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You Can Send a Killer Like Spade Vernon to

in moderate comfort. That was what
Doreen wanted too.

They owned a five-room bungalow,
had a lot of friends, a small bank ac-
count and plenty of good health and
happiness. Cooper was about five feet
seven, sandy-haired and blue-eyed. He
was, in all respects, just an average
man.

He drove his new car from the garage
to the corner and remembered he had
to buy cigarettes. It was late, so old Mr.
Holcomb’s tobacco store was closed.
Cooper walked into the Fairlawn Bar
and Grill. He bought his cigarettes and
decided to have a glass of beer. These
formalities dispensed with, he remem-
bered that he’d forgotten to call Doreen.
She liked to know when he would be
home, and there would be a midnight
snack waiting for him.

The single phone booth was busy, so
Cooper had another glass of beer. The
place was not inspiring, not conducive
to gaiety. Besides the man in the phone
booth there was only one other customer.
The bartender was half asleep and
looked as if he wished everybody would
clear out so he could lock up and go
home.

Cooper spotted a dish of pretzels into
which the other customer had been
methodically dipping, but had apparent-
ly pushed to one side. Cooper moved
along the bar toward the dish. This cus-
tomer had kept his back turned on Coop-
er all the time and he couldn’t be seen in
the mirror behind the bar because that
was painted over with a list of prices.

Cooper, reaching {for the pretzels,
brushed gently against the man’s left
shoulder. Like a flash the man twisted
around and one hand darted toward his
armpit, then hesitated. His face was a
startling white. Not the pallor that
comes from lack of sunlight, or even a
Jong illness. It was the color of fear. It
was the white that comes when terror
drains the blood from the face.

Cooper could almost feel the man’s
terror.

“Sorry, pal,” he said. “I just want a

pretzel, if you’re through with them.”

The man growled something and
turned his back. Cooper shrugged,
pushed the bowl of pretzels toward his
part of the bar and ate a couple. He idly
wondered what this man feared so much
that it made him reach for a gun when
someone brushed against him. Cooper
hadn’t seen a gun, but he had an idea
that was what this man had been aft-
er.

The phone booth door opened and put
an end to his idle conjectures. The man
inside walked briskly out of the place,
with a familiar farewell to the bar-
tender. Cooper finished his beer, stuffed
another pretzel into his mouth and
walked to the phone booth.

NSIDE he hummed as he dialed. Then
Doreen’s voice reached him. He won-
dered, somewhere far back in his mind,
if any other girl had ever had a voice
as soft and lovely.

“I’'m on my way,” he said. “Be there
in about fifteen minutes, honey.”

“Okay, Les,” Doreen replied. “I'll
turn on the garage light for you. Want
coffee?”

“Sure,” Cooper told her. “Who wants
to sleep anyhow? So long, beautiful.”

He hung up, twisted slightly and
started to push the booth doors open.
But he stopped and his eyes widened.
The drab picture at the bar hadn’t
changed much. The bartender was still

- dozing over a racing form. The lone cus-

tomer was pouring himself another shot
out of a bottle he had evidently pur-
chased for his exclusive use. But two
men were slowly moving toward the
bar and a third had his back against the
café door.

This little scene wculdn’t have star-
tled Cooper too much except that the
approaching pair had guns in their
hands. One of them stepped up behind
the frightened customer and jabbed the
gun hard into the small of his back. The
customer stiffened, came erect from his
lounging position at the bar and slow-

ly raised his hands.
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“Qkay,” Spade said in a tight voice.
“T’d like to have you drop dead!”

Pete opened his mouth to scream—
and so did Cooper, who had been watch-
ing all this while his nerves quivered
more and more. He couldn’t stand it any
longer. They were going to kill that guy
and he couldn’t just hide and let them
do it. He put the flat of his hand against
the phone booth door and got set to
rush them.

Then suddenly he realized he had
waited a fraction of a second too long.
Spade was moving back and there was
a long two-edged knife in his hand. Part
of the blade glittered evilly, part of it
was dark-colored. And the frightened
man called Pete wasn’t trying to hold
his arms high any more. He was slowly
wilting, like a flower brought into a too
hot room.

His knees were the first to go. Some-
how his back stayed against the edge of
the bar, and he slid down in sectiomus.
Knees first, then his arms fell, his shoul-
ders dropped. Next his head sank down
until his chin rested against his chest.
He was sliding faster and faster. The
back of his head bumped gently against
the bar—just enough to throw him off
that strange and delicate balance. He
pitched forward, fell on his face and lay
still

Spade laughed once. Cooper would
have thought such laughs existed only in
someone’s morbid imagination, It sent
chills up and down his spine. Spade was
backing away. He yanked a cloth off a
table in a booth and wiped the knife
with it. Then he put the knife under his
coat. He gave a curt nod. The two gun-
men put away their weapons. One of
them opened the barroom door and
stepped out.

In a moment a car motor started up.
The other gunman darted out. Spade
gave the place a last careful going over
and seemed to be satisfied that this was
a murder he would probably get away
with. From where he now stood, he
ecouldn’t even see the phone booth.

The café door slammed shut behind
him. As Cooper came out of the booth
he heard a car pull away. He ran to
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where the frightened man had fallen,
knelt beside him and expertly felt for a
pulse. The Marine Corps Medical Serv-
ice had taught him to know the differ-
ence between life and death, and he
knew this man would never be fright-
ened again.

Cooper straightened up and ran be-
hind the bar. The bartender was still
unconscious and probably wou'd stay
that way for a little while longer. Coo-
per stood up, walked to the cash register
and punched the no-sale key. He took
out a nickel and ran back to the phone
booth.

He dropped the coin into the slot,
dialed “O” and tried to yell for the po-
lice. Not a word came out of him. Only
a hissing exhalation of breath. He took a
firmer grip on himself.

“Get me the police,” he croaked to the
operator. “Emergency.”

CHAPTER 11
Open and Shut Case

LACING a stack of pho-
tos Dbefore the still
shaken Les Cooper, In-
spector McGrath wait-
ed for him to look them
over. McGrath was a
heavy-set, shrewd-eyed
and pugnacious detec-
tive who -had risen
from the ranks. There
were no flourishes

about McGrath. When he was excited,
his closely cropped mustache seemed to
bristle. When he was determined, his
jaw stuck out. The jaw was sticking out
now.

“Okay, Mr. Cooper,” McGrath said.
“We’ve checked that café and from the
phone booth where you were hidden, you
had a perfect view of anybody in the
place. There was enough light for you
to see everything, too.”

“I told you all that,” Cooper said im-
patiently. “How much longer do I have
to stick around?”

“It all depends,” McGrath grunted.

“Depends on what?”’ Cooper asked
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desperately. “Look, my wife was expect-
ing me an hour ago—"

“Sure,” McGrath soothed him. “If
she doesn’t believe your story when you
finally get home, send her to me. I got
a wife, too, and I know how they are
sometimes.”

“But why can’t I phone her, Inspec-
tor?”

“Because I say you can’t,” McGrath
growled. Then he seemed to relent a lit-
tle. “Look, Mr. Cooper, we don’t know
you. Sure, maybe you’re okay in every
respect, but we have no proof.”

“But what’s that got to do with it?”

“Plenty. From what you’ve told us,
the man who committed that murder
has no idea it was witnessed and he
thinks he’s in the clear. So long as he
keeps thinking that way, it'll be easy
to round him up.”

“Then let’s get on with it, Inspector.”
I want to go home.”

“Sure, Mr. Cooper. This stack of
Rogues’ Gallery pictures is for you to
look over. You saw three men in that
café, If you recognize any picture, say
so. Now go ahead. Take plenty of
time.”

Cooper studied the first full face and
profile and laid the picture to one side.

“I got an idea you know who the
murderer is already,” he observed, and
with more interest he kept studying one
card after another.

Then suddenly the square face of the
murderer popped up under his gaze!

“That’s him!” He couldn’t keep the
note of triumph out of his voice.

“You’re sure?”’ McGrath demanded.

“Of course I am. I watched him for
about five or six minutes. And I'm not
likely to be mistaken in the face of a
man I saw knife another, am I?”

McGrath nodded. “See that phone on
the desk?”’ he said. “Call your wife if
you want to, but don’t say .one word
about what’s happened. Just that you’re
okay and you’ll be home soon. I'm stay-
ing right here beside you.”

Cooper ~eagerly grabbed the phone.
When it was answered, somehow he con-
vinced a greatly worried Doreen that
everything was fine, He felt better when
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he hung up. McGrath had sent for a de-
tail of men and had given them quiet in-
structions. They had filed out, and a
manhunt had begun.

McGrath lit the stub of a cigar of a
brand that smelled bad even when it
was fresh. Now its aroma made Cooper
cough. He lit a cigarette in self-defense.

“The guy you identified,” McGrath
said, “is named Spade Vernon. Know
him?”

Cooper frowned. “The name seems
familiar.”

“It ought to be, Cooper. I got the tip-
off the minute you told me the guy had
been called Spade by his pals. Spade Ver-
non—probably the biggest criminal op-
erator in town. A real big shot.”

“Oh-oh,” Cooper said, his voice
mournful. “He won’t like me any for
fingering him.”

“He won’t,” McGrath agreed. “The
information you have could be plenty
dangerous to you, but we'll give you all
the protection you need. For the rest
of it—as I suppose you’d like to know—
the man he killed was named Montaya
—Pete Montaya. He was one of Spade’s
third or fourth lieutenants in charge of
floating dice games. Likely some of these
games haven’t been paying off as well
as usual. Pete must have been lining his
own pockets with Spade’s dough. Which
isn’t the proper thing to do—with a man
like Spade.”

OOPER nodded, and the light of un-
derstanding flickered in his eyes.

“T see it now,” he said. “That’s about
what the murderer hinted at too. He also
told this Pete character that he’d risen
to the top and couldn’t let anybody make
a sucker out of him.”

“Exactly,”” McGrath said. “Pete
shouldn’t have tried it—if he wanted
to stay healthy. He wasn’t much of a
guy, though. Nobody’s going to weep for
him. He was as bad as Spade, maybe
worse. But the law doesn’t recognize the
character or reputation of a murder
victim. It only understands that there’s
a dead man and that whoever killed him
i8 going to pay for it. Even if it’s just
a cheap, smelly little murder like this.”
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“Can this man Spade Vernon swing
enough weight to get away with this?”
Cooper asked.

McGrath shook his head. “Not with
your testimony against him, he can’t.
The barkeep saw nothing. Even if he
had, he wouldn’t talk. . . . Listen, Mr.
Cooper, you won’t renege on this, will
you?”

“Why should 1?” Cooper asked in sur-
prise. “I saw murder committed. I'm
not interested in either the victim or
the killer, beyond seeing that justice
is done.”

“Good.” McGrath got up. “We’ll have
Spade here in short order. You’'ll have
to identify him in the line-up, but mean-
while let’s take a little walk.”

“Sure,” Cooper said. “Where to?”’

“I want you to meet the District At-
torney who will be in charge of the
case, Tony Quinn, He has an office just
down the hall. Ever hear of him?”

“Why, yes,” Cooper said thoughtful-
ly. “He’s blind, isn’t he?”

“Yep. A little more than ten years
ago—that was before he lost his eye-
sight—he was elected D.A. Now he's
an appointed Special D.A. and they
throw every tough case they get his
way. Not that he minds.”

“But—being blind—is he any good ?”
Cooper asked.

McGrath laughed as they walked out
into the corridor. “Any good?”’ he re-
peated. “Mr. Cooper, the first thing a
defense attorney asks is will Quinn pros-
ecute. Brother, s he good! Like I start-
ed to say, he wasn’t blind when he was
elected and he did a sweet job as D.A.
They were lining him up for the gov-
ernorship. Then his luck gave out.”

“You mean, he went blind?”’ Cooper
asked. )

“Uh-huh. He was prosecuting a big
shot crook—somebody like this Spade
Vernon. The evidence was most on pa-
per and Quinn was going to show the
jury what it consisted of. Some of this
big shot’s pals tried to destroy the pa-
pers by throwing a fast acting acid on
them. Quinn stopped them—but the acid
hit him in the face and blinded him in-
stantly.”

Cooper whistled. “No wonder he hates
crooks.”

McGrath shook his head. ‘“He doesn’t
hate anybody, Mr. Cooper. He just does
his job. You’ll like him. I think . .. Yes,
he’s here. I see the light under the door
of his office here at Headquarters. All
you have to do is tell him your story,
just like you told it to me.”

“T'll be glad to,” Cooper said. *“If
it means I can go home pretty soon.”

McGrath opened the office door. It
was only a makeshift office.

There were two men in the room. One
of them, the man behind the desk, was
in his late thirties. He would have been
a striking-looking man except for ugly
scars around his eyes, They were deep-
ly etched and glistened in the light.

He wore gray tweeds, had a pleasant
smile, and gave Cooper a warm hand-
clasp in greeting. Everything about
Tony Quinn was pleasant and alive. All
but the eyes. They were seemingly dead
in their sockets and stared unseeingly
straight ahead.

The other man, at whom Cooper only
glanced disinterestedly, was a slim fel-
low of forty-five who was almost bald.
When he moved, it was with the grace
of a professional dancer. He had cold
eyes, as alert as Quinn’s were dead. This
man was “Silk” Kirby who, as McGrath
could have told Cooper, rarely left
Quinn’s side.

“Sit down, Mr. Cooper,” Quinn said.
“Make yourself comfortable, then tell
me exactly what happened. I know
you've told your story to the police
already, but I have to hear it also—and
from your lips, not from a stenogra-
pher’s notes.”

ES COOPER found himself liking
this soft-spoken blind man tre-
mendously as he began his story quick-
ly. He left nothing out. Listening, Quinn
leaned back in his chair, made a steeple
of his hands and stared straight ahead
with those blank eyes.

When Cooper had finished, Quinn
leaned forward. “A convincing and in-
telligent story, Mr. Cooper,” he compli-
mented. “Now you must understand,
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“I doubt it, Silk. We have Cooper’s
sworn testimony before the grand jury.
That will stand—unless he himself
changes it on the witness stand at the
trial. That is the only recourse the Ver-
non faction has left now. To make him
change his story.”

“They’ll try it, sir,” Silk warned. “1
know their ways.”

“All right, maybe they will. We can
handle that. But killing Cooper will
only throw more guilt on Spade and he
knows it. Spade is all done, Silk. We’ve
got him cold.”

Silk poured coffee for Quinn, and
added cream. “Do you think Spade will
talk, sir?”’ he asked dubiously.

“About his connections?’ Quinn
asked. ‘“Maybe—if they don’t come
through with plenty of help. I'm hoping
that as the execution day draws closer
and closer, Spade is going to lose some
of that steel-plated nerve of his and
try to make a deal.”

“Will you get him a reprieve if he
talks, sir?”

Quinn leaned back. “Silk, for a long
time this city has been in the grip of
crooks who are so clever that few peo-
ple even know they exist. They operate
through men like Spade—but they do
all the planning. They have the say
about how gambling places are to be
run, what sections of the city will be
cursed with reefers and stronger nar-
cotics, what places will be robbed—and
what men will be murdered. Spade is
only a tool. A dangerous one, I'll grant,
but he isn’t the top man in this town.”

“Do you think he knows who s at the
top ?” Silk asked.

“I’'m positive of it, Silk. Spade isn’t
the type who could work blind for any-
one. He knows, all right, but nothing
short of facing the chair and knowing he
has been abandoned will make him open
up.n

“I imagine you’re right.” Silk sighed
as he arose. “But I'm worried about
Cooper. . . . Well, the trial starts in a
couple of days. How did you ever make
the court move that fast?’

Quinn chuckled. “Oh, Spade’s lawyers
were set to ask the usual delays, but 1
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beat them to it. I said the State was
prepared and if Spade was as innocent
as his attorneys profess him to be, his
side of the case wouldn’t need six
months of preparation either. They fell
into it, Silk, and couldn’t get out. His
lawyers bragged too much and too loud
about his lily-white innocence.”

“Just the same”—Silk began stacking
dishes—*I wouldn’t want to be in Coop-
er’s shoes. .. . Will you be ready in about
ten minutes, sir?”’

“I’'m ready now,” Quinn said. “But
take your time. There’s nothing press-
ing at the office today.”

Silk cleared the table but Quinn kept
gitting there, thinking back., During
much of his career as a D.A. Spade Ver-
non had flaunted himself and his power,
defying the authorities. Other crooks
of his caliber had been seized, tried and
convicted without heavy pressure being
put on the prosecution. So it would seem
that none of them had Spade’s type of
protection, or were as important—to
somebody. To Quinn this meant that
Spade was probably the only contact be-
tween the gangs who carried out orders
and the man or men who reaped the
greatest profits and stayed far in some
remote background.

UINN had half-expected before

now that Spade would offer to
deal. His kind were mostly alike, and
Spade knew the odds were stacked
against him this time. Quinn’s mind
went back to some of the other desper-
ate and dangerous men he had helped
punish during his years in office. It
seemed a lifetime ago that the acid had
been hurled into his face and had eaten
away his sight in the space of a few
ghastly moments.

But he remembered those days of
darkness only too well. He remembered,
too, how Silk Kirby had come into his
life. Silk had once been the smartest
confidence man in the country, but once
when his luck was down he had forgot-
ten his pride in his “calling” and had
set out on a burglary job. Fate had ar-
ranged it that he had chosen Tony
Quinn’s home. Due to arguments put
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forward by Quinn at that time, when he
had discovered the marauder, Silk had
forsaken his old life, and had remained
as the confidential servant of the man
he had come to rob.

After Quinn's tragic accident, Silk
Kirby had become more—he was now
Tony Quinn’s “eyes,” and utterly trust-
ed in all things. But he still retained his
knowledge of the underworld. What he
knew of crooks and their ways had
many times proved invaluable to the
Special D.A,

But Silk Kirby was not the only one
who held Quinn’s entire confidence.
There were three people in the whole
world who knew—and kept—his inner-
most secret. '

One of them was a lovely girl, blond
Carol Baldwin, through whom Quinn
had succeeded in recovering his sight.
For Tony Quinn was not blind. In fact,
his sight was better than that of the
average person. During the months
when he had really been blind he had
tried to find hope by visiting fa-
mous oculists all over the world. Luck-
ily, he was wealthy enough to do this,
but it gained him nothing.

Then Carol had appeared with a
strange offer. Her father, a police ser-
geant in a mid-western city, lay dying
from a bullet wound inflicted by a cheap
killer. Sergeant Baldwin had followed
Quinn’s meteoric career with approval,
and now he believed he had a chance to
help Quinn. He had consulted a fine,
but little known surgeon in his mid-
western city, who was of the opinion
that he might transplant portions of
Sergeant Baldwin's eyes onto the acid-
etched eyes of Tony Quinn. When the
sergeant’s daughter had brought the of-
fer, Quinn had seized the opportunity.
The operation was performed—a fore-
runner of many operations like it, and
almost all of them successful.

Sergeant Baldwin died soon after,
from the bullet wound. Quinn, his eyes
bandaged, had secretly returned home,
accompanied only by Silk. For Quinn
‘had a good reason for secrecy, since he
jalready had made up his mind that if
|he should see again, his life would be

devoted to hunting down criminals.
That much he owed to Sergeant Bald-
win, and it was important to his plan
that it be believed he was still blind.

When the bandages were removed,
Quinn could see! And there was a star«
tling bonus from nature, as if to repay
him for the long period of blindness. By
some freak of the operation, Quinn dis-
covered he could see as well in complete
darkness as in full daylight,

The main reason for keeping the re-
covery of his sight secret was because
he wanted to assume a dual identity,
in one of which he could fight crime and
criminals without wading through the
red tape that fenced in a policeman or
a D.A. But the scars around his eyes
had remained, and because of these he
was forced to wear a black hood when
in his second role identity. He also
wore black clothing when he was on the
prowl. So that it was inevitable that he
soon became known as the Black Bat.
Now that name was feared in the far-
thest reaches of the underworld.

S Anthony Quinn, Special District
Attorney, he could work against
crime in the open; as the Black Bat he
could prowl the night and take swift
and direct action against crooks. The
Black Bat needed no search warrants,
no writs, no delays. He fought with
guns, knives, or his bare fists, whatever
the situation called for and, when nec-
essary, he killed,

The three people who knew his se-
cret had become his own personal little
band of crime fighters. Silk, of course,
knew of Quinn's dual identity and was
an invaluable assistant. Carol Baldwin
had placed herself at Quinn’s service
after the death of her father, to carry
on his work. She had soon showed that
she possessed the courage and acumen
necessary to handle almost any kind of
dangerous situation, It also was inevi-
table that the lovely blond young Carol
and Quinn should fall in love. Some day
they hoped to be married, but that could
not be until Quinn had given up his
hazardous double life.

The third member of Quinn’s group
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Employees called cherry greetings and
Quinn answered them, calling almost
everyone by name. At first this had
aroused some curiosity until he proved
beyond any doubt that while he could not
see, his ears had developed extra sen-
sory powers, and he recognized people
by their steps and voices.

N his office, the daily procession of
visitors began. People with com-
plaints that ran from verbal insults by
neighbors to the actual revelation of
serious crime.

At eleven-thirty the receptionist in
the main office called on the intercom to
announce a man who gave his name as
Byron Chanlor and who refused to state
his business except to Quinn personally.

When Chanlor entered, he turned out
to be a small, slim man. While Quinn’s
blank eyes gave no indication that he
could see, he guessed the visitor’s height
as about five-feet-four, and his weight
just short of a hundred pounds. He had
thinning hair, pale watery gray eyes,
and wore big shell-rimmed glasses. He
was apparently a shy individual, for as
he stood in front of Quinn’s desk it was
evident he didn’t quite know how to be-
gin.

“All right,” Quinn said. “If you have
a complaint to make, I'm here to lis-
ten.”

“Well, you see”’—Chanlor kept roll-
ing his hat between his nervous fingers
—“you see it—it isn’t exactly a com-
plaint. It’s more like—well, I suppose
you’d call it a message.”

“From whom?” Quinn demanded and
even Silk looked up with some interest
in his eyes.

Chanlor shifted his feet, wet his lips.
“l—I'm just am ordinary person, Mr.
Quinn, I've never been mixed up with
the law before. I don’t know exactly how
to begin. But it happened with a tele-
phone call.”

“Yes?” Quinn prompted him.

“I was in the barbershop. Jules Pul-
ver’s place where I've been getting my
hair cut for years. Right in the middle
of my hair being cut, someone asked for
me on the telephone. Naturally, I an-

swered. Well, this man didn’t give me
any name. He just said I was to come
and see you.”

“About what?” Quinn asked.

“I was to—to ask you something. And
—and I'd be paid for my trouble, but I
don’t want any money. I don’t want to
get mixed up in this at all, but I guess
I can’t help myself now, can 1?”

“Apparently not,” Quinn said. “Go
ahead. What was the question you were
supposed to ask me?”’

“It—it’s about someone I never heard
of. I—I think I have it straight. I was
to ask you if you’d make a deal on the
Spade Vernon case and if you would,
this man who called me would throw
you a couple of important crooks. I don’t
think he actually means throwing people
at you. It sounded like a figure of
speech.”

CHAPTER 1V
Danger Moves In

UINN’S fingers clenched
into fists., It was begin-
ning now. They were
showing their fangs.
First, this mild pres-

m, Sure and some attrac-

B tive offer. When that
P was refused, the pres-
sure would become

»¥ greater.
“Mr. Chanlor,”

Quinn said, “this message you delivered

happens to be of the greatest impor-

tance. And so vital that I must be ab-
solutely certain you were simply chosen
to deliver it, and are not directly con-
cerned with the situation in any way.”

“Y-yes,” Chanlor gulped.

“Silk,” Quinn called crisply, “please
search Mr. Chanlor and make certain
of his identity. Then check up on him
by telephone.”

“Yes, sir.” Silk approached Chanlor,
who backed slowly away.

“But I told you I didn’t want to get
mixed up in this,” Chanlor said. “I don’t
know what it’s all about!”

“Stand still,” Silk barked. “You are
mixed up in it whether you like it or
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and the smartest lawyers in tle world
can't break that down. Okay, Les, I'm
ready. Is that detective still out there?”
Cooper glanced out of the window.
“Sure he is. When we get home, let's
invite him in for a cup of coffee.”
“Don’'t we always?”’ Doreen smiled.
The bulky detective trailed them to
the movies and sat right behind them.
He stayed outside an ice-cream parlor
while they attacked something gooey
known as a Cherry Bloom Special. He
trailed them home and took up his usual
position near the little white gate.
The neighborhood was built up with
small houses like Les Cooper’s. It was
noisy enough by day, for every one of

those bungalows seemed to sprout kids, -

but by night there were few sections
any more quiet. Doreen filled the coffee
pot before she took off her hat and coat.
In a few moments the coffee was perk-
ing gaily. She got out some cold chicken,
mixed it with celery and mayonnaise
and made a salad. She spread this on
bread and stacked up a few sandwiches.

Then she went to the kitchen door.

“Les!” she called. “Les—will you ask
that policeman in?”

“Sure thing.”

Cooper dropped the newspaper he was
reading. He went to the door. The bulky
man was standing just outside the gate.
Cooper called him. The man raised a
hand in a signal he had heard, then
started walking toward the porch.

“Doreen’s made some sandwiches and
coffee, Officer,”” Cooper said. “We
thought—""

Cooper stopped in the middle of the
sentence and stared at the gun in the
detective's fist. For a moment he thought
he wasn’t seeing right. Then he studied
the man more carefully. This wasn’t the
detective who had followed them.

“Just keep quiet, Cooper,” the man
said, “and walk into the house. Nobody's
going to be hurt unless you won’t do as
we say.”

“All right,” Cooper said softly. “I'm
not fooling around with any gunman,
What happened to the detective ?”

“He’ll be okay, except for a headache
and a session with the inspector,” the

gunman 8aid. “Get going, friend.”

Doreen was carrying two cups of
coffee when she saw the gun, but she
steadied herself and put the cups down
on the cocktail table in the living room.

“Doreen,” Cooper said, “this man isn't
our detective. He must be a friend of
Spade Vernon, but he says nobody will
get hurt if we do as he says.”

Doreen sat down slowly. “I under-
stand.” '

The gunman took off his hat as he sat
down, and he laid the gun rather care-
lessly in hig lap. Both Cooper and Do-
reen stared at him, He grinned back.

“Oh, no,” he chuckled. “I'm not Spade
Vernon, I just look like him. I'm his
brother. My name’s Deke.”

“Oh!” Doreen said weakly.

EKE VERNON made himself more
comfortable.

“Now look,” he said, “you’re nice
folks. In my own way, I'm not so bad
either. We just go about things differ-
ent, I got no beef against you, Mr. Coo-
per. You saw my brother knock off a
man who deserved to be killed. That was
his business.”

“What do you want?’ Cooper de-
manded.

“Take it easy,” Deke said. “Like I told
you, Spade slipped when he missed see-
ing you. Lucky for you he did because
Spade never stopped to think very often.
Okay—so you called the cops. Sure, I
don’t blame you for that. You told them
what you saw. That’s okay too.”

“Then why do you come here and
point a gun at us?’ Doreen asked.

“Because, Mrs. Cooper, I don't want
your husband to testify in court against
my brother. It's as simple as that.”

“Now look here—'' Cooper began.

“There’s no use arguing,” Deke said.
“No use at all.”

“What are you going to do—Xkill
him?” Doreen asked. “Kill us?”

Deke shook his head. He had a wide
face, lips that were a trifle too thick and
eyes that were a trifle too small. But
otherwise he looked much like any aver-
age business man. He was carefully
dressed in well-selected clothes. Above
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all, he was no counterpart of some cari-
cature of a gangster. Which, Cooper de-
cided, made him all the more dangerous.

“Killing you won’t do my brether any
good,” Deke said. “They’ll read your
testimony before the grand jury and it’ll
be accepted as evidence. Killing you is
the last thing I'll do—and believe me,
I'm glad of it.”

“What then?’ Cooper demanded.

“You’ll just tell that blind D.A. you
can’t testify. You can tell him maybe
you made a mistake, or you can tell him
the truth. I don’t care one way or an-
other.

.*“And if I don’t?” Cooper countered.

Deke rubbed his nose. ‘“Look, here’s
the way we stand. When I leave here,
your wife is coming with me—"

Doreen bit her lip, smearing the lip-
stick. Cooper slowly got to his feet. His
hands were clenched, his face pale.

“So you’re that kind of a rat,” he
said coldly.

Deke shrugged. “What else can I do?
Listen, Spade is my brother. If you had
a brother and he was in the same spot,
you’d do what I'm doing. If you had the
nerve. Sit down.”

“If you didn’t have that gun—"

“Yeah, but I have, friend.” Deke
raised his voice a trifle. “Sit down, I
said.”

Doreen picked up a cup of coffee and
sipped it.

“Les,” she said, “you can’t do any-
thing. Let him talk.”

Cooper sat down, his eyes still blazing
in helpless fury. Deke relaxed too. For
a moment nobody spoke. Then Deke Ver-
non rubbed his nose aga’n.

“Here’s the set-up, and it’s not too
bad, Mr. Cooper. I'm taking your wife
away with me. She’ll be treated fine. We
won’t tie her up or anything like that
unless she makes it necessary. We'll feed
her well, give her books, a radio—any-
thing she wants.”

“And I'm to tell Mr. Quinn that I
can’t testify,” said Cooper bitterly.
“That I've forgotten all about seeing
your brother kill a man.”

“If that’s the way you want to han-
dle it.” Deke shrugged. ‘“He won’t be-

lieve you. In fact, he may have you
tossed smack into the cooler. So why not
just tell him the truth? Tell him if you
send my brother to the chair, your wife
will die the same minute my brother
does.”

Doreen emitted a small ery of fear.
Deke made some pacifying motions to-
ward her.

“Don’t worry, Mrs. Cooper. I know
Quinn, and I know the cops. Once they’re
sure I mean business, they’ll do some-
thing about Spade. I don’t care what
they do so long as they don’t burn him—
and they won’t. Well, I guess that’s it.
Get your things, Mrs. Cooper. Bring
along a suitcase, anything you want.
I've got a girl friend who'll take care
of you. She’ll buy anything you forget.
Wait and see. This will work out.”

OREEN arose slowly.

“Mr. Vernon,” she said, “it
might be easier if you acted like a gang-
ster and beat us up or—or something.
This way I’'m more scared than ever.”

“Who’s a gangster?’ Deke chuckled.
“I’'m a business man. You know some-
thing ? T never handled a tommy-gun in
my life. I even hate to carry this cannon
around. But sometimes you can’t help
it. What do you say—let’s keep this on
a nice basis. It'll be easier all around.”

Cooper got up. “I suppose it will,” he
said. “I wish I'd just sneaked out of the
bar that night and never said a word
about what I saw.” He reached down
for the second cup of coffee and raised
it to his lips. “Frankly, I even hated tes-
tifying against your brother. It's
against my nature to help send a man
to his death even though he deserves it.”

Cooper started to put the coffee down.
Suddenly he hurled the contents of the
cup in Deke’s big face. As it splashed
into the gangster’s eyes, Cooper fol-
lowed the hot liquid in a dive that sent
both him and Deke sprawling out of the
overturned chair and onto the floor.

Deke was strong and he knew how to
fight, but Cooper was younger and knew
just a little more. In something less than
two minutes he had Deke pinned to the
floor. He called to Doreen.:
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“Darling! Get on the phone quick!”

Her voice came to him like something
out of a dream. “Les, it’s no use. Get up.
It’s no use.”

Cooper twisted his head. Two men
stood on either side of Doreen and each
held a drawn gun. Cooper heaved a
great sigh and arose. Deke got up, too,
mopping the coffee out of his face with
a handkerchief.

One of the gunmen stepped up to
Cooper and raised his gun.

“You smart guy,” he growled. “I'll
show you.”

“Hold it,” Deke said sharply. “You
don’t have to slug him. I don’t blame
the guy. Look, Cooper, I'm forgetting
all about this little incident. What I
said before still goes. Your wife will be
safe and comfortable. She’ll stay that
way—until eleven o’clock some Thurs-
day night when they burn my brother.
Then, so help me, I'll kill her!”

Cooper shouldered the scowling thug
out of the way and went over to Doreen,
He took both her hands.

“Darling, we’re licked. I don’t care
what happens to Spade. They can pin
medals on him for all of me. I won’t tes-
tify. I'll tell Quinn the whole truth, make
him understand why I can’t swear I saw
Spade kill a man.”

“Do whatever you think best,” Dor-
een said. “I—Tll try to let you know
how I am. If they let me.”

Deke walked over and stood beside
Cooper.

“You can write a letter every day.
Maybe we can even arrange a phone
call. Like I said—we got nothing against
you two people. All I'm trying to do is
save my brother’s life. Now we'd better
start moving.”

Cooper had never felt more helpless
in his life than he did as he watched
Deke take Doreen’s arm and lead her
across the porch, down the steps and
through the little white gate. A car
pulled up seemingly out of nowhere.
Doreen got in. Deke paused beside the
car a moment and turned around.

“Cooper,” he called softly, “you’ll
find the cop in your garage. I think he’s
okay, but you better make sure. So

long. You’ll be hearing from me.”

Cooper didn’t reply. He just stood
there and watched the car drive off and
wondered how such a thing could hap-
pen in this day and age. Then he turned
on his heel and started running around
the house to the garage.

He found the detective manacled with
his own handcuffs, gagged, and well
tied up to the front bumper of the car.
He was conscious and crimson-faced
with wrath., Cooper cut him loose, found
the keys to the handcuffs in the detec-
tive’s pocket and unlocked them. Then
he quietly told the man everything that
had happened.

CHAPTER V
Not Strictly Legal

ONY QUINN occupied
an old leather chair in
the library of his home.

2 He was slowly filling a

il pipe, tamping the to-

&l bacco down. Silk stood

il by, ready to hand him a

iy lighter. Inspector Me-

i Grath was pacing the

# rug and Les Cooper sat
slumped in a chair with
one hand covering his face.

“I should have guessed this would
happen,” McGrath said, “and used half
a dozen men instead of one lunkhead
who lets a punk slip up behind him and
slam him on the head with a gun. Well,
that cop is going to walk the longest
beat in the dreariest section.”

“Oh, don’t take it out on him,” Quinn
said. “I'm the one who should be held
responsible. I promised Mr. Cooper
nothing would happen. Though I admit
I never thought Deke Vernon would go
to this extreme.”

“Well, what are we going to do about
it?" McGrath -demanded. “I know Deke.
He’s a smart boy. He’s got it all over his
brother Spade.”

Quinn nodded, his sightless eyes as
blank as ever. “We're faced with some
ugly facts, Mac. If Mr, Cooper testifies,
Spade is going to the chair. When he
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does, Deke will certainly kill Mrs. Coop-
er. That I will not permit.”

“Yeah?’ McGrath demanded. “How
are you going to stop it?”

“By postponing the trial, for one
thing. Yes, I'm letting myself be intimi-
dated. I can’t help it, Mac. I refuse to
risk Mrs. Cooper’s life, even if it means
Spade will eventually go free.”

“It's a plain and simple snatch with
Spade the ransom,” McGrath said. “If
we turn him loose, we’re both cooked.
Tony, there’s no way out.”

Cooper raised his head. “I don’t know
much about this, Mr. Quinn, but if—
if you let Spade go and Doreen was re-
leased, you might be able to pick up
Spade again. I’ll testify against him
any other time. But I—I just can’t do
it now.”

“I know,” Quinn told him in a sooth-
ing voice. “I don’t blame you. Nobody
does. But turning Spade loose won't
solve anvthing. Your wife will probably
be released unharmed, but they’ll kill
you. And don’t think they can’t.”

“T’ll take my chances, so long as Dor-
een is safe,” Cooper said.

Quinn shook his head. “I’'m sure of
that, but it’s no go, Mr. Cooper. . . .
Mac, how close .are Spade and his broth-
er Deke?”

“Spade is the oldest, by a couple of
years,” McGrath said. “He practically
brought up Deke. They’re close all right.
Deke would go through with this.”

“Do you think he can be trusted not
to harm Mrs. Cooper?”

“I think so, Tony. Deke never was a
mug.”
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“He struck me as being okay,” Cooper

said. “That is, as far as his kind can be
okay.”

“But he will carry out his threat,”
Quinn said musingly. “We’re sure of
that. Furthermore, he’ll stay out of
sight. He had plenty of time to find a
safe hiding place for both himself and
Mrs. Cooper. Finding her will be just
about impossible. Even if we do, Deke
may kill her.”

Cooper gulped. “Mr. Quinn, I trusted
you from the first. I still do, but don’t
let anything happen to Doreen! 1
couldn’t stand that. Don’t you under-
stand ? She comes first!”

“Of course she does,” Quinn agreed.
“We can’t even operate against him by
stealth. If he hears of it, there’s no
telling what may happen. Mac, I've
made up my mind.”

“You name it,”” McGrath grumbled.
“I've been out on a limb over this all
by myself. I'd like some company.”

“I shall ask for a postponement of
the trial,” Quinn said. “Deke will try to
contact me. I think he’ll use that bash-
ful little character, Byron Chanlor, who
already approached me.”

“What are you going to do?” McGrath
demanded. “Wait until they tell you what
they want, then knuckle under to those
crooks? It'll be the finish of you, Tony.”

“What happens to me doesn’t matter,
Mac. Not one bit. But we won’t simply
sit and wait. Spade may know about
this. Perhaps we can even learn where
they might have Doreen held a pris-
oner.”
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McGrath was twisting about uneas-
ily.

T won't work,” he argued. “If Spade
knew this was going to happen, the
minute you start working on him, he’ll
know it did happen. All he has to do is
keep his mouth shut, and he’s pretty
good at that.”

“We've got to work on him,” Quinn
said, “We must take advantage of any-
thing that can help us, even if it seems
hopeless. First I want a little time to
think, Mac. To set up some plan. Then
Fll call your office and let you know
what’s to be done.”

“What about me?”
“Can’t I help?”

“I'm afraid not, Mr. Cooper,” Quinn
said. “I know how you feel and I wish
there was something you could do. Your
job is to sit tight—and believe me that’s
going to be harder than taking a tommy-
gun and going after those crooks.”

Cooper nodded. “You know, Mr.
Quinn, so long as you're handling this,
I've got confidence Doreen will come out
of it okay."”

“Thank you,” Quinn said gravely.
“Whatever I do, the safety of your wife
will come first.”

“Look,” Cooper said, “the way these
people operate, there must be a big
gang of them. They seem to know every-
- thing that goes on.”

“They do,” McGrath grunted. “We
know a lot about Deke and Spade Ver-
non’s gang, except for one thing. We
don't know who their connections are.”

“Connections ?”’ Cooper asked.

Quinn explained it. “This city, Mr.
Cooper, has just about been taken over
by a band of crooks who operate so qui-
etly the citizens don’t even know they
exist. But they do, and they are power-
ful. We've had an idea for some time
that neither Deke nor Spade actually
controls any of the gang.”

‘“You mean therza’s somebody else—
even smarter? From whom Deke and
Spade take their orders?”

“We Dbelieve that,” Quinn said.
“There isn't the slightest bit of evidence
that such leadership exists, but we

Cooper asked.

know men like Deke and Spade. They
haven’t the ability to operate and plan
in the manner this gang has planned and
operated.”

Cooper bit his lower lip. “Then it's
worse than I thought.”

“It couldn’t be any worse,” Quinn
said. “I don't believe in pulling punches
at a time like this. In the long run we
may have to knuckle under. If we do,
Spade will clear out. They'll see to it
that he never shows his face again, but
the prestige the gang will attain from
doing this will make them stronger than
ever.”

“But—but Doreen will be okay?"”’

“You have my word on it. They won’t
kill her unless we block them, because
that would only insure Spade’s fate. If
it becomes necessary and I'm certain
there is no other way out, I'll exchange
Spade for Mrs. Cooper. You have my
promise.”

“That’s good enough for me,” Cooper
said. “May I—go home now ?”

“Of course,” Quinn said. “And thanks
for being honest about this. For telling
us the whole truth. You could have sim-
ply insisted you made a mistake in
identifying Spade.”

Cooper walked up to the chair in
which Quinn sat and stuck out & hand
toward him. Quinn ignored it com-
pletely and Cooper flushed. He had for-
gotten this man was blind. He walked
rapidly out of the house, followed by
Silk, who opened the door for him.

McGrath slumped into a chair beside
Quinn’s,

“Look, Tony, it’'s all right to give
that kid some peace of mind, but we’ve
got to handle this mess according to reg-
ulations.”

“I agree,” Quinn said slowly. “And
we can’t waste any time. Deke won’t be
patient. So I want you to bring Spade
to my office in about an hour.”

“You mean, take him out of a cell?
Tony, that’s risking a lot. They may be
waiting and watching for a chance to
grab him.”

“I know that,” Quinn said, “but we’ve
got to take the chance. I'll give you a
written order for your own protection
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in case anything happens. But 1 want
Spade at my office tonight, in one hour.
I can’t work on him in the visitor’s room
at the jail. Or even at Police Headquar-
ters.”

‘“But Tony, I don’t see—" McGrath
began.

“YUINN interrupted him. *“Mac,

we're pretty sure Spade knows
what’s happened. We've got to let him
think he can win out. Make him over-
confident and he may slip. That has to
be done in the proper environment, and
that’s neither in the prison nor in your
office. Shackle him hand and foot if you
like. How can he get away?”

McGrath arose. “Whatever you say,
Tony. All 1 want is results. I'm half
tempted to forget I'm a cop and work
Spade over until he yelps.”

“You'd get nothing, and only risk
Mrs. Cooper’s life, Mac. They've got
the jump on us so long as they hold
her.”

McGrath nodded. “You're right, of
course. Deke Vernon would do just
about anything to save his brother and
we—well, we’re just stuck. Even if they
de kill Mrs. Cooper, we can’'t do any-
thing except go ahead with Spade’s tri-
al for the murder of Pete Montaya.”

“Then you realize we have to take
chances, work this out in our own way,
Mac. And who knows—maybe as we
progress, some ugly head will pop up
out of the mess and we’ll also have the
brains directing Deke and Spade.”

McGrath jammed on his hat and
chewed his unlit cigar to a pulp. After
he was gone, Silk moved about the li-
brary, fussing with bric-a-brac, empty-
ing ash trays and keeping himself gen-
erally busy.

“Carol and Butch are in the lab, sir,”
he finally said.

“Good,” Quinn said. “I want you in
there, too.”

Silk began putting out the lights. He
drew the library shades to the bottom of
each window. When this was done and
Quinn felt certain no prying eyes could
see him, he arose, hung his white cane
on his arm and walked with long strides
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to one book-lined section of the wall.
Now he showed none of the hesitant
movements of a blind man and his eyes
were no longer blank and staring. They
were alive—and greatly troubled.

He reached behind a row of books, en-
countered an electric lock and a sec-
tion of the bookcase swung silently back
to reveal a narrow door. Quinr went
through it into his large, white-tiled lab-
oratory.

Carol Baldwin came toward him
eagerly, her hands outstretched. He took
them and looked down at her for a mo-
ment, then held her close. She spoke in
a bare whisper.

“Tony, Tony, what can we do about
this ? Silk told me the whole story.”

They sat down on a leather divan. Op-
posite them stood Butch, grinning
widely. Butch appeared to have no neck
and his massive head to be settled snug-
ly on his broad shoulders, His hands
were huge, his arms thick and powerful.
There was no superfluous fat on him,
but he was enormous.

Silk entered then and closed the door.
He walked over to the wall and stood
beside a battery of differently colored
electric light bulbs on a panel. These
bulbs gave warning if anyone ap-
proached the house from any direction
and provided an opportunity for Quinn
and Silk to get set to receive visitors.

“Now you know what’s happened,”
Quinn said. “Spade Vernon is charged
with murder. Les Cooper’s testimony
can send him to the chair, but Cooper
can’t testify now because Spade’s broth-
er has kidnaped Cooper’s wife.”

“Tony,” Carol said, ‘‘won’t they kill
her and pretend she’s alive ?”

“No, Carol. They can’t do that be-
cause they know if any exchange is
made, they’ll have to show Mrs. Cooper
alive and well. Otherwise there’d be no
point to our letting Spade go.”

Butch’s grin had been fading and his
face was creased in lines of thought.
“Look” he said, “you ain’t letting that
killer go, are you?”

“In a way, yes,” Quinn said. ‘“That’s
why I asked you here. I need help.”

“Boy!” Butch cried. “We’re going to-
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have action in this one. I'm betting the
Biack Bat is moving in.”

“Yes,” Quinn said, “he is. But what
the results are going to be, I can’t proph-
esy.”

“Sir’—Silk frowned—“I don’t see
how it can be done, without just knuck-
ling under to Deke Vernon.”

“We’re not doing that,” Quinn said
grimly. “Here is the set-up. The law has
Spade. But Deke has Mrs. Cooper.
Therefore we have an impasse. Deke,
above all, doesn’t want his brother
killed, any more than Cooper wants his
wife murdered.”

Still Carol was not satisfied.

“But Tony,” she asked, “where does
that put us? Where does it put you, as
the Black Bat?’

“Right in the middle, Carol. We can
make only one move, basing that upon
the fact that Deke is risking a lot, even
his own life, to save Spade. So if Spade
is placed in the same position as Mrs.
Cooper is right now—"

“Holy smokes!” Silk gasped.
snatch!”

“It's inelegantly put,” Quinn conced-
ed, “but that’'s what it is. The Black
Bat is going to kidnap Spade Vernon.
Yank him right out of Inspector Me-
Grath’s grasp and hold him!”

Carol shook her pretty head.

“Tony, you will still have that same
impasse.”’

“In a way, yes,” he admitted. “Except
for one thing. Deke knows that what-
ever happens, Spade will -be dealt with
according to law. A slow and creaking
process. But if Spade is in the hands of
the Black Bat, Deke won’t know what
will happen or how fast. We'll put him
on the defensive too.”

“Boy!” Butch cried. “Is McGrath go-
ing to be sore about this.”

(‘A

“He’ll be against us and so will every

other policeman,” Quinn said. “It puts
us in double jeopardy because Deke is
going all out to find us, and his broth-
er. It'll probably be the most danger-
ous job we’'ve ever tackled. If any of
you don’t want a part in it, all you have
to do is say so.”
“I'm in,” Butch said promptly.

“Tony,” Carol chided gently, “we’re
not pulling out. You know that.”

“How are you going to grab Spade?”’
Silk was already planning the deal.

CHAPTER VI
Shoot to Kill

e /LK, behind the wheel

=N of Tony Quinn’s big
% car, was parked on a
quiet corner. Carol, in
#3 a sedan, a much lighter
car, was four blocks
8 away, also waiting.
Butch and Tony Quinn
d were still in the labora-
tory.

. Quinn had opened a
steel locker there and quickly removed
the clothes he wore as blind Tony Quinn.
In their place he donned black crepe-
soled shoes, a black suit, shirt and tie.
He drew thin black gloves over his
hands, slung a brace of heavy automat-
ics under his coat and finally drew on
the closely fitting jet black hood which
covered his entire head. -

While he dressed, he gave Butch final
instructions.

“You’ll be in the coupé,” he said,
“parked at the mouth of the alley I
showed you on the map. The street is
quiet at this time of the night. I'll han-
dle the details, then turn Spade over to
you. From then on, Butch, he is your
responsibility.”

“I like that kind.” Butch grinned. “A
tough monkey whose britches are too big
for him. Do I get to smack the guy if
he squawks?”’

“I want him all in one piece, if that’s
what you mean,” the Black Bat said.
“But never forget that he’s a killer and
slippery. If he gets away from you,
Butch, an innocent girl may die.”

“He won't get away,” Butch prom-
ised meaningly.

“Good. T'll deliver him to you. Take
him to the lake, to that cabin we keep
up there. It’s isolated. Later on, Carol
will bring you supplies. Tie Spade up,
and make sure there’s no chance of his
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corner and stood beside a traffic control
pole. There was no one on the street.
She opened the control door with a key
which Quinn had provided.

They were all set, and none too soon.
A car turned the corner several blocks
down the avenue, and moved rapidly
along. As it passed one intersection be-
hind that where Carol waited, she turned
the traffic lever and the light flashed red.

HE car rolled to a stop. Butch was
already backed into the mouth of
an alley. As Inspector McGrath’s sedan
sléid to a Ralt in obediznce to the red
light, a figure streaked from a door-
way, came up behind the sedan and
yanked open the door beside McGrath!
McGrath gave a startled gasp, began
to reach for his service pistol, and
stopped. He was staring along the muz-
zle of a big automatic and into brilliant
oyes that peered at him from the slits
in that black hood. “Hey—what’s the
idea?’ McGrath growled.

“I'm sorry, Inspector,” the Black Bat
gaid. “I'm taking your passenger.”

“You're what?” McGrath yelled.

“Keep your voice down,” the Black
Bat warned. “Now slide out from be-
hind the wheel. Inspector, I mean it!"”

“Yeah,” McGrath said tightly, “I
think you do. I don’t know what your
game is, but so help me—"

He made a grab for the Black Bat's
gun, It jerked away, raised and came
down against the back of McGrath’s
neck. The inspector fell across the wheel
and stayed there—quiet.

The Black Bat darted around the
front of the car, his gun ready to cut
Spade down if he tried to escape. He
pulled the door open beside the gang-
ster. “All right,” he said, “let’s go!”

“Yeah—yeah, sure,” Spade gloated.
“Say, this is okay. You’re the Black Bat,
ain’'t you?”

((I am‘”

“I always said you were one of us,”
Spade chuckled. “Brother, you'll be
paid good for this, Paid in bigger dough
than you ever krnew existed, Who sent
you? Deke?”

“Stop talking and start moving,” the

Black Bat said. “I'll take you to a get-
away car. And remember this—someone
bigger than Deke sent me.”

Spade nodded and laughed. “I knew
they wouldn’t let me rot in the cell, or
get fried. They can’t afford to. Look—
what can I do about these chains? That
cop shackled my ankles, too.”

“You can hobble. Come on!”

The Black Bat grasped Spade’s arm.
They hurried as fast as Spade could
travel and in a few seconds they reached
the coupé waiting in the alley. Beside it
towered Butch.

“Spade,” the Black Bat said, “you're
going to be well taken care of.”

“You’re darned right I am. Who's this
big overgrown gorilla?"’

“You'll get to know him well,” the
Black Bat said. “Butch, meet Spade Ver-
non. A man who murdered in cold blood
and who probably likes to kill.”

Butch stepped forward. “Glad to meet
you, Spade. Here's my hand on it.”

Spade saw only a fantastically big
fist moving toward his jaw. It collided
and Spade saw nothing else. Butch
promptly threw him into the car.

“I'm on my way,” he said.

The Black Bat swung aboard, too.
Butch rolled the car onto the street,
which was still deserted. He rounded
the corner where Silk was waiting with
Tony Quinn’s sedan. The Black Bat took
a quick look around, dropped off the
coupé and streaked for the sedan. -

He climbed into the back. There were
the tweeds which Tony Quinn usually
wore, and the white cane that stamped
him as a blind man. Working fast, not
even glancing up as they whisked by
Inspector McGrath’s stalled car, he
changed from the regalia of the Black
Bat to the casual garb of Tony Quinn.

He stuffed the dark clothes into a
well-hidden compartment in the back of
the car, checked everything to be sure
he’d left no clues of his dual identity
behind, then climbed into the front
seat. He put the white cane between
his knees, leaned back and over those
bright eyes came the film of blindness.

Hardly more than three or four min-
utes had elapsed gince the Black Bat had
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begun his work. Soon Silk stopped in
front of the building where Quinn had
his offices. Without hurrying, they went
inside, A watchman, who also operated
the lone night elevator, commented on
the time.

In Quinn’s office he sat down to await
the results of the Black Bat’s most dar-
ing coup. Plenty of fur was going to
start flying any moment. After ten min-
utes, Quinn picked up the phone and
dialed Headquarters. He asked if Mec-
Grath had left with the prisoner and
was told he should have been there by
now.

“Good,” Quinn said. “I've been wait-
ing for some time and I couldn’t help
but wonder if anything had happened.
McGrath will probably get here any
minute.”

But it was half an hour before Mc-
Grath stormed into the office. Quinn’s
blank eyes stared straight ahead, but
after McGrath had slammed the door,
Quinn gave a startled gasp.

“Mac—you’'re alone. What's hap-
pened? Where is Spade Vernon?”

“He was snatched,” McGrath shout-
ed. “Grabbed right from under my
nose!”

“Snatched ?”” Quinn cried.
you mean his friends—?"

“Yeah, but only one friend. Tony, do
you know anything about this?”

“I?” Quinn asked, bewildered.

“Yes, you. Spade was grabbed by the
Black Bat.”

“Are you sure?”’

“Sure? Why, that rat banged me on
the head!”

“I mean, was it really the Black Bat,
or someone dressed like him?”

“Don’t you think I know the real
Black - Bat when I meet him? Listen,
Tony, for years I've had an idea you
were the Black Bat. Maybe I was wrong.
I hope so. Because tonight the Black
Bat showed his colors. Like I always
said, he’s no Robin Hood. He's out for
everything he can get. He took Spade
because he was paid to do it.”

“No, Mac,” Quinn argued. “I refuse
to believe that.”

“Why ? McGrath demanded.

“Mac, do

“Be_
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cause you're the Black Bat?”’

“We've had that out many times,”
Quinn sighed resignedly. “I’'m a blind
man. I've been waiting here, wondering
what kept you.”

“Yeah, and I've been wondering how
anybody knew I was bringing Spade to
your office tonight,” McGrath growled.
“Tony, there has to be some kind of
collusion, If you’re not the Black Bat,
then he’s working with you.”

“On a kidnaping ?” Quinn said stern-
ly. “Don’t be a fool, Mac.”

“Okay, okay.” McGrath picked up
the telephone and began dialing. “I'm
going to ask you once more, Tony Are
you the Black Bat?”

“I've answered you too many times
to do it again,” Quinn said.

“Then I hope you're telling the truth.”
McGrath pressed the phone tighter to
his ear. “Hello! This is Inspector Mc-
Grath., Give me the radio room and
make it snappy.”

“Mac—"" Quinn began,

“Hold it!” McGrath waved a hand
at him. “I know what I'm doing, and
like I said, I hope you’re telling me the
truth. Hello! Inspector McGrath, Are
you sending out a general alarm for
Spade Vernon yet? Okay, it's a mighty
good thing you are. Well, I want some-
thing added. Spade was snatched by the
Black Bat. In that alarm include the
Black Bat as a wanted man. Add
tha!t he is to be shot on sight! That’s
allt”

35

CHAPTER VII
Second Contact

Y morning, everything .
had broken loose.
Quinn’s office was filled
with newspapermen
and photographers. He
gave a press interview,
told them in a meas-
ured voice that his of-
fice was doing every-
thing possible to appre-

; hend Spade Vernon and
the Black Bat. But from no one did the
newsmen get the slightest hint that
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“No doubt,” Quinn broke in. “Is that
all that happened ?”’

Chanlor put the papers back into the
drawer and began closing it softly.

“Why, no. I received another mes-
sage. It’s strange how they know where
I’ll be and all that. I finished my work
and got got out at four this afternoon.
I cook my own breakfast and I go to a
big self-service market every day for
oranges and things I need. Well, I was
at the cereal counter looking for a box
of oatmeal. I'd finished my supply—"

“Get on with it,” Quinn ordered tes-
tily.

Chanlor flushed. He had the table
drawer closed and seemed to be looking
for other things to examine.

“I have to tell you all the details so
you’ll understand, Mr. Quinn. The ce-
real counter is piled high—above my
head. From the other side of the coun-
ter a man spoke to me. I couldn’t see
him. He told me to take the box of
oatmeal at the end of the display. I
didn’t want it. It had been opened.”

‘“But you did.” Quinn was trying to
curb his impatience.

“Yes. I do as I’'m told. I paid for the
box, too. When I got outside, I removed
the cover and half the oatmeal had been
dumped out, but there were two letters
inside.”

“You have them?”

*“Of course. One was addressed to me.
I’ll read it.”

E fumbled in his pocket and took

out two white envelopes. Quinn
saw that the envelopes had been ad-
dressed on a typewriter. Chanlor un-
folded one piece of letter paper.

“It says,” he went on, “I was to see
you again and tell you that the fact that
Spade Vernon was taken by the Black
Bat makes no difference. It's your job
to get him back and then fulfill the deal.
Otherwise, someone is going to get
hurt.”

‘“Is that all?”’ Quinn asked.

“Well, there was a—a hundred dollar
bill in the envelope. For me.”

“I see. Didn’t you tell me there were
'two envelopes ?”

‘“Yes, Mr. Quinn. The other one is
addressed to somebody named Les Coop-
er. But there’s no street or number or
anything.”

‘“Leave it here,” Quinn told him. “I
know Mr. Cooper. I'll see that he gets
it.”

Chanlor laid the envelope on the table.
“Yes, sir. It's right here on the table.
I—I guess I'll go now. There isn’'t any-
thing else you want me to do?”

“Only come to me as quickly as possi-
ble if you get any more messages,”
Quinn said.

Chanlor was backing away slowly. His
eyes kept darting around the room. He
gpotted a brief-case Quinn had brought
from the office, propped in a chair.
Chanlor went over to it, quietly opened
it and kept jabbering to cover up any
sound he might make. There were only
legal documents inside. He slid them
back, replaced the brief-case and walked
briskly out of the room. Quinn heard the
door close, but he didn’t make a move.

In his mind was the idea that Chanlor
should have placed that envelope for Les
Cooper in his lap—or right beside him,
instead of on that table ten feet away.
Therefore Quinn sat quiet, his appar-
ently sightless eyes staring straight
ahead. Only his hands kept moving on
the crook of the cane he held between
his legs.

Quinn’s hearing was exceptionally
acute. During the long period of actual
blindness he had learned to depend upon
his hearing. Now small sounds which
would escape any average person were
easily picked up by him. He could almost
feel Byron Chanlor’s squinty little eyes
watching. Two or three minutes later he
heard the door open softly and close
with only a bare click of the latch. Chan-
lor had faked his first departure, but
his second was real.

Still Quinn stayed where he was. Any-
one with Chanlor’s vast curiosity might
move to the side of the house and peer
through windows. Moreover, there were
Captain McGrath’s dectectives to keep in
mind.

Then Quinn heard a car pull up before
the house. Silk wasn’t taking the time
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to drive around to the garage in back.
The newspapers must have contained
something that Silk deemed highly im-
portant.

Silk was talking as he entered the
room, “There’s the devil to pay, sir. The
Sphere is riding you hard, with an edi-
torial personally written by Allan Lang.
It's rather stiff, sir.”

“What does it say?” Quinn asked
wearily.

“It insists you be dropped at once.
And McGrath, too, for taking such an
important prisoner out from behind
bars. And he also lights into the police
commissioner.”

“That is the worst of the lot?"”’ Quinn
asked.

“Well, a couple of others aren't too
complimentary, but Lang’s paper is the
only one that carries so much weight.
The other important newspapers call
attention to your past record and think
you might work something out.”

“All right, Silk,” Quinn said. “While
you were gone, I had a visitor.”

Silk was unfolding one of the other
newspapers. “Yes, sir, I guessed that.
I noticed a letter on the table, But
there’'s something even more important.
It’s in Jim Moody's column. He isn't too
critical, which is all to the good.”

“Yes—Moody carries plenty of in-
fluence. Go on, Silk."”

“Moody makes an open appeal for
the Black Bat to get in touch with him.”

“Well—we progress, Silk. That's what
I've been hoping for, though I had
no idea exactly how they'd try to get
hold of the Black Bat. Now, before we
start planning, we’'ve a little job. My
visitor was Byron Chanlor. Apparently
Deke Vernon got after him—in a rather
clever way, too. I'll tell you about that
later. Right now, the letter Chanlor left
is for Les Cooper and I imagine it’s
from his wife. I want you to phone
Cooper. Tell him we have this letter and
if he likes, you'll read it to him over the
phone.”

“Yes, sir,” Silk answered.

Silk put down the newspapers and
walked briskly to a table where there
was a phone extension. He checked

the number, dialed and got an immedi-
ate response, He spoke a moment or
two, then turned to Quinn.

“He says he'll be grateful if it is read
to him,” Silk said.

) “Good. Go ahead—read it to him. I'm
interested in what it says myself.”

Silk broke the seal, extracted the let-

ter and unfolded it. Then he began read-
ing.
Darling: They are allowing me to write just a
few lines. I am being treated very well. Under
the circumstances I am as comfortable as it is
possible to be. 1 am not tied up and anything
I ask for is brought to me.

However, I have been warned that unless
things happen exactly as these people want
them, I will be killed. I think they mean it, but
I am sure everything will turn out well. Try
not to worry about me too much and I shall
write again, when I can.

Doreen
) Silk stopped talking and gave a great
sigh.

“He hung up, sir,” he told Quinn.

CHAPTER VIII
Gun at His Elbow

OR the next hour Quinn
sat quietly in the libra-
ry while Silk read aloud
everything in the news-
papers concerning the
case. While editors,

Lo With the exception of

“-™  Allan Lang and his im-

w portant daily, were cau-

tiously defending Tony

Quinn, Special D.A,, it
was clear that they were only giving
him the benefit of the doubt and were
none too enthusiastic.

But without exception, the papers
had changed their attitudes toward the
Black Bat. They were of one opinion—
it was time he was wiped out of ex-
istence. This, Quinn realized, would en-
courage policemen to follow McGrath's
orders to shoot to kill the man in the
black hood on sight.

“You've got to be mighty careful,
gir,” Silk said.

“I know,” Quinn replied. “McGrath is
going to be on my trail every minute.
But, Silk, we've got to go through with
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it. I promised Les Cooper that nothing
would happen to his wife and I mean it.
I’ll get her away from Deke Vernon
even if it means the finish of the Black
Bat.”

“And the finish of Tony Quinn,” Silk
sighed. “I’'m with you, but I don’t see
how we can work it.”

“There’s Jim Moody, the columnist.
He wouldn’t be advertising for me unless
Deke had approached him. I've got to
see Moody, Silk. And as the Black Bat.”

“It could be a trap,” Silk warned.
“McGrath’s really got his Irish up this
time and Moody might be working with
him. Besides, McGrath must have seen
that item and he’ll be watching Moody,
too.”

“I have to take the risk,” Quinn said.
“And we can’t wait. Start putting out
the lights. I'm going to bed early.”

Silk obeyed, and in a few moments
he was escorting blind Tony Quinn up
the stairs to the second floor of the
house. Quinn methodically made his
usual preparations to retire. An hour
later the last light in the house was ex-
tinguished,

Quinn lay in bed staring at the ceiling

and trying to make plans. He discovered
that there were none to make. He could
only follow the leads provided by Doreen
Cooper’s kidnapers. For once, the Black
Bat was purely on the defensive, and
_Quinn didn’t like it. He had battled
crooks and killers of all kinds, but he
had never been faced with quite the
amount of danger this problem pre-
gented.

Besides that, he wasn’t satisfied.
There seemed to be something else in
the background, something vague, but
it was there. The case had begun with
a gang killing, but now it had grown out
of all proportions. Someone appeared
to be building it up, pushing it along.

Spade was safe, so far as Quinn knew.
And Spade must know a great deal
about the criminal element in this great
city. So much that those who operated
behind the scenes couldn’t afford to
risk his talking. Maybe that was the
underlying cause of the pressure which
seemed to be arising.

Quinn got out of bed and slipped into
soft slippers. He donned a robe and
walked quietly out of the room into the
hall. Silk was also in bed, but wide
awake. At Silk’s door, Quinn paused.

“I'm going out,” he said softly. “To
see Jim Moody and find out why he
wants the Black Bat. If I run into trou-
ble, McGrath is going to hot-foot it here
to see if Tony Quinn is missing. I’ll work
as fast as I dare, but if McGrath beats
me, it’s up to you to stall him.”

“T’ll do it if I have to use a baseball
bat,” Silk replied from the darkened
room.

Quinn went downstairs, into the li-
brary, and straight toward the secret
entrance to the lab. Now his uncanny
sight was of the greatest service. He
could move about freely, with no dan-
ger of stumbling against objects. Every
piece of furniture was as clear to him in
that jet darkness, as if it were full day-
light and the rooms were sun-drenched.
He opened the hidden door, slipped
through, and half-hoped that Carol
would be waiting for him. There was no-
body in the lab.

He proceeded to the steel lockers
where he kept his regalia, and put on
the somber clothing, He put the robe,
pajamas and slippers close to the se-
cret door so he could step into them
fast. .

UST before slipping the black hood

over his head, he carefully examined
a brace of automatics. He might be
walking into the gravest danger and
he intended to fight his way out—unless
this was a trap set by McGrath and his
police.

After a final check in the mirror, the
Black Bat entered the tunnel. Halfway
along it he began realizing just how dif-
ficult things were going to be. He could
reach the garden house easily enough,
but MecGrath had detectives planted
around the place. If they saw that
coupé, which was always parked along
the dead end street beside Quinn’s house,
they would be bound to stop it. And he
needed that car badly. It was almost im-
possible for a hooded man to make his
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scribbled the note to you and got over to
where the car was parked without being
noticed. The guard began watching me.
I just got into the coupé and drove away
as if I'd left it parked there. I don’t think
they suspected anything. Before I left,
I saw two more watching the house.”
“They’re McGrath’s boys,” the Black
Bat explained. “You handled this exact-
ly right, Carol. But you’ll have to stay
away from the lab. You can call me on
the private wire, however, and I know
how to call you.”
“How bad is it, Tony ?” she asked.
“Worse than anything we’ve ever
faced,” he replied grimly. “We're fight-
ing for Doreen Cooper’s life, but we
have to fight the police as well as Deke
Vernon and his men. Don’t worry about
it. We'll make out somehow. . . . Did
Byron Chanlor prove interesting?”’
“He’s a smug little man without a
friend in the world,” Carol said. “He’s a
bookkeeper, working for small wages
and scared of his boss. He lives in a
rooming house of fair type. His habits
are so regular he’s a bore. But I can’t
learn that he even takes a drink and
I'm sure that if Deke Vernon ever faced
him, Chanlor would faint dead away.”

HE Black Bat nodded.

“Just the way I had him pictured—
until this evening when he came to see
me with a message from Deke.”

“A message?”’ Carol exclaimed. “But
Tony, how in the world did he get it?
I trailed him all day long.”

“He had two letters, Carol. He told
me he went into a self-service market
and someone on the other side of a
counter display talked to him. He could
not see the man, but he was told to buy
a certain box of ocatmeal. He did and
there were two letters and a hundred
dollars inside of the letter addressed to
him.”

“I followed him into that store,”
Carol said. “If anyone spoke to him, I
didn’t notice it. But I did see him step
into a doorway when he left the store
and he fussed with a package. That must
have been when he found the notes.”

“You didn’t see anyone on the other

side of the cereal counter?” the Black
Bat asked.

“Why, no, Tony. There were a lot of
people in the store. Chanlor could be
telling the truth. He probably is. I think
he’d be afraid to rig anything.”

“I’'m not so sure. He acted like a sneak
thief when he was in the library at
home. Looking into a table drawer, into
my brief-case. Of course he had no idea
I could see him.”

“Is that so?” Carol said musingly.
“T'll have to be much more careful. I
didn’t think he had the brains to act
crooked. That is, if you want me to
keep watching him.”

“I do. Deke seems to reach him when
he wants him, and if you can spot how
that is done, find out who his messenger
is and where he goes, we may find
Doreen. And that is all we're after.”

“I’ll keep my eyes open,” Carol said.

“I know you will. And call Silk on the
private wire whenever you can. Also call
my office. I can talk to you there, if it’s
important enough. McGrath may start
tapping my phone wires, so just give
me a hint about what you want to say.”

“All right, Tony,” she said. “But
where are we going now?”’

“You’re dropping off along the next
deserted stretch of the street,” the
Black Bat told her. “I’'m heading for
the home of Jim Moody, the columnist.
He had an item in tonight’s paper in-
dicating that he’d like to see the Black
Bat.” Carol’s right hand rested tightly
on the Black Bat’s arm.

“Tony, be careful. Moody is vicious,
He’d give anything to be the man who’d
unmask the Black Bat.”

“I know, and I won’t take any chances.
Better pull in to the curb now. Look—
soon I hope to ride up to the lake and
see Butch and Spade. If you’d like to
come along, I'll pick you up.”

“T’d love to, Tony. I’ll be home, watch-
ing from my window. Drive by, circle
the block and when you come past again,
I’ll be ready to jump into the car.”

A moment later he watched her walk
briskly around the corner, then he
pulled away from the curb. He knew
where Jim Moody lived and was glad that
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“So”—Moody’s voice was a croak at
first—‘"you answered my little invita-
tion.”

“I did,” the man in black replied.
“And I'm waiting to hear what it’s all
about.”

‘“Deke Vernon came to see me,” Moody
said.

“Deke is wanted for kidnaping,” the
Black Bat said quietly. “Why didn’t
you turn him in?”

Moody laughed. He was becoming
more sure of himself. “You ask me
that? You—who turned kidnaper, too?
What do you think I am, Back Bat? A
thorough fool?”

“I’'ve got an open mind about that,
Mr. Moody. Go ahead—tell me what
Deke wants.”

“He wants to meet you. What did you
expect? Now listen, I've no use for your
kind. A man who goes around with his
face hooded can’t be honest. No matter
what you have done to help the law in
the past, or what local officialdom thinks
of you, I believe you’re nothing but a
clever crook and a murderer!”

“You commit a few murders yourself
—with words,” the Black Bat said. “But
we're wasting time. The fact that we
don’t like one another is now established.
Give me Deke’s message and then go
ahead and try to doublecross both of us.
I’ve no reason to think you won’t. Ex-
cept for one small thing.”

“Yes?” Moody’s hand was movmg
slowly, trying to locate the gun. “What
is that one small thing?”

“The fact that you like to keep on
breathing,” the Black Bat told him.
“Deke wouldn’t go for a doublecross—
and neither would 1.”

“You’Pe not scaring me,” Moody said
harshly. “But I agreed to deliver the
message and I will. Deke wants to meet
you. He’s willing to negotiate and he
wants absolute proof that his brother
is alive. At three o’clock this morning
he’ll be at Two-twenty-five White Street,
on the second floor. That’s all I know.
He told me nothing else.”

“Did you see him personally?” the
Black Bat asked.

“He phoned me, but I'm sure it was

Deke. Are you keeping that date, Black
Bat?”

“I intend to,” the man in black re-
plied. “But you won’t be there.”

Moody half arose and at the same
time his hand grabbed vainly in the
darkness for the gun he had left on tke
table. When he realized it was no longer
there, the Black Bat could see with his
miraculous eyes that the man’s face
turned pasty. He started backing inte
a corner.

The Black Bat laughed. “I took your
gun, Moody,” he jibed. “I’'m going teo
keep it, but I wondered if it was purely
for defense, or whether you intended
to point it at me and hold me for the
police. However, because you did make a
try for it just now makes what I have
to do a great deal easier.”

Moody opened his mouth to yell. A
black gloved fist closed it with a single
punch that straightened Moody up, al-
most lifting him from the floor. As he
started falling, the Black Bat seized
him, eased him back into the chair,
then propped him there. He searched
the kitchen, found a clean dish cloth
with which he gagged the man. In fur-
ther search he located a ball of heavy
cord and used this to tie Moody up se-
curely.

There was a good-sized cupboard be-
side the sink and he crammed Moody
inside it. Then he slipped through
the back door, cut across the yard and
in a few moments was back in his coupé.

It was almost midnight now, and his
meeting with Deke Vernon was set for
three o’clock. There was plenty of time
before then to reach the lake and find
out if Spade would talk.

The Black Bat slipped the wide-
brimmed hat on his head and drove bold-
ly through the center of the city to the
residential section where Carol had her
small apartment. He drove slowly past
the place, circled the block and, as she
had promised, Carol was ready when
he returned.

~HEY headed for the speedway lead-
ing out of town while the Black Bat
told her exactly what had happened.









THE BLACK BAT

Spade broke into loud laughter. “Why
don’t you hand me a gun and let me
shoot myself? It would be the same
thing if I told you that, Sure Deke has
got Mrs. Cooper. Because as long as he
has her, they won’t burn me.”

“But if she is freed, Spade, you're
washed up,” the Black Bat reminded
him. “The one chance you have is to talk
right now and then hope the jury will
take into consideration the fact that
you risked your life so Mrs. Cooper
wouldn’t die. Men have won mercy for
less than that.”

Spade lay down and put his hands be-
hind his head. He closed his eyes.

“So long, Black Bat,” he said coldly.
“You're all done, even if you don’t know
it. You grabbed me so the dame wouldn’t
be killed. That means you won’'t dare
knock me off. You’ve got to make an ex-
change. Me for Mrs. Cooper. And you'll
do it..See me any time you want to
swap me for her. Otherwise, don’t
bother me.”

CHAPTER X

Brand of the Black Bat

HE Black Bat let Carol
off near her apartment;
he waited a few mo-
ments while she phoned
Silk on the private wire
to the lab. Her signal
from the window indi-
cated that everything
2 was quiet at Tony
¥% Quinn’s home.
The Black Bat drove
away, located Two-twenty-five White
Street and studied the two-story build-
ing. It was a large building, with half
a dozen stores of various types on the
first floor. The windows of the second
floor were painted over and lettered
“BRYAN'S BILLIARDS.” A darkened neon
sign above the entrance bore the same
advertisement.

It was exactly three in the morning
when he had finished preparing a stra-
tegic retreat. In this section the build-
ings were two stories high for the en-
tire block, affording a rooftop escape if
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need be. So he parked the coupé around
the corner at the end of the block.

At three-five he slipped up to the en-
trance of the pool hall. The door was
not locked. He stepped inside, drew a
gun and made his way up the stairs
without making a sound. There were
two large swinging doors leading into
the big pool hall and he pushed one of
them open a crack. Not a sound reached
him.

There were better than thirty tables
in this large place. These he could plain-
ly see despite the darkness, because of
his peculiar eyes. Above him, and slight-
ly behind the spot where he stood out-
side the doors, was a weak electric light
bulb dangling from the ceiling. Framed
by that light he would be a perfect tar-
get, so he reached one gloved hand up
and loosened the bulb until the light
went out.

He sensed a trap, actually expected
one, but if he could turn the tables on
those who were prepared to spring it,
there was a possibility he would capture
some lesser crook than Spade—a type

. who would talk under the proper per-

suasion. To gain such an advantage, the
Black Bat was entirely willing to risk
his life.

Now, feeling somewhat more secure
in total darkness, he pushed open one
door and stepped into the pool hall. His
automatic was level, finger tight against
the trigger. He turned 4is head slowly
from side to side, trying to pick up.any
faint sound of breathing.

Then, far at the end of the long room,
he saw a thin line of yellow light close
to the floor. Yet even his keen eyes could
not find any signs of a door. He moved
forward, fully aware that all these
tables could easily conceal twenty men.

Suddenly a faint scraping noise, like
that made by shoe leather against a
wooden floor, made him hastily crouch
behind one of the tables. The sound was
not repeated. He stayed down below the
edge of the tables and zigzagged from
one to the other, gradually closing the
distance between himself and that tan-
talizing strip of light.

He was within four tables of it, and
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studying what sSeemed to be a blank
wall for signs of a door, when a gun
roared, like a cannon in that vast room.
A bullet zipped past him and hit one of
the tables well behind where he was
erouched.

The Black Bat didn’t make the mis-
take of moving. He breathed softly, kept
his eyes searching the region from which
the streak of gunfire had emanated and
waited for any motion made by the gun-
man. When nothing happened the silence
put his nerves on edge. He reached up,
fingers dusting the surface of the green
billiard cloth until he located a billiard
ball. He threw this in the direction from
which the shot had come.

It made a great clatter. Someone
seemed to be struggling behind one of
the last tables. The Black Bat knew that
shot might have been heard on the street
and if it drew police, he would be square-
ly lodged between two enemies. For he
was a man with friends limited to three,
and he could expect no help from any
of these right now.

He had to make the first move. Ris-
ing up suddenly he darted around one
table, intent on closing the distance. He
saw a man rise up, gun level, It began
throwing flame and death. The Black
Bat held his own fire for he wanted this
man alive, and he seemed to be the only
person here.

E had ducked behind the second to

the last row of tables. The killer
was no more than thirty feet away now.
The Black Bat had no idea who he was,
for the gunman had moved fast and
wore his hat-brim pulled down over
his face.

The scraping sound came again, indi-
ecating that the killer was bracing his
feet against the floor to rise swiftly
and start shooting. Suddenly the Black
Bat saw a man rise up. The Black Bat
straightened also, ready to shoot it out.

The man he faced gave a sharp cry.
The next instant a light was turned on
far at the rear of the place. Well behind
the Black Bat, another gunman opened
fire.

The Black Bat dropped fast. A bullet

clipped a chunk from the edge of the
table which served as his shield. He was
trapped now. While the man in front of
him waited to shoot, the one at the rear
could dodge his way closer. Even with
his uncanny sight and his expert han-
dling 6f a gun, the Black Bat couldn’t
face enemies in opposite directions.

It was a fight to a finish now. He’d
had a bare glimpse of the man in front
of him and had seen a face creased in
harsh lines of hate. The features of a
killer. They were going to shoot it out,
but they could bide their time, knowing
that police would arrive quickly.

The Black Bat had to move fast. Once
the area was surrounded, even he would
not have much of a chance to escape. He
risked his life by standing erect, whirl-
ing suddenly and firing at the swinging
light which illuminated the hall. His
first bullet smashed the bulb, but as he
swung back, the gunman only two tables
in front of him, was sighting his gun,
intent on making a single shot count
well.

The Black Bat’s automatic flamed.
There was nothing else he could do. The
bullet hit the man in the chest, throwing
him backward. Behind the Black Bat
the second gunman started shooting and
the Black Bat jumped agilely aside. In
the darkness that second killer wouldn’t
be able to find him,

The Black Bat’s eyes searched the
gloom, saw a form make a dive for the
swinging doors and slap them open.
Whoever the fellow was, he didn’t
stand on ceremony. Instead of running
down the stairs, he jumped, and the re-
sultant clatter indicated that he had
missed his footing and fallen the rest of
the way.

There was little time to do any think-
ing, but it occurred to the Black Bat
that it was odd this trap had been set
with only two men, when they could
have used a dozen. He hurried to where
his vietim had fallen. The man was not
dead, but it was clear that he had little
chance of living. The Black Bat, hastily
examining the wound, saw that there
was nothing he could do. He did take a
small box from his pocket and extract
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from it a black sticker formed in the
shape of a bat in full flight. He affixed
this to the dying man’s forehead. It was
the brand of the Black Bat, the proof of
who had been guilty of this, for he fully
accepted the blame for any killings he
was forced to do.

. That done, he sped toward the wall
from the base of which the faint yellow
streak of light still came. There must
be some sort of a secret panel here and
he quickly withdrew his hand from its
black glove. Gently he passed the bare
hand across the surface of the wall un-
till he found the seams of an inch-
square piece of wood set into the wall.
He pushed this. There was a click and
a narrow door slid back.

The Black Bat wiped away any pos-
sible fingerprints before he looked into
another room, a longer one equipped
with roulette tables, bird cage tables and
every other manner of gambling device
he had ever seen.

He whistled sharply in surprise but
the whistle died on a slow, descending
note when he spotted a ceiling-high
vault at the far end of the gambling
room. The door yawned wide open.
Ledgers and papers were thrown onto
the floor, two tin cash-boxes had been
jimmied open, and the steel door. of an
inner vault had been forced.

HE walil of a siren made the Black

Bat’s hair stand on end. He quickly
closed the hidden panel and put out the
telltale light. Then he hurried to a win-
dow which had been frosted over. He
unlocked it, raised it high and looked
down into a spacious rear areaway. It
was much too high to risk a jump.

He twisted his body to peer upward
and noticed that the edge of the roof
was within easy reach. The sirens were
coming closer and there were more of
them. The police must be coming in
droves. He squirmed through the win-
dow, supported himself precariously on
the edge of it and got a finger hold on
the edge of the roof. He didn’t know
what he would find up there, but the roof
seemed to be his one and only way out.

He hoisted himself up, got a knee over
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the roof edge, and in a moment he was
lying prone on the rooftop, getting back
his breath and letting sizzling nerves
cool off.

There was a great deal of activity be-
low him now. As soon as he could he
made his way to the front of the build-
ing, dropped flat and peered over the
edge. He counted eight radio cars,
parked to block the street, before he
gave up counting. More were coming
every moment, and the high-pitched
sirens of emergency trucks were getting
louder.

Then he heard Inspector McGrath’s
voice giving orders over a loud speaker
set up on one of the police cars. The
Black Bat groaned. With McGrath in
charge, every avenue of escape would be
well plugged.

“He’s still in that building,” Mec-
Grath’s voice roared, “or on the roof.
No place else he can go. The streets are
blocked off, and we've got men enough
to bottle him up. Start closing in!”

The Black Bat had only a few mo-
ments on the rooftop before they would
reach it. He didn’t draw a gun. No mat-
ter how grave the danger, he knew he
would never open fire on the police.
Rather than that he would let them take
him. And it seemed that was exactly
what they would do.

McGrath gave more orders.

“Bring up those searchlight trucks!
I want the building lighted on all four
sides. Emergency truck, bring your
ladders! We’re going up to the roof and
from so many sides he won’t be able to
fight us all off.”

A searchlight snapped on, bathing
the side of the building. The Black Bat
had to drop flat. He didn’t stay there,
but squirmed to the middle of the roof
where there was less danger of being
seen, then straightened up to begin run-
ning toward the adjoining building. His
only chance lay across those rooftops,
and it was a dangerously slim one.

The space between this building and
its neighbor wasn’t too great for a leap.
The Black Bat quickly retreated from
close to the edge and got ready to make
a running jump for it
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He had already started when he saw
the outline of men on the next rooftop.
Police! Armed with tommy-guns, riot
shotguns and tear-gas guns! He spun
on his heel. The rooftop in the opposite
direction was sprouting policemen, too.
They would see him in a moment. The
searchlights, being turned on one by
one, were gradually illuminating the
roof.

He saw a skylight, but breaking
through that wouldn’t help. The building
must be full of police by now. But the
skylight rose from the roof about two
feet and gave him some semblance of
protection. He dropped flat behind it.

McGrath’s voice came again over the
loudspeaker.

“Attention, everyone! Attention! The
watchman in the building has just been
found. He lived long enough to tell us
the Black Bat looted the safe and came
back and shot him. There was a Black
Bat sticker pasted on the watchman’s
forehead. The Black Bat has completely
turned killer! Move with caution. He’s
clever, and a crack shot. He probably
won’t be taken alive. The orders I gave
before, stand. Shoot him on sight—and
shoot to kill!”

CHAPTER XI
On the Rooftop

§ORE and more the
searchlights were il-
d luminating the roof.
i The men on top of the
d adjoining buildings
were advancing, too.
Some of them had lad-
ders which they could
use to cross over above
the alleys. In a few mo-
ments the interior of
the building would have been complete-
ly searched, and McGrath would know
he had to be on the roof.

They would bring up searchlights, set
them on the neighboring buildings and
flood everything with brilliant light.
The Black Bat had only a few moments
left. He lay on the roof, shielded by the

skylight, and stared at the black sky.
There was an end to all things and this
was the finish of the Black Bat. They
would have him for murder—a perfect
case. There would even be something
about his having looted the gambling
room safe.

He had been fighting a smart gang
and they had won. They had lured him
into a trap they knew he couldn’t refuse
to enter, and they had rigged armed rob-
bery and murder against him. From
now on, all they had to do was withdraw
and let the police take the risks and
the glory. This was a masterpiece of
strategy—and its conclusion was no
more than seconds away.

For the first time in his exciting ca-
reer the Black Bat gave up planning to
escape, for every avenue was closed to
him. What he had to do now was plan his
defeat. Itchy-fingered police would prob-
ably start shooting at the first sight of
him. He not only didn’t want to be killed,
but he had to live. Even locked up,
there might be some chance of still ma-
neuvering his three aides to rescue
Doreen Cooper.

“Inspector,” someone called down
from an adjoining rooftop “we’'ve got
the searchlights set up. We can sweep
the roof with them.”

Over the loud-speaker came Mec-
Grath’s voice.

“Okay, stand by. You men with lad-
ders—set them against the wall and
start climbing. When we sweep that
rooftop, we'll do it from every direction.
He can’t cover all sides. Wait for the
command, then go!”

The Black Bat had often wondered
what he would do, how he would feel
when a moment like this finally arrived.
He found himself thinking of Carol.
This would hit her hardest, even though
he knew he could keep her out of it. Silk
would be involved, but Silk was pre-
pared for such an eventualiity, and knew
how to face it. Butch would still have
Spade Vernon. Whatever action Butch
took, Spade wouldn’t enjoy it.

But Doreen Cooper would probably
be killed. That hurt more than any-
thing. The end of the line was a rough
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More distantly now, McGrath could
be heard. He must be directing the man-
hunt by radio, for the loudspeaker had
grown silent. There were people on the
streets, plenty of them, though they took
care to stay well away from the in-
volved area.

The Black Bat came out of the alley,
put his back against a building, and
found his luck holding. There were plen-
ty of shadows on that wall and he could
move unseen. He sprinted across the
sidewalk, yanked open the door of the
coupé and slid inside.

UICKLY he pulled the wide-

brimmed hat from where he kept

it jammed down behind the seat,

straightened the hat and put it on. Then

he started the car and also its radio,
which was tuned in on police calls.

McGrath, he heard at once, was still
directing the search. The Black Bat lis-
tened until he understood exactly what
areas would be dangerous. Then he head-
ed in the opposite direction. In a
few moments he was rolling as fast as
he dared toward the section of the city
where Tony Quinn lived.

McGrath would be bound to check
on Quinn. Nothing could make him
abandon the idea that Tony Quinn and
the Black Bat were the same person. As
the Black Bat rolled along he heard Mec-
Grath’s voice off the air and someone
else take command. That meant Mec-
Grath would be already on his way to
the Quinn home.

The Black Bat turned down the
street behind his home, slid to the curb
and leaped out. He plunged into one of
the yards. His night-sight was of the
greatest help now. He avoided pitfalls
which would have slowed up anyone
with only normal eyesight.

Scaling the steel fence, he landed on
his own property, and saw no sign of
any guard. He sped toward the garden
house, found the trap-door wide open,
dropped into the tunnel, and took time
to pull the door closed and came out into
the lab. He had swiftly removed the
hood, and now hastily peeled off his
coat, tie and shirt. He kicked off the

shoes, removed his trousers.

Over the back of a chair his pajamas
and robe were draped. He put them on
faster than he’d ever done in his life. He
slid bare feet into the slippers, tied the
belt of the robe, and picked up his
white cane propped against the chair
too.

As he neared the secret door to the
library, he glanced at the panel of col-
ored lights, A blue one was lit, showing
that the front door was open.

Quinn paused for only a fraction of
a second and the mask of blindness came
over his eyes. Then he opened the door,
moved into the library, and at a glance
saw what his alibi was to be. A long ta-
ble was strewn with lawbooks, many of
them open. There was even a cloud of
tobacco smoke hovering above his fa-
vorite chair, and his pipe was lit.

He sat down quickly, puffed on the
pipe-and listened to Silk desperately try-
ing to delay Inspector McGrath at the
front door.

“Mr. Quinn gave orders he wasn’t to
be disturbed,” Silk was saying.

“Yeah? Well, I'm disturbing him.”
McGrath was still panting from his ex-
ertions in hastening here.

“You show up any time at all,” Silk
bellowed. “Here it is, the middle of the
night and you come barging in—"

“Quinn is not here!” McGrath yelled.
“lI know he isn’t here. Because the
Black Bat just wormed his way out of a
net I set for him and he can’t be back
here. There hasn’t been time for him
to get here!”

“Maybe,” Silk parried, “I ought to
demand a warrant. After all—"

“Warrant, my eye!” McGrath howled.
“Do you let me by or shall I slap you
down?”

Quinn raised his voice. “Silk, let him
in. I didn’t want to be disturbed, but
this must be important.”

E heard McGrath gasp. Then there

were approaching steps and as the

two men neared the library, Silk was
giving Quinn his cues.

“We've been up half the night trying

to find some kind of a law which would
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let Mr. Quinn handle the Vernon-Cooper
case so Mrs, Cooper wouldn’t be killed,
and Spade Vernon be kept under murder
indictment. You understand, McGrath?”’

“Inspector McGrath to you,” the irate
officer snapped.

“You understand that the responsibil-
ity of breaking in here like this is on
your own head, not mine.”

“You and your responsibility "’ Me-
Grath growled.

He entered the room. Quinn, a pad on
his lap, pencil in his hand and a pipe
clenched between his teeth, was star-
ing in the general direction of the offi-
cer.

“Mac,” Quinn said in a chiding voice,
“what’s the matter with you?”’

McGrath walked closer, bent over,
ang looked straight into those blank
eyes. His mustache bristled, his fingers
clenched and unclenched. Then he sud-
denly sat down, slid into a slump in the
chair and slowly and impersonally be-
gan to swear.

“Look here,” Quinn said somewhat
testily. “What’s wrong, Mac?”’

“Wrong?’ McGrath closed his eyes
and exhaled a breath that amounted to
a groan. “I'll tell you what’s wrong!
We had the Black Bat sewed up in the
neatest trap ever set. Yeah! A perfeet
trap that I’d have sworn no man could
get out of. Not even him.”

“And he did?” Quinn marveled.

“Why else do you think I'm here?”
McGrath’s rage was growing. “I still
think you're the Black Bat. I always
will, no matter in how many places you
seem to be at the same time. And, Tony,
a little while ago I ordered my men to
shoot down the Black Bat.”

“I’'ve never heard you so vehement,”
Quinn commented mildly.

“Listen! The Black Bat snatched
Spade Vernon away from me. Busted me
on the head to do it.”

“You ought to be thankful he did,”
Quinn said. ‘“Otherwise, for all your
ranting about him, people might think
you worked in collusion with him, Mac.”

“Stop interrupting me,” MeGrath
growled. “Okay—so it looks as if he’s
holding Spade as a hostage against the

safety of Mrs. Cooper. Some people
might say that’s not such a bad idea.
It might not be, either, if that was all
the Black Bat wanted. But I always said
he’d turn out-and-out crook some day.
I’ve said from the start that he snatched
Spade for money.”

“Oh, come now,” Quinn protested.

“He did, Tony. Now I can prove it.
Because tonight he broke into a mighty
well-hidden gambling joint where plen-
ty of cash is kept in the safe. He held
one of the two watchmen under his gun,
stepped up to the safe and opened it by
using the combination.”

“Well, how does that prove your the-
ory?”’ Quinn wanted to know.

“Theory ? You call it a theory? Listen
—there were only two people who knew
the combo of that vault, and Spade was
one of them. Get it now? The Black Bat
is making him talk, tell about places
where he can get a good haul. Not only
that, but he went hunting for documents
he could use for blackmail. But he made
a little slip.”

“Go on,” Quinn said, and added, in all
honesty: “This is extremely interest-
ing.”

“He thought there was only one
watchman, and there were two. The
second one shot it out with him and got
killed. The first one who had already
looked down the muzzle of the Blaek
Bat’s gun, was smarter. He ran for it.
But first he managed to call us. We got
there before the shooting stopped.”

“And you learned all this from the
surviving watchman?’ Quinn said
quickly.

“And from the one who died. He was
still alive when we got there. Besides,
the Black Bat had put one of those
blasted stickers of his on the dying
man’s forehead. Well, he branded his
last kill, Tony. He’s as bad—or worse—
than the rottenest murderer I've ever
come up against.”

“Amazing,”’ Quinn said softly. “But
Mac, you must be certain it couldn’t
have been me. Silk and I have been
working. You know how Silk looks up
the law for me, reads it, and 1 try to
put it to use. I couldn’t sleep tonight. 1
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“You took a lot of chancaz, Silk,” said
Quinn, “And I know the situation called
for them. I want you to know I appre-
ciate what you did.”

“It was fun,” Silk said, grinning.
“Kind of like old times.” He added has-
tily, “Not that I want to go back to those
days.”

“Well,” Quinn said, *“‘as I see it right
now, we're worse off than ever. Jim
Moody had a gun, Silk, and he admitted
he would have tried to hold me. What I
don’t understand is why the police
weren’t there. They must have read
Moody’s invitation to the Black Bat.”

Silk nodded. “I was wondering the
same thing. Perhaps Moody might talk
—if you saw him again.”

“I intend to,” Quinn grunted. ‘‘He
could be innocent, of course. But that
trap had one purpose, Silk—to discredit
the Black Bat and make it seem as if
he had hijacked Spade Vernon for more
reasons than simply to make him tell
where Doreen Cooper is held—or to use
him as a hostage for her security.”

“] know. I heard McGrath tell how
Spade must have been forced to reveal
the combination of the gambling house
safe so the Black Bat could rob it. You
know, sir, this is beginning to take some
kind of definite shape.”

“Go on, Silk. I'm interested in your
theories.”

“It begins to look as if somebody is
as anxious to discredit the Black Bat
as to kill him, or even free Spade Ver-
non.”

UINN settled deeper in his chair.
“We think alike, Silk,” he said
mildly. “My opinion is that some ter-
rific pressure is going to be exerted—
and soon. If they had wanted the Black
Bat just to work over him so they could
find Spade, that trap would have been
set with a lot more than two watch-
men. As it looks now, there wasn’t even
a trap.”
‘“You did kill one of the watchmen?”
Silk asked.
“Yes, T had to, or he’d have killed me.
Those men were more than plain watch-
men, Silk, especially the one who teld
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McGrath the Black Bat held him at gun
point and looted the safe. I also intend
to pay that watchman a visit soon. May-
be he’ll tell the truth—and tell who put
him up to that fairy tale.”

Before long Quinn would be due at
his office. He needed rest, so he stayed in
the chair, dozing and thinking, until
Silk called him for breakfast.

As he ate, Silk read to him the edito-
rials and stories in the morning news-
papers. All were beginning to swing to-
ward the opinions of Allan Lang’s
Sphere—that Tony Quinn possibly
couldn’t handle a case of this kind.
What was more, they were unanimously
insisting that the police do something
drastic about the Black Bat. The story
of his supposed raid and robbery of the
pool hall gambling room the night be-
fore was fully exploited.

When Quinn and Silk reached the of-
fice at nine-thirty, they found Byron
Chanlor nervously waiting for them.
Quinn asked the little bookkeeper to
come into the private office. Chanlor be-
gan talking the moment the door closed.

“There was another phone call at
six-thirty this morning,” he said. “The
same man, I—I think. Anyway he told
me to ceme and see you again, Mr.
Quinn.”

““What does he want this time?”

Quinn had sat down behind the desk.
Silk went into the next room to sort the
mail.

“He said I was to tell you that nothing
has changed except he wants faster ae-
tion. He says you’ve got to capture the
Black Bat.”

Chanlor walked softly toward the
desk as he spoke. Nearing it, he extend-
ed his right arm. The forefinger point-
ed straight at Quinn’s blank-looking
eyes and Chanlor slowly moved it closer
and closer until it seemed he was in-
tent on poking out one of those blind
eyes. He kept talking.

“Just because the Black Bat has got
Spade Vernon doesn’t mean a thing.
That’s what this man told me to tell you.
He says you got twenty-four hours now
to produce the Black Bat and take the
hood off his head.” '
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Quinn hardly heard the threat. That
finger was within an inch or two of his
right eye and moving all the time. Quinn
had been put to severe tests of his eye-
sight before, but this one was the most
disconcerting of all. He wanted to close
his eyes against that advancing finger,
but if he so much as flicked an eyelash,
Chanlor would be able to guess that he
could see,.

“Silk!” Quinn called,

Like a flash, Chanlor pulled his arm
back and retreated from the edge of the
desk.

Silk had recognized a note of ur-
gency in Quinn’s voice and came in-
stantly into the room.

“Silk,” Quinn said, “was there any-
thing in this morning’s mail about the
Vernon case? Any threatening letters?
Or nossibly, is there a letter from Mrs.
Cooper?”

“No, sir,” Silk said.

“Thank you.”

Quinn was more relaxed now, Chan-
lor fiddled with his hat and looked as if
he wanted to get out of there.

“That—that’s all, Mr. Quinn,” Chan-
lor said. “I wish there was scmething
more I could do.”

“You happen to be one of the most
important links in this case,” Quinn told
him, “Just let me know immediately if
there are any other messages.”

HANLOR nodded and got out of

there fast. When the door closed

on him, Quinn yanked a handkerchief

from his pocket and mopped his moist
face.

“Our retiring, shy little friend is
something more than he appears to
be,”” he told Silk. “A moment ago he
was shoving a finger at my eye, trying to
make me react. Byron Chanlor, for some
reason, doesn’t think I'm blind.”

Silk’s features went grim. “Maybe he
ought to be taken care of, sir., There are
ways.”

“No—not yet. He interests me, even
if he does put me in a cold sweat. And
we happen to need him. I’'m also wonder-
ing if he thinks I’m the Black Bat, and
if he does, where he got the idea.”

“There’s another headache waiting
for you,” Silk said. “They called me in
the other office. Allan Lang, the pub-
lisher of that newspaper which demands
your resignation is outside. Shall T send
him away?”

“Why, of course not, Silk. Let the
man in. He’s a taxpayer and he has a
right to criticize all he wants.”

Silk wasn’t convinced, but he went
out to summon Allan Lang. The publish-
er walked slowly into the office. He was
a big man in his early fifties, with that
special assurance and manner that
comes of long association with plenty of
money,

He was bushy-haired, and wore a
frown that he seemed to have been born
with, it was so deeply etched.

ANG sat down precisely, but occu-

pied only the edge of the chair. He

put his Homburg on the corner of

Quinn’s desk and leaned forward
slightly.

“I'm glad to see you again, Mr.
Quinn,” he said. “But don’t tell me
you're glad to see me. I've been riding
you.”

Quinn chuckled.

“So I understand, Mr. Lang. You don’t
seem to think I'm doing a satisfactory -
job.”

Lang heaved a long sigh. “I think
you're capable of being the best district
attorney this state has ever seen—if you
were in possession of your sight.”

“You have plenty of company with
that idea,” Quinn said, without rancor.

“Personally,” Lang went on, “I be-
lieve you’re completely trustworthy. I
respect you for what you have done. I
backed you years ago, when you could
see. I know that the loss of your sight
occurred in line of duty. I'm taking all
these things into full consideration, and
I want you to know it.”

“Consideration for what?”
asked.

“Please let me finish,” Lang implored.
“This job is difficult enough as it is....
Mr. Quinn, you asked Inspector Mec-
Grath to transport Spade Vernon to
your office.”

Quinn
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“I did,” Quinn admitted.

“Only you and McGrath knew this
was to be done. Will you grant me
that?”

“Yes—because it’s true. . . . Look
here—you’re not insinuating that I sold
out to the Black Bat, are you?”

“No, no!” Lang waved his hand in
emphasis. “I do mean, however, that
someone found out. And the only way
that was possible was by watching you,
staying close to you. If you were not
blind, this might not have happened.
But outwitting a blind man is relatively
simple.”

Quinn nodded slowly. “I see. My in-
firmity makes me incapable of safely
handling my job.”

“In so many words—yes. Quinn, I
hate to ride a blind man—any man.
Especially one with your record. But, 1
also have a duty to my readers, to this
city and state. My suggestion is that you
resign.”

“Your suggestion, or your order, Mr.
Lang?”’ Quinn asked.

Lang flushed slightly. “Quinn, I'm
giving you a chance, Right now you’re
at the top. If you quit, it will be with
honor. If yvou don’t, I'll drive you out of
office.”

“Mmm,” Qyinn mused. “You could do
it, too. If I permitted it.”

“If you—" Lang jumped to his feet
angrily.

‘“Yes, Mr. Lang. I'm not quitting. I'll
get Spade Vernon back, I'll do my ut-
most to see that Mrs. Cooper is un-
harmed, and I'll send up Deke Vernon
for kidnaping.”

“All right,” Lang said. “I warned
you, Quinn. And you’re not the only one.
This city’s Police Department has been
inefiicient long enough. I might even say
stupid. I'm going after your scalp and
that of Inspector McGrath and the po-
lice commissioner. I won’t pull any
punches. The fact that you’re blind will
make no difference to me. In faet, I
intend to dwell considerably on that
fact.”

“Thank you for warning me,”’ Quinn
said quietly. ‘At least I'll know what’s
coming.”

FIGHTS FOR LIFE
CHAPTER XIII

The Threat of Stlence

(4

nounced in midafter-
noon, Quinn had him
sent in at once. Cooper
was waving a letter as
he approached Quinn’s
desk.

“I've  heard from
Doreen again!” he ex-
plained. “A letter in

this afternoon’s mail.”

“I hope it contained good news,”
Quinn said. '

“Mr. Quinn,” Cooper said, ‘‘this is
getting worse. Doreen says she is still
being treated all right, that there is
a young woman who stays with her
and sees that she has everything she
wants. She says she finds it hard to be-
lieve that she is being held by kidnap-
ers and murderers, and that all this girl
talks about is how she would do any-
thing for Deke.”

“Your wife actually wrote that?”’
Quinn marvelled.

“Why, yes. I—I suppose it was just

meant to show me that she isn’t in any
danger.”
“Yes,” Quinn replied. “And that's

why Deke let it go through. What else
does it say?”

Cooper groaned, “The bad part comes
next. I'm to tell you that unless you
have Spade Vernon safely back in
twenty-four hours, they—they’ll kill
Doreen!”’

“Pressure again,” Quinn said grim-
ly. “Is that all she said, Mr. Cooper?”

“All? Isn’t it enough? How can you
get Spade back? You've got to! You
must!”’

“I know,” Quinn soothed him. “And
your wife i doing a great deal to help
me.”

“Doreen? But how. I don’t see—"

“You'll learn about that some other
time,” Quinn said, “I’ll try to find the
Black Bat, somehow. We’re not finished
yet.”

“I don’t know,” Cooper said doubtful-
ly. “Mr. Quinn, I hate to tell you this,
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the Black Bat’s outfit. . . ”

The name on a card tacked below the
bell said “Mart Rhodes.” The Black
Bat, alone in the narrow, poorly lighted
hallway of the cheap hotel, lightly
pressed an ear against the panel of the
door.

He could hear someone moving about
inside the room.

He walked noiselessly down the hall
and removed the weak electric light
bulb from its socket. There were no
other lights, so the corridor was prompt-
ly darkened. He returned to the door,
listened again, and heard bedsprings
squeak.

He saw light through the keyhole, but
suddenly this winked out.” Then the
Black Bat took his kit of burglar tools
from his pocket and selected a pair of
extra thin pliers. These he fitted into the
old-fashioned lock and grasped the key
on the inside of the door. He turned it
slowly, making no noise at all. When the
bolt slid all the way back, he withdrew
the pliers, pulled a gun from its holster
and grasped the knob hard.

He turned it until the door opened
under his pressure.

It stayed open only long enough to let
him slip inside..

His eyes penetrated the darkness in
the room. That watchman who had done
his best to kill him the night before was
lying in bed. He had heard no sound ex-
cept the slight clicking the knob had
made when the Black Bat closed the
door.

But that had made the watchman
slowly push himself up on one elbow and
listen. .

When he still heard nothing more, he
reached for the table lamp beside the
bed. But it didn’t seem to be there.
Breathing hard he swept the Lare sur-
face of the table with his hand. Then
he swung his feet off the bed. That was
when he felt the cold muzzle of a gun
poked against his neck.

“Who—who is it?”’ he choked.

There was no answer. He moistened
his lips, bared his teeth in a grimace of
fear, but he didn’t move, The gun still
rested firmly against his neck.’
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“L-look—what do you want?” he
croaked. “How’d you get in here? What's
the big idea, huh ?”
Silence still answered him. He found
his lips dry again.
“Why don’t you answer me?” he
implored, and his voice quavered as

much as his hand. “What do you
want?”’

HE silence was far worse than

threats or commands. The watch-
man gave a bleat of terror. He had to
do something, He planted his feet on
the floor, braced himself and slowly
arose. The gun didn’t seem to follow
him.

He tried to peer through the dark-
ness, but it was impossible. He tottered
over to a chair and fell into it.

“You’re making a mistake,” he said.
“I ain’t got any dough. Yeah—a mis-
take. Tell me what you want. Talk, or
I'm going to do plenty of hollering my-
self !”

But he knew he wouldn’t. That man
in the darkness hadn’t moved. It wasn’t
necessary, because the watchman knew
he could send a bullet flying faster than
any man could ever make a dive for the
door.

The fellow was sweating profusely,
cursing himself for having pulled down
the window shade. If there was only a
little light, he might see who this was.
But then, he thought, if he couldn’t see
this man with the gun, how could he
himself be seen?

He lifted one foot and placed it firmly
on the floor. Then he got the other foot
planted and pushed himself to a stand-
ing position. He took a couple of experi-
mental steps in his bare feet, and turned
toward the door.

If he could reach it, get the door open,
that gunman wouldn’t dare shoot.

Nothing happened. He prayed the
floor wouldn’t squeak under his weight,
took several more steps and guessed
he could find the knob with some fum-
bling.

He had to do it right—and fast, His
life depended on it.

He reached out one hand, moving it
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net. She was auburn-haired, green-eyed,
built with curves, and she had class.
Chanlor had never known a girl like
her. She didn’t talk much about herself,
but she showed her interest in him by
all the questions she asked. He had
taken her to dinner, and to a better
place than he usually frequented and
let her see that roll of bills when he
paid the check. They had made quite
an impression. .

When someone knocked gently on th
door, he was certain it must be Lila.
He gatherec up the money, stuffed it
into his pocket and took time to slick
his sparse hair down a little. Then he
opened the door.

The hallway was mysteriously dark-
ened, but he had a glimpse of 2 man all
in black, with his head sheathed in a
black hood. Only a glimpse, for one
“gloved hand shot out and hit Chanlor
squarely on the chest. He went hurtling
backward, stumbled over a chair and
fell. As he hit the floor, the lights winked
out.

“All right,” the Black Bat said. “Get
up. Pick up the chair and sit down in
it.”

“Yes, sir—yes, sir.” Chanlor obeyed
quickly. “I—I know who you are. You’re
the Black Bat. I want to help you if I
can.”

“I'm sure you do,” the Black Bat said.
“And I'll tell you exactly how you can.”

Chanlor gulped. It was time to put a
certain plan of his own into execution.
But now that the time had arrived, he
wasn’t sure if he had the nerve to carry
it through or not.

“I’ll do anything I can,” he offered
again helpfully.

“You have never seen any of the
people who gave you messages for Tony
Quinn?” the Black Bat asked.

“Oh no—not a sign., But I expect I’ll
be wanted again soon now.”

“Good,” the Black Bat said. “Then
this is what you must do. Tell whoever
talks to you that I am willing to make
a trade. Spade Vernon for Doreen
Cooper.”

“All right,” Chanlor said. “I'll tell
them that.”

“I'l have Spade Vernon in Myrtle
Park—you know, that big public play-
ground park near the outskirts of town.
Few people ever go there at night. Tell
them to bring Doreen Cooper to the
statue of John Paul Jones, in the center
of the park. I'll be there about midnight.
Is that clear?”

“I’ll remember every word of it,”
Chanlor promised.

“There’s one more thing,” the Black
Bat said. “You are not to tell Tong
Quinn about this, nor the police.”

“I won’t! I promise!”

“If the police should show up,” the
Black Bat went on, “I’'m afraid I'd have
to pay you another visit and you wem%
like it, Mr. Chanlor.”

“I—I’ll say nothing to—to anyone,”
Chanlor vowed. “And I've got some-
thing for you. Maybe it will help. You
see, one of the ways of getting me to deo
what they wanted was by putting a mes-
sage in a box of breakfast cereal 1 wae
told to purchase. I kept the box. I
thought maybe there might be finger-
prints on it or—or something. I'll get
it for you right away. Won’t take a
second.”

Chanlor walked briskly to his kitchen-
ette, climbed onto a chair and opened a
cabinet door. The box he wanted was on
the top shelf. He reached for it, know-
ing its exact locataion. But before he
picked up the container, he moved his
hand beyond it a little and brought his
thumb down on an ink pad. He knew his
thumb was well coated with the indeli-
ble ink he had taken from the office.
He also knew how difficult that ink was
to remove.

HANLOR started to climb down.

His foot slipped and he toppled.
The Black Bat automatically reached
up to steady him. Chanlor dropped the
box of oatmeal and floundered about
on the edge of the chair until he slid
off it. .

Chanlor’s hand gripped the Black
Bat’s wrist, slid up along the arm until
he felt warm flesh. He squeezed his
thumb hard against the skin, then he
straightened up and murmured apolo-
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ghes. He picked up the cereal container.

The Black Bat took it, studied the
box in the darkness and knew the glazed
paper surface would hardly retain
prints, Besides, any number of people
oould have handled it. He placed the
box on the table, backed out of the
kitchenctte and closed the door.

By the time Chanlor got it open, there
was nobody in the apartment. Chanlor
- turned on the lights, looked at his ink-

smeared thumb and grinned in satisfac-
tion. Maybe nobody else could trap the
Black Bat, but he could. And if it
worked, his cleverness would be pub-
licized all over the county. Lila Ben-
nett would go for him then all right.

Meanwhile the Black Bat left the

“rooming house by the rear, waited in
the doorway a few moments and tried
to puzzle out Byron Chanlor. Somehow
this little man with his shy ways and
inoffensive manner was importantly in-
volved and not just as a go-between.
Moreover, his act of pretending to fall
off that chair had a meaning the Black
Bat couldn’t fathom. Chanlor, he felt
sure, was far more important to this
case than he seemed to be. For one
thing, the man had actually tried to
determine whether or not Tony Quinn
really was blind.

Silk, driving “he coupé, swung around

" the corner and slowly cruised down the
street. He slowed up when he saw the
dark form flit from the doorway. The
Black Bat jumped into the car and
quickly put on the wide-brimmed hat.
Silk drove out of the neighborhood as
quickly as possible,

“Well,” the Black Bat said, “I set
up the meeting to exchange hostages.”

Silk wagged his head solemnly, “I
can’t help but think, sir, that it’s a ges-
ture of defeat on your part, and that’s
never happened before.”

“I know,” the Black Bat admitted.
“But I don’t care what I have to do as
long as I can save Doreen Cooper.”

‘“But are you sure Deke Vernon won’t
doublecross you?" Silk asked.

“I'm certain he'll try, Silk. But in try-
ing he has to come into the open, and he
must leave some sort of a trail. I'll

promise you this—if I don’t get Doreen,
Deke isn't going to get his brother.”

Silk rolled into an express highway.
“Well, we'll soon have Spade ready for
the transfer.”

The Black Bat nodded thoughtfully.
“Silk, I don't want Spade to see you.
That means you’ll have to stay strictly
out of this, Pull off the speedway and
drive back to where you left the sedan.
I'll take the coupé and collect Spade.
You drive around town. Keep on the
move and don’t go near the house.”

Silk didn’t like the idea, but he rec-
ognized the wisdom of it. He did as or-
dered and soon the Black Bat was head-
ing out of the city toward the lake.
His mind kept going over this bi-
zarre affair. From the beginning, when
Les Cooper had witnessed a murder, to
the present moment where terrific pres-
sure was being built up against both |
Tony Quinn and the Black Bat.

Now, it seemed, Allan Lang was go-
ing even further and demanding that
Inspector McGrath be dismissed for his
laxity in allowing Spade Vernon’s kid-
naping by the Black Bat. More than
that, Lang seemed intent on cleaning
out the Police Department, from the
commissioner right on down. This had
turned into a reform campaign. Jim
Moody, with his influential column, was
even suggesting Allan Lang as a new
and more efficient police commissioner.

HE murder and the two kidnapings
had already moved into the back-
ground, and the whole affair had be-
come a debate as to whether or not the
police were on their toes and able to
cope with crime. This wasn't the first
time the Black Bat had seen a reform
movement begin, but not with all the
pressure and influence that was being
exerted now, .
The manner by which the Black Bat
was being discredited added another
mystery. They had even sacrificed the
chance to capture or kill him, prefer-
ring to set up circumstances which
would defame him as a wanton killer
and thief,
His shooting of the watchman was
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“Look, baby,” the doorman said softly,
“you keep outa Lila’s hair. She’s got a
boy friend with influence, and you can
spell that in lights.”

Carol looked downeast. “That’s what
I was afraid of. I've simply got to see
Lila and ask her if it’s all right. Maybe
she’s gone and married this boy friend
of hers or something.”

“Well,” the doorman said, “I can tell
you where she lives if that’ll help. I
heard her tell the cab driver. Funny too,
because she moved from a pretty classy
joint to this rooming house. Eighteen-
twenty-five Tremont Avenue. Yeah,
that’s the address.”

Carol handed him a folded bill. “I'm
grateful,” she said. “Don’t tell Mr. Mal-
lory what I'm going to do. If I get the
job, if Lila says it’s okay, I'll give you
another ten spot.”

“I never even saw you,” the doorman
said, and smirked at her.

So far, things were going well. Lila
Bennett was Deke’s girl all right. She’d
just changed her address, and Carol
wondered about that. She hadn’t shown
up in a couple of days, which checked
with the fact that she must be the one
who was helping guard Doreen Cooper.
At least the identification of Deke’s girl
friend was accomplished, though that
didn’t help much in determining where
she—and Doreen Cooper—were right
now.

Carol drove to the Tremont Avenue
address and parked nearby. She walked
boldly up to the rooming house door. It
was a big place and the door wasn’t
kept locked. She entered, saw no one
about and spotted the mail slots. Lila
Bennett’'s name was there, but as Carol
began to turn away she saw the name of
Byron Chanlor. It struck a responsive
chord in her memory. The name was
unusual. . . .

Then she knew! Byron Chanlor was
the shy, self-effacing go-between whom
the Black Bat didn’t trust. Lila’s room
was Number 23, Chanlor’s 25. Apparent-
ly they lived next door to one another.
That might be the reason Lila had so re-
cently moved to this place from much
more luxurious quarters.
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Carol walked blandly up the stairs,
located Number 23 and saw that there
was no key in the old-fashioned lock.
She always carried a set of skelton keys
with which Quinn had provided her,
and she tried two of them without suc-
cess. The third slid the bolt back. She
looked around for a few seconds, them
walked into the room.

It was a rather weird place. Lila had
not brought many clothes with her. A
suitcase hadn’t even been completely
unpacked. Carol checked the clothes
closet—empty. She opened bureau
drawers. They held only a few essential
articles of clothing. The bottom drawer
was locked. Intrigued, Carol examined
the lock and as she did she noticed a
fairly heavy rubber cable leading from
beneath the bureau over under the cot
which served as a bed. She followed the
wire and moved the cot to see where it
terminated.

There was some sort of a flat dise
held to the wall by strips of adhesive.
Carol whistled softly. That was a highly
sensitive mike, capable of picking up
anything said right through the wall.
And Byron Chanlor lived next door!

It would be a recording apparatus
without question, set to begin operation
when anyone spoke or made a noise
next door. Carol pulled the bureau away
from the wall. The entire thin back of it
had been pried away so the bottom
could be lifted out while the still nailed
top acted a= a hinge.

The cable led into the bottom drawer.
Carol pulled the back away sufficiently
to find the tape recorder. She was fairly
familiar with these devices and this one
could play back the tape. Carol went to
work on it. She rewound the used tape,
turned the switch to the playback, and
listened while her heart pounded so herd
it almost drowned out the words.

“All right, Chanlor,” someone said,
“you’re doing fine so far. But how abou$
that trick I told you about?”

“Look,” a thinner voice, which must
be Chanlor’s, replied. “The Black Bat
showed up, just as you said he wouH,
and I did exactly as you told me."X
inked my thumb on a pad of indelible.
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ink I had hidden in the pantry. I pre-
tended to fall off the chair I was stand-
ing on and the Black Bat grabbed me.
I pushed up his sleeve and I pressed the
inked finger against his wrist—high up.
Oh, he’s branded all right.”

AROL tried desperately to place the
voice that started talking again.
“Okay,” it said. “If this works, you'll
get your money. The Black Bat is brand-
ed and he hasn’t any idea it’s happened.
There’s a good chance he won't see that
ink mark, or pay much attention to it
if he does. But if I see it, on the arm of
a man I suspect—"

“Do you mean Quinn?’ Chanlor
asked. “You must be wrong. I tested
him and he’s blind. He’s blind as a bat.”

“Yeah,” the half-familiar voice
rumbled. “As a bat. The Black Bat!
This time I've got him!"”

There was a little more, none of it im-
portant. The tape was still moving, but
nothing was registered on it. Carol shut
off the machine. She had to reach Quinn
fast. She had to—before he removed his
Black Bat regalia and this other man
came to him and spotted the ink brand
orn Tony Quinn.

Carol noticed that there were half a
dozen spare rolls of tape. She removed
one from its container, closed the box
again. Then she rolled up the one on the
machine, removed it and replaced it
with the fresh spool. She pushed the
bureau back, checked the furniture to
see that she left no traces, then started
looking over every personal possession
of Lila’s. For all she had done wasn’t
helping much in finding Doreen.

There was nothing, not even a scrap
of paper. Lila had been exasperatingly
careful. Carol knew she was at the end
of the trail. Doreen was still in grave
danger and a great peril was closing in
on the Black Bat!

Carol realized that the only thing she
could do now was to find Tony Quinn or
Silk as fast as possible. She moved to-
ward the door. Somewhere downstairs a
phone rang several times. Carol stayed
where she was. Then a woman'’s shrill
voiced called out:

“Mr. Chanlor! Mr. Chanlor!”

Next door someone seemed to jump
out of a chair and run to the door, open
it and start running down the hall. Tke
voice identified as that of Byron Chan-
lor on the recording tape was announc-
ing that he was on his way.

“It's the same man who called you be-
fore,” the woman—apparently the land-
lady—explained. “I didn’t think you
were home.” )

“Thank you,” Chanlor said. “Now, if
you don’t mind—"

“Since when did I make a practice of
listening to my roomers’ phone conver-
sations?”’ the woman asked indignantly,
then a door slammed.

Carol quickly slipped out of the room
to the stairway and looked down the
steps. At the foot of them stood Byron
Chanlor, nervously speaking into the
wall telephone.

“Yes, yes, I understand,” he was say-
ing. “All right, I'll repeat it. In thirty
minutes exactly. A doorway—Rogers’
Smoke Shop at the corner of Broad and
White Streets. Yes, a discarded
wrinkled piece of paper rolled up. I'll
find it. And—and thanks for the
money.”

Chanlor’s voice tapered off as if the
other party had hung up. Chanlor hur-
ried back upstairs. Carol was out of
sight until he closed the door of his
room, then she hurried downstairs,
through the front door and walked as
fast as she could without attracting at-
tentien, to where she had parked her
car.

In less than ten minutes she was
parked across the street from the dark-
ened store with the deep doorway, above
which was a sign saying:

ROGERS’ SMOKE SHOP

Carol got out-of the car, walked across
the street and entered the doorway.
There was no rolled-up piece of dis-
carded paper there yet. She was in
time.

The messenger with another set of
ingtructions for Byron Chanlor hadn't
arrived yet.
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CHAPTER XVI
Double Menace

x BETURNING to her car,
Carol slipped down be-
& hind the wheel so she
couldn’t readily be seen,
and waited. Ten more
7 minutes crawled by.
¥~:| Precious minutes which
2’| could mean disaster for
the Black Bat. And yet
Carol had to consider
Doreen Cooper, too. The
Black Bat would have wanted her to act
exactly as she was doing.

Then she saw a man come to a halt
opposite the doorway. He lit a cigarette,
stood there smoking for a moment or
two, but he casually turned so that he
could check every direction. Then he
dipped a hand into his coat pocket, took
out a crumpled bit of paper and threw
it into the doorway. This done he
started walking away fast.

Carol left the car and followed him.
If she lost him, she would lose her
chance of finding Doreen. Possibly the
Black Bat was already lost. She had no
way of knowing when that tape had re-
corded the plot to expose Tony Quinn
as the Black Bat. Carol’s decision to see
the thing through was probably the
most difficult one she had ever been
called upon to make.

The man exerted some caution, but it
was apparent he had no idea he was
being followed. He turned a corner.
Carol walked right on by. The man was
halfway down the block. She took the
opposite side of the street, stayed near
the building shadows and kept on the
trail.

The man walked another half a dozen
blocks before he came to an abrupt
stop. Carol quietly stepped into a dark-
ened alley. The man lit another cigar-
ette, taking his time about it. He turned
in every direction, scrutinizing the
neighborhood.

Then he seemed to make up his mind.
He threw away the cigarette and
walked straight up to a door which he
had to open with a key. Carol studied

the three-story building. This was a
commercial neighborhood, where every
ground floor was occupied by stores
of various types, most of them cheap.
There was a darkened sign on the side
of the building, but she could make
out the letters that spelled:

ELITE BOWLING ALLEYS
LADIES WELCOME

There were no lights on in the place.
Carol weighed the advisability of invad-
ing the building and decided against it,
mostly because she wanted to reach
Tony Quinn or Silk. She hurried away,
located a drug store in the next block
and entered the phone booth there. She
dialed, held her breath and heard the
private wire to Quinn’s lab ring again
and again. There was no answer.

She deflected the hook, got back her
coin and used it once more. This time
she called Quinn’s office. Again, there
was no answer. In sheer desperation she
tried the regular listed number to his
home. This phone, too, remained un-
answered.

Carol walked slowly out of the place.
She was certainly on her own this time.
There seemed nothing else to do except
try to find Doreen and get her away
from Deke. Carol walked back to the
bowling alley. There wasn’t a light in
the whole building.

The door was locked and any attempt
to open it might be heard. Carol realized
that Doreen might be murdered if Deke
knew she was on the verge of being
rescued. What must be done required
the greatest amount of skill, and Carol
wasn’t sure she possessed it.

She realized, too, how precious time
was and she threw off her momentary
hesitation. She made her way behind
the building by means of an alley. Half-
way along it, she opened her purse and
extracted a small, highly potent auto-
matic. If she had to shoot to save Do-
reen’s life, she was fully prepared to do
so.

Carol reached the back of the old
building and, as she had suspected, it
was provided with a fire-escape. It was
an ancient affair without a weighted
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ladder at the bottom. Carol put the
gun back into her handbag, grasped the
leather handle with her teeth and be-
gan running. She gave a leap, grabbed
the bottom of the fire-escape—and
slipped off.

She clattered to the hard ground, got
up and scooted for the darkest place
she could find. No windows opened, no-
body came out to see what was going
on. Apparently the.  noise hadn’t been
heard. She did a repeat and this time
managed to hoist herself up on the
dirty fire-escape.

T the first landing she waited long

enough to steady her nerves and

get back her wind. Then she took stock.

Not a window showed a trace of light.

She might be on the wrong trail and

the mere thought of it made her shud-
der.

She climbed to the second floor and
tried the window there. It wouldn’t
budge. She went to the third floor and
again her efforts to open a window were
in vain. There was nothing left to do but
reach the roof, and she climbed there as
silently as possible.

She didn’t dare risk the use of a
flashlight and the darkness forced her
to move slowly. She headed toward a
skylight. It was tightly sealed. The
glass had been painted over and if she
broke it, she would only find herself
trapped on the roof. There didn't seem
to be a single way to turn, and she felt
sure that Doreen must be in this build-
ing.

She tried to think of what the Black
Bat would do under these conditions.
Probably invade the place no matter
how much noise he made. Carol couldn’t
do that. The best thing she could think
of was to try and reach the Black Bat
again. Keep trying until she did. And
at the same time she could warn the
Black Bat about that ink brand on his
arm.

Carol moved toward the fire-escape
again. As she prepared to crawl onto it,
she heard a car motor. Headlights swept
across the courtyard below. Hastily she
drew back and lay flat on the rooftop,
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oblivious to the dirt that smeared her
clothes. .

A man got out of the car, leaving the
headlights burning. The lights were
aimed at the wall of another building
and reflected enough for Carol to have
a dim view of the court.

The man entered the building and
was gone for two or three minutes.
Then he emerged and stood beside the
car. He seemed to be listening intently.
Finally he waved a hand. Carol saw
two women scurry toward the car and
get into the back seat. The driver got in,
and another man scurried from the
doorway and got in with the two wom-
en. Carol watched in helpless fury as
the car pulled away.

Doreen had been whisked from this
hiding place right beneath Carol’s eyes!
For one of the few times in her life she
felt like giving way to tears.

There seemed to be but one thing she
could do. The Black Bat must somehow
be warned about the ink brand on his
arm, described in that recording ma-
chine tape. Also, he must be told that
they were going to keep the appoint-
ment and bring Doreen along as agreed.

She started down the fire-escape and
had reached the landing at the first floor
when her heart stopped beating. An-
other car was coming down the alley, its
headlights flooding the courtyard. Carol
lay flat on the filthy steel landing. She
clutched her small gun, determined that
if they spotted her they would have to
come and get her.

The driver of the car tapped his horn
button once. Carol heard the door of the
building open. Three men emerged. She
could see them plainly enough to be
able to identify them again, but she
also saw something else. Each man car-
ried a high-powered rifle equipped with
telescopic sights.

One of them was chuckling. “Deke’s
gonna be awful sore when the Black
Bat don’t show up with Spade.”

“He'll knock the dame off sure,” an-
other man said, and laughed. “And
while he’s doing that, we take care of
the Black Bat and Spade.”

“Deke’s sure gonna wonder what it's
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all about,” the first speaker said, getting
into the car. “Well, let’s go. The dead-
line is midnight.”

As the car started to pull away, Carol
began scrambling down the rest of the
way. She dropped off the lower rung of
the fire-escape, ran as fast as possible to
the street and saw the car with those
four men just turning a corner.

Her brain was spinning. That brand
on the Black Bat’s arm suddenly seemed
inconsequential. The quarette now turn-
ing the corner were setting a death trap
for the Black Bat! Deke had been sent
to some imaginary rendezvous point
with Doreen while these other men were
keeping the appointment with the Black
Bat at midnight.

AROL knew that if she lost them

she would alse lose her final chance
to do something about upsetting their
plans. She raced to where she had left
her car and a moment later she was
swinging around the same corner the
men had taken. It was a wide avenue,
without too much traffic, and right now
the lights were red all the way along.
The car she was after had stopped and
was just getting up speed again.

Carol stayed as far behind it as she
dared, followed the car uptown almost
to the city limits. She saw it roll through
the entrance to a playground park. The
Black Bat would likely have chosen a
meeting place like this. Secluded by
night but open enough so that he would
have room to move around, and should
any shooting occur, there would hardly
be any innocent bystanders.

Carol shut off the lights of her car as
she turned into the park. The sedan was
moving rather slowly now. It passed be-
neath an arched bridge and finally
stopped in one of the remotest sections
of the park. Three of the men got out
quickly and dispersed themselves in the
darkness. The fourth sat behind the
wheel, obviously the lure. He turned off
the headlights, but let the parking lights
stay on.

Somewhere in the gloom, Carol knew
that the Black Bat was closing in. The
moment he appeared, those men with
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the rifles would shoot to kill. Carol
rolled her car off the road, got out and
took the small gun from her handbag.
She, too, was prepared to shoot to kill!

CHAPTER XVII
The Double Cross

F course Butch drove
\ the coupé. Spade Ver-
non, squeezed between
£ Butch’s huge bulk and
it the Black Bat’s slender
gt form, couldn’t move a
$%t muscle. His hands rest-
ytf ed on his lap, the wrists
& taped together. He was
R glowering and ill at
' — ease.
When they entered the park, Spade’s
restlessness became greater. He kept
moistening his dry lips and once a shud-
der ran through his body. Neither Butch
nor the Black Bat spoke until the car
was well within the limits of the park.

“Pull over,” the Black Bat ordered
then. “We’ll go the rest of the way on
foot. Spade, I'm telling you again.
Watch yourself.”

“What’s gonna happen to me?”’ Spade
tried to put conviction into his voice and
failed miserably. “You ain’t got the idea
my own brother is gonna cut me down,
have you?”

“Spade,” the Black Bat said, ‘“I've
been trying to convince you that this
might be more than just an exchange
of hostages, such as you for Doreen
Cooper. It might be a trap.”

“For you maybe,” Spade grunted.

“And you,” the Black Bat amended.
“This thing has become something big-
ger than you think, Spade. If you had
half the sense you think you have, you’d
talk. Because you know a great deal
and the people you work for are well
aware of it.”

“I don’t know a thing,” Spade com-
mented sourly.

“You’re dangerous to them because
they’re afraid you might make a deal.
Suppose Deke is here, with Mrs. Coop-
er, and the exchange goes off, without a
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hitch. What happens afterwards? If the
police don’t get you, Spade, your own
pals will.”

Spade clamped his jaws together and
refused to say another word. Butch took
his arm and propelled him along behind
the Black Bat, whose strange eyes were
penetrating the darkness. The Black
Bat came to an abrupt halt.

“There’s a car waiting,” he said in a
low voice. “A man behind the wheel. I
don’t see any sign of Doreen, but they’d
hardly put her where we might snatch
her away from them. Keep Spade quiet,
Butch, even if you have to muzzle him
with a fist.”

“Look,” Butch whispered, “let me go
see who's in that car.”

“Not on your life,” the Black Bat
said. “This is my picnic. If anything
happens, don’t try to help. Get Spade
out of here fast. Remember, if we lose
him, we lose the whole game. He’s the
only thing that stands between us and
failure.”

Butch only nodded his big head, but
his fingers secured a firmer grasp on
Spade’s arm and his right hand was
doubled into a lethal-sized fist. Spade
had the shakes again.

The Black Bat stepped boldly from
the fringe of bushes and walked
straight toward the car. The first rifle
shot came from behind Butch and the
slug zipped between his head and
Spade's.

With his foot Butch tripped Spade,
and his hands hurled him to the ground.
He rolled the helpless man beneath the
brush and dropped down beside him.
The Black Bat had whirled around at
the sound of the shot. There was an au-
tomatic in each hand, but he couldn’t see
a target. He had recognized that weap-
on as a rifle, from the report, which
meant he was probably outranged and
in a bad position.

The flat report of another rifle, from
a different direction, followed on the
heels of a small spurt of grass and dirt
at the Black Bat’s feet. Then, suddenly,
he was enveloped in the ray of a power-
ful searchlight operated by the man in-
side the sedan.

He threw himself to one side, but the
light followed him persistently. Both
his guns exploded. The light winked off
te the accompaniment of shattering
glass. That was enough for the driver.
He had the motor running, the car in
gear, and it started off with a jolt. The
Black Bat dropped flat and hoped that
the darkness would conceal him.

Another rifle shot cracked in the dis-
tance. They still had the range. They
could still probably see him, and he had
an idea the rifles were equippad with
night telescopic sights. He had to reach
some sort of shelter.

HERE was a clump of heavy fo-

liaged bushes to the left. He arose
to a crouch, started running. He saw a
man rise up from the protection of that
bush toward which he was headed. The
man had a rifle at his shoulder and he
must have a perfect bead.

The Black Bat expected to feel the
searching impact of the high-powered
bullet. There wasn’t even time to raise
his own guns, even if the range had
given him half a chance, which it didn't.
He heard the gun go off. It sounded puny
and weak for the size of the weapon.

Then he realized he had seen no flame
from the muzzle of the gun and was
startled to see the rifleman stagger for-
ward a few steps, grimly try to raise the
rifle which now slanted downward. He
didn’t quite make it. He simply toppled
and fell with a crash.

The Black Bat didn’t know just how
that happened, but he was taking no
chances. Guns ready, he lay prone, wait-
ing for another of those gunmen to
show. The brush up ahead crackled and
his fingers tightened on the trigger. He
broke out in a chill sweat when he saw
who was emerging. He had nearly
thrown a fusillade of slugs at Carol.

The Black Bat leaped to his feet and
dashed toward her. There were no more
rifle shots. He encircled her waist with
one arm and literally carried her back
into the foliage.

“Thanks.” He was breathing hard.
“Thanks, Carol. I don’t know how you
did it, but—"
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“Tony, Tony !’ she whispered. “I had
to—to shoot him. It was him or you.
Tony—Doreen isn’t here. They sent
Deke and Doreen to some other spot.
They—they were going to kill you and
—and Spade.”

“Now we know our guesswork was
right,” the Black Bat grunted. “Carol,
you’ve got to get out of here.”

‘“Wait, Tony,” she whispered.
“There’s something else. Deke will kill
Doreen now.”

“We can’t do a thing about it,” the
Black Bat replied. “We've done every-
thing possible and we still have Spade.
Maybe Deke will take one more chance.”

“And Tony, I found out who Deke’s
girl friend is. Her name is Lila Bennett.
I searched her room in the boarding
house she’s just moved into and I found
a transcribing machine. The mike was
attached to the wall of Byron Chanlor’s
room, next door. I played some of the
tape. Tony—Chanlor has branded you.”

“What ?” the Black Bat exclaimed un-
believingly.

“Something on your arm—indelible
ink.”

The Black Bat slid his guns into their
holsters, yanked up his sleeve and
looked at his arm. There was nothing.
He tried the other arm and saw the
smear of ink.

“Well, what do you know!” he mar-
veled. ‘“Carol, this could have queered
me.”

“lI know, Tony. There was another
man with Chanlor—someone who
thinks you’re Tony Quinn and if you
are, he’ll see the mark on your arm and
know it’s the truth.”

“You mean he would have if you
hadn’t warned wme,” the Black Bat
chuckled. “I’ve been underestimating
Mr. Chanlor.” -

“Do you know what I think, Tony?
I think his shyness is all an act, and
that he isn’t a go-between at all. He’s
the leader of all these men!”

“It could be, Carol. We’ll soon find
out. Right now we’d better get away
from here. You have your car?”

“Yes. It’s hidden.”

“Then stay right here,” he ordered.
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“Don’t move. I'll send Butch and Spade
away in Butch’s car. At least, we stili
have Spade.”

The Black Bat took a long breath,
started running fast across the cleared
space. The rifleman who lay face down
on the grass wasn’t moaning any more.
There wasn’t time to attend to him.
The Black Bat kept on going until he
found Butch and Spade.

“Spade,” the Black Bat said, ‘“‘are you
convinced now ? All those bullets weren’t
meant for me. Some of them had your
name nicely engraved on them.”

“You’re batty,” Spade grumbled, but
he wasn’t quite 3o sure of himself,

“The first slug sailed right between
our ears,” Butch said. “That ought to
convince him.”

The Black Bat nodded crisply. “I
know. Maybe if Spade has a chance to
think this over, he’ll see we’ve been tell-
ing him the truth. Keep riding around
with him, Butch, and keep your radio
tuned in. I'll contact you with further
ingtructions.”

“I’'m on my way,” Butch said.

E wondered what had happened

across that cleared space, but he
couldn’t ask with Spade present. Butch
grabbed Spade by the collar and the
seat of the pants, lifted him off the
ground and hurried to where he had
left his car. :

The Black Bat quickly returned to
Carol and waited a few moments. Fi-
nally he slipped out to where the gun-
man lay, and examined him. The man
had a bad wound in his shoulder, but
the bleeding had stopped. He was un-
conscious mainly from shock. The Black
Bat pasted one of his stickers on the
man’s forehead, then he and Carol sped
toward where her car was hidden.

As she headed back to town, the Black
Bat gave her the facts as he knew them.

“All along,” he explained, ‘“we’ve sus-
pected that there’s been an organized
ring of criminals here in town, but so
cleverly handled and controlled that
they rarely showed their hand. They
didn’t go in for any strong-arm stuff—
no burglaries and things like that which
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would call attention to their existence.
They've been getting rich through gam-
bling joints, narcotics—things like
that.”

“And you think Spade was a part of
the mob?” Carol asked,

“I'm sure of it,” the Black Bat re-
plied. “But he grew a little too big for
his britches and when he found one of
his own men doublecrossing him, he
forgot to ask for orders and simply
went and killed the man. That was the
crime Les Cooper witnessed in the
grill.

*“But, Tony, have you any idea who
heads these men?’ Carol asked.

“Some, but no evidence to take direct
action on. They are smart, make certain
they remain just a shadowy background
to the whole thing. But they are still
crooks, Carol, and crooks are greedy.
They're never satisfied. Most of the time
it’s this avarice that finally knocks them
over.”

“Do you mean they’re after some-
thing bigger?”

“I'm sure of it. I think I know what
it is, too. However, I'm still convinced
we can't do a thing until Doreen is free
and safe. I wonder what Deke did when
he found I wasn't where they told him
I would be.”

“What can we do?’ Carol asked.
“They’ll never take Doreen back to the
hiding place where I saw her. I'm sure
of it.”

“I've got to switch back to Tony
Quinn,” the Black Bat said. “Silk is
driving around town. In”—the Black
Bat glanced at his watch—*“fifteen min-
utes we can pick him up. I'll transfer
% his car, go home and see if Deke
shows his hand.”

“Don’t forget that brand,” Carol said.
“And I'll give you the tape recording,
t0o0.”

“You accomplished a great deal,” the
Black Bat said softly. “It was a great
day for me when you joined our group.
Look—after you drop me off, keep your
radio tuned in. You’ll get orders over
our short wave. Now let’s go find Silk.
1 imagine he’s quietly going insane with
»worry by now.”
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CHAPTER XVIII

The Black Bat's Surrender

UNTING up Silk, the
Black Bat had him fol-
low Carol’s car to a se-
| cluded spot, and made a
g fast transfer. He got
g § into the back seat,
. opened a well-hidden
;] compartment and took
| out Tony Quinn’s cloth-

ing. He changed into it
as fast as possible, hid
the Black Bat’s regalia, then climbed
into the front seat beside Silk. While
he did all this, he told Silk what had
happened.

Tony Quinn put the white cane be-
tween his knees and that blank, staring
look of a blind man came over his eyes.
It was still there when Silk parked the
car in front of the house and helped
Quinn enter. Inside Quinn immediately
went to the lab and proceeded to use
chemicals on the indelible ink brand
smeared on his forearm. He removed it
successfully, then took the roll of tape
from his pocket, clipped it into a play-
back machine which was part of his
equipment, and turned it on. When he
heard the voices of the two men ke
suddenly began to laugh.

He was still laughing when he came
back to the library and sat down in bhis
favorite chair. There wasn'’t time to en-
plain that laughter to Silk for someone
was ringing the doorbell. Silk disap-
peared for a few moments and returned
with Byron Chanlor. The little man was
highly agitated.

“I've been trying to find you, Mr.
Quinn,” he burst out. “You weren’t
home—""

“I know,” Quinn said. “I've been rid-
ing around, trying to locate Deke Ver-
non, if possible. Have you learned any-
thing else?”

“I had a phone call a little while ago,"
Chanlor explained hurriedly. “This time
a different voice gave me orders. I was
to tell you that you have one more
chance.”

“Yes?” Quinn asked eagerly.
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“You’ve got to reach the Black Bat
somehow. I—I wish I could have got to
you sooner. There isn’t much time left.
Spade Vernon must be released and told
to go to the regular place and meet
Deke. If he isn’t there by three o’clock
this morning, they’ll kill the Cooper
woman. That’s only a short time off
now. I—I forgot my watch. You must
wear a wrist-watch. Excuse me,
please—"’

Chanlor had moved closer. Suddenly
he seized Quinn’s hand and pushed up
the sleeve. Quinn had to restrain him-
gelf when he saw the look of disappoint-
ment on Chanlor’s face at not finding
the ink smear. It was ludicrous.

“T wear my watch on the other wrist,
Mr. Chanlor,” Quinn said gently, “and
I can tell you what time it is.”

“You can?”’ Chanlor gulped. “Then—
then how much time is there left?”

Quinn exposed a rather large wrist-
watch. The fingers of his other hand
touched the open dial gently. “It’s quar-
ter of one, Mr. Chanlor. I have to read
my wrist-watch with my fingertips.”

Again Chanlor looked disappointed.
He had half expected Quinn to slip, and
read an ordinary watch with his eyes.
Chanlor backed up, nervous now, and
eager to get away.

“I’d better go home and wait for any
more phone calls,” he said. “You think
that’s best, don’t you?”’

“Of course,” Quinn told him. “And
thanks for all the help you’'ve given me
go far.”

Silk saw Chanlor out. He returned
with a deep frown between his eyes.

“That guy is either the biggest sap I
ever met or as smart a crook as ever
came up,” he growled. “I noticed how
he looked for the ink smear.”

“Don’t worry about Mr. Chanlor.”
Quinn laughed. “He falls in your first
category. He’s a sap. But we can’t
bother about him now. Deke seems to be
as desperate as we are, Silk. He wants
another chance. Keep careful watch
around the place. I'm going into the lab
and radio Butech and Carol.”

“You’re going to let Spade go free?”
Silk asked.

“What else can I do?’ Quinn com-
mented. “Maybe Deke will keep his
word and let Doreen go. Maybe he won’t
But if we don’t surrender Spade, we
know he’ll certainly kill Doreen, =o
Spade is going to be freed.”

“And trailed, T hope,” Silk said.

‘“Yes. I'll be there when they turn him
loose. At half-past two this morning,
Butch will let him go. Maybe he’ll lead
me to Doreen. . . . Silk, we cannot make
a move until she is safe.”

“I know,” Silk said. “Well, it'll be
over tonight, I hope. One way or an-
other.”

Quinn was heading for the lab door.
“There’s only one way, Silk. It has to
end like that.”

N the lab, Quinn sat down before a
short wave radio set. He turned it on
and in a few moments he was in con-
tact with Carol. He gave her careful
instructions and had her repeat them.
Then he called Butch who reported that
Spade still refused to talk.

“All right—we’re licked,” Quinn said.
“At half-past two, let Spade go free and
tell him Deke has been in touch with
Tony Quinn and I've reached him in
turn. Deke sends word to Spade that he
is to go to the usual place, wherever that
is. And Spade is not to be followed. This
is our last chance to save Doreen Coop-
er. Don’t muff it. They’ve won, and
we're surrendering and hoping that
Deke will keep his word.”

Over the loudspeaker in the lab,
Quinn heard Spade’s raucous laughter.
Quinn smiled tightly and laid out a
fresh somber outfit for the Black Bat.
He loaded the guns, placed them hancy,
and was set to move fast for what could
be the final act.

One of the colored lights on the pan<!
was blinking as he moved toward tlie
door. Someone was coming up the waik
to the front door. Quinn quickly slipped
into the library and sat down.

It was Inspector McGrath who
walked slowly into the room. Quinn h&d
never seen him look so worried. Mec-
Grath chewed his stub of a cigar for a
few seconds, then he said:
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“Tony, you wouldn’t have been way
uptown in a certain playground park
tonight ?”

Quinn raised his voice. “Silk, did we
go to any such park?”’

Silk approached quickly. “No, sir.
You told me to stay close to the center
of town and I did.”

“You heard that,” Quinn told Mec-
Grath. “I've been trying to give Deke a
chance to find me. We drove around. I
walked the streets a lot. Nothing hap-
pened.”

“Something did happen up at that
park,” McGrath grumbled. “I’'m not
sure just what, but the Black Bat was
there. Of course, that wouldn’t be you.
However, he shot one of our better
known musclemen and branded him
with a sticker. The mug won’t die, but
he won'’t talk either. Says he was just
;eiking a walk and somebody plugged

m."

“I wish they’d do something. Deke
and his men. Mac, I'm worried sick over
Doreen Cooper.”

“Yeah,” McGrath said. “So am I—
with additions. Allan Lang made a
speech to a voters’ league tonight. And
Jim Moody, the columnist, addressed a
women’s club. They want you out. Me
out. The commissioner and every high
police official bearing any responsibility
for what's happened.”

Quinn whistled softly. “Bad as that,
e¢h? How did the audiences take it?"”

“How do you think? Lang’s a pretty
good speaker and he’s got a lot to talk
about. Moody is playing it all up big in
his column, but tonight he pulled a mas-
terpiece. He had Les Cooper on the
platform with him.”

Quinn shook his head. “Time is run-
ning out, Mac. I don’t care a whit what
Lang and Moody do or say. All I'm in-
terested in is getting Spade Vernon
back in a cell and taking Doreen Cooper
out of Deke Vernon’s hands.”

“Okay,” McGrath grumbled. “I agree,
but what can we do? Besides, all the big
brass at Headquarters are starting to
clean out their desks. The administra-
tion knows darned well it can’t buck
Lang for long and somebody has to take

the rap. So you and me and the others,
we're the whipping boys.”

“And Lang will move in?’ Quinn
asked.

“Who else? Tony, I'm afraid this is
the last time we’ll meet officially. I'll be
hunting a job. But I warn you that,
badge or no badge, I'll never stop look-
ing for the Black Bat. You know he's
responsible for this whole blasted affair.
If he'd stayed out—"

“Now wait a minute,” Quinn said.
“If he had, we'd be faced with the same
situation. Let Spade go or Doreen would
die. Either way, we'd be blamed. When
the Black Bat took Spade out of your
hands, he checkmated Deke.”

“Yeah,” McGrath said in a discour-
aged voice, “but he didn’t help us any.
He made it worse—gave Lang and
Moody plenty to base their claims on.
Well, we're finished. I don’t see any an-
swer. However, we can part friends.
Here's my hand on it.”

QUINN stretched his right hand
blindly toward McGrath. In doing
80, he allowed the sleeve of his coat to
pull far back, revealing a good part of
the forearm. McGrath took the hand,
held it firmly and while he talked, he
slowly twisted the arm a bit so that it
was fully exposed on all sides. That
certain eagerness in his eyes changed to
a puzzled, almost amazed look.

“Anything wrong, Mac?”’ ' Quinn
asked.

“Oh no. Nothing at all, Tony.” Mec-
Grath let go of the hand. “I'm just up-
set. It occurred to me that Lang will
probably see to it I don’t even get a
pension.”

“Well,” Quinn said, in a tone of dis-
missal, “maybe it’ll work out.”

He wanted McGrath to leave. There
wasn't too much time and he needed
all of it to get set. Butch would free
Spade soon. The Black Bat had to be
there. No other chance to free Doreen
would ever present itself.

With aggravating slowness, McGrath
sat down, and stayed there for better
than half an hour. He droned on and on,
trying to draw out Quinn’s opinions.
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“We haven’t got much chance, Do-
reen,” she said. “Never mind who I am.
Just do as I say. Spade is free—he's
downstairs with Deke. That means they
don’t need you any longer.”

“They’ll kill me!” Doreen gasped.
“I know they will.”

“Not if you move fast,” Carol said.
“It's a long shot, but any kind of a
chance is good now. Take off your shoes,
sneak down the steps. At the bottom,
move along the wall to the supply room
door. Go through it and head for the
big door at the end of the room. Is that
clear?”

Doreen nodded in understanding.
“But aren’t you coming?”’

“We both can’t make it. Don’t worry
about me. I'll give you three minutes.
Then I'm going to fire a shot. When that
happens, a friend of mine will break
down that door and you are to go with
him. Get going! Those mugs downstairs
won’t wait long. They’ve got to move
out of town fast.”

Doreen hesitated, as if she wanted no
part of it so long as Carol seemed to be
sacrificing her own life. Carol gestured
with the gun. Doreen turned, kicked off
her shoes and fled.

Carol stepped to the window and
raised it quietly. She could look down
in back, but an overhanging roof pro-
jected out over the platform so she
couldn’t see Butch.

Carol was slowly counting. And pray-
ing. At any second she expected to hear
Doreen challenged. Then she knew the
~ allotted time must be up. Carol pointed
her gun out into the night and pulled
the trigger.

Instantly she heard Butch crash
against the sliding door and rip the
hasp out of its moorings. Deke, Spade
and the others were on the move, too.
At least two of them were hurrying up
the stairs. Carol leaned far out of the
window.

Deke burst into the room first, gun
in his fist. Behind him was Spade,
also armed. Carol began yelling at the
top of her voice.

“There they go, Deke! It's the Black
Bat down there!”

Spade and Deke saw someone lying
beneath a blanket in the gloomy room.
They saw a blonde leaning out of the
window telling them what was happen-
ing. Neither took time to check the
identity of these girls.

“Let’s go, Deke!” Spade shouted.

They headed for the steps and Carol
turned around, momentarily safe. So
she believed. Then she heard Deke and
Spade stop and curse. They came back
to the room, their hands up. Following
them were the other two men.

“Deke,” Spade said, “the Black Bat
was right. They didn't care if I got
away. All they wanted to do was kill me.
They tried it before, but I wouldn’t be-
lieve the Black Bat.”

“Now listen, boys,” Deke said, “we
can settle this. We didn’t even hint we’d
talk. You got no reason.”

“Sorry, Deke,” one of the men said.
“There’s nothing personal in this, un-
derstand. But Spade is wanted for mur-
der and that makes him hotter’'n fire.
You’re wanted for a snatch, which is
just as bad, and the cops will catch up
with you. Then you'll have to talk, or go
to the chair. The big boy says he can’t
take chances.”

AROL, back in the shadows, was
bringing her gun around. Deke and

Spade stood between her and the two
gunmen. In a second they would open
fire. Carol couldn’t shoot without hit-
ting Deke or Spade.

Then Lila, on the cot, stirred and
moaned. Deke twisted his head.

“Lila!” he yelled. “Hey, it's Lila!”

Déke stepped toward her, heedless of
the two startled gunmen. Carol’s little
automatic flamed. One of the gunmen
yowled. Spade hurled himself at the
other one. Then, as Carol prepared to
shoot again, she saw an enormous figure
suddenly barge into the room. One club-
bed fist hit the wounded gunman on top
of the head and he went down heavily.
The other man was struggling with
Spade. Butch reached out, yanked the
gunman free and threw a mighty fist
into his face. He let go of the man.

Deke and Spade were reaching for
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their guns, but Carol fired a warning
shot into the floor. Butch stepped closer.
His hands darted out. He grabbed each
man by the neck, held them apart for a
second and then brought them violently
together. Their skulls cracked and both
went limp. Butch dropped them.

“Doreen is okay.” He grinned happily.
“I figured she could take care of herself,
seeing nobody came out to follow her.
How’m I doin’, Carol?”

“Wonderful, Butch,” Carol answered.
“T'll tie up the two gunmen. You bring
the car around, and carry Deke and
Spade down. Then we’ll cheer up In-
spector McGrath. You’ll have to be the
Black Bat. There’s an outfit in the car.”

““Okay,” Butch said. “McGrath will be
so excited he won’t notice the difference.
It worked before. It’ll work this time.”

“One more thing,” Carol said. “Take
this ink pad and do exactly as I say.
Tony told me how this is to be done
over the short wave.”

CHAPTER XX
The Men Behind Crime

ANOCKING the ash off
his cigar Allan Lang re-
sumed his chair. He was
smiling politely. Jim
Moody was slumped
down, one leg over the
arm of his chair.

“Mr. Quinn,” Lang
said, ‘“are you nervous
about something ?”

“Should I be?”’ Quinn
asked, and hoped that his voice didn’t
quaver. He felt as if it might at any
second. The clock on the table showed
that it was three-thirty. This pair had
deliberately remained here, suspecting
he was the Black Bat and keeping him
from taking any action while Spade
escaped and Doreen Cooper died.

“We're trying to be fair, you under-
stand,” Lang went on. “How about some
suggestions on your part, Quinn?”’

Quinn stood up. “We've talked and
talked without getting anywhere, gentle-
men. I'm tired.”
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“But we’re giving you a chance,”
Moody protested.
“I don’t want it,”” Quinn said quietly.

- ““Moody, through your column, you’ve

set the stage to make Lang police com-
missioner. I don’t think I could operate
as a district attorney with you two run-
ning the Police Department. That’s all
I have to say.”

“Sit down, Quinn,” Lang snapped.
“We’re not through yet.”

He paused, for they could all plainly
hear a car stopping in front of the
house. Silk moved to the door.

Quinn sat down wearily. He didn’t
care any more. This would be McGrath,
announcing that Doreen was dead, that
perhaps a strange blonde girl had been
found dead too. And a great hulk of a
man they couldn’t identify.

McGrath came into the room, pre-
ceded by Deke and Spade, chained to-
gether by ankle and leg cuffs.

“Okay,” Deke said bitterly, ‘“all deals
are off. Inspector, those two men— -
Moody and Lang—run this town,
They’re trying to get a better strangle
hold on it by taking over the Police
Department. Yeah, Spade killed a guy.
And I snatched Mrs. Cooper to save
him. I thought these two heels were
with me, but all they did was use me to
promote themselves.”

“Be careful what you’re saying!’
Lang shouted.

“It’s no use, Lang!” McGrath broke
in. “The Black Bat came to see me a
few minutes ago, and—"

“The Black Bat!” Moody and Lang
chorused, and stared at Tony Quinn.

“Who else would have captured these
two monkeys, and sent Doreen Cooper
home safely? Silk, go call in my boys.
T’ve got a couple of fresh fish for them.
And send in Byron Chanlor, too.”

“Chanlor—here?’ Quinn asked.
‘““Mac, what’s this all about?”

“I'll give you the details later,” Mec-
Grath said. “One thing, Tony, I shot my
mouth off about you being the Black
Bat. Well], I know you’re not.”

“Just a moment,” Quinn said. “I'm
beginning to understand. Lang and
Moody thought I was the Black Bat, too.
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That’s why they came here tonight, to
keep me from going out and capturing
Spade and Deke.”

Quinn began to laugh. Chanlor came
in, as shy as ever. He stayed close by
McGrath for protection. Other detec-
tives swarmed into the house. Spade
and Deke were still shouting their ac-
cusations and backing them up with in-
disputable proof. They told where there
were safe deposit boxes, papers to in-
volve Lang and Moody. They told how
Lang’'s newspaper had been slipping
and how he needed fast money and lots
of it.

McGrath borrowed handcuffs from
one of his men and stepped up to Lang.
He clamped the cuffs in place. The cold
steel made Lang wince and he backed
away slightly. McGrath reached out to
grab him.

Chanlor, standing alongside, let out
an unearthly yell. He was pointing at
an ink smear on McGrath’s forearm.

“That’s it!” he screamed. “That’s the
mark I put on the Black Bat. You are
she Black Bat. You been fooling me!
You're the Black Bat. You got to be!”

UINN was still wiping the tears of

Jaughter out of his eyes when he

and Silk went to meet Carol and Butch

in the lab. “It musta worked,” Butch

said, and grinned. “I inked McGrath’s
arm up good.”

“It worked to perfection,” Quinn

chuckled. “Chanlor is still accusing
Mac.” -
“And it was McGrath who hired

Chanlor to do that, to test your sight
also?” Silk asked.

“Of course. Fhat was McGrath’s voice
recorded on the tape Carol found.”

“Then I hope they lock him up, too,”
Silk declared fervently.

“Oh no,” Quinn objected. “Mac will
saffer enough as it is. I don’t blame him
much. After all, I did yank an important
prisoner right out of his grasp.”

“Tony,” Carol said, ‘“did you know
Lang and Moody were behind this?”’

Quinn shook his head. “No. Though I
did suspect it would be someone kke
that pair. Whoever backed this gang

had to have influence and know what
was going on. Of course they weren't
actively into the mess until after Doreen
was kidnaped. Then they intended to let
her be killed. They planned to kill Spade,
too, so neither of them could talk. Spade
and Deke must have been somewhat re-
bellious, perhaps because they weren't
getting enough out of the gang. But
Lang and Moody planned their most
important miove later. They saw a
chance to walk in and take over the law
enforcement agency of this city. If
they’d succeeded, this would have been

one sweet hot bed of crime.” '

“But you did know, later, that it was
Lang and Moody ?” Carol asked.

“Yes—when Moody advertised for the
Black Bat, he could have had police on
the scene. After all, the Black Bat was
already listed as a kidnaper. But Moody
kept them away because he wanted me
to walk into a better trap. One in which
Deke and Spade would also die and feor-
ever remove them as a menace to their
operations.”

“Moody knew about the trap in that
pool room ?”’” Silk asked.

“Of course he did. ¥ was another at-
tempt to make out the Black Bat as a
cold-blooded killer and a thief besides.
They simply robbed their own safe. But
they also tipped their hand. Moody was
tied up when I left him, but I didn’t tie
him too tightly. He could have got away.
I stuffed him into a cupboard, and I did-
n’t want him to smother to death. But
he claimed he wasn’t freed until the
next morning. That was a lie and 1
knew it. He’d have been dead if he
stagped in that place all night. But he
probably got back in there next morning
for the benefit of his housekeeper. Next
I looked for some move as to what he
was really afber and it came when he
proposed Lang for commissioner and
both of them began riding everybody.”

“Well, Spade and Deke will talk that
pair into prison,” Silk commented.

“They will—and McGrath will round
up the whole outfit. Moody and Lang
were well-concealed, but they came into
the open after Doreen was snatched and
I had Spade. Then the whole thing began
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do it? Blend the waddlink to the caw-
flu?” :

“Yes, of course, certainly,” said Ar-
nold looking a bit confused. “Madam is
wonderful.”

‘“She also has a temper such as has
never been encount~red on land or sea,”
said Nelson. “And she is going to be
awfully mad if you don’t tell her that
I'm here.”

“I wouldn’t like that,” Arnold said.
“It would be just too distressing for
words.” He picked up the phone on
the desk. “Let me speak to Madam. . . .
Yes, I know. . . . But there is a Mr.
Nelson here who insists she is expecting
him. . . . Suppose you just tell her he
is here and call me back, Nellie.”

“Coward,” said Nelson as Arnold put
down the phone with a sigh of relief.
“Don’t you know that the way to face
a lioness is to look her straight in the
eye and then run away from there
fast?”’

The phone rang and Arnold jumped.
He looked at it anxiously and then
slowly reached out and picked it up.

“Yes?” Arnold said. “I see. Thank
you, Nellie.”

E put down the phone and then
sat for a moment gazing at Nel-
son in amazement. .

“I don’t think much of this necktie
either,” Nelson said. “But then I never
did believe & man’s only friend was his
cravat. But tell me all, Orvilie.”

“Mrs. Martin said she would see you
in her private office at once,” Arnold
said in complete confusion. “Right
through that door there.” He nodded to-
ward a closed door. “You must know
where the buried is bodied. I mean—
what do I mean?”’

“Don’t give it a thought, Orville,”
Nelson said as he headed for the door.
“If you do, I'm sure you will find that
you just phrased a coin.”

Nelson opened and stepped through
the door, closing it behind him. He
found himself in a small brightly
lighted hall at the end of which was a
closed glass-paneled door. He went to
this and knocked.

ON THE DOOR

“Come in,” a woman’s voice said.

He opened the door and stepped into
a small, comfortably furnished office.
A stout woman sat in a comfortable
chair gazing at him. She wore her dark
hair in a short bob and she was wearing
a tailored business dress of gray. She
was in her late forties or early fifties.

“So nice to see you, Mr. Nelson,” she
said languidly.

“Don’t give me that, Kate.” Nelson
walked over to her chair and leaned
down and kissed her on the left cheek.
“This is Pete, the kid from the old
carny days, remember?”’

“I certainly do,” Kate Martin said
with an affectionate smile as he dropped
into a chair near her. “And what a
fresh brat you were sometimes, Pete.”

“I've changed in fifteen years,” Nel-
son said. ‘“After all I was only fourteen
then. Now I'm the breezy type. Nice
setup you have here, Kate. So you are
still telling fortunes just as you used
to do as Princess Gilda back at the
Carnival.”

“Only I really believe it now, Pete,”
Kate said. “I wouldn’t charge twenty-
five dollars for a consultation if I didn’t.
I have helped some people, I think—
with others I've failed. It isn’t a case
of their believing what I tell them about
the future as much as it is their making
that future come true by having confi-
dence in themselves.”

“You didn’t phone me and ask me to
come here this afternoon because you
wanted to talk about the past or the
future, Kate,” said Nelson. “I suspect
you're more interested in the present.”

“That’s right.” Kate Martin nodded.
“I needed the services of a private
detective so I looked through the classi-
fied phone directory. I saw the name
of Peter Howard Nelson, and decided
it must be you.”

“It was,” said Nelson. “And here I
am. Now tell me why you think you need
a private detective, Kate?”’

“Because I feel that I need protection
if I expect to keep on living,” said the
stout woman. “I’'m sure that someone
plans to murder me, Pete. I don't want
to report it to the police. They would

83
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just think I was silly, for 7 haven’t any
1eal proof.”

‘What makes you think someone
right want to kill you then?’ Nelson
2:sked.

‘“The strange phone calls I have been
cetting during the past two or three
weeks,” Kate said. “At first I thought
it was just some crank and then I began
1o wonder. It was a man who called the
first time. He said, ‘I don’t like the
ione of your threats, Madam Martin,
and you won’t get a cent from me.” I
told him I hadn’t the faintest idea what
he was talking about and hung up.”

“If I didn’t know you so well, I would
think you were going in for a bit of
blackmail, Kate,” Nelson said. ‘“That
would be possible, wouldn’t it?”

“Why, yes, I guess it would,” Kate
«aid in surprise. “I never thought of it
hefore. You see, I don’t tell fortunes
with cards or a crystal ball or anything
like that any more. Perhaps some for-
tune tellers really are able to look into
*he future I'm not sure about that one
v7ay or the other. But I work different-
ly.”

“How ?” Nelson asked.

“People come to me and tell me their
rroblems,” Kate said. “Tell me as much
ag they wish about their troubles. I

-listen, and try to give them good ad-
vice with a bit of predicting as to just
what the future may hold for them.”

“Some of them talk too freely, and
tell you things that could be used against
them 7’ Nelsen demanded.

“Sometimes they do,” said Kate. “But
it is all confidential. I see them here in
my office and there is never anyone else
present.”

“Who is Oeville Arnold ?”’

“My secretary. I never did know how
to save money, and he is quite good at
handling my financial affairs. Orville
and the telephone operator, Nellie Car-
ter, are my whole staff.”

“You have been getting more of
those threatening phone ealls?” Nelson
agked.

“At least six of them,” Kate said.
“Four from men and two from women.
How about it, Pete? Will you take the

case? I'll pay you whatever fee you
ask.”

“T’ll see what I can do, Kate.” Nelson
rose to his feet. “I haven’t forgotten
how good you and the rest of the bunch
at the carny were to an orphan kid.
How you gave me jobs to do, and paid
me, too. There won’t be any fee, as far -
as you are concerned.”

“Thanks, Pete,” said Madam Martin

gratefully. “I knew you would help
me.”

ELSON smiled at her as he went

to the door of the office, opened it
and stepped out into the hall. He closed
the door behind him, and then swiftly
examined the front of the door. He
found nothing and then glanced down
at the thick carpet. '

He knelt down and found what he
was seeking, a thin wire that ran be-
neath the carpet all along the hall, and
through a tiny hole in the wall on into
Kate Martin’s private office. Unless
Nelson had been looking for the wire,
he would not have seen it for it was
well concealed.

“Believe it or not you have been wait-
ing for a street car ever since they took -
up the tracks on Forty-second Street,”
a soft voice said behind him.

As he knelt there Nelson glanced
back over his shoulder and saw a pretty
dark-haired gir] standing a short dis-
tance away looking at him.

“Either that or I'm a praying mantis
looking for a home,” said Nelson get-
ting to his feet and looking at the girl
admiringly. “And if you are Nellie Car-
ter I've got the right number.”

“I'm Nellie,” said the girl lightly. “1
knew there was some good reason be-
sides his face when I refused Joe Doax’s
proposal of marriage. It was because a
Mr. Nelson was coming into my life.
When shall we set the wedding date?”

“Not so fast,” said Nelson. “We
haven’t even fallen in love yet.”

“Don’t quibble over trifles,” said Nél-
lie. “I'm sure you are the right one for
me. A man who keeps his ear to the
wall and his nose to the grindstone.”

“To the floor, not grindstone,” said
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Nelson. “I'm an old friend of Mrs. Mar-
tin.”

“Of course,” said Nellie sweetly.
“And you were just listening at the door
to make sure she doesn’t talk in her
sleep.” The switchboard operator

. frowned. “I don’t think she will lilse it,

.

Mr. Nelson.”

“Since you are wearing your hat, I
judge you are going somewhere, Nel-
lie,” Nelson said, moving along the hall
toward her. “Suppose we stroll out into
the wide blue yonder and discuss this at
greater length.”

“I'm thrilled,” Nellie said, hurrying
along the hall toward the closed door
leading into the reception room. “The
whole idea sounds just too revolting for
words.”

She opened the door and then gave
a horrified gasp. She swayed and then
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same wire that Nelson had discovered
outside of Kate Martin's private office.

“Stay here, Nellie,” Nelson said, hur-
rying back along the hall to Kate's pri-
vate office. “I'm sure Mr. Adam won't
bother you or try to get away.”

He drew open the door of the office
and stepped inside, closing the door be-
hind him,

Kate got to her feet as she saw the
expression on his face.

“What’s wrong, Pete?”
anxiously.

“Arnold has just been murdered,”
Nelson said. “A man named Fuller
Adam stabbed Arnold in the back.
Adam claimed he couldn’t stand being
blackmailed any longer.”

‘“Where is Adam now?"” Kate asked
cold]y.

“In the reception room,”

she asked

said Nel-

—— — ——
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leaned weakly against the side of the
open door. Nelson stepped past her inte
the reception room. Then he halted and
stood staring.

Orville Arnold was sprawled face
downward across the desk, the handle
of a knife sticking out of his back, his
gray and blue sports coat stained with
blood. Across from the desk a big man
dressed in ordinary business clothes
and with a gray hat lying on the floor
beside him, sat in a chair his face buried
in his hands.

“I killed him,” he said, lifting his
head and looking at Nelson and the girk.
“My name is Fuller Adam. I had to do
it. I just couldn’t stand being black-
mailed any longer. I—I just phoned the
police and told them to come here.”

“] see,” Nelson said.

There was an ornate cabinet at one
side of the reception room not far from
the desk. Nelson walked over to this
and opened the doors of the cabinet. In-
side the cabinet was a tape recording
machine. A wire ran down from this.
and around the wall to the hall. The

By G. WAYMAN JONES
son1. ‘“Nellie is there, too. Listen, Kate
is there any place a microphone might
be hidden in this office? There is a re-
cording machine out in the reception
room and a wire from it leading in
here. Every time you talked to one of.
your clients or whatever you call them,
Arnold must have recorded the whols
conversation on the machine.”

‘““Then he has been blackmailing my
elients,” Kate said. “No wonder they
were calling up and threatening me. But
I didn’t think it would be Arnold who
would be killed.”

“lI know you didn’t,”” Nelson said.
“But let’s try and find that mike.”

They searched around the room amd
found nothing out eof the way. Then
the stout woman went to her desk and
Nelson followed her. Kate drew out
the center drawer. There was mo sign
of a microphone there, but Kate cas-
nally picked up a small automatic with
her left hand.

“There’s Nellie listening outside,”
Nelson said. ‘“‘See her shadow through.:
the glass part of the door.”
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minals and in subway stations. The bus
terminal I was thinking of had a sep-
arate room containing nothing but
lockers. I knew about that locker-room.

The train came. A porter in a white
coat climbed from a pullman car and
placed the step for me, and offered to
take my bag. But I held it tightly and
smiled at him.

When I was seated in my high backed
pullman chair with the white towel be-
hind my head, 1 really thought of my
mission. Certainly, there was a thrill
in it. Anyone—even the vice president
of a small suburban bank must feel
that thrill. Upon my actions rested the
life or death of a young woman engaged
to be married. She was Margaret Neih-
mer, the kidnaped daughter of Oliver
J. Neihmer, president of the Bank of
Fairway. She was to be released in my
custody upon the payment of twenty
thousand dollars in cash.

In the dining car at supper, I watched
the other passengers. Someone on that
train was to meet me and direct me to
these criminals, who held the young
woman prisoner. The police had not
been notified. Only the girl’s father,
Oliver Niehmer, and I—and, oh yes,
the World Wide Detective Agency of
New York City knew. The kidnapers
had warned Oliver Neihmer against the
police, and now, against a private
agency.

A private detective had gone to make
contact—and that detective was never
seen or heard from again. This did not,
necessarily, mean that he was dead—
for his disappearance was less than
twenty-four hours old. But he had gone
to rescue the girl—gone, without money.
And now the kidnapers were threaten-
ing death to Margaret, unless their
demands were met.

The kidnapers had been in touch with
Oliver Neihmer, both by note and by
phone, and been explicit in their in-
structions. They insisted that the vice
president of the bank, or the cashier,
bring the money. The vice president
being away, they had accepted the
cashier—but this detective, Harold
Haines, entered the case. A mistake
which I must rectify, at onee, to save
the girl’s life.

LIVER NEIHMER had obtained
the money and arranged for the
cashier to take it with him, and then—

“May I sit down here?”

My thoughts were broken off. I looked
up from the table and saw the woman.
Young, nicely spoken, nice-looking and
nicely dressed. Then I got a whiff of the
perfume, and I wasn’t so sure. Too
much lipstick. Too much eye shadow—
and, yes, I felt that her eyelashes were
too long. Nice family, was my verdict,
but bad companions. It is my business
to size up people quickly. A lot depends
on that in my profession.

I stood up and indicated the empty
chair opposite me at the table for two.
She leaned across the table so that her
head was close to me as she sat down.
Her voice was throaty and low. She
asked:

“You are Mr. C. P. Peterson, vice
president of the bank at Fairview?”

“Yes.” 1 tried to use the best bank-
ing technique and not be too nervous
—though a little nervousness would be
natural. “I am Charles Philip Peter--
son, first vice president of the Fairway
bank.”

“Good,” she whispered, and then
louder: “Please, sit down, Mr. Peter-
son.” And her voice low again, “It might
be best if we seem to know each other
and to have met again by accident.”

“Quite,” I said, removing my pince-
nez and cleaning them carefully before
replacing them. “And you are?”

“Of course,” she nodded brightly. “I
should have a name. Miss Andrews—
Miss Betty Andrews. For form’s sake.”
She extended her hand.

She had to prompt me then, before
1 gave her my card and my driver’s
license. She looked at them down in
her lap, then handed them back to me
as the waiter came.

“The card read,” she went on when
we were alone, “Fairway Bank in the
center, and your name under vice presi-
dent down in the left hand corner.
Aren’t you more important?”’

“It is a business card Miss Andrews,”
I explained. “You never heard of an
institution being subservient tc an in-
dividual.”

“I see.” 1 think she was making small
talk to put me at my ease. “How long
have you been with the bank? You could
really pass for thirty-two.”

“Very kind.” T looked at her now as
if she were one of the bank’s customers,
and I ceased to be nervous—at least
not so mnervous acting. “I am, as my
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license no doubt informed you, forty-
two. I have been with the bank twenty-
three years—since I was nineteen, Is
there anything else you want to know
or must know ?”

“Not really.” She smiled at me now
and accepted her soup. “It must be a
very important p sition, and command
2 handsome salary.”

“I am afraid,” I told her, “the ordi-
nary layman is grossly misinformed
about the salaries paid employees in
financial institutions. If you, or your
contemporaries, had thought of me in
a financial way, you would have been
disappointed. My salary is forty-five
hundred a year—and my expenses, in-
cluding charitable work, organizations,
and a standard of living one in my
position must assume—well—" I spread
my  hands slightly, smiled with my
mouth, but put banker’s eyes on her and
asked, “Anything else?”

“I suppose,” she watched me care-
fully from steady brown eyes, “that
the black bag between your feet should
speak for itself. I presume it contains
—I mean there is to be no dickering
—twenty thousand dollars.”

“There will be no dickering,” I told
her. “The twenty thousand will be at
the disposal of the principals when the
young woman is turned over to me. I
can't say I was in favor of the transac-
tion.”

“No,” she looked at me steadily. “I
can believe that. It is not your daughter
that you are redeeming.”

“Miss Andrews,” I told her, “I came
into the bank as a very young man,
Mr. Neihmer has been most generous
to me. He is in trouble. Our cashier,
Mr. Otis, was taken ill. I returned from
a trip to New York and he gave me
this commission. I don’t like it. But I
intend to carry it out to the letter. Is
anything—has anything gone wrong?”

“No,” she said quickly. “You and I
Mr. Peterson, are, in a way, acting for
someone else. You seek the principals in
this matter. I bring you to them. I
simply wish to warn you that it would
be disastrous to the interest of Miss
" Neihmer if you should call the police.”

“I have no intention of doing any such
thing. What an inane thought.”

“But there was an attempt to release
the girl without paying the money. Or
30 it seemed. A detective from a private
agency made contact and—" I guess the

surprised look in my face stopped her.
She said quickly, “You didn’t know
that about the detective ?”

“No.” T hoped I showed alarm. “Mr.
Neihmer told me that only he and I
knew. Now—" I looked down at the
bag at my feet and my gold-headed cane
across it— “I have been taken advantage
of and left myself open to a—"

“No need for you to be alarmed.”
She stretched a hand across the table
and gripped at my wrist. “Everything
is quite all right. After all, you are
simply the agent with the money to
purchase something for your client.”

“But I should have heen told.” I
feigned annoyance.

“Perhaps Mr. Neihmer thought you
might not go through with it, if you
knew.”

“And I wouldn’t have. I certainly
would not have. Why—” my hands
came apart—‘“my good faith might even
be doubted. This detective—I never
even heard of him.” I hope I lied well.
I'm quite sure I did. I might almost
say, I lied like a banker.

HE girl was trying to quiet my

alarm now. And indeed, I didn’t
want her to know—nor these criminals
who would steal a young girl—that I
was at all aware of any detective.

After supper we separated, for our
chairs were in different cars. I read
during the rest of the trip. I felt that
the girl might watch me. All n.y plans
were made. I had the money. If I was
sensible, I would turn it over to them for
the girl. If they were sensible, they
would turn the girl over to me for the
money. It was nothing but a question
of a trade.

I frowned slightly over my book.
Your Bank and You, it was called. A
little opus written by a banker. Very
well done too. You would think the bank
had no other purpose but to serve the
depositor. The officials and the stock-
holders were the forgotten men. One
walked into & bank and helped oneself,
it seemed: Very, very amusing.

The girl caught up to me going down
the ramp into the station. She gripped
my arm. Then she laughed.

“You have the bag chained to your
wrist. Did you think I'd snatch it?”

“Really,” I told her, “it is no laughing
matter. Do you realize my respon-
gibility ? We turn here.” And when she
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have any trouble getting the key and
getting the money.” He looked directly
at me then. I was right. There was not
one redeeming feature about that face.
He sneered. “You won’t give us any
trouble about the bag, will you Mr.
Peterson ?” :

“I hope not,” I said with fitting dig-
nity. “If the girl is alive and well, and
delivered to me, I see no cause for
trouble of any kind. My mission is to
turn over the money for the safe de-
livery of the girl. Here is my sug-
gestion, indeed the only way I will do
business. You will release the girl now
in my custody. We will go to the bus
terminal. I will either give you the key
then, or retrieve the bag and hand it to
you. You may have my word that I will
take no further steps in the matter. Is
that quite satisfactory?”

*“That,” said the older man in a hard,
metallic voice, “will be just divine. You
are a great little fixer, Mr. Peterson.
Mr. Neihmer was wise in his choice of
a vice president, and I was fortunate in
accepting his suggestion. Would you
like to see Miss Neihmer? Shall I bring
her downstairs? But come inside.”

There were lights on in the house
downstairs, but the windows were
boarded up and curtains before them 8o
efficient that no light had shown from
outside. I said:

T would as soon see Margaret where
she is,” I said. “I could report later to
her father.” '

“Now that is fine,” the big man an-
swered as he laughed. His laugh was
like a sleigh on dry pavement, “We're
not exactly the Ritz, you know, but her
accommodations are fair. Come up-
stairs. You, too, sister. You're part of
the show now.”

We all went upstairs to the thkird
floor. The hall was dimly lit and had a
musty smell, and the old boards creaked.
A few steps along the top landing, the
big man opened a door. A radio gave
soft music. Darkness within. He pressed
on the flashlight he held in his hand,
and I saw the girl. It was not too mnice
a sight. '

ARGARET NEIHMER sat in a
corner of the room. Her hair was
wild. Her face was streaked with dirt
and tears, and yet there was a defiant
gleam in her eyes that I liked. The light
shone on her and on the heavy cords

that bound her hands and feet. I heard
the other girl, known only as Honey,
utter a zasp behind me, and the big
man curse.

‘“There she is,”” he said. “She got
loose and ran all over the house. So I
had to tie her up. Want to talk to her?”

Margaret Neihmer didn’t know me
when 1 spoke to her which I did not
think a bit surprising under the circum-
stances. I cros«ed to her, and kneeling,
put an arm around her. Then the torch
went out. The older man was speaking
to the younger one about “Honey.”

“She’s soft, Ed,” he said. “Why she’s
crying,” and I heard hysterical sobs be-
hind me. Then the sound as if an open
hand had struck the girl, the thud as it
she had gone down, and the grunt from
the younger man. And Ed, the younger
man, said, ‘“Hey—what you doin’, Gar-
gon?”’

But I was holding the girl, Margaret,
and whispering rapidly to her. Then
aloud I was saying:

“Of course, you know me Margaret.
Your Uncle Charles from the bank.
There—you’ll be all right. I’ve come to
take you home.” 1 was whispering to
her again when the lights snapped on
in the room. But the light hadn’t gone
on before I heard Margaret whisper:
“There’s a dead man. Down in the
cellar.”

The overhead bulb gave plenty of
light. Too much light. It was not a
pleasant room. Margaret was looking
at me with uncertain quizzical eyes.
Then she burst out with:

‘Uncle Charles, Uncle Charles—take
me home. Take me home.” And the
tears came.

I turned now in rightful indignation.
I saw the woman known as Honey get-
ting to her feet, and the cut on her
mouth where the older man, called Gar-
gon, had struck her. She looked from
the younger Ed to the older Gargon.
First in uncertainty. Then in alarm.
Finally in parie, I thought.

“This,” said Gargon, dragging a
couple of plain wooden kitchen chairs
out from the wall, “is as good a place
as any to o ousiness. Mister, I want
that key, and the number of the box
where the black bag and the dough is.
I want it now.”

“But,” I objected, “I told you the
arrangements.”

“Those,” he said, “are your arrange-
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Honey said above the radio that was
jazzy now:

“Ed and I could stay here and watch
them,” and after a pause, ‘“‘unless Ed is
afraid of— But you wouldn’t walk off
with all the dough, would you, Gar-
gon?”’

There was an argument back and
forth for a bit, but it was Ed who
struck me with his gun. I saw it coming,
turned my head, and took it more or
less on the jaw. Not an easy thing to do.
But concussion can turn up so easily
later. I was right about Ed. He would
be as bad as the other man in a few
years. If he lived that long. Which I
doubted. I doubted it very much!

Consciousness floated back to me
quickly. The girl, Margaret, had been
screaming, but she wasn’t now. No
sound but the radio—very low. I was
lying on my back on the floor. My
hands, and arms, and feet, and even
my legs, were bound tightly. There was
a gag in my mouth. The smell of gaso-
Hne was very strong. For a moment I
almost felt panic for the first time in
my life. But not quite. I was afraid they
had trusted me too much about that
money in the bag, and might toss a
match into the room.

Certainly, there was no odor of fire,
nor the crackling of flames. I opened
one eye and felt relieved. Margaret was
still alive. She had been gagged. Then
I saw the gir]l Honey. She was trussed
up across the room from me. Gagged
too. I didn’t feel sorry for her. .

“We better hurry,” I heard Ed say.
And then, “Listen, Gargon, don’t you
think we might touch this off now?
How could he fool us on the bag?”

*“I don’t know,” Gargon said. “But he
fooled you on the key. I didn’t like that
cane trick. It was out of character. 1
thought you liked Honey. Now you
want to hurry her.”

“I don’t know.” Ed sounded nervous.
“Just want to get it over with. She was
a nice kid.”

“Well,” and for a split second three
lives hung in the balance. Then Gargon
said, “No. It’s a hundred to one he’s on
the level, but I want to have the twenty
grand in my—in our hands.” He came
over to me then, and kicked me on the
side of the face. “If you lied, I'll come
back and cut you to ribbons—for the
truth.” They went then. I heard Ed
speak at the door.

“Might as well leave it open—make
a draft—and we won’t have to come
back in. Just toss a match.”

Ed was fast catching up to his older
companion. I wonder if the girl Honey
could hear him. Love is a strange thing.
She was entitled to a little suffering,
I thought.

A door closed far below. I listened.
Maybe I heard the motor start. Maybe
I didn’t. But I did hear it race as the
car left the garage—or at least when it
left the house. For I think the ecar
waited a bit while someone closed the
garage doors. The radio made it hard
to tell.

1 was uncomfortable, of course. But
I’'m a patient man. My nose told me
there was no hurry. No smell of burn-
ing gasoline.

In five minutes I began to stir. The
light was on, I oriented myself, and
then slid my back slowly along the
floor. Gargon was a shrewd ruthless
man. I had no doubt that the dead man
in the cellar was the detective Haines
from the World Wide Detective Agency.

I had no doubt that Gargon had killed
men before—perhaps many times. But
he was not over clever. He had had his
clue. I had tipped my hand. He had even
recognized the clue and done nothing
about it. Why, he had said, ‘“was not in
character with the cane” and to my
shame, he was right.

He had even disclosed my weakness.
But he had done nothing about it. With
a cleverer man I would be dead. But
then, I was dealing with criminals, and
kidnapers, and murderers. If they were
clever men, they would be none of these
three things. So I forgave myself.

VEN though the fingers of my
hands were tied tightly behind me,
they had not yet become too numb to
manipulate. So I jerked up my feet and
wiggled along on my back. At last my
fingers touched the edge of the rug. I
wiggled along to the torn corner of it.
Felt very carefully. I had no intention
of getting excited and cutting myself.
For beneath the corner of that rug,
were three tiny knives of the sharpest
lengths of fine steel.

Yes, and each one of them had a
round handle—strong but no thicker
than a match. Rough and dull each
handle was, with a sharp point on the
end. I found the first of them without
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voice said, ‘“We interrupt this program
to bring you a local flash.” I held the
knob and waited.

The voice went on, “The police have
reached the scene of the bomb explosion
in the locker-room of the Bus Terminal.
Both of the two men were killed in-
stantly. Fortunately, the explosion took
place in the little addition to the locker-
room. A man standing in the doorway,
saw two men hurry in and go directly
to a steel depository furthest from the
door.

“The taller and heavier man opened
the locker and reached in, but the
younger man was hanging close over
his shoulder. The only witness said that
they appeared to be both grabbing for
a black bag when the explosion came.
Fortunately, though the explosion was
of great intensity, it was confined to a
small space. Although the witness was
badly shaken, he was not hurt. More
later.”

“l think,” I turned to Margaret,
“that if you and your father wish, there
need be no notoriety of any kind. In-
deed, he might carry on with the tale
that you are visiting an aunt.” And to
the girl Honey, “I’'m sure this young
fady will have nothing to say.”

That young lady, Honey, came up to
me then, and threw her arms around
me. ‘‘Mr. Peterson,” she said, ‘“you
have been so considerate. I never did
really care anything about Ed. You
thought me—pretty and—"

The push came from me. Sitting
down on the floor, suddenly, was her
own idea. When she came to her feet, I
chucked my thumb toward the door.

“Beat it, sister,” I told her. “I never
eould stand the odor of cheap perfume.”

And Honey was gone. Dashing from
the room.

ST at present, I am finishing this
report on the train back to Fair-
view, to return Margaret to her anxious
pater. Margaret is quite herself and
wishes to keep the kidnaping from the
public. She is not naive, but somehow
she missed the conversation in that
third floor room—or at least she missed
the significance of the exploding bag
and the happy demise of two unmissed
characters—namely: Ed Trader and
John Gargon. I shall not enlighten her.
I see by the early morning paper that
both these gentlemen have been identi-

fied, and both are quite dead. And of all
things, the police suspecting that they
blew themselves up with their own con-
traption, as John Gargon was known to
be quite a hand at safe blowing.

Margaret is now convinced, from my
persuasive talk, that both these men
will meet their just punishment for
some other crime besides that of snatch-
ing her. Indeed I have promised her
that.

Let me assure you that that is the
truth. When John Gargon and Ed
Trader left that old house on their last
ride, I was not thinking of the suffer-
ing of a young girl kidnaped, nor even
the indignity of the threatened death by
fire; that had been heaped upon my
bowed head.

I was thinking of the dead man that
Margaret had seen in the cellar, and
which I knew then—and verified before
leaving the house—as your faithful
operator and my esteemed contempo-
rary, Harold Haines.

So my duty to my client, Oliver J.
Neihmer, and his daughter Margaret,
ended when she was set free. But my
duty to your august firm and my own
person, ended when the pair who killed
Harold Haines paid the price.

SPECIAL OPERATOR,
Willie
Alias Charles Philip Peterson.

Suggested econclusion. That since
neither the agency, nor I, have a license
to lose in this state, and since our client
wishes it all very hush-hush—and our
duty is to our client—our work, there-
fore, remein of the greatest confi-
dence. . ..

J. B. Stanton, head of the World Wide
Detective Agency, stood over his silent
partner until the fat man had read
Willie’s report for the second time and
fully digested it. Then he spoke.

“Willie,”” he said slowly, “is the best
and by far the highest paid detective in
the business. But I am not amused by
the character impersonations in his
office reports. In fact, it nauseates me.
Willie has had me on the phone. I have
retrieved the real bag of money and
returned it to Mr. Neihmer. Mr. Neih-
mer does want silence and we do lose
the credit.”

“You mean the dubious credit.”” The
silent partner grinned and clasped his
hands across his ample girth. “I suppose
in a way Willie sent them to their
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past against practises he knew existed
in such places as Gaspard operated.
Slipping off the safety catch of the au-
tomatic in his hand, he stepped back a
liktle.

“Come in, Gaspard. You forgot to
mention you weren’t alone.”

Gaspard was sleek and gross but his
face was hard; underneath a rakish hat
brim his eyes bored black and a cigar
rolled in his mouth, a cigar he jerked
eut carelessly to speak.

“Meaning Dutch? He’s okay, he’ll be-
heve. Dutch Ordway, this is Mister Bur-
ton—Black Burton to you!” Then:
*Dutch does a lot of driving—and other
things—for me.”

Burton gestured. The room beyond
tay im soft pleasant shadows. A cellar-
atbe stood thewe prominently. Ordway
spied it, started for it, until a motion
from his employer checked him. He
sucked in his breath and retreated into
half gloom.

Gaspard, when ke got to the center of
the room, halted.

“Just got back, I hear, Burton.”

“Did you walk in here to welcome me
home ?”

Qaspard’s choekle sounded again. “I
admit I been watching steamers and
twains. But no, I didn’t come to welcome
you home. I wish maybe you’d of stayed
away. But #* was no job havimg you
tailed here once I knew you were in.”
He tossed his cigar into an urn, said
softly, flutly, “They tell me you got a
date with yeung Malloughby tonight. Is
that right?”

Burton looked at his watch. “Yes, and
in a very few minutes from now. What
about it?”

“IYor his sake—don’t keep it!"”

Burton’s eyes clouded. “Suppose you
enlarge on that idea?” he suggested.

“Sure! It’s this way: Malloughby’s
a nice kid—soeial vegister, Bar Harbor,
Southampton—all thet. Only he gam-
bles too much. k know, I got plenty of
his IOU’s. Now he’s off gambling him-
self, he says, and you know what he’s
ap to now?”

“I know. That’s why I'm to meet him.
He’s tied up in a kind of partnership
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with a man named Dirk Richardson and
they're opening this new club. I was
going along to see if Ted needed any
money personally—not for the club—
I’ve heard he was pretty well stripped.
He would be; he’s been playing your
tables, they tell me.”

In the shadows Ordway stirred
angrily but Ricei - Gaspard merely
shrugged.

“You must come down and play at
one of my houses again, sometime, Bur-
ton. I think we’ll please you. But just
now—1I don’t want Dirk Richardson and
Malloughby to open right where they
are. I have some interests in that vicin-
ity that I don’t want pried into. Savvy?
Undoubtedly the kid will be able to draw
a good crowd with his society gang.
That’'s the idea, I guess. Too good! But
I want you to advise him to clear out—
shut up shop.”

“For his health, you mean?”

Gaspard’s eyes flickered. “Just that.
For his health. That’s what T mean.”

Burton’s face was inscrutable. “I'm
not doing that, Gaspard. But T'H be
sure to tell him what you said. And I
must remember to tell my friends on the
Force, too.”

Gaspard’s face grew ugly. “You mean
that punk Palton?”

“I might have been thinking of Lieu-
tenant Dalton—of Homicide. I've heard
a good piece of your underworld has
your label for him.” Burton waited.

“All right—if it’s not your way then
it’ll have to my way. You won't like it
any better.” Gaspard jerked a shoulder
and he and his gunman marched to the
door.

Burton made sure it was shut and
then went back to complete his dress-
ing. He strapped on the shoulder har-
ness, fitted the .88 snugly into place,
lifted his arms into his jacket.

He missed Han Soy. Only that day he
and the Chinese servant who had been
his almost inseparable companion for
many years, had arrived in Manhattan.
They had been abroad for some time
and Han Soy had taken it upon himself
to see that the Village apartment which
was his employer’'s home in New York
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slewing crazily into a gutter before it
was righted, then it was gone. A red
light came and traffic commenced to
flow in a mighty flood across the ave-
nue.

Burton turned back to where he had
left his friend. He went tiredly. He had
no need to ask if Ted had been killed.
He knew that in advance.

He shoved past the ghoulish group at
the curb, paused only momentarily to
gaze at the crimson stain at the foot of
the steps; then, eyes bleak, swung up-
ward. His manner was such that even
the policeman there did not see fit to
halt him.

Inside the doorway, under the pallid
rays of the discreet lamp, stood Dirk
Richardson, Ted Malloughby’s partner.

Burton gripped his arm. He was
shaking.

“Richardson!” he snapped. “You
kxnow me—Burton! Get me to a phone
—quick!”’

Richardson, a slim man in his late
forties, inclined to pallor and baldness,
appeared more unnerved than anyone.
Even so, he was a gambler and he must
have been in scenes like this before.
While Burton frowned at him quizzi-
cally, he bobbed his head vaguely, licked
his lips, then led the way to a tiny office
on the second floor.

‘“They brought him upstairs,” he said,
then pointed to the telephone.

Burton had no eyes for the tidy little
den, Papers were strewn but comfort-
ably so. Richardson stood in the door-
way, uncertain, like a man waiting for
a word of comfort, wavering.

“It’s all right,” Burton said. “Thanks.
You’d better get a drink for yourself.
They'll want you.” He dialed.

A moment later there came Ricci Gas-
pard’s mocking voice: “Yes? What is
it?”

Burton responded. “I knew you'd
have an alibi. I don’t need to tell you the
news. You made it. I only wanted to be
sure about where you were—or
weren’t.”

“How nice? What happened?”

“Malloughby was gunned out. Strange
you should have been telling me he
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would be! Only a few minutes ago.”

“How sad! His sister will be desolate.
She is all alone now, with so few
friends—"

“Sister? Yes, he had a sister, didn’t
he? Maybe later I'll take you up and
come and play with you, Gaspard. I
wouldn’t be surprised at all if I did.
Right now I'm busy.”

He hung up quickly. That mocking
voice disturbed him. He knew Gaspard
was responsible for the night’s work,
and he thought he knew why: Gaspard
had to keep this section under his own
heel. But Gaspard had got himself an
alibi. He was toe big a racketeer to do
his own dirty work anyway. But one
of his men had a .38 slug somewhere in
him. Burton could verify that!

CHAPTER II
Girl Bait

)E emerged from Dirk
! Richardson’s office to
[ ind himself in the
I midst of a confused
it scene out of which or-
@ der was growing rapid-
I ly. A police car had a
g moment before whined
R to the curb, bluecoats
| had possession, an am-

- ® bulance stood behind.
The street was closed off just in front.
Naturally the traffic could not be halted,
not at this hour, so a mounted policeman
was prancing a mettled horse in the
street’s center and roaring explosive
commands to eastbound cars to keep
moving.

Burton paused. He had not seen Rich-
ardson in a good light, only enough to
recognize the man’s extreme nervous-
ness. A nervousness that a profession-
al gambler would have scorned to show,
even at the sight of sudden death. Of
course this would mean the end of the
enterprise and he’d be on the loose
again. Burton turned away.

A burly form was straightening up
from beside the dead body. Ned Dalton
of Homicide was pushing back damp
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hair at the edge of his forehead. He rec-
ognized Burton, moved.

They were old friends, these two. Dal-
ton, one time a uniformed cop on a beat,
had a mind never given to swift, induc-
tive reasoning. He was a cop and he
wanted to be just that: a good cop.
Some years back, when he had been a
detective sergeant, with Burton’s aid
he had made a flash arrest in a murder
case and from that time on his move-
ments had been watched. Later there
was another homicide in lower Manhat-
tan, this time a gambler. Between Bur-
ton and Dalton they had turned over to
the D.A. a murderer whose name had
shocked a town seldom shocked, and
Dalton made his lieutenancy in Homi-
cide. Now he shook hands with his
friend, smiled a little,

“Knew you got in today but didn’t
figure you’d be in a mess like this so
soon. I might have known. It’s your
kind of meat.”

Burton’s answering smile was
crooked. “That’s just it, Ned—I was too
close.” i

Dalton’s eyes narrowed. ‘‘Suppose
you give,” he said softly, ignoring those
in the rear and drawing the gambler a
little away. “They handed this case to
me.”

Burton told what he knew of the eve-
ning. He ended with: “But I telephoned
Gaspard right after the shooting. He
answered the phone himself.”

“Sure of his voice?”

*“More! I think he was simply sitting
there waiting for the call, knowing it
would come. He was gloating. Gaspard
didn’t do it himself. His personal alibi is
foolproof. But he’s got men.” Burton
frowned. ‘“Where was Ted hit?”’ he de-
manded.

“Bullet entered under the left rib, hit
the heart. Only one. But what'’s on your
mind?”’

“Maybe nothmg But Ted was out
there waiting for me, I think. I had an
idea that, just as I came up, he was
turning a little, that maybe someone
had called him from inside. If he’d gone
back in right then—" Burton frowned.

“You saw that sedan, I take it. Mag- -
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be two, but I mean the murder sedan.
Recognize anybody in it?”

“Not to swear a life away, no. But I
left a mark on its driver. I think I could
tell exactly where I placed that shot. If
it’s my cartridge, with my .38 markings,
it can prove lots.”

‘“Usually,” Dalton said, “you can tell
where you place your shots. Now what?
If Malloughby was a friend of yours I
suppose this’ll mean another wild night
for Headquarters.”

Outside the night was still warm.
Burton walked down the dark street
slowly. His right hand felt inside hie
coat pocket, ejected the clip of car-
tridges from his automatic, pushed it
back in place with new cartridges in it
He was sure that Ned Dalton’s predic-
tion about a wild night was a true one.
A warm fog bad settled. The street had
taken on a sheen of glistening, mirroe-
like damp. The fog was not thick but it
was sufficient to make taxi lights and
street lamps glow with a dull diffused
sort of radiance.

Noting shadows, he walked warily.
He knew the game he had entered that
night was a desperate one and that i
had just begun. It would be over when
Homicide had Ted Malloughby’s killer
under lock and key. Until that time, he,
Burton, was a menace.

Light heels came click-clicking along
the shining pavement in the rear. A
slight figure was approaching. A girl.
He continued on his way slowly, in his
mind’s eye the picture of a slim, grace-
ful figure hurrying too fast down that
now almost-deserted street. Hurrying
for a Fifth Avenue bus perhaps, or the
taxi rank near the corner of the farther
side.

He drew in slightly toward the build-
ings to let her pass. He was in no par-
ticular hurry; now he was rid of the
scene behind him he needed to think.
Then a strange, breathless voice was in
his ear, at his left shoulder, something
hard was jammed sharp into his ribs. A
girl’s voice wasg choking out:

“You—Black Burton! Before I kill
you—and I'm going to—tell me why you
and your friends killed Ted!”
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Burton halted. Reflected light shone
.gently on the small upturned face, It
was a pretty face, piquant in other
scenes, with red lips made more for
laughter than tears and eyes made for
dancing lights instead of the horror
lurking in them now.

“Ted!” Yes, Malloughby had had a
sister, that was true. Her name, he re-
membered, was Lucia. He recalled her
as a feature in photos of late night clubs,
bazaars, horse shows and the like. She
had even endorsed a cigarette. A debu-
tante of only two years grace. She had
been, until the crash in the family for-
tunes had left two parentless children
almost penniless, the acknowledged
leader of her own daring set. That she
had courage no one doubted. Now it was
frantic courage, hysteria-inspired. And
Burton had never approved of guns in
the hands of women.

K E said gently, “You must be Lucia
'R Malloughby. But why the gun—
for me?”’

“You killed him! No, not perhaps
with your gun, your own gun, but you
made the date that put him where he
could be killed. Back there they told me.
He was to meet you, waited on the steps.
A phone call had just come to say you’d
pass by and pick him up in your taxicab,
and he went out—"

“Who told you about the phone call?”

*Does it matter? The switchboard
girl told me, after I'd been told by Dirk
Richardson!”

He was silent. He seemed to have
forgotten that gun at his ribs. She was
trembling. At last he said:

“Lucia Malloughby, have you ever
Kkilled ?”” His voice was soft, disarming.

He could hear the catch in her breath.
He went on quickly: “It wasn’t Black
Burton who shot down your .brother,
Miss Malloughby. But I see where you
could have believed it was. Listen to me!
If you're imtent on taking revenge for
his murder—and that, incidentally, is
what I was starting out to do—you can
do it later, if it'’s me. I heard those ghots.
I was trying to get there in time td pre-
vent what happened. Ted was not killed
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by any bullets from my gun and an in-
quest will show that.”

“How do I know—now—?’ She was
half convinced, more perhaps, by his
calm and the steady coolness in his
voice, than by his words. She wavered
and he had his chance.

Her small pistol muzzle moved a lit-
tle and when it did his left hand
clamped down hard on her small wrist.
The wrist twisted outward. She gave a
smothered cry. As the weapon loosened
he put out his free hand to catch it, said
quietly:

“You might as well drop it. Not much
sense pulling the trigger now, is there?”’

He heard her indrawn breath, a new
sob of chagrin. The gun came free and
lay in his palm. It was a small black au-
tomatic, but a deadly weapon at reason-
ably close range.

She was quivering now, he saw. And
then, before anything else could be said,
something—some instinct—caused him
to glance back down the street. The fog
still clung but in that brief instant he
saw the lone black sedan bearing down
—one of the two sedans he had seen ear-
lier, he was intuitively sure.

Again the street was almost empty.
Again that black cruiser was rolling its
juggernaut way. Burton snapped:

“Quick!—Down!”

And he threw her with him into the
black slit of the convenient areaway. He
could hear her quick gasp. In the same
moment the sedan was at the curb and
lead from two automatics was begin-
ning to lace across the glistening pave-
ment. A storm of it.

Once again whistles shrilled alarm.
Burton’s gun was free. He crouched
and sent two shots into the rear of the
big car, aiming mostly for the tires.

He saw a head outlined, the black
muzzle of a gun. As the car began pick-
ing up speed he turned from a vain at-
tempt at the tires to another target.
Flame belched back at the roar of his
own automatic. Lead slapped against
the side of the building.

But inside the sedan, as it broke free,
a dark figure lay slumped half across
an open door. Blood dripped from a hole
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in its jaw. Burton’s eyes held amber
light in their depths.

The car veered once more, then gath-
ered sudden panicky speed. It vanished.
All the whistles and commands from
the Law for it to halt could not prevent
its rounding that Fifth Avenue corner
and speeding off downtown. Its move-
ments had been timed well.

Against his side Burton could feel the
girl’s body still quivering. He steadied
her as she got to her feet.

‘“What—what was it?”

“Some people who don’t like me.” She
had not comprehended it all and he was
just as pleased. “I don’t think they were
after you, except you were there. The
people who know I’'m not going to rest
till I’'ve got Ted’s killers by the heels.
It’s over.” He steadied her, spoke swift-
ly to head off the nervous reaction that
was coming. ‘“I’ve told you I'm going to
get that crowd. And I think it will be
tonight. If you want to help get your
brother’s killers—you can. Now you un-
derstand a little.”

She blinked back tears and threw
back her head.

‘“How can I help?”

He touched her arm. “There’s a res-
taurant a little away from the corner
on the other side. We might drop in
there and have some strong coffee. Or
even brandy. Then TI'll tell you.” As
though she had never had fear of him,
she now accepted his hand on her arm
and moved closer. “You’ll be able to
help, if you want to.”

HE was prettier than he had real-
ized, even with the traces of grief
and shock still on her. They entered the
small restaurant and he steered her to a
table in the rear. She absented herself
for a moment and while she was gone he
ordered two pots of coffee, strong, and
two champagnes.

When she returned he noted admir-
ingly that she had done wonders in re-
pairing the ravages that the last hour
had made. There was a new glitter in
her eyes when she came back and sat
down. Her lips were red, her cheeks,
under the healthy tan, were flushed but
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smoothly olive and beautiful. Giving her
a cigarette, motioning to the coffee and
brandy, he leaned over to say:

“Do you want to try to believe me
now, Lucia ? If you do, how did you man-
age to arrive there at the club so soon
after the first shooting? That’s impor-
tant! We can forget that last little
party; that was for me. I don’t think
you were recognized, so we cam start
clear from there.”

“I think I want to believe you—Black
Burton,” she said hesitantly. “And 1
don’t think I was recognized. The fact
is I hadn’t intended to go anywhere to-
night. Gambling places, I know, don’t
hit their stride until after midnight.
But I received a telephone call.”

When she stopped, looked away, he
pressed: “Still reluctant? I’ll help. Do
you know a man named Gaspard? A
gambler with places downtown and
pushing in uptown here?”

She stared with dilated eyes. “How
did you guess?”’ she demanded.

“It wasn’t too much of a guess,” he
said. “But I gather you know him!
Know any of the places he operates?”

“A little. I’ve been with—Ted.” The
tears threatened to come welling up
again. ‘“What—what about—this Gas-
pard? And why do you ask if I know of
him?”

“You tell me. What did he say when
he telephoned? It was he who phoned,
wasn’t it?’

‘““He said he wanted to warn me that
my brother was on the spot tonight.
That I might help to save him if I per-
suaded him in time to postpone his
opening—for good. That I must get Ted
to avoid the gambler known as ‘Black
Burton.” That this Burton was, as he
said, ‘trying to take over.””

Burton’s eyes half closed. “Mr. Gas-
pard,” he said, through cigarette smoke
wreathing his dark features, “has some-
thing of the Machiavelli in him. He
wants, briefly, to keep that district his
own. That’s first; no publicity there.
Quiet! It'll be quiet, after tonight, he
thinks. And he wants it that way be-
cause Ricei Gaspard is a big dealer in
skolen goods and he slips it out of that
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Now that Ted was removed, Dirk
Richardson remained a symbol. Not a
strong character but there. Burton could
fit most of the pieces of the puzzle to-
gether but even to him the case was not
elosed. Somewhere in the jigsaw there
Jurked an unknown element and he
needed to find out what it was.

How had Ted happened to be there
in response to a fake telephone call
just then? Could Gaspard, sitting down-
town like a spider in a web, have timed
it thus carefully? What voice had
brought Ted out to what was undeni-
ably a ‘“spot”?

Across from a low-lit sign that spelled
out Julio’s near the corner of the Square,
Burton dismissed the cab and went into
a telephone booth. He dialed, viewing
the square as he called, and when a
voice answered he spoke cautiously.

“Mr. Gaspard. No name!”

A brief hesitation; the instrument
was laid down, and then at last came
Gaspard’s voice, low: “Well?”

‘“Hello, Ricci. Burton. Miss Mallough-
by there yet?”

A puzzled pause, then, “Not here—
yet. But she will be. You knew she was
to come?”

Burton’s reply was ready: ‘She’s
heard by now that your name has been
mentioned in this thing. I’ve been up-
town and know she was there—after-
ward. I had an idea she’d get in touch
with you. It isn’t surprising.”

“Guess not. Coming in tonight?”

“Yes. I wanted to see Miss Mallough-
by, though. She’ll be in your place?”

“No.” A low chuckle came. “No. But
they just brought me a chit. She’s ar-
rived.”

“Julio’s, then 1 gather.”

“Julio’s it is. Come in some time and
we’ll talk. Tough, that kill tonight, eh,
Burton?”’

“Yes. And you had an alibi, too, I
know. But more than one man has gone
to a hot seat for instigating a kill. You
don’t have to be on the spot or even
holding a gun if you’re an accessory.
Or did you know that?”’

“I know a lot of things,” Gaspard

chuckled. “You're coming in? With youx
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tin cops in all their glory?”

‘“‘Have I needed cops to help me out
before? No, if it was a cop case you
wouldn’t be so afraid of me, Ricci,
afraid enough to try to have me killed!
I’ll see you later, as I said.”

The booth had been warm and Burton
stepped immediately into the open air
—just in time to see a slipping, jerking
figure in the act of stepping off the curb
as the lights turned.

“Better wait for the green light,
Dutch !’ he said.

Dutch Ordway whirled, stepped back
to the curb. His shoulder, under his coat,
was lumpy with hasty and unfinished
bandaging. Under shaggy yellow eye-
brows, pale washed-out eyes glittered
with fear and defiance. There was the
impression that the lights of Julio’s
aided the defiance.

Burton came close, while the smaller
man with the apelike torso stood flat-
footed considering him warily.

“Haven’t you had time to get that
shoulder patched up yet, Dutch?”

A curse. “It’s neuritis! And what’s
it to you, Burton?”’

“Maybe I'm anxious about your
health. If I'm not mistaken there’s a
chunk of my lead in there yet. I con-
serve my lead. No, you’ve hardly had
time to see a doc, have you?”’ Burton
went on: “And you won’t have much
more time, not tonight.”

VIL glinted in the small eyes. “You
drilled Tony Saccatto higher up,
didn’t you, Burton?”

“Was that Tony Saccatto? And you
driving 7’ Burton’s voice had been low.
But it had a chill in it.

“What’s all that got to do with—
with—7?”

“With Ted Malloughby’s kill, you
were going to say? We both know, don’t
we ?? Burton spoke carefully. He knew
this man feared him, for all his bravado.
“Would you like to throw in with the
Law and take the easy way out, Dutch?”

“Meaning what?”’

‘“Meaning I’'m giving you a chance to
save a worthless hide. I've got this kill
sewed up right now but there are spots
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still not fitting together. I know you
drove both cars. I don’t care what you
did with Tony Saccatto’s body; I know
he’s dead. But if you talked a little—"
Burton’'s voice trailed off.

Dutch Ordway’s eyes became more
piglike than before. He looked away,
seemed to gather reassurance from the
bright lights of the Square, the sign
over Julio’s. He said:

“Let me make a call first, will you?
Then I'll tell you what I think of your
ideas.”

URTON nodded. Dutch was probably

- going to telephone to Gaspard. But

Gaspard already knew he was on the
way.

He watched while Dutch went into a
booth. His eyes never left the broken-
nosed profile there. Ordway finished the
call and came across to him at last.

Burton eyed him. “Did the boss re-
assure you?”’

“Did he what?”

“Did he tell you it was all right?*

“Nuts! I didn't call the boss! I—"

Burton knew the man could have bit-
ten his tongue out for that break. And
with it another piece of the puzzle tum-
bled into place. He knew Ordway had
told the truth. After all, why should he
have called to warn that Burton was
outside when Burton had suggested for
himself that he had a rendezvous?

“Good! Run along, Dutch. See you
later!”

Ordway hesitated. Shuffled.

Burton said, “If you don’'t make any
more bad breaks you'll be alive to teH
your story to the State tomorrow. Per-
sonally, I don’t think you did any kills.
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I've got the impression you’re mean but
not much with a gun, Dutch.”

The light changed and Dutch Ord-
way, with a whispered curse, stumbled
across the wide street. His back van-
ished into Julio's.

More than once in that last half hour
Ricci Gaspard had been called away
from the intimate table in the small
booth at the rear of Julio’s, on the sec-
ond floor. It was a quiet, well-ordered
place, favoring low lighting and deep
wood paneling. Across the black maw
of the court, from time to time, muted
sounds could be heard from the gam-
bling rooms, where the long bar pre-
vailed downstairs and where play went
on heavily.

There was a bottle of chilled cham-
pagne on the table in a bucket, two
glasses. Before Lucia sat a glass that
had merely been touched. By her hand
lay her small bag, its contents partly
spilled out, as though she had had re-
course from time to time to powder or
lipstick. There were shadows under her
brave young eyes.

Now Gaspard slid back into his place
with a worried frown. His eyes were
muddied. Lighting a cigarette, he tossed
off a glass of wine, drummed on the
table with short fingers.

“I have tried to convince you,” he
said. “But I keep getting the idea that
Burton must have contacted you in
some way. If he did, I don’t know what
he told you, what he wants you to be-
lieve; but this you’ve got to believe be-
cause you know it for yourself: I tried
to keep Ted from opening tonight.
You’ve got to admit that.”

She nodded with frozen composure.
“I know it. But now I can see it was a
threat.”

“You mean—7?"

“I mean that his and Richardson’s
place was in your way there, in that
street. You're doing more than run-
ning salons privees, Mr. Gaspard.” She
swallowed the lump in her throat, ig-
nored the swift narrowing of his eyes,
continued. “I don’t think Ted knew what
l‘:as back of it all.” Her voice broke at

st.
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CHAPTER 1V
‘A Little Gunplay

ASPARD bit his lip.
Suddenly a commotion
came, not a great one,
but a disturbance for
this place. Ordway

’, plunged in and threw
% himself without apol-

ogy down into the

inglenook seat Dbeside

% the girl. Beads of per-

e spiration were on his
forehead and his small eyes held fire.

“Boss! Boss, I just seen Burton!”

“Where?”’ Instantly Gaspard was
alert.

The girl tightened. She believed that
whatever Burton had in mind his move-
ments must be kept in secrecy until he
decided to show himself.

“Outside! Across the Square!” Re-
gardless of whose glass it was Dutch
picked up a drink and tossed it off in
one gulp. “He knows I carry one of his
slugs in my shoulder and you should
of ought to let me get to some doc right
off. That slug’s from his gun and he—"

Deliberately Gaspard leaned across
the table, evil-eyed. He dropped a salt
cellar into a napkin and smashed it
across the big hood’s face.

Lucia shrank back as far as she could
into her corner, drawing the small bag
with her. She had known a trace of
doubt before. But now she knew the
rest. This man Dutch was panicky even
at the nearness of Black Burton and he
had told her what he knew. Not all, but
enough for her. Gaspard’s face was a
mottled livid mask. Her eyes held hor-
ror.

Ordway, as though he were some yel-
low cur chastised by a savage master,
sank back. His eyes rolled. He was wet-
ting his lips. Face ugly, Gaspard turned
to the girl.

“So you heard that,” he said jerkily.
“Well, it’s what you might have guessed
at that. I didn’t kill your brother. Dutch
didn’t. He’s too yellow; I had him trail
the kill.”

Then a low smooth voice dropped into
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cubicle. Black Burton

‘'seemed to be lounging almost carelessly

against the broad side of the booth. His
dark eyes mocked.

“No,” he said. “No, you didn’t kill
him, Ricci. Even I ean be your alibi for
that. You only planned it, in detail.
Dutch drove the car. He had somebody
with him. Whether that somebody
aimed straight or simply fired for some
other reason I can’t tell you yet. There'll
be an autopsy. But I know who kitled
Ted Malloughby now—not the same
man who shot at me—"

He was interrupted. White-faeed,
hatless, Dirk Richardson came plung-
ing into the scene. Still further the girl
shrank back into the shadows until the
wall held her erect and she still pulled
her toy vanity bag with her. .

Richardson cried out: “Gawd, Ricci,
he knows! Burton! Get him now before
it’s too late—"

He jerked a gun. No one had heeded
the girl. But the toy pistol slipped from
her bag and into her palm. Her eyes
were alight, feverish. No fear in them
now. She heard Burton saying:

“l made sure Ordway called you,
Richardson. But 1 was afraid at first
he’d just reported here. When 1 knew
that wasn’t the case—he was stupid
enough to tell me—the last piece of the
puzzle was in plaee. You were the man
who put Ted on the spot, Richardson,
weren’t you? And it was you—person-
ally, this time—who killed him. From
inside. Because you were taking orders
from Ricci and because you were afraid.
Just the same as you’re yellew with
fear right now!”

Then gun thunder blasted loose to
snap the awful tension. Ordway was
fumbling clumsily to free his gun; luck-
ily for Burton he was already partially
disabled. Burton’s attention was mostly
for Ricci Gaspard.

Richardson swung, fired once, hysteri-
cally. Burton felt a lead slug burn past
his jaw. Then he swiveled a little to
meet Ricci Gaspard, part way to his
feet but dangerous. He jerked back then.
Whirled to cover Malloughby’s erstwhile
partner—fired. Richardson went down
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with a blast that sent him staggering.

Ordway had his gun up as Burton
turned. Two guns were leveled at the
intruder now. He could see Gaspard’s
evil, gloating eyes for only an instant.
Gaspard was the most dangerous, what-
ever the outcome; and he had to chance
the girl in some way spoiling his aim
for the first shot. That was all Burton
needed, space for one shot.

He got it. As Gaspard came up, gun
flaming, Burton drove a .38 slug
through his middle.

He felt it might be his last shot, but
almost in the same instant another re-
port came, a lesser report and some-
what smothered, from the corner of
the booth.

White-faced, on her feet now, Lucia
Malloughby was clutching her small gun
and Dutch Ordway was slumping across
the table, his weapon in his fist but use-
less, his shoulder completely shattered
and his good arm hanging limp.

Outside a police whistle blew.

Much later, in a quiet room at police
headquarters, Burton sat on a lumvy
couch and held close to him the trem-
bling girl. All about them was the hum
of the great building that never knew
sleep, but a hum ever muted. Dalton
slammed open a door and came in. He
held two glasses and he was scowling.
His heavy jaw was set grimly.

Ignoring Burton he held out a glass
toward Lucia Malloughby.

“Drink this off,”’ he said in a voice
that belied his scowl. “I had it fixed spe-
cial for you.”

She accepted the glass obedientiyv.
She seemed quieter now. Dalton hand-
ed the second glass, from which the
aroma of good Scotch came, to the gam-
bler. “It’s luck,” he said, “that Ordway
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isn’t gomg to die right away. Else you
might be in a sweet mess. Dutch seems
to want to talk.”

“Fine! But even so ballistics might
prove, I imagine, that I was right in my
guess that Richardson shot Mallough-
by. Does Dutch agree to that?”’ Dalton
nodded; Burton went on: “Ricci was
taking no chances with his tools. He had
Richardson scared first, then he held out
a better offer to him. He had to cover
that loot he’d cached in the district he
claimed as his and he wanted no in-
truders to call attention to his places.”

“We’ve found some of the loot,” Dal-
ton agreed. “In that big house of his
down the block. More was in back of
Julio’s. He had to move his stuff by de-
grees. Gambling houses always attract
rich people and jewels, he figured that;
gambling was only a come-on for him.
Right?”

“Right! But Richardson was the tool
he needed for his plans when Mallough-
by threatened to open and so first he
scared Richardson and then promised to
provide a smoke-screen for him, to make
it look as though the kill was from out-
side. That went off well enough—only
then he had to get me.”

Dalton nodded. “That’s the way it's
doped,” he said. “If he’d only stopped
with his ambitions in the first place! But
there have been so many other guys
with that same idea, Burton—get to you.
Richardson was undoubtedly going to
throw in with Gaspard after the smoke
cleared away. Then you stepped in.” He
looked at the girl, her bowed, lovely
head. “Well,” he said gently, “Ted Mal-
loughby didn’t have to wait long for the
payoff for his kill, If he’s the gambler I
think he was he’ll be getting a laugh
right now!”
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the shady side of the straight and nar-
row path, and aided them in slight ways
whenever he could, that is if they were
his tenants and paid their rent strictly
in advance—which they did if they
wished to remain beneath Mr. Moore’s
leaky roof.

Not being what could be called a mod-
eru hostelry in any sense of the word,
the establishment did not have room
telephones. It did, however, have a
buzzer in each room, and if there was a
telephone call for a tenant, Mr. Moore
punched a button and the buzzer in the
tenant’s room sounded, and said tenant
hurried to the office and answered the
phone call.

One long buzz meant a phone call,
two short buzzes meant a personal
caller.

And Nosey Moore unbent from his
striet legal life to the extent of doing
one thing at which the police might
have frowned. If officers of the law ap-
peared suddenly and unexpectedly,
Nosey threw a little switch under his
batstered desk and pressed a button—
and three short buzzes sounded in every
room in the place. Three short buzzes
meant “Cops.”

A tenant of long standing in Nosey's
place was Thubway Tham, the little
pickpocket who got his name from the
fact that he usually worked in the sub-
way during rush hours. Toward Tham,
Nosey exhibited a greater degree of
friendship than he did toward his other
guests. Outside his strictly professional
acts, Tham was an honest man, and
strangely enough Nosey admired hon-
esty. And there was something about
the little dip that evoked Nosey’s pa-
ternal feelings.

N this morning about ten of the
clock, Thubway Tham was in the
dingy little room he called home. He
had taken a sponge bath and had
dressed, and was perusing the sports
page of the morning paper, which he
paid Nosey to have delivered at his
door.
Tham had lifted a leather the day be-
fore, the act netting him thirty-twe
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dollars, all profit, so had no immediate
need for funds. He was even in the po-
sition of a man able to wager a couple
of books on a bangtail, and at the mo-
ment was trying to select the horse
which would be honored by a transac-
tion made with a “bookie” at the cigar
store on the corner.

Three short buzzes sounded on the
buzzer.

Tham jumped like a man who had re-
ceived an electric shock. The alarm
indicated a menace. Not that Tham, at
the moment, was expecting trouble
from the police. He was in the clear.
There was no incriminating evidence on
his person or in his room. But that
buzzer alarm meant that police were in
the place, undoubtedly after someone.

Tham tiptoed to the door and listened.
Voices came up the stairs from the floor
below. He could hear Nosey Moore pro-
testing with vehemence:

“Whazat? Whazat? You goin’ to raid
the place? Whaz wrong?”’

“Oh, we're checking around some,”
another voice replied. “We're not ac-
cusing you of anything, Nosey. But
your tenants are a bit on the shady side,
and we’re looking around, that’s all.”

“You’ll scare the pants offen them
all,” Nosey declared. “They’ll be movin’
out on me. I don’t know anything 'bout
their business, bein’ busy runnin’ my
own.”

“You’re in the clear yourself, Nosey,
far as we know,” the other voice re-
sponded. “But maybe some of your
guests aren’t. We've got the front and
back doors guarded, and the fire-escape
is being watched. So we’ll just wander
from room to room, if you don’t mind,
and pay visits.”

“You're a new one on me,” Tham
heard Nosey say. “What’d you say your
name is?”’

“Ed Cagley, working out of Head-
quarters. I'm handling this squad.”

“You ask down at Headquarters,
they’ll say I'm all right,” Nosey pro-
tested.

“If you're wise, you'll stay all right,”
Detective Ed Cagley replied.

Tham decided he did not like the of-
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ficer’s voice. There was a quality in it
that denoted a capacity for shrewdness,
and a hint that Cagley was an officer
who always got his man either by fair
means or foul. :

Not like Detective Craddock, for in-
stance. Craddock, Tham’s old friend-
enemy, fought fair. If he ever got Tham
with the goods, he would send him up
the river for a stretch, but if he got
him he would do it fairly under the
strict rules of the game.

Standing at the door of the room,
Tham could hear the police pounding on
doors, the nervous replies of men be-
ing questioned. Once he heard Detective
Ed Cagley bellow, “Take this man in
for questioning.”

Tham began growing nervous him-
self, though he could think of no reason
why he should. He hadn’t been unusual-
ly active lately, and his small haul the
day before had not been anything to
arouse the police to special activity.
Nevertheless, he grew nervous.

This new detective might not know
him, and might on the spur of the mo-
ment send him in for questioning. There
was always the chance that the cops
were blistering the town, or certain por-
tions thereof, to gain favorable mention
in the Press. And Tham knew well that
s tired magistrate could and probably
would send him to do thirty days on the
Island for vagrancy if Tham could not
explain readily his means of honest
sustenance.

Tham had no ambition to do thirty
days anywhere. Though known to the
police, and especially to Detective Crad-
dock, as a dip, he never had been con-
victed of wrongdoing. His luck had held
through the years; but Tham was su-
perstitious to the extent of believing
that luck changed at intervals, and that
a change might be due now.

HE tumult on the floor below

reached an end, and Tham heard

the heavy tread of shoes on the rickety

stairs. The cops were coming up to his
floor.

Tham took a gulp of water from a

glass on the table beside his bed, quickly
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lit a fresh cigarette, and held the news-
paper in his left hand. When he opened
the door, he wanted his appeararnce to
be that of an innocent man resting
while he read the news.

The pounding on his door came, fi-
nally, and Tham took a deep breath
and crossed the room to turn the key
and pull the door open. A questioning
expression was in his face as he looked
at the two men before him.

One was a burly individual who
looked like a flatfoot in plain clothes,
which he was, having recently been pro-
moted to the plain-clothes squad. The
other man was tall, thin, wiry, with his
hat cocked on one side of his head. He
looked crafty, Tham decided.

“Police,” this man remarked, flashing
a badge.

“Yeth, thir,” Tham responded. “Can
I be of thervith to you, thir?”

The tall thin man brushed Tham aside
and stared into the room, and the burly
man blocked the doorway as a truck
blocks the mouth of an alley.

‘“Name, job and so forth!” the thin
man demanded.

“Folkth call me Thubway Tham.”

‘“Um! Name sounds familiar. You
live here all the time?”

“I have had a room here for more
than three yearth,” Tham explained.

‘““What’s your business? What do you
work at? How do you pay your rent and
so forth?”

Tham squinted his eyes a bit and said,
softly, ‘“Athk Craddock.”

“Craddock?’ The thin man’s eyes
opened wide.

“Craddock,” Tham repeated. “You
know him?”

“I do, since our days in the Police
Academy. Ask Craddock, you say. Um!”

“And who are you, if I may athk?”
Tham wanted to know.

“Cagley. Headquarters. Special d¢tail
work. Why should I ask Craddock about
you?”’

“Perhapth he would be annoyed if—
if I wath annoyed by any copth.”

“So? One of Craddock’s stoolies, are
you?”

Tham resented that and felt rage
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“I'm going to send him in for rou-
tine questioning,” Cagley declared.

“Lay off, Ed,” Craddock warned.
“You might muss up something impor-
tant, Leave Tham to me, and go on
checking rat holes. If you don’t believe
that’s the thing to do, phone the Captain
and find out.”

Cagley looked slightly bewildered. If
Craddock was on an important case
and needed to pump Thubway Tham for
information, it was proper for Cagley
to bow out, and quickly.

“What is this Spencer case?’ Cagley
asked.

“Very hush-hush. Big gent involved.”

“Okay, have your way,” Cagley de-
cided. “I didn’t know this lisping runt
was a stoolie of yours.”

Cagley went out and down the hall,
followed by the burly man, and Tham
heard him pound on another door. Crad-
dock looked at Tham and grinned.

“Sorry if my friend annoyed you,
Tham,” Craddock said.

“He ith no friend of yourth, Crad-
dock. He thaid he hated your inthideth.
Thaid he alwayth had.”

“That feeling is mutual between us,
Tham. I just happened to drop in, and
found what was going on. Didn’t want
you bothered by Cagley. I don’t want
you vagged, Tham. Because I want to
catch you with the goods and send you
to the Big House, where you belong.”

OR a moment or two the little pick-

pocket frowned thoughtfully. Then
he looked at Craddock. “What ith thith
Thpenther cath?” Tham asked. “I don’t
know anybody named Thpenther.”

“Neither do I, Tham. Thought of that
name on the spur of the moment, as we
educated men put it so handily. I just
wanted to get Cagley off your neck, so
made him think I'm on an important
case and wanted info out of you.”

“Well, thankth, Craddock!”

“Keep your thanks, Tham, No friend-
ship in it. Merely wanted to clear Cag-
ley out of the way. You're my meat,
Tham. No other copper is going to take
you in. I’ll do that—and it won’t be for
vagrancy when I do.”
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“How you talk!” Tham said. “Like
I'm a criminal or thomthin’ like that.”

“Let us have no comedy before lunch-
eon, Tham. It is bad for the digestion.
You going for a ride on the subway
today ?”

“Pothibly tho. It ith too early in the
day to dethide an important quethtion
like that.”

“If you do, Tham, I may tag right
along behind you and watch your nim-
ble fingers.” :

Tham grinned. “Oh, but you can’t
do that, Craddock. You are tho buthy
on the Thpenther cath, remember?
What ith all thith thcrap between you
and thith Cagley ?”

“We never got on, Tham. He's a
smarty in cop business. I wouldn’t trust
him as much as ten feet, and some of
our superiors don't, either. Take a man
like him and let him think he's too
smart, and first thing you know we’ve
got a crooked cop. I got a couple of pats
on the back from the Captain recently,
and it burned Cagley up. He'll get some-
thing on me if he can—or maybe try to
frame something.”

“Like that, ith it? How you copth do
carry on,” Tham remarked.

Tham got his coat and hat from the
closet and put them on. “I have not had
my breakfast yet,” he explained to
Craddock. “If you will honor me, Crad-
dock, I'll thet ’em up to the ectent of a
cup of java at the greathy thpoon plath
down at the corner.”

“No coffee, Tham—thanks just the
same. But I'll walk that far with you
and get you out of Ed Cagley's
clutches.”

They stepped into the hall, and Tham
closed and locked the door. Cagley came
down the hall, to stop beside them.

“Maybe I'd better take this man in
for questioning, Craddock,” he said.
“He may know a lot about some of the
gents who room here. And there’s no
doubt about him being a vag.”

“I told you to keep your hands off
Tham,” Craddock replied, with some
heat. “I don’t meddle in your cases. As
it happens, I'm taking Tham up the
street right now.”
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Some of Cagley’s squad men were
still working at the end of the hall, and
one pounded on the last door. An instant
later, there was a commotion. A wild-
looking man jerked the door open and
dashed into the hall.

“One side, coppers!” he yelled.

He crashed against the man who had
knocked on the door and hurled him
aside. He charged along the narrow hall
toward the stairs, straight at Tham,
Craddock and Cagley. And he held a
gun before him.

“One way!” he yelled. “I'll blast
blazes outa any cop as gets in my way.”

Tham knew the man for a new tenant
who had checked in only two days be-
fore with Nosey Moore. Probably he
was a wanted man who thought this
raid was in an effort to capture him. He
was making a desperate attempt to get
away, and had only the one possible
avenue of escape.

The event had occurred unexpect-
edly and in a few seconds of time. Down
the hall, a cop jerked out his service
gun and yelled for the fugitive to halt.
Cagley swerved aside and bumped into
Craddock and Tham.

Tham still held the key in his hand,
and he inserted it in the lock and turned
it quickly, to throw the door open so it
would be possible to dodge back into the
room away from probable gunfire.

AGLEY was trying to get kis gun
out of its holster, and Craddock
was trying to recover his balance. The
wild man with the gun came charging
on down the hall. The squad man behind
him gave chase, afraid at that instent
to fire lest he hit Cagley or Craddock.
The fugitive was upon the three at
the door before anyone could get into
action. He slashed with the barrel of his
gun, and Cagley dodged the blow at his
head and reeled back against Tham, to
be caught in Tham’s arms. Craddock
struck at the wild man and missed, and
half sprawled on the floor. The squad
man fired a wild shot that almost
scorched Tham’s ear as the fugitive got
to the head of the stairs in his wild
flight.
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“Got him! Nicked him!” the squad
man yelled, and charged on.

On the lower floor, there was more
commotion as the wild man charged
down, to spraw!l on the floor in front of
Nosey Moore’s desk as weakness from
a wound robbed him of strength. Cag-
ley had regained his balance, and now
ran to the head of the stairs and disap-
peared.

“Lock your door again and come
along with me, Tham,” Craddock in-
structed, ‘“or that ass Cagley will be
sending you in to be held as a material
witness. Be just like him.”

Tham had another moment of fright.
If held as a material witness, he would
be unable to make bail. He would lan-
guish in jail, and if the wild man lived
and stood trial, that trial might not be
held for months. If Tham was witness
at a trial, any defense attorney would
pry into his life and reveal him as a
shady character.

Tham went along with Craddock
down the stairs. The wounded man was
propped up against the wall, a squad
man was telephoning for an ambulance.
Cagley was triumphant as he looked at
Craddock.

“A pat on the back for me, Crad-
dock,” Cagley said. ‘“Right under your
nose, too. This is a man wanted for
murder. That’s why he made a break
for it. Just confessed—thought he was
going to die.”

“Congratulations,” Craddock said,
feebly. “Hope I have as much good luck
with the Spencer case. Come along,
Tham! I've got some business with
you.”

In the excitement, Cagley did not try
to stop their exit. Down on the street,
Tham felt relieved. He marched along
beside Craddock toward the corner.

“After that, I'll take that cup of cof-
fee, Tham,” the detective said. “The
devil sure takes care of his own. Cagley
will certainly get a pat on the back for
that capture.”

“If he ith a wrong one, he will get
hith thooner or later,” Tham made
prophecy. “Crime doeth not pay, tho
I’ve heard.”
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As he walked along beside Craddock,
his right hand was in his coat pocket.
Tham’s face was a mask, but his heart
was hammering at his ribs. He had held
Detective Cagley in his arms for an in-
stant back there in the lodging house,
as the wild man had charged through
the hall. And habit was strong with
Tham; his nimble fingers had gone to
work from force of habit.

They went into the little restaurant,
and Tham ordered a simple breakfast
and Craddock a cup of coffee. As Tham
ate, Craddock sipped his coffee and
watched the passersby on the street.
Tham’s right hand strayed into his coat
pocket now and then.

His sensitive fingers opened a wallet
and extracted some currency, which
Tham slipped into a vest pocket while
Craddock was looking through the win-
dow. But in Tham’s pocket was an in-
criminating wallet which he could not
at the moment discard.

“Going to take a subway ride,
Tham?” Craddock asked, turning to
him and grinning.

“Yeth. I think I'll ride up to Timeth
Thquare, and go to my favorite newth
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reel theatre,” Tham replied.

“I'll go along, Tham.”

“Craddock, you are a petht. If I wath
inclined to lift a leather, would I do it
with a detective right bethide me?”

“Probably not, Tham. That’s why I'm
going along.”

They left the restaurant, walked a
block and descended into the subway. A
meager crowd was on the platform, so
Tham could not ditch the leather. They
caught an uptown express, and the car
they entered had only a few passengers.
It was a dull hour on the subway.

UT, at the next stop, people crowded

in. And, as the train neared Times
Square a few minutes later, Tham got
up with Craddock and went with him
along the aisle to the middle door of the
car. At Times Square there was always
an amount of rushing on the part of
passengers trying to get on and off the
train.

Tham was ready for action. As the
door flew open and the inevitable crowd-
ing, jostling and elbowing began, Tham
bumped against a rather distinguished-
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looking man with gray hair. And in that
instant the incriminating wallet was
taken from Tham’s coat pocket and
deftly dropped into a pocket of the dis-
tinguished-looking gentleman’s coat.

On the platform, Tham gave a real
sigh of relief. He listened to Craddock’s
chatter as they went up the stairs to
the street. At the top, Tham stopped.

“Craddock, I mean it—honetht,”
Tham said. “I am goin’ to the newth
reel theater. I promith to keep my
handth in my own pocketh all the retht
of thith day. Maybe crime doeth not

“It didn’t pay that poor devil who got
shot at Nosey Moore’s,” Craddock said.
“I'll take you at your word, Tham. Got
some business to tend to, anyhow. But
I’ll have my eye on you again soon, lad.
Because, I'm going to—"

“Catch me with the goodth and thend
me to the Big Houth up the river for a
long thtretch, I know,” Tham completed
for him. “Good huntin’, ath thome
folkth remark.”

AM marched up the street as
Craddock watched, and got in line
before the news reel theater. His fingers
extracted some currency from his vest
pocket, and Tham eounted it swiftly as
he peeled off a dollar bill preparatory to
buying a ticket. He had nicked Detective
Ed Cagley for sixty dollars, and the feel-
ing of sweet revenge seemed to double
the amount. And when he got back to
Nosey Moore’s lodging house that eve-
ning, Nosey beckoned him.

“Your old friend, Detective Crad-
doek, phoned,” Nosey reported. “You’re
to call him back right away. Here’s the
number.”

Tham wondered what had happened
now. He put through the call, to a num-
ber he did not know, and finally had
Craddock on the wire.

“Tham? I wanted to tell you, Tham,
that a couple of strange things have
happened.”
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“Yeth?’ Tham questioned.

‘“Yes. Maybe you can throw light on
a problem. Detective Cagley reported
that his wallet is missing, and he half
accused you of lifting it during the
ruckus at Nosey Moore’s.”

“Why, the thilly nitwit!” Tham ex-
ploded. ‘“You were right there your-
thelf, Craddock. That wild man ruthin’
through the hall, and the thootin’ and
all. And me tryin’ to get the door of my
room open tho I could dodge inthide.
Why, the fool!”

“Hold it, Tham!” Craddock roared
from the other end of the line. “And
listen! The wallet was found by an el-
derly gentleman of fine reputation.
Seems it had been dropped into his
pocket as he boarded a subway train at
Times Square. He turned it in person-
ally—to the Commissioner.”

“Well, my goodneth!’ Tham said.

“It was Cagley’s wallet, all right. And
in it were a couple of documents that
interested the Commissioner consider-
ably. Seems they reveal that Cagley has
been having dealings with a certain
boss racketeer along bribery lines. Any-
how, he’s been relieved from duty and
charges have been filed against him.”

“Well, for goodneth thake!” Tham
said.

“Something tells me, Tham, that Cag-
ley won’t bother either of us for a few
years. I wonder how that wallet got in
the elderly gentleman’s pocket.”

“Oh, thoth thingth happen at
timeth,” Tham responded. “It ith Fate,
perhapth.”

“Perhaps,” Craddock echoed
“Though I have my doubts. Well, Tham,
keep your hands in your own pockets,
or I'll be looking you up.”

“Any time, Craddock. You are al-
wayth welcome. My addreth ith thtill
Nothey Moore’th plath. Let thith thing
be a lethon to you, Craddock. If you
mutht go through life bein’ a cop, al-

‘wayth ‘be an honetht one,” Tham ad-

vised.

One of The Year's Most Baifling Mysteries—SIX MINUTES OF
MURDER, A Book-Length Novel by Walt Sheldon—in Fall GIANT
DETECTIVE. 26¢ ot All Stands!






120
told him he couldn’t miss it because it
was the last cabin to the west. I asked
him if he wanted to be called in the
morning. He said he snored so loud he’d
wake himself up. There was little doubt
that J. Elmer Dalton considered himself
quite a comedian.

He got in his car and drove on down
to Twenty-four. It had been dark for
two hours and I watched until I saw the
lights go on in the cabin. That let me out
except for one thing. I have found out
that guests remember little things and
{ have made it a practice to serve hot
coffee to incoming guests. In hot weather
I make it lemonade. Tourists remember
little things like that and they’ll drive
fifty miles out of their way to stay at a
Place where they have received such
small courtesies.

I have the pots of steaming coffee all
ready and I generally serve it within five
minutes. But some more cars rolled up
and I'd say it was about thirty minutes
before I started for J. Elmer Dalton’s
cabin with a tray. The lights were on in
the cabin and I saw the dim shape of his
car so I was sure he was there. But when
1 &mocked on the door of the cabin there
was no response. After a moment I
knocked again with the same result.

AY court is at the edge of Moore-
ville, about a mile from the busi-
ness section and almost invariably folks
drive when they go in to town. But it
was possible that J. Elmer had decided
to walk for exercise after driving all day.
1 decided to take the tray in and leave it
on a table. At least he would see that my
intentions had been good when he came
back.

I carry a master key but ¥ tried the
doorknob first. The door was locked. 1
fished the master key out of my pocket,
unlocked the door and pushed it open
with my knee. I started in to the eabin.

1 stopped in my tracks when I saw
there was a woman lying on the bed.
1 didn’t like this at all because J. Elmer
Dalton had assured me he was alone.
don’t stand for stuff like that and I knew
1 would have to boot J. Elmer out the
minute I saw him. I had made a little

BLACK BOOK DETECTIVE

noise and I thought it was strange that
the woman didn’t move. She could hardly
be asleep. I coughed loudly but she didn’t
move a muscle. Her face was turned to-
ward the wall so I couldn’t see if her
eyes were open. I decided to speak right
out.

“Lady,” I said, “the man who rented
this cabin for the night assured me that
he was alone. It happens that I have very
strict rules for my guests and I will have
to ask you and Mr. Dalton to—"

I don’t have any recollection of what
happened at that instant. But later,
when I was able to order my thoughts a
little, I knew that J. Elmer Dalton had
socked me on the back of the head with
a very hard object, probably a gun. I
didn’t feel the blow. There was just a
sudden blackout.

I don’t know how long I was uncon-
scious, But when my brain began to
function a little again and I opened my
eyes, I was lying right where I had
fallen, on the floor of Cabin Twenty-four.
Curiously my first thought was that the
steaming coffee I had been carrying had
suddenly turned cold. I was drenched
with the stuff and I was clammy cold.

My head was throbbing so hard that I
closed my ewes again and groaned. But
1 was beginning to remember. After a
minute I opened my eyes. I couldn’t see
a thing from the floor so I steeled myself
against the pain, used my elbows and
pushed myself up. I blinked my surprise
and alarm.

That women was still lying on the bed.
So far ag I could see she hadn’t moved
gince I had first seen her. Her position
seemed to be exactly the same. I man-
aged to get on my feet and reel over to
the bed so § ecould get a look at her face.
One quick glance was enough.

The woman was dead. The marks on
her throat were fair evidence that she
had been strangled. Obviously, from the

viewpoint of J. Elmer Dalton, I had ap-

peared on the scene with the coffee at
just the wrong moment. I had arrived
just as J. Elmer was leaving. He had
reasoned that the body of the woman
would not be discovered until morning
and that he could be far away by that
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time. He had knocked me out to gain
time. My best guess at the moment was
that he had gained about thirty minutes.
I couldn't have been out much longer
than that.

I was confident that the killer wouldn’t
be able to get far. I had the number of
his car and could give a fair general
description of him. Fleeing in panic like
this, he’d probably lose his head and
leave a plain trail. I was wrong about
that.

I knew I couldn’t do anything myself
and that I had to have help. I staggered
out of the cabin. Again I got a surprise.
J. Elmer Dalton’s car was still there. He
hadn’t been foolish enough to try to
make his getaway in that car.

My name is Jim Cullom and I had
served as sheriff of this western Kansas
county for twenty years. I had built this
tourist court and retired. My chief dep-
uty, Jed Harkness, had succeeded me. I
managed to make it back to the office.
Then I called Jed. I was lucky enough
to get him on the wire right away.

Jed came and took charge of Cabin
Twenty-four. He also called Doc Higgins.
Doc Higgins came and looked me over.
He decided my skull hadn’t cracked un-
der the impact of that blow but he in-
gisted that I go to bed and stay there
until he was sure there was no serious
concussion. I didn’t protest too much.
I had a giant, economy size headache
and I was glad to swallow a couple of
Doc Higgins’ pills and stretch out on one
of my well-advertised inner soring mat-
tresses. They called Sam Lattimore, who
runs the camp for me when I go on fish-
ing trips, to come out and take charge.

I reasoned that it would be a simple
matter for us to catch up with J. Elmer
Dalton anyway. I. was true that my de-
scription wasn’t very definite. But we
had his car that could be traced. And
we had the body of this woman. Such
a woman was sure to be reported missing
in a matter of days. It shouldn’'t be too
hard to identify her, I thought.

But it was. When, about thirty hours
later, those pills that Doe Higgins gave
me, wore off, I found that they hadn’t
even made a start at identifying her.
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There wasn’t a mark on her clothing
that could be traced. There wasn't a bit
of luggage in that car that J. Elmer Dal-
ton had been driving. There wasn’t a
fingerprint on it either.

Now I don’t claim to be as smart as
some of these city detectives who go at
their cases with psychology and science.
But after the long years I had served
as sheriff I knew that this case was go-
ing to be a bit out of the ordinary run of
murders. J. Elmer Dalton had committed
no crime of passion. He had planned this
kill very carefully and somewhere in the
background there was a plain motive for
it. Unfortunately the motive was a puz-
zler. To be honest about it, the whole
procedure puzzled me.

The woman had been dead when J.
Elmer Dalton had driven into my court
and asked for a cabin. She had either
been in the rear compartment or on the
floorboards below the back seat. It was
dark so I wouldn’t have spotted her
there by any casual inspection of the car.
The fact that there was no luggage in
the car convinced me he had never in-
tended to take the car with hirn when he
left.

HY had J. Elmer Dalton, after

strangling this woman, driven
into my court and rented a cabin? Why
hadn’t he hidden the body somewhere?
There was just one answer to this. J.
Elmer had to have a well-lighted room
where he could examine the body of the
victim and make sure there were no
identifying marks on her clothing. Her
shoes were missing and it looked like a
label had been removed from her coat.
Now he was sure that she could not be
identified. He was also sure that the car
he had left at Cabin Twenty-four would
furnish no clue to his real identity.

All this convinced me the murder had
been planned with care and for a very
good motive. Still, at first, I had no
doubt that J. Elmer Dalton would have
made a slip somewhere. Sooner or later
his victim would be reported as missing
and the crime would be traced to him.

But as days—and then weeks—passed
by, it became evident that J. Elmer
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