest
in the place.”

“And it was you who robbed him!”

“Robbed him!” Dingman blinked, as if
offended. “Well, | got the money, yes. | was
placing bets for him. Occasionally, when
one of his horses paid well, | merely claimed
that | never got the money.”

“There are cards in one of these pigeon-
holes,” | said. “They have queer names on
them, such as Autumn Leaf, Purple Rose
and Cornstalk. Then there’s one called
Beautiful Bloom. That one is dated Sep-
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tember eighteenth—just a week ago. The
Inotation against it says two thousand dol-
ars.”

“Yes. Stanton had only one system—he
picked horses whose names suggested plants
or flowers. He had a special hunch on Beau-
tiful Bloom. He bet two thousand dollars
and the darned horse won and paid better
than twelve to one. That made his win-
nings about twenty-five thousand dollars. |
couldn’t see turning that much back to Stan-
ton. | hadn't farmed out the bet because |
thought the filly had no chance.”

“1t made him sore, eh?”

mAAR. DINGMAN grunted. His expression
"***m pecame regretful.

“Indeed, yes. | wired him that his money
had never arrived. But he was still suspi-
cious, so | wrote him confidentially that |
would come and see him and check things
over. He still had to keep quiet about his
betting, so I thought | could depend on him
to destroy my letter.” Dingman shook his

head. “You can’'t depend upon people any
more,” he lamented. “He wasn't to be
trusted.”

Stanton had destroyed the letter, all right,
but I could see no point in telling Dingman
that I had never seen it. My hunch that
there had been such a letter had certainly
turned out to be correct!

“Then you reached the edge of town and
phoned him?”

“Yes. So that | could be sure of seeing
him alone, of course. | intended to put him
out of the way.” Dingman waggled the gun
in his hand. “With this. But when | came
in here | noticed that he had a gun on the
bench there, so | used his.”

“Stanton got the gun when he went to the
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house to answer your phone call,” | said. |
“Evidently he was afraid of trouble with
you.” | stared at him. “What are you go-
ing to do now?”

“What can | do, my boy?” he said sadly.
“You've tripped me up. You've left me only
one way out! I'll have to get rid of you.
Then, I'll have to concoct some evidence
which will direct suspicion upon Gregg, the
gardener—conclusive evidence the police will
accept. The police are mighty stupid, my
boy.”

And | could see the old rascal wasn't going
to delay Killing me much longer. He wouldn’t
warn me, either. He'd just do it. He was
holding that revolver like a rock. He hadn't
moved an inch.

The only change | could see in him was a
sharpening light in the depths of his eyes.

“There's something else in this pigeonhole
you might be interested in,” | told him hast-
ily.

I could see his finger hesitate on the trig-
ger.

“Yes?” he said, with a touch of impatience.

“Yes.”

I reached in and got the revolver | had
asked Gregg, the gardener, to leave there for
me. | knew | couldn’t fool with Dingman
any longer. The minute he saw that gun in
my hand he would shoot.

So | fired.

[Turn page]
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Offers Big Money — Independence

If you are mechanically inclined—can hold and use tools it will
pay' rou to leara electrical appliance repairing. Operate from your
garage, basement, etc. Work as many hours as you wish—the
appliance repairman is his own boss. On many types of repairs it
is usual for a repairman to charge on the basis of $5.00 to $6.00

an hour!
No Previous Experience Needed

Profusely illustrated our new course shows you in simple, easy to
understand language plus drawings and photographs, how to make
each repair on refrigerators, vacuum cleaners, washing machines,
motors, fans. irons, etc., etc. Eiplains and gives you a working
knowledge of electricity, welding, nickel plating, etc. Shows you
how to build the power tools you need and how to solicit and keep
business coming to you. Not a theory course but an honest to
goodness' practical course written by and used by repairmen the
country over. Price of course is so low that the savings on your
own_household appliances will pay for it. Act nowl Send today for
FITEE literature. Christy Supply "Co., 2835 N. Central Ave.. *
D*504, Chicago 34, Illinois.
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REPARE NOW!

Post war adjustment and job competition will offer
unusual opportunity to the man or woman who has
prepared for them. Sales, Accounting and Manage-
ment people will be in demand. You can get ready
now—in your spare time, at moderate cost—by horn-:
study. Free 48 page booklets tell you how. Check
your subject below, write name and address in mar*
gin, mail this ad today. \

O Accounting D Business Management

O Salesmanship O Traffic Management

D Law: LL.B. O Industrial Management

O Foremanship O Stenotypy

LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY

A Correspondence Institution
417 S. Decrbern St., Dept. S329-R, Chicago S, III.
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MAKE S25-SS5 A WEEK
Practical nurses a:a needed in every
community... doctors rely on them..*
patients appreciate their” cheerful, ex-
pert care. You can leam practical
nursing at home in spare time. Course
endorsed by physicians. 46th yr. Earn
.o while learning.” High School " not re-
QUired. Men. women, 13 to (" Trial 'glan. Write nowi

" CHICAGO SCHOOL OF NURSING

Dept 424, 100 East Ohio Street, Chicago I, HI.
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Free for Asthma

If you suffer -with attacks of Asthma so terrible you
choke and gasp for breath, if restful sleep Is impossible
because of the struggle to breathe, if you feel the disease
is slowly wearing your life away, don’t fail to send at
once to the Frontier Asthma Co. for a free trial of a
remarkable method. No matter where you live or whether
you have any faith in any remedy under the Sun, send
for this free trial. If you have suffered a lifetime and
tried everything you could learn of without relief; even
if you are utterly discouraged, do not abandon hope but
send today for this free trial. It will cost you nothing.
Address:

FRONTIER ASTHMA CO.

334-R Frontier Bldg.

442 Niagara Street Buffalo 1, W. Y.

NYJINVENTORS

Two big books FREE—"Patent Protection” and

"When and Row to Sell an Invention" tell bow

to protect and commercialize your ideas. Ulus-
trate 115 mechanical movements.

VANS & CO., 907-E Martin Bldg., Washington 8, D. C.

Protect Entire Family
TTS»\yriiu rw *

Certificate Pay- C D C C
Ing upto $325 TIttE
Sent for FREE Inspection
Cost just $1 monthly for
adults. 250 monthly for
children. Protect yourself
against DEBT from sick-
ness or accident requiring
hospital care.

WO MEDICAL

EXAMINATION
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to 70 ‘eligible, Covers
hospital, surgical -
Ray, childbirt 91

nd many other bills, up
to limit provided. Mil-
Ilons_ofFeop_Ienow carry
hospitalization pretec-
fiori. Protect yourself
now. Write today for

FOR INSPECTION 1
Write for full details Atlas
Mutual's WHOLE FAMILY
BENEFIT PROTECTION
paying LIFE BENEFITS In
case of natural or accidental
death. 51 a month covers EN-
tree information.. No TIRE FAMILY. Writ* for tn-
obllgatlon. formation.

ATLAS MUTUAL BENEFIT ASSOCIATION

DIPT. 19-E7 » WILMINGTON, DELAWARE

HOME-STUDY
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| ComFPIete
JCOURSES

subject*, 1007, *»ti*f*ction

Ca*n paid for o*ed coor’o*.

Foil details A “no-pare iiiu«-

Itrwted bafwin catalog Fre«.

Writ* Nelson Co. ,J21*.Wabi»hAv..Cut. 2 08, Chicolo*. Ill.

STUDY AT HOME for PERSONAL SUCCESS
al

nd LARGER EARNINGS. 35 years expert in-

struction—over 108.000 students enrolled. LL.B.
Degree awarded. All texts furnished. Easy pay-
ments. Send for FREE BOOK

AMERICAN EXTENSION SCHOOL OF LAW
Dept. 53-T, 646 N. Michigan Avo., Chicago II, III.

Genuine Diamond

Here Is a value worth considering—cur
SPECIAL low priced “DIAMOND WED-
DING SET” as shown. Beautifully de-
signed solid 10K yellow GOLD rings set
W ith genuine DIAMONDS—both for only
r$10.95 plus $2.19 tax or either one only
$5.95 plu3d $1.19 tax. You receive them on
[a strict MONEY BACK guarantee and
, wear them 10 days. If not fully satisfied
your money refunded promptly. We have
thousands of satisfied customers. SEND
NO MONEY—pay postman plus postal fee. Gift box FREE.

Victory Diamond Co» Dept. TG-3, Saint Ciairsville, Ohio

j 1t didn't give him much of a chance. There

lwas an accusing look in his eyes. |, too, had
disappointed him! If he could have talked,
I was sure he would have said something sad
about human nature.

But he couldn’t talk. The slug took him
somewhere in the chest, and he came to rest
in an undignified heap across the threshold.

In the morning | was still a teller in the
First National Bank of Tamtown. More
Ipeople came in to talk to me about my career
as a police detective than to cash checks. |
couldn’t help wishing my two departed aunts
could have heard what they said.

Dingman was in the hospital. He had been
badly wounded but the doctor said he would
pull through all right. Of course, Dingman
realized it wasn't going to do him much good
to recover. He still wasn’t able to talk much,
but | heard that he’d mumbled he hadn't
expected me to turn out to be unreliable like
all the rest.

Along toward noon old Bill Turner came
into the bank. He looked depressed. There
was a hostile glint in his eyes. When he
reached my cage, he forgot to congratulate
me.

“Gimme them keys,” he grunted.

“Keys?”

“You know—the keys you snitched off my
desk, last night.”

“Oh, yes—the Stanton keys!” 1'd forgot-
ten about them. | forked them out of my
pocket and handed them to him. “Say, Bill,”

I said, “I'm sorry about that. |
didn’'t get you in bad.”

“Tush for you!” said Bill.

He turned away. | felt dashed. Then he
stopped halfway across the bank and came
back.

He grinned.

“Okay, kid! Nice work! It—well, it just
made me kinda sore you didn't let me in on
it. Rats! | never do get a chance to get
out and slam anybody in the puss or noth-
ing!”

“Thanks a lot, Bill. And I'm sorry about
things. It just slipped my mind about you.”

“Okay. Well, next time, lemme in on it
huh?”

“Sure,” | promised.
Scat!”

Bill looked surprised. Then he glanced
over his shoulder, saw who was coming, and
hurried away.

Lila Burns, looking better to me than a

nope |

“Now run along, Bill!

NEXT ISSUE'S NOVEL

MURDER ON THE LOOSE
By G. WAYMAN JONES



whole garden of roses, walked quickly to-
ward my cage. | had it in my mind to greet
her breezily and rivet her attention with
bright and bold chatter. But when she
halted about two feet off, my tongue hinges
tightened and | couldn’t say a word.

“Good morning,” she said. “I'd
cash a check. It's my last paycheck.
know if it's any good.”

“I'll take care of it,” | squeaked.

| grabbed the check, jabbed at it with the
paid-stamp, counted out her money.

Lila Burns put the cash in her purse.
looked up at me again and said:

“l—1 don't know just what to say, Mr.
Graham. | mean, I'm overcome with what
you did last night. I'm really very grateful.
It was quite wonderful of you. | wish 1
knew how to say it, but talking scares me so.”

like to
| don’'t

She

“You!” | said incredulously. “You're
scared—of me!”
“Indeed, 1 am,” she said warmly.

Suddenly | felt easy, sure of myself.

“Don’'t let it worry you,” | said Kkindly.
“I'll be off for lunch in five minutes. Just
wait for me over there by the door.”

mMen ujmited

Bythe U. S. maritime Service

A S THE fury of the war in Europe mounts
and as MacArthur’'s men inch nearer and
nearer to the Japanese homeland in an effort
to recapture our lost territories, the demand
for military supplies will grow greater and
greater.

That job of supply falls to the U. S. Mari-
time Service—it's their job to
goods.” To keep this vital life-line to our
far-flung fronts intact, more ships and crews
to man them are needed. The War Shipping
Administration is getting the new ships—get-
ting them at the rate of three per day. As
each new vessel slides down the waterway a
trained crew must be ready to press it into
service.

The U. S. Maritime Service ur%ently needs
men—5,000 new trainees per month are needed
and as future invasions in the Pacific are
staged the need will continue.

Physically qualified men between 17 and
50 are eligible to join the U. S. Maritime
Service provided they haven't been called for
induction into the armed forces. Men from
17 to 353~ are offered specialized training in
deck, engine, radio or purser-hospital depart-
ments and men up to 50 are eligible for the
Steward’'s department.

The U. S. Maritime Service offers enrollees
good pay while training, opportunities for
promotion, a job with a postwar future,
travel, and a chance to do their part toward
helping win the war.

Those interested are asked to apply at their
nearest U. S. Maritime Service Enrolling Of-
fice or any branch of the U. S. Employment
Service.
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FREE OFFER

for FALSE TEETH

Don’'t suffer embarrassment and discomfort caused by loose dental
rlates. Apply CROWN RELINER. In a Jiffy Your plate” fits like new
and stavs tfut way up fashioned heating to
burn your mouth. Jusl squeeze CROWN from tube and put your
teeth back in. They'll fit as snugly as ever. Inventor is a recognlzed
patent has been applled for CROWN RE

imitators. After you rellne your plalo
with CROWN, take your false teeth out for cleanmg without Effect-
inz the CROWN RELINER. CROWN RELINER is guaranteed
it's harmless NOT A POWDER OR PASTE! If not satisfied,
ofter 4 months, return partlé used tube for full refund.
RELINER TIGHTENS FALSE TEETH OR NO COST. Perfert for
Partials, Lower* and Uppers* AT YOUR DRUGGIST OR ORDERDIRICT.

to 4 months. No o

even

J. Clements of Algonac wrffeat "My
ates were so bad they rattled when I

iked. Now 1 **n eat steaks, corn on
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enjoy this new happiness
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Mystery Fans!

Here’s Your Chance to Obtain
World-Famous Best Sellers

Read the Best
Detective Novels by

America’s Favorite Writers
IN

POPULAR LIBRARY
EDITIONS
HOW ONLY 25¢ EACH AT ALL STANDS
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to dispose of her as a dangerous witness.

Keep an eye peeled for MURDER ON THE
LOOSE in next issue. You'll say it's one of
the best Black Bat stories ever to come from
the typewriter of your friend, G. Wayman
Jones.

LETTERS FROM READERS

W E SURE stirred up a hornet’s nest with
those letters in the last issue. For in-
stance, there was Harold M. Smith, of Waco,
Texas, who wrote in some indignation to sa

that nobody, not even a cop, could be as dum

as Captain McGrath. This has stirred a spir-
ited reply from a lad up North.

Oh, no? | guess Mr. Smith doesn’'t know any cops.
They've got to be dumb to get in—it's one of the
rules. Any time one of them shows signs of develop-
ing intelligence he is tossed right out on his caboose.
Take it from one who knows!— Georue Candless,
Superior, Wia.

This is what we call adding heat without
light to the argument. Mr. Candless’ letter
has aroused our curiosity. What happened
between him and the police department which
makes him so violent? How about it Mr.
Candless? We scent a good story.

And on the other side, there’s this:

Harold Smith is right. A man as dumb as McGrath
couldn’t lace his own shoes and would be out without
a guardian. How long could such a cluck hold down
a job as Captain of Detectives? He's got to show
some results sometimes. Besides, if he were smarter,
the Black Bat would look smarter in fooling him. My
personal opinion is that the Black Bat .gets away
with murder.— Eugene Scheinberg, Brooklyn, N. Y.

Well, maybe. But don’t forget, pal, thai: Mc-
Grath only looks bad when stacked up against
the peerless Black Bat. By any ordinary
standards he’'s smart enough, It's just that the
Black Bat outsmarts him

Here’s a letter from a gal who isn't mad at
anybody, but who likes us and the stories:

I read every issue of Black Book Detective. Tony
Quinn is my ideal. Please don't change a hair of his
head. | like lots of short stories too. Best Regards.
— Mary R. Brown, Joplin, Mo.

Which makes us feel very noble because
Tony Quinn is sort of an ideal character at
that. He’s honest and idealistic and a crusader
for the little guy and he’s smart and resource-
ful and never quits. If we only had some
more like him!

So keep the letters coming friends. Whether
they're bouquets or brickbats, we love 'em.
Just address The Editor, BLACK BOOK
DETECTIVE, 10 East 40th Street, New York
16, N. Y. Thank you!

—THE EDITOR.

IMPORTANT NOTICE
Wartime paper rationing makes it impos-
sible to print enough copies of this magazine
to meet the demand. To be sure of getting
YOUR copy, place a standing order with
your regular newsdealer.
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This Horseshoe
Ring, Handmade,
Hand - engraved,
inlaid willi simu-
lated pearl, is a

KNOCKOUT 1

Shoeandshank of

everlasting Monel

Metal is

GUARANTEED 20 YEARS

Supply is limited .. .rush your order SEND NO
MONEY. Fay Fcetman only 53.85, plus excise tax
and postage. Return for refund in five days if aot
delighted. State size. Address: £ept 429.n
AMERICAN JEWELRY CO.. wheeling, W. Va.
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ofyou*Favorite Photo
FP.OM FAMOUS HOLLYWOOD HALM STUDICS

Just to tret acquainted we will make a beauti-
ful 6*7 eniarsorr.ent of any pieturo or nega-
tive. Be sure to include color of hair, eyes and
clothing and get our bargain otTor for having
your enlargement beautifully hand colored in
oil and mounted in your choice of hondiom.
frames. Please enclose 10c and your original
picture or negative will bo returned with tbo
free 5x7 enlargement postpaid. Act now! Limit 2 to a customer.

HOLLYWOOD FILM STUDIOS

7021 Scnta Monica Blv«f., Dept. 620, Hollywood, Calif.

/STAMMER?

i This_>new' 12S-page book, “Stammering,
M Its Cause and Correction,” describes the
m  Bopue Unit Method for scientific

[ ] correction of stammering and

%om stuttering — successful for 44

\% years. Free —no obligation.

Benjamin N. Bogus, Depf. 4253, Circle j
Tower, Indianapolis 4, Ind.

It's the patented filter with its 66 mesh-
screen baffles, that whirlcools the smoke
—retains flakes and sings— absorbs
moisture—minimizes raw mouth and
tongue bite. When filter is discolored, it
has done its job. Discard it and put in a
fresh one—costs only ONE CENT. En-
joy the benefits of Frank Medico Pipe,
Cigarette and Cigar Holders.
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LITE-GLO, Dept. 316 LE, Topeka, Kan.

At Home —In Spare Time

Get into the vital meat industry. Concise, practi-
cal Home Training based on 25 years proven in-
struction method used a; National’s famous resi-
dent school. Prepares you for bigger pay as Meat
Cutter, supervisor, market manager or more money
in your own store. Go as rapidly as your spare
time permits. Diploma. Start NOW to” turn your

£ LEARN MEAT CUTTING III

spare hours into money. Send for FREE bulletin today. No obligation.
National School of Meat Cutting. Inc.. Dent. TG-8, Toledo 4. 0.
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Coming out of the Armed Forces and Into
civilian life is reconversion, too.

Many of the more than a million Americans
honorably discharged from the Services in
this war have found the answer in I.C.S.
Courses.

I.C. S. Courses are being studied, too, by
thousands of soldiers, sailors, marines and
coast guards who are thinking ahead to to-
morrow while fighting magnificently today.

With 1.C.S. training it isn’t necessary to
go back to the same old rut of before the war.
Nor will you find very many I. C. S. graduates
unemployed at any time.

That’s because I. C. S. training is practical,
thorough, authoritative ... and there’s always
a need for men so trained in industry and
business.

Mail the coupon NOW for complete
Information!

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS

BOX 3970-C, SCRANTON 9. P2NNA.

Without cost or obligation,
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NOW IS THE TIME TO
PROTECT THE FUTURE
OF YOUR LOVED ONES

BE WISE! BE CONSIDERATE!

= Don’'t condemn those you love to struggle and
hardship when you pass on! Foresight may prevent
heartbreak and suffering, so he wise,,, PREPARE
NOW to assure the comfort and well-being of
those near and dear to you! You may do so easily aad
economically with a PIONEER TRIPLE INDEMNITY
LIFE INSURANCE POLICY, reliably backed by strong
Legal Reserves. Think of your loved onesl Look ahead/

ONLY A FEW PENNIES A DAY MAY EASE
THE BURDEN FOR YOUR LOVED ONES!

A difficult readjustment period often follows the loss of
a loved one. It is even harder when finances are un-
certain. But a dependable TRIPLE INDEMNITY Policy
can be a vital help in such time of distress with CASH
Benefits of as much as $3,000.00! Yet, this remarkable
protection costs only $1 a month—afew pennies a day!

NO MEDICAL EXAMINATION—NO RED TAPE!

This liberal Policy is surprisingly easy to own! All per-
sons in good health between the ages of 1 day and 70
years are eligible to make application. All business is
done by mail. You decide for yourself. No Medical
Examination. No Agent will call . . . No Collectors.

FREE INSPECTION! SEE FOR YOURSELF!

See for yourself the very generous Benefits provided by
this Policy! During the 10 day FREE Inspection period,
you are privileged to give the actual Policy a thorough,
careful examination before making your final decision.

SEND NO MONEY!

You are requested not to send a single penny at this time.
Just be sure to mail the coupon or write for FREE Infor-
mation. Tomorrow may be too late—DO IT NOW!

PIONEER LIFE INSURANCE COMPANY

8284 Pioneer Building ¢ Rockford, lllinois

POLICY PAYS T
for
LOSS of LIFE
DUE TO
A N Y C AUSE I '

-------- NO OCCUPATIONAL-----——--
RESTRICTIONS!

There are no restrictions on the occupation ofa Policyholder.
Persons engaged in any legitimate and usual means of
earning a livings as well as retired persons, housewives and
children, are eligible. Live or travel where you wish, witb~
out restrictions, us generously provided in the Policy!

THIS POLICY IS NOT CONTES' IE!

e TRIPLE INDEMNITY Policy contaias™luable
Incontestability Clause. Be sure to learn about this
protection! You will not be under any obligation.

MAIL THIS COUPON TODAY!

PIONEER LIFE INSURANCE CO.
8284 Pioneer Bldg., Rockford, 111

Please send me FREE Information on your
Triple Indemnity Policy.

ADDRESS

CITY & STATE....cciiiiiiis s
Fill in coupon. Clip and paste to
mPostal Card or mail in envelope.m H u



BIRTHSTDNF'i
mmring

lleM /usew t
Photo Folder

4 x 6 inch, Genuine leather
folder ha* celluloid pro-
tected front* for 2 pictures.
Come* with 2 Movie Star
pictures. Given for selling
S boxes.

HOLSTER SET

Cowboy outfit
Regular Texas type
Pistol and decorated
holster with leather
belt. Given for sell-
ing only 10 boxes.

Dozens of use-
ful gifts and
cash offered in
our free cata-
log.

Smart, new, p
" dainty Ster- \
ling Silver )
~ ring set
with spar-
kling  birth-
stone correct
for your month
*date. Given for
selling only 5
boxes.

or CASH

CHARMING
locket

Choice of Daintr
Heart Jnrirrl nr
Round HolK
wood Remem-
bronce Locket
with  space for
picture* of loved
one*.  Beautifel-
ly embossed 18-
inch chain- GIV-
EN for selling
only 10 boxes »(
“Gold Crown
Spot Remove/
and Cleaner."

RiPUCA

PEARL iungs

Button type .
cent Replica PEARL A

Irides-

sfh«t No Vtoney Xa«. Do like EARRINGS halt  #
tbouoinii* of Other* do and GIVEN
i net each or valoable sift* *oeb 9 "N lfor b%exle!isng
\ an bin>4d«. *el**«r*. name*. )
"sr.nlonrisro, bk u.J-«- 1 V- ~wW D O L L 7 inche* hicl.
elry, boiler; and other pre- "AAAm“m* hair and coloring. Drered
«irm >hc « n&rw » Si*- / YWicA GIv riPt nnJ Irit b?n-
\phr aewd r**- toupoa ~4 tail ** ) WoyWicAw net. FNK] Orrer%eltlfmg 0,nsy \
i what gilt y*a would like ta earn. / I i~vjjrrslexplained in free catalog. F\Fr
\ The gift select is given to /" J
\oa promptly aad vent postpaid Lg2jSw<V'*j-rlA A . MEN S NECKTIE
lor veiling ju« a few boxes of ~ jfcaSfe*™ Attractive  designs
GLOWS IN DARK: 3 loaiiooslly known ™Gold Croxn i in livelv colors.
ftr-mover and Cleaner” at GIVEN for sell-
. o . 2r-i cash and returning tbe-/ fJ 1 ing only 5
Alluring Orchid in tire and  mgney collected as explained 1 frxl boxes. A
dellcgte colonvg by .day and iin our free catalog sent/ L1 11
at night a shimmering but- . N
terfly jewel that glows with iwith your first order. 1 . ! .wy
mysterious beauty. Given for  \Here's >our ,uck>'chance/  Friendship RING
~elling 10 boxes. to recese a valuable/ .2 in.," Sterling SiK« “T»
gift. Your friends, tela-/ l.me-and-Friendship” Ring. ’"WJjdfIP" HIIXItKY
\ .,v« .nd 'neighbors/ Hands actuallyt clasp and tin- /N_' ock seam fash.
io™ Ring f
Every pair gives
excellent  wear.
uxt ‘s sent
\ I the size you
mH a specify. (Trpew
K y/ " J1 for selling only 5
/ jSi& boxesof"Gold Crown
~jdpP~bpot  Kemover and
. Cleaner” and returning
POWIMBM k L GE lﬁj«‘st\/euy n JHSr the money collected.

FOOTBALL. GIVEN lor selling
10 boxes as specified in gilt catalog.

LEATHER BILLFOLD
This LEATHER BILLFOLD pro-
vides space for currency and pro.
tected pockets for mex~jjrship cards.
credit caru”ctc. w

Given for
sellill<g P

boxes.

“ POWERFUL TELESCOPE
Everyone enjoys this Powerful Telescope for spotting planes, huntingJ aggress

and vacations.

Send today us pieuiiwm jwpplio or* lipufcor

Enclose this coupon in an envelope or paste it on a po?tear<

send it to GOLD CROWN PRODUCTS. Dept. I-S61

lowa, for order to

Given for selling only 10 boxes of "Gold Crown Spot (

Remover and Cleaner."” Just send the coupon for your order to start. |

GOLD CROWN PRODUCTS

Dept. @ , Jefferiea,

lewaj

Jrttar
start.



