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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.

NE 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
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right to strike or touch this man. Itis
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 OLEARY
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
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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?”

UTCH'’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,
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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, “T

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?”

AROL 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!”
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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
coupé. 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.

E 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-
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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.

HE chase led to the outskirts of
the city. Carefully as the Black
Bat had watched before,
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

now he

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 meén
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
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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?”

ATLIN 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.
heavens, he can’t be involved!
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

“Great
That

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.”

* k k* Xk %k
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
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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

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. ~
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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.

“Wel], 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 these brave
words when we begin shooting. Hew
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.

EY 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 h;mself 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.
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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.”

“0dd,” 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 ldw 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. :

INFULLY 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 twn
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-

CHAPTER VI
Two Sick Men

AUTIOUSLY the
Black Bat parked his
car near Anton Mo-
rino’s home.

“T’1] 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
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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.

ORINO 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 coupé. 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.”

ATE 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
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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.”

ILK 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 oftén 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 Tope.”

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.”
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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.

HE 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-

‘ually at Quinn and walked out.

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-
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.
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“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 pulled 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. “McQrath 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
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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 birde 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. fad

Quinn was looking dnrectly 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.”

ILK 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. '

“l 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 mdjor 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

[ 124

more. Step on it!
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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.
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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.

HE 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.

Yet, 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
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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.

HE 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 tq the
chemical laboratory. You will find a
large and well equipped one there,
Two others dismantle the big exhaust
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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 lquid.
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.

NLY 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
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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.”

N 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 whateve
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-
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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?”
8ilk 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.”

HE committee arrarging 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 Warmner, 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 Klkin,
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
Quinmn, 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
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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-
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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-
treased 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!

OARSE 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
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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
cooto. L 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.

UINN 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
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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 chance 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!

UINN almost visibly restrained
Q 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
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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?”
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,

Quinn

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.

““I'll 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.”

S 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
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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 !”

ONY 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
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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. TI'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, Teny, what
are you going to do? Can’t we help
you?”

“I’m going to war,” Quinn said grim-
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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 attaché 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 ripe 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.”

AROL 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
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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
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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.”

AROL 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.”
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“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
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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.

ILK was waiting in a doorway, his
face livid with rage.

“lI 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,
Ia,”
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
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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.

E 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- lcngth

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 corner.
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.
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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.”

HE 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.”
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“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 meéting. 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
glln ?”

“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 gain
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.”

HE 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 Elkih knelt, hent over the
Black Bat’s shoulder and pointed to the
perforations.
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“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.

¥ % % %k %

ETECTIVE-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.L. 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
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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 be forgot to tell you. TI'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. Geod 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? 1 feel as though
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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, net 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.

E 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,
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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.

HE 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
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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. Sece 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,
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either be back here or phone. I'll wait
until then. If I don’t hear from you, I
will assume you need help.”

ILK 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 coupé 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 i8 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
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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?”

HE 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

'
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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 Capitai.

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
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that been done deliberately? Was this
particular section specially patrolled?
Were the members of this devil’s or-
ganization all around him now?

ILK 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.

OUR 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
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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 garden
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
coupé. 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, huh?”

“No. Follow my orders. We’re not
murderers, Butch. These poor fools
know nothing. The leader of the spy
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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.

OLLY, 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
corner, 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
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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.

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!

UINN 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 coupé.

“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 coupé 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 cleser, 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 ene man’s face. Even
when he raised both hands and sur-
rendered, nobody jeered or shouted tri-
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with Marco, Wade had waited for this
moment. Marco was ready to talk.

Wade leaned forward.

“You mean there’s a break comin’?
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 tithe 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.

T 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
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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.

ARCO 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
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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.

ADE 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-
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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. TI’ll
return to my cell now and carry it
through. We will—"

AWM 7ARDEN 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
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Wade were knifed now, the cons would
be kept locked in their cells until after
an investigation was made. Marco
didn’t want that.

N 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
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.

EVLIN’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
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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.

HEN 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
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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.
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?”

“Get to work

LACKIE 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
Lerchmob. 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,
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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. . ..

HE 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
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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. . ..

TANFORD 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

ou.”

Y 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
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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.

T 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
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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 bedame 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
duridg 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
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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.

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.
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(Continued from page 103)
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
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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.
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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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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?” A

“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
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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 mou-
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


















o
















