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Takes Excellent Full Color

Pictures Indoors or Outdoors
Genuine Graf Lens
Extremely Simple To Operate

Level View Finder

Takes ,6 Pictures On Any

Standard Number”® 127 Film

Fine Quality Precision Con*
ruction
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Features
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SENSATION AL SCOOP VALUE!

Imagine getting a genuine Carlton Candid Camera tor only
*5.98 in the fare o< one of the most drastic camera shot*.
.* « in our nation’s history! And please don't let our lose
clo~ut pricelead you to belteve that ,h, ,s > , .another

turers in the world. Yes our Carlton Candid Camera looks,
acts and performs like many cameras costing as high as ten
dollars in peace time, and possesses many features you have

-.0 » ¢ <o appreciate. We absolutely guarantee the Carlton

to take beautiful, clear, sharp pictures in either color or
black aod white — pictures that will thrill you or your
money back. All we ask is that you act quickly because the
quantity is ited and it's ' first come— first served. Soor-

der at once and avoid disappointment later. DO IT NOW
AND GET HANDSOME CARRYING CASE FREE!

! NATIONAL NOVF.I.TIES-Dopt. C2 -
J 008 So. Dcarlmm St.—CbicABO 5. . -
| Pleas* send me a genuine Carlton Candid Camera and Free Carry* |
I CHECK ONB 1
1 0 S;nd C.OD.— | will pay [ Enclosed find $1.98 m j
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<Plate in the face of a decided scarcity of
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bargain price, a price far below the cost of
inferior tableware
fT *ho1*?** Sorority Stiver Plate's

N “ ok A

I Harry! Our Supply IsLimited!

Remember! Sorority Silver Plate is a top
ranking favorite of brides of any year, and
.he rod. for .upply ,,il, be sudden and

mpend”. Better order your «t. today
before the .ell-out! It.. tableware you Il be
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SEND NOMONEY— Just
Andwhen youfeast your eyes on this fine

Nationally Famous Tableware To Treasure
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pay postman upon delivery.
table service of W

€0,"P s w , guarantee you absolute satisfaction.

[ NATIONAL NOVKLTIES-Dopt. SS28 1
1 008 So. Dearborn St.-Chleago 5,
|
I
1

ruU h' S'~™y Sivrr PUt, <hc<l,d o* brio, complete »ith Ant.
My money wdl be refunded if not satisfied.

Tarnish Leaihcrettc Case.

1 Cheek On* 1

J 2l1.Pe. SERVICE For 4 ©>S12.95 U -fe. SERVICE For1 ® su.so |

I O SendC.0J). 1sUp.y po.onan*129%5 O Send C.O.0. I will pay postmen J1650 |
1 ph* P*8* and C.OD. charges.  plus postage snd C.O.D. charges. |

i and include FREE Polishing Cloth. and include FREE Polishing Cloth, 1
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m BIG VALUESm ONE

SMART ZIPPER LEATHER BILLFOLD AND PASS CASE

BUILT-IN CHANGE PURSE

Identification Key Tag
With Your Name, Address

City end State

Hand Enfraved!

OPEN
VIEW Clear-View
CELLULOID
WINDOWS
CLOSED —
VIEW ST

Hand Engraved Identification Key Tag
Included With Every Zipper Billfold".

We also send you this beautiful J-color identification key
vag, hand engraved with your full name, address, dry
and staso- Irs the ideal key tag. Provides ample room
for all your keys with your permanent identification for
recovery in rase of loss

Jo f

. UUu/round
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Exteriors Of

Theso Billfolds
Art Mads Of
Such Beautiful

| Leathers As SADDLE,

Complete With
PASS CASE
COIN PURSE
and
CURRENCY
COMPARTMENT

| MOROCCO and CALFSKIN!

At Lastf Htre's tKe Billfold you've been
waiting for since Pearl Harbor. Here's the
Billfold most wanted by men everywhere-—
now for the first time offered at a price that's
sensationally low lot a Billfold of such un-
mistakable fine guality. You've never known
real Billfold satisfaction until you've used
this "Zip-all-around" DeLux* Pass Case Bill-
fold with its Built-in Change Pune and roomy
Currency Compartment. When closed it's as
reat and safe a Billfold as you've ever seen.
Shake it mtl you want and nothing can fall
out. Slips easily into your back pocket or
coat and will not bulge out of shape. Yet
When you want to get at ft. the Billfold "Zips
©pen all the way*— so that everything you
carry is in foil plain view, ready for instant
use. No guess-work. No fumbling into tight
comers to get at valuables.

Here without a doubt £s the last word in %
real mao’s Billfold. A veritable storehouse for
everything a man likes to carry with him —
his currency, his change, his credit and mem-
bership cards, his personal identification.
Along with the all around Zipper Billfold and
Change Purse, we also include a hand en-
graved ldentification Key Tag as shown. You
get the 3 Big Values in one as described all
for only J2.98. But hurry. SEND NO
MONEY. Just rush your order on the handy
coupon below today. On arrival, pay postman
only ]2.98 plus 20% tax and postage with
understanding that if this isn't the greatest
Billfold Bargain you've ever seen, you can
return in 10 days for full refund.

SEND NO MONEY— RUSH THIS COUPON TODAY!

IIINOIS MERCHANDfSf MART, Dept. 4348

500 N. Deorbora St., Chicopo 10,
O rinse ntsh o e <'An-areimd’- Zipper Piii
enprased Idenllflcallon Ke Tie.
few eent* poilag* ind C

p|
On arrlval 1 will p
derstoo

C*»e Bttlfold with Built-In Chine* Pun* and land
uy postman onl>' f2.23
L

plus 20% Federal Tax and
hat if 1 am not positively thrilled and dellghled

It it un
1* "\ery »ay 1tin relurn the bl||E)|d Wlthln 10 days foe full refund.

MY PULL NAML.

(PLEASE PRINT CLEARLY)

ADDRESS

To sir* shipping charges 1 am enclosing In edrance (2.98 plus 20% Federal Excise lu (total S3.58).
Please ship my Zipper Billfold order all postage charges prepaid.



TO ADR READERS. Our iww format conserves critical materials— but you will find that there
' has been NO REDUCTION In the amount of reading matter per

issue.

Vol. 20, No. 1 EVERY STORY BRAND NEW Summer Issue

A Black Bat Mystery Novel

MURDER ON THE
LOOSE

Featuring Tony Quinn,
Nemesis of Crime

By G. WAYMAN JONES

While the sinister plans for a monumental haul are being engi-
neered by a vicious crew of jewel thieves, Tony Quinn flashes
into rapid-fire action to check their evil crimes! Follow the Black
Bat and his aides as they battle a grim conspiracy of plunder
and death ... ———— 11

AN EXCITING NOVELET

THE HILLS LURE DEATH .. H. Wolff Salz 62

County Prosecutor Johnny Stuart £nds himself playing a dual role
when he tackles a gruesome and puzzling mountain mystery!

GRIPPING SHORT STORIES

MURDER STRIKES OUT.....ccciiiieeiiin, John Gunderson 44
House Detective Duffy solves a murder too easily

DEATH PAYS EXTRA .. J. Lane Linklater 51
Raney proves a Headquarters man is never too old to £ght crime

MONEY TO BURN ... David X. Manners 59
"Ace” Bolton £gured all the angles, but—

AND

OFF THE RECORD ....coiiiii e The Editor 6
A department where readers and the editor meet
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Publications, Inc. Subscription (12 issues), $1.20; single copies, $.10: Foreign and Canadian postage extra. Names of all
characters used in stories and semi-fiction articles are fictitious. If the name of any living person or existing Institution
is used, it is a coincidence. Manuscripts must be accompanied by a self-addressed, stamped envelope and are submitted
at the author's risk. In corresponding with this publication, please include your postal zone number, if any.
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| will train YOU
at Home in Spare lime

Send the coupon for my FREE
64-page book, “Win Rich Rewards
in Radio.” See how knowing Radio
can give you security, a prosperous
future. Read how N.R.I. trains you
at home. Read how you practice
building, testing, repairing Radios
with SIX BIG KITS of Radio Parts
I send you.

Future for Trained Men Is Bright in
Radio, Television, Electronics

The Radio Repair business is booming*
NOW. Fixing Radios pays good money as
a spare time or full time business. Trained
Radio Technicians also_find wide-open oppor-
tunities in Police, Aviation, Marine Radio,
in Broadcasting, Radio Manufacturing, Pub-
lic Address work, etc. Think of the boom
coming when new Radios can be madel
Think of even greater opportunities when
Television, FM, Electronics, can be offered
to the public |

Many Beginners Seen Make $5, $10
a Week EXTRA in Spare Time

The day you enroll | start sending EXTRA
HONEY JOB SHEETS to help you make
EXTRA money fixing Radios in spare time
while learning. MAIL COUPON for FREE
64-page book. It's packed with facts about
opportunities for you. Read about my Course.
Read letters from men | trained, telling what
they are doing, earning. MAIL COUPON in
envelope or paste on penny postal. J. E.
SMITH, President. Dept. 5H09, National
Radio Institute, Pioneer Home Study Radio
School, Washington 9, D. C.

Our 3t$t Ysar of Tninlng Men for Success in Radio

My Radio Course Includes
TELEVISION * ELECTRONICS
FREQUENCY MODULATION

You build MEASURING INSTRUMENT
above early In Course, useful for Radio
work to pick up EXTRA spare time money.
It Is a vacuum tube multimeter, measures
A.C., D.C., R.F. volts, D.C. currents,
resistance, receiver output.

MAIL THIS NOW
64 PACE BOOK

J. E. SMITH, President, Deol. 5H09

Baildins tfes A. U SIGNAD
GENERATOR at left will give
you valuable experience. Provider

amplitude-modulated
test and

signals for

experimental purposes.

You build the SUPERHETERODYNE
CIRCUIT above containing a preselector
oscillator-mixer-first detector, i.f. stage,
diode-detector-a.v.c stage and audio
stage. It will bring in local and distant
stations. Get the thrill of learning at
home evenings in spare time while you
put the set through fascinating testsl

National Radio Institute, Washington 9, D. 0

Mail me FREE, without obligation,

your 64-page book:

<Wjn Rich Rewards In Radio.** (No salesman will call.

Please writ* plainly.)

Vge.

Address
City

state .
Post Office Zone Number)

fPleaw




OFF THE RECORD

A DEPARTMENT WHERE READERS
AND THE EDITOR MEET

next issue we present one of the most

exciting Black Bat novels we've ever
given you — MURDER AMONG THE
DYING—a mystery that will hold you breath-
less from start to finish! G. Wayraan Jones
is at his writing best in this grand yarn.

The story begins when Special District At-
torney Tony Quinn goes to his office at 11:30
P.M. to keep a strange appointment. Quinn’s
office is on the sixteenth floor of a city-owned
building.

Quinn is accompanied b}y his body%(uard,
Silk Kirby, who takes the famous Black Bat
up in the elevator. Arrived at his office, Quinn
notes with wonder that the person who wrote
him an anonymous note, arranging the ap-
pointment, has not appeared.

The Black Bat decides to wait a few mo-
ments. Then—suddenly Silk Kirby sees a
body hurtle through the air just outside the
window, evidently from the eighteenth floor
above!

Later, down in the courtyard, Quinn and
Silk find the body of a well-dressed man, every
bone in his frame broken. There are no marks
of identification anywhere upon his person.
On the way out, as the police arrive, Silk
notices that the number of Quinn’s office room
on the directory in the lobby has been changed
from 1620 to 1820. This proves that the vic-
tim has been lured to his death. In short, it's
no accident, but deliberate murder!

A Close Call

Silk drives Quinn back to his palatial home
and grounds. The car drives up to the garage.
Silk holds Quinn’s coat over the apparently
blind man’s shoulders. There is the sharp bark
of arifle from out of the darkness and a bullet
pierces the crown of the special district at-
torney’s hat. Close—too close for comfort!

Entering the house, Quinn and Silk find the
outer rooms completely ransacked—as if a
cyclone has roared through the place.

His heart thumping wildly, Tony Quinn
rushes for the bookcase and the hidden con-
trol, that leads, as we all know, to the secret,
white-tiled laboratory. Fortunately, the room
where so many crimes have been solved is un-
touched.

“If our intruder ever found this place,”
Quinn said, mopping his brow, “it would be all
up with us. Right here is plenty of proof that
I m not blind and that | am the Black Bat!”

GET ready for thrills, readers! In our

As the case progresses, Quinn finds the
whole affair barren of clues, motives and iden-
tities. The special district attorney feels that
the best way to get the mysterious murderer
to strike again is to expose himself to per-
sonal danger.

That's the start of a case in which the Black
Bat, Silk Kirby, Butch O’Leary and Carol
Baldwin face some of the toughest problems
in their sleuthing lives!

Moments of Peril

Later, we find Special District Attorney
Tony Quinn sitting alone at his desk. It is
early in the morning, before the office staff has
arrived. A slim man, with shabby clothes,
comes sidling into the office. Quinn can see
at a glance that the man is hopped to the gills.
The man claims to be a killer—«a£s that he
has just done in his nagging wife and has come
to sign a confession.

Now, Tony Quinn knows the man has no
such intent—that he has come to the office to
strangle him. There is a gun in the desk
drawer, but Tony Quinn can't use it. How
can he, an apparently blind man, try to over-
power his assailant, when he isn't even sup-
posed' to see him? Nor can he shoot him
down in cold blood and then say it was a lucky
shot. Either as the blind district attorney or
the Black Bat, he has never done that.

Hands fully extended now, the vicious
snowbird begins edging around the comer of
the desk. His lips are parted in an evil, leer-
ing grin, showing yellow stumps of teeth.

And still Quinn is looking right at the man,
powerless to do anything. 1f he does try de-
fending himself, he will expose the fact that
he is the Black Bat and how his self-appointed
mentor, Captain McGrath, will chortle in tri-
umph!

We're not going to tell you how Tony
Quinn gets out of this tough spot, for we don’t
want to give away a surprise that will astonish
you mightily when you read the yarn. Just let
us warn you that this is only one of several
dramatic attempts on Tony Quinn’s life that
will make your heart palpitate.

Does our friend Captain McGrath get hood-
winked again? Furthermore, is the man who
calls himself Attorney Bulkley a friend or a
foe of the Black Bat? And who sets the trap
on Bulkley's estate that almost does away
with Tony Quinn? The answers to these and

(Concluded on page 8)



THOUSANDS IOW PUT

who never thought they could!

Learned Quickly at Home

I didn't dream 1 could actually learn to I
play without a teacher. Now when | play
they hardly believe
learned to play so well in so short a time.

*E asS.,

for people

Finding Hew Joy
I am finding @ new Joy that |
never experienced before, for |1
have always wanted to play, but
had given up hope until 1 heard

of your course. R
=c. S. Lucian, Okla.

You Can't Beat It

I am glad to tell anyone about
the U. S. School. It is just what
they say it is and they will do

what they say they will. If you
want to learn music you can's
beat itl

=W. E. D., N. Mex.

<Actual pupils names on request.
Pictures by professional models.

that 1

Calif,

Plays at Dances

lesson* have been most satisfactory.

earned money playing at dances.

hare completed your course and you?
I can
play all of the popular songs. | hare also

*E. N. J.. New York.

Wouldn't Take $1060 for Course

The lessons are so simple that anyone can
understand them. | hare learned to play
note in a little more than a month. 1
wouldn't take a thousand dollars for my
course. *S. E. A., Kansas City, Mo

You, too, can play any instrument
By this EASY A-B-C Method

OU think it's difficult to learn

music? That's what thousands
of others have thought! Just like
you, they long to play some instru-
ment— the piano, violin, guitar,
saxophone or other favorites. But
they denied themselves the pleasure
—because they thought it took
months and years of tédious study
to learn.

Learn in Spare Time at Home

_And then they made an amazing
discovery! They learned about a
wonderful way” to learn music at
home— without a private teacher—
without tedious study—and in a
surprisingly short time. They wrote
to the U. S. School of Music for the
facts about this remarkable short-
cut method. And the
facts opened their eyes!
They were amazed to
find "how easy it was to
learn.

The result? Over 750-
G0 men and women
have studied music_at
home this simple, A-B-C
way. Now all over the

world, enthusiastic mu- Piano
sic-lovers are enjoying ﬁUItar.
the thrilling satisfac- atan
tion of creating their Violin

own music. They have
found the key to good

time, poularity and

profit. Name...

Costs Less Than 7c a Day  ,yqress..
And that’s what yon

can do, right now. Get

the proof that you, too, City...

Piano Accordion Ukulele

time at home for less than seven
cents a day. Never mind if you have
no musica knowled%e, training_or
talent. Just read the fascinating
booklet and Print and Picture sam-
e that fully explains all about the
ramous U. S. School method. If in-
terested tear out the coupon now,

before you turn the page. U. S.
School of Mu-
sic, 2948 Bruns-
wick Bldg. NOTICE
New York 0, Please don't confuse
N. Y. Largest the U. S hSc(;mol_ohf
i M tho wit
iQhOdOI H of tHS a#ysmsys;zem of teach-
n n € ing music “by ear"
world. (47th or by trick charts.
year) Our method teaches
you to play by ac-

notes — not by

FREE' ;‘:@I trick or number

Print and Picture system.
Sample

U. S. SCHOOL OF MUsSIC,
2D48 Brunswick Bldg., New York 10, N. Y.

I am interested in music study, particularly in the instrument
checked below.
“How to Learn Music at Home,'
Picture Sample.

Please send me your free illustrated booklet
and your free Print and

Plain Accordion Clarinet Practical
Saxophone Trombone Finger
Trumpet. Cornet Flute Control
Reed Organ Modern Piccolo
Tenor Banjo Elementary Mandolin
Harmony
Have you
.Instrument?—

(Please print)

State.... . . —

can learn to play your
favorite instrument —
quickly, easily, in spare

NOTE: If you are under 1G years of age. parent must sign coupon.

SAVE 20— STICK COUPON ON PENNY POSTCARD



New HOSPITAL and
SURGICAL POLIGY

Protects the Whole Family

Costs 3ft a Day tor Adults
Only t'Ai a Payfor Children

Now ONE Family Hospital and Surgical Expense Policy
insuresyour wholefamily— mother, father, and children!
Issued for assy®®in good health from 3 monthsto 65years,
withoutmedical examination. Providescashto help pay
‘hospital and surgical bills for EACH and EVERY person
linsured; pays benefits evenifyou or others insured go to
:hospital several times in any year. Pays $400 a day for
.90 days for hospital room; also pays surgical operation5
benefits from $5.00 to $100.00; pays $10.00 for operating
room, $10.00 for anesthetic, $5.00 for medicines, and cash
for other expenses such as X-rays and ambulance, up to
a total of $50.00. Y es! This Family Policy helps pay hos-
pital and surgical bills for ordinary or serious accidents
immediately; forsicknesses(after policy in force 30days);
even for childbirthand female disorders (after one year),
and for many other disabilities not covered by other pol-
icies. Benefits start as provided, the first day you enter
hospital. You select your own doctor and hospital. This

SEND NO MONEY. Mail coupon below for details,
sent FREE. No agentwill callon you. ACT TODAY!

I STERLING INSURANCE COMPANY

I N-4201 STBm um *LDG, CHICAOO It. ILL. 1
1 Send me FREE INFORMATION Offerof Low-Cost Family =
, Group Plan for Hospital and Surgical Insurance.

Name.-
Address

City,,
INOINIIRINO

MECHANICAL ™°7%vs,

This is the machine age. And back ©f every machine—
-very part—are the engineers -who designed it,” the trained
mechanics who built it. No wonder there's high pay . . .
many opportunities to advance ... for these indispensable
men. Be one of them! Don’t stick in a rut! Let I.C.S. show
you the way to successl These Schools, famous for more
than SO years, offer authoritative, practical Courses to
meet the needs of almost any man in mechanical trades.
Mechanical Engineerin . . . Drafting . , . Mechanical
Drawing . Shop Practice. Write today for free booklet*

WerarfOMI CorropwatoBW Selmb, Bw 39%69-D, SsnptoB I, Pa.

STUDY AT HOME for PERSONAL SUCCESS
and LARGER EARNINGS. 35 years expert in-
struction— over 108,000 students enrolled. LL.B.
Degree awarded. All texts furnished. Easy pay-
ments. Send for FREE BOOK.

AMERICAN EXTENSION SCHOOL OF LAW
Dept 56*T» 645 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago 11, 111.

RATIONED MOTORISTS

Now G.t EXTRA

GASOLINE MILEAGE

Now you can getup to 30% extra gasoline
mileage with a Vacu-matic on your car.
Quicker pick-up, smoother running, added
power ana precious gasoline savings guaranteed.
Automatic Supercharge Principle
Vacu-matic isentirely different! Operates on
the Supercharge principle. Saves gas. Automat-
ically provides a better gas mixture. Guaran-
teed to give up to 30% extra gas mileage, more
power and bettor performance.

HLffiiSH! AGENTS TRIAL OFFER

State

Vato-moHc Co., 7617-1230 W. Slot# $!., Wouwetoia 13, Wt».
8

OFF THE RECORD
(Concluded from page 6)

other questions are in MURDER AMONG
THE DYING—a smash-packed novel that
will make you grip the sides of your chair
tightly 1

You'll discover next issue, too, the startling
significance of the strange title—MURDER
AMONG THE DYING.

If you're a Tony Quinn fan—and who isn’'t?
—you’'ll find this novel tops. And along with
it, next issue will bring you a number of
splendid shorter stories sure to please.

LETTERS FROM READERS

~N'mTHANKS to our readers, our postman keeps

™ busy bringing us scores of comments, sug-
gestions and opinions that help us improve
this magazine every issue. Naturally we can-
not hope to print more than the slightest frac-
tion of the letters received—so we try to pick
those of general interest. For example, here’s
one from a lad who is probably our youngest
reader:

I have only read a tew issues of Black Book
Detective. he only thing wrong is that Carol
Baldwin needs a bigger part. 1 am only eleven
ears old so if my Wwriting is not very good, you
now why. 1 like readihg very much—Harold
Riley, Oakdale, Calif.

We think your writing is swell, Harold, and
your composition splendid! Thank you—and
write us again, sometime, won't you?

Here’s some more pleasant praise from the
City of Brotherly Love:

1 have been reading the Bi1ack Book Detective
ever since G. Wayman .Tones first wrote it, 1 like
it ver¥ much. In fact, it compares with my other
favorite, The Phantom Detective. I've also been
reading some of the letters. | don't quite agree
with Mr. Smith of Texas, Let G, Wayman Jones
keep Captain McGrath where he is. I like to see
Tony Quinn make a chump out of him. Speaking
of Carol, Butch and_Silk, | think they're tops.
uinn couldn’t do without them.—Beannie Price,
hiladelphia, Penna.

Thanks, old top! If you get a kick out of
the Captain, we know you're pleased with our
magazine and that's what we like to hear.
_Just 'one more short note, from a lady who
finds our magazine a help in her war work:

I have been reading your magazine for several
years and enjoy it very ‘much. he last issue was
very good and” | enjoyed "The Skeleton's Secret”
| am "a housewife and also work in the shipyard,

but still find time to read your book. You ‘men-

tioned a long time ago aboUt starting a club. If
ou ever do,

shall become a member.—H. Johnson,
ichmond, Calif.

Thanks to you, Mrs. Johnson. Everybody
—keep those letters and postcards streaming
inl  Please address them to The Editor,
BLACK BOOK DETECTIVE, 10 East 40th
Street, New York 16, N. Y. I'll be waiting to
hear from you.

Happy reading to all!

—THE EDITOR.

Sfories of the F.B.l. in Action in
Our Companion Magazine

G-MEN DETECTIVE

NOW ON SALE— 10c AT ALL STANDS



LETS 6ET WE

Admiral Halsey has his
eye on a fine white horse
called Shirayuki.

Some time ago, ata press
conference, he expressed
the hope that one day soon

Official U. S. Navy Photo he COUId ride it

The chap now in Shirayuki's saddle is Ja-
pan’s Emperor—Hirohito.

He is the ruler of as arrogant, treacherous,
and vicious a bunch of would-be despots as
this earth has ever seen.

The kind of arrogance shown by Tojo—who

was going to dictate peace from the White

AREHORSE/

House ... remember?

Well, it’s high time we finished this whole busi-
ness. High time we got the Emperor cff his
high horse, and gave Admiral Halsey his ride.

The best way for us at home to have a hand
in this clean-up is to support the 7th War Loan.

It's the biggest loan yet. It's two loans in
one. Last year, by this time, you had been
asked twice to buy extra bonds.

Your personal quota is big—bigger than ever
before. So big you may feel you can't afford it.

But we can afford it—if American sons,
brothers, husbands can cheerfully afford to die.

ALL OUTFOR W E M/6HTX 7* WAR LOAN

This Space Contributed by
THE PUBLISHERS OF THIS MAGAZINE

This is an official V.S. Treasury advertisement— prepared under auspices ot
Treasury Department and War Advertising Council



Ncu Gan Influence Others
With Your Thinking?t

~] RY IT SOME TIME. Concentrate intently upon an-

other person seated in a room with you. without his
noticing it. Observe him gradually become restless and
finally turn and look in your direction. Simple—yet it is
a positive demonstration that thought generates a mental
energy which can be projected from your mind to the
consciousness of another. Do you realize how much of
your success and happiness in life depend upon your
Is it not important to you to have

others understand your point of view—to be receptive to

influencing others?

your proposals?

Demonstrable Facts

How many times have you wished there were some way
you could impress another favorably—get across to ftim
or her your ideas? That thoughts can be transmitted,
received, and understood by others is now scientifically
demonstrable. The tales of miraculous accomplishments
of mind by the ancients are now known to be fad—not
fable. The method whereby these things can be inten-
ttonally, not acddentally. accomplished has been a secret
long cherished by the Rosicrucians—one of the schools of
ancient wisdom existing throughout the world. To thou?
sands everywhere, for centuries, the Rosicrucians have

privately taught this nearly-lost ait of the practical 033
of mind power.

This Free Book Points Out the Way

The Rosicrucians (not a religious organization) invite
you to explore the powers of your mind. Their sensible,
simple suggestions have caused intelligent men and women
to soar to new heights of accomplishment. They will shour
you how to use your natural forces and talents to do
thing3 you now think are beyond your ability. Use tho
coupon below and send for a copy of the fascinating
sealed free book, “The Mastery of Life,” which explains
how you may receive this unique wisdom and benefit by
its application to your daily affairs.

T heROSICRUCIANS

(AMORC)

Scribe M~R. A., The Rosicrucians, AMORC,
Rosicrucian Park, San Jose, California;

Kindly send me a free copy of the Look. ‘' The
Mastery of life.” | am interested in learning how
I may receive instructions about the full use of my
natural powers.

Name.

Address State.— ——.




MURDER ON

THE LOOSE

By G. WAYMAN JONES
While the sinister plans for a monumental haul are being
engineered by a vicious crew of Jewel thieves, Tony Quinn
flashes Into rapid-fire action to check their evil crimes!

CHAPTER 1|
Under Cover

rs. franklin p. ankrum
M wasn't fair, but she was fat, and
considerably more than forty. She
was also exasperated as she dropped the
letter on the table.
“French” she exclaimed. “It's written in
French and I can’t read it. Just like Evelyn
to do that. Whenever she writes something

important—Ilike an invitation to a party—she
writes in French to show me she has traveled.
Myra, if this keeps on, | shall be compelled
to discharge you and hire a French maid
instead.”

Myra, blond, and trim in a maid’'s black
uniform, held back the smile that quirked at
the corners of her lips.

“I1f you don't mind, Madam,” she said, in-
stead of smiling, “perhaps | can read the
letter.”

“You?” Mrs. Ankrum exclaimed. “But you
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The Black Bat and

aren’t French. Well, read it. Yes, of course
you may read it”

Myra read the note aloud with as much
ease as if it had been written in English.
It was an invitation to attend a bazaar which
was to be held four days from then.

Mrs. Ankrum beamed. “Excellent, Myra!
So in addition to your other accomplish-
ments, you also can read French.”

“1 once worked for French people and they
taught me, Madam,” Myra murmured. “Per-
haps you will wish to answer the letter in
French. | could write it, so you would only
have to copy it.”

Mrs. Ankrum'’s eyes widened in pleasure.
“Myra, that's an excellent suggestion! Tell
her | will most certainly attend her bazaar.”

Myra took a long, quiet breath. “And will
you wear the Red Emblem, Madam ?”

Mrs. Ankrum faced her neat little maid.

“Why do you ask?” she demanded abrupt-
ly. “The Red Emblem is one of the largest
rubies in the world. It's worth a king’s ran-
som—if there are any kings left. A con-
gresssman’s ransom, at any rate. | never
wear it except to the most important affairs.
| certainly shall not be wearing it to any
bazaar. What is your interest in this jewel,
Myra?”

“Please, Madam,” the maid said sincerely,
“it is only that | hope some day to see it
I love beautiful things too. You do not sus-
pect | might wish to steal it?”

Mrs. Ankrum shook her head. “l suspect
everyone of wanting to steal it—there have
been so many robberies lately. But you,
Myra? Of course not. I'm sure you are too
loyal to me. Anyhow maids are difficult to
get and you're a most unusual one. I'm so
well satisfied with you that | think | shall
raise your wages.”

"NMfYRA was a most unusual maid. In the

*m first place, her real name was not Myra,
but Carol Baldwin. She was a college grad-
uate and she worked in the organization of a
mysterious figure known as the Black Bat.
It was at his suggestion that she had ob-
tained this job. Mrs. Ankrum was not the
only person aware of the many thefts which
had been occurring of late.

As Myra, the domestic, Carol Baldwin used
little make-up and was quiet, and efficient.
She was so prim and self-effacing that full
attention would have had to be drawn to her
for it to be realized that she was a girl who
could create gasps in a blackout. Who could
make movie test men blink in admiration,
and who was not as fragile as she seemed.

Promptly at six-thirty, her day’s work was
done. She left the Ankrum apartment in this
huge New York structure, took the servant's
elevator to the ground floor and exited to a

12

His Aides Battle a

side street. Turning left, she walked rapidly
to an avenue where there was a bus stop.
By hurrying a trifle-,she might have made the
bus now pulling up, but she didn't hurry.
Neither did a hulking man who ambled
casually over to the bus stop and leaned
against a light pole.

He was an amazing person, built like a
General Sherman tank, and his head seemed
to be jammed down against his shoulders
without the usual support of a neck. His
arms were long and his hands resembled
miniature footballs when the fingers were
curled. Hands that could smash through a
door or break a man’s neck with one wrench.

Carol purchased a newspaper at a nearby
stand, took up a position at the curb
and opened the paper. She started talking
in a low voice. The big man nonchalantly
chewed a match stick and seemed to be
paying no attention at all, but he heard Carol
saying:

“Mrs. Ankrum isn't wearing the Red Em-
blem this week. She is afraid because of the
burglaries. I'll keep my eyes and ears open
when | reach that new home of mine tonight,
and try to phone at the usual time. Stick
around. If things go wrong, you appear as
my boy friend, name of Hank Leonard. And
if you have to go as far as hugging me to
make it look real, put the brakes on those
muscles, Butch.”

The big man’'s features never even
twitched. He stared casually across the
street and when the bus came, he got on it
after Carol—but he got off again a few blocks
further on. Carol rode for twenty minutes
before she finally alighted at a rather deso-
late stop for this great city.

There were no skyscrapers here. Once the
section had been occupied by wealthy fami-
lies who had built great brick houses. Now
they had long since moved away and the
houses were conducted as boarding or room-
ing houses by landladies who insisted the
rent be paid every week without fail.

The last house down the dead-end street
was the largest of them all. It contained
thirty rooms, and almost that many maids,
chauffeurs and gardeners lived in it. Carol
had a small but comfortable room on the
top floor.

She ate her meals there too, and they were
meals that some of the employers of these
servants couldn’t serve—or did not. The
cost of living here included dinner whether
it was eaten or not. It invariably was, to
the chatter of some thirty feminine voices.

Carol greeted several girls she knew and
stopped to talk with a too slender, too
heavily made-up girl who had initiated Carol
into this particular boarding house. Her
name was Linda, and she worked in the same
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house in which Carol's employer had an
apartment. Carol had a strong idea that
more than sheer coincidence had been re-
sponsible for Linda's having brought her to
this boarding house.

The landlady greeted Carol with a warm
smile. That is, if two thin, uncompromising
lips like Mrs. Carter’'s could be said to smile
warmly.

Mrs. Carter was lean and tall. She affected
out-dated dresses with high necks and long,
sweeping skirts. Her scrawny hair was piled
on top of her head so that sometimes she
looked like an animated mop. Her eyes were

Plunder and Death!

“T.” At the head of the table sat the land-
lady, supervising everything.

On her left was the enormously fat, squat
man known as Jacques. His exact status
in this weird household was not exactly
clear to Carol, but she had noticed that the
landlady took orders from him on occasion.
On Mrs. Carter's right was a vacant chair,
sometimes occupied by a hatchet-faced young
man who said he was the landlady’s son. His
name was Compton—his first name, that is.
His last, of course, was Carter. He was
absent about as often as he put in an appear-
ance. Carol didn’t like him, but concerning
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sharp, cold, forbidding, and they did not
smile when her lips did.

Carol went to her room and changed to
another dress. She smoked a cigarette, then
carefully examined her trunk and suitcase.
Both were locked, but both had been un-
locked during her absence. These people
here that the Black Bat had his eye on were
taking no chances, but Carol was not wor-
ried, because the Black Bat had warned her
not to take'along any clothing or accessories
of the sort a servant would not be likely to
own or use.

TTIROMPTLY at eight, she went down to
* dinner. There was a huge dining room,
with a table that once had been used for
banquets. It was in the shape of a large

Jacques she felt something more than dis-
like. The feeling she had for him was akin
to fear.

He seemed to be all chins and cheeks. His
eyes were covered by a pair of thick glasses
so that they were constantly obscured, but
Carol had an idea those eyes would be hard
and uncompromising. She knew well enough
that they missed little.

A buzz of conversation filled the room
when Carol entered. Talking was highly en-
couraged and Carol thought she knew why.
One of the girls, for instance, was now em-
barked upon a description of a diamond
necklace the lady who employed her was
going to wear to some smart affair tonight,
and everyone was listening.

“Two insurance company detectives

13
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brought it,” the girl was prattling. “They'll
come after it tomorrow, and while I couldn’t
see, | think they came in an armored car.
You should see the necklace! It sparkles like
a hundred little fires. Mrs. Collier will be
a knockout tonight.”

The chatter went on and on. Carol listened
to all she could, but took little part in it her-
self.

After dinner, Carol sat on the porch for a
short time, and after a while she was called
inside. The fat man had sent for her. He
told her that Mrs. Carter had obtained some
newsreels from Europe and they would be
shown on the movie-sound machine in just a
few minutes.

“Most interesting films,” he told Carol,
speaking in his characteristic clipped tones.
“We have also a cartoon or two and a fash-
ion film. We try to interest you girls—make
you feel at home.”

“You do,” Carol said enthusiastically. “I
can’'t wait to see the films!”

She wondered if the fat man’'s eyes were
narrowed in suspicion, or if they were wide
in blissful innocence. She wished those
glasses were not so thick.

He followed her when she went into the
dining room where the films were to be
shown. The big table had been dismantled
and stowed along one wall. Chairs were
lined up, and a movie screen and sound pro-
jector were in place. Mrs. Carter’'s hatchet-
faced son had materialized from somewhere
and was inserting the film into the machine.
His grin in Carol's direction was distinctly
wolfish.

The fat man stood at the door, as if en-
gaged in counting the boarders as they
entered. Every boarder was expected to be
present when, once a week, there was always
something like this. Entertainment which
couldn’t be passed up. Everyone did attend;
And invariably after such entertainment, the
newspapers the next morning would carry
stories about a fresh robbery. Sometimes it
concerned the families for whom the serv-
ants who lived in this boarding house
worked; sometimes not. Carol wondered if
there were any other places of this type in
the city.

She selected a chair as close to the door as
possible. When the lights went out, she was
determined to take a chance and slip away.
There was a phone call to be made. A de-
cidedly important one, considering what that
foolish maid had said about a diamond neck-
lace.

Under cover of the sound effects of an
arti-aircraft barrage of the film, Carol man-
aged to reach the front door and leave the
house. She was quite certain no one had
seen her. There was a drug-store two blocks
away and she hurried toward it. With luck
she might put through her phone call arid
return without being missed.

She glanced inside the drug-store before

entering. There were a number of people
there, but none who seemed suspicious.
Carol entered and walked straight to one of
the phone booths, opened her purse, and ex-
tracted both a coin and a small mirror. She
propped the mirror up so that while she faced
the phone, she could also observe the store
entrance.

In a moment, after she had dropped her
coin in the box, she heard the familiar voice
of Silk Kirby, the Black Bat's personal serv-
ant, on the wire. Carol talked fast.

“Tonight Mrs. Harmon Collier's maid told
how Mrs. Collier is wearing her diamond
necklace to some affair at the Plaza,” she
told Silk. “In the morning it goes back to
the safe deposit vaults and . . . hold it, Silk!”

IN THE tiny mirror Carol saw the hulk of
* Jacques. He was at the candy counter
buying chocolates, but he was observing her
too. He had followed her here! They were
suspicious of her then. Carol quickly dropped
the mirror into her purse.

“The fat man trailed me,” she said into the
phone. “I'll tell him | called my boy friend.
Send Butch to the boarding house at nine-
thirty to make it good. Butch’s name should
be Hank Leonard. Wish me luck, Silk. I'll
need it if they ever get wise to me.”

She hung up, stepped from the phone booth
and walked briskly toward the door. Then,
as if seeing the fat man for the first time,
she stopped short and looked surprised and
embarrassed.

“l—had a call to make,” she said slowly.

The fat man smiled at her, though the
movement of his lips was more suggestive
of a leer. She mentally swore at those thick
glasses again. They seemed to hide the
man’s soul—if he had one.

“So | see.” He smirked at her. “But there
is a telephone in the house. We strive to
keep our guests comfortable and provide all
conveniences. Did you not like the movie
show, perhaps?”

“l want to get back for the rest of it,”
Carol replied. “I just had to call my boy
friend, and | didn't use the phone at the
house because . .. Well, some of the girls
listen when | talk to him. | like privacy.”

“Ah—s0.” The fat man seemed to be jeer-
ing at her. “Of course. He is a nice young
man, this friend of yours?”

Carol nodded eagerly. “He’s a war plant
worker. Big fellow. You’'ll be surprised
when you see him. He's coming to see me
at nine-thirty tonight. 1 hope it's all right?”

The fat man took her arm, just below the
elbow. His strong grip surprised Carol. She
could have sworn he was as flabby as a chunk
of blubber.

“There is a front parlor in the boarding
house,” he told her. “It is no crime for a
pretty girl to have a sweetheart. Invite him
to dinner some night. I'm sure Mrs. Carter
will be glad to have him.”



Jacques started weaving as he approached the Black Bat again (Chapter IX)
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Carol felt a little more certain of herself.
Butch would show up to alibi the phone call.
But it was lucky she had used the mirror, and
had spotted the fat man in time to warn Silk.
Somehow she had an uncomfortable idea that
the fat fingers now holding her arm could
also grip her throat and never let go until
she stopped breathing—forever. If this man
should get the slightest proof that she was a
spy in their midst, he would take drastic
action.

Suddenly Carol found herself deadly afraid
of him. He seemed hardly human, and the
way he appeared to know everything that
went on was uncanny.

CHAPTER 11
Lesson in Violence

ACQUES, the fat man,
was appraising “Butch”
O’Leary an hour later.
Carol hadn’'t come down
from her room yet. Butch
sat uneasily on the edge
of a chair that threatened
to collapse from under
him because of his weight.
It gave off a constant
series of groans and
squeaks.

The fat man had his
head cocked to one side.

“Big fellow,” he said. “Too big to fight.
To fight well, I mean.”

A statement like that was tantamount to
waving a red flag in front of Butch. He rose
and looked down at the fat man who, be-
side him, was almost diminutive.

“What's the idea?” Butch demanded.
“l can fight. Good, too.”

The fat man smirked and backed away a
little.

“You are too big for good fighting,” he
repeated. “Too tall and clumsy. Here now
—suppose we have a little sport. All in good
fun. I'll bet you a cigar you can’'t push me
into that comer.”

Butch’'s arms opened wide and he moved
forward. Fast, for a man of his bulk. He
started dosing those arms to encircle the fat
man and jar him back against the wall. But
inexplicably the ceiling took the place of the
floor. The four walls spun like a merry-go-
round gone wild and then Butch crashed
down on his face.

He looked up when his wits stopped churn-
ing and registered sheer amazement. Not
a hair of the fat man’s head had been moved.
He just stood there, grinning.

“judo,” he said. “The bigger an enemy is,
the better it works. But | took advantage
of you. You ought to know Judo, so this
time | will promise not to use it. Attack me
again, my friend. This time | will show you
how to disable a man efficiently.”

Butch got to his feet. Much more inter-
ested than angry, he accepted the challenge.
Another rush carried him close to the fat
man, and then Butch was jarred clear to his
insteps. The fat man had thrust out his right
hand, palm upraised, and Butch had run full
tilt into it. Butch sat down without regard
for dignity.

The fat man stepped closer.

“You see,” he calmly explained, “it is done

only with the heel of the hand. But there
is much preparation first. The heel must be
developed until it is like steel. You start

when very young, methodically striking the
heel against the edge of a board until you
can crack the board with one blow. The heel
hardens to the consistency of steel. It has
no give, and even a tightly compressed fist
has give.”

“Hank!” cried a girl's horrified voice.

Butch grinned up at Carol who had stepped
into the room.

“It's okay, Myra.” Butch used her assumed
name, just as she had used the one she had
given him. “My pal here has been showing
me a few tricks. Believe me, he knows 'em.”

“Let me help you up.”

The fat man extended his hand and jerked
Butch to his feet. All two hundred and fifty-
five pounds of him. Then the fat man faced
Carol, smiled, and bowed slightly.

“Your friend is a good fighter,” he said,
“but he lacks a few tricks. Do you mind if I
intrude and tell him some things about de-
fending himself? 1I'm sure you will also be
interested.”

The fat man stayed there talking until
almost midnight, until Butch finally arose
and yawned, Jacques had given Carol and
Butch not the slightest opportunity to talk
privately. Not one sign had passed between
them, for they were aware how closely those
glass-veiled eyes were watching them. He
even followed them to the porch, but turned
his back discreetly for just a moment, to give
them a chance to say good-by.

Butch enveloped Carol in a clumsy hug.
She had time to whisper to him two signifi-
cant words—“Warn Tony!” Then the fat
man was beside them again.

She was certain, though, that he hadn’t
overheard her.

Carol went to her room shortly after Butch
departed. Jacques stood at the foot of the
stairs as she ascended. Carol hummed gaily,
but she was not feeling gay. When she closed
and locked the door of her room, she sat
down near the window and began to worry.

If the Black Bat tried to forestall the in-
evitable attempt to steal Mrs. Collier’s dia-
mond necklace, Jacques would immediately
suspect that she had telephoned the tip-off.
By morning the fat man would know whether
the robbery attempt had been successful or
not, and if it failed, she would have little
chance of escaping his wrath and that of his
friends.
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'R'ROM the window she saw Jacques walk-

ing briskly across the back yard. He was
heading for the next house, some two hun-
dred yards to the rear. He lived there alone,
so far as Carol had been able to determine.
Her suspicions about that house listed it as
headquarters for the slickest gang of jewel
thieves on record. Jacques might be the
head of them. He was ruthless and clever
enough. Whether or not her suspicions about
him were correct was among the things Carol
hoped to discover here.

She didn't go to sleep. There were too
many things on her mind. Earlier in the
evening she had seen a panel truck drive out
of Jacques’ garage, and she knew by now
that every time there was to be a robbery,
that the same panel body truck went out.
Somehow it was connected with the series of
mysterious thefts which had the police and
the insurance companies on edge.

The boarding house had long ago quieted
down. Everyone was asleep, or supposed to
be. Carol was certain that she alone suspected
this super boarding house of concealing the
criminal gang members she was certain it
did. That was why the landlady could man-
age to provide really excellent quarters and
meals of such high type and stay above water
financially.

The place was merely subsidized by some-
one who profited from it as a cover.

At two in the morning, when all lights were
out, Carol opened her door and crept down
the hallway to the staircase. She was in time
to hear the front door cautiously opened with
a key. Then footsteps tiptoed across the
floor and Carol heard Mrs. Carter’'s voice,
and her startled gasp before a door closed
on whatever followed that cry of surprise or
horror—or both.

Carol had to take a chance. She went
downstairs, her padded slippers making no
noise whatsoever. When she reached the
dining room, she saw light beneath and to
the hinged side of the butler’s pantry door.
Edging up to the fairly wide crack where the
door was hinged, she applied an eye to the
crack and could look into the kitchen.

Mrs. Carter’'s son who had the impossible
name of Compton, was there and clearly ex-
cited. Mrs. Carter was there also, but seemed
far more worried than excited.

“We'd better get Jacques over here right
away,” she said. “He told me to call him if
everything wasn't exactly right. You're sure
the man was dead ?”

“1 stuck a knife into his chest right up to
the hilt!” young Compton Carter said, with
a curious mixture of pride and terror. “He
let out a grunt or something, then started
to fall down. | grabbed him so he wouldn’t
make any noise.”

Mrs. Carter walked quickly to the rear
door and snapped on a switch. Carol knew
it controlled a light above the back porch,
one that was never used. Now she knew
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why. It was a signal to attract the attention
of Jacques in his own house which was
within easy sight of the back porch,

Carol shivered. Murder had been done!
Clearly it wasn’t the Black Bat who had fallen
victim, for the Kkiller would have boasted
about that, since members of the underworld
had long vied with one another for such a
privilege. But murder—Kkilling anybody—
showed just how far these jewel thieves
would go. More, one killing would inevitably
lead to others. The Black Bat's hunch was
turning out right, as his hunches, backed by
logic and deduction, usually did. >

Jacques arrived promptly, puffing a bit,
which indicated that he had been"running.
Compton quickly told him what had hap-
pened.

“1 got in, just like the map showed,” the
young man said. “It was easy. | waited until
all the lights went out, then | gave them time
to go to sleep. But something happened so
the man didn’t sleep. Anyway, not so sound-
ly. 1 got the necklace—"

"Show it to me,” Jacques ordered.
once.”

Compton reached into a pocket and ex-
tracted a shimmering strand of gems.
Jacques held them at eye level, slowly ro-
tated the necklace, then nodded heavily.

“Good! This is what you went after. Now!
Did you kill the man or only wound him?”

“But | didn't tell you I—I used my knife.
How did you know | did?”

“ldiot!” Jacques said smoothly. “There is
blood on your shirt. Go ahead—talk.”

“At

|]*"OMPTON CARTER obeyed, speaking
hurriedly.

“Well, the safe was easy and | was just
hauling the necklace out when this man tip-
toed into the room and jumped me. My knife
was stuck in my belt. 1 just yanked it out
and jabbed the fella with it. He's dead all
right.”

“And then you ran?” Jacques asked quick-

Y- .

“l1 went out the door, just as the plans
called for. Nobody saw me enter or leave.
It's in the bag, Jacques. Not a thing to wor-
ry about.”

“Perhaps.” Jacques frowned. “So far, |
approve of what happened. Until now you
have been a novice, but now your hands are
bloodied. You will be a better man for that.
What | wish to know is this. Did the ap-
pearance of that man of the house come so
that you might assume he was ready and
waiting for you? In short, was it a trap?”

“No, Compton Carter derided. “That bo-
zo was half asleep and blinking like an owl.
That's why it was so ea3y to stick him.
Wasn't anyone else around and | bet his
wife doesn’'t even know yet he's dead.”

Mrs. Carter faced Jacques. “Why did you
ask if it could have been a trap?”

Jacques was studying the necklace again.
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“Well, 1 have been suspicious. That blond
—the new one on the third floor—she seems
just a bit too intelligent for her job. I'm
probably wrong though. She slipped out
tonight when the movies were on, and | fol-
lowed her. She telephoned. Her boy friend
came later, but if Compton had been trapped
tonight, I would have known that she was
a spy.”

“You sent my son, when you thought it
might be a trap?” Mrs. Carter said in a low,
rasping voice.

ACQUES tucked the diamond necklace

into his side pocket.

“Why not?” he demanded. “He wanted to
join us. If he had been caught, they'd have
found no police record. He'd have got off
lightly, while any of the other men we use—
well, they’'d have been given the limit. If
your son had been caught, we would have
had him defended and paid him well.”

“Sure you would!” Compton sided with
Jacques. “Say—how about my cut, any-
how ?”

“In due time.” Jacques patted his pocket
and smiled. “You know the routine. First,
the necklace will be turned over to a certain
party who will have it examined. If it is
genuine, the gewgaw will be sold. You will
receive the usual percentage paid to a tyro.
Now remove your shirt. Quickly! | must
get back.”

“My shirt?” young Carter asked dully.

“It is bloody—as | told you. If | leave it
here, your mother will bum it, perhaps, but
that would do you little good. The police are
plenty active in this business, and now that
there has been a murder, they’ll start hunting
us harder than ever. The only way to destroy
evidence of this kind is to apply acid to it.
Turn it into a liquid and flush it away. Take
off the shirt.”

Carol quickly backed away from the door
and made her way upstairs again, consider-
ably shaken. But at least she knew several
things that until now had been a complete
mystery. Interesting items for the Black
Bat. She also realized that the Black Bat
had not acted on the information she had
provided because he had sensed it might re-
flect on her.

This neglect had caused a murder, but that
was something neither she nor the Black
Bat could have predicted. If the life of
Compton’s victim had been spared by setting
a trap, Carol’s life might have paid the piper.
She hadn't the slightest doubt but that Jac-
gues had killed before and would do it again
without the least hesitation,

Carol’'s next move was obvious. She had
to see the Black Bat, but it would have to
wait until morning. She went to bed, but
sleep was a long time in coming. This was
a house of murder and crime—not exactly
a place conducive to restful slumber.

CHAPTER 111
Lair of the Black Bat

THE morning Carol
left the house with sev-
eral other girls and took
a bus to the apartment
house where she was em-
ployed. She didn’'t enter
though. Instead, she
telephoned up to Mrs.
Ankrum, asked for three
hours off, and got the
permission easily. The
scarcity of servants would
have made Mrs. Ankrum

accede to almost any reasonable request.

Carol hailed a taxi and was driven to one
of the best parts of the city. She paid off the
driver four blocks from her destination and
walked the rest of the way. When she
reached one large house, with well-land-
scaped grounds and shrubbery surrounded
by a neat fence, she didn't even glance at it.
But she knew well the plaque that was on
the gate, inscribed with the owner’'s name—
Tony Quinn.

Carol turned the corner at the end of the
street before the impressive place, and headed
down another street—a blind street. She gave
one quick look over her shoulder, made cer-
tain she was not under observation and
ducked through a garden gate she reached.
She began running toward a small garden
house, entered it, and stopped a moment to
regain her breath.

Then she opened a skillfully hidden trap-
door, dropped down into a tunnel and closed
the door on top of her. In a few seconds she
was ascending a ladder which led into a
large, white-tiled laboratory. Someone mov-
ed rapidly toward the exit into the laboratory
to help her. A firm hand gripped hers and
she was hoisted up.

The man who greeted her could not have
been called handsome. Not by a long degree.
His features were too rugged for that, and
around the eyes were deep scars. But he
had a warm smile and friendly eyes.

This was Tony Quinn, lawyer, once dis-
trict attorney, now appointed as a special
district attorney, and—the Black Bat, a mys-
tery man who took the law into his own
hands and was well-known to police and
crooks alike.

He led Carol over to a large leather divan
and sat down beside her. Butch O’Leary,
the big fellow who had pretended to be her
boy friend at the boarding house, was smoth-
ering a straight-backed chair and smiling
in welcome.

A third man stood near a small door that
led into the house proper. He was the“Silk”
Kirby to whom Carol had telephoned, a mid-
dle-aged man, almost bald, and of medium



MURDER ON THE LOOSE 1*

stature. Once Silk Kirby had tantalized pol-
ice all over the nation as one of the best con-
fidence men who had ever mulcted a ripe
sucker.

That was before he had fallen from grace
in his “profession” enough to come to rob
Tony Quinn, during a lean period. But after
a long talk with his intended victim, he had
remained to work for Quinn as his personal
servant. Now he was the Black Bat's loyal
friend and confidante, a vast aid to him in
his endeavors, because Silk Kirby was still
as smooth as his nickname.

“Things happened last night,” Tony Quinn
said. “Unfortunate things, but when Silk
told me that fat man had followed you to
the drug-store, Carol, | was afraid to inter-
fere. Now those crooks have added murder
to their list.”

“Compton Carter killed that man!” Carol
said eagerly. “l overheard him bragging
about it to his mother and Jacques. And,
Tony, our fat man isn't the boss of this out-
fitt He took the necklace Compton stole
and said it would have to be turned over to
a certain party for appraisal before Compton
could get his cut.”

“X thought there would be some one
higher-up than your friend Jacques behind all
this,” Quinn said. “The gang is too well-set,
and works with too much cooperation not
to have a clever leader. Any idea who it
might be?”

“Not an iota. | doubt if anyone else at the
boarding house knows, besides Jacques—and
of course | couldn’t read his mind.”

“Equally of course,” said Quinn, “we can't
come out into the open, seize him and work
him over. Wouldn't do much good anyway,
from what Butch has told me of the man,”

Butch leaned forward, his huge hands
clasped tightly.

“That boy,” he said “is dangerous. Me—
| don’t scare easy, but the fat man has got
something. He set me back on my ear plen-
ty fast. He’'s nobody I'd want to meet on
a dark night.”

“His kind become fragile once they are
hurt,” Silk spoke up.

HUTCH looked at Silk.

“Yeah,” he agreed. “Only the idea
is to hurt 'em before you get knocked for
a loop yourself.”

Quinn chuckled. “We’ll take good care of
Jacques in due time. Right now | have a few
things to report. Nothing definite. As you
know, this matter came before me in my
capacity as special D.A. In the last thirty
days there have been eleven hold-ups, as
well as robberies in houses and other thefts
where very valuable gems have been stolen.
The police have made little headway, but
thanks to the help of the three of you, we're
beginning to get a start. Now that Carol
has brought proof of a highly competent

Mason started when he saw the black automatic
pointed at him (Chapter VI)
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leader’s existence, we have progressed even
further.”

“I'm glad | could help,” Carol said. “But
| don’t see how that is so important, Tony.”

“But it is. We have learned that all the
families who have been robbed employed ser-
vants. Almost invariably those servants live
in boarding houses much like the one where
you are staying, Carol. Places that give too
much for too little. They are run with one
purpose in mind—to have a place where will-
ing ears can listen to the gossip of these
servants. News about parties at which valu-
ables will be worn. Talk about the location
of the safe in the house, or other spots used
to secrete gems. Information about habits
of the families, about doors and exits. Lit-
tle by little the servants reveal—quite un-
knowingly—just what these crooks want to
find out.”

“It has certainly paid off,” Silk opined.

Quinn nodded. “Indeed it has, but I'm
still a bit suspicious. This mob of crooks
must have a terrific overhead. The profits
have been good, but not quite good enough
to cover all their outlay and still pay them
for their trouble. | believe the entire thing
has been leading up to some big and decided-
ly important job. So far, not a glimpse of
the thieves has been caught by their victims.
They go about their work in an extremely
businesslike fashion, which makes it all the
more difficult to run them down. No trace
of their loot has appeared on any market,
either, which shows how cautious they are.”

“1f we could only find the man who runs
the outfit!” Carol said, musingly.

<dWe're making a little headway,” Quinn
told her. “Butch and Silk have worked nard.
I've taken advantage of my office to investi-
gate certain factors. We have three fair sus-
pects for the position of leader. The board-
ing houses, for instance—we know of three
of them, so far—are all owned by one man
who is the lessor. He is a real estate oper-
ator named Thomas Shirley, a cagey individ-
ual whose chief distinction is his love of
money. Then there is an employment agen-
cy run by a William Jenks. From this agen-
cy many of the servants were supplied to
those families which have been robbed.
Jenks has no record, he has been in business
for a long time, but has suffered badly of
late because of the shortage of servants. He
might have seen a way to recoup his for-
tune.

“Next, we have Sam Mason. Sam is a
private detective who specializes in tracking
down stolen jewels. His work is mainly done
for insurance companies. They ask him no
questions and he volunteers no information
as to how he gets back the stolen stuff, but
he does it, and capably too. One of these
three men could conceivably be the leader
of this gang of jewel thieves.”

“My money is on Sam Mason, that pri-

vate detective,” Silk said. “In the old days
I knew men like him and | know how they
work. They're in on the job before it ac-
tually happens. The crook just turns the
loot over to them, and after the insurance
company has paid the claim, they move in to
restore the property and get a fancy reward.
The private detective calls it a fee. He splits
with the crook, so of course he's as much of
a thief as the actual one.”

“True,” Quinn admitted. “But Sam Ma-
son’s reputation is good. Of course it would
be if he is as clever as the leader of this pack
of wolves has shown himself to be. Carol
do you think it's safe where you are? Mur-
der has been done, and more will be done to
conceal the first one if it becomes necessary.”

Carol smiled. “I think I'm safe so far,”

“Good, Now for some plans. We've got
to make these crooks operate our way. Next
time, | hope, you won't be suspected, Carol
Then | can move in as the Black Bat. Any
of the other girls been doing any more talk-
ing?”

“Ann has,” Carol said. “She works for
the Paul Hampton's and she’s been building
up the rings Mrs. Hampton owns. They
must be something from the way Ann talks.
Mrs. Hampton wore them to the opera last
week, but nothing happened. Maybe next
time it will be different.”

“Keep your ears open,” Quinn advised.
“The moment Ann says anything about
when and where Mrs. Hampton's rings will
be worn again, let me know. That's all for
now. | think you'd best get back on the
job.”

“Tony,” Carol said with a light frown,
“there’s one more thing. Perhaps it means
nothing. But every time there is a burglary,
Jacques goes out earlier in the evening and
he always drives a station wagon. Maybe
he makes contact with the leader and they
discuss plans. But why use a car as con-
spicuous as a station wagon? He has a dark
sedan in the same garage.”

UINN looked over at Kirby.

“Your job, Silk. Next time Carol
warns us, you trail Jacques. He may even
lead you straight to the man we want, al-
though | doubt it. At any rate you may
be able to determine the method of contact.
They wouldn’'t use the telephone or a mes-
senger.”

Carol left immediately and soon after
Butch departed. Tony Quinn picked up a
cane. He walked toward the secret door
which led into the library of his home. As he
neared it, an amazing change came over him.
His warm, friendly eyes suddenly became
stony and fixed. The eyes of a totally blind
man.

Indeed, everyone except Quinn’s own little
group believed him to be hopelessly blind.
At one time he had been too, as the result
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of something that had happened when he
had been an up and coming young D.A.
pursuing crooks into their various holes and
rapidly cleaning up this great city.

He'd been trying the case of an important
criminal, basing his evidence on certain docu-
ments. In the middle of the trial, members
of this crook’'s gang had tried to destroy
the evidence by hurling a powerful acid upon
it. Quinn had interfered and the acid had
struck him in the face. He had been blinded
almost instantly, and those deep scars around
his eyes still remained as a silent witness of
the tragedy.

He gave up his position as D.A., traveled
all over Europe before the war, and to all
clinics in this country. He was independent-
ly wealthy, willing to spend every cent he
owned in order to see again, but money could
not cure his blindness. At last, believing
that he would never see again, Quinn settled
down to the life of a blind man, living more
or less a hermit’s existence in his own home,
with the reformed Silk Kirby as almost his
only contact with the outside world.

It was at a time when things were at their
lowest ebb for Tony Quinn that Carol Bald-
win appeared. She came with a strange offer.
Her father, a police officer in a small mid-
Westem town, was dying, the victim of gang-
ster bullets.

He had followed the career of District At-
torney Quinn and, knowing he had no chance
to live, he wanted to give his eyes to Quinn.
There was a little-known surgeon in Carol’s
home town, she said, who believed he could
successfully perform the operation of re-
placing Quinn’s dead corneas with Sergeant
Baldwin’s healthy ones.

Quinn went West and submitted to the
operation and, soon after, Carol’s father died.
Quinn’s sight returned, but he kept that a
secret, because a new plan to fight crime
and criminals had come to. him. He knew
the red tape that handicapped a public offi-
cial in fighting crooks, and believed a free
and independent investigator could make
more headway. And that was when the Black
Bat had come into being.

Attired in a close-fitting hood, made_neces-
sary because of the scars around his eyes
which might easily identify him, somber
clothing and crepe-soled shoes, the Black
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Bat made his entrance as a crime investiga-
tor. His previous experience was a great
asset, and his was augmented by certain
physical traits he had acquired as a blind
man.

"His sense of touch had become highly
acute, and his hearing was exceptionally
good—Nature’'s compensation for his blind-
ed eyes. When his sight returned, he did
not lose the extra-sensorial aids he had de-
veloped.

Also, the operation produced some rather
astounding and unlooked-for results. Tony
Quinn could see in jet blackness as easily
as he could in broad daylight. His uncanny
eyes, penetrating darkness, could distinguish
even pastel shades. Such a phenomenon was
decidedly useful to him as a crime fighter.

Carol Baldwin had come East with Quinn
and Silk Kirby, to join the Black Bat's or-
ganization. She had devoted her life to fight-
ing criminals like those who had been re-
sponsible for her father’s death.

Now no one except Carol, Silk, and Butch
knew that Tony Quinn could see, or that he
led a double life as a blind man and as the
determined fighter known as the Black Bat.

Carol had proved to be a capable ally, and
she and Tony Quinn had fallen in love. But
neither of them ever mentioned that, know-
ing they could never marry while there was
so much work for the Black Bat to do, and
that always all their lives were in peril.

Butch O’Leary was a splendid ally, also.
Tony Quinn had once befriended Butch who
thereafter had devoted himself to his bene-
factor so loyally that he had been allowed to
become a member of the little band. Butch
while not the brightest of individuals, was
faithful, and his enormous strength often be-
came a valuable asset.

Only one outsider suspected that Quinn
was the Black Bat—a detective captain
named McGrath—and he seemed to spend
all the time he could spare in an effort to
prove it. With stubborn determination he
clung to his opinion that the Black Bat was
a crook himself, one who deserved nothing
short of a prison cell, and he had vowed to
accomplish that himself.

In plain terms he had announced that some
day he would arrest the Black Bat, whom he
was sure would turn out to be Tony Quinn.
Even repeated examinations by the most
noted experts who invariably declared Quinn
hopelessly blind, had no effect on Captain
McGrath.

In the case of another police official—Com-
missioner Warner, popular head of the
force—it was different. Warner may at
times have suspected Quinn of being the
Black Bat, but he made no attempt to prove
his suspicions true. He realized that the
Black Bat was a most valuable ally of the
police, and Commissioner Warner was not
a man to examine such a gift too closely.
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CHAPTER 1V
Mysterious Journey

ILK drove Tony Quinn’s
car up to the entrance of
the building where Quinn
maintained an office in his
capacity as Special Dis-
trict Attorney. Silk got
out and helped the appar-
ently blind Quinn alight.
He held Quinn’s arm and
led him up the stairs
while Quinn’'s cane
tapped ahead of him, feel-
ing out the way.

There was a visitor in the outer office.
Captain McGrath, chunky, plainly dressed
and a man of quiet efficiency, arose abruptly,
walked directly in front of Quinn and ex-
tended his hand. It was just one of his
ineffectual tricks to try and make Quinn re-
veal that he was not blind.

Silk had no time to steer Quinn out of
the way and the blind man walked straight
in~o McGrath, who backed up.

“Sorry,” McGrath apologized.
keep forgetting you can't see.
think you can. Right now I'm not worrying
about that. Got a few minutes, Quinn? |
want to talk to you about those jewel
thieves.”

Quinn invited him into the private office.
McGrath sat down, crossed his legs and
popped a cigar into his mouth.

“Strikes me a bit funny that the Black Bat
hasn't come into this mess,” he said. “You
think it's because maybe he doesn’t believe
these thefts are important enough?”

Quinn smiled. His eyes, looking well to
McGrath’s left, were dead, staring orbs.

“l don't know. Captain. | don’t happen
to be a confidante of the Black Bat. Now,
what did you want to see me about? Has
anything new turned up?”

“No—and we've got to make something
happen. There was a murder last night we're
sure was committed by the same gang. So
far we haven't the slightest trace of any of
them. Sam Mason, the insurance detective,
suggests we set a trap.”

Quinn made a steeple of his hands. “It's
dangerous, Captain. Last night these crooks
showed their willingness to murder. They'll
do it again. What is Mason’s plan?”

“There’'s a family named Hampton. Paul
Hampton’s a wealthy engineer. His wife is
attending some affair tonight, wearing sev-
enty thousand dollars worth of rings.
Enough to attract the gang. Now Mason
suggests we have the newspapers print a
story about those rings and make a casual
mention about Mrs. Hampton wearing them
tonight. If the crooks strike, we'll be plenty
ready.”

“1 always
Or maybe |

Quinn shook his head slowly. “It won't
work,” he said positively. “Such open adver-
tising will scare the crooks off. Besides, you
need the cooperation of Mr. and Mrs. Hamp-
ton and they aren’t apt to risk their necks.”

“Mason has already talked to them and
they're glad to help,” McGrath said. “We’ll
cover them from the moment they get the
jewelry until it's back in the safe deposit
vaults. The insurance company told Mason
Mrs, Hampton intends to wear the jewelry
tonight, and asked him to be on guard.”

“It's your problem,” Quinn shrugged.
“Quite probably nothing will happen anyway.
Is Mason intending to be with you?”

“Well—no. He did plan to, but says he's
got something else to handle tonight. If I
didn't know Mason well, 1I'd think he was
deliberately trying to avoid being on the
scene. But I'm going through with it. If
we can land one of those crooks we'll make
him talk.”

“Good hunting, Captain,” Quinn offered.
“1 still think itwon’'t work.”

The moment the door closed on McGrath,
Silk placed an envelope on Quinn’s desk.

“This is funny,” he Said. “l was opening
the morning’s mail and found this. It's ad-
dressed in a woman’'s hand, but inside the
envelope there was only this blank piece of
paper.”

Quinn’s eyes became alive again. He
studied the blank paper, then the envelope.

“Odd!” he murmured. “Protect this paper,
and envelope, Silk, until we can check for
possible fingerprints.”

Quinn put the envelope on the desk and
lightly passed his fingertips across the sealed
flap, still in place because Silk had used a
letter opener. Sensitivity of touch told
Quinn that the flap had been tampered with.

“It’'s been steamed open, then resealed,”
he said. “Application of additional glue has
made the flap bulge slightly in spots. It was
no error that we got blank paper instead of
a letter. Someone wanted to tell us some-
thing and was circumvented. Well, even-
tually we'll probably find out what it's all
about.”

“What do you think of McGrath’'s scheme,
sir?” Silk asked, as he put the envelope and
paper away.

“1 don't like it, Silk. Besides, McGrath is
trying to Kill a couple of birds with one trap.
He took me into his confidence in hope the
Black Bat would be on hand. He may be, at
that, but well in the distance. Incidentally,
the maid who works for the Paul Hamptons
is the one who has been talking about Mrs.
Hampton’s rings. Remember Carol mention-
tioning their names—and the maid, Ann?”

“Yes, sir. Maybe those crooks won't need
newspaper publicity to make 'em act.”

“Your job is to watch the house where that
fat man fives,” Quinn said, “and if he drives
the station wagon out, trail him, see if he
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meets anyone. The station wagon must have
some connection with the thefts—and last
night's murder—because it is driven out
every time a job is pulled. | want to know
why.”

A RUSH of normal business started then

and Quinn went to work. At six o’clock
Silk drove him home. Quinn made certain
that the house was not under observation,
then went straight to his hidden laboratory.
There he studied the mysterious envelope
and its blank enclosure. He proved now that
the envelope had been opened. There were
no prints on the paper though, except Silk’s.
The handwriting on the envelope was neat,
slanted considerably, and obviously that of
awoman.

He put it aside and pondered McGrath’s
trap for tonight. The Hamptons’ maid would
talk more at dinner. Jacques would hear
her and set the wheels in motion for another
robbery or holdup—unless the crooks read
the item McGrath and Private Detective
Sam Mason were having printed. Then
they might smell a rat.

It seemed to Quinn that Mason was a
trifle too eager. And he had taken pains to
inform McGrath he wouldn't be on deck if
anything happened. It sounded as if he meant
to try to establish a fool-proof alibi.

Carol managed to phone after dinner and
told Silk, in a few words, that the Hamp-
tons’ maid had talked about the rings. Silk
relayed this information to Quinn who was
seated in a well-worn leather chair before
the fireplace in the library.

“Things stand just as they were,” Quinn
said. “Try to trail Jacques. Butch, as Carol's
boy friend, is going to call on her and keep
tabs there. I'll be going out—as the Black
Bat, Silk. McGrath or not, | can't let those
crooks get away with anything else. Not
without a fight.”

“Good,” Silk approved. “Incidentally, sir,
you haven't seen the evening papers. That
is, 1 haven't read them to you as | always do.
There is a most interesting little story.”

“About the Hamptons and the diamond

“That’s there too, but there is another.
Some visiting royalty here now from one of
the liberated countries, is going to throw a
big party for a lot of important people two
nights from now. The paper gives a partial
list of those expected to attend and it sounds
like the Social Register.”

“And Tiffany’s, no doubt,” Quinn frowned.
“Those crooks don't need talkative maids to
get information. Every woman who attends
that affair is bound to wear her best jewelry.
It should make a haul large enough to temjjt
any band of crooks. I'm afraid it's what this
particular gang has been waiting for. We'll
have to make some countering plans, Silk.
Find out all you can about it.”

“Yes, sir. | think 1'd better be on my way
now.”

“Darken the whole house before you
leave,” Quinn instructed. “Then if McGrath
takes a notion to pop over, he'll think we're
out. | don’t need the lights anyway. And,
Silk—phone me here as soon as possible,
whether you find out anything or not.”

Silk went to his room where he proceeded
to don a disguise. Silk was no expert at this,
but when he had been a confidence man, he
had mastered two disguises. Both were
simple, but effective. Selecting one of them
now, he donned a gray wig, and added false
eyebrows to make his own shaggier. A bit of
cream rubbed into the face gave him a ruddy
complexion. That was all, but combined with
clothing typical of a movie mogul, or other
financier, it made Silk another person.

After darkenning the house, in obedience
to Quinn’s instructions, he slipped out to the
garage, changed license plates on one of the
cars and drove away. When he reached the
vicinity of the boarding house where Carol
was staying and near which Jacques lived,
he pulled up in an advantageous spot and
doused the car lights.

More than an hour went by. He saw Carol
returning to the boarding house with two
other girls. Then the station wagon slid out
of the driveway and Silk trailed it. He stayed
far back, because Jacques would be naturally
suspicious, but Silk was a past master at this
[Turn page]
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business. He was certain Jacques had no
idea he was being followed.

The fat man kept up a good pace until
he reached a more populous portion of the
city where he headed toward an exclusive
residential section. Finally he pulled up in
front of one of the few remaining private
dwellings in this downtown area. Silk took
careful note of the place, memorizing its
illuminated number on the porch.

Jacques then whirled away to cross town.
This time he came to a stop in front of a big
apartment building where he stayed for
about fifteen minutes. His third stop was
before the sumptuous entrance of a large
residential hotel.

& ILK noted each stop, but was distinctly
N puzzled. Jacques never got out of the
station wagon, didn't sound his horn—just
sat behind the wheel and smoked cigarettes,
the butts of which he snapped high into the
air.

He drove through the city’'s largest park,
but didn't stop. Far across town he did—in
the middle of a dark, quiet block. Several
other cars were parked on either side of the
street, but they seemed to be unoccupied.

As the fat man drove away and headed for
home, Silk had an idea that he had been
neatly taken on a wild goose chase. Cer-
tainly Jacques hadn't delivered any message,
nor had he come into even the slightest con-
tact with anyone. And he. drove straight
home as if in a hurry to get there.

Silk watched him drive into the garage,
and a few minutes later lights in his house
were turned on. Silk sighed and gave up.
As he drove away he was hoping he would
be in time to tell the Black Bat of Jacques’
strange actions. But the Black Bat had al-
ready departed on whatever mysterious er-
rand demanded his attention.

CHAPTER V
Vanished Girl

AROL, meanwhile, bided
her time until after Jac-
ques returned. At din-
ner, the maid employed by
the Hampton s had
spoken her piece about
the valuable rings.
Jacques had gone home
early. Mrs. Carter seem-
ed unusually curt with her
boarders, and her thin-
faced son was nowhere
about.

Carol watched Jacques drive off. She want-
ed to get into his house and examine it, and
some time she hoped to get a chance to exam-
ine the station wagon he drove on these trips.
But it was still early and Mrs. Carter bustled

about, making rather frequent trips through
the house as if to keep all her boarders under
observation.

Carol did openly leave the house, walk to
the drug-store and make a phone call to Tony
Quinn. He agreed that an examination of
Jacques’ premises might prove interesting,
but he warned her to be careful. Carol had
made sure she hadn’t been followed, but Mrs.
Carter was standing in the doorway when
she returned.

“My boy friend has been transferred to
another shift,” Carol said brightly. “I hope
you don’t mind if he calls on me about eleven
o’'clock. I'll send him home early.”

“If you don’'t disturb the other girls, I
have no objections,” Mrs. Carter said over
her shoulder, as she walked toward the kit-
chen.

Carol returned to her room. She saw
Jacques come back, waited twenty minutes,
then she slipped downstairs.

Mrs. Carter seemed to have gone out.
Carol knew exactly what she had to do. She
turned on the rear porch light—the one used
to signal Jacques. Then she hurried through
the back door, ran lightly in the direction
of the fat man’s house and concealed herself
behind a tree.

Soon Jacques emerged, walking fast. He
passed within a dozen yards of where Carol
was hidden. She waited until he entered the
boarding house, then she hurried toward his
garage. It was locked, but the doors were
equipped with ordinary tumbler locks. Carol
opened her purse and took out several keys
which Tony Quinn had manufactured in his
laboratory. There were few locks they
couldn’t open and the one to Jacques’' garage
was not among these few.

Carol stepped in, closed the door behind
her and went to the station wagon. She dis-
covered that the windows were covered by
curtains hanging inside the vehicle, but the
front door was easily opened. Yet even from
this point she couldn’t see in back. A solid
metal wall had been built there, cutting off
the back of the wagon from the driver’s seat.

She couldn’'t afford to spend much more
time in the garage, for there might be more
interesting things in the house. But Carol
did notice one significant thing. There were
two hom buttons on the wheel. One was
coated with bright chrome and the other had
been painted a dull brown.

This was interesting because of its unique-
ness. She rapidly drew a good sketch of
the interior of the place in her small note-
book, ripped off the page and added a couple
of notes. She inserted the paper in an en-
velope, addressed it to Tony Quinn, then
slipped out of the garage, taking pains to lock
up after her.

She glanced toward Mrs. Carter's board-
ing house, but the ungainly bulk of the fat
man was nowhere in sight. Greatly relieved,
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she moved toward the back of his house, but
decided against trying to effect an entrance
there. If he returned, he would be sure to
notice anything wrong, for he always came
in the back way.

Carol hurried around to the front of the
house which had been built close to the de-
serted street. She saw a mail-box a few steps
from the house. Carol hesitated. She knew
she was going to plunge into considerable
danger, and already she possessed some mea-
ger information about the station wagon
which might benefit the Black Bat. Was it
worth while taking the chance of waiting
to see whether she could get more informa-
tion before mailing her notes?

Gripping the envelope addressed to Quinn,
she hurried to the mail-box, affixed a stamp
on the letter and posted it. She felt better
after that was done. If she found anything
else in Jacques’ house, she could write an-
other note or relay the information to Butch
when he came to see “Myra.”

Carol ran up on the front porch of Jac-
ques’ house. Again those keys which Tony
Quinn had furnished served their purpose.
She had the front door open in less than
three minutes. There was a weak hall light
illuminating the entrance. She closed the
door quietly and stood there, listening, cen-
tering her attention upon the slightest squeak
or pad of feet. She heard none and ventured
further into the place.

WT WAS dari* deeper along the hallway
* and she used a tiny flashlight which threw
a yellow, weak ray. Aided by this, she began
to examine each room. They were just or-
dinary rooms, expensively furnished, tidy
and neat. There was not time to rummage
in desks or bureau drawers.

She proceeded to the second floor, made
her way to the extreme rear and looked over
at Mrs. Carter’s house. The porch light had
gone out, but if Jacques had been moving
back, she would surely have seen him.

There was one closed door upstairs. Carol
turned the knob firmly, threw the door wide
and stepped aside in the event of some attack
from within. Nothing happened. She stepped
into the room, turned her flashlight on—and
gasped.

She saw a work-bench equipped with jew-
eler’s tools. There was a small blast furnace
for reducing metals, probably gold. Any
large, modern jewel manufacturing plant
might have been envious of such a place.

Carol moved closer to the work-bench.
If she could find some of the gems recently
stolen, she would have evidence enough on
Jacques to warrant his arrest—unless the
Black Bat wanted to handle the fat man in
his own way.

She had picked up a red-plush case when
the room started to swirl crazily. She grasped
at the edge of the bench for support. Her

flashlight hit the floor and darkness filled the
room. But that darkness was sunlight com-
pared to the gloom which enveloped Carol.
She had hardly felt the blow on the head.
It had been struck with scientific precision.

Promptly at eleven o’clock Butch O’Leary
climbed the stairs of Carol’s boarding house
and rang the bell. He waited a few minutes
when there was no answer. Then he rang it
again. This time he drew results. Mrs.
Carter, swathed in a voluminous bathrobe,
opened the door.

“1 guess my girl got sick of waiting,” Butch
said, and smiled at the landlady amiably. “I
told her, though, | couldn’t make it until
eleven o’clock.”

“1f you are referring to Myra,” Mrs. Carter
said frigidly, “she moved out early this eve-
ning. She didn't say where she was going—
didn’'t even give me any reason for leaving,
but she's gone. Irresponsible—that’'s what
she was, and you're well rid of her if you
never see her again.”

The door was slammed in Butch’s face.
For an instant he was tempted to tear it
down and conduct a search of the place, but
he realized that would do no good. Anyway,
it was possible that Carol had seen trouble
materializing and had made tracks for safety.

Butch turned slowly away, walked down
the steps and onto the street. He headed
back toward the bus stop. But he was wary.
The Black Bat had taught him many tricks.
He sauntered along the silent street like a
puzzled, woebegone man, but his slow place
was intentional. If anyone followed him,
his shadow would be compelled to move just
as slowly, and that meant ducking for cover,
allowing Butch to extend his distance, then
taking up the chase again.

There was someone behind him. Butch
heard nothing, but he did spot a flitting
shadow just beyond one of the street lights.
Butch had purposely turned around at this
point because he knew that anyone passing
close to that light would leave a shadow.

Butch didn't even consider capturing the
man after him. Not now, because all this
meant that Carol had been taken prisoner.
The Black Bat must be warned. Such
pleasures as wringing a crook’s neck would
have to wait.

Butch reached the busstop, lit a cigarette
and waited. The bus came along five
minutes later. By that time four other
people were waiting, but Butch was fairly
sure none of these was the man who had
followed him. When the bus pulled up,
Butch was the first aboard. He dropped his
coin in the fare slot and moved briskly
toward the center of the bus.

There was a middle door exit, operated
when a passenger stepped on a treadle
Butch saw a man dart from the shadows
and hurry toward the bus. He got aboard
last and as he fumbled for his fare, Butch
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stepped on the treadle, opened the exit door
by'this means, and the door closed automa-
tically behind him.

As it did the bus Ilurched off. The
shadow was still aboard, and that bus
~wouldn't stop again for half a dozen blocks.

Butch cut through a yard, heading for
another street where there was more life.
He spotted a taxi and hailed it. Inside it,
he relaxed. He had thrown that trailer off.
He was positive of it, but that did not alle-
viate the ache in his heart.

tfAAROL was on a spot and Butch felt like
~  a deserter, running away like this. Yet
orders were orders and he had been ex-
plicitly warned to do just this in case some-
thing happened.

It took a full hour for Butch to reach
Tony Quinn’s neighborhood. After leaving
the taxi and seeing it drive off he took par-
ticular pains to be sure he was not observed.
Then he went through the garden gate and
in a few moments he was in the lab, fran-
tically pushing a button which would warn
Silk or Quinn that he had bad news for
them.

Silk answered the summons and one look
at Butch creased Silk’s features into lines of
worry.

“Carol?” he asked.

Butch nodded. “I don’t know what hap-
pened, but that hatchet-faced landlady told
me Carol had checked out. 1 was followed
from the house, but | gave whoever it was
the slip. What do you think we ought to
do?”

“l1 know what 1I'd like to do,” Silk said
softly. “Go back and tear the joint down.
But we can't—not until the Black Bat gets
back. Somehow they must have got wise to
her.” All we can hope is that they haven't
killed her. If she is being held for what-
ever information they think she has, Carol
will be all right for a short time. She knows
how to stall. Did you see that fat man,

Butch?”
“Jacques? No! Look, Silk, take a tip
from me. Jacques is fat and he looks like

a bundle of suet, but don't get him wrong.
He’s plain poison. He knows more dirty
tricks than a Jap and he’s plenty smart. You
know | don’t scare easy, but I'm telling you
I'd give Jacques a wide berth.”

Silk whistled in amazement. “That's the
first time | ever heard you admit being afraid
of anything, Butch. Jacques must really be
something.”

“l met him,” Butch explained seriously.
“l know what I'm talking about. Jacques
is a lug who'd rather kill than eat... . When
will the Black Bat get back? He's got to
know about this.”

Silk looked at his watch. “It's after mid-
night. The party Mrs. Hampton attended
was slated to break about half an hour ago.

If nothing happened the Black Bat should be
here within a few minutes, but we can’'t de-
pend upon it. Remember he’s working alone.
McGrath is on the job, too, and he'll have
half an eye out for the Hamptons and an
eye and a half out for the Black Bat. We've
got to be patient, Butch. [I'll bring in a pot
of coffee.”

CHAPTER VI
Phantom Killer

IHE Black Bat minus his
customary tight-fitting
hood, sat behind the wheel
of a cheap, dilapidated-
looking coupe. It was
parked close to the house
where Mr. and Mrs. Paul
Hampton wire attending
a party. Instead of the
hood, the Black Bat wore
a wide-brimmed hat, well
turned down to hide the
tell-tale scars around his

eyes. The Black Bat disliked exposing him-
self this way, but circumstances demanded it.

A couple of times he noticed Captain Mc-
Grath emerge from the house. The police
officer had men strategically planted around
the section, although the Black Bat was half
inclined to believe the crooks would make no
attempt to get Mrs. Hampton's diamond
rings. McGrath had advertised the party and
the rings almost too well. Yet those rings
represented an irresistible temptation to
clever thieves. The stones were so large they
could be cut and still be sizeable.

Finally the party broke up. The Black Bat
knew the Hamptons’ car and when it rolled
off, closely followed by Captain McGrath
and several detectives in another sedan, the
Black Bat trailed along.

Naturally, he could not actually follow the
Hamptons. McGrath's presence made that
impossible, so the Black Bat contented him-
self with driving along an avenue paralleling
the one on which the Hamptons drove. At
each corner he slowed considerably until he
saw Hamptons’ car slide by the same cross
street. Then the Black Bat speeded up,
reached the next corner and repeated the
process. The traffic lights on both avenues
were coordinated and he had no trouble.

They were well uptown and not more than
a dozen blocks from the Hampton home
when their car failed to appear at the next
intersection. The Black Bat turned up that
side street, stepped on it and reached the cor-
ner, to park as close as he dared to the ave-
nue. He got out, blended well with the
shadows, and took a quick look around the
corner.

The Hampton car was nosed in to the
curb. Behind it was McGrath's police car
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with all doors wide open. Four men were
fanning out as if in pursuit of someone, and
lying in the road beside the Hampton car
was a woman. The Black Bat could see the
knife sticking out of her back. It was di-
rectly above the heart and there could be
little question but that she was dead.

The Black Bat had a good look at Paul
Hampton as the rjian talked to Captain Mc-
Grath. Hampton was about forty-five, tall,
and athletically built. His hair was turning
gray. At the moment he was overcome by
grief. His shoulders drooped and his arms
hung listlessly.

There was no time to study the scene fur-
ther, for McGrath's men were approaching
the spot from which the Black Bat watched.

and got it open without difficulty.

The Hampton apartment was nicely fur-
nished. Not too expensively, but with ex-
cellent taste. He prowled through it, found
Mrs. Hampton's bedroom and was some-
what surprised when he saw it was provided
with three locks. One was a regulation door
lock and the other two were heavy bolts.
Besides these, there was also a stout burglar
chain.

He came upon a diary which apparently the
woman now dead had kept. It was just an or-
dinary diary and the latest entry consisted of
a few words about the party she was to at-
tend. There was premonition in the words she
had written wondering if it was foolish for
her to wear those gems after all the bur-

CAROL

He sprinted to his car, backed up as fast as
possible and quickly headed into an alley.
Not a moment too soon, for almost at once
a detective hurried past. Radio cars also
were converging on the scene.

The Black Bat had to take a chance. He
pulled out of the alley, drove to the comer
and turned into the avenue. No one at-
tempted to stop him and he was soon safely
away. Apparently the police were not search-
ing for anyone in a car. The murderer, or
murderers, must have made an escape on
foot.

The Black Bat parked close by the service
entrance to the apartment house where Paul
Hampton lived. He entered the building,
donned the black hood, and took the self-
service elevator to Hampton's floor. In a
moment he was working on the door lock

glaries and hold-ups which had taken place.

Hampton returned about an hour later and
as he reached for the light switch, the Black
Bat spoke from the darkness.

“Please don't turn on the lights, Mr. Hamp-
ton. And don’t be afraid. This is the Black
Bat.”

Hampton’'s hand dropped from the light
switch. He peered through the semi-gloom
before kicking the door shut. Enough light
filtered into the room so that he had a fair
view of the eerie figure in black seated in one
of the comfortable chairs in the living room.

“The Black Bat!” Hampton said hoarsely.
“What do you want with me?”

“Information,” the Black Bat answered.
“Mr. Hampton, | want to help you find the
men who murdered your wife.”

“How did you know that?” Hampton
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asked. “It happened only a little while ago.”

“Sit down,” the Black Bat said gently. “I
was there, Mr. Hampton. Oh, not just when
it happened, but only minutes afterward.
I'd like the whole story—from your lips.
Naturally, I can't go to the police, so |
thought 1I'd come here.”

Hampton sat down. “l hope you can help
me,” he said forlornly. “If anyone can, you're
the man. McGrath says it was that band of
jewel thieves and | agree with him. My wife
and | worked with Captain McGrath to set
a little trap. She was willing, and while |
worried about it, | was talked into it. The
fact that my wife would wear her rings was
publicized. We were extremely well guard-
ed at the party. On the way home | thought
the thing had fizzled out, unless the crooks
made an attempt to get the diamonds after
we returned home. But McGrath was going
to provide guards for the apartment too.”

“Tell me just what happened,” the Black

Bat urged. “Did you see the man who knifed
your wife?”
“No! No, I did not. He must have been

in the back of the car although McGrath's
men examined it before we drove off. Any-
way, | was driving along when something
hit me on the back of the neck. It was a
terrific blow, delivered by a man of abnormal
strength. | passed out, | guess, but as | did
| somehow managed to turn the car into the
curb, and | did hear my wife start to scream.
It must have been cut off when the Kkiller
drove a knife into her back.

“Somehow | got the car door open and fell
out. My wife didn't die instantly. It was
one of those rare cases where a person lives
a few seconds after the heart is pierced. She
got out too, before she collapsed. It was
horrible. The police car was fairly close be-
hind us although it had stopped for a red
light. Captain McGrath told me he didn't
dare go through it in case the crooks were
watching and would guess it was a police car.
McGrath and his men did the best they could.
But the Kkiller, whoever he was, got away
clean. | never saw him.”

“Did McGrath or any of his men?”

“He said not. They were almost a block
behind us when it happened. There were
several places where the killer could have
gone. At any rate he disappeared. The dia-
monds, of course, had been wrenched from
my wife’'s fingers ... Black Bat, I'm not going
to stop until I see the murderer of my wife be-
hind bars! 1'm going to do all in my power
to circumvent any further attacks of this
kind by those crooks. I'm an engineer by
profession, | know how to plan, and | won't
rest until that gang has been broken to bits!
I know your reputation and | appreciate your
offers to help. I'll do anything you suggest.”

“Later,” the Black Bat said slowly. “I
haven't any real clues yet. These men are
clever, you see. Incidentally, I looked over

your apartment. Not from curiosity, but to
make certain | was alone. | noticed your
wife had a dread of crooks. Her bedroom
door was secured like a bank vault.”

Hampton put a hand to his forehead and
slowly massaged it as he spoke.

“She did that recently, after this crime
wave started. Betty was deathly afraid of
burglars. She must have had some sort of
feeling about what was to happen. And I
laughed at her! | was the big know-it-all.

Hampton looked up. The chair which the
Black Bat had occupied was empty. He
turned on lights. The Black Bat had quietly
slipped away.

Meanwhile, he had reached his car. He
had one more stop to make. It was some
distance away and in another apartment
house much like that in which Paul Hamp-
ton lived.

When the Black Bat arrived there, the
corridors were deserted and silent. He
stopped in front of a door on which was a
brass plate bearing the name of Sam Mason
—private detective who seemed to have too
much luck in recovering stolen gems which
had been insured.

rTH E Black Bat rang the bell. Mason came
i mto the door and gave a startled exclama-
tion, partly because of the weird figure he
faced and partly because of the black auto-
matic pointed at his chest. Mason was short,
lithe, and had bright bluish-green eyes. He
was fully dressed, even wearing a hat. He
backed up a few steps and raised his hands.

“Sorry about the gun,” the Black Bat
apologized, “but I am a man who is wanted
by the police and you're a detective.”

Mason managed a weak grin. “1 promise
not to try and take you, Black Bat. As if I
could! You're here about the murder of
Mrs. Paul Hampton, aren't you? | heard
about it over the radio just a minute or so
ago. | also know what you want with me.
Somehow you have learned that | helped
engineer the trap Captain McGrath wanted
to spring. | swear | had no idea it would
backfire this way!”

“And why didn't you accompany the
party?” The Black Bat closed the door be-
hind him, but his gun remained steady. “As
a detective working for insurance companies,
you should have tried to help spring your
own trap.”

Mason looked worried. “I don't expect you
or anyone else to believe this, Black Bat.
I'm almost inclined to think I was framed.
I meant, all along, to help protect the Hamp-
tons. But | received a letter asking me to
be at the corner of Woodruff Avenue and
State Street at precisely eleven-thirty. There
were two one-hundred-dollar bills enclosed
and a promise of more if. 1 would take the
case that would be offered me. The letter
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also stated that if no one showed up, | was
t© be there again tomorrow night. | thought
McGrath could handle things, and a two-
hundred-dollar fee isn't to be sneered at. You
don’t believe me, do you?”

“Let me see that letter,” the Black Bat or-
dered, and when Mason reached for his
pocket, the Black Bat's gun rested lightly
against the middle button of his vest.

Mason handed over the letter. The Black
Bat glanced at the handwriting on the en-
velope and almost whistled in surprise. It
matched the oddly slanted writing on the
strange envelope he had received. The one
which enclosed nothing but a blank sheet of
paper.

The letter itself was just as Mason had de-
scribed it and was, of course, unsigned. The
Black Bat tucked it into his pocket.

“Frankly, Mr. Mason,” he said, “lI do be-
lieve you, but I'll keep the letter. If you get
into trouble and need it | shall know about
it and see that the letter is returned to you.
There is nothing else? No clues, however
meager, as to the identity of the gang?”

“If 1 had some clues, don't you think I'd
tell you?” Mason exclaimed. “What profit
would there be for me to cover up for a
killer?”

Mason'’s eyes glowed with a desperate light.
His thin body twisted with agitation as if it
were made of bone and nerves and nothing
else.

“You haven't always been exactly friendly
with the law,” the Black Bat observed. “The
police in the past have known you to keep a
buttoned lip when you could have talked. |
ask you again. Do you have any clues?”

“Not one.” Mason shrugged. “Look, I
know crooks. It's my living to know them
and do business with them. Certainly | cir-
cumvent the law sometimes and the cops
don’t like me especially, but I have to pro-
duce stolen gems. If I don’t, I have no job.
Sure, I know who committed a number of
robberies, but | consider my dealings with
crooks highly confidential. If | betrayed one
of them, I'd never make another contact.”

“1 understand,” the Black Bat said. “Have
you ever been contacted about any of the
jewels stolen lately—presumably by this
gang?”

“No, and somebody in this gang has Killed
two people so far. He, or others, will Kill
more. If they contact me, I'll turn them in.
The consequences won't matter because |
believe this gang to be the most dangerous
I've ever known about. Murder breeds more
murder and if | associate with them, sooner
or later I'll be on the receiving end.”

“A wise deduction,” the Black Bat said.
“Turn around now. Keep your hands up.”

When Mason obeyed, the Black Bat made
his exit. He was soon driving the coupe
back to Tony Quinn’s house—and the agony
of discovering that Carol was in danger.

CHAPTER VII

Murder Over His Shoulder

EFORE the Black Bat
could remove his outfit,
Silk was telling him about
CaroL The Bat said noth-
ing for a few moments,
but betrayed his nervous-
ness by pacing up and
down the lab. Then he
yanked off the hood.
“Carol’'s danger is ex-
tremely grave!” he said
then. “That jewel thief
_gang again exhibited their
ruthlessness tonight by Kkilling Mrs. Paul
Hampton. Yet we must reason things out
and have faith. Butch, you and | are going
to the Carter boarding house. Silk, you stay
here in case Carol finds an opportunity to get
in touch with us. And, Silk, did you trail that
station wagon ?”

Silk took a notebook from his pocket and
related the odd route taken by Jacques. The
Black Bat noted down the addresses and
seemed puzzled.

“Jacques made the rounds of the homes of
every man we suspect,” he said. “Tom
Shirley, the real estate dealer, lives in the
private dwelling where Jacques made his first
stop. William Jenks, who runs the em-
ployment agency, lives at that hotel, and Sam
Mason resides in the apartment house where
Jacques also stopped. The side street on
which he made his last stop doesn’'t seem
to fit in with anyone so far involved. Didn’t
he get out of the station wagon, blow the
horn, blink the lights, Silk? Give some sort
of a signal?”

“No, sir—he did nothing but park.
understand it, sir.”

“Neither do 1,” the Black Bat said mus-
ingly. “Jacques had a purpose, of course.
He knew that Mrs. Hampton would wear
her diamonds and he was tipping off someone
—perhaps the head of the gang, who could
then issue orders for the robbery. Jacques
and this leader know that Shirley, Jenks and
Mason are under suspicion. Jacques drove
to each address so they'd share that sus-
picion.”

“Then one of them must be the big shot.”
Butch broke in. “The other visits were made
just to cover up the real one.”

“Unless all three visits were blind ones and
Jacques somehow transacted his business on
that dark side street,” the Black Bat said.
“We really haven't progressed far enough
to be sure of anything. 1'd like a look at that
station wagon. Maybe I'll get the chance.
Ready, Butch?”

Butch drove the coupd to the neighbor-
hood of Mrs. Carter’'s boarding house. It
was totally dark. When Butch parked at a

| don't
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safe distance from the place, the Black Bat
gave him his orders.

“Bang on the door. Ring the bell—make
a lot of noise. When Mrs. Carter answers,
insist on seeing Carol, Create all the dis-
turbance you can without getting Iloud
enough to bring the police. That will keep
her and anyone else who may be on guard so
busy I'll be able to effect an entrance through
the rear. Make it last about five minutes,
then stalk off. Watch out for a tail. Now
get started.”

The Black Bat in his somber clothing
seemed to vanish in the darkness when he
was a dozen yards from the car. His eyes
penetrated the gloom easily and obstructions
which would have tripped a man with normal
sight were visible to him, so he could avoid
them.

As he reached the back of the house he
heard Butch demanding to see Carol, pre-
tending to believe she wouldn't see him be-
cause of a spat they'd had. Mrs. Carter's
voice was low and venomous as she tried to
shoo Butch away.

The cellar door offered excellent possi-
bilities for the Black Bat, since it was
equipped with a cheap lock. Hurriedly he
opened the lock, stepped into a musty cellar
and looked around with his uncanny eves
that swept away the blackness. The cellar
was littered with old furniture, empty barrels
and packing cases. He had started across
the floor when he came to an abrupt stop,
hearing a metallic squeak from the opposite
side of the cellar.

Gun ready, the Black Bat moved forward
silently. This might be the headquarters of
the gang—some hidden room off the cellar.
But his hopes of finding Carol there were
quickly blasted. The noise came from an old
bed against the further wall. On it lay a
man securely trussed up and gagged. From
descriptions furnished by Carol, the Black
Bat knew the man was Compton Carter, the
landlady’s son.

WF THAT gag hadn’t been in place, Carter
e “yould have screamed in terror, for it
shone starkly clear in his eyes. This was a
stroke of good luck for the Black Bat. Comp-
ton Carter had been made a prisoner for some
reason and he would be sure to talk. He was
an active member of the gang—a Killer, in
fact. Weak too, judging'by the cut of his chin
and the fear in his eyes. Faced with the pros-
pects of the electric chair he probably would
talk.

The Black Bat changed his mind about
searching the house now. Chances of Carol
being there were slim anyway, for there were
too many boarders in the place. Compton
offered the best possibilities. The Black Bat
bent over the man.

“They're going to Kill you,” he said softly.
“You know too much. Your life isn't worth
a dime, but I'll help you. I'm going to take

you out of here.
remove the gag or the ropes now.
later. Don't try to struggle.”

The Black Bat hoisted young Carter and
draped him over one shoulder. Then he
quietly made his way back to the cellar
entrance. Above, he heard the front door
slam and Mrs. Carter's footsteps clicked
across the floor. Butch must have departed.

The Black Bat opened the cellar door and
peered out into the darkness. He saw or
heard nothing. Silently he climbed the steps
to the back yard and started running lightly
toward the small garage. His burden gave a
convulsive series of kicks.

“Cut it out,” the Black Bat warned, “or I'll
tap you on the chin.”

The movement stopped. The Black Bat
cut through two yards and saw the coupe
in the distance. He also saw a uniformed
patrolman ambling slowly along. The Black
Bat crouched quickly, hoping the darkness
was intense enough to shield him. He slipped
his prisoner off his shoulder and laid him
on the ground.

Then the Black Bat gasped: His prisoner
was dead! There was a large haft of a knife
protruding from his back. Those convulsive
struggles had been caused when the knife
had been driven home.

The Black Bat stood up and peered toward
the Carter House. Someone had been hiding
behind the back porch or around the comer
of the house, where he could see what was
going on and still not be seen even by a man
with the Black Bat's strange vision.

Of course the knife had been thrown—and
by an expert. If anyone had tried to slip up
close enough to deliver this fatal thrust, the
Black Bat would have heard him.

The Black Bat studied the handle of the
knife. There might be fingerprints. With
gloved hands he worked the blade out of the
wound.

He had forgotten the patrolman until sud-
denly a flashlight cut the darkness and cen-
tered on him, half-crouched, with the knife
in his hand. Turning swiftly, the Black Bat
raced away. A gun cracked twice, but he
evaded the ray of the flash and darkness pro-
tected him.

The cop was running in his direction. The
Black Bat dropped flat in a little gulley. He
could see the patrolman who was not using
his flash now, probably afraid it would only
make a target of himself. He passed close
by where the Black Bat was hiding. As soon
as the officer was some distance from the
gulley, the Black Bat arose and sprinted for
the coupe.

Butch had the motor turning over and as
the Black Bat climbed aboard, the car started
moving. The Black Bat quickly exhanged
his hood for the large black hat.

“Step on it. Butch,” he said. “l found
young Carter in the cellar, alive, but tied up
and a prisoner. | carried him out, but on

| don’t trust you enough to
1 will
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SILK

the way to the coupe someone threw a knife.
Young Carter is dead, but what's worse, that
cop saw me as | extracted the knife from
Carter’'s body. He must have believed I'd
just Killed him. He recognized me, without
doubt. McGrath will go into a frenzy now.
He’'ll probably get to the house as fast as he
can, to speed things up.”

When they reached Tony Quinn’s home,
Butch did not head down the street in front
of it. He took the street behind the house.
The Black Bat got out, climbed a wall, and
ran for the garden house. He was stripping
off his regalia as he raced along the tunnel.

The lab was empty. He quickly donned
the familiar trousers and gray tweed coat of
blind Tony Quinn. Seizing his cane, he ap-
proached the secret door, his eyes dead and
staring. He opened the door a crack and
heard voices at the front door. Silk and Cap-
tain McGrath! The detective had lost no
time after the patrolman had phoned in the
news of Carter’s death.

UINN hastily seated himself in his accus-
tomed chair in front of the fireplace.
“Silk!” he called. “I'm not asleep. | came
downstairs half an hour ago.”
Silk made a move to usher McGrath into
the room, but the detective barged past him.
“Sorry, sir,” Silk murmured to Quinn.
“Captain McGrath seems to be exceptionally
excited tonight. | thought you had retired
and | refused to awaken you.”
“It's all right, Silk. Now, Captain—what
are you excited about?”

McGrath eyed Quinn closely, then
shrugged disgustedly. Quinn certainly looked
like a placid blind man.

“You know | think you're the Black Bat
and that you can see,” McGrath said. “I've
always thought so and no number of eye
doctors can convince me otherwise. Perhaps
I'm a fool. 1 think not. The Black Bat,
Quinn, has helped the police many times.
Unguestionably, we should be grateful to
him. Some are, but in my opinion, the Black
Bat is just as much of a law-breaker as any
of the criminals he tracks down.”

“Which you have remarked time and
again,” Quinn said wearily. “I'm tired, Cap-
tain. Come to the point and stop making
ridiculous accusations.”

“They may not be so ridiculous. As | was
saying, the Black Bat has killed men, but it
was always in self-defense. So much | con-
cede, but tonight you—that is, the Black Bat
—was seen stabbing a man to death! A cold-
blooded, deliberate murder. Why he did it,
I don't know, but an honest patrolman saw
the crime committed.”

“The Black Bat has never killed indiscrimi-
nately,” Quinn said slowly. “However, what

he does is no concern of mine. Shall I re-
peat that I am not—"
“No! I've heard it too often.” McGrath's

voice had an edge in it. “I've always said 1'd
bring the Black Bat in some day. | will! But
now that I know he’s a murderer I'll shoot
to kill when | see him. | shall issue instruc-
tions to every police officer to shoot on sight.
When | take the hood off the Black Bat, he



32 BUCK BOOK DETECTIVE

will be dead. | just wanted to warn you.”

“Why me?” Quinn retorted irritably.
“Look here, Captain, you may hunt down the
Black Bat all you wish, but there happens
to be something else which requires detective
work too. The murdering gang of jewel
thieves. Tomorrow | want you to come to
my office and bring Tom Shirley, William
Jenks and Sam Mason with you, Nine-thirty.
Is that understood?”

McGrath relaxed somewhat. “Yes.
that warning still goes. | think—"

“Good night, Captain,” Quinn said flatly.

McGrath glared, then stalked out. After he
had driven away, Silk returned to Quinn and
found him worried.

“Up to now,” Quinn said, “McGrath has
been an interesting nuisance. But he’s turned
dangerous—with reason too. And Carol is
still missing. We're progressing backward,
Silk.”

But

CHAPTER VIII
Contact Man

UINN was up early the

next morning, at work in

the lab. He compared the

handwriting on the en-

velope which had con-

tained a blank sheet of

paper with the writing on

the letter which Sam Ma-

son had received. They

were identical, as he had

known they would be.

His envelope could

mean several things.

Someone had written something of import-
ance and the letter had been replaced with
the blank sheet of paper. Or the letter had
contained valuables, extracted by a crook.
Or it might be the work of a crank. District
Attorneys sometimes received such things.

Now, however, the letter was tied up with
Mason’s and both somehow were myste-
riously connected with the jewel thieves.

Silk entered the lab, much excited. He
extended a letter to Quinn.

“It just came in the first mail, sir. That's
Carol's writing! Maybe it's a tip where
she is.”

Quinn hastily slit the seal and extracted
the note and sketch. He studied both before
looking up at Silk.

“Carol wrote this before she was taken
prisoner,” he said then. “She had an idea
something might happen to her. Carol saw
Jacques’ station wagon. It's a peculiar ve-
hicle. You can't see into the back of it and
there are two horn buttons. This doesn’'t
help us find Carol, but through her work, we
may have a clue. How about the morning
papers? If she is being held for the ran-
som of my exit from the case there might be
an ad. Certainly they couldn’t communicate

with the Black Bat in any other way.”
Silk hurried to get the papers. Two of them
did carry personals which read:
B. B. Contact Mason at once. Patient
growing weaker. Don't fail.

Quinn frowned. “So Sam Mason is in on
it We're going to the office now. Mason
will be there with Captain McGrath and
those other two men at nine. Wait for about
an hour after he leaves, then phone him. Say
you are the Black Bat and get the facts.
Frankly, Silk, I'm more worried than I've
been in years. That ad may even be the work
of Captain McGrath. In his present state
of mind, he’s capable of it and we can't
afford to take any chances. We've got to
remember that Carol’'s predicament is seri-
ous. Silk, if they've Killed her, so help me,
Captain McGrath is going to find out that the
Black Bat is a killer! Now get the car out.”

Captain McGrath and the men involved in
the case were waiting when Quinn arrived at
his office. Paul Hampton also was there,
and after. Quinn had been told who he was,
Hampton explained why he had come.

“I'm working with Sam Mason,” he told
Quinn. “It was my wife who was murdered
last night. 1 want to help find the men who
killed her. Naturally, I can’t join the police,
but | can work with a private detective—and
I'm working on a scheme to outwit those
crooks. You'll know all about it when 1
have it detailed.”

“Very good,” Quinn said. “However, if
you do wish to inform me of such a scheme,
please arrange to do it privately. You see,
Mr. Hampton, | have half an idea that the
man who directed the murder of your wife is
here now.”

There were gasps of astonishment and
Tom Shirley, the real estate man, grew rud-
dier than normal. He had a shock of hair
that stood up straight, like the quills of a
bristling porcupine. At the moment he was
decidedly the porcupine type.

Sam Mason’s expression didn't change at
all. William Jenks, the employment agency
man, laughed a trifle too loudly.

Quinn’s apparently blind eyes sized up
these men closely.

“Yes, gentlemen,” he went on. “I make no
personal accusation, mind you. Yet Mason,
for instance, is in a position to run a gang
of jewel thieves and be smart about it, with
his vast experience. Mr. Shirley, you own
several places which are operated as room-
ing houses. Actually they are run for one
reason. The boarders are servants of people
owning precious gems—wealthy people. The
servants know when the gems will be worn,
where they are hidden, and when they arrive
and leave the house. You own these places
—all of them that we have so far discovered.”

“But | own fifty places that are leased as
boarding houses,” Shirley protested. “This is
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preposterous!”

“No, it isn't,” Quinn told him quickly.
“Coincidence cannot be so strong as to make
you the sole «wner of the three or four
places of which we know. | will concede
this, though—those places may have been
leased from you and run by the crooks to
throw suspicion upon you and confuse the
issue.”

“Where do | come in?” William Jenks was
still chuckling. “Wait—I can guess. The
servants who talk too much all come from
my agency.”

“Quite right,” Quinn nodded. “Servants
employed by nine victims of this gang came
from your agency. Now here again, a de-
liberate attempt to throw suspicion on you
may have been made. Incidentally, how is
your business doing right now?”

ENKS lost his grin, and scowled instead.

“None of your business, Mr. Quinn.

You sound as if | were on trial. | refuse to
be intimidated.”

“It's nothing like that,” Quinn said. “But
you are suspected. Tell me—just why do you
keep running your employment agency when
help is so hard to get? You pay big rent for
your offices, too big for the fees you take in.
Is it a charity organization?”

“Weil, 1—" Jenks lost his bluster. “Oh,
what's the use trying to kid a man like you?
You have the whole Police Department to
run down things like this. Banks will open
their books to you. All right—I1 do lose
money. | haven’'t made a dime since the war
began. But before that, | had worked up an
excellent business and | want to hold it in-
tact. 1've been putting plenty of money into
it. I'll put more.”

“That's all I wanted to know,” Quinn said.
“And | believe you, Mr. Jenks ... Mr. Shir-
ley, you are not like Jenks. You are making
so much money some people think of you
as a profiteer. What about that?”

Shirley glowered and spoke angrily. “I
work for what | get. I'm not a thief. | saw
a shortage of real estate coming so | invested
heavily. It's paying dividends, but that
doesn’t make me out a jewel thief or akiller.”

“It certainly does not,” Quinn agreed.
“However, gentlemen, you now realize why
all of you have had a certain measure of sus-
picion directed your way. I've had you in-
vestigated. | even know what you were
doing last night when Mrs. Hampton was
murdered. Jenks, you and Shirley have air-
tight alibis for that time.”

The two men glanced at one another and
seemed greatly relieved until Quinn spoke
again.

“Which doesn't mean much. The man
who heads this gang of thieves and killers
would be certain to have an air-tight alibi.
He doesn’t perform the robberies himself.
He merely directs some capable crooks and
takes most of the profits. Now consider Sam

Mason. He has no alibi at all. Captain Mc-
Grath told me what happened to you last
night, Mason. Interesting.”

Mason shrugged. “It fixes me all right, but
you need more evidence than that, Quinn.
I'm warning you—I know my rights and I've
got backing. The insurance companies be-
lieve in me and they’ll battle for me. | rate
aces with them. Mr. Hampton can tell you
that. Why, I've already taken him to several
companies, told the officials 1 thought his
plan to catch the crooks was good, and they
accepted my word for it.”

“What plan?” Quinn asked.

Mason grinned. “We're not talking yet, eh,
Hampton? The fewer people who know
about it, the better. But I'm saying this
much—those crooks won't lay their hands on
the cheapest bauble that will be flashing
around the party for the Duchess—"

“Shut up, Mason!” Hampton broke in.
“We agreed secrecy was our best bet. Don't
ruin everything.”

“1I'm sorry,” Mason said. “I was a little het
up, | guess. Quinn had me rattled—making
me out the leader of those rotten jewel
thieves and killers.”

“That's all, gentlemen,” Quinn said. “I
want you to know where you stand. And let
me repeat, the real crook may be throwing
suspicion on you because he knows you are
open to it, and that the more people who are
suspected, the more confusing the issue be-
comes. Silk, please show these gentlemen
out. And thanks to all of you for coming to
see me.”

Captain McGrath didn’t go with them In-
stead, he hunched his chair closer to Quinn’s
desk.

“What was the idea of that?” he demanded.
“If one of them is the man we’'re after, he'll
be doubly careful now.”

“l agree, Captain. He’'ll be so careful he
may give himself away. Because, you see,
this business has been petty so far—"

“Petty?” McGrath roared. “Listen! Those
rings stolen from Mrs. Hampton last night
were worth seventy thousand dollars. Do
you call that petty?”

“Peanuts,” Quinn declared placidly, “com-
pared to what those crooks are really after.
Captain, you don't look far enough into the
future. Tomorrow night there is to be a
grand party in honor of two foreign digni-
taries. Everyone who can wangle an invita-
tion will be there, all dressed up in their
finery. That includes gems—real ones, not
the paste imitations they wear to theaters
and the opera most of the time. There should
be a million dollars worth of gems at the
affair. Tantalizing for a crook like the man
who is now operating.”

T~AMcGRATH blinked. “Good night! | never
1T™M thought of that. That's what Mason
had started to tell us about when Hampton
interrupted him. Well, I'll arrange a guard
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<that will stay close enough to the party to
tell us how many times each diamond shim-
mers. And to do that I'd better be on my
way right now.”

"And will you forget about the Black Bat
until this is over with, Captain,” Quinn said.
“Trying to handle two things at once makes
a man serve each poorly.”

“Yeah,” McGrath's cold cigar bobbed up
and down, his eyebrows arched, and his eyes
grew dark. “Yeah—I'll handle only one thing.
But if it comes to a choice, I'll take the Black
Bat. The murderer who wears a black hood
and pretends he's such a little helper to the
Police Department. By the way, are you
planning to attend that party?”

“1 will probably be there,” Quinn said. “I
have an invitation.”

“Then I'll be there too, and my invitation
was extended to me a long time ago—on a
badge.”

McGrath slammed the door after him.

“He may be a difficult problem,” Silk said,
and sighed deeply.

“He already is,” Quinn groaned. “I used
to like having him prowl around. It lent
spice to our fittle game, but now he's gun-
ning for us, Silk. I'll have to think of some-
thing. You phone Mason shortly in answer
to the ads.”

Silk went out. He returned about an hour
later, showing none of the excitement he felt.
He waited patiently until Quinn had dis-
posed of routine matters, then closed and
locked the door of the private office.

“Mason received a letter and some money
this morning,” he said. “The money was a
retainer. The letter informed him that he
was the go-between with you and Carol on
the ends. Those killers know Carol works
for the Black Bat. Or strongly suspects it
Mason was sent a sealed enveope to deliver
to the Black Bat. He suggested a certain
spot in Central Park, but I overruled him. 1
told him to get into his car at eight tonight
and start driving at random. That the Black
Bat would stop him somewhere. That's the
safest way."

“And the best.” Quinn leaned back in his
chair and cocked both feet on the edge of
the desk. “Butch will have to do it, in the
Black Bat's hood. Mason may have told Mc-
Grath about this and if so, Mac will be right
on our necks. Find Butch and give him his
instructions.”

“Yes, sir.”

Silk arose and headed for the door.
stopped him with a word.

“Silk, another thing. | want you to prac-
tise imitating my voice. Get the inflections
and the tone. Try it out on Butch. Perhaps
this is all nonsense, but if I do need my voice
in a place where | can’'t be, then you'll be-
come most useful.”

“Yes, sir,” Silk answered vaguely. “I'll do
my best, sir.”

Quinn

His tones bore a fair resemblance to
Quinn’s.

CHAPTER IX
Crimson Magic

OON after dark that night
the forces of the Black
Bat were at work. Butch
had gone off to meet Sam
Mason—but only after
Tony Quinn had made
certain that neither Ma-
son nor McGrath were
setting a trap.
Silk and the Black Bat
were on their way to Mrs.
Carter’'s boarding house.
As usual, the Black Bat
wore his wide-brimmed hat, and he had
taken great pains to make sure before they
left that McGrath had not been hanging
around the house.

“We're going to give our Kkiller some rope,”
the Black Bat explained. “Enough to hang
him if he accepts it. Tonight, Silk, you and
| are planning a crime. | found out today,
that certain social affairs will be attended
by certain women who will wear jewels. If
our plans work one of those women will be
held up or her home robbed.”

“1 don’t get it,” Silk admitted. “But sup-
pose you do set this trap, and the woman
who is to be robbed is killed?”

“She won't be. First of all, I shall try to
make certain it won't be a stick-up, but
rather a breaking and entering job while
the woman and her family are asleep. No
burglar is going to go out of his way to com-
mit murder. It's safe enough ... You'd
better bounce across the sidewalk half-way
down the next block and drive the car into
that empty lot. Behind the tree, where it
v/on't be seen.”

Silk obeyed, and in a moment the car was
well concealed from the street. The Black
Bat got out.

“Come along, Silk. You and | are going to
tackle the fat man. Jacques?’

“Jacques?” Silk gulped. “He’s dangerous.
Even Butch is afraid of him.”

“But we're not. | want to test a couple of
things and he is necessary to my plans. In
fact, Silk, | intend to hand Mr. Jacques a
knife and encourage him to kill me.”

“You—what?” Silk gasped.

“You'll see. But from under cover, Silk.
He must not lay eyes on you. Take along
that coil of wire, the gag and the blindfold.
We're going to need them—I hope.”

The Black Bat and Silk made their way to
Jacques’ residence near Mrs. Carter’s house.
Silk hid behind the garage while the Black
Bat glided to the back door, invisible in the
gloom. He gained admission to the house
without much trouble and after passing
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through the kitchen, he stopped in the middle
of the dining room to listen.

He had a faint hope that Carol might be
here, and if so he could do two things at once.
But no sound reached him to bolster such
hopes.

He examined the first floor and found
nothing, then crept up the staircase as noise-
lessly as a ghost. He saw the same closed
door which Carol had spotted and ap-
proached it warily.

Now his sensitive ears picked up a faint
hissing, like that made by a Bunsen burner
in his laboratory. He rested a black gloved
hand on the doorknob, drew a gun, and be-
gan slowly to twist the knob.

its holster. Jacques lowered his half-raised
hands and his pudgy form seemed to stiffen.
The Black Bat sat down and crossed his legs
like a man wholly at ease because his enemy
looked too flabby to be dangerous.

“You are going to take me to where that
young lady is being held,” the Black Bat
said. “Oddly enough, she doesn’'t work for
me, but you'll hardly believe that.”

Jacques curled his flat lips. “Then why are
you so interested in her?”

“Because she probably knows something
that would interest me. Like the identity
of the man you work for. Anyway you prob-
aIEIy intend to Kkill her and | can't permit
that.”

BUTCH

There was no sound at all as he swung
the door open, Jacques was bent over his
work-bench, intent upon his task. The hiss-
ing came from a small blast furnace which
was in operation.

“Would those be Mrs. Hampton's dia-
monds?” the Black Bat asked casually.

Jacques didn't whirl around to face this
unexpected danger. He laid down a pair of
forceps, removed a jeweler’s loupe from his
right eye and replaced his glasses before he
arose. Then he turned slowly. Fat jowls were
placid, eyes were obscured behind the thick
§lesscs

“Ah—s0,” he said smugly. “The Black Bat!
You have received a certain message already,
but you refuse to abide by our conditions.
It will not be healthy for the young lady.”

The Black Bat stuffed his gun back into

WACQUES shrugged and nonchallantly
** picked up a small bar of metal. He
seemed to be examining it minutely, and
spoke without looking up.

“Black Bat,” he said slowly, “you are out-
side the law. 1 have never believed that you
don’'t profit from your work. You could
profit tremendously if you worked with me.
Take this little bar. It is pure gold and yet
it represents a small fraction of the profits.
There are diamonds and rubies, sapphires
and pearls. | am a jewel expert. | know
how to alter the appearance of stones so
they can be resold without much deprecia-
tion of value. Together we might—"

Suddenly he flung the small, heavy bar of
metal. And if his intended victim hadn't
been sure he was about to become a target,
the gold bar could have injured nim seri-



A BLACK BOOK DETECTIVE

ously. As it was, the bar whizzed harmlessly
through the air because the Black Bat had
flung himself sideways out of the chair to
the floor.

With a bellow of rage, Jacques charged.
The Black Bat's legs came up. As Jacques
bent to seize the intruder’s throat, the Black
Bat kicked him neatly under the chin.
Jacques went reeling back, squealing with
pain. But he came on again—in a wild
charge. Jacques knew how to fight, and he
possesed tremendous energy. He lacked
only one thing-—restraint. He forgot to keep
a cool head, and the Black Bat didn't.

Jacques ducked under the Black Bat's
swing and seized a wrist with both hands.
He arched himself to throw the Black Bat
against the wall with a judo twist. Instead,
the side of the Black Bat’'s hand came down
against Jacques’ neck—a crippling blow
against nerve centers that sent Jacques to
his knees.

The Black Bat stepped back and waited.
He wanted Jacques to absorb more punish-
ment than this. The fat man shook his head,
growled in rage, and started weaving as he
approached the Black Bat again. He was
like an animal coming in for the final attempt
to disable his foe. If he failed, everything
would be ended, so Jacques was cautious.
His fat jowls were quivering and his mighty
shoulders were tensed.

Then the Black Bat confused Jacques by
doing the unexpected. He started a charge,
so swiftly that Jacques had no opportunity
to straighten up for defense. All he could
do was try and wrap massive arms around
this black-clad fighter. But it was too late
for that. The Black Bat's fists lashed out,
battering Jacques’ face and head until he
staggered backward. Another well-aimed
punch, and he sat down hard.

The Black Bat bent over him, and in his
gloved hand was a heavy, long-bladed knife.

“All right, Jacques,” he said sternly, “talk!
Where is that girl? Talk—or this knife will
make you.”

Jacques massaged his jaw before he an-
swered defiantly.

“You wouldn’t use a knife. Not the Black
Bat! | know you are too civilized to resort
to torture. | am not afraid of you!”

The Black Bat straightened up and care-
lessly placed the knife on Jacques’ work-
bench. He picked up his chair and sat down
again. Jacques arose warily, as if expecting
the Black Bat to charge him again. When he
didn’t Jacques quietly placed himself between
the Black Bat and the knife, so tantalizingly
near on the workbench.

“All right,” the Black Bat said. “l can
made you talk. | am not a torturer—but |
can have you thrown into a cell on charges
of being an accessory to murder. | know
you are the right-hand man of someone who
directs these crimes. You establish places
where servants of wealthy people congregate

and talk. You listen and determine certain
facts. These you transmit to the head of the
outfit and he passes on the news to profes-
sional thieves. The loot is turned over to
you and altered into salable products in this
room. Are you satisfied now that | could
have you jailed?”

“First,” Jacques said, “you have to close
the cell door on me. Words do not place a
man in prison. The fact is, you will never
talk about this!”

Covertly—Jacques thought—his right hand
slipped around and seized the knife. Holding
it high, he charged at the Black Bat. But the
Black Bat was prepared. Leaping to his feet
he raised the chair and parried the knife
thrust with it. All in one smooth motion.
Before Jacques could get the knife into posi-
tion for another' thrust, the Black Bat
dropped the chair, closed in and delivered
two hard blows to the chin. Jacques didn’t
sit down this time. He fell down and lay
quiet.

THHE Black Bat went to the window, raised
w- it, and whistled softly. Silk came out of
the shadows and in a few minutes he was
busy tying and gagging Jacques. He re-
moved the knife from the fat man’s limp
hand.

“It must have been rather dangerous for
you, sir.” He looked up at the Black Bat.

“No. | wanted to see whether or not
Jacques would throw the knife. He did not,
which is proof he doesn't know how. It
eliminates him as the murderer of Compton
Carter, something | had to find out. Compton
was probably killed by Jacques’ superior.
Tie him firmly and make sure he can’t work
the gag loose. Then stow him in that sup-
ply closet and leave him there. He's going
to be stiff by tomorrow night, but the wages
of crime do not include comfort.”

The Black Bat and Silk made their way
to the garage, after Jacques had been dis-
posed of. The Black Bat got into the sta-
tion wagon.

“1 thought this is what we’d find,” he said,
as he finished his swift examination of it
“Jacques couldn’t openly approach the leader
of the gang. Therefore he had to get word
to him about prospective jobs through this
means. Crimson magic! In the back of the
truck is equipment generating infra-red light.
There is a steady beam which can be inter-
rupted by pressing this second horn button.
To send signals, the beam is broken in that
manner. The beam is invisible except to a
photo-electric cell through a lens fitted with
the proper filter.

“Somewhere along the route over which
you followed Jacques, this other receiver was
ready to take the signal. We’'re going over
that route tonight. When we reach the first
stop, you are to do exactly as Jacques did.
I'll be crouched down out of sight, but I'll
send the signals. This means is so unique
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that they’ll hardly have a code established.
Just good old Morse.”

For the next hour and a half Silk drove
to the various spots, stopped, and the Black
Bat compressed the second horn button to
interrupt the beam of invisible light and send
a message. They operated in front of the
residence of Tom Shirley, William Jenks,
Sam Mason, and finally on that quiet side
street where there were always several cars
parked.

This completed, Silk drove the station
wagon back to Jacques’ garage. While Silk
entered the house to check on Jacques, the
Black Bat slipped over to Mrs. Carter’s house.

The angular woman was hustling about
the lighted kitchen. The back door was not
locked so the Black Bat stepped into the
kitchen. Mrs. Carter whirled to face him.
She shrank back, then spoke in a low, venom-
ous tone.

“The Black Bat. You murdered my son!
Killed him without giving him a chance! 1
hope you die the same way!”

“1 did not kill your son,” the Black Bat
interrupted. “1 found him in the cellar here,
tied up and gagged. | carried him out. Out-
side someone threw a knife. Perhaps at me,
perhaps with the idea of killing him. He died
—rather justly because your son killed a man
with a knife too. | want to know why he
was a prisoner in his mother’s house.”

“l1 didn't know he was there,” she said
slowly. “And you're lying. You did kill him!
Why should any of the others? He was help-
ing them.”

““Perhaps, Mrs. Carter. However, your
son was not a man of strong character. A
murderer never is. He might have worried
about his crime, seen the face of his victim
too much. Perhaps he weakened, and they
thought he might talk. That's why he was
made a prisoner. 1'm sure of only one thing
—that I did not kill him. He was murdered
by someone else. Not by Jacques, because
that fat man isn't a knife thrower. Perhaps
it was the man who controls Jacques. You
know him, of course.”

“1 know nothing,” she answered tartly. “I
only run a respectable boarding house.”

The Black Bat nodded. “When | finally
prove who killed your son you will talk, be-
cause you loved him no matter what he
turned out to be. | wanted to tell you this—
to let you think it over. | don’t believe you
know the identity of the man who operates
this criminal organization. He is much too
careful to permit that.”

The Black Bat was backing toward the
door when his eye fell upon an open cook
book. Some notes were written on the mar-
gin of the exposed pages and the handwrit-
ing was identical with that on the mysterious
envelope he had received, and the same hand
had written the anonymous note to Sam
Mason. The Black Bat tore out one page of
the cook book.

“A tempting dish,” he said. “I'll take this
along. Are those your notes, Mrs. Carter?”

“Of course they are. | hope you poison
yourself on that recipe! 1 hope—"~

But she was talking to herself. The Black
Bat had stepped through the door and dis-
appeared.

CHAPTER X
Clues in Color

T THE laboratory, the
Black Bat and Silk found
Butch waiting restlessly.

“l trailed Mason to a
quiet spot, then | put on
one of your hoods,” he
told the Black Bat. “I
stopped him and he gave
me this envelope. There’s
something heavy in it.”

The Black Bat opened

the envelope, removed a
letter and a metal vanity

case.

“Carol’s,” he said. “Included as proof they
have her a prisoner. The letter instructs
me to drop out of this case and stay out.
It says that the first time I show up, Carol
will die. The letter was written by Carol,
but it contains no hints as to where she is
being held. The crooks would see to that.
She adds that it is at her own suggestion
that the vanity case is included and that on
the surface of the cake of powder she was
impressed the print of her thumb, as defi-
nite proof.”

The Black Bat opened the vanity case.
If he had any hopes that it might contain a
clue, they quickly faded. There was nothing
in the case but the solid cake of powder.

“0dd,” he said slowly. “Carol would have
sent us a message if she possibly could and
she is ingenious about things like this. Yet
there seems to be nothing. Certainly her
thumbprint can't tell us where she is, though
she did rather emphasize it. We'll have a
look.”

The Black Bat carefully dusted the top
of the powder cake with a chemical which
would bring out any prints. None appeared.
He rubbed his chin and frowned. Carol's
message meant something. She wanted him
to look for that print, yet there was none.

“Perhaps it's on the back of the cake,” he
muttered.

With a pair of forceps, he carefully lifted
the cake from the vanity case. The back of
the cake was smeared with a substance that
looked much like bloody soot.

“Now what does she mean by this?” he
demanded.

“Looks to me like the whole business was
dropped on a dirty floor,” Silk offered hope-
fully.

"l)\/lo," the Black Bat said. “This stuff was
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deliberately smeared onto the cake. Boys,
I'm going to be busy for a time. Silk, you'd
better go into the house and stand guard.

Butch, catch a few winks if you like. 1 may
be two or three hours at this job.”
Then the Black Bat went to work. In this

lab he had everything needed for the most
careful analysis. He scraped the dark sooty
substance from the back of the cake and dis-
solved some of it in a solution. He pro-
ceeded then to put it through a qualitative
analysis.

Much sooner than he had expected, the
Black Bat was finished. He called Silk and
Butch to the laboratory.

“Carol did smear that soot on the under
side of the powder cake,” he explained. “We
would never have looked for it, had she not
made certain we would by telling us of a non-
existent thumb-print. She realized that 1'd
be puzzled and put the black substance
through an analysis. Well, | did. The soot
is from some chimney, | believe. It contains
more strange elements than I've encountered
for a long time. There is strontium in it and
copper and iron. Cobalt and chromium and
several other metals.

“At first, | couldn’'t make much sense out
of it, then | recalled that each one of these
metab is used to create a different color in
rockets and other fireworks. So where many
of them are found in one sample of residue
that indicates some kind of a plant where
either fireworks or signaling munitions are
made.

“Silk, start calling up manufacturers of fire-
works. See if anyone connected with that
business knows of an abandoned fireworks
plant either in town or not far away.”

“Can’t | do anything?” Butch asked.

“Take a couple of submachine-guns out of
the arsenal, check them and bring extra am-
munition,” the Black Bat told him. “If we
do find an abandoned fireworks factory,
Carol will be there. 1 think she somehow
contrived to gather a sample of soot from a
testing chimney, where fireworks are shot
off experimentally.”

“Oh, boy!"™ Butch rubbed his hands.
“You and Silk take the tommies. Let me
whack the lugs who are holding her with
my bare hands. | promise my mitts will do
as much damage as the bullets.”

Silk came back from the telephone.

“There is such a factory,” he said, “Just
one. The firm had to expand when they
went out of the fireworks business and into
munitions. They couldn't enlarge their
quarters so they moved the whole thing.
The three-story building they abandoned is
on the outskirts of town. Near the river.
I've got the address.”

“Get out one of the big cars,” the Black
Bat ordered. “Switch marker plates. We're
going after Carol now!”

It was more than an hour later when three
men cautiously approached the old fireworks

factory. There were no buildings close to
it. Safety regulations provided for that. It
gave every indication of being deserted.
Windows and doors were boarded up and it
looked like some vast tomb.

JLLONE, the Black Bat went forward

through the night and examined the
building. He found a small door which was
not sealed, but he was afraid to try and gain
entrance by it. Even a skeleton key or the
tools he carried with which to open locks
made some slight noise, and if Carol was in
here her guards might hear it. This was a
ticklish business, because those guards
would have orders to dispose of Carol the
instant anything happened.

The Black Bat found a hatch leading into
a storage cellar, beside the rear loading plat-
form. He tackled the padlock, and in a few
moments had it open. He had his gun in his
hand as he slipped through. Butch and Silk,
armed with tommy-guns would come quickly
if he signaled, but at the moment stealth was
the important thing.

The cellar led under the building and to
an elevator shaft. Down this shaft came

voices. Those of at least three men—and
Carol's. The Black Bat's heart pounded like
a hammer. She was alive! And unhurt,

judging by the conversation.

But to rescue her would be difficult. The
elevator ropes could be climbed noiselessly
and easily. An attack could be made upon
her guards, but there were problems. The
conversation above indicated them
definitely.

Carol was talking.

“But even if you three men don’t kill me—
if this boss of yours does—you’ll still be
accessories and get the chair. All for noth-
ing too. I'm a plain housemaid. | don't know
a thing about the Black Bat except that I
wish he was right here now.”

“Wouldn't do you any good,” one of the
men said. “And how many times do we
have to explain? We been tellin’ you for
the last four hours that if the Black Bat puts
his oar in, the boss is cornin’ here to send a
bullet through your head. We told you
how he telephones every thirty minutes. If
we don’'t answer, he'll know somethin’ is
wrong and make his getaway.”

“Let him,” Carol said. “When he phones
again, don’t answer. He'll run for it. You
can let me go and I'll never say a word.”

“Look,” the same man sighed patiently.
“The boss has his hands on all the stuff
we've been swipin’ for him. We haven't got
our cut yet and we don’t work for the love
of it. We want what's cornin’ to us. Now
shut up, will you? Or talk about something
else.”

Quietly the Black Bat withdrew and re-
turned to Silk and Butch. He talked to
them in whispers.

“Carol is in there and safe—so far. She's
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guarded by three men who won't Kill her.
They are part of this gang of professional
thieves and burglars, but they are not mur-
derers. What makes things bad is that the
leader telephones every thirty minutes. If
there is no answer, he’ll run for it. Or else
come here to murder Carol. We could trap
him, possibly, but the evidence against him
wouldn’'t be strong. We couldn't testify
against him and I've got to prove that he,
and not |, stabbed Compton Carter.”

“So what do we do?” Butch asked.

“I1t’s your party, Butch. [I'll help you slip
into the place and show you where Carol is
being held. Hide in the building. If things
go wrong, free her. If things remain serene,
just don’'t do anything until midnight tomor-
row.”

Butch blinked. “I'm going to be awful
hungry by that time, but okay. I'll take the
tommy-gun in case things get too hot. At
midnight | grab the bozos.”

Shortly afterwards the Black Bat emerged
from the building alone and relocked the
hatch.

Then he joined Silk.

They made one stop at an outlying drug-
store where Silk telephoned Captain
McGrath, told him he was the Black Bat and
ordered him to arrest Mrs. Carter and hold
her. He hung up before McGrath could de-
liver a blistering condemnation of the man
whom he believed to be a cold-blooded, sinis-
ter Killer.

CHAPTER XI
Set-up for Crime

EXT day was a busy one.
Silk Kirby made a swift
visit to Jacques’ house
and determined the
prisoner was safe, with
gag and blindfold intact.
He checked on the fire-
works factory by driving
near it. All seemed
serene, and it would not
have been if Butch had
been spotted or gone into
action. There would have
been visible scars about.

McGrath came to Quinn’s office with the
news that he had arrested Mrs. Carter at
the behest of the Black Bat, but that she
claimed it was all a mistake and she knew
nothing.

“Hold her,” Quinn ordered. “We know
those boarding houses are part and parcel of
this scheme. Perhaps the Black Bat will
get in touch with you and tell you how to
make Mrs. Carter talk. We can hold her for
twenty-four hours . . . What about those
suspects?”

“All under observation,” McGrath an-
swered. “Personally, I think you're wrong,
but I do admit there is enough evidence

, [Turn page]

To look well-groomed, shove in o flash.
Injoy more comfort, save cold cash.

Use Thin Gillettes and win her smiles-*
For lon-priced blades, they’re tops by miles!

Mode of ootyfhxfoQ
wiodl hard onoogh to
cot gkns

4f10c



40 BLACK BOOK DETECTIVE

to make them suspicious. Also, | might add
the Black Bat hasn't been so active since |
warned you I'd shoot him on sight.”

“Perhaps he heard you.” Quinn grinned.
“The man seems to be everywhere, according
to your version of his activities . . . Now
about the party tonight. You have taken
steps to see that it is well protected?”

“Like Fort Knox. Mason called this morn-
ing and insisted that the scheme he's worked
out with the insurance companies is a honey,
but he wouldn’t tell me what it is. Says I'll
find out tonight.”

“Let’'s make certain Mason’s scheme isn't
too deep, Captain—so good that it works in
reverse,” Quinn said. “A haul at that party
would net more than a million dollars in
gems. Those crooks will take any risks for a
chance at loot like that. I'll see you there—
early—so you can look around and tell me
what you see.”

As McGrath departed to make all arrange-
ments, Quinn was satisfied that things were
working out smoothly. The leader of the
crooks would not try to contact Jacques.
He always left the contacting up to the fat
man and, so far as the leader knew, Jacques
was on the job and had furnished him with
a profitable tip last night.

Quinn studied the newspaper accounts of
the latest robbery. A Mrs. Warlock’s home
had been skillfully entered and a string of
valuable pearls stolen. It was obviously the
work of the same gang which worked with
such smooth efficiency.

Quinn had expected that holdup. He was
gratified about it.

“Because/’ as he told Silk, “I now know
who is behind this. Without realizing it, the
leader gave himself away last night. Now
let's go home and get dressed, 1 look for-
ward to an exciting evening. . . .

The affair in honor of the foreign digni-
taries was lavish. Given in the home and on
the grounds of a large estate, more than two
hundred guests, among them the wealthiest
and most important people in the country
could be easily accommodated.

Silk drove up in Tony Quinn’s big car,
parked, and got out. He opened the door
and helped blind Tony Quinn, in evening
dress, to alight,

Quinn was warmly greeted on all sides as
he entered on Silk’'s arm. Captain McGrath
was there. He took Quinn aside.

“Something happened all right, sir,” he
said. “I prophesy that we'll have no trouble
at this shindig because the ringleader of
those crooks is locked up. What do you
think of that?”

Quinn looked amazed. “If that's true,
Captain, you deserve a promotion and a
medal. Tell me about it.”

“Well, ever since you listed Mason, Shirley
and Jenks as suspects, |I've had them watched.
Early this evening, Shirley barged out of his
place with two bags and made a bee-line for

the airport. My boys picked him up. He
told me his sister was dying in Seattle, and
that he had to reach her quickly. He showed
me a telegram containing the news. | called
the telegraph office and they had no record
of such awire. Then I phoned his sister and
she told me she had sent no wire and that
she was feeling fine. Shirley insisted a man
in a messenger’s uniform delivered the wire,
but my boys didn't see him go in or out.
Shirley was trying a getaway and lied when
| nabbed him.”

“Good work,” Quinn said. “Still, if he
hasn’t confessed, we can’'t be absolutely cer-
tain. Anyway, even if he is the man we're
after, he would have had time to make ar-
rangements with his gang. They may tackle
the job without him. They may not even
know he’s been arrested.”

“1 thought of that,” McGrath grumbled.
“But they won't get away with a thing. Sam
Mason is here, of course. Paul Hampton is
with him and Hampton has a private de-
tective’s badge. They told me about their
scheme.”

“Ah yes, the foolproof method of protect-
ing the jewelry. What is it, Captain?”

‘"/m'cGRATH'S frown showed that he was
uneasy.

“Well,” he said, “Hampton and Mason
figure this way. All the jobs have been pulled
after a party. Therefore Mason is having an
armored truck come here for the jewelry and
has arranged with the women to turn their
stuff over to him and some insurance com-
pany detectives before they leave. A bank is
going to allow the armored truck to transfer
the stuff to their vaults.”

“Did you double-check everything?”
Quinn asked. “Remember, Mason is on our
list of suspects too.”

“|1 called every insurance company involved
and they backed him up. | phoned the
armored truck company and they told me
everything was okay. Maybe | won’t land
those crooks tonight, but they won't get any
loot. All the jewelry owners agreed to the
scheme because they’ve been scared stiff with
so many robberies and stickups going on.”

“l shall breathe much easier then.”
Quinn smiled. “By the way were those three
suspected men all accounted for last night?”

“They were. They are so scared of being
implicated they didn't budge out of their
homes. Incidentally, | went to the funeral of
Mrs. Hampton this afternoon. Just on the
chance the killer might show up. But Hamp-
ton identified everyone present. Anything
else for now, Quinn?”

“No. You have things in hand. 1 can
enjoy the party now. If nothing happens,
then | think you will be able to feel certain
that Shirley was behind it and the thing
fizzled with his arrest.”

Before McGrath left, Silk appeared with an
elderly man in tow. A man who, like Quinn,



MURDER ON THE LOOSE 41

carried a cane and had the staring eyes of a
blind man.

“It’'s Mr. Claremont,” Silk said to Quinn.
“He wanted to talk with you.”

“Mark!” Quinn said happily.

He clasped hands with the blind man, their
arms guided by Silk. McGrath walked off.

“We'll probably be in the way here, Mark,”
Quinn said. “Suppose we retire to some
comfortable nook and have a long chat
Frankly 1 came here only because | heard
you'd be present.”

“Nice of you to say that,” Mark Clare-
ment beamed. “Silk will find a quiet place
for us.”

Silk did. An upstairs room. Silk had a
servant bring drinks and informed the man
that he, Silk, would be in attendance on the
two blind men from then on.

Quinn and Claremont talked of law cases—
Claremont was also an attorney. They
talked politics and the war. Downstairs,
the entertainment was in full swing, spilling
out into the large gardens. Neither paid
much attention to it. They talked on and on,
until at last the end of the evening’s festivities
downstairs was in sight.

Suddenly Quinn, while still talking, arose
quietly. Claremont was answering Quinn’s
rather involved question as Quinn donned
black clothing and the hood of the Black
Bat. Just as quietly, Silk slipped into the
chair which Quinn had occupied. Silk car-
ried on the conversation in an excellent imi-
tation of Quinn’s voice.

The Black Bat slipped out of the room,
made his way to the rear of the house and
reached the garden by descending a trellis.

By moving to the outskirts of the grounds,
he avoided being seen. As he approached the
front of the house he saw a heavily armored
truck swing around. Four men got out. Two
held submachine-guns and took up positions.
Two more were inside the truck. The first
pair stopped at Captain McGrath’s order and
produced papers that seemed to satisfy the
police official. Then they entered the house.

When shortly they emerged, they were car-
rying large boxes which were carefully passed
to the men inside the truck. The Black Bat
looked for McGrath, but he had disappeared.

It was going to be difficult, for McGrath's
men would have orders to open fire on the
Black Bat at sight. McGrath himself might
forget about a possible robbery and concen-
trate on capturing the Black Bat.

'W'HE Black Bat reached for his gun—and
* froze. A flashlight beam centered square-
ly on him. “Don’t make a move!” McGrath's
chilly voice whispered. “I figured you’'d show
up, so I've been prowling around watching
for you all night. Slow now—reach.”
“McGrath, you're an idiot!” the Black Bat
whispered back. “Those men with the ar-
mored car are crooks. They're getting every

last bracelet and ring. The stuff is being
handed to them! If you let them get away,
you'll be broken to a patrolman.”

McGrath laughted shortly. “You’ll have to
think of something better than that. |
checked on that armored car and those men.
Everything is in order. Are you getting your
hands up or do | put a slug through you?”

The Black Bat slowly raised his arms.
McGrath moved forward in the most trium-
phant moment of his life. The steel door of
the armored car slammed shut and the Black
Bat groaned. Tires grated, and the truck
started moving off.

“All right,” the Black Bat said, “you’ve got
me, McGrath, but a million dollars in jewelry
you are supposed to protect is on its way in
the hands of crooks! Go ahead, take off my
hood. See who is beneath it and arrest me
for murder. But you won't convict me! It
will be the last arrest you ever make!”

CHAPTER XII
Flaming Cocktails

cGRATH'S gun slanted
downward a trifle. He
was not as sure of himself
as he had been a moment
before. But he was just
as determined to yank off
the Black Bat's hood.
He reached for it. A
gloved hand shot out and
closed around his wrist.
The gun didn't go off. It
simply dropped into the
grass. McGrath was
swung around like a top. When things
stopped whirling for him, he looked down
the muzzle of his own weapon.

“1've never lied to you,” the Black Bat said
softly. “l've never doublecrossed you. |
didn’t kill young Carter. | know who did.
McGrath, I'm giving you back your gun, butt
first. Is that evidence enough that | need
your help? The armored car is almost out
of the driveway now. We haven't a moment
to loose. If I'm wrong, you have me at the
mercy of your gun. But for heaven’s sake,
man, act!”

“All right,” McGrath said.
chance. |'ve got a fast car.
take the truck easy.”

“Drive the car around to the garages in
back,” Quinn said. “We’ll need more than
guns to stop that traveling tank. Pick me
up there—and you might send word to your
men that I'm not to be molested. Step on it,
Mac! If we slip, we're both done.”

“You are, anyhow,” McGrath growled, but
he hurried away.

The Black Bat hastened to the garage. He
came out of it clutching four quart bottles
and a gallon can. He hopped into the car
beside McGrath.

“I'll take a
We can over-
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“Step on it!” he ordered. “I'll fix these
cocktails for the men in the truck. This is
going to be dangerous, Mac. They'll shoot
the moment they know we're after them.”

McGrath was racing the car down the
driveway. He turned into the street after
the armored car and sent the gas pedal to
the floorboard. He jerked his head toward
two machine-guns in back of the car.

“What good are machine-guns?” Quinn
asked. “That truck is armor-plated. The
guns will come in handy, though, when the
crooks spill out. And they will, unless they
get in a lucky shot somehow.”

McGrath drove faster than he had ever
driven before. They topped a hill and, half-
way down it, the headlights of a car heading
in their direction swept across the armored
truck which was rolling at a good clip.

Quinn was pouring gasoline from the gal-
lon can he had taken from the garage into
the four bottles. Without a word he reached
over, raised McGrath's coat and yanked out
his shirt-tail. He ripped several strips from
it, drowning McGrath’s objections with harsh
urging for him to make better time. He
shoved strips of cloth into each bottle and
loosely fitted a cork into the neck of each.

They were getting closer to the armored
car now.

“Pass them!” the Black Bat ordered.
“Don’'t try to cut in front. Just keep going.”

McGrath nodded and swung the wheel a
trifle. At that moment, guns began to flame.
The windshield cracked in a dozen places.
Slugs whined alongside the police car,
smashed into the hood and into the highway
near the the tires. McGrath kept going,
though he knew that at this speed one bullet
could send them on a journey to oblivion.

Heedless of the whipping bullet, the Black
Bat calmly lit a match and touched it to the
wick of the first bottle. He leaned out of
the car and hurled the bottle. It hit the
road just ahead of the truck. Two more bot-
tles splattered the truck and the fourth cov-
ered it with flame that seemed to extend little
crimson fingers down the sides and creep into
the firing slits.

The shooting stopped—so did the truck.
It veered off the road, nearly turned over,
and crashed against a tree. The rear door
opened and men popped out. The Black Bat
held one of the submachine-guns in his arms
now and he pulled the trigger.

It was over in a few moments. He lined
up the' crooks and placed them under
McGrath’s gun. Then he climbed into the
police car and told McGrath he would send
detectives.

They arrived in short order, took over and
McGrath drove back to the estate, in time to
witness the end of the affair. Detectives in-
dicated one of the large rooms and when
McGrath burst in, Mason and Paul Hampton
were facing the Black Bat, across a large

desk. On that desk lay a large knife.

“Mason,” the Black Bat said, “you’ve been
an unknowing stooge. Hampton used you
as he used everyone else. He thought up
this slick scheme and had you propose it to
the insurance company. But Hampton
owned that armored truck. The other hold-
ups were performed more for effect than
profit, all leading up to this big event. Cer-
tainly the men on trie truck had their papers
in order. They'd built things up to this.”

| |AMPTON said nothing, but he was pale
and once he looked down at the desk.

“But—but Hampton’s own wife was killed
by those crooks!” Mason protested. “It
doesn’t seem possible that—~

“It is. He wanted his wife to die. He
murdered her. There were no crooks that
night—besides Hampton. He’s handy with
a knife. Mrs. Hampton wasn't in on this
business. But she was getting wise and
Hampton had to kill her. She even wrote
Tony Quinn a letter explaining about her
husband, but Hampton found it where she
had hidden it until she could get a chance to
mail it.

“Naturally he couldn’t simply destroy it,
but he did have another woman—Mrs. Car-
ter—address a fresh envelope in which he
placed a blank sheet of paper. Mrs. Hamp-
ton probably didn’t look at the handwriting
when she took her letter from its hiding
place to post it. The anonymous letter you
got, Mason, fixing things so you had no alibi,
was also written by Mrs. Carter.”

Hampton clenched his fists in rage. “You're
absurd!” he thundered. “I loved my wife.”

“You did, when she had a lot of money—
before you went through it. Then you bought
her those diamonds—with money you got
from the gems you'd already stolen. Those
rings would be a motive for an attack upon
her.”

“Prove it!” Hampton raged.

“Of course,” the Black Bat agreed. “Last
night the home of a Mrs. Warlock was
robbed. You ordered your professional
thieves to do the job after you got what you
thought was a message from Jacques. But
| sent it. | was in that station wagon, for it
might interest you to know that Jacques and
Mrs. Carter are prisoners. I visited the
neighborhood of each suspect, and signaled
with infra-red who was to be robbed. A dif-
ferent person for each suspect.

“Those | named for Mason, Shirley, and
Jenks were unmolested. The one | flashed
on that quiet street where you were hidden
concerned Mrs. Warlock. When she was
robbed | knew you were responsible, for it
had to be someone in that group of suspects
which included you—though you did not
know it.

“You tried to confuse things by making
suspects of the other men you drew into your
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scheme, even compelling Shirley to make an
attempt to take a sudden trip when you had
one of your men deliver a forged telegram to
him. You played safe by making use of pro-
fessional crooks who, if arrested, could take
it without talking. Young Carter was dif-
ferent, so—"

Hampton suddenly scooped up the knife,
seizing it by the point of the blade. His arm
went back in a flash, before McGrath could
raise his gun. The knife flew from Hamp-
ton’s fingers—and landed squarely in the
middle of the desk. McGrath’s gun exploded
and Hampton screamed wildly as he headed
for a window. He stopped short, and gently
slid to the floor.

He tried to get up. He was like a punch-
drunk fighter who refuses to give in to un-
consciousness.

Finally, he gave up the struggle and went
limp where he lay.

“Thanks, Mac,” the Black Bat said. “That
squares everything. | knew Hampton killed
Carter by throwing a knife into his back. |
knew he would look for a chance to pick up
this knife | purposely left on the desk. |
wanted him to show that he was a knife
thrower—but he didn't know that particular
knife was weighted so that nobody could
throw it

“You'll find that Hampton’'s wife was so
afraid of him that she had several locks put
on her bedroom door. She lived in constant
terror, but didn't dare come to the police . . .
Mason, give McGrath a hand with Hampton.
Hurry—if you want him for the chair. And
Mac, if you tell Mrs. Carter that it was
Hampton who Kkilled her son, and not the
Black Bat, she'll talk her head off.”

McGrath and Mason were so busy with
Hampton that they did not notice it when

the Black Bat faded out of the scene. . . .

W H E N an ambulance arrived, there was

V a look of satisfaction on Captain Mc-
Grath's face as he watched Hampton being
packed into it. It had been a good night.
Then he thought of the Black Bat and
Tony Quinn. A servant told him that Quinn,
Silk and Mark Claremont were in one of the
upstairs rooms.

McGrath went there, smiling at the
thought that Quinn would not be there. Or
even if he was, Claremont would admit Quinn
had been gone for a while. McGrath felt
that he would have a right to gloat.

He opened the door. Quinn looked up

blankly. Claremont stopped talking. Mec-
Grath asked questions, and Claremont
laughed.

“Why, of course Tony has been here all
the time. Every moment. Why?”

“Yes,” Quinn said, “why? Isn’t everything
all right downstairs? | stopped worrying
when | knew you had things under control.”

“Everything is fine,” McGrath growled.
“Except me. | think I'm going slightly
batty.

He exited in a hurry. The other two men,
guided by Silk, went downstairs and heard
the story. Then Silk and Quinn drove home.
Carol was there, with Butch.

“It was a cinch.” Butch grinned. “l took
those three bozos easy. They didn’t even
want to fight. The cops got 'em by now.”

Quinn took Carol's hands in his own. “I
hated to leave you with them, Carol, but
there was nothing else to do. Hampton
would have suspected if we had freed you.”
Quinn looked over at Butch. “Nice work.
As a reward you may go to Jacques’ house
and prepare him for the police. Silk will
show you where he is.”

“Boy!” Butch rubbed his hands. “Boy,
have | been looking forward to thisl'l
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House Detective Duffy Solves a
Murder Too Easily—and Then
the Trouble Really Begins!

O IT wasn't the big leagues. | hadn’t
S been such a hot pitcher anyway. Oh,

good enough, mind you, but not good
enough to make passes at hot shots like Mu-
sial or Walker or Weintraub. Even if the
leg hadn’t gone back on me, those guys prob-
ably would have blasted me back to the bush
leagues.

It’s not sour grapes either. The thing that
annoyed the devil out of me was the Army
doctor looking at the leg and clucking sym-
pathetically.

“1 can walk as good as you,” | told him,
hot.

“Sure. On the level sidewalk. But what
would you do if you had to run over broken
ground, jump stone walls, slide into shell
holes. Huh?”

| didn't argue. | couldn’t tell him that's
why | wasn’t in baseball anymore—because
I couldn’t slide and run. Well, it wasn't
comfortable, that's all I'll say.

So | got a nice comfortable 4F and a job
as house detective in this Broadway hostel.
The place wasn't good and it wasn't bad.
Second rate, catering mostly to chicks from
the chorus and actors with a six-week spot
and a slight rush of cash to the head. Sec-
ond rate. Like me.

The job was about as exciting as warming
the bench at a soft ball game between Girl's
High and the Ladies’ Auxiliary Sewing Cir-
cle. Either | sat in the lobby and looked over
the crowd coming and going, wondering if |
could spot a crook if I saw one, or | walked
around after closing hours and tried the doors
of the shops that lined the main corridor.

I was doing that when Sid Carrick, the
night clerk, gave me the sign. | ambled
over to the desk.

“Dan, the filly in Four thirteen has left

<Kiok your gat over here, Duffy,”

he said
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her phone off the hook. Hop up and tell her
to cut it out. Mister Bell frowns on that
sort of thing.”

It was something to do, anyway. Broke
the routine of trying doors. This Sid Carrick
—what makes hotel clerks and head waiters
so polished, aloof and superior? Nice enough
guy, | suppose, but | wished he'd relax just
once so | could tell if he was human. The
chorus kids worked for aliving and so did he.

I didn't discuss it with him. | went up to
Room 413 and knocked. Nobody home. That
was funny. Do you take a phone off the
hook and go out?

| got out my pass key and opened the door.
It was dark in there and | could hear the
steady hum of the phone. | snapped on the
light and closed the door behind me. Then
| started to get the creeps. Don’t know why.
I'm not psychic or anything like that. But
| was green on the job and there’s something
about an empty room—a strange one—that
makes you lower your voice and look over
your shoulder.

~B"M"HERE was a little sound somewhere. |

*mswallowed a lump in my throat and
touched the automatic | had a license to
pack. The heavy solid steel was comforting.
| tapped on the closet door with my shoe.

“All right,” 1 said. “Come out and keep
your hands high.”

There was a little muffled mew in there,
like a lost kitten. | turned the knob, swung
the door wide and stepped to a side. There
was no danger.

It was the chambermaid, trussed up like
a Christmas package, with a gag holding
back all the words welling up in her. They
came out in a flood as soon as | got the
gag off.

“1'l kill him!” she said. “Just let me get
me hands on the murdering spalpeen!”

“Who, Mrs. Casey?”

She licked parched lips and worked the
muscles of her face to get the kinks out.

“The dirty crook!” she fumed. “He lives
here, Danny. I've seen his ugly face before.
He took me keys, that's what he did!”

“Who is he? What's his name?”

“Faith, and | didn't ask him for an intro-
duction when he put a gun in me face. |
don’'t know his name, but I've seen him here
before!”

“That's a big help,” | said, crossing the
room and cradling the phone. “How long
were you in there? And who took off the re-
ceiver?”

“Ten minutes, no more. And that was me.
I knocked it off into the chair when he was
backin’ me towards the closet. He never no-
ticed.”

| looked around the room. Bureau drawers
were partly shut, with corners of pink un-
mentionables sticking out, | pulled open a
couple of drawers and saw the stuff inside

all tumbled about. Without being a married
man, | knew that no dame would leave her
clothes in that mess.

“A two bit sneak crook, Mrs. Casey,” |
said. "He's got your keys and he'll clean
out a few rooms and lam before we can catch
up with him. Unless—" | started for the
phone and stopped. There was a scream out
in the hall. A delicate female scream.

| popped out in the hall with Mrs. Casey
behind me. The showgirl in Room 41l1—a
dish if I ever saw one—was just bursting out
of her room. She was tall and dark, with big
eyes and soft red lips—not tough like you
hear. Just a good kid working for a living
and with more looks than most.

“You're the house detective?” she cried,
spotting me. “l’'ve been robbed! A hundred
dollars—all |1 had saved!”

“l1 was afraid of that,” | muttered, loping
toward her.

A latch clicked down the hall. A man'’s
head popped out, saw us and popped right
back. 1116 door slammed.

“Oh, boy!” | thought. “Ten minutes, Mrs.
Casey said she was m the closet. He didn't
have time to get very far. What a break!”

| legged it down the corridor as fast as
the bum leg would take me. The door was
locked of course. | discovered that after
nearly dashing out my brains against it. |
snatched my pass keys, fumbled and dropped
them. Inside | heard a window slam up and
the ringing stamp of feet on the metal fire-
escape.

| said a few words under my breath before
I got the key in the door, with the two
women hopping around excitedly in back of
me and screaming “Hurry!”

The door slammed open, at last, and |
dived into the room to see the curtains blow-
ing back from the open window. | climbed
out on the platform and took a quick gander
up and down. Four stories up, the monkey
was scrambling for the sky.

“Hey, you up there!" | yelled.
see you!”

He stopped. Then there was a little red
lick of flame and something that sounded like
a cannon went off and boomed back and
forth deafeningly in that narrow canyon.
Something else spanged on the metal and
there was a duo of screeches from the femi-
nine contingent inside the room.

For one full second | just stood there and

“Stop! |

goggled. He was shooting at me! At me!
Holy cats!
Then he was running again, climbing '

swiftly toward the roof. And suddenly my
courage came back in a rush. He was more
scared of me than | was of him. | went
after him as fast as | could go. And to give
me courage, | hauled out my own Betsy and
cut loose and gave the echoes a terrible past-
ing.
gll didn’t hit a thing, but it felt wonderful
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and it must have scared the monkey nearly
to death. When | topped the edge of the
roof | s»w that the whole place was fairly
well lighted from the reflection of the Broad-
way signs which were on again since the dim-
out was lifted. And in this mixed glow of
neons and flashers | saw the crook scuttling
like a cockroach along one edge of the roof.

| squeezed off another shot, knowing darn
well | couldn’t hit him. Then it wasn't so
funny. He turned around and shot at me
again. | don't know how close he came, but
it was too close.

PUT a hand on the cornice and
jumped over. As he disappeared |
realized there must be another roof just be-
low or he wouldn’t jump, so | dashed over
and sure enough he was racing across the
adjoining roof which was only a couple of
feet lower than ours. | hauled myself over
and slid down, favoring the leg. On a level
I could run pretty good and | gained on him
when he got to the other side and started up
an iron ladder to the next roof, which was
ten feet higher.

He made it and when | got to the top of
the ladder he was legging it across and duck-
ing behind a brick chimney so | couldn’t see
to shoot. TTie building beyond was another
hotel, a bigger one and | realized that if he
got onto that and to the stairs 1I'd have a
swell chance of losing him for good.

I loped around that chimney like Seabiscuit
coming into the home stretch and there he
was, standing on the cornice like he was
getting up courage for something. Sure
enough. There was was a six foot alley he
had to jump.

“You're stuck,” | said. “Come peaceful
and | guarantee you'll be treated as a
prisoner of war. Throw down the Roscoe.”

He threw part of it anyway. A piece of
lead that came out of the front end. It
smacked on the bricks with a very unpleasant
sound.

| ducked around the comer of the chim-
ney, nearly tripping over a loose brick that
had fallen down. | didn’t want to shoot and
kill the guy, besides | didn't think | could
hit him with my cannon. Heck, | could
throw better than shoot. Holy cats, why
not?

| picked up the chunk of brick and stepped
out. He was getting ready to jump. |
wound up and tossed it, not too hard. It
hit him “thump” in the back. He gave a
scream, waved his arms wildly, and fell off!

I guess I'll hear that scream nights for a
long time to come. | got sick all over, and
for some time | couldn’t move. Sure he'd
been shooting at me and all, but you don't
enjoy killing a man. Somehow | hadn't
thought of what the toss might do.

When the cops got there | had pulled my-
self together and was down in the alley to

D E

show them the bloody smear that was left.
A plainclothes cop with as much authority
as an Army sergeant introduced himself as
Lieutenant Strawn of Homicide.

“Nice work, Duffy,” he said. “It's the sort
of thing that saves the taxpayers’ shekels.
The public should be very grateful to you
for this.”

| shuddered.
“Thanks, Inspector,” | said. “l guess you
mean well.”

“Don’'t be squeamish,” Strawn said. “This
was Slippery Ellis and the only thing that
would ever cure him of being a crook was
the cure he just got. Here.” He turned to
a harness bull and took the stuff the cop
had been collecting from the corpse’s pockets.
“Look. Jewelry, pocketbooks, fountain pens,
cash. How many rooms did he get into?”

“Three | know of,” | said. “Don’t think
he had time for more.”

“Let's go look,” Strawn said.

A check up showed no more complaints
at the desk.

“Guess that's all,” Strawn said. “I'll take
the names of the people who've been robbed
and they can get their junk back at Head-
quarters by identifying it.”

The showgirl with the big eyes and the
red lips tagged me as | was standing in the
lobby and trying to get over the jitters.

“1 want to thank you,” she said, giving
me a hundred octane smile. “The policeman
says I'll get my money back. Terrible about
the poor man, isn't it?” She was less dis-
turbed than | was. Who said the woman is
the weaker sex? “You're wonderful, Mister
Duffy. My name is Estelle Adams.”

After all, 1 can take a hint. | hauled my
shattered nerve ends together and managed
a shaky grin.

“Let’s have supper together,” | said. “And
if you're not working tonight, maybe we
could go out—? After all, if I'm a hero |
could take a night off?”

She linked her arm in mine.

“We've both had a trying experience,” she
said firmly. “We're entitled to an evening
off "

An uncouth bellhop woke me next morn-
ing by pounding crudely on my door. I'd
been dreaming of black eyes and soft red
lips, and that goodnight Kiss.

"Ain't you interested in the papers, Dan?”
the kid asked. “You're a hero.”

Darned if | wasn't. The tabs had a picture
of the corpse in the alley and one of me
and a headline:

ALERT DETECTIVE KILLS CROOK
IN ROOFTOP GUN BATTLE

And a lot more. | didn't feel so sorry for
Slippery Ellis this morning. | felt more like
a hero. Selfish, we humans, aren't we?
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W WENT down to the coffee shop and

ordered ham and eggs. Overnight I'd
become a celebrity. The waitress gave me
a smile and a good morning and the portion
she handed me was certainly one the pay-
ing guests didn't get.

| was enjoying breakfast when Tom Rad-
cliffe, the hotel manager, slid onto the next
stool. | said hello, then did a double take.
His face was a beautiful pale green color.

“Don’'t you feel well?” | asked.

“Coffee,” Tom said to the waitress. When
she'd gone, he looked at me and shuddered.
“Neither will you, in a minute. So finish
your breakfast before | spoil it.”

“What are you talking about?”

“Murder,” he groaned.

“Murder? Tom, the guy fell off the roof.
I admit | heaved a brick. They said it was
all right.”

“Not him. Another one.”

“Another?” | pushed my plate away.
“Who? Where?”

“Laura Lester.”

He didn’t have to say any more. Laura
Lester was one of the better known dancing
stars on Broadway. She had the best suite
on the top floor of the hotel.

“While we were congratulating ourselves
that Ellis had only broken into three rooms,”
Tom said bitterly, “Laura Lester was lying
up there with her skull caved in. Her maid
came in and found her this morning. Called
the cops before she even called me.”

| got up. My appetite had vanished.

“I'll go up,” | said.

RadcUffe buried his nose in his coffee cup
as though he wanted to crawl in and pull the
cup in after him.

There was a mob scene in the corridor out-
side Lester’s room. Guests in all kinds of
dress and undress were milling around, try-
ing—with the nauseating morbidity of the
average human—to get a squint at the
corpse. A couple of bellhops were holding
them back.

Inside, the maid was having hysterics on
the couch. The place looked as if a cyclone
and earthquake had played a friendly game
of tag in it. Chairs and tables had been
overturned, drawers pulled out and the con-
tents scattered, the bed torn apart.

Laura Lester was half on the mattress,
half on the floor. She wasn’t pretty any
more. Her hair had been a shining, glorious
gold. Now it was matted and heavy with
blood. A messy, rotten way to die.

There were loud voices in the hall and
Lieutenant Strawn and his mob shoved in.
The Homicide man stopped with his legs
apart and stared down at the dead girl.

“Oh, fine,” .he said softly. “Just fine,” He
switched baleful eyes to me. “What are
you trying to do, Duffy, have me pounding
a (t?Teat again?”

“How did you manage to overlook a little
thing like a murder?”

Radcliffe appeared behind the cop.

“l can tell you that, Lieutenant,” he said.

Strawn whirled on him.

“Let’'s hear it.””

“Miss Lester's maid sleeps out. She got
in this morning and found the body. If
Ellis killed Miss Lester last night, there'd be
nobody to report this—nobody at all.”

“Wait a minute,” | said. “There's some-
thing screwy here. 1| tell you Ellis wouldn't
have had time to get up here. Mrs. Casey
said she was in that closet not.more than
ten minutes.”

“How would she have any idea of time,
cooped up that way?” Strawn exploded. He
whirled on the maid. “What's missing from
here?”

“Jewels!” the girl
Lester’s jewels.”

The veins stood out on Strawn’s neck and
his face turned slowly the color of a tomato.

“What is this?” he roared. “There were
no jewels on Ellis’ body!”

“The girl's right,” Radcliffe said. “Laura
Lester had jewelry valued at forty thousand
dollars which were in our safe until last
night. She took them out, she said, to wear
at a dinner party.”

Strawn wheeled, snapped orders. Three
bluecoats started to search the room. An-
other went out to study the fire-escape and
the roof where Ellis had fled. 1 could have
gone along and helped him, knowing the
route, but | stayed where | was, thinking.

Strawn turned to the girl again.

"How come you don’t sleep here?”

“That was the arrangement,” the maid
sniffled. “Miss Lester liked privacy. | left
last night about eight, after | helped her
dress. She had this dinner party and her
manager, Mr. Halloway, was calling for her.
That's all 1 know until I came in this
m-morning and f-found her like that?” She
started to cry again.

“Did anyone besides Halloway know about
the jewelry?” Strawn demanded. *“Duffy,
for instance?”

sobbed. “All Miss

JUMPED. Was he tagging me, now?

“l do not know,” the girl said. “Miss
Lester might have told her friends. 1 think
no one else in the hotel knew.”

The fingerprint boys arrived and took over
and | went out and back to my own room.
I wasn't a hero any more. 1'd caught a
sneak thief and there was a murder under
my nose, all night long, that | didn't even
know about.

Strawn was sore, but he'd be even sorer
if he knew what | was thinking. | was
pretty darn sure Ellis couldn’t have Killed
Laura Lester. | believed Mrs. Casey when
she said she hadn't been in that closet more
than ten minutes. If she was going to be
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wrong, she’d have been wrong the other
way. Ten minutes in there would seem like
an hour. She wouldn’t call time short. And
in ten minutes Ellis wouldn't have had
time to go up to the top floor, kill Lester,
wreck her room, then get back down to the
fourth floor and steal some cheap junk and
a little cash. It didn't make sense. Be-
sides, where was the forty grand worth of
jewels he got from Lester?

Tom Radcliffe came in.

“If | had the strength 1'd fire you,” he
said. “But why kid myself, it wasn’'t your
fault. It's a lousy break for all of us, kid.”

“Even Strawn,” | said. “What'd they
find?”

“Ellis’ prints all over Lester’'s room,” Rad-
cliffe said. “No doubt he was there. And
a cop found one of Lester’s earrings on the
roof. That sews it up, Danny boy.”

Seemed like it, didn't it? But that ear-
ring, which was supposed to be the clincher,
was the thing which shouted PHONY to
me in capital letters.

If Ellis had the jewels on him when he
was on the roof, why weren’t they on him
when he squashed in the air shaft. Don't
tell me some accomplice was waiting for
him below and cleaned him out before | got
there? It didn't make sense. Nobody could
tell he was going to the roof or that he was
going to fall off, or where he was going to
fall off.

“Nope,” | said to myself. “I may be a
broken down baseball pitcher and not a
master-mind sleuth like Lieutenant Strawn,
but if that earring isn’'t a plant, I'll eat it.”

I went back up to Lester’'s room. The
meat wagon had come and gone, the photog-
raphers and fingerprint men had done their
stuff and the chambermaids were trying to
straighten up. Strawn was still there, talk-
ing to a guy in his forties wearing a gray
moustache and a green shirt.

He gave me an absent-minded look.

“Mr. Halloway, this is Dan Duffy, the
house detective. Halloway is—was—uh—
he's Miss Lester's manager.”

“1I'm so shocked and sick about this | don't
know what to say, Lieutenant,” Halloway
said. “But I'll try to answer questions.”

“Good. About this dinner party last night.
What happened?”

“Nothing. It was cancelled. There was
some misunderstanding concerning the ar-
rangements and it was postponed. Miss
Lester said she was just as pleased because
she had a severe headache. So she decided
to stay home. | brought her directly here
after the performance, talked for a few min-
utes and then left.”

“What time was that?”

“Just before twelve.”

“And then what did you do?”

“l went home.”

“Anybody to verify that?”

“Why—my man—my valet, | guess. He
let me in at about a quarter past twelve.”

“Was your relationship with Miss Lester
strictly business?”

Halloway hesitated.

“There was the business relationship, of
course,” he said. “There was also a friendly
understanding outside of business, because
I've been managing her affairs for years and
we had become good friends.”

“l see.” Strawn looked him over care-
fully. “You succeed in controlling your
emotions with unusual success, Mr. Hallo-
way.”

“l would no more think, Lieutenant
Strawn,” the manager said, “of revealing my
emotions in public than I would of reveal-
ing myself undressed.”

He turned and marched out with his back
as straight and stiff as a post.

“You made him mad,” | said.

Strawn turned as though he'd forgotten
me.

“You still here, Duffy? Do me a favor,
will you? Go through this hotel thoroughly
and make sure there are no more corpses
in the rooms, will you?”

“Insults roll off me,” |1 said. “What were
you grilling Halloway for anyway ? Radcliffe
tells me you've got Ellis tagged for this.”

“Tagged? There's no doubt about it. The
room is lousy with his prints.”

“And have you found the rocks?”
crack hit home!

This

TRAWN frowned. “No. They must be

in the hotel some place. He found time

to hide them, but he didn't have time to get
outside with them.”

“All in ten minutes,” 1 murmured.

“Ten minutes!” Strawn snarled. “Will
you quit harping on that? Maybe your
chambermaid took a siesta in the closet!”

“Bunk,” | said.

Which wasn’t the snappiest comeback in
the world. But it was the best I could do
under the circumstances.

There was something else Strawn seemed
to be overlooking. Why should Ellis be so
careless about leaving his prints prominently
displayed in the ~ame room with a corpus
delicti? Nobody could be that dumb. Nope,
it smelled phony a mile away.

I went downstairs and draped myself care-
lessly over the desk. Sid Carrick lifted an
eyebrow and brushed off the top as though
it were dirty.

“Who else knew about Laura Lester's
jewelry ?” | asked him. “Could anybody else
have spotted it here when she was checking
it in and out?”

“Only about half of New York,” Carrick
said. “Anybody who was in the lobby at the
time might have seen it. Who? Your guess
is as good as mine. What are you worrying
about, anyway? The cops say Ellis did it
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and Ellis is dead. That closes the case,
doesn’t it?”

“Yeah,” | sighed. “Except for one little
detail. Where are the jewels?”

“l1 wouldn’t know,” Carrick shrugged.

But the more | thought of it, the less sense
it made. Would Ellis kill Lester, make a
haul of forty grand worth of gems, and then
come down to the fourth floor to pick up
some cheap knick-knacks and a few bucks in
cash? It was silly.

I went ip to the fourth floor and tapped
on the door of Room 411. Estelle Adams
opened it. She was wrapped in some kind
of a heavy silk dressing gown. She smiled
when she saw me and blushed a little.

“Hello, honey,” | said, stepping in. She
kissed me and | liked that because it showed
there was no pretense about her. She
didn’'t bother to play coy. We'd gone for
each other in a big way and she was perfectly
honest and frank about it. | held her for a
minute, then, very reluctantly, | put business
before pleasure.

“You heard about the latest murder, up
on the top floor?” | asked her. “Laura
Lester?”

She nodded, then repressed a shudder.

“Yes, | heard about it,” she said. “One
of the hotel maids came in to make up my
room, a little while ago. She told me all
the details. It's ghastly, isn’t it, Dan?” She
looked at me. “Why do you ask?”

| seized her hand and gave it a squeeze.

“Listen, hon, I'm not satisfied with the
official tag on this case. It's got more holes
than Hitler's case against the Versailles
Treaty. | want to try something and I'll
need your help.”

“Why, sure, Danny,” she said.
you want me to do?”

“Stay here and wait. In a little while I'll
call you from my room. No matter what I
say, play along, act as though you know what

“What do

it's all about. Get it?”
“Yes, but—"
“Then I'll ask you to meet me some place.

Say okay, you'll be there. That's all you
have to do, just bolt your door and stay
put.”

“You mean agree to meet you, but not
meet you?”

“Right. Don’t move from your room, no
matter what | say over the phone.”

“Danny,” she said shrewdly, “this sounds
as if you expect someone to tap the wire.”

“Could be. Will you do it?”

“Of course,” she said readily.

| lingered for a minute to kiss her some
more—she was awfully good to kiss—then
I went back to my own room. From there
| called Room 411.

Estelle answered right away.

“Honey, this is Danny,” | said.
ready to make the test?”

“Yes, Danny. I'm ready.”

“Are you

“All right, meet me in front of Ellis’ room
right away. I've got the pass keys and the
print powder.”

“I1l be there.”

| hustled down the hall and let myself into
Slippery Ellis’ room. It hadn’t been touched
yet and all the crook’s stuff was still there.
1'd brought some fingerprint powder with me
—as a bona fide detective | had to have some
on hand—and | busied myself dusting it
around.

There were prints on the door frame and
I thought | recognized the characteristic
sworl Strawn had shown me on his card.
The door knob, curiously, was clean and
so was the glass atop the bureau and so
were the bathroom faucets.

“Curiouser and curiouser,” | muttered,
wondering why anyone should have taken the
trouble to come in here and wipe off Ellis’
fingerprints.

I WAS still poking around the bathroom
when there was a light tap on the door.
That was strictly not according to the book.
| slipped across the room and listened. The
tap came again. Then | got it.

“Estelle, go away,” | said.
supposed to come here.”

“You let me in,” she whispered. “If there's
any excitement I'm getting in on it!”

| couldn’t let her stand out in the hall, that
certainly wouldn't be safe. So | opened the
door and yanked her in.

“Double-crosser!” | said.
you cooperate?”

“You'll probably be glad I'm here before
you're through,” the girl said.

“Sure. All I need is to worry about you
now. Get in the bathroom, go on now, scoot
and don’'t argue. No telling who might show
up here next!”

She argued, but she went. And the door
had scarcely closed behind her when the latch
clicked. | whirled back, grabbing for my
pocket, but | was a little late.

Sid Carrick heeled the door shut behind
him, keeping his gun pointed right at my belt
buckle.

“Drop it,” he said.

He was very quiet—and very deadly. All
that polish, that neat superiority had dropped
away from him. He looked like a different
man and sounded like one. | opened my fin-
gers and let my automatic drop to the rug,

“Kick your gat over here, Duffy,” he said.

| did just that. Then | noticed him ad-
justing a silencer on his gun and drew my
own conclusions, which weren’t pleasant.

- “Where’'s the girl ?” he said.

I was going to say “What girl?” but I
knew it was silly and pointless to stall. He'd
listened in, all right. He knew the score. |
didn’t say anything.

Keeping his gun on me, he backtracked to
the bathroom, opened the door, reached in

“You weren't

“Is that the way
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She was scared pink.
said, trying to

and hauled Estelle out.

“Don’'t you hurt her,” I
sound tough and not scared.

He didn’t even glance at me. He pushed
her over to me. Then he stepped back, cov-
ring both of us.

“l don't know how and I'm not going to
take the time to find out,” he said. “But evi-
dently you're wise. I've got the diamonds
and you know it so you'll have to be shut up.
Good-by, Danny.”

“You're loony,” | said hurriedly, my eyes
on the gun. “Strawn will have you tagged
for this in a minute. Think he doesn’t know?”

“He doesn’t know his elbow from a hole in
the wall,” Sid snapped. Then his expression
changed. “On the off chance he does know
something I'll give you five minutes more of
life if you'll talk. Go ahead. I'm listening.”

“Strawn knows everything | know,” | said,
feeling the sweat trickling down my back. “I
know you took off the doorknob, the faucets
and the glass bureau top from this room and
changed them for the stuff in Laura Lester’s
room. After you put the substitutes here in
Ellis’ room, you wiped Laura Lester’s finger-
prints off. That's how Ellis’ prints were so
thick in Lester’'s room, they were on his own
furniture!”

Garrick’s breath was coming faster and his
finger was getting itchy on the trigger. |
knew 1'd scored a buils-eye.

“Strawn knows that?” he breathed.

“Sure. He knows you did it last night
after Ellis died, after the cops were gone. It
was Ellis and his robberies that gave you the
idea. And it had to be after midnight be-
cause Halloway told us he brought Lester
home just before twelve. It couldn’t have
been before. So Ellis couldn’'t have killed
Lester even if he'd wanted to, because she
wasn't home yet!”

Garrick’s lips lifted at one comer in what
was supposed to be a smile. I've seen pret-
tier ones on leopards in the zoo.

“All right, smart guy,” he said. “You've
figured it out. But when you say Strawn
knows, you're a liar. When your bodies are
found here nobody’ll know anything.”

"Oh, yes, they will,” | said, “because you

Tired Kidneys

just put your fingerprints on the knob be-
hind you.”

Well, he hadn’t. But he couldn’t help that
instinctive jerk, that twist to look. He took
his eyes from me for just a second.

When he looked back | was already mov-
ing. His gun blasted—a wicked, silenced
“splat,” but | was going down, already under
it—sliding, feet first, for home plate.

So they said | couldn’t slide, eh? Busted
me out of baseball because | couldn’t slide?
They should have seen that slide!

I went across the room like a bozooka
shell. My number elevens caught Mister
Carrick’s shins with a sock that would have
been foul at Ebbet's Field. He did a jack-
knife and plowed up the carpet with his nose.

rg"HERE was a terrible stab of pain in that

leg, but 1| ignored it, rolled over and
grabbed Carrick. Then | had a lot of fun
doing what 1'd been yearning to do, bounce
my knuckles off his face. He passed out
around the fifth bounce.

Half an hour later Strawn was there, pac-
ing up and down and Carrick had been hauled
off to the Bastille.

“If it weren't for the girl here, Duffy, I'd
say you were a liar,” Strawn said excitedly.
“You mean he confessed?”

“He bragged about it,” Estelle said, “and
that's the same thing.”

“Well, the conviction depends on you two.
You'll have to testify. Don’t go off on a
honeymoon now just when | need you.”

“The man’s got ideas,” | said, looking at
her. “What do you think?”

“New York’s a great summer resort,” she
said, looking at the floor.

| started toward her.

“Ooh, my leg!”

“Darling, is that your bad leg? Oh, he
hurt it sliding!” She hurried over to me.
“Sit down here. There. Now put your head
on my shoulder.” She started to stroke my
face.

Lieutenant Strawn gazed upon this revolt-
ing scene with disgust. “Doubtless you two
would like to be alone,” he said.

We never heard him go out.

Often

Bring Sleepless Nights

Doctors say your kidneys contain IS miles
of tiny tubes or filters which help to purify the
blood and keep you healthy. When they get
tired and don't work right in the daytime,
many people have to get up nights. Frequent
or scanty passages with smarting and burning
sometimes shows there is something wrong
with your kidneys or bladder. Don’'t neglect
this condition and lose valuable, restful sleep.

When disorder of kidney function permits

poisonous matter to remain in your blood, it
may also cause nagging backache, rheumatic
pains, leg pains, loss of pep and energy, swell-
ing, puffiness under the eyes, headaches and
dizziness.

Don't wait! Ask your druggist for Doan'’s
Pills, used successfully by millions for over 40
years. They give happy relief and will help
the 15 miles of kidney tubes flush out poison-
ous waste from your blood. Get Doan’s Pills.

Udv.)
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LANE LINKLATER

Detective Raney Was Old Enough to Retire, but a Head-
quarters Man Is Never Too OIld to Tangle with Murder!

OR a moment after the shot had
I:Whanged past his head, Raney remained
where he was, crouched down beside
his coupe. Then he slowly straightened up,
scowling. A sedan had been waiting under a
tree, parked about thirty yards from the big
iron gate, and the shot had cqme from there.
An instant later the sedan had speeded up
and vanished.
Raney slipped his revolver back into his
holster.
He shrugged his huge shoulders and
opened the driveway gate. He swung it wide,
got in his car and drove along the gravel.

It was a quarter of a mile to the large ram-
bling house. The stone steps leading up to
the front door were at least twenty feet wide.

Raney stood at the door and jabbed a but-
ton. A light just above the door sprayed ts
rays down on his head. Raney was massive.
His broad face was phlegmatic, his skin
leather-tough. The network of wrinkles
about his eyes might have betrayed the hu-
man feeling which he rarely revealed, but
people were usually too intent on avoiding
his gaze to notice them.

The door swung inward noiselessly. A
tall, thin-nosed butler stared reprovingly at
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Raney. Raney didn’t seem to notice the look
at all.

“Does Warren Ludsoe live here?”

“This is Mr. Ludsoe’s residence.”

“1 want to see him.”

The butler appeared to be shocked. “It's
quite late. | doubt if Mr. Ludsoe would care
to receive visitors now.”

Raney treated him to a stare, pushed past
him, roughly, into the hall.

“Tell Ludsoe that Raney, from Headquar-
ters, wants to see him right now,” he said.

The butler was bewildered and indignant.
“Well, 1—he’ll want to know your business.”

“1 don’t know myself—yet.”

The butler stalked away, turned into a
doorway on the right. In a few moments he
came back, moving fast.

“It's—it's most peculiar,” he stammered.
“You have arrived at the correct moment.”

“What is it?”

“Apparently murder, sir,” the butler said.

“Ludsoe?”

“No, sir. Mr. Ludsoe is not in the library
as | thought. He’'s gone. The man there is
a stranger to me.”

Raney nodded and walked down the hall.
The doorway to the right opened into a
room of tremendous size. In the center of
the room was a large ornate table where a
chair had been drawn up. In the chair a
man was slumped.

ANEY silently gazed at the man.
The butler had stopped just behind
Raney.

“Most incongruous,” muttered the butler
more to himself than to Raney.

Raney didn't answer, but the butler was
right. The man had been struck viciously
about the head, and fresh blood made him
a messy sight. It was not the wound to
which the butler referred, but the appear-
ance of the victim himself. Alive and well,
he was not the type who would have merged
into a luxurious room such as this. He was
middle-aged and thin, his clothes cheap and
dirty, and his face was unshaven. The hand
that hung limply over the arm of the chair
was callous from hard work.

The butler stood back against the wall
while Raney carefully searched the dead
man. Then Raney wandered about the place,
still holding some papers he had found in
his big fist.

Abruptly, Raney turned to the butler. “The
weapon isn't here,” he said.

“The weapon, sir?”

“Sure. Whatever the killer used to smash
this guy’s head is gone.”

“Perhaps the murderer took it with him,
sir.”

Raney shook his head.
wasn't the right answer.
in

Obviously that
He went on talk-

g.
“Found three things on the stiff,” he said,

as he again looked at the papers be had taken,
before stuffing them into his pocket. “Three
things.—a birth certificate—girl, seventeen—
picture of a pretty girl, inscribed ‘To Mom
and Dad with Love, Alice’—and a meal ticket
at an eating dump owned by a guy | know.”
He glanced at the butler. “What do you
think of that?”

“Not very illuminating,” answered the ser-
vant.

“Huh? Why, they tell quite a story.”
Raney stared down at the glistening top of
the table. “Something missing from the ta-
ble, too. There's a faint square mark still
showing on the surface. It looks as if may-
be something had been resting on the table,
and then been removed.”

Someone spoke from the doorway behind
them. “What's going on here?” said a voice,
cold and polite.

“It's a murder, sir,” said the butler. “This
gentleman—a Mr. Raney, sir, from headquar-
ters—called to see you, Mr. Ludsoe. | came
in here to tell you, sir, and this—this is what
I found!”

Warren Ludsoe walked into the room. He
looked something like his butler, but his
eyes were colder, his mouth more relentless.

In an unmoved, emotionless way, Ludsoe
gazed down at the dead man.
“Amazing,” he said. “Disgusting. How

did he get in here? Who is he?”

“1 haven't the slightest idea, sir,” the but-
ler said. “l was working in the east wing
for over an hour. Then the front bell rang
and | came back to this part of the house
to answer it.”

Ludsoe clucked his annoyance. “Evi-
dently a tramp. Probably sneaked in to
rob the house. There also must have been
an accomplice. Possibly they quarreled. The
thing to do is to get him out of here and
buried wherever they bury such people.” He
looked at Raney. “Can’t you attend to it?”

Raney peered at Ludsoe solemnly. “Yeah.
The poor guy looks like a tramp. But |
guess it bothered him just as much to get
his head smashed as it would have bothered
you. We got to find out who done it.”

Ludsoe’s eyes hardened. “Perhaps so.”
He hesitated. “By the way, you said your
name is Raney, and you claim to be from
Headquarters. | vaguely recall something
about you.”

A grim smile curved Raney’s lips. “Right,”
he snapped. “l used to be with Headquar-
ters. | reached my retirement age not long
agov)))

“You hold your age well,” murmured Lud-
soe.

“Well enough to take care of myself. So
you're looking for an explanation. Okay.
| just told your man | was from Headquar-
ters. My real idea was to bust in here.”

“A rather dangerous ruse, | should think,”
commented Ludsoe. “Might get you into
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serious trouble—even lose your pension for
you.”

“It might.”

“Well, just why are you here?”

For a moment, Raney was silent.

“1 was a copper for a long time,” he said
at last. “I got to know certain people who
deserved a stretch in the pen a lot worse
than some who actually got it. As a mem-
ber of the department, | never could get 'em.
Maybe, on my own, I'll have better luck.”

Ludsoe delicately raised an eyebrow. “A
venture which you may regret later, if you
attempt it,” he said in his chilled tones.

“1 like to take chances,” said Raney. Sud-
denly, he jabbed a finger at a pair of brown
kid gloves, which had been dropped on a
chair. “Yours?”

Ludsoe seemed momentarily disconcerted.
“Those gloves? Certainly, they're mine.”

“But you don’t keep gloves in this room?”

“1 can keep them here if I want to,” Lud-
soe said curtly. “lI think 1'd better tele-
phone about you.”

w»UT RANEY was already lumbering over
to a phone on a desk near the door. He

called Headquarters, asked for Captain
Wickman.
“l got quite a case, Wickman,” Raney

said.

At once Wickman’'s voice was wary.
“What goes on?”

“Why, it was like this. | was getting a
bite to eat down town, and a waiter came
and told me someone on the phone said a
friend of mine was in bad trouble and for
me to go right out to Warren Ludsoe’s
house to see about it.”

“Ludsoe’s house? Better go easy!”

“So | came out here. At the gate some-
one took a shot at me and drove off. Then
I came in the house and found a stiff in the
library.”

Wickman’s voice was sharp.
Who?”

“Some poor guy that nobody seems to
know. Ludsoe figures maybe you ought to
take the stiff out and just forget it.”

“You stay there,” snapped Wickman. “I'll
send a couple of the boys out there at once.”

But Raney did not wait. He caught the
sneer on Ludsoe’s face as he went out. It
took him nearly thirty minutes to drive down
to the Star Social Club.

It was a two-story building. On the ground
floor was a large space where all sorts of
men played all sorts of games. There were
also a few rooms which were not so public.

On the second floor were various cubby-
holes used for various purposes by the owner
of the club, Mark Dudas.

Raney hesitated outside for a moment.
Then he crossed to a small drug store on the
other side of the street. Inside, he edged into
the phone booth and dialed a number.

“Murder?

“Joe, in ten minutes you call Mark Dudas
on the phone,” he said presently. “Give him
a line about something confidential. Use
your bean this time. Make it so he'll want
to call you back. Then you keep him talking
about fifteen minutes. Got it? . . . Yeah,
I'll pay you, but don’'t charge too much.”

Raney crossed the street again. It was
two o'clock in the morning, but there were
still a few players at the tables as Raney
wandered into the social club. An ex-prize-
fighter, who was the outside door guard, rec-
ognized him.

“Hello, Raney,” said the guard.
for someone?”

“Yeah,” said Raney.

He didn’t stop to explain but barged on
by, and walked across the big room to a rear
corner. In this corner there was another
door, leading to a stairway. The guard here,
too, knew Raney.

“Hello, Raney,” he said.
lookin’ for?”

“A friend,” mumbled Raney.

He pushed past the guard, who didn’t seem
to like it, and climbed the stairway. There
were three doors fairly close together along
one side of a corridor. Raney opened one of
the doors and walked into a room.

The room had a few chairs and a small
table, and there was one man in it. He
wasn't as large as the other two, but sharper-
looking, and Raney knew that he, too, was a
guard. Mark Dudas was a believer in guards.

This guard, also, knew Raney.

“Hello,” he said. “Looking for someone?”

“Yeah,” Raney said. “lIs Dudas in?”

“Looking

“Who are you

“He might be,” conceded the guard. ‘But
he'd be kinda busy.”
Raney moved quickly to the door. The

guard reached out a detaining hand, but
seemed undecided. Raney paid no attention
to the guard. He turned the knob, pushed
and walked in, kicking the door shut.

A tall man was standing at the win-
dow looking out at the stars. He turned cas-
ually and looked at Raney. He was care-
fully dressed, with delicate features and
dreamy eyes. People often wondered what
it was about Mark Dudas that made them
know at once he was a cruel and inhuman

monster.

Dudas’ smile was superficial. “Hello,
Raney,” he said politely. “Didn’t expect this
pleasure.”

“It's about a tramp, Dudas.” Raney's eyes
were like flint. “A tramp who got killed.”

“A tramp?” Dudas was amused. “Well,
well. If he were hungry, I might feed him.
But if he's dead, he's probably better off
dead.”

“l don’t feel that way about him,” Raney

grunted. “l have an idea this tramp was a
good guy. | got a notion he was having trou-
ble. And I'd like to find out who bumped

him.”
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Dudas surveyed Raney intently for a mo-
ment, then shifted his gaze and looked in
mock inquiry at another man, who was
lounging in a comfortable chair in a corner
of the room. The man in the chair had the
appearance of a barbered ape. As he caught
Dudas’ eye he sat up as if he were about to
spring.

“Wrang, do you happen to know who
killed a tramp?” inquired Dudas.

Wrang grinned broadly. “1 wouldn’'t know,
boss.”

WfcUDAS turned to Raney again.
™ come to me?”

“You specialize in tramps, Dudas,” Raney
said. “You make a nice front for yourself
by taking care of a bunch of 'em. You got
places where they can eat and sleep.”

“Admitted,” cut in Dudas pleasantly.

“This poor guy was bumped out at War-
ren Ludsoe’s house,” said Raney. “You know
Ludsoe, huh?”

“Oh, I've met him. A queer chap.”

“He's got plenty dough,” said Raney. “You
like dough, Dudas. You like it well enough
to do a lot of things.”

“1 thought you were talking about a tramp
who got killed,” Dudas reminded Raney.

Raney shrugged. “Nobody knows this
tramp,” he said. “Nobody ever seen him be-
fore—except me.”

“Why

Dudas’ glance was like sharp steel. “You?
You knew him?”
“1 didn't say | knew him. I only said |

seen him before.”

“Interesting! Where was this?”

“Early this evening—that is, last evening.
I was just sort of wandering around down
where there are men on the bum. This fel-
ler was sitting on a bench. He had a sad
face, and he didn’t look like a no-good kind
of bum. Anyhow, you don’t see so many
down-and-outers these days. Too many jobs
building ships and stuff. When you do see
one like that he’'s something special.” Raney
looked moody. “So | got to talking with this
one.”

A quick glance was exchanged between
Dudas and Wrang.

“What did he tell
courteously.

“Not much. Didn’'t even tell me his name,
or where he come from. | asked him if he
was in trouble. He said maybe he would be
in a jam before the night was over, but he
wouldn’t say what. Then | told him who I
was and if he needed me to just give me a
ring at the cafe where | get a sandwich about
midnight. | guess maybe it was him who
called me from Ludsoe’s place.”

“You should have a pretty good line on
things, Raney,” Dudas’ tones were quiet.
“Didn’'t he mention any names?”

“Only one.”

There was a moment of quiet.

you?” asked Dudas

“Just one name?” Dudas said gently.

“Just one. A girl named Alice. He didn't
say nothing about her—just let her name
drop once.”

Dudas was reflecting about this when his
phone bell rang. He lifted the instrument.

“Hello,” he said. There was no change on
his face as he listened. “I’ll call you back

in a minute.”

He turned suavely to Raney. “I'll return
soon.” He smiled. “Wrang here will en-
tertain you.”

He walked quietly out of the room, closed
the door behind him. Raney was standing
directly in front of Wrang, looming over
him.

Wrang grinned.
Raney?” he taunted.
where.”

His eyes narrowed abruptly. An expres-
sion of fear spread over his face. Raney
had slipped his revolver out of his holster
and its muzzle was within six inches of
Wrang’s battered nose.

“You've done a lot of dirty things, Wrang,”
remarked Raney. “Made a lot of people suf-
fer, doing Dudas’ dirty work. Nobody ever
had a chance to get even with you.”

“Now, be a good guy,” pleaded Wrang.
“Put that thing away.”

“Get up, Wrang,” Raney said. “If you say
or do anything to wise that bird in the next
room, I'll let you have it!”

Wrang's wide toothy mouth twitched.
Then he forced a grin. “Aw, you—you
wouldn’t croak me.”

“You know | would!
up!”

Wrang's face was working convulsively
now. He clutched the arms of his chair and
forced himself to his feet.

“Some mugs who are good at dishing it
up, sometimes can’t take it at all,” said Raney.
“You're that kind, Wrang.”

Raney reached out and yanked two auto-
matics from Wrang's clothes, one at a time.
The gunman’'s face had gone green with
fright. He was scarcely able to stand.

“What—what you want?”

“Just a little information,” Raney stated
calmly. “And to make sure of getting it, I'll
take a little exercise first. You know, Wrang,
I never made a practice of slugging people,
but with certain mugs | just can't help it
Now, for instance, in your case!”

His powerful hand thudded against
Wrang's face. Wrang landed back in the
big chair in a whining heap.

“Don’t, Raney,” gasped Wrang. “Please!”

“Why don't you go home,
“You ain't getting any-

A pleasure. Get

mJ® ANEY, holding his gun in his left hand,
*e*' reached down with his right and grasped
Wrang's ear. He jerked upward. With a
squeal, Wrang came to his feet again.
“Please!” begged Wrang. “Aw, quit!”
Raney'’s fist smacked against V/rang’s jaw.
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Wrang collapsed on the floor rug.
Raney stood over him, leaning down.
gun almost touched Wrang’s nose.
“You'll tell me the truth,” he said with a
tense placidity. “1f you don’t I'll scatter your
filthy brains all over the rug.” He glared
down at the gunman. “Where is she?”

His

Wrang’s panic-shot eyes fluttered. “She?
You mean some dame?”
“You know who | mean. The girl, Alice—

where is she?”

“But—well, 1—1 don’t know.”

“You've got just ten seconds, Wrang!”
The shiny snout of Raney’s gun was warming
the end of Wrang’s twisted nose. “Just ten
seconds!”

It took Wrang only three seconds to de-

cide. “She—she’s at the Widden Apart-
ments.”
“The Widden?”

“Three blocks from here. On Blanton
Street. Just a small place. She goes by the
name of Eloise Hamman.” The words came
tumbling feverishly out of Wrang’'s mouth,
as if he were trying to beat the ten seconds.
“Apartment One-Seven-One. Y ou—you
won't do me nothing, will you? I'm your
pal. You won't tell no one | told you? Du-
das would Kill me if he knew 1'd talked.”

Raney stopped him with a hefty slap across
the face. He stared down at Wrang for a
brief moment, then coolly stuck his revolver
away and walked out past the guards.

Not longer than five minutes later he was
at the Widden Apartments. It was a small
brick building with a secretive look about it.
The front door was locked, so he aroused
the manager with long persistent ringing.

The manager was annoyed. But Raney
grunted something about “Headquarters”
and pushed past him. Apartment One-Seven-
One was near the rear, on the first floor.
Raney hammered on the door.

In a little while the door opened slightly.
The face of the girl who looked through the
crack at Raney was pretty and pale and star-
tled.

Raney’s gruff voice somehow became kind-
ly.
y“Lemme in,” he said. “I won't hurt you.”
She hesitated. Raney pushed on the door
and went in. The girl looked at him with her
hand at her lips. A flimsy negligee inade-
guately concealed her nightgown.

“Your name’s Alice, ain't it?” said Raney.

The blue eyes widened. She had a young
round face with a wealth of brown glossy
hair. She was pretty, but inexperienced—
credulous looking.

“Who told you my real name?” she asked
Raney.

“Never mind that,” said Raney.
Alice.”

She shrank back. “Whereto?”

“1t doesn’t matter. You ain't got time to
dress. Just stick another dewdad on, so you

“Come on,

won't get too cold.” She looked at his face
again, and something she saw there reassured
her, for she obeyed him now unhesitatingly.

Her trembling fingers adjusted another
robe over her shoulders. Raney was already
opening the door.

“Don’'t be scared, kid,” he said, as he
pushed her along the corridor.

He half carried her out to his car, dumped
her in the front seat. He got behind the
wheel and started away, zigzagging through
darkened streets and narrow alleys. A short
time later he stopped in front of a small
cheap hotel and helped her out of the car.

They walked into a deserted lobby. No,
one was behind the short counter, but Raney
held the end of a powerful forefinger on the
bell button.

A stairway ran up from one side of the
lobby. Presently a sleepy-eyed man in a
shabby dressing gown appeared and de-
scended. He grinned drowsily at Raney,
then looked a little astonished when he no-
ticed the girl.

“Hello, Raney,” he said.

“Hello, Joe. A couple of connecting rooms
for me and the lady. With a phone in one
of 'em. You know the one. And don't go
overcharging me, Joe, like you did the last
time.”

“Me overcharge!”
know | wouldn't.”

“Okay. Let's get going.”

The man glanced at the pretty, frightened
girl and shrugged. He led the way up the
stairs and along a frowsy-carpeted corridor,
unlocked a door. He watched as Raney es-
corted the girl into the room, halting at the
threshold.

“Thanks, Joe,” Raney mumbled.

Joe went out. The girl sank into a chair
and stared at Raney. “What you thinking
about, Alice?” Raney asked.

protested Joe. “You

TPHE girl didn't answer. She shivered.
«* “You wouldn’'t happen to be thinking
about your mother, huh?”

“Mom and Dad. | just wish | could see
them.” The girl’s voice was low.

“They're a long way from here, huh?”

“Way off in the Middle West,” the girl
said, as if talking to herself. “It's less than
a year since | left there, but it seems so long.
Harry—my boy friend—came to this town.
I ran away to be near him. He was in the
Service. But soon he was sent away. He
was one of the first to go, and he won't be
coming back. So | was lost. 1 had no

money. | didn't know which way to turn,
what to do.” The girl stared unblinking at
Raney. “Mom and Dad! Gee, they're
swelll”

“But not rich, huh?”

She moved her head. “Poor. Awful poor.
But they're swell. | miss them a lot.”

Raney fumbled for words. “Well, | guess



56 5LACK BOOK
Mom'’ll be glad to see you, Alice.”

“Yes. | never wrote. Mom will.” Alice
looked at Raney quickly. “But Dad'll write,
too, won't he?”

Raney’s fingers caressed his jaw uneasily.

"l got to tell you something, Alice. It's
about your dad. He—well, he's dead.”
"Dead?” she whispered. “Dad is dead?”

There was a pause. “Oh!”

“Yeah,” said Raney, and gazed at the
ceiling. “Someone killed him.”

A stricken look came into the girl's eyes.
Her voice was barely audible. “Who Kkilled
him?”

“Well, the way 1 figure it, your Dad found
out you was in the city, and he didn’t have
any dough, so he beat his way to this town
on the freights to try to find you. When
he got here, someone killed him.”

Her voice lifted. “Who killed my Dad?”

"That is what you and me have got to find
out—right now!” said Raney grimly.

He took the girl's arm, led her into the
room adjoining, sat her down at a small ta-
ble upon which a telephone rested. He scrib-
bled a number on a piece of paper.

“Dial it,” he said.

She looked up at him, startled.
that's Warren Ludsoe’s number!”

Raney merely nodded. She began dialing.

“Ask for Ludsoe,” Raney prompted her.
“Tell him you got away from the place where
Dudas had you, and that you are now in
Room twenty-five, at Fifteen-thirty-seven
Lesson Street.”

In a moment the girl was speaking the
words he had told her to say into the mouth-
piece. Then she cut off the connection
quickly.

“Swell,” approved Raney. “Ludsoe won't
be able to get here for at least twenty min-
utes. We'll take things easy until he comes.”

They waited for some time. Then Raney
gave her more instructions.

"Call this number. Ask for Dudas. Tell
him you were tricked away from your apart-
ment, and you are now in Room twenty-five,
at Fifteen-thirty-seven Lesson Street.”

Again, the girl obeyed. When she was
through she spoke to Raney. "Dudas said
for me to stay right here,” she said.

“You'll do that,” said Raney. He took her
back to the other room. “Now, we’'ll get
somewhere—if it works,” he said.

The girl sank into a chair.

“You just wait,” Raney went on. “I'll be
nearby, but you mustn’'t allow anyone to
know that. And don’t let anyone get you to
leave. Just stall 'em.” He smiled a little.
“I've used these rooms before. Joe is an
old pal of mine. He’'s all right—only he likes
to charge too much.”

He retired to the adjoining room, closed
the door and bolted it. He moved a chair
up close to the door, stood on it. Above the
door was a square wooden grating.

“That—

DETECTIVE

He peered into the room at the girL From
here he could both see and hear.

In a little while, the corridor door of the
adjoining room was flung open. Warren
Ludsoe strode in, closed the door. The girl
looked up at him nervously.

Ludsoe’s skimpy smile was cold.

“So here you are, my dear,” he said. “Not
a pleasant place. Better come along with
me.”

The girl wavered.
where ?”

“Oh, I know a place where you’ll be com-
fortable, where we can talk things over.”

“But Mr. Dudas promised to take care of
me.”

“If you knew as much about Dudas as I,
my dear, you'd have nothing to do with him.”

The girl sighed. “But I—I1'm so mixed up.
I hardly know what to do.”

The corridor door opened again, quickly
but quietly. The tall menacing form of
Mark Dudas moved into the room, and the
door closed.

“Well, all right. But

MMARD-EYED, Dudas stared at Ludsoe,
“So you found her,” he said softly.

“She’s coming with me,” Ludsoe cut in an-
grily.

Raney, at the grating, was watching and
listening intently.

“1—1 think 1'd better go with Mr. Dudas,”
she said.

Dudas looked at Ludsoe mockingly.

Ludsoe reddened. “You won't when you
know the truth,” he snapped.

“The truth?” said the girl.
mean?”

“That man, Dudas, killed your father!”

There was a moment of grim silence. Du-
das was quite unmoved.

“Ludsoe is crazy,” he said.

“I'm telling the truth,” snapped Ludsoe.
“l can prove itl”

“Yes?” drawled Dudas.

“Yes.” Ludsoe spoke to the girl. “This
man found your father at my place. He
beat him over the head with a heavy metal
paper weight. Evidently he didn't have a
gun with him at the time.”

Raney, listening at the grating, smiled.
“No, he had left his gun in his car outside,”
the detective thought. *“Later he used it
when he tried to get me.”

“1 got that paper weight and locked it in
my safe,” Ludsoe went on. “That evidence
will send you to the electric chair.”

He stopped. Dudas had moved slightly.
There was an automatic in his hand.

Dudas smiled. “But I've got a gun along
now, Ludsoe.”

It took Raney just two seconds to step
off his chair, shoot the bolt back and step
into the room.

“Okay, Dudas,” he said. “It's a pinch!”

But Dudas already had fired. Ludsoe’s

“What do you
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cold face had assumed a frozen expression.
His hand sought the edge of a small table.
The table crashed to the floor with him.
Raney lunged at Dudas. The gun was
flung from Dudas’ hand, streaked across the
room. Dudas turned and poked at Raney.
Raney dodged and threw his big clubbed fist
against Dudas’ jaw. Dudas moved his head
enough to miss half the force, stepped back
several paces.
Dudas stood still.
He was even smiling a little.
jabbed against Raney’s back.
“It’s just Wrang,” explained Dudas. “You
can’t see him, but he opened the door a sec-
ond ago and came in behind you. He could
shoot you down, but he uses a forty-five and
it would make too much noise—and we're
not quite ready to leave.” He reflected a
moment. “Drop your gun on the floor,
Raney.”
Raney hesitated a moment, then reached

He seemed unworried.
Hard metal was

“l do. Well, the meal ticket in the dead
man’s pocket was good at your restaurant.”

Dudas frowned. “I should have searched
him.”

“So the set-up was easy. The way | fig-
ured it, it couldn't be anything but black-
mail—for plenty dough. Everything pointed
to it. Ludsoe had got mixed up with the girl
in the picture. Her father beat his way here
looking for her, but couldn’t find her.

“Some spy of yours got next to him,
learned his story. You saw a chance to make
some heavy dough. You-found out the girl
was only seventeen, which would make it bad
for Ludsoe. You had the father send back
home for the birth certificate.

“Meantime, you gave her father a bed and
a meal ticket. You didn't tell him you knew
where the girl was, only promised to help
him. Then you got the girl and talked her
into moving, so Ludsoe wouldn't know
where she was.

“The Man On the Pavement Below Isn't a
Suicide-—He Was Murdered!"

They were both looking out of the window of the Black

T ONY QUINN stated this theory so positively that Silk was aston-
ished.

Bat's office at a heap in the courtyard—a corpse which had just
flashed past them on its way down.

"He's the man that was coming to see us,"” said Quinn, "and somebody
decoyed him to a higher floor and killed him!"

It was a bold statement— but investigation proved that somebody had
switched the numbers on the office directory, so that the victim was in-
tentionally misdirected! This baffling incident is only one of many puzzling
mysteries in MURDER AMONG THE DYING, a thrill-packed Black Bat
novel by G. WAYMAN JONES!
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in his holster and let his revolver slide to
the floor.

The girl was sitting still, white-faced and
breathless.

Dudas was still smiling. “How much do
you know, Raney? And how did you find
it out?”

The wide palms of Raney’s hands were
outstretched in patient explanation. “I
found three things on the dead man— A
birth certificate, a picture of a girl, and a

meal ticket. Those three things told the
story.”

“Yes?”

“Sure. The birth certificate told me what

it was all about—blackmail.
the girl showed me who was the pawn.
the meal ticket led to you.”

“Really?”

“Yeah. You run some so-called charity
institutions—a couple of flophouses, a res-
taurant, things like that. You don’t run 'em
because you're kind-hearted, Dudas. You
run 'em for two reasons—first, it gives you
a front, and second, you get a bunch of poor
bums to work with.”

“You should know, Raney.”

The picture of
And

“A few hours ago you took the father out
to see Ludsoe, as part of the blackmail
scheme. But the father got wise to the black-
mail part of it. He grew stubborn about it.
He went into that room where | found him
dead, and phoned me.”

JjJIFERE the big detective paused, eyeing
Dudas with grim intentness.

“So, to protect yourself, you murdered
him. You knew that Ludsoe wouldn’t squeal
on you if he could help it. You knew he'd
use his influence to have the thing hushed,
because if he didn't, he’d be in a mess him-
self. So right after croaking the girl's father
you hurried out and waited for me.”

Raney stared at Dudas lugubriously.
“You took a shot at me, probably to give
Ludsoe a chance to get the body out of the
house. But you must've been nervous.”

“I'm not nervous now,” Dudas said softly.
“And neither is Wrang.”

Wrang’s voice came from behind Raney
savagely: “Let me give it to him! Let me
do it right away.”

“Patience,” cautioned Dudas.

“The only thing | had to prove was who
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killed the man,” Raney went on. “Now I
can do it. | figured maybe Ludsoe had
glommed the weapon to help protect himself
against you. There was a pair of gloves in
the room, kind of out of place, and | figured
maybe Ludsoe had used 'em to carry the
weapon away.”

“Ah!” murmured Dudas. “So that's why
you got Ludsoe and me together!”

Raney nodded. “To fight over the girl.
The technical boys can do plenty with that
paper weight in Ludsoe’s safe—hairs, blood,
fingerprints.”

“You're anticipating, aren't you?” gibed
Dudas. “You see, so far as Headquarters
is concerned, I'm not in this thing at all yet.
And don't forget you're no longer an officer
of the law.” He smiled more broadly than
usual. “If you and the young lady are
found dead—with Ludsoe—it would be as-
sumed that probably Ludsoe was the guilty
party, and that you were mixed up in it
They'd figure all of you had a clean-up scrap
here.”

“Could be,” Raney said moodily.

The girl was staring at Dudas as if hypno-
tized.

Dudas spoke to Wrang, briskly. “You
can’'t shoot him in the back—it wouldn’t look
right. Move around in front.”

“So you thought of that,” muttered Raney.

Dudas didn't answer. Wrang circled. He
stood in front of Raney, a few feet away.
His face was twitching, as if in memory of
the blows Raney had inflicted on it.

“We'll take care of Raney first, and then
Alice,” Dudas said.

A hideous grin of delight widened Wrang'’s
face. The gun in his hand jumped up and
down a little.

Raney snapped out his big foot, as if mak-
ing a short punt. His own revolver was
still on the floor, just in front of him, and his
foot sent it smartly against Wrang's leg.
Instinctively, Wrang jumped.

Raney jumped, too—at Wrang. His left
hand grasped Wrang’s right hand and held
it rigid.

Dudas fired at Raney, but Wrang was in
the way and the shot was wild.

CAN YOUR SCALP PASS THI

F-NTEST?

YOUR HAIR CAN LOOK
LIKE THIS WITH NEW

WILDROOT

Raney teetered on his heels, then toppled
backward with a crash. His right arm was
about Wrang and he took Wrang with him.
He struck the floor with Wrang on top of
him.

“Don’t let him up, Wrang,” Dudas’ cool,
clear voice said. “Just hold him down.”

Raney grinned. Apparently it hadn't oc-
curred to Dudas that this was the way Raney
wanted it. Wrang's body gave him protec-
tion. Wrang was holding his forty-five in
his right hand, but Raney’s grip controlled it.
Raney peered under Wrang's armpit. Dudas
had calmly turned about. He was facing the
girl, intent upon Killing her at once. The
girl was shrinking back, her eyes wide with
terror.

Raney wrenched Wrang's wrist until
Wrang gasped in agony. The gun slipped
from his fingers. Raney snatched it up, lev-
eled it, and fired rapidly past Wrang’'s ear.

The half-smile on Dudas’ face stayed there
as he turned to look down at Raney. The
shot had taken him in the throat. For a
few moments he rocked on his feet, blood
making a red cravat just below his Adam’s
apple. Then he began to sink. He reached
out a hand in front of him, palm down, as
if he were trying to press against the air so
that he could stay up. But the air didn't
hold him. Nothing held him.

Raney flung the gun away. His right arm
was taking the breath out of Wrang. Raney
simply flopped over, with Wrang under him.
Wrang’'s head cracked against the floor.
Raney got on his knees. He grabbed Wrang
and flung him into a far corner.

Then Raney picked up the guns on the
floor and went to the girl. He stroked her
hair. “It’s time you went back home to
Mom, kid,” he said.

The girl closed her eyes.

The corridor door opened cautiously. It
was the hotel proprietor, Joe, and he was
still sleepy-eyed.

“1 thought | heard a noise, Raney,” he
complained.

“Sorry, Joe,” said Raney. “l guess you
can charge a little extra this time—for the
clean-up.”
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MONEY TO BURN

By DAVID X. MANNERS
"Ace" Bolton Figured AH the Angles, hut—

EE’'S RUN was the perfect setting for a

It was a one-in-a-million
| thanked my lucky constel-

. hole-out.
m setting.

I'm not a dumb citizen, and | should have
had a better break. | had figured my caper
from alpha to omega. Ironically enough, it

lations that Wib Holton had told me abouturned out just so much Greek.

it.

“1f you ever get in a jam, Ace,” he had told
me, “go down there. |I've seen it and |
know. No wanted number would ever be
dug up there in a hundred years.”

“ACE” BOLTON

In a hundred years? Not in a million, if
you asked me. That place was so sleepy,
they hadn’'t yet quite caught up with the
news of Pickett's charge. They still had the
pins on their battle-maps stuck up around
Gettysburg and Cemetery Ridge.

Physically, Lee’'s Run was just as Wib
had described it during the long winter eve-
nings of the year just passed. Spanish moss
hanging from cypresses, chopped-cotton
fields, cattle scrawny-lean from feeding in the
sour marshes.

| looked out at the scene from my room
at Mrs. McDonough’s. | munched the mo-
lasses cookies she kept everpresent beside
my chair, and thought over what had hap-
pened in New York, and how | would get
in touch with “The Brain.”

I winced as | thought of New York.
Thinks had gone badly in La Guardiaville.

| had figured it carefully. 1 had cased and

accurately sketched the lay of things. | had
rehearsed it mentally until |1 could have
sworn | could do it in my sleep. It had to be

that way because it was a robbery no one
had any business trying solo. But Wib Hil-
ton, in our cozy cell, had filled me with in-
credible stories of the things the Brain had
done alone. We had hashed this job brown
—Wib and I.

I timed it perfectly. The Dutch diamond
merchant left the office of the Fifth Avenue
diamond brokerage. Clasped to him, he held
a velvet-lined portfolio which | knew con-
tained a two-hundred-thousand-dollar col-
lection of joy—easily-negotiable, medium-
sized stones.

I clasped the gun in my coat pockcc tight-
er, and | felt the palm-sweat of my jumping
nerves. | had it figured. | would take those
rocks down to Lee’s Run with me. | would
make occasional forays to Atlanta, Macon,
Tuscaloosa, and points east and west and
sell them bit by bit, darting back to Lee’s
Run—my little, palmetto-fringed foxhole.

The Dutch diamond merchant stepped into
the elevator and | stepped in with him. |
jabbed my blued-steel pacifier into his kid-
ney—and then he queered it. He queered
it by having his portfolio chained to him-
self.

Chained!

There was no time to rip open the port-
folio. There was only time to shoot and run.
| left behind me a Dutchman who would
never again grasp a diamond culet between
his tweezers. . . .

W LOOKED out at the chopped-cotton

landscape. The hot breath of an eight-
state alarm was no longer blowing on my
neck. | was safe—thanks to Wib Hilton—
in Lee's Run, where the Law’s long arm
was securely sound asleep. But | was also
next to broke. That was why it was urgent
that | get into touch with the Brain.

The Brain was an old pal of Wib’s. He'd
been Wib’s cell-mate before I moved in, |
had only to mention Wib’s name, and the
Brain would stake me until | cooled. Wib
would know where the Brain was. But in-
coming prison mail was subject to thor-
ough ogling, and |1 had no intention of let-
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fing my alma mater know my present dig-
gings,

Who else? Who else?
arms of my chair in thought.
involuntarily as | got it.

Besides Wib there was one other person
who was likely to know the Brain’'s where-
abouts. Wib had told me about her. Cherry
lived in the Quarter in New Orleans. Cherry
and the Brain were, or had been, married.
| was shaky from what had happened in New
York. | had no other contacts. | bad to
get to the Brain and get set right, | had to
get down to New Orleans and find out if the
Brain were there.

I went downstairs and out of the house.
| ambled up the lane to the crossroads where
a swayback shanty crowded the road-edge,
with a single gas pump, rusted from disuse,
in front of it. It had been a store until the
war had dried up through traffic.

Sam Fuller sat on its stoop, drawing aim-
less lines in the dirt with a crooked stick.

“Hi-ya, Sam,” | said amiably, as if 1 had
come by only by accident. “You're just the
man | want to see.”

Sam Fuller raised his dark eyes in a long,
slow look.

“Yeah?” he said.

He was a tall, somber man with a pinch-
bottle face. His clothes were fraying on
the edges, but they were surprisingly well-
tailored. He didn't work, and he wasn't
living on air. He was, surprisingly for
Lee’s Run, a man of quick and ready wit.

“It's this way, Sam.” | paused, groping
for the best way to make my pitch for rail-
road fare to New Orleans.

“Matter of fact, | just wanted to see you,”
he put in. He sucked thoughtfully on his
lean cheeks, and a faint smile wandered light-
ly over his lips. “I'm flat. How about let-
ting me have a deuce till next week? Or
could you make it five?”

| looked at his eyes, with the perpetual
dark moons under them, the sly-fox twinkle
in their dark depths. | hackled up,

“Why, you dirty son!” | said. “You one-
way pocket! You know you're not broke.
You're rolling in candy. | telegraphed my
touch by a mile, and you headed me off
with a sob of your own. Come on, Sam. |
need the coin.”

He shook his head, and his look was un-
happy.

“I'm not fooling,” he said. “lI mean it
I'm flat on my neck. | was just sitting here
trying to figure a way out when you wan-
dered up.”

He was lying in his teeth, and he knew it.

| hadn’t been in Lee's Run a month with-
out looking around. | had looked over Sam
Fuller's habitation previously, or 1 wouldn’t
have considered putting the bee on him.
There was a small safe in the unused store at
its front. Under a drawn blind I'd seen

| tapped the side-
| stood up

Fuller take a pile of green currency from
the safe one night, and sit at his table fondly
counting it

Sam Fuller, | decided, must be one of these
queer birds you read about in newspapers.
Not a week passed but ducks of his type were
fished out of gutter in the city, either dead
or dying of starvation. Almost invariably,
the police have found thousands of dollars
in cash and bank books attesting to more
alfalfa, in the clothing of such birds. It
might do Fuller's frustrated soul good to
finance my trip to New Orleans.

I had only to check and make sure the
money I'd seen him with was real. 1 did
check that night. In the dark, | waited be-
side old pinch-faced Sam’s back window.
Sure enough he took a thick sheaf of money
out of the safe and counted it. 1 could see
the dough was real, all right. It made me
feel like a sap. | had thought misers were
something you only read about in books.

ATHOUGHTFULLY 1| went home to Mrs.
® McDonough’s and up to my room. | lay
in bed and rubbed my fingertips against the
roughly plastered wall. | didn't work well
with gloves on, and | had no desire to leave
any tell-tale prints behind. A habit of idly
rubbing my digits at every opportunity kept
them smooth as a kitten's pink nose. | had
no desire to hurry. 1| would take Mr. Sam
Fuller over the jumps in my own sweet time.

It so happened that time came the follow-
ing night.

In the village, a sweet corn boil was being
given for the church steeple fund. | was
near enough to see Fuller set off for town.

It was dusk. | waited until dark. Then
from back of his house | recovered a sledge,
a counterpunch, and a small leatherette bag
I had planted earlier. 1 went in through
the window.

| knocked the dial off the safe. | punched
through the spindle. It came open easy as a
piggy bank. Jackpot come to papal!

I counted better than ten gees into my
little black Kkitty—all in century notes.
This Sam Fuller had really been a buffalo-
squeezer of the old school. | zipped shut
my bag. | turned—and there through the
front door stepped Sam.

“Ace—what—"

He didn't have to ask any more. By the
light of the lamp, which | had set on the
floor, he saw all.

I was on him before he recovered. My
two hands about his throat strangled his
outcry. His eyes in their black pits rolled
upward. | let him sag to the floor.

A feeling of glorious power surged
through me. | could rig everything to let
me out clean. Wib had always spouted
about the Brain's mastermindings. What I
was going to do was all right too.

| took Fuller's leather belt from around
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his middle. | looped it about his neck. I
didn’'t have to hoist him high. 1 knew, from
a couple suicides I'd seen in stir, that a
man can hang himself from the end of a bed-
stead if he likes. It's the shutting off of
blood to the brain that does the trick. You
don’t have to dangle from on high.

I locked the window through which I'd
come. | found a short stub of pencil and a
length of string. The lock on the front door
was a simple one. | tied a loop about the
pencil, inserted it in the head of the key. |
closed the door, taking the two ends of the
string with me to the other side. A little
manipulating and | flopped the key over and
the pencil dropped out. | wadded the string
in my pocket.

| stashed away the leatherette bag in a
spot of heavy undergrowth beneath some
swamp oak, where the palmettos had grown
big because fire had never set them back.
I went home to sleep.

| didn’t hear about the death of Sam Fuller
until the next day. Then, | wasn't even
questioned. To the local yokels it was a
simple, open and shut story. Sam Fuller
had come home, discovered he'd been robbed
of everything he had, and in grief had ended
his own life.

I couldn’t help but feel it was almost too
true to be good. | held my breath for a
week, waiting for the props to be knocked
out from under me. Then | knew 1 could
wait for a hundred years and nothing would
happen. So, cash in hand, | said good-by
to Mrs. McDonough and her molasses cook-
ies, and blew.

In New Orleans | found a room. | cleaned
up a little and went out to buy a new shirt
and cravat. | took three thousand along
with me to salt in the bank. The experiences
of such as San Fuller had taught me it wasn’t
wise to have all my candy in one box.

I went back to my rooming house, then
to call Cherry from the booth in the hall.
I didn’'t need the Brain now in the way I'd
needed him before. But | thought it might
be nice to meet the old fox and compare
notes.

Two bulky men were waiting in the hall
when | shoved open the door.

“Jay Bolton?” said the taller man, who
had blue jowls. As if it were a brother act,
they both flashed their buzzers and cards.
“Will you come along with us?”

Butterflies hopped around inside me.

“What for?”

“Questioning,” the shorter man said.

“Routine questioning,” said his partner.

MJRIGHT away | felt my toes getting colder

and colder. It was nothing new for an
ex-con getting picked up, but how did they
know | was an ex-con? How did they know

I was in New Orleans? It couldn’'t be on
Sam Fuller's account. It certainly couldn’t
be for that New York Dutchman with the
chained portfolio.

Then what?

The New Orleans gum-shoes kept a closely
buttoned lip and let me sweat. They were
smart gimlets. They slapped me in a cell and
let me sweat some more.

| had to get in touch with the Brain. |
had thought I didn’t need his help any more,
but |1 did. He would help me. 1| got ap-
proval to put through a call to Cherry. |
told her who | was. That | needed the Brain.

Her voice, that | expected to be bright,
dragged tiredly across the wire.

“You want the Brain? The Brain is dead.
He was killed.”

“Killed?”
“Murdered,” she said. “They say it was
suicide. But | know he was murdered.

Robbed and murdered. He was off in a lit-
tle town in Georgia. Lee’'sRun ...

| let the receiver sag back onto the hook.

Lee’s Run. Sam Fuller. The same hide-
out. Wib Hilton had confided in me. The
Brain knew it too. The Brain—Sam Fuller,
the out-of-place man in that cypress swamp
country. The Brain, Wib’s cell-mate be-
fore | had moved in. . ..

The coppers sat me down in a chair, and
began their mortar fire.

“It was marked money,” said the jowly
bull. “The bank reported to us, and we've
just finished checking it through Washing-
ton. It was money from the portfolio of a
diamond merchant who was robbed some
months ago in New York. Marking the
money and keeping a record of serial num-
bers is a precaution they take against just
such robberies.”

I saw it all then. Wib and | had been
talking over robberies and what kind we
were going to pull when we got out. The
Brain and Wib, cell-mates before | came
along, had been planning the same things.
What was more natural than that the Brain
and | should pull the same kind of a rob-
bery? Just as what had been more natural
than that the Brain, Sam Fuller, should go
to Lee’s Run, as | had done, when he wanted
a hideout?

The marked money had tripped Sam up—e
just as the chained portfolio had tripped me.
But Sam had known when he looked at it,
that the money was marked and that a record
must have been kept.

“A man was Kkilled in that New York
holdup,” the detective went on.

The butterflies began to fly. That made
it three killings they could have me for. |
could take my pick. 1'd always wanted money
to burn. Now I had it. | saw a long green
carpet of it rolled out—straight to the chair!

Next Issue: PROTECTIVE ARMOR, aMystery Story by Norman A. Daniels



CHAPTER |1

Torture for an Indian

John Stuart that he was the “gol-

dingest, wide-awakest, up-and-at-'em
young feller” in the Ozark hills. Neverthe-
less, that July night it was more than five
minutes before he awakened to the thun-
derous knocking at the front door down-
stairs.

And then, it was not the insistent demands
of the belated visitor that so rudely shattered
his blissful sleep, as it was Ann’s urgent and
none too gentle prodding.

He screwed one sleep-clouded eye open,
stared foggily up at his wife's alarmed face,
and waved his arms as if to sweep away
a nightmare.

PEOPLE said of County Prosecutor

“G o’'way! Havin' wonderful dream! Got
a ten-pound trout on the line!”

“Johnny!” his wife pleaded. “It must be

important! They've been knocking for over
five minutes. And they’ll wake up the chil-
dren!”

Only then did the continuing commotion
at the door infiltrate into his sleep-befogged
mind. With a futile groan for vanishing
sleep, he pushed himself to a sitting position
and listened.

“Guy’'s got the cussed persistence of a tax-
collector,” he grumbled.

“Maybe it's a matter of life and death,”
Ann suggested.

Johnny Stuart’s grin was one of good-na-
tured tolerance. Ann was not yet ac-
customed to the idea that the business of a
county prosecutor was never a matter of
life and death—at least, not in a sleepy, leis-

Johnny Stuart Plays a Dual Role When He



urely Big Bend County.

But Stuart, well along in his second term
as county prosecutor, was seasoned to these
midnight interruptions. He knew that as
legal guardian of Big Bend County he was
expected to serve as combination free
lawyer, odd-jobs man and night watchman.

Ann, on the other hand—well, in St
Louis, where he had met and wooed her,
while practicing law before returning to the
home town, midnight alarms generally sig-
nified urgent police business.

Slipping into his robe he gave her a re-
assuring smile.

“Probably Lem Peabody to report that
someone has raided his chicken house again.
Or maybe Sophia Grant to requisition aid in
bringing her ever-loving and ever-soused
husband home from the saloon.”

¥N THE hall downstairs, he turned on the
light and saw by the grandfather clock
that it was twelve-fifteen.

He pulled a panel of the chiffon door cur-
tain aside and peered out into the dark.
Someone made violent gestures. Stuart
recognized Pete Braveheart and opened the
door.

The old Choctaw Indian staggered into the
hall and would have fallen if Stuart hadn't
caught him.

“Close the door,
“Lock it!”

Johnny Stuart pushed the door shut with
his left hand, holding Pete up with his other
hand.

“What is it, Pete? What happened?”

He saw that Pete was barefooted, and with
a shock observed the fresh wounds on the

Johnny!” he gasped.

Tackles a Grim Ozark Mountain Mystery!
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old Indian’s toes, nasty open wounds.

“Think they followed!” Pete panted.
“Maybe hiding outside.”

He swayed and his eyes closed.

Stuart swung the frail old Indian up into
his arms, carried him to an open door at the
end of the hall. He placed him on the studio
couch of the room that he and Ann rather
hopefully referred to as his “den,” but which,
more realistically, though unofficially, was
the children’s rumpus room. He flicked the
light switch.

He turned back to the old Indian, saw that
he was trying to sit up, and was fumbling
weakly at the top button of his frayed cot-
ton shirt.

“They not know—I have map hidden
under shirt,” he whispered. “They torture
me—try to make me tell where—"

He succeeded in opening the top of his
shirt, groped under it for a moment, then
withdrew an old buckskin pouch. He ex-
tended the pouch to Stuart.

“1 ran away—into woods—came here.”

“What did they want, Pete?” Johnny
Stuart asked.

“Map in pouch,” Pete whispered. “Give
to my grandson, Jimmy Braveheart. Den-

tist in Army. Sometime he come back.”

“Who were they, Pete?”

“Not know them.”

From the pouch Stuart withdrew a grimy
sheet of folded paper. He smoothed it out,
stared at the unintelligible lines and nearly
illegible words. Slowly his eyes widened in
disbelief.

“You mean the map to the old Spanish
treasure!” he exclaimed incredulously.

“Give to grandson, Jimmy He not know
about it. You are county lawyer—honest
man. Will not steal map.”

Pete’'s eyes closed. Stuart leaned over
him, gently shook his shoulder.

“Is it the Spanish treasure, Pete? Pete!”

The old Indian’'s eyes opened. He was
staring at Stuart with glassy eyes.

“Crazy white man law—take it away. No!
For Jimmy. Make him—rich.”

The old man’s voice dwindled away, but
his lips were still moving. Stuart bent
closer, until his cheeks almost touched Pete’s
lips. Like the whisper of a dying breeze,
came the sound of the old Indian’s voice.

“Talk too much—tell too much secret.
Whisky. | sell. Not tell where other stuff
is.” His voice rose like a harsh, angry wind.
“No! You steal from me! Will not tell!”

He appeared to be slipping rapidly into

delirium. His eyes closed again. His lips
stopped moving.
There was a sound at the door. Stuart

looked up, saw his wife standing there, her
chenille robe fastened about her. Her
brown eyes were wide with wonder.
“Phone Doc Traynor. Ann!” Stuart called.
“Tell him to get over here in a hurry!”

Her lips moved. Stuart saw that she was
staring past him, toward the window be-
hind the desk.

“Johnny,” she whispered, “there’s some-
one at the window!”

He straightened, crossed swiftly to the
window.

A shadowy figure was slipping across the
lawn toward the shrubbery that bordered the
sidewalk. No, there were two figures, bent
forward and moving with stealthy swiftness.

He wheeled, dashed across the room and
down the hall to the front door. As he
plunged into outside darkness, he heard his
wife’'s cry behind him.

“Johnny, come back!
armed!”

That sobering thought slowed Johnny
Stuart, but he continued toward the shrubs.
He found no trace of the unknown prowlers.
On the sidewalk he looked both ways along
the dark street. It was deserted.

Back in the house, he called:

“Have you phoned Doc Traynor, Ann?”

She shook her head numbly, her eyes fixed
in awe on the motionless figure on the couch.

They may be

TUART followed her fixed stare, crossed

to the couch and leaned over the old
Choctaw’s body. He touched the limp wrist,
placed his hand over the old man’s heart.
He straightened. His eyes had a shocked
look. It was hard to believe that old Pete'
was dead.

Doc Traynor, after he had arrived and
completed his examination, murmured:

“Died of heart failure.” He indicated the
marks at the tips of Pete’'s fingers and the
scars on the dead man’s bare feet. “His old
heart couldn't take the punishment. He
must have been tortured for hours, his
fingertips, the soles of his feet burned.”

Sheriff Toby Kelstrom, who had arrived a
few minutes after the coroner, shook his
head incredulously.

“Who'd want to murder him for a Spanish
treasure,” he murmured, “when nobody
hereabouts ever really believed there was a
Spanish treasure?"

The sheriff was a gentle-mannered, soft-
spoken man, built like a granite monu-
ment, but with cheerful blue eyes and a
wide, humorous mouth. His eyes now were
cold sober and his mouth was set in a grim
line.

“Some people believed it,” Stuart
answered. “There were even some who
tried following Pete, but it would have taken
more than the combined talents of a blood-
hound, Sherlock Holmes and Daniel Boone
to trail him through the hills.”

“What would a Spanish treasure be doing
here in the Ozarks?” Ann Stuart exclaimed.
“You'll find a partial answer in your his-
tory books, honey,” Stuart said. “You
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know, way back in the Sixteenth Century,
De Soto came up the Mississippi searching
for an Indian city supposedly paved with
gold. And Coronado came snooping around
looking for the golden cities of Cibola.
Then there was the French explorer de la
Motte Cadillac, back around Seventeen-hun-
dred. He'd heard about fabled mountains
of gold, and rivers chock full of diamonds.”

“But none of those explorers ever found
any treasure, if I remember my history,”
Ann said. “So how could Pete find any?”

“The story is pretty familiar around these
parts,” Stuart told her. “There was a
Spanish pirate named Antonio, who was
supposed to have come up the Meramec
with a great treasure. According to the
legend, his loot was hijacked by French lead
miners working in the Ozarks under a con-
cession from Louis XV. They made off
with all they could carry and hid the rest
in a cave, which they sealed and marked

with some kind of hocus-pocus sign. The
Seven Mule-shoe Marks. ”
“The cave of the Seven Mule-shoe

Marks!” Ann exclaimed. “I’'ve heard about
that! But I've always thought it was just a
legend, one of those perennial stories told
for the benefit of summer tourists.”

“Well—" nodded Stuart, “according to that
legend, those Frenchmen were wiped out
by a band of Indians, and one of them is
supposed to have told where he'd hidden a
map to the treasure-cache. But the Indians
couldn’t understand his broken English, ex-
cept one of Pete Braveheart's ancestors,
and he kept the information to himself, later
passing it on to his sons, until it finally
came down to Pete.”

“Pete didn't have any idea who the men
who tortured him were, Johnny?” Sheriff
Kelstrom asked, after Coroner Traynor and
an assistant had removed the body.

“Said they were strangers, Toby,” Stuart
answered. He had already repeated Pete’s
dying remarks as nearly word-for-word as
he could remember them. He had tried to
shepherd Pete’'s jumbled, meaningless
phrases into an understandable pattern.

“What | get, first of all,” he murmured,
“is that Pete had been selling something to
someone—something from his hidden treas-
ure, if we're to believe there really is a lost
Spanish treasure. The one who'd bought the
stuff then tried to find out where the rest of
it was hidden.”

“Then Pete must have told him he'd sell
to him, but wouldn’t tell where it came from,”
the sheriff suggested.

“Not quite,” Stuart replied. “Pete evidently
boasted about the amount of treasure he
still had hidden. That's what he must have
meant when he muttered, ‘Talk too much—
tell too much secret’” What | don't get is
what he meant when he whispered the word,
‘whisky.” I'm pretty sure he wasn't asking

me for any. He doesn’t like the stuff.”

“If | wasn’'t so certain Pete never drank,”
Kelstrom commented, “1'd say maybe he was
trying to tell you that's how come he had
talked too much. Maybe whoever he'd been
selling part of his treasure to got him drunk,
trying to loosen his tongue.”

“That fits, all right.” Johnny Stuart nodded.
“But with plenty of summer visitors out here
now, there’s no way of knowing which of 'em
are the ones we want.”

“1 reckon you'll want to be coming along
when | go out to Pete’s cabin, Johnny?” Kel-
strom queried.

“Wouldn’t do much good to go out there
at night, Toby.”

“First thing in the morning.”
nodded.

“Stop by for me.”

When Kelstrom arrived in his flivver next
morning at seven, two of his deputies, Clem
Corbett and Jeff Keater, were with him. They
drove most of the way up the dusty, rutted
road into the hills in silence.

Johnny Stuart was lost in his own thoughts
until a shiny dark sedan careened around a
bend in the road and almost drove the sher-
iff's flivver into the ditch. As the sedan
roared past them, after slowing for only a
moment, Stuart sat up and stared after it
through the rear window.

“Know them?” Sheriff Kelstrom asked.

“Not the driver,” Stuart said. “But | know
that big fellow next to the driver.”

“You'd think this was a race-track the
way they come around the bend,” Kelstrom
snorted.

“l1 wonder—" said Stuart.

“You wonder what?”

“l wonder what Christie Miller is doing
down here in Big Bend.”

“Who's Christie Miller?”
queried.

“Ever hear of Lou Donazelli, Toby?”

“The feller that runs that chain of taverns
and tourist cabins all through the eastern
part of the state?”

“That's the one,” Stuart said. “Christie
Miller is Donazelli's general manager, his
first lieutenant. | used to run into him once
in a while when | was practising law in St.
Louis.”

“1f you want to ask him what he'd doing
down in these parts, Johnny,” commented
Clem Corbett, “you can find him at Cap'n
Nick's place. That's where he’s staying. |
saw him checking in there with a suitcase
yesterday morning.”

“Maybe | will want to talk to him,” Stuart
said thoughtfully. “After we look around
Pete’s place.”

The examination of Pete Braveheart's one-
room squared log cabin didn’t take long. Pete
had evidently put up a terrific struggle
against his tormentors before escaping. The
two straight-backed chairs and pineboard

The sheriff

Kelstrom



66 BLACK BOOK DETECTIVE

table lay overturned on the planked board
floor. The old iron cookstove and ancient
bedstead, that completed the furnishings ap-
peared undisturbed.

There was no apparent clue as to his tor-
mentors. They had evidently been cautious
men. Not even a stray match-stick or ciga-
rette butt was in evidence.

CHAPTER 11
The Threat

CK in town two hours later, Stuart and
Kelstrom stopped off at Cap'n Nick's

“Maybe you're right, Toby,” Stuart agreed,
“But | know this. Up in St. Louis they
used to say, if there’s trouble, look for Chris-
tie Miller, and if Christie Miller is around,
look for trouble. Thing is, though, nothing’s
ever been pinned on him. He may be a crook
and a Killer, but he's always been smart
enough to keep out of the law’s grip. Like,
for example, making sure he'd have an alibi
cooked up for last night—in case he is mixed
up with Pete’s murder.”

“But what would a feller like that know
about Pete's Spanish treasure?” Kelstrom
demanded. “Strikes me he just ain't the
kind that would go so far as killing a man

lace, Big Bend'’s only hotel—a three-storyfor a treasure that nobody ain't really sure

brick building with a freshly painted green
wooden awning extending over the sidewalk.

They found Christie Miller in the restau-
rant annex on the first floor. He was a beefy,
round-shouldered man with cherry-red
cheeks and dark eyes that blinked owlishly
from under shaggy black brows.

He waved cheerily to Stuart as the county
prosecutor and the sheriff appeared in the
doorway.

“Greetings, John, m'boy! | hear you've
done pretty well for yourself since you left
St. Louis. They tell me you're the law in
this county.”

Stuart remembered that the last time he
had seen Miller he had threatened to kick the
fat man’s teeth down his throat if he didn't
pay up a bill he owed Stuart for handling a
minor court case for Donazelli. Miller had
paid the bill.

“What brings you down to Big Bend?”
Stuart asked.

“Why, what brings anyone down into the
Ozarks?” Miller grinned “Fishing, of course.”

Johnny Stuart knew that Miller didn't
know the difference between a whale and a
small-mouthed bass.

“You weren't out fishing last night, for in-
stance?” he murmured. “Say, between six
o’clock and midnight?”

“As it happens”—Miller smiled expansive-
ly—*“no. Last night | happened to be right
here in the lobby of the hotel. Say, between
eight and midnight. Why?”

“And | suppose plenty of people saw you
here?” Stuart suggested.

“1 suppose they did,” Miller agreed. “Espe-
cially, your good Captain Nick, with whom
| played checkers.”

“You wouldn't know anything about Pete
Braveheart, would you?” Stuart asked.

“Pete Braveheart?” Miller lifted a shaggy
brow. “Sounds like a track pony.”

Stuart nodded and walked out into the
street with Sheriff Kelstrom.

“Now, why would you figure that feller
knew anything about the murder, Johnny?”
the sheriff demanded skeptically. “Seems to
me, you’'ve got no more reason to suspicion
him than maybe a gross of other summer
visitors.”

exists.”

“Maybe.” Johnny Stuart nodded absent-
ly. His lips were pursed and there was a
far-away look in his eyes.

When they entered his office, Martha Ran-
dolph, his secretary, handed him a plain,
sealed, but unaddressed enevelope.

“Little Thad Brinker brought this about
a half-hour ago. He said a man came up to
him on a street corner and told him to bring
it to you. Thad didn't know who the man
was.”

Stuart went into his private office, sat down
behind his desk and tore the envelope open.
Sheriff Kelstrom took the extra chair.

The prosecutor tried to keep his hands
from shaking as he read the penciled lines:

RUN THIS MESSAGE
DAILY BULLETIN:

“WILL SELL CAR CHEAP, GOOD CON-
DITION, BOX 5” IF WE SEE IT, WE'LL
GET IN TOUCH WITH YOU ABOUT
MAP. IT'S THE SMART THING TO DO
IF YOU LOVE YOUR WIFE AND KIDS.

IN TODAY'’S

Wordlessly, Johnny Stuart extended the
paper to the sheriff, who read the note slow-
ly, then carefully placed it on the edge of
the desk. He took out the big dollar watch
from his vest pocket, studied it intently.

“Better be on your way over to the Bul-
letin, Johnny. Not much time before they
go to press.”

“What time is it?”

“Five after one.”

“The Bulletin goes to press at two. Plenty
of time.”

They spoke in low tones. The office seemed
very quiet. The sheriff watched Stuart’s face.
Stuart was staring at his desk blotter.

“You don't want to cut it too close,
Johnny,” Kelstrom murmured. “If you miss
today’s edition those fellers might think you
weren't of a mind to hand over the map.”

Johnny Stuart nodded. “That's what they'd
think, all right.”

H E STOOD up. He walked around his
desk and crossed to the window, staring
out into the glare of the hot, drowsy street.
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Perspiration rolled down his face. He mopped
it with a handkerchief that grew soggy.

“You see, Johnny,” the sheriff said to his
back, “you and me and most everybody else
may not put much stock in that map. But
these fellers were willing to commit murder
once to get it, and there’s no telling what
else they’'d do to get hold of it.”

Stuart turned and faced the sheriff, his
back to the window.

“It's like this, Toby,” he said. “The map
doesn’'t mean anything, | mean, that isn't
the important thing—whether they get hold
of it or not. But there’'s something else.”

He paused, groping for the right words.

“Now, you take the war, for instance.
We're fighting for Four Freedoms. Freedom
from fear, that's one of them. Where the
fear has its beginning doesn’'t matter. I mean,
whether or not it starts with a paper-hanger
on the other side of the ocean, who tries to
get what he wants by intimidation and by
bombing women and children in undefended
cities—like Warsaw and Rotterdam.”

“What you got on your mind, Johnny?”

The prosecutor found words flowing more
freely from his lips. It was as though by
throwing off the burden of uncertainty in
his mind, he had also freed the flow of words
that came straight from his heart.

“The people of this county elected me
county prosecutor, Toby. They gave me a
duty to protect their rights, to protect them
against fear and intimidation. Today, I'm the
one intimidated. Tomorrow maybe it'll be
Cy Handley or Kay Oslowska. Do you see
what | mean, Toby ? There's no telling where
it'll stop, if you let that kind of dirty, under-
handed intimidation have its way.”

The sheriff stood up. “If you want a half-
dozen deputies to watch over Ann and the
kids while we're running those buzzards
down, you can have them, Johnny.”

“Three men will do it, Toby,” Stuart said.
“l want one man at the front door, one at
the back and one inside the house.”

The sheriff went out of the office. In a
few moments he returned.

M sent Clem Corbett out to your place
with Jeff Keater and Frank Revel. They
won't let Ann nor the kids out of their sight.
Clem will phone soon as he gets there.”

The phone on the desk rang. Johnny Stuart
reached for it eagerly, though he knew the
deputies couldn’t have arrived at his place
that soon.

The voice he heard was unfamiliar.

“Is this County Prosecutor Stuart?”

“That's right.”

“I'm Thomas Hammond. |
know who I am.”

Stuart did know who Hammond was. The
Hammond brothers were St. Louis business
men who had built a splendid modem home
at the edge of Lake Oswayga twenty miles
out of town. They owned a well-known im-
porting firm, and spent summers at the lake-

believe you

shore house, surrounded by forty acres of
well-kept grounds. They entertained guests
from the city frequently, and mixed but little
with the hill people. Thomas was the elder
of the brothers.

“l want to see you, Stuart,” Hammond
said. He spoke in a low, hardly audible voice.
“It’s about Pete Braveheart's death.”

“What do you know about it?”
asked quickly.

“1 can tell you a good deal,” said the voice.
“Stay in your office. I'll be there in twenty
minutes.”

Hammond hung up and Johnny Stuart re-
peated the man’s statement to the sheriff.
Then the sheriff went to the door.

“While you're waiting for Hammond,” he
said, “I'll hunt up Thaddy Brinker and see
if he can describe the feller who gave him
the message for you.”

The phone rang again in a few minutes.
It was Ann.

“What is it, Johnny? Why are the depu-
ties here?” She was trying to keep the worry
out of her voice. “Has it got something to
do with Pete?”

Stuart did his best to sound casual, to
treat the presence of the sheriff's men in
the house lightly. But when he hung up he
knew that he had not succeeded. Ann knew
every nuance of his voice too well. He had
not argued when she had ridiculed the no-
tion that she needed protection. She was
convinced that he, and not she, was the one
in danger.

“Johnny,” she had said, “please be care-
ful, darling!”

Stuart

CTUART looked at his watch. There was
N still time to make the Daily Bulletin's
deadline. His jaw muscles were ridged.
His lips were dry, Suddenly he swept up the
killer's message, crumpled it in a ball and
hurled it across the room.

He opened his private safe, withdrew
Pete’'s map and returned to his desk. Deep
lines furrowed his brow as he stared at the
penciled lines.

He was still staring unseeingly at the map
when Sheriff Kelstrom came in later and
reported a discouraging conversation with
Thaddy Brinker.

“First the stranger was tall, then maybe
he was short. He was dark, but he might
not have been. He had a mustache, but
Thaddy wasn’t sure about that either. What
about Hammond?”

Johnny Stuart was shocked when he
looked at his watch and realized that almost
two hours had passed since Thomas Ham-
mond had phoned. Hammond had said he
would arrive in twenty minutes.

Stuart phoned the Hammond house.
George Hammond said he didn’'t know where
his brother was. He had left about two
hours ago for town. Yes, he was sure it was
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about two hours ago. “Anything wrong?”

“I'm coming out to see you, Hammond,”
Stuart said. “Please wait there. Sheriff Kel-
strom is with me. . . "

The Hammond house was a single-story
sprawling ranch-type building. The room
into which George Hammond showed his
two visitors was large, airy and high-ceil-
inged. The furniture was modernistic, ex-
pensive. Contemporary pictures decorated
the pine-paneled walls. The atmosphere be-
tokened graceful living.

George Hammond was obviously worried
about his brother’'s whereabouts.

“Tom is a meticulous, precise sort of man,”
he said. “He doesn’t do things on impulse.
If he said he was coming into town to see
you, that's exactly what he intended doing.”

“He was right anxious to talk to Johnny,”
Sheriff Kelstrom commented.

“Did he say about what?”

“He thought he knew something about
Pete Braveheart’'s murder,” Stuart said.

“Pete Braveheart murdered!” Hammond
exclaimed in shocked incredulity.
Stuart looked at Hammond. “Did you

know Pete?”

Hammond didn’t answer. He appeared not
to have heard the question. His thin fingers
were nervously dry-washing his pinched fea-
tures.

“It's strange about Tom,” he muttered. “I
can’t imagine why he never got to your office
if he said that's where he was going.”

Johnny Stuart stared at George Ham-
mond's worried face. Lines and shadows
around the deep-set dark eyes indicated a
man who brooded much. It was hard to
judge his age, though the prosecutor would
have guessed by the gray that touched the
man’s temples that he was in his early forties.

“How did you and your brother happen
to know Pete Braveheart?” he asked.

“Why, Pete occasionally worked for us—
garden work,” Hammond answered ab-
sently.

He stood up, crossed to an expensive-
looking white oak cabinet between two large
windows. He brought out a quart bottle of
whisky and glasses.

“Your news about Pete’s death has been
quite a shock,” he muttered. “Would you
care to join me?”

He carried the bottle to the coffee table
in front of Stuart. He poured a stiff drink
into one of the glasses, looked questioningly
at Stuart and the sheriff. Both shook their
heads.

As Hammond downed his drink, Johnny
Stuart leaned forward and picked up the
bottle of “Old Angus.” His eyebrows lifted
and he puckered his lips as he studied the
label.

“Thirty-four-year-old stuff,” he murmured.
“Why, that's a gold mine in itself in these
days of liquor shortage.”

Hammond nodded vaguely. “Help your-
self,” he said. “Wait—I'll wrap it up for you
and you can take it along. I've a few more
bottles of that pre-prohibition Scotch.”

“You tempt me mightily, Mr. Hammond,”
Stuart admitted. “But I'm afraid it wouldn't
be quite ethical for the county prosecutor
to accept such magnificent gifts. Especially
with the sheriff standing by!”

SHERIFF KELSTROM stood up.

n “Johnny, suppose we drive along the
road to town and see if we can’'t find some-
one who saw Hammond’s brother drive by ?”

Hammond accompanied them to the door.
“If you run into my brother,” he said anx-
iously, “please have him phone me. | can’t
help worrying about him, especially after
what you've said about Pete Braveheart.
Though 1 can’'t imagine what Tom thought
he knew about that business.”

Thomas Hammond’'s car was well-known
along the old road to Big Bend. Mort Jen-
nifer, who ran the general store at the 66
crossing, was sure he had seen Hammond
drive by at about one o'clock. He had also
noticed a second car, a dark coupe, close
behind Hammond'’s sedan.

It was Jaimy Horton, further up the road,
who had seen the coupf move up in front
of Hammond’s sedan and the two cars stop
at the side of the road. Two men had got
out of the coupe and walked back to talk
to Hammond. Then one of the men had
moved in beside Hammond and the two
cars had turned into the narrow road lead-
ing to the old abandoned National Lead
mine.

Jaimy had been hoeing in his corn field
and was sure that none of the three men
had noticed him. He had been some forty
yards from them and couldn’t be sure what
the two strangers looked like. One had
been tall, the other short and plumpish.

Not a significant description.

CHAPTER 111
Missing Wife

¥T WAS a ten-minute drive up a rutted

dirt road to the old lead mine. Then
Stuart and the sheriff had to climb over a
barbed wire fence to get into the deserted
mine property.

The place looked as if it had not been
visited by a human being in the decade since
the mine had been shut down.

As they moved toward the weathered,
moldering clapboard shacks that had once
housed the mine offices, Kelstrom mur-
mured :

“Seems like a wild goose chase.”

But the sheriff was wrong. They found
Thomas Hammond behind a tumble-down
tool shack. He was sprawled on the ground,
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face to the earth, arms outstretched as if,
in dying desperation, he had tried to grasp
at something to break his fall.

Johnny Stuart turned away after his first
look. The bullet had made an ugly mess of
Hammond’s head, where it had entered be-
hind the left ear. Hammond's sparse hair
was matted with coagulated blood.

“That makes two,” he heard Sheriff Kel-
strom murmur in a voice that was both sad
and angry. “Two cold-blooded Killings in
two days!”

The sheriff's words started a cold wave at
the base of Stuart’'s spine and up his back.
The coldness spread along his hands and to
the tips of his fingers. He felt the sudden
violent hammering of his heart.

“Toby,” he said, “I'll take your car and
send help from town. | want to check up
on Ann and the kids.”

“Sure, Johnny. Just send Doc Traynor
and a couple of my boys out here when you
get there.”

Stuart was not conscious of climbing over
the fence, nor of the rusty barbs that tore
his fingers. He was not conscious of getting
into Kelstrom'’s car nor of the steering wheel
that his hands clutched with such fierce in-
tensity that his knuckles turned white and
brought out purple veins on the back of his
hands. He was not conscious of the dark-
ening hilly countryside that swept past him
in a blur.

He tried to remind himself that Clem Cor-
bett and the other deputies were with Ann
and the kids, but that didn't stop the pound-
ing of his heart. He told himself that the
killers wouldn’'t dare carry out their threat,
but the image of a sprawled body with blood-
matted hair swept that argument away like
a blast of icy wind.

When he reached his house, Clem Corbett
was waiting at the open front door. Clem’s
gray face and taut, pale mouth was a signal
of disaster.

Stuart caught Clem’s wrist
grasp.

“Talk fast, Clem! What happened?”

“1 was sitting right here in front of the
door, while Jeff was at the back door and
Frank was in the house, when these two
fellers drove up in a coupe. They came up
to the door and said they were reporters
from a St. Louis paper, sent down to write
a story about Pete's death. They wanted to
interview Mrs. Stuart. | told them nobody
could see Mrs. Stuart, that they'd have to
talk to you. They turned like they were
going, then suddenly spun back and each of
'em had a gun in his hand. They caught me
flat-footed.”

He avoided Stuart's eyes as he went on.

“They got my revolver, made me go into
the house in front of 'em. Frank, inside,
couldn’t do anything, for fear he’d hit me
if he took a shot, so they got his gun, and

in a fierce

got Jeff the same way. One of 'em tied us
up, and they got away with Ann.”

“The children?” Johnny snapped harshly.

“They were playing upstairs. After a
while, Junior came down, and he untied us.
Jeff and Frank are out looking for you.”

“Did you recognize either of those two
men?”

“Never saw 'em before.”

Junior and Sis came racing down the stair-
way noisily.

“Where's mother, Dad ?” Junior demanded.
“Mr. Corbett said she'd come back with you.”

“I'm hungry, Daddy,” Sis cried. “Mommy
didn’t fix dinner.”

Johnny Stuart caught the little three-year-
old in his arms, pressed his lips to her feath-
ery yellow hair.

“You're a big girl now, honey.” He tried
to keep his voice from choking. “You can
wait a little while for dinner now, can’t
you?”

Kathy's pride conquered the call of her
stomach.

“Sure, Daddy.”

He put her down.
shoulder.

“Son,” he said, “you and Sis play upstairs
till 1 call you. I've got some important work
to do.”

Junior looked frightened, but he nodded
bravely.

“All right, Dad.”

He must have realized that this was no
time for questions.

He patted Junior’s

NJTUART told Clem about the new mur-
" der, relayed the sheriff's instructions to
send Doc Traynor and a couple of deputies
to the mine. After Clem hurried away, the
county prosecutor walked miles in his den,
trying to calm his explosive nerves, trying to
mold a pattern of reason out of his jumbled
thought and fears.

He was still striding the floor when Sher-
iff Kelstrom arrived two hours later.

“Listen, son,” Kelstrom said. “We’ll find
Ann for you.” He had heard about Ann’s
disappearance from Clem. “We’ll get every
able-bodied man in the county organized
into a posse. We'll comb the hills with a fine-
toothed comb. We'll notify the State Patrol.
There's no place in the state those buzzards
will be able to hide out from us.”

“No,” Stuart said, “that won’t work. With
Ann in their hands, they've got us by the
throat.”

For a moment the sheriff was silent, chew-
ing his underlip.

“Anything you say, Johnny,” he mur-
mured finally.

He started for the door.

“Wait, Toby. There's a call 1 want to
make and I'll Want you on hand if anything
comes of it.”

The sheriff listened in silence while Stuart
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asked the operator for Long, Distance. When
he hung up to wait for the call to be put
through, Kelstrom looked at him question-
ingly.

“There’'s a friend of mine in St. Louis,”
Stewart said, “Joe Hallahan, an assistant
prosecuting attorney, who might be able to
come through with some information.”

“What you got in mind?”

“Something George Hammond said. It's
not much to go on, but we can’t be choosey.
Remember how Hammond explained know-
ing Pete?”

“Why, sure. Said Pete done some gar-
den work for him.”

“Had you ever known Pete to do any kind
of work at all?”

Kelstrom rubbed his jaw, shook his head.
“Come to think, | don’'t reckon | ever had.
But still—"

“But still Hammond could have been tell-
ing the truth.” Stuart nodded. “I know.
But it won't hurt to look into every pos-
sible angle.”

When Johnny Stuart got his connection
ten minutes later and explained his re-
quest to Joe Hallahan, the St, Louis assis-
tant prosecuting attorney said:

“Let me call you back on this, Johnny. [I'll
get some of the other boys to help me dig
up whatever dope we can. It may be a
couple of hours, so stick around the phone.”

It was less than an hour later that Hal-
lahan’s return call came through.

“Sorry, Johnny. Not much dope that
may be helpful to you.”

“Let’'s have it, Joe.”

When Hallahan finished talking,
said:

“One more thing, Joe. What's the set-up
between Christie Miller and Lou Donazelli?
Are they involved in any shady deals right

Stuart

now? Can you dig up some info on them
for me?”

“1 can tell you that offhand, Johnny,” Hal-
lahan answered. “Christie  Miller isn't

working for Donazelli any longer, Donazelli
was drafted into the Army last week and he
sold out to Miller.”

“Then Miller is boss of the tavern chain?”

“That's right.”

Stuart thanked Hallahan, hung up and re-
peated the information about Christie
Miller.

“Don’t see what connection that can have
with Pete Bravehart's Spanish treasure,”

Kelstrom commented. “What about the
Hammonds?”
“No angle there,” Stuart murmured.

“Both the Hammond brothers have excel-
lent reputations. Never been mixed in any
sort of shady deals—strictly upright men,
as far as Hallahan could find out. Before
the war, their importing company did big
business. Specialized in curios and spices



from the Orient.”
Kelstrom nodded.
that, Johnny.”
“Since the war,” Stuart went on, “their
business has been taking a bad licking,
what with all shipping space needed for es-
sential materials. They’'ve been on the rocks
and have put the business up for sale.”
“Both have equal share in the business?”
Stuart nodded. “Same as their summer
home here. And they've put that up for
sale, too, with a St. Louis real estate agency.”
The sheriff stood up. “Don’t see how any
of that can have any bearing on Pete's
murder, nor on Hammond’s.”

“1 could have told you

Johnny Stuart didn't answer. He knew
the sheriff was right. He ran nervous
fingers through perspiration-wet, tousled
hair.

“1 should have done what those Kkillers
told me, Toby. Put their message in the
Bulletin. It was Ann’s life | gambled with.”

“Take it easy, boy,” Kelstrom said. “You
did what you thought was the right thing.
Now you just sit tight, and those buzzards
will get in touch with you. Do just what
they say. Then when Ann’s safe at home,
we'll go after them.”

rRPHE way Kelstrom said it, it sounded
simple. But Stuart knew it was not
going to be as easy as that. Would they

ever let Ann out of their hands alive? Once
she had seen and could identify them?
It was half an hour after Sheriff Kelstrom
departed when the phone rang.
“Been sweating good pal?”
strange voice.
“Who is this?” Stuart’'s knees felt watery.
“Next time, pal, when you’'re told to ad-
vertise in the newspapers, do like you're
told, then you won’t sweat so much.”
Stuart came half-way out of his chair,
clutching the phone in white hands.
“Listen, if you've harmed my wife—"
“Shut off the wind and listen!”
Stuart’'s breath piled up in his throat.
swallowed hard.
“I'm listening.”
“That's a good boy,” the brittle voice said.
“Now that the law has cleared out you be

asked a

He

at the old lead mine in half an hour.
Alone. Bring the Indian’s map.”
“My wife?”

“If you want to see her alive, come out
alone. If anybody follows you out there,
you'll never see her again.”

There was an abrupt click at the other
end.

Five minutes later, Johnny Stuart was
at his office, withdrawing Pete’s map from
the safe. Earlier in the day he had stared
at the map for hours, hating it with all
his heart. It was the map that had brought
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the cold, crushing hand of death down upon
two human lives, the map and the stupid,
romantic legend of the Seven Mule-shoes
treasure that had beckoned death so close
to his own home. . ..

Somewhere in the Stygian blackness a
bullfrog was croaking mournfully, as Johnny
Stuart levered himself over the barbed-wire
fence of the lead mine property. It was the
only sound that punctured the brooding
silence.

A shroud of darkness curtained the
dilapidated mine buildings toward which he
moved with slow, groping steps. The
crunch of his shoes on the graveled road
sounded loud in the stillness.

“Put your hands up and keep walking.”

The voice came from the darkness behind
him. Stuart obeyed. With arms raised, he
continued moving toward the shadowed
buildings. The crunch of footsteps was di-
rectly behind him.

A human shadow detached itself from the
larger shadow that Johnny recognized as
the tool shack.

“Frisk him, Violet,” the man behind Stuart
said.

“Violet,” was a chunky man, a foot
shorter than Johnny Stuart. His features
were obscured by the darkness. His fingers
patted the prosecutor with professional sure-
ness.

“He’s clean, Roy.”

The first man stepped out from behind
Stuart. He was tall and lean, with wide
shoulders and narrow hips.

“Give with the map, pal,” he commanded,
and Stuart recognized the voice he heard
on the phone.

“Where's my wife?” he demanded.

“The map first.”

Stuart withdrew the folded scrap of paper
from his vest pocket. The tall man ac-
cepted it calmly, struck a match. In the
brief flare, Stuart saw a pair of bright, dark
eyes, a smooth-walled nose, thin lips.

The gunman’s examination of the map
was cursory. He pocketed it.

“Keep him here till we get back, Violet,”
he said to the chunky man.

“Not so fast!” Stuart exclaimed harshly.
“Where's my wife?”

“How do | know this map ain't phony?”
the tall man said, moving away into the dark-
ness. “You'll see her after we check.”

Stuart wheeled and lunged after the tall
man.

“Take it easy, Stuart!” the chunky man
grunted. “You don't want to get yourself
blasted down right now!”

Stuart stopped. His jaw muscles were

jumpy. He knew he could do nothing ex-
cept obey.
Violet gestured toward the tool shack.
“In there.”



The lawyer moved through the dark door-
way. Behind him, the gunman flicked a ciga-
rette lighter. In the dull flickering glow,
Stuart made out a couple of packing cases,
upended on the dirt floor. Otherwise the
shack was bare.

“Sit down.”

The prosecutor seated himself on the crate
that stood against the wall opposite the open
doorway. The gunman moved the second
crate to the side of the door, sat down and
doused his lighter.

When Stuart's eyes became accustomed
to the gloom, he could make out the gun-
man’s figure in the pale starlight drifting
through the doorway and the paneless win-
dow beside it

“We got a long wait, Stuart, so relax,” the
chunky man murmured. “1 don’t like gab.
Just keep yourself shut up and we’ll get along
okay.”

®TUART could feel the eccentric beating
N  of his heart. He knew he would never
leave this shack alive. He knew that he and
Ann could not be allowed to live, now that
they could identify the Killers.

His eyes were on the glint of metal in the
chunky man’s fist. The man rested his auto-
matic on his knees, an ever-present reminder
of swift death. Johnny Stuart’s arms dropped
to his sides. They felt numb, nerveless.
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His fingers stiffened suddenly. The beat-
ing of his heart quickened, pounded against
his ribs until he was sure the chunky man
must hear it.

Keeping his body still, trying to breathe
in steady rhythm, he stretched the fingers of
his right hand, dug them into the dirt floor.
They touched the thing again, something
hard and cold, half-buried in the loose drift
dirt and sand.

He shifted slightly, slid a little further
down on his rude seat, his eyes watching the
shadowy figure opposite him.

The gunman hummed a tuneless song, re-
mained motionless. He had evidently missed
the subtle movement, or had thought noth-
ing of it

Stuart’s fingers carefully brushed aside the
dirt, caressed the uncovered metal, questing
its size and shape. It was flat, about eight
inches in length, an inch wide, a half-inch
thick. At one end it widened in a half-moon
knob, smooth on one side, rough-edged on
the other. It felt like a single-head wrench,
with half the head broken off.

Warily, Stuart’s fingers closed around the
metal handle. He breathed carefully, steadi-
ly. The fingers of his other hand groped
along the dirt floor, touched a pebble.

Johnny Stuart felt coldly calm now. He
felt as if his body didn’t belong to him. It
was doing things as if detached from his
personality, from life and fear and anger.

His fingers picked up the pebble, mani-
pulated it into a cradle formed by his thumb
and index finger. He brought his left hand
up to the level of his knees. For a moment
he remained motionless, watching the chunky
man.

Violet continued humming his tuneless
song. His eyes were on Stuart. He was
sitting up a little straighter on his crate.
Stuart forced himself to continue breathing
naturally.

CHAPTER IV
Unfinished Business

WIA7TH AT seemed like an hour dragged by.
*" Then Johnny Stuart decided it was time
to act.

Sitting stock-still, his left fingers flipped
the pebble at the paneless window beside the
door, with the same technique he had used
as a kid, when he had been champion mar-
ble shooter at Big Bend.

His technique was rusty. The pebble
missed the wide target of the window, where
it should have gone through to clatter out-
side the shack. Instead it hit the frame with
a dry “ping” and ricocheted back into the
shack.

The chunky man stiffened with the sound.
Reflexively, his head turned toward the win-



dow. Stuart’s tense body uncoiled, lunged
upward and forward across the space that
separated them.

The gunman jerked toward him, came half
up from his seat. Yellow flame shattered
the darkness for an instant. A roar filled
the shack, throbbed in Stuart's ears. He
heard the slug plow into decaying wood be-
hind him. Then his right arm swept down-
ward. The first crashing blow of the wrench
caught the gunman’s shoulder, sent him spin-
ning sideward off the crate. His automatic
barked a second time as he fell.

The second blow of the wrench caught the
gunman above the ear. He toppled to the
ground soundlessly.

Johnny Stuart dropped the wrench, bent
over the motionless figure. He withdrew the
automatic from limp fingers. The Kkiller
would never use it again. He was dead.

Swiftly the prosecutor slipped out in the
darkness, headed for Spanish Rock.

Spanish Rock was about two hundred
yards from Pete Braveheart's cabin. It was
a tall granite boulder, standing precariously
on a wooded ridge, like a sleepy, hunched-
up sentry. This was the first of the land-
marks on Pete’'s map. Stuart had stared at
the map long enough that day to remember
the penciled directions as clearly as if he had
the map in front of him now.

He took his bearings from the rock, slipped
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down into a gully and moved fifty paces
along a sand-bar, then up a second ridge
through dinging shrubbery, red sumac and
scrub oaks.

At the top of the ridge he stopped, looked
for the Twin Pines. An owl hooted in the
darkness overhead. There was a rustle at
his feet and Stuart stepped back quickly as
the dark shape of a snake disturbed by the in-
truder, slithered away into the matted under-
brush.

Johnny Stuart inched along the ridge
through brush heaps and clumps of bushes.
In the midst of this scraggly growth, the
Twin Pines stood out like beacons, two erect,
regal trees standing aloofly at the edge of a
bluff overlooking a dark hollow.

Across the darkness of the hollow, Stuart
saw the shadowy outline of the Three
Humps, High, rocky hills, silhouetted dark
and brooding against the night sky.

And far below, in the narrow gorge be-
tween the Twin Pines and the Three Humps,
Stuart remembered, ran the old, winding
road through the hills into Kansas, It was
a deserted, seldom used roadway nowadays,
but the prosecutor had heard tales that
years ago,, in pre-prohibition days, liquor
runners had used this almost unknown road
in illicit traffic between Missouri and Kansas.

He knew that somewhere in the interior of
the center hump on the opposite side of the
gorge were the Kkillers. Unless they had al-
ready found the cache and departed with it
They had had a good two hours’ start on
Stuart. He figured that an hour must have
passed since he had driven away from the
lead mine.

But as he descended the precipice to the
narrow roadway below he discovered, with
a sudden tightening of his breath, that he
was not too late. Almost indistinguishable in
the night blackness of the gorge, a truck
stood nestled close to the hillside, pulled off
the road. From the darkness above came
a faint murmur of voices.

Stuart crawled up the rocky hillside toward
the sound. His body brushed against a shrub
that yielded easily, too easily. He pushed
against the shrub. It slid away and he saw
the pale gleam of light in a narrow opening.

The mouth of the cave was barely wide
enough to permit the passage of a broad-
shouldered man. A few yards within the
cave, the interior widened to three or four
feet. The ceiling was high enough to allow
a tall man to move through the passage
erectly.

Johnny Stuart gripped the dead gunman’s
automatic as he inched toward the source of
light, coming from a bend in the passage
four or five yards ahead. He peered cau-
tiously around the bend and held his breath.
Before him Was a high-ceilinged chamber,
the size of a large room.



On the camp ground stood a kerosene
lamp, giving off a wan yellow light. Two
men, their backs toward him, were at work
before what appeared to have been a boarded-
up opening into a second chamber. Their
great shadows danced weirdly on the wall
and ceiling.

/K HALF-DOZEN cardboard cases were

stacked against a side wall. One of the
men turned partially, and Stuart saw his
face. His lips tightened in a hard line as he
recognized George Hammond. The second
man was the tall gunman called Roy.

“We've got to work faster, Roy,” Ham-
mond puffed. “There must be over five hun-
dred cases of this stuff and we’'ll have to get
it all out to my place tonight.”

A third man came through the opening
from the interior chamber, carrying a case,
which he deposited on the floor against the
wall. Christie Miller—and his red face was
wet with perspiration. He paused to mop
his face, grinning.

“Five hundred cases!” he gloated. ‘IAt
about a hundred bucks a case on the Black
Market, that means fifty grand!”

“Only don’'t forget, Miller,” Hammond
muttered, with a hint of suspicion in his
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“that exactly one-half of that is n
t?
“You ta”e

voice,
cut.”

"Sure, sure,” chuckled Miller.
me for a crook?”

Stuart stared at the stenciled lettering on
the cases. He remembered the bottle of
thirty-four-year-old Old Angus that had been
on Hammond'’s living room table. He caught
his breath as the entire picture rapidly crys-
tallized before him.

So this was Pete’s Spanish treasure! The
hidden treasure of a modern, Twentieth Cen-
tury pirate!

Pete's little farm was only a few miles
from the Kansas state line. Kansas had been
a dry state even before the coming of na-
tional prohibition. Liquor-running from Mis-
souri and other wet states into Kansas had
been going on long before bootlegging had
become a national racket.

This subterranean cache must have been
the store-house of a pre-prohibition liquor
runner, who might have died, taking the se-
cret of his cache to the grave with him. Or
perhaps he was lingering somewhere behind
prison walls, waiting for the day he could
step out a free man to go back into business.

Pete must have stumbled on the cache
while roaming the hills. No one in this
section of the country knew the hills as well
as Pete. There was not a foot of ground
that Pete had not explored in his lonely
wandering.

The cave was on Pete’s property and he
must have felt its contents rightfully be-
longed to him. Though Pete had received
a sort of education, he had never fully been
able to understand what he called “crazy
white man law.” He had probably been sell-
ing a few bottles of this pre-World War |
whisky at a time, to summer visitors like
Hammond.

That's what his feverishly muttered words,
just before he died, must have meant—*“Talk
too much. Tell too much secret.” Evidently,
Pete had unwisely boasted to Hammond
about the amount of liquor he still had
stored.

Johnny Stuart's throat was dry as he
inched forward. His fingers tightened around
the automatic. A pebble crunched under his
shoes. He stiffened.

The men whirled. They moved with star-
tling swiftness. One of them kicked the kero-
sene lamp. Utter darkness enveloped the
cavern. There was a spurt of orange flame.
The sound of the shot echoed and reverber-
ated like imprisoned thunder.

Stuart dropped to the ground, at the same
time pressing the trigger of his automatic.
The pistol bucked in his hand as he fired
three shots in rapid succession into the dark-
ness. There was a scream—Stuart recog-
nized Miller's voice—then complete silence.

“Don’t be fools,” Stuart said in a low voice.



“You men might as well realize you're trap-
ped. You're not getting past me alive.”

~“l don't know how you got here, Stuart,”
George Hammond answered in a dry, harsh
voice, “but if you want to see your wife alive,
give up your gun.”

“So you can kill me and Ann, too!” Stuart
laughed. It was not a humorous laugh. It
contained all the prosecutor’s pent-up anger
and hate of the men who had already killed
twice and who would Kill him and Ann just
as cold-bloodedly.

Flame blossomed at the opposite side of
the cavern and Stuart dropped his head
against the damp earth. The slug kicked dirt
into his face.

“I'm not a professional
Hammond’s voice said. “l don't want to
kill. Don’t you understand? Give yourself
up and | give you my word I'll let you and
your wife go, if you promise to keep your
mouths shut.”

“Just like you let Pete and your brother
go!”

“You don’'t understand, Stuart!” Ham-
mond said softly, “You think I'm happy
about their deaths? It was the hardest de-
cision | ever had to make in my life. |
would have given almost anything not to
have to shut poor Tom up. But he was stub-
born. He wouldn’t listen to reason. He had
everything to gain, nothing to lose by keep-
ing his mouth shut!”

“So you killed him because he found out
about your deal with Miller and his gunmen
and wouldn't stand by in silence while you
tortured, murdered and robbed Pete! Your
importing business has been on the rocks
since the war and you figured you had an
easy way to replenish your fortune—what
with Miller’s chain of taverns as a ready-
made outlet for the liquor. But your brother
wouldn’t consent to murder as a way of
getting what you wanted.”

killer, Stuart,”

rl TO O late, Johnny Stuart heard the move-
* ment beside him in the total darkness of
the cavern. He twisted, kicked up at the
shadow that lunged at him. There was no
time to aim his gun. Half-conseiously, as
he raked the barrel of the automatic at the
figure closing in on him, he realized that
Hammond had deliberately held his atten-
tion, while the tall gunman had slipped silent-
ly along the wall of the chamber to come
upon him from the side.

They had known there was not a chance
in a thousand that their bullets would find
him in the jet blackness, since he could re-
treat beyond the bend of the chamber. And
while he commanded the entrance into the
cavern, they were trapped.

Stuart sensed instinctively, rather than saw
the second figure that hurled itself at him.
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His feet kicked out, and he felt them crack
against bone and flesh. The heels of his
shoes must have caught Hammond under
the jaw. He heard Hammond’s choked-off
groan and then he was too busy with the tall
gunman to hear anything else. Neither of
the killers dared shoot for fear of hitting
«the other in the blackness.

A gun-barrel raked his cheek, and he felt
the skin tear open. He lashed out blindly,
felt his fists crack against bone. He twisted,
pumped his knee upward. It sank into yield-
ing flesh. The gunman’s body dropped away,
merged with the darkness.

Stuart lunged to his feet. Arms encircled
his knees, dragged him groundward. He
swung his automatic down. It cracked
against something solid. The arms around
his legs relaxed, fell away.

Johnny Stuart whirled toward the sound
behind him. He saw nothing, but triggered
the automatic. In the brief orange flash,
George Hammond's face was illuminated
for an instant. He saw Hammond'’s look of
animal rage twist into an expression of
stunned pain. Then total blackness again,
and he felt Hammond stagger uncertainly
past him.

Stuart’s left hand groped in his pocket,
found a match. In its flare, he saw Ham-
mond clutching at his right shoulder. The
hand that he held to his shoulder was red.

Backing to the rear wall of the chamber,
Stuart found the over-turned kerosene lamp.
The glass chimney was shattered. He lit the
wick and it gave off a pale glimmer of light.
On the floor beside the lamp lay Christie
Miller's motionless body. A brief glance at
his torn, bloody throat was enough to tell
that one of the prosecutor’s slugs had ended
the crook’s career.

He picked the lamp up in his left hand,
advanced toward Hammond, pointing the
automatic at his stomach.

“Where is she?”

Hammond’s tongue licked his lips. “My
place.”

“Your house?”

“The lodge. A mile down the lakeshore

from the house.”
The gunman on the floor groaned.

“He’'s no pal of mine,” Hammond mut-
tered in a dry voice. “He murdered Pete!
| had nothing to do with it. He worked for
Miller. He and his friend Violet—they killed
my brother.”

“With your consent,” Stuart grimly ac-
cused. “And if you know the law, brother,
you know that you're just as guilty of murder
as they are, though you may have been miles
from the place when it happened. . . .”

Stuart found his wife in Hammond’s lake-
shore lodge. And though he had to keep his
eyes and automatic on Hammond and Mil-
ler's gunman, lined against the wall, he finally



managed to cut the ropes that bound her
arms and legs.

“Ann,” he said, keeping his eyes on the
killers, “go up to Hammond’s house and
phone Sheriff Kelstrom.”

Twenty minutes later Sheriff Kelstrom ar-
rived, bringing Deputy Clem Corbett with
him.

“Johnny,” the sheriff said, “ever since I
phoned your house to learn if there was any-
thing new and found you’'d gone, I've been
going plumb crazy. Thought sure we'd have
to hold a special election for a new county
prosecutor. Suppose you start talking.”

Stuart handed Clem Corbett the dead gun-
man’s automatic.

“Soon as | take care of some unfinished
business, Toby,” he said.

He turned to Ann. “Come here, unfinished
business!”

He was too busy, then, to hear Sheriff Kel-
strom’s brusque comment.

“Stop gawking, Clem Corbett, and take
them buzzards out to the car! Johnny has
a perfect legal right to kiss his wife like
that!”

The sheriff was blowing his nose harder
than the situation seemed to require.
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MCIGRY OAMIND CMEANY

If Ruptured
Try ThIS Out

Modern Protection Provides Great Comfort and
Holding Security

Without Tortuous Truss Wearing

An “eye-opening” revelation in sensible and comfortable re-
iucible rupture protection may be yours for the asking, without
rost or obligation. Simply send name and address to William S.
Rice, Inc., Dept. 1-W, Adams, N. Y., and full details of the new
and different Rice Method will be sent you Free. Without hard
flesh-gouging pads or tormenting pressure, here's a Support that
has brought joy and comfort to thousands—by releasing them
from Trusses with springs and straps that bind and cut. Designed
to securely hold a rupture up and in where it belongs and yet
give freedom of body and genuine comfort. For full information
—write today!




Without cost or obligation,
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B'ame.

Jlhe International Correspondence Schools
have been teaching fighting men and veter-
ans since the Spanish*American War,

Now helping Uncle Sam train men in all
branches of the Armed Forces, I. C. S. is also
helping demobilized veterans master trades
and professions.

If you're a returning veteran, you prob-
ably know about I. C. S. texts from your
experience in the Service.

On the home front, I. C. S. Courses can
enable you to step up your “fire power” in
industrial production continue as the
partner of the men still in uniform
prove your chances for success tomorrow.

im-

Thousands of I. C..S. graduates are indus-
trial and commercial leaders — and many
of this number enrolled as returning veter-
ans of World War I. Ask any one of them
about I. C. S.

.You know that training is asimportant to
the man in civvies as to the man in fighting
clothes. With I. C S. you obtain your train-
ing while right on the job.

Fill out the coupon for full information.
Mail it notv!

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS

BOX 3968-D, SCRANTON 9 PENNA

Air Conditioning »nd
Plumbing Courses

Air Conditioning

Heating O Plumbing
Refrigeration 0O Steam Fitting
Chemistry Course*

Chemical Engineering
Chemistry, Analytical
Chemistry, Industrial
Chemistry. Mfg. Iron & Steel
Petroleum Refining G Piaauea
Pulp and Papor Making

Civil Engineering, Archi-
tectural and Mining Courses
Architectural Drafting
Architecture

Bridge and Building Foreman
Building Estimating

Civil Engineering LT F*oal ‘Mining
Contracting and Building
Highway Engineering

lumber Dealer

Reading Structural Blueprints
Sanitary' Engineering

Structural Drafting

Structural Engineering
Surveying and Mapping

please send me full

0O00NUO0
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Electrical Course*
Electrical Drafting
Electrical Engineering
Power House Electrio
Practical Electrician
Practical Telephony
Telegraph Engineering
Internal Combustion
Engines Courses

Auto Technician O Aviation
Diesel-Electric

Diesel Engines D Gas Engines
Mechanical Courses
Aeronautical Engineering
Airplane Drafting

Flight Engineer

Foundry Work

Heat Treatment of Metals
Industrial Engineering
Industrial Metallurgy
Mechanical Drafting
Mechanical Engineering
Mold-Loft Work
Patternmaking

Reading Shop Blueprints
Sheet-Metal Drafting
Sheet-Metal Worker

Conc<lian residents send coupon to Internation

particulars about the course before which |

have marked X:

D Textile Designing
O Woolen Manufacturing

Ship Drafting
Ship Fitting

Shop Practice
Steel Mill Workers
Tool Designing
Welding. Gas and Electrio
Radio Course*
Electronics

Radio, Genera)
Radio Operating
Radio Servicing

Railroad Court**

Business and
Academic Course*
D Accounting O Advertising
O Arithmetic O Bookkeeping
O Business Correspondence
O Burine*a Management
Certified Public Accounting
ollege Preparatory
Commercial
oat Accounting
G Federal Tax

0ooOoOo
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O Air Brake Q Car Inapcctor € "
G Locomotive Engineer G Firtt Year CoQes
C Locomotive Fireman G Foremanahip
D Railroad Section Foreman C French
R N ij Good English
Stnam Engineering Courses ¢ High School

@ Boiloranking

O Combustion Engineering
C Engine Running

D Marine Engineering

D Steam Electric

O Steam Engines

Cl Higher Matbemstios'J
D Illlustrating
Motor Traffio
C Postal Service
C Salesmanship
O Secretarial

Textile Courses G Sign Lettering QlSpaniah
D Cotton Manufacturing Q Stenography
O Rayon Weaving O Traffic Management
BOrNe AAIESS......... ..o e
Working
ion....* OUrS...ccoeenn AM. to........ J*i

British residents send coupon to I. C. 8., 71 Kingtuny, London, Tv. C. 2, England.
DISCOUNT TO DISCHARGED VETERANS— SPECIAL TUITION RATES FOR MEMBERS OF THE ARMED FORCES



rnatrurmed. CHUMP 1 CHAMP

Make YOU A New Man, Too
Only 15 Minutes A Day!

XJAVE YOU ever felt like Jo.
" absolutely fed up with having
bigger huskier fellows “push you
around”? If you have, then give me
just 15 minutes a day! I'LL PROVE
you can have a body you'll be proud
of, packed with redblooded vitality!

“Dynamic T en sion That's the
secret! That's how | changed my-
self from a scrawny, 87-pound
weakling to winner of the title,
“World's Most Perfectly Developed
Man.”

*Dynamic Tension” Does I1f/

Using *“Dynamic Tension” only
15 minutes a day, in the privacy of
your own room, you quickly begin
to put on muscle, increase your chest
measurements, broaden your back,
fill out your arms and legs. This
easy, NATURAL method will make
you a finer specimen of REAL
MANHOOD than you ever dreamed
you could be!

You Get Results FAST

Almost before you realize it, you
will notice a general “toning up” of
your entire system! You will have
more pep, bright eyes, clear head,

real spring and zip in your step! You
get sledge-hammer fists, a battering
ram punch— chest and back mus-
cles so big they almost split your
coat seams— ridges of solid stomach
muscle— mighty legs that never get
tired. You're a New Man!

FREE BOOK

Thousands of fellows have used
my marvelous system. Read what
they say— see how they look before
and after— in my book “Everlasting
Health and Strength.”

Send NOW for this book— FREE
It tells all about
sion.shows you actual photos of
men 1've turned
from puny weak-
lings into Atlas1
Champions. It tells 1
how 1 can do the
same for YOU
Don't put it off!

Address me person-
ally. charles Atlas,
Department 778,
115 East 23rd St.,
New York 10.N .Y,

“Dynamic Ten-

— actual photo of the
man who holds the
title, "The World's
Most Perfectly De-
veloped Mao.”

CHARLES ATLAS, Dept. 778.
115 East 23rd St., New York 10, N. Y.

I want the proof that your systp-
“ Dynamic Tension” will help mak
Man of me— give me a healthy
and big muscular developmc
your free book, “Everlastin
Strength.”

(Please print or

City....
O Check here




A AN AMAZING OFFER FROM “AMERICA’S BIGG gl

ol

THIS EXTRAORDINARY OFFER
TO NEW MEMBERS is first of
kind in history of "America’'s Big-
gest Bargain Book Club"l YOURS
ABSOLUTELY FREE— choose any
one or FOUR modern best-sellers at
left and any one of FOUR
masterpieces at rightt TWO FREE
BOOKS—Best of Old and Best of
New— both fine library volumes.

ARGAINgBOOK CLUB”

C/Ss

Any One of TheseNew Best-Sellers

Any One of These Great Masterpieces

Just PEOPLE— Some with Star-Dust

in Thei

A TREE GROWS IN
BROOKLYN, by Betty
Smith, is the great,

B AthBE! nBT %G tched
America by the heart!
Says the N. Y. Times:

Angel or Devil—

. STPAN9 E WONJ-
AN, by Ben Ames Wil-
hams.” To the. New
England world. Jenny
Hager was a charming,
righteous woman. But

ﬁ( .U EhL_ TS2
ands, s lovers—
this Maine Cleopatra
was a shameless she-
devil-

who stopped at

r?a;ir
ons,

r Eyes!
N it swarms with
v eople.” Greatest

fiction best-seller of all

m o~ ABIEN RS

any other novel ever
published.

Which Was She?

nothing! stran_g]e ex-
citement one in her
eyes at the sight of-
pain—a madness which

drove her to do strange
things!

op° I~ ~
ers have gsa%%eof at"this
daring stor of
amazing character you'll
long remember!

Neither Love Nor Wealth Could 7w

ure
THE RAZOR'S EDGE, by
W. Somerset Maugham,
-Women did everythin
to give Larry Darrel
happiness. Yet he turned

?e”e'l‘g‘ %gyeho rsea?ch the

wor fe’s greatest
secret! Why? And why
was he fascinated by

Her Toys Were—

HUNGRY HILLi
Daphne du M aurier,
Fanny-Rosa was only 17
—but".men and mone
were her playthings!

STh.rTcd uKT andUnin

her sea-gr een eyes
flashed a “challenge "no
man could resist!” Imp-
ish, teasing, devil-may-

Him!

Sophie, whom every-

bo%/ turned awa fromy7 ftf
. ver 1.000,0 cop-

ies published! By as-

ter story-teller who gave

ou “Rair&-" O£ I-“J'

“an Bondage.” "The

Moon and “Sixpence.” m
etc.

Money and Men!

care, she tossed men’s
affections and fortunes

winds; robbed
of their faith in
nowerful

them
women A

talc of tea.
drama and
crime” by t
author o'f

Over 535,000 copies.

m

Which 2 Do You Want FREE?

OW is the most opportune moment of
all to begin your membership in the
Book League of America! Because
NOW for the first time in Book League
sory— New Members are entitled to a
E COI'Y of any one of FOUR widely
;med best-sellers (above, left), and
ime time. ALSO A FREE COPY
>ne of FOUR recognized world
(above right). TWO BOOKS
‘or joining "America’'s Big-

ik Club™!
New— AND of the Old
3 of the Book League's
dern best-seller by a
Tohn Steinbeck. Som-
‘* Hemingway, Ben
Chase— a book
in the publisher's

masterpiece of
¥ volumes of the
ermly bound in
d a handsome,
The great au-
Shakespeare,

w* they are
'ways cher-
may pre-

fer the beautiful DeLuxe Edition bound in
simulated leather -with silver stamping.
Just take your choice.)

This is the ONLY club that builds for
you a library containing the best of the
new best-seller3 AND the best of the

older masterpieces! The TWO books sent
you each month are valued at $3.50 to $4
in the publisher’'s edition. But you can
get BOTH Tor only $;.391
5-DAY TRIAL— No Obligation

Send the coupon without money. Sim-
ply write on the coupon your choice from
EACH of the two groups of books shown
above. Read the modem BEST-SELLER
you have chosen AND read the CLASSIC
you have chosen— for five days. If these
two hooks do not convince you that this
IS "America's Biggest Bargain Book
Club." simply return them; pay nothing.
But if these volumes DO demonstrate that
subscribing to the Book League is the
wisest move a reader can make today,
then keep them as a gift; your subscrip-
tion will begin with Lext month's double-
selection. Mail coupon for your TWO
FREE BOOKS Now! BOOK LEAGUE OF
AMERICA. Dept. TGS. Garden City. N.Y.

A Terrible Secret Cursed
Their Love!

JANE EYRE, 1
lotte ronte, contain
the full text of the most

banned book of 19th
Century—now smash-hit
movie,” starring. Orson
Welles, Joan ontaine!

by Char--An absorbing story of a

woman's love for a mar-
ried man with a child,
responsibilities and an
insane wife—and the se-

50 Tales of Love and Intrigue!

SHORT STORIES OF
DE MAUPASSANT con-
tains the greatest works
of literature’'s most dar-
ing story-teller—over 50
tales of love, intrigue,
madness, éealousy%om-
plete an unabridged,

the most realistic sto-

cret that cursed their
love!

ries ever written! Boul
de Suif. Love, Made-

moiselle Fifi. Siory of a
Farm Girl. Bed No. 29

The Great Story of NANA ...

Other Famous French Works!

BEST KNOWN WORKS

story of Parisian stage

—all the best works that
have made de Maupas-
ant "father of the mod-
ern short story,** -v
C;
life and the wunusual

ous French realist.

GreatestWWriter of All Tim

BEST KNOWN ORKS
OF SHAKESPEARE. The

greatest plays of the
greatest writer of all
time—the foundation
stone of every home li-
brary! This® excit
432-page edition
tains all of the most
famous dramas that

have made some of the
most sensational Broad-

way hits of
"Romeo at
"Hamlet,”
"Merchan*
"Midsurr
DreaC
Caesar. =
PLUS i-
Shakesp-
sonnet
greatr

work

1SS |

GIFT CERTIFICATE POOP FOR 2 FREE
BOOK LEAGUE OF AMERICA

Dept.

TG8. Garden City,

N. Y.

Send me—FREE—thesc 2 books: (write TITLES

below):

(Choose one from best-sellers at

left above)

receive forthcoming’ monthly’ double-selec-
tions for a year—at only S[.39. plus few
cents postage, for BOTH books

MRS.
MISS j

ADDRESS

If under 21,
ge please. .

(Please print plainly)

CITY

STATE

Zone No.
(if any);
Occu-

e PATION. L
HANDSOME DE LUXE BINDING: Check

box if you wish your masterpieces (one

ach month?in
foronly
PEe 0

our co

ySlighlly higherpl

simulated

eather, silver
e

t., Toronto 2
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