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ONE MORE ETER-—'
ANP ETERNITY' ®

A true experience oj LYLE EMMONS, Kildare, Sew York

"THE WIND HOWLED 

and the darkness 
seemed to increase as 
I arrived at the quar 
ry, where I was to do 
a welding 
big steam 
writes Mr. 
"The rain 

job on a 
shovel 
Emmons 
streamed

down in slanting tor 
rents.

mo 9'0

"IN THAT DRIVING 

STORM 1 had to move 
slowly about, walk­
ing with my back to 
the wind and tug­
ging at my heavy 
gear. Then suddenly 
I had a horrible.sick- 
ening sensation of 
danger.

"I GRABBED MY FLASHLIGHT and swung it behind me. I peered straight down 
a 90 foot drop to a pile of jagged rocks! You can tell the world that I was 
thankful for my flashlight and its dependable 'Eveready' jresb DATED batteries.
I’ll never be without them!

Ibe word "Eteready" is a registered trade-mark 
oj National Carbon Co., Inc.

EXTRA. 
LONG Llf‘ 
BATTfif’’

(Signed)
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FREE 
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“MILLIONS FOR DEFENSE’...
Means Thousands of New Good-Pay Jobs!
Our tremendous defense program is 
now getting under way. What is more 
important to this program than the 
giant force of Electricity? Electricity 
is the mighty power that makes it 
possible to carry on the program our 
government and industry has ahead. 
This means thousands of jobs for Elec­
trically-trained men.

Get Ready Now for Your 
Place in Electricity!

Start training now—at my school— 
where you can get your training 
quickly with a very small outlay 
of money!

Get Training First. . . 
Pay Tuition Later

Get your training first . . . then 
pay for it in 12 monthly payments 
starting 60 days after your regular 
12 weeks’ training period.

Earn While Learning
If you need part-time work to help 
you through my school, my employ­
ment department will help you get it.

COYNE ELECTRICAL SCHOOL DepLSO-M? CHICAGO 

-------- MAIL THE COUPON NOW---------
H. C. LEWIS. President, COYNE ELECTRICAL SCHOOL, 
500 S. Paulina Street, Dept. 80-84, Chicago, Ill. 

I'm really in earnest. I do want to get ahead. Send your big free catalog 
with full particulars about Coyne training and your plans to help a fellow, who

First you are told and shown what to do 
and how to do it. Then you do it yourself.

Learn by Doing:
In my Shops, you learn the quicker, 
easier way ... by doing! You work 
on real electrical machinery, under 
guidance of expert instructors at every 
step. Coyne training is practical train­
ing .. . and easy to grasp.

4 Weeks’ Radio Course* 
No Extra Tuition Charge!

After 12 weeks’ training in Electricity, 
you can take my 4 weeks’ Radio course 
at no extra tuition charge!
Graduate Employment Service 
My lifetime free employment serv­
ice has helped hundreds of graduates 
locate important opportunities in the 
fascinating Electrical field. Find out 
now how to make one of these 
opportunities yours!

Get My Story!
Coyne training is for any fellow who 
wants to get ahead ... even though 
he may have very little ready 
money. Fill in the coupon today, 
for my big FREE Book, with facts 
and pictures on the great Coyne 
Shops in Chicago.
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YES- IM CONVINCED
THAT I CAN MAKE GOOD 
MONEY IN RADIO. 
t'M GOING TO START 
TRAINING FOR RADIO
RIGHT NOW.

me.
I'M NOT GOING TO WASTE
MY TIME, SUCCESS IS

JUST A MATTER OP 
LUCK ANO / WASN'T

BORN LUCKY. .

BUI'S A SA? TO WASTE yll I
UIS TIME STUDYING Li

RAP 10 AT HOME Jij

;i I ’’ jL , f SAME OLD GRIND 
,»JiJ£Jt*“^^$AME SKINNY PAY
ss sSiAijaraK envelope-* i'm 
W«iW¥rjr Jwr where i 
Qf ] JKj/ WAS FIVE YEARS

ASO

6l>M I'M A 
FAILURE .

LOOKS LIKE 
('LL NEVER.

6H ANYWHERE

? YOULL ALWAYS BE 

A failure, tom.
UNLESS YOU DO WME’ 
THING ABOUT IT.

WITHIN* ANP WAITING 
WON'T GET YOU 

ANYWHERE .

I will Train You at Home in Spare Time 
fora GOOD JOB IN RADIO

J- E- SMITH. President 
fi \aflBaS^ National Radio Institute 
W Established 25 years.

If you can’t see a future in your present job, 
feel you'll never make much more money, if 
you’re in a seasonal field, subject to lay offs, 
IT’S TIME NOW to Investigate Radio. 
Trained Radio Technicians make good money, 
and you don’t have to give up your present 
job or leave home to learn Radio. I train you 
at home nights in your spare time.

Why Many Radio Techni­
cians Make $30, $40, 

$50 a Week
Radio broadcasting stations employ opera­
tors, technicans. Radio manufacturers em­
ploy testers, inspectors, servicemen in good­
pay jobs. Radio jobbers, dealers, employ in­
stallation and servicemen. Many Radio Tech­
nicians open their own Radio sales and 
repair businesses and make $30, $40. $50 a 
week. Others hold their regular jobs and 
make $5 to $10 a week fixing Radios in 
spare time. Automobile, Police, Aviation, 
Commercial Radio; Loudspeaker Systems 
Electronic Devices are other fields offering 
opportunities for which N. B. I. gives the 
required knowledge of Radio. Television 
promises to open good jobs soon.

Many Make $5 to $10 a 
Week Extra in Spare Time 

While Learning
The day you enroll. I start sending you Extra 
Money Job Sheets—start showing you how to 
do Radio repair jobs. Throughout your

Course I send plans and directions which 
have helped many make $5 to $10 in spare 
time while learning. I send special Radio 
equipment to conduct experiments and build 
circuits. This 50-50 training method makes 
learning at home interesting, fascinating, 
practical. YOU ALSO GET A MODERN, 
PROFESSIONAL ALL-WAVE. ALL-PUB­
POSE SET SERVICING INSTRUMENT to 
help you make money fixing Radios while 
learning and equip you for full time work 
after you graduate.

Find Out What Radio,, 
Television Offer You

Act Today! Mall the coupon for my 64-page 
book. “Rich Rewards in Radio.” It points 
out Radio's spare time and full time oppor­
tunities and thoee coming in Television; 
tells about my Course in Radio and Tele­
vision ; shows more than 100 letters from men

I have trained, telling what they are doing 
and earning. Read my money back agree­
ment. MAIL COUPON in an envelope or 
paste on a penny postcard—NOW!

J. E. SMITH, President 
Dept. OM09. 

National Radio Institute 
Washington, D. C.

ITS NOT TOO LATE, 
TAKE MY TIP ANO MAIL.

that coupon to
. N.R.I, TONIGHT

a J. E. SMITH. President, Dept OM09
J National Radio Institute. Washinpton, 0. C.
! Mall me FREE, without obligation, your M-gwe book. “Ricb
■ Rewards in Radio.” (No salesman will calk Write plainly.)

Aga........................

■ Name.

■ Address.

J City. State.



Over 700,000 People
have studied music this easy way

YES, over seven hundred thou­
sand delighted men and women 
all over the world have studied 

music this quick, easy way.
Seven hundred thousand—what 

a gigantic orchestra they would 
make! Some are playing on the 
stage, others in orchestras, apd 
many thousands are daily enjoying 
the pleasure and popularity of be­
ing able to play some instrument.

Surely this is convincing proof of 
the success of the new, modern 
method perfected by the U. S. School 
of Music! And what these people have 
done, YOU, too, can do!

Many of these 700,000 students 
didn’t know one note from another— 
others had never touched an instru­
ment—yet in an amazingly short time 
they learned to play their favorite ip-

surprised Friends
I want to say that 
my friends are greatly 
surprised at the dif­
ferent pieces I can 
already play. I am 
very happy to have 
chosen your method 
of learning.
*B. F.» Bronx, N. Y.

Learned Quickly at Home
I didn’t dream I could 
actuaiy learn to play 
without a teacher. Now 
when I play for people 
they hardly believe that 
I learned to play so well 
in so short a time.

»H. C. 8., Calif.

strument. Best of all, they found 
learning music amazingly easy. No 
old time drudgery—no expensive 
teachers. This simplified method made 
learning music as easy as A-B-C!

No Special Talent Required
It is like a fascinating game. From 

the start you are learning real tunes, 
by note. You simply can’t go wrong, 
for every step, from beginning to end, 
is right before your eyes in print and 
picture. First you are told how to do a 
thing, then a picture shows you how, 
then you do it yourself and hear it. 
And almost before you know it, you 
are playing many of your favorite 
pieces—jazz, ballads, classics. No pri­
vate teacher could make it clearer. 
Little theory—plenty of accomplish­
ment. That’s why students of the U. S. 
School of Music get ahead so fast!

You don’t need any special “talent.” 
Many of our students who have al­
ready become accomplished players 
never dreamed they possessed musical 
ability. They only wanted to play some 
instrument—just like you—and they 
found they could soon learn how this 
easy way. Just a little of your spare 
time each day is needed—and you en­
joy every minute of it. The cost is 
surprisingly low—averaging only a

few cents a day—for whatever instru­
ment you choose. There are no extras. 
And remember you are studying right 
in your own home—without paying 
big fees to private teachers.

Don’t miss any more good times, 
learn how to play your favorite in­
strument and surprise all your 
friends! Change from a wallflower to 
the center of attraction. Music is the 
best thing to offer at a party—musi­
cians are invited everywhere. Enjoy 
the popularity you have been missing. 
Get your snare of the musician’s 
pleasure and profit! Start Now!

How to Be Popular
If you are in earnest about wanting 

to join the crowd of entertainers and 
be a “big hit” at any party—if you 
really do want to play your favorite 
instrument, to become a performer 
whose services will be in demand— 
fill out and mail the convenient coupon 
asking for our Free Booklet and Print 
and Picture Sample which explains 
our wonderful method fully and shows 
you how easily and quickly you can 
learn to play at little expense. In­
struments supplied when needed, cash 
or credit. U. S. School of Music, 29411 
Brunswick Bldg., New York City. 
Forty-second Year (Established 1898 J

FREE BOOKLET EXPLAINS EVERYTHING
I
I

U. S. SCHOOL OF MUSIC
29411 Brunswick Bldfl., New York City, N. Y.
I am interested in music, particularly in 
me your free illustrated booklet, "How

Plays on Radio
I am happy to tell 
you that for four 
weeks I have been on 
the air over our local 
radio station. So 
thanks to your insti­
tution for such a 
wonderful course.
♦W. H. 8., Alabama.

II
I I

Print and Picture Sample.
PIANO
VIOLIN
GUITAR 
ACCORDION 
SAXOPHONE 
CELLO
HAWAIIAN GUITAR

BANJO 
MANDOLIN 
UKULELE 
CORNET 
TRUMPET 
HARP 
CLARINET

Name,

the instrument indicated below. Please send 
to Learn Music at Home" and your free

TROMBONE 
FLUTE 
PICCOLO 
ORGAN 
DRUMS AND TRAPS 
MODERN ELEMENTARY HARMONY 
VOICE CULTURE

Have You 
.This Instrument?,

★Actual pupil*8 name on request. 
Pictures by professional models.

I
। Address

I Qty ..............................  State..,.,.,...............
□ Check here if under 16 years of age.



“THE BOSSDIDN’T EVENKNOWMY NAME”
“He said he remembered seeing me around, 
but he didn’t even know my name until the 
I. C. S. wrote him that William Harris had 
enrolled for a course of home study and was 
doing fine work.

“ ‘Who’s William Harris?’ he asked. 
Then he looked me up. Told me he was glad 
to see I was ambitious. Said he’d keep his 
eye on me.

“He did too. Gave me my chance when 
Frank Jordan was sent out on the road. I 
was promoted over oldermen who had been 
with the firm for years.

“My spare-time studying helped me to 
get that job and to keep it after I got it. It 

certainly was a lucky day for me when I 
signed that I. C. S. coupon.”

• • •
One reason employers recognize the value 
of I. 0. S. training is that many of them are 
former I. C. S. students. They recognize 
that “today’s I. C. S. students are tomor­
row’s leaders.”

In the 49 years since these Schools were 
founded, more than $5,000,000 has been 
spent in preparing and revising texts. A per­
sonal, individual method of instruction has 
been developed. Isn’t it better to get the 
facts now — than to wait five years and 
wish you had?

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS
BOX 3970-P, SCRANTON, PENNA.

Without cost or obligation, please send me a copy of your booklet, “Who Wins and 
Why,” and full particulars about the course before which I have marked X:

□ Agriculture □ Air Brake
□ Air Conditioning
□ Architectural Drafting
□ Architecture
□ Auto Engine Tune-up

BAuto Technician
Aviation □ Boilermaking

□ Bridge Engineering
□ Building Estimating
□ Chemistry
□ Civil Engineering
□ Coal Mining
□ Concrete Engineering

‘O Contracting and Building

’□ Accounting □ Advertising
□ Bookkeeping
□ Business Correspondence
□ Business Management
□ Cartooning □ Civil Service

TECHNICAL AND
□ Cotton Manufacturing
□ Dieeel Engines

g Electrical Drafting 
Electrical Engineering

□ Electric Lighting
□ Fire Bosses

§ Foundry Practice
Fruit Growing □ Heating

□ Heat Treatment of Metals
□ Highway Engineering
□ House Planning
□ Locomotive Engineer
□ Machinist
□ Management of Inventions

INDUSTRIAL COURSES
□ Manufacture of Pulp Paper
□ Marine Engines
□ Mechanical Drafting
□ Mechanical Engineering
□ Mine Foreman
□ Navigation
□ Patternmaking
□ Pharmacy □ Plumbing
□ Poultry Farming
□ Practical Telephony
□ Public Works Engineering
□ Radio, General
□ Radio Operating
□ Radio Servicing

□ College Preparatory
□ Commercial
□ Cost Accounting
□ C. P. Accounting
□ First Year College

BUSINESS COURSES
□ Foremanship

S French □ Grade School 
High School □ Illustrating

□ lettering Show Cards
□ Managing Men at Work

□ Advanced Dressmaking
□ Foods and Cookery

HOME ECONOMICS COURSES

□ R. R. Section Foreman
□ R. R. Signalmen's □ Refrigeration
□ Sanitary Engineering
□ Sheet Metal Work
□ Steam Electric □ Steam Engines
□ Steam Fitting
□ Structural Drafting

§ Structural Engineering
Surveying and Mapping

□ Telegraph Engineering
□ Textile Designing
□ Toolmaking
□ Welding. Electric and Gas
O Woolen Manufacturing

□ Railway Postal Clerk
□ Salesmanship □ Secretarial
□ Service Station Salesmanship
□ Sign Lettering □ Spanish
□ Traffic Management

□ Home Dressmaking □
□ Professional Dressmaking and Designing

Tea Room and Cafeteria 
Management, Catering

Name........................  ............................. ....................Age..............Address................................ ••........................................ —
City............................................................................State.................................  Present Position.......................................................

Canadian reaidents send coupon to International Correspondence Schools Canadian, Limited, Montreal, Canada 
British residents send coupon to I. C. B., 71 Kingston^, London, W. C. 2, England



OFF THE RECORD
A DEPARTMENT FOR READERS

TREASURES as old as the an­
cient walls of China, rare objects 
of a race of people whose civiliza­

tion dated back far beyond the Chris­
tian era! Handed down from one gen­
eration to another, gifts that had been 
the legacy of the honorable ancestors 
of Mandarin and coolie alike—but now 
they were to be sold. . . .

Across the country galloped the four 
grim horsemen, War, Pestilence, Fam­
ine and Death, for the Chinese were 
battling against hoards of invaders 
who sought to take from them all that 
they held precious. There was need 
for money—and those rare art objects 
would bring a good price in America.

What did it matter now if here was 
a bit of carved jade that the poet Lai 
Po once had loved, here a teakwood 
box in which an ancient Chinese prin­
cess once had kept the things that 
brought her tender memories? It was 
treasure that would buy more guns, 
more food for desperate fighting men.

Shadows of Evil
Treasure! Ever it had brought the 

sinister forces within mankind to the 
surface. It made men kill as they 
found themselves dominated by lust 
and greed. So it was that Tony Quinn 
found the shadows of evil hanging over 
the city of New York, for there were 
men who wanted the treasure and who 
would not stop at murder.

They did not know that another 
shadow stalked them, for the Black 
Bat was on their trail. The Black Bat, 
that mysterious figure clad in sable- 
hued garments that made him seem 
like some strange and huge dark bird 
out of a fantastic dream. The Black 
Bat, nemesis of crimedom!

No one knew that the man who had 
been the district attorney still fought 
for the people in his own way. How 
could a blind man combat crime? There 
were but a few of Tony Quinn’s close 
friends who even suspected the answer 
to that riddle—and they had been

pledged to everlasting silence.
But the Black Bat knew—and in 

knowing he saw many things that were 
invisible to others. It was this, and 
his audacity and courage, that made 
him ever dangerous to those forces of 
evil that sought to battle against him.

The Black Bat in Action!
His aid was needed to combat those 

who planned to use the Chinese treas­
ure for their own selfish needs—to use 
it in weaving a web of evil around those 
whom they hated. The breath of a 
great mythical beast seemed to come 
alive—for the city faced the yawning 
mouth of a wave of crime.

It was up to Tony Quinn to go into 
action, and how he did so forms the 
basis of the pulsating book-length 
novel in the next issue—THE BLACK 
BAT’S DRAGON TRAIL. Here is 
action and adventure and the grim and 
ghastly face of Murder! A thrilling 
and exciting yarn from start to finish— 
a veritable epic of the war on crime.

THE BLACK BAT’S DRAGON 
TRAIL is a mystery that will hold you 
spellbound from start to finish. It’s 
one of the best of the novels G. Way- 
man Jones has written—which is say­
ing plenty! And remember, in addi­
tion to this masterpiece of crime fic­
tion, the next issue will also contain 
other exciting stories. A gala number!

Write the Editor
Come one, come all, keep those 

letters and postcards streaming in! 
We want your opinions, suggestions, 
comments, criticisms. The more 
letters, the better the magazine— 
so do your part! Address communica­
tions to The Editor, BLACK BOOK 
DETECTIVE MAGAZINE, 22 West 
48th Street, New York, N. Y. Many 
correspondents have suggested that we 
inaugurate a club for the readers of 
this magazine. What do you think of 
the idea?

So long. See you all next issue!
—THE EDITOR.



How Big Is YOUR PAY-CHECK?
If you earn under $3,000, 
Higher Accountancy may 
be the answer for you
qpHE size of my pay-check? What business is it 

I of yours?” Perhaps that’s the first reply that 
comes to your mind.

But—stop a moment. It really is our business—to 
help men just like you. In fact, it’s been our business 
here at LaSalle for 30 years.

If your pay-check isn’t all that you’d like it to be, 
why not consider accountancy? Why not become 
a member of this well-paid and respected field? 
Why not, in short, prepare yourself to earn real 
money—insure a good home for your family—a new 
car—an education for the growing youngsters—a 
bank account for a rainy day . .. these and many 
more of the precious things in life?

Maybe you’re one of those ever hoping for "breaks” 
that will give you a higher standard of living. Yet 
that’s precisely what most of 30,000,000 other em­
ployees in this country are doing.

Not all of them, of course. Here and there you 
find ambitious men who aren’t depending on luck 
to carry them ahead. They’re following a tested 
path to increased earnings—leaving nothing to mere 
chance. They’re training themselves for better jobs 
—every week spending a few hours in serious but 
interesting study at home.

Some day, as expert bookkeepers and later as 
accountants, these determined men will have stand­
ing and a considerably larger income—in a profes­
sion that pays and pays well.

Why don’t you do as they are doing—take ad­
vantage of LaSalle training? Even though you do 
not know the fundamentals of bookkeeping now— 
you nevertheless may have an excellent opportunity 
to master accountancy. Many others have done it.

Perhaps you’re asking yourself, “But don’t these 
others possess natural ability that I lack? Don’t I 
need a special talent for all this?”

Ask rather, “If I do my part, won’t / get results, 
too?”

You will! For all it takes is in­
telligence, serious study and work 
—not genius. Under the LaSalle 
system you solve problems by sim­
ple steps... from day to day, as 
an expert accountant does. You 
use the same basic principles. And 
when these problems become diffi­
cult and puzzle you, you get counsel 
that could be matched only through 
personal coaching by a battery of 
experts in a big accounting house.

In a comparatively short time, 
you train yourself in Elements of 
Accounting, Principles of Account-

Cost Accounting, Business Law, 
and Finance. The train­

intensive all the way—takes you 
ngnt into C.P.A. coaching if you desire.

Later, when you’re an accountant, it may be 
possible to go into business for yourself as a public 
accountant and be independent. Or, if you choose to 
work for someone else as an executive accountant, it 
well may be for a salary several times that which 
you draw now.

Write for this FREE hook
If you’re tired of pinching pennies, investigate ac­
countancy and LaSalle training. There isn’t a faster, 
less expensive or more convenient method to master 
accountancy. Fill in the coupon and mail. We'll 
send you our 64-page book, “Accountancy, The 
Profession That Pays.”

Then, when you read all the facts, you yourself will 
be able to judge best whether you nave the will to 
study and apply your best efforts—toward a more 
secure future.

LaSalle Extension University
A Correspondence Institution

Dept 11329-HR Chicago, Ill.
I want to earn a bigger salary—through accountancy training. 
Send me, without cost or obligation, your 64-page book, “Accoun­
tancy, The Profession That Pays.”

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

Present Position..........................................................Age..................

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



AUDELS Carpenters 
and Builders Guides 

vols.$6
...ln»lde Trade Information 

Jiff'jqa t°r Carpenters, Builders, Join-
crs- Building Mechanics and 
®n Woodworkers. These 

gUjiU.iiU-atlipjiyg<’ >‘X->Jaf7vni>UaA)be5^ 1 mg Guides rive you the short-cut 
Fnff^.-a ••ffirffit’iin^Tt"^: Ygffylft instructions that you want—-

agTTpitg^~T?S.-&*d5rTty kjincluding new methods, ideas. 
sU'itions. plans, systems and 

‘.3fc■’Z'Ymoney r>v::;t suggestions. An 
lwSfc&‘.asKFaKim **M ea.-y P^croB^ivo course for the

MswE^JtNgMre&L*?WK~Cx2m apprentice and student. A 
jgglAM ,aagS*gfcW7ay practical daily helper and 

Quick Reference for the master 
worker. Carpenters every- 

R|4^1ARj^f^QS«y>wAtfR<STn^W«yr^iWy where are using these Guides 
as a Helping Hand to Easier

-Xr V&vJtXiia Work. Better Work and Bet-
■filVMnflr MOW Mk^F ter Pay. To get this assist*
WMP*' rMllIFr '4sa0i^ anCe for yourself, simply fill

Imide Trade Information On: &gd1£SJ.““ raEE “u’
Sow to use the eteel square—How to file and set 
saws—How to build furniture—How to use a 
mitre box—How to use the chalk line—How to use 
rules and scales—How to make joints—Carpenters 
arithmetic—Solving mensuration problems—Es­
timating strength of timbers—How to set girders 
and sills—How to frame houses and roofs—How to 
estimate costs—How to build houses, barns, gar­
ages, bungalows, etc.—How to read and draw 
plans—Drawing up specifications—How to ex­
cavate—How to use settings 12, 13 and 17 on the 
steel square—How to build hoists and scaffolds— 
skylights—How to build stairs—How to put on 
interior trim—How to hang doors—How to lath- 
lay floors—How to paint

THEO. AU DEL & CO^ 49 W. 23rd St-, New York City
* Mali Audola Carpenters and Builders Guides. 4 vote.. on 7 days’ free trial. If O.K 
Twill remit $1 in 7 days, and $1 monthly until $6 is paid. Otherwise I will return them 
No obligation uuIsm 1 am satisfied.

Address.

Occupation.............. .............................-............................................ .. ...............................

Reference.........................        PAL

Complete home-study courses 
and educational books, slightly used. 
Sold, rented, exchanged. All sub­
jects. Money-back guarantee. Cash 
paid for used courses. Full de­
tails and illustrated 72-page bar­
gain catalog FREE. Write today! 

NELSON CO.
500 Sherman, Dept. L-227. Chicago

INVENTORS
Don’t delay. Protect your idea with a Patent. Get 
Free Patent Guide. No charge for preliminary infor­
mation. Write Clarence A. O’Brien, Registered Patent 
Attorney, OL8 Adams Building, Washington, D. C.

ROLLS DEVELOPED
25c Coin. Two 5x7 Double Weight Professional 
Enlargements, 8 Gloss Prints.
CLUB PHOTO SERVICE, Dept. 15, LaCrosse, WIs.

FACTORYTOYOU
SAVES YOU % 50%
raw

30

PUT THIS NEW |94|

W-TUBE
CHASSISPWiFja IN YOUR OWN 

CABINET
AMAZING

braiALpWM7<W RECEPTION 
' «i 11 J other chassis and cabinet 

models 5 to 17 tubes, up to 5 wave 
bands ; : ; including radio-phonos. 
Home Recorder. FREE catalog; 
( User-agents make extra money J

WITH TUBES 
AHO SPEAKER

MIDWEST RADIO CORPORATION
CEPT. KBJTMSB CINCINNATI, OHIO

Alien Registration 
Notice

Printed by BLACK BOOK DETECTIVE MAGAZINE 
as a public service

As part of the National Defense pro­
gram, a nationwide registration of aliens 
will be conducted from August 27 through 
December 26, 1940, by the Immigration 
and Naturalization Service of the Depart­
ment of Justice. Registration will take 
place in the post offices of the nation. It 
is expected that more than three and one- 
half million aliens will be registered dur­
ing the four month period. .

Registration is made compulsory by a ’ 
specific act of Congress, the Alien Regis­
tration Act of 1940, which requires all non­
citizens to register during the four-month 
official registration period. The law requires 
that all aliens 14 years or older are to be 
registered and fingerprinted. Alien children 
under 14 years of age will be registered by 
their parents or guardians. When alien 
children reach their fourteenth birthday, 
they will be required to register in person 
and be fingerprinted.

A fine of $1,000 and imprisonment of six 
months is prescribed by the Alien Registra­
tion Act for failure to register, for refusal 
to be fingerprinted, or for making registra­
tion statements known to be false.

As part of its educational program to 
acquaint non-citizens with the registration 
requirements, the Alien Registration Divi­
sion is distributing more than five million 
specimen forms listing the questions that 
will be asked of aliens at registration time. 
Besides the usual questions for establishing 
identification, the questionnaire asks the 
alien to tell how and when he entered the 
country, the method of transportation he 
used to get here, the name of the vessel 
on which he arrived.

To make their registration easier, aliens 
are being asked to fill out sample forms, 
which will be available prior to registra­
tion, and take them to post offices where 
they will be registered and fingerprinted. 
Every registered alien will receive by mail 
a receipt card which serves as evidence of 
his registration. Following registration, 
the Act requires all aliens, as well as par­
ents or guardians of alien children, to re­
port changes of residence address within 
five days of the change.

The Alien Registration Act was passed 
so that the United States Government may 
determine exactly how many aliens there 
are, who they are, and where they are. Both 
President Roosevelt and Solicitor General 
Biddle have pointed out that registration 
and fingerprinting will not be harmful to 
law-abiding aliens. The Act provides that 
all records be kept secret and confidential. 
They will be available only to persons ap­
proved by the Attorney General of the 

i United States.



FALSE TEETH
S6 t0 $35“

—BY MAIL—
SEND NO MONEY

Posed by a Professional Model
THE TESTIMONIAL LETTERS WE PUBLISH are com­
munications that customers have sent to ns without solici­
tation and without pay. We have large numbers of such 
missives. We never print anyone’s letter without previous 
consent. We believe that each of our customers who has 
written to us enthusiastically indorsing our dental plates 
is sincere. We do not, however, intimate or represent that 
you will receive the same results in any instance that those 
customers describe. What is important to you is that 
when you pay for our teeth. WE GUARANTEE IF YOU 
ARE NOT 100% SATISFIED IN EVERY RESPECT 
WITH THE TEETH WE WILL MAKE FOR YOU, 
AFTER YOU HAVE WORN THEM AS LONG AS 
60 DAYS. WE WILL GLADLY REFUND TO YOU 
EVERY CENT YOU HAVE PAID US FOR THEM,

AFTERBEFORE

Mrs. Elsie Boland of Norton, Kansas, writes:

fore 1 got my teeth; the other (me afterwards. Your teeth 
are certainly beautiful. I have 
not had mine out since the 
day I got them, except to 
clean them."

MADE - TO - MEASURE 
DENTAL PLATES DI­
RECT FROM OUR LAB­

ORATORY TO YOU!
We make to measure for you 

individually—BY MATT—Dpuf-nl 
Plates for men and women—» 
from an impression of your own 
mouth taken by you at your 
home. We have thousands of 
customers all over the country 
wearing teeth we made by mail 
at sensible prices.

AT ROCK-BOTTOM 
PRICES

If you find out what others 
have paid for theirs, you will be 
astounded when you see how 
little ours will cost you! By 
reading our catalog, you will 
learn how to save half or more 
on dental plates for yourself. 
Monthly payments possible.

HAND-CARVED SET

ON 60 DAYS' TRIAL
Make ns prove every word we 

say. Wear our teeth on trial for 
aslongas60days. Then.if youare 
not perfectly satisfied with them, 
they will not cost you a cent.'

PARTIAL
"Enclosed find two pictures. One shows how I looked be­

Harry Willoughby, Adair­
ville, Kentucky, writes:

*1 have received my teeth 
and am PROUD OF THEM.’*

Mrs. Geo. G. Conklin, 
Bridgeport, Connecti­
cut, writes:

"I received my set of 
teeth. I wear them day 
and night. I have good 
reason to be well pleased 
with them. Thank you 
very much.’’

WITH MONEY - BACK
GUARANTEE OF
SATISFACTION

We take this risk. We guar­
antee that if you are not com­
pletely satisfied with the teeth 
we make for you, then any time 
within 60 days we will immedi­
ately refund every cent you have 
paid us for them. We take your 
word. You are the judge. ROOFLESS

HIGH-GRADE MATERIAL AND EXPERT 
WORKMANSHIP

TRY our practically unbreakable ROOFLESS, PARTIAL and 
TRANSLUCENT plates. Our dentures are set with pearly-white, 
genuine, porcelain teeth; constructed from high-grade materials, 
with expert workmanship, to give long service. We make all styles 
of plates. A dentist who has had many years’ experience in making 
dental plates supervises the making of each plate. . . .

FREE
IMPRESSION MATERIAL. Catalog with our new low 
prices and information. Don't put this off. Do It 
TODAY! CLIP COUPON OR WRITE. A one cent 
postcard with name and address plainly written is all 
that is necessary.

We also Repair or Reproduce Old Plates—48-hour Service

UNITED STATES DENTAL COMPANY
Dr. Ernest French, Supervisor of Laboratory

1555 Milwaukee Ave., Dept. B-82, Chicago, III.

~~~~-MAIL THIS COUPON NOW'-------------
K< » E* B? UNITED STATES 
K Ki Ki DENTAL COMPANY
Dept. B-82,1555 Milwaukee Ave.,
CHICAGO, ILLINOIS.
Send, without obligation, your FREE impres­
sion materia], catalog, and information.

NAME...................................................................................

ADDRESS...........................................................................
(Print Clearly)



StopRupture worries 

and lookYounger!
Wouldn’t it be a grand and glorious feeling to forget rupture 
worry completely and let peace of mind and new zest for 
living make you look younger? But you can’t if a gouging, 
uncomfortable truss nags you constantly, if you never know a mo­
ment’s security, if you feel your rupture is growing worse all the 
time, with not even hope of the opening closing up. Worry, worry, 
worry, day after day, for all your life . . . why, it’s bound to make
any man or woman look old, haggard, and worn out beyond their years. 
Don’t, don’t, don’t submit to this terrible, needless tragedy of dragging, 
ageing worry. At this very moment, as you read these words you can 

-edffifaK. decide to enter upon a
glorious new life. Not 

« by some clap-trap,
S senseless "magic"; but

■. .. W ty thoroughly effec-
tive aid of the world- 
famous BROOKS Pat­
ented AIR-CUSHION

A-Pad which comes 
in contact with 
the body.

B—Li^ht weight disc 
which holds pad.

C—Shows the shape 
of soft rubber pad 
before it is pressed 
against body.

D—Dotted line shows 
how the pad flat­
tens out under 
pressure, expelling 
air.

E—Orifice through 
which the pad fig­
uratively breathes 
as it adjusts to 
conform to differ­
ent body pressures.

Curiiionj are madeBrooks Rupture ——— - -------
in over 7$ Shapes and Sizes.

Rupture Support—that
holds with a velvet touch; yet so securely that you practically for­
get rupture, banish worry, become normally active and again know, 
the zest and joy of life that cannot help but make you look younger. 
Scores of thousands know this is true. Let the Brooks help you.

A BROOKS APPLIANCE WILL BE SENT ON TRIAL 
TO PROVE ITSELF ON YOUR OWN BODY

BROOKS asks no man or woman to buy a Brooks Appliance out* 
right, on faith alone. Instead it will be sent you on a thorough trial. 
Wear it. Put it to every test for heavenly comfort and security. If 
you or your doctor are not satisfied, return the BROOKS and the 
trial will cost you nothing. So if you have reducible rupture send for 
a BROOKS Air-Cushion truss and let it prove itself on your own body. 
How doctors regard the BROOKS is shown by 
the fact that more than 9,000 have ordered.
either for themselves or their patients.

LOW COST... AND THE AIR-CUSHION 
Support Gives Nature a Chance to

Close the OPENING
Rich or poor—ANYONE can afford to buy a 
BROOKS. But look out for imitations and 
counterfeits. The Genuine BROOKS is never 
sold in stores or by agents. It is made up, after 
your order is received, to fit your particular case. 
The Patented Air-Cushion Support does away 
completely with hard, gouging, painful pads. 
There are no stiff, punishing springs. Instead, 
the yielding, clinging, secure AIR-CUSHION 
and velvet soft body band. Sanitary, light­
weight, inconspicuous. No metal girdle to rust 
or corrode. And the Patented Automatic AIR- 
CUSHION continually works to give Nature 
opening. What a contrast to ordinary hard-pad

X—Where Is Your Rupture?

a chance to close the 
uncomfortable trusses!

Learn How To Look YOUNGER —Send for 
FREE Rupture Book and TRIAL OFFER

No . . . don’t order a BROOKS now . . . FIRST get the 
complete, revealing explanation. How the BROOKS securely 
holds reducible rupture is made as clear to you as ABC. Why 
rupture worry ends is utterly plain. How the Patented AIR- 
CUSHION Support gives perfect security with heavenly comfort 
is shown at a glance. Learn how you can be fitted individually 
for any kind of reducible rupture. THEN you’ll never rest 
until you wear a BROOKS, prove its advantages on your own 
body. And remember, if not satisfied, the TRIAL is at OUR 
risk, NOT yours. Don’t pass up an opportunity like this.

BROOKS APPLIANCE CO.

MAIL COUPON NOW!

480-R STATE STREET

Brooks Appliance Co.
480-B State St., Marshall, Mich.
In PLAIN ENVELOPE, please send your 
FREE BOOK on Rupture, PROOF of Re­
sults, and TRIAL OFFER. No one is to call 
on me personally about my rupture.
Name_______________________________________ .

Street
City- .State.

State whether for Mao Q Woman Q or Child □MARSHALL, MICH.



GIVEN

noim, A1UVW, LUOU Vk 
choice of other fine premiums Given.—SDI- 
PLY GIVE AWAY FREE good size beau­
tifully colored popular art Pictures with our

BOTH GIVEN

GIRLSLADIES

MAIL COUPON!NOTHING TO BUY!

SEND NO 
MONEY

NOTHING 
TO BUYl

SEND 
NO 

MONEY 
—BOYS! 

} GIRLS! 
LADIES!

V Mall 
F Coupon 
ana select

Lovely little watch ttx 
Has second band not

well known White CLOVERINE Brand 
SALVE used for chaps, mild burns, shal- 
low cuts. Salve easily sold to friends, 
relatives, and neighbors at 25o a box (with popular picture FREE.)------.-------------
premium as per catalog. 45th year. We are fair and square. Many Customers waiting. AcJ 
Now! Be first MaH Coupon to—WILSON CHEM. CO., INC., Dept.TG-3iTYRONE, PA.

___________ _jg£ l^BOYS!
Big Movie—Adjustable lamp socket—Special /
bulb—Shows good size picture. A Whiz! fire

/ Popolar Mickey Mouse watch with strap or silk cord or a beautiful 
‘/ watch of fancy or plain design—EITHER Watch shown. Cash, or other 
/ delightful premiums given—SIMPLY GIVE AWAY FREE beautifully 

SKKSKStL,'} colored Pictures with White CLOVERINE Brand SALVE used for 
IMW®/ chaps, mild burns, shallow cuts. Salve easily sold to friends bnd 

relatives at 25o a box (with picture FREE). Remit and select premium 
per catalog. 45th year. We are reliable. Mail Coupon to—

MMl WILSON CH EM. CO., INC., DeptT6-3l TYRONE, PA.

GIVEN w SaBOYS

STATE
relatives, and neighbors ■ 
at 250 a box (with fa-1 TOWN.
vortte picture FREE), j Print Your Last Name Only In Spaces Belews
Remit and select premium I -j i--- ;------ 1------ ;----- t-------- :----r-------- j------- ;---- 1 r
as per catalog. 45th III
year. We are reliable. I I I I I I I I I |
CHEM CCOPOniNCW,nlot<l WRITE, or PASTE COUPON ON A POSTAL

TO tl MAIL COUPON In,™ envelop. NOW!I TG-31, Tyrone, pa. । ^Ich premium do you like best?

Play, la- record—Belt-1 1VIA I L COUPON wt-arting motor. Also pfb- : ■w ■ ■ • w
duces good radio reception. I Wilson Chem. Co., Ine., Tyrone, Pa.

Division, Dept. TG-31, Date............
KFWS! SWFTT! ThiJ Gentlemen: Please send me 12 beautiful art 

I Pictures with 12 boxes WHITE CLOVERINERadio-Phonograph, Cash or | §rand SALVE to sell at 25c a box (giving 
choice of other wonderful. popular picture FREE). I will remit within 
Premiums GIVEN—SIM-1 30- days, select a premium or keep cash 
PLY GIVE AWAY FREE, commission as per catalog sent with order, 
good 8iza beautifully cob I postage paid, 
cred popular Art Pictures, 
with our well known White I 
CLOVLUUNE Brand SALVE ■ NAME----
used for chaps, mild | „
burns, shallow cuts. Salve i 
easuy sold to friends, I NO‘

Boys 
Girls W 
Start « 
Today i 
Mail the' 
Coupon!

GIVEN 
Nothing To Buy! 

Send No Money—Mail Coupon! 

.GUITAR 
1 W standard Biz. regulation 
■ GUITAB. It’s A Dandy! THIS 
■ Guitar. Cash or choice of other 
■ valuable premiums given.—STM- 
■PLY GIVE away FREE good 
HB size beautifully colored famous 

Art Pictures with our 
well__ known White
CLOVERINE Brand 

WsNKmi SALVE used for chaps. 
wtfWHrejffl mild burns, shallow 
WvmBKI cuts- Salve easily sold 

to friends, relatives, 
and neighbors at 25o a 
box (with wonderful 
picture FREE). Remit 

and select pre- 
mium as per cat- 
alog’ 45th yean "e ®r° fair and square. Many 
customers w a 1t-

Act Now! 
vV WDBS Mall Coupon! 

I’Utf wafiWi Sa Ivo and pic- 
ture3 sent Rost- 
as° paid- Be flrst 1HmHEf Wilson

CHEM. CO.. INC.
Dept. TG-31. 

TYRONE. PA.

Send N<J JVJol1ey (Mali Coupon!
Johnson Bolt Action 22 Cal. Self-Cocking Safety RIFLE—22" long. STURDY!r xj-rs' THIS Rifle, Cash, or, choice of other valuable premiums given—SIMPLY GIVE

AV. AY FREE beautifully colored Pictures with White CLOVERINE Brand 
SALVE used for chaps, mild bums, shallow cuts. Salve easily ,sold to friends at 25c a 
box (with picture FREE). Remit and select premium per catalog. <45th gear- E7®

and wiuare. Act Now! Mall Coupon! WILSON CHEM. CO., INC., Dept.TG-31,TYRONE, PA.

Nothing To Buy! 
Send No Money 
—Mail Coupon

RADIO
PHONO­
GRAPH 

*^PSSEE PLAN to LEFT

Try White CLOVERINE Brand SALVE for Chaps, Minor Burns, Shallow Cuts



If This Were You— 
Laid Up By 

S/tKNfSS

What Would It Mean 
To YOU To Get Up To

$150.00
A MONTH?

Amazing New Policy
COSTS ONLY 3/ A DAY
If. sickness or accident should strike YOU—lay you up, dis­
abled—stop your income, perhaps for months—don’t face the 
additional worry of money for bills and expenses! Protect 
yourself and your loved ones with the remarkable low cost 
Sterling Sickness and Accident Policy! For only 3c a day this 
amazing policy provides ACTUAL CASH—to help pay bills 
and expenses! Pays you up to $150.00 a month for sickness 
disability, including Hospital Benefits; up to $100.00 a month 
for accident; pays as much as $2,500.00 for loss of limbs, 
sight, or accidental death, plus many other liberal benefits, 
as provided in policy.

Pays Cash For Common Sicknesses
And All Types Of Accidents

This policy covers and pays graded benefits for all sicknesses 
common to both men and women, and all types of accidents as 
happen every day in or by automobiles or trucks, on street, 
at home, on the farm, in factory while at work, etc. Benefits 
payable from FIRST DAY of disability, as provided.

MORE THAN 
$650,000.00 PAID

Young and old — men, women, 
children, ages 15 to 64 without 
Doctor’s Examination — are eli- 
Sble for this liberal insurance.

ore than $650,000.00 Cash Bene­
fits already paid on Sterling Pol­
icies. Big, responsible, Legal 
Reserve Stock Company. ?100,- 
000.00 on deposit with State of 
Illinois Insurance Department for 
protection of all policy-holders.

STERLING INSURANCE CO. 
5642 Jackson-Franklin Bldg. Chicago, III.

EASY MONTHLY TERMS
Because we deal direct with you and have 
no agents, your cost of this insurance ia 
amazingly low. Only 3c a day, in easy 
monthly payments, brings you all these 
protection features. No dues—no assess­
ments.

10 DAYS FREE INSPECTION 
SEND NO MONEY! SM:
Write, giving your age, and the name and 
relationship of your beneficiary. We will 
mail you Actual Policy on 10-days’ FREE 
INSPECTION. No obligation whatever. 
Act now.

Liberal Benefits At 
Amazing Low Cost

AS MUCH AS

$2,500.00
IN CASH for Accidental 
Death or Loss of Limbs or 
Eyesight.

¥5 $150.00
a month for sickness includ­
ing Hospital Benefits.

¥S $100.00 
a month for disability due to 
accident.

$100.00
Cash paid as Emergency Aid 
or Identification Benefit.

OTHER LIBERAL BENEFITS
Doctor’s bill for non disabling 
injuries — 10% increase in 
benefits for 5 years at no 
extra cost.

All Benefits as described 
on Policy
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W.CSM1THI
L C Smith

60c ~
a week

297Last!
or Buy on EASIEST TERMS
Buy direct from us at 1/3 mfrs. orig. price and save
over $70.00! Beautifully 
yr. guarantee. No down 
Tria). Hurry — only 
ter at thia price!

rebuilt and unconditional 2
payment necessary—10 day

NO MONEY DOWN
10 DAYS TRIAL

Easy Terms—9c a day
No obligation. Send no money. See before you buy 
on wide-open 10 day Trial. Pay on easiest terms— 
only 9c a day. You get this genuine late office 
model Li. C. Smith beautifully rebuilt with all 
standard improvements—basket shift, standard 84 
character, 4-row keyboard, shift lock key, back 
spacer, 2 color ribbon, ribbon reverse, stencil cut­
ting device, tabulator, etc. Ball Bearing throughout 
—quiet operation. THOUSANDS PAID $102.50— 
IT’S YOURS FOR ONLY $31.85 (CASH PRICE). 
No risk, money back guarantee.

2 YEAR GUARANTEE
Our 2 year ironclad guarantee Is your assurance of 
satisfaction and long service! Our 30 years of 
Fair Dealing Backs Up This Guarantee.

IDEAL FOR HOME OR OFFICE
This late L. C. Smith with basket shift la the ma­
chine used by schools, large corporations and busi­
ness houses the country over. The perfect, all-purpose 
typewriter for correspondence, office work, billing, 
manifold work, etc. Has all modern Improvements 
you need, stands hard service—IT'S YOURS AT 
ONLY §2.50 A MONTH.

WIDE CARRIAGE MODELS
Wide carriage L. C. Smiths for government reports, 
large office forms, billing, etc. The 14 Inch car­
riage takes paper 14" wide, has 12" writing line 
—only $3.00 extra with order. The 18" takes 
paper 18" wide has 16" writing line—only $5.00 
extra with order.

INTERNATIONAL TYPEWRITER EXCHANGE

SECRETARIAL
TYPEWRITER STAND

For those who have no type­
writer stand or handy place 
to use a typewrites, I make 
this special offer. This at­
tractive stand that ordinarily 
sells for $4.8$ can be yours 
for only $2.00 extra added to 
your account. Quality built. 
Just note oil its convenient 
features.

(Dial niliyo, vw 
rect working 

height

231 West Monroe Street Dant. 1188 Chicago, Illinois

Mounted o n 
casters, can 
be moved by 

touch of 
finger.

COMPLETE TOUCH TYPING COURSE
We give FREE with your L. C. Smith a complete 9 lesson Home 

> Study course of Famous Van Zandt Touch Typing system. You 
can now learn typing quickly and easily.

OFFER FOR LIMITED TIME—SEND COUPON TODAY
Accept thia wide open offer now! Send no money. Use L. C. Smith 
for 10 day trial in your home. Return it if you don't think it the 
greatest value you have ever seen. If you buy, pay on easiest terms—only 

* $2.50 a month. 2 yr. ironclad guarantee. Avoid disap- 
L/nJnfogA pointment—mail coupon today.

INTERNATIONAL TYPEWRITER EXCHANGE, Dept 1188 
231 W. Monroe St, Chicago. III.

Send me L. C. Smith (F.O.B. Chicago) for 10 days’ trial. If I keep it I 
will pay $2.50 per month until easy term price ($35.85) is paid. If I am not 
satisfied I can return it express collect.
□ 10" carriage □ 14* carriage ($3.00 extra) □ 18" carriage ($5.00) extra

FOR QUICK SHIPMENT GIVE OCCUPATION AND REFERENCE
Name.

Address

City. State.

Age.

□ Check for typewriter stand ($2.00 extra). Stand sent on receipt of first 
payment on L. C. Smith.

OVER 200.000 SATISFIED CUSTOMERS ALL OVER THE WORLD.



THE BLACK BAT

By G. WAYMAN JONES
Author of “The Black Bat’s Triumph,” “The Black Bat’s Crusade,” etc.

CHAPTER I
Freedom of Speech

HE man was a skinny, crafty- 
faced individual, utterly unpre­
possessing in his worn and dirty

brown suit. But some strange whim of 
nature had blessed him with a ready

tongue. He went into action first by 
striking up a conversation with a 
passer-by, and his loud voice brought 
other listeners. They were mostly 
young men without jobs, who spent a 
great deal of their time watching the 
war bulletins in front of the newspaper 
office.

The Black Bat and His Aides Challenge



f"? TROIAN HORSE

A Complete Book-Length Mystery Nove! 
Featuring Tony Quinn, Nemesis of Crime

The stranger dropped his voice when 
policemen strolled by and his audience 
never grew to more than half a dozen. 
But from his lips dropped poison—the 
venom of a serpent coiled hidden in the 
grass, waiting to strike from ambush.

“So what happens?’” he asked the 
group around him. “We grow up and

we got no jobs. That’s the trouble with 
this kind of government they call a 
democracy. They oughta make jobs for 
us, and pay us good, too. We’re just 
as smart as the birds who make a mil­
lion bucks while we don’t get enough 
to eat. Now they’re going to make us 
train and maybe fight for them.

the Might of a SinisterAlien Power!



Men Die on Schedule When Spies Make

“Why should we fight? So these 
damned millionaires can eat their 
caviar and drink champagne? Yeah, 
while we’ll be lucky if we get beans. 
Any sucker who lugs a gun and fights 
for millionaires is crazy. There’s a bet­
ter living in Germany and in Italy to­
day. That’s where these rich guys work 
for people like us, see?”

A boy, no more than seventeen, 
elbowed his way closer.

“Mister, are you telling us not to 
fight if this country gets into war? Is 
that what you mean?”

“You bet, kid. That’s just what I’m 
trying to drive home. I’m as broke as 
the rest of you fellows. I don’t even 
know where I’m going to sleep tonight, 
or get my next meal. But pick up a gun 
and dodge bullets for a country that 
don’t care? Not me! And you guys 
oughta get wise, too. Next thing you 
know, they’ll heave what’s left of you 
into a grave, like a lot of plowed-under 
cotton.

“Don’t fight! Don’t even work in 
munitions plants. Don’t listen to the 
speeches of the war-mongers. All they 
want are profits from selling guns and 
bullets to shoot down other saps like 
us.”

While the stranger talked and, to his 
credit, swayed the small group of young 
men, a seedy looking coupe backed to 
the curb, almost close enough to knock 
the speaker off his feet. Knowing he 
held his audience, the speaker only 
glared at the driver of the car and kept 
on talking. He preached what

amounted to revolution and backed it 
up with arguments that were corrupt, 
but nonetheless readily understandable 
to the young men gathered around him.

THE door of the coupe opened. The 
whole left side of the car dipped, 
close to the gutter as its driver got out. 

He was a hulking brute of a man with 
fists as huge as boxing gloves. Some­
time in the past, his nose had suffered 
a collision with an irresistible object, 
which had flattened the bridge. He had 
a wide, usually placid face, but now 
there were troubled .wrinkles on his 
forehead.

As he stood listening to the speaker, 
those wrinkles grew deeper and deeper. 
Gradually his eyes narrowed and his 
thick fingers worked convulsively. 
Finally, as if he could stand no more, 
the big man moved forward. With a 
sweep of his arm he pushed some of 
the group aside and planted himself 
directly in front of the speaker.

“Listen, mister,” he said slowly. “I 
ain’t no college man, see? I don’t know 
much either, but I don’t like the way 
you’re talkin’. There’s a lot of trouble 
goin’ on in the world and you ain’t 
helping matters much. So why don’t 
you close that trap of yours and beat it, 
huh?”

The speaker gave vent to a string of 
curses and shook his fist as close to 
the big man’s face as he could reach.

“I will say what I like. This stupid 
country allows free speech. No one can 
stop me. Not you, nor the police, nor 
the Army, nor the Navy—”

“Yeah?” the big man growled. “May­
be not even the Marines, huh? But I 
can, you squawkin’ skunk. One more 
yap outa you and I’ll use you to clean 
up the sidewalk. You’ll be the broom, 
see?”

“I shall have you arrested,” the 
speaker yelled. “No one can talk to 
me this way. Find me a policeman, 
somebody!”

IS



a Grim Attack on Our American Defenses!

■ He couldn’t say any more because 
one of those enormous fists shot out. 
The fingers seized his necktie and he 
felt himself being lifted completely off 
the sidewalk. He began flailing his 
arms and screaming for help. Those 
who had been listening to him backed 
away. They wanted no trouble with 
this giant who was doing exactly what 
they had inwardly wanted to do them­
selves.

The huge man suddenly turned his 
prisoner upside down, grabbed him by 
the ankles as if he were no more than 
a ventriloquist’s dummy, and shook 
him hard. A stream of silver fell out of 
the speaker’s pocket, then several other 
small objects, and finally a roll of bills 
fastened together. The silver clip 
dropped off as the money bounced on 
the sidewalk, and the bills fluttered 
around—five of them hundred-dollar 
bills, a dozen were fifties, and there 
were twenties, tens and fives in pro­
fusion.

“Hey!” one of the youths shouted. 
“That guy said he was out of a job like 
us. Look at the dough he’s got! He 
was handing us a line, talking about 
millionaires, saying we shouldn’t fight 
for them. He’s a millionaire himself. 
Boy, look at that big guy mop the side­
walk with him.”

“Yeah,” another boy said coldly. 
“Serves him right. We were a bunch 
of saps for listening to him. I hope he 
gets his neck busted.”

APOLICE whistle shrilled. Four 
patrolmen rushed up, and a ser­
geant joined them. He took one look 

at the big man and reached for his 
blackjack. But the big man ceased 
shaking his victim as the police closed 
in.

“Put him down, Atlas,” the sergeant 
ordered. “Make one funny play and I’ll 
slug you.”

The big man still gripped his victim 
by one ankle. He held him over the

The Black Bat

gutter and let go. Then he spread his 
hands in a gesture of dismay.

“But look, Sarge, this guy was talkin’ 
against the United States. He was say­
in’ it ain’t no good and that nobody 
should fight for it. He said he’d rather 
live in Europe. Now I ain’t a smart 
guy, but I don’t like what he said, so I 
just figured I’d show him how I felt.”

“That’s right, Sergeant.” Several of 
the youths gathered closer. “He was 
saying we shouldn’t fight even if we’re 
drafted. I felt like slugging him my­
self.”

“Who are you?” the sergeant asked 
the big man.

“Butch—Butch O’Leary. I didn’t 
mean no harm, but a guy can listen to 
just so much. . . .”

“Hey,” the sergeant yelled sudden­
ly. “Grab that fifth columnist! He’s 
crawling along the gutter to make a 
break for it.”

Two patrolmen pounced on the ora­
tor and dragged him back. He drew 
himself up, glared at Butch O’Leary 
and tried to use the influence of his 
voice again.

“I am Hans Hofer, a citizen of the 



United States. I can say what I please, 
where I please. This ape assaulted me. 
I demand that he be arrested.”

“Okay, sweetheart,” the sergeant 
said. “Murphy, call the wagon. As for 
you, Mr. Hofer, you better come along, 
too. With my own eyes I saw you try­
ing to kick that big guy. That amounts 
to assault, so you’re pinched, too.”

Ten minutes and six arguments later, 
a patrol wagon pulled up. Butch gulped 
as he looked at it, leaped when a patrol­
man touched his arm.

“Let’s go, pal. What’s the matter, 
don’t you like to ride in the wagon? 
Say, I’ll tell you what. You ride up front 
with the driver and everybody’ll think 
you’re a plainclothes man.”

“Gosh, thanks!” Butch smiled for 
the first time. “But ain’t that against 
the rules or somethin’?”

“Maybe it is. But if we have to pinch 
a guy like you, we do it polite. Any­
way, that skinny mug is a dangerous 
guy. If we put you in back with him, 
he might get tough and hurt you. Get 
up on the front seat and don’t argue.”

A craning, shoving crowd had col­
lected. The dispersing audience of the 
arrested speaker passed through the 
crush explaining what had happened. A 
low hum of angry voices made the 
sergeant look around worriedly. He 
hustled his prisoner to the back of the 
wagon.

“No!” Hofer screamed. “I will not 
ride in that thing like a common crim­
inal. You cannot make me do this.”

The sergeant didn’t say a word. He 
merely grabbed Hofer by the back of 
the neck and the seat of the pants. 
Hofer came into violent contact with 
the front panel of the truck and began 
to blubber. As the wire doors closed 
and the wagon rolled away, derisive 
shouts followed it.

ONE hour later Butch O’Leary 
faced a night court magistrate 

and tried to tell what had happened.
“I’m guilty, I guess, but I didn’t slug 

him. I just kinda shook him a little. I 

don’t like to hear guys sayin’ this coun­
try ain’t no good, Judge, and that’s just 
what he was doin’. Maybe I shoulda 
minded my own business, but I ain’t 
smart like you or everybody else in 
here. I ain’t sorry for what I did and 
I won’t promise not to do it again. So 
I guess maybe I oughta go to jail.”

The judge adjusted his glasses, 
cleared his throat and looked question- 
ingly at the sergeant who had made the 
arrest.

“Did you take the fingerprints of 
these two men? You did! Any record 
of that nature pertaining to Mr. Butch 
O’Leary is to be destroyed forthwith. 
He is not a criminal.”

“Your Honor,” Hofer shouted angri­
ly. “My fingerprint records must also 
be destroyed. I am here as the com­

plaining witness. I have my rights. It 
is not a crime to say what you think in 
this country. The Constitution guaran­
tees me the right of saying what I like. 
I am a citizen. . . .”

“Your fingerprint record and per­
sonal history,” the judge interrupted, 
“are to be sent to Washington. I want 
to be certain that you are a citizen, as 
you claim, and that you have no crim­
inal record. Until word is sent back, I 
hold you in ten thousand dollars bail, 
on the charge of felonious assault upon 
the person of one Butch O’Leary.”

“Then you must hold him, too!” 
Hofer shrieked. “He is the guilty one. 
I am a peaceable citizen. He attacked 
me. I did not hit him.”

“Butch O’Leary, step forward for 
sentence,” the judge announced. “You 
have pleaded guilty. You had no legal 



right to strike or touch this man. It is 
the sentence of this court that you be 
fined one dollar—without costs—and 
the execution of the sentence is sus­
pended. You are free to go.”

Butch’s wide face lit up. He stum­
bled to the bench, extended his vast 
hand to the judge and looked a little 
ashamed even though it was accepted.

“You,” the judge said acidly, turning 
to Hofer, “claim to be a naturalized 
citizen. Which means that, without 
coercion on the part of anyone, you 
elected to adopt this nation as your 
own. Now, with four-fifths of the world 
gone mad, you preach the theory that 
the poor people should not fight for the 
benefit of the rich. But you had three 
thousand, four hundred and eighty dol­
lars in cash in your pockets. That 
doesn’t exactly make you a pauper and 
it refutes any theories you have to of­
fer.

“You have been asked where you got 
that money and you refused to say. 
That is within your rights, but we’re 
going to find out just where that money 
did come from. I have fined a man, 
given him a court record because he 
chose to act, instead of listening to your 
words as so many indifferent citizens 
do.

“When he laid hands on you, he com­
mitted a crime because anyone has the 
privilege of saying what he wishes in 
our country. Abroad, you would prob­
ably have been shot. Freedom of speech 
is one of the blessings of the United 
States, but let me tell you—it will not 
be blasphemed. You were clever in 
speaking to only a small group, as 
though it were nothing more than a 
friendly street conversation. It shows 
the way men like you operate.

“Fortunately I can hold you for a 
short time, and I remand you to jail in 
default of bail. Take him away, Bailiff, 
and bring up some of those respectable 
drunks I see in the prisoners’ cage. 
They’ll make the atmosphere of the 
room smell sweet after what has just 
passed before the nose of this court.”

CHAPTER II

Butch Has a Problem

UTCH O’LEARY 
walked out of night 
court. Somebody had 
thrust a fat cigar be­
tween his teeth. He 
felt elated, and just a 
little proud. Yet deep 
within him lurked 
doubts. What would 
Tony Quinn think of 

this escapade? Quinn had given definite 
instruction that those who worked with 
him must keep out of trouble.

Butch was glad everything had hap­
pened too fast for the newspaper pho­
tographers. If they had taken his pic­
ture, it would have been catastrophic. 
He had to avoid the limelight as much 
as possible, for Butch O’Leary was one 
of the three living persons who worked 
with the eerie being known as the 
Black Bat.

Butch possessed no supreme confi­
dence in his own powers of thinking. 
He could fight like a tiger, and he pos­
sessed the strength of three ordinary 
men, but he needed guidance for his 
peace of mind. Therefore, instead of 
returning to his own modest boarding 
house room, he went immediately to an 
apartment house only a couple of 
blocks from where he lived. He rang 
the bell under the name card labeled 
“Carol Baldwin.” She was another of 
the Black Bat’s operatives.

Carol was an extraordinarily pretty 
girl and as clever as she was good look­
ing. Blond, with blue eyes and a trim 
figure, she exacted many admiring 
glances. As the Black Bat’s trusted 
agent, she had use for her wits. Now 
they served her well as she listened to 
Butch’s story.

“It was swell of you, Butch,” she ap­
proved whole-heartedly. “That man 
deserved to be shaken up a bit. It’s 
all over now, and you have nothing to 
worry about. They can’t connect 



Butch O’Leary, the man who stood up 
for his country, and Butch O’Leary, the 
agent of the Black Bat. Just forget 
all about it.”

Butch dug into his pocket and drew 
out a thin strand of silvery chain. It 
was a bracelet of some sort, in the 
center of which was what seemed to be 
a flat locket.

“I been wonderin’ about this,” he 
said. “When I shook that guy, I musta 
loosened this and it fell to the sidewalk. 
I picked it up. Nobody saw me do it. 
So I pry open the funny lookin’ thing, 
and look—it’s got a paper inside, sure 
enough. What do you think of this 
Carol?”

BUTCH’S fingers secured a lever­
age on the locket and forced it 

open. Carol removed the tiny bit of 
tissue paper, unfolded it and looked at 
the picture and the words printed be­
neath it. She arose abruptly and went 
into the bedroom for her hat.

“Butch, we’re going to see the Black 
Bat now—at once! You may have un­
covered something of great impor­
tance.”

Carol and Butch left the apartment 
house, turned down a side street. Mak­
ing certain that they were not observed, 
they quietly slipped through a gate into 
the spacious grounds behind Tony 
Quinn’s house. They walked directly 
to a small garden house and entered 
it.

Butch opened a cleverly concealed 
trap-door and helped Carol into a well 
constructed tunnel. After following 
her in, he pulled down the trap-door. 
They proceeded along the tunnel until 
they reached a ladder which brought 
them up to the white-tiled laboratory 
inside the home the Black Bat main­
tained as Tony Quinn.

By this means the Black Bat and his 
aides could come and go at will, with­
out fear of detection. It had often pro­
vided Tony Quinn with a good alibi.

He was seated before the fireplace of 
his rich study when Carol and Butch 

were making their way along the 
tunnel. Dressed in tweeds and a smok­
ing jacket, he held a cane between his 
knees as he stared blankly into space. 
For Tony Quinn was stone-blind, the 
surgeons had said, and with no hope of 
recovery. His face, particularly around 
the eyes, was so horribly seared that 
the scars made a mockery of his former 
handsome features.

Tony Quinn had been a crusading 
district attorney of a great city, a fear­
less man who had fought crime and 
criminals ruthlessly. One day, in open 
court, he was preparing to show evi­
dence which would put a killer behind 
bars. Hirelings of that criminal sought 
to obliterate the evidence with a power­
ful acid. Tony Quinn had battled to 
prevent them, and in the fight the acid 
had been flung into his face. He was 
instantly blinded, scarred for the rest 
of his life when his burned flesh healed.

He had been a broken man, refusing 
to see anyone and becoming a virtual 
recluse. Though he was independently 
wealthy, all his money couldn’t find an 
eye surgeon able to restore his sight.

Then, during a night of darkest des­
pair, Carol Baldwin had come, blond 
and lovely, to offer him the corneas of 
her dying father’s eyes. A law officer, 
he had been shot by a bandit. She 
brought Quinn to a skilful and un­
known country doctor, who performed 
the phenomenal operation—and Tony 
Quinn again could see and battle crime.

As his sight returned, Quinn discov­
ered that he had been amply rewarded 
for his suffering in darkness. He was 
able to see in the dark almost as well as 
in daylight. Object that were invisible 
to ordinary sight were as clear to him 
as if he carried a flashlight. He could 
even distinguish colors that were mere 
blots to other human beings. But be­
sides that, his other senses had devel­
oped to an extraordinary extent while 
he was blind. His hearing had. grown 
abnormally acute, his sense of touch 
extremely keen.

Thus had the Black Bat been born.



When Quinn returned home, he kept 
the recovery of his sight a secret. He 
still pretended to be totally blind, for 
nobody could suspect a blind man of 
being the Black Bat. He assumed the 
name as a gesture of derision for those 
who were happy when the district at­
torney had become blind as a bat.

He sallied forth at night, garbed in a 
hood that covered his scarred face, and 
a cape fashioned like the ribbed wings 
of a bat. This symbol quickly terror­
ized the underworld enough to make 
them offer a huge price to anyone who 
could prove he killed the Black Bat.

Even the police were instructed to 
arrest him at the first opportunity, for 
some of the Black Bat’s method’s were 
not entirely legal. He had killed men, 
though only in self-defense. But when 
a man dies by violence, the police are 
required to arrest the killer. They had 
come close several times, particularly a 
detective-captain named McGrath. Be­
cause of his excitable nature, McGrath 
had sworn to run down the Black Bat 
no matter what the danger nor how 
much time it required.

A SLENDER, almost bald-headed 
man walked quietly into the 

study. Quinn didn’t turn his head. 
He played the part of a blind man to 
the hilt, for there was no telling when 
someone might be looking in through 
a window. The newcomer was Silk 
Kirby, Tony Quinn’s combination 
valet, butler and friend. Silk had once 
been a slick confidence man, but he had 
given up this life to aid Tojny Quinn 
and the Black Bat. As smooth as his 
name, Silk could worm his way into 
the confidence of even a man who 
didn’t trust himself.

Carrying several newspaper clip­
pings in his hand, he walked over and 
stood by Quinn’s side.

“I’ve clipped more of those articles 
you wanted, sir,” he said quietly. 
“Seems as though your hunch was 
right. There are too many Army of­
ficials, Navy officers and even Marine

McGrath

Corps men dying by accident. Major 
Rolfe is the latest. He was retired 
about seven years ago from the Coast 
Guard. Night before last, he was at­
tacked by three or four criminals who 
wanted to rob him. In the scuffle he 
received a broken head and died in­
stantly.”

“Before Major Rolfe, there were 
Captain Nelson, Colonel Hickman, 
Lieutenant-commander Hall,” Quinn 
said thoughtfully. “Rolfe makes the 
toll four, Silk. All of these victims 
were retired military men, specialists 
in their own fields, mostly defense. In 
case of war they would become invalu­
able, and now they’re dead.

“Two were killed by criminal vio­
lence, and in each case it seemed as 
though robbers had murdered them for 
their possessions. The other two died 
as the result of auto accidents. I don’t 
like it. The police and the Federal 
authorities haven’t become suspicious 
yet, but to me those four deaths came 
too else to be coincidental. I think 
those men were murdered.”

“Yes, sir,” Silk agreed. “So do I, but 
how can we prove it if the police see 
nothing suspicious in their deaths?



Retired men aren’t expected to live 
long. Because of their advanced age, 
they are more prone to accidents and 
to the results of injuries imposed by 
robbers.”

Quinn suddenly made a sharp yet 
almost imperceptible motion for si­
lence.

“Silk, there’s someone in the labo­
ratory ! Pull down the window shades 
quickly.”

Silk obeyed the order. Quinn arose 
and thrust his cane under one arm. 
Walking swiftly to one wall, he opened 
a secret door by means of a hidden con­
trol. Silk followed him into the spa­
cious room and the door closed behind 
them. Tony Quinn smiled happily into 
Carol’s eyes and then noticed that hers 
were serious. Butch, too, seemed wor­
ried.

“Something has happened,” Carol 
said. “Not about the Black Bat, or 
you, Tony. Butch happened to over­
hear some fifth columnist making a 
speech about pacifism and revolution. 
He didn’t like it so he manhandled 
this person. Butch was arrested along 
with the orator. The judge practically 
praised Butch in open court and let him 
go. The speech-maker is being held 
temporarily.”

“Good work, Butch,” Quinn said. “I 
wish I’d been there to help you. There 
are too many of those subversive ele­
ments active right now. I hope you 
satisfied that sadistic urge you pos­
sess.”

Butch grinned. “I dunno what sad­
istic means, Boss, but I sure tossed the 
guy around till his teeth clicked. I 
made a sucker out of him, all right. 
He’d been tellin’ everybody he was 
poor and not workin’, but three thou­
sand bucks fell outa his pocket. And 
I kinda got to like cops. They even 
let me ride on the front seat of the 
patrol wagon—and what do you think? 
I blew the siren all the way to the 
station house!”

“That’s nice,” Quinn said and faced

Carol. “But what has that to do with 
me?”

CAROL unfolded her hand and
Showed the wristlet of silvery 

metal.
“In the scuffle, Butch must have 

broken the chain of this bracelet, Tony. 
It has a locket attached. Remember 
telling me how suspicious you were of 
several deaths recently, of ex-Army 
and Navy officers? Take a look at 
this.”

Quinn took the folded piece of paper. 
When he spread it out on the labor­
atory bench, he gave a sharp explana­
tion. He bent closer and studied the 
paper intently. The picture printed on 
it was easily recognizable as the well 
known features of Lieutenant-colonel 
Catlin. Until his retirement five years 
before, Catlin had been one of the most 
able officers attached to the Chemical 
Warfare Service.

Below the picture, words were print­
ed in extremely fine type. Cryptically 
they related that Lieutenant-colonel 
Catlin was in the habit of dining at the 
Army and Navy Officers Club each 
Tuesday night. He attended all piano 
concerts that were available. He lived 
in a suite which had the stairway run­
ning close to it, and he retired promptly 
at midnight. According to this docu­
ment, he was in the habit of walking 
through parks, even at night. He drank 
sparingly and made few friends because 
of his quiet nature.

“Explicit, to say the least,” Tony 
Quinn remarked. “Now look here, all 
of you. This little record was printed 
on a hand press, judging by the 
smudges. It means that a limited num­
ber of copies have been circulated. I 
believe that the men who were given 
these copies were instructed to kill Col­
onel Catlin at some time when condi­
tions favored the murder. That’s why 
the habits of Catlin were so carefully 
outlined. We’ve got to act—this time, 
not against crooks and ordinary killers, 
but against a Trojan Horse!”



“Yuh mean one of them things the 
Nazis beat Norway with?” Butch 
asked. “That’s a wooden horse, ain’t 
it?”

“It was a wooden horse in the days 
when it originated,” Tony Quinn an­
swered. “Now it has changed its char­
acteristics to those of a slimy serpent 
that burrows underground and occa­
sionally raises its head to strike. When 
the opportune moment comes, it will 
sneak out of its hole and create havoc. 
Before that day arrives it must be 
crushed underfoot like the crawling 
thing it is.”

“Show me where I can put my foot 
on it!” Butch howled furiously. “Just 
show me.”

Tony Quinn leaned back on the high 
stool in front of the bench.

“But it’s not as easy as that. Foreign 
agents have been living here for years, 
plotting and planning for just this mo­
ment. They are all around us, some of 
them in high offices. Our job is to rout 
out as many as possible. Here’s our 
course of action. Butch, I want you to 
go back to the police station and tell 
them you’re sorry about what hap­
pened, that maybe this man you threw 
around isn’t as bad as he seems to be. 
Ask to see him. He won’t be there, for 
the forces behind him will have furn­
ished bail by now.

“Find out who posted the bail. Find 
out, if you can, all the facts contained 
in his record. Determine the name of 
his attorney, because it would take a 
clever one to get him out if he is gone. 
Then report to Carol.”

“Do I get in on this, sir?” Silk asked 
with restrained eagerness.

“When Butch gets his information, 
it’s your turn,” Tony Quinn said. “You 
will watch the man, find out whom he 
contacts. Carol, you are to stand by 
your phone for the present. I’m going 
to see Colonel Catlin. Perhaps he 
knows some reason why these spies are 
trying to kill off the ex-service men. 
Silk, get out my paraphernalia. The 
Black Bat will spread his wings . .

CHAPTER III

Policy of Ruthlessness

UST before he donned 
the robe and hood of 
the Black Bat, Tony 
Quinn made a neat 
parcel of certain in­
struments he thought 
would be necessary. 
Fighting spies that 
would resort to Tro­
jan Horse activities 

required the same kind of stealth they 
used. The Black Bat intended to work 
against them with their own brand of 
ruthlessness and slyness.

He put two loaded automatics into 
special holsters on his person, removed 
the hood temporarily and replaced it 
with a wide-brimmed hat. Whenever 
the Black Bat worked more or less 
openly, he had to shield his features 
as well as he could. Those hideous 
scars around his eyes revealed his 
identity, with which practically every 
police officer in the city was familiar.

Carol put a hand on his shoulder and 
looked anxiously into his eyes.

“Tony, this is probably the most dan­
gerous job you’ve ever undertaken. 
Ordinary thugs and killers aren’t as 
clever. They don’t have the tremen­
dous resources behind them, nor the 
number of men a spy ring can control. 
Please be careful—for my sake. I know 
just how necessary this work is, and 
I hope I get into it actively, too. But 
there’s so much danger. . . .”

“In a way,” Tony Quinn admitted 
slowly. “But remember that these 
rats will be just as afraid of me as I’ll 
probably be of them. If I can, I’ll put 
them on the defensive, make them look 
to their own wits. It it’s necessary, I’ll 
wear them down, one by one. This is 
a game without mercy. They’ll cer­
tainly extend none and I’m not inclined 
to be soft-hearted with termites who 
undermined so many European dem­
ocracies by boring from below—and 



above. Perhaps by morning I’ll know 
more about what we face. Meanwhile 
we can’t let them get to Colonel Cat­
lin. At exactly nine o’clock, you are 
to phone Catlin’s apartment.”

Tony Quinn dropped into the tun­
nel and made his way to the garden 
house. Within a few seconds he was 
seated behind the wheel of Butch’s old 
coupe. This car was something like 
a Q-Boat, for though it looked like a 
wreck, there was plenty of speed in her 
smoothly running motor. Recently the 
Black Bat had installed cleverly hidden 
compartments which held a rifle with 
telescopic sights and a submachine-gun 
with plenty of ammunition.

He wondered now, as he drove 
toward the apartment house where Col­
onel Catlin lived, if some premonition 
had caused him to make those arrange­
ments. Dealing with Trojan Horse 
activities might easily require the use 
of fast-firing automatic rifles or some 
careful sniping with the assistance of 
telescopic sights.

It was blindingly dark in the vicinity 
of the colonel’s home. High, heavily 
branched shade trees gave the street 
a gloomy touch, but for the Black Bat 
this was perfect. He parked the car, 
faded into the darkness of an adjoining 
building and drew on his hood. Under 
one arm he carried the package he had 
made up in the laboratory.

The Black Bat strode rapidly 
through the night. An ordinary man 
pursuing this particular course would 
have stumbled over an oil tank intake 
that jutted out of the ground. But the 
Black Bat saw it as plainly as though 
it were bathed in sunlight. Everything 
which would have been an obstacle to 
any other person was easily avoided by 
the Black Bat.

HE reached the rear of the apart­
ment house, which was not a 

large one. There were no lights in 
the cellar, indicating that the superin­
tendent was not on duty all the time. 
This exactly suited the Black Bat’s 

plans. He slipped up to the basement 
door, examined the lock in the intense 
darkness and then inserted a key he 
selected from the ring he carried. The 
lock slid back on the first attempt.

He slipped into the cellar, closed the 
door and quietly placed an empty pail 
about a foot away from it. If anyone 
tried to sneak in, there would be a ter­
rific clatter.

The Black Bat searched through 
the gloom of the cellar until he spotted 
the telephone system. Striding to it, 
he examined the tiny identifying tags 
hooked to the various wires from the 
different apartments. Since he had 
looked up Colonel Catlin’s phone num­
ber, he found the proper wire in less 
than a minute. Swiftly he unwrapped 
his package, revealing a compact device 
for tapping wires. He hooked this up, 
found an old chair and sat down.

From time to time, he glanced at his 
wrist-watch. When the hands were al­
most on the hour, he finally heard a 
buzz. Colonel Catlin’s booming voice 
answered. The Black Bat smiled con­
tentedly, for the caller was Carol, pre­
tending that she had obtained the 
wrong number. The Black Bat knew 
now that Catlin was home and that his 
wire was successfully tapped. If Cat­
lin was lured anywhere, the Black Bat 
would know that, too.

The spy ring was bound to strike 
against him soon. Probably the man 
Butch had mussed up was assigned to 
this work, if he had obtained his free­
dom. They would, of course, want to 
make it seem like an accident, and 
therefore the Black Bat saw little dan­
ger of any attempt at murder while 
Catlin was home. A hit-and-run driver, 
or a band of fake robbers who slugged 
their victim too hard—that would be 
the best means of accomplishing their 
designs.

Thirty minutes crawled by before the 
line buzzed again. The Black Bat lis­
tened intently.

“Colonel,” the caller said, “this is An­
ton Morino. I must see you on a mat­



ter of vital importance. I cannot leave 
my home, nor can I explain over the 
phone. Will you come out here, please? 
Believe me, I wouldn’t call if this were 
not an extremely serious matter. And 
please tell no one I called.”

“Why, of course I’ll come, Anton,” 
Colonel Catlin said. “If I can help you 
in any way at all, don’t hesitate to ask 
me. Where do you live?”

The man called Anton Morino gave 
specific directions, which Catlin had to 
write down to remember. They in­
volved many turns at certain streets. 
Morino was giving anything but idle 
directions. This was a trap—a death 
trap for Catlin! If he followed that 
route, as he certainly would, death 
would be waiting somewhere along the 
roads!

The Black Bat quickly unhooked his 
instrument and returned to where his 
car was parked.

Five minutes later Catlin hurriedly 
emerged. He crossed the street, backed 
his car out of a garage and headed 
north. The Black Bat followed, far 
enough behind to avoid detection, yet 
close enough to act quickly when things 
would start happening. Exactly how 
the killers would operate he didn’t 
know. Most of the section Catlin had 
been told to traverse was unfrequented. 
Shots could be fired or even a bomb 
thrown. But the Black Bat doubted 
that the killers would resort to such 
obvious means.

THE chase led to the outskirts of 
the city. Carefully as the Black 

Bat had watched before, now he 
searched everything ahead with his in­
credible eyes. He saw an intersection 
and—what an ordinary man wouldn’t 
see—a car parked at the junction of 
each cross artery. Instantly the Black 
Bat stamped heavily on the gas pedal, 
making it hit the floor. The old car 
spurted forward.

But Catlin had already reached the 
intersection. As he crossed it, both 
cars shot out. Catlin must have seen 

one of them coming, for he yanked the 
wheel hard, veering to the right. The 
other car was coming from that direc­
tion. There was a deafening crash of 
smashed metal, splintered glass and ex­
ploding tires.

The Black Bat was traveling with­
out lights, so he knew his car wouldn’t 
be seen in the intense darkness. Be­
sides, the killers had selected a spot 
where there would be little traffic. 
They didn’t want to be found at their 
bloody work.

As the Black Bat turned off the 
road, he saw four men emerge from the 
two heavy sedans. One held a short 
length of iron pipe. Rushing up to 
Catlin’s sedan, they pulled open the 
battered door and reached in to yank 
Catlin out. After they stretched him 
alongside the wreck, three of the men 
drew back. The actual killer raised the 
short iron bar. His lips parted in a 
snarl of hatred as his breath came in 
savage hisses—until he stopped 
breathing.

From the darkness beside the road, 
a jet of flame and the roar of a gun 
startled the killers. The man with the 
iron pipe moaned and collapsed across 
Catlin’s sprawled form. The other 
three whipped out guns and started 
shooting in the direction of the gun 
flame. But as the Black Bat pulled the 
trigger of his weapon, he tensed, moved 
fast. Every bullet of the spies missed 
him by yards. They couldn’t see him, 
but they could not know that they pre­
sented perfect targets to the super-sen­
sitive eyes of the Black Bat.

One leaped toward Catlin and aimed 
his gun at the helpless man’s head. But 
he did not shoot. He was dead before 
he had finished raising his gun.

The other two gave a single bleat of 
alarm and raced for their undamaged 
car. As they got in, three bullets 
smashed through the windows. The 
whine and crash only served to lend 
wings to their flight. The car started 
off with a grinding of hastily shifted 
gears. Carefully the Black Bat steadied 



his gun on one arm and sent another 
slug through the rear window. It had 
shatter-proof glass, but the Black Bat 
was using steel-jacketed, high-powered 
forty-fives in this fight. He was an­
swering terrorism with ruthlessness.

The sedan disappeared into the night 
while the Black Bat ran over to Catlin. 
Brutally he hauled the dead spy off, 
and gently raised the colonel’s head. 
Catlin opened his eyes and stared 
blankly. He could just make out the 
outline of the hooded head, though 
the Black Bat could see every line of 
his pain-contorted face.

^HftON'T be alarmed,’’ the Black 
Bat said softly. “You have 

not been badly hurt. The accident 
knocked you out and a quartette of 
playboys tried to make a real job of 
it by bashing your head in or putting 
a slug through it. The two men who 
actually tried to wipe you off the face 
of the earth were killed. I had to shoot 
them to save you.”

“But I don’t understand,” Catlin 
protested weakly. “Please help me up. 
I—I feel fairly strong now. You killed 
these two men because they were try­
ing to murder me? Nonsense! Who 
would want to kill me? I haven’t an 
enemy in the world.”

The Black Bat laughed without 
mirth.

“I’m sorry to contradict you, Colonel. 
You have several million enemies. Two 
are dead, but two others got away. 
They may get help and return. Lean 
on me, and don’t be afraid of me be­
cause of the outfit I’m wearing.”

“I’m not,” Catlin answered. “I 
know you are the Black Bat and that 
you saved my life. But why in the 
world should anybody want to kill 
me?”

“I’ll explain later,” the Black Bat 
said.

He helped Catlin into his old coupe 
and then ran back to where the two 
spies lay dead. This was one of the 
few times that there was no remorse in 

the Black Bat’s heart. He had been 
forced to kill before. More than once 
his victim had been some wild-eyed 
crook who, with a different childhood 
environment, might not have turned to 
crime. That kind the Black Bat had 
never wanted to destroy. But these 
two men—spies and saboteurs who 
lived for the day when they might hurl 
destruction on the entire nation—their 
deaths didn’t bother his conscience.

He knelt beside them. In the center 
of their foreheads he pasted stickers 
fashioned after the image of a bat in 
flight, with wings outspread, dark and 
mysterious. Then he returned to the 
coupe and drove several miles away.

CHAPTER IV

Human Target

ARKING in a dark 
spot, the Black Bat 
shut off the motor 
and extracted a pack 
of cigarettes from a 
pocket beneath his 
robe. He handed one 
to Catlin, lit it and 
then touched flame 
to his own. In the 

glare of the match Catlin saw sharp, 
cold eyes gleaming from behind the 
mask. He shivered, praying that he 
would never be on the wrong side of 
the game with the Black Bat hunting 
him down.

“You’ve been to several military fu­
nerals lately, eh, Colonel?”

Catlin frowned. “Why, yes. But 
what has that to do with a plot to mur­
der me?”

“The men whose funerals you at­
tended also thought they had no en­
emies, but they were murdered. I can’t 
prove that, of course, yet I know it to 
be true. By a stroke of good fortune, 
I discovered you were on the list and 
I took steps to prevent your murder. 
Enemies, Colonel? You have millions 
of them! This nation is rearming. We



don’t want war, but we want to be 
ready for it if it comes to our shores.

“Besides our defense preparations, 
we’re supplying the nations that hate 
and distrust the explosive forces of 
might. We’re trying to keep the world 
a decent place to live in. At this mo­
ment, we’re free men, and we’ll fight 
to maintain that freedom. But we’re 
being fought, too, by shadowy figures 
who work in the dark with under­
handed methods.

“Other nations have had tragic ex­
periences with the Trojan Horse, the 
spies who make countries defenseless 
by confusing and sabotaging prepara­
tions. Those men we must stop.”

“Yes, of course,” Catlin agreed. “But

I still don’t see how I’m involved.”
“You’re in it up to your ears. We’re 

training men, thousands upon thou­
sands of them. More are being 

'brought into the service every day. 
They need instruction from experi­
enced men to teach them how to fight. 
If the spies can prevent that, it will be 
as great a disaster as the sinking of 
our battleships or the blowing up of 
our munitions factories. You and those 
four officers who were murdered—all 
of you were retired, but you can still 
be called to active service at any time.

“That call must be coming soon or 
those spies wouldn’t act so quickly. I’m 
betting everything on the fact that 
Washington intends to recall you ex­



perts to train the green troops. We 
are under-officered and that condition 
can be remedied only by having men 
like you train your successors. The 
spies want to prevent that and they are 
willing to resort to murder to do it. 
Now can you see that there are enemies 
who can’t allow your existence?”

CATLIN wiped his sweating fore­
head, took an immense drag on 

his cigarette.
“Of course I see, and I’m grateful 

that you showed me the light. Yes, I 
am about to be called back, just as you 
say. Those devils certainly are work­
ing cleverly. They intend to murder 
us old men, and we are easy prey. 
Then, when our ranks are so badly de­
pleted, they’ll tackle the younger offi­
cers. No one will realize what is hap­
pening till it’s too late. We’ll make 
them know! Take me home. I’m going 
to call Washington and, if you don’t 
mind, I’ll mention your name.”

“You have my permission,” the 
Black Bat said. “I want those slinking 
spies to know I’m fighting them. That’s 
why I left souvenirs on the two men 
I killed. But before we start back, I 
want to know about this Anton Morino 
who lured you into this trap with a 
phone call.”

“Anton?” Catlin gasped. “Great 
heavens, he can’t be involved! That 
isn’t possible. He hates everything 
those spies represent. He hates them 
with all the malevolence of a man who 
has actually seen their work of de­
struction. Anton Morino came here 
from Tyrolean Austria, just after Hit­
ler invaded it. He had to flee for his 
life.”

The Black Bat started his car and 
pulled onto the road.

“Perhaps, Colonel. Norway accepted 
many people like that—men who pre­
sumably fled from the Nazi wrath. 
And what happened? Those the Nor­
wegians befriended turned traitor, dug 
knives into their backs. They were 
sent to smooth and prepare a field of 

action for armed forces that would 
eventually arrive.

“Don’t forget that those monsters 
don’t adhere to the rules of the game— 
only when someone else pulls the same 
trick on them. Then they squawk to 
high heaven and protest that they’ve 
been fouled. Anton Morino may be 
wholly innocent, but until I’m con­
vinced, he stays on my list of suspects. 
I must insist that you do not let him 
know what happened.”

* * * * *

BUTCH O’LEARY, in response to 
the Black Bat’s orders, paid a 

short visit to Police Headquarters and 
then phoned Carol’s apartment.

“They thought I was nuts because 
I wanted to tell that bum I was sorry. 
But anyhow he’s free. Guy named An­
ton Morino put up ten grand in cash 
and the bum walked out. What do I 
do now?”

“Go back to your room and wait,” 
Carol said. “I’ll tell Silk what hap­
pened.”

Silk Kirby was seated before a mir­
ror in one of the upstairs rooms when 
the phone rang. His appearance was 
undergoing a radical change. In the 
past, Silk had learned to adapt himself 
to two disguises that used to be of great 
assistance when he pried spare cash 
from the bankrolls of people with more 
larceny than honesty in their hearts. 
Now, as the Black Bat’s right-hand 
man, these disguises often proved in­
valuable. There could be no connec­
tion between the operation of the Black 
Bat’s aide and Silk Kirby, or the whole 
secret might be exposed. Silk was be­
coming almost as well known as his 
master.

He widened his face, changed the 
contour of his lips and created a couple 
of sacks under his eyes. A wig, clever­
ly fastened to his bald pate, made him 
look years younger.

Silk answered the phone, using the 
upstairs connection. He listened to 
Carol’s instruction, then hung up. 
Hastily he completed his disguise with 



a suit of clothes that Silk Kirby, gen­
tleman’s gentleman, would never have 
worn even to an masquerade.

He locked the house from the inside, 
slipped out through the tunnel and 
hailed a taxi two blocks from the house. 
He had already checked Anton Mo­
rino’s address, and before long he was 
studying the place from a safe dis­
tance.

It was an old, rambling house, with­
out close neighbors and well isolated 
from the road by big trees and plenty 
of shrubbery. Silk was grateful for the

protection that these natural barriers 
offered. He sneaked into the grounds, 
fumbled around and picked up a small 
stone, which he threw toward the back 
of the house. When no dogs set up a 
clamor, he breathed a sigh of genuine 
relief.

Silk knew plenty of ways of enter­
ing a house without those inside being 
aware. Many of his former associates 
had been crooks of high caliber—in 
their professions, if not in their char­
acters. When he crept to the rear of 
the house, he blinked in amazement. 
Four big cars were parked in one of 
the gloomier spots, yet the house itself 
was darkened.

Silk straightened up from a crouch­
ing position just beneath a window. 
He failed to raise it, and resorted to 
the use of a thin piece of metal that 
he carried on these expeditions. Forc­
ing back the latch successfully, he 
clambered through the open window 
and stood listening.

He could hear muffled voices that 
seemed to come from near the floor, 
directly across the room. Silk stepped 
forward warily, moving his hand cau­
tiously in front of him to locate 

furniture. If he stumbled now, there 
was no telling what the result might 
be. He found that the voices came 
from an old-fashioned hot air vent. Ap­
parently this house was no more up to 
date than its outward appearance sug­
gested. Silk knelt on the floor and 
listened.

AMAN with a loud, authoritative 
voice was speaking. With each 
word, Silk’s blood ran one degree cold­

er. The Black Bat’s hunch had cer­
tainly paid off! This must be one of 
the chief hideaways of the spy ring.

“And so,” the voice went on, “we 
are this day almost prepared. Yet we 
must not relax in our vigilance, nor in 
our constant training. You men gath­
ered here have shown poor results in 
target practice. When the time comes, 
I will need men who can shoot fast and 
straight. Therefore you will report to 
Hans at the old farm, where no one 
can hear your practice shots. Prepare 
yourselves, my lieutenants, for our day 
is coming soon!

“You will remain at the farm until 
your aim is true and your firing rapid. 
Then, and only then, will you be ready. 
We are strong, yes, but do not let these 
Americans fool you by their apparent 
lassitude. Once aroused, they will fight 
back like demons. We must arrange 
it so they will have no leaders. Even 
now we are in the process of wiping 
out another man who might prove 
harmful to our mission. He is number 
five, but there will be more—many 
more—and these fools here will go on 
placidly, never suspecting murder.”

“That is right,” another voice broke 
in. “I, Erik Wolfram, say it is so. You 
have been sent here from the mighty 
Gestapo to direct our efforts. We 
are cleverer than any of the fools who 
oppose us. Even though we have never 
seen you, our Director, we obey you im­
plicitly. Our cause cannot fail.”

“Good,” the booming voice approved. 
“It is well. Now you will stand at at­
tention. About-face, all of you. Do 



not turn back for five minutes. Any 
further orders will come over the usual 
channels. You have but to keep your 
eyes open.”

A moment later Silk heard a car door 
slam shut. He scurried across the floor 
toward the window. Undoubtedly the 
man leaving the place was the spy 
leader, unknown even to his own men. 
Silk knew that if he could seize and 
identify him, half the battle would be 
won. But as he reached the window, 
a car flashed by, turned into the street, 
and vanished.

He cursed softly and determined to 
satisfy his frustration by exposing these 
rats who characteristically used a cellar 
as their meeting place. The man they 
called their Director had spoken of a 
target range where his legions could 
learn how to kill effectively. More 
than anything else, he had to find the 
location of that farm.

Silk looked around for a hiding place, 
for the men in the cellar would be com­
ing up soon. He headed toward the 
hallway, moving with absolute silence. 
He was half-way down the hall when 
the front door opened and the hall 
lights were turned on. Silk’s hand 
darted toward the gun in his pocket. 
But he was a fraction of a second too 
slow. One of the two men in the hall 
had him covered.

‘‘What’s the idea of using a gun, 
copper?” Silk snarled, though the men 
wore civilian clothes. “I ain’t robbin’ 
the joint. I’m just lookin’ for a place 
to hole up for the night.”

Silk’s voice attracted those in the 
cellar. He swallowed with difficulty 
when he counted eleven burly men as 
they filed into the spacious hallway.

OLY smoke!” Silk carried on 
jOBL his act. “I figured this joint 

was vacant. Say, all you mugs can’t 
be cops. What is this—a stag party?” 

A broad-shouldered man moved om­
inously toward Silk. When he spoke, 
his voice identified him as Erik Wol­
fram.

“Who are you? What are you do­
ing in this house? How long have you 
been here?”

Silk jerked his head in the direction 
of the living room.

“I just opened a window about a min­
ute ago and came in. I’m on the lam. 
The cops are after me and I figured this 
was one swell spot to hide. So—”

“He lies,” one of the men ground out. 
“A minute ago we stood at attention 
as our Director’s car left here. We 
turned our backs on it according to 
orders. We therefore faced the house, 
and we did not see this man going 
through any window. He is a spy—an 
accursed Government-man!”

Silk started forward until a gun, 
pressed against his chest, stopped 
him.

“I don’t know what kind of an out­
fit I ran into,” he snapped, “but don’t 
call me no G-man. I hate their guts. 
Search me if you want to. I’m heeled, 
but you won’t find nothin’ that’ll make 
you think I’m a G-man or any other 
kind of a cop. You mugs got me all 
wrong.”

One of the two men who had entered 
through the front door departed after 
whispering to Wolfram. When he re­
turned, he. carried a corpse over his 
shoulder. He dropped it and went out 
after the second body. As the dead 
men were turned on their backs, Silk 
gave an involuntary start. Between 
the eyes of each man was pasted a 
Black Bat sticker!

“So, perhaps you are not of the po­
lice,” Wolfram snarled. “But those two 
men belonged to my organization, and 
the man who killed them branded his 
work. We all have heard of the Black 
Bat. You are the Black Bat!”

“Me?” Silk howled. “Say, if that guy 
ever caught up with me, I’d be laying 
there right between your two boys. 
Listen, if the Black Bat is on your trail, 
run for cover. I’m tellin’ you he’s poi- 
son.

Wolfram allowed an enigmatic smile 
to cross his face.



“But perhaps I have the antidote for 
that poison, eh? You are the Black Bat. 
You killed my men and spoiled certain 
plans of mine. Somehow, you learned 
of this place and sneaked in to watch 
and listen. But you will never profit 
by it. A short time ago we received 
orders to improve our shooting. Even 
now, we are ready to go to a certain 
spot where we may shoot as often as 
we like, without interference. Yet we 
were desolate because we would have 
nothing but inanimate targets to shoot 
at.

“Now all that is changed. We have 
you—the Black Bat! We can indeed 
become proficient with you standing 
before us as a target. You will not 
mind a little fun like that, eh?”

Silk’s eyes flashed across the group 
of sinisterly grinning killers. Sudden­
ly he lunged forward, slapping down 
Wolfram’s gun as he did so. He man­
aged to bury one fist into Wolfram’s 
stomach and another in a blow that 
glanced off the cheek. The rest of the 
mob closed in, eager for blood.

Half a dozen pistol butts slashed at 
Silk, and most of them collided with 
his head.

He fell to one knee, wound his arms 
around the legs of the nearest man and 
pulled him to the floor. Then a savage 
tattoo of gun butts all but split his 

skull apart. He fell face forward and 
lay utterly still.

CHAPTER V

Desperation

ILK awoke to the 
pitching of a car 
traveling over a 
rough road. He 
groaned and tried to 
move, but his hands 
and legs were firmly 
tied. When he at­
tempted to open his 
mouth, he found that 

a gag choked back everything more 
articulate than a groan. A hefty foot 
struck him on the back of the neck, 
forced his face into the filthy carpet 
on the floor. He had to stay that way, 
half strangling, until the car finally 
stopped. Then the foot was removed.

Before Silk could even gain a nor­
mal breath, his ankles were grabbed 
and he was dragged out of the car. His 
head struck the running board so hard 
that he almost lapsed back into uncon­
sciousness. Bitterly he wished that had 
happened. It might have lasted long 
enough to spare him the terror of the 
grisly end they planned for him.

[Turn page]



Two other cars without lights 
pulled up, and laughing, highly elated 
men clambered out. Silk was dragged 
on his back to an old barn, where his 
legs were dropped. Two men stood 
guard over him while the others disap­
peared into the house. For a few mo­
ments there was nothing but silence, 
until the frogs in some nearby swamp 
lost their sudden fear. Silk shuddered. 
That was where they would throw 
what was left of him. In this forsaken 
spot, his body would never be found.

At last the men filed out again. Silk 
was hoisted to his feet and the rope 
around his ankles severed. The gag 
was also removed before Wolfram con­
fronted him.

“This,” he waved an arm expansive­
ly, “is theoretically the property of the 
Fatherland, for it was bought with our 
money. Here, on the soil of our real 
country, we accuse you of being a spy. 
The sentence is death by gun fire—im­
mediately! Walk ahead of me to that 
tree, the one near the foot of that hill.”

Silk fought down his impulse to 
shudder. He was going to die, but he 
would not give these murderers the 
pleasure of seeing a man yap and beg 
to save his life. He knew that was what 
they were anticipating, because gen­
uine disappointment showed in Wolf­
ram’s eyes.

“Well, thanks for the fast trail, any­
way,” Silk grunted. “It was stream­
lined, all right, but you went too quick 
for justice to catch up. It doesn’t mat­
ter. I’ll be seeing all of you when the 
Black Bat goes to town. You can’t 
laugh him off, Nazi. He just doesn’t 
scare. Let’s go. You boys want your 
fun, and I wouldn’t spoil. . . .

Wolfram struck viciously, a back­
hand blow across the mouth.

“You will not speak those brave 
words when we begin shooting. How 
can the Black Bat harm us after we kill 
him? You are the Black Bat, so what 
is the use of pretending? Walk before 
me. The slightest trick will mean a 
bullet through your leg.”

Two men seized Silk’s arms, half 
carried, half dragged him toward the 
tree. He closed his eyes in misery as 
he stumbled along. Not only had he 
sacrificed his own life, but he had failed 
the Black Bat as well! The only com­
fort he could find was the two Black 
Bat stickers that had been pasted to the 
foreheads of Wolfram’s men. The 
Black Bat had already collected a fifty 
per cent profit on what was going to 
happen now.

THEY lashed Silk to the tree. A 
car was driven close enough for 
the high beam of its headlights to make 

Silk close his eyes wearily.
“So, it is ready,” Wolfram gloated. 

“We are miles from the nearest dwel­
ling, still farther from any highway. 
There is no one to hear our shots nor 
the screams of the spy. Aim for the 
legs and arms first. We must learn 
to cripple as well as kill. There may 
be some we shall wish to take alive, eh? 
Max, you caught this man. Your re­
ward is that you may have the first 
shot. Aim well, for the right arm.”

Max bared his teeth in a murderous 
smile as he strode forward importantly. 
He cocked his revolver and spread his 
big feet apart to balance himself. Rais­
ing the pistol, he sighted Silk’s right 
shoulder along the barrel. A hush fell 
over the others who waited their turns. 
This was a supreme moment in their 
lives. Before their eyes, a man was 
to die.

Silk didn’t brace himself for the im­
pact of the first slug,’nor even open his 
eyes. Nothing seemed to matter now. 
But when he heard a shot, his eyes wid­
ened involuntarily. He waited for the 
terrific blow and agonizing heat of a 
bullet smashing through his body. But 
he had not been hit! Instead, Max was 
slowly rocking back and forth, the 
weapon sagging in his hand. Even 
through the blinding glare of head­
lights, Silk could see the bluish hole 
directly through the forehead of the 
ex-gunner.



A man shouted a hoarse Teutonic 
curse, ran frenziedly to the still twitch­
ing body of his dead friend. He raised 
his gun savagely. A shot blasted the 
frightful stillness—and his gun dropped 
out of his hand!

This time Silk realized that the shot 
had came from the darkness behind 
him. Hope surged through his heart, 
but not for long. As the second victim 
of that uncanny marksman dropped, 
Wolfram screeched orders. “Kill him 
—no matter what happens!”

The men started forward. Instantly 
unholy bedlam burst loose. An auto­
matic rifle sent whining chunks of steel 
just above the heads of the charging 
men. They broke in terror and spread 
wildly in all directions.

The rapid shooting followed them as 
they headed for their cars, did not stop 
even when they piled into two black 
sedans. A few snapped shots back at 
Silk, but they were fired on the run 
and the bullets missed by yards.

Abruptly a weird form broke from 
the thick woods behind Silk. The gun 
poised at his shoulder was still firing 
a challenge at the fleeing men. Then, 
as the mysterious rifleman came into 
the scope of the headlights from the 
abandoned car, Silk gave a shout. 
There was no mistaking the simulated 
wings and the hood of the Black Bat!

SILK was so weak on his legs after 
his ghastly ordeal that the Black 

Bat helped him into the coupe, which 
had been well hidden off the lane. He 
grinned at Silk.

“Those rifles certainly came in 
handy. I reached Anton Morino’s 
house just as they were carrying you 
out, so I followed the parade. While 
they held a conference in the farm­
house, I found myself a good spot for 
some neat shooting. Two of them are 
dead. If the others hadn’t run, there 
would have been a slaughter. You see, 
Silk, you’re worth a thousand of those 
lice. Now if you feel well enough, we’ll 
see what those dead men have on them.

I’d also like to take a look inside the 
farmhouse.”

As they searched the dead spies, they 
piled up a small heap of junk. The 
men were well supplied with cash, 
which the Black Bat appropriated.

“We’ll send it to the Red Cross,” he 
smiled. “Silk, look at this. It’s a plain 
heavy card with a series of small holes 
punched in it. See the way those holes 
are arranged? Three with short spaces, 
then a large space and two more. In 
some places there are as many as five 
of the holes in a group.”

“Code?” Silk asked promptly.
“I don’t know. A code of this kind, 

depending on sets of symbols, wouldn’t 
necessarily have to consist of holes. It 
would be easier to make a few dots. 
Anyhow, we’ll take these with us. If 
it is a code, I’ll study it as soon as I 
have time. Let’s head for the farm­
house.”

The Black Bat picked up the auto­
matic rifle in his crooked arm, and Silk 
held the repeater rifle equipped with 
telescopic sights.

“They’ve got a leader they call the 
Director,” Silk said. “I overheard that 
much before they grabbed me. What­
ever they are up to is about ready, so 
they’ll strike soon. This Director isn’t 
even known to them. He makes them 
turn their backs when he leaves the 
place. Maybe he puts a screen in front 



of him while he talks. Anyway, I heard 
him tell those skunks that more orders 
would follow and all they had to do 
was merely to keep their eyes open.”

“Odd,” the Black Bat said puzzled- 
ly. “Keep their eyes open for orders? 
They usually come by mouth. He 
should have told them to keep their ears 
cocked instead. This is no haphazard 
organization, Silk. It’s headed by a 
man specially trained for this kind of 
work. Either he or his lieutenants 
must be in the confidence of certain 
high officials. That’s what makes it dif­
ficult. You can’t clean up a snake’s 
nest until you know where it is. Watch 
out now. We may run into some 
trouble in this house.”

The Black Bat found that only an 
unlocked screen door barred his way. 
He opened it, dodged with cautious 
swiftness into a big kitchen. He and 
Silk grew rigid. From one of the dis­
tant rooms came a lbw moan. Holding 
their rifles ready, they searched the 
place. In the living room they found a 
gray-haired man lying in a pool of his 
own blood. He was still alive, but dy­
ing fast. A knife had been thrust 
through his throat, and another wound 
close to his heart was pumping a scar­
let stream.

PAINFULLY the dying man lifted 
one hand off the floor. Between his 
shaking fingers he held a card that had 

been punched with a series of holes 
exactly like those they had taken from 
the two dead spies. The gray-haired 
victim seemed to be trying to tell them 
something with his eyes, for the knife 
in his throat prevented speech. When 
the Black Bat took the card, the man 
attempted a wan smile before his head 
dropped with a bang on the floor.

“They killed him because he prob­
ably knew too much and they thought 
he wasn’t trustworthy,” the Black Bat 
said grimly. “We’ll pay them back for 
this murder. Search the house, Silk. 
Look especially for letters and papers.” 

While Silk busied himself, the Black 

Bat compared the three cards. The two 
that had been taken from the dead spies; 
were identical. The holes matched up 
exactly when he placed one over the 
other. But the third, which was still 
wet with the murdered man’s blood, 
didn’t compare at all. The holes were 
in radically different series. That these 
cards meant something vitally impor­
tant was absolutely plain, but the 
Black Bat could find no answer.

Silk came hurrying down from the 
second floor with a bunch of letters 
tied with a piece of rough cord. The 
Black Bat opened several of them, 
found they were written in German. 
He knew enough of the language to 
make a rough translation.

“Damn them,” he cried. “Silk, this 
man died trying to help us! He was 
in league with the spy ring, but not 
because he wanted to be. These letters 
are from his wife and two daughters, 
who are interned in Germany. The let­
ters plead with him to obey the orders 
of the Gestapo and to keep a close 
mouth about everything. Now, prob­
ably, those three helpless women will 
be killed or forced to work themselves 
to death for a cause they hate. This 
isn’t new. They’ve done it before, in 
several parts of the world, but it’s the 
first time I’ve come into actual contact 
with it. Silk, I wish I’d cut down every 
one of those men. Come on, we’re go­
ing back to town. I want to see a 
Tyrolean Austrian named Anton Mo­
rino.”

CHAPTER VI
Two Sick Men

AUTIOUSLY t h e 
Black Bat parked his 
car near Anton Mo­
rino’s home.

“I’ll take the rear,” 
he told Silk. “You 
tackle the front. Use 
that automatic rifle if 
necessary. If Morino 
was warned that you 

are still alive, he has probably run 



away. But I have a hunch those rats 
we dispersed are too busy hunting their 
own cover to help anyone else.”

Silk approached the house carefully, 
and in silence climbed over the east 
railing of the porch. He bent low for a 
quick look inside. A man, about fifty 
years old, was pacing the floor, ner­
vously running his hand through his 
thick shock of pure white hair. He was 
heavily built, though not tall, and clad 
in expensive clothing. He looked clever 
and meticulous about his appearance.

Silk didn’t wait. There might be 
others in the house, but by now the 
Black Bat would be ready for action. 
Silk stood erect, smashed the window 
with the barrel of his gun.

“Lift ’em high!” he snapped. “That’s 
right. Now walk over here and unlatch 
this window. Open it wide. Move 
back ten paces and keep turned toward 
me. Don’t forget that this is a Tommy- 
gun. It shoots fast and straight.”

Silk climbed through the window. 
Anton Morino sat down heavily and 
covered his eyes, moaning.

“So it has come at last! For all that 
I have done, the reward is death. Yet 
I have expected it.” He looked up and 
his face was agonized. “Shoot—go 
ahead and shoot me! That’s what they 
sent you here for. I know that one fail­
ure is repaid with execution. I have 
failed, somehow. I don’t know how. I 
don’t even care. It will be heaven’s 
blessing when I am dead. Shoot, damn 
you! Why do you look at me like 
that?”

A curtain at the far end of the room 
moved aside and the Black Bat 
emerged. When he stepped up to An­
ton Morino, the Nazi’s harrowed look 
changed to awe and terror. He started 
from his chair, but Silk pushed him 
back.

“You are the Black Bat!” Morino 
screamed. “They killed you! You are 
dead! They told me they were taking 
you away to kill you—and they never 
fail. . . .”

“They fail more often than they

Carol

admit,” the Black Bat answered grim­
ly. “Morino, you deliberately lured 
Colonel Catlin out of his apartment to­
night, and sent him over a route along 
that you knew would mean his death. 
You are involved in this spy ring. Un­
less you tell me everything about it, 
you really will die. First of all, why 
did you think this man with the ma­
chine-gun was sent here to kill you?”

“Because I failed them,” Morino 
groaned. “They do not tolerate failure, 
even when it is not my fault. Colonel 
Catlin is my friend. I didn’t want to 
help in his murder, but what else could 
I do? They forced me into it. When 
he did not die, they said my arrange­
ments were not satisfactory and I 
would hear from the Director. We men 
in the ranks hear from him only by bul­
lets or knives. You must believe me.”

“Just keep on talking,” the Black Bat 
said. “Who is this Director? Where 
is the headquarters of the ring ? What 
are they up to?”

“I don’t know who he is,” Morino 
cried hysterically. “No one knows his 
name nor what he looks like. He never 
permits himself to be seen. But he 
must be an important man, high in the 
confidence of officials, because he 
seems to know everything. There are 
no headquarters. The Director desig­
nates a certain place, and those who 
receive the orders assemble there. To­



night it was in my own home.
“His intentions are to disrupt the 

preparedness plans of the United States 
by any methods necessary. He cares 
nothing for human lives. He also 
wishes to prevent supplies from reach­
ing his military enemies. I tell you, he 
is not human. He is a monster from 
the depths of hell!”

“What hold does he have on you?” 
the Black Bat suddenly demanded.

MORINO staggered to his feet, 
clenching his hands.

“There is no use in being silent now. 
I am to be killed in any case. Let me 
open the safe hidden in the farther wall. 
I can show you things that will make 
your eyes open wide!”

He didn’t wait for permission to 
cross the room. As he headed toward 
the farther wall, Silk and the Black Bat 
followed more slowly. But when he 
neared a wide rear window, he broke 
into a wild run and dived recklessly 
through the glass. Landing in a flower 
bed outside, he sprang up instantly and 
streaked away into the darkness.

Silk jerked the machine-gun to his 
shoulder, but the Black Bat pushed the 
barrel down.

“We’ll get him later, alive,” he said. 
“Morino is desperate, Silk. He took a 
mighty long chance just now and he 
must have had some terrific reason for 
it. Keep your eyes open while I search 
the place.”

Morino’s home revealed none of the 
mysteriously punched cards. In fact, it 
seemed to have been stripped of any­
thing which might have damaged Mo­
rino or the spy ring. The Black Bat 
wondered if he shouldn’t have let Silk 
fire a withering hail of lead after the 
fleeing man. There was a chance that 
Morino had put on a good act. Was he 
the Director, the cunning spy leader 
who guided every movement along the 
path to death and destruction?

“Morino put up the bail for Hans 
Hofer’s release,” the Black Bat said 
later, as he and Silk were driving to­

ward Tony Quinn’s home. “Ten thou­
sand dollars is a lot of cash to sacrifice, 
which means there’s a paymaster, Silk. 
He may be this man known as the Di­
rector, but I’m sure this cash comes 
from Berlin and in quantities that are 
amazing. Imagine it! While their 
own people are half starved and go 
around in ersatz clothes, or barely any 
at all, the Nazi Government sends mil­
lions over here to keep their Gestapo 
busy. If we could stop that source of 
income, we’d break the spy ring wide 
open. They’re faithful to the .Father- 
land, all right—as long as the money 
flows freely.”

“Butch said there was another man 
with Morino,” Silk informed. “A law­
yer named Tolly obtained a habeas 
when the police refused to release 
Hofer even on bond. He also must 
know something. Why not pay him a 
visit ?”

The Black Bat looked into the rear 
view mirror of the coupe. He wasn’t be­
ing trailed, and no pedestrian was in 
sight. He pulled over to the curb.

“It’s almost morning, Silk. We need 
rest and time to outline our plans. Tolly 
can wait. Let’s go through the garden 
gate now. Hurry.”

LATE the next morning, Tony
Quinn, holding his cane, tapped 

along the paths through his estate. His 
eyes were blank, staring straight ahead, 
as he walked with the characteristic 
caution of a blind man. A few people 
in the neighborhood saw him, which 
was exactly what he wanted. Not even 
for an instant did he wish Tony Quinn 
to be considered anything but hopeless­
ly stone-blind. His former affliction 
now provided him with an excellent 
alibi.

Shortly after noon he entered the se­
cret laboratory where he could work 
unobserved. Placing the three cards in 
front of him, he studied them with puz­
zled, brooding eyes. The cards were 
about the size of ordinary post cards, 
and the holes punched in them were 



perhaps a sixteenth of an inch in diam­
eter. When he measured the distance 
between them, he found that even 
though several of the holes were 
grouped together, they were irregularly 
spaced. Obviously some kind of ma­
chine had punched those holes, yet 
why was there a discrepancy in the 
spaces?

The Black Bat had access to several 
master codes. For two hours he vainly 
tried to associate those holes with a 
code, but it just couldn’t be done. He 
realized that each recipient of these 
cards might have a key in the form of a

letter or book. By placing the card in 
a certain position, the holes would bring 
out certain letters.

“But if that’s it,” Quinn muttered, 
“this message must consist of about 
three small words. These holes 
wouldn’t reveal entire words of ordi­
nary print. There must be something 
else, some other way of using these 
cards. Here I probably have the solu­
tion to the whole mystery in my hands, 
and I can’t even use it!”

Carol came through the tunnel, soon 
after dark. She listened intently as 
Tony Quinn described the events of the 
night before, and with each word her 
pretty face became more worried.

“They’re such desperate men,” she 
cried, “ready and eager to kill anyone! 
Fighting them here is worse than fight­
ing them on an actual battleground. 
There you can recognize the enemy— 
the one in front, anyhow. But the 
enemy doesn’t wear any uniform here, 
and he doesn’t attack in the open. His 
weapon is a knife in the back. I wish 
there were no wars, no world troubles. 
Why can’t we be fighting some nice 
gentlemanly band of murderers, or 

maybe some pleasant orphan asylum 
arsonists instead of these treacherous 
wolves?”

Quinn chuckled and sat down beside 
her.

“So far the score is in our favor, and 
I hope it stays that way. If I only knew 
where they’d strike next—what their 
main objectives are—but I’m temporar­
ily stuck. I can’t even find any mem­
bers of that band to argue with.”

CAROL looked down at her well 
manicured nails and said:

“A week ago you told me about the 
various travel agencies in town, the 
ones that specialize in arranging trips 
to Germany, Austria, Holland, and 
Italy. I’ve checked them. Since the 
war started, they have done no busi­
ness whatsoever, yet they are still in 
business. Their staffs remain the same, 
though no customer ever enters the of­
fices. They haven’t sold a steamship 
ticket in months, and still they pay 
rent on time.”

“That’s great news, Carol,” Quinn 
exclaimed, his eyes glowing. “You’ve 
done fine work. Those agencies can 
legally, and without arousing suspicion, 
obtain money grants from their home 
offices. I suspect the whole business is 
controlled by the Gestapo. Through 
these travel agencies the spies must be 
supervised and paid off. That is the 
answer, I think.”

“There is one group of German agen­
cies,” Carol went on. “They’re headed 
by a man called Fritz von Elkin, and if 
I ever saw a true Nazi, he is it. He lives 
like a prince and keeps an office like 
the late Ziegfeld’s, just above his travel 
agency on West Boulevard. I went in, 
asked for a job and did they snow on 
me I My accent wasn’t so good, I 
guess.”

“Well, that’s something to start on,” 
Quinn said thoughtfully. “Fritz von 
Elkin, eh? That hero used to lecture 
some years ago on German submarine 
warfare. I remember that when he told 
about sailors and passengers swim­



ming hopelessly fifty miles from shore, 
he actually glowed all over. His atti­
tude was so obvious that nobody would 
attend any more of his lectures. Von 
Elkin was an efficient submarine com­
mander, and now he’s probably a good 
spy. So we’ll try to scuttle Herr von 
Elkin. Perhaps, if we get too close, 
he’ll scuttle himself. We’ll enter von 
Elkin’s name in my mythical black 
book. Anton Morino heads it just now, 
and a lawyer named Tolly also seems 
to warrant being included.”

“Can’t I help you, Tony?” Carol 
asked. “About von Elkin, I mean.”

Quinn shook his head. “I’m going 
to give von Elkin the benefit of my per­
sonal attention, Carol. You’re much 
too pretty to be a burglar, and that’s 
exactly what the Black Bat will become 
tonight. I’m going to perform a one 
man raid on the headquarters of the 
travel agency chain, as soon as I can 
get there.

“See if you can comfort Butch. He 
mopes around gloomily like a St. Ber­
nard with his tail hanging down and 
swears I’m neglecting him. But there 
just isn’t an opening for strong-arm 
work yet. Be a good girl and find Silk 
for me—without exhibiting yourself 
around the windows too much. Tony 
Quinn has no interest in girls, you 
know.”

Carol doubled her fist and playfully 
tapped Quinn’s chin with it.

“In other girls, you mean. I’ll find 
Silk for you.”

Quinn was donning his black cloth­
ing when Silk hurried in.

“Silk, get the big car out of the 
garage,” he ordered. “I’ve got to visit 
the business section—as Tony Quinn. 
I want you to drive.”

SILK parked across the street from 
a big business building. Across 

the full width of a huge window on the 
second floor ran a lurid neon sign, pro­
claiming that the Elkin Travel Service 
maintained its headquarters there. 
Above that were the windows of pro­

fessional men’s offices, mostly attor­
neys and doctors.

“I’m not feeling well,” Quinn told 
Silk. “Something in the pit of my 
stomach makes me quite ill at times, so 
I think I’ll pay Dr. Norton a visit. His 
offices are only one flight above the 
travel agency. There’s a tow rope in 
the back of the car. Please take it out 
and help me coil it under my coat.”

“You’re not really sick, are you?” 
Silk asked with a worried frown.

Quinn pursed his lips. “Yes, but it’s 
not incurable. It has something to do 
with a spy ring. Their methods are a 
bit nauseating, but the good Dr. Nor­
ton may be able to help. Here is where 
you come in. You’re sick, too—head­
aches ofte'n bother you, and you want 
a complete physical examination. 
You’ll see Norton first. He doesn’t 
know you, and neither do I. Under­
stand? Get that rope.”

Silk took Tony Quinn’s arm after he 
helped him out of the car. Quinn looked 
straight ahead with the blank stare of 
a blind man. As he tapped his cane, 
Silk led him across the street and into 
the building. They separated in the 
lobby and Silk went up first.

Quinn gave him five full minutes be­
fore he entered the elevator and had the 
attendant lead him to Dr. Norton’s of­
fices. When he went in, the most care­
ful observer would have sworn that 
those eyes saw nothing. But Quinn 
noticed with satisfaction that there 
were no other patients. Dr. Norton 
came out, helped him into a chair.

“Tony, I haven’t seen you in weeks! 
There’s nothing seriously wrong, I 
hope?”

“Not at all,” Quinn smiled. “Shall I 
go in?”

“If you don’t mind, I have a patient 
in there now. It will take about half an 
hour, possibly a little longer. I’ll ask 
him to wait if you’re in a hurry.”

“Did you ever know a blind man to 
be in a hurry?” Quinn countered. “I’ll 
just sit here. Give your patient all the 
time he needs.”



CHAPTER VII

Blind Man’s Bluff

HE instant Dr. Nor­
ton closed his door, 
Quinn swiftly went 
into action. He re­
moved the gray 
tweed trousers he al­
ways wore, revealing 
beneath them the 
clothes of the Black 
Bat. From under his 

coat he took the robe and hood. After 
donning them, he hid his tweeds under 
the cushions of the sofa. Hastily he 
uncoiled the rope Silk had given him, 
opened the window and looked down.

The rear windows of von Elkin’s 
tourist agency were just below. He 
anchored the rope in such a way that it 
would hardly be noticed. Letting him­
self out the window, he lowered the 
sash so there would be no draft to puz­
zle Dr. Norton.

As he dangled just outside one of 
the agency windows, he opened the 
lock without much trouble and climbed 
into von Elkin’s private suite. He lis­
tened carefully, heard nothing.

He examined the contents of the 
desk, though the place was dark. That 
didn’t trouble him, for the Black Bat 
needed no light. When he found noth­
ing of importance in the desk, he 
tackled the locked files standing against 
a wall. None of his keys would open 

them, and even a small pick he fre­
quently used proved to be ineffectual.

“Well,” he muttered, “von Elkin 
must have something mighty private 
in these drawers to have special tum­
bler locks installed on them.” He 
sighed wearily. “I can’t open it like a 
Jimmy Valentine, so I’ll have to do the 
job as Butch would handle it.”

For work of this kind, he always car­
ried a compact kit of the finest tools. 
A special chisel, hit noiselessly with a 
padded hammer, cut a small hole in the 
steel paneling. As he inserted another 
instrument and twisted it, a large sec­
tion of the cabinet ripped open like a 
sardine can. His sensitive fingers 
manipulated the lock through this hole 
and the drawer slid open easily.

The Black Bat saw a portfolio lying 
at the bottom of the drawer. He re­
moved it and glanced sharply at the 
contents. They consisted of several 
maps of New York Harbor, showing 
particularly the placements of the 
shockingly few anti-aircraft batteries. 
Before he could search farther, he 
heard a key being inserted into a lock 
somewhere outside the office.

The Black Bat replaced the portfolio, 
stepped quietly to the door and moved 
with amazing speed to* the window 
where his rope dangled. He gripped it, 
launched himself into space. But he 
didn’t climb back to Dr. Norton’s of­
fice. Instead, he began swinging in long 
arcs until he could look into the win- 
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dow of von Elkin’s private quarters. 
When he reached it, his soft-soled 
shoes stopped the swing. Balancing 
himself precariously, he risked a quick 
glance into the now lighted offices.

Von Elkin, a towering man with a 
square face and a completely bald head, 
was cursing luridly at the sight of his 
burglarized steel drawer. There was 
one other man in the room—Anton 
Morino! But he didn’t act the craven, 
terrorized victim of the spy ring’s 
vengeance now. He appeared utterly 
confident of himself.

“I have long suspected something 
like this would happen,” von Elkin grat­
ed. “No matter what the orders are, we 
go now! I cannot see why the orders 
were countermanded, anyway — nor 
why they sent you to tell me I should 
come back and make doubly sure I left 
nothing.”

Morino was facing von Elkin, with 
his back toward the office door. As the 
Black Bat watched, the door opened 
slowly, silently, and a gloved hand 
holding a Luger pistol came into view. 
Before the Black Bat could give any 
kind of warning, the gun fired twice. 
Morino threw up his hands convulsive­
ly. He fell on the top of the desk and 
slid off it slowly, leaving a trail of drip­
ping blood.

Five seconds later, a police whistle 
blasted the quiet outside the building. 
Loud voices shouted orders. The Black 
Bat took one more quick glance 
through the window. Von Elkin was 
running wildly toward the door.

THE Black Bat put the soles of both 
feet against the wall. Rapidly he 
climbed back to the window of Dr. Nor­

ton’s waiting room, and was relieved 
when he saw that no other patients had 
entered. He closed the window quick­
ly and coiled the rope around his mid­
dle, after he had removed the Black 
Bat’s hood and cape. He slipped into 
the tweeds he had hidden under the 
sofa cushions, replaced his jacket and 
sat down hastily. Perhaps twenty min­

utes had elapsed since he had invaded 
von Elkin’s offices.

Quinn’s abnormally sensitive ears 
could hear the sound of confusion in 
the building and on the street. His 
hands, clasped on the curved handle of 
his cane, worked nervously. What was 
going on? Who had killed Morino? 
Why? What had von Elkin meant 
when he wondered why Morino had ar­
rived with countermanded orders?

Ten minutes went by while Tony 
Quinn fidgeted and tried to puzzle out 
the meaning of all the excitement. Then 
Silk and Dr. Norton emerged from the 
consultation rooms. Silk glanced cas­
ually at Quinn and walked out. Dr. 
Norton helped Quinn to his feet and 
guided him into the other room. Drag­
ging up a chair, he listened as Quinn 
described some symptoms indicative 
of an abused stomach. With a smile, 
the doctor wrote out a prescription, and 
they talked for a few minutes before 
Quinn left.

It took a long time for the elevator 
to reach his floor. When it finally ar­
rived, the operator was shaking with 
excitement.

“Know what happened?” he yelped. 
“A G-man raid! Yes, sir—they just 
raided a tourist place, one of them Ger­
man agencies! Boy, I never seen so 
many cops and G-men!”

Quinn left the elevator and entered 
a crowded lobby. Two men in plain­
clothes stepped up to him.

“Where did you come from?” one de­
manded. “Did you see a bald-headed, 
fat-faced man anywhere in the build­
ing?’

Quinn shook his head sadly. “I’ve 
been visiting Dr. Nortoh on the third 
floor. I didn’t see anyone. I’m blind.”

A uniformed police lieutenant ap­
proached and recognized Quinn in­
stantly.

“It’s okay, boys,” he said. This is 
Tony Quinn. He’s blind, all right. Used 
to be D.A. before some rats threw acid 
in his eyes. How are you, Mr. Quinn?”

“Pretty fair,” Quinn answered.



“What in the world is happening?”
“We just raided a spy nest, sir. Got 

evidence enough, but no rat. He must 
have been tipped off. Can I help you 
outside?”

“Thanks, I’d appreciate it,” Quinn 
said. “My car and the driver are across 
the street.”

Silk elbowed his way to Quinn’s side. 
As he reached for his employer’s arm, 
Quinn was suddenly jerked around. 
Silk’s face went grim, but Tony Quinn

only looked blankly over the head of 
the man who held him. It was Detec­
tive-captain McGrath, self-appointed 
tracker of the Black Bat.

“Wait a minute, Quinn,” McGrath 
snapped. “There’s been a murder in 
this building. In the past few hours 
there were four others. Two of them 
were branded with the Black Bat’s in­
signia. Get what I mean?”

“I gather the significance, McGrath,” 
Quinn replied tiredly. “You think I’m 
the Black Bat. You believe I killed five 
men and stamped the murders as the 
work of the Black Bat. Then why don’t 
you arrest me, Captain ?”

McGrath flushed. “You know 
damned well why. Twenty doctors 
would swear you’re blind. I’d make a 
fool out of myself.”

“Don’t flatter your creative ability,” 
Silk put in with smooth irony. “You 
were a fool even before they threw you 
out of the second grade. Listen, Sher­
lock. Mr. Quinn is sick. He came here 
to visit Dr. Norton. Dr. Norton’s of­
fice is upstairs. Now that Dr. Norton 
has examined him, I am going to take 

Mr. Quinn home. Is that simple enough 
for you to understand?”

“Try leaving here and I’ll jug both of 
you,” McGrath threatened. “Stay 
where you are till I see this Dr. Norton, 
if there is such a guy. Maybe this is one 
time you tripped on your own smart­
ness, Quinn.”

♦

AS McGrath disappeared into the 
building, an official car puHed up 

and two men emerged. Although the 
most careful observer would never have 
noticed his quick glance, Quinn recog­
nized both men. One was Police Com­
missioner Warner, a slender, distin­
guished looking man. Beside him was 
Philip Trent, whom Quinn had known 
for ten years.

At one time, he had sympathized 
with Trent for the whole side of the 
man’s face was deeply scarred, his hair 
was perfectly white, and he walked 
with a decided limp.

Quinn knew what had caused that. 
Trent had been a captain in the A.E.F. 
in 1918, when he led his men in a sav­
age attack. Shrapnel and machine-gun 
bullets had almost torn him to shreds. 
Plastic surgery was crude in those days, 
and it hadn’t helped his appearance 
much, although it had probably saved 
his life. Since he had also been badly 
scarred, Tony Quinn knew just how 
Trent must feel, yet the man worked 
prodigiously and was well on the way 
to becoming a power in politics.

Warner spotted Quinn and hurried 
up to him.

“Tony! What are you doing here?” 
“He’s waiting for a genius to make 

sure he didn’t murder five guys,” Silk 
explained witheringly. “Five, no less!”

Warner frowned. “McGrath again, 
eh? Well, Tony, you’re free to go any 
time you wish. McGrath’s suspicions 
are becoming a nuisance. Do you know 
Phil Trent? Oh, yes—of course you 
do.”

Trent took Quinn’s hand and clasped 
it firmly.

“Glad to see you again, Tony. It’s too 



bad you’re not the D.A. these days. We 
could use a man like you to fight these 
fifth columnists.”

“He’s right,” Warner agreed warm­
ly. “In conjunction with Federal men, 
we just raided a German tourist agency. 
I understand some evidence has been 
found, but the birds we hoped to trap 
left their neSt. Trent is working with 
us and with the Federal authorities, 
helping to run down these influences. 
Wait. Here comes McGrath. I can 
tell by his face that the news he learned 
isn’t at all satisfying.”

McGrath saluted Warner and then 
looked at Quinn.

“You can go now, I guess. Doc Nor­
ton alibis you okay. The dead man up­
stairs hasn’t got a Black Bat sticker on 
him, either.”

“Ah,” Quinn smiled. “Then my 
wrists are not going to be handcuffed. 
That’s a distinct relief, Captain, al­
though I sympathize with your disap­
pointment. I know just how much you 
want to find the Black Bat. I’m partic­
ularly honored that you think I might 
be he.”

“You?” Trent exploded. “How can 
any man in his right senses think you 
— Oh, I’m sorry, Tony. I know just 
how it feels to be—well, unable to take 
part in any activity. But McGrath’s 
accusation was so absurd. . . .”

Quinn was looking directly at War­
ner as he answered Trent.

“Forget it. A thing like this makes 
life interesting for a blind man. It gives 
me a great deal to think about. Good 
luck with your spy hunt, gentlemen. 
Silk, let’s go back to the car.”

SILK led him through the crowd. As 
they reached the outer fringe of it, 
the driver spoke softly.

“When you get into the car, take a 
look at the entrance of the building, 
sir. There’s a short, loudly dressed 
man there. It’s Tolly, the lawyer who 
bailed out Hans Hofer! I overheard the 
cops questioning him. He’s got an of­
fice on the seventh floor.”

Quinn glanced across the street for 
a fraction of a second. McGrath was 
talking to the man Silk had described. 
Apparently everyone in the building 
was being questioned. Quinn leaned 
back against the cushions and lit a 
cigarette while Silk wormed his way 
through the slowly moving traffic.

“I saw the murder McGrath de­
scribed,” he stated quietly. “The vic­
tim was Anton Morino, but I don’t 
know who killed him. Von Elkin was 
in there, too, only he got away. I can’t 
figure out how he escaped. There was 
evidence in his offices that he was en­
gaged in spy work, but you know that 
von Elkin is no fool. I can’t believe 
that he’d be careless enough to leave 
such evidence lying around.”

Silk picked up a newspaper and 
handed it to Quinn.

“I bought it while I was waiting for 
you, sir. There’s an item on the front 
page that looks interesting.”

Quinn put the paper on his lap in 
such a position that no one could pos­
sibly notice that he was reading it. The 
boxed item certainly was interesting.

ARMY OFFICER THWARTS BANDITS

Major Oliver Rankin, retired, successfully 
routed two robbers in the secluded sections 
of Bryant Park late this afternoon. They 
attempted to use blackjacks on him, but they 
did not realize that Major Rankin at one 
time was runner-up for the Army boxing 
championship. The major seems to have 
lost none of his prowess. Police are mak­
ing an investigation. Major Rankin pro­
vided them with detailed descriptions of his 
assailants.

Quinn let the newspaper drop to the 
floor.

“So Rankin is on their list,” he said. 
“Except for the attempt on Colonel 
Catlin’s life, it’s the first time the spy 
ring’s executioners bungled their job. 
But Rankin is pretty fast with his fists 
even if he is nearly sixty years old. It’s 
our break, Silk—the one I’ve been hop­
ing for! They’ll try to get Rankin 
again. Through the men assigned to 
kill him, I can contact the gang once 
more. Step on it!”



CHAPTER VIII

Men Without Mercy

HILE police and 
G-men searched for 
more evidence of the 
spy ring’s activities 
at von Elkin’s offices, 
and Tony Quinn re­
turned to his home, a 
factory on the out­
skirts of the city be­
came an extremely 

busy place for so late at night.
It was a fairly large building, run by 

a man named Aranoff, and engaged in 
the manufacture of metal barrels and 
tanks. The factory closed promptly at 
five. But now—though the hour was 
close to ten—one whole section was 
lighted up and a number of cars stood 
inside the locked yard gates.

Word had gone out that the sales 
department was holding an important 
meeting, so the families living nearby 
thought nothing of it. Perhaps some 
of the employees wondered why busi­
ness wasn’t better with so large a sales 
force and all the meetings they held 
lately. But that was as far as their 
suspicions went.

Inside the plant, with every window 
and door carefully guarded, eighteen 
men were drawn up in two precise 
lines, standing at rigid attention. At 
the front of the large room was a five- 
inch dais, like a miniature stage. The 
face of it was studded with a battery 

* of powerful lights that were equipped 
with reflectors.

Suddenly all the other lights in the 
room died away and the stronger ones 
were turned on. They blazed straight 
into the eyes of that strange audience, 
but no man moved even a muscle. 
When a harsh voice gave an order, the 
two rows of men pivoted completely 
around in military formation. The 
harsh voice spoke again and they faced 
the lights. If anyone stood on that 
stage now, he was completely invisible He saw the gun fire twice (Chap. VII)



to his audience, for those lights defied 
any eyes to penetrate their glare.

“This will be one of our final meet­
ings,” a man’s voice announced from 
somewhere behind the lights. “Soon 
now you will see my face. When you 
do, you will laugh, my lieutenants, at 
the way we have tricked these gullible 
Americans. Now listen to orders. 
Each of you controls a certain section 
of this country. Under you are the 
Gauleiters who strut like peacocks— 
and rightly so, for they are the back­
bone of our organization. Under them 
are the privates—the men who will do 
the fighting. Some of them will do so 
willingly, because they believe. Oth­
ers will do so because they are ordered, 
and know that if they fail, someone 
dear to them will find life most miser­
able in Europe. For those who are not 
citizens, we have arranged that upon a 
given word they are to be arrested and 
deported. They will be useful, and 
upon completion of our mission, we can 
cast them aside. For, mind you, my 
lieutenants, there will be no room here 
for other men who crave power. That 
lies in our hands, and ours alone!”

A gruff shout went up from the two 
ranks and their right hands shot stiffly 
outward in a salute.

“We are almost ready to strike,” the 
unknown leader went on. “All over 
the nation our groups have their guns, 
their ammunition and bombs—even 
gasses, if necessary. Every man knows 
his job. When you leave here, cards 
will be distributed. You will forward, 
one to each of the Gauleiters and warn 
them to stand ready. Bauer, step for­
ward.”

ONE of the men in the front rank 
took two steps ahead of the others 

and stood at rigid attention.
“Your squads will concentrate on the 

submarine factories and bases in New 
England. They are to be blown to 
pieces beyond any hope of quick repair. 
Vogt and Schmidt, step forward.”

Another pair moved out of ranks.

The unknown spoke again, his voice 
venomous as he described their duties.

“You are in charge of the New York 
area. You will see to it that all trans­
portation ceases, that officials who have 
spoken against us die. Confusion must 
reign throughout the city. The water­
front is to receive particular attention. 
No ship can remain intact nor any dock 
left useful. Our ships at sea will re­
ceive radio orders that will be taken 
care of.

“When we finish, this nation will be 
in such confusion that we can rapidly 
consolidate our positions. We shall 
create panic such as these fools have 
never before known. All their prep­
arations for war will be demoralized. 
The help they are sending our ene­
mies abroad will be cut off. We shall 
show them that we are the masters of 
the world!”

There were further explicit orders, 
all calculated to create panic and death. 
Great shouts went up, accompanied by 
the stiff-armed salutes. Then Max 
von Elkin stepped forward and received 
permission to speak.

“I have bad news. My travel agency 
was raided tonight. Anton Morino, 
one of our own kind, managed it! He 
lured me back to the office so I would 
be arrested, by stating that he had or­
ders for me to take all my papers, even 
the non-incriminating ones. I escaped 
with the aid of the man who leads us so 
well. Once again he has proved beyond 
doubt that he is cut from the same 
great pattern as he who will eventu­
ally rule the world.”

“And Morino is dead,” the un­
known’s voice stated with a dry laugh. 
“I dislike only the fact that he died too 
quickly, for it was his scheme to have 
himself arrested with von Elkin. Then, 
safely in a cell, he would tell all he 
knew, how he was forced to help 
against his own will and judgment. 
But he was not quite clever enough, 
and his fate shall be a lesson to any 
of you men who may have the same 
idea.



“There is one other extremely impor­
tant thing. We have not only the Fed­
eral authorities and the police to con­
tend with, but also—the Black Bat! I 
see by your faces that you fear him. 
He is as aggressive as we, and he does 
not adhere to the silly laws of this 
country. Yes, he is a dangerous en­
emy, but not for long. Already I have 
set into motion a scheme which will 
trap him, and then—he dies!

“When I gave orders that Major 
Rankin was to be attacked without 
being injured, I knew just how the 
Black Bat would act. He has guessed

our little scheme far ahead of the po­
lice. He knows we seek to eliminate 
as many trained officers as possible so 
the preparedness plans of this country 
will not go forward swiftly.

“The Black Bat will try to protect 
Major Rankin. Then we shall lure 
Rankin away, to a place of our own 
choosing. The Black Bat will follow. 
Rankin can be easily disposed of, and 
then we close in on the Black Bat. All 
is arranged. There cannot possibly be 
failure. By morning, the menace he 
constitutes will be no more.”

* * * * *

MAJOR RANKIN, brittle-eyed 
disciplinarian and military tac­

tician, adjusted his top hat while a 
doorman whistled for a cab.

“Nice evening, Major.” The door­
man touched the peak of his cap in sa­
lute. “Stepping out, eh?”

Rankin didn’t smile in return, for he 
never smiled. Prior to his retirement 
two years before, he had been known 
as Sphinx Face.

“I’m making the rounds of my 
clubs,” he stated. “Tomorrow I go 
back into active service. It seems they 
cannot do without me. Good night, 
Grogan.”

Rankin climbed into the taxi and sat 
stiffly erect as it pulled away. The 
driver headed toward the Officer’s 
Club, wondering unhappily if his tip 
would be the usual dime that Major 
Rankin dispensed. He cut over to an 
avenue and turned north, humming to 
himself, until another cab came along­
side. The driver had his cap pulled so 
low that his features could not be seen. 
He blew a blast on his horn and yelled 
to Rankin’s driver.

“Hey, buddy, the boys at the corner 
asked me to look for you. Your wife’s 
been hurt. Better call your house 
quick.”

The driver straightened up with a 
gasp, sought a hole in the traffic and 
pulled over to the curb. He got out 
and stuck his head in the door of the 
tonneau.

“Sorry, Boss, but it’s my wife—She’s 
been hurt. I’ll call and see how bad 
she is. Won’t take a minute and then 
I’ll finish driving you to the club.”

Rankin didn’t like the idea, but he 
assented with a curt nod of his head. 
The driver vanished inside a drug­
store.

Two men sidled up to the cab. One 
of them suddenly yanked open the 
door, jumped in and shoved a gun 
against Rankin’s side. The other 
walked around the cab and slid behind 
the wheel.

“Quiet!” the man with the gun 
warned Rankin. “If you would live, do 
not utter one word.”

The cab pulled away while Rankin 
turned scarlet with rage. Once he 
opened his mouth to speak, but the gun 
jabbed him painfully and he subsided. 
The gunman raised his head and peered 
out of the rear window.

“It goes well, Hugo. He comes.”
Completely unaware that he was 

walking straight into a well laid trap, 



the Black Bat trailed Rankin’s taxi. 
He had witnessed the clever change of 
drivers and blessed the hunch that 
warned him the killers might strike 
quickly.

When the taxi reached the outskirts 
and picked up speed, he drew one of 
his automatics and laid it on the seat 
beside him. Apparently Rankin was 
being taken to some spy nest. The 
Black Bat determined not to strike un­
til he could really damage the spy ring.

THE taxi driver tooted his horn as 
he drove up to the gates of a me­
dium-sized factory. A man hurried 

across the yard to open the gates. They 
closed after the cab passed through. It 
drove directly into a garage.

The Black Bat also stopped. Getting 
out and holding his gun ready, he made 
a half circle of the factory until he 
reached the rear. The high fence was 
made of steel, which made him ap­
proach it warily. He knelt, gently 
tossed his gun against the steel wire. 
When no electric spark leaped out, he 
knew it was safe to climb the fence. He 
went over it with the agility of a 
monkey.

On the other side, he stopped to 
study the place. There was a loading 
platform at the back of the three story 
building. He made that his goal. The 
night was to his liking—dark and sul­
try, with storm clouds gathering omi­
nously in the sky. With the unerring 
help of eyes that could see as well in 
darkness as in light, the Black Bat 
reached the loading platform. He 
climbed up and glanced at the big slid­
ing door. It was ajar about a quarter 
of an inch. He frowned, for it was al­
most an open invitation to enter.

Yeti he asked himself, how could 
the spies possibly know he was on their 
trail? If they had somehow become 
suspicious, certainly they would never 
have brought Major Rankin to this 
place. The Black Bat gently shoved 
aside the door enough to squeeze him­
self through. . . .

CHAPTER IX

Black Battle

ESOLATE silence 
greeted him. He 
knew he was in some 
kind of large ship­
ping room, for tiers 
of steel drums were 
neatly stacked up. 
His eyes darted 
around. Not only 

could he feel the pres­
ence of hidden men—there was an al­
most undiscernible change in the dark­
ness of the room.

Without turning, the Black Bat 
knew that the big door had slid shut 
silently, excluding the faint light from 
outside. In the pitch darkness he 
drew his second gun, slipped the 
safety off and began moving along 
close to the wall. The advantage of the 
darkness lay in his favor. Anyone con­
cealed in the rows of steel drums 
couldn’t see him, but he was not handi­
capped by the, absence of light.

When he passed the fourth tier, he 
suddenly tensed. Two men were 
crouching low, both holding drawn re­
volvers. One of them motioned with 
his free hand. As he crawled down the 
alley between the barrels, three others 
followed.

The Black Bat didn’t wait for the at­
tack to come. That would be fatal, be­
cause these men would open fire the 
instant they had a target. He began 
running lightly, without making a 
single sound. He selected the alley 
next to the one along which the killers 
were approaching. Half-way up it, he 
stopped and listened. They were sep­
arated from him only by the steel 
drums that towered high above.

The Black Bat placed both hands 
against the drums and pushed hard. 
They rocked dangerously. Someone 
let out a screech of warning, but it came 
too late. The row of barrels tipped 
over, crashed down on the men who 



were maneuvering to get the Black Bat 
from the rear.

In the unholy din, the Black Bat 
went streaking toward the door that 
led into the factory. But two men came 
rushing through it. At the same in­
stant, someone abruptly got sense 
enough to throw on the light switch. 
Instantly the Black Bat’s advantage 
disappeared.

His guns blasted. The two spies 
coming through the door were hurled 
aside by the force of the forty-five 
slugs. The Black Bat’s cape billowed 
out behind him, casting a weird shadow 
against the wall. How he left so 
quickly, the survivors of the battle 
never knew. They swore afterward 
that he simply left the ground and flew 
away.

Actually he went through the door 
with the speed of a flash. Others would 
be waiting, and he had to protect him­
self. He reached a machine shop, spot­
ted the switch panel just inside the 
door. He raced toward it, but he saw 
a gun in the hand of a spy who had sud­
denly appeared.

The Black Bat ducked behind a 
work-bench. Coming out on the other 
side, he snapped a single lightning shot. 
When the gunmen went down, he 
reached the switch panel, seized the 
wires and ripped them loose. Instant­
ly the whole place was shrouded in 
darkness again.

But flashlights went jnto action. One 
picked out the Black Bat as he raced 
through the machine room. He fired 
in the direction of the beam. Answer­
ing bullets whizzed past his ear as he 
dodged out of the room.

He was at the front of the building, 
with four men challenging his attempt 
to escape through the door. Though 
they couldn’t see the Black Bat, he 
could see them. Glimpsing a staircase, 
he went up the steps three at a time. 
No one was at the landing to intercept 
him.

As he headed down another long 
workroom, though, four men came 

swarming in his direction. Apparently 
they had been covering the rear win­
dows and the yard in case he tried to 
escape through the shipping room door.

THE BLACK BAT whirled and 
raced to the third floor, where the 
offices were situated. Other men 

pounded up the stairs in pursuit and 
harsh voices were giving orders. He 
had a brief moment to wonder what 
had become of Major Rankin. The 
man seemed to have disappeared com­
pletely.

Looking straight through the dark­
ness, the Black Bat saw that office 
space occupied only about one-third of 
the floor, and factory space the rest. 
The office was a poor place to stand 
them off. They might have another 
way of getting to this floor, perhaps 
even come at him from behind.

The Black Bat darted between the 
desks. Closing and locking a door be­
hind him, he emerged into a spacious 
room filled with half completed steel 
drums. There were several oxy-acety­
lene torches on small hand trucks, by 
which they could easily be moved 
around. Half, a dozen shots rang out. 
The Black Bat ducked, realized that 
for a second he had been standing in 
front of a window. His form had been 
darkly silhouetted as a target.

“No more shooting—for the mo­
ment!” someone called out authorita­
tively. “He is trapped. There is no 
way out for him now. If he goes 
through the windows, he must jump 
three stories, right into the hands of the 
men we have waiting there. We have 
the Black Bat cornered and we can 
take our own time in exterminating 
him. There is no use exposing our­
selves. We shall force him into that 
small room at the back, where we can 
fix him with gas—a quiet, certain and 
pleasant way.

“One of you go downstairs to the 
chemical laboratory. You will find a 
large and well equipped one there. 
Two others dismantle the big exhaust 



fan in the rolling room and bring it 
here, while another repairs the electric 
light system. Hurry!”

The Black Bat crept toward a win­
dow and cautiously peered out. His es­
cape really was cut off. Two men 
armed with rifles stood behind cover, 
looking up and watching continuously. 
The man who headed this particular 
unit of the spy ring knew that the 
Black Bat was powerless. He planned 
to release some deadly gas and blow it 
in the Black Bat’s direction with a huge 
fan! There was no possibility of help. 
If the shots had attracted any atten­
tion, the men planted outside the fac­
tory could say a small night shift was 
engaged in some special work which 
happened to be unusually noisy.

The Black Bat took advantage of the 
temporary lull to wonder just how he 
was going to get out of this trap. If 
he were wounded, or if the gas knocked 
him out, they’d unmask him and the 
Black Bat would be exposed as Tony 
Quinn. That would finish his activities 
and place his life in constant danger 
even if he did worm his way from the 
net now thrown around him.

There seemed to be nothing he could 
do but put his back against the wall 
and go down with as much company as 
possible. He still had a few slugs in 
his guns and an extra clip for each 
weapon. By making every shot count, 
he might wear his enemies down. But 
nobody could intimidate gas with bul­
lets. The spies seemed complacently 
aware of that, so they were in no hurry 
to risk their lives in actual combat.

A score of oxy-acetylene tanks were 
piled up, making a barrier behind 
which he crouched. Nothing short of 
a field-gun could break that down.

Abruptly the Black Bat heard the 
preparations that were being made to 
smoke him out. He heard them set up 
the big fan, heard the clink of heavy 
bottles and the splashing of liquid. 
The spies kept well out of the range of 
the Black Bat’s guns, for they didn’t 
have to take risks now.

The enormous fan suddenly whirred 
to life. The mighty breeze it created 
blew the first cloud of gas toward the 
Black Bat. His nostrils quivered with 
dread. Beneath the hood he turned 
pale, for they weren’t intent on simply 
knocking him out. This was chlorine 
—one of the deadly gasses used in the 
First World War! They had easily 
manufactured it out of chemicals that 
were common to any laboratory.

ONLY one thing lay in the Black 
Bat’s favor. The room in which 

he was trapped was large. It would 
require several minutes before a suffi­
cient concentration of the gas could be 
manufactured to kill him. But what 
good could that do him ? Even several 
hours wouldn’t help much, unless the 
morning shift of employees arrived im­
mediately after dawn.

He fingered his guns and pondered 
the chances of making a sweeping 
charge, shooting down as many of the 
spies as he could, and trying to make a 
fierce, swift escape. The odds were 
probably a thousand to one against suc­
cess. But by staying here—waiting for 
the gas to take effect—he had no 
chance at all. The Black Bat was rap­
idly understanding how Silk must have 
felt, tied to a tree and bracing himself 
for inevitable death.

The Black Bat suddenly coughed— 
hard, racking coughs. Instantly he 
heard the derisive laughter of the spies 
clustered somewhere behind the big 
fan. The Black Bat realized that they 
must have located some independent 
source of electrical power—batteries 
perhaps, or an emergency switch to op­
erate the fan. The lights hadn’t gone 
on yet, and he knew he had ruined the 
switch panel beyond hope of quick re­
pair.

More and more of the gas came 
sweeping his way. In less than fifteen 
minutes, he realized, he would be dead. 
Even if he managed to get clear by 
some miracle, his lungs would be per­
manently damaged. Of all the ghastly 



ways to kill, poison gas was the worst.
Gas! The Black Bat gave a start of 

hope. Perhaps he was not finished, 
after all. . ..

Working furiously, protected by the 
darkness, he managed to lift one of the 
heavy tanks of oxy-acetylene gas to the 
floor. He rolled it slowly, making no 
noise at all, toward the middle of the 
big room. With two huge packing 
cases that he had seen earlier, he 
blocked the view from the doorway. 
Rapidly he turned the valves of the 
tank, heard the hissing of another gas. 
If his plans didn’t go awry, this gas 
would grant him life—

He scraped a match, touched it to the 
nozzle of the tank. Blue, almost color­
less, the light of the burning gas made 
a dull glow in the room. He twisted the 
nozzle around, keeping the searing 
flame away from the hose connection 
to the tank. He deliberately placed the 
blazing jet two inches from the middle 
of the tank and waited long enough to 
see the metal start to melt under the 
terrific heat. Then he ran lightly to­
ward the rear of the factory. In a cor­
ner as far away from the hissing jet as 
possible, he lay down and covered his 
head with his hands. He muttered a 
prayer as he waited.

It might bring a death as hideous as 
the one the spies intended for him. But 
it also would show what this factory 
really was—a hideout and meeting 
place for spies. Some of them might 
even be injured badly enough for them 

to be captured. At any rate, it was 
better than merely waiting like a docile 
animal for the slaughter.

Apparently the bluish glow from 
over the tops of the packing cases had 
attracted the spies. The Black Bat’s 
eyes penetrated the darkness, saw two 
of them approach cautiously, with 
handkerchiefs over their noses and 
mouths. One gave a sudden yelp of 
alarm. They sped back—about four 
steps.

THE oxy-acetylene gas, under high 
compression in the tank, abruptly 
let go. The heat from the jet had pene­

trated the steel sides of the container. 
The explosion blew the spies back, 
lifted a section of the building’s roof. 
It tore down one wall, gouged a hole 
through the floor, sent machinery and 
stack of tanks rolling wildly. Debris 
smashed against every wall. Dirt, 
bricks and pieces of metal struck the 
Black Bat, although he had tried to 
protect himself.

A horrible silence clamped down as 
soon as the blast of the explosion died 
away. The Black Bat raised his head 
cautiously. Somewhere outside, auto­
mobile motors were roaring into life. 
He glanced out of the shattered win­
dow. Four cars were speeding through 
the open gate.

The Black Bat drew his guns and 
limped slightly across the floor, avoid­
ing the weakened section around the 
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spot where the tank of gas had rested. 
There was still plenty of chlorine to 
bum his eyes and lungs, but with all 
the windows blown out, enough fresh 
air rushed in to dilute the deadly gas.

The Black Bat reached the stairway. 
He realized that neighbors would put in 
an alarm, for part of the building was 
now on fire and thick columns of smoke 
were beginning to rise.

He saw one of the spies lying against 
a wall sprawled in death. Two others 
lay less than ten feet away.

He knelt beside one and made a swift, 
thorough search. There was nothing 
of significance in the pockets, but a 
bulge in the lining of the coat attracted 
his attention. He ripped the lining 
away, lifted out a neatly stacked sheaf 
of the mysteriously perforated cards.

Suddenly a siren warned him of the 
danger of capture. The Black Bat raced 
down the stairs, ran like a streak across 
the first floor and through the shipping 
room door. He jumped off the loading 
platform, scurried toward the fence and 
was over it in a single motion.

All at once, he had disappeared into 
the night.

CHAPTER X

Set-up for Murder

S the Black Bat drove 
back to town, he real­
ized that at no time 
during the battle had 
he seen Major Ran­
kin nor heard his 
voice. Unless they 
had concealed him 
somewhere in the 
factory, he was either 

still in their hands or had escaped in 
the confusion. ./■

The Black Bat was puzzled by that, 
for he imagined the spies would have 
killed Rankin the moment trouble 
started. They had orders to murder 
Rankin to slow up the preparedness 
program. They had less than no use 

for him alive—he might prove a de­
cided hazard. Why, then, had he been 
permitted to escape or been taken with 
them in flight?

The Black Bat was still somewhat 
shaken by his nearness to death. His 
nerves were on edge, his muscle sore 
from the tenseness. But worse than 
that, he felt he had failed his job by 
not rounding up the spies.

He eased up on the gas. Turning in­
to the street near his home, he pulled 
to the curb not far from Butch’s board­
ing house. A troubling thought struck 
him as he shut off the motor. How had 
those spies known he was coming to 
the factory? They couldn’t possibly 
have spotted him on their trail unless 
they had been warned to expect his 
presence.

In the factory, though, everything 
had been set to surprise and capture 
him. They knew he was coming. But 
how? Major Rankin hadn’t known he 
was under the observation of the Black 
Bat. Even he couldn’t have set any trap.

With his hood and cape stowed un­
der his coat, Quinn walked briskly to­
ward the garden gate. A thousand 
questions were pounding insistently at 
his brain. Now, more than ever, he 
realized that he was fighting the brains 
and physical strength of a sinisterly 
clever, fiendishly powerful horde. This 
was no blundering gang group, but a 
highly developed organization that was 
skilled in murder, trained in all the 
forms of sabotage that existed, well 
paid, supplied with an abundance of 
money, and shockingly well shielded. 
To break down this spy ring, he would 
have to get at the leader, the baffling 
man who addressed his audience and 
then commanded them to turn their 
backs when he departed. Nothing short 
of the leader’s capture and the oblitera­
tion of his first lieutenants would suf­
fice.

To make matters worse, they might 
be set to strike at any moment of the 
day or night. When it came, it would 
involve the entire nation, Quinn was 



sure. Death and destruction would fol­
low in their wake. With the element 
of surprise on their side, they might 
even gain control of parts of the coun­
try and hold them! What was it, if not 
war?

Tony Quinn slipped through the gar­
den gate. After peering through the 
intense darkness, he disappeared into 
the garden house. As he hurried along 
the tunnel, he removed the floppy­
brimmed hat that concealed his fea­
tures. Silk was waiting for him with a 
rye and soda, in the spacious living 
room. Before doing anything else, 
Quinn downed the drink, instantly felt 
his tense nerves relax.

“I fell for one of their tricks,” he 
stated bitterly as he donned his tweeds 
and smoking jacket. “It almost cost 
me my life. Did anyone call?”

“Only Carol, sir,” Silk replied. “She’s 
worried.”

“Risk phoning her that I’m all right,” 
Quinn ordered. “Tell her to check up 
on Major Rankin if she can. Then keep 
watch while I do some work in the lab. 
Remember those perforated cards? I 
managed to get quite a few of them 
this time. Maybe now we can get some 
results.”

IN the privacy of his lab, Tony Quinn 
carefully examined the stack of 

cards. All of them were perforated like 
the first ones. Unlike the others, 
though, the holes of three were all over 
the card, like some fantastic design.

He set up an infra-red machine, 
placed one of the cards under it and 
made a long, careful study of it. The 
rays brought into relief one corner sec­
tion of each card, which seemed to have 
been treated. Quinn consulted a vol­
ume on secret ink preparations. Then 
he spent an hour mixing various solu­
tions and trying to develop whatever 
was on the cards.

Finally a light gray series of lines 
came into view, gradually forming into 
words. But even though he had over­
come the secret of the ink, the words 

meant nothing. They read:

SECT. 10 No. 161

Every card showed the same metic­
ulously hand-printed words. If they 
had indicated a volume and a page, his 
lead might have materialized, but with 
merely a numbered section and just a 
plain number, they meant nothing. The 
ink with which the cards were treated 
was one that had been developed in 
German laboratories not ten months be­
fore. In other words, the spy ring was 
in constant communication with the 
Fatherland, and worked with only the 
most modern devices of espionage.

Quinn straightened up from his ex­
acting work. Silk had placed all the 
late editions of the newspapers on the 
bench. Going through them quickly, 
Quinn found nothing new. The raid 
on von Elkin’s travel office was de­
scribed, but no tangible results had 
been obtained, so the article rated only 
half a column. Maps had been found 
which incriminated von Elkin. The 
German travel expert had vanished, 
however.

On an inner page, Quinn spotted a 
brief item that made him whistle in 
amazement. A public meeting at the 
Officers’ Club was in progress right 
now! Several prominent men were to 
make speeches endorsing the pre­
paredness program and denouncing the 
aggression of Europe’s most savage in­
vader. A list of notables who would be 
present was given. They included a 
great number of active and retired 
Army, Navy and Marine officers, some 
with the highest ranks.

Quinn folded the newspaper thought­
fully. It was only a few minutes after 
ten o’clock, and the meeting had been 
scheduled to begin at nine-thirty. But 
those affairs usually started late. The 
real business would certainly not come 
up for at least an hour after the meet­
ing opened.

He picked up his cane and strode to­
ward the door which led into his study. 
Instantly his eyes went blankly star­



ing, and his head assumed the rigid 
position of a blind man. He called to 
Silk as he entered the study.

“I’m going to attend a meeting at 
the Officers’ Club,” he said. “If those 
spies are intent on wiping out all the 
military experts they can, that meeting 
will be the best opportunity they’ll ever 
have. Drive me there, Silk, and hurry.”

“But if you’re going as Tony Quinn, 
what can you do if anything starts?” 
Silk asked.

“I don’t know. Probably nothing. 
But at least I’ll be there and I’ll be able 
to see what happens. Even the Black 
Bat couldn’t invade a meeting hall that 
size, and it’s too late to stop the spy 
ring’s plans, I imagine.”

THE committee arrariging the meet­
ing had selected a spacious audi­
torium in the center of the city. People 

were still streaming in when Silk 
stopped the car and helped Tony Quinn 
fumble out. He led him up the steps. 
Forcing a way through the crowd 
around the door, he managed to reach 
the entrance of the center aisle.

“I see Commissioner Warner, sir,” 
Silk said. “He’s down ahead of us. 
Shall I call him?”

“Yes, ask him if he can make room 
for me,” Tony Quinn said. Several 
people approached, identifying them­
selves. He shook his head with a sad, 
gentle smile. He smiled in their gen­
eral direction, yet never looked squarely 
at them. Suddenly Commissioner War­
ner took his arm.

“Tony, why didn’t you tell me you 
were coming here? I’d have arranged 
a better spot.”

“I came on the spur of the moment, 
Commissioner,” Quinn said. “Silk was 
driving by. I heard the sound of many 
people and asked him what was going 
on. He read me the banners and 
placards, so I decided to come in. A 
blind man appreciates things like lec­
tures, you know. He has to amuse 
himself by emphasizing the medium of 
the ear rather than the eye.”

Warner led him down the aisle to a 
good seat about half-way to the plat­
form. Speeches were going on, all con­
cerned with the armaments program. 
Quinn, sitting erect in his chair, stared 
straight ahead. His starkly blank eyes, 
however, saw everything all around 
him.

Major Rankin was seated in the first 
row and in full uniform. He certainly 
seemed to be calm, despite his recent 
danger. How had he escaped? Why 
did he appear so unmoved by his near 
murder? Attorney Tolly was there, 
too, about five rows in front of Quinn. 
His oily, bland face kept turning 
around to study everyone in the audi­
ence.

Someone came down the aisle and 
passed close to Quinn. It was Colonel 
Catlin, whom the Black Bat had res­
cued from the spy ring’s assassins only 
a few hour before. Catlin also was in 
full uniform.

Without moving his head, Quinn 
counted more than thirty ranking offi­
cers of the various military divisions. 
He squirmed around in his chair. Turn­
ing his head in the general direction of 
Commissioner Warner, he spoke softly, 
asking who was present. But that was 
only a pretext, for Quinn’ eyes ranged 
over the entire south section of the 
auditorium. They missed nothing— 
not even the tall, square-shouldered 
man with the black beard and thick 
shock of black hair.

Trained to penetrate disguises, 
Quinn knew that Fritz von Elkin, 
sought by G-men and the police, must 
have an urgent reason for attending 
this meeting. He had no doubt at all 
that it was von Elkin. Now he was 
sure that things were ready to happen!

He groaned inwardly because he 
knew he would be helpless to act. Tony 
Quinn, a blind man, could not rise up 
to stem a sinisterly furtive attack. He 
racked his brain for some method of 
giving a warning. There was none that 
he could use successfully. Bitterly he 
resented the pose of blindness he had 



unwillingly been forced to assume.
“Phil Trent is going to speak,” War­

ner said softly; “Be ready to hear spies 
and saboteurs get their ears battened 
down. Trent is plenty upset about 
them. He’s doing all he can to run 
down the vermin.”

A ripple of applause went up as Trent 
mounted the speaker’s platform. Quinn 
listened carefully, but he also watched 
everyone seated in front of him. They 
couldn’t fail to strike, especially with 
von Elkin here. Though von Elkin 
certainly was not the mysterious leader 
of the ring, he was unquestionably a 
capable adjutant and a clever spy. It 
was more than possible that he would 
give the signal when the right time 
came.

Quinn’s hands curled into fists. He 
had to check an urge to rise up and 
denounce von Elkin, queer the whole 
set-up, stop any possibility of murder. 
If he did—then what? Exposure, ar­
rest, the inevitable end of the Black 
Bat. He relaxed unwillingly and forced 
all such thoughts out of his mind.

CHAPTER XI

Fog of Death

EHEMENTLY 
Trent was speaking, 
with all the fire of 
true conviction for a 
just cause. His voice 
was passionate, his 
gestures perfectly 
timed. Everyone in 
the audience forgot 
his scarred face, his 

limping walk and the completely white 
hair that made him look much older 
than he was.

“We have among us, on every side, 
men who have been trained for years 
in sabotage. As head of the Officers’ 
Club, I have done all within my power 
to combat these subversive influences, 
but I cannot do this alone. It requires 
the vigilance and courage of every red- 

blooded American who wants to go on 
living life as he knows it. We do not 
want the slavery which foreign legions 
would impose upon us if they gained 
control of this land of ours. The free­
dom we enjoy is worth fighting for— 
worth dying for ten times over!

“We do not want the glory of the 
world, not even the glory of our own 
nation—but a simple; small thing called 
honor. Without it, we will become 
slave legions under the thumb of a ma­
lignant power that will spread until we 
are completely squashed.”

Tony Quinn joined in the round of 
applause that followed. Trent took a 
drink of water and sailed furiously into 
the rest of his speech.

“We are arming as fast as the might 
and resources of this nation can allow 
us. We are preparing to defend our 
rights and our own shores in this war- 
mad world. Yet, while we do this, there 
are thousands of men concentrated on 
one task—to slow up and eventually 
disrupt our defense preparations. To 
them, human life means nothing. They 
would no more hesitate to demolish a 
huge factory filled with workers, than 
they would shrink from blowing up 
some small trestle along a rural rail­
road siding.

“Those are the elements we must 
battle first. We must wipe them out, 
expose them for what they really are— 
treacherous, murderous, ruthless ban­
dits with an insatiable desire for pow­
er. The organization which gives this 
series of lectures has not been idle. 
Not many hours ago we accumulated 
evidence against a travel agency which 
proved to be a spy nest. We found 
proof of that, even if the man who op­
erated it managed to escape.

“There will be other raids, as fast as 
we can accumulate the necessary evi­
dence. But we cannot do everything 
alone. Every citizen of the United 
States must watch for treachery, must 
expose it wherever it appears—in high 
places as well as low!”

Trent went on while his audience re­



mained hushed, drinking in absorbedly 
every word he uttered. There was 
something so persuasive about his voice 
that his convictions reached every man 
who listened.

Tony Quinn kept staring straight 
ahead, though he knew that with every 
passing second the danger mounted 
higher and higher. His anxiety in­
creased in the same proportion, until he 
felt as though he could not stand it any 
longer.

Abruptly, while Trent was still talk­
ing, Colonel Catlin jumped to his feet 
and leaped from his seat into the aisle. 
He took two or three steps in the direc­
tion of the platform.

Quinn saw ten men rise simulta­
neously on what must have been a pre­
arranged signal. They hurled some­
thing against the walls, toward the 
platform, against the floor almost at 
their own feet. In no more than two 
seconds, the auditorium was shrouded 
in a white fog which even the Black 
Bat’s eyes couldn’t penetrate!

HOARSE shouts went up. Men 
milled about. Someone screamed. 

Tony Quinn felt, rather than saw, Com­
missioner Warner leave his chair to 
take command of the situation. Quinn 
stretched out both arms. There was 
no one on either side of him. He knew 
that his seat was located half-way be­
tween the aisles, which meant that the 
others in the auditorium would be 
pressed close to the aisles, leaving the 
center sections empty.

Quinn restrained himself no longer. 
He climbed on his chair, leaped over the 
row before his. He repeated this as 
fast as he could, and no one impeded 
him until he came to the first row. 
There two men were struggling furi­
ously. He could see only the vague 
shapes of their bodies and hear their 
gasps for breath.

Two others suddenly found their 
way into the battle. Quinn saw one 
shadowy arm spring upward, plunge 
down viciously. With a strangled 

moan, one of the fighters dropped to 
the floor. Quinn hurdled over the last 
row of seats. He could make out the 
form of the fallen man and one who 
was bent over him. The remaining 
two seemed to have fled.

Quinn surged forward. As he did so, 
the stooped figure straightened up. 
Holding a knife above his head, he had 
been about to sink it deep into his vic­
tim’s body for the second time. But 
now he aimed it at Tony Quinn. The 
knife started down. It traveled only a 
few inches before a hand shot upward, 
grasped the wrist and gave it a savage 
wrench. The bone snapped and the 
knife fell to the floor.

The killer screamed in pain, fought 
loose and tried to escape through the 
chemical fog that blanketed the audito­
rium. Tony Quinn raced close behind, 
seized his shoulder and spun him 
around. He snapped a hard fist to the 
killer’s jaw. When the man staggered 
back, he followed up the blow, putting 
into it all the power he could muster. 
The killer crashed to the floor.

Quinn’s face remained grim, though 
at least one of the spies wouldn’t 
squirm through a rat hole to escape. 
The man would be unconscious for at 
least an hour, judging by the pain in 
Quinn’s knuckles. It wasn’t possible 
that he had recognized Quinn, either, 
for the fog seemed thicker than ever.

Quinn turned back and found his way 
to the injured man’s side. As he turned 
the man over, he muttered a curse. It 
was Colonel Catlin! The stamp of 
death was already written on his fea­
tures, although his lips moved and his 
eyelids trembled.

“Colonel!” Quinn said softly. “You 
know who did this. Tell me why you 
jumped out of your seat. Listen to 
me. It’s the Black Bat, Colonel!”

That name seemed to penetrate Cat­
lin’s dying brain. He opened his eyes. 
Doubt shone in them until Quinn 
thrust his face close to Catlin’s.

“Yes, I’m the Black Bat. I’m also 
Tony Quinn. You’re the one man who 



knows my secret and I’m telling you 
only because you must trust me. Who 
stabbed you? What’s behind all this?”

“I . . . was . . . fool. Complete fool 
. . . should have . . . known. I wanted 
... to ..i

Catlin’s body gave a shudder and his 
eyes began to glaze. Quinn’s shoulders 
drooped as he let Catlin’s body ease to 
the floor. For the first time in the ex­
istence of the Black Bat, Quinn had re­
vealed his identity, but that secret was 
now locked in the brain of a dead man.

What had Catlin meant by branding 
himself as a fool? Why had he jumped 
up so suddenly? There was no ques­
tion in Quinn’s mind but that Catlin 
himself set off the fire-works. The 
spies had acted to stop him. Quinn 
wondered how many more of the as­
sembled officers had died. There was 
still a great deal of confusion, but 
someone had smashed windows and 
cold air was sweeping in to disperse 
the man-made fog.

QUINN vaulted the rows of chairs 
and returned to his original seat.

He sprang into it, making sure there 
was no blood on his hands or clothing. 
Swiftly he dropped the mask of blind­
ness over his eyes again.

Two minutes later, Commissioner 
Warner came fumbling back. When he 
found Quinn, he heaved a great sigh of 
relief.

“I’m sorry I had to leave you, Tony. 
Something happened. The whole audi­
ence must have been matched man for 
man with spies. They threw some 
kind of glass bombs, which released a 
smoke that was so dense, nobody could 
penetrate it. We don’t know if any­
one has been killed yet, nor if the spies 
got clear. The fog is beginning to 
break up now.”

Quinn looked anxious. “I should 
never have come here. I’m only in the 
way.”

“Nonsense,” Warner soothed. “If 
you had your eyes, Tony, you’d have 
been in there, battling away. I’m afraid 

I’ll have to leave you again. I must 
see if those damned spies got away, or 
if they are still in the audience. You 
just sit tight and don’t move for any­
one. I’ll be back.”

The atmosphere had cleared now 
and Quinn’s apparently sightless eyes 
watched the confusion. He could see 
Colonel Catlin’s body near the plat­
form, with Warner beside it. Quinn 
moved his head slowly, barely prevent­
ing himself from gasping in astonish­
ment.

There had been over a hundred po­
tential victims for the spies—yet Catlin 
was the only man who had been at­
tacked ! In the confusion, a dozen 
ranking officers could easily have been 
murdered. Why hadn’t that happened? 
Could all of this have been done with 
only the death of Colonel Catlin in 
mind?

Quinn gazed steadily in the direction 
of the platform, wondering why no­
body noticed the spy he had knocked 
out. Certainly the man couldn’t have 
recovered his wits even sufficiently to 
crawl to some hiding place. Quinn 
knew perfectly well the power that lay 
behind his fists. That spy should still 
be there, sprawled out and surrounded 
by Warner’s men.

Trent climbed up on the platform 
and shouted for order. The command 
in his voice stopped the panic near the 
exists, which were now completely 
blocked off by police.

“Gentlemen, please return to your 
seats! No one is permitted to leave 
until we have searched for the spies 
who instigated and carried out this 
murder. Yes, it is murder! Colonel 
Catlin is dead—knifed in the back. 
You can be certain that he will be 
avenged, gentlemen. From now on my 
association and I will actively campaign 
against these murderers who must ob­
scure themselves in a fog to carry out 
their killings.

“All of you, please sit down! Look 
through your pockets for identification 
of some kind, and I warn you, it must 



be good. Those who cannot furnish 
it will be held until they are identified. 
It is an inconvenience, but it may trap 
some of the killers.”

The audience returned to its seats. 
Warner, in full control of the situation 
now, posted his men at advantageous 
positions. Quinn noticed that they were 
all armed with submachine-guns. Row 
by row, detectives studied the identi­
fications presented to them by the 
people in the auditorium. Some were 
escorted out of the place, others were 
lined up against one wall for further 
questioning.

HE saw that Captain McGrath was 
there, working hard. The detec­

tive spotted Quinn and came over, 
dropping into the chair which Warner 
had previously occupied.

“I know just what happened here,” 
McGrath said grimly. “It’s enough to 
make an Eskimo’s blood boil. Remem­
ber that I accused you of killing five

men? Well, I take it back—not the 
fact that I think you’re the Black Bat, 
mind you! But if you are, and you 
did kill those damned spies, I’d like to 
shake your hand.”

“I don’t mind shaking hands with 
you, Captain, but I insist that I am 
not the Black Bat.”

McGrath’s eyes narrowed as he came 
half out of his chair.

“Then how did you know it was me, 
if you can’t see? Answer that one!”

Quinn allowed a faint smile to cross 
his lips.

“But Captain, you asked me that 
question under similar circumstances 
before. It so happens that a blind man 
learns to distinguish voices. I’d know 
yours at least a block away.”

“Oh!” McGrath said, rather weakly, 
and dropped back into his seat. “Well, 
if you are the Black Bat, I’m telling 
you that all curbs are off. You’re fight­
ing these spies and I won’t try to inter­
fere. Understand? While this goes 
on, the Black Bat has a free hand, as 
far as I’m concerned. He can fight these 
rats the way they ought to be fought 
—with bullets!”

“I think you’re prefectly right,” 
Quinn said, “even if you persist in bark­
ing up the wrong tree. This is a time 
for all the forces of justice to band 
closely together. Trent was right. 
Everyone must fight this menace! Be­
lieve me, if I could use my eyes—if I 
weren’t the crippled, helpless man that 
I am—I’d get into it, too. Good luck 
Captain. I hope you round up these 
killers.”

“I don’t know, Quinn,” McGrath 
sighed. “Sometimes I’d swear that 
you’re the Black Bat. But other times, 
like now, I begin to think I’m nuts. 
Anyway, you know how I feel about 
this. Just sit tight. I’ll send a couple 
of men to escort you out of here.”

“I’ll stay,” Quinn countered. “I’m 
no different from anyone else here. I’ll 
show my identification. Besides, this 
is all quite exciting for a blind man. I 
can’t see, but I can hear and guess just 
what’s going on. Thanks for trying to 
help me, Captain.”

McGrath went back to work. Quinn 
turned his apparently sightless eyes 
around the large auditorium every few 
moments, searching for von Elkin. The 
Nazi spy would never get by with his 
faked beard and wig. He was trapped, 
might make a desperate attempt to get 
away.

Exactly what Quinn could do about 
that wasn’t clear, even to himself. 
Without the masking fog of smoke, he 
was completely stymied.



CHAPTER XII

Face in the Window

RADUALLY the 
members of the audi­
ence were whisked 
out, for not one sus­
picious person had 
been found. Every 
man had either iden­
tified himself satis­
factorily or sent for 
trustworthy citizens 

who could make the identification for 
him. -■

All the spies, including von Elkin, 
had made good their escape! But how? 
The front entrance of the building was 
crammed with an overflow audience. 
They certainly would not have permit­
ted anyone to leave after those smoke 
bombs were set off. Warner, tired and 
hot, sat down beside Quinn.

“Well, they beat us to it again, Tony. 
Colonel Catlin is dead, and we haven’t 
a single clue to his murderers. They 
created a fog of smoke and escaped 
through it. Of course, everything was 
set—exits prearranged skilfully. But 
you’d think one of those spies would 
have tripped up somewhere. I wish the 
Black Bat had been here. He has a way 
of handling situations of this kind. We 
can’t hope for miracles, though, I sup­
pose.”

Quinn smiled. “You’re hinting, Com­
missioner. Like McGrath, you have a 
vague idea that I’m the Black Bat, and 
now you’re offering me a cnance to op­
erate. McGrath just did the same thing. 
I wish I were the Black Bat—not be­
cause I would then have the ability to 
see once more. That would be only a 
minor item now. I really could help in 
battling these spies, if I were the Black 
Bat.

“They’re getting more daring every 
day. Victories in Europe make them 
more aggressive than ever over here. 
Triumph has undoubtedly brought ad­
ditional members to their ranks. I’d 

like to go home now, if I may.”
“Of course.” Warner helped Quinn 

to his feet. “Silk has been clamoring 
like a madman outside. We couldn’t 
let him in, obviously, and I sent word 
that I’d take you home. You have a 
good man there, Tony.”

Warner led Quinn along the aisle, 
through the cordon of police thrown 
around the building, and down the 
stairs to the sidewalk. Warner’s of­
ficial car was parked across the street. 
As they stepped off the curb, Philip 
Trent joined them, linking his arm un­
der Quinn’s free one.

“There’s only one thing by which 
that murder may benefit us,” he said 
earnestly. “It shows the people exact­
ly what the whole nation is up against. 
All of us have been more Or less toler­
ant of these openly foreign organiza­
tions. We’ve let them have their petty 
drills and rifle practise. We’ve passed 
some minor legislation against their 
uniforms and laughed at the crooks 
who usually led them into absurd mis­
chief. But it’s not mischief now. We 
must stop laughing and turn from the 
defensive to the offensive.

“It’s my fervent hope that everybody 
begins to realize what is going on. 
They’ll be wise in not trying to inter­
fere personally, however, because they 
can take what just happened as a good 
example of the ruthlessness these men 
exhibit. I think . . .”

Directly across the street stood At­
torney Tolly, watching the trio ap­
proach Warner’s car. Suddenly Tolly 
gave a shout of alarm and pointed up 
the street. Warner and Trent looked 
swiftly, saw a heavy car bearing, down 
on them with its throttle wide open!

QUINN almost visibly restrained 
the impulse to look. He heard 

Warner’s cry of fear and knew what 
was happening. Then Tolly came 
scooting across the highway. As he 
neared the trio, he went into a wild 
dive. His arms grabbed Quinn’s legs 
and sent him crashing back. Warner 



and Trent, now freed of Quinn, made a 
mad surge out of the way. Careening 
crazily, the big car passed within six 
inches of the spot where Quinn lay, 
with Tolly sprawled at his feet.

Quinn had secured a brief glimpse of 
the driver of that murder car. He rec­
ognized the black wig and beard. Fritz 
von Elkin had made a deliberate at­
tempt to run down the three of them. 
Just whom he meant to kill wasn’t 
clear. Trent, perhaps, because of the 
savage manner in which he had at­
tacked von Elkin’s principles. It might 
also have been Warner, because he 
represented an organized fight against 
spies.

“What—what happened?” Quinn 
gasped as Tolly got up.

Warner and Trent rushed over and 
helped Quinn to his feet. Warner 
pumped Tolly’s hand.

“That was a brave thing you did, sir. 
Trent and I were squarely in the path 
of that car, just a little fuddled, I think. 
You acted promptly and efficiently. 
You saved the life of a man who 
couldn’t help himself. This is Tony 
Quinn. He’s blind.”

Quinn’s hand was proffered, but only 
in the general direction of Tolly. The 
lawyer took it.

“I wondered why you didn’t try to 
jump. And believe me,' Mr. Quinn, 
you’ve got a couple of mighty good 
friends by your side. They seemed to 
be willing to risk their lives to protect 
your own. What I did was nothing, 
but I’m glad I happened to be around, 
anyway. My name is Tolly. I’m an 
attorney.”

Warner led Quinn to his car after 
Tolly and Trent left. The police com­
missioner was obviously shaken by the 
episode, and a little disgusted when the 
police cars returned. No trace of the 
murder vehicle had been found.

“I’ve got to stick around,” he told 
Quinn. “Things are happening so fast, 
I don’t dare leave until the whole mess 
is cleaned up. I’m sorry that you were 
exposed to such danger. And, Tony, 

remember what I said about the Black 
Bat? If you should bump into him, I’d 
like to have him know just how I feel.”

Quinn sank back against the cush­
ions of the sedan.

‘“1’11 keep my nose out of this, from 
now on,” he said sadly. “I’m just in 
the way. Oh, don’t try to tell me that’s 
not the truth. What good can a blind 
man be? From what I heard, you 
nearly lost your life—you and Trent— 
trying to protect me. As for the Black 
Bat, I’d sell my soul to be in his shoes 
for just a few hours. I’m sorry to say 
that I doubt if he’ll meet me or that I’ll 
run across him. But if I do, I’ll give 
him your message.”

AS Warner watched the car disap­
pear down the street, he stood 

stroking his chin thoughtfully. There 
was a fixed notion in his mind that 
Tony Quinn really was the Black Bat. 
Warner had known Quinn for years, 
knew just how aggressive he’d been as 
district attorney. The Black Bat fought 
exactly same way, and the touch of this 
mysterious marauder of crime some­
times seemed identical with Quinn’s 
former efforts.

Against those theories, though, was 
the word of a dozen competent eye 
specialists who had stated firmly that 
Quinn would never see again. Warner 
also recalled how that searing acid had 
burned so deep and so fast. He had 
been present at the scene, had wit­
nessed the entire horrible affair. If 
money could have cured Quinn’s sight, 
he would now have the use of his eyes, 
for Quinn was wealthy enough to spend 
almost any amount. He had spent a 
small fortune, too, but without an iota 
of success.

Warner shrugged his shoulders and 
decided that he and Captain McGrath 
were a pair of fools even to suspect that 
Quinn was the Black Bat.

In Warner’s large car, Quinn sat rig­
id, holding his cane firmly. His face 
was without expression, but his brain 
worked furiously. For one of the few 



times in his life, he felt the unmerciful 
assault of doubt.

Had that careening car been meant 
to kill Trent, Warner or—Tony Quinn? 
Did someone suspect that he was the 
Black Bat ? Was the spy ring going to 
concentrate on him as their greatest 
menace ? Yet he knew that he had giv­
en himself away in no manner. His 
dual identity was just as secret as ever. 
He had never relaxed his pose of a 
blind man while he was Tony Quinn, 
and as the Black Bat he had worked 
under cover at all times.

Still, those doubts kept crawling 
around miserably in his mind. He 
didn’t worry only for himself. There 
were Silk, Butch and Carol to be con­
cerned about. Any man cunning enough 
to have determined the identity of the 
Black Bat, would also have run down 
those three people as the Black Bat’s 
aides.

He thought of Major Rankin, too. 
He had been in the audience, yet ap­
parently no attempt had been made on 
his life. Why? The spies had certain­
ly tried to murder him before, and he 
had been at their mercy during that 
meeting. And how had von Elkin man­
aged to get out of that building without 
detection? How had the ten or twelve 
spies accomplished the same thing?

Quinn kept tapping his cane gently 
on the floor of the car. That was the 
only betraying sign of his justifiable 
nervousness.

Silk was waiting at the house. Quinn 
had never seen him so worried. He 
drank the rye and soda which Silk had 
prepared and spoke in a low voice.

“We’ve got to watch our step, Silk. 
It’s possible that someone knows I’m 
the Black Bat. I’m not sure, of course, 
but things happened to give me that 
idea. Perhaps I’m just growing too 
suspicious, but it won’t hurt if we’re 
careful. Later on, I want you to slip 
out and contact Carol and Butch di­
rectly. We can’t trust the phone any 
longer.”

Quinn shuffled slowly across the floor 

of his study, using his cane to make cer­
tain the path was clear. He sank into 
his accustomed chair in front of the 
fireplace. Silk dragged over a straight- 
backed chair, sat down and picked up 
the newspapers which he had placed on 
a small table.

“I’ll carry on as usual, sir. I’ve al­
ready looked over the papers, and I’ll 
tell you what I’ve learned from them. 
Early tonight, G-men conducted raids 
all over the country in a search for fifth 
columnists. They found nothing— 
nothing at all, sir! While the items 
don’t mention this, I can read between 
the lines. The spies were tipped off, 
somehow!”

TONY QUINN nodded. “That’s 
what makes it so difficult. They 
have people who are trusted in various 

high circles. They pick up information 
you or I could never hear. That’s trans­
mitted to their headquarters, where the 
little items from all over the land are 
assembled. Some especially clever 
mind goes over these and arranges the 
items to organize a concrete picture of 
what is to happen.

“But I promise you, we won’t be idle 
any longer. I have one hope—Fritz 
von Elkin. He’s a fugitive, so he must 
be holed up somewhere. I think I 
know where he is. You’d imagine that 
his taking refuge in the section where 
his kind of people live would be danger­
ous for him. It wouldn’t. He’d be less 
conspicuous there than among those 
who don’t speak as he does. So I’m go­
ing to invade that section and find 
him.”

“But how?” Silk asked. “You can’t 
travel around as the Black Bat and ask 
a lot of questions. Those people won’t 
talk, even if they wanted to.”

“I know, and that’s where you come 
in, Silk. I’m going to take one of the 
biggest chances of my life. I’m going 
into that area without the hood and 
cape. It’s up to you to find some way 
of covering these scars on my face. A 
pair of colored glasses, an old suit, a 



tin cup and cane will be my disguise. 
Dangerous? Yes, but there is no alter­
native. We can’t just wait for those 
spies to hit again. Next time they may 
pull whatever big coup they have in 
mind. I want you to—

“Silk, be careful now! Someone just 
ducked past the window in the east 
wall. Fold the newspapers and don’t 
show any sign of haste. Walk to the 
kitchen, pick up a gun on your way, 
and go out. If you see anyone, grab 
him. Shoot if you have to.”

Silk licked his lips nervously, but 
that was his only unusual reaction.

“What if they take a shot at you 
through the window?”

“I’ll have to accept that chance. 
Now get going.”

Silk obeyed the orders explicitly. 
When he returned twenty minutes 
later, he had nothing to report.

“I searched the whole estate, sir, but 
there’s no sign of anyone. Are you 
positive it wasn’t a mistake? Some 
shadow or a branch of a tree—”

“There was no mistake, Silk. You 
know how my eyes function. Who­
ever it was, he took only a fleeting 
glimpse into the room. I had no chance 
to see his features, but I did hear his 
clothes catch on a bush. We’re under 
observation, and not by a gang of 
small-time crooks. Slip through the 
tunnel and get Butch and Carol.”

Silk nodded, stepped close to Quinn 
and unobtrusively slipped a gun into 
the pocket of the smoking jacket.

“If you see anyone else, let him have 
it,” he advised.

Silk had a sudden thought.
“Say, McGrath must be prowling 

around again!”
Quinn tamped tobacco into his pipe, 

keeping his eyes fixed before him.
“I thought of that. I’ll just make 

sure.”
Quinn arose, walked sightlessly to­

ward the telephone and slowly dialed 
McGrath’s home by counting the holes 
with his finger. The detective-captain 
answered almost at once.

“This is Tony Quinn. I am calling 
because I want to warn you that I in­
formed Commissioner Warner of your 
ideas concerning the Black Bat. He 
might ask why a respectable member 
of the detective bureau should agree to 
consort with a criminal like the Black 
Bat. Good night, Captain.”

Quinn hung up slowly, shaking his 
head.

“It couldn’t have been McGrath,” he 
said softly. “Now hurry along, Silk. 
We’ve got to go into action immedi­
ately, before these spies really manage 
to put us out of action.”

CHAPER XIII

Changed Faces

ORTY-FIVE min­
utes later, when Silk 
returned, Carol and 
Butch were already 
in the laboratory. 
Quinn had been seat­
ed in front of the fire­
place all that time. 
Now he slowly arose, 
yawned hugely and 

stretched with great weariness.
“I think I’ll go to bed,” he told Silk.

“You may lock up.”
Silk examined each window, making 

sure the latch was secure, and pulled 
the shades almost all the way down. 
After Quinn had made his way up the 
stairs to the second floor, Silk extin­
guished all the lights.

Then, in the darkness, Tony Quinn 
retraced his path. He avoided the furn­
iture, kept as close to the wall as pos­
sible. Opening the secret door, he 
slipped inside. Silk remained upstairs, 
watching and listening. Carol ran into 
Quinn’s arms, as Butch watched.

“Tony, Silk told us you’re under sus­
picion ! I had a feeling something like 
this would happen. Oh, Tony, what 
are you going to do? Can’t we help 
you?”

“I’m going to war,” Quinn said grim­



ly. “And you can help, both of you as 
well as Silk. Here’s the idea. I’m 
forced to resort to a disguise—a simple 
one, but it ought to work. As a blind 
beggar, I’m going to look for von 
Elkin. You and Butch must keep me 
in sight at every second. If anything 
happens, Butch, you can wade in. I 
don’t care how many heads you break 
or how many jaws you dislocate. Silk 
is ready to act the same way. He’s get­
ting the disguise material ready now. 
Meanwhile, Carol, did you learn any­
thing about Major Rankin?”

“Plenty! I studied all the newspa­
per files on him and I asked a few ques­
tions in the right places. Major Ran­
kin once served as military attache to 
the United States Embassy in Berlin. 
He was constantly exposed to Nazi 
Kultur. Maybe some of it soaked in. 
Secretly he might have renounced his 
allegiance to our country and joined the 
Nazis. It’s happened before—in Nor­
way, Denmark, Belgium, and even 
France.”

Quinn whistled softly for a moment 
before he spoke.

“It does build up suspicion against 
the major. I never knew any of that 
before. Anything else?”

Carol nodded. “In checking up on 
Rankin, I discovered that one of his 
closest friends is a man named Roscoe 
Bell. He used to be an international 
economics expert before Hitler blew the 
continent wide open. Bell was in con­
stant contact with the aggressive pow­
ers over there. He sold, or negotiated 
the sale of more oil and machine tools 
to Italy than any one in the United 
States.

“He’s welcome at the embassies of 
the Axis nations, and he’s an excep­
tionally clever man. I had a look at 
him.” She shuddered. “He’s got the 
kind of face that curdles milk—reminds 
you of a death’s-head.”

When Butch stirred angrily in his 
chair, it groaned under his immense 
weight.

“Say, Boss, lemme have a crack at 

him, huh? Ever since I shook that bag 
of bones who had me pinched, I been 
achin’ to slug one of the big rats. I’ll 
make him talk.”

“I think you could, at that.” Quinn 
laughed. “But the time isn’t rjpe yet. 
Don’t worry, you’ll have a chance with 
those fists of yours. Here are my or­
ders. Our lives might hinge on the 
way you follow them, so don’t miss 
anything. It’s after midnight now, but 
we can’t afford to wait. Our plans go 
into action immediately. They may re­
quire some time before things hatch 
out.

“Butch, loaf around the section I 
will indicate. Silk will follow me. 
Carol, have a fast car ready, and also 
keep Silk in view. In that way, we will 
never be out of sight of one another. 
If any of us disappear, the others will 
immediately start things humming.

“We’re to look particularly for Fritz 
von Elkin, but if we run across anyone 
else connected with the spy ring, that 
person will serve us just as well. What 
I’m aiming for is to locate their main 
hideout or meeting place. Sooner or 
later the leader will put in an appear^ 
ance to give his orders. Then we shall 
have him.”

CAROL and Butch hurried away, to 
keep a rendezvous at the appoint­

ed spot. Quinn slipped back into the 
house, made his way to the second floor 
and found Silk getting the disguise ma­
terial ready. As he sat down, Silk went 
to work.

“It won’t be such a good job, sir,” he 
said unhappily. “I’m no expert at this, 
but I think I can fill in those scars 
around your eyes. Maybe I can even 
turn you into a sallow-complexioned, 
glum sort of a man. Will that do?”

“Yes, I think so.”
Fifteen minutes later, Quinn looked 

at himself in a mirror and decided it 
certainly would do. Silk had used a 
light plastic material to fill in the acid 
scars, and then colored it to match the 
slightly dull complexion he had given 



Quinn’s face. A deft application of an­
other substance gave the impression of 
a week’s growth of beard.

“I’ve been studying up, sir, so maybe 
it isn’t as bad as I thought,” Silk ex­
plained. “Got myself a few odds and 
ends for experiments, too. But I never 
thought I’d use them on you.”

Quinn removed his tweeds and 
donned an old black suit, which Silk 
had carefully rumpled and soiled in 
spots. A wrinkled shirt and an old, nar­
row tie completed the illusion. When 
he donned dark glasses and put on a 
battered hat, he nodded approval.

COULD face Captain McGrath 
and get away with it,” he said. 

“There’s no doubt that I’ll fool men 
like von Elkin. You know, Silk, he 
cannot possibly be the leader of this 
group. I think Morino was killed by 
the real leader while von Elkin stood 
by. Then you heard von Elkin ask 
his master certain questions, which also 
eliminated him.

“I don’t like the way Major Rankin 
has acted. First of all, he was kid­
naped quite smoothly, and a neat trap 
was set for me. They knew I was 
watching him. That means they delib­
erately failed to kill him the first time, 
knowing I’d read the newspaper ac­
counts and get on Rankin’s trail. But 
Rankin was the prisoner of at least 
eight or ten men. Yet he got away, 
and as far as I know, he never even 
made a report of the snatch.

“He was once subjected to Nazi in­
fluence, and no matter how I hate to 
suspect an officer of our Army, Rankin 
must fall under that classification. 
Then there’s Attorney Tolly, who 
bailed out Butch’s friend, Hofer. He 
had an office in the building where Mo­
rino was killed. He could easy have 
committed the crime and then given 
himself an alibi by going back to his 
office.”

“But if he was the leader of the 
spies, and he also suspected that 
you were the Black Bat,” Silk asked 

after a moment, “why should he risk his 
life to save you?”

“That I don’t know. Perhaps it 
wasn’t a serious attempt on my life. It 
may have been aimed at Warner or 
Trent. Or it may have been a ruse to 
find out if Tony Quinn really was blind. 
I almost gave myself away, Silk. Tolly 
shouted a warning, and he put plenty 
of expression in his voice. If I had 
turned my head and seen the car com­
ing, I would have jumped for it. Then 
they’d have known I wasn’t as blind 
as I pretended to be. So Tolly saved 
my life, or thought he did. Why? Was 
it to throw all suspicion off himself?”

Silk was putting on a disguise of his 
own while they talked. He changed his 
appearance to that of a much younger 
man, and his skin took on a healthy, 
tanned color. Silk was completely at 
home in this disguise. During the lush 
days of his confidence work, he had 
used it often, pretending to be a new 
arrival in a big city and wide open as 
prey for other slick confidence artists.

Quinn slipped back to the laboratory, 
stuffed a pair of guns in special holsters 
that gave no indication of a bulge. His 
hood and cape went into another pre­
pared pocket. Then he went through 
the tunnel, reached the street and 
walked away briskly.

It was long after midnight when he 
saw Butch patrolling his assigned area. 
Carol was driving her car slowly over 
the section he had indicated. Silk ap­
peared, too, after a short time. They 
continued operations until the hour be­
came so late that they might have 
aroused suspicion. The Black Bat 
called off the hunt for that night, but 
he was glad of the experience he and 
his troupe had undergone. They had 
proved they could keep one another 
constantly in sight.

Late the following afternoon, Tony 
Quinn had two visitors—Commissioner 
Warner and Philip Trent.

“Glad you dropped in, gentlemen,” 
Quinn said sincerely. “A blind man 
finds time heavy on his hands. All I



can do is listen to the radio, and even 
the war news seems to lose its horror, 
eventually.”

Trent laughed. “This isn’t just a so­
cial call. We dropped into see how you 
felt after that terrible experience last 
night. But we also want to solicit your 
help. Financially, I mean.”

Quinn looked puzzled as he stared 
straight ahead.

“I don’t get your point, but if you 
are seeking funds to combat this spy 
ring, name your own figure.”

Warner looked questioningly at 
Trent.

“Remember what I said? Quinn may 
be blind as far as his eyes are con­
cerned, but he can see and understand 
the menace that faces this nation. 
You’ve hit it on the head as usual, 
Tony. Trent has been raising funds 
from members of the Officers Club and 
certain other important men. But even 
though they have been more than gen­
erous, he needs all he can get.”

“We’re going after that spy mob 
with every bit of power we can mus­
ter,” Trent said. “But we don’t intend 
to interfere with the Federal author­
ities. What we learn will be turned 
over to them for action. You see, some 
of the foreign people here have rela­
tives in Europe, and they are under 
the control of the Gestapo or whatever 
other secret police agency those vari­
ous nations operate. Those unfortu­
nate people are compelled to obey or­
ders from the spy ring.

“By providing sufficient money to 
get those relatives either to the United 
States or some other land where they 
can breathe in peace, we hope to break 
up this compulsion of unwilling aides 
to the spy group. It will take large 
sums, and I’m going on the air tonight 
in a plea for cash. It won’t come in fast 
enough to suit our purposes, so I hope 
to interest fifty or more men who are 
willing to donate a thousand dollars 
each.”

“Silk, my checkbook and a pen,” 
Quinn called.

Silk brought them. After he guid­
ed Quinn’s shaky pen onto the proper 
lines, he handed Trent the check.

“This will take a few people to safe­
ty,” Trent said gratefully. “I’ll let you 
know later just what happens. Thanks 
again.”

Warner lingered a few seconds and 
spoke in a low voice.

“In your dreams you didn’t see the 
Black Bat by any chance, did you, 
Tony?”

Quinn chuckled. “I’m afraid not, nor 
in my limited travels either. Anything 
new on the murder of Colonel Catlin, 
Commissioner?”

“Not a thing,” Warner sighed. “I’d 
like to know how those men got out of 
that auditorium, but mostly I want to 
know why Catlin was knifed. My best 
men haven’t been able to figure it out. 
It’s keeping me busy, too, and I only 
took time out because Trent felt a lit­
tle hesitant about coming to see you 
for a donation. He’s got a smart idea 
there. It ought to help some. Don’t 
miss his broadcast tonight, because he 
certainly intends to make the fur fly.”

CAROL and Butch hadn’t been idle.
They reported before dinner, 

which Silk managed to serve in the 
laboratory. He had carefully drawn 
all the window shades before carrying 
the trays from the kitchen.

“I’ve worked on this man, Bell,” 
Carol said. “Everything confirms my 
first suspicions. He’s a sympathizer 
with those alien interests because Unit­
ed State neutrality laws have practical­
ly put him out of business. He can’t 
export anything that’s worth real 
money, like munitions. He visited 
Major Rankin at three-twenty, stayed 
in the suite for almost an hour, and 
then went directly to the section we 
were patrolling last night.

“He owns considerable real estate 
there, including several meeting halls 
used by Bunds and certain athletic so­
cieties that are patronized by men who 
have a real need for calisthenics.”



“It ain’t that,” Butch put in with a 
broad grin. “They drink too much 
beer. I been around that section all 
day myself. Boy, they sure got good 
beer! Like you said I was to do, I 
followed Tolly around. That guy’s 
business is plenty dead, if you ask me. 
But he spends a lot of time around the 
beer joints up there. They think he’s a 
big shot. Everybody knows him. I 
even seen a couple of gents slip him 
that funny salute they tire out their 
arms with in Europe.”

“All right,” Quinn said. “We’ll in­
vade their stamping grounds again. 
Butch, as soon as you’ve eaten your 
usual three meals in one, go back there 
and wait for us. Carol, keep your car 
tank filled, and have it ready for a quick 
getaway. We may need it. Silk, you’d 
better get the stuff set for our disguises. 
I have a feeling we’ll see action to­
night.”

CHAPTER XIV

The Disappearing Man

N his disguise as a 
blind beggar, Tony 
Quinn tapped his 
cane noisily to add to 
the sum of thirteen 
cents he had ob­
tained during the 
first two hours. He 
worked mostly 
around a big hall 

which had been prepared for a meeting.
At nine o’clock a few men began 

entering it, but some of them looked 
around furtively before they climbed 
the steps. Others walked in boldly, 
boastful of the fact that they had been 
invited. Quinn frowned. This was go­
ing to be a big meeting, with well over 
two hundred in attendance. Certainly 
the clever leader of the spy ring 
wouldn’t risk anything quite so open, 
even in a section inhabited by people 
of his own nationality.

As he passed the place for the fifth 

time in less than an hour, Quinn saw, 
through his dark glasses, something 
which aroused his interest. Men were 
going into the hall, but these made a 
sharp turn just inside the door and 
seemed to vanish.

A car pulled up and two men climbed 
out. The Black Bat recognized them 
instantly as some of the spies who had 
been in the auditorium where Colonel 
Catlin had met his violent death. Now 
he was certain an important meeting 
was to be held. He reasoned also that 
the assembly in the main hall was 
merely meant to quell any suspicion 
that a far more dangerous meeting was 
to be held elsewhere in the building. 
This area was well policed these days. 
Uniformed men and detectives con­
stantly kept their eyes open for trou­
ble.

The Black Bat kept tapping his cane 
and softly calling for alms. He saw 
two bulky, square-faced men emerge 
from the hall, descend the steps and 
start what seemed to be a patrol 
in front of the place. They saw the 
Black Bat, whispered to one another 
and then approached him. He recog­
nized their type immediately. These 
were Gestapo agents, selected for their 
ability to keep cruel hands clamped 
around the throats of those who hated 
what they stood for.

One of them grabbed Quinn’s 
shoulder. The other struck a match, 
whipped off Quinn’s dark glasses and 
almost shoved the flaming match into 
his face. Quinn’s eyes never flickered, 
for they had that dead stare of the 
blind. When the Gestapo agent blew 
out the match, Quinn began feeling 
around the sidewalk for his glasses.

“I ain’t done nobody no harm,” he 
whimpered. “Please don’t take me in, 
Officer.”

The two men looked at one another 
and winked. One of them kicked the 
dark glasses toward Quinn’s hand. He 
picked them up fumblingly and put 
them on.

“Get away from here!” one of the 



agents warned harshly. “If I see you 
again, I’ll break those glasses — and 
your arm! You are not wanted around 
here. Is that understood?”

“I—I’ll go,” Quinn whined. “But I 
got to eat. A blind man can’t do no 
work to make money. He’s got to de­
pend on kind people, but I’ll go. I 
don’t want no trouble with the police.”

Quinn turned around. Tapping his 
cane, he obediently went off. One of 
the agents nudged the other, stepped 
quietly behind Quinn and delivered a 
hard kick that struck Quinn’s ankle. 
With a choked sob, he tapped his way 
painfully to the next corner and 
rounded it.

SILK was waiting in a doorway, his 
face livid with rage.

“I saw them do that, sir. With 
your permission, I’d like to take a crack 
at the rats.”

“I’ll take care of them myself,” Quinn 
said grimly, “and in just a couple of 
minutes. They seem to think this is 
Berlin. Now listen carefully. The 
meeting upstairs in that hall is a blind. 
I think the real business will take 
place in the basement. There’s an alley 
beside the building, and a side entrance 
which leads to the basement.

“My theory is that when the proper 
moment arrives, our mysterious spy 
leader will come in person to deliver 
his speech. If that happens, we’ll have 
him. Contact Butch. Take him with 
you and slip down that alley. Warn 
Carol to be ready, because this will 
have to be worked with blinding 
speed.”

Silk looked puzzled.
“But those thick-necked mugs who 

chased you away— They’ll pounce on 
us like a pack of dogs.”

“I’ll clear the way for you,” Quinn 
laughed. “Once inside the place, let 
Butch go to work on anyone who is in 
your path. Wait for me. I’ll follow 
shortly, but when I enter, it will be on 
the heels of the spy master. Find 
Butch and Carol, and then watch me do 

a little angling. I’m really going to 
enjoy this.”

Quinn waited until Silk gave him a 
covert signal that all was ready. Then 
he adjusted his glasses, tapped the cane 
briskly and turned the corner, heading 
straight toward the two Gestapo 
agents. When they saw him coming, 
they gaped in surprise. Quinn kept on 
until he started to pass them. But they 
seized him, dragged him across the 
sidewalk and shoved him against a 
brick wall.

“So, you are stupid, eh? You cannot 
follow orders. Well, one of these days, 
you and all your kind will be wiped 
off the streets. If I had my way, you 
would get death. You are an impedi­
ment to the rule that is to follow here. 
But because you have disobeyed, we 
shall teach you a lesson—a good lesson, 
/a.”

The agent doubled his fist, stepped 
back a pace and swung hard. As the 
fist streaked toward his face, Quinn 
ducked. It struck the brick wall in­
stead, drawing a cry of anguish from 
the Gestapo agent.

Quinn suddenly moved fast. He 
thrust out one arm that sent the 
second agent flying toward the gutter. 
Then he ripped off the smoked glasses 
and began running swiftly down the 
street. The two agents came rushing 
after him, but Quinn knew they’d never 
risk shooting at him. They would cap­
ture him, if possible, and then silently 
make sure he’d never talk. By deliber­
ately exposing himself as a fake blind 
beggar, Quinn knew they’d leave their 
posts and clear the way for Butch and 
Silk.

He skidded to a stop near the mouth 
of an alley two blocks away. Veering 
sharply, he picked up speed as he 
headed into its dark maw. Now the 
advantage was in his favor, for he 
could see perfectly in the gloom. The 
two agents followed down the alley, 
but they had to slow up, trying to find 
Quinn’s shadowy form.

“A spy he is, and he dies!” one of 



them said in a hoarse whisper. “Mein 
Gott, if the Director knew how close he 
was to the meeting tonight! There 
must be a leak, eh?”

The agent turned his head. Instead 
of seeing his partner standing beside 
him, he saw an eerie form, made all the 
weirder in the darkness. For a moment 
he thought he had gone mad. He was 
staring at a huge figure with wings. 
Then recognition dawned, and one 
hand shot to his hip pocket.

“The Black Bat!” he whispered in 
horror.

HE got his gun half out of the 
pocket when the Black Bat’s fist 

smashed him full on the nose. The 
blow hurled him back against the wall. 
Before he could shake the blood out of 
his mouth and eyes, the gun was 
wrenched from his hand, thrown far 
into the alley.

“You asked for this,” the Black Bat 
said stonily. “Anybody who kicks a 
blind man around deserves the beating 
of his life, but you’re doubly deserving 
of harsh treatment. Your kind is not 
wanted in this country. You gained 
admittance here by subterfuge. You 
threaten those who want to stay here 
and enjoy the freedom your own land 
does not provide. Get your fists up! 
You boast about physical prowess and 
‘strength through joy.’ Enjoy this for 
a starter.”

The Black Bat’s gloved fist hit the 
Gestapo agent a slashing blow across 
the cheek. The agent stumbled and 
fell. The Black Bat grabbed his neck­
tie and hauled him back to his feet.

“No! Do not strike me!” the agent 
whimpered. “I will give you money. 
I will go back to my own land. I will 
do anything you. . . .”

“Yellow!” the Black Bat said harsh­
ly. “Unless you’ve got some poor, half­
starved victim under your whip, you’re 
only half a man. You can hand it out, 
but you can’t take it. Your kind never 
can, but you get it, anyway.”

He held the agent at arm’s-length 

and drove a mighty punch straight to 
the chin. The agent went limp. Let­
ting him drop, the Black Bat walked 
into the alley and found the second 
agent, who was beginning to moan and 
stir. The Black Bat slammed home 
another blow, wiped his hands as 
though they’d touched filth. Then he 
pushed both men into a small alcove 
used for garbage and ash cans. He 
propped them up and shielded them 
from view with the cans.

Then he hastily stripped off his hood 
and cape, put them away, and donned 
his dark glasses and worn hat. After 
picking up his cane, he returned to the 
sidewalk and tapped along the street. 
As he neared the meeting hall, he saw 
the big doors close. A moment later a 
sedan turned sharply and crawled down 
the driveway beside the meeting hall.

It stopped, the headlights winked 
out, and the door beside the driver’s 
seat opened. A man stepped out. In 
the gloom he was just a shadowy blur, 
but the Black Bat’s eyes saw that he 
was heavily shrouded in some kind of 
cape. He disappeared through the side 
entrance.

The Black Bat was after him quickly. 
Making sure no other guards were 
posted nearby, he changed to his hood 
and cape, and then entered a huge, 
faintly lighted room. He saw an elec­
trical switchboard, curtains and ropes, 
and realized that he was behind a stage. 
Apparently the basement of the build­
ing was used as a theater.

Then his eyes made out a form lying 
prone on the floor, near one comer. 
The Black Bat made only a cursory ex­
amination of the unconscious man. 
The lopsided jaw gave silent proof 
that Butch had been at work. Abrupt­
ly a hiss attracted his attention, and 
Silk came from behind a stage prop. 
When the Black Bat joined him, Silk 
whispered in his ear.

“We’ve got him. They’re ready to 
hold a meeting and the big boy himself 
just stepped onto the stage. The only 
man on duty here is over in the comer.



I think Butch all but killed him when 
he started to draw a gun. What shall 
we do now?”

“Butch is to take the left wing of the 
stage,” the Black Bat replied softly. 
“You take the right wing, and I’ll slide 
under the curtain in the middle. His 
nibs wore a big cloak. We’ve got to 
get that over his head so he can’t see 
you or Butch. Then, after he’s prop­
erly silenced, we’ll perform a neat job 
of kidnaping. All set?”

“I’ve been set for days, sir. You give 
the signal.”

THE Black Bat hurried to the center 
of the curtain. Dropping flat, he 
raised the curtain an inch and saw the 

feet of the mystery man. Gruff com­
mands came from the small theater out 
front and then the intense lights were 
turned on. The Black Bat raised his 
hand, saw Butch and Silk waiting. He 
brought it down, sliding under the cur­
tain at the same instant. All three of 
them converged on the cloaked leader. 
Butch’s huge paw clamped across the 
man’s mouth. Silk tripped him si­
lently, and the Black Bat whipped the 
cloak over his head. He nodded to 
Butch. The big man rammed home a 
knockout blow, picked up the limp vic­
tim and retreated toward the wings, 
with Silk following.

The Black Bat slid beneath the cur­
tain again. He ran to Butch’s first vic­
tim and quickly slung him over one 
shoulder. He carried him onstage, 
propped him up against the curtain and 
plastered a Black Bat sticker on his 
forehead. Then he darted off the stage 
and out of the building.

As he left, he could hear the eager 
spies hailing the expected appearance 
of their leader. The Black Bat slipped 
off his hood and cloak as he raced up 
the driveway. Carol was waiting in the 
car, with the motor humming. Silk sat 
beside her and Butch was in back. 
Their victim was huddled in a heap on 
the floor. When the Black Bat got in, 
Carol quickly drove off.

“Head for Logan Park,” he ordered. 
“It isn’t patrolled, and it’s dark there— 
just right for my interview with the 
big shot. And, Carol, that was slick 
work. You too, Silk—and you, Butch.”

“Aw,” Butch replied modestly, “that 
was nothin’. I never even made my 
knuckles tingle. That guy’s jaw musta 
been cut outa putty. Say, Boss, do I 
get a crack at this baby? Just a little 
two-minute round?”

The Black Bat chuckled. “He’s my 
meat, Butch, and I’ll handle him with 
kid gloves until he talks. This has been 
one grand night’s work. Silk, jump 
out at the next corner. Phone the 
F.B.I. and tell them where they can 
round up those spies in a hurry.”

Carol turned into the park and 
stopped at the darkest spot she could 
find. As he got out, the Black Bat 
hauled his prisoner with him and spoke 
softly to his aides.

“Keep cruising around. When our 
pal wakes up, I don’t want him to see 
your faces or hear your voices.”

He carried the cloaked figure deep 
into the park, laid him down on the 
grass and knelt beside him. When he 
wrenched the cloak open, he groaned in 
disappointment.

The man they had kidnaped was 
Fritz von Elkin—the one man who 
couldn’t possibly be the leader of the 
spy ring!

CHAPTER XV

Wave of Terror

PENING his eyes, 
von Elkin stared, 
then instantly closed 
them and shivered 
violently. That 
hooded head and the 
cape told him exactly 
who had negotiated 
this kidnaping.

“I have done noth­
ing,” he moaned. “There is no reason 
why you should kill me.”



“There won’t be—if you talk.” Von 
Elkin’s eyes showed that he understood 
the quiet threat. “First of all, I want 
to know just why you were assigned to 
address that meeting. Isn’t that the 
job for your leader?”

“I know nothing.” Von Elkin sat 
up, rubbing his swollen jaw. “I re­
ceived orders only an hour ago, and I 
obeyed them. I was to put on a cloak, 
cover my face and go to the meeting. 
I was not told what to say, and under 
no circumstances was I to reveal my­
self to anyone. I swear that is every­
thing I can tell you.”

“Then let’s take it from another 
angle,” Quinn said. “When Morino 
was killed, you were in the same room. 
The man who murdered him fired 
through the doorway of your office. 
Who was the man who handled that 
gun?”

“Himmel!” Von Elkin’s eyes popped 
wide. “How do you know that? Even 
the police have not found out about it 
yet. You will not believe me. Any­
way, if I talk any more, I will be killed. 
There is no difference, whether my 
death is at your hands or by the orders 
of my leader.”

“I’m afraid you’ve got us all wrong 
over here, von Elkin. We don’t tor­
ture or murder people to make them 
talk. Those customs we leave to bar­
barians. We’ll let the law take its 
course. You may be convicted of mur­
dering Morino. If you are not, then 
the worst possible punishment you can 
expect is deportation. We could send 
you back home by way of Japan, and 
even pay your fare.”

“Send me—back—there?” von Elkin 
gasped in terror. “No! In the name 
of humanity, do not deport me! I will 
be killed at once for having failed. 
They will show no mercy. I’ll tell you 
everything I know. Everything! The 
man who leads us is unknown to the 
entire organization. Whenever he ad­
dresses us, lights are thrown into our 
eyes, so we cannot see his face, though 
he can see us. His orders come by let­

ter, by phone and by messenger.
“Yes, he did kill Morino. The poor 

fool had lost his nerve and was ready 
to confess to the police. Yet I did not 
see his face even that night. After 
killing Morino, he told me I could gairi 
my freedom by going to the roof, jump­
ing to the next building and using the 
side door to escape. A car was wait­
ing for me. He had disappeared be­
fore I went to the roof.”

“What are your leader’s plans? 
What does he intend to sabotage and 
when?”

Von Elkin dry-washed his hands 
nervously.

“By answering that, I forfeit my life. 
Yet what can I do? The plans are 
ready. When the signal is given, our 
men will strike in every part of the 
country. They have machine-guns, 
grenades—everything with which to 
kill and create terror. Sympathizers 
will feed them and store ammunition. 
Shipyards, factories, public buildings— 
all are to be destroyed. The plan is so 
huge that sometimes it makes me 
shiver.”

“When does all this happen?”
“No one but the Director knows. He 

alone can give the signal. I swear that 
is the truth.”

THE Black Bat reached under his 
cape and placed one of the perfo­
rated cards on von Elkin’s knee.

“Read that. Tell me what it means.”
Von Elkin had only to glance at the 

card to recognize it.
“Through these cards will come the 

signal. No one knows what they mean, 
but when the time comes, we will learn 
how to use them. The lieutenants dis­
tribute one to every member of the or­
ganization. I also have one.”

Von Elkin reached toward his 
pocket, but the Black Bat gripped his 
wrist hard. From the spy’s inner 
pocket, he brought out the card. Clum­
sily von Elkin knelt, bent over the 
Black Bat’s shoulder and pointed to the 
perforations.



“You see, that is what I mean.”
Suddenly he gave the Black Bat a 

vicious shove, sent him rolling over on 
the grass. The spy was on his feet in 
a flash, racing away into the darkness. 
He plunged headlong into tall shrub­
bery and kept running. He was shak­
ing badly and sweating with fear, but 
he had escaped the Black Bat. Natu­
rally he could no longer return to the 
spy ring after what he had told. There 
was plenty of room to hide in this big 
country, though. . . .

“All right, von Elkin. Put your 
hands up and come out of there. If you 
try to duck, I’ll put a bullet through 
you.”

Terrified, von Elkin saw the Black 
Bat standing ten feet away.

“Ach!” he cried. “You are not hu­
man! You found me in this darkness. 
It is not possible!”

A gun that pressed against his ribs 
told him it was indeed a fact. He of­
fered no resistance. He was thorough­
ly beaten, and he knew it. This black- 
garbed figure was even more frightful 
than the Gestapo, or the sinister voice 
of the Director.

Von Elkin was quickly bound with 
his own necktie and belt. The Black 
Bat slung him across one shoulder and 
marched back toward the car. As he 
neared it, he threw the cape over the 
spy’s head. Butch was waiting to stow 
the prisoner into the car.

* * * * *

DETECTIVE-CAPTAIN McGrath 
came home late. His wife was 
away and he preferred to work over­

time rather than sit home all alone. 
After he put his car away, he walked 
around to the front of the house and let 
himself in. The instant he snapped on 
the living room lights, he jerked erect 
in surprise.

Strapped to one of his big chairs was 
Fritz von Elkin, his mouth gagged. A 
note had been pinned to his vest. 
McGrath read it in amazement.

Compliments of the Black Bat, Captain. 
Here is Fritz von Elkin, in whom you and 
the F.B.I. are greatly interested. He doesn’t 
know much and I’ve already milked him 
dry of all the information he could give. 
He did not murder Anton Morino, but he 
is a self-confessed spy and his name will 
look good on your records.

McGrath went to the phone and 
called the local offices of the Federal 
Bureau of Investigation. Twenty min­
utes later, two G-men were clamping 
handcuffs on von Elkin.

“Nice work, Captain,” one of them 
said. “We certainly wanted this man 
badly.”

Dismally McGrath shoved the Black 
Bat’s note toward the two G-Men.

“Don’t thank me. The Black Bat 
did it. I’m just a go-between.”

“Honestly and sincerely spoken,” a 
voice stated from the back of the room.

Everyone whirled. The Black Bat 
stood just inside the door, an automatic 
gripped in his hand.

“I'm sorry I had to startle you,” the 
Black Bat apologized. “I wasn’t sure 
McGrath would listen to me, and I 
really needed a representative of the 
F.B.I. to hear what I have to say. Sit 
down, gentlemen. Shall we declare a 
truce for the moment? After all, we 
all work on the same side of the fence 
in this particular case.”

“You’ve got my word that I won’t 
try to nab you,” McGrath grumbled.

“And ours,” one of the G-men added 
quickly. “In fact, we have orders to 
give you a free hand. Before Colonel 
Catlin died, he notified the Department 
that you were at work on the case. He 
was a little proud that even you didn’t 
know he was in active service again. 
Catlin had been assigned to Military 
Intelligence several months before. I 
think they killed him because he had 
learned too much.”

The Black Bat walked over to von 
Elkin and stripped off the gag.

“How about it? You were in the 
meeting hall when Catlin died. You 
may even have been the man who killed 
him. Why was he murdered? What 



was he trying desperately to say?”
“I did not kill him! None of us 

knows who did it. We had orders to 
capture him, but not to kill. I do not 
know why he was murdered. You 
must believe me! I am telling the 
truth.”

“£?O Catlin was on active service 
with the Military Intelligence.” 

The Black Bat balanced himself on the 
corner of McGrath’s living room table. 
“That puts a new light on the subject. 
Those others who died—apparently by 
accident, or in the course of a hoodlum 
robbery—what about them? Were 
they on active service, too?”

“We don’t know,” the G-man an­
swered. “This is the first time anybody 
claimed those men were murdered.”

“Well, they were. Here is what I 
want to say. The spy ring is big—far 
more enormous than you probably be­
lieve. Its tentacles stretch into every 
city in the nation. They are well 
armed, and already have sympathizers 
prepared to hide them and to secrete 
ammunition. In effect, they intend to 
perform as the parachute troops did in 
Belgium and Holland—to destroy and 
terrorize.

“Contact your Washington office and 
prepare them against this shock. Men 
must be ready twenty-four hours a day 
to operate from every branch office you 
have. They are to be completely 
armed and augmented, if necessary, by 
regular Army men. This is no crack­
pot scheme. It’s war on a modern 
scale.

“If the spies succeed, the whole pro­
gram of the United States is bound to 
be delayed, with disastrous results. If 
my plans carry through, I shall flash 
word to your Washington offices when 
and where to strike. We may be able 
to gather the whole ring into one net.”

“As far as we’re concerned,” one of 
the G-men said, “those are orders. 
We’ll hike von Elkin to our local of­
fice and grill him. He may spill some­
thing he forgot to tell you. I’ll get in 

touch with Washington and have the 
arrangements made. Nothing will be 
left undone. You can depend on us.”

"I am,” the Black Bat said grimly. 
“So are a hundred and thirty million 
other people.” He arose and backed 
toward the door. “Do you know any­
thing about the raid I ordered on the 
spy meeting?”

“It was a fizzle,” a G-man said. “We 
found nothing but two hundred men 
all singing the ‘Star Spangled Banner* 
and getting ready to close their meet­
ing. They had resolved to fight for 
democracy.”

“I was afraid of that,” the Black Bat 
said. “Did you search the basement?”

“Yes. All we found was a stage-hand 
who said some burglar had slugged 
him. But there was a short-wave ra­
dio on the stage, too. We looked it 
over. It couldn’t get messages from 
any great distance and all the sending 
apparatus had been removed.”

The Black Bat nodded. “Take good 
care of von Elkin. You might give him 
a drink. He looks as though he needs 
one. Good night, gentlemen.”

The door closed softly, and he was 
gone.

CHAPTER XVI

Attack in the Dark

ETURNING to the 
car, the Black Bat 
got in beside Carol.

“Drive back to the 
house,” he ordered. 
“Butch, you get your 
wreck of a car over 
to the corner of 
White and Damon 
Streets. Park it 

there, and then go back to your board­
ing house.”

After Butch was dropped off, Carol 
drove to the neighborhood of the ad­
dress the Black Bat had given Butch. 
She parked on a lonely side street.

“Can I help, Tony? I feel as though



I’m just an ordinary chauffeur.”
“Not at the moment. But I’m work­

ing on an idea, and you’ll be more than 
useful in it. Right now I’m going to 
pay Fritz von Elkin’s hideout a visit. 
I learned the address from some pa­
pers he had on him. Von Elkin may 
have been holding back. I’m not sure, 
but I think he may have been one of the 
men who fought Colonel Catlin just be­
fore he was stabbed.

“The smoke was pretty thick, yet I’m 
reasonably certain he was hanging onto 
Catlin. He’d deny that, not because of 
his vast faith in the totalitarian regime 
which controls his life, but as a matter 
of self-preservation. He doesn't want 
to be suspected of murder. Go back to 
the house and wait for me in the lab. 
Silk should be home by now, and we 
can have a council of war.”

She turned toward the hooded and 
caped figure at her side.

“Tony, this is the greatest thing 
you’ve ever done. It’s more important 
than running down crooks and mur­
derers. I’m proud that I had some­
thing to do with the origination of the 
Black Bat.”

“I’m just grateful,” the Black Bat 
held her hands, “for a kind Providence 
that turned you my way—not because 
you brought back my sight. That’s 
incidental. But it allowed me to know 
you. Some day our task will be com­
pleted and the Black Bat will retire. 
That day will mean that you and I can 
be together as long as we live. Pro­
viding, of course, that you want it that 
way.”

“I do, Tony. I do! That’s why I 
worry so much when you’re prowling 
around, especially when you work 
against these monsters. Even if they 
only suspect that Tony Quinn is the 
Black Bat, they may think it necessary 
to murder you. I—I’ve never really 
been afraid before, but I am now.”

“I know,” the Black Bat said softly. 
“It has affected me the same way. But, 
Carol, if we fail, a great number of peo­
ple will die. There’s no telling what 

will happen if that gang gets the upper 
hand. I’d willingly lay down my life to 
prevent it, yet you can rest assured I’m 
not going to take foolish chances. 
Those men will give no mercy, and 
they can expect none in return. I’m 
beginning to understand all that has 
happened so far. The chase may be 
nearly ended. Now, go back and wait 
for me. This particular job is plain 
routine.”

The Black Bat left the car, darted 
across the sidewalk and invaded the 
spacious yard of a large house. He 
watched Carol disappear around the 
corner before going on. Through the 
inky darkness, he crossed other yards 
without blundering into anything that 
might give an alarm.

Scrutinizing the house in which von 
Elkin had been hiding, he wondered 
how the spy had ever managed to af­
ford to live there. The house was an 
old-fashioned affair, with gables and 
turrets, and there were even blinds out­
side the windows. Some of these had 
been shut.

Warily the Black Bat approached the 
rear door. For all he knew, a danger­
ous number of spies might be holed up 
there. The ordinary lock on the door 
gave to his skill in less than a minute.

HE walked across a kitchen, saw 
opened tin cans strewn around, 

and dirty dishes and pans in the sink. 
He opened a cupboard and looked at 
the supply of food. There wasn’t much 
—certainly not enough to feed many 
men.

In the middle of the dining room, he 
stopped and listened. His sensitive 
ears heard a faint creak, but no other 
sound. The creak might have origi­
nated in the structure of the house it­
self, for the place was old. The Black 
Bat walked noiselessly into the huge 
living room, drawing a gun as he en­
tered. His search of the room revealed 
nothing of interest. A study and a li­
brary at the rear of the house were just 
as unproductive of evidence.



Returning to the reception hall, he 
climbed the wide staircase cautiously, 
grateful for the silence which his crepe- 
soled shoes insured. There were sev­
eral bedrooms and a sewing room on 
the second floor. Only one door was 
closed, apparently leading into one of 
the bed chambers. He turned the knob 
swiftly, flung the door wide. His gun 
came up, ready for battle. But nothing 
happened. The same grim silence still 
gripped the whole house.

When the Black Bat stepped into the 
room, he knew it held what he sought. 
On a small dressing table was von 
Elkin’s disguise—the black wig and the 
beard.

He saw a desk in one gloomy corner 
and approached it. Before he started 
to examine the contents of the drawers, 
he looked down at the waste-basket. It 
was half full of crumpled papers, among 
which were the yellow pieces of a torn 
telegram form.

The Black Bat bent down and picked 
up a scrap of the yellow paper. It con­
tained only the date of the wire, stated 
that it had originated in Washington, 
D. C., and following this was the tele­
graph company’s code numbers. He 
impressed them on his mind, for the 
wire might be important, especially 
since it came from the nation’s Capital. 
There was a chance that it might re­
veal some spy with his nose stuck deep­
ly into Government business.

For one brief instant, the Black Bat 
was not on guard. All his attention 
was centered on picking the scraps of 
the ripped telegram out of the basket 
and assembling them.

When he heard a soft step behind 
him, he started to arise. Abruptly his 
cloak was thrown over his head. The 
Black Bat was really blinded. A hard 
blow knocked the gun out of his hand 
before he could pull the trigger. He 
moved away quickly, trying to drag his 
engulfing cape down so he could see. 
There was no chance of accomplishing 
this, for the mysterious marauder 
worked fast.

He rocked the Black Bat with a hard 
punch to the chest, directly above the 
heart. Another slammed painfully into 
the pit of his stomach. The Black Bat 
had to give way under the attack. Each 
time he tried to remove the cape, an­
other blow landed.

Suddenly he realized that the at­
tacker was deliberately forcing him 
back in a certain direction. That in­
stant, he felt an open window behind 
him. He made one last frantic effort 
to land a wild punch, but it missed. 
That was his last chance. Two strong 
arms lifted him and thrust him through 
the window.

THE Black Bat felt himself slip­
ping, sensed that his attacker had 
stepped back for a kick or a final punch. 

The Black Bat suddenly relaxed, but 
his two hands shot out. One of them 
seized the top of a sturdy blind.

When the last attack came, he was 
shoved completely through the win­
dow. He managed to hang onto the 
blind with one hand, and reach for his 
second gun with the other. Whipping 
it out, he fired two quick shots through 
the window.

He heard a snarled curse, the sound 
of furniture being tipped over. Again 
he fired, and then hastily removed the 
cape from around his head. He could 
see now, but the room was empty. 
The door was closed and a fire burned 
furiously in the waste-basket.

The Black Bat swung onto the sill 
and dropped back into the room. The 
papers were already almost consumed 
by the fire, but he turned the waste­
basket upside down to smother the 
flames. Snatching up the gun that had 
been knocked out of his hand, he darted 
toward the door. He flung it open and 
leaped out onto the balcony overlook­
ing the reception hall.

Three guns burned a deadly greet­
ing. The Black Bat leaped aside, saw 
a trio of spies half hidden by doorways 
on the floor below. His automatic spat 
once. A spy fell out of the doorway 



like a log of wood. The other two were 
shooting fast, but the darkness im­
peded their aim. It had no effect on the 
Black Bat’s marksmanship, however. 
He nailed another with a bullet be­
tween the eyes. The third man gave a 
startling scream. He ducked out of 
sight, and the Black Bat heard him rac­
ing toward the back door.

None of those three had been his at­
tacker, the Black Bat felt certain. The 
man who had seized him had owned 
thick arms and the great strength of a 

have accidentally nailed the leader.
“Butch 1” the Black Bat called softly. 

“Put him down. Where’d you get 
him?”

“I was just parkin’ the car when I 
heard shots,” Butch explained. “So I 
kept on drivin’, and I saw this baby 
runnin’ like mad. I jumped out, and he 
argued with me a little, so I conked 
him. Did I do wrong, Boss?”

“Put him on the floor,” the Black 
Bat said. “I want to take a look.”

Butch obeyed by simply letting his
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powerful body. For some reason he 
was sure that he had tangled with the 
real leader of the spy ring. Therefore, 
that telegram must have been vitally 
important. The Black Bat raced down 
the steps. As he neared the bottom, 
the front door opened. His gun came 
up with the speed of lightning.

He let it sag, for Butch was standing 
in the hall, trying to penertate the dark­
ness. Under one arm he carried a limp 
figure. The Black Bat’s hopes surged 
high when he saw that. Butch may 

burden fall. The Black Bat turned the 
man over, saw a piggish face, a par­
tially bald head, and a thick neck. The 
Black Bat had never seen this man be­
fore, as far as he knew.

He heard tires grit along the drive­
way, raced to a window. A sedan was 
turning crazily out of the drive and onto 
the road.

“Butch, get in your car and trail that 
sedan. Don’t lose it! Phone Silk just 
as soon as you find out where it’s going. 
Step on it!”



“Okay, Boss.” Butch started for the 
door. “But if I was you, I’d lam outa 
here. Boy, them shots were louder’n 
bombs.”

EAVING Butch’s victim on the 
floor, the Black Bat hurried back 

to the room where he had fought for 
his life. Hastily he turned the waste­
basket over. He groaned, for every 
scrap of paper had been consumed by 
the flames. But he didn’t waste time 
in searching the desk. If it had con­
tained anything of value, the unknown 
attacker would have destroyed or taken 
it.

The Black Bat rushed down to the 
thick-necked man, who was beginning 
to come out of unconsciousness. After 
looking out the front door to make sure

no police cars were pulling up, the 
Black Bat lifted the heavy man. With­
out too much exertion, he carried him 
through the house, out the back door 
and behind the garage. He let the man 
down and slapped his face gently until 
he fully awakened.

“Don’t make a sound,” the Black Bat 
warned. “When you talk, speak in a 
whisper and speak fast. I’m in no mood 
to argue, either. Who are you? What 
were you doing in that house?”

“It’s my house,” the man answered, 
with a frightened look in his eyes. 
“I’m Roscoe Bell. I own it. I was just 
coming home when some giant jumped 
out of the darkness and that’s all I re­
member. I suppose that must have 
been you. What’s the idea of a mask 
and— Wait a minute. You’re the 
Black Bat! What do you want with 
me? I can’t tell you anything about 

crooks.”
The Black Bat started. Butch had 

captured Rankin’s friend—the sales­
man of death weapons!

Sirens were howling in the distance. 
The Black Bat was in an uncomfortable 
spot, for he had no car, and the police 
were bound to throw out cordons as 
soon as they found two dead men in 
Bell’s house. Even though he might be 
allowed his freedom and not be un­
masked, there would be dangerous de­
lays.

“This time I’m not interested in 
crooks—of the average kind,” he stated. 
“I’ll be back. Don’t forget that, and if 
I were you, I wouldn’t try to leave 
town.”

The Black Bat stepped away and 
faded into the darkness. Instantly Bell 
began yowling for help. He saw radio 
cars pull up and disgorge uniformed 
men. “It’s the Black Bat!” he yelled. 
“He went this way.”

Bell pointed frantically, but the ser­
geant who stepped up didn’t even look 
in the direction Bell indicated. Two 
of his men ran into the house. An in­
stant later, they shouted their finding 
of the two dead men.

“So the Black Bat was here, eh?” the 
sergeant said. “That’s okay, but not 
for you. My hunch is that he came 
here to rim down some evidence you 
have. So we’ll all go down to Head­
quarters and have a little talk with the 
commissioner. Maybe you can explain 
those two stiffs in the house, huh? 
Don’t start yapping right now. Stick 
out your mitts, brother, and find out 
what bracelets feel like.”

Bell’s eyes glittered in hatred.
“You have no right to arrest me. I 

know nothing about any dead men in 
my house. I was on my way home 
when the Black Bat knocked me out. 
I warn you, there’ll be a civil action if 
I’m taken to Police Headquarters.”

“Yeah, I’ve heard that before,” the 
sergeant said wearily. “Now, are you 
coming quietly or must I see if my gun 
butt is as good as the Black Bat’s fist?”



CHAPTER XVII

Stealthy Visit

O more than a minute 
was needed for the 
Black Bat to find a 
dark spot and re­
move his cape and 
hood. He took the 
soft, floppy-brimmed 
hat out of an inner 
pocket and donned it.

Then he started for 
home by devious routes which would 
not take him near too much traffic. He 
had to risk the possibility of being de­
tected only because he was forced to.

In a quiet section of the city, he drew 
down the brim of his hat and walked 
into a drug-store. He bought a pack­
age of cigarettes and then went to the 
phone booth. Quickly he dialed Cap­
tain McGrath’s home.

“This is the Black Bat,” he said. “I 
need your help badly. A telegram from 
Washington was in the possession of 
certain people neither of us likes. I’ll 
give you the office and the code num­
ber. Maybe you can get a copy. Can 
you get it in twenty minutes?”

“I’ll get it, if I have to blow open 
the doors of that telegraph office,” 
McGrath promised. “The truce we 
agreed on is still effective. Call me 
back. Don’t worry about my tracing 
the call.”

“I won’t,” the Black Bat chuckled. 
“You tried that often enough before 
and never succeeded. But I’ll take your 
word, Captain. Here are the numbers.”

He gave them and then left the drug­
store without attracting attention. 
Long ago, he had learned never to be 
conspicuous by acting furtive. He held 
his head high, though that revealed his 
scars. Twenty minutes later—from a 
cafeteria phone booth—he called 
McGrath again.

“I had them read the wire to me over 
the phone,” McGrath said. “It’s ad­
dressed to Colonel Catlin and it says: 

‘Nests closing before net is drawn. 
Look for leak. Has word spread 
around about this?’ ”

“Thanks,” the Black Bat said. “It 
helps a lot. Maybe we’ll have a neat 
little package of spies wrapped up for 
you in a few hours. Did von Elkin 
talk?”

“He clammed up the minute you left. 
The only thing that guy is scared of is 
the Black Bat. Good luck on your hunt­
ing. I wish you’d take me along.”

“And have you break every law on 
the rule books?” the Black Bat laughed. 
“You’d never live it down, Captain. I 
admit you really would be helpful, but 
it just can’t be done.”

The Black Bat slipped through the 
garden gate of his home without being 
seen. As he entered the tunnel, he 
breathed easily for the first time in 
what seemed to be hours. He had no­
ticed that Butch’s car was parked in its 
usual place. Butch, therefore, had re­
turned. The Black Bat was eager to 
find out where the spy had driven.

They were all waiting anxiously for 
him. Silk prepared a quick lunch while 
Butch reported what he had done.

“I follow the guy out of the city. He 
turns up a road like the kind they have 
on farms. I park and go up, too. I 
see this guy drive through a big gate. 
When I sneak closer, I see a lot of guys 
in funny looking uniforms, and they 
keep sticking their arms out at one 
another. Then I scrammed. The road 
he turned off on is just past a big bill­
board and a heap of sand that’s gonna 
be used when the roads get slippery. 
It’s a pipe to find.”

“Carol,” Quinn said, “you and Silk 
go to work. I want that place com­
pletely investigated, it sounds like one 
of the Bund camps, so be careful. Find 
out how many men are there. See if 
you can determine whether they are 
armed, and if they intend to stay there 
all night. This business is getting 
ready to break and we must blow it to 
pieces before they have a chance to act. 
At exactly one o’clock in the morning, 



either be back here or phone. I’ll wait 
until then. If I don’t hear from you, I 
will assume you need help.”

SILK waited only long enough to 
put on the disguise he had used 

when the spy ring captured him in 
Morino’s house. After he and Carol 
left, Quinn finished a sandwich in two 
bites. He replaced the guns in his hol­
sters with fresh weapons and handed 
one to Butch.

“You may need it. Sometimes fists 
and strength aren’t enough. Bring 
your coupe to the garden gate and wait 
there for me.”

Quinn spent about ten minutes look­
ing over the sheaf of perforated cards 
again. Here in his hands lay the pos­
sible means of unmasking every spy 
nest, preventing them from opening a 
murder drive all over the country. Did 
they really mean what he was begin­
ning to suspect? He shrugged. That 
was a question that only time could an­
swer. He put them away.

Glancing at his watch, he saw he had 
plenty of time before the deadline he 
had set for Carol and Silk.

When he came through the tunnel, 
Butch was parked and waiting. Quinn 
climbed in and gave several precise di­
rections that brought them to one of 
the best parts of the city. Not quite a 
suburb, nor actually a section of town, 
it offered the prospective tenant the 
choice of an apartment or a whole 
house—both at remarkably high prices.

“We’re going into that brick house,” 
Quinn said. “I want you to come just 
in case my opinion is wrong.”

“Are we gonna grab the big shot?” 
Butch asked hopefully.

“I hope not. Capturing him would 
only bring the day of attack closer. 
He’d find some way of sending out 
word and then all hell would break 
loose. Follow me. I’ll warn you when 
there is anything in your path.”

“Okay,” Butch agreed. “Say, it sure 
must be somethin’ to see in the dark. 
Just like a cat, huh?”

“That’s exactly how we must work— 
like cats,” Quinn warned. “If anyone 
is in the house, we must leave without 
making a sound. There are to be no 
heads broken this trip.”

Ten minutes later, the Black Bat and 
Butch stood in a small study. The 
walls were lined with books, most of 
them concerning military tactics. The 
Black Cat quietly searched the place 
before he did any actual investigating. 
When he knew the house was empty, 
he returned to the study where Butch 
waited.

Seeing a glass trophy case on the 
mantelpiece, he stepped up to it. Butch 
could only see a blur, while the Black 
Bat’s eyes made out everything as 
clearly as though it were day. The 
trophy case contained a forty-five 
Army automatic and an officer’s sword. 
Mounted on a velvet background were 
the shoulder insignia of a major of the 
United States Army.

“Stay near the door,” the Black Bat 
whispered. “If anyone comes near, be 
ready to go through the rear window. 
I’ll open it now.”

Butch nodded and moved to obey the 
orders. The Black Bat walked to the 
rear wall of the room, raised a window 
and swiftly peered around outside. He 
frowned deeply under his black hood. 
Just outside the window was a projec­
tion of wall about two feet thick. In 
the room itself, though, there was noth­
ing like an alcove to account for that 
bulge. He stepped up to the wall and 
removed his black silk gloves. Slowly 
he passed his extremely sensitive fin­
gers over the wall.

He spent fifteen minutes at this 
painstaking task, but it brought re­
sults.

Suddenly his fingertips encountered a 
slight lump in the wall. He manip­
ulated it experimentally. With a whir, 
an electric motor went into operation, 
and a four-foot section of wall silently 
slid back.

Revealed clearly before him was a 
closetlike room, not more than two 



feet deep. A shelf occupied part of 
this space, and a number of leather­
bound volumes were neatly stacked on 
it.

He removed one, saw that it was a 
diary, almost twenty-eight years old. 
As he glanced at a few of the pages, he 
gave vent to a whispered exclamation. 
Then he deliberately tore one of the 
pages out of the book.

After he replaced the volume, he 
studied a number of maps that were 
tacked to the hidden wall. They were 
ordinary route maps given away by fill­
ing stations, but there was one for each 
state. They had been carefully drawn 
into oblong sections, so that each entire 
map was divided.

The Black Bat stepped back, made 
the door slide into place again. Then 
he went directly to the desk in the mid­
dle of the room. Sitting down, he 
opened the drawers and removed a 
number of hand-written documents. As 
he studied these, he was comparing 
them with the page he had ripped out 
of the old diary. His eyes could fol­
low every word, every stroke of the pen 
or pencil, even though the room was 
so dark that Butch was blinking blind­
ly-

Carefully he replaced the papers he 
had taken from the desk. He arose and 
strode without hesitation to where 
Butch stood guard.

“I’m going upstairs, so keep your 
eyes and ears open. I’ll be gone only a 
couple of minutes.”

He headed straight for the master 
bedroom, which was easily identified 
by the lavish furniture it contained. He 
appropriated a towel from the bath­
room, using it to wrap around certain 
objects. Then he hurried down and 
closed the window in the study. With 
Butch closely following him, he left the 
house. The only evidence of their visit 
was the absence of a towel. That was 
hardly apt to be noticed, and the ob­
jects he had taken had not often been 
used.

Butch drove him to another part of 

the city, where the Black Bat ducked 
into a yard. He unloosened the. knot 
in the towel-wrapped bundle he car­
ried. Lashing this to his wrist, he 
climbed a rear porch pillar. He reached 
the sloping roof and crawled over it to 
a partially opened window. It was no 
difficult trick for him to open it without 
making a sound. Then he slipped into 
a bedroom and turned on a lamp.

Commissioner Warner jumped erect, 
grabbing wildly under his pillow for a 
gun. Then his sleep-laden eyes made 
out the black-caped figure that stood 
beside his bed. He relaxed with a sigh 
of relief.

“Sometimes I think I ought to hang 
a badge on you and let you work open­
ly,” he complained. “Then you won’t 
scare the wits out of me on your mid­
night visits. What’s up? Did you get 
anything on the spy ring?”

THE Black Bat placed his towel­
wrapped bundle on Warner’s bed.

“Inside this package you will find 
certain articles which should be covered 
with fingerprints. They are things 
that my suspect won’t miss immediate­
ly. Have those prints brought out and 
then take a plane to Washington. 
Check the prints with every bureau 
available, although I think that per­
haps the Military Intelligence will have 
some information on them. Get back 
here as quickly as possible and wait 
for me to contact you.”

Warner placed a hand exploringly on 
the bundle.

“So you’ve rounded him up, eh? I 
wish I knew how you managed to do it. 
I’ve got over eighteen thousand men 
working for me, and not even one of 
them could get anything on this spy 
case.”

“They must adhere to laws,” the 
Black Bat laughed. “I don’t. I have 
no rule book to consult every time I 
want to go into action. It gives me an 
advantage, you see. Now, I think you’ll 
be back by mid-morning, or early after­
noon at the latest. Those prints must 



be checked, so happy hunting in the 
fingerprint files in Washington.”

The Black Bat moved toward the 
window and abruptly vanished as War­
ner rubbed his eyes. Swiftly he swung 
his feet over the edge of the bed and 
started to get dressed. The Black Bat 
rarely called for help, but when he did, 
that aid was always of vital impor­
tance. No one knew this more than 
Warner.

An hour later, a Police Department 
plane was carrying him quickly toward 
the nation’s Capital.

CHAPTER XVIII

Zero Hour

VEN as the Black Bat 
was prowling the 
darkness, Carol and 
Silk reached the 
camp which Butch 
had described. They 
left their car hidden 
in the brush and 
walked beside the 
narrow lane until

they saw an arch and a high wire fence 
surrounding the whole camp. The 
sign on the arch was intended to iden­
tify the place as an outdoor trap shoot­
ing club. There were two men stand­
ing just inside the gates. Each casually 
held a rifle in the crook of his arm. 
Carol tugged at Silk’s sleeve.

“Butch was right,” she whispered. 
“It’s nothing more than a blind for an 
armed training camp. Silk, we’ve got 
to get inside somehow, and find out 
how many men are assembled here and 
why they are gathered at this time of 
night. I understand a little German. 
If they talk, I may be able to translate 
enough to help us. It’s your job to find 
out how to get in.”

Lying flat on his stomach beside 
Carol, Silk looked at the high mesh 
fence and shook his head.

“There’s only one way to get inside. 
We’ve got to circle the place until we 

find a tree with a branch that hangs 
over the fence. And watch yourself, 
Carol. Those steel wires may be 
charged. I’d be willing to bet on it.”

They crept back into the protection 
of the forest that surrounded the camp. 
Silk climbed a tree. Using its upper­
most branches as a lookout station, he 
studied the area as well as he could in 
the dark. The Black Bat’s eyes were 
badly needed just then. But Silk man­
aged to sight the outline of a tall tree a 
few hundred feet to the left. Its thick 
boughs hung far over the fence.

Silk noticed patrols pacing alertly 
just inside the camp. Entering the 
place might not be so difficult, but get­
ting out would be another story. It 
was certainly too dangerous for Carol. 
Silk crawled down to rejoin her.

“I see a way in, and I’m going to take 
a chance. Let’s suppose I were the 
Black Bat. Would I let you go along ?”

“You wouldn’t, but I’d go, anyway,” 
Carol stated. “Don’t think you can talk 
me out of going.”

Silk shook his head. “If we’re both 
caught, how will we let the Black Bat 
know? Look, you stay here. Be ready 
to run for the car at the first sign of 
trouble. If they get me, I’ll make 
plenty of noise. Can’t you see that’s 
the only way we can do it?”

Carol gave in to Silk’s persuasion, 
but with bitter reluctance. She fol­
lowed him to the large tree, watched 
him crawl out over the limb and finally 
drop safely on the ground within the 
fence.

Silk was now on extremely danger­
ous ground. If they caught him, he’d 
be killed just as surely as dawn would 
come in a few hours. He glanced over 
his shoulder at the big tree which had 
offered him entrance.

Silk made a wry face, cursing him­
self for being a fool. There were doz­
ens of other trees that were just as tall 
and almost as near. But the overhang­
ing branches of those trees had care­
fully been lopped off—leaving only the 
limb by which he had entered. Had 



that been done deliberately? Was this 
particular section specially patrolled? 
Were the members of this devil’s or­
ganization all around him now?

SILK drew a gun and kept on going.
There was nothing else he could 

do. He saw a clearing with a dozen 
long, low barracks arranged to form a 
rude circle, with their entrances all fac­
ing a large drill grounds. Enough 
light came through the windows to let 
him see the uniformed men who strut­
ted around, saluting one another.

He wondered uneasily when camps 
like these would be outlawed and their 
members closely questioned. In almost 
any European country, such a Bund 
would have been smashed with bullets. 
Those who survived would have been 
granted the privilege of dying more 
slowly in a concentration camp. That 
must not happen here, he swore.

Silk did not have the hearing of the 
Black Bat, nor those uncanny eyes that 
could penetrate the most intense dark­
ness. He could only keep constantly 
on the alert.

He reached a spot as close to the 
parade grounds as he dared, when sud­
denly a car came swiftly through the 
gates. Two men stepped out. Barked 
commands brought the camp members 
into straight, precise lines. They stood 
at attention while a man in civilian 
clothes gravely marched along the 
ranks, holding in his hands a small 
package of perforated cards. He 
handed one to each man, then stepped 
back a few paces and drew himself up 
as erect as a protruding stomach would 
let him.

“So,” he said sternly, “we are ready. 
The day has come. By this time to­
morrow, we shall be in control of great 
areas of this stupid country. There will 
be blood spilled. Some of you may die, 
but that is a glorious death, and you 
should court it. Show no mercy. Those 
are the orders of our Director. The 
cards have been distributed all over the 
nation.

“Those who receive them know what 
to do. You, too, have received those 
same instructions, but they are not to 
be acted upon until the zero hour— 
nine-thirty tomorrow night. Before 
then, you must strip the secret arsenal. 
The job has to be complete when you 
leave here at dawn. Munitions will be 
available in large quantities elsewhere, 
but we will need every bit of it we can 
find. Refuge has been arranged for us, 
if we do not succeed. But we shall, of 
course.”

Silk gulped and broke out in a cold 
sweat. This information was absolute­
ly vital to the Black Bat’s plans. Silk 
wanted only one more thing—to iden­
tify beyond question the man who had 
issued those orders.

Taking a desperate chance, he 
crawled behind one of the barracks. As 
the pompous leader went back to his 
car, he crossed directly in front of the 
headlights. Silk got a good look. He 
didn’t recognize the man, but he mem­
orized every detail of his features and 
build.

Silk retreated slowly and cautiously. 
The ranks had broken up, and the men 
were probably spreading out all over 
the camp. If he ran into a patrol, the 
whole game would be lost. He neared 
the section of fence over which he had 
crawled. It was possible that all the 
guards had been temporarily with­
drawn so every man would be in ranks 
when the final orders were given. Now 
they’d be coming back.

He crouched, looked around, and 
then started to sprint toward the fence. 
He wasn’t worried so much about his 
own safety. He had to deliver to Carol 
the message he had for the Black Bat. 
Silk realized that devastation would 
scorch the whole nation if he failed.

FOUR men suddenly came running 
to intercept him. Silk’s gun roared.

One of the men stumbled, fell, and 
didn’t move again. The other three 
ducked for cover, began shooting at the 
same time. Silk risked everything on a 



dash to the fence. There he knelt to 
hold them off. Carol was just outside, 
well concealed by the darkness.

“Never mind me,” he panted in a low 
voice. “Tell the Black Bat that zero 
hour is nine-thirty tomorrow night. 
Those cards were handed out. Run!”

Silk fired his last two bullets into the 
darkness. The guards wouldn’t charge 
immediately. They would wait until 
they were sure Silk was at their mercy. 
By then Carol would have reached the 
car and escaped with the all-important 
message.

He waited five minutes. Then he 
arose, stretched his hands high and 
watched five men approach him cau­
tiously. Two of them made a lunge 
for him. Silk went down under the 
impact, but he didn’t try to fight. There 
was an odd kind of peace in his heart, 
for nothing they could do mattered 
now.

One of the men punched him bru­
tally in the face. Holding his arms, 
they forced him back to the drill 
grounds. The word must have passed 
around quickly, for every man in the 
camp was already assembled there.

“We caught him just in time,” one of 
Silk’s captors reported to a tall, stern­
faced man. “A moment before, he had 
come over the fence. It was good that 
he did not come sooner, eh?”

“It makes little difference,” the camp 
commander growled. “We should not 
permit him to leave, anyway, but I 
have no time for him right now. Lock 
him in one of the barracks and maintain 
a strong guard. Double the patrols at 
once and shoot to kill if anyone else 
appears.”

Silk was dragged to one of the small­
er barracks and thrown inside. When 
the door slammed shut, Silk grabbed a 
table and pulled himself erect. He 
wiped the blood off his face, found a 
chair and sat down wearily. It might 
be the end of the game for him. But 
once the Black Bat had the information 
which Carol carried in her alert brain, 
he’d know what to do.

Ten minutes passed, and then Silk 
heard the sounds of a commotion out­
side. Within a few moments, the 
door of his temporary prison opened.

Carol was shoved inside! As the 
light suddenly went on in the barracks, 
Silk saw that her clothes were soiled?* 
There were scratches on her face and 
an unholy determination in her eyes. 
Silk sprang half out of his chair, but 
he sank back defeatedly.

One of the men who had shoved 
Carol inside saw Silk and gave a yelp 
of recognition. He had been part of 
the band that had previously tried to 
use Silk as a human target.

“It is the man whom the Black Bat 
saved! These are the Black Bat’s 
spies. Guard them carefully. Pass the 
word about that the Black Bat may be 
nearby.”

Carol sat down beside Silk.
“I’m sorry,” she said in a low voice. 

“There were more of them coming to 
the camp. They spotted me and—here 
lam. What are we going to do ? How 
can we get the message through?”

“Quiet!” Silk whispered. “They 
don’t know yet that I overheard the or­
ders. They think I had just come over 
the fence when they grabbed me. 
We’ve got only one chance, even 
though it may mean our lives. I hate 
to think about it. It’s after the dead­
line now. The Black Bat will know 
we’re in trouble and he’ll ride through 
hell to get us free. But what if he 
fails?

“This damned pack of lunatics will 
hit hard in every part of the country to­
morrow night. They’ll have the ad­
vantage of surprise. While I think they 
won’t make any headway, there will be 
lives lost, factories and shipyards will 
be blown up. It will put back the re­
armament program at least six months, 
and that might be fatal.”

CAROL dragged her chair closer to 
Silk’s.

“The Black Bat hasn’t failed us yet, 
Silk. You know how he works. These 



strutting, saluting maniacs won’t think 
fast enough for him. You’ll see.”

Silk got up and shuffled unhappily 
around the prison. At each window a 
guard was posted. Two more stood at 
the single door. Escape was impos­
sible. But Silk happened to glance 
across the parade grounds, attracted by 
a sudden confusion. Two uniformed 
men were dragging someone from the 
direction of the main gate. Silk pressed 
his face against the glass. Abruptly 
his world blew up into fragments.

The man who was trying to wriggle 
out of the clutches of his captors wore 
a black, ribbed cape and a black hood 
over his face. The Black Bat had fallen 
into a trap!

CHAPTER XIX

Trick Against Trick

UICKLY Butch 
drove the Black Bat 
back to Tony 
Quinn’s house. He 
parked the car, and 
they walked briskly 
toward the g a r d e n 
gate. Before they 
reached it, the Black 
Bat seized his arm 

and held him back. Signaling for 
Butch to remain quiet, he crept forward 
until he could look around the gate. 

As his eyes swept through the dark­
ness, he made out three shadowy fig­
ures that were furtively approaching 
the windows of the living room. Care­
ful as they had been, the Black Bat’s 
acute hearing had detected the sound of 
their feet on the grass.

“I was afraid this might happen,” he 
returned and whispered to Butch. 
“They suspect I’m the Black Bat, and 
those men are here to do a neat job of 
murder. We’ve got to get them, Butch. 
I’ll slip down the tunnel and sneak into 
the house. The rest is up to you. Just 
be sure that not one of those men 
escapes.”

Butch’s face was grim as his big 
hands curled into lethal trip-hammer 
fists.

The Black Bat slipped through the 
gate, reached the garden house without 
being seen. Two minutes later, he was 
in the laboratory, hurriedly removing 
all traces of the Black Bat’s indentity. 
He thrust an automatic into the pocket 
of his smoking jacket and opened the 
hidden door. Stepping into the study, 
he walked directly to his accustomed 
chair in front of the fireplace.

He didn’t turn on the lights.
The trio of killers was still prowling, 

looking through windows. Soon they’d 
reach the study.

Tony Quinn reached for a newspa­
per, slid the gun between its folds and 
kept his finger on the trigger. He kept 
the newspaper on his lap. Just then, he 
heard stealthy sounds outside the study 
window, saw a face rise up and glance 
quickly inside. Quinn’s finger grew 
tense on the trigger. He’d give Butch 
every chance to do all the work, but if 
he saw a gun turned his way, he’d 
shoot.

Suddenly Quinn saw a man’s whole 
form flash by the window. The sound 
of a fist crashing against bone reached 
his ears. He leaped up and hurried to 
the window. Outside, neatly arranged 
in a row, lay three unconscious men. 
Butch stood over them, nursing his 
right fist and grinning broadly. Quinn 
opened the window.

“Butch, pile all three of them into the 
coupe. I know it will be crowded, but 
never mind how you stack them. Drive 
somewhere and dump them. Then 
hurry back. It’s after the time I allot­
ted Silk and Carol. They may be in 
trouble.”

“You gonna turn ’em loose, Boss?” 
Butch blurted. “They’ll keep on think­
ing you’re the Black Bat, won’t they? 
Maybe I oughta wring their necks a 
little, hufa?”

“No. Follow my orders. We’re not 
murderers, Butch. These poor fools 
know nothing. The leader of the spy 



ring gives his orders, and they are car­
ried out by men who have no idea what 
they’re doing. Anyway, as soon as they 
wake up, they’ll run for it as far as they 
can travel. Get going, and step on it!”

Quinn sat down again, forcing him­
self to be patient until Butch would 
return. Carol and Silk were thirty min­
utes overtime. Were they trapped—or 
dead? He had a violent urge to take 
the sleek sedan in his garage, cast aside 
all pretense of not being the Black Bat, 
and go after them. But he resolutely 
put this wild idea aside. To keep it 
from tormenting him, he made his mind 
review the case, considering each sus­
pected person.

TOLLY, the lawyer whose clientele 
consisted mostly of people of the 
same nationality as the spy ring. He 

had saved Quinn’s life when von Elkin 
tried to run him down. Von Elkin 
might know the solution to everything, 
but blind Tony Quinn couldn’t testify 
that he had seen von Elkin driving the 
murder car.

Then there was Roscoe Bell, who so 
far had hardly entered into the case at 
all. But his background made him 
seem the logical one to run the spy sys­
tem. He had lost a fortune when war 
conditions ruined his export business. 
He had practically worked for the re­
gimes now interested in disrupting the 
United States as much as possible. Bell 
looked powerful enough to have been 
the man who had tackled the Black Bat 
in the darkened room. He might have 
lied about being on his way home rath­
er than leaving, when Butch seized him. 
He looked powerful enough to be that 
man.

Major Rankin also seemed to require 
considerable thought. It was more 
than possible that he had absorbed 
Nazi ideology, returned to the United 
States and become one of their spies. 
Treason like that had often happened 
all over the world recently. Quinn 
knew that military secrets had found 
their way into the hands of the spy ring 

—secrets which only someone close to 
the Army and Navy could obtain.

Yet far back in his mind lay clues 
which almost sewed up the right man 
in a net from which he could never ex­
tricate himself. Quinn hesitated to use 
those clues, however. The arrest of the 
spy leader now would serve only to 
fan high the smoldering fire in the 
hearts of his followers. The only way 
to stop this fiendish attack was to gath­
er in the whole spy ring first. Every 
branch, every man prepared to attack, 
must be captured!

There had never been any doubt in 
Quinn’s mind that the perforated cards 
were the key to the entire puzzle. How 
they fitted it had been the only prob­
lem, but in the past few hours he had 
found several important hints.

From his desk in the study, he took a 
stack of ordinary road maps and 
brought them to the laboratory. Lay­
ing them on the bench, he picked up 
one of the punched cards. He placed it 
in the upper left-hand corner of the 
map, traced its outline, and repeated 
the process until the whole map had 
been marked off.

For a long moment, he pondered his 
next step, switching his eyes anxiously 
from the cards to the map. When he 
flipped through the cards, turning them 
on their reverse sides, he suddenly 
drew in his breath. The faint gray 
numbers of one corresponded to the 
number of the highway map!

He had suspected that before. Now 
he merely had to find out which part of 
the map the card fitted, and that was 
only a matter of patient experimenta­
tion. Starting at the upper left-hand 
comer, he slid the card along. He dis­
carded each section until the tiny holes 
suddenly blended with a number of 
highways and intersections. . . .

Quinn’s first impulse was to shout 
with triumph. But that would only 
waste valuable time, and he hadn’t 
really solved the complete riddle.

After marking the highways and 
intersections with a pencil, he stared at 



the cards and maps, trying to figure out 
the significance of the whole puzzle. 
What did it mean? He had an impor­
tant clue, but did the rest of the cards 
substantiate it?

Taking a deep, hopeful breath, 
Quinn searched through the perforated 
cards for the first two he had found. 
Then he checked through his stack of 
road maps until he came across one 
that corresponded with the number 
written in secret ink on the back of a 
card.

“If this works,” he whispered anx­
iously, “I’ve got the key! If it doesn’t. 

ft

He marked off the map in rectangles 
and, by sliding the card along experi­
mentally, found the proper section. 
Each perforation marked a road or cor­
ner!

QUINN was still rushing through 
his job when Butch came through 
the tunnel. The huge bruiser was grin­

ning with glee.
“I did like you said, Boss. I threw 

them over the edge of the city dump. 
Just for luck, I plastered each guy a 
couple more times. What’s next?”

Quinn donned his black outfit, 
stuffed his guns in place and hurried 
out with Butch to the coupe.

“We’re going to that camp you 
found,” he explained. “Silk and Carol 
must be in trouble. This time we’ll be 
invading enemy territory, Butch. It 
will be dangerous, but no matter what 
happens, Carol and Silk have to be 
saved.”

Butch drove savagely at a terrific 
pace through the night. As they slowed 
at an intersection, the Black Bat’s eyes 
flitted over a group of billboards. He 
singled out the most interesting. Spon­
sored by the Officers’ Club, it implored 
the public to rescue American natives 
who were in danger abroad. The Black 
Bat nodded thoughtfully.

When Butch found the lane, the 
Black Bat pierced the darkness, and 
soon discovered Carol’s car hidden in 

the brush. Now he was sure they had 
been captured. Stealthily he led Butch 
toward the camp. There seemed to be 
no guards posted outside the high 
fence.

“You can’t see them, but there are 
fifty or more uniformed men in that 
camp,” he told Butch. “There are too 
many shacks to search quickly. Carol 
and Silk must be in one of them, but 
which one? Butch, are you willing to 
risk your life in this cause? Would you 
put on my cape and hood, deliberately 
let yourself be captured and thrown 
into the same hut with Silk and Carol?”

“Anythin’ you say, Boss. But is it 
okay to slug a few of them mugs be­
fore they grab me?”

“Slug away. Here, put on the hood 
and cape. Stay right where you are 
until I go back to the coupe and get 
a duplicate outfit. Butch, I know you’ve 
got what it takes. We’ll pull through 
because we have to.”

Later, Butch crept toward the main 
gate. He knew that the hood and cape 
made him a marked man. The foe 
might open fire the instant he came in­
to view, yet Butch kept on going. 
When he saw two men standing just 
inside the gate, he picked up a stone 
and hurled it. Then everything hap­
pened swiftly, noiselessly, like an old 
silent picture. Without a sound, one 
guard sprang into the tiny shack beside 
the gate. Almost instantly a dozen 
men with rifles raced out of the woods.

They rushed through the gates, 
which had suddenly flown open. In his 
hiding place, Butch held his breath. 
Two men came closer, beating the un­
derbrush. He waited until they had al­
most found him. With silent vicious­
ness, he leaped up, grabbed their 
necks, banged their heads together vi­
olently. They collapsed to the ground.

Grinning behind his black hood, he 
wheeled to face six other men. The 
only sound was the crack of bones as 
his fist pulped one man’s face. Even 
when he raised both hands and sur­
rendered, nobody jeered or shouted tri­



umphantly. Capturing the Black Bat 
was too awe-inspiring a feat for such 
ordinary emotions . . .

CHAPTER XX
Death by the Rope

NDER cover of
carefully chosen 
shadows, the Black 
Bat was close to the 
gates when the men 
charged out to sur­
round Butch. As he 
hoped, no one re­
mained to watch the 
gate. Unobserved, 

he ran through, dived into tall grass 
just in time, for men were racing from 
camp to aid the guards.

Still in his hood and cape, Butch was 
hustled to the drill grounds. The tall 
camp commander emerged from a bar­

racks with an impatient scowl on his 
face. He swaggered up to the captive.

“So this is the Black Bat,” he 
sneered, awed despite his attempted 
sarcasm. “The man police and thieves 
could never capture. It proves, my fol­
lowers, that we are much cleverer than 
the law or even organized crime in this 
country. Now we shall see who this 
Black Bat is. Then we shall take care 
of him and his two comrades.”

The hood was wrenched off Butch’s 
face. Then Butch was dragged to­
ward the barracks where Silk and 
Carol were held.

The Black Bat saw all this with con­
siderable satisfaction. He had hated to 
risk endangering Butch, but they were 
almost bound to imprison him with the 
other two.

The Black Bat ran lightly through 
the thick woods. Because he could see

(Continued on page 101)
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TROOPER IN STIR

Wade’s fist struck 
the killer’s jaw 

with a crunch

By WILLIAM L. 
HOPSON

Author of “The 
Golden Apple Mur­
ders,” “Guns of The 

Clan,” etc.

SERGEANT Dave Wade, Troop 
A, State Police, turned wearily 
from the barred door to face his 

cellmate.
“Another day shot, Pete,” he said to 

the beady-eyed little man who lay 
sprawled on a bunk. “One less I’ll have 
to do.”

“Yer name ain’t dry on the books»yet 
and yer worryin’ about time passin’,” 
laughed Pete Marco, lifer. “Keep up 
that way an’ you’ll be stir bugs in no 
time. Wait’ll yer hair’s growed back in 
before you start beefin’ about gettin’ 
out.”

“It’s fifteen days. That’s ten too 
long,” growled Wade. “I’ll get out

Dave Wade Plays the 
Lead in a Drama of Danger

Behind Prison Walls!

someway—soon.”
Marco’s eyes narrowed and his yel­

low teeth gnawed at his lip while he 
studied the huge trooper.

“Listen, big one,” Marco rapped out 
from the corner of his mouth, “You 
look like a right guy an’ I like you. 
Keep yer nose clean and mebby ’fore 
long you’ll be out.”

For ten days, tever since he had ar­
ranged with Warden Keller to be celled 



with Marco, Wade had waited for this 
moment. Marco was ready to talk.

Wade leaned forward.
“You mean there’s a break cornin’?

I’ll be cut in?”
Before Marco could answer, a bell 

sounded loudly in the cell block. There 
was the rattling of chains, the clang of 
steel on stone as two thousand bunks 
were slung up against the walls. The 
feet of guards pounded their way along 
concrete ranges, hesitating for a mo­
ment before each cell. The evening 
count of prisoners was under way.

Their cots folded back on the wall, 
Marco and Wade stood side by side, 
facing the door of the narrow cell. The 
bright light suspended from the ceil­
ing reflected from the oily black hair 
of Marco and glinted from the short 
blond stubble of Wade. When the 
guard passed their cell they let down 
the bunks and Marco started to un­
dress.

“What’ up, Pete?” Wade whispered, 
moving closer to Marco. “When will 
we get out?”

Marco’s eyes blazed and he whis­
pered fiercely: “Never mind. Shut up. 
Get pinched fer talkin’ now an’ spoil 
the whole show. You don’t know 
nothin’, see? Just take it easy.”

Wade cursed softly and stripped the 
coarse prison clothes from his power­
ful frame. As he slid between the 
rough blankets, the cell light winked 
out. The night lights outside the cell 
cast a pale glow through the bars of the 
door. Marco grunted and rolled over, 
his face to the wall.

Wade lay staring into nothing. The 
groans, grunts, and tossing of adjust­
ing tired bodies on straw-filled mat­
tresses was all about him, but he didn’t 
hear them. His mind was full of the 
job on hand. He had almost had his 
hands on a lead. Marco would have 
given some hint, but that damn bell 
had given him time to think and he 
had changed his mind. There wasn’t 
much time left.

A flood of narcotics and other con­

traband was entering the prison. Men 
had been caught with cocaine and 
heroin in their possession, but could 
not be made to divulge the source of 
supply. A guard had found six pistols 
with ammunition hidden in the waste 
box of the construction shop. The 
same day the stoolie who had tipped 
off the guard was knifed in the back, 
by parties yet unknown.

That a bloody prison break was be­
ing planned was a certainty. Other 
guns would come in to take the places 
of those found.

IT was fifteen days since Sergeant
Dave Wade had been committed to 

prison from a small up-state county. 
The faked papers gave Dave Wade five 
to ten years for manslaughter. The 
warden gave him a job, prison yard 
sweeper, that permitted him the run 
of the prison. Wade had made some 
progress. He had met and been ac­
cepted by the hardest, toughest, most 
vicious clique in the pen. But he was 
still unable definitely to name the plot­
ters and he did not know how the con­
traband arrived in prison.

Every guard as he reported for work 
was carefully searched. Every box, 
bale, or bundle regardless of size con­
signed to the prison, was taken first to 
a warehouse outside the prison. There 
every article was thoroughly searched 
and repacked in new containers by old 
and trusted employees. How could the 
stuff possibly enter the prison? At the 
end of his resources, Warden Keller 
had appealed to the State Police.

Wade stirred uncomfortably on his 
cot. The prison was quiet now except 
for the whispering snores of Marco and 
the muffled sobbing of the kid, a first 
offender, in the next cell. Wade drew 
the blankets up to his chin and tried to 
sleep.

After the morning breakfast count 
Wade took his broom and began his 
day’s work near the rear gate. He 
stopped sweeping to watch the heavy 
gates roll back and a powerful car, the 



warden at the wheel, creep between 
them.

Warden Keller answered the salute 
of the guard and glanced at Wade, 
then drove past. Wade leaned on his 
broom and watched the big car move 
effortlessly through the yard and into 
the garage. His eyes narrowed in con­
centration, Wade watched the warden 
leave the garage and walk griskly to­
ward the Administration Building.

“Get going, sweeper!” barked the 
guard. With a smile of apology Wade 
resumed his desultory swinging of the 
heavy broom.

Past the storeroom and around the 
plumbing shop Wade moved, his mind 
filled with his problem, his broom 
pushing ahead the collection of match 
sticks and cigarette butts. As he 
neared the garage, Wade looked up to 
see Marco and two other cons watch­
ing him from an upper window of the 
plumbing shop. Without returning 
Wade’s salute the three cons left the 
window.

A puff of wind whisked a bit of paper 
to one side and the trooper reached out 
with his broom to recapture it. As he 
did so, metal flashed in the morning 
sun and a knife tore a jagged scratch 
along his cheek. Wade threw his hand 
to his face and ducked into the shelter 
of a low porch on the shop.

Cautiously he looked about. No one 
was in sight. At the far end of the 
drive the guard leaned against the gate. 
On the pavement where it had fallen 
lay a knife—crudely, cruelly made of a 
broken file affixed to a tape-wrapped 
wooden handle.

Sure that he was unobserved—by a 
guard—Wade picked up the knife and 
tossed it under the porch steps. Then, 
holding a handkerchief to his face, the 
trooper made his way to the dispen­
sary. The pain didn’t bother him. But 
the fact that he was a target for the 
knife could have but one meaning.

“Ducked away from a bug of some 
kind and scratched my face on a nail in 
the wall,” was the story Wade gave to 

the elderly and suspicious hospital 
guard who ordered the wound dressed. 
Wade returned to his work. The 
morning passed slowly for the worried 
trooper.

MARCO was in the cell, bent over 
the sink when Wade entered for 

the noon lock-up and count. The 
trooper dropped his bunk from the wall 
and sat down. He watched Marco 
rinse the soap from his face and rub 
briskly with a coarse towel before he 
spoke.

“Well, Pete, what’s new?”
Pete Marco pulled a comb through 

the hair. He stared at the tape on 
Wade’s face and an evil grin twisted 
his thin lips.

“I heard a funny one,” he sneered. 
“Watta ya think? There’s a copper in 
the joint. One of the boys spotted him. 
Used to live in the same town with the 
louse. That’s a hot one, eh? If the 
copper’s got any sense, he’ll be goin’ 
away quick.”

Wade’s expression remained 
wooden. He wasn’t fooled by Marco’s 
circumlocution. Nor was Marco 
fooled. Marc knew Wade’s secret. He 
knew that Wade knew he knew. Wade 
could provoke Marco into a quarrel, a 
fight, then the killer would go to soli­
tary confinement. But that would 
solve nothing. It would only delay the 
blow-off. So Wade tried to make his 
voice sound indifferent when he said:

“Maybe there’s some mistake, Pete?” 
Marco laughed, a short bitter laugh. 
“There was a mistake, yes. But it 

won’t be made the next time. If I was 
that copper, I’d get goin’ before there 
was a next time.”

All semblance of guile left the little 
killer’s face. Hate blazed from his 
black eyes and he spat on the floor at 
Wade’s feet.

“Copper!” He hissed. In that one 
word he expressed his hate of Wade 
and all that he represented.

Silently Wade and Marco stood up 
for the count. Silently they left the 



cell and marched to the messhall. The 
silence in the messhall was broken only 
by the clatter of tin spoons on tin 
plates. The silence intensified the un­
spoken curses that lay behind the hard 
ruthless eyes glaring at Wade from 
every direction.

There was a tension, a feeling of ex­
pectancy, in the air. Something was 
brewing. The tension of the convicts 
communicated itself to the guards. 
They nervously paced between the 
narrow tables, hardwood clubs held 
tightly in sweating hands.

The man across the table from Wade 
drew a grimy finger across his own 
throat while he hissed: “Fink!" By a 
real effort Wade refrained from driv­
ing his huge fist into the sneering face. 
Too much to lose, he thought. Give 
him a little more time and he’d have 
it—the whole set-up.

The meal was cut short by minutes. 
The whistle of the Captain of Guards 
shrilled across the hate-laden messhall. 
Two thousand chairs were pushed back 
from the tables, then grated on the con­
crete floor as they were shoved under 
the tables.

Slowly double lines of brown-clad 
cons formed and shuffled out the three 
big doors. As Wade’s division neared 
the door, the man in front of him 
stumbled, then lurched back. The 
trooper’s hands flew out to fend the 
man from him. Two strongs arms cir­
cled him from behind and locked across 
his chest.

WADE threw himself sidewise 
and down. The long knife 
missed his breast and ripped down 

across his ribs. Wade’s arms came 
back over his head and clutched the 
head of the con behind him. With a 
heave and jerk he threw the man over 
his head as another knife slashed a 
gash in his back.

Then he was down. The voices of 
guards barked above the curses of the 
convicts. Wade clutched at the feet 
kicking at him from every side. He 

heard the voice of Marco.
“Ya damn’ fools, you’ll spoil every­

thing. Stop it. If we’re jammed up 
now we’re sunk. Tomorrow—”

A heavy prison shoe thudded against 
Wade’s head. The curses of convicts 
and the hoarse shouts of guards were 
smothered by a heavy, star-shot black­
ness.

Wade felt strong arms about his 
shoulders. He heard the voice of the 
captain ordering a guard to bring a 
stretcher.

“Hurry it up!” snapped the captain. 
“This guy’s bleedin’ like a ripped hog.”

The trooper shook his head to clear 
it and opened his eyes. When the 
whirling world of blue uniforms 
stopped spinning and the ringing in his 
ears fell an octave lower, Wade saw 
several guards escorting four cons to­
ward the isolation cellblock. Marco 
was not among them. Neither was 
Butch Devlin nor Whitey Sharpe, 
Marco’s lieutenants. As usual the 
umpchas were taking the rap. Two 
guards hurried up with a stretcher and 
as speedily carried the big trooper to 
the prison hospital.

The doctor stepped back from' the 
table and stripped the rubber gloves 
from his hands.

“Nothing serious, Captain. He’ll be 
O.K. in a day or two. You can ques­
tion him now.”

The captain towered over the white 
table. His stern eyes held those of 
Wade for a full minute before he spoke. 
Then:

“Well, fella, what’s the answer?”
“Call the warden, will you?” asked 

Wade, “I’ve got to see him at once.”
“I’ll turn in my report an’ you’ll see 

him tomorrow. What’s your story?” 
rapped the captain.

“Listen,” Wade began, when over 
the broad shoulder of the captain he 
saw the grim face of the warden—

“All right, Captain,” came the voice 
of Warden Keller, “You may go now. 
I wish to speak to this man alone.”

The white door closed silently be­



hind the captain and the doctor.
“Hard luck, Wade,” smiled Warden 

Keller. “I’ll make arrangements to 
have you transferred back to your bar­
racks this evening. We’ll have to try 
something else, I guess.”

Wade sat up and swung his long legs 
over the edge of the table.

“It’s too late to try anything else, 
Warden. If I’m right, the blow-off 
comes tomorrow. I’m not hurt. I’ll 
return to my cell now and carry it 
through. We will—”

WARDEN KELLER frowned 
and shook his head. “Nothing 
doing, Wade. Your life isn’t worth a 

dime in that cellblock. Tell me what 
you know or suspect, and we will pre­
pare for it. But I refuse to permit you 
to endanger yourself any further.”

“Warden,” replied Wade putting his 
hand on Keller’s arm, “it’s my job to 
take chances. You’ve more to think 
about than me. Tomorrow morning 
when the night shift leaves their posts, 
hold them here in reserve. Do it as 
secretly as possible. Draw in the out­
side guards and have them stationed 
within the walls. Have the guard at 
the rear gate doubled. And concentrate 
your strength, as inconspicuously as 
possible, about the construction and 
plumbing shops.”

Keller gnawed at his lower lip and 
moved over to the window, his eyes 
narrowed by a deep frown. Wade 
watched the warden while the heavy 
odor-laden air of the dispensary pressed 
down on him like a smelly blanket.

“How does the stuff get in?” snapped 
Keller, wheeling about and walking to­
ward Wade.

“I don’t know—for sure,” answered 
the trooper as he struggled into his 
clothes. “But I’ve a strong suspicion. 
Every possible place of entry has been 
eliminated. So it must be an impos­
sible place. At any rate, this time to­
morrow should settle the question.”

“Why tomorrow?” asked Keller.
Quickly Wade sketched for the war­

den the orders he had heard Marco give 
the cons who had tried to kill him at 
the door of the messhall.

“All right, Wade. On your head it is. 
I’ll prepare for a showdown tomorrow. 
Good luck.” The warden extended his 
hand. As Wade gripped it he added: 
“And you’ll certainly need it.”

Wade was sitting on his cot when the 
working companies came into the block 
and Marco stepped into the cell. At 
sight of the trooper, Marco’s little eyes 
widened, then narrowed to tiny slits. 
He ignored Wade’s wide grin and be­
gan to clean up for supper.

“Well, Greaseball,” grinned Wade as 
Marco pulled a clean shirt over his 
head, “What’s next on the program? 
You’ve sure got a lot of stumble-bums 
doing their stuff for you.”

Marco’s head appeared above the col­
lar of the heavy shirt. “Keep quiet,” he 
snapped. “Have you got a bug in the 
joint now? Am I to talk while a screw 
listens in on us?”

“Can’t keep quiet and answer ques­
tions,” smiled Wade. “But I’ll tell you 
this”—Wade’s voice hardened and he 
leaned forward—“if you’ve an ounce of 
brains, you’ll go to the Man and spill 
the works. Fold up and call it off. I’ll 
guarantee you’ll get a break.”

Marco’s thin lips twisted into a sneer.
“Watta you talkin’ about? I’m doin’ 

my time my own way. An’ git this, 
copper. I ain’t got nothin’ to do with 
what happens to you. See?”

“You’re a liar, Marco. Skip it!” 
snapped Wade. “You’re running your 
head into a noose. Can’t you see you 
can’t—”

The harsh clang of the bell echoed 
through the cell block and the convicts 
filed out of their cells. Wade and Marco 
moved along the range side by side. 
Marco usually stalled at the cell door 
and fell into line with his partner, Dev­
lin. But tonight he kept close to Wade. 
The trooper grinned at the thought of 
Marco protecting him.

The little killer was taking no 
chances on his scheme folding up. If 



Wade were knifed now, the cons would 
be kept locked in their cells until after 
an investigation was made. Marco 
didn’t want that.

IN the morning Wade, now dressed 
in street clothes, was near the 

plumbing shop when the warden drove 
his car into the garage. Slowly the 
trooper moved over toward the garage. 
Warden Keller passed him. From the 
corner of his mouth he dropped two 
words: “We’re set.”

The door of the Administration 
Building had hardly closed behind the 
warden before Marco, Devlin, and 
Whitey Sharpe sauntered out of the j 
construction shop. Marco amazingly 
was wearing a suit which he must have 
had secreted. He might have been 
mistaken for a plainclothesman. At 
a word from Marco, Whitey started 
toward the garage. As he walked up 
the short ramp, Wade, out of sight, 
wheeled and swiftly followed him. 
From the side of his eye the trooper 
saw Marco and Devlin exchange 
glances, then start after him.

When Wade entered the dimly 
lighted garage, Sharpe was not in sight. 
Quickly the trooper swung the door 
shut and shot the bolt.

“Open that door, copper!”
At the sound of Sharpe’s harsh voice, 

Wade spun around. Whitey Sharpe, 
flat on the floor under the warden’s car, 
was pointing a heavy automatic at him.

Sharpe crawled from beneath the car 
and scrambled to his feet. Holding the 
gun centered on Wade’s chest he ad­
vanced to the trooper. His eyes blazed 
wickedly as he snarled:

“Yer number’s up, you dirty—”
There was a light knock on the door 

and Marco’s voice came through in a 
whisper.

“Whitey,” he called, “Shake it up. 
Somethin’s gone haywire. Here comes 
the Man and a couple of dicks.

Sharpe glared at Wade and, without 
taking his eyes from the trooper, 
reached out and fumbled for the bolt 

with his left hand. The bolt stuck and 
Sharpe turned his eyes from Wade. In 
that instant the trooper moved. His 
hands lashed out. The left grabbed the 
automatic and twisted it to one side, 
while his right hand clamped on 
Sharpe’s throat. His knee came up, 
and thudded into the hood’s groin.

With an animal-like grunt of pain 
Sharpe folded up and fell, pulling the 
trooper with him. In falling, Sharpe’s 
weakening fingers pulled back the bolt. 
As they crashed to the floor the door 
burst open and Marco, with Devlin at 
his heels, ran in.

Devlin went straight for the warden’s 
car. He slid under the car while Marco 
threw himself on Wade’s back. With a 
quick twist and jerk the trooper got the 
gun away from Sharpe. Before he 
could reverse the gun and bring it into 
play, Marco grabbed Wade’s hand with 
both of his and grimly hung on.

By a prodigious effort, Wade raised 
himself up and fell backward. The 
shock of the fall loosened Marco’s grip 
and Wade rolled to one side. A gun 
roared and a steel-jacketed slug rico- 
chetted from the concrete floor an inch 
from his head.

Wade rolled over again, shifting the 
gun to his right hand. Devlin, on one 
knee, a gun in each hand, knelt beside 
the car. He fired again, and a bullet 
burned a long furrow across Wade’s 
cheek. Before Devlin could press the 
trigger a third time Wade sent a bullet 
crashing into the hood’s brain.

DEVLIN’S body had not hit the 
floor when Wade was on his feet, 

covering Marco and Sharpe, who were 
weakly trying to pull themselves erect. 
Marco’s eyes shifted from the trooper 
to his rear. At the sight of Warden 
Keller and two detectives entering a 
side door to the garage he growled an 
oath and threw himself at Wade, seiz­
ing his gun-wrist. Wade shot out his 
free fist. It struck the killer’s jaw 
with a sickening crunch. The gun 
which he had picked up dropped from 



his hand. As Marco fell, Keller and 
his men stepped through the door.

“Get them,” Keller barked, swinging 
his pistol toward the prone figures on 
the floor.

“Greetings, Warden,” grinned Wade. 
“Sorry you missed the show.”

Keller smiled crookedly as he moved 
to Wade’s side.

“You’re hurt. How bad?” he asked. 
Without waiting for a reply he took 
Wade’s arm and shoved him gently to­
ward the door. The trooper glanced 
back and saw Sharpe, hands cuffed, 
leaning against the wall, being noisily 
and visibly very sick at the stomach. 
The two guards were working over the 
still unconscious Marco.

Later, hospital odors stung Wade’s 
nose. He sneezed, then fingered the 
bandages on his face before he an- 
swerd Warden Keller’s question.

“Well, Warden,” he grinned, “I 
found, just as you had told me, every 
loophole hadbeenplugged. Sothestuff 

must have been coming in here in a 
way that was impossible. It was im­
possible that you could be bringing it 
in, so I paid particular attention to 
you.”

“What?” barked Keller.
“That’s right,” smiled Wade. “When 

I saw that you alone of all the people 
who came in here were not searched, I 
knew that in some manner these hoods 
were using you to furnish them with 
narcotics and then the guns they meant 
to use on you.”

“But how—” began the warden.
“Easy,” continued Wade, “You live 

outside the prison. It would be a sim­
ple matter for an experienced thief to 
duplicate keys to your garage. Then to 
slip into the garage at night and fasten 
the contraband under the car took only 
a minute. That’s how it was done. We’ll 
check Marco’s outside connections and 
soon you’ll have a new boarder.”

Keller whistled softly.
“Well, I’ll be jiggered.”
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DRESSED IN WHITE
By LEO HOBAN

Author of “Dirty Hands, Dirty Fate,” “Escape to Death,” etc.

The Badge of Purity and the Shield of the F. B. I. Join Forces 
Against Young Doc Stanford's Lifelong Hate!

Island in the Bay 
Sept. 2, 1940 

Rush Houston
Federal Bureau of Investigation
Washington, D. C. 
Dear Sir:

I DOUBT that
Dr. Stanford 

tossed fitfully in his 
sleep that night two 
years ago when 
Blackie Bragg and 
Joe the Jeep secret­
ly carried me into 
his office in Castle­
town. This, de­
spite the fact he 
knew his number 
was up and that 
this night probably 
would be his last.

And Dr. Stan­
ford did die that 
night, which is im­
portant.

Even as I did, 
which is unimport­
ant.

When Joe went 
upstairs and jerked 
him from his bed 
and sleep, it is cer­
tain that he knew 
a great disappoint­
ment. He’d been 
risking his life for 
but one purpose; 
he’d made himself Stanford stood there, a hard grin on his face

a notorious physi­
cian studiously avoided by his medical 
colleagues, with one object in mind.

He’d been waiting for the Brain, the 
man who’d killed his mother. . . . he’d 
been waiting for the Brain, the man 
who’d destroyed his home. ... He’d 

been waiting for the Brain, the man 
who’d plunged him into an orphanage, 
the man who’d brought upon his name 
a great shame. ...

Yes, he’d been waiting for the Brain 
so that he could wrap his deft fingers 
around his scrawny throat and press 

and press until his 
heart fluttered, 
and the sordidness 
evaporated from 
the vileness that 
had been his life. 
He’d been waiting 
for the Brain.

He’d been wait­
ing for me!

He didn’t know 
it then. But in 
blinding flashes of 
fury he knew it 
later when he was 
holding my pierced 
and bleeding, 
weakly - beating 
heart in the palm 
of his hand. And 
when he did realize 
it, that hand be­
came a fist that 
squeezed that 
heart into immo­
bility. Perhaps it 
was murder? And 
if it was, I know 
now that murder 
occasionally is 
warranted.

When Joe told
him, “Get up, Doc. 

You got some business downstairs,” 
and he felt the steel muzzle prodding 
near his left armpit, he naturally sup­
posed that Nails Lerch, who had de­
creed his death, had come for him. 
Yet he rose with dignity, slipped into 



slippers and dressing gown and led 
the way steadily downstairs. His tall, 
broad form was straight, and his an­
gular face was fatalistically serene, 
somehow. Yes, Dr. Stanford was a 
man of great talents and great nerve.

WHEN he entered his lighted 
office he paused, surprised.

He’d been reprieved—momentarily. 
He recognized Blackie and Joe and 
the Jeep, knew them for a vicious 
gang far from their territory that had 
centered around Cleveland. But he 
didn’t know me. Certainly I never 
looked like a gangster—more like a 
pensioned bookkeeper.

And, in a sense, I never was a gang­
ster. I lacked the courage, if cour­
age it can be called, to take an active 
part in a crime. No, I was the Brain, 
the man who safely hid behind the 
scenes, a puppet of Blackie’s, but di­
recting Blackie as a brilliant puppet, 
elevating him to the position of Ace 
Public Enemy.

Then Stanford was across the room, 
looking down upon me with pro­
fessional interest. His whole atten­
tion was centered on me, the little old 
man with long, curly white hair, as I 
lay on the operating table.

I knew nothing of this at the time, 
being unconscious. With every agon­
ized beat, my puny heart floundered in 
blood like a twig caught in the mad 
swirl of rising flood waters. The heart 
was in a bad way. There was a bullet 
in it.

He examined the wound, and knew 
futility. Only a surgeon with steady 
and eloquent hands could successfully 
perform such an operation.

That I was alive was a miracle. That 
I should be brought to Dr. Stanford 
was a miraculous situation that only 
Fate in a grim mood of retribution 
could bring about.

Joe followed the doc across the 
room, his gun in ominous communion 
with Stanford’s spine. Blackie and 
the Jeep had tilted their chairs against 
the spotless walls. The Jeep was chew­
ing tobacco and had dirtied the floor. 
Blackie bounced an automatic in his 
beefy hand and gnawed the nails of 
his left hand. He was watching his 
power and smartness die there on the 

operating table—and he, too, knew 
futility.

The doctor looked at the hoods and 
down upon me; and his trained mind 
erased the picture of the virulent 
species of rat there represented. He 
was a professional man with a job to 
be done. And he knew if he failed 
Blackie would kill him. That was 
Blackie, black of face, blacker of beard 
and huge as a black cloud is huge. 
Even his eyes—may they burn forever 
in Hell—were black flint. And he died 
with dark lead in his black heart.

Death had cast its shadow on each 
man in that room that night; and I 
like to believe that only the young 
doctor recognized this incontrovert­
ible fact.

Certainly he knew that even if 
Blackie failed to kill him—if the opera­
tion succeeded—Nails Lerch certainly 
would. Possibly Blackie knew that 
the “Dr. Stanford” name on the diplo­
ma on the wall was false; that for 
years wounded gunmen had come to 
that office and been made well and 
sent on their way—along a route that, 
strangely enough, always seemed to 
result in their capture or deaths soon 
after prescriptions were filled.

And, stranger still, Nails was the 
first to muse upon the fact that the 
F.B.I., thoroughly conversant with 
the young doctor’s malodorous reputa­
tion, did nothing whatsoever about it. 
Nails, too, realized belatedly that the 
Bureau uses men in all the varied pro­
fessions as agents, especially canny 
physicians who succeed in establishing 
themselves as trustworthy pawns of 
killers. And the late Dr. Stanford’s 
success had been amazing.

But the doctor’s futility was differ­
ent from the clodlike hopelessness of 
Blackie. He, as all physicians, are sub­
jects of an austere code. Try—try 
always—no matter how apparently 
futile. . . .

He straightened, his mouth grim, 
and the gray curling hair fringing his 
temples added to his dignified compos­
ure.

“Put the guns away,” he snapped. 
“They’re not needed. You should 
know that.”

“Yeah,” Blackie said hoarsely, “we 
hear you’re a right guy. How much 



chance has the little squirt?”
“About one in a million.”
“You’d better score on that one. 

That gutless punk dying there is valu­
able to me.”

The doctor examined the wound, 
cutting away the clothing, working 
swiftly.

“He doesn’t look like the gangster 
type. How did he get the bullet in 
his heart?”

Blackie ignored that. “Get to work 
and stop the chatter.”

The doctor looked levelly at Blackie, 
at the Jeep and Joe. Blackie seemed 
the cleanest of the lot.

“Get out of your clothes, get into 
a gown and disinfect your hands.” His 
voice was authoritative. “I need help. 
And once more—how did he get the 
wound? In the Sedalia bank job to­
day?”

BLACKIE looked surprised. He 
doesn’t take orders. He gives 

them—deadly ones. His eyes glittered, 
then fell before the level gaze of the 
doctor. Had it been an ordinary hood­
lum lying there on the table. Blackie 
certainly would have told him to go to 
Hell and probably sent him on his way 
with amazing abruptness.

“Okay,” he grunted, slipping out of 
his coat. “Yeah—it was the Sedalia 
job. We were coming out to here to 
see about combining with the Nails 
Lerch mob. We were running short of 
cash. This guy’s usually in hiding 
when a job is pulled. He’s a yellow, 
gutless heel, afraid of everything. But 
he does as I say. He always has. He 
stayed in the car. Getting away after 
the job, the dizzy dame of a cashier 
takes a pop at us with a dinky twenty- 
two. We cut her down. Then we find 
this mug isn’t white and babbling any 
more. He’s damn near dead.”

The young doc nodded, went into a 
little ante-room, donned his white 
gown, disinfected his hands. Blackie 
did the same. Stanford followed him 
back to the office, and stood there, one 
hand on the knob of the door, the 
other holding his operating mask. He 
was preoccupied, waging a valiant 
battle for control of his taut nerves, 
but there was a hard grin on his face.

Here was a major crisis in the Bu­

reau’s war against crime. A Blackie- 
Nails combine would form a vicious 
duo, a smoothly working criminal 
wedge extending from the Rockies to 
Cleveland. Somehow he must retain 
his life and his brain to crush the con­
solidation. The immensity of his task 
made his nerves tingle. And that was 
bad, for what had to be done—saving 
the futile, little man’s life—would call 
for steady nerves, steadier hands. 
Many lives rested upon the success of 
the operation.

Certainly it must take superhuman 
effort to throttle the terror that must 
arise when you know your own life 
already is forfeit, and that the only 
possibility of a minute reprieve rests 
entirely on the steadiness of your 
nerves, the sureness of your hands. In 
young Doc’s hands rested his own life 
and the many lives of innocents a mad 
dog criminal combine would claim.

Yes, I know now, that Dr. Stanford 
was a man of great talents and great 
nerve. He fought for composure— 
and obtained it.

Blackie, in his white gown that 
somehow looked muddied, misunder­
stood the hesitation, the motionless 
statuesqueness of Stanford. He 
grabbed his gun from the chair’s seat.

“Doc,” he said, with the smoothness 
of a cobra’s hiss, “I don’t like the cut 
of you right now. You’re thinking 
too much, wasting too much time— 
and this is a damned quick, hurry-up 
job. Now get the lead outta your 
pants and the lead outta this chump’s 
heart.”

Looking down the gun’s muzzle, the 
young doc kept his amazing compo­
sure. And that composure would have 
remained unshaken had Blackie kept 
his big mouth shut. But he didn’t. 
He raged on:

“You see, this guy’s important to 
me—damned important. He’s got the 
best criminal noggin in the business!”

It came to the young doc then, in 
belated shock.

Why, here—here was the Brain!
Here was the sordid thing—the 

thing that had made of his life an 
everlasting Hell; the rancid, glutton­
ous thing he wanted only to kill.

Here, before him, was a dying man 
—an almost inanimate thing; a futile,



helpless, little, cowardly nincom­
poop. Yet upon his puny, fluttering 
heart, that could be stilled perma­
nently by nothing more than the hes­
itation of a doctor’s scalpel, rested the 
safety of many lives, and triumph 
over gigantic crime.

It was then during that intense, 
swirlingly dramatic moment that 
young Doc decided the Brain should 
perish.

And the Brain did perish—all of 
which makes it so odd that I should 
be writing to you at such length, ex­
plaining everything, in the hope that 
not one word will be censored. On 
the value of a single word may ride 
my fate. . . .

THE young doctor was dressed in 
the white of purity—the badge 
he wore so proudly—but the glitter 

of his eyes above his mask as he bent 
over me were those of an executioner, 
dressed in black.

Around my neck was a gold chain 
and an old-fashioned locket. The 
young doc snapped opened the locket, 
looked at the brown photo of the cou­
ple inside. He cursed long and flu­
ently, his emotions outraged, every 
nerve raw, his hands twitching, mad 
things.

A jerk and the locket was ripped 
from my throat. His hand went un­
der his white gown and the locket 
dropped into a pocket.

Blackie reversed his gun, his eyes 
narrow, his thick lips compressed. 
The gun made a soft arc and cracked 
across the young doctor’s cheekbone, 
ripping the flesh off underneath the 
mask.

The young doctor took a backward 
step, his burning eyes still riveted on 
me. Possibly he didn’t feel the blow? 
You can’t hurt a mad thing that al­
ready is mad with hate. And that 
was the doctor.

He’d been waiting for the Brain, 
the man who’d killed his mother, de­
stroyed his home, brought upon his 
name a great shame. . . .

He’d been waiting for me, and there 
before him was the vengeance he’d 
sought. The Brain was dying surely, 
rapidly. And he could safely dis­
patch it, make sure of its extinction 

by killing it.
The thought was like the shock of 

ice water. His nerves steadied. He 
plunged a hypodermic needle into my 
arm. He made the incision between 
the rib and breastbone cartilage. He 
rolled back the flesh, cursing Blackie 
for his failure to mop the sudden flow 
of blood from my sunken, narrow 
chest.

He was a man obsessed. He wanted 
that heart so that he could hold it in 
his fist and crush the life from it. 
His hands were deft tools of granite 
steadiness. His father had had deft 
hands also, said, three decades ago, 
to be one of the best pairs in the 
business.

It is certain that as the flesh was 
rolled back that young Doc rolled 
back the years. . . .

His father, an interne at Price hos­
pital, had married in violation of the 
rules. Needing money he had been 
shown the way to quick profit by 
Blackie Bragg. Blackie was a slug­
ger, in a hard bowler hat, turtleneck 
sweater, and high button brown shoes. 
He slugged for the half-king of the 
waterfront—Boss Coke. The crippled 
Carbone claimed the other half of the 
kingdom. Both gangs dealt in nar­
cotics. They hijacked each other, 
fought each other, eventually killed 
each other.

Boss Coke needed a medico—a good 
one—who could repair his hoodlums 
and still be trusted to keep an “hon­
orable” silence.

Blackie Bragg brought the baby­
faced interne to Coke.

He avoided the actual murderous 
brawls when knives glittered, and 
skulls were crushed under clubs. He 
abhorred the coarseness of his crim­
inal associates. He was weak and 
spineless, was the young doc’s father. 
He was the type women want to cud­
dle and mother.

That was why Mae, a precious 
woman who could love deeply and 
sincerely just once, married him and 
bore him a son, never knowing of his 
criminal activities until he went to 
jail dressed in his whites of an in­
terne.

But by the time that happened the 
interne had branched out. He 



switched inferior morphine and other 
narcotics for tested and pure hospital 
supplies. He became contact man 
with the unethical practitioners of 
that era, foul members of an honor­
able profession, who found it profit­
able to use far more drugs than shown 
in their report sheets. Yes, young 
Doc’s father had a sweetly sorted 
racket. And, yes, young Doc’s fa­
ther was a whole-hearted rat. . .

The ultimate accounting came one 
night as the young interne, in his 
whites, alighted from a hansom cab 
in front of the rooming house. 
Blackie was there, waiting, and per­
emptorily rushed him to the cellar of 
Boss Coke’s saloon. A leaden weight 
had parted the bristling hair of the 
boss’ skull during a hijacking.

While working on Coke, the cellar 
doors had burst open and Carbone’s 
Yellow Shirt gang were suddenly 
swinging clubs and using knives in 
swift reprisal. Only the influence of 
ungovernable terror made the young 
interne battle for his life. He’d 
slashed out with a scalpel—and 
watched in horror a jugular vein part 
and geyser blood. The young interne 
had become a murderer.

He was still in the trance of terror 
when police in horse-drawn patrol 
wagons and ambulances carted the 
embattled mobs to jails and hospitals.

Hospital authorities saw to it that 
when the interne stood trial he was 
dressed in more appropriate clothes. 
Anything but white. And as he made 
the train trip to the penitentiary the 
shackled interne knew with a sense 
of great shame he’d never again wear 
the whites he’d defiled. . . .

STANFORD worked swiftly, curs­
ing Blackie violently. Blackie’s 

dark face was ashen, and the Jeep 
was sick.

He went right into me, cutting open 
the pericardium, laying bare the heart 
sac.

There was a ragged hole midway in 
the sac, blood pumping from it at 
every uneven beat of the stricken 
heart. The heart action was that of 
an exhausted swimmer making his 
final, desperate, and futile, strokes.

The lower sac was filled with blood, 

throttling and pressing against, and 
almost stilling all movement.

Grimly, with his teeth-edged knife, 
the young doc slit the hole. His deft 
hands reached in—and he held the liv­
ing, pulsing heart of the Brain, who’d 
murdered many, the Brain who killed 
his mother, destroyed his home, made 
his life a living Hell. He held it— 
held it in the very palm of his hand.

It came to him in sudden shock that 
here was a situation, calling for 
quick and final decision, a decision 
far greater than worldly hates and 
human foibles. Only a higher power 
had the right summarily to send a 
soul—no matter how black—into eter­
nity.

“But you have the right,” his out­
raged emotions screamed in unap­
peased anguish. “By all that is right 
and by all the wrongs this scummy 
thing has brought about in this 
world.”

His trained and more logical mind 
whispered in warning:

“If he dies, you die immediately. 
If he doesn’t die, he’ll need your serv­
ices for days—time enough, with luck, 
possibly to trap both Blackie and 
Nails. In saving this one life, you 
may save many others that such a 
criminal combine would sacrifice.”

“But you have a personal right,” 
his emotions stormed. “This is no or­
dinary hoodlum. This man blighted 
your life. You wanted so long only 
to feel that scrawny throat between 
your hands. An all-holy power has 
presented a better setting—putting 
into your hands the very heart of the 
killer, the very organ that has shamed 
you.”

There was a raw hole coursing 
downward in the heart. The spent 
bullet made a bulge on the far side. 
And even without the hole and the 
bullet in it, the heart would have been 
weak.

“You see,” his mind said, “he may 
be saved. Hurry—hurry.”

“Saved—saved for what?” his emo­
tions protested. “So he can scatter 
ruin and death and heartbreak behind 
him again? He can’t live. He has no 
right to live.”

“But the F.B.I. needs this man alive, 
needs his life for. awhile so that they 



may capture other criminals as vicious 
as he.”

“The Bureau will win out whether 
he lives or dies. This is a personal 
matter. To Hell with ethics!”

The young doc looked down at the 
heart in his hand. Yes, what matter 
ethics? He straightened and his fist 
closed. The heart seemed to jump, to 
struggle like a trapped fish—and then 
was still.

The young doc knew a great satis­
faction—and then great horror. Here 
he was, dressed in his white of purity, 
crushing out the life of a human—a 
sordid sort of human, but still a 
human, a helpless man, one dependent 
on the brains and the skill of a man 
in a profession subject to an austere 
code. Try — try — no matter how 
futile; fight—fight—for each breath.

“Adrenalin!” he suddenly yelled.
Blackie looked in dismay at him. 

The young doc’s left hand swooped 
out, picked up the long needle and in- 
noculated the still heart with the re­
storative.

Nothing happened. He cursed him­
self for forgetting his Bureau vow, 
for fringing on the medical code of 
ethics. He moved the heart between 
suddenly gentle palms, massaging it, 
tilting it, his deft hands praying life 
back into it.

And minutes after it throbbed—was 
quiet—throbbed weakly, then took up 
an uneven beating.

Dr. Stanford became the man of 
great nerve and great skill then. He 
probed for, got and removed the bul­
let; he sewed, trimmed, sutured.

He worked in agony, every reluctant 
move a torment.

IT was noon of the following day 
when I regained consciousness. 

But I wasn’t the same. The Brain had 
died.

There beside me, sagging tiredly on 
the chair was the young doc. I recog­
nized him immediately despite the 
bandage on his gashed cheek. His 
tired eyes were steady, implacable, 
looking down into mine. And I knew 
how he’d had to labor through the 
long hours to return me from death, 
fighting his better fight under the 
ever-present threat of three guns. A 

great man of great talent and great 
nerve was young Doc, with a relent­
less intentness of purpose.

I looked into his eyes and looked 
ashamedly away.

When I opened them again it was 
a day later, and I felt stronger. But 
I knew how quiet I would necessarily 
have to remain. The mending, pain­
ing heart was weak, uncertain, in­
capable of standing a shock or sudden 
strain.

But it was strained later to the ut­
most, strained deliberately.

That was when I saw young Doc 
crumble under the impact of bullets.

But now the room was quiet. Young 
Doc still sat beside me, his face lined 
with strain and tiredness.

The Jeep and Joe slept on chairs in 
the bedroom. Blackie leaned against 
the door, his gun in his hand, his eyes 
forever on the doc, questioning.

“When will he be able to move?” he 
asked.

“He should rest a week,” young 
Doc’s voice was unutterably weary.

“Just rest is all he needs?”
“Rest and—” I recognized the stall 

in his voice— “and occasional medical 
attention. You can’t very well kill 
me yet.”

“Maybe — maybe,” Blackie said. 
“The Jeep and me are going to meet 
Nails Lerch tonight. The grapevine 
told me long ago he’d spotted you. 
It’ll be up to him. We’re bringing 
him here. Joe and the Brain will see 
you do nothing foolish, like trying to 
get to a phone.”

I closed my eyes. It was so like 
Blackie. Domineering, threatening. 
He’d waged his terrifying influence 
on the young doc’s dad and others in 
the penitentiary. He’d retained that 
influence over weak men when they’d 
been paroled, made of them puppets 
and fugitives. But young Doc wasn’t 
susceptible to weakness. The scorn in 
his eyes told Blackie that.

It happened so suddenly. I was so 
tired. I simply awoke, as if an alarm 
had clanged in warning inside my 
stupid brain. I opened my eyes. The 
doc still sat beside me, his head on his 
chest, sleeping. Joe sat across the 
room, his gun in his lap. My right 
hand felt curiously heavy. I looked 



at it and saw it contained an auto­
matic. A loose finger was on the trig­
ger release, but the butt of the gun and 
the hand itself were one, a hidden duo, 
encased under folds upon folds of ad­
hesive tape. The feel of the gun was 
terrifying.

I recognized Blackie’s handiwork. 
Joe might fall asleep; if so I was to 
hold the young doc at bay. And 
trapped as the gun was, it couldn’t be 
jerked suddenly from my hand, there­
by giving young Doc an ace in the 
game.

Even as I beiame aware of this fact, 
the bedroom door opened. In came 
Blackie and the Jeep, and the thin, 
hard-faced Nails and one of his hoods. 
Lerch’s lips were bared over his 
stained teeth. He went quickly across 
the room. His clubbing fist knocked 
the sleeping young doc from his chair. 
And Nails laughed.

Young Doc got unsteadily to his 
feet, dead-tired, dead-game, implac­
able as ever.

“We’re taking the Brain,” Nails 
said. “I talked to a guy who knows 
about medicine and such things. He 
says just to move him carefully and 
to keep him quiet. And he’ll get well.” 
His lips twisted sardonically. “And 
this is one time, you G-man heel, your 
pals won’t be able to trace a hangout 
when prescriptions are filled. You 
aren’t going to get well. You’re going 
out right here.”

His right hand moved to his shoul­
der holster. Young Doc struck out. 
Knocking Nails spinning, his gun 
slithering into a corner.

Right there, in the following holo­
caust, young Dr. Stanford died, and I 
like to think that all the hate and 
shame that had become an all-consum­
ing virulent disease inside him per­
ished. Even as the Brain had perished 
during the operation. In fact, I’m as 
certain of it, sir, as I am that, right 
then also, he assumed his real identity 
—Dr. Rush Houston of the F.B.I.

Blackie’s gun roared joyously. 
Young Doc fell in a heap.

And suddenly I knew what fury 
meant, paid off all the years of misery 
Blackie had forced upon me.

From the black muzzle peeping from 
my bandaged hand, flame spurted 

steadily, first at Blackie, then into 
the amazed faces of the Jeep and Joe 
and Nails’ man, even as their own 
guns made hungry slugs whine about 
my head. And finally, knowing a 
strange loftiness, I turned the muzzle 
and the bandaged hand and the death 
inside both at Nails’ back.

1 ROLLED out of bed, knowing a 
great pain and a great dizziness, and 

crept like a stricken frog on hands and 
knees to the phone. Then I crept 
back to young Doc. His wounds did 
not appear serious. I tried to get his 
blood-stained white jacket from his 
shoulders. In this I failed.

When the police arrived, they found 
us like that, my fingers caressing the 
jacket, and every one in that room 
dead, except us two. Young Dr. Stan­
ford had trapped the Brain, broken up 
the gang, and fulfilled his Bureau as­
signment. The Brain had perished— 
and so had “Dr. Stanford.”

That’s why I repeat that all of this 
makes it very odd that I should be 
writing to you at such great length. 
But I’m explaining everything down 
to the minutest detail to show my 
thorough understanding of what has 
happened. It is my hope that not a 
single word will be censored. For on 
a single word may ride my fate. . . .

I wish to say again that the young 
doc was a great man of great nerve and 
great talent. Also an implacable law 
official. But such a man is also just.

My health is fair, but the prison 
physician says, even as I know, that 
my time is limited. I strained my punk 
heart too much that night. But my 
behavior has been excellent, and has 
gained me an amazing reward. Twice 
a week I’m permitted to assist the phy­
sician here. And the first visiting day 
of next month is one of the days when 
I’m dressed in white.

I sincerely hope that you will call 
upon me then, when I’m so dressed, 
and return that locket I prize so much. 
Your hate cannot be so intense any 
more, so I hope you can grant me this 
great favor. And somehow I think 
you will.

Your grateful father,
Rush Houston, Sr.

No. 8855.



THE BLACK BAT AND 
THE TROJAN HORSE

(Continued from page 86) 
everything in his path, he made no 
noise. When he reached the back of 
the barracks, he spotted the guards be­
side the windows. Smiling grimly, he 
dropped to all fours and crawled closer. 
Then, with inverted gun, he suddenly 
plunged.

The guard at the rear of the barracks 
didn’t hear nor see him coming. The 
gun crashed down, muffled by the mili­
tary cap of the guard.

The Black Bat scratched on the win­
dow. Silk sprang to it, opened it quiet­
ly-

“They strike at nine-thirty tomorrow 
night,” Silk whispered. “In case we all 
don’t get clear, there are almost a hun­
dred men here. They’ve got a whole 
secret arsenal ready.”

“Where is it?” the Black Bat asked.
“In a small shed near the drill 

grounds. I saw them bringing guns 
out of it.”

“Be ready. When that ammunition 
dump lets go, the whole camp will be 
in a panic. Scramble through this win­
dow and head for the gate. Is Carol all 
right?”

He saw her smiling confidently at 
him. The Black Bat waved, then faded 
away into the darkness.

He found the arsenal easily, for it 
was the only building that didn’t look 
like a barracks. One man was posted 
at the door. The Black Bat crept for­
ward, gun ready. All the other Bund 
members were gathered in small groups 
on the parade grounds, rehearsing 
verbally what they’d do when the time 
came to strike. He had to cross a 
cleared space before he could reach the 
arsenal. That entailed considerable 
danger, but he didn’t hesitate.

AS he approached, the guard shout­
ed an alarm and started to raise 

his rifle. The Black Bat fired once and 
the man went down in a heap.
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(Continued from page 101)
Like a flash, the Black Bat leaped 

through the door. He saw boxes of 
ammunition, a heap of grenades and 
submachine-guns loaded and ready for 
action.

He seized one as the uniformed spies 
closed in ominously on the building. 
He grinned expectantly. They outnum­
bered him, but they had given him the 
whip hand. . . .

His automatic rifle suddenly blasted, 
spitting flame and lead. Nobody could 
battle that stuttering death. Even the 
verbally fearless spies had to break 
ranks and flee. He could have shot 
them down, to the last man, but that 
would have meant shooting them in the 
back. He held his fire.

Swiftly he grabbed a hand grenade, 
yanked the pin, dropped it. He raced 
out, timing every action then to the 
split-second. Everything had to move 
on a time-table.

Carol, Silk and Butch were sprinting 
toward the gate—straight into the muz­
zles of guards they couldn’t see! But 
the Black Bat saw the rifles aimed. He 
squeezed the trigger of his machine 
gun, chopped inevitable death at the 
guards. As they went down, the men 
who had fled came charging back, re­
volvers roaring. He whirled on them, 
trapped.

Like a clap of thunder, the ammuni­
tion dump went up. The terrific con­
cussion hurled the Black Bat to the 
ground, but he was up before the camp 
members knew what had happened.

The Black Bat and his aides ran mad­
ly down the lane. They piled into Car­
ol’s car—all but Butch, who took the 
wheel of the coupe. In another mo­
ment they were streaking back to the 
city.

“Carol!” the Black Bat ordered crisp­
ly. “Stop here. We don’t have much 
time, but there’s something I must in­
vestigate.”

Carol stopped abruptly. The Black 
Bat knew the danger of delay, yet this 
was vital enough to risk capture. He 

hurried toward a billboard at one side 
of the road, stepped behind it. What he 
read in the dark on the reverse of the 
sign made him whistle in grudging ad­
miration. He returned quickly to the 
car, signaled Carol to start instantly.

“What an idea!” he said. “But noth­
ing really surprises me, after that last 
hour at the camp. Carol, I can’t let you 
take chances like that! I swear I’ll 
stop sending you into danger.”

“Of course you will, darling,” Carol 
laughed, “when there is no more Black 
Bat. Are we finished for the night?”

“We’re finished,” the Black Bat said. 
“So is the case—except for one more 
important detail. Butch is right behind 
us. Signal him to come abreast. I’m 
taking the coupe. You three go back 
and get some rest. No questions now. 
I can see them ready to burst from your 
lips. Tomorrow afternoon, Silk, I’ll 
have a little job for you. But keep 
some coffee ready when I get back, will 
you?”

“Yes, sir,” Silk answered. “Don’t 
forget, though, the deadline is nine- 
thirty. Those cards have been sent out 
already. Every spy in the country has 
one by now. And, say—I had a look 
at one of the big shots of the ring. He 
was a heavy-set man, with practically 
no neck at all. Blond, too, and about 
five feet eight.”

“The Honorable Mr. Bell,” the Black 
Bat mused. “It’s a perfect description 
of him. He’s the man who slugged 
Butch. I’ll soon have a little talk with 
him.”

The Black Bat changed cars when 
Butch stopped. He streaked ahead of 
Carol’s sedan, driving straight toward 
Bell’s home.

WITHOUT arousing any atten­
tion, the Black Bat entered 
Bell’s house. He hadn’t long to work, 

for with daylight, the Black Bat must 
fold his wings. Stepping lightly 
through the kitchen, he suddenly froze 
into immobility. The front door had 
suddenly banged shut! Gun in hand,



the Black Bat advanced cautiously. 
There was no one in the hallway. He 
headed for the library. As he reached 
it, he bolstered his gun and sprinted in­
side.

A man was hanging from an old-fash­
ioned electric light fixture. An over 
turned chair lay beneath him. The 
whole situation spelled suicide, except 
for the banging of the front door which 
the Black Bat had heard.

He seized the waist of the victim, 
quickly loosened the noose and finally 
extricated the man’s neck from it. 
Carrying the limp form to a sofa, he 
laid it down gently and made a quick 
examination.

The victim was Roscoe Bell—the 
man who had visited the Bund camp 
only a short time before and issued the 
final orders for the assault against 
American civilization! He wasn’t dead, 
for the Black Bat had cut him down be­
fore he choked completely. Yet Bell 
responded to none of the Black Bat’s 
efforts to awaken him.

“Drugged,” the Black Bat muttered. 
“He deserved this, but I wonder if the 
spy leader wasn’t a bit too soon.”

He carried Bell out of the house and 
put him in the coupe. There was a visi­
tor in Tony Quinn’s home that night— 
a visitor who lay unconscious until 
mid-day, when a black hood was drawn 
over his head. He could breathe easily, 
yet not have the slightest idea where he 
was nor who nursed him to normal.

jjc sje

BEFORE nine-fifteen the next 
night, twelve men slipped down 

an alley and into a side door which led 
them to a dimly lighted room. A stage 
occupied one end of the room. A radio 
stood against one wall and incongru­
ously played soft dance music. The 
men entered singly, and about ten min­
utes apart, so it required two full hours 
before they were all assembled.

Their faces bore expressions that va­
ried from strain to worry. They wore 

(Continued on page 104)
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no uniforms and gave no salutes. In­
stead they talked in low voices, as if 
they were afraid some unseen presence 
might overhear.

“Do you think it will go all right?” 
one asked. “It will be hard for us if it 
fails.”

“Bah, how can it fail?” another re­
plied. “Tonight is the turning point 
for us. Tonight we hear how our men 
can fight and kill. We see, for the first 
time, the face of our Director—the man 
who has planned all this.”

“But at the camp last night,” the first 
man said uncertainly, “the Black Bat 
was there. A hundred of our men could 
not hold him, nor even shoot him down. 
He is free and I do not like it. What 
if he comes here?”

“How can he? Who knows of this 
place with the exception of ourselVes 
and our Director? It is agreed that the 
Black Bat heard nothing of our plans, 
nor did those people whom he appar­
ently rescued. He does not know when 
we strike any more than this silly Gov­
ernment does. Look, it is nine twenty- 
five ! In five minutes, that foolish 
dance music will stop and something 
else will come over the air. Music to 
our ears, eh? But not sweet notes for 
the others who live in this country.

“It will be over by midnight. We 
shall hold many of the most important 
and strategic points. Other men will 
rally to our banner. There are two mil­
lion of us in this country—two million 
who owe allegiance to the Fatherland, 
whether they believe so or not! Some 
will join, and the others will feel our 
vengeance. We cannot be beaten.”

As the hands of the clock over the ra­
dio reached the half hour, the men drew 
into one rank. They stood at rigid at­
tention, all gazing expectantly at the 
small stage.

The already dim lights in the room 
winked out. Half a second later, the 
blinding lights on the stage were 
turned on. The men closed their eyes, 
made no other movement. Then they 

heard the voice of the man they called 
their Director.

“You are all here. Good! In a few 
moments we shall know the results of 
our long, careful planning. How can 
we fail? The radio will carry full re­
ports. When I am assured that victory 
is ours, I shall come down off this stage 
and you will know me. You will have 
a good laugh, too—at the discomfiture 
certain important officials are going to 
feel when they realize how they were 
tricked. Meanwhile, stand at ease. 
Any moment now it will start.”

IVE minutes passed by. Then the 
dance music was abruptly cut off 

and the voice of an announcer, vibrant 
with excitement, broke in.

“We interrupt this program to bring 
you startling news. Five minutes ago, 
one of the most important bridges on 
the West Coast was blown up. A Navy 
yard in the same region was turned in­
to junk by bombs. Other reports are 
constantly coming in. It is our duty to 
remain calm, though it. appears that 
a Trojan Horse organization has struck 
at us.

“All transportation in New York 
City has ceased, due to explosions. A 
submarine base in New England has 
been bombed. All through the Middle 
West, the South—everywhere—there 
are riots. Men in uniforms, equipped 
with machine-guns and hand grenades, 
are creating a panic wherever they 
strike. Stand by! There are orders 
from the nation’s Capital coming 
through.”

The leader’s voice gloated over the 
glaring footlights.

“You see? Some have doubted me. 
They are the same type who doubted 
the man we worship, but he fought his 
way through, and he is now the undis­
puted leader of the entire world. One 
of the last strongholds of the weak 
plutocratic democracies is on the verge 
of breaking down. These people have 
wasted too much mercy for their fellow 
men. The world is well rid of that kind.



From this moment on, only the strong 
will survive, to the greater glory of the 
man who has urged us on. Listen, does 
that news not sound pleasant?”

“Military law has been ordered in 
more than a hundred communities,” 
the announcer cried. “In some places, 
authority has passed out of the hands 
of the police and into those of the Tro­
jan Horse killers. The enemy is ma­
chine-gunning ruthlessly. Men, wom­
en and children have died by the hun­
dreds. Armories have been blown to 
bits, and with them the equipment 
needed by the National Guard. The 
war has crossed the Atlantic so swiftly 
that none of us is prepared.

“Police insist that no one leave home 
under any circumstances. If the enemy 
troops—whether they are parachute 
men or not, we do not yet know—come 
into sight, phone the police at once. Do 
not try to intercept them.”

The announcer kept stating incidents 
that grew more gruesome by the mo­
ment. Finally the leader spoke softly.

“It is time. We have won without 
question. What happens after this 
achievement will be unimportant. 
Therefore you will turn the radio down. 
Gentlemen, you will now meet your 
leader!”

The overhead lights were turned on 
and the footlights began to dim. This 
man, whom they knew only as the Di­
rector, liked theatrical effects, for they 
lent more glamor. The dozen sublead­
ers stood at rigid attention but with 
gaping mouths. Even the news that 
still came through the radio was minor. 
They were about to meet the mysteri­
ous figure who had led them to victory.

The footlights grew dimmer and dim­
mer. Suddenly they were extinguished 
entirely. The leader moved forward a 
few steps and he was smiling broadly.

“I have purposely spoken to you in a 
disguised voice,” he explained, “but se­
crecy is no longer necessary.”

The man who faced his audience was 
Philip Trent! He was the man who 
headed the Officers’ Club and cam-
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(Continued from page 105) 
paigned for funds with which to fight 
the very organization he directed. 
Trent’s smiling face creased into an an­
gry frown.

“Well,” he asked roughly, “why 
doesn’t someone speak? Is your amaze­
ment too much? Have you lost your 
tongues? Come, many of you know 
me. Can’t you see how I have tricked 
these pigs?”

“Be careful whom you call a pig!”
The voice spoke softly, close to his 

ear. Trent’s face turned pale, making 
the scarred cheek grow a beet-red. He 
felt a gun digging into the small of his 
back as he raised his head and gaped at 
the windows of the cellar meeting 
room. Constructed of steel, they were 
now open. Through each protruded 
the ugly snout of a machine-gun. Trent 
turned his head slowly, saw a hooded 
and caped figure standing behind him.

“The Black Bat!” he shrieked.

CHAPTER XXI

End of a Spy

ASTILY other peo­
ple walked up on the 
stage — Commis­
sioner Warner, the 
Chief Inspector of 
Police, and men from 
the Federal Bureau 
of Identification. 
Trent glared at them 
with hate-filled eyes.

“So I have been tricked! Somehow 
you found this place, but you are too 
late. I cannot be executed without a 
trial. Before you can even put me in 
jail, my men will be here. They have 
taken over the most important sections 
of the country. I shall give orders that 
unless I am released, one thousand civ­
ilians will be shot down. No, five thou­
sand—for I am worth that many of 
your stupid kind. As in everything 
else, a democracy has acted too late.” 

“Turn up that radio,” the Black Bat 

ordered crisply. When a G-Man 
obeyed, the radio started playing dance 
music. At the end of the number, an 
announcer merely stated the next song 
on the program. There was certainly 
no hysteria in his voice. Then the mu­
sic was cut off again just as it had been 
before. The same excited announcer 
rapped out further bulletins.

“The whole country is in the hands 
of the enemy. Our Army has been 
smashed. The Navy is thousands of 
miles away, on fake orders. Officials 
are even now negotiating terms of 
peace. . . .”

“Do you see?” Trent sneered. “Now 
do I go free, or is it your desire to com­
mit suicide? The first stipulation of 
peace will be your deaths unless I am 
freed.”

“Just keep listening,” the Black Bat 
retorted.

“We’re licked!” the radio voice con­
tinued. “The White House has just 
been destroyed.” Then the voice 
changed suddenly, accompanied by a 
laugh. “How am I doing, boys? Was 
that realistic, or wasn’t it?”

Trent’s grin turned to a stare of 
fear. His men actually cringed.

“The broadcast was faked,” the 
Black Bat explained. “We tapped your 
wire hours ago and hooked it to a mi­
crophone. An accomplished radio an­
nouncer brought you the news you 
wanted to hear, but your whole scheme 
has collapsed, Trent. Those little per­
forated cards you sent to help your 
aides have helped us more. You were 
much too sure of yourself. The way 
you requested donations for use in run­
ning down spies was a masterpiece of 
conceit, for you intended to use that 
money in financing the spy ring.

“You even had billboard posters put 
up all over the country, but these had a 
more significant purpose. On the backs 
of certain sections of the posters were 
printed maps and full directions for 
your men. With the aid of these, they 
could find arms, refuge and sympathiz­
ers to lend a hand. The perforated



cards were simply placed over the 
proper maps and each perforation re­
vealed the location of a signboard bear­
ing that ad. Your men had only to 
visit the billboards.”

“But when they did, they ran into 
police and G-men, who were planted 
there! Your years of intrigue were 
useless, Trent. Every person you in­
volved in this scheme has been exposed 
and arrested. It was clever—we all ad­
mit that. Your men knew nothing. If 
they were picked up, they couldn’t talk. 
Until the day and hour you set, they 
would remain in ignorance.”

TRENT suddenly drew himself up.
“All right, gentlemen,” he re­

plied suavely. “I only acted the 
part to see how good I was. Yes, I 
did head this band of spies, but only to 
nail them all. I planned to turn the 
entire group over to the authorities. 
However, there were some mysterious 
persons behind it and things got out of 
hand. At least, that’s what I thought. 
Those broadcasts nearly frightened 
twenty years from my life.”

“A good story,” the Black Bat ap­
plauded. “But how do you account for 
the fact that four retired military of­
ficers told you — and you alone — cer­
tain military secrets, which soon passed 
into the hands of the powers you rep­
resent? You knew those officers would 
realize that no one but you could have 
transmitted that information, so you 
had them destroyed.

“At first I thought you were intent 
on killing off all capable officers to slow 
down the defense of this country. I 
believe your own men thought the same 
thing. But you failed to kill Colonel 
Catlin after he informed you that 
authorities intended to raid certain spy 
nests. You notified those spies and as 
a result the raids were fruitless.

“But you didn’t know that Catlin had 
been called back and was an active 
member of Military Intelligence. He 
received a wire which informed him 
that the spies had been tipped off.

(Continued on page 108)
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Makes Many Feel Old
Do you feel older than you are or suffer from Get­

ting Up Nights, Backache, Nervousness, Leg Pains, 
Dizziness, Swollen Ankles, Rheumatic Pains, Burning, 
•canty or frequent passages? If so remember that 
your Kidneys are vital to your health and that these 
symptoms may be due to non-organic and non- 
systemic Kidney and Bladder troubles—in such cases 
CYSTEX (a physician’s prescription) usually gives 
prompt and Joyous relief by helping the Kidneys 
flush out poisonous excess acids and wastes. You have 
everything to gain and nothing to lose in trying 
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package assures a refund of your money on return of 
empty package unless fully satisfied. Don’t take 
chances on any Kidney medicine that is not guaran- 
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I START MEN IN BUSINESS
My Store Route Plan
PAYS BIC MONEY

Hundreds of men like you now make really big money 
week after week backed by our Money-Making "Store 
Boute” Plan. Let me explain how your earning power 
should go UP when you take on our big-profit line 
of 5c-10c goods Including many Nationally Advertised 
products. Show stores how to increase sales and profits 
VP 50 %. Experience unnecessary. Write me TODAY. 
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“He suspected you, and was going to 
expose you before the meeting you had 
called. You beat him to it, but fortu­
nately I found enough of that wire to 
get a copy.”

Trent spread his hands in wild ap­
peal.

“Have you forgotten that I served in 
the A.E.F., that I was badly wounded? 
Look at my face, my hair! Do you 
think I’d turn to the people who almost 
killed me? Certainly I deserve some 
benefit of the doubt.”

“You got it,” the Black Bat said. “I 
suspected you, but I couldn’t make my­
self believe a man of your standing and 
history could possibly have turned spy. 
However, that doubt is gone now, be­
cause you are not even Philip Trent. 
You are the Baron Otto von Dahlke, 
one of the greatest spies of the First 
World War! Your fingerprints prove 
it. You were on the verge of being 
captured just before the armistice, but 
you managed to escape. You fled to­
ward the German lines, where you 
were wounded by your own side.

“You were taken to a German hospi­
tal, and there a colossal plan was con­
cocted to get you to the United States 
as Philip Trent, who had really been 
killed. You took his identification, pre­
tended a minor case of amnesia and 
shell-shock for awhile. You were sent 
back to this country. Just before you 
arrived, Philip Trent’s sister was mys­
teriously killed—by your agents—be­
cause she alone could have known you 
were not Philip Trent.

“A man named Roscoe Bell spon­
sored you. You moved away from the 
mid-Western city where Trent had 
lived, and came to this city. Bell set 
you up in business because he was 
promised a great deal of export busi­
ness in return. You kept Trent’s dia­
ries well hidden in your home, so that 
if anything happened which demanded 
that you recall Trent’s past, you had 
his history for reference.”

A pair of G-men brought Roscoe Bell 
into the room. White-faced, he pointed



at Trent.
“Everything the Black Bat said is the 

truth. I’ll swear to it. Von Dahlke 
came here and established himself as 
Philip Trent. Later, when another 
power ruled his Fatherland, he was ap­
pointed head of all secret agent activ­
ities in the United States. He became 
a disciple of the new Fatherland. I was 
in it up to my neck, so they made me 
hide von Elkin, threatening to kill me 
if I refused. But now that I’m free of 
them, I’ll talk, all right.

“I heard that broadcast. If von 
Dahlke’s plans had gone through, that’s 
exactly what would have happened. 
I’m a poor specimen of an American 
right now, but believe me, I’ll do what 
I can to make up for it!”

you see,” the Black Bat went 
on, “a net has closed around 

you, Trent, alias von Dahlke. You’ll be 
charged with murder first—the murder 
of Anton Morino. He never wanted to 
work for your spy ring, but you forced 
him by threatening to kill his relatives 
in Austria. But Morino reached a cer­
tain point and couldn’t go any further. 
He even refused to trust me, and 
crashed through a window to escape. 
Then he made a fatal mistake.

“Knowing that Philip Trent was 
fighting spies tooth and nail, he went 
to you. He was afraid to tell the police 
because he had been involved. You 
must have asked him to help trap von 
Elkin, but in reality Morino trapped 
himself. You were afraid to take any 
chances that he may have taked to 
someone else, so you tipped off the G- 
men to raid von Elkin’s travel agency. 
You killed Morino there.

“I can prove that Morino saw you 
just before the murder. Commissioner 
Warner met you only a block away 
from the building, but I didn’t know 
that. There are apartment houses on 
either side of your home, too. They 
have doormen, and those people are in­
credibly good at remembering faces. 
They even recall that the murdered 
officers came to see you often.

(Continued on page 110)
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STOPS PYORRHEA
AND TRENCH MOUTH

Or No Cost!
New Guaranteed 
Home Treatment 
Astounds Medical 
Profession

You can believe the sworn affidavits of doctors and dentists who 
have tried this new discovery on most stubborn cases of pyorrhea, 
trench mouth and bleeding gums.

Pyro was used with startling success many times in cases 
that seemed hopeless . . . where everything else failed. PYKO 
is almost uncanny in getting quick and sure results. It gets to the 
root of the trouble because PYRO has a penetration of % inch 
in 5 minutes and it corrects and heals as it penetrates the diseased 
areas. If your gums are sore or bleed when brushed ... If your 
teeth are loose or pus pockets have formed, order PYRO today 
for quick correction ... act now before you lose your teeth entirely.
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the American Medical 
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professional organiza­
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of false teeth.”
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vanced case of pyorrhea, constant 
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disease. I was told I would lose my 
teeth. Then I heard of this new rem­
edy. Being desperate, decided to try 
it. 'Am very happy now. My gums 
are healthy, teeth tight, and write this 
hoping that others suffering as I, will 
try it.”

DON’T LOSE YOUR TEETH. ORDER NOW!
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of PYRO. So positive are we that it will bring you the health and 
happiness you have been seeking, that we will send it to you with­
out a single penny of risk. Send $2 today for the full home treat­
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bottle and we will refund the purchase price in full. (Canada 
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bloating, gas, sick headaches, nausea and bil­
iousness due to sluggish flow of bile. Write for 
free booklet today. CLEVELAND REGOL 
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“You started the Officers’ Club so 
you’d be in constant contact with men 
who knew what was going on. Some 
of them may even have known the real 
Philip Trent. But the wounds you 
suffered provided a good alibi for 
your changed appearance and the fact 
that you might not remember every­
thing.

“You had the stage set at the meet­
ing so your spies could escape easily. 
You ordered all the men out front to 
listen to your speech so the spies could 
get out by a rear exit unobserved. You 
sent von Elkin to take your place at a 
meeting night before last, but von El­
kin didn’t understand the significance. 
That night, you were to make a radio 
broadcast appeal for funds. You did 
make a recording which was to be 
short-waved to the meeting while von 
Elkin appeared as a dummy.”

Trent closed his eyes and drew a long 
breath.

“Very well,” he said stiffly. “I can­
not deny proof of that kind. But there 
is one thing I will tell. The Black Bat 
ruined my plans, and so I shall expose 
the Black Bat. He is Tony Quinn! 
Yes, Tony Quinn—the blind man!”

The hooded figure behind Trent 
jabbed him with the gun.

“Turn your head, von Dahlke. Look 
toward the door. Detective-captain 
McGrath happens to be standing there 
—with Tony Quinn! I did not wish a 
blind man to be suspected of perform­
ing in my role. I knew you suspected 
him, and I took steps to prove he could 
not possibly be the Black Bat.”

Trent stared at Tony Quinn, who 
stood beside McGrath. Quinn’s eyes 
stared ahead blankly, apparently seeing 
nothing.

“Which settles that,” the Black Bat 
said. “Now I think the entire perform­
ance is over. I admire your cleverness, 
von Dahlke. Any man who can pose 
as another over a period of years is no 
fool. I suspected everyone but you at 
first. Attorney Tolly, because he had 
so many close connections with your

(Continued on page 112)
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Fistula Is A
Triple Threat

Loss of bowel control; ills due to pus poisoning; 
serious malignant growths—are three dangers of neg­
lected Fistula. Thousands might save themselves from 
humiliation and serious illness by knowing the facts 
and taking proper treatment in time. Actual institu­
tional experience has proved that, except in extreme 
cases, drastic treatment is not advisable. Get a FREE 
book offered by McCleary Clinic, 1197 Elms Blvd., Ex­
celsior Springs, Mo., which explains the conditions; 
shows how thousands have benefited through a mild 
corrective treatment requiring no hospital confine­
ment. Write for book and Patient Reference List 
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If you are looking for a NEW and BETTER way to make a living, take 
up Swedish Massage, for now you can learn at home. This interesting 
big pay profession, was for years available only to a few. Its secrets 
were guarded jealously and fabulous prices were paid for instruction. 
This same instruction is now available to you at a mere fraction of 
the former price and you need not leave your present work until m 
have qualified as an expert and can command an expert’s pay. The 
demand for BOTH WIEN ANO WOMEN has shown a steady 
increase and few, if any, have ever lacked employment.

LEARN IN 90 DAYS AT HOME
Use spare time at home to master a profession which has 
made thousands of dollars for ambitious men and women. 
Many graduates have completed their training in three 
months but you can take your own time, it need not inter­
fere with either work or pleasure. All Instruction has 
been prepared by the teachers In our famous resident 
school—the same material 18 used and a DIPLOMA is 
awarded upon graduation.

ANATOMY CHARTS AND BOOKLET FREE No Obligation Of Any Kind SEND COUPON 
THE COLLEGE OF SWe’dTs’h" MASSAGE~ Successor "to ‘National 
Collage of Masiajo), Oept. 663—30 E. Adams St.. Chicago.

You ma, soud me FREE and postpaid. Anatomy Charts, booklet, eon- 
tainlng photographs and letters from graduates and complete details 
of your offer.

(Continued from page 110) 
kind. But Tolly was only trying to 
help bring stranded relatives to this 
country.

“Major Rankin, too, acted oddly. He 
didn’t even report his kidnaping except 
to his direct superiors, because he de­
tested any form of publicity. He got 
away from your men in the confusion 
I started. I should have—”

Von Dahlke suddenly spun around, 
shot a straight-arm jab at the Black 
Bat’s chin. He streaked toward the 
door. For an instant he was in a 
cleared space—until the machine-guns 
at the windows ripped stuttering blasts 
of death. Von Dahlke hesitated. Star­
ing blindly, he drew erect for a second, 
and then plunged forward on his face.

TONY QUINN was driven home in
McGrath’s car. Silk was at the door 

to let him in.
“Say, I guess I must have been all 

wrong about you, Quinn,” McGrath 
said contritely. “I’m sorry.”

COMING NEXT ISSUE
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MADE IN
NEW BENJAMIN AIR RIFLES WITH HAND PUMP

HARD 
ACCURATE SHOOTING 

WITH CHAMBERED AIR
You can use new model BENJAMIN AIR RIFLES 

WITH LEVER HAND PUMP anywhere, for practice «r-
— -»■ just plinking, around the house or campir^, 
fishing, hunting, etc., at lowest cost. Shooting force is ad­
justable with amazing maximum power and accuracy—no 
recoil or forward lunge to disturb your alm. Bolt Action- 
Hammer Fire-Hair Trigger-Safety Lock-Hand Pump. Single 
Shot BB $7.50; Single Shot Cal. 177 or .22 with rifled bar­
rel $8.50: BB 25 Shot $0.00. Also a complete line of BEN- ■ >
JAMIN GENUINE COMPRESSED AIR PISTOLS from dealer 'VW 
or factory. Write today For Full Details and FREE Targets.
BENJAMIN AIR RIFLE CO., 876 MARION ST., ST. LOUIS, MO., U.S.A.
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But after McGrath drove away, Silk 
let out a quiet, victorious laugh.

“I think I did it rather well, sir, but 
it was nothing like the way you could 
have handled it. That spy wouldn’t 
have made a break if you were in the 
hood and cape I wore.”

“It’s just as well,” Quinn said. 
“Men of his kind are safer dead. You 
know, I thought it was Trent right af­
ter he and Warner were helping me 
cross the street and that murder car 
came roaring down on us. Trent didn’t 
make the slightest attempt to push me 
out of the way. He actually kept such 
a hard grip on my arm that Warner 
couldn’t get me out of the car’s path. I 
couldn’t tell them that, of course, with­
out exposing myself as the Black Bat.

“So, Silk, this calls for a celebration. 
Carol and Butch will arrive soon. 
We’ve defeated a group of men intent 
on destroying our country. I hope it 
will arouse our people to the full reali­
zation of what a Trojan Horse in our 
midst is capable of doing. We need to 
be toughened. We’ve got to become 
stronger, harder than those gangsters 
abroad. I know, from this case, that 
they must be fought as they fight them­
selves—without mercy, with absolute 
relentlessness.”

“I think,” Silk replied softly, “that 
with you to fight for us, the Nazi men­
ace will not make another Norway, 
Holland, Belgium, or France, of Amer­
ica. . .

a
READ BLACK BOOK DETECTIVE MAGAZINE 

EVERY iSSIH

GUARANTEED TIRES!

LHn i t it it 
With Every 

a Tires ordered

Complete with bat- 
tariea and Dawaa* 
type reflector bulb. 
Ready for instant

Iwbcre. Order now.

GOODYEAR-GOODRICH 
FIRESTONE *U.S. and 
Other Standard Makes
WORLD’S LOWEST

GUARANTEED
BALLOON TIRES ---------
to Rim T«w Tubes30x<.40-2152.15 Jl.OsW1?* »?-S

TIRE PRICES i 
Thousands of Amor- ■ 
lean customers can.! 
vouch for the tong,F 
hard service given by 1 
our Standard Brand __ ____ _ ___
reconditioned tires, rei-vice. 
ably repaired with nigh-grado^^^^^ 
materials and rigidly inspected by tire 
experts before chipping. 24 years* Ex- 
Cerience enables us to quote lowest prices 

ith legal agreement to replace at W 
price any tire that fulls to give complete 

satisfaction. Tires returned 
must be prepaid; prices quoted 
and replacements fob Chicago 
’EVERY TIRE

29x4.50-20 2.3!
80x4.50-21 2.41
23x4.75-19 2.4!
39x4.75-20 2.51
29x5.00-19 2.8!
80x5.00-20 2.8!

5.25-17 2.91
28x5.25-18 2.9!
29x5.25-19 2.91
80x5.25-20 2.9!
81x5.35-31 5.2!

6.60-17 3.3!
23x5.50-18 3.3!
39x5.50-19 3.3!

REGULAR CORD TIRESc8M $2'.35T8O^prtH J’xls7 81.45

'5 2-25 345 L45j-g J-?®rX? 34x4 3.2S LaM331® 3.75 1.75Hiuibi 3.35 l.JsK.S 3.95 L75
HEAVY DUTY TRUCK TIRES 

r ***'~*" Tubes1.3! Size Tires 
L3I 30x5 $4.25 » os oo-k -a oa *19.93 »L«S

10.95 4.05

1.4C 36x0
1.4! <

> ?:»s 11.45 ‘
I 9.95 4.4S40xS 13.25 ■ 
TRUCK BALLOON T1RCS

4.05
4.05

DtALERS WANTED
SEND ONLY $1.00 DEPOSIT on each tire ordered. 
($3.00 on each Track Tire.) We ship balance C. O.D. 
Deduct S per cent if cash Is sent in full with order. To 
fill order promptly we may substitute brands if neces­
sary. ALL TUBES BRAND NEW-GUARANTEED- 

PERRY-HELD TIRE & RUBBER CO.
2328-30 S. Michigan Av., Dept. TF-37, Chicago, til.

THE TRUTH ABOUT

Stomach Ulcers
Caused by Gastric Hyperacidity

ERFF Booklet on simple home treatment. Many report they 
• SMfcfc. W0re saved from expensive operations. Learn all 
about this amazing inexpensive home treatment. Pain relieved from 
the start. No rigid or liquid diet. This valuable booklet sent FREE 
with information as to guaranteed trial offer. TWIN CITY VON 
CO.. Dept 209. Saint Paul, Minnesota.—Adv.

Scratchings
For quick relief from itching of eczema, pimples, athlete’s foot, 
scales, scabies, rashes and other externally caused skin troubles, 
use world-famous, cooling, antiseptic, liquid D. D. D. Prescrip­
tion. Greaseless, stainless. Soothes irritation and quickly stops 
the most intense itching. 35c trial bottle proves it, or money 
back. Ask your druggist today for D. D. D. PRESCRIPTION.

<< EVERY ISSUE OF COLLEGE HUMOR 15c EVERYWHERE



I Am Getting Ready to Earn More Money 
... Preparing for a Bigger Job

I am a student of the American School, Chicago. 
A little more than half way through my course— 
already my increased knowledge has brought me 
Sromotion as a result of the hour or so a day I 

ave been spending getting acquainted with the 
principles of the work I enjoy. I use only part 
of my spare time, so it doesn’t interfere with 
my horfie and social life, and certainly helps me 
on the job.

You Can’t Win

I have been surprised at the practical manner 
in which even advanced work is explained. It 
is a lot easier than I had expected. I only wish 
I had started this plan of getting ahead a few 
years earlier. But when I was 18 to 201 felt pretty 
sure of myself. I didn’t take enough stock in 
what more experienced people told me about 
the importance of being thoroughly trained for 
the job I wanted.

If You Don’t Try
American School, Dept. G-858, Drexel Ave. at 58th St., Chicago
—............................. ..................................................CUT ALONG THIS LINE............................................................................... , 

American School, Dept.G858Drexel Ave. at 58th St., Chicago
Gentlemen: I’ll sit down and consider my Promotion Problems carefully if you will 

send me FREE information covering specialized training in subjects checked. No 
obligation.

□ High School Course 
□Accounting and Auditing 
□ Architecture and Building 
□ Automotive Engineering 
□Business Management
□ Aviation
□Electrical Engineering 
□ Elec, and Gas Refrigeration
□ Air Conditioning

□ Diesel Engineering 
□ Drafting and Design 
□ Liberal Arts 
□Private Secretary
□ Mechanical Engineering
□ Radio and Television
□ Salesmanship
□ Business Law 
□Retail Merchandising

Name

Address.

An Educational Institution
The American School was chartered 
in 1897 as an educational institution, 
not for profit—like the best resident 

colleges and universities.
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GROUP-LIFE POLICY THAT
INSURES THE ENTIRE FAMILY
TOTAL COST ONLY

$zgoo
JL A MONTH 

GRANDPARENTS, PARENTS, 
CHILDREN, AGES 1 TO 75 
ALL INSURED IN ONE SINGLE 

LIFE INSURANCE POLICY

>1,000.00 s2,000.00
Maximum Indemnity for Nat- Maximum Indemnity for

oral or Ordinary Death Auto Accidental Death

Genuine Life Insurance — 
No Medical Examination

The extremely low cost of this marvelous Family 
Group Life Insurance Policy is made possible 
because the Bankers Life and Casualty Co. has 
reduced selling costs to a minimum . . . this 
policy is sold by mail—no high-priced, high- 
pressure selling agents will call on you. Book-

$3,000.00
Maximum Triple Indemnity 

for Travel Death
keeping costs have been reduced because an 
entire family can be insured in a single policy — 
requiring only one policy, one premium notice, 
etc., etc., for as many as ten persons in a family.

FREE Inspection for 10 Days
Now everyone in your family may enjoy sound 
life insurance protection. Regardless of which 
member of your family dies ... or hew they 
die, after this policy is in full benefit, it pays 
cash promptly. You don’t have to risk a penny 
to inspect this policy__ we want you to examine
it carefully, ask your friends about it. Don't 
delay . . . you never know when misfortune 
strikes. Be prepared with safe, sound life insur­
ance for every member of your family.

Send No Money—No Agent Will Call
Don’t send money! Just fill out the coupon and 
get the details now, without a single penny of 
expense to you. Learn all about the free 10-day 
inspection ofrer.

LIBERAL BENEFITS SHOWN IN TABLE BELOW
The amount of insurance payable upon the death of any of the 
persons insured hereunder shall be the amount set out in the follow­
ing table for the attained age nearest birthday at death of such 
person divided by the number of persons insured hereunder im­
mediately preceding such death.

Tabic of amount of insurance purchased by a
monthly payment of one dollar.

Natural 
or Ordinary 
Accidental

Auto 
Accidental

Travel 
Accidental

Death Death Death
at Death Amount Amount Amount

1-40 $1000.00 $2000.00 $3000.00
41-50 750.00 1500.00 2250.00
51-56 500.00 1000.00 1500.00
57-62 300.00 600.00 900.00
63-68 200.00 400.00 600.00
69-75 100.00 200.00 300.00

ACT NOW—AND RETURN COUPON AT ONCE

ACT NOW • SEND COUPON!

’ BANKERS LIFE AND CASUALTY CO.
I Bankers Insurance Bldg., Jefferson St a.. Desk 36, Chicago, III.

Please send details and tell me how to get the Family
I Group Policy for free inspection.
I 

u Name------------------------------ -—............—

Street or R. F. D. ..............-------------.....---- .....

I City------------- ---------------------------------State............


