












































16 BLACK BOOK DETECTIVE A

hear anything. Not a word.”

“Then what are you doing here now?”
McGrath demanded.

“Well, I—I think I passed the murderer
in the hall,” Loper said. “I'm pretty sure
he came out of the room where the girl was
found dead. Like I told the lieutenant, he
was a big man. Nobody I'd like to tangle
with. And he looked scared.”

“Ever see him .before>"
manded.

“No.” Benny Loper shook his head. “No,
I'm sure I didn’t. But I'd know him if I
saw him again.”

Lieutenant Grogan thought it was about
time he earned his pay. “I've got a full de-
scription, Inspector,” he put in.

“Good,” McGrath said. “When was the
body found?”

- Grogan consulted his notes. “Loper here
says when he got home at nine-fiity that he
saw this heavy-set man, but he hadn't got
here in time to hear any yelling, so he went
to his own room down the hall. He didn't
hear any more until he heard the landlady
yelling—that was at about eleven-fifteen
when she had gone upstairs to install a new
bulb in a hall socket. She had seen the girl’s
door ajar and looked in. The girl was lying
across the bed.” '

“Okay.” McGrath said.

look.”

McGrath de-

“Let's have a

HE trudged up the remaining flight, found

the girl's room and walked in. He
glanced at the body and gave it a quick
double take. Even in death it was clear that
this girl didn’t belong in this dive. McGrath
clucked his tongue in mild sympathy. Then
he scanned the room.

Bureau drawers were opened and their
contents flung on the floor. A chair was over-
turned and its. bottom ripped out, leaving
the springs protruding. Even a couple of
cheap pictures had been wrenched off the
walls and thrown to the floor.

McGrath walked around the bed. He
stépped on something hard, moved his foot
and bent down to pick up a pair of fine cut-
ting pliers. He puckered his lips at the sight
of them. Then he bent over the corpse and
examined the girl’s hands, without touching

them. On the middle finger of the left hand
was a deep gouge, but no blood smeared the
wound. The flesh was indented as if a much
too tight ring had been worn there for
years,

Thoughtfully McGrath rubbed the back of
his neck. walked over to the cheap dresser
and bent down to examine the clothing
which had heen cardlessly scattered over the
floor. He turned some of it over with the
hutt end of a pencil. There were labels on
some of the garments. The names on the la-
bels were those of expensive stores.

McGrath went over to the cloxet and
opened the door. There was a suitcase on
the floor, the gaudy labels on it proof that
it had been checked on liners, and in famous
hotels.

For a moment he stared through the win-
dow at the draly wall across the airshaft. Fi-
nally he walked back to the bed and stood
looking down at the girl.

“I'm sorry. kid,’" he muttered softlv. “You
didn’t belong here and I know it. \Whoever
vou are. whatever brought you here, I'm
going to find out. And I'm going to find
the punk who killed you.”

He walked away. threw open the door and
squared his shoulders.

“Where's a telephone?” he bellowed.

The frantic landlady who had just put
in an appearance, excitedly beckoned to him,
motioning toward the wall phone down the
hall. McGrath stalked to it and dialed a num-
ber he well knew, ‘since it was the number
of the special attorney on whom he had long
since learned to depend in his most puzzled
moments, even though that oracle was a
blind man, and between the two of them there
existed a sort of armed truce.

While the Inspector waited for an answer,
he glanced around at the landlady who had
followed him, and at the several partly
opened doors through which heads ap-
peared.

“Okay!'” he bellowed again. “What do
vou think this is—a circus? You—Ilandlady
—go down to the next floor. Lieutenant
Grogan wants to talk to you. Beat it!”

She scampered away. Over the wire a
soft, silken voice spoke a greeting in Mc-
Grath’s ear. Co
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anyone is there, but I'll try to get the own-
er’s name and address so we can tell Mc-
Grath about when to expect his detective
back.”

“Do that,” Quinn said.

Silk crossed the sidewalk, stepped up to
the door and tried to peer inside. The place
was in total darkness when he realized it
should not be. For he knew that in any
pawnbroker’s shop there always was some
sort of a light kept on in front of the vault,
as a precaution against robbery. Silk re-
turned to the car.

“I think you ought to have a look, sir,”
he told Quinn. “I can’t see a thing inside
there, but I can almost smell something
wrong.”

Quinn climbed out of the car and, using
his white cane, tapped his way to the en-
trance. Silk kept a sharp look up and down
the street.

“Nobody around, sir,” he murmured.

Quinn nodded, stepped into the doorway
and cupped his hands to the sides of his
forehead to peer in. Now had there been
anyone to see, they would have seen those
eyes undergo a remarkable change. They
became bright, alive and alert, so effective
that with them Quinn could see through the
darkness of that pawn shop as though it
were brightly lighted. When he saw a pair
of legs protruding from behind the counter
he quickly reached for the door knob, twist-
ed it. The door was not locked.

Silk, pulling a heavy automatic from a
hip pocket holster, moved ahead of him as
they entered. Safety off, he started prowl-
ing the shop until he located a light switch.
The overhead light that came on revealed
a macabre scene to Silk’s eyes, one which
Quinn already had seen, even in the total
darkness.

Collins, the young detective, was huddled
behind the counter. His service pistol was in
his hand, but he had not had time to fire it.
There was a bullet-hole just above his right
eye.

The feet sticking out from behind the
counter were those of the pawnbroker. He
had been shot twice, near the heart. The
vault door was ajar and its contents had
been rifled. A page had been ripped out of

a daily ledger which lay on the desk behind
the grilled window.

“We're in it now, Silk,” Quinn said slow-
ly. “The hunch has paid off. There cer-
tainly is much more to this than the murder
of some unidentified girl in an obscure room-
ing house. Call McGrath.”

Half an hour later, McGrath, after having
each separate detail repeated to him several
times, shook his head.

“Tony,” he said, “whoever did this beat us
hands down. Collins never had a chance.
Somebody knew he was coming here, knew
why, and was ready for him.”

Quinn frowned. “There didn’t seem to
be any secret about where Collins was go-
ing, before he left the rooming house. Any-
one with big enough ears could have heard
him, have beaten it here through a rear
exit and killed him. And still have had
time to take mighty good care to destroy
any trace of whatever that murdered girl
pawned . . . Mac, I'd suggest you assign
detectives to interview every merchant
within a mile of that rooming house.
According to Silk, the girl did a great deal
of walking. Perhaps she was looking for
something or someone, maybe asking ques-
tions. If we could get some idea of what
she was after, we might find a much needed
clue.”

“Good idea,” McGrath said. “I'll attend
to it right away. Have men ready first thing
in the morning when the stores open up.”

“All right,” Quinn said. “Silk, we’'ll start
for home again and this time I hope we don’t
run across any more murders.”

THE big car purred through the night,

heading uptown for the quiet residen-
tial section where Quinn lived in the big
old mansion that had been in his family for
generations.  Silk, busy with his own
thought and his driving, was silent.

Quinn, eyes blank and staring again,
clenched the crook of his white cane so
hard that the blood drained out of his
knuckles. He was wondering whether or
not this murder case would call for the work
of the Black Bat—that nameless, hooded
man so feared by the underworld and all
criminals. And he was wondering with good
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process of the law. He wanted no more of
that. If he should ever see again, he
wanted to fight crime!

Once his sight was a miraculously ac-
complished fact, he had his plans all laid.
He had decided to keep secret the fact that
he could see—to live as a helpless blind man
by day, and by night be an anonymous in-
dividual bent on preventing and punishing
crime. His vow to himself and to the man
who had made his sight possible was to fight
crooks with their own brand of violence,
battle them without thought of legal formal-
" ities, establish himself as someone they
would fear and hate.

IN HIS forays it was necessary for him to
wear a black hood which covered his
head completely, for those well known scars
around his eyes would quickly have given
him away. From the hood. it was only a
step to wearing all black clothing which per-
mitted him practically to vanish in the dark.

In every possible way he fitted himself
for his new role. He studied the scientific
aspects of fighting crime, created a secret
laboratory in his home where he could do
his own analyses with the most effective
modern implements procurable. By means
of a tunnel secretly dug from the lab in the
big house to a garden house at the far end
of his grounds he was able to come and go
as he pleased, without being seen.

From the start of the great experiment
Silk Kirby was interested and enthused, and
because of his intimate knowledge of the
underworld he had now forsworn forever,
he ably assisted Quinn in the new crusade.

Carol Baldwin, too, though a mere slip of
a pretty girl, was a decided asset. She was
a quick thinker, could handle a gun like a
profesional and had a natural flair for in-
vestigative work. It did not take her and
Quinn himself long to realize that they had
fallen in love, but both sternly put aside all
hopes of marrying while Quinn’s new and
perilous existence was so crammed full of
danger.

One other member completed the league
when at last Tony Quinn was fully girded
for action—a giant of a man named O’Leary,
for whom Quinn had once done a favor, for-

gotten now by Quinn himself, but forever
green in the memory of big O’Leary, who
gloried in the nickname of “Butch.” Butch
was easy-going, slow-thinking, a devoted
ally. And what he lacked in brains, he
more than made up in loyalty and physical
strength.

And so, with these three people to help
him, Tony Quinn, the black-clad avenger
who quickly earned the name of the ‘“Black
Bat” because of his distinctive appearance
and ability to fight in the dark, had taken
his stand against the underworld. For a
long time now he had battled evil to a stand-
still. Long ago a price had been put on
his head, but so far there had been none
brave enough to claim it.

Soon after his first sortie against thieves,
crooks of all varieties, murderers and gang-
sters, the gentry began considering him as a
a greater hazard to their professions than
the police. Moreover, no holds were barred
with him. He could trade bullets with them,
use a knife, fists, or even feet if they fought
that way. He cared as little for laws as they
did, and no silken-voiced attorney could
argue a case before this black-clad self-con-
stituted judge and jury.

But by breaking laws when he found it
necessary, the Black Bat also called the atten-
tion of the police to his unusual crusade.
Most officers soon realized he was working
on their side and gladly accepted his anony-
mous aid. But Inspector McGrath stub-
bornly regarded the Black Bat as no better
than the criminals he fought, and he had
made a vow that some day he would rip that
hood from the head of the avenger and put
him behind bars—even if he should turn out
to be his best friend.

That, in fact, was exactly what the In-
spector most greatly feared, but he would
not allow even friendship to deter him. How
McGrath had ever first acquired the idea that
Tony Quinn was not blind, and actually was
the Black Bat, he could not have told him-
self. But once fastened in his stubborn mind
it was there to stay, and he worried it con-
stantly, as a dog would worry a succulent
bone. And that in the face of overwhelming
expert opinion as to Quinn’s blindness, and
innumerable tests.
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from a fight between a man and a woman.
The surroundings were tawdry and cheap,
but the victim apparently wasn’t. And the
moment an investigation gets under way, a
detective and a pawnbroker are killed simply
to preserve the nature of some article pawned
by the girl.”

“And don’t forget, sir,” Silk put in eager-
ly, “that ring cut off her finger. The killer
came provided with a special pair of pliers
for just that purpose!”

“I know.” Quinn put his back against the
chair and his sightless eyes stared up at the
ceiling. “But Silk, what if the ring was cut
off her finger after she was dead by someone
else? Someone other than her killer?”’

“Is that possible?” Silk asked.

“Why not?” Quinn countered. ‘“Quite
some time elapsed between the moment
Loper saw the killer hurrying away and
_ when the landlady went to that floor to re-

place an electric light bulb and saw the door
ajar. Wait a minute!”

“Yes, sir?” Silk said politely.

“If that door had been open when Loper
passed by, he’d have noticed it. At least the
chances are good he would have. And then,
too, how did it happen an electric light bulb
needed replacing at that particular time? Re-
mind me to find out who reported the dark
socket, Silk.”

“TI’ll make a note of it,”” Silk promised.
“And we might also try to find out who was
in that rooming house just before Detective
Collins told you he was going to the pawn-
shop—and who vanished for a time immedi-
ately afterwards. Of course someone could
have used a telephone to tip off the actual
killer of Collins and the pawnbroker. But
things worked so fast, I think the man who
overheard what Collins said slipped out and
committed the two murders himself.”

Quinn suddenly arose. “Draw the shades,
Silk,” he said peremptorily. “Carol and
Butch should be in the lab by now.”

Silk went around the room pulling down
the shades. As the last one went into place
Quinn again dropped his mantle of blindness
and walked briskly toward one of the book-
shelf-lined walls of the room. He touched
a hidden control anda narrow door opened.
He went through it and directly into a large

white-tiled laboratory equipped with every-
thing needed for the scientific study of clues
and crimes.

An enormous man sitting on an inadequate
stool jumped to his feet. His build resembled
that of a gorilla in thickness and muscles.
His shoulders were wide, threatening to
burst the seams of his coat, his hands were
heavy and huge. He had no appreciable
neck, his head sitting almost squarely on his
shoulders. But for all his size he had a pleas-
ant expression and he was ruggedly good-
looking. He was Butch O’Leary.

UINN welcomed him warmly.

“Carol ain’t here yet,” Butch said a
little anxiously. “She’ll be along any minute
though, I guess. What have we got this
time, Boss? Something big?”’

“So far,” Quinn told him, “it seems like
nothing much. So far as motive is concerned
at least. But three people have been mur-
dered and I don’t call that exactly minor
league.”

“Three, huh?” Butch said musingly.
“Guys who knock off three people ain’t fool-
ing. It'll be big all right.”

“I'll give you the details as soon as Carol
arrives,” Quinn told him. “And I've got a
special assignment for you, Butch.”

Then, through the trap-door set in the
floor of the lab, appeared the head and shoul-
ders of a lovely girl. Quinn hurried forward
to help her out of the tunnel. When she
stood erect she came about to his shoulders,
but there was a lot of dynamite packed in
that lithe young body of hers.

Usually she went into Tony Quinn’s arms
and was content to be held tightly by him
for a few moments, but tonight she seemed
alarmed.

“Tony,” she said breathlessly, “I'm a little
late, but I had to be careful. I think some-
one is watching your house!”

“Watching it?”” Quinn frowned. “I won-
der why?”

“I don’t know, but as usual I was careful
reaching the garden house and the two men
I think were watching didn’t spot me, but I
saw them. They were crouched behind a
hedge of the yard across the street.”

“Hmm,” Quinn grunted. “That’s inter-
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identification would lead to Keeley being
picked up. He could have warned him—but
why? After all, if he didn't want Keeley
caught, all he had to do was pass up that
Rogues’ Gallery picture.”

“That’s right,” Silk agreed. “Also. why
did he describe Keeley so perfectly. He
could have thrown us off completely by say-
ing the man he spotted in the hallway was
short, fat and bald-headed. Instead he prac-
tically drew a picture of Keeley.”

Quinn shook his head slowly from side to
side. “Silk, I've said before, and I repeat
that there’s a lot more to this than appears
on the surface. There are mysterious forces
working against us to keep us from clear-
ing up a murder mystery, and we don’t even
know why.”

“There’s only one reason,” Silk said. ‘It
can’t be because we know Keeley is the killer
and we're closing in on him. Ever since he
was fingered by Benny Loper, he’s been a
goner. Somebody, of course, doesn’t want
that girl identified. Everything points to it.
Her ring cut off by someone who came pre-
pared to do just that. The pawnbroker mur-
dered, and whatever the girl hocked is miss-
ing along with all records concerning the
transaction. Find out who she is and we’ll
probably discover what’s behind all this.”

“Yes, Silk, I agree,” Quinn said. ‘“But
it’s going to be a job to identify her. Unless
the pictures printed in the papers and broad-
cast over television are spotted by someone
who knows her, we're sunk.”

“Not quite,” Silk declared complacently.
“Not with Carol on the job. I gave her one
of those photos and she’s touring the town
with it. Travel agencies, because the girl
traveled so much, apparently. Beauty par-
lors, because she must have patronized them.
Big hotels, expensive lingerie shops, all the
places a girl of her type likely would go.
There’s a chance Carol may turn up some-
thing.”

UINN’S eyes, ordinarily staring and

blind, were thoughtful instead, here in

the privacy of his office, as he picked up Joe
Keeley’s record card and studied it.

“Hmm,” he observed, “here’s something,

Silk. Joe Keeley was married, but separated

from his wife. Her address is noted here.
I’'m wondering if she might know a few facts.
After all, Keeley and the dead girl were at
least friends, if nothing more.”

Silk nodded. “We can’t pass up any
chances, sir. Not with the little we’ve got
to go on. Shall I try to find Mrs. Keeley and
bring her to see your, sir?”

“We’ll both go see her, Silk,” Quinn said.
“And right now.”

Quinn canceled all his appointments for
that afternoon, and Silk guided him out of
the office and into the elevator. On the street,
Quinn’s big car was parked in front of the
building. They got in and Silk headed for
the address given as Mrs. Keeley’s home.

It turned out to be a slum area where the
woman ran a small rooming house. She
opened the door to them herself, a heavy
woman in her middle forties, with carelessly
arranged hair, and wearing a dirty house
dress.

Quinn carefully explained to her what he
wanted, but obviously she was in a truculent
mood.

“So Joe killed her, did he?” she said, a
note of what might have been exultation in
her voice. “Well, what else can you expect
of a bum like him and a girl like that?”

“Did you know this girl?”’ Quinn asked.

“Of course I did. That is, I'd seen her
once. Oh, she was pretty enough, but not
Joe’s type.”

“Give me all the details,” Quinn urged.

She shrugged. “Why should I? Once I
liked Joe enough to marry him. If he two-
timed me, that’s still no reason why I should
squeal on him. You asked me if I know
where he is. I can answer that fast. I
don’t—and I haven’t known for the past
month.”

“Now look,” Silk butted in. “You've got
nothing to lose by helping us—"

“I don’t like cops,” Mrs. Keeley said
flatly. “Or even guys like you who are con-
nected with them. I've said all I'm going to
say. If you catch Joe, that’s your business.
I ain’t going to weep—but I ain’t helping
you catch him, either.”

Quinn tapped the floor with his cane im-
patiently. “Silk,” he said, “go find a tele-
phone and call for a police car. Mrs. Keeley,
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wasn’t on the level until there’s absolute
proof.”

He swung into Wakefield Place hefore
long and while Quinn stared straight ahead,
in the way of a really blind man, Silk
watched house numbers until he pulled up
before a rather large two-story frame resi-
dence.

It was an old house but an unusually at-
tractive one, and appeared to have been
well kept up until recently. Now the grass
had grown tall and wild, but the shrubs
were still well pruned and not yet gone to
seed. The curtains in the windows looked
fresh, the yard wasn’t littered and the house,
set well back from the sidewalk, had an air
of old-fashioned dignity. There was a drive-
way circling the place and an air of spacious-
ness, for the closest neighbor was”about half
a mile away.

“It’s quite a place,” Silk observed slowly.

“T’d say it is in keeping with the mystery
girl,” Quinn commented. “Let’s see if any-
one is home. I doubt it, but maybe we can—
ah—find a window or a door slightly open.™

Silk helped him out of the car and Quinn
tapped his way up the path to the gate which
Silk held open for him. They walked on to
the rambling porch, climbed the steps. and
Silk lifted the big brass knocker. It re-
sounded hollowly behind the door. Nobody
came to answer the summons.

“I’ll see about finding an open door or
window.” Silk said.

He tried the door first, then walked along
the porch to a large window looking into
the living room. As was his custom, Silk
carried a thin strip of celluloid which he
often found useful. This slid between the
window frames easily, located the catch, and
worked it open. .

Silk slid the window -up, but didn’t enter
at once. He stood there, waiting and listen-
ing just in case their arrival had either been
seen or anticipated. When nothing hap-
pened, he clambered through the window,
made his way to the front door and unlocked
it for Quinn.

“Nobody home, sir,” he said. “I'd say
the place hadn’t been lived in for at least a
month—maybe six or seven weeks.”

Quinn closed the door, dropped his mask

of blindness and began an inspection tour
of the place. He saw at a glance that the
house had been cared for with loving hands.
There were frilly hand-made scarfs on ta-
bles, curtains were carefully arranged to the
last drape. Everything would have been
spotless except for the dust which had ac-
cumulated during a brief peried when no-
body had lived here.

“Let’s try the second floor,” Quinn sug-
gested. “And keep your eyes open for any-
thing which might show that girl really did
live here, Silk.”

They climbed the staircase, entered a bed-
room and Quinn instantly spotted an ash
tray which hadn’t been emptied. He bent
over it, ran some of the ashes between his
fingers.

“Pipe tobacco,” he said. ‘“‘Good stuff too,
a circular cut blend. I'm sure the mystery

girl didn’t smoke a pipe, though, and I doubt

that a punk like Joe Keeley would use to-
bacco of this quality. So another man was
either here as a visitor or lived here.”

Silk pulled open a dresser drawer. “Lcok
here!” he cried. “There must have been a
man living here all right! Pajamas, shorts,
jerseys, shirts. Good quality—and laundry-
marked by at least half a dozen laundries.
I never saw so many code marks.”

Quinn sat down slowly in a boudoir chair.
“This mystery girl was living here,” he said,
“but a man also lived here, a man who pre-
sumably was her husband. And yet Joe
Keeley came here to see her. I don’t under-
stand it, Silk.”

Silk had kept busy opening more drawers.
Without turning around, he said:

““Some things are beginning to make sense,
sir. Look at this.” He held up a squat, blue-
black automatic. ‘“It’s fully loaded—and
that’s not all. There was another gun in the
drawer of the night table between the beds.
This nickel-plated novelty here, which looks
like it shoots nothing less than a forty-five.”

“Guns?” Quinn arose and went over be-
side Silk. “Two guns? Keep looking.”

ILK slid open another drawer. It was
full of women'’s apparel. Quinn studied

the garments for a moment.
‘““Same quality and size as the stuff that
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cellar. I had to let them get clear or reveal
that I wasn’t blind, and they didn't seem
worth risking that much for.”

“Well they certainly knew we were down
here and who we were,” Silk groaned. “Who
" do you suppose told them? As far as I know
that Mrs. Joe Keeley is the only one who
knows we even heard of this place.”

“Maybe she tipped our anxious killers,’
Quinn said. “But personally I believe we've
been followed ever since we left that rooming
house and the dead girl.”

“But why didn’t they try to take us be-
fore Mrs. Keeley told all she knew?" Silk
asked.

“T wish I could answer that, Silk. All I
can get out of it is that it seems when we're
trying to’'land Keeley, nobody cares much.
But when we get on the trail of that girl's
identity, somebody cares a great deal. And
it’s possible that no one had any idea Mrs.
Keeley had followed her husband here.”

Silk walked over and sat down on the
bottom step.

“I'll be okay in a minute,” he assured
Quinn. ‘““Look—somebody told Keeley to
get you. Remember that scrap of paper Mc-
Grath found. Maybe Keeley’s responsible for
all this business here.”

“It could be,” Quinn admitted. “I won-
der what they were doing upstairs. They
ran around like a pack of madmen for a few
minutes. Now there’s no sound at all.”

“We'd better go see.” Silk arose, ready
to barge right into trouble again. ‘““What
about the two thugs who attacked us? Did
you recognize either one of them?”

“No—they were just a garden variety of
thug paid by the week to do somebody else’s
dirty work,” Quinn told him. “But believe
me, I'd know them again.”

“From the way my head feels,” Silk mut-
tered, ‘““the one who hit me must have been
nine feet tall and had muscles like an ox.
Let's go!”

’

PSTAIRS, the house was completely
empty. Every raider had disappeared,

but they had left plenty of mementos of their
hurried visit. Most of the damage had been
done on the second floor. Every scrap of
clothing belonging to both the dead girl and

the mysterv man who also apparently lived
here, as well as all personal articles, had
been removed. Combs and brushes were
gone, and all drawers and cabinets had been
systematically emptied of other possessions.

“And I'll bet,” Quinn groaned, “they took
mighty good care to wipe every piece of
furniture which could possibly hold finger-
prints. But vou'd better get McGrath any-
way, Silk.”

Silk headed for the phone on a nearby
table. He listened a moment, then dropped
the instrument back on its cradle.

“Dead line,” he said. “I’ll take the car
and drive to one of the neighboring houses.
Are vou coming along. sir?”

“T'll stay here,” Quinn said. ‘“And, Silk,
find out what vou can about the people who
lived here. I don’t imagine our mysterious
couple were especially neighborly, but you
might ask a few questions.”

Silk hurried away.

Leaving the front door open, Quinn sat
down in a rocker on the porch and tried to
think things out. He didn’t have much to
go on. Until the girl’s identity was discov-
ered. it was like working in the dark. Every-
thing stopped with her. Joe Keeley sudden-
1y seemed to assume only minor proportions
even though he was practically a proven
murderer, and a man who had been ordered
to kill again.

Quinn wondered if he could have been
mistaken in that girl. Was she some kind
of crook? Had she been leading Joe Keeley
on for some reason? It appeared that she
must have been. Keeley would hardly have
come here to visit her if he had known there
was another man around. Unless, of course,
the man was the girl’s brother or other rela-
tive. 7

Suddenly Quinn became aware that a sleek
limousine had stopped on the street in front
of the house. At first he thought Silk had
made exceptionally good time on his mission,
hut then he saw a uniformed chauffeur get
out, open the door and stand stiffly erect
while a gray-haired woman climbed out of
the car.

Quinn arose quickly, stepped inside the
house, but didn’t close the door. He entered
the living room and sat down in a chair
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facing the door After a moment or two he
heard the woman cross the porch, hesitate,
then walk in.

She saw Quinn in the chair with his whité
cane between his knees and stopped abrupt-
ly. It looked as if she were going to try and
slip away again without even speaking.

“Who is it?” Quinn asked. “Someone
just came in here. \Vho is it?”

The woman squinted at him, then seemed
to be reassured. After all, she was facing a
blind man. He couldn’t tell who she was.

“I might ask who are you and what are
you doing in my niece’s home?” she said
peremptorily.

Quinn moved restlessly. “My name is
Tony Quinn. I'm attached to the district
attorney’s staff.”

“District attorney?”’ she gasped. “Then
I must have made a mistake! I'm sorry.
This seems to be the wrong house. T don’t
come to visit my niece often, so—"

As the woman turned, she faced Silk who
had walked across the porch and promptly
blocked the doorway.

“I’'m back, sir,” he told Quinn without ap-
parently noticing her.

“Ah—good, Silk,” Quinn said. “I have
a visitor. She walked in, but now thinks she
made a mistake. Tell me what she’s like.”

Silk glanced at the woman. “Fifty-five or
thereabouts, sir. Youthful figure, however,

and quite attractive.  Cultured, well-
dressed.”

The woman managed to smile. “I am
Mrs. Vera Whitmore,” she said. “I didn't

exactly tell you the truth a moment ago, Mr.
Quinn, and I beg your pardon for it. This
is the house I meant to visit, but when you
told me you were a district attorney I was
so startled I—I needed time to think.”

Quinn reached into his pocket and took
out a leather case. He flipped this open
and held it vaguely in the general direction
of the woman.

“You may examine my badge of office if
you like. This gentleman who just came in

is Mr. Kirby, an assistant of mine. Please
sit down, Mrs. Whitmore.”
She began to grow nervous. “What's

wrong, Mr. Quinn? Why are you here?
Something has happened. It must have.

37
Please tell me why—”

f

“When did you see your niece last?”:

Quinn asked.

“Why—why not for some time. She went

away three months ago. To Switzerland. I
dropped by as I told her I would occasional-
ly, to see if her home was being properly
cared for.”

Quinn

“And your niece’s husband:”
asked.

“Husband? Why, she had no husband.
Martha had never married. At least—at
least I never heard of it.”

“Silk,” Quinn said, ‘“show Mrs.
more the picture.”

Silk took the photo of the dead girl out
of his pocket. Mrs. Whitmore looked at it,
grabbed for the back of a chair and then
slumped slowly to the floor in a dead
faint. . .

Whit-

SILK had a glass of water ready when she

came out of it. She drank it gratefully
and murmured her thanks. But when she
turned to Quinn then, her voice was no long-
er steady.

“Please tell me what has happened,” she
pleaded. “I must know.”

“Was that a picture of your niece?” Quinn
asked.

“It looked like her,” Mrs. Whitmore an-
swered. “Enough to—to affect me as it did.
But now I—I'm not certain. Tell me what
this is all about.”

“The girl in that picture, Mrs. Whit-
more,” Quinn said, as gently as possible, “is
dead. She was murdered.”

Mrs. Whitmore blinked away a few sud-
den tears, then abruptly began to laugh—not
hysterically, but in plain relief.

“When did this happen—this murder, I

:nean,’’ she demanded.
“Last night,” Quinn said. ‘‘Here—in
iown.”

She sank back with a deep, heartfelt sigh.
“Mr. Quinn,” she said, “my niece tele-
phoned me from Switzerland last evening
about nine o’clock. So you can see she
couldn’t have been murdered here. May I
see that photo again, please?”

Silk handed it to her. She really studied

it this time. Then she looked up and began
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me if a man named Whitey had bought any-
thing from me.”

“The name of Whitey checks with infor-
mation we already have, Mr. Robard,”
Quinn said. “So you can be sure the mo-
tive for the attack on you wasn't robbery.”

“The girl—she was most unusual. She
spoke a few words in French—spoke per-
fectly. She had lived in France, I am cer-
tain. She also said this Whitey she men-
tioned was a sculptor, but only as an ama-
teur, and might have come to my place to
buy supplies.™

“Did she give any further description of
him?” Quinn asked.

“But yes. She said he was blond, slim, six
feet tall, about thirty-five years of age and
handsome. Unfortunately I did not know
any such man and I was unable to assist
her.”

“And that’s all you know ?”” Quinn-asked.

“Yes, I am sorry there’s not more.”

“Thank you, Mr. Robard. You’'ve talked
enough. Start concentrating on living now.
You can make it if you try hard enough.”

“I shall try,” Robard smiled. “I shall try
very hard.”

He closed his eyes as if he were dead tired.
McGrath signaled a doctor who had been
hovering in the background. Before Quinn
left the room, they were injecting plasma
into the dying man’s arm.

UTSIDE, in the police car, Quinn’s
blank eyes stared straight ahead. “\Ve
have something, Mac,” he commented, as the
Inspector sat down beside him. “A name and
a good description. We know this Whitey
was an amateur sculptor and in the habit
of eating in diners. It isn’t much, but it’s
a lot more than we’ve had up to now.”
“I'm calling the FBI Indentification Di-
vision,” McGrath said. “They’ll take the
description I give them, along with the nick-
name, and run it through their files. If they
have a man called Whitey who answers that
description, we’ll soon know who he is.”
“Have us driven back to that house where
you met us, Mac,” Quinn said. “I want to
know if your men found anything. Also,
my car is still parked there. After that, I
suppose, all we can do is wait.”

Silk turned around in the front seat. “One
thing bothers me, sir. How did those thugs
find out that Robard had called the police?
How did they know where to find him?”

“I was thinking of that, too,” Quinn said,
and frowned. ‘“Mac, was anybody at Head-
quarters when this call came in?"

“Not a soul, Tony, and there were no
leaks. Because Robard talked directly to
me and no one else knew what he said.”

“Well." Quinn said thoughtfully, “after
vou drop us off, go back to the hospital, Mac,
and see if Robard is in any condition to an-
swer one question. Ask him if he told any-
body at all about this girl having been to
see him.”

“Okay. Tony,” McGrath agreed. “I’ll do
that on my way to Headquarters.”

When they reached the mystery house,
Silk went in with McGrath while Quinn
transferred to his own car. Silk returned
after a few moments and drove away.

“No luck,” he said. “McGrath’s finger-
print men dusted everything. If there were
any prints, those visitors removed them.
They couldn’t find a thing which might help
in identifying the man—or the girl.”

“I didn't have much hope. Silk,” Quinn
confessed. “Drive me home. Maybe Butch
has reported something, or Carol has located
a trail. Besides, I want to change clothes.
It will be dark soon, and at night I like dark
clothing, a black hood, and direct methods.”

“I was sure you'd come to it,” Silk ap-
proved. and nodded happily. . . .

AT ABOUT eleven o'clock that night,
Benny Loper, the undersized man who
had so readily identified Joe Keeley, re-
turned home to the cheap rooming house
where the unidentified girl had met her
death. Benny unlocked his door, stepped in-
side his room, and snapped the light switch.
Nothing happened. The room stayed dark.

Loper grunted and tried the switch again.
He felt the breeze of the door as it closed.
Then he was picked up bodily. carried across
the room and hurled into a chair.

He couldn’t see the man who had seized
him. The room was pitch dark and the in-
truder seemed nothing more than a part of
the gloom. Loper tried to get up. A strong
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“Get out!” Loper snarled. “Beat it."”

The big man put the flat of his hand
against the closing door and gave it a shove.
Loper went hurtling backward. The big
man was after him, moving with an amaz-
ing speed for all his size. Fingers that felt
like a vise closed around Loper's wrist. and
the gun he held was shaken from his hand.
The big man pushed Loper aside, bent down
and picked up the weapon. It looked like a
toy in his fist.

“This is what I mean, chum.” he said.
“Guys who carry one of these babies always
draw trouble, and me, I came here to get
away from trouble.”

“Who are you?” Loper demanded.

“Call me Butch,” the big man said cheer-
fully. “Now listen, you want to argue with
anybody and wave a gun all around, do it
some place else. Them things go off now
and then and make a lot of noise. The cops
don’t like that sort of thing and when they
come into a dump like this, they go through
it. I'm not exactly in favor of that, under-
stand ?”’

“You're on the lam,” Loper accused. “All
right—I'm sorry. I couldn’t help it. I had
a prize catch and he slipped through my fin-
gers. I could have chopped him down with a
few slugs and you’d be cheering me right
now.”

“No kidding?” Butch grunted.
was this big shot?”’

“The Black Bat!” Loper groaned. “I
had him in this room. He didn’t know I had
the gun. In one more second I'd have shot
him.”

“Who

UTCH bent his" head, turned the nickel-

plated revolver around and laughed.

“With this gat, you'd have shot him?
Guess again, chum. There’s no slugs in this
pea shooter. Who are you trying to kid?”

“No bullets?”” Loper yelped.

He hurried over to the night table, pulled
the partly open drawer all the way out and
in his nervousness spilled its contents on
the floor. Six slugs rolled noisily over the
uncarpeted room. Loper walked unsteadily
to a chair and sat down slowly.

“He knew about the gun. Sure he did.
He was in my room when I came in. He'd

unloaded the gun. He knew everv move
I made and. somehow, he could see in the
dark what T was doing.”

Butch threw the gun on the bed. “Next
time vou get a line on the Black Bat. don't
try to handle him yourself. Call me, and I'll
help. There's one guy I've been after for
vears. He busted a racket of mine that
would have paid off in buckets of dough.”

“Then you are hiding out,” Loper said.

“Maybe. All I said was I didn’t want any
cops prowling around.”

“When vou came here,”” Loper said, “you
asked for the room in which a girl was killed
a couple of days ago. Why?”

“Look.” Butch growled, “am I asking
vou a lot of questions? Let it alone, chum. I
got my own troubles. See vou around.”

He turned his back on Loper, walked out
and closed the door behind hini. He went in-
to his own room across the hall. Half a min-
ute later Loper was knocking. Butch
glanced at the door of his clothes closet to
he certain it was tightly shut. Then he let
Loper in.

“I want to apologize,’’ the small man said.
“I was plenty excited and nervous a while
ago. Maybe we could do one another some
good, eh? That is, if you're not averse to
making a little dough.”

“The stuff has its uses,” Butch answered
calmly. “But understand, I'm kind of hot
these days.”

“You probably know a lot of boys around
town,” Loper said. ‘“Important men, high
up. You could get hold of them and they'd
tell vou things. Am I right?”

“I got friends,” Butch admitted cauti-
ously.

“I knew it. I'll talk to you later. Maybe
tomorrow. You can trust me, too. I'm on
your side of the fence, if you know what I
mean.”’

“Sure,”” Butch said. “I wouldn’t doubt
that. Any guy the Black Bat comes gunning
for hasn't got a halo around his head.”

Loper stepped out, closed the door and
Butch listening, heard him re-enter his own
room. Butch turned the key in the lock,
pulled down the cracked shade over the
only window, then opened the closet door.

“He fell,” Butch chortled. “Everything
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worked out like we wanted it to.”

The man who emerged from the narrow
confines of the clothes closet was dressed
entirely in black. His hands were gloved, his
head hooded.

The Black Bat went over to a chair and
sat down.

“Loper,” he said, “is no ordinary punk,
Butch. In fact, I doubt he’s a crook at all.
I didn’t expect him to tell me anything, but
I wanted to get his reaction—and I certainly
did.”

“He’s a smart boy,” Butch said. He kept
his voice down. ‘“But he wants my help for
something or other. I expect he’ll search my
room first chance he gets. I'm ready for
that. He'll think I'm a high class burglar on
the dodge.”

“Good enough,” the Black Bat said.
“Your telephone message was recorded on
the tape machine at the lab, Butch, so I was
able to reach you here easily. And thanks
also for dousing the hall lights before I came
out of Loper’s room, then switching them
on again so quickly.”

“That bothered him,” Butch chortled. “He
thinks you got wings.”

“Not Loper. Butch, I faced him with a
few facts and got nowhere. He simply re-
versed the situation and accused me of being
Tony Quinn.”

Butch looked startled. “Look! If he’s
been snooping and has found out anything,
I better go in there and take care of him
right now.”

“No—he was just guessing. But it was
canny guessing and shows how clever he
really is. Getting back to the hall light
again, did you find out how there happened
to be no light on right after that girl was
murdered £’

“Yeah,”” Butch said. ‘“Seems the lights
were okay after Keeley high-tailed out .of
the girl's room and Loper came in or Lo-
per wouldn't have seen Keeley. It was Lo-
per who yelled for the landlady to replace
the bulb when he came out into the hall on
his way to the bathroom later, and it was
dark. Seems somebody swiped the bulb,
which isn’t exactly new in this dump.”

“] see.” The Black Bat nodded, *‘Lo-
per—or someone—slipped into the mur-

-

dered girl’s room. Perhaps he looted it, per-
haps he found-it already looted. But who-
ever the looter was, he wanted the killing
discovered, so he left her room door ajar,
and stole a light bulb, making it necessary
for the landlady to come up to replace it.
She would see the open door and investi- -
gate.”

OU and Silk didn’t find out who that
girl was?” Butch asked.

The Black Bat shrugged. ‘“We thought
we were on the verge of it, but like every-
thing else in this case, the trail seems dead-
end. Carol reported in early tonight that
she was having no luck trying to get the girl
identified from her photo, but we gave her
a fresh lead.”

“Maybe you ought to sort of brief me on
what’s happened,” Butch suggested. “I'm
working in the dark and I'd better not be if
this Loper is as smart as you say he is.”

“Of course,” agreed his black-clad visi-
tor. “The only significant thing that has
happened was when Silk and I found out
that our mystery girl had lived at a certain
uptown address, and that Joe Keeley used
to visit her there.”

“You mean maybe there’s a jealous hus-
band mixed up in it?”” blurted Butch.

“Well, hardly,” the Black Bat said, with
a faint smile. “The thing has grown too big
for that. There was a man living in the
same house with this girl, however, and who
the neighbors said was her husband, but he
seems to have vanished some time ago. She
left soon after he disappeared, and my guess
is that she had been searching for him ever
since.”

“Have you got anything on this guy?”
Butch asked.

“A little. His nickname is Whitey, he’s
six feet 1all, blond, good-looking, eats in
Jdiners and is an amateur sculptor. If you
~ome across such a man, grab hold and
don’t let go.”

“If T meet the guy, I'll know what to
do,” Butch promised.

*“And that’s about all,”’ the Black Bat con-
cluded, “except that a woman named Vera
\Vhitmore showed up at that house and said
it belonged to her niece, Martha, who hap-



have seen better
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and obviously costly cigar was walking slow-
ly toward the desk.

“Owen,” Mrs. Whitmore said, “that was
Martha again.”

“Oh?” The tall man raised his eyebrows.
“Anything wrong?”

“Of course not,” Mrs. Whitmore chided.
“She merely wished to tell us she was fine
and having a wonderful time. . . Owen, this
room is actually cold. Oh—did you leave
the window open as wide as that?”

“I'm sure I didn’t,” the tall man said
quickly. “I’ll close it. The nights are turn-
ing cold.”

The Black Bat beat a hurried retreat to
the shelter of a tall bush. He saw the man
named Owen, obviously Mrs. Whitmore’s
brother, though naturally his name would
not also be Whitmore, lower the window and
draw the shade.

There wasn’t much more to be done here.
Mrs. Whitmore had apparently told an hon-
est story about her niece. The phone call
proved it. She seemed to be innocently in-
volved in this affair, even if she had fainted
at the sight of the murdered girl’s picture.

The Black Bat glanced at his watch and
saw that it was after eleven. He returned
to where the car was parked, changed to the
wide-brimmed hat and drove back to the
city. There, at a quiet and secluded street
corner he pulled into the curb and waited.

After a few moments Carol Baldwin
came walking briskly down the street. She
stopped apparently to look in a shop window
for a moment, but actually, she was glancing
up and down the deserted street before
she made a bee-line for the coupé

Carol got in beside the Black Bat. She
leaned back and breathed a long sigh of fa-
tigue.

“I've really hoofed it today, Tony,” she
said. “And got little for my pains. Nobody
seems to recognize the girl in the picture
though, two people thought, at first, they
did.”

“I was expecting that,” the Black Bat told
her. “We haven’t got too far either. A few
leads which threaten to fold up on us any
minute. But when you called at dinner time,
I asked you to check on the Whitmore fam-
ily. How about that?”

’

“An old and respected family,” Carol said:
“At the moment it is represented by Mrs.
Vera Whitmore and her brother, Owen Lan-
sing, who live on the original estate. But
they don’t own it. Martha Whitmore does—
Vera is the widow of Martha's uncle who
ran through his share of the estate before he
died. Martha now spends almost all of her
time traveling. At the moment she is in
Switzerland, according to all the information
I could get.”

“It checks,” the Black Bat said wearily.
“What about Martha’s parents?”

“Her father died when she was little more
than a baby. Her mother took her to Eu-
rope . . . Oh yes, Martha had a sister. She
died in France during the Nazi occupation.
The mother didn’t live long after that and
then Martha was on her own.”

“In a conquered country,” the Black Bat
said musingly. “What a break for a girl like
her!"”

“Martha entered some convent over there,
Tony, and she was well protected until the
war ended. And that’s all there is to the
Whitmore family. Martha owns a vast es-
tate, but leaves the actual management of it
to her aunt and uncle by marriage whom she
placed in legal control years ago.”

“Well, suppose you keep on digging, Car-
ol,” the Black Bat said. “I felt, up until a:
short time ago, that the Whitmore family
might be connected with this, but I'm not
sure any more. In fact, I feel quite certain
they are not. But don’t stop hunting for
that girl's identity.”

“T’ll start again as soon as I’ve had some
sleep,”” Carol said. “'There are still a couple
of leads.”

AROL waited until the lone pedestrian

on the street was far past the car.
Then she got out and walked rapidly away.
The Black Bat headed for home. He had to
he even more careful than usual because he
felt sure the house was being watched.
Therefore he left the car on the street be-
hind his home, crossed a yard, climbed a
fence and came out behind the garden house
at the rear of his own grounds. He entered
this, after scanning the darkness for a mo-
ment. Opening the cleverly hidden trap-



~

door, he dropped down into the tunnel and
made his way to the laboratory.

Usually Silk was there to greet him, but
there were no signs of him tonight. The
Black Bat went over to a steel locker, opened
it and took out the light hued clothing usual-
ly worn by blind Tony Quinn. He changed
into it, taking his time, and thinking over
the various angles to this weird case.

Finally when he glanced in a full léngth
mirror, the Black Bat had vanished. Tony
Quinn, Special D.A., with his white cane,
and the scar-pitted area around his eyes was
reflected in the glass. Quinn walked to the
hidden exit from the lab to the library,
opened it just a little and listened.

It seemed odd that he could hear no sound
from Silk. But perhaps he had retired. Silk
always made certain he got plenty of sleep
in case he was needed on some long and ar-
duous assignment.

Quinn closed ‘the door behind him. He
didn’t need lights, so left the room dark as
he tapped his way toward the reception hall.
Then as he suddenly realized that the whole
house was dark, he sensed instantly some-
thing wrong. He paused to listen. There
wasn’t a sound to be heard.

He moved faster now, inspected the other
downstairs rooms and then, as swiftly as a
blind man could, he went up the stairs to the
second floor. Silk, fully dressed, lay face
down in the middle of the floor in his room.
There was a smear of blood on the back of
his head. He seemed to have been struck
from behind, without a chance to defend him-
self
"~ Quinn threw caution away then. He knelt
beside Silk, turned him over carefully and
shuddered at the pallor of his face. But
Silk’s pulse was strong, his breathing even
and good. He had just been knocked out,
and would probably stay that way for some
time.

Quinn glanced around the room. Noth-
ing had been disturbed. This wasn’t the
work of burglars, or even of anyone pretend-
ing to be a burglar. Quinn tried to puzzle it
out, but there was no answer. Finally he
hurried back to the lab, purely on a hunch,
and glanced at the recording machine by
which phone calls from his aides could be
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taped. The spool had moved. Someone had
called in. :

Quinn put the spool on the playback and
Butch’s voice came over. It said:

“I just phoned Silk and told him there is
going to be trouble. Silk said for me to put
it all on the machine in case anything hap-
pened to him. Right after you left my room,
I went out and sure enough, Benny Loper
frisked the place. But when I got back, he
was on the hall telephone, speaking low and
he had no idea I was nearby. He told some-
body to get over to Tony Quinn’s house fast,
go in if they had to bust in, and see if
Quinn was there. He said to search the
place from top to bottom if he wasn’t around.
Silk figured this was a plan to prove you're
the Black Bat. He told me to beat it to your
office and start setting things up so it'll look
like you been there all night. That's all for
now. I'm in a hurry.”

Quinn quickly erased the taped message
in the machine. He went to the locker and
took out one of the Black Bat's guns. But
it was too bulky to be carried with the cloth-
ing he was wearing. He substituted for it
a small .25 automatic. Silk, he felt reason-
ably sure, was all right and didn’t require a
doctor. There was no fracture that Quinn
had been able to detect and Silk hadn’t been
in a state of shock.

Quinn did take time to dictate a message
to Silk on the tape recorder, in case Silk re-
covered consciousness soon. It would re-
assure him and give him information he
might require.

Then Quinn made his way through the
tunnel, followed the same route he had taken
only a short while ago. Reaching the parked
car, he got in and drove toward the State
Building where he maintained his offices as
Special District Attorney. He fully realized
that he was on a spos, knew that a scheme
to kill the Black Bat's activities had been
concocted without actually resorting to mur-
der.

Perhaps Benny Loper would use his in-
formation as a blackmail threat. But it didn’t
matter much twhat he intended to do with his
knowledge that Tony Quinn was not at
home when the Black Bat was prowling.
And that a blind man wouldn’t be abroad for
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“Then that lead is gone,” Quinn sighed.

“I'm afraid it is. But we've had other
reports about the girl. Not from anyone
who knows who she is, but from counter-
men in diners, from two other dealers in
artists’ supplies. She certainly was patrolling
the town looking for this man Whitey, who-
ever he is.”

“Did you check with the F.B.I.?”

“Yeah. They’'ve got plenty of men nick-
named Whitey, but none of them seem to
answer the description we have. Apparently
this Whitey has no police record.”

“He must have,” Quinn said. ‘“Other-
wise why would Andy Shale go to all that
trouble of having the fingerprints in the
house on Wakefield Place wiped off so care-
fully ?”

“That’s right, Tony!” exclaimed Mec-
Grath. “I never thought! It couldn’t have
been to hide the identity of the girl. For all
the good any of it's done us. We've taken
and checked her prints as a routine meas-
ure. No luck at all.”

“Well”—Quinn leaned back in his chair
and passed a hand over his tired-looking
face—"it will keep until morning. But . . .
Oh yes, Mac! I'd suggest you send over a
couple of men to guard my home.”

“I was intending to do that, Tony. Good
night—see you at the office around ten.”

McGrath walked into the hall, took charge
of his prisoner and marched him out of the
house. Silk closed and locked the door.
Then he and Quinn went back to the library.

“It’s been an interesting evening, sir,”
Silk observed.

“And the evening isn’t over,” Quinn said
grimly. “Andy Shale is going to have a
visitor soon. Every time we’ve found a clue
in this case, it’s faded away leaving us noth-
ing. But Andy Shale is more than a clue.
He’s a fresh angle and if he doesn’t talk to
the Black Bat tonight, he’ll have a rough
time with Tony Quinn in the morning.”

(Answer to riddle on page 23)

Halfway. After the halfway mark,
he’s running out.

CHAPTER XII
Gambler's Records

.UTTING out all the lights
on the first floor, Silk
Kirby made his way up-
stairs and extinguished
the lights there one by
one, just as if he and
Quinn were finally retir-
ing for the night. Once
the place was in darkness,
however, Silk hurried to
the secret lab where Tony

Quinn had converted himself to the black-

clad, hooded marauder.

With the house now under the observation
of McGrath’s detectives, they had to be just
as careful—or more so—as when Shale’s
men had been planted there. Quinn led the
way, after they emerged from the tunnel
to the garden house. His uncanny sight
made their trip across darkened yards easy
and noiseless. The coupé was parked on a
back street with Butch waiting at the wheel.,

“I figured you might need this heap,”
Butch said. “So I went back to the State
Building and checked around the neighbor-
hood until I found it. How’d things work
out?”

“Nicely,” the Black Bat told him.
“Thanks, Butch, for your help. You can
go back to the rooming house now. By this
time Benny Loper must have checked your
room thoroughly.”

“Benny ain’t going to do much of any-
thing from here on,” Butch promised. “Ex-
cept wish he hadn’t set up this whole thing.”

“Don’t work him over yet,” the Black Bat
urged. “Just accept him as a smart and
dangerous enemy. It’s through him we may
learn something really important.”

Butch padded off into the night while
Silk got behind the wheel of the coupé and
headed in the opposite direction, with the
Black Bat beside him.

“Shale is no ordinary mug any more,
Silk,” the Black Bat said. ‘“He’s built him-
self up to a scale where his criminal activi-
ties are big business. I am beginning to
think now that every move against us may
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Wakefield Place.

From a spot fifty feet behind the house,
the Black Bat paused and studied the resi-
dence. A long back porch with a sloping roof
seemed to offer the best means of entrance.
The Black Bat slipped up to the porch,
climbed onto the railing and heaved himself
upward until he knelt on the roof. Cautious-
ly then he crawled toward the easily reached
windows.

Opening one of them was a simple matter
for anyone as skilled as the Black Bat. He
stepped across the sill into a bedroom,
crossed the floor and opened the door.
Downstairs a television set was playing soft-
ly. Nobody was on the move as the intruder
crept down the stairway, gun in hand.

Two lighted rooms he passed were empty,
but from sounds which appeared to emanate
from the kitchen, three or four men were
having a card game there. The Black Bat
sidled up to the doorway of the dimly lighted
room in which the television set was in use.

Andy Shale sat there alone, smoking a
cigar and holding a highball while he watched
a show. Shale was a man of medium height,
with dark hair and eyes. Realizing that his
mouth was sullen, he tried to conceal this
with a thin mustache.

The Black Bat moved noiselessly up be-
hind him and gently placed the muzzle of
his gun against the gambler’s neck.

“That’s to let you know this is not a
gag,” he whispered. ““Stay right where you
are while I close the door. Keep your hands
in plain sight, Don’t put down the cigar or
the glass.”

The Black Bat backed up, closed the door
softly, then moved toward the light from
the TV screen. Shale suddenly saw who
threatened him. He spoke in a hoarse voice.

“Is it okay to drink some of this highball?
I—think I need it.”

“I told you to sit perfectly quiet. If any-
one comes, send him away. Is that clear?”

“Yes. I'm not taking any chances with
you, Black Bat. Even though I can’t figure
out what you want with me.”

“Where is Joe Keeley ?”’ the Black Bat de-
manded.

“I never even heard of the guy,” Shale
answered promptly, “but I got plenty of

people working for me I don’t know. What’s
it all about?”

“Why were you having Tony Quinn’s
house watched ?”

“Me? Guess again, my friend. I'm not tan-
gling with Quinn. He’s poison to a man in
my position.”’

“Where is Whitey?” the Black Bat sud-
denly asked.

FTMHIS time he struck pay dirt. Shale’s

eyes widened just a little and the corners
of his mouth went down even more. He
seemed to compose himself with considerable
effort.

“If this is a guessing game,” he said, “I
lose it, because I don’t know any of these
people and I’'m not having Quinn watched.”

“You're lying,” the Black Bat accused,
“but I can’t make you talk. Not here. I
don’t even have to try. Where are your
books?”

“Books? What books?”

“The record books in which you make
false entries of your net profits from half a
dozen gambling joints. I want them.”

Shale shrugged. “I don’t keep books.
People in my business never do any more—
unless they want to court a prison rap. I'm
not that dumb.”

The Black Bat ordered Shale to stay just
as he was, and proceeded to search the room.
He knew there would be nothing there to
interest him, but it would register with
Shale that he meant to find those record
books. Finally he gave up and walked back
to stand directly behind Shale.

“You're finished, Shale,” he whispered.
“You can’t run out because you have too
many valuable interests, but you should have
let other things alone. I can prove you're
mixed up in murder. I'll also prove you're
involved in other crimes and I'll back up my
accusations with facts from your own rec-
ords. I want Joe Keeley and I want Whitey.
Tell me where they are and I'll make a deal.
Otherwise—you’re done.”

“I told you I don't know Keeley and I
never heard of anybody called Whitey,”
Shale insisted. “I can’t talk about things I
know nothing about. Not even under your
threats.”

’

4
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“We seem to have a difference of opin-
ion,” the Black Bat said. “You may change
vour mind later. Good night, Shale. I'll see
you again. and next time you'll be glad to
talk.”

The Black Bat raised his gun, brought it
down sharply on Shale’s skull, and made
certain the gambler was out cold. Then he
moved to one of the windows, raised it and
slipped out. In a few moments he was back
in the coupé with Silk.

““Shale’s main gambling place is ten miles
out on Route Nine,” he said, as he gave Silk
the go-ahead signal. ‘“Head for there and
move fast, because Shale will when he wakes
up.”

“He's sleeping ?"" Silk asked.

“Quietly. I fed him a steel-encased sleep-
ing pill. Just as part of the pay-off for his
having the same thing done to you. Silk. I
knew Shale wouldn't talk, I never expected
him to, but he thinks I'm getting together
evidence which will break his gambling em-
pire and put him away unless he does tell
the truth.”

“You'll have to show him that evidence,”
Silk said. “Men like Shale don’t believe a
thing unless it’s set before them in black and
white.”

“Yes, I know. I told him just enough so
he's sure I haven’t the evidence yet, but that
I'm on my way to getting it now. All his
books and ledgers must be in his office—
that's at the gambling place we're going to
visit right now.”

“But if he knows you're after something
that will break him he’s going to make
mighty sure that you don't ever find it,”" Silk
said.

“Of course he will. The only way is to
trap me there and kill me. Nothing short of
that, Silk. Now a man like Shale would keep
professional killers on tap. But not many.
because they're hardly reliable people to have
around. So I expect him to send his regu-
larly paid professionals to gun me out.
Which is exactly what T want.”

“First time I ever heard a man setting the
stage for his own murder,” Silk grunted. I
don't like it, and I don'’t see what good it
will do.”

[Turn page]
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and relaxed with a sigh.

“I don’t know why,” Silk said, “but I
have an idea you've got something up your
sleeve, sir, which may finish this case soon.”

“T hope so0,” Quinn said. ‘“However, there
are three things which must be done before
we can wind it up—we’ve got to find Joe
Keeley, identify and locate Whitey, and sat-
isfy ourselves as to just who this murdered
girl was.”

“I've changed my mind, sir,” Silk said
ruefully. “I don’t think we are close to the
solution.”

“We may be, Silk. I'm sure it was Benny
Loper who tipped off Keeley. Nobody else
could have done that. And Loper probably
told Keeley where to hide.”

“Suppose Keeley did go where Loper told
him to,” Silk said. ‘“Loper could have
showed up and just knocked him off.”

“T doubt it. One reason is that small scrap
of paper we found in Keeley’s room~—that
order to kill me. I'm positive Keeley never
even saw that letter. It was a plant.”

“But why?” Silk asked.

“Loper, or whoever is behind him, paid
us the compliment of showing they’re afraid
of us, Silk. There were attempts on our
lives, and if they had worked, the blame could
have been put on Keeley. That was the
whole idea.”

“And so they’d be sure to keep him alive,
at least until he was no longer of use to
them. Is that it, sir?”

“Exactly. I'm hoping to throw a scare
into Loper this morning, rattle him so badly
he’ll go straight to Keeley, maybe with the
idea of killing him. But if not, at least to
make him change his hiding place.”

Silk looked at the mantel clock. ““Well,
it’s about time I started breakfast. Perhaps
tonight we can catch up on our sleep. . ..”

HORTLY before ten o’clock that morn-
ing Benny Loper entered Tony Quinn’s
office. He looked even more ratty than he
had at the rooming house. His clothes looked
as if he had slept in them, his eyes were
bloodshot, and he was nervous and jittery.
“Sit down, Mr. Loper,” Quinn said. “I
asked you to come here because there is
someone I want you to look at.”

“The big guy who killed that girl?”” Loper
asked. “Did you nail him?”

“We're not certain. However, if the man
we have arrested didn’t actually kill the girl
himself, he must have been close by and the
murderer was simply an agent of his.”

“But T didn’t see anybody except this guy
Keeley,” Loper protested.

“You may have seen this man,” Quinn
said. “At any rate it won’t hurt to look at
him . . . Silk, is Inspector McGrath here
yet?”

“Yes, sir,” Silk said. ‘“With his prisoner.
I had them wait in the next office.”

“Bring them in now,” Quinn said. “And,
Loper, don’t say anything, don’t even show
you recognize this gan if you do. Is that
clear?”

Loper nodded. “Yes, sir. I'll be careful.”

Silk called in McGrath and Andy Shale.
The gambler came through the door first.
Though not seeming to do so, Quinn was
watching him for any signs of recognition
of Benny Loper. Shale merely glanced at
the small man, then looked away. He wasn’t
so good an actor that he could have known
Loper and not shown it. Not under the cir-
cumstances.

Shale walked before the front of Quinn’s
desk and at an order from McGrath stopped
just the other side of it. Loper was rotating
his greasy hat and looked as if he wanted
to get out of there quickly.

Andy Shale’s face and neck were growing
redder with rage. Suddenly he raised his
hand and smashed a fist down on the corner
of Quinn’s desk. As he did so, Loper made
a wild grab for a heavy paper weight on the
desk. He raised it and hurled the weight in
Shale’s direction, but the missile sailed al-
most straight at Tony Quinn’s head.

The unexpectedness of the act, together
with the almost lethal qualities of the paper
weight, almost made Quinn duck. It took
every ounce of will power he owned to keep
from showing that he saw the weight hur-
tling at him. But during that fraction of a
seeond between the time Loper threw the
missile and the moment of the impact,
Quinn’s features remained impassive and he
didn’t move a muscle to protect himself.

The paper weight hit him alongside the
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head. A glancing blow, but hard enough to
knock him off the chair and onto the floor.

In a flash Silk grabbed Loper while McGrath

collared Shale.

Quinn picked himself off the floor, clawed
blindly at the edge of the desk, and wiped
blood off his temple,

“What—happened?”’ he asked thickly.

Loper screamed an explanation. “Honest,
I didn’t mean to hit you, Mr. Quinn! I
thought that crook was going to pull a gun so
I threw the paper weight at him. [—I
missed. [—I'm sorry. Honest, I didn’t mean
to—"

“You idiot!” Silk growled. “You hone-
headed fool!”

“Take it easy, Silk,” Quinn said quietly.
“Perhaps Loper did what he thought was
best. T heard Shale hit the desk. Was he
trying to get away?”

“All T did was hit the desk,” Shale said.
“I was so sore I had to hit something. Keep-

" ing nre locked up all night, not even letting
me talk to my lawyer. Asking me ques-
tions—uestions—"’

“Shut up!" McGrath snapped. “Sit down
and stay in the chair.”

“Honest—I'm sorry,” Loper whimpered.
“I'm awful sorry.”

“Let it go,” Quinn said and said down.
“There’s been little harm done. All right,
Loper—you wait in the next room. See that
he's comfortable, Silk.”

Still meekly apologizing, Loper followed
Silk to the next room. Silk pointed to a
chair just inside the room and when he left
Loper alone, he also left the door ajar.
Loper would be able to hear every word said
in the next office.

“Let’s get this over with,” Quinn said.
“Shale, two men who have admitted working
for you were caught last night in one of

" your gambling casinos. They carried guns
which we can prove beyond any question
fired the bullets which killed a police detec-
tive and a pawnbroker. Also, the same guns
were used in an attempt to murder a man
named Robard. He is alive and will get bet-
ter, and he has identified these two men as
the gunmen who shot him.”

Shale squirmed uneasily. “I'm not re-
‘sponsible for what the boys do. Maybe it was

a private feud. I'm not crazy enough to
order them to kill a cop. Or anybody else
for that matter.”

“All right,” Quinn said. “We'll come
back to that later. Here is something else.
We want a man named Joe Keeley and we
know he worked for you.”

“That’s a lie!” Shale shouted. “I never
heard of him.”

“Now Shale,” Quinn said in a reproving
voice, “we can back up that accusation.
Keeley has been in contact with you during
the last twenty-four hours.”

“This is some kind of a trick!” Shale
yelled. “It's not true! I tell you I don't
know any Joe Keeley!”

“He phoned you, Shale,” Quinn went on.
“He's scared and broke and sick of hiding
out. He wants help. You can get him out
of town. Now—where is he?”

“I tell you I don't know,” Shale insisted.
“Somebody’s been handing you a line.”

Quinn leaned back in his chair. “All right,
Shale,” he said patiently. “One thing we
have is time—and four of your men who are
willing to talk. They know about Keeley.
Sooner or later you'll tell us where he is
and I've got an idea it won't take long. Think
it over.”

MCGRATH seemed puzzled by this pro-
“cedure, but he went along with the
game. Silk drifted casually over to the door
between the offices. He took a quick look
in the next office, then coughed lustily.

Quinn knew by this prearranged signal
that Benny Loper had departed in a great
hurry. And outside Carol and Butch were
waiting to take up his trail. Quinn stalled a
little longer.

“Mac,” he asked, “are any of your men
with you?"

“Yes, two of 'em are in the waiting room.
I wasn’t taking chances with a guy like
Shale.”

“Turn Shale over to them. I'm sure he'll
think better and faster in a cell. Then come
back here, Mac.”

McGrath put handcuffs on Shale, led him
out and in a few moments returned.

“Tony,” he said, “I don’t get it. What’s
the idea? We've no proof that Joe Keeley
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a document tacked to the office wall. She
caught up with Butch as he reached the
stairway. ‘

Neither had any idea about what part of
the warehouse Keeley would be using for a
hideout, but there certainly was no place
on the ground floor where he could success-
fully conceal himself.

The second floor seemed to be made up
of many small rooms in which small lots of
furniture had probably been stored at one
time. The doors hung crookedly off rusted
hinges. Dust was thick over everything.

Carol touched Butch’s arm and they came
to a stop. “He must be on the top floor,”
she whispered. ‘““The dust between these
storage rooms hasn't been disturbed.”

Butch nodded and led the way to the final
flight of stairs. They were halfway up them
when they heard a man’s voice shouting in
sudden terror.

“Benny, you ain’t going to kill me! Look,
I didn’t call anybody! I didn’t phone Andy
Shale. ... Sure, I know of him. I worked
in one of his places once as a bouncer, but
I never saw Shale and he don’t know me.”

Butch started running up the stairs three
at a time. On the landing, he paused. The
third floor also consisted of rooms, but big-
ger ones. From one of these came yellow
light. The flickering light of either a candle
or an old-fashioned lamp.

They heard Benny Loper speak then. Ap-
parently he hadn’t heard Butch and Carol
break into the place. He probably had been
too busy with the task in hand, which was
murder. _

Loper now was facing Joe Keeley, who
stood with his back against the wall. The
killer’s hands were half raised, his ugly face
still bore traces of the scratches inflicted by
the girl he had murdered. Loper had a snub-
nosed gun in his fist.

“I never should have trusted you,” Loper
was saying. “I’d have been safer if you were
dead and that’s how it’s going to be as of
now.”

He stepped back a couple of paces and
started to level the gun on a line with Kee-
ley’s chest. Suddenly Butch burst into the
room. Keeley gave a hoarse yell of alarm.
Loper whirled about. Butch’s big fist

smashed against Loper’s shoulder, paraly-
zing his whole gun arm. The weapon clat-
tered to the floor. Butch shoved him away,
started winding up a haymaker.

But Keeley moved in then. Inspired by
sheer terror of being caught, he propelled
himself away from the wall and streaked for
the door. Butch moved directly into his
path. Keeley roared a challenge. They were
both big men and Keeley knew how to take
care of himself. He slashed at Butch’s face
with a fast punch, missed, and was rocked
back on his heels by Butch who didn’t miss.

Butch waded in, to finish it as fast as pos-
sible. Benny Loper, who had shrunk back
toward the door, suddenly stepped through
it. He turned to run and found himself
faced by Carol and the small gun she held.

Loper came to a sudden stop. His eyes
narrowed. He sensed that this girl would
shoot, but he also knew that the battle in .
the room behind him was bound to end with
Keeley on the floor and then that giant would
come after him. Loper had nothing to lose.

‘He suddenly kicked his foot up and at
the same time threw himself to one side.
Carol fired. The bullet ripped into Loper’s
arm, high and near the shoulder, but the
slug was small and he weathered it. He
wound an arm around Carol’s throat, bent
her until she thought her spine would crack.
She tried to maneuver the gun into position
for another shot, but Loper saw to it that
she couldn’t. He pressed a knee against her
back. The pressure increased.

SUDDENLY he tripped her. As she fell,

he scooped up the gun that dropped from
her hand. Butch came through the door at
that moment and Loper fired. But he was
in a hurry, with no time to aim. The bullet
hit the door frame and Butch dodged back
inside.

Loper was panicky now. He had seen
Butch’s face for the first time and recognized
him.

“You're a spy fqr Shale!” he yelled. “I'll
take care of him later.”

Loper whirled and began running. He
fired twice over his shoulder to keep Butch
back. Then he disappeared down the steps.

Butch helped Carol to her feet. “Let the
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rat go,” he said. “We’'ll get him later. At
least they both didn’t get away.”

Joe Keeley was groaning and recovering
consciousness when Carol knelt beside him.
Butch moved the oil lantern so the light fell

on the mystery girl's murderer. Keeley
opened his eyes and shuddered.
“You're Joe Keeley,” Carol said, “and

you murdered that girl in the rooming house.
There’s no use lying now.”

“Okay,” Keeley groaned. “I killed her,
but I didn’t mean to do it. Honest, I was
only gonna teach her a lesson because she
two-timed me.”

“If that’s the truth, you might get a
*break,” Carol said. “But you'll have to prove
it.”

Keeley sat up, nursing his swelling jaw.
He was regaining some of his usual belliger-
ency.

“Why should I? You're no cop. Or if
you are, you'll have to show me a badge.”

Butch curled his right hand into a huge
fist and brought it down before Keeley’s eyes.

“That’s a badge, you woman killer. Talk,
or I'll work you over so you'll yell for the
cops.”

Keeley had felt the sting of that fist. He
shivered.

“All right,” he said. “I met Andrea Kane
three weeks before I killed her. She took me
for a sucker. Had me to her house. Told
me I was her kind of guy, then ran out on
me.”

‘“She needed you to help her in some way,”
Carol said. “What was it she wanted?”

“Oh, there was some guy named \Whitey
Marlin who used to be Andy Shale’s part-
ner. - He disappeared, and she figured I knew
lots of Shale’s boys and if they had snatched
him or bumped him off, I could find that
out.”

“And did you?” Carol asked.

“All T know is I asked around and all I
found out was that Whitey had quit the
gang and the rackets and gone to France.
He went there on business for the mob and
he never showed up back here again.”

“You're sure about that?”’ Carol insist-
ed.

“Look—even Shale was trying to find
Whitey. Everybody was looking for Whitey.

So I told her, and what happens then? She
starts bawling. Well, I walked out. Next
day I went back and she was gone.”

“But you found her again in that cheap
rooming house, didn't you?”

“Sure. It was easy. For three weeks she
was walking around town asking for Whitey.
It wasn’t hard to pick up her trail. I found
out she was living at that cheap dump, so
I went there and got a room, and was ready
for her.”

“Go on, Keeley,” Carol ordered.

“WWhen she came in, I was there in her
room, waiting. She started to yell, so I put
the squeeze on her. All I wanted to do was
show her I was no sucker. But I—I don’t
know what happened. All of a sudden she
was dead.”

“Where does Loper fit into this?” Carol
asked.

“I—I met him in the hall as I was coming
ot of her room. I'd never seen the guy be-
fore. I planned to stay under cover in my
room there until the heat died away. Then
I got a telephone call in the middle of the
n'ght. From Loper. He'd found out who
1 was all right. He told me the cops were
wise and would find me quick if I didn’t
take it on the lam.”

“And then?”

“I got out of there. He’d told me where
te meet him though I didn’t have any idea
why he wanted to help me, and I didn’t ask.
He showed up too—after a couple of hours.
He said he'd been to my room in the hotel
and had cleaned it up so the cops wouldn’t
be sure if I'd been there or not. Then he
brought me here.”

“Have you been here ever since?”

“Sure,” Keeley said. ‘“He bought a lot of
food. It was a good hideout. Then a little
while ago he busts in and says he’s gonna
kill me because I telephoned Shale. I didn’t.
I never moved outa this place. I was afraid
to.”

“You said the girl’s name was Andrea
Kane,” Carol said. “Are you sure that was
her real name?”

“It was a phony. Couple of times when I
called her Andrea, she didn’t even pay any
attention. No dame is making a sucker outa
me, understand? She made me walk for
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to be Shale’s partner in the gambling houses
and the rackets. He was way up there in
gangland. Then it seems he went to Europe
on a business trip for the gang and—no-
body ever heard of him after that.”

“Do you think Shale would have killed
him?”

“If Whitey doublecrossed him and he ever
laid hands on him, he would. \Whitey knew
too much.”

“I see,” Quinn said musingly. “Well, be-
sides all that we’ve lost Benny Loper who
certainly was much more important in this
business than he seemed to be. And Shale
won’t talk no matter how much pressure is
put on him.”

McGrath nodded. “That's true—and I'm
wondering about it. We’ve got Shale good
this time. The confessions of his hired kill-
ers are enough to put him away, although I
wouldn’t take any bets on it. Shale’s law-
yers are already getting busy.”

“I offered him a deal,” Quinn said. “He
wouldn’t fall for ‘t. Something is keeping
Shale’s tongue from wagging. I can tell.
I've been in this business long enough to rec-
ognize the symptoms.”

“I agree with you, but unless we find out
what’s holding him back, we’ll get nowhere.
I'll keep digging, and I expect the Black
Bat isn’t finished with this, either. You
know, Tony, it makes me laugh. All those
times I’d sit down and talk to you just as if
you were the Black Bat. I must have wast-
ed a lot of wind.”

Quinn laughed for a moment. Then he
said, “Mac, did you check all homicide rec-
ords, including accidental deaths, for any
victim who resembled Whitey Marlin?”

“Sure I did, and nothing doing, Tony.
We've got Whitey’s prints on file. All vic-
tims of violent deaths are checked against
our files. No, sir—if Whitey is dead, he’s
at the bottom of some nice quiet lake.”

“I’'m afraid of that, too,” Quinn said.
“What did Whitey look like ?”

“Big fellow, good-looking. Blond, six
feet maybe. Well-built.”

“Which exactly fits the description of the
man that mystery girl was seeking. Now
why did she want to find Whitey? Mac, a
few questions are being answered. I be-

lieve Whitey and that girl were married.
Whitey was on the run. That explains why
there were so many guns in that house on
Wakefield Place, and it accounts for the
elaborate home-made burglar alarms there.”

“You’re right!” McGrath exclaimed.
““And it tells us why those punks busted into
the house to steal all of Whitey’s belongings
and wipe away any prints he might have
n:ade, after he disappeared.”

“Which means Andy Shale is in on it, but
we can’t tie him up. Those men were his.
We know that much. Mac, if they knew
Whitey Marlin was dead and safely disposed
oi, why would they care whether or not his
prints and clothes were found?”

“That’s easy. They don't want us to know
they killed him.”

“But Mac, if the corpse is hidden we
can’t make a move unless we find it.”

“I don’t know, Tony.” McGrath got to
his feet. “It’s still got me dizzy. I'm going
bick and sweat Shale some more. His men,
tco. And let’s hope the Black Bat hasn’t
dropped the whole thing.”

MCGRATH even slapped Silk on the back
as he walked out. Silk walked into the
library with a broad grin.

“Ever since McGrath is certain you're
not the Black Bat,” he remarked, ‘“he's ap-
parently trying to make up for the times
when he accused you of everything in the
law books.”

“If this case were really ended, Silk,”
Quinn said soberly, “I think I could enjoy
the joke more. Especially the part where
McGrath believes Butch is the Black Bat.
But we’ve got to get busy.”

“I wouldn’t know where to begin,” Silk
sizhed.

“We've got to find Whitey Marlin, Silk.
When we do, we'll know the truth. Carol
sl:ould have called by now.”

“She will,” Silk assured him. “How can
she get into any trouble just checking the
property owned by the Whitmore estate?”

“I suppose you're right. Well, at least
we’'ve got the killer and we know why he
murdered the girl. I'm also sure Benny
Loper is the one who ransacked the girl’s
room after she was dead and that he snipped
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“I think so—and if they are, they’ll do
anything to protect themselves. Including
murder. You see, Silk, I'm pretty sure by
now that the girl who was murdered in that
cheap rooming house was Martha Whit-
more!”’

“But how could she be?” Silk argued.
“Mrs. Whitmore showed us a picture of
Martha, and you saw how different she was
from the murdered girl.”

“There were two Whitmore sisters,”
Quinn said. “One died in France. I think
we were shown a picture of that sister. In
fact, I can almost prove it. The ring snipped
off the murdered girl’s finger gave me that
lead.”

“Would you mind explaining?”
asked.

“It'll be brief. Silk, a ring which fits a
finger so tightly that it has to be cut off,
has either been on the finger for years, since
the wearer was very young, or the wearer
has put on so much weight the ring has
stuck. We know the girl in question was
not fat. Therefore the ring had been on the
finger since before she stopped growing.”

Silk nodded. “Yes, and the girl in the
picture which Mrs. Whitmore showed us
wasn’t wearing a ring. If you're right, and
the dead girl was Martha Whitmore, then
her aunt lied!”

“And Carol is going there to see the
aunt,” Quinn groaned. ‘“Look, we have to
take chances. You go to Mrs. Whitmore's
place now as fast as you can travel. Keep
it under observation. If Carol comes out,
well and good. Stop her from going in if
you get there in time. Otherwise do nothing.
I'll see you there as soon as I can.”

Silk started to hurry out of the room.
“Depend on me, sir. If Carol runs into any
trouble and they take her away, I'll follow
and report in on the telephone tape.”

Quinn hooked his white cane over his
arm, walked to the book-lined wall of the
library and let himself into the lab. Five
minutes later he was dressed in the regalia
of the Black Bat. In less than five more
minutes- after that, the Black Bat, wearing
his wide-brimmed hat, was seated beside
Butch in the old car. The motor under its
hood was souped up and Butch was taking

Silk

corners at sixty.

“Take it easy, Butch,” the Black Bat said.
“We don’t want to be stopped. It might be
somewhat embarrassing, especially now that
[nspector McGrath is so sold on the idea
*hat the Black Bat isn’t Tony Quinn.”

“I'm worried about Carol,” Butch said.

“But if we're picked up, we'll never reach
her. She’s got a measure of safety in the
jact that Silk is on watch. And maybe noth-
ing will happen anyway.”

“QOkay.” Butch slowed down. “I’ll take
it easier. . . Look, what makes you think
this Whitey Marlin is up at this lodge any-
way?”’

“I don’t know that he is, Butch. But the
precautions he took in that house on Wake-
field Place showed he was scared. Natur-
zlly, having been Shale’s partner in crime,
as well as business, he must have known a
great deal. Perhaps enough to put Shale in
prison or even the chair, So Shale would be
gunning for him if Whitey ran out on him
and Whitey would want a safe place to hide
out.”

“That makes sense,” Butch admitted.
“But if he was tied up with the dead girl,
how come he hasn’t showed? You’'d think
he’'d either have tried to protect her by tak-
ing her with him, or he’d have come back
to get revenge. They say Whitey wasn'’t
such a bad guy, but that he was a holy terror
when he got sore.”

“Yes, I heard that about him too, Butch.
Ferhaps there’s a reason why he didn’t
come back. My personal belief is that Whi-
tey Marlin is dead and has been for some
time.”

Butch tramped on the brakes, turned the
spotlight on a road sign and made a left
turn onto a dirt road with a high crown and
a million ruts. Now he was forced to pro-
ceed slowly, and they began a constant climb
until the air became cool and crisp. There
was a half moon, lighting up the mountain-
side fairly well and soon they spotted the
Whitmore hunting lodge deep in a valley be-
tween the mountains.

At the Black Bat’s command, Butch
pulled up. The Black Bat exchanged the
hat for his tightly fitting hood. He got out
of the car and closed the door with the least
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knew what was going to be there. After a
few moments he came down, dropping into
Butch’s upraised arms.

“I found Whitey,” he told Butch. “He’s
up there and he’s been dead a long time.
Several weeks. That’s why he didn’t come
back for Martha and it’s also why he didn't
show up after she was murdered.”

“What happened to him?” Butch asked.

“There are two bullet-holes in his back,
the best I can make out. I think Shale's boys
found him in town, shot him in the back, but
he made it to his car which he drove here.
It’s parked half a mile away in the brush and
well-hidden. Whitey knew he was badly
wounded, but he was afraid to get help.
Maybe he figured he could treat the wounds
himself. At any rate this was the only place
of refuge he knew. He got into the loft
somehow and pulled the ladder up after him,
just in case Shale’s boys came here looking
for him.”

“And he died up there, all by himself,”
Butch grunted. “You know, he may have
been a heel, but I feel sorry for the guy.”

“He died slowly, Butch. I could tell that.
And he wrote a letter to whoever found his
body. In fact, he wrote two letters. One to
his wife.”

“You mean Martha Whitmore ?”’

“Yes, Butch. Let’s head back to town.

This is finished now. I'll tell you what was.

in the note on our way back.”

BUTCH reached the highway soon and
. stepped on the gas. The Black Bat was
slumped beside him. The eyes beneath the
wide brimmed hat glittered in cold rage.
“Whitey,” he said, as the car rolled on,
“went to France on business for the gam-
bling and crime ring. While he was there,
he met Martha \Whitmore. For some rea-
son these two people, as unlike as humans
can be, were attracted to one another. They
were married, but they didn't return to this
country right away. Then Whitey, from va-
rious letters sent by Martha’s aunt by mar-
riage, and her aunt’s brother whom she had
always called uncle, and by her attorneys,
began to suspect all wasn’t quite as serene
on the home front as it appeared to be.
Martha’s Aunt Vera with her brother Owen

Lansing, had been methodically looting the
estate for years. Martha had lived abroad
s'nce she was a girl and had left everything
in their hands, with a power of attorney.”

“So that’s it,” Butch snorted. “The same
old angle—somebody wants a lot of dough
without working for it.”

“Whitey admitted in his last letter that he
knew the chance he was taking in returning
to this country. But to protect Martha’s es-
tate, he had to risk it. Shale had sent word
that he considered Whitey’s desertion a
doublecross. Apparently Whitey gave up his
life of crime when he married Martha.”

“So when he got back, they were ready
for him,” Butch grunted.

“In a way, Butch. Whitey was no fool.
He sent Martha home first and with her she
brought a long, detailed outline of every
crime Shale had ever committed. Martha
concealed this in her home—with the knowl-
edge of her Aunt Vera and Owen Lansing
whom she still trusted because Whitey had
not told her of his suspicions about them.
He had just told her he wanted to live in the
United States and that the documented in-
formation about the gang would protect him.”

“Hey—that aunt and phony uncle were
holding the papers over Shale’s head. Sure,
they made him try to have you knocked off.
That’s why Shale won’t talk. He can'’t, with-
out handing himself a stiff rap.”

“Quite correct, Butch. Everything seems
to be explained now. Even why the aunt
came to the house on Wakefleld Place, while
we happened to be there. She wanted to see
for herself if \Whitey was hiding there.
When she ran into me, as Tony Quinn, she
tried to squirm out and when that didn’t
work, she told just part of the truth. I don’t
think she knew then that Martha was dead,
but when Silk showed her Martha’s picture,
she knew all right. And in turn, she showed
me a picture of Martha’s dead sister, a pic-
ture she always carried around with her
to show as Martha, if need be. And not
Martha’s double by any means.”

“So Mrs. Whitmore and her brother were
a‘raid to have Martha identified. The girl
who had treated them as if she was their
own niece, who'd probably supported them
for years!” Butch was disgusted.
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“Whitey guessed the truth,” the Black
Bat said. “If Martha should die unexpect-
edly, her estate would be his, but he realized
then that Mrs. Whitmore and her brother
were already forcing Shale to track down
and kill him, Whitey. Even now I'll bet they
don’t know who died first, Martha or Whi-
tey.”

“Who did—Whitey?"” Butch asked.

“Yes, Silk. He couldn’t even get word
to Martha. And she thought he was hiding
out so as not to bring danger to her. That's
why she was searching for him. And that’s
why everything which might identify her was
removed from the Wakefield Place honre after
Joe Keeley had strangled her to death. It
would spoil a mighty brutal plan to have her
identified.”

“But what about the letters from Martha
—and that phone call from Switzerland you
overheard one night?” Butch asked.

“That phone call explains several things,
Butch. The letters were, of course, fakes.
The phone call didn’t come from Switzer-
land. It came from Benny Loper who had
his suspicions the Black Bat might look
over the Whitmore home and family and
was on hand somewhere near. When I en-
tered the house, I had to raise a window high
and there wasn’t time to close it when I left.
So Mrs. Whitmore guessed I'd either been
there or that I was still prowling around.
She pretended Loper’s call was from Eu-
rope.”’

“And that’s when those mugs busted into
your house, slugged Silk and looked around
for Tony Quinn who wasn’t there,” Butch
said grimly.

“That’s right, Butch. Whoever talked to
Mrs. Whitmore that night—and I'm betting
it was Loper—Ilaid a trap for me. He made
Shale have my house watched and it was
probably Shale’s boys who invaded the place.
They did exactly what Loper told them to do
—Dbecause he was working for or with Mrs.
Whitmore and Owen and they had evidence
enough to hang Shale.”

Butch growled deep in his throat. “I had
Benny right in my mitt. If I'd known about
him then, he wouldn’t have got away.”

“But he did—and he had a good look at
Carol. She’s gone to the Whitmore house,

Butch, and if Loper is there, he’s bound to
recognize her. Hang the risk of being
stopped! Make this car roll. . . .”

AROL BALDWIN walked up onto the

porch of the Whitmore home and rang

the bell. Mrs. Whitmore herself admitted

her and Carol went at once into her pre-
pared speech.

“Mrs. Whitmore, I'm in the real estate
business, and I have a client who has plenty
of money to spend. He wants a hunting
lodge, isolated yet of the luxurious type.
I have learned that Mr. Roger Whitmore left
such a lodge when he died and I'm wonder-
ing if it has been sold yet or is for sale.”

Someone was coming down the stairs.
Carol looked over Mrs. Whitmore's shoulder
at Mrs. Whitmore's brother, Owen Lansing,
who walked briskly up to them.

“Who are you?” he demanded of Carol
abruptly.

“She’s a real estate agent,” Vera Whit-
more explained, “and has a client who's in-
terested in the lodge.”

Owen nodded. “I imagine the estate
would be interested in selling that place, but
it would take some time. You see, the heir
lives in Europe and can't easily be reached.”

“Oh, that’s all right,” Carol said. “But
perhaps before we go too deeply into it, we'd
better let my cilent look at the place to be
sure he's interested. Would you tell me
where it's located?"

“I suppose there’s no harm in that,” Owen
said.

Then he backed away a little and a change
came over his face. It grew harsher and
his eyes became alive with suspicion. Carol
didn’t know what had happened, but she
did realize that it was time to get out of
there. She started to turn. That was when
the muzzle of the gun touched the back of
her neck.

“Maybe you'd answer some questions for
us, for a change,” Benny Loper's voice
purred. “Owen, take that handbag away
from her. She packs a nasty little gun in it
sometimes, and I know just how well she
can shoot. I'm carrying a hole in my shoul-
der, thanks to her.”

Carol dropped the handbag on the floor.
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Upstairs Benny Loper waited just long
enough to hear Butch make his demands in
the name of Andy Shale. Then Loper qui-
etly entered one of the rooms, stood on a
chair in the corner, climbed from that to a
table and reached up to the raftered ceiling.
He maneuvered some sort of a device in-
stalled on the upper part of a beam. A mo-
ment later he had a fat envelope in his hands.
He climbed down and started toward the
door.

Suddenly his way was hlocked. He looked
along the barrel of an automatic, then raised
his eyes to stare at the hooded man who
held the gun.

“Drop that envelope on the floor, Loper,”
the Black Bat said. “Drop it, or I'll kill
you.”

Loper’s half paralyzed fingers let go of the
envelope. He stepped back a pace. The
Black Bat moved forward a little and bent
to pick up the envelope. Loper was waiting
for that. His foot started to rise in a vicious
kick. Suddenly his ankle was seized and too
late he realized the Black Bat had anticipat-
ed just such a move.

Loper was dumped over backwards. The

Black Bat bent down, gun upraised. Loper
saw it coming. He screamed, a high-pitched
yell of terror. Then the gun thudded against
his {orehead.

The Black Bat stuffed the envelope into
a pocket, turned and ran from the room, He
raced up the attic stairs, located the fur stor-
age closet and with a prayer on his lips,
tore open the door. Carol moaned as he
picked her up. He carried her to a window,
smashed the glass and let the cool, fresh air
revive her.

After a few moments she could stand and
walk.

“Hello,” she managed to say.
. “I'm sorry, Carol,” the Black Bat said.

“] was afraid this would happen, but I
couldn’t help it. All I could do was send
Silk. He watched the house and knew you
hadn’t come out. He was going in with a
gun just as I arrived.”

“You got them? All of them? Vera and
Owen and that terrible Benny Loper?”

“Yes, it’s finished. I also got certain doc-
uments Whitey Marlin prepared, to hold

Shale in check. TI'll explain things later.
Butch told me how Loper thought you two
worked for Shale, so I had Butch crash into
the house. Loper, just as I hoped he would,
went for the documents that were hidden
here. . . . We’ll have to hurry. I want Loper
and the others all nicely tied up and ready
for McGrath. . . .”

T WAS daylight when Inspector McGrath
walked into the library of Tony Quinn’s
home. It had been a large evening for Mc-
Grath. He was smoking a brand new cigar,
a long panatela which gave off an expensive
aroma quite unlike the smell of most of the
cigars he smoked.

“You know what’s happened?” McGrath
exulted. “The Black Bat said he’d explain
things to you and give you the papers
Whitey M a*in prepared concerning Shale.”

“Yes, Mac, he told me the whole story—
how \Vhitey and Martha Whitmore were
married and he became her heir to this estate
on which Vera Whitmore and her brother
Owen sponged. Martha turned those docu-
ments over to her Aunt Vera because she
mistakenly trusted both Vera and Owen,
and they held them over Shale’s head. They
enlisted the services of a nephew from out
of town who wasn't averse to murder, if
necessary, to gather in a fortune.”

“That’s it!” McGrath said. “But we've
got the lot of them—Joe Keeley for the mur-
der of Martha Whitmore, Shale and his
gang who'll go up for long terms, if they
escape the chair, Loper, Vera and Owen—
they’re all locked up. It's a clean sweep.
But we need those documents.”

Quinn fumbled in his pocket and took out
the fat envelope. ‘“It’s all yours, Mac, and
welcome. Silk read me the details.”

McGrath opened the unsealed envelope,
extracted the papers and scanned them.
Then he folded them again and put them
back. He placed the envelope on a table at
his elbow.

“You know,” he said, “I'm actually sorry
for Whitey. I think he really did reform.”

“I’'m convinced of it,” Quinn said.

“Martha Whitmore’s body has been iden-
tified, of course,” McGrath went on. “She’d
grown up in Europe, you see, so nobody
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I admitted it.

“The inspector wants to see you in Mc-
Cord’s tent,” he said.

I went along peaceably, taking the knife
with me. When I got to McCord’s tent I
~ found quite a gathering. There was Mec-
" Cord himself, The Cat, the roustabouts who
had carried Myra Dean away after her fall,
a couple uniformed policemen, and Inspector
Kurt Stengle, Homicide Bureau.

It wasn’t long before I found out that In-
spector Stengle was one of the toughest and
most sarcastic homicide dicks I had ever run
" into. He gave me a quick once-over as [
came in, and his steel-gray eyes glistened.

“Underwood ?” he snapped.

“In person,” I said.

He jerked his head toward McCord. I
noticed he was chewing a heavy wad of gum.

“McCord tells me you’re looking into this
case. Right?”

I nodded, and Stengle permitted a sneer

to cut his lips.

"~ “In every case there’s somebody wants to
play detective,” he snapped.

I nodded again.

“When I was a kid I always played cops
and robbers,” I cracked. “I was always on
the cops’ side—although sometimes I won-
der why.”

“Wise guy. eh?” Stengle chewed his gum
slowly. “Tell me what you know about this
murder!”

I told him. I told him everything that had
happened from the time Myra had fallen
until the cop had come to get me in my tent.
The onlv thing T didn’t tell him was that I
was an F.B.I. agent. I was saving that one
for later.

When T was finished, Stengle turned to
a cop.

“Get this Johnny Knight in here,” he or-
dered. Then he wheeled on The Cat and
started firing questions. Before long he had
The Cat all confused, so I slipped in a word.

“I don't think The Cat did it,” I said.

Stengle spun around like a top. A grin
spread across his face.

“So you don’t think so, eh? And who do
you think you are—Sherlock Holmes?”

“Not me,” 1 said. “I'm the guy who
taught Sherlock to solve crimes.”

He turned a little purple at that one, but
just then the cop came back with Johnny

. Knight. Knight was a slim lad, with slick

black hair and a tiny black mustache above
even white teeth. Stengle pointed to the
knife, which now lay on a table.

“Yours?” he asked.

Johnny looked surprised.

“Why, yes. It’s the one I lost a week
ago!” .

“Oh, it is, enh?” Stengle’s voice dripped
acid. “So you’re a good shiv tosser?”’

“I earn my living by it,” said Johnny
easily.

Stengle told Knight how the knife on the
table had been thrown at me, and Johnny
paled a little.

“I told you I lost that knife a week ago,”
he repeated.

““Yeah, I know.” Stengle grinned slowly.
“How miany knives you got, anyway?”’

“Two dozen.”

“And they all got your initials on them?”

“That’s right.”

“And you deny throwing this knife at
Underwood ?”

Johnny tensed his jaw.

“I deny it, yes. As a matter of fact, if
I had thrown the knife. I wouldn’t have
missed.”

Stengle just stared a minute. I grinned
and said. “There’s something in that.
Knight’s one of the best tossers in the busi-
ness.”

“Shut up!” snapped Stengle. “When I
need any help from you, I'll ask for it!”

I SHUT up. I would have liked to tell him
I was one of J. Edgar’s boys, but I wasn’t
ready to spring that one yet—even to the
cops. :

So a couple hours of questioning dragged
on, and The Cat was jittery and Johnny
Knight was smooth as oil and Alan McCord
was worried, his face drawn in deep lines.
The trapeze apparatus and the knife were
dusted for fingerprints, but none were found.
And when it was all over we were no closer
to a solution of Myra Dean’s death than
we had been before.

Finally Stengle left, telling us all to stick
around and leaving a couple token cops on
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we can fool the local cops. But if the Feds
ever get onto this—"
. The Cat chuckled again. He sounded
" sinister as hell, and I felt a little sick inside.
'~ “The Feds won't get wise,” he said con-
" fidently. “Why should they? A crime wave
hits each town the circus plays. It’s a local
problem, and the Feds don’t mix in local
" crimes. How do they know that the petty
burglaries and sluggings and murders are
the result of kids being souped up with
“marijuana?
. “We flood the city with marijuana, the
" kids puff on it, go crazy and do something
they shouldn’t. All the cops know is that all
of a sudden there’s a wave of crime, but
they don’t know what causes it. Even if
they catch them, the kids won’t admit they
been smoking the weed—”

“Listen!” the gruff-voiced man cut in
sharply. “Didn’t the hoss say never to
speak the word ‘marijuana? You’'re getting
careless, and if the hoss hears you—""

I stood there, almost transfixed, as the
import of what I had overheard seeped in.
Marijuana! The terrible locoweed that drove
people crazy, that raised homicidal instincts
and passions to a lunatic fever—that was
the answer to the whole problem. Reefers
—the marijuana-loaded ciggies—accounted
for everything! It was that simple.

I could see now in all its bigness this im-
mense racket. The marijuana-circus com-
bination was ideal for the business of flood-
ing the country with reefers. The way it
worked was obvious. Someone in the cir-
cus—The Cat, perhaps—had connections
with dope smugglers. The smugglers de-
livered marijuana cigarettes to their repre-
sentative with the circus. And the circus,
traveling all over the country, served as an
ideal delivery setup. In each major town
where the circus played, marijuana was de-
livered in huge quantities. Peddlers then
went to work on the city’s addicts—mostly
teen-age kids—and the result was a wave
of marijuana-inspired crime.

And judging from the seriousness of the
crime waves that had followed in the wake
of the circus, marijuana was being dispensed
in huge quantities.

This, definitely, was a case for the Feds,

and it was one I would be able to crack
wide open, and quickly.

I patted the cold steel of a service gun in
my pocket and started down the black stair-
way. But I never got where I was going.
Without warning, something hard and solid
came down on the back of my head. I felt
the warehouse dance around me, and I
pitched forward.

How deep the stairs were, T never knew.
I simply went tumbling head over heels
into horrible blackness, and I was uncon-
scious when T hit bottom.

I CAME out of it slowly, with conscious-

ness seeping into my brain reluctantly.
Before my eyes opened I was aware of voices
in the room and the fact that I was lying on
a hard, lumpy cot.

The voices didn’t make sense at first. But
my brain had cleared enough to make me
cautious. I lay for a long time with my eyes
closed, listening to the two voices in the
room.

At last T became aware of one thing: the
deep-toned voice was present, but not The
Cat’s. The second voice now in the room
was a strange one.

I decided to open my eyes just a slit and
try to take in my surroundings. When I
did a bright light closed them again with
a jabbing pain. I had to try it a couple times,
and finally I made out a few things around
me.

The room was tiny, and almost bare of
furniture except for the cot I was on, a
round table, and two chairs. The chairs
were occupied by men I had never seen be-
fore—a huge fat man who owned the deep-
toned voice, and a thin, emaciated gent who
owned the other one. They were sitting at
the round table, playing cards.

Through slitted eyes, I took in the situa-
tion. The skinny fellow was sitting with
his back to me, his chair tipped back on its
rear legs. The fat man named Joe was fac-
ing me, but he seemed more interested in
his cards than he was in my returning con-
sciousness. In fact, the cot on which I lay
was in shadows, since the one light in the
room hung directly over the table and cast
its yellow glow down on the card-players






I made quick tracks to the tent from which
the scream and gunfire noise had come, and
my blood was running like a chilled stream
as I bore down on it.

" Because the tent belonged to IKatrinka,
the Fat Lady! '

I got to the tent door in a couple of
bounds, and froze in my tracks at the sight
inside. A small lamp was set in one corner
of the tent, which, except for the immediate
area in which it was located, succeeded only
in shrouding the tent in hazy shadows. And
in those shadows I saw the huge form of
Katrinka, lying on her specially built cot,
with streams of blood running from two bul-
let holes in-her forehead!

Somehow, even at a distance, I knew she
was dead. And crouching beside the cot,
examining his handiwork, was The Cat!

I should have shot The Cat in his tracks,
but something stayed my trigger finger. Per-
haps it wa- o desire to capture him alive, or
an inborn sympathy I had for this hunch-
backed creature who somehow didn’t seem
to belong to the human family. Anyway, I
hesitated. And just then he turned swiftly
to flee from the tent.

He was on me almost before he saw
me.. When he did, he stopped in surprise. I
took advantage of the surprise factor. I
shifted the gun in my hand and aimed the
butt of it at his head, hoping to stun him.
But The Cat was quick.. His fist came up
from nowhere, and he seemed to straighten
up to an enormous height, and the blow
sent me reeling crazily into a corner of the
tent.

It didn’t knock me out, but the inside of
the tent grew hazy for a few seconds. Then,
when my sight cleared, I saw double. There
were two Cats in the tent, grappling with
each other! '

It didn’t make sense. I blinked my eyes
and tried again. Same thing. Two hunched-
over men, both having identical faces, com-
plete with lumps that made them both gro-
tesque little gargoyles, were battling each
other to the death on the tent floor!

And the gun, which the one Cat had
dropped, was lying inches from them on the
floor !

It was a brief, fierce battle. And finally,
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while T was still lying stunned from the blow
and the strange sight of two Cats in battle,
one of them shoved free of the other. The
winner then leaped to his feet and started to
run from the tent.

Only he didn’t run like The Cat had al-
ways run. He stood straight up, erect, like
a normally built man, except that the hunch
on his back seemed to be slipping out of
place.

I brought the gun up and said, “You’re
covered, friend. Turn around!”

He stopped abruptly. For a few seconds
he didn’t move. Then he started to turn
slowly, finally facing me, and I turned cold
at the sight of him.

At first I thought half his face had been
ripped away in the fight with the other Cat.
Then I realized that it was a rubber mask,
and that enough had been torn away to
permit me to identify the man beneath.

It was Alan McCord!

Not the Alan McCord who was confined
to a wheelchair with paralyzed legs, but an
Alan McCord who had complete use of all
his limbs and who .was hampered in no way
at all!

LOWLY I let the breath ease out of me.

“So it’s you, McCord!” I said. “Not
paralyzed, but perfectly able to walk. You
—the killer of Myra Dean and now Kat-
“inka!”

He looked at me out of cold blue eyes.
“You can’t prove a thing, Ken,” he said
steadily.

“With The Cat’s help, I think we can,” I
told him,

“Such as—what?” His voice had a sneer
to it.

I decided to bluff it through. ‘“Such as
the fact that you're the bigshot of the mari-
juana-dispensing outfit who has been using
tie circus to peddle your dope all over the
country. And such as the fact that you killed
both Myra Dean and Katrinka because they
had found you out and you were afraid
they’d tell!”

The bluff worked. Not on McCord but
on The Cat. The real Cat had crawled to
his feet and was standing hunched over and
swaying on his bandy legs next to me. I
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heard him suck in his breath through
‘clenched teeth.

“You're right, Ken!” he said. “He is a
marijuana dealer, just like vou say. T know,
because I worked for him. But I didn't
know he killed Mvra—the dirty murderer!”

I grinned as McCord went a little white.

“He was sure a pal of vours, all right,”
I said to The Cat. “He used you to work
for him, but when he went on his murder
missions he dressed up like you, so if any-
one saw him the finger of suspicion would
point at you. Yeah, he was your pal, all
right!”

“The dirty—"" The Cat stopped for words.

“The whole thing is pretty obvious now,
McCord,” I said. “You were using the
circus to peddle your dope from town to
town. In the wake of the circus there was
always a wave of marijuana-inspired kids
who committed crimes—some petty, some
not. It was when one of the kids killed an
F.B.I. agent that the Feds decided to move
in. That was the beginning of the end for
you. I'm Ken Underwood, Federal Bureau
of Investigation, in case you're interested.”

McCord got a little whiter at that one. I
went on while I had him scared.

“You tad The Cat working for you, de-
livering the goods to your agents in the
various' towns. But you weren’t exactly

oyal to him. When the occasion demanded -

}hat you kill Myra Dean, you did so by the
. ingenious method of poisoning the mouth-
piece on her trapeze apparatus. But to fore-
stall any possible suspicion, you dressed up
like The Cat when you did the job.

“It was easy to imitate The Cat. All you
had to do was hunch yourself over, imitate
his walk, and fashion a rubber mask that
would look like his face, at least from a dis-
tance. Katrinka saw you tampering with
Myra's trapeze and thought you were The
Cat.”

McCord didn’t say a word, but his lips
tightened.

“T guess the reason you had to kill Myra
Dean was the fact that she learned about the
marijuana setup,” I said. “Maybe by sheer
accident, but she learned. She must have
threatened to squeal, and you finished her
off to protect your racket and your skin.”

He still didn’t answer, but I knew I had
hit it on the nose. From there on, it was
easy.

“You killed Katrinka for the same reason.
She must have come to you, after she came
to me, and told you about seeing The Cat
tampering with Mvra’s trapeze. You must
have felt that mavbe she reallv suspected
vou, so you got rid of her too—assuming
vour disguise again before killing her.”

McCord's thin lips parted slantingly.

“You seem to have the dope,” he said.
“T 1'lled her because she did suspect me.
Sh- must have thought it over after she’d
talked to you, because she came to me and
actually accused me of having murdered
Mvyra. Even tried to blackmail me.”

“That about wraps it up,”’ I said. “Except
for one clue that made me suspect vou.”

McCord looked surprised. “Clue?”

“Sure,” I nodded. “The clue was the
fact that I was almost knifed as I left The
Cat’s tent after talking with vou. It looked
to me like you must have heen the one who
threw that knife, after stealing it from John-
nv Knight in anticipation of using it in just
such a situation.”

McCord’s lips twisted. “Why me?”

“It almost had to be you. Because I had
just finished telling you that I was going
to see The Cat, and it seemed logical that
vou were the one lying in wait for me when
I left The Cat’s tent. You were the only one
who knew I would be there!”

R/lcCORD looked heaten. “Throwing that
knife at you was a mistake, anyway,”
he muttered, half to himself.

“Yes, I guess it was. The fact is that
murdering Myra was a mistake too. You
were all right as long as you stuck to ped-
dling marijuana. but when you got in so deep
vou had to commit murder to cover up—
well, that was too much for vou. You
weren't so clever at murder, because you
hadn't had any experience at it. You tried
to make Mvra's death look like an accident,
and when that failed vou got panicky.

“You didn't like the idea that I had dis-
covered that Myra’'s death was murder, and
when I told you I was going to look into
the case, you got the jitters and tried to

































“A big story, huh? What about?”

“Something about a gangster named—
Ow!"” I cried. His big hand had practically
broken my wrist, and 1 had kicked out at
him instinctively.

He let go, but now I was looking a gun
in the face!

“Yeah, go on. What was that name ?”

My voice was stuck in my throat. I could
not say Joe Kumler to save my life, but it
didn’t matter. I was suddenly remember-
ing some pictures I'd hled myself, and I
knew I was looking at the man in person,
And he knew I knew and that made it worse.

[ tried to pretend I didn’t see the gun, at
least. “Iet me go and I'll come right back.
I gotta deliver these.”

He didn’t say anything, just stood there
sizing up the situation. The phone jangled
again and he whirled like a flash.

Some high voice that couldn’t have be-
longed to me, said, “That’s McClure again.
He’'s wondering what happened.”

The phone blew its top again.
Kumler poked his gun in my ribs.
him off. Tell him you can’t find 'em.”

“You want me to lose my job?”

His only answer was a nasty chuckle, and
another poke with the gun. “Answer that
phone, kid, and don’t try anything funny!”

It wasn’t much choice, but the gun was
closest. I picked up the phone like a hot
potato. “I'm sorry, Mr. McClure. The stuff
on Kumler seems to be lost.”

The phone exploded just like I expected.
I had held it away from me in self-defense,
and we both heard the concussion. [t ended
with me getting fired in the most graphic
terms.

But I had my reward, even so. Kumler
scowled at me thoughtfully. *“You did all
right, kid. Maybe I'll even let you live—
a little longer.”

He thought some more, while I said my
prayers.

“Where do you live?"” he said finally.

Eagerly, I told him. I told him I lived
all by myself in a cheap-rooming house, and
I'd go straight home and never say a word.

He had to think that over, too, and I held
my breath. Finally he put his gun back in
his pocket, but he left his hand with it.
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“Come on, kid. We're going home.”

“We’re—going home ?”’

“You heard the man, didn’t you? You
just got fired.”

WE DIDN’T meet anyone going down,
because we used the fire escape. We
didn’t meet anyone on the street, because it
was after midnight and raining, besides. We
met one guy in the hall of my joint, but he
was the drunk who lived above me.

Kumler sneered at my room, but made
. himself at home. He locked the door and
put the key in his pocket. He tied me up
with the cord from my lamp and my other
belt and my best two ties. He trussed me
up like a Christmas turkey and left me on
the floor. Then he stretched out on mv bed,
with the gun under the pillow.

“Sweet dreams, kid. If you mak: one
peep, it'll be your last.”

I didn’t have any dreams that night. I
spent part of it trying to wriggle loose like
it says in the books, until I gradually got
numb. Numb and cold and stiff, while
Kumler snored peacefully.

In the morning I was still there. Kumler
told me I was a good boy and let me loose,
after firét making sure that the bathroom
was safe. It was. It was a dark little closet
with only an air vent opening to an inside
shaft, and the only reason it was worth an
extra five a week to me was because it made
such an excellent darkroom.

McClure had told me to learn to use a
camera, in a weak moment of advice. For
all the good it had done me and would do
me now.

When I came out again, my guest was
reading the paper. Apparently he had swiped
it from the door across the hall. He had also
raided the closet where I hide my hotplate,
and was eating the last of the doughnuts
I'd saved for breakfast. The gun was in his
lap. ’

I looked at it longingly, but he nailed me
with a glance. “Sit down, kid, and relax.
It looks like we’re gonna be here for quite
some time.”

I sat and he went on reading. His lips
moved and his dark face frowned. Apparent-
ly he didn’t like what he was reading, be-

cause he finally tossed the paper at me with
an impatient curse.

“Here, kid, read all about it. Of all the
lousy, stinking luck!”

The paper was our own bulldog edition.
They’d broken out the “Second Coming” '
type for the head. “KUMLER ESCAPES!”
And they were telling me!

The story went on to tell how my notori-
ous friend had feigned illness and had ap-
parently tricked his hospital guard, leaving
the guard’s body in his bed to cover his ab-
sence. A nurse happened to see the “‘guard”
leaving the room and became suspicious.
otherwise the escape might not have been
discovered until morning.

I looked up and Kumler was still scowl-
ing at me. I went hastily back to my read-
ing, for all the comfort it gave me:

“Convicted last May of a gangland kill-
ing, Kumler was to have been transferred
this week for execution. At the time of his
conviction he swore, ‘I'll get every last mem-
ber of this crooked jury if it’s the last thing
I ever do! Police accordingly are carefully
guarding every person connected with his
trial, since Kumler is thought to be still
in the city.”

How right they were! I knew now what
he wanted with the back files from May,
and what he had begun to copy so diligently.
His death list: the names and addresses of
all the jurors as they had been listed in the
paper!

But he didn’t have a chance now, so what
was he waiting for? I looked at him again,
and he read my thoughts.

““Maybe tonight I'll. make my break,” he
said. ‘“But you keep quiet, see, because I
got nothing to lose.”

I kept quiet. He took the paper back and
read the funnies. Then he turned to the
sports page. The day wore on, and my
nerves gnawed on my empty stomach, Until
finally I just didn’t give a damn.

“Even in prison they feed you!” I said.

He looked at me and began to laugh. It
wasn't that funny, but finally he stopped
long enough to nod toward the closet. I got
down the hotplate and fixed some coffee and
a can of soup while he watched every move
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I made. We ate in noisy silence,
y

T MUST have been about four o’clock

.when the phone sounded off in the hail
outside. I got up instinctively, but Kumler
waved me back with a snarl.

“I usually answer it,” I told him hope-
fully, but it didn’t do any good.

The phone rang and rang, but nobodv
answered.

“It's probably for me,” I told him. “The
others on this floor all work day time.”

“Shut up!” he said, and moved to the
door.

I could hear them now, too—the weary
footsteps of my landlady as she hoisted her
two hundred pounds up the creaking stairs.

The phone stopped ringing and then she
banged on my door. I thought Kumler
was going to let her have it, then and there.

“Benson, Benson! You deef or some-
thing ?” .

Kumler turned to look at me, and I
thought my time had come. The landlady
was still banging away.

“Wake up, Benson! It’s the paper on the
phone!”

Kumler shoved the key in the lock and
warned me, “Answer it, kid, but no funny
business!”

He was behind the door as I swung it
open, and he stopped me from closing it
behind me by holding the knob. Mrs. Her-
schel gave me a dirty look and moved away
grumbling as I went to where the receiver
was dangling.

It was old Tom, who’d lost one hand in 2
printing press and was supposed to earn his
pension by running the morgue. Actually 1
do most of the work, and Tom was sound-
ing worried.

“What'’s the matter, Benny? You're sup-
posed to work tonight.”

There was nothing I wanted to do more.
I glanced over my shoulder, but my door
was still open a crack and something was
behind the crack. “I got fired last night,
Tom. Pinky canned me himself,”

Tom sounded astounded. “You mean that
Kumler material? Hell, kid, I found it this
morning right on your desk. Somebody
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