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Tremendous War Production 
: Offers New Opportunities

*° Men and Women
■>3|P At home, in spare time, YOU can prepare

for a responsible job that will help to win 
' Victory, bring you good pay and give you

^reater future security. America needs many more 
trained workers in almost every branch of industry— 

needs them urgently—needs them quickly. Rich rewards 
await those who qualify, and they will have the thrilling knowl­

edge that they have helped to protect'the American way of life.

JOBS ARE CALLING!
Industry Needs Thousands of

DRAFTSMEN

DRAFTING ONE OF MANY OPPORTUNITIES
Many thousands of workers depend on 
draftsmen. Before materials can be 
ordered—before machine production 
can begin—the vital work of draftsmen 

must be done. Yes, drafting is highly important in Aviation, Automotive, Diesel, Electrical, Mechanical, Plastics, Radio, 
Structural and many other industries. If you want to qualify in one of these interesting and profitable fields, or if you are 
already employed in one of them and want to fit yourself for a better-paying position and continue climbing, American 
School offers you your chance.

LEARN AS YOU EARN
During more than 40 years we have helped thousands of men and women 
to realize their ambitions and attain important positions in industry, 
business and the professions. You who have not completed high school 
or have missed college training, and who cannot spare time to go away 

to school, can get education that fits you for better things. You can learn in spare time, in your own home, and YOU 
CAN CONTINUE YOUR EARNINGS. Remember that top executives and department heads encourage home instruction 
and keep an eye on those who are determined to forge ahead and prove it by study. Never was there greater need for 
trained men and women at liberal pay, and employers gladly award promotions to those who earn them by learning.

It’s easy to find out about the training that will bring 
your opportunity. To get details and outline of study, 
with histories of successes others have enjoyed, write 

. us or send the coupon. Complete information costs
nothing, incurs no obligation. Let this great school, a pioneer in home study education, explain the methods that can 

* bring success to you. Send today. The sooner you take this step, the sooner you can start on the road to fulfillment 
of your ambitions and, at the same time, be better equipped to do bigger things in America’s drive to Victory.

GET FACTS FREE-NO OBLIGATION

Employers Welcome Applications 
From American School Advanced 

Students and Graduates
Whenever and wherever trained work­
ers are needed, employers welcome 
applications from American School 
advanced students and graduates. Our 
employment placement service will help 
you to locate good openings. There is no 
extra charge for this help. Write NOW 
for outline of home training courses 
that have done so much for so many. 
Check the coupon to indicate preference 
of subjects. Mail it AT ONCE.

f ——— — — —I

I Take This First Easy Step£

CHECK, CUP AND MAIL COUPON NOW
| AMERICAN SCHOOL, Dept. G-358, Drexel at 58th, Chicago
J Without obligation, Please send FREE and postpaid, bulletin and details I of the Subjects checked.

AMERICAN SCHOOL

I CJAir Conditioning 
j CRefrigeratlon 
| □Architecture 
■ and Building 
■ ^Practical Plumbing 
• ^Automotive 
| Engineering 
| □Aviation Drafting 
I" DAviation Engineering 

□Business
I Management 

। Namt

□Accounting and
C.P.A

□Cost Accounting
□Practical

Bookkeeping
□Private Secretary
□Diesel Engineering
□Sun-eying & Topo­

graphical Drafting
□Sheet Metal

Pattern Drafting
□Electrical En gineering

□Drafting and Design 
for Men and Women 

□Radio
□High Schoo!
□Plastics
□Shipbuilding
□Mechanical Eng.
□Shop Management
□Tool Making
□Better Foremanship
□Machine Shop 

Operations
Occupation..,.......

| Address..................................................Age.............. ..
Dept G-358, Drexel at 58th Street, Chicago I City.........................................................................State........... ..................... .
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/TRAINED 
THESE MEN

$10 a Week in 
Spare Time

"I repaired some Radio 
sets when I was on my 
tenth lesson. I really don't 
see how you can give so 
much for such a small 
amount of money. I made

$600 in a year and a half, and I have 
made an average of $10 a week—just 
spare time.” JOHN JERRY 1337 Kal- 
amath St., Denver, Cdorauo.

Lieutenant in
Signal Corps

**I cannot divulge any in­
formation as to my type of 
work, but I can say that 
N. R. I. training is cer­

* &

i.3tainly coming in mighty
handy these days.” (Name and address 
omitted for military reasons.)

$200 a Month in
Own Business

“For several years I have 
been in business for 
myself making around 
$200 a month. Business 
has steadily increased. 
I hare N. R. I. to (h.ink

for my start in this field.” ARLIE 
J. FROEHNER. 300 W. Texas Ave., 
Goose Creek. Texas.

EXTRA PAY IN 
ARMY. NAVY 

TOO
Men likely to go into military ser­
vice, soldiers, sailors, marines, 
should maC the Coupon Now! 
Learning Radio helps men get ex­
tra rank, extra prestige, more in­
teresting duties. MUCH HIGHER 
PAY. Also prepares for good Radio 
jobs after service ends. Hundreds 
of service men now enrolled.

THAT I CAN TRAIN YOU 
__ AT HOME FOR A

Mail the Coupon for FREE lesson 
from my Radio Course. It shows you 
how N. R. I. trains you for Radio 
at home in spare time. And with 
this sample lesson I’ll send my 
64-page illustrated book, RICH 
REWARDS IN RADIO. It describes 
the many fascinating jobs Radio 
offers. Explains how N. R. I. teaches 
you by the unique method which 
I have developed and perfected 
during my 2S years of teaching 
Radio by mail!

Act Now! Many Radio Technicians 
Make $30. $40. $50 a Week

Right now, in nearly every neighbor­
hood, there’s room for more spare and 
full time Radio Technicians. Many Radio 
Technicians are stepping into FULL
time Radio jobs, or starting their own 
shops, and making $30, $40, $50 a week!

Others are taking good-pay jobs with 
Broadcasting Stations. Hundreds more 
are needed for Government jobs as Civil­
ian Radio Operators, Technicians. Radio 
Manufacturers, rushing to fill Govern­
ment orders, need trained men. Aviation,
Police, Commercial Radio and Loud­
speaker Systems are live, growing fields. 
And think of the NEW jobs Television, 
Frequency Modulation and other Radio 
developments will open after the war! I 
give you the Radio knowledge required 
for these fields.

How the ”N. R. I. Method” Helps Many 
Make $5, S10 a Week EXTRA 

While Learning
Many N. R. I. Students make $5, $10 a week 

extra money fixing Radios in spare time while 
learning. I send EXTRA MONEY JOB 
SHEETS that tell how to do it!

N. R. I. trains you “from the ground up"— 
covers fundamentals thoroughly. The combined 
efforts of more than 100 people have made the 
Course so interesting, with hundreds of pic­
tures, charts, and diagrams—so easy-to-grasp, 
with special teaching methods—that we believe 
you will be “old friends” with Radio almost 
before you know it.

Find Out What N. R. I. Can Do for You
JL\IL COUPON NOW for FREE sample Les­

son and 64-page illustrated book. You'll see the 
many fascinating jobs Radio offers and how
you can Kain at home. If you want to jump 
your pay—Mail Coupon AT ONCE!
J. E. SMITH, President, Dept. 3CO9, 

institute. Wash-National Radio

D. C.

Training Men for Vital Radio Jobs

GOOD FOR BOTH SAMPLE LESSONfreeI
I

I

1.

MR. J. E. SMITH. President, Dept. 3CO9
NATIONAL RADIO INSTITUTE, Washington, D. C.
Mail me FREE without obligation. Sample Lesson and 64- 
page book. “Rich Rewards in Radio.” (No Salesman will 
call. Write plainly.)

Name

Address

City State

Age,

4FR-2



f/ojH! Learn music in just 
30 MINUTES A DAY!

See how easy it is I
MY COUNTRY ’TIS OF THEE 
SWEET LAND OF LIBERTY

E D C

Look at the diagram. The first note on the music is "C." 
Follow the dotted line to the keyboard and locate "C" on 
the piano. Find the other notes the same way. Now strike 
the notes as indicated and you'll be playing the melody 
of that famous patriotic hymn, ‘'America." Easy as 
A-B-C, isn’t it?

Thousands have learned to play their favorite instrument 
this amazingly quick, easy way—YOU CAN, TOO!

Yes, thousands have learned to play quickly and easily 
this remarkable Print and Picture way. And if you follow 
the instructions . . . and give only a half hour of your spare 

time each day . . . you, too, should be able to play simple 
melodies sooner than you ever dreamed possible.

That's why It's such fun learning music this modern. 
U. 8. School way. With this quick, easy method you need 
no special talent or previous musical training. Nor do you 
need to spend endless hours on humdrum scales and exer­
cises. You learn to play real tunes almost from the start. 
And you can’t go wrong. First you are told how to do a thing 
by simple printed instructions. Then a picture shows you how­
to do it. Finally, you do it yourself and hear how it sounds. 
Nothing could be clearer.

And just think! You can now take lessons on any instru­
ment you select, for less than, Ze a day! That includes every­
thing . . . valuable sheet music, printed instructions, diagrams 
and pictures, and our Personal Advisory Service. No wonder 
thousands have taken advantage of this modern way to learn 
music . . . and to win new friends, and greater popularity! 
U. 8. SCHOOL OF MUSIC, 2943 Brunswick Bldg., N. V. C.

)—————

YOU NEED MUSIC TO RELAX AND 
CHEER YOU UP AFTER A HARD DAY
To do your best for the all-out war effort, 
you need relaxation and recreation. And 
there’s nothing like music to give you a 
"Lift” after a hard day. So why not 
start learning now. Mail the coupon 
for our FREE Print and Picture Sample, 
and illustrated Booklet. See how easy 
it is to learn to play your favorite in­
strument this quick, modern, money- ; 
saving way. Check instrument you want 
to play. Fill in and mail coupon today!

SUCCESSFUL 45™ YEAR

Before I took your course 
I didn't know one note 
of music. Three months 
later I started to play 
for dances. I’ve been in­
vited to many parties. 
•R.M., Vancouver, B.C.

It is beyond belief what 
benefits I have derived 
from your course that you 
sent me at such a bar­
gain.—•IF. R., Cusick, 
Washington.

Piano Plain
Guitar Accordion
Hawaiian Saxophone
Guitar Trumpet,

Violin Cornet
Piano Reed Organ
Accordion Tenor Banjo

Name .................................

U. S. School of Music
2943 Brunswick Bldg., New York, N. Y.
I am interested in music study, particularly in the 
instrument checked below. Please send me your free 
illustrated booklet. "Bow to Learn Music at Home " 
and Free Print and Picture Sample.

Ukulele Modern
Drums and Elementary
Traps Harmony

Trombone Practical
Flute Finger
Piccolo Control I
Mandolin 

Have You •
............ Instrument?

Address .................................

• Actual pupils’ names on request. Pictures hy Professional Models.
I Note: if you are under 16 years of age, parent must sign I 
Lthls coupon. Save 2c: Stick coupon on penny postcard. ।

- —---— --- — — —_________



Will You Let 
Me PROVE 
I Can Make

LET ME START SHOWING YOU RESULTS LIKE THESE
{ 5 inches 

A of new 
J Muscle

John Jacobs
BEFORE

John Jacobs
AFTER

- will
•every 
easy.

?d the title 
re World’s 
Perfectly 
ped Man"

"When I started, 
weighed only 14 t. 
Now 170."—T.

"My arms increased 
1 Va”. chest 2Va”, 
forearm C.
S.. W. Va.___________

CHARLES 
ATLAS

"Am sending snapshot 
showing wonderful prog­
ress.”— W. G., N. J.

Here's What Only 15 Minutes a Day Can Do For You

.—in com - 
n with ALL 
who would 
t to appear 
t him.
is a recent 
of Charles 

showing 
e looks to- 
his is not a 
picture but

I DON'T care how old or young you 
are, or how ashamed of your present 
physical condition you may be. If 

you can simply raise your arm and flex 
it I can add SOLID MUSCLE to your 
biceps—yes, on each arm—in double- 
quick time! Only 15 minutes a day— 
right in yourown home—is all the time I 
ask of you I And there’s no cust if I fail.

I can broaden your shoulders, strengthen 
your back, develop your whole muscular system 
INSIDE and OUTSIDE! I can add inches to 
your chest, give you a vise-like grip, make 
those legs of yours lithe and powerful. I can 
shoot new strength into your old backbone, 
exercise those inner organs, help you cram 
your body so full of pep, vigor and red-blooded 
vitality that you won’t feel there’s even 
"standing room” left for weakness and that 
lazy feeling! Before I get through with you 
I’ll have your whole frame "measured” to a 
nice, new, beautiful suit of muscle!

What’s My Secret?
"Dynamic Tension!” That’s the ticket! The 

identical natural method that I myself devel­
oped to change my body from the scrawny, 
skinny-chestcd weakling I was at 17 to my 
present super-man physique! Thousands of 
other fellows are becoming marvelous physical

specimens—my way. I give you no gadgets 
or contraptions to fool with. When you 
have learned to develop your strength 
through “Dynamic Tension,” you can 
laugh at artificial muscle-makers. You 
simply utilize the DORMANT muscle- 
power in your own God-given body— 
watch it increase and multiply double- 
quick into real solid LIVE MUSCLE.

My method—"Dynamic Tension”- 
turn the trick for you. No theory— 
exercise is practical. And, man, so 
Spend only 15 minutes a day in 
your own home. From the very 
start you’ll be using my method 
of “Dynamic Tension” almost 
unconsciously every minute of the 
day—walking, bending over. etc. 
—to BUILD MUSCLE and VI­
TALITY.

Send for Free Book
In It I talk to you in straight- 

from-the-shoulder language. 
Packed with inspirational pic­
tures of myself and pupils—fel­
lows who became NEW MEN in 
strength, my way. Let me show 
you what I helped THEM do. See 
what I can do for YOU. For a 
real thrill, send for this book
today. AT ONCE. 
ATLAS, Dept. 773,

CHARLES 
115 East

23rd St., New York, N. Y.

r 
i i' 
i 
i ■ 
i 
i 
i i 
i i
L

CHARLES ATLAS, Dept. 773
115 E. 23rd Street, New York, N. Y.

I want the proof that your system of “Dynamic Ten­
sion" will help make a New Man of me—give me a 
healthy, husky body and big muscular development. 
Send me your tree book, '‘Everlasting Health and 
Strength."

Name

Address

(Please print or write plainly)

City ............................................................ State. .
□ Check here if under 16 for Booklet A.



OFF THE RECORD
A DEPARTMENT WHERE READERS 

AND THE EDITOR MEET

THE Black Bat has had many 
strange things happen to him in 
his exciting career as America’s 
number one crime fighter. And since 

our country’s entrance into war, with 
the Black Bat pitting himself against 
saboteurs and Nazi spies hungry to 
wreck America’s giant war industry, 
those strange events have multiplied.

But in all his adventures, nothing 
stranger had ever happened to Tony 
Quinn than the night he found him­
self in his own study, listening to an 
evil-faced little man who said his 
name was Freytag and who blandly 
admitted he had just landed from a 
German submarine to blow up Ameri­
can war plants!

So begins CAPTAINS OF DEATH, 
the new Black Bat novel by G. Way- 
man Jones, complete in our next 
issue.

Freytag had come to Tony Quinn, 
whom of course he never suspected to 
be the Black Bat, with an amazing 
proposition. In return for protection, 
he would turn over his confederates, 
one by one, as the time schedule for 
each man’s job came up.

Fear of the Hot Seat
It wasn’t conscience, or a weaken­

ing of the Nazi philosophy of mur­
der that bothered Freytag. It was 
fear for his own skin. Somewhere in 
his diseased mind had been planted 
an overwhelming terror of the elec­
tric chair.

The thought of himself sitting with 
shaven head and slit trouser leg, elec­

trodes clamped to his skin, waiting 
for the surge of current to cook his 
blood and burn out his mind, sent 
the bloody little Nazi into convulsions 
of fear.

It was all right to machine-gun 
refugees, to bayonet helpless women 
and children—he bragged to Tony 
Quinn of his exploits in Poland—but 
when it came to himself he was yel­
lower than butter. Reading of the 
electrocution of the first saboteurs 
landed on Long Island by submarine, 
Freytag decided, with typical Nazi 
loyalty, to purchase his own safety at 
the cost of his comrades’ lives.

So he made a bargain with Tony 
Quinn. Listening behind the door, 
Silk, Quinn’s loyal aide, felt cold 
sweat crawl on his face.

Grimly Accurate!
Quinn, his soul disgusted, would 

have given anything to crush Freytag 
like a venomous insect. But he 
thought of the other saboteurs armed 
with forged credentials, with weapons 
and explosives, loose in New York. He 
thought of the lives he might save, of 
the factories and shipyards he might 
rescue from destruction, and he 
agreed.

Carol Baldwin and Butch knew an 
equal sense of horror. But they had 
to accept Freytag in Quinn’s home, 
had to stand for his bullying and 
bragging, had to wait on him hand 
and foot. For Freytag’s information 
was grimly accurate.

(Continued on page 10)



MEMBERS°fARMED FORCES 
and ALL u/jn UMMfrnf

WHOLE FAMILY PROTECTION
tu5 $1,000°° 

DE’MCE'ITC NATURAL OR BtNtF 113 ACCIDENTAL DEATH
Nearly every family may soon have one or more members 
in the Armed Forces or War work. Although the risks are 
higher, Atlas Mutual is not “holding out” on patriotic 
Americans. Take advantage of this big opportunity while 
still available! Protect EVERY MEMBER of your family! 
ONLY ONE DOLLAR A MONTH can cover entire 
family — Sisters, Brothers, Husband and Wife.

NO MEDICAL 
EXAMINATION
Ages 2 to 75—All Covered 

for Only $1 a Month
Satisfied members throughout the U. S. No investiga­
tions or delays. No medical examinations — just the fact 
that all in the family named in your application are now 
in good health.

NO SALESMEN
will call! You receive Your Whole Family Benefit Cer­
tificate by mail WITHOUT OBLIGATION and for 
10 DAYS FREE INSPECTION...and study it in the 
quiet of your home, with no one to influence you.

SEND NO MONEY
10 DAY FREE INSPECTION OFFER

NTS-CHILDREN-HUSBAND
AND WIFE ent,bTCoavmErEyocan

Now—more than ever—we all need 
protection for our entire family. Atlas 
Mutual is Inspected and Licensed by 
the Delaware State Department of 
Insurance. Benefits are graded accord­
ing to age of members insured. Send 
the coupon or a postcard today for 
full information and 10 Day Free In- A MONTH 

PROTECTS 
ENTIRE FAMILY

spection Offer! Only your 
name and address needed.

FREE NSQFEFkR0N COUPON
SPECIAL OFFER for r 

PROMPTNESS
There's no obligation in sending the coupon right 
away. ACT PROMPTLY. Send today for full ex­
planation of all details. The coupon or a penny 
postcard with just your name and address brings 
the big Atlas Mutual offer!

ATLAS MUTUAL Benefit Association
Dept. 271, Wilmington, Del.

MAIL TODAY for FULL INFORMATION
Atlas Mutual Benefit Association, 
Dept. 271, Wilmington, Delaware

Without Obligation to me, send full information your 
Whole Family Protection. No salesman will call.

Name,

Address _l



Learn this 
Profitable 
Profession

in 90 Days at Home
Hundreds of men and women of all ages 18-50 make $10.00 to 
$20.00 in a single day giving scientific Swedish Massage and 
Hydro-Therapj' treatments. There is a big demand from 
Hospitals, Sanitariums, Clubs, Doctors and private patients as 
well as opportunities for establishing your own office.
Learn this interesting money-making profession in your own 
home by mail, through our home study course. Same instructors 
as in our NATIONALLY KNOWN resident school. A diploma 
is awarded upon completion of the course. Course can be

notomg 
Charts

completed in 3 to 4 months. High School train­
ing is not necessary. Many earn big money while 
learning. The Army and Navy need hundreds of 
experts—both men and women.

Anatomy Charts & Booklet FREE 
Enroll now and we will include uniform coat, 
medical dictionary, patented reducing roller and 
Hydro-Therapy supplies without extra cost. The 
reducing course alone may be worth many times 
the modest tuition fee.
Send coupon now for Anatomy Charts and booklet 
of photographs and letters from successful 
graduates. These will all be sent postpaid—FREE.

THE College of Swedish Massage 
Dept 663—100 E. Ohio St., Chicago
You may send me FREE and postpaid. Anatomy Charts, booklet con­
taining photographs and letters from graduates, and complete details 
of your offer.

Name ........... ..................................................................................
Address .................... .......................................................................................

City .............................................................................. State........................

POEMS WANTED
■ For Musical Setting ■ I
Mother, Home, Love, Sacred,Patriotic,Comic I 
or any subject. Don’t Delay—Send us your I
Original Poem at once—for immediate con- I 
sideration and FREE Rhyming Dictionary |

R CHARD BROTHERS 4 Cn’cAaO^LL

73U SHAVES FROM 1 BLADE
1M AMAZING NEW

BLADE SHARPENER
New sharpener for all makes of V

double-edge razor blades ff;'A 
performs miracles! “Notv 

necessary to change blades,” \ 
writes one user. Another says, 
* ‘ Have used 1 bladeoverTSO timesRAZOROLL 
really sharpens blades because it strops on leath­
er.Gives keen, smooth shaving edges. No guesa- 

_ work. Blade held at correct angle and proper 
““ pressure—automatically. Just turncrank to sharpen 
blade.No gears. Well made. Handsome, compact, sturdy.

I'll Weighs few ounces. Will last years. Makes idea) gift.
SEND NO MONEY!
RAZOROLL for 6 days and if you’re not delighted with 

Smooth, velvet shaves you get, return RAZOROLL and we ll return 
your dollar. Hurry—order today. RAZOROLL COMPANY
620 North Michigan Avenue, Dept. 203. Chicago. Illinois

FALSE 
TEETH

6th YEAR
Buy where thousands have 
been satisfied. We make 
FALSE TEETH for you from 
your own Impressions.

90 DAY TRIAL 
MONEY.BACK GUARANTEE of 
SATISFACTION protects you. 
SEND NO MONEY
J. B. CLEVELAND DENTAL PLATE CO.
DEPT. 2-C3 EAST ST. LOUIS, ILLINOIS

OFF THE RECORD
(Continued from page 8)

That first night, Silk, posing as the 
agent Gebhart Daimler, top man on 
Freytag’s schedule, went to an ap­
pointed rendezvous to meet the mas­
ter saboteur.

Doctor Mars
This mysterious personage was 

known only as Doctor Mars and was 
never seen, even by his own men. Al­
though Silk’s disguise was good, it 
was shattered by the untimely arrival 
of the real Daimler. Trapped, Silk 
was slated for quick death. If it 
weren’t that the Black Bat had seen 
the real Daimler arrive, had seen him 
accidently catch a glimpse of Doctor 
Mars’ face and been killed for it by 
his own superior—but why tell you 
more and spoil the exciting time 
ahead of you as you unravel the 
threads of this new and absorbing 
puzzle?

The second night, Carol and Butch 
follow Freytag’s second tip to stumble 
on a cache of smuggled diamonds and 
a warehouse full of explosives where 
they faced the pleasant choice of be­
ing shot or blown skyhigh as Carol 
dangled a lighted cigarette over a 
nest of powder.

You’ll thrill and chill at CAP­
TAINS OF DEATH and you’ll share 

(Turn to page 12)

WIPE THAT SHEER OFF HIS FACE/

WAVINGS BONDS £ STAM PS

blade.No


MADLY WEAPONS 
against the Axis!

w .t

Just as deadly—just as victory-vital—as planes, guns 
and tanks—are the draftsman’s tools!

Without those tools—in trained hands—we’d pro­
duce no new planes, guns, ships, tanks, buildings!

Learn—right now—to fight with those tools—as a 
trained draftsman!

Mail this coupon, and learn how a low-cost I. C. S. 
Course in Drafting, studied in your spare time, can make 
you a better fighter on today’s industrial battlefield- 
ready for a bigger, better paying job in the victory-world 
of tomorrow!

PS. Even though 
you expect to go 
into the Armed 
Forces, bear in 
mind that trained 
draftsmen get 
higher ratings 
and higher pay!

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS
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our friends' desire to step on the Nazi 
insects who deal out pain and death 
so callously to others. Author Jones 
has packed his latest complete book­
length Black Bat novel with a healthy 
sock. Coming in the March issue!

Our Letter Box
We’ve received a bulging mail bag 

full of letters this trip, which doesn’t 
annoy your old editor a bit. Fact, I 
like to see that old spirit out there, 
whether it’s to tell us you like the 
Bat, give us ideas for stories you’d 
like to see, or even to try to catch 
author Jones in a boner. Let’s start 
with a letter from Aline Chappelle 
of Los Angeles, California. She says:

I noticed a letter in the September issue 
in which Daniel Curwood of Trenton, N. J. 
says the Black Bat is too fantastic and 
that it isn’t possible to even imagine some­
one seeing in the dark.

I wish to come to the defense of the Bat 
and tell Mr. Curwood how wrong he is. 
There was a true story in the newspapers 
which told of a boy who can not only see 
in the dark, but who can see through fog.

Well, Aline says a lot more, but 
most of it’s so complimentary that 
you’d think we were bragging if we 
printed it. Anyway, she likes the 
Black Bat and she tells Danny Cur­
wood to turn his imagination loose. 
How about it, Danny?

Next, here’s a letter from Pvt. Jesse 
L. Green who is working for Uncle 
Sam right now and your Uncle Sam 
says we can’t tell you where he is, 
which is okay with us. You know, or 
you should, from reading the Black 
Bat, that there are eyes and ears 
which could take such information 
and piece it together and get some 
sort of idea where our troops are and 
how many and so on. So if any of you 
knw where a soldier friend is right 
now, mum’s the word!

Anyway, Pvt. Jesse first ran onto 
: BLACK BOOK DETECTIVE when 
he was sick and had time to read in 
the hospital. He says:

I sure like your magazine. Please get in
(Continued on page 112)
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miLLIOnS FOR A R1URDERER
By G. WAYMAN JONES

Tony Quinn Battles to Prove an Escaped Convict's Innocence— 
and to Keep a Precious Secret War Weapon from the Hands of 
the Foe—when Homicide, Espionage and Intrigue Join Forces!

CHAPTER I

Whim of a Dead Man

EVERY little creaking sound 
touched Matt Hanlon’s raw 
nerves. The ancient frame 

chemical building seemed to groan 
and complain at the dampness of the 
drizzling night.

“I'm a fool to take it seriously,” 
whispered Hanlon. “I should have 
too much sense to be waiting here in 
the darkness for an escaped murderer 
to come back. I suppose the thing he 

found in this room five years ago must 
have touched old Jared, and yet—”

A slow, creaking footstep in the 
corridor outside the door cut off his 
whispered soliloquy. Because he did 
appear to be a fool, sitting here with­
out a light, at a desk where murder 
had been committed five years before, 
Matt Hanlon flicked on the bulb con­
venient to his hand.

He knew the step to be that of Bar­
naby, the old watchman. He could not 
reasonably explain to old Barnaby 
why he was sitting in darkness. The 
watchman rapped lightly. Hanlon 



pretended to busy himself with some 
papers as he told old Barnaby to 
com* in.

The ancient office door was solid, 
lacking a transom. Barnaby would 
not know the light had just been 
turned on.

“Excuse me, Mr. Hanlon,” said 
Barnaby, rubbing his gray stubbled 
chin. “I nearly always use the stairs, 
but my rheumatic knee’s troublin’ me, 
sir. I’ll take the elevator and send it 
back up.”

“Sure thing, Barnaby,” said Han­
lon. “And, Barnaby, you needn’t 
make the upper floors again until I 
leave. I’ll let you know. I’m arrang­
ing a few things, for perhaps the last 
time.”

Old Barnaby nodded sadly.
“Yes, sir, I understand. I’ll not 

be makin’ the rounds any more after 
this week. Mr. Wright, rest his soul, 
provided handsomely for me, but after 
twenty years I’ll be missin’ this place. 
On rainy nights like this, the old 
plant seems to talk to me. Sometimes 
I hear—”

Hanlon glanced quickly toward the 
skeleton shape of the fire-escape out­
side the open window.

“Yes, Barnaby, I suppose it does,” 
he said, to cut him off “Go right 
ahead and use the elevator.”

“Thankee, sir.” Old Barnaby backed 
out, closing the door.

Hanlon heard the creaking sound of 
the old-fashioned operating cables on 
the elevator. The platform lift had 
served for at least a quarter of a cen­
tury, for both freight and passengers.

MATT HANLON again flicked 
out the desk light. The open 

window became a square of unrelieved 
blackness. Rain dripped dismally on 
the fire-escape outside.

Then abruptly all little sounds were 
lost in a grinding crash. Hanlon came 
to his feet with a quick, nervous oath. 
Then he was suddenly sick. The 
seconds of splintering sound outside 
ended in a jarring smash that shook 

all of the ancient chemical building.
When Hanlon got the door open, he 

saw and breathed the fine, dry dust 
that rose like smoke in the old ele­
vator shaft. A broken steel cable still 
twisted and writhed like a beheaded 
snake.

Hanlon skipped three stairs at a 
time descending from the fourth floor. 
He was guided by the light bulbs at 
the turns. The faint illumination of 
the bulb on the bottom floor showed 
enough to shrink Hanlon’s stomach 
muscles.

"After twenty years he’d be missin’ 
this place, muttered Hanlon thickly. 
“But not now, Barnaby.”

It was useless to feel for old Bar­
naby’s pulse. His neck was twisted 
grotesquely in death. Jared Wright 
had provided a pension the watchman 
would not be needing.

Matt Hanlon started toward the 
first floor phone, but halted suddenly. 
It came to him with a jar that the fall 
of the elevator had not been an ac­
cident!

“And that means I was expected to 
be the first to use it to come down,” 
he mumbled grimly. “Old Barnaby 
just died in my place and—”

He was already on the stairs, climb­
ing swiftly. That elevator had been 
fixed to fall after he had ascended 
less than an hour before.

“If it is murder, then the killer is 
still in the building, and that means 
he may be after the record,” thought 
Hanlon. “Old Jared Wright may not 
have been as queer as it seems.”

He was on the turn of the stairs at 
the third floor before sense and cau­
tion really functioned. The thought 
of the death he had just escaped, of 
the danger possibly still lurking 
above, sent him to the dark wall, lis­
tening.

He realized that he was unarmed, 
although he had been obeying in­
structions to wait in a murder room 
that had been closed for five years 
for the coming of the man who had 
been convicted of committing that
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murder, five years previously.
The instructions, which amounted 

to an apparently insane request to 
meet a man sentenced and serving a 
life term for murder, were on the dic­
taphone record Matt Hanlon had left 
in the machine upstairs.

And that record was perhaps the 
strangest bequest ever made by a dy­
ing man. For the record told that 
Jared Wright, sole head of the 
Wright-Jones Chemical Company, 
had left to Matt Hanlon the sum of 
one hundred thousand dollars, and 
the custody of one Harvey Lansing, 
life termer, who had been convicted 
of killing Jared Wright’s partner, 
Thaddeus Jones, five years before.

Moreover, that fantastic dictaphone 
record fixed tonight as the time, and 
the office where Thaddeus Jones was 
murdered as the place where Matt 
Hanlon was to meet and take charge 
of Harvey Lansing, life convict. Yet 
there had been no word of Lansing 
having escaped.

Because he had memorized every 
word of that record, Hanlon consid­
ered its possible truth now, as he 
crouched, listening. What had ap­
peared incredible began to take shape 
as possible fact. For Hanlon still 
breathed the fine, dry dust that had 
heralded the death of another man in 
his place.

WTNTIL this time, Matt Hanlon, 
chemist and for three years 

secretary to the late Jared Wright, 
had felt he was making a fool of him­
self to even go through the motions 
of obeying the dead man’s whim.

Hardworking and always law-abid­
ing, Hanlon had not even considered 
the possibility that Jared Wright’s 
conditional bequest of a hundred 
thousand dollars was to be taken seri­
ously. What amounted to consider­
able fortune to Matt Hanlon had been 
bequeathed free and clear, in a legal 
document. The condition was sepa­
rate.

That he would himself become a 

criminal, personally responsible for 
the freedom of a fugitive convict, or 
that he was walking into deadly dan­
ger had not until now really pene­
trated Matt Hanlon’s straight think­
ing mind.

He remained frozen to the dark wall 
for a long minute. The virtual com­
mand and the warning on that dicta­
phone record in the machine upstairs 
were repeated in his mind.

“You will shelter Harvey Lansing 
by every means at your command. His 
appearance has been arranged. I have 
set aside on deposit virtually the to­
tal amount of my fortune, six millions 
in cash, to be paid to the man who 
produces the absolute convicting evi­
dence that was lacking following the 
murder of Thaddeus Jones.

“Lansing’s conviction, as you well 
know, was obtained on purely circum­
stantial evidence. It is my belief that 
one of five men knows the truth of 
the murder. I have notified each of 
those five men of the opportunity to 
claim the six millions provided. Aside 
from my attorney, Lester Shott, and 
yourself, no other person has been 
or will be informed of this unusual 
reward for the successful reopening 
of a murder case.

“In due time you will be contacted 
by the five men to whom I refer. I 
warn you to be cautious. While I 
have no evidence other than my intui­
tion, I am convinced that one of the 
world’s most vital chemical secrets 
was and is involved in the death of 
Thaddeus Jones. I leave to you this 
grave responsibility because of my 
confidence in you, and further because 
of your relationship with my ward, 
Marley Weston.”

Matt Hanlon’s wide lips were a 
grim line as the name of Marley 
Weston came into his mind. Perhaps 
for her sake, if for no other reason, 
he must go through with this as Jared 
Wright desired, if there was possible 
truth in Jared Wright’s recorded 
words.

There was this much sudden truth.



A gun cracked twice from the stairs 
above. Slugs gouged the wall close 
to Hanlon’s head. They buzzed away 
viciously.

Hanlon dropped, flattening himself, 
swearing under his breath. Why had 
he not taken the dead watchman’s gun 
before he started up?

He could hear a scuffling movement. 
The gunman was moving downward 
with cautious steps. If Hanlon moved, 
he was trapped by the light at the 
turn. A few more steps and the de­
termined killer could not miss him. 

the man’s skull had been cracked, a 
dry, bitter voice spoke.

“Lift your hands and come up 
where I can see you better! I don’t 
want to shoot, but I will!”

Matt Hanlon felt as if he ascended 
the final steps of the stairs in an un­
real dream. Under the light at the 
top appeared a grayish, bony face. 
The man standing there held an auto­
matic leveled upon Hanlon.

In that moment all of what had ap­
peared impossible in Jared Wright’s 
strange bequest to Matt Hanlon be-

THE BLACK BAT

Hanlon poised, prepared to jump 
desperately past the lighted space. 
The stalking killer took his next steps 
more quickly than he had intended. 
His gun exploded again, but the slug 
went wild, for Hanlon had glimpsed 
a fast moving, shadowy figure above 
the gunman. He heard the crunch as 
of metal upon bone. The killer came 
on down, rolling over and over.

EVEN as the gunman landed at 
Hanlon's feet, and he saw that 

came fact. Hanlon had never seen 
Harvey Lansing, convicted of the 
murder of Thaddeus Jones. But he 
had been shown numerous newpsaper 
photographs of him. And the tall man 
standing there, holding' the gun 
steadily upon him, was Harvey Lan­
sing. His hair was a thick, white 
shock that had been closely trimmed.

“You are Matthew Hanlon?”
The convict spoke calmly, though 

his weapon showed the bright, new 
stain of blood on its barrel as he held 



it pointed with a steady hand.
“Yes, I’m Hanlon,” said Matt. “I 

didn’t—well, I was waiting for you. 
but I didn’t believe—Say, Lansing! 
I guess I don’t know what I believe 
yet, except it seems I owe you my life, 
and—”

“That was luck, Hanlon,” inter­
rupted Lansing. “I’m glad I came on 
the scene when I did, but I’m sorry, 
too. I’m afraid I killed that fellow. 
I had to hit hard and fast.”

“Yes—yes.” Hanlon nodded. “All 
right. It’s all crazy, but somehow 
you’re here and Jared Wright said I 
was to help you. But just a few mo­
ments ago old Barnaby, the watchman, 
was killed in the elevator shaft and 
this fellow you downed started shoot­
ing at me. I’ll have to think about 
whether I’ll go through with helping 
you, or—”

“Shut up, Hanlon!” The convict’s 
voice was suddenly cold steel. “If 
there’s any question, forget it! We’ll 
go out the way I came in, by the fire- 
escape! You walk ahead!”

“But, Lansing, wait!” protested 
Hanlon. “There’s Barnaby to look 
after, and this other dead man. I 
can’t just walk out, or make up my 
mind like that.”

Lansing’s gun jabbed into Hanlon’s 
ribs.

“You can’t help the dead, Hanlon,” 
he said evenly. “By this time all the 
law in the state is looking for me. I 
haven’t a chance if I’m taken back. 
Don’t make me regret I saved your 
life.”

Hanlon walked ahead into the dark­
ened office where Thaddeus Jones had 
been murdered five years before.

“It seems I have no choice, Lan­
sing,” he said. “You say we’ll go out, 
but where? I hadn’t honestly be­
lieved you would escape. I have made 
no plans.”

“I’ll make the plans, Hanlon,” said 
this self-confident fugitive. “In fact, 
my plan was made before my escape 
was arranged. I want you to drive me 
directly to the home of Tony Quinn.

After that, we will see.”
“Tony Quinn?” Hanlon was in­

stantly on guard. "But Lansing, 
surely you’re not thinking of making 
everything worse! I know he was the 
district attorney who sent you up, but 
Jared Wright had some other idea—”

“Jared Wright’s ideas are mine 
now,” interrupted Lansing. “You will 
help me carry them out, Hanlon. I’ll 
be safe enough with you in your car 
going to Tony Quinn’s Riverside 
place.”

HANLON had never been more 
contused. He could think of 

but one reason for an escaped convict 
to want to see the man who had sent 
him to prison five years before. It 
appeared as if he, Hanlon, were about 
to be forced to be party to even a 
greater crime than he had feared.

“But, Lansing,” he tried again. 
“Tony Quinn is blind now, and help­
less. Besides, he is probably well- 
guarded. You wouldn’t want venge­
ance on a blind man?”

“Hanlon, when a man has been in 
prison five years or has lost his eyes, 
then he really learns to see,” said 
Lansing. “You have no choice. We 
are going to see Tony Quinn.”

CHAPTER II

Death Ends a Quest

EPARATED in 
their occurrence by 
something more 
than one hundred 
miles, two weird 
events were still 
closely associated in 
that night of rainy 
darkness.

In one, Matt Han­
lon, his clean-cut, young face haggard 
and anxious, drove his coupe cau­
tiously along Manhattan’s Riverside 
Drive. He was headed for the rather 
old-fashioned but extensive home of 
Tony Quinn, former district attorney.



Quinn, long before blinded by the 
fiendish hand of a mobster, had be­
come a supposed recluse, a mysterious 
figure. His constant companion was 
known as “Silk” Kirby, but it was 
known to few, aside from Quinn, that 
he once had been a thief and confi­
dence man.

It was strongly suspected, with 
good reason, that blind Tony Quinn 
was also the most feared man-hunter 
and foe of criminals, known as the 
Black Bat. But proof of that was 
decidedly lacking.

Matt Hanlon in making this call on 
Quinn had figured every angle of 
possible prevention of revenge being 
taken upon Tony Quinn by the man 
at his side, Harvey Lansing, escaped 
life-termer. But his chances to do 
anything about it seemed slight. The 
grayish, bony-faced Harvey Lansing 
kept an automatic pressed into Matt 
Hanlon’s side as the coupe worked 
northward in the rain.

Almost coincident with this time, 
the other event was taking place near 
the easternmost tip of Long Island. 
It could seem to have no possible con­
nection with Harvey Lansing’s dubi­
ous visit to Tony Quinn, or to strange 
bequests made by the late Jared 
Wright, who had been head of the 
Wright-Jones Chemical Company— 
but it did.

Due to the drizzling rain there was 
only a slight shine of lights in the 
sky marking the oyster and fishing 
town of Greenport. A few miles away, 
not far from the rocky eastern head­
land of the famous Shelter Island, a 
bright light flared on and off.

This light was aboard a broad­
decked oyster boat. But the flashes 
showed that a diver’s outfit, with the 
derrick and pumps, had been set up. 
Some four men slouched about the 
deck, watching a man who had just 
come up from the water and was hav­
ing his diver's helmet removed.

A smoothly shaved, red-cheeked 
and rotund man who wore eye-glasses 
that glistened with rain, appeared to 

be in command. He waved his short 
arms continually.

“Well? Well?” His voice was im­
patient. “You hit it?”

“Can’t say for sure yet, Mr. Spen­
cer,” grunted the diver. “I come 
onto a burned hulk, but that’s a deep 
hole. Take some time to dig into it 
and get at the motor. I’ll try to open 
a door next time down.”

Most persons in the wholesale drug 
business of New York would have 
identified Thurman Spenc'er, the ro­
tund man, as one of the wealthiest 
druggists in the trade. That he should 
be out here mysteriously in the rain 
of a dark night directing a diving 
operation was remarkable.

As for the three other men on the 
oyster boat’s flat deck, they had the 
appearance of strong-arm, holdover 
thugs from the once prosperous rack­
eteering era before the war. Accent­
ing that idea, two of the men held 
slim-snouted machine-guns of the lat­
est type.

The diver’s helmet was screwed 
into place again and he started down, 
slowly. One of the men watching 
him was careful about using the 
needed light, switching it off as soon 
as the diver was ready to descend.

CAUTION with the intermittent 
light, however, proved to be 

wasted. The pilot of a nearly silent 
speed-boat was smart. His fast craft 
was bearing directly down upon the 
anchored oyster boat without lights 
showing.

A brilliant, spreading beam sud­
denly leaped to life. Its illumination 
bathed all of the weird diving scene 
while the diver was just partly over 
the side of the larger boat.

With the light came am immediate 
chattering, like a riveting machine 
pounding steel. No tracer bullets 
were needed to show the effect of the 
belching chopper on the speed-boat.

The descending diver threw out his 
thickly clad arms and sprawled over 
the rail, hanging there. One of the 



strong-arm boys with a machine-gun 
attempted to get it into action, but 
he lay down instead, the unexploded 
chopper under his body.

Chunky Thurman Spencer, the 
well-known wholesale druggist, 
jumped up and down like a monkey 
on a stick.

“Well, get them! Curse it! Stop 
them!”

Mr. Spencer seemed oblivious to 
danger and made no effort to remove 
himself from the path of streaming 
death.

A second man with a machine-gun 
managed to stutter some of its slugs 
toward the speeding boat and its 
light. Apparently he missed. He, 
too, fell upon his chopper and lay 
quite still.

The third man had a thought for 
the recklessness of Mr. Spencer. It 
cost him his life, but saved the drug­
gist. He shouted as he jumped for­
ward and knocked Spencer from his 
feet and down into the open cockpit 
of the oyster raking deck.

“They’re wantin’ to blast you, 
Boss!” were the thug’s words.

They were his last, for he took slugs 
that probably would have removed 
Thurman Spencer. He coughed twice 
and joined his two companions in 
death.

The shooting speed-boat circled the 
anchored oyster craft. A sharp voice 
rang out through the rain.

“That cleaned ’em! We go aboard?”
“No time for that!” The reply car­

ried command. “The shooting will 
have the Greenport police sending out 
a boat! Swing up there and cut loose 
their anchor chain so the outfit will 
drift away on the tide!”

“But they’il pick it up!” The first 
speaker argued.

“That will be their headache!” 
spoke the commanding voice. “And 
possibly when they find Thurman 
Spencer it will give the others some­
thing to think about! But get that 
oyster boat away from the spot!”

Perhaps five minutes later the old 

oyster boat with its cargo of corpses, 
the diver hanging over the side, and 
the still surviving but stunned Thur­
man Spencer in the oyster cockpit, 
was free and losing itself in the black, 
rainy darkness, drifting toward Mon­
tauk Point across the inlet open to 
the sweep of the Atlantic.

Boats were moving out from Green­
port when the fast speed-boat faded 
on its silenced motor. It disappeared, 
going in the direction of Sag Harbor, 
the old whaling town on the mainland.

Drifting without a light by which 
it might be picked up, the old oyster 
boat was moving on the ebb tide for 
the open Atlantic. The rotund Spen­
cer climbed out of the cockpit, feel­
ing his way about.

IT APPEARED that his nerves
were good. He found death all 

around him by the touch of his hands. 
His only reaction was to swear low, 
hard oaths. A bump on the head was 
his only injury.

Spencer could see lights of boats 
moving in search of the shooting 
scene. Because of that he showed no 
light and made no effort to start up 
the motor of the oyster boat. Instead, 
he cleared and shoved over a small 
rowboat.

“I’ll be lucky if I don’t get lost at 
sea,” Spencer thought grimly, as he 
started rowing, heading the boat 
against the ebb tide. “If I only knew 
which of the others dropped that map 
where I found it, then stole it from 
my pocket again when I had only 
memorized it, I’d know who's in that 
killer boat—and undoubtedly which 
one murdered Thaddeus Jones.”

He headed for the nearest land. And 
his next muttered words proved that 
Spencer might be none too patriotic 
an American.

“Even if I should be carried out to 
sea,” he mumbled, “and be picked up 
by a Nazi sub, it might not be so bad, 
seeing what I may have to offer. We 
may have to deal with the Nazis 
sooner or later, at that ... If I only



knew which one killed Jones—”
He barely missed the light of a 

searching boat, and for a moment his 
thoughts were all of escape.

“This business of Harvey Lansing’s 
escape crowds us some,” he went on 
musing then. “Possibly Lansing may 
have some information concerning 
that stuff that’s sunk out there. I’ll 
have to make another try at reaching 
that wreck!”

Spencer was fortunate in seeing a 
shore light. He headed for it. A 
little later he reached a highway and 
caught a late bus headed in the gen­
eral direction of New York City.

The only impression the tragedy 
seemed to have made was expressed 
in a grim smile of wonder as to what 
the police would think when they 
finally picked up the boatload of 
corpses. . . .

It was a fishermen’s boat, coming in, 
. that connected with the drifting 

oyster boat. Perhaps an hour later 
Greenport police were contacting 
New York City and otherwise at­
tempting to« identify three dead men 
and an unconscious diver who was 
badly wounded.

The strange gun battle off the point 
of Shelter Island promised to remain 
a complete mystery, unless the 
wounded diver could be revived and 
would talk.

Nearing New York City in his own 
car, which he had parked at River­
head, Thurman Spencer, the wealthy 
druggist was grim-lipped. He took 

a small dictaphone record from an 
inside pocket, saw that it was well- 
protected by a tissue paper wrapping 
and returned it to place.

“If I could only know which one 
of the four was in that speed-boat, I 
would know better how to play my 
hand,” was Spencer’s repeated worry. 
“It’s a sure thing that whoever engi­
neered that attack and the murders 
now knows I am smart, and I will be 
especially marked.”

Parking a short time later, Thur­
man Spencer went into a public phone 
booth. He looked up an address and 
a telephone number. The name was 
that of Tony Quinn, former district 
attorney, now generally believed to 
be blind, though questions about that 
had even reached Thurman Spencer. 
He dialed and waited. He could hear 
the repeated buzzing of the phone in 
the home of Tony Quinn.

BUT after five minutes, when
Spencer had received no reply, 

he gave it up, impatiently.
“It would be my luck for Tony 

Quinn to be out of town just now,” 
he growled, hanging up. “I’ll get him 
later. The smartest move now will 
be to hook up with Quinn, if he is 
half as clever as they say he is in 
solving crimes.”

The fact of the matter was, had 
Spencer been able to guess it, that 
Tony Quinn would have been in­
tensely interested in a communication
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from Thurman Spencer at this time. 
But no one in the Quinn residence 
was answering any phone calls at the 
moment, although Quinn and several 
other persons were in the library of 
his Riverside home.

The phone went unanswered be­
cause the life of a pretty girl ap­
peared to depend at the moment upon 
no one in the room making any move 
except by the order of the man who 
held an automatic pressed to the girl’s 
spine!

CHAPTER III

The Blind Can See

NTHONY QUINN, 
former district at­
torney, sat stony- 
faced and calm be­
fore the huge fire­
place in his library. 
His eyes stared ap­
parently at nothing 
and he did not so 
much as turn his 

head toward the strange little group 
near him.

Close up, Tony Quinn’s eyes seemed 
to be covered by a gray film. His 
manner, with his cane held between 
his knees, was that of a blind man, 
whose senses other than sight must 
inform him of all that is going on. 
Now he seemed to be aware of what 
was going on in only the vague way 
of one who does not see.

The phone on the nearby library 
table rang insistently. But the tall, 
thin, quick-moving man standing be­
side Tony Quinn only flicked his eyes 
toward it. Then he looked back at 
the blue-eyed, blond girl who stood on 
the fireplace rug.

A dry, bitter voice spoke above the 
phone’s clamor.

“Let it ring. We have other busi­
ness. When a man has been con­
victed once for murder, he is not 
likely to hesitate at any means to keep 
his freedom.” His eyes bored into 

the blind man's. “All right, Mr. 
Quinn. So you don’t know this girl 
or this ugly mug we ran onto prowling 
in your grounds?”

The “ugly mug” referred to stood 
beside the girl with two knuckle- 
scarred hands lifted. His ears and 
other marks were those of a former 
pugilist. Tony Quinn may have 
shown no recognition of him, but in 
fact he was “Butch” O’Leary, the 
strong-arm division of Tony Quinn's 
own crime fighting force.

At the words of the man holding the 
gun in the girl’s back, Butch O'Leary 
growled:

“Brother, when I separate you from 
that rod, I’ll bend your ears clear 
back to your heels”

The man with the gun, bony-faced, 
hard-eyed Harvey Lansing, only 
smiled grimly.

“Sure, but this gun happens to be a 
great equalizer until I know where I 
stand,” he said. “This young fellow 
with me is Matthew Hanlon, Mr. 
Quinn. Whatever happens, he is not 
responsible for my escape or my com­
ing here like this, although he has 
been left one hundred thousand dol­
lars with which to help hide me out 
from the law.”

Matt Hanlon’s usually mild brown 
eyes were as hard as agate now. He 
stood as helpless as the others, as 
long as Harvey Lansing kept that 
automatic touching the girl’s back.

But Hanlon was forthright in all 
that he did. He proved it.

“That is only partly true, Mr. 
Quinn,” he said. “Because of a mur­
der tonight, and because Harvey Lam 
sing saved my life from a killer, I 
probably would have come with him 
and helped him without pressure. I 
don’t believe Lansing would kill that 
girl. She was just unlucky to be 
caught in your grounds with her 
friend.”

The quick, bright-eyed man beside 
Tony Quinn was “Silk” Kirby. The 
one-time thief and former confidence 
man, after his first encounter with 



blind Tony Quinn, had become his 
chief lieutenant. He was now one of 
the most dangerous of men—but only 
to those of the underworld to which 
he had once belonged, for now he was 
thoroughly upon the side of the law.

In reply to Matt Hanlon, Lansing 
said harshly.

‘‘Don’t take any chance on my us­
ing this gun. You know now who I 
am, Mr. Quinn. I simply saw these 
two intruders, and had the chance to 
use the girl as a cover-up to talk to 
you, knowing you as everyone does. 
I am here to make a peculiar request, 
perhaps the oddest ever made by a 
fugitive' convicted of murder and 
serving five years of torment—upon 
the man responsible for those five 
years.”

SINCE Tony Quinn had become 
the Black Bat, and had applied his 

special and unique powers to exacting 
justice where it was needed he had 
never experienced a more extraordi­
nary situation than that which now 
confronted him. For this girl who 
was held up at gun point was not, as 
her convict captor believed, a mere 
chance stroller in Tony Quinn’s 
grounds. She was Carol Baldwin, an­
other of Quinn’s own assistants, and 
one who held his deepest affections.

This, Tony Quinn had not an­
nounced, nor did he intend to do so. 
He would let it go as Harvey Lansing 
and Matt Hanlon apparently believed 
—that the girl and “Butch” O’Leary 
who had been captured with her, had 
been mere intruders in the grounds. 
In reality, they had been leaving 
Quinn’s home by a secret tunnel when 
they had unexpectedly been trapped.

And, standing near Quinn, Silk Kir­
by, deadly and quick, had never been 
more tempted. Handy in his sleeve 
was a weapon that he sometimes used, 
and to anyone who knew him it was 
plain that he was on the verge of 
using it now, taking a long chance 
against the gun in Harvey Lansing’s 
hand. But no chance was too great 

for Silk to take where Carol Baldwin 
was concerned.

Tony Quinn saw, and sensed that. 
Without turning his head he spoke 
quietly:

“I am sure, Lansing, you would not 
harm a girl you do not know and has 
caused you no trouble,” he said. “I 
would suggest you turn your gun 
upon me. You may even bring the girl 
over here, and make sure I am under 
your weapon. Then we can permit 
these two people who seem to have 
blundered into trouble to go their 
way. It’s I you want, isn’t it, Lan­
sing?”

In cool phrases Tony Quinn calmly 
denied knowing Carol Baldwin, 
though she meant more to him than 
any other on earth. Oddly enough, 
he meant it, too, when he said he did 
not believe the escaped convict would 
kill the girl, for some keen inner in­
stinct told him that. Yet there was 
the long chance that he might hurt 
her, and Carol meant so much to 
Quinn.

Not only for herself, which was 
something that had grown up in the 
years of his knowing her, but there 
was for her a deep sense of gratitude 
that could never be repaid. No matter 
how dear Carol was to him he could 
never forget that, but for her, he 
would still be sightless, after a man 
in court, in furious anger, had sought 
to ruin certain evidence in the hands 
of the then district attorney and in­
stead had tossed acid into the eyes of 
Tony Quinn which, for longer than 
he liked to remember, had totally 
blinded him.

Carol Baldwin had given him back 
his sight—though only three people 
knew that to be a fact. And now, 
though Tony Quinn’s eyes seemed to 
be vacant and sightless, he had, in 
fact, amazing vision. For Carol had 
come out of an obscure town in the 
West to give it to him. Her police­
man father, dying, had willed his eyes 
to Tony Quinn, and an obscure sur­
geon in that same Western country 



had performed the marvelous opera­
tion that was nothing short of a 
miracle.

Since that time, Tony Quinn had 
been gifted with extra faculties. 
When he had been blind he had 
learned by hearing and sense of touch 
to do without his eyes. Amazingly 
restored, his sight had become owl­
like. His vision was as clear and as 
sharp in the darkness as in the light.

Many times this uncanny vision had 
been a life-saver, since because of it 
he had been able to balk criminals who 
had become killers.

RIGHT now Tony Quinn was 
really watching Silk Kirby as 

closely as he was Harvey Lansing. 
He feared the loyal, quick-tempered 
Silk might act upon impulse. And 
something deep inside Tony Quinn 
told him there was much to be gained 
by keeping Harvey Lansing in this 
position for a short time.

Again the phone rang sharply. Silk 
Kirby twitched nervously. Only 
Tony Quinn's quick gesture down­
ward with one hand restrained an out­
break.

“It is customary to expect an es­
caped convict to visit the man who 
sent him to prison for but one reason, 
Lansing,” said Tony. “So turn the 
gun on me and permit this young 
woman to go free. If I recall, you 
have a niece who was almost the same 
as a daughter to you. If this should 
happen to her—”

“Wait!” said Lansing coldly. “I 
hold the winning hand now. I will 
state my reason for coming here. I 
am asking the man who prosecuted me 
to help me find the real murderer of 
Thaddeus Jones. I did not kill him, 
but I have reason to believe that one 
of five men it is possible to name is 
that killer.”

Silk Kirby swore and Tony Quinn 
silenced him with a lifted hand. He 
was about to make the strangest state­
ment ever uttered by a former prose­
cutor.

“Lansing,” he said, “if I had fully 
believed you killed Thaddeus Jones, 
you would have got the chair.”

Then, to Matt Hanlon’s amazement, 
Tony Quinn repeated almost the 
identical words spoken by Harvey 
Lansing earlier.

“Lansing, when a man loses his 
sight, then he really sees,” he said. 
“You are unmolested now because I 
want it that way and not because you 
have a gun in a woman’s back. You 
have asked me for a favor. Can you 
think of some condition to attach to 
my granting your request?”

“Yes, Tony Quinn, I can think of 
one,” said Lansing quietly. “If I am 
not proved innocent within thirty 
days, with your help, I will voluntar­
ily surrender to the police. You have 
my word. I came in as I did, not 
because I wasn’t sure in my own mind 
about you, but because I did not know 
what others here might do.”

“It’s a deal, Lansing,” said Tony 
Quinn quietly. “Now I suggest that 
this girl and the man with her be 
permitted to go. I will try and see 
that they do not talk.”

The gray, bony face of Harvey Lan­
sing lost its hardness for the first 
time. Something like a quizzical 
gleam of humor came into his sunken, 
dark eyes. He looked at the scowling 
Silk Kirby.

“Here, catch,” he said quietly, re­
moving the automatic from Carol 
Baldwin’s back and tossing it expertly 
toward Silk Kirby. “It isn’t loaded.”

Still staring straight ahead, Tony 
Quinn chuckled.

“You know, I was sure of that, too, 
Lansing,” he said.

“Why you double-crossin’, bluffin’ 
mug!” roared Butch O'Leary, jerking 
down his hands and swinging a snap­
py left at Lansing's chin.

Harvey Lansing proved he had sev­
eral sides to his character. O’Leary's 
knuckles raked his bony jaw, stagger­
ing him, but he did not lift his hands.

Blood welled from his cut chin, but 
Lansing still smiled a little.



“I had that coming, stranger,” he 
said. “I’m sorry circumstances caused 
me to pick out your girl friend.”

BUTCH O’LEARY’S roar of 
anger was suddenly silenced.

Tony Quinn had no desire at this 
moment to have either of his queer, 
uninvited guests know the true identi­
ty of Carol and Butch.

“Silk,” he rapped, “stop that and 
have the young woman and the man 
removed! You may give each of them 
some suitable recompense for the in­
convenience they have been caused. 
And warn them that worse things 
sometimes happen to prowlers in my 
grounds.”

When Tony Quinn dismissed Carol 
and Butch like that in the presence 
of strangers, it was understood they 
were to establish radio contact with 
him soon, or be in their car waiting 
Tony’s call. Carol’s eyes were ap­
provingly bright as she left the room 
with Butch and Silk.

Silk Kirby was just returning when 
for the third time the phone started 
ringing.

“Answer it, Silk,” directed Quinn, 
and turned his attention to his strange 
caller. “Lansing,” he said, “I’ve never 
before harbored a fugitive. We will 
have to work this thing out.” He 
glanced at the other man. “Perhaps, 
Matt Hanlon, you can give me some­
thing more of a picture of what has 
happened, and how you came into this. 
I already know, though you may not 
be aware I do, that you were secretary 
to Jared Wright.”

Before Hanlon or Lansing could 
reply, Silk Kirby spoke, his hand cov­
ering the phone.

“There is a Mr. Spencer, a Thurman 
Spencer, on the line, sir. He says 
that, if possible, he must see you to­
night. And he said to tell you that 
he believes he might supply some new 
evidence in a murder case you prose-

“Get back, you yellow dogs!” cried 
the Black Bat. “You’re not leaving 
helpless men and women to die!”

(CHAPTER XIV)



cuted five years ago, the case of Thad­
deus Jones.”

Tony Quinn was studying the gray 
face of Lansing as Silk Kirby made 
the announcement. And while Lan­
sing, taut and strained, only whis­
pered to himself, Quinn read the 
words on his lips.

“Thurman Spencer—one of the five. 
They know—if they find me it is kill 
or be killed—”

Tony Quinn tried to recall whether 
or not Thurman Spencer had entered 
into the Thaddeus Jones’ murder trial 
in any way.

He was sure he had not. He nodded 
to Silk Kirby.

“Tell Mr. Spencer I will see him,” 
said Tony. “But inform him that I 
have been called downtown for the 
next hour and it will be more conven­
ient for me to meet him there, if he 
will suggest a place.”

SILK KIRBY spoke over the phone 
and turned back to Quinn.

“He says it is strangely opportune, 
as he wished to see you tonight, but 
not until after he has attended an 
important meeting which may require 
an hour of his time, sir. He says he 
will then meet you in his office in the 
Grayflex Building — the Thurman 
Spencer Drugs, Inc.”

Tony Quinn nodded. He was still 
staring stonily at the fireplace. But 
both Lansing and Matt Hanlon started 
at his next words.

“Lansing, you said you suspect that 
one of five men killed Thaddeus 
Jones. Besides Thurman Spencer, 
who are the other four?”

Lansing’s dark eyes stared at Tony 
Quinn.

He was convinced he had not spoken 
aloud.

“Yes, Thurman Spencer is one, Mr. 
Quinn,” he said slowly. “I have a 
queer hunch. If you see Spencer, he 
will supply the names of the other 
four. I will write them down now, 
and we will investigate later to see if 
they check.”

CHAPTER IV

Five Men Afraid

ARVEY LANSING, 
escaped convict, 
wrote five names on 
a slip of paper, fold­
ed it, and handed it 
to Tony Quinn who 
placed it in his 
pocket. But Lan­
sing knew little of 
the processes of

Quinn’s remarkable brain.
“Lansing,” said Quinn abruptly. 

“If there are five men you suspect, 
undoubtedly they have in some way 
been closely associated. And if so, 
with the news of your escape being 
broadcast, it might be that those five 
men would wish to have a conference.
The call of Thurman Spencer gives 
me an idea.”

“The five were associated,” stated 
Lansing. “But so far as I know only 
before the murder of Thaddeus Jones. 
All are rich men, and he was seeking 
their backing in a chemical experi­
ment. I have reason to believe that 
secret chemical was of immense value 
and that it was stolen from the brain 
of John Weston, my sister’s husband. 
But with the murder of Thaddeus 
Jones there was another episode that 
undoubtedly caused John Weston to 
become insane.”

Matt Hanlon uttered a sharp ex­
clamation.

“Perhaps that checks with the 
strange idea of Jared Wright in mak­
ing one of the most curious wills on 
record,” he said quickly. “I am here, 
and Lansing is here because Jared 
Wright arranged that that should be 
so before he died. He also notified five 
men, unknown to me, that six millions 
in cash, his entire fortune, would go to 
the man who produced real and fac­
tual evidence as to the identity of the 
real murderer of Thaddeus Jones.”

“Six million smackers?” Silk Kir­
by almost whistled the words. “Then 



if Lansing here can be proved inno­
cent, we would take in six million 
bucks, and—”

Tony Quinn smiled a little. Some­
times Silk Kirby’s memories of his 
old grifting days overcame his judg­
ment.

“I’m afraid we’re not in on this, 
Silk,” he said. “But my idea of a 
moment ago still may be good. Five 
men were associated in planning to 
finance Thaddeus Jones when he was 
murdered. That was not brought out 
at the trial, Lansing.”

“Jared Wright did not want it 
brought out then,” said Lansing. 
“You’ll recall I was Wright’s secre­
tary at the time I was accused of kill­
ing Thaddeus Jones. Jones was 
found dead at his desk with a bullet 
in his head. I was picked up uncon­
scious, at the bottom of the fire escape 
leading down from his office, with a 
broken leg. I had the murder gun, 
and there were some papers from 
Jones’ files in my pockets.”

Tony Quinn nodded, the old case 
running through his mind.

“The murder gun was old, unregis­
tered, and could not be traced,” he 
said. “The circumstances were dead 
against you, Lansing, but then, as 
now, I sometimes acted upon a sense 
of things rather than upon cold evi­
dence. I suggested murder in the 
second rather than the first degree.”

Lansing nodded, and said, “and that 
is one of the reasons I am here to­
night, Quinn. But what was your 
idea?”

Tony spoke quickly to Silk Kirby. 
He directed him to a huge volume, a 
recent business listing covering New 
York City. Maintaining his pose of 
blindness he had Silk read the list 
until he came to the name of Thur­
man Spencer.

Silk mentioned a number of enter­
prises in which Thurman Spencer was 
interested. Tony selected one, the 
only business that might have possible 
connection with recent developments 
in the war chemical industry.

©NE minute later, Silk Kirby was 
reading from another book. He 

came to a corporation known as Chem­
ical Latex, Incorporated.

“It’s directors, Silk?” said Tony.
Silk started to read:

Thurman Spencer, Reeve Gardner, 
Andrew Severn, Charles—

Tony Quinn was on his feet. He 
gestured to Silk Kirby.

“Have the big car ready in five 
minutes, Silk! Lansing and you, 
Hanlon, will go with me! I might 
leave you here, but perhaps there is 
no safer place for an escaped convict 
than in the private car of the former 
district attorney!”

“Unless we should happen to en­
counter Captain McGrath, sir,” said 
Silk Kirby. “McGrath would be 
tickled pink to catch you harboring a 
fugitive. He—”

“It’s a good idea,” interrupted Lan­
sing. “And in case anything happens, 
tonight or at any time, I will swear 
that I came to you and that you were 
returning me to the police.”

The phone rang again. Silk Kirby 
was already on his way to get the big 
car so Matt Hanlon answered, and 
handed the instrument to Quinn.

A voice crackled in the instrument. 
Tony replied, “Yes, Commissioner 
Warner. I’ll be on guard.” Then, 
“On a boat at Greenport, Commis­
sioner? Three dead men with records 
and a wounded diver. The diver has 
talked. Yes?”

When he hung up, Tony faced 
around. Silk Kirby was coming in to 
conduct him to the car. Tony smiled, 

“Lansing, don’t tell me you’re 
twins?” he said. “There has been 
some kind of a gun battle down near 
Montauk Point and if you were not 
here you could have had something to 
do with it. Three known mobsters 
were left dead on an oyster boat. A 
diver was wounded, but is talking in 
a delirium.”

“A diver?” Lansing’s gray face 
was a sudden, hard mask. “Yes, and 



what does that have to do with me?”
“The diver keeps saying his boss 

was afraid he would be killed when he 
got the radio news that you had es­
caped, Lansing,” said Tony. “That 
was Police Commissioner Warner on 
the phone. He told me that the diver 
keeps saying over and over again, that 
Lansing, the convict, killed his boss. 
All of this seems to have happened 
about two hours or more ago. You 
couldn’t have made it, Lansing, unless 
you were twins, and you wouldn’t 
know anything about a diver hunting 
something on a dark night—”

“Of course I couldn’t have been 
there,” cut in Lansing, “but strangely 
enough I might be linked with it at 
that. Not the shooting, Quinn. But 
the diving part of it. Quinn, John 
Weston, my dead sister’s husband is, 
as I told you, in a mental hospital as 
the result of shock in the burning and 
the sinking of a fishing cruiser some­
where near Shelter Island. And that 
cruiser was burned and sunk two days 
after Thaddeus Jones was murdered.”

Matt Hanlon stared at Lansing and 
nodded.

“That’s right, Lansing,” he said. 
“Of course, you know Marley Weston 
and I are engaged to be married. So 
through Marley and Jared Wright I 
learned all about John Weston’s acci­
dent, his rescue from the sea and his 
deranged mind as the result. And 
that hooks up perhaps with \yhat has 
happened tonight. The fishing cruiser 
was owned by Thaddeus Jones.”

“And,” supplied Lansing, “it was 
on that cruiser that John Weston and 
Thaddeus Jones were believed to have 
been testing out some new chemical 
secret. But it has been believed that 
John Weston himself caused the ex­
plosion and fire on the cruiser with 
some of his experiments, for he was 
alone on it at the time.”

TONY QUINN had not at first be­
lieved he would become deeply 

involved in anything more serious 
than a personal effort to right a possi­

ble wrong done an innocent man. 
Suddenly a wider picture of crime 
was appearing in his astute brain.

With his hand upon Silk Kirby’s 
arm, they were moving out to the 
driveway to get into the big, closed 
limousine. Naturally he desired to 
maintain his pose of blindness before 
Lansing and Hanlon, as he did at all 
times with all except his three inti­
mate associates.

It was clear to him now that the 
unexpected tragedies, the swift hap­
penings of tonight, were not the re­
sult of coincidence. The strange ap­
pearance before him of Harvey Lan­
sing and Matt Hanlon, the effort, of 
which he had been told, to murder 
Hanlon, and then this apparent mob 
murder battle more than a hundred 
miles away on an oyster boat, together 
with the unexpected call from Thur­
man Spencer must be all a part of the 
same vast pattern.

“Where to, sir?” said Silk Kirby as 
the big car moved.

“The plant of the Chemical Latex 
Corporation, Silk,“ directed Tony. 
“It’s only a short jump, as it happens, 
on a back street beyond the Triboro 
Bridge in the Bronx. If we are 
lucky, I may be able to attend a sud­
den conference of some five men who 
are perhaps in deadly fear, afraid of 
their lives. But unless my idea is far 
off, they would not want to meet Har­
vey Lansing.”

Another car came booming up 
Riverside Drive before they were 
fairly started. Its tires made scream­
ing noises as it turned toward Tony 
Quinn’s private driveway. The car’s 
upper part flashed white.

Silk Kirby sent the big limousine 
to one side under the trees just in time 
to miss the swing of the police car’s 
slicing lights.

“Ten bucks to two bits, sir, that’s 
our unshakable friend, Captain Mc­
Grath,” said Silky Kirby wryly. 
“Now what would that egg be want­
ing at this time of night? I’ll bet it 
isn’t good.”



SILK

Tony Quinn, in the front seat be­
side Silk, chuckled.

“I’m surprised, Silk,” he said. “You 
have a suspicious mind. No doubt the 
zealous Captain McGrath has come 
with good intentions, and a bodyguard 
for a blind man be believes menaced 
by an escaped convict.”

“Captain McGrath never had any 
good intentions, and he’s come snoop­
ing as usual to see if it might not be 
about time for the Black Bat to fly 
again, sir,” argued Silk. “We wouldn’t 
want to be trailed where we’re going, 
sir, and we won’t be.”

This conversation could not be 
heard by Matt Hanlon and Harvey 
Lansing. They were in the rear seat 
of the big closed car. It was darkened 
inside.

Tony Quinn flicked on an ultra­
short-wave radio under the car’s 
panel. Before making a contact he 
spoke again to Silk Kirby.

“You told Carol and Butch to stay 
tuned in for orders?”

“Yes, sir, they will be expecting to 
hear from you,” said Silk. “The same 
as always.”

WHENEVER circumstances 
brought it about, Carol Bald­

win and tough Butch O’Leary always 
stayed close to Tony Quinn’s own 
radio, planted in Carol’s car. Carol, 
who had left Tony Quinn’s place 
without a word or gesture that would 
have tipped off her true position or 
that of Butch O’Leary would be, 
Quinn knew, listening to it now, and 
its scrambler attachment made the 
two-way communications possible, 
without cut-ins from the police.

Tony Quinn spoke, low, quickly, as 
soon as he had established contact 
with Carol.

“Carol, dear, I have an immediate 
assignment for you, and it may be 
dangerous. I wish you to ascertain if 
Marley Weston is at her home near 
New Rochelle. If so, you are to get 
in touch with her and remain with 
her, then report in the car radio hour­
ly until further instructions. I am 
convinced Marley Weston is in ex­
treme peril at this moment, so be care­
ful.”

“Right, Tony,” came the girl’s eager 
voice. “But darling, I heard enough 



to know that you’re going into danger. 
You’ll take care of yourself, too?”

Tony smiled in the darkness. “Some 
day—”

Well, his personal affairs might 
wait a long time. The way of justice 
was a long and menacing road and al­
ways must come first.

“Butch will go to the Sun-Air Sani­
tarium, not far from New Rochelle,” 
Quinn told Carol. “Marley Weston 
lives where she does because John 
Weston, her father, is in the sanitari­
um. I want Butch to go directly to 
Dr. Kroo, at Sun-Air, and tell him that 
I sent him for a job as special guard 
for John Weston. I will call Dr. Kroo 
and tell him that Butch is coming. 
Butch must watch not only for out­
siders, but for some of those who may 
be employed at the sanitarium.”

Tony Quinn was well acquainted 
with Dr. Alo Kroo’s Sun-Air Sanitari­
um. The institution had a good rep­
utation in spite of the fact that some 
would call its cures for mental and 
nervous ills unorthodox. There had 
been some trouble years before, but 
Dr. Alo Kroo, who claimed to be a 
Korean, had fully cleared himself 
with Tony Quinn who had then been 
district attorney.

Since that time, the strange, dark, 
little doctor with the queer name had 
been on Tony Quinn’s list of friends. 
This was just one more instance of 
the fact that one of the reasons for 
Tony’s wide success in his career as 
the Black Bat was his intimate asso­
ciation with a great variety of persons.

Many of them were leading citizens, 
high up. Many more, and much more 
valuable to a man who made the hunt­
ing down of criminals his vocation as 
well as his avocation, were persons 
choosing to travel along the border 
line of the law.

The big limousine was like a mov­
ing shadow in the rain as it came 
down Riverside Drive. Silk Kirby 
turned across town, taking the Central 
Park drive at Sixty-ninth street to 
reach the Triboro bridge, on the way 

to the Bronx.
Across the park, Tony Quinn had 

the car stopped near a drugstore. 
With directions to Matt Hanlon and 
Harvey Lansing not to move, Quinn 
went with Silk Kirby to the drugstore.

Silk guided the staring Tony Quinn 
to a phone booth. Whispers went 
along the fountain counter. Even 
there men recognized him for the 
blind ex-district attorney was a 
marked figure wherever he went.

QUINN took several minutes try­
ing to get the Sun-Air Sanita­

rium. Then he failed to reach Dr. Alo 
Kroo.

“Sorry, sir,” said an attendant. 
“But Dr. Kroo is with others. We 
have had some trouble. Dr. Kroo 
is helping search for a missing 
patient.”

And at those words that inner 
sense which was always functioning 
with Tony Quinn struck a warning.

It had started! Here was the third 
event of the night which might be 
linked with the “arranged” escape of 
Harvey Lansing. He must know if 
John Weston were the missing pa­
tient.

“An attendant will not be author­
ized to talk,” thought Quinn, but im­
mediately he said:

“That is why I am calling Dr. Kroo. 
I have heard from John Weston, your 
patient who escaped. I will call back.”

The little trick worked. The attend­
ant gulped excitedly. Then the 
trick turned sour, working the wrong 
way.

“You’ve heard from John Weston?” 
the attendant barked. “That’s a lie! 
You couldn’t—”

Tony’s ear rang with the sharp slap 
of a blow and the crash of the phone 
at the other end. The line went dead.

Tony’s lips moved as he turned to­
ward Silk Kirby waiting outside the 
booth.

“Get back to the car, Silk. Pick up 
Carol and keep her on the radio until 
I make my way back.”



CHAPTER V

Vanished Car Wheels

UDGING it might be 
well to wait for a 
space before trying 
to dial back on Sun- 
Air Sanitarium, 
Tony Quinn em­
ployed the time by 
putting in a call to 
the local police at 
New Rochelle.

“This is Tony Quinn,” he said, and 
asked his questions.

“Yes,” he was told. “We have just 
received a report from Dr. Kroo at 
Sun-Air of the escape of a patient, 
John Weston,” came the reply. “We 
were told the patient is not dangerous, 
but it is believed by Dr. Kroo that he 
had outside assistance.”

“Exactly how long has it been since 
Dr. Kroo called you?” asked Quinn.

“Within the past two minutes.”
“Thanks,” said Tony Quinn, but as 

he hung up he was making a bet with 
himself that the New Rochelle police 
had been called immediately after he 
had been cut off so abruptly when he 
had called the Sun-Air.

“An attendant was smacked down 
for saying I couldn’t have heard from 
John Weston, although he has es­
caped,” Quinn was thinking grimly, 
just informed of the escape in spite 
of me being told that Dr. Kroo was out 
looking for the fugitive.”

He dialed the Sun-Air once more. 
This time it was the suave voice of 
Dr. Alo Kroo himself who replied.

“You, Mr. Quinn?” There seemed 
to be pleased relief in the little Ko­
rean doctor’s voice. “That makes me 
so glad at this very time, for we have 
something that will be quickly to 
make trouble. For which I have call 
your residence, but you are out. John 
Weston was taken right away under 
our eyes, Mr. Quinn, and one of my 
men has been killed by those men who 
came in.”

Tony Quinn had another bit of 
guessing to do now. The police re­
port of the escape had just been made. 
Nothing had been said of a murder. 
Tony could be sure of that, or the 
police would have informed him in­
stantly.

He had to play this one close. Dr. 
Alo Kroo seemed to be putting him­
self on a bad spot through the coin­
cidence of Tony Quinn calling Sun- 
Air at the wrong moment.

“That is bad, Dr. Kroo,” said Tony 
quietly. “I was calling to warn you 
that Harvey Lansing, the brother-in- 
law of John Weston, might make an 
effort to reach him.”

“That is it, Mr. Quinn,” said Dr. 
Kroo quickly. “One of my men who 
knew this Harvey Lansing says he 
was of sureness that he saw him in 
the car that took John Weston away.”

“I’ll call you later, Dr. Kroo,” 
stated Tony. “I sent you a man 
named O’Leary to help guard John 
Weston. Have him call me.”

Tony Quinn tapped his way slowly 
from the drugstore, returning alone 
to his big car. Here was one for the 
book.

Harvey Lansing seemed to be a re­
markable fellow indeed.

“He is reported as killing men a 
hundred miles away on an oyster 
boat,” muttered Tony. “And at the 
same time he is with Matt Hanlon at 
the chemical plant where a watchman 
was killed. He is in my car, and he 
is seen with those who have aided 
John Weston to escape from Sun- 
Air.”

Silk Kirby met Tony and aided him 
into the car. The gray, bony face of 
Harvey Lansing showed clearly to 
Tony in the darkness.

“Either something has happened, 
sir, or Carol and Butch are away from 
their car,” stated Silk Kirby as the 
limousine moved again. “I have re­
ceived no reply.”

Tony nodded. “Step on it, Silk,” he 
said. “We’ll keep on calling. By this 
time Carol probably has reached Mar­



ley Weston’s home. And Butch may 
have arrived at the sanitarium.”

He told Silk of John Weston’s re­
ported escape, but decided to keep 
this information from Harvey Lan­
sing for the present. It appeared 
more important than ever now that the 
Black Bat arrive at his original des­
tination ....

IF IT’S squat, ugly appearance had 
not repelled visitors, the unholy 

smells arising from the plant of the 
Chemical Latex Corporation would 
have kept away anyone with a good 
nose. The air and the rain appeared to 
be filled with a thick, greasy fog that 
had all of the sickening smell of burn­
ing rubber.

Evidently there were no secret 
processes at hand considered worth an 
extra guard when Tony Quinn and his 
party arrived. An old gateway to the 
factory, which clung like a many­
legged bug to the hillside, proved the 
place to be an old factory converted to 
a new usage.

“Looks like a dead-end, sir,” com­
mented Silk Kirby as they drew near. 
“You’d think a war plant would have 
armed guards all over the place. But 
I don’t see anyone, and there are no 
lights showing.”

“Keep your eye peeled, Silk,” cau­
tioned Quinn. “I can see an upper 
room with indirect lighting, but it’s 
blacked out just now. And at least 
two men have watched us pass 
through the gate without moving to 
prevent it.”

Silk whistled softly. He was watch­
ing the narrow driveway between 
narrow brick walls. The car passed 
over a rough spot that appeared to 
have the gleam of frosted glass rather 
than the dullness of concrete. As far 
as Silk could see, they were not being 
observed.

Tony Quinn opened a speaker and 
talked directly to Harvey Lansing 
and Matt Hanlon.

“Lansing, you and Hanlon will wait 
a few minutes until Silk Kirby guides 

me to the offices of the chemical 
plant,” he said. “Then you must stay 
with Silk until you hear from me. 
Lansing, do not leave the car under 
any circumstances. I may have news 
and action for you when I return.”

“But if Thurman Spencer is with 
the others, Mr. Quinn, I want to see 
him,” Lansing said harshly. “I’m not 
asking a blind man to take this end of 
it. I wanted only your advice, and 
help that way. I’ll not be kept inac­
tive.”

Tony Quinn appeared to have felt 
his way around to the side door of the 
car with his cane. The door was open 
and he lifted the cane but slightly.

It wasn’t the cane, but Tony’s snap­
ping fist that caught Harvey Lansing 
at just the right spot at the base of 
the jaw. A more complete anaesthetic 
could not have been administered.

Matt Hanlon’s youthful face was a 
mask of amazement.

“This business of giving aid to a 
fugitive convict promises to become 
complicated,” Quinn said quietly. 
“Hanlon, stick with Silk Kirby and 
see that Lansing does not leave the 
car before I return.”

Then Tony Quinn went into the 
darkness with Silk Kirby guiding him. 
Away from the car and out of sight, 
Tony brought a black cape from under 
his coat and hooked it over his 
shoulders.

“Go back now, but take your time, 
Silk,” he directed.

As he moved toward the buildings 
where windows were blacked out to 
all other eyes than his own, Tony 
Quinn appeared to be a monster bird 
of the night, the cape taking the form 
of a black bat’s wings. No longer was 
he Tony Quinn, for he had been meta­
morphosed into the Black Bat.

He was close to the building where 
second-floor windows showed his 
piercing vision the blacked-out lights. 
In the black drizzle the Black Bat was 
a formless invisible shape. Yet he 
knew that one other figure was mov­
ing close to him.



THE Bat heard a voice muttering 
low oaths. Someone had fol­

lowed, but had been unable to keep 
him in sight. The Bat paused. The 
grumbling man came on without show­
ing a light.

That man would never know how 
another man could see clearly enough 
to land a knockout squarely upon the 
point of his chin, but it happened in 
the twinkling of an eye.

With this shadow removed, the 
Black Bat ascended to the low roof of 
a shed under the blacked-out win­
dows. A minute later he was study­
ing the faces of five men seated around 
a long table.

At this same moment, Silk Kirby 
reached the car. According to his 
usual procedure he at once moved it 
back toward the entrance gateway, 
prepared for any quick getaway. Men 
must be watching the car, for the 
Black Bat had said they were, but 
Silk could see none of them. It gave 
him an eerie feeling.

He kept an automatic handy, but 
wished heartily that Tony Quinn had 
not gone on alone. Still he was used 
to obeying and that had been the 
Black Bat’s wish.

In the rear seat Harvey Lansing 
was still out cold. Matt Hanlon sud­
denly voiced an exclamation as the 
heavy limousine was stopped—for 
with that came two dull explosions.

“The rear wheels went into a bad 
hole, Mr. Kirby! I could feel them 
sink! It won’t be easy to get out!”

Ten seconds later Silk Kirby was 
swearing to himself. Then he was out 
in the rain, and he was standing on 
firm concrete. The rear wheels had 
not dropped into a hole but—

“Holy Pete!” exclaimed Silk. 
“Hanlon, look out here!
Matt Hanlon, feeling utterly use­

less thus far, since the beginning of 
the strange ride with Harvey Lansing, 
stared with unbelief. Silk Kirby 
pointed a flashlight at the car’s rear 
wheels.

All of the rubber tires were gone.

McGRATH

Even the metal rims of the wheels 
were disappearing. The costly limou­
sine was settling on its fenders and 
bumpers. The flashlight showed the 
strip of road that had gleamed like 
dull, frosted glass set into the con­
crete. It extended beyond the length 
of the big car, with Kirby standing 
just beyond it.

“Great glory!” exclaimed Matt Han­
lon. “Even sulphuric acid couldn’t 
eat off the wheels that fast!”

“And that’s why there are no guards 
in sight,” grated Silk Kirby.

His automatic was in his hand as 
he sprang toward the front of the car 
to switch off the lights. In a fleeting 
glimpse, Silk saw Lansing had 
slumped from the rear seat to the floor 
of the car. If he had not known he 
was there, Silk would have thought 
the rear section was empty. Then the 
car lights blinked off as a figure 
loomed in the front seat.

An exploding blow with some metal 
weapon caught Silk between the eyes. 
The mystery of the missing wheels 
and the unexpected attack did not 
concern Silk Kirby for several min­
utes thereafter.

In the meantime, Matt Hanlon, who 



had started to follow Silk Kirby to 
the front of the car, heard the side 
rear door open on the opposite side. 
He turned at the sound, and the muz­
zle of a gun was pushed into his 
stomach.

“Just keep walking, chum, the way 
you’re turned!” came a harsh order.

EVEN as the voice spoke, Hanlon 
heard the blow that felled Silk 

Kirby. And two more men, faces con­
cealed by the darkness, came around 
the car.

“Okay, where’s the other mug?” 
Matt Hanlon’s captor exclaimed as 
his companions appeared. “There 
were three of ’em!”

“Three of ’em?” replied one man. 
“Humph! I saw only these two guys 
get out when the wheels hit the spot!”

Hanlon also knew that Lansing was 
lying on the car floor in the rear. The 
thugs had missed seeing him. But 
apparently they had seen Tony Quinn 
before he started for the offices. Han­
lon’s captor swore venomously.

“It’s a dollar to a thin d.me that 
missin’ one’s the one the boss wants 
the most!” he said. “Say! Ain’t you 
Matt Hanlon, old Jared Wright’s sec­
retary?”

He did not wait for Hanlon to reply. 
He flicked a little light into his face.

“Sure you are. And you were in 
the old chemical building when Bugg- 
sy was knocked off! Maybe you’re 
the one who done it! Okay, pal! 
You’re the guy that’s sweet on the 
Weston dame, and we can use you! 
Get going!”

“How about that mug who was driv­
ing?” said one of the other men, re­
ferring to Silk Kirby.

Hanlon’s captor laughed harshly.
“He ain’t on the list, so he might as 

well go with the car,” was the reply. 
“Okay, get over to the switch and 
drop ’er!”

Something in the way lie said it 
more than what he said caused sick­
ness to clutch at Matt Hanlon’s stom­
ach.

“Wait! You can’t do that! Why/ 
that’s Silk Kirby and he’s—”

Matt Hanlon choked off his speech. 
Perhaps he would make Silk Kirby’s 
fate more certain by pointing out he 
was associated with the famous Tony 
Quinn.

“Never heard of him” snapped Han­
lon’s captor. “Swing it, Joker!”

Matt Hanlon could dimly see one 
man touch some sort of a lever in the 
brick wall nearby. Before his horri­
fied eyes, all of Tony Quinn’s costly 
limousine settled flatter on the ground 
and started to sink.

Cold sweat came out on Hanlon’s 
forehead. The big car was disappear­
ing, dropping out of sight!

Being a chemist, Hanlon thought he 
knew all of the elements that might 
most quickly destroy metal. But 
whatever chemical was in the pit 
under the limousine gave forth no 
odor that Hanlon could identify.

Hanlon tried to speak again, but 
could not. Because of the rainy dark­
ness he could not distinguish Silk 
Kirby’s body. But the swift disinte­
gration of the car and all of its parts 
made it positive that human flesh and 
bone must have been dissolved.

The light was flicked again as Han­
lon was pushed along toward the brick 
wall near the car, and a door opened. 
He had one glimpse of the chemical 
trap set here across the roadway.

First there was a narrow slot into 
which the car wheels had dropped and 
been covered by the destroying chemi­
cal, Then a wider space had been 
opened which had permitted all of the 
limousine to sink into the chemical 
Pit-

As Matt Hanlon was pushed for­
ward and the door closed behind him 
and his captors, he had a numbed feel­
ing in mind and body. For he was 
convinced that Silk Kirby’s body had 
been annihilated with the car.

Unfortunately for Hanlon’s desper­
ate state of mind he could not know 
that even as what appeared to be dull 
glass was sliding back to drop the 



car, Harvey Lansing had come from 
the rear door. He had been conscious, 
listening, timing his action to rescue 
Silk Kirby.

Silk Kirby was out cold. Lansing 
could just make out the movement of 
the glasslike section of the roadway. 
His quick action took Silk from the 
sliding plate just before the limousine 
settled into a pit of quick disintegra­
tion.

CHAPTER VII

Five Men Afraid

HE Black Bat could 
read fear in the 
faces of five men 
around the long 
table inside the of­
fice of the Chemical 
Latex Corporation. 
Because of their 
prominence 
and since he once 

had been district attorney, he was able 
to identify the five men.

Thurman Spencer who earlier had 
phoned Tony Quinn appeared to be 
acting as chairman and apparently 
had assumed leadership. At least he 
occupied the head of the table. His 
pale eyes blinked weakly behind thick 
eye-glasses. Red-cheeked and rotund, 
he appeared to be as naive as a man 
could be.

The Bat’s knowledge of the wealthy 
druggist, or rather Tony Quinn’s 
knowledge, brought to mind no act or 
report that would cause suspicion of 
any crime to fall upon Spencer which 
was all the more reason that the Bat 
was sorely puzzled now. For he was 
not only aware of the reputation of 
Thurman Spencer, but what he knew 
applied equally to his four compan­
ions at the table.

They were representative business 
men, he knew. And each was engaged 
in individual enterprise separate from 
this Chemical Latex Corporation.

“It would seem that they have mere­

ly financed a synthetic rubber experi­
ment,” mused the Bat after he had 
listened for a time. “Yet here in the 
night, knowing that Harvey Lansing 
has escaped, they are gathered for 
secret conference. And Lansing be­
lieves that one of these five men knows 
who really murdered Thaddeus Jones 
—or is himself the killer.”

The Bat concentrated a moment 
upon Thurman Spencer. The red­
cheeked druggist was studying the 
faces of his companions. The Bat 
could read fear in his furtive watch­
ing of the others.

Suddenly, just as what appeared to 
be general discussion of synthetic rub­
ber samples on the table was coming 
to an end, the Black Bat heard two 
faint, plopping explosions. As there 
was a steady beat of the rain and the 
explosions could not have been shots, 
the startled fright of the men in the 
room at these slight sounds was a 
revelation.

“I am looking at a murderer!” the 
Bat thought tensely. “And four of 
those men in there know they are 
looking at a murderer! Yet each man, 
looking at the other four, does not 
know which is the killer—except the 
man who is actually guilty.”

Many a time the Black Bat had en­
visioned such a situation. But never 
had he expected to see it in real life.

He had been so surprised at the very 
apparent fear of the men as he had 
heard the explosions that he’d had no 
time to consider the cause of the ex­
plosions themselves. They could so 
easily have been caused by a truck 
backfiring on the road.

He could see his own car with Silk 
Kirby at the wheel, although the 
lamps were dim in the rain. But even 
as he was glancing at the car, he heard 
one man in the room say, his voice 
muffled:

“Lansing?”
From the Bat’s vantage point it was 

impossible to determine which man 
had spoken. Again the Black Bat 
glanced at Thurman Spencer, wonder­



ing why the man had phoned Tony 
Quinn to meet him later at the Graflex 
Building over in Manhattan.

But there were others also to con­
sider. The Black Bat realized that as 
he saw one of the five men, a man he 
had himself identified as Charles 
Blake, a well-known attorney, jump 
nervously to his feet. The fellow’s 
Adam’s apple bobbed in his skinny 
throat.

“Why don’t we come out with it, 
Spencer?” he all but shouted. “Why 
don’t we tell the truth—that we came 
here tonight because we are afraid of 
Harvey Lansing? One of us here 
murdered Thaddeus Jones, and we all 
know that. But we have all bitten on 
the same bait. Our chance for an im­
mense fortune is so great that we have 
each willingly consorted ourselves 
with a murderer!”

THEN, coldly and distinctly, Thur­
man Spencer spoke. His accus­

ing voice belied his apple-cheeked 
appearance.

“And if one of the four of you had 
succeeded in murdering me tonight, 
as only the man who tried it knows, 
the split at the end would have been 
less,” he said. “Possibly the murder­
er among us was that man, for only 
the murderer of Thaddeus Jo ies, the 
same man who framed Harvey Lan­
sing, could have known where I was 
and what I was doing a few hours 
ago.”

The Black Bat thought he had heard 
everything in the line of crime, first 
as district attorney, and later as the 
ruthless nemesis of killers. But here 
was a new one—men accusing each 
other, with none a defender.

The man who replied, quickly and 
heavily, was huge, with big-knuckled 
hands and hairy ears. He was Frank 
Brand, one of the city’s best known 
building contractors.

“You say, Spencer, that only the 
murderer could have known where 
you were and what you were doing?” 
Brand demanded. “Doesn’t that ap­

ply the other way around? Perhaps 
you are the murderer, and some other 
person has come onto the secret thing 
you are doing?”

“I had thought of that,” said Spen­
cer. “But only the murderer has a 
map of where I went tonight. I found 
it in this office. Then it was stolen 
from me when I had partly memorized 
it.”

Charles Blake’s beady eyes darted 
toward the windows.

“A map of what?” he demanded.
“Only the murderer knows that,” 

said Spencer. “But it is of some­
thing important about which he may 
tell us later. Or possibly he means to 
keep us in line with it, or even use it 
to extort more than his split.”

The Black Bat decided the time 
had come for him to smoke a killer 
into the open. And yet he hesitated. 
He had imagined that perhaps the 
sudden and unexpected appearance of 
Harvey Lansing might turn the trick, 
but there seemed to be a static wait. 
For what?

The decision was taken from the 
Black Bat, for at the instant of his 
hesitation the sudden vanishing of his 
own car lights in the rain a hundred 
yards away brought premonition of 
trouble. Yet there was no immediate 
sound to justify concern for Silk Kir­
by and the others he had left in the 
car.

The real break came from another 
direction. The Bat’s penetrating eyes 
picked out a figure crawling along the 
low shed roof toward the windows of 
the office. At the same time there was 
a commotion inside the building.

A girl screamed out frantic words.
“Get out of my way! I’ll shoot if I 

have to, but I must talk to Mr. Gard­
ner and Mr. Severn! They took my 
father away, I tell you!”

The Reeve Gardner, of whom the 
unknown girl spoke was a steel-maker, 
on the chemical side. He owned a 
plant of his own in Brooklyn, known 
by reputation to the Black Bat. He 
was said to have many war contracts.



BUTCH

Andrew Severn, too—the Bat knew 
of him. He was the head of an elec­
trical manufacturing company, cred­
ited with improved plating processes 
for war work. These were the other 
two of the five men in the midnight 
office who had not previously claimed 
the Bat’s attention.

EVEN as the Black Bat heard the 
girl scream inside the offices, he 

checked off the five directors of Chem­
ical Latex Corporation. He set them 
in the indices of his mind:

Thurman Spencer—wealthy drug­
gist, who had claimed an attempt had 
been made to murder him tonight, and 
who had sought an interview with 
Tony Quinn, later.

Charles Blake — patent attorney. 
Nervous, beady-eyed, a man who had 
forced discussion of Harvey Lansing.

Frank Brand—contractor, pugna­
cious. He had questioned Spencer’s 
claim of a murder attempt.

Reeve Gardner — steel-maker, as 
solemn as a mortician, and a man who 
kept rubbing his hands together with 

the unctuous air of a man in that pro­
fession. He owned a plant said to 
have many war contracts.

Andrew Severn—head of an electri­
cal company. A deep, marring scar 
ran from his left temple to his chin, 
and his hands showed the stains of 
chemical work in past years.

But there was time for no more than 
a brief summary, for again the girl 
was crying out.

“You had him taken away tonight, 
I know—I know! I have a friend at 
the Sun-Air Sanitarium! He phoned 
me that Dr. Kroo called a number just 
after it happened and wanted to speak 
to Mr. Gardner or Mr. Severn! I 
found this was the number he called. 
And here you are!”

The girl had burst into the room 
now, her eyes defiant. She was small 
and dark, with a voice that was 
vibrant, a girl pulsing with life—and 
with anger now. The Black Bat 
would not have called her a pretty 
girl. But Marley Weston was un­
questionably a girl to whom men un 
consciously turned.



Just now Marley Weston appeared 
to be in command of the situation. 
She gripped a small automatic in her 
white hand. The Bat noted with ap­
proval that it did not waver, so she 
was not likely to shoot by chance.

Ahead of the girl walked two men, 
covered by her small gun. She waved 
these men, evidently guards, to one 
side. Her gun then weaved slowly, 
pointing at the men around the table. 
The guards cautiously refrained from 
action that might cause shootirg.

“She come from a car and was 
climbin’ in a window,” one of them 
tried to explain. “We saw she was 
Miss Weston, and you said she was 
not to be harmed, Mr. Spencer, so . . . 
Well, she had the gun on us before we 
thought of her bein’ armed.”

The Bat noted those words. So 
Thurman Spencer has said that Mar­
ley Weston was not to be hurt. Then 
Spencer must be much more than a 
law-abiding druggist. Peaceful citi­
zens seldom found it necessary to 
issue orders concerning the welfare 
of other persons where violence might 
be involved.

The Bat wished he knew why Spen­
cer had been so anxious to talk to 
him tonight, but it was too late for 
that now. Facing the static tableau in 
that room, the Bat’s brain worked at 
lightning speed.

In ten seconds he covered this:
Out at Greenport, Long Island, a 

wounded diver was babbling about 
Harvey Lansing having killed his 
“boss.”

Thurman Spencer had openly ac­
cused one of his companions of an 
attempt to kill him tonight, and more­
over Spencer had intimated that only 
the murderer of Thaddeus Jones 
could have known where he had been 
tonight, because of a map he had 
found and which had been stolen back 
from him.

Matt Hanlon had told an old story 
about how John Weston had escaped 
from a sunken cruiser owned by Thad­
deus Jones.

"■"TNRELATED things to some 
minds, but taken together 

enough to make the Bat judge that 
Spencer might be interesting. He 
might even be the killer—according 
to Frank Brand, the contractor.

As usual, in such tense situations, 
the Bat’s chances for thought were 
lightning-brief. Now they were ended 
with necessity for swift action. 
Events inside the office even caused 
him to forget seeing a shadowy figure 
creeping along the roof near him.

“Perhaps my father is crazy—then 
so am I” cried Marley Weston. “Crazy 
enough to shoot if I don’t get an an­
swer. Where was my father taken? 
Every one of you have visited him in 
the Sun-Air! I’ve seen you! What 
did you want of him? Where is he? 
Mr. Severn, you answer, or it will be 
you first!”

The girl’s gun centered upon An­
drew Severn. When the two guards 
still hesitated about making a move 
the Bat judged the time had come for 
him to take a hand. When he spoke 
his voice carried with eerie sound 
through the slightly opened window.

“Go easy, Marley Weston! The 
Black Bat speaks! Let the murderer 
among these men tell about your 
father! Let him speak now, and 
quickly!”

The shock of the Bat’s weird voice, 
apparently coming from nowhere, 
whipped all eyes around.

“The Black Bat! He knows!”
The words jumped from the tongue 

of Thurman Spencer as the druggist’s 
pale eyes blinked. The Bat drove in 
a warning.

“Harvey Lansing is here! Only the 
Black Bat can prevent him exacting 
vengeance! I command the killer to 
speak!”

It was too bad, in that dramatic 
second that the Bat could not know 
what had been happening to his van­
ished limousine, to Silk Kirby, Matt 
Hanlon and Harvey Lansing. But 
someone else knew. For a hard voice 
cut off the Bat’s speech.



“Hold it! The girl won’t shoot! 
If the Black Bat appears or attacks, 
this one dies!” And as if to empha­
size the “this one”—a man was gun- 
prodded into the room.

“Matt — Matt, darling! Mary 
Weston cried out in anguish. “How 
did you come here?”

Matt Hanlon, white-faced, appar­
ently on edge for an attempt to break 
up things, stood in a doorway. And 
just behind him was a big, red-headed 
man who held a machine-gun to Han­
lon’s ribs.

What might have happened then 
was left for the Bat to guess. What 
did happen was that lights in the 
room suddenly went out. But that 
removed nothing from the Black Bat’s 
night vision, though the others in the 
room were instantly in confusion.

Thurman Spencer and his four 
companions were springing away 
from the table. The Bat saw them 
groping. Two men went to their 
hands and knees, crawling, evidently 
expecting the guns to sing a tune.

The crawling men were Frank 
Brand, the big contractor, and Reeve 
Gardner, the solemn steel-maker, who 
would never have been suspected of 
losing his dignity.

The Bat chuckled, jerking up the 
window sash. He must have been out­
lined against such light as there was 
outside in the rain, for someone cried 
out with fear:

“Look! He’s there! The Black 
Bat! In the window!”

WITH his black cape spread, 
Tony Quinn must have greatly 
resembled that swift bird of the night, 

the bat. But being seen carried ex­
treme danger, and he was well aware 
of that.

The Bat dropped, prepared to roll 
on into the room. And then it was 
that guns cracked loose. Before the 
Bat could gain his feet or get into 
position for action, he heard a man 
scream, a scream that carried a death 
agony.

A wild slug clipped the Bat’s hair 
over one ear. It dizzied him and he 
realized he was about to pass out. But, 
covered by the shooting, he managed 
as a last conscious impulse to unhook 
his cape in the darkness and flatten 
it under his shirt. Then his senses 
faded.

He had a vague sensation of being 
lifted by steel-strong fingers, grip­
ping his collar. Then the figures in 
that room disappeared in the black­
ness of the Bat’s unconsciousness. . ..

CHAPTER VII

Girl Made of Glass

UTCH” O’LEARY, 
ex-pugilist, quite 
naturally was a 
fighting man. More 
to the point, he was 
always for the un- 
d e r d o g. And he 
loved a scrap, even 
if he had to start it 
himself.

But one that presented itself to him 
now appeared made to order for Tony 
Quinn’s tough assistant. An old man 
with a white beard was being beaten 
by two other men. Or at least that 
was the kaleidoscopic view Butch 
O’Leary had of the scene as a closed 
car whirled past him.

The car was coming fast out of In­
verness Road, one of the swanky 
shore districts of New Rochelle, and 
passed the small car in which Butch 
was at the wheel. Carol Baldwin, her 
blue eyes troubled, had been working 
over the short-wave radio which had 
somehow gone out of order, and did 
not see what upset Butch until she 
heard his sharp exclamation.

“Why, the smelly rats! Sockin’ an 
old man like that! I’ll fix their wagon, 
I will!”

“No! Butch.no!”
Carol’s protest was in vain. Al­

though at the last moment she had 
seen the undoubted act of brutal vio­



lence in the big car that had whirled 
past directly under a road light, Carol 
was calmer than Butch.

“We must get to the Sun-Air Sani­
tarium, Butch, as Tony instructed!’’ 
she cried. “Since we can’t find Mar­
ley Weston, we must see her father!”

She gave it up. Butch had spun the 
little car. He was seeing red, which 
included the red tail-lights of the big 
car that had passed.

“Tony Quinn wouldn’t have the 
likes of a man around that would pass 
up them kind of rats!” raged Butch, 
“Time enough for me to go a id take 
on that job guardin’ John Weston 
after I look into what’s goin’ on in 
that car!”

Only a few minutes before, Carol 
had just missed seeing Marley 
Weston. What she could net guess 
was that if she had succeeded, she 
might have prevented a murder. But 
that murder had been long premedi­
tated.

Learning that Miss Weston had left 
her home because of something she 
had heard about her father, Carol had 
decided to go on to the Sun-Air Sani­
tarium with Butch O’Leary. She had 
heard a great deal of the little Korean 
who claimed to cure mental cases by 
hypnotism, this Dr. Alo Kroo, and 
was a little curious to see him.

But now Butch had another idea. 
He was driving recklessly ir pursuit 
of the car in which he had seen an 
old man being beaten. But he was 
not driving swiftly enough, appar­
ently, for he missed overtaking the 
other car before it hit the Boston Post 
Road and headed northward.

Butch, with his experience as aid to 
the Black Bat, should have been 
warned by the ease with which the 
big car slid away from him. But 
Butch was stubborn.

“Tony won’t like us not following 
instructions, Butch,” Carol protested. 
“And I can’t call him, with :he short­
wave broken. I don’t understand it. 
The regular radio is working.”

Carol had the regular radio tuned 

in. And it was at that moment that a 
music program was interrupted.

“We interrupt to bring a bulletin 
from the police. All citizens of New 
Rochelle and vicinity are warned to 
be on the lookout for an escaped 
maniac. John Weston, deranged in­
ventor, has been reported seized and 
taken away from the Sun-Air Sani­
tarium—”

“Sure as Tophet! That’s him in 
that car ahead!”

BUTCH was jubilant. He sent the 
coupe dancing dangerously 

ahead. Carol had to agree that he 
might be correct, for they could have 
come upon a mob that had seized John 
Weston.

When they picked up the big car 
again it was leading easily when it 
crossed the river and the line into 
Connecticut at Port Chester. Leading 
up the hill, its red lights suddenly 
whipped to one side and were gone.

“Butch, shouldn’t we get help?” 
pleaded Carol. “The men in that car 
will be armed!”

“Help? Me? I’ll break ’em in 
pieces!”

Sometimes Butch had more nerve 
than sense. But he would try to do 
just what he had said. He whirled 
from the Boston Post Road into a side 
lane that went up, curved, then de­
scended among the rocks toward the 
Long Island Sound.

Butch had been too intent upon 
gaining speed to be watchful. He shot 
the coupe around a high shoulder of 
rock, hoping for a glimpse of the flee­
ing tail lights, and the coupe sud­
denly veered, reared over a small log 
rolled into the lane, and made a few 
grasshopper jumps going over the 
shoulder of the road. Even with the 
quickness of it, big Butch O’Leary 
had grabbed Carol.

His thick body was between the 
girl and the windshield when the final 
impact of the coupe in the ditch threw 
them from the seat. Although 
stunned, his head cut, Butch roared 



and pushed Carol from him.
Two men, waiting with rods in their 

hands, had been too casually confident 
of what would happen. They came 
down over the road shoulder, evi­
dently expecting to find someone 
killed or at least unconscious.

Instead, a cyclone that roared and 
slammed into their guns with reckless 
disregard for his life, struck the 
wreckers. One man went down with 
a lower jaw that would require many 
weeks to repair, his gun exploding in 
the air.

came from the big, closed car they 
had been pursuing, but which had 
turned back. Then Carol could see a 
short, broad figure with black hair.

Butch saw him, too. He swore 
heavily and put up his hands. The 
soft-spoken, black-haired man held a 
rapid-fire pistol of foreign make in 
his hand. There was no beating such 
a weapon.

Two other men came from the car. 
The leader was polite, too polite. He 
gave Carol the creeps.

“Too bad,” he said again. “Now it

CAROL

Butch’s rush caught and carried the 
other man back. Carol was coming 
from the car then, her own small auto­
matic in her hand. Butch lifted the 
gunman with a stomach punch and 
Carol started to cover the other man 
who was getting to his feet.

“Too bad! Too bad! I wouldn’t 
want to hurt such fighting ones! And 
one who is beautiful! You will please 
to stop and uplift the hands!”

Butch and Carol whirled as light 
suddenly blinded their eyes. This 

is that I must take you along with us 
quickly. You will please to come on.”

Butch’s growl was caused, among 
other things, by the resemblance of 
the man to a Japanese. He had been 
hoping for days that something might 
happen to put a Jap into his hands. 
Something had happened, but it was 
working the wrong way.

Carol was quick.
“I suppose you’re Dr. Alo Kroo?” 

she said. “There has been some mis­
take, I think.”



"WW/'HITE teeth gleamed at her 
from the broad, yellow face.

“You honor me, miss, but I an Dr. 
Tito, not Dr. Kroo,” said their captor. 
“You will please to get into our car 
quickly. You think with correctness. 
There has been a slight mistake, but 
it is you who has made it.”

“Dr. Tito?” Carol still tried. “From 
the Sun-Air Sanitarium? Then we are 
all right.”

“Not from the Sun-Air Sanitarium.” 
Dr. Tito smiled. “But I so hope it 
will be your pleasure to find you are 
all right. We must go at once before 
the police arrive.”

Being on a side road, the wrecking 
of the coupe had so far drawn no at­
tention. Carol gave up. Under Dr. 
Tito’s foreign gun, she got into the 
big car and silenced Butch’s opinion 
of the Japs, the war, Asia and the 
yellow sons in particular.

Carol saw that the old man with the 
matted gray beard had been beaten. 
Blood smeared his chin. His eyes 
were stony and staring. But there 
was something, just for an instant, 
that gave Carol an idea that the old 
man was not as numbed in brain as he 
appeared.

She was convinced that old John 
Weston—she was sure that was who 
this old man was—had given her one 
quick, intelligent glance, then h:d de­
liberately brought that stony stare 
back into his eyes. If she had not 
been so long experienced with Tony 
Quinn’s trick of blindness, she might 
have missed this.

They were driven away, and at last 
taken from the big car on an old 
wharf. A houseboat of a moderr type 
lay alongside the wharf. A small 
launch was attached, apparently pre­
pared to tow the houseboat from its 
moorings.

While Carol was observant, Butch 
O’Leary was only waiting a chance 
to get into action. Commanded to 
walk ahead of John Weston and Dr. 
Tito, whose smile infuriated him, 
Butch was tense.

He planned, just as he reached the 
gangway to board the houseboat, to 
show this Jap or whatever he might 
be a trick or two. And it seemed that 
the grinning Dr. Tito must have read 
Butch’s mind.

Butch heard nothing, saw nothing. 
There was no blow. Dr. Tito’s hand 
simply shot forward, gripped Butch’s 
neck at the base of the brain, and it 
seemed to Butch he was stepping onto 
a houseboat, then falling a long way 
into a black well. . . .

When Butch awoke, he felt as if 
he must be close to the hinges of 
Hades. His whole body burned. 
When he looked with opening eyes, 
he was sure he couldn’t still be on 
earth. But he could hear, he could 
recognize voices. Someone was say­
ing:

“Come now, Weston. You can do 
better than that. You see my hands 
move. Please to watch closely. See, 
you do understand. No? I am so 
sorry.”

Butch discovered that he was ly­
ing bound on the floor of a room that 
appeared to be all of some shiny sub­
stance like glass and yet was not. He 
was firmly bound. The voice he heard 
was that of Dr. Tito.

“If you will please to look, Weston, 
you will see how beautiful she is, this 
girl,” Dr. Tito was going on. “Like 
your own daughter, Weston. Suppose 
she were your own daughter? No? 
So sorry then that it must be.”

Butch closed his eyes and opened 
them again. Carol Baldwin was still 
there before him, sitting in a big, 
transparent chair. Butch thought he 
must have been hit on the head and 
left punch-drunk. For what he saw 
could not possibly be real.

CAROL appeared to have turned
into glass. She was a shiny, 

shapely figure with a beautiful face. 
It could be none other than Carol, 
but even the dress she was wearing 
shimmered in the light of the big 
room.



But it was her face that struck 
Butch O’Leary with the greatest hor­
ror that had ever come to him. It 
glistened like her dress, her arms and 
her stockinged legs. Even her yel­
low hair was shining in the same way.

Carol’s pretty face was undoubtedly 
of glass. Just to make it more cer­
tain, Dr. Tito stepped over and tapped 
the girl’s cheek with a small metal 
rod. It rang with the tinkle of glass 
striking Carol’s cheek.

Butch might have shouted, but his 
throat was too tight. He watched Dr. 
Tito turn. He saw old John Weston 
sitting rigidly quiet in another chair 
with a man beside him, a white man.

“You are shamming, Weston,” said 
Dr. Tito. “You know well enough 
what will happen. The temperature 
of this room now is at ninety-eight. 
We will lower it gradually. When it 
touches sixty, you know what this 
stuff will do.”

Butch could see John Weston’s 
stony eyes, as if he had not heard. Dr. 
Tito continued.

“At sixty degrees, the girl becomes 
permanently an image and once it has 
cooled to that point, what is now 
most beautiful will become her coffin,” 
said Dr. Tito. “You made this stuff, 
Weston, you know what it will do. 
The girl will live a long time, but she 
never can be broken from the crystal 
statue that has become a part of her. 
Weston, do you hear me?”

Butch tried to shout, but his tongue 
was too dry. Old John Weston did 
not move even his eyes. He appeared 
to be in a trance.

Again the little metal rod struck 
Carol Baldwin’s glassy cheek and 
rang with the impact. Butch O’Leary 
yelled then. But a few seconds later 
a gag closed his mouth and he could 
do nothing but watch with horror, 
realizing that Carol was being turned 
into a glass image, her blue eyes mag­
nified by the stuff that had been so 
placed as not to touch the eyeballs.

Butch knew when the room began 
to cool. He understood now. Carol 

had been encased in some new kind of 
plastic that hardened as it grew 
colder.

Still John Weston had given no 
sign of life. Dr. Tito tried again.

“You can save this girl, Weston,” 
said Dr. Tito. “Stop pretending you’re 
not hearing me. First it will be this 
girl. Then it will be your own daugh­
ter you will see placed in a perma­
nent glass coffin to die. Nothing, 
nothing ever can break this stuff off 
once it has cooled to sixty degrees. 
You know that, Weston, for you are 
its inventor.”

Butch O’Leary never would come 
nearer going insane than he did dur­
ing the next half hour. And all that 
time John Weston remained stony- 
eyed. Because this strange room had 
been overheated, it brought a chill to 
Butch as it cooled.

Time and again it seemed to him 
that the temperature must already 
have gone far below sixty degrees. 
Still John Weston did not move or 
speak.

There was no movement from Carol 
Baldwin either. There could not be, 
shrouded in crystal plastic as she was.

Butch tried to keep his eyes closed, 
but he could not. The chilliness of 
the room struck all the way to his 
heart.

CHAPTER VIII

The Dead Can’t Talk

siren.

U I N N awoke with 
cold rain on his face. 
He had been out but 
a few minutes. Still 
much appeared to 
have transpired, for 
the first recogniz­
able sound to greet 
his ears was the dy­
ing wail of a police

A hand slapped Tony’s face. The 
bitter, slow voice of Harvey Lansing 
spoke in the darkness.



“Quinn! Quinn! Come out of it! 
You okay? Don’t speak loud'y!”

“I’m all right, Lansing,” said Tony. 
“I suppose I have you to thank for 
being here, wherever I am, and not 
dead. Who is with you, if anyone?”

Lansing would have been amazed to 
know that Tony Quinn could see him 
as clearly as if in a bright light. Also 
Tony knew that Silk Kirby was bend­
ing over him anxiously. He could 
see the lights of cars and other light 
coming from the windows of the 
Chemical Latex office.

“Mr. Kirby is with me,” Lansing 
told him. “I saw someone cr some­
thing like a black bat going into that 
window as the shooting started. They 
yelled about the Black Bat. Then I 
found you just inside the window 
where I guess the Black Bat or some­
one had knocked you out, Mr. Quinn. 
I had to get you out.”

QUINN’S brain clicked ell right 
then. And the first thing he re­

called was hearing a man’s death 
scream with the first shots, before he 
had passed out himself.

“Who was killed, or were you there 
long enough to find out?” he de­
manded.

“I had to get you off that roof too 
quickly to see,” said Lansing. “Mr. 
Kirby and I had some trouble getting 
away from your car before it dis­
solved.”

“Did I hear you right—that my car 
dissolved?” asked Quinn, wondering 
just what had happened.

“Yes sir — that’s exactly what 
happened,” put in Silk Kirby. “Only 
Lansing hasn’t told you I go*: bopped 
on the head, and that he carried me 
away and saved my life. He jumped 
over the bad spot, whatever it was, 
and grabbed me. But the hoods 
grabbed off Matt Hanlon, and then 
two minutes later they show up with 
him in that office just before the 
shooting started.”

Another police car arrived. More 
voices were roaring. One had an out­

standing note of hardness. There 
never was any mistaking the tone of 
Captain McGrath, of the Homicide 
Bureau.

“All right, then!” came from Mc­
Grath. “You say the Black Bat killed 
him! Then where’s the Black Bat? 
It looks as if there was other shoot­
ing here—plenty!”

Other voices mumbled lower. Tony 
Quinn got to his feet and found he 
was intact. They were at one side of 
the chemical rubber plant and not far 
from the highway and Tony Quinn’s 
first thought was that Silk Kirby had 
disposed of his Black Bat cape 
quickly.

“We’ll have to act fast,” Quinn 
said, alert. “Lansing, one of those 
five men up there is dead. I have to 
ask you to be honest with me about 
that before we go on. Did you shoot 
him?”

“I did not shoot, for the simple 
reason that I had no gun,” replied the 
fugitive convict. “The way I see it, 
Mr. Quinn, all five of those men are 
guilty of some great wrong. What’s 
more, they know that one among them 
is the murderer of Thaddeus Jones.”

“There was only my gun and it has 
not been fired, Tony,” said Silk 
Kirby. “Now what do we do before 
that snooper, McGrath, comes onto 
us?”

“Simple enough, Silk,” said Tony 
Quinn. “First off—I want to know 
more about my car being dissolved. 
Cars and tires don’t grow on bushes 
these days. But for the present, you 
and Lansing get away from here on 
foot. Stay off the road, for there are 
more cars coming.”

“And you, sir?” said Silk.
“Commissioner Warner is just get­

ting out of that car over there, Silk,” 
said Quinn who could hear what the 
others could not. “Now get going. 
As soon as you can get one take a taxi 
straight for the house, and smuggle 
Lansing through the private tunnel in 
case there are any policemen around. 
I’ll take care of myself.”



TONY QUINN crossed the rainy 
yard quickly. Commissioner 
Warner was nearing the door of the 

factory below the offices when Quinn 
appeared and touched the commis­
sioner’s arm, after stumbling blindly.

Two men with Commissioner War­
ner stared. Tony chuckled.

“Sorry,” said Quinn, his hand still 
groping, “but I thought I heard the 
voice of Commissioner Warner.”

“Tony Quinn!” exclaimed the com­
missioner. “Am I glad to see you! 
After I called you about Lansing’s es­
cape we have been unable to locate 
you.”

“Get the men away,” warned Quinn 
in a low tone. “I have a special job 
on hand, Commissioner.”

A minute later Commissioner War­
ner was a troubled man. Quinn had 
said nothing of Harvey Lansing, but 
he had told of coming here in his car 
to meet Thurman Spencer, and of his 
car being strangely dissolved, accord­
ing to Silk Kirby who had now gone 
looking for a taxi.

“You mean your car was actually 
dissolved, Tony?” said Commissioner 
Warner, incredulous. “Is that on the 
level? Or is this just some more 
Black Bat stuff?”

Commissioner Warner suspected 
that Tony Quinn was the Black Bat, 
but he never said so openly. And he 
was the one man whom Quinn never 
worried about.

“On the level, the car disappeared 
and Silk Kirby almost went with it,” 
he said. “Besides that, Matt Hanlon, 
secretary to the late Jared Wright, is 
in the hands of mobsters. This whole 
set-up is crazy, Commissioner. But 
if you want to pin a murder on the 
guilty man, we may have to work 
along some with the Black Bat for 
a while.”

“Okay, Tony,” agreed Commis­
sioner Warner heartily. “Anything 
you say. You can—ah—get in touch 
with him as soon as you like. And 
about this Marley Weston and her 
father missing from the Sun-Air Sani­

tarium? I have word the Weston girl 
is up in the offices here, but like the 
others, she refuses to tell what’s hap­
pened, or why she is here.”

Tony had to think fast to straighten 
this out.

“You have no report of Matt Han­
lon being up there?” he said.

“None,” said Commissioner Warner. 
“The buzz on the murder just came 
in and I hopped right into the car. I 
don’t know yet who was killed? Cap­
tain McGrath is in charge, so I sup­
pose he’s hunting for the Black Bat.”

Tony Quinn smiled a little.
“Which lets me out of his suspi­

cious mind this time, Commissioner, 
seeing that you picked me up and 
brought me out here,” said Tony. 
“Suppose we go on up.”

With his hand on Warner’s arm, 
Quinn started into the building. He 
asked a question.

“Any more from that wounded 
diver at Greenport?”

“Yes, I’d almost forgotten that, 
Tony,” said Commissioner Warner. 
“The diver is dead. He was conscious 
for only a few seconds. But he said 
that Thurman Spencer, the druggist, 
was killed on that oyster boat by Har­
vey Lansing.”

Tony Quinn was thinking then that 
Spencer was surely behind the mob 
that had taken Matt Hanlon. He re­
called one of the plant guards saying 
the Weston girl was not to be harmed.

“I suspect that a straight talk with 
Thurman Spencer will be interest­
ing,” said Quinn as they ascended the 
stairs.

APTAIN McGRATH was at the 
top of the stairs, his red face 

burning. He stared at Tony Quinn 
beside Commissioner Warner. 
Quinn’s apparently sightless eyes 
looked right through him and showed 
no signs of life.

“It’s the Black Bat again, Chief, or 
at least I thought so,” groaned Mc­
Grath. “Hello, Quinn. Did you come 
out with the commissioner?”



“I picked Tony up at his residence, 
Captain McGrath,” lied Warner 
cheerfully. “He is interesl ed in 
what’s happened here, seeing that 
Harvey Lansing may be looking for 
vengeance.”

McGrath scratched his head.
“Who is the dead man, Captain 

McGrath, if I may inquire?” said 
Tony quietly.

“Him?” said McGrath. “Well, he’s 
one of a bunch that was meeting up 
here. They all say they saw the 
Black Bat and heard him speak. They 
think he is after one of their new 
ideas of making rubber. Anyway, 
the man killed was a druggis :, Thur­
man Spencer.”

Tony Quinn seldom swore cut loud. 
He didn’t now. He took it out in 
thinking.

Thurman Spencer might have been 
the murderer of Thaddeus Jones. But 
this had another angle now. Undoubt­
edly the apple-cheeked druggist had 
been hiring mobsters, for three men 
had been rubbed out on the oyster 
boat at Greenport.

Tony Quinn had a new experience 
within the minute. Four well-known 
business men, directors of the Chemi­
cal Latex Corporation, told their 
stories one after another.

“The Black Bat and his mob did 
the shooting,” declared Charles Blake, 
the beady-eyed patent attorney. “They 
got to the lights in some way. Spencer 
was shot when he tried to take a 
formula from the table in the dark­
ness. It was a new idea we had hopes 
for and when the light came on it was 
gone. The Black Bat has it.”

Tony Quinn seemed not to see the 
darting eyes of Captain McGrath 
watching him. But Quinn’s only open 
explanation for his presence was 
truthful enough. He had said he had 
come there to see Thurman Spencer— 
and he had.

Frank Brand, the contrictor, was 
next to tell the same story. Reeve 
Gardner and Andrew Severn added 
their evidence.

Quinn noticed that the dark eyes of 
vivid Marley Weston were closely 
upon him. It was as if the girl were 
only waiting for an opportunity to 
speak to him alone. And it was the 
burly contractor, Brand, who unex­
pectedly supplied a reason for Mar­
ley Weston having been at this meet­
ing.

He said that the girl had come there 
as a secretary.

Still, Tony Quinn wondered what 
had become of her gun, and what was 
keeping her mouth closed about what 
really had happened. He also won­
dered if it might not now be intended 
to make the Weston girl believe that 
the murdered Spencer was the man 
behind the mob which presumably 
had seized and was still holding Matt 
Hanlon. For Quinn was convinced it 
was because of Hanlon that Marley 
Weston had been kept silent.

Tony Quinn was able to make a 
quiet study of the four directors. And 
he was able to determine that their 
fear was still there. It was possible 
that Thurman Spencer had been the 
murderer among them, and yet it was 
evident that no man was convinced of 
this. There might be two killers now, 
one the murderer of Spencer.

THROUGH Commissioner War­
ner, Tony Quinn was able to get 
service on a telephone. But Silk 

Kirby and Harvey Lansing had not 
yet arrived at the Quinn residence.

He called through to the New Ro­
chelle police.

“No word on John Weston,” was 
the report. “But say, if you’re Tony 
Quinn, how come there’s a car regis­
tered in your name wrecked and 
burned awhile ago on the river road 
across the Connecticut line from Port 
Chester?” He gave a license number.

Quick sickness hit Tony. He 
gripped himself for the next question.

“Anyone hurt?” he said. “Yes, I 
have that license number.”

“No one hurt apparently, Mr. 
Quinn,” was the reply. “Only there 



was a girl’s hat found in the car, a 
small hat with a red feather. I guess 
she was out joy riding and they beat 
it after their car smashed up.”

“Carol?” muttered Quinn as he 
hung up. “No. You and Butch 
wouldn’t leave the car unless forced 
to do so. And you wouldn’t leave a 
hat you had just bought.”

He tried to decide what would be 
the next best move among the four 
men who were afraid—afraid of the 
murderer among them? The mur­
derer himself fearing the others? He 
wondered.

That was taken out of his hands by 
Marley Weston. She came up beside 
him in the darkness by the phone.

“I want you to take me to my uncle, 
Harvey Lansing,” she whispered. 
“Yes, I know that he went to you.”

CHAPTER IX

The Four Left

LAYING his avenger 
role of the Black 
Bat, Tony Quinn 
had encountered 
many odd situa­
tions. But none had 
ever been stranger 
or breathed more 
menace than this in 
which he now found 

himself.
Marley Weston had been informed 

by Harvey Lansing that he had in­
tended to seek the aid of Tony Quinn. 
The girl knew no more than that. It 
was evident she had not suspected 
Lansing’s presence at the Chemical 
Latex plant, and certainly not that 
Tony Quinn might be the Black Bat.

The four men who were afraid, di­
rectors of the Chemical Latex, had 
cleared themselves temporarily with 
the police. Tony Quinn let it ride 
that way, though he more than sur­
mised there was something of vaster 
importance involved than he had at 
first supposed.

Again he summarized the people.
Charles Blake—patent attorney. A 

leading citizen. He was perhaps the 
least wealthy of the four men. Still 
he rated around a million.

Frank Brand—the contractor. He 
was reputed to have an annual income 
of half a million.

Reeve Gardner—sole owner of a 
war contract steel plant. Worth mil­
lions.

Andrew Severn — another multi­
millionaire. Reaping huge war profits 
from his electrical company.

These four men would not be play­
ing a game for peanuts.

Tony Quinn had a quick conversa­
tion with Commissioner Warner. He 
jolted Warner, which was unusual.

“If the Black Bat has luck,” he said 
calmly, “we might discover that one 
or perhaps two of these rubber plant 
directors are murderers. I would go 
so far as to advise, Commissioner, 
that an order be given to take Harvey 
Lansing alive, if he is found. He may 
have some important information. In 
the meantime, suppose we forget the 
little matter of my dissolved limous­
ine. It may hook up with a secret 
war weapon that will startle the 
world.”

“But these men—-Brand, Severn, 
Blake and Gardner — they are big 
shots, Tony,” protested Commissioner 
Warner. “We have to go slow and 
easy with them. Why would one of 
them kill Thurman Spencer?”

“When I have the answer to that, 
we may have possession of an amaz­
ing war secret,” said Tony Quinn. 
“And we may also have the real mur­
derer of Thaddeus Jones. I never was 
fully convinced of Harvey Lansing’s 
guilt.”

“But you prosecuted him, Tony.”
“I had my eyes then,” Quinn smiled. 

“But I could not see so well, Warner. 
The evidence was not wholly con­
clusive. Tonight’s events have much 
to do with Lansing’s escape, be sure 
of that.”

Commissioner Warner nodded. He 



knew when it was best to give Tony 
Quinn a free hand.

“Funny, the Black Bat should be 
accused of stealing a valuable rubber 
idea,” said Warner musingly,

“Even funnier that these men 
should be dabbling in rubber, with so 
many government agencies at work on 
big synthetic stuff,” said Quinn. 
“Commissioner, it is my idea rubber 
has little to do with this chemical 
plant. Someone—Harvey Lansing— 
stole a chemical formula when Thad­
deus Jones was murdered. That 
formula had something to do with 
John Weston who promptly escapes 
—or is taken—from Sun-Air Sani­
tarium as soon as it is known that 
Harvey Lansing is at large.”

WARNER’S shrewd eyes studied 
Tony Quinn.

“And what the devil would have 
been so important about a formula for 
rubber five years ago when the world 
was glutted with rubber and the war 
still around the corner?” demanded 
Warner.

“That’s my point exactly, Commis­
sioner. The formula stolen from 
Thaddeus Jones had no more to do 
with rubber than has this so-called 
Chemical Latex plant, if I’m juessing 
straight.”

This brought about the odd situa­
tion. Tony Quinn returned to Marley 
Weston. Nothing had been said to 
the police about Matt Hanlon, except 
what Tony had told Commissioner 
Warner.

Tony smiled at Marley Weston, his 
eyes turned away.

“I know Matt Hanlon is a prisoner,” 
he said. “You came here looking for 
your father. We will start from 
there.”

“Mr. Brand told me to keep quiet,” 
the girl said. “He was afraid I might 
make it worse for Matt—Mi. Hanlon 
—and my father.”

“Brand admitted that much?”
“Yes, but he blamed Thurman Spen­

cer,” explained Marley. “He thought 

Spencer had a mob for some reason 
of his own, then that he was hooked 
up with the Black Bat. Mr. Brand 
was afraid they were trying to steal 
some secrets of their new rubber.”

“Do you believe that, Marley?”
“No, Mr. Quinn!” the girl cried out. 

“I think it is an idea first stolen from 
my father by Thaddeus Jones before 
he died. Then Jones was murdered 
and the formula taken. My father 
never tried rubber making.”

“Would he have been trying some 
disintegrating chemical, some des­
troying element, Marley?”

“Why, yes,” the girl said slowly. 
“He had something that destroyed his 
whole laboratory one night when a jar 
broke. That’s how he happened to be 
working with Thaddeus Jones on his 
boat.”

“You mean his laboratory was 
burned, Marley?”

“That’s the queer part of it,” said 
the girl. “He had a small concrete 
and steel building set off to itself. In 
the morning the building was gone. 
There was only a hole left in the 
ground. There was no mark of fire.”

“That might be a secret war 
weapon,” said Tony Quinn.

“No, my father said such chemicals 
were too common, and they could not 
be applied in quantity or in a form 
for attack upon any number of men 
or machines,” insisted the girl.

Marley Weston’s luminous dark 
eyes studied Tony Quinn. She be­
lieved him blind. He liked her kind. 
This was another side of life he had 
come to see since he had become 
“blind.”

Marley Weston had taken a gun and 
started out to find her father. For 
all of his legal education, Quinn liked 
people who had the spirit to exact 
justice in their own way, even if they 
occasionally fractured the law.

A few minutes later Quinn accepted 
an invitation to ride back to Manhat­
tan in the car with the four directors 
and the girl.

Tony Quinn sat beside Brand. The 



big contractor appeared anxious to 
cultivate the blind ex-district attor­
ney. Perhaps it was because he had 
heard that Quinn had been present to 
see Thurman Spencer.

Little conversation was carried on, 
however. The men seemed fearful of 
saying too much. They were like 
deadly animals placed together in a 
cage. None could be sure which of 
the others might strike next or who 
would be the victim.

DOWNTOWN, the directors left 
the car, one by one. Each man 

appeared anxious to be away from the 
others.

Charles Blake’s beady black eyes 
studied Tony Quinn just before he 
left. The nervous little patent at­
torney touched Quinn’s arm. 

ever Gardner might know, Quinn was 
convinced that not even torture could 
tear it from him.

Gardner left the car at a corner.
“Good night,’’ he said curtly. “I 

hope they get a line on Spencer’s 
murderer.”

Tony Quinn noticed that Andrew 
Severn turned his head, staring after 
Gardner. Suddenly the ugly scar 
showed clearly on the electrical man’s 
cheek and on his upper lip as a kind 
of silent, sneering grin. Of all these 
men, Quinn would have said Severn 
was the least afraid.

Even big, bluff Frank Brand ap­
peared to be covering some inner ter­
ror. Charles Blake’s beady eyes had 
shown both hate and fear when he had 
left. Reeve Gardner’s twisting fingers 
had been evidence of taut nerves.

Meet the Mysterious Dr. Mars, Master Saboteur, in CAPTAINS OF 
DEATH—Next Issue’s Exciting Complete Book-Length Black Bat Novel

“I’d like a talk with you soon,” he 
said. “I may give you a ring later 
tonight.”

Quinn nodded, without speaking. 
He was studying Blake without the 
man knowing it. He judged Blake 
could be deadly if he were aroused. 
Small as he was, he appeared sinister 
enough now, but Tony Quinn knew 
that fear can make a man as danger­
ous as having a natural urge to kill.

Reeve Gardner, the steel-maker, 
still had all an undertaker’s dignity. 
But his solemnity might be assumed. 
His hands were strong, with long 
fingers. He kept twining them to­
gether as his somber eyes stared 
straight ahead. Of all the directors, 
Reeve Gardner talked the least. Yet 
he impressed Quinn as a man who 
would not deviate from a straight line 
to gain any objective.

Once Quinn caught Gardner’s eyes 
turned toward him. For a fleeting 
few seconds the somberness was re­
placed by a mocking smile that also 
showed on Gardner’s thin lips. What- 

Andrew Severn was completely re­
laxed, except for that look of con­
tempt, heightened by his scarred 
cheek and lip, as he had looked after 
Reeve Gardner.

Severn left the car at the next cor­
ner and Tony Quinn had an idea that 
Severn might intend to pick up Gard­
ner’s trail.

Then Marley Weston followed in­
structions given her by Tony Quinn. 
Only Frank Brand and the driver of 
the hired car was left with them.

“Will you want me for some more 
typing soon, Mr. Quinn?” asked the 
girl.

“Surely, Miss Weston,” Quinn said 
heartily. “I’ll phone your place in 
New Rochelle.”

“Then you know where I live?” 
asked Marley.

“Well, yes,” said Brand. “You see, 
Miss Weston, we have been rather 
keeping tabs on your father. Natur­
ally Dr. Kroo, at Sun-Air, informed 
us of your place of residence.”

Brand then was preparing to leave 



the car. He turned to the blind man.
“Aren’t you afraid Harvey Lansing 

will come looking for you, Mr. 
Quinn?” he said suddenly. ‘Seeing 
that you convicted him. May I sug­
gest you accept my hospitality? I 
have an apartment on Forty-second 
Street near the river which I use 
sometimes when in town. It might 
be convenient for you.”

Tony Quinn acted on a hunch. 
“Thanks, Brand, that’s a good idea. 
Suppose I get in touch with my man, 
Silk Kirby, and drop in there when 
I finish some other business^”’

“Fine! Fine!” approved Frank 
Brand. “Here’s the key. I’ll phone 
the night man there about it.”

WHEN Frank Brand strode
away, Tony Quinn had the key 

to an odd apartment. He rather 
thought it would come in useful.

Once more he was confronted by 
the ominous question of intention. 
First tonight had been Thurman 
Spencer wishing to see him. A little 
while ago Charles Blake, the attorney, 
had made a bid for a talk. Ne w Frank 
Brand desired to become more inti­
mate with the former district attor­
ney.

Had Thurman Spencer known he 
was threatened with death, or had he 
been the killer of Thaddeus Jones, 
seeking to draw a red herring across 
his trail?

These others? Were Blake and 
Brand innocent of the original crime, 
and seeking advice and help? Or was 
one of them the murderer?

If not, that left Gardner and Sev­
ern. Of the men afraid, they had been 
silent. Perhaps he would hear from 
them later, thought Quinn. But now 
he had one immediate objective.

Tony Quinn had never felt more 
like an imposter than when Marley 
Weston held his arm gently, guiding 
him from the car at a downtown cor­
ner near the Graflex Building. She 
thought of him as blind. Perhaps the 
infirmity of her father had given her 

great kindness as well as the nerve to 
go after what she wanted with a gun.

Quinn called his home from a pub­
lic booth.

He got Silk Kirby immediately— 
and another surprise.

“Glad you buzzed, sir,” said Silk. 
“Well, Harvey Lansing is even all 
around, and he’s gone. When we 
stepped out of the taxi and it left, he 
handed me one on the button. I came 
to myself sitting against a wall. And 
he’s taken my gun.”

Tony Quinn repressed a bitter oath. 
Then he smiled grimly.

“All right, Silk,” he said. “Only 
I’m afraid Lansing is out for blood 
and the Sun-Air Sanitarium may be 
his next stop. I have reasons for not 
tipping off Dr. Kroo by phone. The 
Sun-Air will be our next stop after 
a little business on hand down here. 
You get out to the Sun-Air, keep un­
der cover, but look out for Lansing. 
I’ll join you there later near the 
north gate.”

“Right, sir,” said Silk. “I’ve been 
using the radio, but can’t raise Carol 
or Butch.”

Silk’s language was fervent when 
Quinn told him of the car wreck.

“This gets'bigger all the time, sir,” 
said Silk. “If anything has happened 
to Carol, we’ll have to start taking 
things apart in a big way.”

Quinn refrained from telling Mar­
ley Weston of Lansing’s disappear­
ance. The girl had had about enough 
trouble for one night. He left her in 
a private booth of an all-night restau­
rant on Lexington Avenue.

“I’ll return within half an hour,” 
he promised. “On no account leave 
here. If you are annoyed or ap­
proached by anyone, do not hesitate 
to call for help and draw the police if 
necessary.”

“I can take care of myself,” said the 
girl. “But Mr. Quinn, are you sure 
you can get where you are going?”

He nodded, smiling, but again un­
happy that he must deceive her about 
his sight.



CHAPTER X

Strange Secret

EACHING the 
twelfth floor of the 
Graflex Building, 
with its hundreds of 
offices, was simple 
enough. The night 
elevator man was 
solicitous for the ap­
parent blind man.

Tony Quinn
jingled a bunch of keys, and informed 
the operator cheerfully that he could 
see with his ears. This was literally 
true. And that ability was to stand 
between him and death in a short time.

Keys supplied by the versatile, one­
time crooked Silk Kirby made the lock 
of Thurman Spencer’s private office 
simple enough. Inside the office, 
Tony gave one glance at voluminous 
files, then turned to Thurman Spen­
cer’s desk.

Spencer had been a cautious man. 
Nothing Tony could find appeared to 
have any connection with the happen­
ings of the night. Not until he came 
upon a small memo book.

One penciled note said:

Call Dr. Kroo at noon.

“So Thurman Spencer had some 
business with Dr. Alo Kroo,” mused 
Quinn, tucking the book into his 
pocket.

Then he came upon what appeared 
to be a crudely drawn map. It might 
have been an attempt to imitate a 
private map of fiction, only this map 
had some known names. A spot was 
marked close to what appeared to be 
the headland of Shelter Island, near 
Greenport. Tony placed the map with 
the memo book.

In a drawer he forced open, Tony 
came upon a wrapped dictaphone 
cylinder. Curious now, recalling what 
Matt Hanlon had said, he placed the 
cylinder on the nearby machine.

A cracked, old voice spoke:
“I, Jared Wright, believing my 

partner to have been murdered by 
someone other than Harvey Lansing, 
now in prison, offer six million dol­
lars, my entire cash fortune, as a re­
ward to any person who furnishes 
proof of my belief. You, Thurman 
Spencer, should know the name of the 
murderer. You were among the last 
to be closely associated with Thad­
deus Jones. If you find a way to bring 
that murderer to conviction, you will 
find further substantiation of this 
recorded will by applying to Lester 
Shott, my personal attorney—”

Tony Quinn stopped the record. 
He had come upon an even more amaz­
ing situation than he had believed pos­
sible to exist. Matt Hanlon had been 
correctly informed by Jared Wright’s 
strange will.

“Wright was smart,” muttered 
Quinn. “Perhaps too smart. Each of 
those five men had such a record. Four 
still have theirs. Each may believe 
he is the only one of the directors 
offered six millions for the head of 
the killer. It makes for a sweet situa­
tion. It—”

He bent suddenly forward, appar­
ently busying himself with the ma­
chine. His ears, trained during his 
blindness, heard the ticking of a watch 
behind him. It was accompanied by 
the low, quiet breathing of someone 
who was standing motionless.

It flashed upon Tony Quinn that 
any one of the four men with whom 
he had ridden might have had him 
trailed. Charles Blake had inquired 
if he were going home. Brand had 
arranged to let him stay at his apart­
ment.

QUINN turned on the machine 
again, letting the words of the 

late Jared Wright sound in the office, 
as if he had heard nothing. Then he 
turned slowly, groping as any blind 
man might for a pen or a pencil on 
the desk.

He could but hope that the intruder 



had arrived since his expert opening 
of the desk, and would still believe 
him blind. And the trick wo ked.

Not one, but two men catfooted into 
view, with guns in their hands. Quinn 
could see the shadowy figures of two 
more men just outside the doer of the 
inner office. He was bitter at him­
self for not having taken one precau­
tion. There was a dim light burning 
in front of the office safe, and he had 
left it that way. Otherwise be could 
have worked as well in the darkness, 
and would now have had the four visi­
tors at a disadvantage.

Feeling about for paper, he pre­
tended for several seconds to be tak­
ing down notes from the record of 
Jared Wright’s offer of six millions’ 
reward. One of the men moved closer, 
softly, flipping his hand as though to 
say:

“Stay put. He’s helpless. I’ll take 
him.”

With the hard-faced thug almost to 
the desk, Tony Quinn turned casually 
back to the dictaphone. But his right 
hand was below the level of the desk.

The explosion of Quinn’s automatic 
must have been the biggest surprise 
four hired hoods had ever heard. 
Their sharp oaths and their quick 
movement were too late, however. For 
Quinn’s shot smashed out the light 
before the safe. The office was plunged 
into darkness as he dropped to the 
floor. He rolled without scund to­
ward the nearest steel filing cases.

“Stop him! You fool! He heard 
us! Listen, Quinn! You ain’t gonna 
be hurt!”

Quinn came up noiselessly behind 
the steel filing cases. Then he spoke.

“Don’t shoot! We are equal now in 
the darkness! Shooting will bring 
you trouble! I have a phone back here 
and it is open, except for my thumb on 
the bar! A shot will bring police!”

“Stokes, find the lights!” shouted 
one man. “Listen, Quinn! You come 
with us, and you’ll be okay. If there’s 
shooting, the cops will be seme time 
getting here.”

Tony Quinn realized this was true. 
He had no more wish to tangle with 
the police now than had these hoods. 
He heard a man shufflng toward the 
wall switch.

“Don’t touch that light,” he said 
quietly. “Why didn’t your boss, 
Charles Blake, call for me himself?”

One man gave a short, ugly laugh. 
Quinn was watching this man, mov­
ing nearer to the filing cases. The man 
who had started toward the light 
switch had stopped.

Now he spoke.
“We don’t fall for names, Quinn,” 

he said. “Do you come easy or the 
hard way?”

The man who had laughed was grop­
ing along the filing cases. He was un­
able to see Tony Quinn, but he stood 
out clearly before Quinn’s uncanny 
vision. The man was playing for time, 
apparently believing he could pull a 
sneak attack.

Quinn waited until he had come just 
close enough.

“I suppose I’ll have to come along, 
being helpless,” he said.

HE SPRANG as he spoke. The 
hood, all set for the first blow 

at Quinn’s head, uttered a strangled 
groan as Quinn’s automatic slashed 
across his chin.

The hood, completely out, started to 
fall. There was a rush of the other 
three men, but Quinn stopped that 
abruptly. He slammed a shot into 
one man’s leg, throwing him.

“Hold it!” commanded Quinn. “I 
have your pal in front of me to take 
any slugs! I can hear every move 
you make, all three of you, and I’m 
shooting to kill the next time!”

Proof that a wounded rat or a cor­
nered one is the most dangerous was 
suddenly supplied. The man with the 
broken leg, cursing on the floor, rolled 
and took a chance.

His gun cracked. The slug spun 
off the steel filing case and staggered 
Tony Quinn as the flattened lead 
clipped his skull behind one ear. Half 



stunned, he was compelled to let the 
gun man have it straight this time.

Two other guns smashed slugs into 
the filing cabinet. Quinn was forced 
to drop the man he had clipped and 
duck for cover. He was stunned, but 
he still had all the advantage of sight.

Tony Quinn had been in many tight 
spots. But the squeeze of this one 
was partly decision what to do rather 
than of danger. Too late now per­
haps. He judged it might have been 
wiser to have been captured as Tony 

Quinn did not want to take on the 
job of explaining his presence here 
to Captain McGrath.

“To be regretted,” he said grimly to 
himself, and let go two more smashing 
shots from his automatic.

He shot low, but with a deadly cer­
tainty that the two men still shooting 
would have no stomach left for fur­
ther combat after they hit the floor. 
One fell screaming. The other 
groaned.

Both were clutching at shattered

power to the utmost in
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Quinn, and taken to whatever boss 
commanded these hoodlums.

It was clear now that Thurman 
Spencer might have had his mob, but 
that seemed to be a habit among the 
Chemical Latex directors.

Gliding to one side, as the hoods 
still seemed to believe they were pro­
tected by the darkness, Tony Quinn’s 
hand was forced. From the street 
some twelve stories down he heard 
the wail of a police siren.

The shooting had been heard, either 
outside or by the elevator operator. 

knee-caps. Gunmen or not, no man 
with a smashed knee-cap has the nerve 
to continue using a rod efficiently. As 
one man did let go three or four wild 
shots in the darkness, Tony Quinn 
was removing the record of Jared 
Wright from the machine and fading 
toward the door.

He was given a break of luck here. 
He opened the corridor door cautious­
ly. At the moment a hood was pull­
ing a body into a dark corner. The 
hood had his back to the doorway.

Quinn saw that the dead man had 



been the elevator operator. He evi­
dently had been slugged. Ti e slug­
ging had been ruthless. Quinn’s keen 
eyes saw that the man’s left temple 
had been crushed in, and he was as 
dead as he ever would be.

Tony Quinn saw then that it was 
the big red-headed man who had held 
Matt Hanlon under a gun who now 
was seeking to dispose of the elevator 
operator’s body. In another two min­
utes police would be pouring into the 
building.

Quinn reached under his coat for 
the black cape and mask he had re­
trieved from Silk. He made a light­
ning change, turning his coat inside 
out. With his dark trousers and black 
snap-brim hat, and with his cane 
hooked in one trousers leg, he was 
once more the dread Black Eat.

AS BLIND Tony Quinn he was 
known to the entire department, 

as well as to Captain McGrath. He 
wanted to avoid being recognized. 
But it appeared impossible for him, 
as Quinn, to leave the building with­
out being trapped on the stairway, 
there having been but one elevator in 
service.

The big, red-headed man had the 
operator’s body in the shadows now. 
Quinn crossed the corridor with a 
gliding movement just as the hood 
turned. The red-headed man was in 
for a surprise.

Perhaps the hood had believed his 
four companions would have an easy 
time with a lone blind man to over­
come. He was unprepared for the fly­
ing automatic that ripped straight at 
his face.

Ths gun had been picked up by 
Quinn where one of the hoods inside 
had dropped it. He wanted no iden­
tification of his own weapon. He was 
sure that no one of the hoods still 
alive would convict himself by ad­
mitting an effort had been made to 
kidnap Tony Quinn.

The flying weapon cracked across 
the red-headed man’s forehead. Bone 

crunched, and the hood fell on his 
back. Quinn turned quickly, placing 
a little Black Bat sticker on the glass 
of the office door. He pasted another 
Black Bat on the fallen hood’s cheek.

The door of the elevator, only a 
short distance away, was open, for the 
hoods apparently had planned a quick 
getaway with Tony Quinn. But it was 
Quinn who used it alone now. Quinn 
—as the Black Bat, who had found a 
connection between the murdered 
Thurman Spencer and a spot on Long 
Island Sound, indicated by the crude­
ly drawn map. There was also evi­
dence that Spencer had been in com­
munication with Dr. Kroo, at Sun- 
Air.

Yet who had murdered Spencer in 
the chemical plant?

Frank Brand, with his bluff hearti­
ness, his friendly surface, in spite of 
the fear that might possess him?

Charles Blake, with his nervous 
way, and snaky little eyes?

Reeve Gardner, with his mortician 
dignity, yet with mockery in his som­
ber eyes?

Or Andrew Severn, with his 
scarred, sneering smile?

Any of those four men might have 
had these hoods trail Tony Quinn to 
Thurman Spencer’s office. The only 
witness to Quinn’s entrance there, 
who might have talked, was the eleva­
tor operator, casually slugged to 
death.

“Tony Quinn comes up and the 
Black Bat goes down,” gritted Quinn 
grimly.

He heard the buzzer sounding 
loudly in the elevator cage and saw 
the indicators on two other elevators 
start to move. He was convinced the 
police would also be pounding up the 
stairs.

Quinn sent the cage racing toward 
the twentieth floor. The police would 
be delayed, probably having marked 
where the lone elevator was stopped 
at the twelfth floor when shooting had 
caused an alarm.

He bad but one slim chance. The 



roof of the Graflex Building offered 
no means of escape, as it jutted high 
above the nearest neighbors. He 
stopped the cage at the sixteenth floor.

Indicators of the two other mov­
ing cages showed them still six floors 
below. One indicator stopped mov­
ing at the twelfth floor as Quinn 
watched it. The other cage came rac­
ing on up.

Quinn reasoned the most likely ac­
tion of the police who could scarcely 
have arrived in great force. Coming 
upon the hood and the operator in the 
corridor, they would find the other 
thugs in Thurman Spencer’s office.

It was logical that only the police 
in the elevator were on their way up at 
this moment. Tony Quinn darted to 
the stairway. He went back down in­
stead of up.

CHAPTER XI

Coffin of Glass

T WAS by his extra 
sense of reasoning 
that Tony Quinn 
had escaped many 
tight spots in the 
past. He followed 
that now. He had to 
take a chance.

Listening at each 
floor he went all the

way down to the twelfth floor by the 
stairway without encountering oppo­
sition. And he was crouched, like an 
ominous, shadowy bird of the night 
at the end of the twelfth floor corri­
dor when four policemen came up the 
stairway.

From the doorway of Thurman 
Spencer’s office roared the voice of 
Captain McGrath.

“You didn’t see him? It’s the Black 
Bat again, and he’s left a slaughter­
house this time! We’ve got to nail 
him! There isn’t one of these mugs 
he’s mowed down on the record! 
They’re a brand new mob!”

The Black Bat was a shadow as he 

crossed the corridor. He almost made 
the stairway, which he had to gamble 
was clear of McGrath’s men, when 
McGrath himself saw him, and roared 
again.

“There he is! Get him! But shoot 
for his legs! I wanta talk to that mug 
myself! I don’t want him dead!”

Guns cracked and slugs sang off the 
stairs. But no man was faster on his 
feet than the Bat when he was on the 
loose.

The Bat chuckled with satisfaction 
over one thing. Captain McGrath had 
often suspected that Tony Quinn was 
the Bat, but never had he been sure, 
or able to get proof. His words proved 
he was not sure now.

The Bat had been in McGrath’s hair 
for a long time. Often he set the 
homicide man wild, but as often he 
had helped the captain in jams with 
criminals. Recalling such times may 
have had something to do with Mc­
Grath’s not wanting the Black Bat 
killed.

At the third floor, the Bat had the 
closest call of his career. Two police­
men, evidently the only men left on 
guard on the first floor, heard the 
shooting above them. They left their 
places, racing up the stairs.

The Bat had a glimpse of the two 
men coming up just in time to flatten 
to the wall in a dark spot on the 
second floor. The two policemen hit 
the stairs for the third floor.

Seconds later there were confused 
yells. The Bat laughed grimly as he 
reached the first floor and saw only 
a few early morning citizens gathered 
curiously around the building en­
trance. They were cautious citizens, 
too. For when they saw a figure with 
black wings that seemed to float to­
ward them, saw a gun waving, the 
doorway was emptied instantly.

The Bat had managed to duck 
around the nearest corner unpursued 
when he heard the yells of policemen 
from Lexington Avenue.

As he slipped along the dimmed-out 
cross street he was hoping that the 



colliding lawmen had not wounded 
each other on the stairway. Cai s were 
wailing from all directions as once 
more Blind Tony Quinn reacfed the 
restaurant where he had left Marley 
Weston in a private booth.

He entered, cautiously touching 
tables and the wall, as any blind man 
would. And he had his cane for it 
had been hooked under his Black Bat 
clothes, which now were hidden under 
his ordinary tweeds.

Marley Weston made a great fuss 
over his slight head wound, which 
was bleeding some.

“We have no time for that,’’ Quinn 
insisted. “I think the time has come 
for a quick and unexpected visit to 
the Sun-Air Sanitarium. We’ll take 
a taxi, and I’ll drop you off at your 
home.”

The girl’s dark eyes showed deter­
mination. Before she spoke, Tony 
Quinn knew she was going with him 
to Sun-Air. He approved of her fight­
ing spirit more than ever.

IT WAS while they were on their 
way, when the first pair streaks 

of dawn lighted Long Island Sound 
that activity around the Sun-Air Sani­
tarium was already apparent. And 
the coming sun brought two widely 
separated events that were closely as­
sociated in everything but distance.

The usually jaunty Silk Kirby, 
nursing a bruised jaw, felt more like 
some stalking Indian than a reformed 
grifter and confidence man of the old 
school. He was creeping through 
tangled brush on the hillside above 
the long, rambling building that 
housed the Sun-Air Sanitarium.

Silk was keeping another man in 
view. Harvey Lansing, escaped con­
vict, had avoided the front entrance 
approach to Sun-Air. He was down 
nearer the building, evidently only 
awaiting the opportunity to pounce 
upon some outside guard and gain 
forceful admission.

With the coming of daylight, Silk 
had watched other early arrivals at 

Sun-Air. Three men had arrived 
separately in cars. They had dis­
missed their drivers and walked to the 
front gates of Dr. Kroo’s institution.

Silk Kirby would have given a 
great deal for contact with Tony 
Quinn at this moment, but naturally 
he had no means of knowing what had 
happened to Quinn, or of the new 
headache the Black Bat had handed 
Captain McGrath. However, Silk 
wished mightily he could tell the 
Black Bat what he had seen. For the 
three men who had arrived separately, 
and apparently without each other’s 
knowledge, were directors of Chemi­
cal Latex Corporation.

They were Charles Blake, the pat­
ent attorney; Andrew Severn, the 
electrical millionaire, and Reeve 
Gardner, holder of millions in steel 
contracts. Only Frank Brand, the 
contractor member of the directorate, 
was missing.

Silk had spotted Harvey Lansing 
just as daylight came. It had been a 
good hunch that the fugitive convict 
would seek Dr. Alo Kroo, concerning 
the reported escape of John Weston. 
But it was a dangerous place for Lan­
sing, for aside from other angles lo­
cal police were still spotted about the 
grounds.

Silk Kirby was wary himself, for 
this time he intended to get the jump 
on Lansing and put him away for 
safekeeping until he could contact the 
Black Bat.

Silk was light and quick. He was 
hidden within a few yards of Harvey 
Lansing. The fugitive was near a 
doorway leading into the grounds 
where evidently he hoped to ambush 
some unlucky guard and force his 
way into the presence of Dr. Kroo.

As for the other event on Long 
Island Sound, Silk Kirby was entirely 
unaware of it, or that it was connected 
in a strange way with the Sun-Air 
Sanitarium. Dr. Alo Kroo himself 
furnished the human element of that 
connection, made over a short-wave 
transmitter. This machine was in an 



extensive laboratory, which certainly 
could not be a part of the equipment 
for the cure of mental cases.

Crouched before the machine, Dr. 
Kroo was a strange figure. His broad 
Oriental cheek-bones were offset by a 
thin, hooked nose. His eyes were like 
polished jet set slantwise. He was 
light and small, weighing scarcely 
more than one hundred pounds.

»R. KROO’S small size fooled 
many persons. But just now 

Dr. Kroo was proving that venomous 
anger can reside in a body of small 
stature, and that it can be exhibited 
in soft tones.

“You are pleased to be a fool, Tito,” 
he was saying. “If this girl were his 
daughter, it would be so different. He 
is crazy now like the fox who knows 
you cannot force from him the secret 
of his mind. But wait no longer, 
Tito. Dispose of this young woman 
and the man efficiently. That is of all 
now.”

Dr. Kroo broke the contact. He 
acted with impatience, but composed 
his yellow features to calmness as 
though to confront visitors. That he 
had just given what apparently 
amounted to a command to murder 
did not seem greatly to perturb him.

That order might have easily been 
carried out. Moving slowly along the 
calm Sound, towed by a small launch, 
an elaborate houseboat was safe from 
close observance. Quick action—and 
two persons could have been left, per­
haps permanently, at the bottom of 
the Sound.

One of those thus lightly con­
demned to die was already despair­
ing. Strangely encased in a transpar­
ent plastic that promised to be her 
crystal coffin, Carol Baldwin could 
see and read lips, but she could neither 
hear nor speak.

Hours had passed since Carol had 
been so consigned to a living death. 
And now she thoroughly understood 
that gray-bearded John Weston held 
her life in his hands, or rather in his 

apparently insane mind. For hours 
John Weston had been seated before 
her, staring stonily at nothing.

Yellow-faced Dr. Tito had tried 
every trick to make him speak. And 
all the while Carol had been held mo­
tionless and now was practically par­
alyzed. She understood, from read­
ing lips, that when the temperature 
dropped below sixty, her gay shining 
dress of armor which now permitted 
her to breathe and see, would become 
fixed on her body and could not be 
broken.

That meant death in its most hor­
rible form. She would be practically 
buried alive, yet conscious and seeing. 
Thus far she had but one faint hope, 
and that was faint indeed now, that 
in some unknown manner the Black 
Bat would arrive in time to rescue her.

She saw Dr. Tito speak, repeating 
what had been said over and over 
again.

“This is to make it the last time, 
John Weston,” said Dr. Tito. “Ten 
times it is we have cooled the room 
to seventy and ten times we have 
raised the temperature again. It is 
this time will be all, for I have had 
the command what is to be.”

John Weston gave no sign that he 
heard. A hard-mouthed white man 
stood sleepy guard beside him, weary 
with the continued effort to break the 
old chemist, if indeed John Weston 
were conscious of what was being 
done.

Carol knew, by a queer thermometer, 
when the heat increased or dropped. 
That was no less than the ugly, 
battle-scarred face of Butch O’Leary, 
fighting assistant to Tony Quinn.

When the room cooled, Butch 
O’Leary’s face turned gray. When 
the heat increased, Butch’s features 
reddened to his ears, and sweat broke 
out.

HAVING passed through the first 
stages of fear, Carol was now 

more or less resigned to what might 
happen. She had reached the point 



of a numbed sensation that threatened 
to rob her of consciousness.

She had understood from the first 
that if John Weston consented to 
part with some secret formula that it 
was promised her life would be saved. 
Considering everything, though, 
Carol did not believe John Weston 
could save her. She realized that she, 
to say nothing of Butch O’Leary, was 
too much of a threat to the killers in 
this puzzling game to be allowed to 
live, even if Weston spoke.

She suspected that John Weston 
also realized this. For she had not 
forgotten that the old chemist had 
given her one keenly intelligent 
glance when they had first met, there­
after veiling his eyes and mind.

Carol’s despair was showing in her 
own eyes. And Butch O’Leary, that 
punching fighter who knew no fear, 
could read it.

Butch was bound and on :he floor 
of a long, boat cabin that ha 3 gleam­
ing plastic walls. Although he knew 
they were on a houseboat, only the 
faintest movement could be felt. Nor 
could he guess the time. For the com­
ing of daylight after hours of the tor­
turing attempt to break John West­
on’s will could not be noted within 
the cabin, which lacked windows.

Countless machines and retorts 
showed the room to be a floating lab­
oratory. No more could be guessed.

CHAPTER XII

Carol’s Luck Bad

N C E more Butch 
O’Leary could feel 
the temperature be­
ing lowered. He had 
fought well-tied 
cords until his flesh 
was raw, and still 
he could not break 
them.

Butch understood
perfectly that if the plastic finally set 
upon Carol that no power could break 

it without death to the girl. He had 
taken hope from the continuation of 
the threat and the repeated attempts 
to make John Weston believe each 
time would be the last. But some­
thing in Dr. Tito’s voice this time 
told him this was the real McCoy.

He had seen Dr. Tito talking over 
a short-wave radio at the far end of 
the laboratory before he had made his 
announcement. The man had turned 
from it with a scowl on his yellow 
face, but apparently with direct in­
structions that must be carried out.

Butch shifted his eyes to John 
Weston. For one moment Dr. Tito 
had turned toward Carol Baldwin. 
The white man guard beside Weston 
dozed, nodded.

And in that moment like the break­
ing of the sun through a cloud, intel­
ligence gleamed in John Weston’s 
eyes. He was old, and he appeared 
feeble. But the gun in the hand of 
his one white guard had dropped over 
the man’s knee, and without sound, 
old Weston slashed one gaunt arm 
back.

It struck the white guard across the 
mouth. The gun jolted from his hand. 
Old Weston scooped it up. The curs­
ing guard swung for him, but Weston 
ducked and backed away, the gun 
coming up.

Dr. Tito turned quickly, his white 
teeth showing a snarl.

“So it was you were shamming, as 
I knew it to be,” he growled. “Put 
down the gun, Weston, or you will be 
so sorry.”

He stepped confidently toward the 
old chemist. The gun’s safety catch 
made a metallic click.

‘‘Don’t come closer, Tito!” old Wes­
ton warned fiercely. “There are others 
up forward ready to kill, I know— 
but you won’t kill me, Tito. Notice, 
I am not aiming the gun at you. I 
couldn’t stop all of your ruffiians, but 
I can hit that retort I’m aiming at and 
blow this boat and all of you to King­
dom Come. Your big mistake was in 
thinking for the past year that I’ve 



been out of my mind—in everything 
except where my work was concerned 
—and that only at intervals was I 
sane enough to work at my chemistry 
here and in the Sun-Air laboratory.”

John Weston laughed harshly. Dr. 
Tito stood frozen.

“But I have been sane every minute, 
Tito,” Weston assured. “I have been 
kept from all news, but the guards 
sometimes talk. So I have known 
about the war, and that you yellow 
sons would like to know about some 
formulas of mine. Well—you’ll learn 
about one of them now. There’s an 
explosive and destroying element in 
that jar that would send this boat up 
in a blast of fire. I was smart enough 
to play insane as much as I did for 
the explicit purpose of planting that 
explosive stuff—for a time it should 
be needed.”

“Don’t believe that guff!” the white 
guard growled. “Get him!”

“For God’s sake don’t, Amero! It’s 
likely to be true.” Dr. Tito was hur­
ried, alarmed. “Old Weston has all 
he claims—and more. If he says he 
planted explosive in that retort, he 
did. But we have not yet from him 
that which is most valuable.”

“You haven’t,” chuckled old Wes­
ton, while Butch was listening tense­
ly, and Carol could read every word 
that passed the old man’s lips. “You’ll 
never have it. It may be one of my 
acids, or my explosives. Or it might 
be one of many plastics. I known my 
acid-resisting plastic has been passed 
on by you and Dr. Kroo to others. I 
know that you now are obeying Dr. 
Kroo’s command to murder this girl 
and this man. But whatever you do, 
Tito, you never will have the greatest 
secret of all! Now stand back! I am 
sending these two to safety. Dr. Kroo 
is your master, Tito. He will not like 
what he hears of this.”

“Weston, you are the fool!” raged 
Dr. Tito. “You can be enormously 
wealthy. We will make for you—”

“That’s enough, Tito! Stay where 
you are, that’s all!”

»R. TITO’S black eyes shifted 
without his head moving. Evi­

dently he feared some of his other 
men might burst in. Then he tried 

a bit of Oriental bluff.
“You have not wisdom, so you have 

not the courage to kill others like that, 
Weston,” he said, taking one slow 
step.

“No?”
Old Weston’s voice was hard. The 

gun in his hand cracked loudly. It 
chipped a bit from the laboratory table 
within an inch of a goose-necked re­
tort.

Dr. Tito halted as if frozen. Butch 
O’Leary saw tough faces appear in an 
opening door.

“Go back and wait!” commanded 
Dr. Tito. “Everything is all right! 
So, Weston, what is it you will do?”

“Order Amero to cut loose the man 
on the floor,” said old Weston. “I stay 
here until these two have gone. My 
word is good. I will not destroy my 
own work unless it is to save this girl. 
My work is too valuable to the world.”

Butch caught the significance of 
this. John Weston had been sane 
while he had been in Sun-Air, though 
doubtless held a prisoner. Perhaps 
he had even found it best to feign in­
sanity when his daughter, Marley, had 
visited him. wanting no one to know 
he was sane.

What was more, it seemed that Wes­
ton had been enabled to perfect some 
secret war wapon in the laboratories 
furnished him, but he had gambled 
shrewdly against the time when his 
virtual masters should demand the 
formula. Now he was ready to de­
stroy all his work to save Carol and 
Butch O’Leary.

Dr. Tito nodded grimly. He spoke 
to Amero, the white guard.

“Cut the man loose,” he said. “Wes­
ton has the crazy honor to keep his 
word.”

Even as Dr. Tito spoke, Butch could 
read trickery in the yellow man’s 
voice. The Korean, or Jap, or what­
ever he was, had something up his
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sleeve. But Butch was unable to warn 
John Weston, his own mouth being 
taped.

Butch was tense, his flesh col I as the 
huge guard, Amero, came to him with 
a sharp-pointed knife. It would be 
so easy for that knife to slip between 
his ribs.

Dr. Tito was motionless, except for 
his eyes. Butch saw him shift his gaze 
from Weston to the retort of explo­
sive, then to the girl encased in the 
crystal plastic. Dr. Tito’s short fin­
gers curved and there was a slight 
shift of his feet.

Having been a pugilist, Butch un­
derstood this movement. Dr. Tito 
was getting set to strike. He was 
waiting for the split second when old 
Weston would swing his eyes toward 
Butch, perhaps to direct him what to 
do, once he was unbound.

Butch’s inability to give warning 
to Weston was infuriating. But his 
chance came because the guard, 
Amero, was none too smart. Amero 
slit the cords holding Butch's arms 
with one slash. Butch’s hands were 
numb and helpless for the moment, 
but his feet were free, and he also 
shifted for action.

Old Weston did glance al him, as 
Dr. Tito expected. Dr. Titc jumped 
from his toes in a headlong ju jitsu 
dive. Old Weston was caught off 
guard, but he did his best to plant 
a bullet in the flying yellow man.

The slug missed. Dr. Titc’s spread 
hands hit old Weston’s knees and the 
chemist groaned and fell. No doubt 
the agony of fire went along his nerves 
as Dr. Tito slipped a hand to an ankle 
hold.

ALL that turned Amero around to 
look, for he had not had warning.

Butch let out a muffled roar that 
nearly blew the tape from his mouth. 
One of his heels almost removed 
Amero’s nose. The other heel cooled 
the guard with an unethical kick in 
his stomach.

Dr. Tito was just taking the gun 

from the helpless old chemist when 
Butch’s feet got him in the back. 
Butch landed with all his weight, driv­
ing the yellow man to the floor.

Still Butch was unable to pick up 
the gun because for long hours his 
hands had been as if paralyzed. He 
kicked the weapon away under a table. 
Old Weston got to his feet.

“Good work,” he said, his bearded 
face twisted with the pain of Dr. 
Tito’s attack.” Waste no time. Take 
the girl as she is. There’s a rowboat 
trailing the houseboat. Cut it loose. 
You have to crack that plastic off eas­
ily and quickly. It’s getting cooler 
in here, but it’s warm enough in the 
sun outside. Go, and don’t talk.”

Old Weston make a quick move­
ment. He had the gun Butch had 
kicked away. Men started streaming 
into the cabin up beyond the table 
with the deadly explosive retort.

“But you, Weston?” Butch roared, 
ripping the tape from his mouth. “I 
can’t leave you here! You will—”

“Fool! You want the girl to die? 
The heat’s been turned off in here! 
You have only seconds to get her into 
the sun!”

Saving Carol had to come ahead of 
everything else. Butch saw old Wes­
ton drop. One man started shooting. 
The chemist pounded a shot into the 
man’s forehead, right between the 
eyes.

Then old Weston had Dr. Tito, limp 
in one arm, pulling him up as a shield 
and holding the gun to Tito’s ear.

“Go quickly with the girl!” he cried 
at Butch. “Half a minute more and 
she will die horribly! Into the sun 
with her as she is! None of this here 
must be permitted to remain, nor any 
who know of it!”

Butch had no choice. A great thrill 
went through the tough pugilist as he 
saw the heroic old chemist standing 
there, braced, holding a gun at Dr. 
Tito’s head, perhaps ready to destroy 
himself with all else on the houseboat.

“When you get out, Weston, call 
Tony Quinn,” Butch said quickly.



A sob was in his throat as he caught 
up Carol’s light figure. He could see 
her blue eyes, and she was trying to 
smile, not having heard nor under­
stood what John Weston had said, 
since she had been unable to see his 
lips.

Butch kicked open a door at the 
after end of the cabin. He sprang out 
into the sun, his numbed arms barely 
ably to support Carol's glasslike fig­
ure. But the morning sun was full 
and warm out here.

A shot rang out behind him in the 
cabin. Butch spoke, although Carol’s 
ears were of unhearing crystal.

“He said the sun will save you, 
Carol! That crazy old man! I can’t 
leave him there!”

Carol must have read his lips, for 
her eyes seemed to approve. Butch 
made sure of one thing in seconds as 
strength came to his hands. He placed 
Carol in the towed rowboat and jerked 
its rope free.

At least she would stay in that life­
saving sun.

As Butch heard another shot he 
slammed into the cabin door which 
had closed. He groaned, backed off 
and hit it with all of his weight. The 
door had automatically locked inside.

PERHAPS it was well for Butch 
that the door was heavy and it 
held. There was a sudden mushy ex­

plosion inside the cabin.
Perhaps old John Weston had been 

compelled to smash the jar of annihila­

tion. Or it might have been some 
other explosive. Whatever it was, 
part of the houseboat’s side burst 
through.

Butch was hurled from his feet. As 
he scrambled up, searing blue fire 
whipped over him like a sheet.

He could but shield his face and 
dive deep, going off the houseboat 
stern.

He reached the rowboat containing 
Carol as another explosion rocked the 
Sound. What had been the big house­
boat was a column of bluish smoke. 
Butch saw the small launch that had 
been towing the houseboat making 
away, its propeller leaving a churning 
white wake.

“Them mugs don’t want to answer 
too many questions,” muttered Butch. 
“Poor old John Weston! That guy 
had nerve. If it could only have been 
some other way!” «

The crystal plastic was pliable, 
Butch found. He removed it from 
Carol’s face and head with no more 
damage than pulling a few of the 
girl’s yellow hairs.

Sobbing, Carol was able to help get 
at more of the stuff when her hands 
were freed.

Under the white heat of the sun, 
Butch rowed toward the rocky north 
shore of Long Island, along which the 
houseboat had been drifting. He saw 
launches putting out, making for the 
lingering blue haze. But before any 
boats could reach it, the haze was 
gone. [Turn page]



Apparently John Weston had been 
as good as his word. He had taken 
everything pertaining to his secret 
with him. There seemed no possible 
hope that the old chemist couli still 
be alive.

CHAPTER XIII

Dr. Kroo’s Inferno

AROL BALDWIN, 
white and still 
shaky, advised 
Butch O’Leary that 
they must get in 
touch with Tony 
Quinn at once. 
Landing, they went 
to a filling station 
phone, and called

Quinn’s residence. When a voice re­
plied, Carol slowly replaced the re­
ceiver. She knew Captain Me Grath’s 
voice at its hardest.

“Tony’s in a jam somewhere, 
Butch,” she told the fighter. “I have 
an idea we should get back to Sun-Air 
Sanitarium. At least, if we can’t find 
Tony, we should have Dr. Kroo held, 
or I will make an effort to see him. 
The way it happened, he may r ot know 
the houseboat is gone, with Dr. Tito.”

Butch hired a motorboat a few min­
utes later to recross to the Connec­
ticut shore. He compelled Carol to 
lie down and rest during :he long 
crossing toward New Roche le. The 
brave girl was utterly exhausted in 
body and spirit from the night’s tor­
turous experience.

Butch had a quaint idea for him. 
He thought it was about tine Carol 
quit this kind of life. Constantly in 
danger herself, the girl was also con­
tinually torn with anxiety for Tony 
Quinn.

“I guess I’ll tip Tony off to the way 
Carol feels about him,” muttered 
Butch, as if Tony Quinn would not 
know that.

Carol Baldwin was resilient. She 
amazed Butch with her revived energy 

when they arrived at a point on the 
hill above Sun-Air Sanitarium in a 
hired car.

“We’ll hike over from here, Butch,” 
suggested Carol. “I’ve an idea I 
would like to come upon Dr. Kroo 
quietly. I have some things to say.”

“I’ll not be one foot away from you 
while you’re saying them,” vowed 
Butch, and Carol nodded.

It was mid-morning now. It seemed 
incredible so much could have hap­
pened in the past two hours or so. 
Carol walked with Butch in a little 
lane along the hill above the spacious 
Sun-Air grounds.

A tired driver appeared to be sleep­
ing in a big car that was parked under 
the trees in the lane. Carol and Butch 
could see the long stone building of 
the sanitarium. Carol put her hand 
on her lips as they were passing the 
car.

“Hold it, fellow! Just where are 
you going? That way is closed!”

Carol whirled. Three hard-faced 
men had materialized from the trees 
near the car. They surveyed Carol 
and Butch with unfriendly eyes.

“This is the way we’re goin’, pal!” 
growled Butch. “We don’t care much 
for talk!”

Butch had been taking a lot. He 
was belligerent. And he got what he 
invited, suddenly.

“Take the dumb egg!” snapped one 
man. “An’ keep it quiet!”

Keeping Butch quiet would have 
been like putting a black tornado into 
a bottle. Before Carol could inter­
fere, three tough eggs were finding 
that Butch O’Leary seemed to be 
armed front, sides and back with 
punching fists.

But Butch was outweighed and out­
numbered. A kick paralyzed one of 
his ankles. As he was going down, a 
gun materialized and bounced off his 
skull. Carol, unarmed, had caught up 
a rock.

“Hold it, young lady!” The voice 
was heavy but calm. “Joe, leave him 
there!”



TBUTCH was sprawled unconscious.
Carol turned to see a man and a 

girl. She identified the girl instantly 
as Marley Weston, and that probably 
was her undoing.

“Miss Weston?” she exclaimed. 
“What are you doing here?”

Dark-eyed, vivid Marley Weston 
stared at Carol. She had never met 
her, and she appeared to be making 
a nervous sign for Carol to be cautious. 
It was too late. Hard hands pinned 
Carol’s arms to her side.

“What’s the orders, Mr. Brand?” 
said the man holding Carol.

“We can’t leave her here to give an 
alarm or give directions! Put her in 
the car! We’ll get out while we can! 
Come on, Miss Weston!”

Carol knew now this must be some­
thing that could mean only more bad 
luck. She had never met Frank 
Brand, the contractor, and of course, 
knew nothing of the affair of the 
Thurman Spencer murder at the 
Chemical Latex plant.

“Then you are tricking me, Mr. 
Brand!” Marley Weston cried out 
angrily. “You said you would take 
me to Matt Hanlon, and everything 
would be all right! Why, I’ll—”

Marley Weston suddenly screamed 
shrilly. She fought like her weight 
in wildcats as Frank Brand and one 
of his men got her into the car. The 
car went roaring away, leaving Butch 
O’Leary still out cold.

There was a crackling of brush 
nearby. The big car was just vanish­
ing in the lane when none other than 
Silk Kirby, his face scratched by 
bushes, barged into the lane.

“Great dominoes!” exclaimed Silk, 
as he saw Butch O’Leary lying beside 
the road. “Now how did he come here, 
and where’s Carol?”

Two minutes later Silk had revived 
Butch. It was a profane and raging 
Butch who told what had happened.

“Right out of the hands of them 
other devils, and it’s bad luck again 
for Carol!” rumbled Butch. “We can’t 
catch that car, Silk, but I can take Dr.

Alo Kroo to pieces!”
“All morning I’ve been lying out 

in the bush being chewed on by gnats, 
and then this has to happen,” com­
plained Silk Kirby. “But Butch, 
you’ve got to hold off. I think Tony 
must already be in the sanitarium.”

“We have to rescue Carol,” insisted 
Butch stubbornly. “We have to head 
off the rats before they get away.”

“I’m afraid they’ve already got 
away for the moment,” Silk said rue­
fully. “The nearest place we can get 
a phone is the sanitarium. Anyhow, 
putting the police onto that car might 
be the worse thing we could do. I 
must get to Tony. That was Frank 
Brand’s car, and I saw him do a sneak 
act and get into a basement window 
of the sanitarium. Then Marley Wes­
ton came walking around the building 
unexpectedly, and after they had 
talked, the girl went with Brand.”

Butch scratched his head. Being 
uninformed on many angles of the 
pattern of murder, he had but the one 
thought. Stubbornly he insisted he 
was going after Carol Baldwin, no 
matter what else happened.

“Wait, Butch!” insisted Silk. “We 
can’t hurry that now. But you may 
be able to help me. Harvey Lansing 
is on the loose. He’s been lying in 
wait around here for hours. I think 
he has an idea that Dr. Alo Kroo 
framed the supposed escape of John 
Weston. He’ll get the truth out of 
Dr. Kroo if he has to beat him up. 
It’s bad business for Lansing now.”

SILK himself believed that Harvey
Lansing had something there— 

that John Weston’s escape was too 
much of a coincidence at this time. 
But the fugitive from a life sentence 
was plainly risking the chance of be­
ing put back in the Big House on this 
chance of seeing Weston — or Dr. 
Kroo.

Silk was always able to handle 
Butch. The big fellow went into the 
trees with him, but he was still curs­
ing.



Silk admonished caution as they 
came down toward the Sun-Air build­
ing. He had last seen Harvey Lansing 
in the shrubbery near one of tl e rear 
doors, but now the fugitive had 
shifted his position.

“Curse it, Butch! If he had been 
up where I was he would have seen 
Frank Brand and Marley Weston! 
Perhaps it’s just as well he didn’t, or 
he might have gone into the hands 
of the police, heading for Weston’s 
daughter.”

“I wish to Hades he had,” grunted 
Butch. “Before he started ell this 
mess. You don’t know what Carol’s 
been through. She can’t stand much 
more. Silk, I'm going in there.”

Just then bushes near the building 
moved. Silk’s hand steadied Butch. 
They saw the gray, bony face )f Har­
vey Lansing appear, then vanish.

The rear door near Lansing opened. 
Silk drew in a quick breath. He knew 
Dr. Alo Kroo by sight, and it was the 
yellow-faced little doctor with the 
broad cheeks and queerly hooked nose 
who stepped out. The furtiveness of 
Dr. Kroo’s movements suggested that 
he had suspected unwanted visitors, 
for he scanned every nearby place of 
concealment.

Dr. Kroo walked over to the corner 
of the building. Silk told Butch the 
yellow man was looking at the window 
through which Frank Brand had en­
tered and left the sanitarium.

Dr. Kroo straightened, glanced 
around, then started back toward the 
door he had left. Silk drew in a sharp 
breath and Butch swore with satisfac­
tion. Eor suddenly gaunt Harvey 
Lansing towered over small Dr. Kroo. 
Dr. Kroo might have opened his mouth 
to call for help. Anyway, Lansing’s 
bony knuckles smashed at the little 
doctor’s face.

“Well I’ll be jiggered!”
The exclamation jumped f rom Silk 

Kirby’s lips. Lansing’s swinging blow 
failed to land. Dr. Kroo scarcely ap­
peared to move, and the manner of his 
hold could not be detected. All that 

Silk and Butch could see was that tall 
Harvey Lansing seemed to flip into 
the the air of his own volition. He 
went over Dr. Kroo’s head, landing 
flat on his back.

Dr. Kroo pounced upon him, like 
some small, vicious animal of prey. 
Swift passes with his hand and 
Lansing lay still, his face turned up­
ward.

Dr. Kroo arose and walked rapidly 
toward the doorway. Silk could see 
a couple of local policemen still spot­
ted down at the main gateway, but 
here no one had interfered.

“Come on, Butch,” Silk said. “We 
must get Lansing out of this if we 
can. Dr. Kroo may be going to call 
the police. If he is, we must give 
Lansing all the break we can, which 
probably won’t be much.”

IN MOMENTS they had the bony 
form of Lansing between them, 

carrying him into the trees that lined 
the grounds above the house. It 
seemed to Silk that the ground heaved 
under his feet. Butch and he were 
hurled to their knees by the terrific 
impact.

It was in fact sheer concussion of 
the blasted air.

“Now what the devil next?” ejacu­
lated Silk. “Butch, that’s in the sani­
tarium! And I’m sure Tony is in 
there, for he sent me out here and he 
was with Marley Weston downtown! 
Come on!”

Even the tough, hardened Butch 
paused and gasped as they reached 
open ground. Silk Kirby showed evi­
dence of being sick. One whole wing 
of the sanitarium had been blasted 
out.

Figures of women and men writhed 
helplessly on the ground where the 
wall had fallen.

Other figures lay there, unmoving.
And Silk Kirby saw that the explo­

sion had been in the wall of the base­
ment window.

There Frank Brand had made his 
sneak entrance and exit.



CHAPTER XIV

Murder in the Mass

OT more than a min­
ute or so before the 
explosion in Sun- 
Air, Tony Quinn 
had been admitted 
at the sanitarium’s 
front entrance. In 
his appearance was 
no hint of the mask­
ed man in black who 

had taken part in the mad attack in 
Thurman Spencer’s office. He had 
walked up from a hired car with Mar­
ley Weston and had instructed her to 
stay outside until he had first talked 
with Dr, Kroo about John Weston.

Quinn had an idea that in the light 
of the past and what he knew he 
might surprise some admissions from 
Dr. Kroo. Especially he had the club 
of knowing that the disappearance of 
John Weston was an inside job, as 
must also be the killing of one of the 
guards.

Moreover, Quinn desired to connect 
up Dr. Kroo’s association with the 
dead Thurman Spencer. At the 
moment he did not know that three 
other directors of Chemical Latex had 
entered the sanitarium ahead of him 
and were still somewhere in the build­
ing, for he had had no opportunity to 
get in touch with Silk Kirby.

When the attendant who admitted 
Quinn went looking for Dr. Kroo, 
the supposed blind man stepped quiet­
ly into Kroo’s empty office. It so 
happened he was standing at a rear 
window at the time of the fantastic 
encounter between big Harvey Lan­
sing and the comparatively midget 
doctor, and witnessed it.

It was over so quickly and Dr. Kroo 
was walking toward the building be­
fore Quinn had time to intervene. 
Then he saw Silk Kirby and Butch 
O’Leary rush Lansing away into the 
trees.

“Now how did Butch come to be 

here?” wondered Quinn, taking hope 
for Carol’s safety. “That means Carol 
is somewhere about. I didn’t really 
know how hard I could be hit, until 
this time I feared I would never see 
her again.

Tony Quinn realized now that he 
had been fighting an inner sickness 
ever since learning of the wrecked 
car. Now he felt like singing. The 
moment, however, was scarcely aus­
picious for he could hear Dr. Kroo 
coming toward his private office. On 
a hunch, Tony Quinn stepped into the 
window alcove where he was con­
cealed. Dr. Kroo came in briskly, and 
the attendant who had admitted 
Quinn returned.

“Mr. Quinn is here, Dr. Kroo,” he 
said.

“Tony Quinn?” Dr. Kroo’s tone 
said that an interview with Tony 
Quinn was about the last thing he de­
sired at this moment. “Well, where 
is he?”

“I think he went into the reception 
room.”

Dr. Kroo hesitated, then nodded.
“Tell him I will see him in a few 

minutes. Marden, there is a new 
patient lying out near the furnace 
house door. He has had some kind of 
a seizure and will be unconscious for 
some time. Take Carey and bring him 
in. Put him in violent solitary.”

It was plain to Quinn now that Dr. 
Kroo was in this up to his slanted 
eyes. He did not intend to give an 
alarm to the police. Perhaps he in­
tended to deal with Lansing by his 
own methods.

“And I’m beginning to wonder 
whether Dr. Kroo draws the line in 
his treatments this side of death,” 
Quinn thought grimly.

Suddenly he wondered if he were 
right, for Dr. Kroo was calling a num­
ber, the local police.

“The police?” said Dr. Kroo. “I 
have to report that John Weston who 
has made the escape last night, has 
returned mysteriously. He was found 
in the grounds and he is all so very 



well. So sorry to have troubled, but 
thank you so much.”

DR. KROO glanced at his wrist­
watch as he put down the phone. 

In his soft voice he uttered an Ori­
ental oath of satisfaction. Tony 
Quinn had heard that oath before and 
knew it to be strictly Japanese!

Hidden and watching Dr. Kroo, 
Quinn thought he never had seen a 
more cunning smile than was upon 
Kroo’s broad face. The little doctor 
was talking to himself, rubbing his 
hand.

“Now, my Tito, that will leave all 
clear,” he said sibilantly. “They 
think I am the so much fool to play 
for such a little pay, when we are 
ready to take all in our own way. In 
a little while all will be so well.”

The phone rang sharply. Dr. Kroo 
said:

“Speaking—Yes?”
A voice mumbled and Quinn could 

see from Dr. Kroo’s face that it was as 
if someone had stuck a keen knife into 
the yellow man’s flesh and it was being 
slowly turned.

“That fool of fools! That great 
blunderer among men! It can’t be! 
Dead? It is sure you say, Mathers! 
The houseboat blew up and burned 
with Tito and John Weston? Do not 
return here! Let no one know, if you 
can so understand!”

The attendant who had been sent 
to bring in the supposed new patient 
—Harvey Lansing, of course—rushed 
into the office.

“Dr. Kroo!” he exclaimed. “The 
man has recovered or he has been 
taken away! There is the print of 
his body in the grass, and there are 
heavy footprints where he may have 
been lifted!”

“All this it cannot so have happened 
this way!” The usually cold, calm 
Dr. Kroo had become a raging fury.

Tony Quinn would have stepped in­
to view at this moment. He judged 
now would be the time to confront 
Dr. Alo Kroo with evidence of his 

own words, of incriminating conver­
sation, but his heart was heavy.

“John Weston dead?” he whispered. 
“That will be bitter knowledge for 
that little girl of his.”

He saw Dr. Kroo glance again at his 
watch. His next words were almost 
a scream, directed at the attendant.

“There is Tony Quinn here! And 
the others! Conduct Quinn to the an­
nex near the locked doors. Do it 
quickly! Tell him to wait for me 
there. It is important that he be there 
within the next three minutes. Make 
sure Quinn does not so go wandering 
about. He is look for too much of 
something everywhere all the time.”

Quinn waited then, permitting Dr. 
Kroo to pass through the doorway 
leading to the spot from which Har­
vey Lansing had been removed.

Whether Dr. Kroo reached the door 
or not, Quinn had no means of know­
ing. For at that instant what seemed 
the blow of a giant’s hand smashed the 
barred window against the inner 
frame of which he had been pressed 
in the alcove.

The wall cracked open. Quinn was 
hurled to the floor, dazed by the shock, 
partly stunned.

Screams like those that might have 
come from a burning Hades brought 
him fully to his senses. He pulled 
himself to his feet, staring through 
the broken window at an inferno of 
death and screaming horror.

At least a score of inmates, women 
and men were dead or dying. They 
had been hurled outside through a 
blasted wall from which snakelike 
tongues of flame writhed and twisted 
under a swiftly rising black pall of 
smoke.

HB^HE door to the inside corridor 
had burst open and cries of ter­

ror came ringing through the build­
ing. Many patients who were locked 
in safety rooms screaming their in­
sane fear.

Black, greasy smoke curled from 
the corridor through the top of the 



door and into the office where Quinn 
had staggered to his feet. He saw 
half a dozen cowardly attendants has­
tening toward that door and safety.

Never had he made a quicker trans­
formation. His hands whipped his 
ribbed black cape from beneath his 
suit and into place on his shoulders. 
He had time only for this and to ad­
just his mask. Then he was no longer 
blind Tony Quinn.

The first fleeing attendants, leaving 
patients maddened by fear to die in 
their locked rooms, started into the 
office. They saw what must have 
seemed like an ominous black bird 
of the night swoop toward them from 
the darkened corner where the win­
dow had been blown in.

“Get back, you yellow dogs! Don’t 
move another step this way! You’re 
leaving helpless men and women to 
die! Go back and stay until the last 
one is safe, or the Black Bat will see 
that not one of you leaves this build­
ing alive!”

A bulky, flat-nosed guard with a 
bolstered gun halted with the others. 
Then he cursed, dragging his weapon.

“No Black Bat or anything else will 
stop me!” he roared. “Get out of my 
way!”

His gun never left the holster. Per­
haps the thin scream of a woman in 
mortal agony that the Black Bat heard 
then, filled him with cold ruthlessness. 
But he also realized that if one man 
were allowed to break through, the 
others might be harder to hold.

The Bat moved directly in the face 
of the guard drawing his gun. But 
the Bat’s movement was quicker than 
the guard’s hand. The Bat’s auto­
matic cracked across the guard’s wrist 
while his left hand traveled inches to 
snap the guard’s head back. Another 
guard who had tried for his gun, 
changed his mind then.

Other guards were coming. They 
went back in a wave under the black 
smoke filling the ceiling of the high 
corridor. With the gliding, sinister 
figure with the wings of a bat coming 

upon them, an unwavering and a blue 
steel automatic seeming to point at 
the eyes of each man, the guards had 
abrupt changes of heart.

Back along the corridor and up 
broad stairs where the smoke was 
thicker and laced by flashes of fire, 
the Black Bat drove the strangest 
band of rescuers that ever went into a 
burning inferno.

His automatic talked then for the 
first time. It’s slug went to the mark 
clipped the shoe heel of a guard mak­
ing a dash for a window, and sent him 
to the floor. The guard got up slowly, 
limping, and joined the others for 
rescue work.

“Start unlocking the doors!” or­
dered the Bat. “Wrap your jackets 
around your heads!”

They obeyed, but one man cried 
out:

“We’ll all die for a bunch of crazies! 
Whoever you are, you’ll die, too! 
There’s more of that stuff will let go!”

Almost as the words left the man’s 
terrified lips another explosion rocked 
the sanitarium. Weird, fear-filled 
cries were drowned by the blast. But 
this explosion opened a wall some­
where higher up. The draught drew 
the smoke from this corridor where 
hideous faces were showing in squares 
at the doors, and where frantic fists 
hammered at unyielding panels.

RIVEN by the Black Bat, the 
guards worked like madmen 

themselves to reach and unlock as 
many doors as possible. Men and 
women rushed into the corridor, gib­
bering and panicky. The Bat herd­
ed the first of them by him, started 
them toward the only safe exits be­
hind him.

All he could do now was hope that 
the police outside and the guards 
would be sufficient to cope with the 
insane creatures. He kept close upon 
the guards, seeing that no door was 
missed.

The smoke thickened. It was pour­
ing through this wing. One guard 



ahead reached a closed emergency 
door blocking the corridor.

“We can’t get to those in there!” 
he cried. “That’s right next to the 
place where crazy John Weston made 
his funny plastics! His chemicals set 
it off! He made plastics you could 
wrap around your neck, and some you 
couldn’t dent with a bullet! He had 
all sorts of combustibles in the an­
nex!”

And Dr. Kroo had tried to get Tony 
Quinn to the annex!

“Open the door!” commanded the 
Bat, furiously angry as he thought of 
how narrowly he had missed being 
tricked to his death.

“We’ll never get out, never!” plead­
ed the guard. “It’s nothing but plain 
perdition in there!”

“Open the door or it will be out 
here!” The Bat’s voice was like a 
cutting chisel of cold steel. “Here! 
Stand by me! Give me the key!”

THE Bat swung the door open.
Seven or eight guards had turned 

back to stand beside him. Not all had 
yellow souls. Inhuman cries for help 
came from behind what appeared to be 
a rising sheet of flame.

The opening of the door created a 
new draught that drove the fire back.

“Come with me on your own, or go 
back!”

The Black Bat’s voice was a clear 
challenge as he sprang across a burned 
section of floor to a spot where the 
blaze was being sucked away. He was 
half blinded by smoke, but he was 
conscious that four or five of the 
guards had followed.

Because it was a special section, 
where a score of patients were locked 
behind the one big door, the single 
room doors were unlocked. Many had 
been overcome by the smoke. The 
Black Bat pocketed his gun and set 
the pace by lifting an unconscious 
man in his arms.

The guards followed his lead. Out­
side the emergency door, still other 
guards had hesitated. They sprang 

in now and helped. Trip after trip 
was made, until it seemed the walls 
were ready to cave.

Suddenly the Bat found himself in 
a cross corridor that seemed to have 
an outside exit door. It was clear of 
smoke here. The Bat saw a small fig­
ure, plainly not that of a patient, and 
could have stopped him, but instead 
he quickly drew back.

Another figure came through the 
door and followed the first. And then 
through the swirling smoke the Bat 
saw that the first man was Charles 
Blake, the patent attorney with the 
beady eyes, and that the man for 
whem he paused to wait was Andrew 
Severn, of the scarred cheek and lip.

Blake’s delicate hands fluttered 
nervously. His little eyes seemed to 
bore into Severn, the electrical genius. 
Severn’s teeth were bared in a sneer­
ing smile, like that the Bat had seen 
when Severn apparently had trailed 
either Charles Blake or Reeve Gard­
ner the night before. The Bat could 
see that the two men were talking, but 
he was not near enough to catch their 
words.

“So you want to leave Gardner to 
die in the fire, Blake?” was what Sev­
ern was saying, and his teeth were 
even more bared by his scarred smile 
as he spoke.

“Me?” The little eyes of the patent 
attorney were snaky now. “You think 
I slugged him?”

“Who else?” Severn’s snarling smile 
was gloating. He had a gun in his 
hand. “That means you’re the mur­
derer, Blake! Right now I can get 
rid of you, walk out, and that will re­
move you and Gardner. It will leave 
only Frank Brand and myself. We 
can split two ways.”

Charles Blake was as quick as his 
eyes. A gun appeared from his sleeve, 
countering Severn’s weapon. It was 
an even chance then.

“Suppose we call it a draw, Severn,” 
said Blake, laughing nervously. “If 
you didn’t slug Gardner in there. I 
know I didn’t. That means that Dr.



Kroo meant for the lot of us to get 
caught in the explosion.”

Red blood came slowly back into 
Severn’s livid scar, and he nodded.

“Perhaps you’re right, Blake,” he 
said. “Kroo meant to wipe out all of 
us.”

The nervous little attorney and the 
electrical man with the sneering, scar­
red smile walked out together. The 
Bat permitted them to depart, making 
no attempt to stop them, though he 
did not understand their presence 
here.

“Angles are adding up,” he mut­
tered. “But the pattern of death is 
many-sided.”

CHAPTER XV

Weird Rescue

NDOUBTEDLY it 
was some inner 
sense that sent the 
Bat to the door of 
the room from 
which he had seen 
Severn and Blake 
emerge, though he 
had not been near 
enough to the two 

men who had come from that room to 
hear anything they said.

There was no fire in that room, and 
the Bat was’now cut off by the fire 
from the guards who had been forci­
bly driven to do the rescue work. But 
already smoke was seeping through a 
wall ventilator. It was evident 
enough the fire would burst through 
into this room within a short time.

Andrew Severn and Charles Blake 
had left a man stretched unconscious 
on the floor. A bloody welt across the 
right temple showed where the victim 
had been struck down by some heavy 
object.

The man of course, as the Bat had 
already heard the other men say, was 
Reeve Gardner. Even unconscious, 
the steel millionaire still had the calm 
dignity of a mortician on his long 

face. It seemed, too, that he had been 
struck what had been meant to be a 
death blow when the fire had come.

The Bat was ready to admit—par­
tially—that what he had heard said 
might be true, that Gardner had been 
struck down like this because Dr. 
Kroo might have desired the death of 
all three directors in the place; Blake, 
Severn and Gardner. Yet he was not 
wholly convinced that Blake or Sev­
ern had not struck the blow that had 
laid Gardner out.

And there was still another director 
to be taken into account—bluff and 
hearty Frank Brand, so far unac­
counted for in the sanitarium, as far 
as the Black Bat’s knowledge went. 
Had the Bat known that Brand had 
been there, and that the man had made 
a sneak entrance into the basement, 
then taken a hurried departure, he 
might have suspected that Brand at 
least had a hand in this effort to rid 
the world of Reeve Gardner, steel 
manufacturer.

Two inside doors led from the room 
in which Gardner now lay. The Bat 
opened one of these and instead of be­
ing greeted by a blast of flame, he was 
chilled by cold, salt air coming from 
a dimly lighted passageway.

“That’s an odd one,” he mused. 
“That passage opens on the Sound or 
I don’t know the smell of tide flats.”

He could now hear the screaming of 
sirens. When he reached the corridor 
door quickly, local firemen were en­
tering, drawing a line of hose. With 
them came a captain of the local police 
whom the Black Bat knew well in his 
person of Tony Quinn.

He judged he had accomplished all 
rescue work for which there had been 
time. There would be stories told by 
the guards of the Black Bat and he 
reflected ruefully that if the smart 
Dr. Kroo or others involved learned of 
the presence of the Bat that one more 
crime, and this one of mass murder, 
would be chalked up to the Black Bat. 
The injustice rankled, but there was 
nothing to be done about it.



He swung around and lifted Reeve 
Gardner in his arms. The cold air 
tunnel afforded at least temporary 
refuge. It might even be a way out, 
though the Sound was at least a quar­
ter of a mile from the Sun-Air Sani­
tarium.

Dim light bulbs were spaced wide 
apart in the passageway. The Bat 
wondered how many of Dr. Alo Kroo’s 
patients might have come in the front 
gateway and departed through the 
tunnel. He judged Gardner himself 
might have been in this tunnel, other­
wise he would not have been found 
in that room, left to die by fire.

ANYHOW the Bat decided it was 
■*■$* best to go out this way. There 
might be some way for him to work 
around and return as Tony Quinn to 
learn just what was being said about 
the Black Bat—though undoubtedly 
he would be accused of having shot 
two guards, and blown up the sani­
tarium, being therefore responsible 
for John Weston having died in the 
fire.

‘’And Dr. Kroo called the police 
just before the explosion, to make sure 
they would believe Weston had come 
back,” he thought. “When he made 
that phone call, he did not expect to 
learn almost immediately that Weston 
had died somewhere else.”

He was thinking of this, and of how 
Silk and Butch had rescued Harvey 
Lansing as he hurried around a sharp 
turn in the passageway. For easier 
movement he had already discarded 
his winged cape and his mask after 
he had placed Gardner on the ground, 
at a safe distance from the building.

There was no light here, but that 
was not what started him groping 
like a blind man—blind Tony Quinn. 
It was because three strange hoods 
were facing him, one with a light, 
rapid-fire pistol of foreign make.

The Bat’s hooked cane had come 
from under his clothes. His move­
ments were slow, uncertain. He could 
see the hoods distinctly. To them he 

was but a shadowy figure.
“It’s one of the loonies got away 

from the fire,” grumbled one hood, a 
flashlight leaping to life in his hand 
to search Tony Quinn’s face. “Aw, 
let him go. He’s as blind as a bat.”

“Blind as a bat?” another exclaimed. 
“Couldn’t be the Black Bat, huh?”

The rapid-fire gun came up, pointed 
at Tony Quinn’s heart. His eyes were 
turned toward the light, white and 
glassy, as he tapped with his cane and 
walked right up to the gun until its 
touch stopped him.

He halted, his head twisting, as if 
his ears might serve as eyes.

“Where am I? I smell the sea. Is 
there a way out? I was trapped by 
the fire.”

The hood with the gun considered. 
“You one of the loonies?” he asked. 
Something clicked in Tony’s mind 

then. He thought of Matt Hanlon 
still a prisoner, and of the several 
hoods he Jaad encountered. Their 
boss he did not as yet know. He came 
to a decision. Perhaps there was a 
way to reach their main hide-out.

“I am Tony Quinn, the former dis­
trict attorney,” he said. “Will you 
show me a way out? I am blind, you 
know.”

“Will we show you a way out?” ex­
claimed the lead. “The boss has been 
wanting to see you. You bet we’ll 
show you out. Put your hand on my 
arm.”

Tony Quinn walked ahead with his 
fixed, lifeless eyes ....

At the outset of the fire following 
the explosion, Silk Kirby and Butch 
O’Leary had dropped the unconscious 
Harvey Lansing. The jolt had 
aroused the fugitive convict who had 
reeled to his feet, cursing. He saw 
Silk Kirby and grinned.

“Like a game of tag, huh?” he said. 
“Quinn tags me. I tag you out. That 
little yellow son tags me, and where 
am I? Oh—”

LANSING’S clearing vision 
showed him the writhing bodies 



of men and women, and other bodies 
that lay quite still. Fire was mush­
rooming from the blasted wall of the 
sanitarium, flames reaching for some 
of the living victims.

“Well, why do we wait?” growled 
Lansing and, regardless of the threat 
of police, he started into the open to­
ward the injured.

“I'd advise you to stay hidden, Lan­
sing,” said Silk Kirby. “Butch and 
I will do all we can. The coppers 
might be too interested in picking you 
up.”

Lansing gave this no heed. Silk 
and Butch O’Leary were beside him 
as he reached the first of the victims. 
The fire rolled smoke over them, 
seared their faces with heat.

Lansing picked up a woman first 
and carried her up the hill to safety. 
Silk and Butch brought out living vic­
tims. They returned in response to 
continued cries.

By the time the first fire sirens 
sounded, they were three smoke- 
blackened, unidentifiable automatons, 
walking into the scorching heat and 
bringing out as many of the threat­
ened patients as they could find. Fire­
men arrived and joined them, with two 
local policemen.

Silk Kirby noted with satisfaction 
that by this time Harvey Lansing 
might have been mistaken for a mulat­
to. His clothes were burned, his hair 
singed, and his face was like a min­
strel mask.

Suddenly Silk saw Lansing pause 
at the edge of the fire, then dart to 
one side. Some firemen were drag­
ging a long hose to throw a stream In­
to the roaring ruins. Then Silk saw 
that little Dr. Kroo was standing in 
an ell of the sanitarium walls and that 
the little yellow doctor was keeping 
himself safe. Undoubtedly he would 
have a plausible report of the fire 
ready.

Lansing went along the wall, keep­
ing so close that he was concealed by 
gray smoke. Silk touched Butch’s 
arm.

“Whatever Lansing does now, he is 
on his own,” said Silk. “I never saw 
a con on the loose more determined 
to walk into a jam. Somehow I have 
a faint idea that Lansing may yet 
commit a murder, even if he didn’t 
kill Thaddeus Jones, but was framed.” 

Lansing was taking no chances this 
time on the clever ju jitsu tactics of 
Dr. Kroo. Lansing glided through 
the smoke to within a few yards of the 
sanitarium head.

“I’m dumb,” groaned Silk. “I for­
got that Lansing has my gun. We’ll 
have to stop this.”

But before he could move, Lansing 
barged out of the smoke, the auto­
matic centered upon Dr. Kroo. Be­
cause Kroo had concealed himself 
from the view of firemen and others, 
he was luckless now.

Silk could not hear Lansing’s words, 
but he saw Dr. Kroo lift his hands. 
Then Lansing struck ruthlessly with 
the gun. He blanked out all ju jitsu 
or other ideas that Dr. Kroo might 
have had as the gun crashed on the 
yellow forehead between the slanted 
eyes.

Lansing slipped the gun inside his 
coat. He picked up the midget figure 
of Dr. Kroo and went back into the 
smoke.

“Hey, Silk!” gulped Butch O’Leary. 
“You s’pose he’s gonna throw him into 
the fire?”

“It might be a good idea,” Silk said 
sourly. “But I don’t think so. Look, 
here he comes.”

HARVEY LANSING, wanted by 
the law everywhere, came walk­

ing from a welter of smoke and fire 
with Dr. Kroo lying limp over one 
shoulder, as if he had just rescued 
him. He walked past a policemen and 
some firemen who were busy pulling 
bodies from further danger of burn­
ing.

Lansing’s blackened face turned to­
ward Silk and Butch. His white teeth 
showed oddly in his smoked features. 
He jerked his head for Silk and Butch 



to come along with him.
“That’s what I call nerve!” mumbled 

Silk admiringly. “Right under their 
noses, and every copper in the state 
looking for him.”

Silk and Butch turned to follow 
Lansing, but paused as three guards 
came toward the fire talking.

“All right then, he was the Black 
Bat!” exclaimed one. “But he ain’t 
afraid of the devil himself! I guess 
we marched all right when he turned 
on the heat!”

“And he never got out of that an­
nex!” put in another guard. “The 
fire cut him off just as he drove us out 
with the last of the crazies! Anyway, 
even if that was his finish, he was some 
guy!”

“Go on, Butch!” snapped Silk. 
“Stick by Lansing! I’ll be along in 
a minute!”

Silk confronted the three guards 
and swiftly had their story of the in­
credible Black Bat who had driven 
the guards ruthlessly, shooting down 
two who had tried to escape and leave 
their patients to die behind locked 
doors.

"You’re sure there was no way out 
for the Black Bat when he was cut off 
by fire?” demanded Silk, swallowing 
hard.

“There might be one chance for 
him,” spoke up a guard. “He disap­
peared toward the rooms where an old 
tunnel connects up with the Sound. 
I’ve never been through it. Only Dr. 
Kroo and some of his friends know 
where the tunnel comes out.”

Silk was tempted to make one break 
into the burning wing. But just then 
a wall caved inward with a crash. If 
the Black Bat or any other man were 
still in this section, no possible hope 
for rescue remained.

Silk went up the hill, trailing Butch 
and Lansing on hollow legs that 
threatened to collapse. He knew the 
Black Bat’s proclivity for taking 
death chances. Perhaps the chances 
this time had been too great.

Back under the trees Lansing was 

slapping Dr. Kroo to consciousness. 
He had found a sheltered spot in a 
ravine, some distance from the burned 
building.

“What do you mean to do, Lan­
sing?” asked Kirby.

“Make a yellow rat squeal, if he 
really framed up the report to the 
police on the escape of John Weston,” 
stated Lansing, his flat hand hitting 
Dr. Kroo’s cheek. “I never liked the 
slant-eyed heathen. They’re at war 
with us. Weston had many discover­
ies, chiefly among the different plas- 
tics. I have a hunch Dr. Kroo may 
have been after the secret that might 
have done the most for the yellow 
sons before they’re finished.”

Silk Kirby shook his head. He 
knew the Oriental mind.

“You could kill him, but he won’t 
talk, Lansing,” he predicted.

Dr. Kroo’s slanted eyes opened to 
burning slits.

“Where’s John Weston?” demand­
ed Lansing, his gun suddenly in 
Dr. Kroo’s throat. “I’m not fooling, 
Kroo. You’ll tell me all about what 
has happened and who has been pay­
ing you, or you’ll die the hard, slow 
way.”

Unexpectedly Dr. Kroo spoke to 
Silk Kirby. His soft voice was almost 
mocking.

“Why should I not tell?” he said. 
“John Weston is so very dead. I am 
so sorry.”

“So sorry!” Lansing words were 
like metal grinding. “I’ll make you 
so sorry, you yellow son! Who paid 
you to kill him?”

WHEN the gun cracked, for the 
first stunned seconds Silk 

Kirby thought Lansing had blasted 
Dr. Kroo’s throat. For the slug rip­
ped through the Jap’s neck just under 
his jawbone. A jet of blood pumped 
two inches from a severed artery.

But Lansing was rearing to his feet, 
cursing, whirling upon Silk and 
Butch, his gun bearing toward them.

“Why did you do that—?”



Lansing bit off his own words of 
astonished rage when he saw that 
neither Butch nor Silk held a gun.

The narrow ravine where they were 
had steep sides. Lansing had picked 
this spot as safe for the purpose of 
making Dr. Kroo talk. Now the ap­
parent safety of the secluded spot was 
only for some others, for Dr. Kroo’s 
eyes already were glazing and he 
never would talk.

“Someone was trailing us, and shot 
him from up there!” cried Silk, point­
ing to the rim of the ravine above. 
“Whoever did it should be the mur­
derer you want, Lansing! I’ll be right 
with you!”

Butch and Lansing were already 
scrambling up the steep bank. Silk 
waited long enough to go through Dr. 
Kroo’s pockets. There was more than 
five thousand dollars in the dead man’s 
wallet.

“All set to lam at any time,” mut­
tered Silk, digging out a notebook.

Then Silk whistled, glancing at no­
tations in the little book, evidently 
put there by a smart little criminal 
who meant to be sure that if anything 
happened to him some evidence 
against others would be left.

Received $1,500 from Andrew Severn, 
Frank Brand, July 6, 1942. Account John 
Weston case.

At least two Chemical Latex di­
rectors had been paying Dr. Alo Kroo 
for something in connection with 
John Weston! It might have to do 
with the old chemist’s disappearance, 
was Silk’s thought, as he pocketed the 
book.

“If Tony’s all right he’ll make more 
of this than the police,” decided Silk.

He heard Lansing and Butch crash­
ing about in the bushes above him. 
From the sanitarium still came the 
roaring of the fire fighting. No doubt 
the single shot up here on the hill 
would not have been heard.

Silk counted Dr. Kroo’s five thou­
sand again. And the one-time crook 
and confidence man proved that he had 

become a hero. For it did not even 
take will power for him to return the 
wallet with the five thousand intact.

Getting to his feet he started climb­
ing from the ravine. It was certain 
that someone had followed Lansing 
when he had snatched Dr. Kroo and 
that someone had not wanted Dr. Kroo 
to talk.

The note in the little book named 
Frank Brand and Andrew Severn as 
having paid $1,500 in the “John Wes­
ton case.” Frank Brand had been in 
the basement before the explosion.

Dr. Kroo had said that John Weston 
was dead. But Frank Brand would 
scarcely return to kill old Weston, 
after kidnaping Marley Weston and 
Carol Baldwin. That left Andrew 
Severn to be considered. And Silk 
had seen Severn arrive here also.

Lansing and Butch were swearing 
jointly. Lansing had picked up a .38 
shell in the brush at the top of the 
ravine. From there the killer could 
have run across the open space and 
mingled with the growing crowd 
about the fire without being noticed.

SILK KIRBY came to a decision.
“Come on, both of you,” he said. 

“Lansing, you look all right with your 
face black and your hair burned that 
way. We’ll pass easily now as having 
helped at the fire. We’re getting back 
to Manhattan and some chance to 
make contact with Tony Quinn, if he 
got away all right.”

It was smart, Silk Kirby decided, to 
register Harvey Lansing in at a small 
obscure hotel in the Bronx just as he 
was. Lansing admitted he had to have 
some rest. At the same hotel Silk 
and Butch stopped long enough to 
remove all traces of having been at 
the fire. Later, he let Butch from 
the taxi with directions to enter Tony 
Quinn’s house by the tunnel.

It was well Silk had taken these pre­
cautions. As he walked up to Tony 
Quinn’s front door, it was opened be­
fore he used his key. The hard eyes 
of Captain McGrath bored into Silk's.



“I’ve been expecting you alone, 
Kirby,” said McGrath. “I’m not happy 
about the Black Bat dying in that New 
Rochelle fire, even if he did commit 
two murders as his last acts. And— 
well, with the Black Bat thoroughly 
dead this time, you wouldn’t be ex­
pecting Tony Quinn to return, would 
you, Kirby?”

Silk restrained an impulse to smack 
out some of McGrath’s teeth.

“I have just been talking with 
Tony,” lied Silk. “He went out on a 
friend’s boat fishing an hour or so ago, 
and I’m to meet him this evening at 
one of the docks. So I wouldn’t waste 
the day, McGrath. Anyway, I’m hav­
ing a sleep. I’ll be seeing you.”

McGrath uttered a barked negation.
“Tony Quinn will never come back 

now, if the Black Bat is dead, and you 
know it,” he growled.

“And the next time you get into 
this house, you bring a warrant and a 
riot squad or I’ll forget I’m on the 
side of the law!” rapped Silk. “When 
Tony Quinn comes back, I’ll call you.”

Captain McGrath plodded down to 
his car with a scowl on his face.

“Blamed if I wanted the Black Bat 
killed, and I hope Tony Quinn’s okay 
somewhere,” he was muttering.

In the house, Silk Kirby started a 
weary round of calling phone num­
bers. He got no results. Tony Quinn 
and the Black Bat really appeared to 
have vanished this time.

CHAPTER XVI

Tanked Annihilation

Tony was on

IRBY would have 
been amazed to 
know how close he 
had come to the 
truth. He had told 
Captain McGrath 
that Tony Quinn 
had gone out on a 
boat, with a friend, 
fishing.

a boat. He was not 

with a friend. But he was fishing. 
The fish he sought, however, would 
have legs instead of fins, but would 
be as murderous as any shark.

The three men to whom Tony had 
virtually surrendered himself to “go 
fishing” for a murderer, took him 
from the Sun-Air tunnel to a small 
wharf and a launch. The launch 
landed off the Bronx.

“Better put on the tape,” one of the 
hoods said here. “He might let out 
a yell.”

“I can’t see,” said Quinn quietly. 
“Taping would make breathing diffi­
cult. I give you my word I will go 
along peaceably. Perhaps I am as 
anxious to meet your boss as he is 
to see me.”

They entered a parked car. Tony 
Quinn identified the back streets lead­
ing toward the East Bronx not far 
from the Triboro bridge. He knew 
when they took a back road around a 
hill that the Chemical Latex Corpora­
tion plant was just on the other side 
of the ridge.

To his surprise, the car was parked 
under some trees on the side of the 
hill. He was conducted toward what 
appeared to be a tangle of vines and 
bushes.

One man pushed ahead. A door 
camouflaged with green brush was set 
into the hill. Once more Quinn was 
walking along an underground tunnel. 
From its direction, he guessed it ex­
tended directly under the hill to the 
Chemical Latex plant.

He was armed with one small auto­
matic, fastened inside his right thigh. 
His heavier .38 had been disposed of 
before the hoods had given him a cas­
ual once-over.

The vaulted underground space 
they entered had a sickening smell of 
synthetic rubber chemicals. The tun­
nel opened into a space of consider­
able size, and Tony Quinn’s keen 
senses told him this room probably 
was under the latex plant and the 
yard.

First he saw a long, vatlike tank 



composed of some sort of transparent 
plastic. It was set into the ceiling. 
Wheels rumbling told that cars and 
trucks moved up there, probably on 
the road above the room.

Quinn recalled the glazed portion 
of the chemical plant roadway where 
his car had disappeared, and realized 
the reason for that then. That tank 
in the ceiling would be the guardian 
of the plant, fitted beneath the road 
with some dissolving chemicals in it, 
and contrived to operate against un­
wanted visitors.

“I never like bein’ down here with 
that stuff that’ll eat rubber and steel,” 
one of the hoods complained. “That 
plastic tank up there might burst. The 
stuff inside it won’t faze it, but you 
could break the tank with a crack of 
your fist. It’s one of a lot of plastics 
they’re makin’ in the underground 
part of this plant, and—”

“Shut up, you fool!” snapped an­
other hood. “It’s only when we open 
the pit to nip off the wheels of a car 
that it’s dangerous.”

Tony Quinn was not thinking so 
much then of the tank as he was of 
another cut-off statement—“It’s one of 
a lot of plastics they’re makin’ in the 
underground part of this plant—”

THAT meant this whole Chemical
Latex Corporation factory might 

be simply the cover-up for the real 
experiments that were being con­
ducted. The hood had mentioned 
plastics. Marley Weston had men­
tioned that her father was interested 
in plastics for war.

Also, John Weston had invented 
some form of destructive acid. But 
it could not be made practical as a 
war weapon. Quinn could understand 
that, because it could not be showered 
upon an enemy in sufficient amounts. 
It could not be used in aerial bombs, 
because it would eat them before 
they could be dropped—that is, if only 
this certain kind of brittle plastic 
would resist the terrific acid, which 
apparently had devoured Tony 

Quinn’s limousine.
But the plastic itself . , . was de­

veloping it the great secret?
Whatever it was, for once Tony 

Quinn agreed with a hood. He did 
not feel so good about being in here 
with the tank, either.

He felt even more uncomfortable 
when another of the hoods snapped 
on a flashlight and shot the ray into 
a black-shadowed place near the wall 
and not far from the deadly tank. And 
the voice he heard then brought real 
fear to him.

“Mr. Quinn! They got you! What 
happened? My father—”

There was a quick slap of a hand. 
Quinn’s knuckles itched, but he 
looked blindly past the bound figure 
of pretty Marley Weston and ap­
peared not to notice that a man had 
slapped her to silence.

Then, even though he was a pris­
oner, Tony Quinn felt good inside. 
He had taken a chance on finding 
Matt Hanlon, hoping to get directly 
at the boss of murder. He had found 
him, but, more important, he had also 
found Carol Baldwin, a prisoner, but 
safe! Her blue eyes were shining, 
even as her hand was pressed against 
her teeth to avert open recognition of 
the one man who meant everything 
in her life.

Matt Hanlon was there, tightly se­
cured. He showed the strain of being 
a prisoner for many hours. There 
was grim despair in his eyes and upon 
his broad mouth as he saw Tony 
Quinn. But Hanlon kept his head 
and did not speak.

“Get over there and make yourself 
at home,” invited one of the three 
hoods who had conducted Quinn to 
the place. “You may have a little 
wait, but I’ve an idea the boss will 
want to see you as soon as we find 
him.”

Tony Quinn nodded, feeling with 
his cane. Then he heard one of three 
other tough mugs already on guard 
let out a low growl.

“Just what is this, Ordy? What’s 



the idea you guys buttin’ in on our 
part of the show?”

“Take a little run, and a long jump, 
and find out for yourself!” snapped 
back one of the trio with Tony Quinn.

Quinn got the furtive movement of 
hands, the quick, hard staring of three 
pairs of eyes into three other pairs 
of eyes. It was not an act. Thugs 
they were, all of them. But there was 
an indication of deep hostility be­
tween the three on guard and the 
others who had brought him in. At 
other times during the past hectic 
night, Quinn had guessed there might 
be something like this.

“Not unlikely that at first five men, 
then later four men with deadly sus­
picion of each other, and bound to­
gether by fear of a murder or, in a 
single case, in fear of being revealed 
as a murderer, would employ different 
hoods to look out for their peculiar, 
individual interests,” was the thought 
in Tony Quinn’s mind.

He moved uncertainly, tapping with 
his cane. In a flash all of the place 
was fixed in his mind. There were 
but three electric bulbs, and all of 
these were strung upon the one line 
of double wires not two feet above 
his head.

^&TOW that he had come upon Carol
* Baldwin, Marley Weston whom 

he had not before known had been 
snatched, and Matt Hanlon, Tony had 
to make a new split-second decision. 
It was based upon the presence of the 
two girls and Hanlon.

Had he been alone, or had only Matt 
Hanlon been here, it might have been 
worth risking all that could happen 
to find out which of the four living 
directors the hoods, who had brought 
him here, regarded as their boss. But 
it would be chancing too much with 
the girls involved, and with that brief 
clash of words and eyes and tempers 
which proved that here were at least 
two sets of killers under different 
commands.

Quinn was still tapping his way, 

apparently by chance moving toward 
Matt Hanlon. He heard one of the 
men with him muttering. Perhaps no 
one but Quinn heard the words.

“I only hope you eggs are down 
here when the tank breaks,” were the 
thug’s words. “Why didn’t they get 
out when Spencer got his?”

Quinn took it this might mean the 
three men on guard had been origi­
nally employed by Thurman Spencer, 
the dead director. Why were they 
still on the job? It might be they 
were waiting to collect for whatever 
crime they had already committed.

Quinn especially disliked the mut­
tered words concerning that plastic 
tank of unrevealed destruction. He 
noted how it was set on a planked plat­
form, and that the floor of the small 
space in which the prisoners were 
confined was below the level of its 
base.

“Well, Quinn, you may be blind, but 
you can find your way to the floor, 
can’t you?”

One of the trio who had brought 
him in was impatient. At that mo­
ment Tony Quinn was seeming to see 
nothing, but he was looking at Carol 
Baldwin. That clever girl formed 
silent words with her lips, making a 
name.

“Frank Brand.”
That informed Quinn that Brand 

must be responsible at least for Carol 
being here. Then as the ex-district 
attorney felt for a place with his cane 
and bent as if to sit down, Carol 
added more silent words which he 
read on her lips.

“Careful, Tony. Brand brought 
Marley Weston, too.”

The impatient hood beside Tony 
Quinn caught his arm roughly to push 
him to the floor. Quinn had been wait­
ing for that split second. In the past 
there had been times he had found 
that surprise and attack are the only 
possible elements to beat off death. 
Now he had become convinced that 
the girls and Matt Hanlon, as well as 
himself, would not be left alive as 



witnesses. That being the case he had 
to strike with unexpected suddenness.

His one hope \vas that he might 
count ujot, \ne enmity between the 
killers to help him. His own lips 
moved silently.

“Roll away, Carol—take Marley—”
And, with the hood’s rough hand 

still grasping his arm, he dropped his 
cane and snapped a vicious right hook 
to the thug’s unprotected chin. That 
clean, knockdown punch brought an 
exclamation from one of the other 
mob.

“Ha! Dumb head? Let a blind 
guy—”

The surprise had to be broadened 
fast. Quinn’s steel muscles shot him 
erect and into a jump. Before the 
other two men who had brought him 
here could think of their rods, his fin­
gers wrapped around one of the in­
sulated wires on which the ?hree lights 
were strung.

*W*HERE was a crackling sna p, then 
“* black, inky darkness. Tony Quinn 

was down, moving with the speed and 
silence of a leaping cat. His light 
automatic against his thigh was only 
a .32, but he counted on heavier si ugs 
getting in their work.

“?Iey! Hold every thing, you mug s! 
That—”

This cry came from one of thvj 
guards close to Carol Only Quinn s 
owl-like vision could s?e Carol rolling 
back, pulling Marley Weston over and 
guiding her. Quinn’s .32 talked 
straight then, the kind of speech that 
expressed his long-held conviction 
that a kidnaper is the lowest breed 
of rat.

The hood closest to Carol and Mar­
ley screamed as the slug took him. 
Quinn was ten feet to one side before 
the surprised thugs had their rods 
into play.

Lead furrowed the dirt floor from 
which Quinn had fired that first shot. 
But there was the one thing he had 
hoped for.

He saw one of the remaining two 

guards shoot deliberately at the gun 
blaze of one of the other men.

The mobster’s target twisted on his 
heels and went over. The first hood 
knocked down by Tony Quinn was 
getting to his feet.

And one of the guards was running 
away along the wall where a door ap­
peared.

This hood evidently imagined he 
was unseen and unheard. That left 
three men on their feet. One was a 
guard. The other two were Quinn’s 
captors.

“Look, Quinn!” rappd out one of 
them. “Drop your gun or I’m letting 
the girl have it! I’ve got my gun 
in her throat!”

Quinn did not reply. The bluffing 
hood was not aware that Tony Quinn 
could see Carol and Marley rolling 
away from the gunfire.

It was then that the hood at the 
doorway shouted. .

“Now you rats, take it! One slug 
and you’re all finished!”

His rod cracked before Tony Quinn 
could shoot. Quinn heard the splin­
tering impact of a slug as if it had 
pounded into a plate-glass window. 
He whirled and saw the spidery cracks 
made by the bullet in the side of the 
tank of annihilating acid, and a stream 
the color of blue vitriol shooting out

He pivoted as the tank breaker 
.laughed harshly and turned a key in 
the big lock of the door behind him. 
Without compunction he cut the 
vengeful hood down, realizing that 
the stream of destroying acid was 
spreading across the floor toward the 
bound prisoners, and that Carol and 
Marley had unluckily rolled toward 
the tank.

Tony Quinn snapped a shot that cut 
down another man who had been scur­
rying around, trying to find the girls 
with his feet in the darkness. He 
sprang toward Carol and Marley, 
groaning over his helplessness to 
carry both girls out, and seeing the 
acid that had devoured his limousine, 
rubber and steel, spreading swiftly 



like thin molasses toward them.
He risked crying out then to Matt 

Hanlon.
“Roll, Hanlon! Toward the door, 

away from my voice! The acid is 
spreading!”

One of the hoods fired at the sound 
of his voice, although this one of the 
only two surviving was also moving, 
as he thought, away from the tank. 
Quinn felt the slug gouge deeply into 
his thigh muscles, but it luckily 
missed the bone.

HE MADE a long side jump, then 
was between the girls, with the 

dampness of the terrible, blue death 
already within inches of Carol’s bright 
blond head.

He found a way then that averted 
leaving either girl for the moment. 
It was the best he could do, seeing 
their arms were tightly bound behind 
them and their ankles were taped to­
gether.

His steel fingers slipped under the 
tape between the two pairs of ankles 
and he whispered:

“Sorry, Carol.”
He could but drag them along the 

soft dirt of the floor toward the door 
in which the dead thug responsible 
for the tank breaking had turned the 
key.

The blue acid had no odor that Tony 
could detect, but he could see it 
spreading like a lake of death. /It 
seemed to have the heavy consistency 
of mercury.

It broke and rolled over the dirt in 
globules, with the stream still spurt­
ing from the cracked side of the plas­
tic tank.

Matt Hanlon was ahead of him as 
he neared the door. At that instant 
one of the two surviving thugs emit­
ted a scream of agony. Quinn was at 
the door, letting go his hold on the 
girls’ taped ankles and seizing the 
knob of the heavy lock, but the chill­
ing horror of the hood’s continuing 
scream compelled his eyes in that di­
rection.

CHAPTER XVII

B/we Peath

URING all his long 
career of fighting 
crime, Tony Quinn 
had never witnessed 
a more awful thing. 
The hood was down 
on his hands and 
knees, his mouth 
open, his face lifted, 
the scream in his 

throat like that1 of some trapped and 
tortured animal.

Quinn was grateful for that envel­
oping darkness then that prevented
Carol and Marley from seeing what 
was happening. The hood evidently 
had stepped ynto the terrible acid, and 
both of his/feet had disappeared.

He had fallen then, of course, and 
now his blands and arms were letting 
him int® the annihilating fluid face 
downw ard. Tony put a mercy shot 
into t he man’s brain, the least he 
could -do.

As he again turned to the door, it 
was jerked open. The beam of a 
strong flashlight illuminated the 
scrme. Marley Weston screamed then, 
as never before had Tony tveTliksSl^*^ 
a girl cry out. _____ _...

She was turning her face away, 
quivering. No doubt she’d had one 
glimpse of the unlucky hood’s disap­
pearing body. It was as if the man 
was dissolving and sinking into the 
ground.

Tony Quinn could have turned his 
gun upon the holder of the flashlight. 
But there was the one surviving thug 
now running toward the door, guided 
by that spray of light.

A heavy voice rang out.
“Stop, you! What is this? Noone 

was to be harmed!”
The terror-stricken, fleeing hood 

may not have consciously lifted his 
gun to shoot. But a weapon exploded 
first alongside the flashlight and the 
hood dropped cold.



Then Tony Quinn was looking at 
Reeve Gardner, the electrical man, 
who had been saved from death at 
Sun-Air sanitarium.

"Great heavens! Tony Quinn! 
How did this happen! Here, Quinn, 
the stairs are this way! Help with 
one of the girls! My Lord! That 
acid! I ordered it taken away when 
Spencer was killed!”

It was simple enough to get Carol 
and Marley to the stairway, with the 
help of Reeve Gardner, Gardner pro­
duced a knife and started freeing the 
girls and Matt Hanlon.

Quinn had one more look into the 
room of the blue death. Then he pre­
tended to grope about, closing that 
door. For in there the bodies of six 
mobsters would never be claimed by 
the police as evidence.

Even as Reeve Gardner continued 
his protest, Tony Quinn thought that 
perhaps this all might have been plan­
ned. There were six killers, employed 
by one or more of the Chemical Latex 
directors who would never talk. 
Their bodies never would be found. 
For they had literally returned to the 
earth from which they had come.

‘‘Or chemicals to chemicals,” whis­
pered Tony Quinn.

Reeve Gardner, a welted bruise 
across his forehead where he had been 
knocked out and left to burn at Sun- 
Air, talked as he guided Tony Quinn 
gently up the stairs and into an office.

‘‘We were up here when I heard 
shooting,” he said. “Lord, but I’m 
glad I was in time down there. I 
wanted to get rid of the thugs hired 
by Thurman Spencer when Spencer 
was killed. Now there seems to be 
all kinds of a mixup. My own life was 
saved by someone earlier today. It’s 
crazy, but some guards at Sun-Air 
Sanitarium said that the Black Bat 
was there, and they think he carried 
me out after someone knocked me out 
and left me to die.”

THE steel man was perspiring in a 
manner wholly out of keeping 

with his usual cool dignity.
“I was at Sun-Air myself just be­

fore the fire,” said Quinn quietly. “I 
had a talk with Dr. Kroo and was 
walking down toward the shore, feel­
ing my way, when I was seized and 
taken into a boat by three of the men 
who died down below. That acid is 
terrible. You wouldn’t be planning 
that as a war weapon?”

“War weapon?” Marley Weston, 
white-faced and angry, cried out. 
“Don’t believe anything you are told, 
Mr. Quinn! These men were all mur­
derers. I’m sure my father is dead, 
and they killed him.”

A deep voice, filled with surprise, 
spoke from the office doorway. Big 
Frank Brand was staring at the group 
inside.

“What has happened?” asked Brand. 
“You found the girls and brought 
them out, Gardner. I was on my way 
to do that, after having to appear 
rough in bringing Marley Weston 
here for her own safety. This other 
girl is a stranger, but she was about 
to give an alarm that might have cost 
Miss Weston her life, and I had to 
appear in the temporary role of kid­
naper to avert another murder at the 
Sun-Air Sanitarium.”

Carol Baldwin had not identified 
herself. Tony Quinn gave no sign 
that he knew her. He was a blind 
man, apparently dazed by all that had 
happened. And in a way he was 
dazed. For either Frank Brand was 
sincere or he was a better actor than 
any contractor should have been.

“You brought them to New York 
City by force and that would be a 
federal offense,” Quinn said quietly. 
“I suppose the thugs who helped you 
are dead down below?”

“No,” said Brand, his broad fore­
head wrinkled. “The men who helped 
me were some boys from one of my 
construction jobs. I have a guard 
friend at Sun-Air. He called me there 
for a reason. I saw Marley Weston, 
as I said, and I had reason to believe 
she was in deadly danger.”



“The three dead guards downstairs 
are your construction men, Brand?” 
asked Quinn.

Carol Baldwin spoke up spiritedly, 
but taking unexpected sides.

“No, those men came in and seized 
us from another office where Mr. 
Brand had left us alone up here,” said 
Carol. “Mr. Brand’s man had gone 
away and we had been left un­
guarded.”

“Thanks for a kindly word,” said 
Brand. “It happened that way. In 
all of this, I command no thugs. 
Thurman Spencer had employed some, 
and they're still working for someone 
I cannot name because I am not sure. 
That same unknown man among us al­
ready had employed hoods, bringing 
them here on the excuse our experi­
ments with rubber must be closely 
guarded. It seems to me the one man 
may be bossing both gangs, perhaps 
hoping for a feud that may remove 
many of them before a final payoff.”

“But you knew Matt Hanlon was a 
prisoner,” said Quinn, seeing the logic 
of Brand’s statement. “And at least 
six men who have such a feud are dead 
down below, which may bear out your 
belief, Brand.”

“I was planning to have Hanlon re­
leased,” declared Brand.

Reeve Gardner, his long face sol­
emn, his dignity unshaken, except for 
a continual twisting together of his 
long fingers, glanced at Quinn who 
had decided that holding Frank Brand 
for kidnaping would solve nothing.

“I don’t see why Brand should 
chance an abduction, when we are 
under grave suspiction,” said Gardner 
slowly. “We should get rid of all 
those mobsters—also some who are 
among the regular plant guards.”

“I think the mere fact that Brand 
took the girls in a car by daylight and 
brought them directly here is in his 
favor,” said Tony Quinn. “In the 
meantime, have you heard anything 
more of what happened at Sun-Air? 
I left there just in time to be seized 
and I missed what happened after the 

fire. Also I would like to know—why 
have I so suddenly become important?

GARDNER answered both ques­
tions.

“I was knocked out, then rescued 
from the fire,” he said. “I was waiting 
for Dr. Kroo and only he knew I was 
in the room where he had asked me 
to wait. I believe either Kroo or one 
of his men laid me out. Firemen were 
coming into the hall outside when I 
was carried out of the way of the fire.”

Quinn’s keen perception noted 
something. Gardner knew firemen 
were coming in when he, as the Black 
Bat, had rescued him.

“We have word that Dr. Alo Kroo 
was found shot to death after he had 
been apparently rescued from the 
sanitarium,” said Gardner. “A fire­
man remembered seeing a tall man 
carrying Kroo from the fire. Kroo 
was shot through the throat when he 
was found. Five thousand dollars 
were found in his pocket, so it was 
not robbery.”

Quinn’s instant thought was of Har­
vey Lansing. He was convinced the 
tall Lansing had been Dr. Kroo’s res­
cuer and possibly his killer later. 
That made it tough going for Lansing, 
even if Dr. Kroo had fully deserved to 
die.

Matt Hanlon was shifting from one 
foot to the other. He felt he had been 
playing a dummy hand all the way in 
this series of crimes.

Frank Brand was glancing sym­
pathetically at Marley Weston.

“Miss Weston,” he said hesitantly, 
but as if he must speak, “sometimes it 
is better for a man whose life has been 
blanked out in his mind to be through 
with suffering. Please believe we 
sympathize and will do everything we 
can for you. Your father—”

“Don’t pretend!” cried the girl. 
“You’re not fooling me! My father 
is dead, and you are one who helped 
to kill him! I want to go now!”

Tony Quinn watched Frank Brand 
turn away. It was incredible, but he 



could have sworn he saw dampness 
on Brand’s leathery cheeks under his 
eyes. Well, killers had been known 
to cry over their crimes.

“I think we should all go now,” 
Quinn said quietly. “If you will call 
a taxicab, I will take care of Miss 
Weston, this other girl and Mr. Han­
lon. I wish to talk with them.”

“I’ll call a taxi,” offered Frank 
Brand.

“If there is anything I can do—” 
ventured Reeve Gardner.

“I will see that Miss Weston is 
taken home and guarded,” said Quinn. 
“For the present I should report to 
the police about the trouble down­
stairs. But I’m inclined to believe 
Mr. Brand. Until I find out more, it 
will rest as it is.”

CHAPTER XVIII

Secret Weapon

ARLEY WESTON 
was in Carol’s 
charge as they rode 
down town. When 
they were all finally 
preparing to sepa­
rate, Tony Quinn 
had Carol to one 
side. She was grip­
ping his hands.

“Tony, darling, haven’t we been 
through enough?” she pleaded. “Can’t 
we forget all this?”

“In this case we have but a few more 
steps to go,” Quinn said quietly. “I 
want you to look after Marley Wes­
ton. Don’t let her out of your sight. 
I am leaving you downtown at a safe 
place where I can keep in touch with 
you. I may need you again in a few 
hours.”

Matt Hanlon rode on with Tony 
Quinn. Quinn was bone weary. But 
he used up his reserve for good pur­
pose.

“Hanlon,” he said, “it may be you 
can get into this game within a short 
time. I’m keeping you at my place 

until we clear up some things. Is 
there any reason to believe that Thur­
man Spencer, more than any of the 
others, might have been the murderer 
of Thaddeus Jones?”

Hanlon was slow-spoken. He had 
not offered much. He now handed 
Tony Quinn a surprise.

“I would like to find Charles Blake, 
the attorney,” said Hanlon. “He’s the 
man who was boss of the men guard­
ing me, and then the two girls. I over­
heard them talking when they thought 
I was sleeping.”

Quinn recalled seeing Charles 
Blake fleeing from the room in which 
Reeve Gardner had apparently been 
left to die at Sun-Air. But Andrew 
Severn, the steel man, had also come 
from that room.

Because of the tunnel beyond the 
room, either man might have knocked 
Gardner out. But then Gardner him­
self had slipped a little when he had 
known about firemen coming into the 
place. The guilty man was not yet 
apparent.

Tony Quinn kept up his role of a 
blind man. But he stopped the hack­
man short of his own residence. He 
had seen a white police car farther up 
the street. Then, still feigning blind­
ness and as though acting by instinct, 
he led Matt Hanlon into the grounds. 
Five minutes later, Hanlon was ord­
ered to remain in a bedroom and sleep.

With his cane Tony Quinn tapped 
his way slowly into the library. Silk 
Kirby swore roundly, trying to cover 
up what he felt to be a womanish emo­
tion. Commissioner Warner was 
seated in the library and he also ut­
tered an oath, but it was one of satis­
faction.

Warner gripped Quinn’s hand. His 
forehead was sweating.

“Man!” growled Warner. “The re­
port seemed straight that our mutual 
friend, the Black Bat, was burned to 
death at Sun-Air. Believe it or not, 
Captain McGrath is all broken up 
over it.”

Before Silk Kirby or Warner could 



say more, the phone rang. Silk an­
swered it.

“The same man has been calling 
every five minutes for an hour or 
more, sir,” said Silk. “He won’t talk 
to anyone but you, he says.”

“Yes, this is Tony Quinn,” the ex­
district attorney said. “What’s that?”

A strange light came over his face, 
and he was holding the receiver 
tightly to his ear, listening. Then he 
turned to the others.

“If you don’t mind, Commissioner, 
I have some private business,” he said. 
“If you will take a turn outside with 
Silk, I may have something big—big­
ger than you could guess. Give me 
five minutes.”

TONY QUINN was seated, staring 
into the cold fireplace when Com­
missioner Warner and Silk Kirby re­

turned.
“Commissioner,” Tony Quinn said, 

“I have a great favor to ask of you. 
In a few days I may require a detail 
of soldiers in uniform for a special 
job highly important to the govern­
ment. It may be a week or more, but 
the time will come. When it does, 
this whole pattern of murder may be 
cracked wide open.”

“I could even get the Navy for a job 
like that,” promised Warner.

When the commissioner had gone, 
Silk Kirby told what he had en­
countered.

“Andrew Severn and Frank Brand 
apparently paid Dr. Kroo fifteen hun­
dred in the John Weston case,” mused 
Quinn aloud. “That may be good, or 
it might be a red herring. Anyway, 
Silk, John Weston escaped from a 
burned houseboat. He called me be­
cause Butch O’Leary had requested 
him to. You will take charge of Lan­
sing, Carol and the others. John 
Weston is alive and we go on from 
there. But we may have to wait for 
the next move of the Latex directors.”

Tony Quinn slept through the day 
and night. But only after he had 
made contacts that acted as a sedative.

First he called Carol Baldwin. He 
smiled over what he told her. Per­
haps grief-stricken Marley Weston 
could also sleep now. He instructed 
Carol to stay with the girl, if it took 
a week or a month for him to finish 
what he had in mind.

“But I think the show-down is com­
ing soon,” he promised.

He sent Silk Kirby to make sure 
that Harvey Lansing stayed under 
cover. Then he called the New Ro­
chelle police. His inquiry concerned 
the five thousand dollars in cash 
found on Dr. Alo Kroo.

Asking about the character of bills 
in that money, he noted down some 
numbers. He requested New Rochelle 
to hold the money until they received 
further notice.

He gave these notes and numbers 
to Matt Hanlon a little later.

“Check with all of the banks in the 
neighborhoods I have noted down,” 
he directed. “I will get you special 
authority from Commissioner War­
ner. Whatever you learn, keep your 
head and watch out for possible 
trouble. Come back here openly.”

When Hanlon was gone, Quinn 
stretched wearily. He judged that all 
of them were sitting upon an explo­
sive bomb due to let go at any time. 
But there was nothing to be done 
about it now but wait for his chance 
to stop it.

During a full, slow week that 
passed after that, Tony Quinn rode 
with Silk Kirby down Long Island. 
They interviewed several waterfront 
boatmen. They took one launch ride 
around the eastern headland of Shel­
ter Island, the famous tourist resort.

“Never a calmer or more peaceful 
bay,” observed Quinn. “But Silk, 
under that quiet water is something 
that may revolutionize all of today’s 
warfare. Out of that may come vic­
tory for the Allied Nations, and I 
don’t know yet how narrowly it 
missed being put into the hands of the 
Axis murderers.”

Back in his home, Quinn put a small 



record on a machine and ran it off 
slowly. It was the peculiar will of 
the late Jared White, as evidently 
sent personally to Thurman Spencer, 
the druggist director of Chemical La­
tex who later was murdered.

Commissioner Warner frankly ad­
mitted he had got nowhere on Thur­
man Spencer’s murder. At New Ro­
chelle the local police were still fumb­
ling with the mass murder by explos­
ion at the Sun-Air Sanitarium, and 
the side killing of Dr. Alo Kroo. But 
no progress was being made anywhere.

IT WAS the beginning of the sec- 
ond week after the explosion 

when the big news broke. A new war 
weapon had been uncovered. Per­
haps not exactly a weapon that would 
kill, but nevertheless a force that 
might mean overturning all the bal­
ance of power left to the Axis.

Newspapers screamed it:—

NEW WIN-THE-WAR DISCOVERY!
STEEL ARMOR SUBSTITUTE 

FOUND
GUN-PROOF PLASTIC FOR PLANES

And the story, in brief, read:
Seeking new rubber substitutes, the 

Chemical Latex Corporation chemists an­
nounce the discovery of a new plastic of 
almost incredible value.

Lighter than aluminum, produced at one­
tenth the cost of either aluminum or light 
steel armor, the new plastic has been Gov­
ernment-tested. It has been found fire 
resistant for plane motors and cylinders. 
In sheet form, lightening plane weight by 
more than half, this plastic cannot be 
pierced by the highest caliber machine­
gun bullets.

The Chemical Latex Corporation, a 
Bronx concern, is being hailed as making 
the greatest single contribution to the war. 
Its directors and stockholders are expected 
to realize millions from the hundreds of 
millions in contracts that will be rushed 
as soon as the proper Government action 
has been taken.

Tony Quinn’s face was a hard mask 
as he listened to Silk Kirby swearing 
over the story.

“And we’re no nearer to the real 
murderer of Thaddeus Jones than be­
fore,” said Silk. “I’ll have to have

Harvey Lansing tied up when he reads 
this.”

Quinn straightened, a hard smile on 
his broad, firm mouth.

“That’s an idea, Silk,” he said. “The 
next few hours are vital. They are 
of grave importance not only to sev­
eral individuals, but to a nation as a 
whole. Harvey Lansing’s own future 
depends upon his remaining passive. 
Silk, you are assigned to a difficult 
job, but it is the best way now. As 
soon as I call Commissioner Warner, 
you make sure that Harvey Lansing is 
taken by the police without trouble.”

Silk stared at Tony. “Y—yes, sir,” 
he gulped.

Quinn got Commissioner Warner 
on the phone. When he had explained 
the Harvey Lansing angle, he added 
several other angles.

“We’re ready for you to bring on 
the soldiers, Commissioner,” he said. 
“Have them drive to Greenport and 
board a wrecking scow waiting at the 
oyster wharf. Matt Hanlon will be 
there to direct the rest of the work. 
The scow is to go to a point in Gardi­
ner Bay, off Shelter Island, which is 
marked on a map. This map has fig­
ured all along, from the time of the 
murder of Thurman Spencer, if not 
all the way back to the Thaddeus 
Jones murder five years ago. You 
have wired Washington?”

“Washington has given an emer­
gency okay, Tony,” said Commis­
sioner Warner. “And then what?”

“I hear the Black Bat may fly to­
night, Commissioner,” said Quinn. 
“Without doubt there’ll be a hurried 
conference of four men of whom you 
know. Put two of your best tailing de­
tectives on each of those four men 
at their offices as soon as they get into 
action. Don’t permit any one of the 
four out of sight, and they must not 
know they are tailed.”

“Some job, Tony, but it can be 
done,” said Warner.

“Then, when the conference is 
called, likely at the Chemical Latex 
Corporation for tonight, the Black 



Bat may wish to be safe from being 
resurrected by Captain McGrath,” 
said Quinn. “Send other men there, 
without him, and the Black Bat will 
have the place already wired. I will 
get in touch with the Black Bat and 
call you again. . . . But wait, Com­
missioner. There is one other long 
chance that must be taken.”

COMMISSIONER WARNER lis­
tened as Tony Quinn explained. 

“If that misses, Tony, you know 
what it means to me,” he said.

“It will not miss. Commissioner,” 
promised Tony Quinn.

It was because of this telephone 
conversation that in the early after­
noon editions of the papers appeared 
a headline reading:

LANSING ESCAPED CONVICT 
KILLED BY POLICE

Tony Quinn waited until these edi­
tions had hit the streets. At once he 
got busy again. He sent four identi­
cal telegrams. Each was signed 
“Longshoreman.” Each suggested the 
“Longshoreman” had information of 
value to the recipient, and that the 
sender would appear personally to 
collect for that information.

In Tony Quinn’s hard smile was 
cold calculation when Silk Kirby re­
turned. Silk’s reaction to the head­
lines announcing Harvey Lansing’s 
death at the hands of the police was 
a violent outburst at first, but Quinn 
cooled him down with the truth.

“And now, Silk,” he announced, 
“we are due for a jump in a plane to 
Greenport, then a ride in a torpedo 
boat chaser that will probably turn 
us green.”

“Just what is this all about, sir?” 
asked Silk.

“That remains to be determined,” 
stated Tony Quinn, fingering a bank 
report he had received from Matt 
Hanlon only an hour before. “What 
we do know is that one murderer is 
about to be forced to match his wits 
against three other men who fear him 
to the point of being ready to kill.

CHAPTER XIX

Out of the Depths

LO O D-LIGHTS 
spotted the smooth 
bay off Shelter Is­
land headland. In 
the cabin of a fast 
black cruiser a man 
stood in the dark­
ness, eyes fixed up­
on the circle of 
bright illumination.

A word, and the pilot sent the black 
cruiser nearer. The skeleton derricks 
of a wrecking scow showed under the 
flood-lights. Cables creaked and 
groaned. Flat metal boxes were be­
ing lifted from the sea and piled on 
the deck of the scow.

As the black cruiser approached the 
scow, two men crouched beside a con­
cealed rapid-fire gun on the foredeck. 
The man beside the pilot in the wheel­
house spoke.

“Wait until we are dead on the 
scow, then turn over full speed 
ahead, and we’ll start the works,” he 
commanded.

“Aye, sir,” replied the pilot. “But 
I don’t like the looks of that job.”

“I’ll worry about that,” said the 
man directing him.

Only a narrow gap of water sepa­
rated the cruiser and the scow. Then 
new lights leaped out on the barge. 
A gunner tongued fire across the prow 
of the cruiser. A megaphoned voice 
broke on the night.

“Sheer off, and keep going! You’re 
too close! This is a United States 
Army order!”

The man in the wheel-house swore 
fervently. For in the new lights at 
least a score of deadly machine-guns 
appeared, manned by uniformed sol­
diers.

“And that ends that,” said the man 
in the wheel-house. “Sheer off. Get 
me back to the island field and my 
plane.”



He swore under his breath as a 
Coast Guard torpedo boat shattered 
the night with its song of power. The 
streaking craft made its own rough 
water and heeled the black cruiser far 
over as it passed close by.

“Curse Tony Quinn!” swore the 
man in the wheel-house. “I’m sure 
now he is the Black Bat! And here’s 
where the whole game gets a new 
deal! We’ll see who holds the black 
ace in the end!”

In the flying torpedo boat chaser, 
Tony Quinn clutched his stomach. He 
was convinced his ribs were being 
torn out. Silk Kirby, strapped to the 
seat beside him, had turned green and 
didn’t care whether he lived or died.

The chaser’s searchlight sliced its 
beam across the cruiser suddenly as 
it was close by. It had remained on 
but ten seconds, when Tony Quinn 
touched the arm of the man handling 
it and nodded.

The searchlight flicked off.
As the cruiser and torpedo boat dis­

appeared, flood-lights on the scow re­
mained on. The derrick cables con­
tinued to creak dismally in the night. 
A score of soldiers grinned beside 
their machine-guns and stretched out 
for a night’s rest. . . .

Less than two hours later Tony 
Quinn remarked to Kirby:

“I think it might be well for us to 
park the car here, Silk. You know 
what to do. I don’t think there will 
be anyone in the mood to shoot the 
Black Bat, but you will be covered.”

“Here’s hoping it’s okay,” said Silk. 
“I’m to impersonate the Black Bat 
and the Bat will do the talking over 
the hidden microphone connection. 
It leaves you as Tony Quinn, in 
company with the police, at the very 
moment they may see the Black Bat 
in action, then escaping.”

“You have the plan down pat,” 
stated Quinn.

HE AND Silk Kirby left their car
parked outside the Chemical 

Plastic Corporation plant. Since its 

sudden national prominence, the plant 
had been quickly enclosed with high 
barbed wire. Tony Quinn was sure 
this was electrified.

Guards paced before the gates with 
guns over their shoulders. But these 
were no longer hired hoods. They 
wore regulation Government uni­
forms.

“We’re in no position to explain to 
them,” said Quinn. “We’ll have to 
take a chance. Here goes for the 
fence.”

“Please, Lady Luck!” muttered Silk.
Back in the darkness, Quinn re­

moved his outer raincoat. He found 
a pool and soaked it. Then he pushed 
it forward on a wooden pole.

The wet coat contacted two wires. 
There was a blue flash.

“Come on, Silk, called Quinn in a 
low voice. “We cross before they find 
where the short blew the fuse and fix 
it, or we’ll be roasted.”

Silk Kirby never had moved faster 
than he did now as he slipped be­
tween the wires held apart by Tony 
Quinn with rubber gloves. Quinn 
followed him and they slipped ahead. 
There were lights in the plant office.

“Our own men are fixed inside, 
Silk,” whispered Quinn. “We take 
the southeast door into the plant. You 
have the winged cape and the mask. 
And don’t forget that four desperate 
men are watching a fortune snatched 
from their hands, with the additional 
fear of being implicated in more than 
one murder. Don’t shoot unless it is 
forced upon you. Then hit them low 
and depend on the plastic.”

Silk was sweating and it was not 
hot.

Two men admitted them silently at 
Tony Quinn’s word. They had only 
been recently hired. Neither had the 
mark of being an FBI man. That was 
why they were the best to be had for 
this job.

From there on, Tony Quinn and 
Silk Kirby were on their own in the 
semi-darkness of the upper floor lead­
ing to the offices. . . .



Four men with fear in their eyes 
faced each other around the long 
table where Thurman Spencer had 
died so quickly. One man of the four 
knew himself to be a murderer. But 
none of the other three was sure 
which man among them was a killer.

They were business men, million­
aires, these directors of the company 
that had just announced one of the 
greatest discoveries of the war—fire­
proof, gun-proof plastic that would 
take the place of millions of tons of 
steel in planes and tanks and motors.

Yet each man was sure that the 
other three were armed. And each man 
knew that he had a gun in his own 
pocket. Three men had perhaps the 
greater fear, for they were aware that 
one of their number had murdered 
ruthlessly, not only Thaddeus Jones, 
but others.

Frank Brand, the millionaire con­
tractor who had called them together 
had fear, but even so his eyes were 
coldly upon the others. All had ar­
rived but a few minutes before.

“I called this meeting because I as­
sume that each of us probably re­
ceived the same telegram this after­
noon,” said Brand, and unfolded a 
yellow sheet. “My message says that 
our plastic will within a short time 
be proved to have been stolen. It 
seems that it is claimed that the dis­
coverer of this durable, fire-proof, 
gun-proof material tested and buried 
sheets of it somewhere in Gardiner 
Bay more than five years ago, before 
Thaddeus Jones was murdered, and 
the formula fell into our hands.”

Charles Blake, small and nervous, 
roved his beady eyes over the others. 
His small hands were tightly 
clenched.

“I have a message to the same ef­
fect,” he said. “It occurs to me this 
may be simply blackmail. My mes­
sage is signed, ‘Longshoreman,’ and 
says he will call later to collect for 
the information. It is too fantastic. 
Why should Thaddeus Jones 
have buried samples of the tested 

plastic? We were financing the whole 
experiment, or we had promised to 
furnish money for manufacture if it 
proved out.”

Andrew Severn cursed with 
open anger.

“You fool!” he accused. “The plas­
tic was buried for the exact reason 
we have at hand! Let’s stop kidding 
ourselves! We have a formula that, 
by his own statement was stolen by 
a murderer. That formula was mailed 
to each of us with a typed and un­
signed letter specifying how it was 
obtained, and what we were letting 
ourselves in for if we undertook to 
go ahead with developing it.”

Reeve Gardner rubbed the welt 
across his temple which he had ac­
quired when he had been knocked out. 
He produced one of the telegrams.

“Isn’t it too bad Thurman Spencer 
was killed?” he said slowly. “A dy­
ing diver told of having been shot on 
a boat while he was trying to find 
something for Spencer. That would 
make it appear conclusive that Spen­
cer was the murderer, and that by a 
map he said he found he learned of 
the sunken plastic, but kept it to him­
self, perhaps thinking to have a club 
over the rest of us all the way. And 
then—”

Reeve Gardner surveyed the others 
man by man and his right hand 
slipped into his coat pocket.

“Then someone at this table either 
knew of the buried plastic and trailed 
Thurman Spencer, or simply was 
trailing Spencer and tried to kill 
him,” said Gardner. “The job was 
finished here in the darkness of this 
room.”

In the tenseness of the moment, 
none of the four men had observed 
the silent opening and closing of a 
door at the far end of the office. They 
had made sure, too, that all doors were 
securely locked. But few locks ever 
barred Silk Kirby.

The figure that entered was scarcely 
more than a drifting black shadow.



A winged cape spread like the flying 
webs of a bat. A black mask ob­
scured the face. As swiftly and noise­
lessly as any black bat, the figure 
sought a corner and roosted there 
among the other shadows.

Silk Kirby, as the Black Bat, could 
hear the exchange at the long table. 
While Silk played the Black Bat role, 
Tony Quinn was so situated that he 
heard the explanation of how the 
murderer among five men had cleverly 
mailed the stolen Thaddeus Jones 
formula to the whole group. For a 
microphone connected Silk Kirby 
with Tony Quinn.

As Reeve Gardner spoke, Andrew 
Severn’s left hand moved from below 
the edge of the table. An automatic 
covered Reeve Gardner.

“Just to be on the safe side, take 
your hand out of your pocket, empty, 
Gardner,’’ said Severn’s chilled voice. 
“Someone tried to finish you off at 
Sun-Air. I appreciate your fear, but 
I’m looking after my own neck. That 
goes for the rest of you, too. All 
hands on the table, and empty!”

“You?” gulped Charles Blake, his 
beady eyes venomous. “You were the 
last man in that room at Sun-Air with 
Gardner, Severn! The murderer has 
to be one of us! I didn’t knock out 
Gardner! He was not even there when 
I came from the tunnel, but you were 
there, Severn!”

TONY QUINN knew Blake’s ac­
cusation to be an open bluff. But 
for all of his brave speech, Charles 

Blake’s nervous hands were laid flat 
on the table before him.

“We’ll not go backward!” said Sev­
ern, the gun balanced in his hand. 
“We have to plan how to beat this 
plan to blackmail us, for that is prob­
ably all that it is. John Weston is 
surely dead. Thurman Spencer was 
the one who suggested that we pay 
Dr. Alo Kroo to keep us informed if 
Weston had a chance to regain his 
reason. Then one of us probably paid 
Dr. Kroo directly to make sure that 

Weston would not interfere by pull­
ing that escape and the asylum fire.” 

Severn saw that all other hands 
were flat upon the table. He dropped 
his automatic into his pocket and 
placed his own hands there.

“We’re acting like scared kids!” 
boomed Frank Brand. “John Weston 
is dead, whoever paid! Today Harvey 
Lansing was killed by the police! 
That removes practically every 
threat!”

CHAPTER XX

Battle of Murderers

ISTENING, 'Tony 
Quinn was just be­
yond the partition 
with a tiny micro­
phone attached to a 
wire leading into 
the office. Quinn 
was waiting for just 
one thing. But it 
appeared that might 

be long in coming.
There was a strange, low hissing, 

like the darting of a bat’s wings. It 
was the signal to Silk Kirby.

The four men heard that hissing, 
and it turned their faces. A sepul­
chral voice spoke at the same instant 
that the winged figure of the Black 
Bat appeared to float along the wall 
toward the table.

The four men’s hands remained 
upon the table. They could see the 
hard mouth of the Black Bat below 
his mask. The lips did not seem to 
move as speech came.

The Black Bat’s hands were raised. 
Held at waist level, two automatics 
just about had the situation in hand.

“Before you go farther, I am asking 
now from any or all of you the truth 
about the murder of Thaddeus 
Jones!” said the Bat’s eerie voice. 
“Which of you will say that Harvey 
Lansing is innocent, and that one of 
you is guilty?”

There was silence. The scar on An­



drew Severn’s face grew white like a 
new moon. Then Reeve Gardner sud­
denly spoke.

“You don’t need one of us to say 
that,” said Gardner. “However you 
gained entrance, you heard it told how 
the formula was mailed, and heard 
our own words about one of us being 
a murderer. That murderer could 
have been Thurman Spencer who is 
dead. That will do Harvey Lansing 
no good now, for he has been killed.”

The Black Bat hovered along the 
wall, moving a little. The voice came 
again.

“Yes, you were heard. You are also 
trying to make it appear that no one 
of you knew about that buried plastic 
which will prove your great discovery 
was stolen. One of you knows that 
plastic was buried, and where, and 
that tonight it is being brought to the 
surface.”

Charles Blake’s legal knowledge 
stood him in stead then.

“If someone has produced a similar 
plastic, only John Weston could dis­
prove our claim to this discovery,” he 
stated. “In truth, we have several 
formulas that may once have belonged 
to John Weston. Our acid with which 
we have guarded our plant roadway 
is one that Weston might claim, if he 
were alive. Also the plastic that con­
tains this acid was evolved by the 
same man who discovered the acid.

“But Weston, like others, experi­
mented with many forms of plastic. 
Some were elastic and might have be­
come a rubber substitute, and some 
would become impervious at certain 
low temperatures, while this other 
was made to withstand both heavy 
gunfire and even the heat of thermite. 
So again I say, only the testimony of 
the living John Weston could prove 
anything conclusively.”

The Black Bat’s voice was an ironic 
chuckle.

“John Weston is alive,” spoke his 
weird voice. “How otherwise would 
a detachment of soldiers have known 
where to find plastic sunk in Gardi­

ner’s Bay some five years ago? But 
one of you surely knows the plastic 
is being brought up, for he visited 
the scene tonight. John Weston 
fooled those Dr. Kroo trusted, and 
dropped through a trap-door when he 
blew up a houseboat on which he was 
being held. He was wearing a special 
life preserver suit he had invented, 
and he came ashore.”

FRANK BRAND half rose from 
his chair, but sank back.

“John Weston was on a houseboat?” 
he repeated. “Then that was why Dr. 
Kroo was wrecking the laboratory he 
had built under Sun-Air. Yes, Black 
Bat, you may be correct. That might 
be true.”

“Certainly it is true,” came the 
Black Bat’s voice. “Dr. Kroo was be­
ing paid a huge sum by one of you 
to insure John Weston’s death. Dr. 
Kroo and a Dr. Tito were Japs. They 
were bringing Weston back to com­
plete sanity, for his troubles had made 
his mind wander at times. They saw 
the bigger fortune. While taking your 
money, they were preparing to steal 
the impregnable plastic for their own 
nation.”

“John Weston alive?” The words 
came jerkily from Reeve Gardner. 
“That finishes it. Black Bat, now I 
know why one of us flew from the 
city tonight and returned just before 
this meeting. He is the murderer with 
whom we have been associating! He 
knew all the time where that plastic 
had been sunk in the sea.”

Gardner lifted a hand, rubbing the 
welt on his temple. And Frank Brand 
came all the way out of his chair this 
time.

“Sit down, Brand!” The Bat’s voice 
was imperative. “Any one of you has 
death coming to him. Who was re­
sponsible for that annihilating acid 
here? And why, Brand, were you 
under Sun-Air, and why did you make 
a getaway just before the mass mur­
der explosion?”

“I was there because—”



Reeve Gardner chopped off Brand’s 
explanation.

“Hold it, Bat! Don’t shoot! I'm 
not holding back any longer! Our 
game’s finished! Frank Brand, you 
flew to Gardiner’s Bay tonight! I 
saw you with a map you put in your 
topcoat pocket as you came in! The 
Black Bat can find it there! You 
murdered Thaddeus Jones, and then 
Thurman Spencer, and if you were at 
Sun-Air you knocked me out!’’

Frank Brand’s rugged face was 

saw his map and copied it. I have 
that copy. Brand, you are lucky in 
having driven only a short way into 
the country tonight, where you were 
trailed.

“Reeve Gardner, you were con­
scious at Sun-Air—you bumped your 
own head. If you had not been con­
scious, you would not have known 
firemen were coming into the corri­
dor. For I, the Black Bat carried you 
into the safety tunnel and you know 
that.”
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working. In the face of the Black 
Bat’s menacing guns, his hand started 
for his coat.

“Hold it, Brand!” The Black Bat’s 
voice was all steel now. “The mur­
derer himself has spoken! Only 
Reeve Gardner visited the scow where 
they are working to lift steel boxes 
from the sea! He was seen, and only 
he had the map, or he would not have 
known the spot!

“Reeve Gardner killed Thurman 
Spencer because Spencer in some way

Reeve Gardner was cursing. This 
time his hand went to his pocket, and 
stayed there.

“That can’t be proved!” he shouted. 
“I came into this with a murderer, and 
I have committed no other crime! 
Look in Brand’s topcoat pocket, I tell 
you!”

“Hold it, Gardner!” commanded the 
Bat’s voice. “You framed Harvey 
Lansing, and Lansing is not dead! 
That was only a police trick, so the 
jig is up for you! Five thousand 



dollars drawn by you from your own 
bank was found upon Dr. Kroo, even 
though the doctor had a red herring 
note of payments by others on him. 
You were a fool to pay Dr. Kroo in 
new hundred-dollar bills, which were 
serially numbered.

“And the map you placed in Frank 
Brand's pocket was attached to the 
John Weston plastic formula when 
Thaddeus Jones was murdered. There 
was but the one map, that one made 
by Jones and Weston when they sunk 
the plastic as a means of precaution 
after they had discovered its tremen­
dous value.”

GARDNER’S face was a mask of
fury. His gun whipped from 

his pocket, but big Frank Brand was 
quicker. The contractor made a draw 
from a holster on his belt that could 
have been envied by a Western gun­
man. The slug knocked Gardner 
down.

Reeve Gardner’s gun cracked, but 
the slug went wild.

“The Black Bat!” Gardner 
screamed. “Yes, you saved me — I 
know who you are—”

He toppled from his chair and lay 
still.

“All this is finished!” Again the 
Bat’s voice was eerie, and the lips 
under the mask were motionless. 
“Everything must be turned over to 
John Weston and his daughter, Mar­
ley, before the rest of you may con­
sider yourselves safe from the Black 
Bat. You must now answer to the law 
for your acts that have been the cause 
of deaths.

“Old Jared Wright was smart. 
Reeve Gardner saw what he thought 
were steel boxes of the plastic to­
night. He planned then to claim all 
that one man could get out of this by 
framing Frank Brand for the murder, 
as he once framed Harvey Lansing. 
He believed he could save himself 
and collect six millions reward, which 
each of you knows, by a record he 
owns, was offered by Jared Wright to 

free Harvey Lansing.
“I have killed no one,” Frank Brand 

said heavily, “but I have been engaged 
in a murderous enterprise. I will pay 
what I must. I am glad the plastic 
goes to John Weston and that Har­
vey Lansing is alive and will be free. 
I went to Sun-Air before the explo­
sion to see that John Weston’s secret 
laboratory there had been destroyed. 
I had one of the guards in my pay.”

“The Black Bat believes you, 
Brand,” said the voice, and the 
winged, shadowy figure was drifting 
toward one of the windows. “I saw 
Dr. Kroo when he was waiting for 
that explosion.

“And now, as a final word, only the 
confessions made here tonight restore 
John Weston’s plastic to him. You 
see, the plastic was sunk by Thaddeus 
Jones and John Weston five years 
ago. The hurricane across Long 
Island in the following year shifted 
the bottom of Gardiner’s Bay and the 
plastic never could have been found.

“Tonight, Reeve Gardner watched 
soldiers on a scow guarding steel 
boxes that contain nothing of value. 
Your own words and actions have con­
victed Reeve Gardner and restored 
the great discovery to its rightful 
owner. Cooperation in clearing all 
this up may lighten punishment you 
cannot evade.”

1WT0T one of the three men moved 
as the Black Bat drifted to a 

window and passed through to a roof. 
For there was a pounding at the door. 
Commissioner Warner and half a 
dozen detectives came into the office.

Beside Commissioner Warner 
walked Tony Quinn, tapping his way 
along with his cane. Quinn smiled a 
little.

“It seems you have arrived too late 
again to trap the Black Bat, Commis­
sioner,” he said. “It is fortunate you 
have all the evidence on the dicta­
phone records we have had planted 
here for days. Old Jared Wright 
would like it that way.”



“There’s that six millions for evi­
dence of the murderer,” said Com­
missioner Warner. “You produced 
the evidence, Tony.”

“Harvey Lansing served six-million 

dollars’ worth of his life for a murder 
he did not commit,” said Tony Quinn. 
“I’m sure Jared Wright would ap­
prove the payment to him for all those 
years in prison.”
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Roy Hall took Tommy 
with him, as hostage

Tommy Curtis Becomes 
the Talk of the Town when 
He Outwits a Dangerous Killer!

R TIP FOR THE WAITRESS
By JOE ARCHIBALD

OMMY CURTIS was the only 
customer in the little tavern to 
recognize the tall wiry man who 

had just come in. He was the only 
one who knew the reason for Roy 
Hall’s careful scrutiny of the faces in 
the place.

Tommy hoped he could get out of 
there without being remembered—but 
a man like Hall has to have a good 
memory. He started to rise from his 
chair, the hollows under his knees 
damp and cold, but just then Hall’s 
eyes hit him square and made him 
settle down again.

Hall walked over, sat down, and 
grinned at Tommy. There was a grim 
warning in his greenish eyes.

“I’ve seen you before,” Roy Hall 
said. His voice was hoarse and a 
muscle in his face twitched. At the 
moment the man was more dangerous 
than he had ever been. “Yeah, the guy 
that went for a ride with us after I 
knocked off the Westwood bank.”

Tommy Curtis did not say any­
thing. He couldn’t even if he’d 
wanted to. For almost a year now 
since that fatal day, he had not been 
able to utter a syllable. He had lost 
all power of speech.

It had been nice walking to the 
bank that morning, talking to people 
he knew and listening to the birds in 
the branches of the great elms over­
head.



Tommy guessed that he had been 
the luckiest guy in the world that 
morning. It was his first day as as­
sistant cashier in the Westwood 
Trust Company and the night before, 
he and Joan had celebrated in a dine 
and dance place out on the turnpike 
and Joan had named the day she 
would marry him.

It was an hour after lunch when it 
happened. Two men had come into 
the bank and one of them had walked 
up to Teller Sam Bell and told him 
to hand over all the money he had 
in the cage. The other man had taken 
a position in the middle of the lobby 
and covered everybody outside the 
cages with a machine-gun. He kept 
pivoting slowly on his heels and 
warning everyone to stay where they 
were.

CURTIS always wished afterward 
that he had made some kind of 

attempt at resistance. He would have 
been much better off had he died a 
hero than the way he was now. But 
at the time every nerve in his body 
was paralyzed and he had sat frozen 
to his chair.

Hall had turned away from the 
cage, stuffing over ten thousand dol­
lars into a brief case. Then he started 
firing orders at his partner and he 
looked straight at Tommy while he 
spoke.

“Get goin’, Mitch. I’m takin’ 
brown-eyes with us in case the rubes 
feel like shooting,” he had said. “Get 
out there and cover. You!” he or­
dered Tommy. “Come over here, 
kid!”

And Hall had gone out of the bank, 
using Tommy Curtis as hostage, as a 
shield to protect himself. Just be­
fore he pushed Tommy in the car 
he said:

“Behave yourself an’ you won’t get 
hurt. I eat squirts like you right up.”

Six weeks after they threw him out 
of the car, eight miles from West­
wood, Tommy left the hospital lack­
ing the power of articulate speech. 

The doctors had said it was aphasia. 
Some damage to the brain that had 
to do with speech. They had men­
tioned the name of a brain specialist 
that might help him.

You did not ask a girl like Joan to 
keep a promise to a mute. You did 
not stay around to see another man 
sitting in your chair in the bank and 
you couldn’t stay to see pity in the 
eyes of everyone you met. So Tommy 
Curtis left Westwood one night on a 
bus.

He'd read in the papers how Roy 
Hall had taken over where tough guys 
like Barrow and Chapman and Floyd 
had left off. Hall was wanted for 
murder and robbery in two states and 
was considered by the authorities to 
be the number one gangster of the 
country.

Since the Westwood robbery, there 
had been no signs of him. But the 
cops said he would lift his ugly head 
again when he needed money.

And here he was, right in front of 
Tommy now! It certainly was a small 
world.

“Okay,” Hall was saying. “Keep 
your lip buttoned, kid. An’ listen 
to me. I’ve been travelin’ fast and 
I’m stoppin’ here for a drink and a 
couple of sandwiches. There’s a pal 
outside standing near the car and if 
anything goes'wrong in here, he goes 
to work at his trade.”

Tommy Curtis nodded. A waitress 
stopped at the table and lifted Tom­
my’s coffee cup and asked if he 
wanted anything else. Tommy shook 
his head.

Hall spoke up then.
“Four ham and cheese sandwiches 

to go out, sister,” he said softly. “I’m 
in a hurry. Get me two beers while 
they’re bein’ made.”

He eyed Tommy Curtis coldly, be­
gan to grin.

“You’re goin’ to ride with me for a 
couple of miles, kid. You think I’ll 
leave you here to tell ’em who I am? 
These dumb rubes! Every cop in the 
state will be after me, see? I can’t 



afford to take no chances because it 
means the chair, pal. So keep your 
lip buttoned like a nice kid or I'll eat 
you alive.”

Curtis’ hate for this man had 
grown with every hour since the day 
he left the Westwood hospital. The 
gangster had robbed him of every­
thing a man needs to make life worth 
living. His job, his girl, his ability 
to talk to his fellow men.

HE WOULD have yelled out the 
man’s name then and there, if 

he had been able to, and would have 
been satisfied to take the conse­
quences. Could he pass a note to 
someone? No, Hall wouldn’t let him 
get away with that.

Would he be able to turn the table 
over and try to get to Hall before 
the man could get his gun? But then 
a hail of bullets would come into the 
little tavern and some of these plain 
folk would get killed. . . . There 
seemed to be a dead end whichever 
way he looked at it.

“You’ll walk out in front of me 
when we go out,” Roy Hall said, his 
eyes getting more dangerous the 
longer he had to wait for his order. 
“You make one move or open your 
mouth and I’ll fill you full of lead!”

Tommy only had a few moments. 
There was a basket of pretzels on the 
table in front of him. He took one 
and started nibbling on it. After a 
second or two he put it down on the 
table and helped himself to another.

Hall could not see what he was do­
ing because a big menu card was 
stacked between the bowl of pretzels 
and the salt and pepper shakers which 
were on his side of the table. Tommy 
munched on the second pretzel. If 
Hall thought about it all he probably 
figured that Curtis was nervous and 
let it go at that. And he wouldn’t 
be so very wrong, Tommy thought!

The money Tommy Curtis had 
saved in Westwood had not gone very 
far. He had visited a couple of spe­
cialists but they had not been able to 

do a thing for him. One of them told 
him of a great doctor in a Detroit hos­
pital who might be able to cure him. 
But the examination alone would cost 
over a thousand dollars. He couldn’t 
consider it now.

Then he looked for work. But, 
handicapped as he was, he found it 
impossible to land a job. When his 
money gave out he turned to what­
ever work he could get. He washed 
dishes and scrubbed floors. He 
worked on a farm for a while. He 
went from one place to another.

Now, in Hindale, he got another 
break. He was to start picking apples 
in the morning. They needed lots of 
men and weren’t very particular as 
long as a man could pick apples. . . .

The waitress passed by. Hall 
jerked around angrily.

“Hurry that up, will you, sister? 
What kind of service ya got here, 
anyway?”

Tommy Curtis picked up another 
pretzel. It was the seventh. Just as 
the waitress brought Hall’s order, 
Tommy placed the partly-eaten sev­
enth pretzel alongside the six others.

“All right, kid,” Hall said. “Come 
on. Remember what I said.”

“Sure, you eat guys like me,” Tom­
my thought.

He put ten cents down on the table 
and got up from his chair. As he 
walked out he could hear Hall's 
measured steps behind him. His hand 
would not be far from his gun. 
Tommy stopped to pay his check. He 
could see through the door to the 
waiting car outside. A man leaned 
against the mud-guard.

“Keep goin’,” Hall said behind him. 
“Walk right out and climb in, pal.”

The juke box suddenly burst forth 
in a blare of tinny music as if in es­
cort to the parade. Tommy prayed 
for the success of his little plan. Be­
hind him was a killer worth over 
twenty-five hundred dollars to the 
man who could take him . . .

“All right, Mitch,” Hall said when 
they got outside. “This baby rides



again. With him around we couldn’t 
lay over and take a breather. He’s 
the baby we tossed out of the car the 
day we knocked off the bank in 
Westwood. Step on it!”

TOMMY sat in the back seat with
Hall. The killer had his hand 

close to a shoulder holster under his 
coat. He was taking no chances.

“You scared him so he can’t talk!” 
Mitch howled with glee as he 
shifted into high.

“Sure, I told him I'd eat him up. 
Watch that speedometer and don’t go 

Look, we’ve got to rest pretty soon or 
I’ll fall asleep. Give me another 
sandwich. And we got to stop and 
rest up somewhere soon. We can’t 
pull a job right when we’re dyin’ on 
our feet.”

“We rest when we empty this tank,” 
Hall said. “When you can’t drive no 
more, I'll take over. Nice day, isn’t 
it, kid?”

Tommy’s silence got on Hall’s 
nerves.

“Speak up or I’ll slap you around!” 
“Lay off,” cautioned Mitch. “It 

would look nice for somebody seein’
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over forty because the cops chase you 
everywhere if you don't take it easy 
on the gas. I hope the next boiler we 
lift has a full tank.”

The sedan came out onto the main 
road a mile out of the town. A state 
patrol car passed them on the other 
side of the road.

“The dumb bunny,” Hall said 
with contempt as he relaxed his gun 
hand. “How much distance you fig­
ure we’ll get out of this heap, Mitch?” 

“Maybe a hundred more miles, Roy. 

you doin’ that. They would figure—”
“Yeah,” Hall snapped. “But he 

gives me the creeps.”
Tommy kept his eyes glued to the 

rear view mirror as they rolled ahead 
on the smooth macadam. A car ap­
peared around that last bend. He 
watched and suddenly he was aware 
that the car was not coming any closer 
but keeping the same distance away 
all the time.

“A car trailing us, Roy,” said 
Mitch.



“I’m watchin’. It isn’t going to 
overtake us. Every car you see don’t 
have a cop in it. Keep goin’ like you 
were.”

Six more miles. The car behind 
kept its distance. Hall was nodding, 
his chin on his chest. But Tommy 
knew he was not asleep. Roy Hall 
had more than the usual five senses 
and they had carried him along this 
far.

Up ahead came a sudden clanging 
sound. A man appeared out into the 
middle of the road, holding a stop 
sign in his hand.

“Slow down,” Hall clipped. “It’s 
a crossing. I hear the train cornin’.”

The sedan’s brakes squealed and 
tire treads bit into the macadam. 
Tommy Curtis knew he would get 
the answer in a few seconds. The 
car behind kept coming and Mitch 
began to yell.

“That guy’s got no brakes, Roy. 
He’s—”

Hall swung his head around to look 
a second before the car smashed into 
theirs. He was thrown to the floor 
and before he could recover Tommy, 
who had braced himself for the im­
pact, had leaped on him, hammering 
away for all he was worth.

The killer managed to get his gun 
out of its holster but Tommy’s teeth 
sank deep into his wrist. Tommy 
was too busy to see what was going on 
elsewhere when all of a sudden a gun 
went off and he looked up in time to 
see Mitch tumble from the driver’s 
seat out to the road. Voices barked.

LL RIGHT, Hall,” a big man 
said. “Get out of there. This 

is where you finish. There’s three 
guns trained on your carcass and we 
want to use them bad.”

“No, don’t shoot,” the gangster 
choked out. “I haven’t a chance. 
I’ll come out, coppers.”

Tommy half fell from the running 
board and a man caught him. There 
was blood on Tommy’s lips, but a look 
of triumph on his face withal.

A man wearing a badge said, “It 
was you left that message, kid?”

Tommy nodded. He pointed to his 
mouth and shook his head.

“He can’t talk,” the officer said. 
“Maybe he bit his tongue when he 
fought with Hall.”

“No, Bill. The waitress told me 
he’s dumb. Not in the head—in the 
tongue.”

“I don’t get it,” Roy Hall said when 
he was riding back to Hindale with 
the cuffs on. “This punk didn’t say 
a word or make a false move back 
there.”

“That’s what you think, Hall,” the 
officer grinned. “We’ll show you 
something that’ll kill you.”

Tommy Curtis wished he could 
talk. He wished he could tell Roy 
Hall himself.

They took Hall into the tavern and 
marched him to the little table in the 
corner. Tommy pointed to the part­
ly-eaten pretzels on the white table­
cloth. Lined up in a row, they spelled 
R-O-Y H-A-L-L.

The killer stared at the evidence 
before his eyes.

“Sure,” the officer said, “the 
waitress found them when she picked 
up her tip. You know something, 
killer? You can bite any letter of the 
alphabet out of a pretzel. Well, she 
sent us after you in a hurry.”

Tommy nonchalantly picked up a 
pretzel and began eating it. Only 
Hall could know the mockery con­
tained in that gesture. He who had 
threatened to “eat up” Tommy Cur­
tis was now seeing R-O-Y H-A-L-L 
being digested with gusto.

“You’ll get about three thousand 
bucks for him, kid,” the officer said 
to Tommy. “I’d give the waitress a 
nice tip.”

Sure. Three thousand! That big 
specialist would do more than just ex­
amine a guy for that kind of money. 
Tommy Curtis knew another prayer 
was going to be answered before very 
long. He was sure of it. Joan had 
told him she would wait forever.
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A Tribute to America’s Heroes of Production

By MAJOR GENERAL E. B. GREGORY
Quartermaster General, United States Army

J5 HE production side of this war will be 
won by Americans who do the small 

things well, whether it is making a rivet for 
a tank or sewing a sleeve in an Army 
uniform.

The casual onlooker is too apt to think 
of war production just in terms of big 
tanks, giant bombers, long-range guns and 
fighting ships.

These are vitally necessary. But in this 
war, as in every war, the men who fight

are human beings. They must have food, clothing and shelter be­
fore they can be expected to fly their planes, fire their guns or sail 
their ships.

Throughout America today, there are millions of workers 
turning out clothing and tents, growing and processing food­
stuffs, building barracks, raising horses and mules—all absolute 
necessities to the Army, all direct contributions to ultimate 
victory.

When historians'write down the heroes of production in 
this war, they will spotlight those who served faithfully in the 
production of necessities that keep our fighting men and equip­
ment in operation. The heroes will be the men and women who 
did their duty at every place in the production line.



BLUE COUPE
By C. S. MONTANYE

IT ALWAYS happens that way. 
You either look for something 
and it’s like searching for a hay­

stack in a nest of needles. Or you 
don’t look and there it is. Just like 
the blue coupe that stopped at the 
traffic light at Fourth and Congress.

I had to give the markers a double 
gander to make sure they said UL 52, 
Conn. I was right the first time. I 
took a half dozen steps away from the 
curb, pulled open the right front door 
and climbed in.

“How about a date for the movies 
tonight, sister?” I said, and grinned 
at the amazed blue eyes that focused 
on me.

The gal could have won any beauty 
contest, anywhere at any time. She 
was that attractive! And scared. The 
blue eyes began to lose their startled 
look and take on a gleam of fear. 
I’ve seen it hundreds of times in the 
eyes of the lugs in the morning line­
up at headquarters, in the rats I’d cor­
nered, and all the real tough hombres 
who had been gathered in, sooner or 
later.

“What do you want?” the girl de­
manded shakily. “Who are you?”

Cars were honking behind us. Pat 
Gowan, the fat traffic copper at the 
crossing, blew his whistle and waved 
an arm for the blue coupe to come on.



“Don’t look now,” I told the dame, 
“but I think we’re blocking traffic 
clear down to Center Avenue.”

She gave a little gasp and started 
the car. I grinned at Pat as we passed. 
He probably had word to pick up UL 
52, Conn., but let us sail by with a 
scowl and a shake of his finger at my 
charming chauffeur.

“You’d better turn around and roll 
back to headquarters,” I told her. 
“This is a stolen car you’re driving— 
in case you don’t know it.”

But she did know it. Her eyes told 
me so. She gasped again and the warm 
glow in her cheeks faded, leaving 
them pale.

“You’re a policeman?”

I REACHED for my badge, just so 
there wouldn’t be any misunder­

standing.
“Shanley’s the name, Ted Shanley, 

in case you call and want anything in 
a hurry. Look, pull left at the next 
block and we’ll go back so you can tell 
it to the chief.”

Her arched brows drew together. 
Gosh, she was pretty. The more I 
looked at her the more I saw that. 
Hair like brown autumn leaves, the 
cutest little nose I’d ever seen, and 
sort of puckered up lips, red as the 
bricks in the courthouse.

“Can’t—can’t we talk this over?” 
she pleaded. “Let me drive just a 
few blocks farther. It’s really very 
important.”

“What?”
I wanted to be gruff and tough, but 

I couldn’t. I guess I gave her a 
sappy grin. “Okay, sister. Keep 
moving and talk as you go along. 
How does it happen a nice gal like you 
is riding around in a stolen heap?”

“I didn’t know it was stolen.”
“Start at the beginning. What’s 

your name?”
“Evelyn Lee.”
“Well, Miss Lee, let’s have the facts. 

Make ’em short and snappy. I haven’t 
been doing well lately and picking up 
this cradle is going to help a lot. 
Give.”

By that time we were beyond Wood­
row Wilson Park on a four-lane traf­
fic boulevard. Before she spoke again 
I noticed something. She kept look­

ing from the highway to the rear-view 
mirror. She’d been doing that for the 
last quarter mile.

I took a peek and discovered that 
what attracted her attention was the 
long, low, gray sedan that hung a 
couple of hundred yards to the rear 
of us.

Evelyn’s smooth cheeks grew 
flushed again.

“There’s a car following us!” she 
said suddenly.

“Swell. Friends of yours?”
She shook her brown head. I took 

a longer look in the mirror. There 
seemed to be three guys in the car. 
Two in the front and one in the back. 
And they sat like still stone figures, 
or wax dummies.

“Whippany Road is on the other 
side of the bridge.” I talked fast. 
“Let’s stop and find out what these 
lugs want.”

“No, no! I mean, I’d rather not. 
I’m afraid.”

“With the Law beside you? I’m 
flattered. Come, Miss Lee, do as I 
say and never mind being frightened. 
I’ll take care of the scare end.”

We rattled over the bridge, and she 
kept the car going at the same gait. 
I saw she had no intention of stop­
ping, so I stuck a foot out on the brake 
and put on some pressure.

The gray sedan was right behind. 
Evelyn choked on an exclamation as 
I gave the wheel a pull to the right 
and cut the ignition.

As the blue coupe stopped, the gray 
sedan rolled on. Some distance away 
it braked down and went into reverse. 
Then it began to back up toward ys.

“You don’t know what you’re doing, 
Mr. Shanley!” Her eyes were wide 
and alarmed. “These men are dan­
gerous killers!”

“I thought you didn’t know ’em!”
“Please! Before it’s too late! Be­

fore they get here! I’ll take you to 
headquarters—anywhere!”

I ended that line by removing the 
keys from the ignition lock and drop­
ping them into my pocket. Then I 
opened the door about an inch and 
waited.

The gray car stopped a couple of 
feet away. I’d never seen the 
three men riding in it before, but



their type was familiar. You can see 
it any afternoon at the race track, any 
evening in those jolly places where 
wheels spin and dice rattle. Deal pan, 
carefully groomed playboys, with 
shifty glances and tight-lipped 
mouths.

The one in the back seat gjt out 
and came over. He put his foot on the 
running board and rested an arm on 
the sill of the driver’s window. He 
owned a couple of eyes as cold as a 
dead fish’s, and a slit for a mouth. The 
boy who had done the driving climbed 
down and came around the coupe, 
stopping about three or four feet from 
the door I had inched open.

“Miss Lee, I believe?” The party 
at the window looked Evelyn over. 
“We tried to get you to step back 
there, but I guess you didn’t notice 
the signals. You must be kind of 
tired, doing all that driving. Step out 
and join us.”

Evelyn looked at me. I divided a 
glance between Tight Mouth and the 
mustachioed baby standing near my 
door. I also gave the scenery a quick 
stare. This was prowl car -number 
five’s district, but there wasn’t a sign 
of Nolan and Smitty. They were 
probably at the other end of the park, 
cruising comfortably south.

“Don’t let them take me!’ Evelyn 
cried, as I pushed open the door and 
got out. The guy waiting there 
jerked a gun and squeezed the trigger. 
The lead whistled close to my felt hat. 
I reached for my own can ion. He 
fired again, before I got my snooter all 
the way out. That shot missed, too.

He flung himself at me so quickly I 
didn’t have time to aim. He knocked 
the- gun out of my hand and slugged 
me with a left. That was the kind 
of stuff I enjoyed. Street brawl­
ing, knock-’em-down-and-drag-’em-out 
bouts were my specialty.

I took his left and let him have a 
bunch of knuckles under his chin. I 
put a world of power into the punch 
and I knew it wouldn’t fail to click.

It didn’t!
But instead of tipping over back­

wards, he fell forward. He cracked 
into me, and before I could grab him, 
I heard Evelyn Lee scream. Pounding 
footsteps sounded behind me. I 

wanted to sidestep and let the enemy 
steam past, but the guy leaning on me 
spoiled that notion.

I got partially around in time to 
glimpse the butt of an uplifted auto­
matic. I could see it coming down. 
I watched, fascinated and the next 
second the beautiful morning sun­
shine turned to night, quickly and 
abruptly.

WHEN I came out of ether I was 
stretched on a lovely piece of 
soft shoulder. It belonged to the road 

and the voice that spoke above me be­
longed to no one but Mike Nolan.

“Drunk, it is, at this hour and him 
on duty, too.”

That was better than smelling salts 
or ice cold water. I sat up, wincing 
at the pain that went through my 
head. I ran fingers over the onion on 
the back of it. The look I gave Nolan 
could have been dry-cleaned.

“Why aren’t you around when 
you’re needed?”

“What happened?” Smitty asked, 
coming up.

“Nothing outside of abduction and 
near-murder.”

“And,” Mike put in brightly, “a 
stolen car! UL fifty-two, Conn.” He 
whipped a book from his pocket, 
checked and nodded. “Got it right 
here. Nine o’clock alarm this morn­
ing. Phoned in by some guy named 
Lee.”

“Lee? Say that again.”
“Lee,” Nolan obliged. “Paul Lee. 

Westleigh Apartments, Wendover 
Drive. Know him?”

“I will before long,” I promised. 
The ache began to fade. I remem­
bered the dead-panned lug with the 
peashooter, who had two chances to 
blow me up and missed. I felt a lot 
better. Tossing the keys to the blue 
coupe over to Smitty, I directed, 
“Take this car back to headquarters. 
Have it checked for prints around the 
left hand window and door handle. 
Mike can drop me off at Wendover 
Drive.”

“Police business, could it be?”
“C’mon, dope, get going. You’ve 

given me a turn-up on something that 
might begin to sizzle any time. 
Wendover Drive and don’t cruise.”



THE Westleigh Apartments was 
one of those expensive buildings, 
tossed together in a hurry when that 

part of the town grew popular over 
night. A smart outfit, with doormen, 
oriental rugs in the lobby, orange 
lights and all the trimmings. All it 
needed was a floor show.

I spotted the switchboard, tucked 
away in a compartment of its own and 
made conversation with the blond 
operator.

“Tell me about Paul Lee.” I let 
her have a flash at the badge. Her 
eyes began to pop. “Is he home now 
or if not where is he?”

“Mr. Lee? I—I’ll ring his suite. I— 
I’m not sure if he’s gone to Bridgton 
yet.”

“Bridgton?” That was the big 
manufacturing city twelve miles 
north.

“Yes, Mr. Lee’s with the Hebble 
Lock and Chain Company.” She 
swung a cord and poked the jack in a 
little hole in the switchboard. She 
kept a finger with a purple-tinted nail 
on a button. Nothing happened. She 
shook her head and tried again.

“I’ll ask Eddie,” she said. “He’ll 
know.”

Eddie was the elevator operator. 
“No, I ain’t taken Mr. Lee down this 
morning,” he said. "He’s still in his 
apartment.”

“Get me a pass-key, sister.”
The girl at the switchboard frowned.
“I don’t know if I should. You may 

be a fly cop or—”
“Get me the key and save that 

comedy for your boy friends. Do you 
want a summons for obstructing the 
law? Move, honey!”

That brought her around. Key in 
hand. I stepped into Eddie’s cage and 
went up to the second floor. Paul 
Lee’s apartment was on the south side 
of the building, overlooking the 
gardens.

I opened the ,door and went in. 
Before I crossed the foyer and reached 
the living room I had that instinctive 
feeling something was not cooking, i 
but boiled dry. Lee, I had to assume 
it was Paul Lee, lay in the middle of 
the living room floor, his head crushed 
in!

He wore green silk pajamas, and 
when alive, he must have been a nice 
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looking guy. Cold, he wasn’t so good. 
Neither was the room. That resembled 
the remains of a hurricane.

Every drawer in a desk hung open. 
Papers, letters and other stuff were 
scattered all over the Chinese carpet. 
A closet had had a going over. The 
place looked like a public park after 
a Sunday of picnicking.

The killer must have come in from 
a broad balcony outside. The French 
doors were open, and I could see iron 
stairs leading down to the garden 
below.

I didn’t touch anything—the body, 
the papers or the bloodstained, brass 
poker that had been used to kill Lee. 
What I wanted was a telephone. I 
found two. One, the house phone 
connected with the switchboard 
below. The other was a private wire.

I got the chief and sprayed him with 
the killing. That done, I called the 
Department of Motor Vehicles. When 
the gray car had backed up to the blue 
coupe, I mentally had photographed 
its plates.

“The car’s registered in the name of 
Mrs. Orville Slater,” the clerk at the 
Bureau told me, after a long wait.

He gave me Mrs. Slater’s address. 
I’d hardly rung off before the phone 
buzzed again. I figured it was prob­
ably the chief. Instead, when I said 
“hello” a voice, spiced with a foreign 
accent said:

“Mr. Lee?”
“That’s right. Who’s this?”
“Lutz. We’ve been waiting for 

you.”
“Sorry, I’ve been delayed. Another 

thing, what was that address again?”
I must have said something that 

made Lutz suspicious. Abruptly, I 
heard a click and then Central’s voice 
chiming in with a “Numbah, puleeze.” 

“Lutz?” I thought out loud.
Who was he? Where’d he fit in? 

Things were happening so fast I had 
trouble keeping up with them. 
Mostly, I worried 1 about the good 
looking dame with the blue eyes, the 
cute nose and the brick-red mouth. I 
certainly had muffed that angle 
plenty.

A few minutes later Inspector 
McBurney and the M. E. nosed in. I 
handed out enough information to 
make conversation and ducked out.

Mrs. Slater happened to be in her



rooms at the midtown apartment-hotel ; 
where the gray car was registered 
from. She was middle-aged, well up­
holstered, and she wore false teeth 
and real diamonds.

Yes, the car was hers. No, she 
hadn’t used it that morning. She 
hadn’t been out in it for almost a 
week on account of her arthritis. 
Where did she keep it? At the River 
Street garage. Who drove it? Some­
body named Howard Brooks.

What did Brooks look like? Just an 
ordinary young man with brown hair 
and eyes, about six feet tall, twenty- 
five or six. Where did he live? She’d 
have to look the number up for me.

The quiz program ended, I hopped 
directly down to River Street. As I 
walked into the big garage on the 
corner the first thing I saw was the 
gray car! Its hood was still hot.

Around front, in an office as big as 
a telephone booth, a guy sorted bills. I 
Not the kind you spend—those you 
try and collect on.

“Who took Mrs. Slater’s car out 
this morning?’’

“Who wants to know?”
I shoved my badge in his face.
“I do. Chirp.”
“Brooks. Why? Anything wrong?”
I let it go at that and bought a ride
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in a taxi. The address Mrs. Slater had 
given me was at the extreme end of 
town. Settling back on the cab’s worn 
upholstery, I inhaled a couple of ciga­
rettes and tried to piece it together. 
But it didn’t make much sense.

Paul Lee had reported a stolen car. 
A swell looking doll, maybe his sister 
or wife, had been driving it. Three 
tough gunnies had muscled into the 
picture next. They’d made a prize 
monkey out of me, aired with the dame 
and then Lee turned up, dead as a her­
ring.

Finally, to make it even all around, 
somebody labeled Lutz had stuck in a 
phone call. It looked like one of those 
jig-saw puzzles with a lot of pieces 
missing.

I paid off the hackie and let him go. 
Brooks’ address matched a small 
bungalow, wedged in beside a whole 
row of similar dwellings. They were 
the kind that rent for thirty bucks a 
month. A lot of defense workers in 
the Bridgton factories lived in ’em. 
This one had a hunk of front lawn, a 
clothes line in the back and an ash pile 
on one side. It needed paint, too.

Nobody answered the bell for a few 
minutes. Finally, as I was about to 
turn away and go next door for infor­
mation, I heard the latch click. A 
sleepy-looking kid about sixteen 
stared out at me. He was scared, but 
tried not to show it.

“Don’t be nervous, sonny. I’m not 
the truant officer. I just want to see 
Howard Brooks for a minute or two.”

“He ain’t here no more.”
“Where did he go?” I pushed past 

the boy and walked in. There was no 
rug on the hall floor, but plenty of 
smell. Most of it was tobacco and 
liquor. “Where’ll I find him?”

The kid was on a spot. He looked 
from me to the rear of the hall. You 
could almost see his mind work.

“Wait in here.” He opened the door 
of the front room. “I’ll find out.”

THE room was a dusty, cheaply 
furnished parlor. I stepped into 
it, whirling around as I heard steps on 

the uncarpeted floor. The door the kid 
had pulled shut opened and two men 
came in.

They were very familiar. One was 
the Dead Pan who had leaned against 
the blue coupe, talking to Evelyn Lee. 



And the other was the same mug with 
a thin mustache I had clipped on the 
button a couple of seconds before I’d 
been knocked cold out there on Whip- 
pany Road!

“Johnny says you’re looking for 
Howard Brooks,” Dead Pan mur­
mured, lining me up with the nose of 
the blue-steeled gun in his mitt. 
"Sorry, Brooks is busy right now. 
Anything I can do?”

“I stopped around for information. 
Evei" since I met you this morning 
I’ve been sort of wondering about Miss 
Lee.”

“Worried?”
“Yeah.”
“Well, that’s too bad. I wouldn’t 

want to see any wrinkles in that ugly 
face of yours. Clean him, Joe.”

Warily, Joe stepped in and frisked 
me. He took my service gun and 
backed away hastily.

Dead Pan prodded me in the back. 
“Turn around and walk down the 
hall.”

Joe skipped on ahead and opened 
the door at the rear. The shades were 
down and the lights were on. The first 
thing I saw was Evelyn Lee tied to a 
chair. She looked as pretty as ever but 
agitated.

Her blue eyes were wide and her 
hair mussed up. She didn’t greet me 
because she had a gag in her mouth. 
And though her red lips couldn’t 
move, her eyes spoke volumes when 
Dead Pan urged me inside and shut 
the door.

Three other guys in the room looked 
me over curiously. I recognized one 
as the third occupant of the gray se­
dan. The other two I’d never seen be­
fore.

“There’s the rib, so you can cut out 
worrying,” Dead Pan went on in the 
same silky tone. “Stubborn dame. She 
won’t believe her brother’s dead. May­
be you've got some influence with her. 
How would you like to ask her some 
questions?”

“What kind of questions?”
Dead Pan smiled thinly. “Ask her 

what became of a certain envelope 1 
filled with plans and tracings. She’ll 
know what you mean.”

“Plans and tracings?”
“Copies of the blueprints of a cer­

tain gun-part the Hebble works up in
[Turn page] |
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Bridgton are starting to manufacture 
for the Government. Her brother had 
a good job up there and was double­
crossing his Uncle Sam and the com­
pany. We happen to know Lee had 
made arrangements to sell secrets to a 
party named Lutz.”

I looked at Evelyn. Her eyes were 
like two bonfires. She squirmed in her 
bonds, choked behind her gag.

“Naturally,” Dead Pan went on, “be­
ing patriotic citizens, we couldn’t 
stand by and see Lee get away with 
stuff like that. So—”

“So you decided you’d kill Lee, hi­
jack the plans and cash in on them 
yourselves. Lutz telephoned while I 
was up in Lee’s apartment a while 
ago. You’d better get in touch with 
him. He sounded upset.”

Dead Pan shoved me into a chair 
near a desk, and told Joe to keep an 
eye on me. My pal Joe fingered a 
knife this time—nice quiet little 
gadget. After he took care of me, 
Dead Pan went over to Evelyn, un­
tied her gag and threw it aside.

“For the last time, what did you do 
with that envelope? You’re a pretty 
fancy doll and I don’t like to get 
rough, but I’ve gone as far as I can. 
You’ll talk or I’ll burn it out of you!”

“You wouldn’t dare!” she cried 
brokenly.

“No?” Dead Pan spoke over his 
shoulder. “Get a candle, Howard. 
Light it. She doesn’t believe me. I’ll 
have to put on a demonstration.”

Evelyn’s eyes met mine—wide and 
horrified. I thought fast. The odds 
were five-to-one. A gun would have 
balanced things somewhat, but my pet 
peashooter was in Joe’s pocket and 
that didn’t help.

WHILE the wheels in my brain 
revolved, Brooks went to t h e 
desk and got a piece of candle. He lit 

it, blew out the match and handed the 
candle to Dead Pan.

Diagonally across from me, and a 
few feet from Evelyn’s chair, was a 
window. The cracked shade was 
down, but some light came in where it 
gaped on one side.

The bulge fascinated me. It sup­
plied a half-inch glimpse of the beau­
tiful world outside. I jerked my eyes 
away from the shade and what had 
begun to make an impression upon me, 



as Dead Pan walked up to Evelyn 
Lee.

“Slap that gag back in place!’’ he 
ordered curtly.

The others in the room began to 
obey. Joe’s interested gaze wandered 
from me to the chair. Joe didn’t want 
to miss a trick. He wanted to see 
everything that was happening. It 
was the psychological second you 
read about in books and see on the 
screen. I braced myself in the chair 
and lashed out with a foot.

My big shoe caught Joe in the pit of 
the stomach. I grabbed the knife out 
of his hand as he doubled up with 
pain, and I smashed a fist into his face. 
It was getting to be a habit with me. 
He fell backward against one of the 
others who was about to sling a mean 
black-jack, and knocked him flat for 
good.

I jumped for Dead Pan, and Howard 
Brooks fired at me from the other side 
of the room. But I beat the shot to 
Dead Pan. I got my left arm around 
his neck, hugger-mugger style, crack­
ing him on the crown with the knife 
handle. Then I grabbed his gun.

I used him as a shield for the lead 
Howard and the other gunman began 
to hurl. I was scared to death the girl 
was going to be a target. I covered 
her the best I could, firing back.

I got Brooks in the shoulder and 
felt Dead Pan twitch as he stopped a 
pair of slugs. He shouted something 
incoherent. I tossed him aside and 
fired twice at the party who was left I 
on his feet, fighting.

My shots went wild, but I jumped 
him and smacked him against the , 
plaster wall. The room was full of 
smoke and curses.

The guy I tangled with certainly 
knew how to brawl. He matched my 
best pokes with some expert belts of 
his own. He almost tore my ear off 
when I got one hand jammed against 
his windpipe. He used his knees, his j 
teeth. I knocked a few of them out, 
before I had him on the floor, rolled 
out flat like a rug.

Bouncing his head off the dirty 
boards took all the fight out of him. I 
was reaching to pick up his gun when 
Joe got to it first and lighted on me. 
Joe had gotten over his agony and was 
ready to begin again. His automatic 
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exploded with a bang so close to my 
left ear, it deafened me. I tried to 
shake him off before he could fire 
again.

I felt like Atlas with the world on 
my shoulders. It took a lot of strength 
to get up, to rise and hoist the cling­
ing Joe at the same time.

I had the feeling there were only 
minutes left for me to live, because 
Joe had the cold, blue-steel nose of the 
gun tucked in the hollow of my neck, 
below the place where my tie went un­
der my collar. It was a vulnerable 
spot. One shot, angled down, from 
there, meant good-by and good luck.

But something must have happened 
to the automatic, because nothing hap­
pened to me!

I lunged backward to the wall, with 
Joe the bumper between me and the 
plaster. The crash of our contact 
made the bungalow shake, and I had 
the fantastic impression it had shaken 
open the door, too. Anyway, the door 
did open and the men I’d noticed 
through the shade came in.

They were not my playmates from 
Headquarters. None of McBurney’s 
finest. These strangers were FBI boys 
who moved in and took over neatly, 
quickly and effectively.

Forty minutes later I borrowed a 
squad car—yes, the neighbors had 

I called the police—and rolled Evelyn 
Lee back to the better part of town.

America’s Best Dime's IT arth of 
Picture Entertainment

Now on Sale at All Stands



1
She was ^shen, but happy about one 
thing. \

“I was sure Paul had turned 
traitor! Yo'y see, I heard everything 
the other night when I was at the 
Westleigh. Hi- thought I was asleep 
when he talked^to Lutz.”

“You couldn’t know then your 
brother was purf 0SeIy bargaining with 
an enemy agent' to trap him?”

Evelyn shook'.her brown head.
“So when I learned Paul had the 

plans and tracings in an envelope and 
the envelope was jn the glove compart­
ment of the blue r:oupe, I had the bril­
liant idea of saving him from disgrace. 
I jumped into thi« car,and—well, you 
know what happened.”

I nodded, looked at her. She sure 
was attractive. Ev^n more so than she 
had been that morning, when I had 
first given her a gafider. I wanted to 
cheer her up, but I.didn’t know how. 
After all, I’m just h dumb detective 
with big feet, who loves to fight.

“They’ve got Lutz, they’ve got the 
guy who killed your brother, and the 
chapter’s ended. You’ll go home and 
get to bed. When you wake up you’ll 
feel a lot better. Then, sometime in 
the future, I’m going to give you a 
buzz on the phone and ask you a very 
important question.”

“What are you going to ask me?” 
Her blue eyes held mine.,

I grinned and patted her arm.
“I’m going to say, ‘How about a 

movie to-night, sister? Something 
with a lot of crime and excitement in 
it.’ What are you going to say?”

The red lips curved in a faint smile. 
“Call up and find out,” she answered.

WHAT ARE YOU GOING TO DO 
TO HELP WIN THIS WAR ?-

You’re & good American; 
yon want to do your part. 
Training which helps to 
thwart crime at home will 
help win against foreign 
foes. You’ll get such train­
ing through the I. A. S. 
course in Finger Printing 
and other Crime Detection 
Methods.

LEARN SCIENTIFIC CRIME DETECTION AT
For 26 years I. A. S. has been preparing ambitious — — _—
men to fill responsible positions in Identification RLM
Bureaus. Our graduates run over 43% of BS tLJ? IWl ■ 
the Nation's Identification Bureaus. "

y f _ Send now for “Blue Book of Crime’’ giving case 
■■ ■»■■■■■ histories of famous crimes and their solving by 
■ IB ■■■fcaB experts. Telia how you can become an expert, too. 
Ask for it today, stating age.
INSTITUTE OF APPLIED SCIENCE. Dept. 7963,1920 Sunnyside, CHICAGO

Free for Asthma
During Winter

IF you suffer with those terrible attacks of Asthma when it ig 
cold and damp; if raw, Wintry winds make you choke as if each 
gasp for breath was the very last; if restful sleep is impossible 
because of the struggle to breathe: if you feel the disease is 
slowly wearing your life away, don't fail to send at once to the 
Frontier Asthma Co. for a free trial of a remarkable method. No 
matter where you live or whether you have any faith in any remedy 
under the Sun, send for this free trial. If you have suffered for a 
lifetime and tried everything you could learn of without relief; even 
if you are utterly discouraged, do not abandon hope but send today 
for this free trial. It will cost you nothing. Address
Frontier Asthma Co. 280-K Frontier Bldg.
462 Niagara St. Buffalo, N. Y.

WORK FOR THE

can sink U-boats
*-------------

Wtd StitaWar SMwinqs Bonds {.Stamps

START
$1260 to $2100 YEAR 

THOUSANDS OF WAR SERVICE APPOINTMENTS 
NOW BEING MADE

MEN—WOMEN
Postoffice Clerks, Carriers
Railway Postal Clerks
Clerks '
Stenographers-Typists .

Franklin institute
Dept. W-255 

ROCHESTER, N. Y.

Many Other Jobs 
PxePA.BE 

IMMEDIATELY
Common Education 
Otten Sufficient

Mail
Coupon 
TODAY .

A
Gentlemen: Rush to me 

FREE of charge, list of U. S. 
Government big pay jobs. 

Send FREE 32-page book de-
scrying salaries, vacations, 

hours,’ W'prk. Tell me how to 
duality for 'One of these jobs.

Name

Address Age,

Ill

PxePA.BE


With God
Ail Things Are Possible!" Are you facing 
difficult Problems? Poor Health? Money 
Troubles? Love or Family Troubles? Are 
you Worried about some one dear to you? 
Do you ever get Lonely—Unhappy—Discour­
aged? Would you like to have more Happi­
ness, Success and “Good Fortune” in Life?

If you do have any of these Problems, or 
others like them, dear friend, then here is 
wonderful NEWS—NEWS of a remarkable 
NEW WAY OF PRAYER that is helping 
thousands of other men and women to glori­
ous NEW happiness and joy! Whether you 
have always believed in PRAYER or not, 
this remarkable NEW WAY may bring a 
whole NEW world of happiness and joy to 
you—and very, very quickly, too!

So don’t wait, dear friend, don’t let 
another minute go by! If you are troubled, 
worried or unhappy IN ANY WAY—we in­
vite you to clip this Message now and mail 
with 3d stamp for FULL INFORMATION 
about this remarkable NEW WAY OF 
PRAYER that is helping so many, many 
others and which may just as certainly and 
quickly help YOU!

You will surely bless this day—so please 
don’t delay! Just clip this Message now and 
mail with your name, address and 3d stamp 
to LIFE-STUDY FELLOWSHIP, Box 3503, 
Noroton, Conn. This wonderful NEW Mes­
sage of PRAYER and FAITH will be on 
the way to help you by return mail!

YCoSnGuEcK LODESTONE LIVE and STRONG 
Pair in Bag, $1

Draw things to YOU. Get "Your Key to Power," 25tf. Lucky Num­
bers, 35£. How to Read Minds, 25<j. 7 Keys to Power, $1. Incense 
Herb & Oil Magic, $1. Black Herman $1. Trinity Candles $1. 
Postage extra if C.O.D. Powders, Oils, Herbs, 50(j. Send for 
FREE Catalogue. M. MESSICK, B2I7, Camden, New Jersey.

STATEMENT OF THE OWNERSHIP, MANAGE­
MENT, CIRCULATION, ETC., REQUIRED BY THE 
ACTS OF CONGRESS OF AUGUST 24, 1912, AND 
MARCH 3, 1933, of Black Book Detective, published 
bi-monthly at Chicago, Illinois, for October 1, 1942. 
State of New York, County of New York, ss. Before 
me, a Notary Public in and for the State and County 
aforesaid, personally appeared H. L. Herbert, who, hav­
ing been duly sworn according to law, deposes and says 
that he is the Business Manager of Black Book De­
tective, and that the following is, to the best of his 
knowledge and belief, a true statement of the ownership, 
management, etc., of the aforesaid publication for the 
date shown in the above caption, required by the Act of 
August 24, 1912, as amended by the Act of March 3, 
1933, embodied in section 537, Postal Laws and Regula­
tions, printed on the reverse of this form, to wit: 1. 
That the names and addresses of the publisher, editor, 
managing editor, and business manager are: Publisher, 
Better Publications, Inc., 10 East 40th Street, New 
York, N. Y.; Editor, Harvey Burns, 10 East 40th Street, 
New York, N. Y. ; Managing Editor, none; Business 
Manager, H. L. Herbert, 10 East 40th Street, New 
York, N. Y. 2. That the owners are: Better Publica­
tions, Inc., 10 East 40th Street, New York, N. Y.; 
N. L. Pines, 10 East 40th Street, New York, N. Y. 
3. That the known bondholders, mortgagees and other 
security holders owning or holding 1 per cent or more 
of total amount of bonds, mortgages, or other securities 
are none. 4. That the two paragraphs next above, giv­
ing the names of the owners, stockholders, and security 
holders, if any, contain not only the list of stockhold­
ers and security holders as they appear upon the books 
of the company, but also, in cases where the stock­
holder or security holder appears upon the books of 
the company as trustee or in any other fiduciary re­
lation, the name of the person or corporation for whom 
such trustee is acting, is given; also that the said two 
paragraphs contain statements embracing affiant’s full 
knowledge and belief as to the circumstances and con­
ditions under which stockholders and security holders, 
who do not appear upon the books of the conwiahy as 
trustees, hold stock and securities in a can^city oC:at 
than that of a bona fide owner; and affiant has no 
reason to believe that any othfvr person, association, or 
corporation has any inTexr'est direct or indirect in the 
said stock, bonds or mother securities than as so stated 
by him. H. L. Hei/bert, Business Manager. Sworn to 
and subscribed bef/bre me this 9th day of October, 1942. 
Eugene 'Wechsler/ Notary Public. My commission ex­
pires March 30yl943.

OFF THE RECORD 
(Continued from pa^e 12) 

touch with me soon as I woi^j like to get 
the December issue with THfe SEVENTH 
COLUMN. Also please sefn(j me subscrip­
tion rates on the magazine for a year. Keep 
up the good work.

You’ll note that Pvt. Green says De­
cember, but actually THE SEV­
ENTH COLUMN appeared in Janu­
ary, since the magsLzine comes out 
every other month a.nd there was no 
December issue. Anyway, thanks for 
the kind words.

Here’s another soldier, Pvt. Edward 
P. Noonan and we aren’t going to tell 
you where he is, either. He says, after 
tossing a couple o£ compliments our 
way:

Where on God’s green earth are there 
any 50 MM machin* guns? And if there 
are, could they be ca.rried around in trunks? 
Now I’m not trying to be smart, but that’s 
too much to swallow. I’ve never heard of 
there being such gun, especially one that 
can be moved around so easily—and not 
one, but a “few” t Don’t get me wrong, 
your mag is O.K. as far as I’m concerned— 
keep up the goocl work—but what are you 
trying to do—confuse people? I wonder 
if you’d reply to me direct instead of in 
the magazine?

J U ST OUT!

NOW ON SALE 10c (AT ALL STAG'S



Well, Pvt. Noonan, I’d sure like to 
write you direct, but because of my 
limited time answering you here is 
about the only practical way to do it. 
Sorry, pal.

About your machine gun gripe—I’m 
no expert, nor at the moment in a po­
sition to make direct observation as 
you are—so I’m passing this right on 
to author Jones. It’s his baby any­
way. I understand that Tommy guns 
use a regular .45 pistol slug—maybe 
that’s what he meant. Anyway, we’ll 
see what he has to say about this, and 
report on it later.

We have space for one more, from 
Mrs. Charles Grimm of Los Angeles, 
who writes:

I have yet to read a dull Bat story, but 
I have a complaint. You don’t publish the 
Bat often enough. It seems like three 
months between issues. Please, couldn’t 
we have more of the Black Bat?

Well, now, Mrs. Grimm, we take 
that as a most sincere compliment. 
Wanting more of a thing is proof 
enough you enjoyed it!

Thanks, all of you, for your swell 
letters. Keep ’em coming. Just ad­
dress THE EDITOR, BLACK 
BOOK DETECTIVE, 10 East 40th 
Street, New York, N. Y.

And keep those dimes, quarters and 
dollars busy buying War Stamps and 
Bonds! So long until next issue.

—THE EDITOR.

NEXT ISSUE'S NOVEL

THE BLACK
BAT 
AT 
HIS 

SLEUTHING
BEST IN

CRPTflinS OF DEATH
By G. WAYMAN JONES

Here’s great news for anybody Interested in Electricity. NEW 
17th. edition of Applied Electricity brought right down to date 
with NEW Electrical subjects fully covered. 10 big Volumes and all shipped FREE for examination.

Beginners 
and Experts 

over 3000 pages 
-hundreds of 
illustrations — the 
most complete 
work of its kind 
we have ever pub­
lished. Dynamos, 
motors, power 
stations. Radios, 
television, every­
thing electrical 
explained so any­
one can under­
stand it* 

Amerlca^^cTnJcal

BIG FIELD! Big Demand! RiaDnu! Men who understand electricity OYi are urgently needed in thou- 
* sands of industries. Autos, air­planes. machine shops—practically every in­

dustry depends on electricity and men who know 
this subject make big money. Pleasant, fasci­
nating work, easy to learn and do; learn with 
these books. Send coupon for a set for FREE 
examination and see for yourself.

A year’s consulting privileges^] 
JI with our engineers now given II M fl UI 11 to all buyers of this famous If Il U W ^Cyclopedia of Electricity. J]

. AMERICAN TECHNICAL SOCIETY 
Vocational Publishers since 1898

Send for 10 days’ free use, 10 volume set of Applied Electricity. 
You also agree to send me a certificate entitling me to consulting priv­
ileges for one year. I will pay the delivery charges only on the books. 
If I wish I may return them in 10 days and owe you nothing, but if I 
keep them, I will send §2.00 after 10 days, then §3.00 a month until 
the total price of only §29.80 is paid.

j NAME..................................................................................................... ............
। ADDRESS............................................................................................................

i
CITY.......................................................................... STATE............................
Please attach letter stating age. occupation and name and address of 
employer and give at least one business man as reference.

Acid Indigestion
Relieved in 5 minutes or 
double your money back

When excess stomach acid causes painful, suffocating gas, sour 
stomach and heartbum, doctors usually prescribe the fastest-acting 
medicines known for symptomatic relief—medicines like those in 
Bell-ans Tablets. No laxative. Bell-ans brings comfort in a jiffy or 
double your money back on return of bottle to us. 25(1 everywhere.

HOSPITAL BILLSPA©
For Only a Few Pennies a Day

How would you like to have Hospital or Doctor 
bills paid for yourself or your family? Thousands 
will tell you the genuine Prudence Policy is fore­
most—it’s the most complete HOSPITAL AND 
SURGEON’S FEE INSURANCE offered. Liberal 
Policy pays up to $485.00 for Hospitalization. 
Covers SICKNESS or INJURY, many other lib­
eral benefits! WAR RISK included. Send for 
literature at once. No Agent will call. Write 
today! PRUDENCE, Pioneers of Hospitalization 
Insurance, 1710 Old Colony Bldg,, Chicago, HL

SONG POEMS WANTED
TO BE SET TO MUSIC 

Free Examination. Send Your Poem, to 
J. CHAS. McNEIL, MASTER OF MUSIC 

SIO TF So. Alexandria Eos Angeles. Calif.

FALSE TEETH^^Cls
60 DAYS’ TRIAL 

TEST THEM 
EXAMINE THEM

We make FALSE TEETH for you BY MAIL from 
your mouth-impression! Money-Bads GUARANTEE 
of Satisfaction. FREE impression ma- Irnrrl 
terial, directions. Booklet of New JrnEtj 
Styles and Information. Write today to I— 1

SEND 
NO 

MONEY
PARKER DENTAL LAB.. 127 N. Dearborn St., Dept. I7R, Chicago, III,



MB THIS VALUABLE NEW BOOK1 
jy “Mathematics —
gK you simplified instruction in every 
BV phase of figuring ALL types of 
K work, PLUS a DeLuxe Pro-

fessional 10 inch SLIDE RULE.
Kg ^^gagg SlM gg . Saves time, simplifies calculate
gg Kg ^K lngr’ fractions, estimating, percentage,

f " decimals, costs, ratios, etc. Complete
Instructions for using a Slide Rule.

BOTH FREE—with 
this offer,

AMAZING NEW INVENTION
MAKES BLUEPRINT READING EASY AS SEEING A MOVIE 
LEARN AT HOMS — EASILY, QUICKLY — IN SPARE TIME

if you want
A BETTER JOB and BIGGER PAY

‘Thru New ---------
SHADOWGRAPH Method^^^^Mi
—You Read Blueprints the First Day

BLUEPRINT READING
Thousands of Men Wanted At Once!

Better Jobs — Bigger Pay are waiting for men who can READ BLUEPRINTS. Here, at last, 
18 a new Quick and easy shortcut way to learn Blueprint Reading at Home in an amazingly 
short time — at an unbelievably low cost. Thia sensational "Shadowgraph" Method of Blue­
print Beading was created by Nationally Famous Experts — skilled in teaching technical 
subjects to men without previous technicrl education. They have eliminated all complicated 
details, they explain all technical words in simple language. ConUiM everything you need 
to know about Reading Blueprints — no matter what 
kind of work you do.

ATX

FREE EXAMINATION

paoPOt-T 
BURNS

K\
NOW ANYONE CAN READ BLUEPRINTS
Everything about Blueprint Reading is put right at your 
finger-tips! Simple as A, B, C. No need to attend an 
expensive trade or technical school. No previous techni­
cal or special education is needed. Here’: a speedy Blue­
print Reading Course for all trades that i< ABSOLUTELY 
different. No dry textbooks — you learn by seeing and 
doing — and you READ BLUEPRINTS from the very 
FIRST DAY. With thia amazing new method .— a few

MEN of ALL AGES 
and ALL TRADES 

if you are a
Mechanic, Student. Welder, Car­
penter. Plumber. Shipbuilder, 
Machinist, Sheet Metal Worker. 
Tool Maker. Electrician, Steel 
Worker. Aviation Mechanic, eto. 

you must know
Blueprint Reading 

to win promotion 
and bigger pay

\ BLUEPRINT
H nrinlKftREADING V

minutes a day is all you need to read Blueprints 
on sight. Thia simplified, spare-time. Hon e Study 
Course meets all Blueprint Requirements for Civil 
Service and National Defense Jobs.

QUALIFY QUICKLY 
FOR A BIG PAY JOB

Here is really big news for you — if you have 
a job. or if you want a job in any b-anch of 
aviation, shipbuilding, sheet metal wof;, weld­
ing, electricity, machine tooling, plumbing, car­
pentry, radio, building automotive and Diesel

CREATED BY 
NOTED EXPERTS t 
R. V. WALSH. B.A., 
Professor, Columbia U., 
1919-1935; F. A. RAP- 
POUT. B.S., C.E.. Prof.. 
School of Tech.. City Col­
lege. N.Y. : F. E. BURNS, 
B.S.. M.E.. Prof., New­
ark Col. of Engineering.

Engineering, or any other of the mechanical, con­
struction or DEFENSE INDUSTRIES — 1 he AUS- ......
TIN TECH. "Shadowgraph" Method CAb HELP YOU QUALIFY for a BETTER 
JOB AND BIGGER PAY in an amazingly short time. This marvelous home- 
Btudy method is so easy — it enables even a schoolboy to learn Blueprint Reading 
from the first day!

This 24-VoIume Blueprint Retdlnu Course Is packed in » specially con- 
structed bookcase, which in itself is a unique "Working Model designed 
to enable you to read Blueprints from the first day. The Course contains

” over 600 Actual Blueprints—Chart: —Tables—Diagrams—Signs—Symbols W 
and other Instructive Pictures that help you to read Blueprints practically 
on sight.

EVERYTHING IS SENT TO YOU AT ONCE!
The complete 24-Volume Blueprint Read ng Course Is sent to you together with 
ths specially constructed “Working Model" Bookcase. You also get FREE—'“Mathe­
matics Made Easy” and Professional Slide Rule. Everything Is sent In one ship­
ment ACT TODAY—DUE TO RISING PRICES FREE GIFT OFFER IS LIMITED.

AUSTIN TECHNICAL PUBLISHERS
275 7th Avenue, Div. SM-3, New York, N. Y.

Canadian and Foreign orders accepted, Full amount must accompany order.

J AUSTIN TECHNICAL PUBLISHERS B 
■ 275 7th Ave., Div. SM-3, New York, N. V. * 
S Send me on FREE APPROVAL your com- ■ 
“ plots 24-Volume Blueprint Readins Course ■ 
= with special ''Working Model" Bookcase I ■ 
S era to get FREE "Mathematics Made Easy" ■ 
2 and Professional Slide Bule. I will pay post- ■ 
■ man $1.95. plus postage and C. O. D. charges S 
■ on arrival. If I return everything within 5 B 
■ ■ FQu 11-6 to refund my money in full. ** 
■I Otherwise I will remit $2 monthly for S 
■ 5 ™onths a final payment of $1 for the ■ 
■ 4th month until the total price of $8.95 is ■ 
gp paid. (10% discount if full payment aocom- S 
H panies order—same refund guarantee.) 5

Name................................................................ •
* Address................................................................. * ®

9 City........
W Reference 

• Address..

.State.

■ NOTE: If you enclose $1.95 with coupon— S
■ we will pay all postage charges. Every cent ■

P" refunded if not satisfied. ■SEND NO MONEY



C4RP0O5
LET THIS AUDEL SET

k SOLVE YOUR
KNOW your job and you’ll never be without 

one. The man who takes pride in his per- 
r sonal skill is the man that is always in 
|\ demand. The skilled carpenter’s work is the 

easiest because he knows the practical short cuts 
% and modem methods. His pay is higher be- 

cause he does more and better work with less 
X effort. AwdeZ’s Carpenters’ & Builders’ Guides 

gives you a Helping Hand into the Master 
I Class. AcompleteCarpenter’s andBuilder’s 
[ Course for study and ready reference.
I Helping Hand Is Extended to You

4 Carpenters everywhere are using AUDEL’S 
I CARPENTERS' & BUILDERS’ GUIDES as 
| a helping hand to easier work, better work and 
1. better pay. To get this assistance for yourself 

you need only use the coupon below without 
I risk. Find out for yourself whether they will 
I be a valuable daily assistant in your work. 
I If you find that the hundreds of charts, tables, 

r rxi diagrams, specifications and instructions will 
p help you. keep the books, sending Sia month for 6 months.

PROBLEMS

Strong, flexible covers—easy to carry in the pocket. Clear white 
paper. A handsome set of practical, helpful books that every carpen­

ter will be proud to own.

HANDY POCKET SIZE GUIDES
BIG TYPE-EASY TO READ AND LEARN

Use This

Condensed Contents of 
Audel’s New Guides

Guide No. 1—431 Pages
1200 ILLUSTRATIONS

Use of tools, different woods, nails 
and screws, filing saws, chalk line, 
plumb and level, rules and scales, 
mitre boxes, steel square, laying- 
out work, joints and Joinery, how to 
build work bench and furniture.

Guide No. 2—455 Pages
400 ILLUSTRATIONS

Carpenters’ Arithmetic, how to 
build houses, barns, garages, oun- 
galows: reading plans, drawing up 
specifications, estimating cost, pro­
portioning beams, estimating 
strength of timbers, mensuration, 
geometry, trigonometry.

Guide No. 3 — 255 Pages
400 ILLUSTRATIONS

Excavating foundations, bow to 
build concrete forms, framinghouses, 
setting girders and sills, framing 
joists, well holes, how to latb, types 
of roofs, tangents, skylights, and 
scaffolding and hoisting.

Guide No. 4 — 448 Pages
400 ILLUSTRATIONS

Shingling, how to lay roofs, hang 
doors, frame windows: building 
stairs: cornice work, exterior and in­
terior trim. laying floors, putting on 
siding, painting, and first aid to the 
Injured.

Free Coupon Now^

I Audels | 
CarpenteB

ANO
Builders

Guiue

Audels 
Carpenters 

AMO 
Busldess 
Guioe 

2

Audels 
Car pesto*

BlflLCERS
Qhde

1 uaniturE’

builders 
MATHlMAHCS

PLANS 
SPfClFlCAD.O’tt 

Estimates

HOUSE 
ANO

framing 
t-AYiNGOU* 
fQVNDATC-W5

Ge'°" 
A

Take this step now into the Skillet 
Carpenter Class. Don’t keep on doinj 
hard or unnecessary work that you don’t hav< 
to do. Learn the short cuts and easier moderi 
methods. Be a Master Worker. Let thesi 
Practical Guides give you a helping hand intx 
the class where you belong.

■ _______ THEO. AUDEL & CO.
49 W. 23rd St, New York City

I Please submit me for approval and fre 
I examination: AUDEL’S CARPENTERS AND BUILDERS’ GUIDES. Ship a 

— ------------------ once, prepaid, the 4 numbers. If satlsfac
■ tory I agree to send you SI within five days and to fur 
■ ther mail you SI monthly until S6 Is paid.

FREE 
EXAMINATION 

coupon

Name

Address

B Occupation

■ Employed by. PAL



save STEEL 
FORME 

CASH for you.
UP TO 910.00 PER YEAR

LOOK 
For THIS 
DISPLAY/* 
atYO^ 

DEALER’S
TODAY!

Mail SPEE-D-HONE to the boys in serv- 
ice. They'll appreciate one. Use at least a 

halj dozen for this purpose. Specially carded for 
easy mailing.
FOR VICTORY BUY WAR BONDS AND STAMPS!

Only 
IOC 

Each 
at Your 
Dealer’s

Speed-Hone 
keeps your blade keen!

50 to 100
SUCCESSIVE 
SHAVES ON 
ONE BLADE!

You’ll want SPEE-D-HONE the moment you see it and 
try it... not because it costs so little . . . only 10c . . 
but because it enables you to enjoy dozens of clean, 
comfortable quick shaves from one razor blade.

Yes, SPEE-D-HONE is small, compact, easy to carry, 
mail and use. Takes only a few seconds before every 
shave to keep that razor blade in first-class condition.

Men tell us they’ve had as many as 50, 75 and 100 
clean, cool shaves from one blade. That’s ECONOMY 
for you . . . saves finest cutlery STEEL for war effort.

And don’t overlook the women, either. Tell your 
wife or sweetheart about SPEE-D-HONE. She’ll'know 
why. . . and want one right away.

Simple, complete instructions for use on every 
SPEE-D-HONE. But the important thing is to get 
SPEE-D-HONE from your dealer now. Only 10c for 
months of the best shaving you’ve ever had.

If your dealer can’t supply you, send 10c together with 3c, 
to cover postage and handling, for each SPEE-D-HONE 
desired (offer expires June 30, 1943) to Department TG

CURTISS CANDY CO. (distr.), CHICAGO, ILL.


