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REASON #1. If you were an expert accountant 
right now, chances are you would find yourself 
among the highest-paid of all professional men 
and women. Even back in "depression years,” 
surveys showed that accountants earned more on 
the average than men in other major professions.
REASON #2. The demand for accountants is 
great—everywhere. All businesses must have 
trained accountants to cope with ever-growing 
requirements. It’s a profession offering wide op­
portunity—always—to the man who knows.
REASON #3. You can fit into any business, 
anywhere in the country—because accounting 
principles are universal. Think what this means 
in terms of security and independence!
REASON #4. Accountancy is open to all. Any 
man or woman of good intelligence, who enjoys 
figure work and is 
willing to follow 
LaSalle’s systematic 
"problem method” 
plan, can rapidly 
qualify for a highly 
profitable, enjoyable 

lifetime career . . . and he doesn’t have to finish 
his training before beginning to "cash in.” 
REASON #5. Without losing a day from your 
present work, you can prepare in spare hours at 
home, at low cost, under LaSalle’s step-by-step 
"Problem Method” of "learning by doing.” This 
famous plan accounts for LaSalle’s remarkable 
record of having trained nearly 10 per cent of all 
Certified Public Accountants in the U. S. . . . 
and of having put many thousands of others into 
high-paying careers.
Send today for LaSalle’s interesting booklets, 
"Accountancy, the Profession That Pays,” and 
"Success Reports.” Learn about the five great 
fields of opportunity ... and LaSalle’s time-tested 
plan for helping men and women to rapid advance^ 
ment, higher income, greater prestige and pro­
fessional standing. The coupon below will bring 
these fact-filled booklets to you—without cost 
or obligation. Mail the coupon NOW.

LaSalle Extension University
A Correspondence Institution

Dept. 2329-H 417 S. Dearborn St., Chicago 5, Ills
Please send me, free of all cost or obligation, your 48-paga 
illustrated book “Accountancy, the Profession That Pays/* 
and the booklet "Success Reports"—send also "Ten Year®’ 
Promotion in One"—a book which has helped many men.

Name Age. . _
Address......M ~ M MM ~ ~ ~ ... ...
City, Zone, Stale...........—««
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A complete: TONY QUINN novel

M URDER TOWN
By G. Wayman Jones

Tony Quinn, nemesis of crime who is known as 
the Black Bat, probes the strange mystery of 
a suicide that did not take—and its alarming 
aftermath of widespread violence and disaster! 11
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You Practice COMMONICATIONS Yob Practice Radio SERVICING
I Send You Parts To Build 
This Equipment

As part of my new 
I Communications

Course I send you 
parts to build your 

ft own t ransmi tter.
<, X Conduct actual pro- 

IglT ' *1 ccdure demanded of 
I Broadcast Station 

pyjs Operators, make ex* 
' ■wfly- periments, learn how 

Ai-yW to PQt a transmitter
* Dn the air.^^^—

ter
of my Servicing

YOU 
BUILD 
as part 
Course. 
$5, $10It soon helps you earn ... 

^^^and more a week EXTRA MONEY fixing 
neighbors’ Radios in spare time while learning.

YOU BUILD this Power Pack as 
part of my new Communi- 

Ifr H: cations Course. Use it
Wj to conduct fascinating 
F&jrniWBl >« experiments with Ire- 

Quencyampli* 
f jriF 'WA here, multi- 

pliers, buffef 
p?V stages, etc.

YOU BUILD this Superheterodyne 
Receiver Circuit and , 
conduct Frequency 
Modulation expert- 
xnents and many^f^^ ...
other tests aa • -xZ
part of my 
Servicing 
Course.

On This Modern Radio Ton 
Build With Parts I Send

As part of my Servicing 
Course, I send you the speak­
er, tubes, chassis, trans-

EVERYTHING you need to 
jbuild this modem Radio Re­
ceiver that brings in local and

ttons. You use 
it to conduct 
many tests and 
experiments.

YOU BUILD this 
Signal Generator as 
part of my Servicing 
Course tor more 
valuable experience. 
It provides ampli­
tude-modulated sig­
nals for many inter­
esting tests and ex- 

periments.

VETERANS
GET THIS 

TRAINING 

WITHOUT COST

UNDER G. I. BILL 

MAIL COUPON

YOU BUILD this 
Wavemeter as part 
of my new Commu­
nications Course. 
Use it with Oscilla­
tor you also build 
that furnishes basic 
power to transmit­
ter and determines 
transmitter fre- 
qu e ncy. : f

kom Servicing ortommunicotions 
by Practicing in Sporelime

with MANY KITS OF PARTS I Send

«
Do you want a good-pay job in the fast growing RADIO­
TELEVISION industry? Or do you want to have your 
own money-making Radio-Television Shop? Here is 
your opportunity. I’ve trained hundreds of men to be 
successful Technicians . . . MEN WITH NO PREVIOUS 
EXPERIENCE. My tested and proved train-at-homo 
method makes learning easy. You learn Radio-Television 
principles from my illustrated lessons. You get prac­
tical experience building, testing and experimenting 

1 with parts I send. All equipment yours to keep.

Make Extra Money In Spare Time
MalM-WM, T,’e day YOU enroll, I start sending you SPECIAL 

BOOKLETS that show you how to make $5, ?10 a week 
or more EXTRA MONEY fixing neighbors’ Radios in spare time while 
learning. From here, it’s a short step to your own shop or a good-pay 

Radio-Television servicing job. Or be a licensed Radio^Televisicn Oper­
ator or Technician. In 1945, there were 943 Radio Stations. Today about 
2700 are on the air! RESULT—THOUSANDS OF QUALIFIED MEN 
STEPPED INTO GOOD JOBS. Another example—only 19 Television 
stations were on the air in 1947. Today, more than fifty. Within a few 

. months, 150, say the experts—and 1000 within three years. Then add 
developments in FM, Two Way Radio, Police, Marine, Aviation, Mjcro- 

. wave Relay Radio. Think what this means! New jobs, more Jobs for 
[ qualified men. ‘

MaU Coupon For Book* Free
’ Act now! Send for my FREE DOUBLE OFFER. Coupon entities you 

» to actual lesson, "GETTING ACQUAINTED WITH RECEIVER 
' SERVICING." It shows how many pictures and.diagrams are used to 
? jnako learning at home easier, practical. You also get my 64-page book, 

"HOW TO BE A SUCCESS IN RADIO-TELEVISION." It tells more 
r< about YOUR opportunities . . . details of my Course , . . what my 
: graduates are doing and earning . . . how quickly you can be on your 
k way to good pay, success, a_ bright future. Send coupon in envelope or 
I paste on penny postal. J. E. SMITH. President.’Dept. 0BO9, Nat’l 

Radio Institute, Pioneer Home Study Radio School, Washington 9, D.C.

I TRAINED

■
 ’•My first job wh 
operator with 
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ate Service Dept. Am

Chief Engineer. WQOX.” 
*-T. S. Norton. Hamilton, Q.

THESE MEN AT HOME
C Uh RsdioteU- 
graph License and 
worked “tm ship*. 

:<-*Now with Static* 
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—R. Arnold, Rumford, K. L
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, Trenton, Georgia.
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1200- a month plus, 
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in spare time. Now??*W» 
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op to S2S • week,"— Leander 
Arnold, Pontiac, Michigan.
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MR. J. E. SMITH, President, Dept OB Oft 
National Radio institute, Washington 9, D. C« 
Mail me Sample Lesson and 64-page Book 
about How to Win Success in Radio-Television 
__both FREE. (No Salesman will call. Please 
write plainly.)

Name. Age
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MAIL COUPON! FIND OUT ABOUT THIS 
TESTED WAY TO BETTER PAY

Address.

I City.---- ------------------------------
8 □ Check if Veteran Approved for training under G.LBHI
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OFF THE RECORD
A DEPARTMENT WHERE READERS 

AND THE EDITOR MEET

THERE were seven men in the plane 
besides the lone pilot. They were 
cheaply dressed—mostly in dark suits, 

white shirts and somber neckties. Two 
things each of these seven men held in 
common. They were nervous, for this 
was their first flight. And they were 
cruel looking men. **/

Singly, this trait of cruelty might not 
have been noticed. One pair of ice cold 
eyes or grim lips hardly stand out, but 
when seven men in a single group pos­
sess these characteristics they are em­
phasized.

They smoked cigarettes chain fashion, 
stamping out the butts on the aisle floor. 
Each man had a suitcase, every bag ex­
actly the same. They didn’t talk much, 
and when they did, it was in monosylla­
bles.

Things Move Fast!
The plane banked slightly and the 

door to the pilot’s cabin opened. The 
pilot shouted over his shoulder.

"Okay. Get ready. We’ll be on target 
in twenty minutes.”

One of the chill-eyed men said, "Four 
hours and we’re here? How fast has this 
erate been going anyhow? Four hours 
.. . It used to take me twenty-six hours 
on the fastest train.”

“You were out of circulation too 
long,” one of the others laughed. 
"Things move fast these days.”

The men seemed to lose part of their 
harshness then and to become smiling 
individuals ready to go on a lark. That 
fallacy vanished, however, when each 
man took out a short barreled machine 
gun from his suitcase. . . .

Thus is launched the most amazing 

crime wave this country has ever 
known! It was a new technique in rob­
bery and murder! Everything was 
planned and carried out with a preci­
sion that made lawbreaking a science. 
Seven men, all hardened criminals, who 
by some mysterious means had won pa­
role from prison, had banded together. 
Soon their crimes, vast in scope and net­
ting millions of dollars, were to rock 
America!

Calling the Black Bat
Tony Quinn, the famous "blind” 

Assistant District Attorney, wasn’t long 
in getting to work on the case. The pa­
roled convicts traveled to and from the 
scenes of their crimes in an airplane, 
but Tony knew they must have a head­
quarters somewhere. With the aid of 
Butch, his powerful and loyal helper, he 
searched for and found this hideout—an 
isolated warehouse. Then Butch reported 
that the convicts had left the place—in 
a big, closed truck.

It was an ideal time to search the 
warehouse for hidden loot—perhaps for 
vital evidence as to how the gang was 
organized. So, donning his regalia of the 
Black Bat, Tony and Butch went to the 
warehouse.

The lock on the place was modern and 
just about impregnable, but the door 
fitted loosely. While Butch stood guard, 
the Black Bat opened his thin kit of 
tools and selected a flexible piece of fine 
steel. He manipulated this until he felt 
it touch the lock tongue. Then he bent 
it hard, applied more pressure and felt 
the latch sliding back.

When it was clear, he had the door 
(Continued on Page 8)



k NkjIi School High enough?
If you were smart enough to finish high 

school, you already know the answer. A high 
school diploma is a must if you want a decent 
job at a decent wage. But it’s not enough if 
you want more: Real security. Responsible 
positions. Big rewards.

I. C. S. training is specialized training that 
helps you go farther, faster. It supplements 
your high school education with the practical, 
working knowledge you need for immediate as 
well as future advancement. Equally impor­
tant, it gives you the confidence and self- 
assurance so characteristic of competent, 
well-trained, successful mm.

The courses of these famous schools are 
designed so you can learn while you earn. 
You study in your spare time. At work you 
prove and apply what you learn.

This system of training is backed up by 58 
years of I. C. S. experience. It is success- 
proved by thousands of students reporting 
promotions and pay increases. It can mean the 
difference between “halfway” and “headway” 
for you.

Job competition is getting stiffer every day 
for high school graduates. Mark and mail the 
coupon NOW I

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS
APPROVED

BOX 3969-R, SCRANTON 9. PENNA.
Without cost or obligation. please send me full particular! about the coarse BEFORE which I have marked X:

Buslnes* and 
Academic Course*

□ Accounting □ Advertising
□ App. Psychology □ Bookkeeping 
□ Business Administration
□ Bus. Correspondence □ Bus. Law 
Q Certified Public Accounting
□ Commercial
□ Commercial Art
□ Cost Accounting
□ Federal Tax
□ First Year CoHege
□ Fore manship □ French
□ Good English □ High School 
□ Higher Mathematic! □ Illustration 
□ Industrial Supervision
□ Motor Traffic □ Postal Civil Service 
□ Retailing □ Retail Bus. Management 
□ Salesmanship □ Secretarial
□ Sign Lettering □ Stenography 
□ Spanish □ Traffic Management

Air Conditioning and 
Plumbing Course*

□ Air Conditioning
□ Heating □ Plumbing
□ Refrigeration □ Steam Fitting

Chemical Course* 
□ Chemical Engineering 
□ Chemistry, Analytical 
□ Chemistry, Industrial 
□ Chemistry, Mfg. Iron & Steel 
□ Petroleum Refining □ Plastic! 
□ Pulp and Paper Making

Civil Engineering, Architec­
tural and Mining Courses

□ Architecture □ Architectural Drafting 
□ Building Estimating
□ Civil Engineering □ Coal Mining 
□ Contracting and Building
□ Highway Engineering
□ Lumber Dealer
□ Reading Structural Blueprint*
□ Sanitary Engineering
□ Structural Drafting
□ Structural Engineering
□ Surveying and Mapping

Communications Course*
□ Electronics
□ Prac. FM and Television
□ Prac. Telephony □ Radio Operating 
□ Radio, General □ Radio Servicing 
□ Telegraph Engineering

Electrical Course*
□ Electrical Drafting
□ Electrical Engineering
□ Electric Light and Powtf
□ Lighting Technician
□ Practical Electrician
□ Power House Electric
□ Ship Electrician

Internal Combustion 
Engines Course*

□ Auto Technician □ Aviation
□ Diesel-Electric
□ Diesel Engines □ Gas Engines 

Mechanical Course*
□ Aeronautical Engineer's, Jr.
□ Aircraft Drafting □ Right Engineer
□ Forging □ Foundry Work
□ Heat Treatment of Metals
□ Industrial Engineering
□ Industrial Instrumentation
□ Industrial Metallurgy
□ Machine Shop
□ Machine Shop Inspection
□’Mechanical Drafting
□'Mechanical Enaoeering

□ Mold-Loft Work
□ Patternmaking—Wood, Mrtal
□ Reading Shop Blueprints
□ Sheet-Metal Drafting
□ Sheet-Metal Worker □ Ship Drafting
□ Ship Fitting □ Tool Designing
□ Toolmaking □ Welding Engineering
□ Welding—Gas and Electric

Railroad Coursee
□ Air Brake □ Car Inspector
□ Diesel Locomotive
□ Locomotive Engineer:
□ Locomotive Fireman A
□ Locomotive Machinist’
□ Railroad Section Foreman
□ Steam and Diesel Loco. Engi 

Stationary Engineering 
Course*

□ Boilermaking
□ Combus. Engrg? □ Engine Running
□ Marine Engineering
□ Power Plant Engr. □ Steam Engineer 

Textile Coursee
□ Cotton Manufacturing □ Loom Firing 
□ Rayon Weaving □ Textile Designing. 
□ Woolen Manufacturing

N ame , ■ .. ■ — -  __ Age Home A ddr es*____ __ ________________________________________________

City.   — ----------------------------------------------------Stale-------------------------------------------------------------Wor king Hours----------------- A.M. to___________P.M.

Prosont Posit! o n----------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------------E m p Io y ed by
Length of Service Enrollment under G.l. Bill approved for World War II Veterans. Special tuition rates to members of the Armed Forces,
is World War If---------------------- Canadian residents send coupon to International Correspond wee Schools Canadian, Ltd., Montreal, Canada.



CAN YOU FIX ITT 
These wonder books tell 
step by step HOW to 
make difficult repairs and 
adjustments, how to 
keep a car at maximum 
efficiency, including lat­
est improvements in car 
design and. operation. 
Engine troubles and how 
tc correct them well 
covered.
4 BIG, THICK VOLUMES 
Over 2700 pp.. 2000 il­
lustrations, wiring dia­
grams, etc. Beautiful 
modernistic, washable 
cloth binding.

SEND NO MONEY. Just m*fl the coupon 
for & complete set of 4 Big, Thick Auto 
Books. 20th Edition. Over 2700 Pages! 
Whether you are a mechanic or helper, 
expert or apprentice, auto owner or driver, 
take immediate advantage of thia FEES 
EXAMINATION OFFER.

MAKE GOOD MONEY NOW 
HOLO A PERMANENT JOB

America wants its automobiles kept in good 
repair. Men with “know how” are in de­
mand. at big pay. These books will help 
you get and hold an important Job, or give 
you a chance to go Into business for your­
self now or later. Any man who half tries 
to improve himself can learn auto servicing 
and repairing by this quick reference 
method. Use the JIFFY INDEX to find 
easily understood answer to any auto prob-; 
lem. These wonder books prepared by eleven 
of America’s great automobile engineers^ 
Many hundreds of valuable illustrations^ 
fiend the coupon TODAY.

[
A year* consulting privileges 1 
with our engineers now given I 
with these books without extra I 
charge. Publishers Since 1898 J

AMERICAN TECHNICAL SOCIETY, Dept. A-249
Drexel Ave. «t 58th St., Chicago 37, til.
J would like to examine your 4-VoIume Set of Auto Books. I will 
pay the delivery charges only, but if I choose I may return them 
express collect. If after 10 days’ use I prefer to keep them, I will 
eend you 92 and pay the balance at the rate of only S3 a month until 
<24.80 has been paid. Include consulting eervice as offered above.
Fame ..................................................................................... .. ...............................................
Address .................................................................................... .. ....................................
City............. .. ................................................................... State............................. ..
Please attach letter stating age, occupation, employer’s name and 
address, and name and address of at least one business man rs 
reference. Men in service, also please give home address.

High School Course 
at Home flWRffi’fT’raw

I
 Go as rapidly as your time and abilities permit. Course 
equivalent to resident school work — prepares for college 
entrance exams. Standard H. S. texts supplied. Diploma. 
Credit for H. S. subjects already completed. Single subjects if 
desired. Hi^h school education is very important for advancement 
in business and industry and socially. Don't be handicapped all 
your life. Be a High School trmduate. Start your training now. 
Free Bulletin on request. No obligation.

i AmwicanSchool,D«pt.H253 Drexel at 58th, Chicago 37

GET READY TO LIVE!
Will you gamble lo to win happiness, bigger income, love? Why 
accept fear, uncertainity. snyness, miserable lacks? “Plenty for All 
V/ho Use Secrets of NATURLAW,” is theme of inspiring 18-page 
book, MOUNTAINS OF GOLD. It’s FREE! Win your share of life’s 
good thru NATURLAW. Send name to

INSTITUTE OF NATURLAW, Depl.T51620,2208Main,Dallas,Texas

OWN 
YourOwn 
business

Lifetime Income
Clean and Mothproof rugs and uphol­
stery “in the home” or public build­
ings. Start full or part time. Gross 
profits up to $15 and $20 a day on 
EACH service man. . Easy to learn 
. . . quickly established.

DURACLEAN Cleans by absorption! No scrub­
bing, soaking or shrinkage. Dirt and grease 
vanish . . » matted pile rises . . . colors revive 
Furnishings used again same day.
DU RAP ROOF resists moths, mildew and car­
pet beetles. Your service backed by a National 
Money Back 4 Year Warranty.
We furnish enough material to return your total 
investment, EASY TERMS. Send for FREE 
booklet , . . full details. No obligation.

DURACLEAN CO. ^S^’n’L41-

OFF THE RECORD
(Continued from Page 6) 

open. Then he paused to whistle and 
Butch soon appeared out of the gloom.

A Strange Setup
Together they prowled the various 

floors of the deserted warehouse. On the 
fifth floor, the Black Bat made an amaz­
ing discovery. In the middle of the floor, 
an entire nightclub had been set up. But 
it was all just a false prop—made of thin 
board like a movie set. Each window and 
door in the walls was labeled and num­
bered.

“What does it mean?” Butch whis­
pered.

“You recall the stickups this gang 
has been pulling?” the Black Bat an­
swered. “Each job is done so neatly that 
everyone present has sworn the stickup 
men were very familiar with the layout 
of the place.”

“Holy smokes,” Butch gasped. “These 
crooks set up the framework of the place 
they’re going to raid and practise every­
thing before they tackle the real place!”

That seemed exactly what had taken 
place. And then it happened. . . .

The Black Bat hissed a sudden warn­
ing. Unexpectedly a big van had turned 
in toward the warehouse door. The con­
victs had come back!

The Black Bat did not know which 
way to turn. But what he did know was 
that even if he met the criminal band 
and in a deadly exchange of gunfire 
killed them all—his problem would not 
have been solved.

Who Is the Big Brain?
“What I’ve seen so far,” the Black 

Bat whispered hurriedly to Butch, “has 
convinced me these tough convicts aren’t 
smart enough to have figured out and 
planned these big crimes for themselves. 
Behind them must be a big brain. There 
has to be! And if we wipe out this bunch 
here now, the Big Brain will still be

(Continued on Page 127)



Equipment, Parts and Lessons. No Extra Charges.
GOOD PAY

APPROVED
FOR

NATIONALYOU

NAME

You receive complete standard equip­
ment, Including latest type High-Mu 
Tubes, for building various experi­
mental and test units. You progress 
step by step until you build a com­
plete Superheterodyne Receiver. It is 
yours to use and keep. With our practical resident Shop 

Method Home Training, you study in 
your spare time. You receive Spare 
Time Work Lessons, which show you 
how to earn while you learn. Service 
neighbors' radios and TV receivers, ap­
pliances, etc., for extra money and ex­
perience. Many National students pay 
all or part of their training with spare 
time earnings!

Send me your FREE book “Your Future In Radio" and 
the sample lesson of your course. I understand no sales­
man will call on me.

and Unlimited Opportunities 
in JOSS LIKE THESE:

You receive 
special labora­
tory experi­
ment lessons 
to show you 
how to build 
with your own 
hands various 
experimental 
units such as 
those shown at 
left, and how 
to conduct 
many tests.

here. You learn construction, align­
ment, make receiver tests, and do 
trouble shooting.

Complete Training by Practical 
Resident Trade School, Est. 1905 
The same highly trained faculty, in­
struction materials and methods used 
here in our large,.modern resident 
school, are adapted to your training 
in your own home. Shop Method Home 
Training has been proved by hundreds 
of successful graduates.

Notional Schools, Dept. TG-2 
4000 South Figueroa Street 
Los Angeles 37, California

Both Resident and Home Stud/ 
Courses Offered

Mail in envelope 
or paste on 

► penny postal.

Business of Your Own
Radio and Television Manufacturing, 

Sales, Service
Broadcasting, Telecasting
Laboratories: Installation, Mainte­

nance of Electronic Equipment, 
Electrolysis, Call Systems

Garages: Auto Radio Sales, Service
Sound Systems and Telephone 

Companies
Oil Well and Drilling Companies
Engineering Firms
Theatre Sound Systems
Police Radio

VETERANS!
Check coupon below I

CITY_____________________________________ZONE_____ -STATE------
□ Check here if Veteran of World War II

T.R.F. 
k RECEIVER 
* •. You build 
: several

T.R.F. Re­
ceivers, one 

of which, a 4- 
tube set. is shown

LEARN BY
DOING

YOU RECEIVE THIS 
PROFESSIONAL MULTITESTER!

You will use this professional instru­
ment to locate trouble or make 
delicate adjustments—at home—on 
service calls. You will be proud to 
own this valuable equipment. Com­
plete with test leads.

AUDIO OSCILLATOR
An electronic- S
device, which 
produces audio- 
frequency sig- 'Wt
nals for modu- de­
lating R.F. (radio frequency, carrier 
waves, testing A.F. (audio frequency) 
amplifiers, speakers, etc.

For quick action, 
mail coupon 
today and we'll 
rush you full ln« 
formation.

You will find all lessons easy to under­
stand because they are illustrated 
throughout with clear diagrams and 
step-by-step examples that you work 
out yourself. Every piece of the equip­
ment and complete lesson material we 
send you is yours to keep and enjoy* 
including the multitester, experimental 
equipment, all parts of the Superhetero­
dyne, tqbe manual, radio dictionary, 
and complete, modern Television texts. 
All parts are standard equipment.
Shop Method Home Training...

Earn While You Learn

SIGNAL GENERATOR
» You construct

aOfe the Transitron 
jteaHMSgaffik Signal Genera.

tor shown here, 
demonstrating 

■' $ Transitron prin- 
ciples in both R.F. 

and A.F. stages. You 
study negative type os­

cillators at first hand-.

DON'T DELAY! The Radio-Television 
Industry needs trained men NOW!

And scores of other good fobs 
in many related field-
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Quinn's blank eyes 
remained blank 

(Chap. Kill

TONNJt

CHAPTER I
Self-Confessed

A CASUAL passerby might have 
estimated his age as sixty and 

would certainly have said “there goes a 
mighty sick man.”

Paul Garvin wasn’t thinking of the 
days when he struggled to start and 
build a factory, build it into a massive 
production line and give employment to 
several thousands of people. Though he 
had often decried the moment of weak­
ness, during which he thought himself 
entitled to a rest and had sold out the

The Black Bat probes the strange mystery of the suicide that didn't 
take—and its alarming aftermath of widespread crime and violence! 
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Tony Quinn Fights to Learn the Answer to a
business, he wasn’t thinking of that now. 

Retirement hadn’t made an old man 
of him and he was in reasonably good 
health according to Dr. Howard Fox, 
who wasn’t merely his physician but the 
husband of his niece as well.

Heading toward the entrance of Cen­
tral Park, at West 72nd Street, Paul 
Garvin crossed Central Park West, ob­
livious to the heavy traffic, the squeal 
of brakes and the snarls of cab drivers. 
He walked slowly into the park, shoul­
ders sagging, head down, fingers 
clenched so hard the nails bit into the 
flesh of his palms. It was early spring, 
still cold, but under the band of his hat 
was a profusion of^veat. Some of it 
trickled down beside his nose and he 
brushed it off.

He sat down on one of the benches, 
leaned forward and stared at the side­
walk. Nobody paid any attention to 
him. New York is a city of individuals, 
a city where people mind their own busi­
ness in the strictest sense of the word,

Paul Garvinslbwly removed the glove 
from his right hand. He unbuttoned his 
coat, hunched forward a trifle and 
reached for his hip pocket. Fingers 
touched the butt of a gun.

A man suddenly sat down beside him 
and Garvin quickly let go of the gun. 
The man spread open a newspaper and 
began to read. Then Garvin noticed just 
how many people were nearby. There 
were babies in carriages, young mothers, 
apartment dwellers seeking sunshine. 
Blowing his brains out in front of them 
would be a ghastly thing to do.

Garvin arose abruptly. He had made 
up his mind. The thing had to be done 
and soon—but not here. Not in publie. 
He wanted to die alone with no interfer- 
ence, no questions. Just a bullet through 
the brain, quick, mercifully complete. 
Garvin half trotted down a path, seek­
ing a quieter section of the park.

He skirted the lake finally and found 
rough paths almost like those he’d 
known as a child when he rambled up­
state forests. And—pushed well beck, 
completely secluded—he found the right 
bench.

THERE was something else he had 
to do too. He’d almost forgotten it 
before and if he had—and died—his 

death would have been completely in 
vain. He took a notebook from his pock­
et. He had bought it in a stationery store 
somewhere on Columbus Avenue. For 
several minutes he wrote steadily in that 
old fashioned, somewhat flamboyant 
hand so familiar to his friends.

Finished, he turned back to the first 
page and carefully read what he had 
written. His lips moved as he formed 
each word silently.

My death is at my hands alone and no one 
is to be blamed for it, I am taking rwy life 
because I forfeited it a week ago when I mur­
dered a man. He may .have been a particularly 
low breed of animal—blackmailers usually are 
—but he was a living, breathing person with 
every right to go on living despite his profes­
sion and his hold upon me. I eould not submit 
to his demands. There would have been no end 
to them so I killed him. Now I must take nay 
own life. Please inform Howard Fox, M.D. of 
Lakeview. Being a physician and the husband 
of my beloved niece, he will know best how io 
break it to the others.

Garvin was satisfied with the note. 
He signed it, clipped the pen back in his 
vest pocket, stowed the notebook away 
carefully and reached for the gun once 
more. He placed it on his lap and looked 
down at the nickel plated horror.

Suddenly he whipped off his hat and 
placed it on top of the gun. Two boys, 
about five years old, came scrambling 
down a bank. They clutched double 
dip ice cream cones, balancing them 
precariously as they slipped and slid 
down the grass.

One of them tripped. His ice cream 
cone stayed in his hand but the ball of 
frozen confection slipped its moorings, 
formed a beautiful parabola and plopped 
into a disagreeable looking mess directly 
at Garvin’s feet. Some of the concoction 
splashed his trouser cuffs.

The boy watched all this with rich in­
terest until the ice cream squashed. Then 
his lips trembled and he began to cry.

Garvin’s lips moved too. In a weak 
smile. The first semblance of mirth he’d 
felt or exhibited in days.



Baffling Big-€’iiy Biddle of Stalking Death!
“Now now,-’ he said soothingly, 

“there’s nothing to cry about. I’m sure 
there must be a whole lot more ice 
cream where that came from.’’

“But I ain’t got any more dimes,’’ the 
boy sobbed.

Garvin reached into his pocket, found 
’a couple of coins. He was careful about 

away, yelling some undistinguishable 
name. Garvin knew he’d made a mistake. 
There must be an adult with the boys 
and when all that money was seen, the 
adult was bound to make some sort of 
an investigation.

Garvin placed the hat beside him, 
lifted the gun and before he allowed

THE BLACK BAT

the gun on his lap, covered by the hat. 
He started to give the boy a quarter and 
then hesitated. He had better than two 
hundred dollars in his pocket and he cer­
tainly wasn’t going to spend any of it. 
Neither boy was too well dressed. 
On impulse he took the bills from his 
pocket, divided them and handed them 
to the boys.

“Now then,” he said, “run along and 
1 have all the ice cream you want. There is 

only one thing you must not do. Don’t 
come back here. Do you understand me? 
Don’t come back here!”

“Gee—gee, yes,” one boy gasped. He 
couldn’t count that money but he knew 
it would buy far more than a double 
dip cone. They turned and scampered 

himself to think, he pulled the trigger. 
The gun made surprisingly little noise. 
Garvin’s head jerked to the left under 
the impact of the slug. Blood began to 
trickle down his temple. He sagged for­
ward slowly. The gun fell out of his limp 
hand and dropped squarely on top of the 
lump of melting ice cream.

As Garvin sagged forward, a small, 
skinny man scampered around a bush, 
behind which he’d been kneeling. He ran 
stiff legged, like a man unaccustomed to 
running, but he covered ground because 
of the urgency of his mission. He was 
puffing badly after even this small ex­
ertion.

He looked around quickly, saw no­
body running up and decided the shot 



hadn’t been heard. Rather deliberately 
he seated himself directly beside the 
limp form. He was whistling “The Ma­
rine Hymn” in an off key. Bending he 
scooped up the gun and cursed as his 
fingers became sticky with ice cream. He 
took a handkerchief from his pocket and 
wiped the gooey stuff from the gun and 
from his hands.

HE put the gun into his pocket, took 
a grip on Garvin’s codar and 

hauled him into a sitting position. He 
balanced the man there, put his hat back 
on and tilted it so the wound wouldn’t 
be readily seen. All the while he kept 
whistling shrilly.

He waited a moment or two now, 
bright little eyes darting around, ears 
listening. He moved a little closer to 
Garvin, taking care not to let him sag 
forward or sideways. He reached out 
one hand, slipped it down beneath Gar­
vin’s coat without troubling to unbut­
ton the garment. He seemed to be an 
expert at reaching inner pockets with­
out mussing any clothing.

He slid the notebook out, flipped it 
open and quickly read the note of a man 
intent upon suicide. He smiled crookedly, 
never missing a note of that song in 
his constant whistling.

He arose now, stood there looking 
down at Garvin and then he gave an an­
gry curse. He pulled back his hand and 
struck Garvin hard. Garvin merely lay­
down on his side on the bench. The little 
man, whistling cheerfully again, walked 
off. The weight of the gun made his side 
coat pocket sag slightly.

As his whistle died away a woman 
leading two boys by their hands ap­
peared. She walked so fast that she 
dragged them along. They were smeared 
with ice cream and sticky candy. Their 
blouses bulged with loot and they were 
trying to hold onto a sack of popcorn, 
a bottle of pop and sundry bars of candy 
as they were pulled along.

Both boys saw Garvin lying on the 
bench and they shouted and screamed 
that he was the man. The woman, excit­
able and shrill, had a wad of bills tucked

into the pocket of her coat. Some of them 
showed above the top of the pocket.

“You,” she addressed the man on the 
bench. “Hey—you. Bum!”

Garvin didn’t move. She bent down. 
“What you give my kids money for? 
Two hundred dollars, maybe more. You 
crazy ?”

She lifted off the hat -which had slid 
around to cover Garvin’s face. Her eyes 
saw the blood, saw the wound and the 
grayness of Garvin’s face. She grabbed 
both boys, raised her head and the syl­
van quiet which is supposed to be Cen­
tral Park was shattered by one scream 
after another.

But the mother of those boys was mis­
taken.

The small man who’d stolen the gun 
and the notebook—he’d been mistaken 
too. Seriously so.

Garvin was groaning about the time 
the park policeman galloped up in an­
swer to the yells. He was far from being 
dead at that moment, though not far 
from death itself. He didn’t know that.

CHAPTER II
Missing Evidence

APTAIN MCGRATH of 
the Detective Division, 
Central Bureau, strad­
dled a straight backed 
chair in his office. He 
regarded Paul Garvin 
critically. Garvin’s head 
was neatly bandaged, 
he was smoking one of 
McGrath’s cigars, and 
he was completely re­

laxed in a comfortable leather chair.
McGrath said, “Mr. Garvin, cops meet 

all sorts of characters. Most of them 
have no brains. But here you are—a 
wealthy man. A successful man. The 
kind of a man I admire. And you tell 
me a story that’s more cock-eyed than 
the dreams of a hophead.”

Garvin sighed. “I’ve told the absolute 
truth. I tried to kill myself. Why I 
failed, I can’t imagine because I put the 
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gun against my forehead—pulled the 
trigger.’’

McGrath twisted around, picked up a 
bultet on his desk and rolled it between 
his fingers. “This was found beneath 
the bench. Here is what happened, ac­
cording to our ballistics experts and 
they don’t often make a mistake. The 
bullet ie hardly nicked even though it’s 
a soft nosed slug. The gun was fired 
either on contact or almost on contact 
with your temple. But at the last min­
ute it was slanted a bit. However, that 
didn’t save your life. Those experts dug 
enough burned powder out of your head 
to prove it was old, impotent stuff and 
didn’t have enough power to make that ; 
a killing bullet.

Quickly Hie Black Bat turned the nozzle 
and sent the chemical spurting upon the 

leaping flames (Chap. V)

''

Garvin wagged his head. 'Tm an in­
experienced hand at killing myself, Cap­
tain. I did load that gun with bullets that 
had been hanging around for years.”

IS



“Okay,” McGrath sighed. “We’ll skip 
that. Now you claim it was your gun and 
that you deliberately shot yourself. I 
won’t ask why—yet. Now, if you’re tell­
ing the truth, where is the gun?”

“Didn’t you find it?” Garvin gasped.
“No, we didn’t. And we didn’t find 

that notebook in which you wrote a sui­
cide note, either. Garvin, if you’re try­
ing to protect someone who made an 
attempt to kill you, stop playing around. 
Next time the bullet might have live 
pow'der behind it.”

Garvin’s eyes were wide and round. 
“But Captain McGrath, I did have a 
gun. I did write that note. I wasn’t 
dreaming. Why, hang it man, I was con­
templating suicide as coldly as I used to 
figure out some of the deals that made 
me a rich man. I knew what I was doing 
I merely made a mistake about the qual­
ity of the cartridge, that’s all.”

“The gun?” McGrath said patiently. 
"The suicide note?”

“I don’t know. I simply don’t know. 
I suppose the gun could have been sto­
len but the notebook was in my pocket, 
hidden from sight. I hadn’t been 
searched. You said that.”

“Okay.” McGrath still exuded delib­
erate patience. “For the time being 
we’ll concede you’re telling the truth. 
Now, why did you try to kill yourself?”

"Why? Because I’m a murderer. I 
killed a man, Captain, and I was too 
cowardly to face the consequences. Be­
lieve me, a man who takes his own life 
is the worst sort of a coward. I knew it 
as I pulled the trigger.”

“Yeah?” McGrath exhaled slowly. 
“You said you murdered somebody. Why 
—when—and where ?”

“I don’t know the man’s name. He was 
a blackmailer. Captain McGrath, I ear­
nestly warn you not to try and make me 
tell what he had on me because I will 
not. I won’t even comment on that.”

“Get on with it, Garvin.”
“This blackmailer made his demands. 

If I refused to accede some rather ter­
rible things were bound to happen. The 
opportunity was there, so I killed him. 
I shot him to death. His body lies behind 
a half collapsed shed in an abandoned 

brickyard about two miles from my 
home.”

McGrath glanced at his notes. “That’s 
in Lakeview, just upstate a bit?”

“Thirty-six miles north of here. Yes, 
that’s right. It isn’t my home, really. 
My brother-in-law owns it and lives 
there with his daughter. You don’t be­
lieve me, do you?”

“Can you expect me to?” McGrath 
asked, “You said there was a gun and 
there wasn’t. You talked about a note­
book containing a suicide note—and that 
is non-existent too. Now you say there 
is a corpse.”

“Suppose I take you there, now?”

MCGRATH rubbed his chin. “You’re 
not kidding, are you? Of course, 

Lakeview is out of my jurisdiction. Sup­
pose I call in one of our assistant 
D.A.’s.”

“You may do anything you like,” Gar­
vin shrugged. “I’m a murderer, I admit 
it, and I’m willing to take my punish­
ment.

“This D.A. isn’t exactly an assistant,” 
McGrath explained. “He’s isted as a 
Special D.A. When the Big Boy gets a 
case that he can’t budge, he calls in Tony 
Quinn.”

“Quinn? I’ve heard of him. He’s blind, 
isn’t he?”

“Yes,” McGrath said with mental res­
ervations. “I can have him here in half 
an hour. He bites on interesting stuff 
like you represent, Mr. Garvin.”

“Then bring him here by all means,” 
Garvin said.

The man who entered, some time 
later, was tall, husky of build and very 
well dressed. His eyes were blank, dead 
eyes and he carried a white cane. His 
face was strong, with a square chin and 
a firm mouth. There were deep pits 
around the eyes as if from severe burns. 
His hand, holding the cane, was slender 
and sensitive looking. The fingers 
moved, as if he had difficulty keeping 
them quiet. As if they wanted to explore 
the darkness about him.

His other hand was on the arm of 
Silk Kirby, slim, fifty years old, bald- 
headed and utterly bland of face. He



served Tony Quinn in many capacities 
but none of them began to equal what 
really held him in the service of a blind 
man. It was Silk Kirby's friendship for 
Quinn.

Quinn’s cane tapped the floor as he 
moved forward. McGrath placea a chair 
for him and with Silk’s help, Quinn sat 
down. Without preamble, Captain Mc­
Grath began outlining the case.

Before he was half through Quinn 
sharply called a halt. “Captain, my car 
is outside. I think we can continue the 
conversation while Silk drives us to 
where Mr. Garvin claims he left a dead 
man one week ago.”

“I was going to suggest that,” Mc­
Grath mumbled. “Wanted you two to 
get acquainted first. Okay, I’ll bring 
Garvin along. I’m sorry I have to use 
cuffs, Mr. Garvin, but an admitted mur­
derer rates them.”

“I don’t mind,” Garvin smiled a little. 
“As you say, I rate them.”

Silk drove the sleek sedan at a fast 
clip up the West Side Speedway and 
onto Saw Mill River Road. He really 
gunned it there and only slowed when 
they approached the toll gates. Then he 
was off again, occupying the fast lane 
and holding the car around seventy.

Quinn, his dead eyes staring straight 
ahead through the windshield, spoke 
without turning around.

“Mr. Garvin, you don’t care to tell 
me what brought a blackmailer to you ?”

“I refuse to discuss it,” Garvin said 
flatly.

"Very well. The crime happened out 
of my province anyway. I’m only inter­
ested because you surrendered to my 
office—or were brought to my attention, 
I think is more like it. When did you 
kill this man?”

“One week ago yesterday,” Garvin 
said without the slightest hesitation.

“You shot him and left his body in an 
abandoned brick yard,” Quinn went on. 
“Odd he hasn’t been missed or found. 
But it could happen. We’ll suspend ques­
tioning until we actually see the corpse,”

“There won’t be one,” McGrath grum­
bled. “I don’t know what this job is 
about but he lied about a suicide gun

17 
and a suicide note. I think somebody put 
that gun against his head, figured on 
killing him and then ran off. Garvin 
knows who it was and won’t speak up.” 

Quinn said, “You know, Mr. Garvin, 
that if we do not find a coipse or any 
evidence of murder you will likely find 
yourself in a psychopathic ward?”

“I’ll be in jail,” Garvin declared 
smugly. “Where I belong. I’m not crazy, 
nor am I a liar. As you say, let’s wait 
and see.”

THEY finally left the parkway, trav­
eled over a narrow ribbon of ce­
ment and then onto a macadam road 

Topping a hill they came into view of 
the town. To the left, once the outskirts 
had been reached, they rolled past the 
house where Garvin said he lived. There 
was a modest sedan parked at the curb 
with MD marker plates on it.

Under Garvin’s directions, Silk cut 
east through the town, hit a dirt road 
that plainly hadn’t been used much in 
years and then the sprawling and de­
jected structures of the once busy brick 
yard came into view.

Garvin told Silk where to pull up. 
They all got out of the car, Quinn stand 
ing with both hands on the crook of his 
cane until Silk was at his side to guide 
him.

Garvin impatiently tugged at the 
handcuffs linking him to McGrath and 
walked a very straight path toward 
what seemed to have been some sort 
of a tool shed. He half pulled McGrath 
around the corner of it.

Quinn, leaning on Silk’s arm and 
using his cane, covered the uneven 
ground far more slowly, but an amaz­
ing thing had happened to his eyes. 
They were no longer dead looking, but 
sparkling brightly in the light of full 
vision.

His voice was a whisper. “Garvin 
isn’t kidding us, Silk. He knows exactly 
where he is going.”

Then the eyes became blank and dead 
once more. Silk led Quinn up to where 
Garvin and McGrath stood looking down 
at a pile of half rotted straw. Flies, fat 
and colored blue, were buzzing like bees



through the sun warmed air. Garvin 
seemed astonished, McGrath only bored 
and a little sore.

"This,” McGrath said with open sar­
casm, "is where he says he left the 
corpse. It’s a pile of straw, Tony. He 
claims he threw it on top of the body. 
I just finished poking around and there 
is no corpse.”

“But I tell you there was. I killed him.
I left him there, covered up.”

Quinn said, “Mac, a man shot to death 
bleeds a lot. Flies go for blood and I 
seem to hear a surprisingly large num­
ber of them buzzing. It’s early in the 
spring for them to be so thick, unless 
something draws them.”

Silk said, “Most of them are swarm­
ing around that fallen down shed.”

McGrath yanked Garvin into motion. 
When Silk and Quinn reached the spot, 
McGrath was backing out of the half 
caved-in shack.

“Yeah,’ he said morosely. “Yeah, 
there was something to draw them all 
right, Tony. It’s a dead man.”

Quinn said, "Silk, go to the car and 
use the telephone in it. Get in touch 
with the police radio and have them 
notify the authorities of Lakeview to 
come here at once. Captain, Mr. Garvin 
is charged with being a fugitive and is 
now officially under arrest for the Lake­
view authorities.”

McGrath made the handcuff links 
clink slightly. “I sort of anticipated 
that, Tony. But I’ll admit I’m surprised. 
Now all we have to do is find the gun 
and the suicide note to prove you aren’t 
a complete liar, Garvin.”

"They must have been stolen while I 
lay unconscious,” Garvin declared. “I’m 
telling the truth all right.”

Silk returned to say that the Lake­
view cops would be here as fast as they 
could roll. Quinn said, "Silk, take me 
into that shed, or whatever it is. Tell 
me exactly what you see. Mac, your job 
is to guard the prisoner.”

Silk carefully led his apparently blind 
companion to the entrance of the shed. 
The door had fallen off one hinge and 
Silk moved it further back. It was dis­
mal and half dark inside the shed. Tony 

Quinn’s blank eyes came to life again.
“Flashy clothes, expensive shoes and 

wrist watch. A gun beside the corpse. 
Ever see the man before, Silk?”

"Never, though I’m not saying I didn’t 
meet him. He isn’t exactly pretty, sir.” 

Quinn said, "Watch McGrath and 
Garvin.”

HE moved away from Silk’s side, 
hanging the crook of the cane on 

his arm. These were not the steps of a 
blind man. Quinn bent down, disregard­
ing the gruesome scene and concentrat­
ing upon the nickel-plated gun. He took 
a bit of string from his pocket, slipped 
it through the trigger guard and lifted 
the weapon.

"Odd,” he muttered.
"Find something, sir?” Silk asked.
"I don’t know. If this gun killed that 

man, something happened to it after­
wards. The muzzle is half plugged with 
some cream colored substance which 
couldn’t possibly have stayed there while 
the bullet passed through the barrel.’’ 

Quinn took a metal pencil from his 
pocket, gently poked at the odd sub­
stance and a good sized chunk of it clung 
to the end of the pencil. He transferred 
this to a bit of paper torn from a note­
book.

Quinn then cocked his head slightly. 
“The Lakeview authorities are on their 
way, Silk. I can hear the sirens.”

Silk showed no surprise in the fact 
that he couldn’t hear the wail of the 
sirens. Quinn’s hearing far exceeded 
that of a normal person. Eyes dead, 
clinging to Silk’s arm and tightly hold­
ing his white cane, Quinn moved out into 
the sunlight again.

A radio car arrived first and then a 
sedan driven by the Chief of Police, 
whose name was Anderson. With him 
came a younger man with black horn 
rimmed glasses which gave him the look 
of a wise old owl. He walked up to Quinn, 
smiling broadly.

“Tony,” he said, “I’m glad to see you 
again. This is Matt Taylor. Remember 
me ?”

Quinn laughed. “I should. We lived 
next door to one another in a campus



dormitory. How have you been doing?” 
“I’m the D.A. here,” Taylor said with 

a chuckle. “That puts me one cut above 
you, Tony. You’re nothing but a Special 
D.A. Though,” he added softly, “I’ve 
heard you’re pretty special. What have 
we here?”

Quinn outlined the events and when 
Taylor saw Garvin he whistled sharply. 
"Say, he’s just about the most impor­
tant man in this town, Tony. Why didn’t 
you bring me someone I could really 
work on ? Look—the radio cops can take 
care of things here until the medical 
examiner arrives. The rest of us will 
go to Headquarters. How7 about that?”

“This is your bailiwick,” Quinn said. 
"You’re the boss. But make certain noth­
ing in that shed is touched and have 
your photographers go to work.”

Chief Anoerson came out of the shed, 
gulping for air and looking none too 
steady on his legs. He walked over to 
Quinn. “I’ve heard about you, of course. 
I respect the kind of work you do, too, 
Mr. Quinn, but this certainly seems like 
a cut-and-dried affair. We even have a 
confession.”

“Just the same,” Quinn advised, “take 
as many precautions as if this were an 
unsolved mystery. Silk, will you drive 
Matt and me to Headquarters. McGrath 
and Garvin can ride with the Chief.”

Police Headquarters looked like a 
pleasant home on the park-like green in 
the center of town. It >as made of red 
brick, trimmed with white wood. The 
porch had pillars, there were shrubs 
planted around it and the lawn was be­
ginning to turn its bright green after 
winter’s rest.

At the back were tall windows which 
were barred, the only indication that 
this wasn’t the home of some wealthy 
family. Silk commented on it, describing 
the building for Quinn’s benefit.

Matt Taylor grinned proudly. “We’ve 
got a strange town here, Tony. There 
are no slums, no people living on char­
ity. In fact there is more money repre­
sented here than any other town this 
size in the whole nation. Our citizens 
like peace, quiet and beauty. They’re 
willing to pay for it. Let’s go inside and
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start this thing rolling. First murder 
we’ve ever nad—if you can call shooting 
down a blackmailer murder.”

Quinn chuckled. “Matt, you always 
took things for granted and I guess you 
always will. There are certain aspect* 
of this case I don’t like. I’d advise you 
to go slow and be thorough. Accept noth > 
ing without ample proof.”

CHAPTER III
Prescription Blank

AUL GARVIN, haggard­
eyed now, repeated his 
confession, this time be­
fore a police stenogra­
pher and under D.A. 
Matt Taylor’s question­
ing. There was no vari­
ation. He stuck by his 
story and never tripped 
on any of the trick 
questions.

Quinn listened to it all very care­
fully, half sensing that behind this gris­
ly tale of blackmail, murder and at­
tempted suicide, lay something far 
more important. It was Garvin’s man­
ner more than anything else that con­
vinced him. For Tony Quinn never 
missed a facial quiver or a trembling 
of Garvin’s lips.

Tony Quinn wasn’t blind. The fact 
that he could see was a secret shared 
by very few and those people were clone 
to Quinn and worked with him. Once he 
had been blind—and without hope of 
being cured. Prior to that his sight had 
been quite normal. Then he’d been 
young, rising rapidly and as District 
Attorney, proved himself hard hitting 
and capable. There was talk that he'd 
go farther. The Senate, perhaps or tho 
Governor’s chair in Albany.

That never came about. In one brief 
instant all his hopes and ambitions wera 
wiped out. It happened when he tried to 
protect vital evidence from destruction 
by crooks. They’d attempted to throw 
a powerful acid on certain documents 
and in trying to stop them, Quinn had 
taken the corrosive liquid full in the 
eyes.



He’d gone blind instantly and been 
badly seared by the acid on his face. The 
pits around his eyes were a result of the 
acid. When surgeons told him his blind­
ness was permanent, he refused to ac­
cept thier word. He resigned his office, 
began traveling and visited countless 
cities all over the world, trying to dis­
cover some specialist who could give 
him an iota of encouragement. He found 
none and gradually came to the realiza­
tion that he was doomed to live in dark­
ness.

Throughout all this, Silk Kirby was 
his right hand man and his eyes. Silk, 
who had once been an elusive and highly

clever confidence man, turned honest 
though he never quite lost the touch 
to con a man if the opportunity arose. 
He was as light fingered as the best 
pickpocket in history and an expert at 
talking himself out of trouble.

Characteristically, Tony Quinn began 
adapting himself to the life of a blind 
man. He studied and mastered Braille. 
He discovered that his senses of hear­

ing:, of smell and touch, all became acute 
in nature’s endeavor to make up for his 
lack of sight.

He never lost interest in his study of 
crime and criminals, but there was lit­
tle he could do about it. In his favor 
was the fact that he was independently 
wealthy.

There were times when black despair 
overwhelmed him and it was at just sucn



Butch was still busy with two guards at 
the gate, and the Black Bat cut loose 
with bit gu»t at the third (Chap. XVII)

submitted to an operation which later

a t-ime that a girl named Carol Bald­
win came to see him. She was a total 
stranger and had been sent by her po­
lice sergeant father to make Tony Quinn 
an offer.

Her father was dying of a gangster’s 
bullet in the back. Without a chance to 
survive, and knowing it, he offered 
Quinn his eyes and had even found a 
little known surgeon who thought there 
was a chance that such an operation 
would be successful.

Quinn grasped the opportunity. He

Mg
■A*

H-W

became standard in some cases of blind­
ness, but which was then unknown. Car­
ol’s father died and Quinn returned 
home to wait out the healing period. 
When the bandages were removed, he 
found that he could see again. Not only 
as a normal man but with a unique pow­
er of being able to see as well in jet 
darkness as in the brightest sunlight.

He saw Carol Baldwin then, for the 
first time, and found her to be blond, 
petite and completely lovely. Quinn then 
made his plans. He proposed to keep 
the recovery of his sight a secret so that 
he could operate anonymously against 
crime and criminals. He would battle 
them wrcnout being compelled to stay 



on an eternal alert against reprisals. So 
the Black Bat was born.

THE acid had etched pita in his face 
and forced him to wear a hood 
which enveloped his head completely. 

With this he donned black clothing and 
before long he’d been dubbed the Black 
Bat. The underworld came to know him 
as an antagonist who cared no more for 
law and rules than they did. He fought 
them with guns and knives—fought 
them with their own brand of stealth 
and cunning and went them a shade bet­
ter at it.

There was a price on his head but it 
had never even come close to being 
claimed. Carol Baldwin joined forces 
with him and proved that she was re­
sourceful, smart and clever. Silk, of 
course, avidly entered the fight. One 
other man formed the Black Bat’s small 
band. He was an enormous individual 
called Butch O'Leary. With big shoul­
ders, two hundred and sixty pounds of 
solid muscle and bone, he was a savage 
enemy to gangsters.

Butch didn't possess Silk Kirby’s 
quick thinking abilities, nor Carol’s cun­
ning but he more than made up for these 
by his brute strength, his ability to fol­
low orders and most of all his dogged 
devotion to the Black Bat.

Before long the Black Bat had violat­
ed so many iaws that the police believed 
h m almost as bad as the crooks he pur­
sued and a warrant for him was issued. 
Gradually the police dropped their ideas 
that he was dangerous to anybody but 
dangerous men. All except Captain Mc­
Grath, who had sworn to rip the hood 
off the Black Bat some day, expose him 
and throw him into a cell.

Suspecting that Tony Quinn had a 
dual identity and wasn’t blind, McGrath 
sometimes put Quinn on the defensive, 
but Quinn enjoyed it and always claimed 
that, if McGrath ever did corner him, 
he’d never remove the hood. On two 
st»h occasions, it happened that way. 
McGrath turned his back, though five 
minutes later he was on the hunt again.

Quinn’s city home was a private resi­
dence on a quiet street It was the last 

house and the street beside it was dead 
end, serving only for his cars to enter 
the large yard. Secreted within the 
house was a perfect crime laboratory, 
rivaled only by that of the F.B.I. A tun­
nel connected the lab with a garden 
house at the back of the yard. This en­
abled Quinn to secretly arrive and de­
part. It kept Captain McGrath in a con­
stant state of confusion.

Tony Quinn’s record as a D.A. had 
never been forgotten and when he was 
asked to take over the duties of a Special 
D.A. handling only important cases, he 
accepted. It gave him a chance to oper­
ate with the powerful backing of this 
office and to augment that by working as 
the Black Bat.

Therefore, his interest as Paul Gar­
vin unfolded his grim story, wasn’t ex­
actly academic. Quinn knew several 
things that had escaped the police and 
even Garvin himself.

A patrolman knocked and entered at 
Chief Anderson’s command. He placed 
the gun which Quinn had already exam­
ined, before the Chief. Garvin stared at 
it and a lock of horror came over his 
features. He barely suppressed it in 
time to avoid being seen by Matt Taylor. 
But Quinn had noticed it.

“This gun,” Chief Anderson said, “is 
the murder weapon. Can you identify it, 
Garvin?"

“Yes. That is the gun.”
Matt Taylor said, “I guess that’s all. 

Garvin, you are charged with murder. 
There is, of course, no bail allowed but if 
you want to see your attorney that can 
be arranged.”

“I'd appreciate it,” Garvin said. “I've 
tried to cooperate and I'm grateful for 
the way Eve been treated. Oh, yes— 
could you send my niece’s husband to 
me? Dr. Howard Fox. It’s a heart con­
dition I have. Acts up now and then and 
I’H probably need some medicine before 
this is finished with.”

“I’ll summon them personally,” Tay­
lor promised. “Your lawyer is Bob 
Gray, isn’t he?”

"Yes, that’s right. You won’t have 
any trouble about this, Mr. Taylor. I’ll 
plead guilty and take my punishment.”



Taylor nodded in the direction of the 
chief who picked up a phone and sum­
moned two men.

“Search him, right down to the skin,’’ 
Anderson ordered.

GARVIN, badly shaken now, was led 
away. Taylor sat down with a 

sigh. “What do you think of it, Tony?”
Quinn said, “Something odd hap­

pened here. When Garvin saw the mur­
der gun, I heard him inhale sharply, as 
if he was badly surprised and almost 
terrified. Were there any prints on the 
gun ?”

“Are there ever?” Anderson asked 
wearily. “The only place fingerprints 
are found on a gun is in radio crime 
plays. There were some funny smears 
on it—greasy marks—not gun oil— 
but they haven’t been identified and 
probably mean nothing.”

Quinn said, “Just to be on the safe 
side, Chief, why not ship the gun to the 
F.B.I. laboratories? Have them check 
the burned powder in the barrel and 
see if it happens to be any different 
from the usual residue.”

“What’s the idea?” Taylor demanded.
“Remember how Garvin said he had 

a gun and it disappeared? That gun 
fired a shot at him but the cartridge 
happened to be old and its power gone. 
I’m wondering if this is the same gun, 
planted near the corpse after it had been 
used on Garvin. Perhaps by a killer who 
still believes Garvin is dead.”

“But how—why?” Taylor and Chief 
Anderson chorused.

Quinn laughed. “Put it down to a 
blind man’s extra senses. When Garvin 
displayed panic at the sight of the gun, 
there was something about it that star­
tled him. He didn’t lie when he told us 
about the dead man, so why should he 
have lied about having used a gun on 
himself—and it vanished?”

“I’ll ship it right out,” Anderson de­
clared. “Like you say, Mr. Quinn, a cop 
who takes chances with stuff like this, 
stays on a beat until he is retired.”

“What about the dead man?” Quinn 
asked.

“Unidentified so far,” Anderson said.
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“If he was a professional blackmailer 
something will turn up. We’ve printed 
him and that’ll help.”

"Let me know,” Quinn suggested, “so 
I can close my end of this case. And give 
Captain McGrath a receipt for Garvin. 
If that man ever decides to fight, he 
can put up a terrific battle with all the 
money and power he controls.”

“Quinn is right,” Taylor said with a 
note of worry in his voice. “Let’s do 
this right, Chief. No slips, eh?”

Chief Anderson said, “Mr. Quinn, 
why don’t you stick around a little 
longer? The dead man’s print classi­
fication was teletyped to Washington. 
We should get an answer soon.”

“Of course.!” Quinn nodded. “Silk 
and I will be around front somewhere. 
I like to feel the sun and the breeze these 
spring days.”

They smoked cigarettes and stood at 
the base of the steps leading to Police 
Headquarters. They talked in generali­
ties, hardly referring to the case which 
was apparently now a closed issue.

An outstanding looking limousine 
pulled up behind Quinn’s sedan and a 
thick-set chauffeur hopped out. He 
opened the car door and a lanky man 
emerged. He stood on the sidewalk for 
a moment, as if posing with the big 
car for a backdrop. He was tall, erect 
as an arrow. There were touches of 
gray at his temples, he wore a black 
homburg, an expensive suit and exuded 
respectability and self-confidence.

Quinn said, hardly moving his lips, 
“That’s the eminent Robert Gray, At- 
torney-at-Law. He was ahead of me in 
college but they used to call him Foppy. 
Tv seems to still fit.”

“Stuffed shirt,” Silk muttered.
Robert Gray walked past Quinn and 

Silk without a glance in their direction. 
His nose was built for up-in-the-air. It 
tilted that way.

Silk w’histled softly. “Boy, will he take 
Garvin for all he’s got! Want to bet 
I couldn’t con every dime of it off him, 
sir?”

“You could con J. Edgar Hoover out 
of his identification papers,” Quinn said 
and grinned. “I make no bets that way.



And Who are you conning except me? 
I’d lose the bet.”

“I could take him. I’d love to do it, 
with or without a bet. He’s the kind of 
a mark we used to fight over in the old 
days. It’s a pleasure to take a man like 
him. Hey! Look! This one is in a hurry.”

OUINN watched the modest sedan 
come to a squealing halt. The man 
who popped out was about thirty-five, 

good looking enough to be called hand­
some and built well.

Quinn said, “That will be Dr. Howard 
Fox who married Garvin's niece. I no­
ticed that car parked outside the Gar­
vin home. No wonder he’s worried.”

Quinn expressed a desire for a short 
walk and Silk led him dbwn the street. 
It was an amazing town. The store win­
dows rivaled those of Fifth Avenue. 
Cars were of the most expensive makes 
and well kept up. There were ten Cad­
illacs and Lincolns to one Chevvie.

They .stopped in a drug store for a 
cup of coffee and lingered over it for 
awhile. Then they ambled back to find 
out .if anything new had developed. 
Everything seemed very serene at Head­
quarters. Attorney Gray’s swank lim­
ousine was gone and so was Dr. Fox’s 
sedan.

Behind Silk and Quinn came a boy 
in a white coat carrying a small wrapped 
package. He laid this on the desk before 
the uniformed lieutenant.

“Two bucks sixty, collect,” he said. 
“And be sure to give me the prescrip­
tion Doc Fox left. You can’t buy this 
kind of drug without one.”

The lieutenant frowned. “What’s the 
idea? Garvin’s medicine was delivered 
ten minutes ago.”

Quinn opened his mouth and shout­
ed, “Chief Anderson! Captain McGrath! 
Matt Taylor! Hurry!”
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CHAPTER IV
This Time Dead

E turned vaguely toward 
the desk lieutenant. 
“The keys to the cell 
room. Something has 
happened to Garvin. 
That .first delivery of 
medicine was a fake.”

The lieutenant turned 
pale and began pushing 
a button on the desk. A 
red faced turnkey lum­

bered into the room and the lieutenant 
was giving orders when McGrath, Tay­
lor and the Chief came running down 
the corridor. They hurried to the cell 
room. Quinn was the last to enter and 
before he passed through the main door, 
Chief Anderson was shakily announc­
ing the fact that Paul Garvin was dead. 
There was a box of white pills on the 
cot and Garvin was crumpled on the 
floor.

McGrath said, “Well, this time he 
made it”

“No, Mac,” Quinn said. “That was 
murder. .Apparently Dr. Fox issued a 
prescription for certain medication but 
somebody knew about it and sent over a 
box of poison instead. The real pre­
scription arrived only a couple of min­
utes ago and the desk lieutenant has it.”

Chief Anderson stormed out of the 
cell, followed by Matt Taylor. McGrath 
shook his head. “I’m glad this didn’t 
happen on Centre Street, Tony. I’m 
afraid Chief Anderson is going to have 
his nice badge replaced by one in­
scribed Sergeant. If he’s that lucky.”

“No one could have stopped this,” 
Quinn remarked slowly. “It was .too 
cleverly handled. Mac, we ought to give 
these people a hand.”

“Yeah,” McGrath smiled wryly. 
“You—me—and the Black Bat. But my 
badge is only good in New York city 
and your office doesn’t have jurisdiction 
any farther than that. But take the 
Black Bat now—he isn’t limited by any 
such triviality as law’s.”

“You’re boring me again,” Quinn 
warned. “I meant what I said. There 



must be a New York angle to this. How 
about that blackmailer?”

"They tagged him, Tony, and Gar­
vin wasn’t wrong. His name was Bill 
Cravath. The F.B.I. had him on a one- 
two rap for extortion in 1937, a sus­
pended sentence on the same crime in 
1940. He spent the next three years 
doing time for intimidation but after 
his release he was a good boy. Right 
smack up until the moment when Gar­
vin plugged him and made him really 
good.”

“Go back to New York,” Quinn or­
dered. “Send out legmen to question 
everybody who knew him. Find out 
where he lived and take the place apart 
by the inch. If for no other reason than 
to find the evidence he had on Garvin— 
and destroy it. At least we can spare 
Garvin’s memory that.”

“I guess it’s a good idea,” McGrath 
agreed. “Somehow, even though Garvin 
confessed to murder, I could never real­
ly dislike the guy. That never happened 
between me and a killer before.”

“Maybe he wasn’t a killer,” Quinn 
said calmly.

In Chief Anderson’s office, Quinn 
learned the simple details of the mur­
der. Anderson explained, “Dr. Fox 
wrote this prescription for a heart stim­
ulant. He phoned the drug store, told 
them to send the stuff over and pick up 
the prescription. A few minutes later 
some guy in a white coat collected cash 
and the prescription blank and left that 
box of poison with the desk lieutenant. 
The lieutenant sent it to Garvin right 
away, as Dr. Fox had ordered.”

Matt Taylor was much calmer and 
there was a strange gleam in his eye. 
"Tony,” he said, “raise your right 
hand.”

“My right hand? What do you mean, 
Matt, except that you want to swear me 
in as something or other.”

“You can be a special D.A. here too. 
Without pay, because no civil servant 
can hold two jobs. Tony, this is new to 
me. Deep to me. All I can do is piddle 
around with it. You’re big-time and I 
got an idea that this crime is big-time 
too.”

OUINN stood up and raised hie 
right hand, blank eyes staring at 

nothing while Taylor administered the 
oath which gave Quinn D.A. powers in 
this town of influential and wealthy 
people.

“I feel better now,” Taylor said as 
Quinn resumed his chair. “Go ahead 
and start it off, Tony. How would you 
handle this if it happened in New 
York?”

“By having Captain McGrath track 
down the dead blackmailer,” Quinn 
said. “And he is already doing just 
that. Next, I’d like to see Garvin’s peo­
ple after a visit to your medical exam­
iner.”

“I wish I’d thought of it first,” An­
derson said glumly.

“I’ll keep you fully advised,” Quinn 
told him.

“I don’t mean that. I mean about 
swearing you in. I could have made you 
a sergeant, at least. Well, I’m with you 
right through it, Mr. Quinn. Anything 
this department has that you need, sing 
out and it’s yours.”

“Try to trace the source of those pois­
oned pills,” Quinn suggested. “This 
couldn’t have been planned far in ad­
vance because no one could foresee what 



occurred here and made plans ahead of 
time. Things happened too fast for that. 
Have a P.M. performed, of course, and 
identify the poison. Keep the wrapping 
paper and the box the pills came in. 
Now, Matt, if you’ll tell Silk how to 
reach the Medical Examiner’s office.”

That official was a wise old man who 
had heard of Quinn and was glad to be 
of help.

He said, “The man died of bullet 
wounds. There was one through the 
throat, another through the left shoul­
der, a third penetrated the left thigh. 
A fourth hit him in the right lung and 
numbers five and six were lodged in his 
abdomen. Whoever shot him certainly 
wanted to be sure he was dead.”

“When was he killed, Doctor?”
“That’s difficult to say, even within a 

day or two. Taking into consideration 
the temperature, humidity and rate of 
decay, I judge he died about two weeks 
ago.”

Quinn nodded, his sightless eyes be­
traying none of the interest that surged 
through him.

“It couldn't have been one week ago, 
Doctor? Not under any circumstances?”

“No, I can swear to that. Besides we 
found a New York newspaper beneath 
the cadaver. It was dated thirteen days 
ago."

“I see. Did he drop where he was 
found?”

“He did not. We found him stretched 
oat. A man with wound* like that sim­
ply crumples. Somebody used him for a 
target and probably kept him standing 
as long as possible. He bled a great 
deal.”

“Could he have crawled into that 
shed?”

“Absolutely not.”
“Thank you, Doctor. There is another 

>b for you. Garvin, who confessed to 
killing this man and swore he did it 
one week ago, was murdered in his 
cell.”

“Great heavens!” the doctor cried. 
“Then Garvin didn’t do it?”

“We’re not certain yet. Keep this quiet 
and do an immediate autopsy on Garvin. 
If I sound officious it’s simply because 

of my new office. Matt Taylor swore 
me in as his assistant.”

The doctor chuckled. “I don’t blame 
him. Good thing he did. Matt’s a nice 
boy, but he can make a hole-in-one 
better than he can catch a crook. What 
a mess this will make. Garvin was a 
mighty important man in a town of 
nothing but important people. Wait un­
til this breaks in the newspapers. Oh, 
my! Got to put on a suit with a press in 
it. They’ll be snapping my picture all 
over the place.”

Silk drove over to the estate where 
Garvin had lived. Dr. Fox’s car was 
parked in front again. When Quinn, led 
by Silk, approached the porch, a girl 
stepped out to greet them.

She was about twenty-two or three. 
Her hair was long and auburn. She wore 
a pale blue hostess gown with slippers 
of the same shade. She was carefully 
made up and undeniably attractive.

“You are Mr. Quinn, of course,” she 
said. “My husband returned from Head­
quarters a few moments ago and told us 
you were there and might come to ask 
a few questions.”

IT was apparent to Quinn that she 
hadn’t heard of Garvin’s murder. 

“I'm trying to help,” Quinn said. “You 
are Mrs. Fox?”

“Yes. Let me take your arm. My fa­
ther is inside. He’s waiting to see you. 
Of course this business about Paul is ab­
surd. It is—” her under lip trembled 
slightly and her voice became weaker— 
“isn't it?”

“Quite absurd,” Quinn assured her. 
Silk let go of Quinn’s arm, surrender­
ing him to her care, and stepped back 
dutifully. As always he missed noth­
ing, and when a window curtain fell into 
plaee on the second floor, he saw it. 
Someone had moved fast when he 
glanced up.

In the living room, Quinn saw Wil­
fred Lee, though no one present could 
have guessed that those staring eyes 
saw' anything. Lee was a chunky man, 
hard as steel and with hair that color. 
His handshake was the kind to make a 
man wince.



"Glad to have you here,” he said. 
“Flora, I think you might leave us 
alone.”

She pouted at him but it was clear 
that Wilfred Lee was accustomed to 
being obeyed. When she reached the 
door, he said, “Flora, ask Jack to come 
down here. And the doctor, if he can.”

“Yes, Dad.” She closed the sliding 
door.

Lee resumed his chair. “I just heard 
about Paul. Flora doesn’t know yet. 
Hearing he was a confessed killer was 
bad enough. They told me he was mur­
dered. Is that the truth?”

“I think I might safely say so, Mr.
Lee.”

Lee drew a sharp breath. "Paul was 
a good man. No matter what he said or 
what he signed, he didn’t kill anyone. 
Killing was not in his makeup.”

“Perhaps,” Quinn said. "Has he been 
away recently?”

“Yes. He traveled a great deal. He 
returned—let me see ... a week ago 
last Tuesday. Eight days ago.”

“The man he confessed to killing was 
shot to death thirteen days ago, at the 
very least,” Quinn said.

“Oh?” Lee seemed to be doing some 
mental arithmetic. His face lighted up. 
"Then that clears Paul. At that time he 
was a thousand miles away and I can 
prove it. This is the break I hoped we’d 
get. I—” Lee stopped short, covered 
his eyes and lowered his head. “But 
then, proving Paul’s innocence, doesn’t 
mean much now, does it? Forgive me, 
I’ll be all right in a moment.”

Quinn arose. “I won’t bother you any 
further now, Mr. Lee. You told me what 
I came to learn. Paul Garvin lied to 
save someone. He was even willing to 
take his own life so that this person 
would be fully protected. That phase of 
the matter must be gone into, but not 
now. We’ll return after you people have 
adjusted yourselves to this shock.”

The sliding door was moved back 
suddenly and violently. Someone who 
must be a big man, came storming into 
the room, pounding heavy feet across 
the floor and breathing like a bull fac­
ing a matador. He walked past Quinn,
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pivoted like a soldier and walked up io 
him, waving a finger under Quinn’s 
nose.

"I’ll answer no questions. I’m a sub­
ject of the Government of Australia. I 
will not be browbeaten. I’ll get Paul out 
of jail if I have to blast the place apart. 
I’ll not let him be blamed for anything!”

“Jack,” Lee shouted sternly. “Jack, 
this man is blind. He can’t see your 
mighty waving fist and he wouldn’t care 
if he could. Jack, calm down! You can’t 
help Paul now.”

"Why not? Why can’t I? Paul is my 
friend.”

"Paul is dead,” Lee said gently.
“Dead! Dead, you say ? The devil he 

is! Howard saw him only a little while 
ago and said he was fine. Taking it vwy 
well indeed. Dead is he!”

“He was murdered, Jack,” Lee cried. 
“Now will you shut up?”

“Murdered?” The red-faced, paunchy 
giant of a man seemed to wilt. “You 
did say—mur-murdered? I heard cor­
rectly?”

HE didn’t want an answer. He was 
just talking words as he sat down. 

Lee believed some sort of an explana­
tion was in order.

“This is Jack Ramsey, an old friend 
of mine. He comes from Australia and 
he has been—ah—living with us for 
some time. He is very excitable and he 
thought the world of Paul.”

“Of course,” Quinn said. “I’ll be go­
ing now, if you don’t mind.”

“I want to help you,” Lee said in 
a sincere voice. “Do everything you 
can. I know about you, Mr. Quinn. I’m 
glad and proud to have you here.”

The phone on an ornate desk buzzed 
quietly. Lee walked over to it. “Mr. 
Quinn, it’s your call.”

Silk instantly piloted Quinn to the 
table and the apparently blind man fum­
bled for the instrument. He spoke and a 
voice answered him. A voice that had a 
weird monotone to it.

"Quinn, you might like to know that 
a blind D.A. often has bad accidents. 
You wouldn’t like anything to happen to 
you. Stay in New York. There’s enough 



there to keep you busy.”
The phone clicked. Quinn hung up 

without comment. He thanked Lee and 
with Silk’s aid started for the door. 
Someone came running down the steps. 
Quinn stopped and Dr. Howard Fox 
hurried up to him.

"I just told Flora. She’s taking it 
very hard but she had to know’. Quinn, 
what in the name of heaven happened 
over there?”

‘‘Someone knew you sent for a pre­
scription, Doctor Fox. That person suc­
ceeded in having a box of poisoned cap­
sules delivered before your druggist 
sent over the medicine you had pre­
scribed. That’s all we know so far.”

Fox shook his head slowly from side 
to side. “How did they kndw? How could 
they have acted so fast—so cleverly?”

“Quite a few people knew,” Quinn 
said. “Various police officers, Matt Tay­
lor, that, attorney probably knew."

“He did. He left before me to start 
work on obtaining Paul's freedom. To 
think he was a murderer—Paul, I mean 
■—whether confessed or not, is ridicu­
lous. If you knew Paul you’d say that 
too.”

“It seems that’s correct,” Quinn 
said. “We can prove he was innocent 
but we’d like to find out why he con­
fessed, why he tried to take, his own 
life and what happened to the gun he 
claimed he fired at his own temple. Also, 
what became of a suicide note he swore 
he wrote. There are many unexplained 
things about this matter, Doctor. It will 
take some doing to run them all down 
but—they will be. Silk, we’ll go now.”

On the ride back to New York, Quinn- 
told Silk about the phone call.

“I don’t like it,” Silk said. “They 
know our moves as we’re making them. 
This thing is being run too slick. It’s 
big—and important, and the men be­
hind it won’t scare easily.”

They were silent then as they neared 
the approaches to the Saw Mill River 
Road. A light truck with a closed body 
hooted for Silk to get out of the way and 
he obediently moved over. Quinn sat 
there, just staring. They swung onto the 

;ramp to the speedway.

Then Quinn gave a startled cry. “Silk! 
That truck! No trucks are allowed on 
the Saw Mill River Road. It’s a trick of 
some kind! Watch out!”

Silk was swerving the sedan when 
the first flame came from the tiny win­
dows set high in the back door of the 
truck. A rifle bullet knocked a piece out 
of the open ventilator window, passed 
inside the sedan and ricocheted crazily 
before it bedded down somewhere in 
the upholstery. The second shot went 
wild, for Silk had the sedan actually off 
the road now and was guiding it to­
ward the shelter of some low brush set 
on the otherwise smooth hillside. At 
the same time that he fought the wheel, 
he was drawing a gun from a shoulder 
rig.

The truck had stopped and was back­
ing. They were apparently intending, to 
get very close before opening fire again.- 
Silk pushed the safety off, leveled the 
automatic and began firing a fusillade 
at the back of the truck. The bullets 
smashed through the- thin paneling. 
Somebody screamed. The truck backed 
up wildly, made a crazy turn and rolled 
away at high speed. Silk was frantically 
trying to get a fresh clip of bullets into 
the automatic.

“It’s- no use now,” Quinn said. 
“They’ve escaped, but I think you 
winged one of them, at least.”

“They weren’t fooling,” Silk panted. 
“They meant that—about the phone 
call.”

“Apparently they did,” Quinn said. “I 
didn’t have a chance to see any of them 
but they’d be hired men anyway. Let’s 
go home before they set another trap.”

When Silk pulled up in front of 
Quinn’s house, he stepped out of the 
car and thrust a hand into his pocket 
where he held the automatic ready. He 
took Quinn’s arm and they went up onto 
the porch. Quinn unlocked the door, 
drew a gun and stepped back. He kicked 
the door wide. Nothing happened. The 
house was quite dark.

Quinn had his head cocked to one 
side. “Nothing stirring in there, Silk,” 
he said. “I think we can go in.”

Silk turned on lights, closed the door 



and heard Quinn gasp. Silk hurried into 
the long, spacious living room. Quinn 
was standing beside a table and fum­
bling for a pipe and tobacco.

He said, "Look at the long mirror 
above the mantel, Silk.”

Silk stepped over to it. Someone had 
drawn, crudely and in what seemed to 
be brilliant red nail polish, just four 
words:

See What We Mean!

CHAPTER V
Figure in Black

LK preceded Tony 
Quinn into the library 
and there he promptly 
drew the window 
shades. Quinn, using 
his cane, tapped his way 
down the hall to the 
room and entered. He 
closed the door behind 
him and abandoned his 
pose of a blind man.

He walked straight toward one sec­
tion of wall that seemed to be solid 
bookshelf. Hanging his cane on his left 
forearm, he manipulated a well hid­
den control and opened a narrow door. 
He entered a medium-sized but per­
fectly equipped tile laboratory. His eyes, 
no longer blank and staring, penetrat­
ed the darkness of the lab, examined 
every corner and possible hiding place. 
Then, and only then, he heaved a sigh of 
relief. Silk, behind him, slid the auto­
matic back into his shoulder rig.

"They got into the house but they 
probably had no idea that a lab exist­
ed,” Quinn said. "That cute message 
painted on the mirror is meant only to 
scare us.”

"Yes, sir,” Silk said. “I don’t see you 
shaking, sir.”

"Nor you!” Quinn retorted, and 
laughed. “We’ve work to do. First, call 
Carol and Butch to come over at once. 
Then fix me a tray of something to eat 
and serve it in here.”

"Lab work, sir?” Silk asked in a puz- 
»led voice.

"Yes. On the smear of something or 
other I took from the gun near the body 
of that blackmailer. I want to see if I 
can analyze the substance.”

Quinn removed his jacket and hung 
it on the back of a chair. He laid his 
cane across the seat of it, rolled up his 
sleeves and carefully opened the bit of 
paper to which the substance adhered. 
It was partly dry now. He smelled of 
it and got a strong vanilla odor.

He assembled his reagents and ap­
paratus for a fast qualitative analysis 
and went to work. Before long he was 
satisfied that he didn’t deal with poison 
and he tasted of the stuff. It had a fami­
ly oily taste, probably from the barrel of 
the gun. Silk bustled in with a tray of 
sandwiches and hot soup.

“I just had dessert, thanks,” Quinn 
told him with a smile. "Know what that 
stuff was, plugging the barrel of that 
gun? Plain ordinary vanilla ice cream. 
I just tasted of it, besides analyzing 
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it and getting all the reactions for in­
gredients that go into its manufac­
ture.”

“Ice cream?” Silk frowned. “I don’t 
understand.”

Quinn picked up a sandwich, walked 
over to a phone on the lab bench and 
called police headquarters. He asked 
for a man named Ryan, got him and re­
quested that Paul Garvin’s story of at­
tempted suicide be read.

Quinn listened, munching on the sand­
wich. Then he grunted and said, “That 
part again, Ryan. The part about the 
two boys to whom he said he gave all 
that money.”

Ryan read the words he’d taken down 
as Garvin spoke: " ‘—these two boys 
each had an ice cream cone and one of 
them tripped. The ice cream landed at 
my feet. It even splashed my trouser 
legs a bit.’ ”

“Thank you,” Quinn said. “That’s 
all.”

“Carol and Butch will be here imme­
diately," Silk said.

“Good. This is becoming slightly com­
plicated, Silk. It seems that our black­
mailer was murdered with a gun that 
somehow came into the possession of 
Paul Garvin. He tried to ase it on him­
self. His story was the absolute truth. 
The gun was loaded with old cartridges, 
didn’t kill him but knocked him out, 
While he was unconscious, and probably 
believed to be dead, somebody picked 
up the gun. Garvin had dropped it right 
on top of the ice cream those boys 
spilled. This man then hurried up to 
Lakeview and placed the gun near the 
corpse.”

“Sort of a traveling gun," Silk com­
mented.

“For some reason that gun had to be 
found beside the corpse, which inciden­
tally had been moved, if we are to con­
tinue to believe Garvin’s statements. 
And Garvin was cleverly murdered. 
Certainly he knew too much—or wait! 
Did he?”

“He kept it to himself if he did," Silk 
said. “I recall him refusing point blank 
to talk about why he was a subject for 
a blackmailer."

THE blind prosecutor nodded his 
head in confirmation of this 

statement.
“He did,” Quinn agreed. “We’ve got 

to learn something about that man, 
Silk. He told the truth when it served 
him and lied just as easily. His story of 
killing the blackmailer was pure fabri­
cation. He waa protecting someone.”

“Maybe,” Silk suggested, “Captain 
McGrath located the home of that dead 
blackmailer and found something 
there.”

“Suppose you call his office and see,” 
Quinn suggested.

Silk went to make the call from the 
living room. When Quinn worked in 
the lab, Silk liked to be around the 
front of the house in case there were 
visitors.

Quinn made some routine notes about 
the analysis he’d completed and was 
cleaning up the instruments and flasks 
when he heard someone moving along 
the tunnel from the garden house.

A trap door was already opening and 
Carol Baldwin climbed out of it. Quinn 
hurried over to help her. Well behind, 
discreetly so, was Butch O’Leary. He 
knew how those two liked to welcome 
one another and Carol was still in Tony 
Quinn’s arms when Butch appeared.

Carol, smiling in excited anticipation, 
led Quinn over to a leather davenport 
and they sat down side by side. Butch 
came through the trap door in sections., 
First one thick arm, then a shoulder, 
that looked padded and wasn’t. His head 
came next, a big head set on a short, al­
most non-existent neck. His other shoul­
der followed and then he hoisted himself 
up and out.

He stood there, a giant of a man with 
a surprisingly slim waistline, with long 
arms and huge hands and a grin a mile 
wide on his more or less ugly face.

"What is it, Tony?” Carol asked.
"Yeah." Butch straddled a chair 

which was promptly lost under his bulk 
until he appeared to be sitting comfort­
ably on nothing but air. “Silk sounded 
excited when he called.”

Quinn gave it to them fast, skipping 
Mothing no matter how unimportant it



seemed. He finished the story while they 
listened with unabated interest.

“So we have a self-confessed murder­
er who is already proved innocent and 
has been himself murdered. A suicide 
who didn’t make it, a gun dipped in ice 
cream, a city upstate composed of very 
wealthy families. We’ve a young doctor 
who is married to the dead man’s niece. 
She, by the way, is quite attractive.”

“We’ll leave her to me, won’t we?” 
Carol smiled.

“We will not,” Quinn told her good- 
naturedly. "What we need up there, 
more than anything else, is informa­
tion. About this Dr. Howard Fox and his 
wife. About her father and an excitable 
Australian who lives with them. 
Sponges on them—if I understand the 
hesitation of Wilfred Lee. That’s just 
for a beginning. Those people may have 
nothing at all to do with this. Oh yes, 
there’s an attorney named Robert 
Gray. One of those handsome men who 
knows it. I knew him at school, by 
sight. Nothing wrong with him except 
vanity, so far as I ever heard.”

“Maybe we can sorta take him down 
a little,” Butch suggested hopefully.

"It wouldn’t hurt him,” Quinn ac­
knowledged. "Carol, I’m going to ar­
range for you to go to Lakeview as a 
very wealthy girl looking for a perma­
nent home. There will be a town car 
with a uniformed chauffeur, if he can 
fit behind the wheel.”

"Meaning me,” Butch nodded. 
"That’s okay. We run into something 
tough, I’ll be there to back up Carol.”

"That’s why I’m sending you,” Quinn 
said. "Carol, you’ll dress like a million. 
It’s seasonally too late for furs, except 
maybe a sable neckpiece. But your 
sport clothes and formal dresses must 
reek of money. I’ll arrange for them, 
too.”

“Sounds as if it might turn out to be 
an interesting job.” Carol snuggled 
closer to him and held his arm tightly. 
He grinned down at her.

"I can read your mind. Yes, the stuff 
will be yours to keep afterwards. Now 
here is the pitch. You check in at an inn 
up at Lakeview. They’ll probably

3) 
charge you forty dollars a day but tell 
them you’d like something better if 
they have it. Then visit some real estate 
men and inquire about estates.”

“I understand.” Carol was serious 
now.

“You will ask countless questions. 
You intend to settle down in that town 
and you want to know all about it and 
everyone connected with its govern­
ment. Get around to Wilfred Lee and 
Dr. Fox if the opportunity arises. When 
I see you again, I want you to be a 
walking directory of Lakeview.”

Carol got up. "I’d better get started 
then. I know some exclusive shops 
which are open this late—or will open 
if I ask. Butch needs a chauffeur’s uni­
form.”

OUINN went to a wall safe at the 
other end of the lab and took out 

a thick wad of bills. He peeled off a gen­
erous portion of them. "This should do 
it. More if you run short. Remember, 1 
want this handled without arousing the 
slightest suspicion on the part of any­
one.”

She stood on tiptoe and kissed him 
lightly on the mouth. “Don’t stay away 
too long, Tony. Remember that hand- 

.some lawyer.”
It was Silk who broke it up. "I’ve 

tried to reach Captain McGrath, sir. 
Headquarters says he went down to 
Eleven-Forty-nine East Kimberly 
Street where that blackmailer, named 
Bill Cravath, was supposed to live. They 
thought he went directly home from 
there but his wife hasn’t heard from 
him either.”

Quinn moved fast. He sent Carol and 
a now reluctant Butch on their way. 
Butch sensed excitement and hated to 
miss any of it. Quinn hurried over to a 
steel locker and he was unbuttoning his 
shirt as he moved. In less than five min­
utes he had changed from the sporty 
plaid suit to one of jet black. His shoes, 
socks, shirt, tie—were all black. He 
strapped on a pair of .38 automatics, 
rapidly folded a hood of thin silk, and 
stowed that into a pocket that would es­
cape any ordinary search of his person.



He put on a rather wide brimmed black 
hat and pulled the brim well down so 
that the acid-etched scar pits around 
his eyes were hidden.

While he dressed he gave orders to 
Silk, who promptly got his hat and hur­
ried to the rear of the estate via the 
tunnel. Silk came out in the garden 
house, stood there in the darkness for a 
moment listening and watching. This 
was dangerous because someone had 
actually entered the house to scrawl 
that message on the mirror.

Once certain no one watched him, 
Silk made his way somewhat casually 
to the gate which led to that dead end 
street beside Quinn’s big house. Silk 
stopped to light a cigarette, his eyes 
looking over the flame, scanning the 
street carefully.

Then he moved rapidly toward a car 
which was parked at the curb. It was 
a rather old looking car, not too clean 
and on the surface there was nothing 
at all about it to make anyone remem­
ber it. Beneath the hood, however, was 
a souped up engine that could overtake 
almost anything on the road. Silk got 
behind the wheel and waited.

The Black Bat left the house by the 
same means and he had a decided ad­
vantage over Silk. The Black Bat’s un­
usual eyesight penetrated the darkness 
and saw no signs of anyone lurking 
about.

He moved across the yard, through 
the gate and toward the coupe. He 
wasn’t much more than a dark blur in 
the gloom. Silk had the motor started 
and without a word, he rolled to the 
corner, made the turn and went on past 
the big house.

It required twenty-eight minutes to 
reach East Kimberly Street and neither 
man spoke during the ride. Silk needed 
all his attention on the traffic in order 
to make time. He had an uncanny knack 
for judging traffic lights and made few 
stops. The Black Bat was busy trying 
to sort out the meager clues he’d so far 
developed. Mostly though, he worried 
about McGrath.

The gruff detective captain some­
times made the Black Bat’s life misera­

ble but the Black Bat liked him and 
worried for fear that McGrath had 
gone to the blackmailer’s place and 
found that someone else had the same 
idea. Someone with a gun who didn’t 
mind using it, even on a policeman.

Silk drove past the address which 
turned out to be an odd looking hotel. 
It had a frontage of about sixty feet 
and shot upwards ten or more stories. 
Silk went around the block and this 
time he pulled in toward the curb just 
after he passed the lobby entrance. 
Both he and the Black Bat had spotted 
the service entrance on their first ride 
past.

Silk parked further down the street 
and calmly made his way into the hotel 
lobby. He saw the desk clerk bending 
over a racing sheet and a telephone oper­
ator busy repairing her makeup.

Silk walked over to a pair of phone 
booths, made sure he could observe the 
desk clerk from the booth he selected 
and then he telephoned the hotel switch­
board.

THE operator put down her vanity, 
spoke into the mouthpiece. “Hotel 
Greymore.”

His eyes on her, Silk said, “This is 
Cravath—Bill Cravath. Look and see if 
my room key is in the mail slot, like a 
good girl.”

“Sure, Mr. Cravath,” the girl said. 
“So you finally got back, huh? You heel."

Silk grinned a bit. The operator had 
passed his question to the desk clerk 
who straightened up, turned and thrust 
his hand into the narrow slot of Room 
804. He said something to the operator.

“The key ain’t there, Mr. Cravath. 
And maybe if you keep on breaking 
dates the way you do, you won’t be here 
either.”

Silk murmured, “Be seeing you, 
baby.” He hung up, left the booth and 
the hotel. He walked down the street 
toward the service entrance and as he 
passed the dark spot he spoke in a half 
whisper which couldn’t be heard two 
feet away. But the Black Bat was listen­
ing and his acute hearing caught the 
number of Bill Cravath’s room.



The Black Bat moved as rapidly as he 
dared and he was poised for a quick 
draw and fast shooting. He found the 
service elevator and decided to risk 
using it. When the car had risen to a 
point between floors four and five, he 
stopped it, removed his hat and folded 
it into a compact w»ad. This went under 
his coat into a specially made pocket. 
He took out the silken hood and pulled 
this down over his head.

He started the elevator again, brought 
it to a stop on the eighth floor and 
opened the door a crack. He stared at 
blank wall across the hall. Sliding the 
door further back, he half stepped from 
the car. There was some kind of a move­
ment to his right and he twisted around 
in time to see a man step out of 804.

He was a man of about thirty-five, 
loudly dressed but expensively, too. His 
suit was a checked affair, his shoes al­
most a yellow color and he wore a rakish 
hat far down on one side of his head. He 
began pulling the door closed.

The Black Bat reached for a gun. 
“You!” he shouted. “Freeze!”

The man turned. His face became a 
pasty gray. He stepped back a pace. 
“Don’t shoot,” he begged. “Please don’t 
shoot. There’s a fire in that room and a 
man lying in there. I think he’s dead but 
the whole room is burning. I passed by 
and the door -was ajar. I saw the smoke. 
I was going after a fire extinguisher in 
the hallway.”

The Black Bat shifted his eyes slight­
ly. The man wasn’t lying. Smoke had 
started to come from the room. And a 
man was supposed to be in there, per­
haps dead. It almost had to be Captain 
McGrath.

The man m the loud suit turned and 
ran toward the fire stairway. The Black 
Bat let him go. He reached the room, 
kicked the door wide and saw a pair of 
legs through the smoke.

There wasn’t much question about the 
identity of that man. His shoes were 
square toed, his trouser cuffs worn down 
in back from being stepped on. Captain 
McGrath had never pretended to be a 
fashion plate.

The Black Bat pushed the latch con-
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trol so the door wouldn’t lock. Then he 
closed it and sped toward the fire stair­
way himself. The man in the loud clothes 
hadn’t lied about there being an extin­
guisher here but the man himself had 
disappeared.

The Black Bat wrenched the extin­
guisher out of its moorings and ran back 
to the room. He stepped inside and tilted 
the brass container down. Chemicals 
hissed out. The flames seemed to be con­
fined mostly to one corner where a lot 
01 newspapers had been crumpled and 
thrown. Fire had licked up th 3 wall, eat­
en the curtains and was progressing 
along the worn rug and starting to en­
compass a stuffed chair.

The Black Bat had the fire out in a 
matter of seconds. He put down the ex­
tinguisher and hurried over to the side 
of the man who was propped against the 
radiator, his arms extended behind him. 
Handcuffs had been passed around the 
radiator pipe and then closed about both 
of the man’s wrists.

It was Captain McGrath. He was 
breathing, but there was a deep cut on 
his scalp and his hair was matted with 
blood. The pulse was good. The Black 
Bat went to the window and raised it. 
Now fresh air swept into the room.

The Black Bat fetched a glass of 
water, raised McGrath’s head and let 
some of the water trickle into his mouth. 
McGrath coughed and groaned. His eye­
lids gave spasmodic twitches. The Black 
Bat moved around the room.

CHAPTER VI
Picture of a Crime

cGRATH groaned once 
but the Black Bat paid 
no attention to him. He 
saw what had been done 
to the room once the 
smoke cleared away. 
There was nothing left 
intact. Padded chairs 
had been ruthlessly 
slashed open, the mat­
tress was in pieces. Pic­

tures were smashed, their backs ripped 



off. Someone had searched that room and 
missed nothing.

Perhaps it had been McGrath, or per­
haps he’d only done part of it before he 
was attacked. At any rate, if the room 
had held any secrete, they were gone 
now. But why then the fire, he asked 
himself. To kill McGrath ? When another 
blow on the head would have done it and 
given the murderer a better chance to 
escape ?

A searched room set on fire meant 
one thing—whoever had torn it apart 
hadn’t found what he was after and 
started the blaze to destroy it so that no 
one else would ever find what Bill 
Cravath, blackmailer, had hidden.

McGrath muttered something and was 
trying to pull his Tegs up so he could 
arise. The Black Bat went over to him.

"Take it easy, Captain,” he said, and 
his voice was terse and clipped, not at 
all like Tony Quinn’s, placating tones.

McGrath clanked the cuffs as he tried 
to move his hands. Then he seemed to 
remember something and relaxed.

"Rat!” he snapped.
The Black Bat chuckled. "Captain, 

you never called me that before. I’m sur­
prised at you, after I saved you from 
being roasted alive.”

McGrath twisted his head and blinked 
up at the hooded man. Blinked for one 
full minute before he lay back quietly.

“First a guy who slugs me and now-— 
you. This is not my lucky day.”

“You’re wrong,” the Black Bat said. 
“When I came in here, the room was 
blazing merrily. Two or three minutes 
more and you’d have been dead. Now 
suppose we sit down and exchange con­
fidences.”

“Sure,” McGrath grunted. “My name 
is McGrath. What’s yours?”

The Black Bat laughed at him. “If I 
remove those cuffs, Captain, have I 
your word to behave?”

“Can I argue the point?”
“No, I suppose not.” The Black Bat 

rapidly searched McGrath and found his 
keys. He unlocked the cuffs and helped 
the detective to his feet. McGrath looked 
around the room and shuddered.

“You weren’t kidding," he said.

"Thanks, Black Bat. This is one I owe 
you.”

"What happened to you, Captain?”
“I came down here to see if I could 

find anything about Cravath. He occu­
pied this room and was a blackmailer.”

“I’ve been working on this case a 
week,” the Black Bat lied smoothly. “I 
know all about Mr. Cravath. Was any­
thing found?”

“How should I know?” McGrath went 
into the bathroom and soaked a towel in 
cold water. He applied this to his aching 
head. “I opened the door with a passkey, 
stepped through and the roof fell in on 
me. I woke up once and heard somebody 
moving around. I guess I groaned be­
cause the guy came over beside me, bent 
and slapped me on the head again. All 
I saw were his shoes.”

“Nice color of light brown, weren't 
they?” the Black Bat broke in. “I saw 
the man. Stranger to me, but he was a 
fast thinker. Told me there was a fire 
and a dead man in here and he was going 
after an extinguisher. He just kept 
going.”

"What do you know about ail this?” 
McGrath asked. "In a week’s time you 
usually get things done.”

“Not this time, Captain. See here, you 
had no chance to search the room. The 
man who struck you down did, but if he 
found what he was after he wouldn’t 
have resorted to fire. Therefore, it’s pos­
sible the room still holds its secret.”

Someone banged authoritatively on 
the door. The Black Bat’s automatic 
seemed to jump into his fist. McGrath 
waved him toward the bathroom. The 
detective opened the door.

“What’s going on in here?” a bulky 
man demanded. “I’m the manager. We 
had a report of smoke.”

MCGRATH showed his badge. “There 
was a small fire. I put it out. Now 

I’m putting you out. Good day.”
He slammed and locked the door. 

The Black Bat stepped into the room. 
“Thanks, Captain. You might have 
trapped me that time.”

"I told you I owed you one,” McGrath 
growled. “And just shooing that guy



SILK

away wasn’t it. You were talking about 
Cravath’s blackmail evidence.”

“Yes. I think it is still here, if it ever 
was. Now this room has been searched. 
All except three things, Captain. The 
floor, the ceiling and—the walls.”

“I’ll order a wrecking crew,” McGrath 
grumbled.

“Just relax!” The Black Bat laughed 
under the hood. “That headache will go 
away soon and your sunny disposition 
will return. I've already checked the 
floor. There are no secret hiding places. 
The ceiling is out. Too high and just 
painted plaster. But the walls, Captain 
—they are papered.”

The Black Bat drew off one silk glove, 
put the flat of his hand against the 
nearest wall and began lightly fanning 
the surface. McGrath lumbered to the 
opposite wall and did the same thing. 
It was McGrath who found it. He gave 
a hoarse shout.

“Hey, look! See how the soot from 
that fire has lodged. In a straight line. 
There’s something projecting a hair’s 
breadth from the wall!”

The Black Bat hurried over. His hand 
touched the spot and he nodded. “You’ve 
sharp eyes, Captain. Suppose we try to 
dig this out, whatever it may be. You 

can see now where Cravath peeled off 
some of the paper and stuck it back 
again very, very neatly.”

McGrath had a knife in his hand. He 
slit the wall paper, pulled it down gen­
tly and in a few seconds he had with­
drawn a thin photograph. He turned it 
over and emitted a gasp of astonish­
ment.

The Black Bat almost gave away the 
fact that he knew Dr. Howard Fox. The 
picture was quite clear, though appar­
ently taken at night. It showed a part 
of a car. Under it lay a man, his head 
lying in a pool of what seemed to be 
blood. He was obviously dead, and bend­
ing over him, was Dr. Fox. There 
wasn’t the slightest question as to his 
identity and it was just as clear that he 
was making sure the man was beyond 
help.

“What do you think of it?” McGrath 
asked. “That guy—the live one—is Dr. 
Fox up at Lakeview. I take it, you’ve 
worked that town if you’ve been on this 
mess a full week,”

“Yes,” the Black Bat replied. “This 
could be a picture of a doctor adminis­
tering to an injured man or examining 
him to see if he lives. But why would an 
innocent picture like that be so well 



hidden? I’m betting, Captain, that Dr.
Fox is a hit-and-run driver, and he is 
the man Cravath was blackmailing.”

“You’re probably right,” McGrath 
grunted. “Tony Quinn will be interested 
in this. Don’t you think so, Black Bat?”

“There isn’t much doubt about it. And 
I’m not Quinn, Captain. You alwrays give 
me the impression that you think there 
is a blind man beneath this hood.”

“Let’s get on with it,” McGrath said. 
“What are we going to do about this?”

“You may keep the picture,” the 
Black Bat said. “There isn’t much we 
can do tonight. Show it to Quinn in the 
morning.”

“Okay,” McGrath nodded. “I’m done 
in anyhow. Let’s go!”

The Black Bat had been moving 
toward the door as McGrath still studied 
the picture. When there was no reply, 
McGrath turned. He was alone in the 
room. McGrath lunged for the door, 
groaned as his head ached all over again 
and then he hurried to the passenger 
elevators.

The Black Bat had used the same 
freight elevator, reached the basement 
and hurried toward the sidewalk. He 
wouldn’t have long to wait. Silk always 
kept circling the block, always ready 
for a fast getaway. The coupe came into 
view and the Black Bat sprinted for it. 
Silk stepped on the gas hard.

“Home—and in a big hurry,” the 
Black Bat said. “McGrath was in there. 
I probably saved his life. He is very, 
very grateful, but I’m inclined to think 
he is also very, very curious and will try 
to reach the house in time to find that 
Tony Quinn is out somewhere.”

SILK never drove at breakneck speed, 
but maintained a steady pace, rarely 

stopping for lights. To be arrested for 
some traffic violation now would have 
been serious. He ran along the dead end 
street and the Black Bat was out of the 
car before it stopped, and streaking for 
the garden house and the tunnel.

Silk wasn’t far behind him and, as 
Silk rushed through the secret lab, the 
Black Bat was removing his somber re­
galia and exchanging it for the plaid 

suit he wore as Tony Quinn.
A purple bulb, part of a bank of col­

ored lights on one wall, showed that 
someone was on the porch. Quinn picked 
up his cane, left the lab and heard the 
secret door snick into place behind him. 
He went over to a worn leather chair 
in front of the fireplace, applied a match 
to an already filled pipe and puffed furi­
ously enough to manufacture a good 
sized cloud of smoke that made it seem 
as if he’d been seated here, puffing on 
the pipe, for some time. That strange 
look of blindness came over his eyes.

McGrath walked in, looking neither 
surprised nor disgusted. He was accus­
tomed to this. No matter how many 
times he found Quinn at home while the 
Black Bat was abroad prowling, Mc­
Grath never changed his opinion that 
somehow he’d been beaten in a race.

Quinn said, “Sit down, Mac, and tell 
me how you made out with your black­
mailing friend. I—Mac—have you been 
near some sort or a fire?”

“Near it?” McGrath grunted. “I was 
almost a part of it. We won’t go into 
that. Somebody beat me to Cravath’s 
room—he’s the dead blackmailer. I got 
sapped when I stepped in. This guy then 
tore the room to pieces and set fire to it 
when he didn’t find what he was after. 
We did though.”

“We?” Quinn asked.
“Yeah, the Black Bat showed up, but 

of course you’d know nothing about that. 
Anyway, we located a picture hidden 
beneath the wall paper. It shows Dr. 
Howard Fox either treating a man who 
is dead from a car accident, or just ex­
amining him before fleeing the scene 
of the accident. I think it’s probable 
that he was fleeing. Otherwise, where 
did Cravath have any reason to intimi­
date the family?”

“That’s very interesting,” Quinn said. 
“What do you make of it?”

“Cravath didn’t go to Dr. Fox for his 
blackmail. Maybe the Doc hasn’t much 
cash. Instead, he went to Paul Garvin 
who was really loaded with dough and 
who would do anything for his niece. 
She happens to be married to Dr. Fox— 
and there your little circle is complete.



It gives Garvin a motive for killing the 
blackmailer.”

“But he didn’t," Quinn said. “That’s a 
bit of evidence I developed this after­
noon at Lakeview. Cravath had been 
dead for two weeks or so. Up until one 
week ago Garvin had been out of town 
and his whereabouts well established."

“Then Dr. Fox knocked Cravath off," 
McGrath declared, “and Garvin decided 
to take the rap. Can you think of any­
thing else?”

“Not at the moment,” Quinn ad­
mitted, “though it seems Garvin went 
very far in trying to protect a man 
guilty of manslaughter. We’ll talk to 
Dr. Fox about it tomorrow. Incidentally, 
I’ve been sworn in as an assistant D.A. 
up there in Lakeview. I have the author­
ity now to question people.”

"They won’t like that up in Lake­
view,” McGrath warned. “But it's your 
headache—which reminds me I have 
one of my own.”

CHAPTER VII
trim in the Darkness

T WAS well after mid­
night when the Black 
Bat drove the shabby 
looking coupe into Lake­
view. He was alone, 
despite Silk’s protests, 
but someone had to re­
main in case there were 
visitors. Blind men 
aren’t in the habit of 
being out in the small 

hours of the morning.
The Black Bat drew the hood over his 

head and replaced the wide-brimmed 
hat. He had stopped along a street that 
almost seemed out of place in this town 
of wealthy families. Both sides of the 
street looked like any modest suburban 
community with small frame houses, 
postage stamp sized yards and a clutter 
of children’s toys in every one.

This, the Black Bat knew, was where 
the working people of Lakeview lived. 
Those who served as police, firemen, 
mailmen, clerks. Except for this one

37 
small section, Hie city consisted of 
sprawling estates.

Every house was dark. The Black Bat 
had already located Chief Anderson’s 
home. Now he quietly entered the yard. 
In this darkness, his eyes served him 
well for he avoided a coiled up garden 
hose, a canvas chair and a hoe dropped 
near a flower bed which had apparently 
just been dug or seeded.

The Black Bat took a look into a win­
dow, tried another one and finally saw 
Chief of Police Anderson in bed. He 
seemed to be alone in the house, a break 
the Black Bat hadn’t bargained for.

The window had been raised and the 
Black Bat pushed it all the way to the 
top. Anderson stirred restlessly, but 
didn’t awaken until the Black Bat was 
in the room, had closed the window, run 
down the shade and turned on the bed 
lamp.

Anderson sat bolt upright, his sleep- 
filled eyes trying to determine what was 
going on. He saw the grim looking, black 
clad figure standing at the toot of the 
bed and an automatic was pointed at An­
derson’s head He raised his hands slow- 
b-

“Thank you,’’ the menacing figure 
said. “I’m the Black Bat.”

“I can see that,” Anderson snapped. 
“What do you want with me?”

“I’m working on the murder of Paul 
Garvin and a blackmailer named Cra­
vath. I think those murders also interest 
you, Chief. Do we co-operate or are you 
pig-headed and refuse to work with a 
man merely because he wears a hood?”

“I—don’t mind.” Anderson swung his 
legs off the bed and reached for a bath­
robe. “You can put your gun away, 
Black Bat. I know about you. I know 
you try to help the law, even if you have 
to shatter it into a million bits to get 
what you are after.”

“Fine.” The Black Bat put his gun 
away, but he watched the Chief narrow­
ly. Anderson tied the belt around his 
middle, went over to a thermos decanter 
and poured himself some cold water. He 
sat down in a chair, holding the glass 
in his hand.

The Black Bat said, “A certain pho­



tograph, in the possession of Cravath, 
the blackmailer whose body now lies in 
your morgue, shows a dead man lying 
beneath the wheels of a car. Have you 
had any unsolved hit-and-run accidents 
lately ?”

“Two or three. Three, to be exact. Two 
of them resulted in fatalities. Never 
found out whose car killed those men.”

“Was one of the victims bald with a 
fringe of gray like a halo around his 
head? Thick set, I judge. His neck was 
anyway. Had a fattish face, looked about 
fifty, maybe a few years more. That’s 
all I can tell you from the picture. Most 
of him was beneath the car.”

“That would be Wally Montel. The 
description of the h^tir proves it. He was 
found on Clarkview Road three months 
ago. He’d been hit, instantly killed and 
his body dragged off the road and 
thrown into a ditch. If you know who 
did it, the law requires that you inform 
me.”

“The law?” the Black Bat said with a 
laugh. “I don’t abide by laws very often, 
Chief. But perhaps I will tell you who 
was bending over the dead man. In re­
turn I’ll need information.”

“I’m willing to exchange it,” Ander­
son declared.

“The man was Dr. Howard Fox.”

ANDERSON sat bolt upright. “Now
I see it Garvin would have given 

his life cheerfully if it meant Flora’s 
happiness. And if her husband, Dr. Fox, 
was mixed up in anything like this, Gar­
vin would have gone to all lengths to 
stop it. Even to killing the blackmailer.” 

“But he didn’t kill him,” the Black 
Bat argued. “I’ve known that for some 
time. Garvin was out of town when it 
happened. He wanted it to look as 
though he was the murderer, but he 
knew little about such things and only 
blundered.”

“Oh.” Anderson ran fingers through 
his tousled hair. “You know more about 
this than I do, Black Bat. What do you 
want from me ?”

“Any clues, if you have them.”
“I haven’t even a ghost of a one. Look 

here*—as Chief of Police of this ritzy 

town I’m paid almost as much as the 
Commissioner gets in New York. This 
is a rich town. They pay well and they 
expect results. Two unsolved murders 
aren’t classed as results. By tomorrow, 
they’ll come down on me.”

“Who are ‘they’?”
"Two officials first. Like Bromley, 

who is Chairman of the Police Board. 
Like Wilfred Lee, who is City Manager. 
Judge Cabot—everyone.”

“Lee is City Manager ? The same Wil­
fred Lee whose son-in-law is Dr. Fox?”

“That’s correct. Now can you see the 
mess I’m in? They’ll have my head for 
this. Our citizens pay for and demand 
efficiency. We have the most efficient tax 
system, building inspector, roads com­
missioner. Everyone connected with the 
government is super-efficient and hired 
because of that. Our people here don’t 
promote men to executive offices—they 
go out of town and hire the best men 
they can get.”

“I see. It is an unusual town. Are 
there many strangers here? I mean new­
comers who have taken up what seems 
to be permanent residence here?”

“No, sir. There are a few places for 
sale, but the prices are so high any aver­
age person simply couldn’t be interested. 
And part of the department’s job is to 
check on people who w’ant to move here. 
We’re a select community, Black Bat. 
Not snobbish, and we don’t care any­
thing about a man except that he comes 
within the range of wealth and culture 
all our other citizens possess. Religion, 
heritage or background have nothing to 
do with it. The man must come up to 
standards entirely on his own.”

“What a place for a cheap blackmailer 
to have been murdered,” the Black Bat 
commented wryly. “Just remain exactly 
as you are, Chief. And thank you for all 
this information.”

The Black Bat snapped off the night 
table lamp, plunging the room into dark­
ness. He opened the door and closed it 
again, without leaving the room. 
Pressed back in a corner, he breathed 
lightly and watched Chief Anderson. 
The man arose swiftly, sped to the night 
table and yanked open a drawer. He



took out a police service pistol, hurried 
to the window and raised the shade a 
trifle. He rested the gun on the window 
sill and waited.

The Black Bat waited too. Moving 
now might cause Anderson to guess he 
hadn’t left and to begin spraying the 
room with bullets. Anderson grunted 
when no one appeared, got up and 
started for the door. As he reached for 
it, a gloved hand came out of the dark­
ness. It closed around Anderson’s wrist

THE Black Bat scooped up the fallen 
gun. He forced Anderson into a 
clothes closet and locked him in. Things 

were moving faster than he liked. The 
Black Bat hurried back to where he had 
parked his car and drove it at a fast 
clip to the elaborate estate of Wilfred 
Lee.

He entered the darkened grounds on 
foot, wary of dogs. Some of these es­
tates kept many of flhem. He went 
around to the back and entered the

CAROt

and gave it a sharp twist. The gun fell 
is the floor.

“Apparently,” the Black Bat said, 
“you don’t appreciate my kind of help. 
1 thought you might do this. You tried 
to look calm, but the vein in your throat 
was pounding too hard.”

“All right,” Anderson snapped, “you 
know now. Sure I’ll get you. Why not? 
You’re a criminal. All that stuff about 
helping the law is only a trick to reach 
the murderer first and make him pay. 
Don’t tell me you don’t cut in on those 
jobs you investigate. Well, Lakeview 
doesn’t need a hooded man to solve its 
crimes. If I have the chance, so help me, 
I'll either kill you or throw you into a 
cell/* 

rage. This was only a one-story stucco 
structure with no servants’ quarters in­
cluded. He stood there in the darkness, 
looking at the three big cars and Dr. 
Fox’s smaller and more economical 
sedan.

There was a phone on one of the work­
benches with a switch by which outside 
calls could be made. The Black Bat 
dialed the number on the phone, know­
ing it would also ring inside the house.

The sleepy voice of a servant an­
swered. The Black Bat said, “This is the 
hospital. TeN Dr. Fox to get here im­
mediately. One of his regular patients 
has just been brought in.”

The servant mumbled that she would 
and hung up. In a few moments a light 



was turned on in one of the upstairs 
rooms and soon after Dr. Fox came 
sleepily down the short path to the ga­
rage. He was holding his professional 
bag under one arm and trying to knot 
his tie at the same time.

As he reached for the light switch in 
the garage, it was turned on for him. 
He gave a startled gasp of sudden terror 
when he saw the black clad and hooded 
figure.

“Get into your car, Doctor,” the Black 
Bat ordered. “I phoned, not the hospital. 
I’m sorry to frighten you this way, but 
it’s necessary.”

“You’re the Black Bat, aren’t you?” 
Fox asked gravely.

“I am. My business with you is very 
important. In fact, it concerns your 
welfare and reputation.”

“What do you want me to do?” Fox 
asked. “And understand this. I’m not 
double-crossing you. I know you fight 
against crime and you are probably try­
ing to help me. You have my worn that 
I'll do exactly as you say.”

“We’ll drive north a bit, change cars 
and then go somewhere to talk. I’ve just 
had a mild run-in with your Chief of 
Police and he is apt to take some rather 
strong measures to try and capture me.”

“Anderson is a fool,” Dr. Fox said. 
“We’ll go to my office downtown. We’ll 
be safe there.”

“Good,” the Black Bat said. “Let's 
get started then.”

Dr. Fox drove to where the Black 
Bat’s ear was parked. They changed to 
it and proceeded downtown. At this hour 
the center of the town was deserted. Not 
even a cop could be seen. The Black Bat 
drove around to the back of the five- 
story office building. He found a good- 
sized parking space there and backed 
his car up against the building wall.

They entered through a side door 
which Dr. Fox knew about. There was 
no elevator service and they walked up 
three flights of stairs. Fox unlocked a 
door lettered with his name, switched 
on the lights in the pleasant waiting 
room and led the Black Bat through an 
examination room and then »into the 
comfortable private office,

Dr. Fox sat down behind his desk. 
“Now,” he said, “why did you drag 
me out of bed at this unholy hour of 
the morning as if you were just one of 
my patients with a stomach ache?”

Behind the hood, the Black Bat 
laughed. “I’m glad you take it this 
way, Doctor. Here are the facts. A 
blackmailer was murdered, as you 
know. Garvin swore he was the killer, 
but that happens to be impossible. Gar­
vin’s lips, in turn, were permanently 
sealed by poison. Now, who was this 
blackmailer after? Who was it that 
Garvin gave his life to protect and 
conceal ?”

“Am I supposed to know?” Fox 
asked with a deep frown.

“A search of the dead blackmailer’s 
room revealed a photograph, Doctor. 
A picture of a man lying dead beneath 
the wheels of a car and you—bending 
over him.”

“That’s an infernal lie!” Dr. Fox 
jumped to his feet. “I’m not saying 
you’re a liar. If you tell me so, that pic­
ture does exist, but it’s a fake. Some 
sort of trickery. I didn’t run down 
anyone, let alone abandon anyone to 
die as the result of an accident I 
caused.”

KEENLY the Black Bat was study­
ing the physician who appeared 

to be telling the truth.
“You were involved in no accidents 

at all?” the Black Bat asked.
“I was not. And even if I had been, 

don’t you think I’d have noticed a pho­
tographer at the scene?”

“This picture was taken at night,” 
the Black Bat said. “By black light. You 
wouldn’t have noticed if the photogra­
pher didn’t want you to. Did you ever 
hear of this black light process for tak­
ing pictures in the dark?”

“Yes. I had several taken, in fact. 
Why did you ask me that?”

The Black Bat said, “If you’d denied 
ever having had such a picture taken, I 
should have believed you guilty of a fa­
tal accident. Because if a superimposi­
tion was made, to get your face in the 
photo at the scene of the accident, the 



negative used had to be done with black 
light too. The name of the victim, inci­
dentally, is supposed to have been Wally 
Montel."

Dr, Fox nodded. “I remember that. 1 
was at the hospital when they brought 
him in. But he was dead—had been for 
some time. He wasn’t exactly a citizen 
of Lakeview. I understand he lived just 
beyond the limits and made his living 
by collecting and selling junk.”

“But you, Doctor, were never ap­
proached by this man Cravath, or any­
one else regarding this blame for kill­
ing Montel?”

“I swear that I was not approached. 
This is the first I heard of it.”

“Would Paul Garvin have been will­
ing to give up his life to save you from 
being accused as a hit-and-run driver?”

Fox moved his head from side to side. 
“I think not. I liked Paul and he liked 
me. That was as far as it went. But he 
would have given his life a dozen times 
over to save Flora from any sort of 
trouble and—I am married to Flora.”

“Then we have a motive for Garvin’s 
strange action,” the Black Bat said. 
“Not a strong one. Even if you were sent 
up for manslaughter that wouldn’t be 
so serious that your wife might have 
died from it. Have you anjr other ideas 
about Garvin, Doctor?”

“He was a sick man,” Fox said slowly. 
“Chronic myocarditis, progressing with 
alarming swiftness these last few 
months. He knew he didn’t have long to 
live. I told him so.”

“Did you arrange that he be sent that 
poison, Doctor?” the Black Bat asked 
unexpectedly.

Dr. Fox smiled wanly. “I did not. 1 
didn’t kill the blackmailer and I wasn't 
involved in the death of Montel. I’m not 
offended because you asked me.”

The phone buzzed. Dr. Fox reached 
for the instrument and then paused 
with a frown. “Now who would be call­
ing my office at this hour?” He put the 
phone to his ear, listened a few mo­
ments and then laid the phone on the 
desk.

“You’re in a rather bad position, 
Black Bat,” he said dryly. “That’s Chief 

Anderson on the wire. He came to my 
house, figuring you might also have 
gone there. He learned of the fake call 
from the hospital and sent out an alarm 
for me—and for you, of course. I was 
seen riding in your car. A patrolman 
saw the lights go on in my office. The 
windows front the street, you know.”

The Black Bat picked up the phone. 
“Chief?” he asked.

Anderson’s voice was smug and con ­
tent. “When will guys like you ever 
learn?” he asked happily. “I’ve got the 
building surrounded. The roof tops are 
covered. I’ve set up searchlight batteries 
and I’ve got every available man here, 
armed with tommy-guns, tear gas and 
riot guns. You’re coming out, Black Bat, 
or I’m coming in after you.”

“Come on in,” the Black Bat invited.
“But come shooting, Chief.”

“I’ll be glad to. How about using some 
sense and sending Dr. Fox out un­
harmed ?”

“That will take some thinking,” the 
Black Bat replied.

“You can have three minutes,” Ander­
son snapped, and the wire went dead.

CHAPTER VIII

Siege

OCTOR FOX must have 
guessed what the Po­
lice Chief had said over 
the telephone, for he 
looked worried. “An­
derson told me to get 
away from you and 
stay away,” he said. 
“They’ll try to blast 
you out of here, Black 
Bat. Anderson hates 

any kind of interference on the theory 
that our city fathers may think he 
doesn’t earn his salary.”

“I wonder how far he will go?” the 
Black Bat said softly.

He had an immediate answer. The 
windows were suddenly illuminated 
from powerful searchlights which 
bathed the whole building in brilliant 
light. Anderson had rigged a loudspeak­



er to one of his cars also and he was 
calling the time over it.

"One minute. Tw’o minutes to go, 
Black Bat.’’

The Black Bat went over to the win­
dow and risked a quick glance onto the 
street. What he saw wasn’t encourag­
ing. Anderson had called out the fire 
department and assembled a formidable 
crew in a very short time—and done it 
silently. The Black Bat was rapidly ac­
quiring considerable respect for this 
short-tempered, selfishly inclined Chief 
of Police.

It looked as if Lakeview was plenti­
fully patrolled by police for there were 
more than thirty of them deployed 
around the front of the building and 
there would be as many at the sides and 
in back. This seemed to be an air-tight 
trap.

"What are you going to do?” Dr. 
Fox asked.

“I don’t know. Try to get away, I 
suppose. I don’t want to jeopardize your 
life.”

“Two minutes,” Anderson’s loud 
1 peaker roared.

“Never mind me,” Fox declared. “An­
derson is a fool. You’re trying to help 
us and just because your methods are 
more direct and get quicker results, he 
doesn’t like it. But he will shoot you 
down, Black Bat.”

“He will try,” the Black Bat amend­
ed.

“All right—try, then. Maybe you’ve 
been very lucky up to now, but luck al­
ways runs out some time or other. 
Look here, maybe you could remove that 
silly hood and put it on me. I’d let them 
take me, try to keep them from snatch­
ing the hood off while you make your 
escape.”

The eyes shining through the slits in 
the hood glittered for a moment. “Of 
course if I remove this hood to take ad­
vantage of your very generous offer, you 
will know who I am.”

“And if I do, does it matter? Consid­
er yourself my patient, Black Bat. No 
doctor can be made to talk about his 
patients. You’re quite safe.”

“Three minutes,” Anderson’s voice 

came over the loud speaker. “Throw 
the gas, boys.”

A tear gas rifle sent one of its big 
shells sailing through the window. It 
landed and exploded, throwing thick 
white smoke over the middle of the room. 
The Black Bat sped to the door, urged 
Fox to more speed and closed the door 
behind them just before the tear induc­
ing fumes really began to spread.

This was only a temporary relief. 
The police would throw those shells 
through every window in the building, 
if necessary. Just for purposes of in­
timidation, a machine-gun rattled and 
bullets smashed the windows. Dr. Fox 
shuddered and began biting at his lip.

Then the Black Bat moved up to his 
side and jabbed a gun against his ribs. 
“Doctor, you can truthfully say I forced 
you to do this. Turn around and face 
the wall. Hurry! They’ll lob more of 
those tear gas shells in here at any mo­
ment.”

Fox obeyed, keeping his hands raised. 
The Black Bat went over to a cabinet 
containing adhesive and selected a large 
roll of it. He brought Dr. Fox’s hands 
down behind his back and taped the 
wrists securely. Then he slapped a wide 
piece of tape over the doctor’s lips. This 
was followed by two generous patches 
carefully affixed to cover the doctor’s 
eyes.

The Black Bat worked fast but be­
fore he was through a gas shell exploded 
in the room. He rushed Fox out of 
there, through the waiting room and into 
the hallway.

HE hustled his prisoner toward the 
elevators. None seemed to be oper­

ating. He left Fox there, raced down the 
steps to the basement and became wary 
for fear that Anderson might have in­
filtrated some of his men into the build­
ing.

The Black Bat found the elevators in 
the basement, took one of them and rode 
it to the floor where he’d left Dr. Fox. 
The doctor was still there, stumbling 
aimlessly about, keeping one shoulder 
against the wall for guidance.

"I’m sorry,” the Black Bat said. “Per-



haps I can make it up to you, Doctor. 
At least they can’t say you willingly 
helped me.”

He piloted his prisoner to the eleva­
tor, rode it to the lobby and opened the 
door. Peering out, he saw two uniformed 
sergeants gingerly trying to unlock the 
glass doors. The Black Bat fired four 
fast shots, aiming them high. The two 
men got out of the wa* very fast in­
deed.

“Stay right here,” the Black Bat said. 
“If you move out of the car you may get 
riddled. I’ll be right back.”

The man in black stepped from the 
car and raced toward the stairway. He 
ran to the second floor, which was by 
now well filled with tear gas. He choked 
on it, worked fast and put his back 
against the hallway wall beside one of 
the windows.

He fired two shots through it, aiming 
them at the stars. Then he called An­
derson’s name.

The fusillade which started up, died 
off quickly. The Black Bat called out, 
“Chief Anderson. Are you listening?”

“I’m here,” Anderson answered grim­
ly. “And you seem to be too. It’s no 
use, Black Bat. I’ll make no deals, but 
if Dr. Fox is hurt because of your stu­
pid unwillingness to surrender, I’ll hold 
you responsible.”

“It's because of Dr. Fox that I’m giv­
ing up,” the Black Bat said. “Cease your 
shooting. Give me three more minutes. 
I’ll stand in the middle of the lobby wait­
ing for you. I'll throw my gun up close 
to the lobby doors."

“Three minutes,” Anderson said.
The Black Bat hurried back to the 

stairs and ran down to the lobby floor. 
The searchlights had been swung up­
wards and the lobby was dark. He 
stepped into the elevator and spoke to 
Dr. Fox.

“Your idea of taking my place is a 
good one but despite your generosity 
to assume my identity, I can’t let you see 
my face. I’m placing my hood over your 
head, pulling up your coat collar to hide 
the white shirt. I’ll stand you in the lob­
by. Chief Anderson will do the rest. 
Thanks again, Doctor, and I hope I can 
return the favor.”

All Dr. Fox could do was nod his head 
vigorously that he was in full agreement 
with the plan. The Black Bat removed 
the hood. It was the first time in his 
dangerous career that he’d ever done so 
under fire. He felt naked without it and 
quickly pulled on the wide brimmed hat 
which he took from beneath his coat.

There wasn’t much time left. He 
found a wooden wedge used to hold the 
elevator door open. It also roughly fitted 
the slot along which the elevator con­
trol lever moved. He left the door wide 
open, pushed the control to the slow 
position and wedged it there. When he 
closed the door from the outside, the 
car would begin to move upwards at a 
very slow pace and not stop until the 
automatic brakes took over at the top 
of the building.

He led Dr. Fox into the corridor, 
scaled his automatic along the marble
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floor until it came to a stop five feet 
in front of the glass doors to the street.

The Black Bat said, "Just stand there, 
Doctor. Don’t move at all and you won’t 
get hurt. Chief Anderson would much 
prefer to take me alive and snatch off 
the hood when he has a lot of spectators. 
He seems to possess a flair for the dra­
matic.”

Dr. Fox made noises through his 
nose and nodded his head again. The 
Black Bat looked at his wrist watch. 
Half a minute left. He closed the ele­
vator door and watched the floor arrow 
begin to track the car upwards. It was 
barely crawling. A good three more min­
utes would elapse before it reached the 
top.

THEN the Black Bat sped to the base­
ment. A second gun was in his hand 
though he knew he’d never use it against 

a policeman. He knew the service exit 
led to the space behind the building, 
where his car was parked. If they hadn’t 
seized it, he’d have a chance. If it was 
gone, he’d still have more of a chance 
than if he merely gave up.

His keen hearing detected the sound 
of shouts upstairs. He heard Chief An­
derson talking triumphantly over his 
broadcasting system to the effect that 
the battle was over. The Black Bat had 
surrendered and was now' under arrest.

The Black Bat opened the service 
door. A young cop was standing just 
outside it. He held a riot gun under his 
arm, the muzzle pointed at the ground. 
Tw’o more cops came running up out of 
the darkness.

One of the newcomers said, “Hey, 
Jimmy, they’ve got him. He’s surren­
dered.”

“Okay, so he’s caught. I’m staying 
here until I get orders to move,” the 
policeman with the riot gun said.

The other policemen kept on going. 
What were orders when the man they 
were after had given up. When he’d 
thrown away his gun and surrendered? 
The Black Bat gave them one minute 
and then he stepped out into the open, 
his second automatic level, his hat brim 
pulled far down.

"Don’t move,” he said sternly. “I 
didn’t give up, you see. And I’d hate 
to put a bullet through your back. G.I.. 
aren’t you?”

The policeman let the riot gun drop 
to the cement parking space. "Yes,” he 
said bitterly.

"Thought so. Orders are orders to 
you. If those other two had stayed, I’d 
never get away with this. Walk back­
wards toward me. Easy now—you’re 
dealing with a desperate man.”

The cop gave a hollow laugh. "What’ll 
you bet if I turn around and take a 
swing at you, you won’t pull the trig­
ger. You never shot a cop yet, Black 
Bat.”

"I’ve never had to,” the Black Bat 
said slowly. "But I’ve never been at 
bay in such a tight spot before. Don’t 
gamble on what I will or will not do.”

The cop said, “My hands are high. If 
I held the riot gun and it was trained on 
you, I’d never shoot. We got a kind of 
rough Chief here. Looks out for himself. 
He’s his own Number One boy. I say 
you help a cop much more than you 
damage the law. I say more power to 
you. Now beat it, before somebody comes 
along and I have to explain all this.”

The Black Bat said, “Turn around 
now. I want a good look at you.”

The young patrolman pivoted neatly 
and he was grinning. All he could see 
was a shadowy form in the gloom near 
the basement door.

The Black Bat said, "Thank you. I’ve 
an excellent memory for faces. Especial­
ly those I like.”

“You can’t see me,” the policeman 
argued. “We’re both standing here in 
the dark.”

“You have brown eyes. Your hair has 
a reddish tinge. You've a mole in the 
middle of ydur right cheek. Your badge 
number is Three-Seventy-seven. I can 
see in the dark, officer. Good night.”

He wheeled, turning his back on the 
policeman who was still armed and even 
had a riot gun at his feet. The Black- 
Bat walked to where the ear was 
parked, got in and started the motor. 
He didn’t switch on any lights. In a mat­
ter of seconds now they’d have the Hack 



hood off Doctor Fox and realize they’d 
been tricked. The fact that the elevator 
had been moving and didn’t stop until 
it reached the top floor might give him 
a few extra seconds of grace.

As he sped away he saw' the young 
policeman throw' him a snappy salute. 
The Black Bat laughed contentedly. It 
was a pleasure meeting someone like 
him after dealing with Chief Ander­
son.

When the hue and cry broke, the 
Black Bat was already hitting the out­
skirts and on the deserted road he 
opened up that odd looking coupe w'hich 
did ninety without the slightest effort.

CHAPTER IX
Murder Gun
EL AX ED comfortably 
in the cushions of an 
easy chair, Silk was 
dozing in the labora­
tory when the Black 
Bat emerged from the 
tunnel. Silk came aw'ake 
instantly and turned on 
some lights. The Black 
Bat quickly removed 
the black regalia and 

stowed it av.'ay in the locker. He put on 
the clothing of blind Tony Quinn and 
picked up a loaded pipe. He put flame 
to it and sat down with a sigh.

“We’ll have to break out another 
hood,” he told Silk. “I left mine over 
the head of Dr. Fox up at Lakeview. 
Seems they have an enterprising man in 
Chief Anderson. He tried to shoot me 
in the back first and then he trapped me 
and organized a perfect manhunt. I got 
away by the help of Dr. Fox, a young 
patrolman and the last measure of my 
luck.”

“I didn’t want you to go alone, sir,” 
Silk said. “I don’t know why, but I keep 
thinking we’re up against something 
big and mighty dangerous in Lakeview.”

“What do you base such a hunch on?” 
Tony Quinn asked.

“I wish I knew', sir. It’s like some in­
visible cloud that hangs over us when­
ever we’re there. Like something—may­

be out of my past. I don’t know. Maybe 
I’m just foolish.”

Quinn shrugged and puffed on the 
pipe. “I haven’t made much headway. 
All we know is that Garvin tried to kill 
himself so he’d take the blame for a 
murder he couldn’t have accomplished. 
Then he was murdered himself. Dr. Fox 
is involved because we found a picture 
in the room of that blackmailer, Crav­
ath. Dr. Fox denies the picture can be 
of him—at least under the circum­
stances it pretends to show.”

“This Dr. Fox—how did he help 
you?” Silk asked slowly.

“Well, w'e were both trapped in his 
office building. They lobbed tear gas at 
us and a few rounds of tommy-gun am­
munition, They were afraid to really 
let go for fear they’d kill Dr. Fox too. 1 
imagine though, that if I’d held out 
they’d probably have blasted the place.”

“But Dr. Fox—and his help?”
“He merely sympathized with my 

predicament. You know, Silk, he offered 
to keep my identity a strict secret if 1 
had to remove my hood. He darned near 
sold me the idea of changing clothes 
with him, even though it meant expos­
ing my face to do so. Dr. Fox must be 
a good physician. He certainly has a way 
with him to get your confidence.”

Silk nodded glumly. “He struck me 
that way too. Are you going up there 
tomorrow, sir?”

“Yes. I’ll request a short leave and 
try to spend as much time as possi­
ble up there, until we have this thing 
licked. Any ideas, Silk?”

“No, sir. I’ve been sitting here by the 
hour, with all the lights out and just 
thinking about it. I can’t see one thing 
to hang even a clue on. The only mug 
mixed up in it was Cravath and he 
didn’t exactly fall into the hooligan 
class.”

Quinn said, “You’re right. Whatever 
it is—whoever is behind it—the affair 
has maintained sedate lines. Even crime 
refuses to become sensational in Lake­
view.”

“Yes,” Silk said glumly. “I’ve no­
ticed that.”

“What’s the matter with you, Silk?”



Silk arose and smiled. “Nothing, sir. 
I guess I’m a bit tired. Carol and Butch 
are already in Lakeview. They must 
have had a nice time hearing about the 
Black Bat being trapped. I wonder how 
Carol held Butch in check.”

“I was worried about that,” Quinn 
said. “Let’s go to bed. We have to be 
at the office in four hours.”

Captain McGrath was Quinn’s first 
visitor the following morning. Tie had 
a Cheshire cat grin on his face.

“Did you sleep well, last night, 
Tony?” he asked with magnified inno­
cence.

OUINN’S apparently sightless eyes 
were directed somewhere to the 

left of where McGrath stood. “Why, as 
a matter of fact I did—yes. Don’t tell me 
this business up in’Lakeview is keeping 
you awake?”

“Not me. Last night the Black Bat 
gave Lakeview a time like it’s never 
had before. They actually had him sewed 
up. Yes, sir, neatly boxed and ready to 
lam the lid on. They did that too—only 

the box was empty. They’re still trying 
to figure out how you—that is, the 
Black Bat ever got through the cordon 
of men thrown around the building.”

“Oh, he’s clever,” Quinn said very 
seriously.

"Yeah, ain’t he?” McGrath growled. 
“You heading that way by any chance?”

“I promised Matt Taylor I’d try to 
help. As much as a blind man can be of 
service.” •

"Okay, then you can save me a trip.” 
McGrath sat down. “First of all I turned 
that photo of Dr. Fox and the dead man 
over to an expert. They checked it pret­
ty close and have decided that Dr. Fox’s 
face was superimposed.”

“I thought so,” Quinn said. “From 
your description of it, I had an idea the 
thing seemed to be posed.”

“It probably was,” McGrath said. 
"One thing though,” he warned, “Dr. 
Fox’s mug was also taken in black light. 
They could have sneaked it but I think 
Dr. Fox ought to start checking back 
and trying to remember if anybody ever 
took his picture with black light.”

“Probably you’ll discover that such a 
picture had been taken,” Quinn said.

“One more thing. Chief Anderson 
gave me that murder gun to check up 
on. He figured we could work faster 
in New York than he could in that 
little town and he was right. The gun 
was bought on April tenth, Nineteen- 
Twenty-six, by Wilfred Lee.”

Quinn pursed his lips. “Very inter­
esting, Mac. Thanks for telling me.”

“I also sent out about fifty legmen 
to check on Cravath, the murdered 
blackmailer. Seems he arrived in New 
York only seven months ago and he 
liked to work St. Louis for the most 
part. Had some kind of a fix there and 
it’s very unusual for a crook to run out 
when he has influence to help him in his 
work.”

“Perhaps Cravath thought blackmail­
ing Dr. Fox would be more profitable 
than working in a fixed town,” Quinn 
suggested. "There is even a possibility 
that it turned out that way. Paul Gar­
vin could have been paying off. They 
usually do, and experience a blackmail­
er’s avidity before they decide on such 
steps as Garvin took.”

"Cravath used to take a bus up to 
Lakeview every Monday like clock­
work. Came back the same day—but 
late. After that he was loaded with 
money and had a fine time spending 
it.”

“It’s too bad,” Quinn said sadly, “that 
people give in to blackmail, no matter 
how bad their position is. Paying off 
for silence only makes it worse. Thanks 
for telling me all this, Mac. I’ll relay 
it to the proper people.”

At noontime Silk pulled up before the 
Lakeview police station, got out and 
ran around the car to help blind Tony 
Quinn alight. Apparently Matt Taylor 
had observed them coming for he 
emerged from Headquarters and wel­
comed Quinn with enthusiasm.

"We’re up in the air here today,” he 
said. "Had an exciting night. The Black 
Bat was our guest for a time. An elusive 
one, I might add, because he didn’t 
stay.”

Quinn laughed. "I know. Captain



BUTCH
McGrath told me. He’s rather hot on the 
idea of locking up the Black Bat, too, 
Matt.”

“Chief Anderson swears he’ll never 
stop until he gets that hooded man, 
Tony. He means it too. But that isn’t of 
any especial interest to you. Frankly, 
I haven’t much to offer in the way of 
news.”

“I have,” Quinn said. “The murder 
gun was traced to Wilfred Lee. I think 
we ought to have a talk with him.”

“So do I,” Taylor agreed.
“Also, Dr. Fox. It's been determined 

that his face was superimposed upon a 
photo showing a man bending over a 
hit-and-run victim he’d apparently just 
killed.”

THEY got into Quinn’s car and
Taylor directed him to City Hall, 

an imposing building with a colonial 
motif. It was red brick with tall white 
pillars and a steeple ending in a tall 
lightning rod.

“All the civic offices except the police 
department and the fire houses are in 
this building, Tony,” Taylor explained. 
“We built it three years ago. It’s been 
listed as one of the five most attractive 
city halls in the country.”

“You people take a great pride in 
your town,” Quinn said. “From what 
Silk has told me of it, I don’t blame 
you."

Taylor said, “We can afford to out­
strip other towns our size. Citizens of 
Lakeview will kick in for anything that 
makes the town look better or function 
better. That’s the beauty of a town com­
posed mostly of millionaires who can 
pay high taxes and special assessments 
and not mind.”

They entered the building and walked 
along a corridor paved with smooth red 
blocks. The lighting was hidden and in­
direct. Office doors indicated each civil 
branch. Tax collector, Water Commis­
sioner, Assessor, Town Clerk, Bureau 
of Finance, Probate Court. The officials 
were the same as in any town. Only 
their offices differed. Instead of the 
usual plain oak desks and hard chairs, 
these rooms were done by an interior 
decorator with an unlimited budget.

Silk marveled at the place and told 
Quinn about it. Taylor beamed with 
rightful pride. “Let’s go see some of the 
boys,” he suggested. “Phil Ormond is 
Tax Collector. Nice chap—from Win­
ston-Salem. You’ll like him,”

Silk followed Taylor, leading Quinn 



through the door which Taylor held 
open. A clerk was sorry but Mr. Or­
mond had been called away. They talked 
to a very old, very deaf man who was in 
charge of the Town Clerk’s office and 
had been in that capacity for half a cen­
tury. The assessor was out of town and 
two ether commissioners were home ill.

“We seem to be operating with a 
skeleton staff,” Taylor grinned. “Well, 
I know Wilfred Lee is here. Saw him 
an hour ago.”

Lee’s office was done in dark green. 
Against a hackdrop of a huge American 
flag crossed with one that must be some­
thing created for Lakeview, sat Wil­
fred Lee. He looked more imposing in 
this large and fancy office. But he was 
glad to see Tony Quinn and said so along 
with a hearty handshake.

Silk helped Quinn into a chair. Quinn 
said, “Perhaps you’ll be sorry I came, 
Mr. Lee,” he said. "You see, we’ve been 
busy and we’ve determined that the gun 
which was found beside the body of 
the murdered blackmailer happens to 
be yours.”

Lee blushed slightly. “The only gun 
I own, or ever did own, is a thirty-eight 
Smith & Wesson. I bought it years ago. 
Don’t think I ever fired the thing. Last 
I knew it was kicking around the 
house.”

“You haven’t see it since the mur­
der?” Quinn asked.

“I didn’t even look,” Lee shrugged. 
“But if you say the murder gun was 
mine, then I think some sort of an inves­
tigation at my home is in order. The 
gun might have been stolen.”

“You mean it must have been stolen,” 
Taylor corrected good-naturedly. “We’re 
not suspecting that you or any of your 
family murdered the blackmailer.”

“I don’t see why you refuse to sus­
pect us,” Lee exclaimed. He was beet 
red now. “I can’t explain that gun. I 
want this cleared up, no matter who it 
hurts. The fact is, I’ve a confession to 
make. I’d have told you about it before, 
but I thought if any member of my fam­
ily was involved, they’d admit it to me 
first.”

Quinn said, “You’re about to tell us 

that you saw the blackmailer before. 
Perhaps prowling around your home, or 
near it?”

“You could be a mind-reader,” Lee 
grunted. “Yes, I saw him. Twice! Of 
course I didn’t know that until I viewed 
the body at the morgue. I caught him 
leaving about a month ago and again, 
several nights after that. It couldn’t 
have been many days prior to his mur­
der.”

"You don’t know whom he visited?”

LEE raised his hands in a vague ges­
ture, then shrugged his shoulders.

“I have no idea. Last night I asked 
Flora and she denied he came to see 
her. Dr. Fox denied it too, though not 
as vehemently as he might have. Ram­
sey refused to make any sort of state­
ment. He sulked because I had the te­
merity even to ask him.”

“What about this man Ramsey?” 
Quinn asked.

“I met him—eight or ten years ago. 
We had a lot in common, it seemed. 
Later he came to visit me and—he just 
stayed. Oh, he pays his way. The man 
is wealthy. Owns mines in Australia. 
He regards himself as a member of the 
family now. Sometimes I want to get 
rid of him and then again, I don’t. My 
family consists only of Flora. She isn’t 
home too often and I get lonely. Besides 
I’ve sworn to trim Ramsey at chess be­
fore I die.”

“Would you have any objection if I 
talked to your daughter, Mr. Lee? And 
to Mr. Ramsey ?”

“Whj* should I? Matt tells me he ap­
pointed you to his staff. I thoroughly 
agree with the procedure. You’re an 
expert in this sort of thing. Talk to 
anyone you like, ask for anything you 
require. I’ll back you to the hilt. All I 
ask is results—and fast results.”

Quinn stood up. “No matter whom it 
may hurt, Mr. Lee?”

The City Manager winced as if he 
knew exactly what Tony Quinn was 
driving at. “People who get mixed up 
with murder deserve to be hurt. No 
matter who they are.”

The redness had descended io Wte



neck by the time Quinn, Silk and Matt 
Taylor were leaving. Nobody comment­
ed on it. Outside, Matt Taylor excused 
himself in a somewhat abashed way. As 
if he didn't want any part of question­
ing the City Manager’s family.

With Silk guiding him, they strolled 
down the street and entered the Ram’s 
Head Inn. It was a new building, three 
stories high and set on a small estate. A 
fair-sized fortune had been spent on 
giving the place a very old look. There 
were tennis courts, a nine hole golf 
course and a swimming pool. The lawns 
were sweeping, carefully trimmed and 
landscaped with bushes and trees.

The dining room was done in Colo­
nial style, the prices were high and the 
food excellent. Tony Quinn especially 
enjoyed his luncheon because Carol 
Baldwin sat across the room, love­
ly in a white suit with a gold belt. Now 
and then her gaze centered on Quinn 
and Silk, but it was only a mildly curi­
ous gaze that blind people get so often.

She called over the waiter and asked 
him to find out what her room number 
was as she wanted to sign the check. 
The waiter returned from the desk in a 
moment,

Carol said, "Three-Oh-Nine? Thank 
you very much.”

CHAPTER X

Murder on Wheels

HEN Silk and Quinn 
returned to their car, 
Quinn lit a cigarette be­
fore Silk started the 
motor.

“Do you have the 
same feeling I’ve had 
all morning?” Quinn 
asked.

“That we’re being 
watched?’’ Silk said 

quickly. “Yes, sir, and I've tried to find 
out if anybody was on our trail. Never 
saw a sign of a shadow, so I figured I 
was just jittery.”

“We’re hearing footsteps, seeing 
shadows,” Quinn said. “We’re heading 

for Lee’s home. It’s quite far out. On 
the way try some evasive tactics."

Silk did his best, doubling back, mak­
ing unexpected stops. Memorizing the 
marker numbers of cars that passed 
them. It all gained nothing. If they were 
followed, it was being done by people 
who were masters at the art.

“It could be they know where we’re 
going, sir, and haven’t bothered to fol­
low us. All they have to do is pick up 
the trail at the Lee home.”

There was certainly no one suspicious 
around that house. Flora Lee Fox let 
them in and seemed genuinely glad to 
answer questions.

“I’m sorry about the last time you 
were here, Mr. Quinn. Howard—Dr. 
Fox—had just told me about the mur­
der of Uncle Paul. I guess I turned sis­
sy and fainted. Now I want to help. I 
want to do all I can.”

“Good,” Quinn said. “Suppose we 
start with this dead blackmailer. His 
name was William Cravath, he came 
here from St. Louis and must have had 
a very special mission because he was 
strictly a home boy.”

“What about this Cravath?" Flora 
Fox asked. She reached for a cigarette 
and Silk quickly held a lighter for her. 
The cigarette trembled just the slight­
est.

“How often did he come here to see 
you, Mrs. Fox?” Quinn asked calmly.

“Eh? What in the world do you 
mean?” The cigarette was really trem­
bling now.

“Your father saw him around here, 
Mrs. Lee. Your husband denies being 
approached. Your father wouldn’t have 
admitted recognizing Cravath if he’d 
been blackmailed. Your Uncle Paul Gar­
vin was murdered, which shows he 
knew what was going on. But he was 
hardly Cravath’s victim. There’s no one 
left except Mr. Ramsey—and you.”

She took a very long drag on the cig­
arette, exhaled slowly and her eyes were 
slightly narrowed. “You’re a very ob­
servant man, for being blind, Mr. Quinn. 
Cravath did approach me. I gave him 
five hundred dollars.”

“Why?” Quinn asked quickly.



"I—can’t tell you that. I won’t. Noth­
ing you can do will make me tell.”

"I already know.” Quinn stopped her 
steadily rising voice. "There was a pho­
tograph of Dr. Fox and—a dead man.”

“How did you ever find that out?” she 
cried in horror.

“The photo was found in Cravath’s 
room, Mrs. Fox. We don’t know where 
the negative is, but it doesn’t matter. 
Dr. Fox has seen the photo and denies 
all that it implies.”

“Then I was being duped?”
“I’m afraid so,” Quinn told her, “You 

see, we believe your husband because 
the photo was a fake. His features had 
been simply superimposed upon the body 
of the man who’d actually been at the 
scene. Why didn’t you tell him about 
Cravath?”

SHE broke down and cried then, most­
ly in sheer relief, Quinn let her cry 

it out. She finally smiled weakly, as if 
she weren’t used to smiling any more.

“I couldn’t tell Howard. He has so 
much on his mind. The sanitarium, his 
practice and, most of all, his pride. I 
had to ask him to marry me, Mr. Quinn. 
It seems my family had too much mon­
ey.”

“You say he has a sanitarium, Mrs. 
Fox?”

"Yes. It’s two miles beyond the city 
limits. You can see it from the highway 
to Albany. It’s atop a low hill, a rather 
sprawling building painted white. It’s 
more or less a rest home. My husband 
specializes in psychological treatment.”

“I see. I’d like to talk to him so per­
haps we’ll visit the sanitarium. Where 
is Mr. Ramsey?”

“He saw you drive up and went to 
his rooms. He’s terribly shy. Never 
wants to meet people, but I think he 
keeps Dad from dying of boredom. He’s 
really a nice old man, Mr. Quinn.”

"Old, am I?” Ramsey stalked into the 
room, chuckling. “Shy, am I? Flora, I 
was sure you thought better of me than 
that. But I daresay yon’re right on all 
counts.”

He walked over to a sideboard and be­
gan mixing himself a light drink. Quinn 

said, “Mr. Ramsey, you and my good 
friend Silk here, ought to get together 
now and then. He visited Australia sev­
eral times and has relatives in Mel­
bourne and, where else, Silk?”

“Sydney, sir. It’s a wonderful coun­
try.”

Ramsey put down the glass. “Indeed 
it is,” he said in a weak attempt at 
hearty agreement. “Excuse me just a 
moment. I’m sure I left the hose on at 
the rose garden.”

Quinn and Silk returned to their car 
after a brief excursion around the side 
of the house. When they were driving 
away, Quinn said, “The soil around that 
rose garden is highly absorbent. It 
looked perfectly dry to me and I didn’t 
hear any sound of water running when 
Ramsey sard he left the hose on.”

“He’s never seen Australia,” Silk said 
slowly. “That man is a sure fake. I think 
he’s pulling one of the oldest con rack­
ets in the world. Getting himself ac­
cepted as a member of Lee’s family and 
living off him.”

“But Lee said he was wealthy and paid 
his own way,” Quinn objected.

“That’s how it is worked—by swin­
dlers who want to make a good thing 
of it. They haven’t money enough to 
maintain the standard of living they 
like, but enough to bluff their way 
along. Lee wouldn’t permit him to pay 
for the rent of his room, for instance. 
Nor pay for his food. The two major 
items in cost. I think Ramsey rates a 
very thorough investigation.”

“He’s going to get it,” Quinn prom­
ised.

“He knows we’re wise to him, also,” 
Silk said. “He’ll be on his guard if he 
doesn’t attempt to make a run for it.”

They saw Dr. Lee’s sanitarium soon 
afterwards. Flora’s description of the 
place hadn’t done it justice. If the build­
ing had been situated in the heart of 
Lakeview, none of the wealthy citizens 
could have objected in the least.

Atop this sprawling hill, it was a 
white building of good size. Lawns 
rolled down to be replaced by thick 
shrubbery and trees which hid the high 
steel mesh fence that surrounded the



whole hill. A very modest bronze sign 
read hilltop retreat and there was 
a wooden arrow nailed to a post set in 
the ground. The arrow pointed up a 
narrow tree hemmed lane.

They turned the car off the smooth 
cement highway, drove about four hun­
dred yards and encountered a formida­
ble looking gate. It was locked. There 
was a bell on one of the gateposts, but 
below it was taped a sign, printed on a 
piece of cardboard.
visitors will please use gate 100

FEET NORTH ON THE HIGHWAY

“Funny, I didn’t see any gate or 
driveway to it,” Quinn muttered.

“And look at this.” Silk pointed to 
a small park to one side of the lane. 
Around it was a wide driveway of 
gravel and another sign read:

PARK ALL CARS HERE

Quinn said, “We might as well obey. 
Some of these rest homes have peculiar 
rules. Park the car and we’ll try to find 
the other gate.”

They walked along the lane, Quinn 
using his white cane constantly and 
also depending upon Silk’s arm for 
guidance. Silk seemed to be thinking 
very hard.

“What is it, Silk?” Quinn asked. 
“What’s bothering you?”

SILK gave himself an impatient 
shake. “I don’t know, sir. Just a 

feeling. I can’t seem to get rid of it. I 
had it yesterday when we were here 
and today it’s even stronger. Just little 
things. Probably would mean nothing 
except to someone like me.”

"I’ve noticed nothing, Silk. Be more 
explicit.”

Silk laughed. “Give me a little time, 
sir. Until I’m more certain I’m not a 
fool. After we talk to Dr. Fox, I’d like 
to question Ramsey again and pay an­
other visit to City Hall. Well, here is 
the highway. All we have to do is 
locate that other gate.”

They started up the highway, Silk 
walking along the soft shoulder and 
Quinn keeping on the cement pavement, 
but well over to the right. They saw no
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signs of another lane or gate. Some­
where behind them a car was coming 
fast. Silk gave a quick look over his 
shoulder.

The car was low slung, black and 
there was one man in it. Silk took 
Quinn’s arm to pilot him off the road. 
He looked around again. The car had 
the whole highway to itself, but the 
driver seemed to be edging in, as if he 
meant to run down Quinn.

Silk knew that Quinn had to main­
tain his pose of a blind man no matter 
what danger arose. Silk put both hands 
against Quinn and shoved him as hard 
as he could.

Quinn staggered sideways, almost 
losing his balance. He saw the car com­
ing, though he gave no indication of it. 
He was waving his white cane, trying 
in one instant to think of some way 
to avoid being run down without reveal­
ing that he could see.

The car didn’t veer his way. Silk was 
running, well off the cement by now. 
The car left the cement too. Silk tried 
to dive into the brush, but he wasn’t 
quite fast enough. The fender of the 
car hit him with a sickening crunch. 
Without showing the horror that surged 
through him, Quinn saw Silk lifted and 
hurled into the brush.

The car careened back onto the ce­
ment and the brakes were squealing 
as the driver brought it to a stop. That 
accident had been deliberate. Quinn 
knew the murderer had disposed of 
Silk and wzas about to come back and 
run down this man he believed to be 
blind.

Quinn, using his cane, moved across 
the highway, in the general direction 
of the spot where Silk lay, a silent, 
terribly still form. The sedan had 
stopped and was now turning around. 
Quinn knew he didn’t have long. He 
called Silk’s name in a plaintive voice, 
stumbled into the shoulder and almost 
fell over Silk’s body.

As if the prod of his cane told him 
things, Quinn knelt beside Silk. The 
murder car had straightened out now 
and was roaring toward him, on the 
wrong side of the road murder bent.



Quinn had his head raised, sightless 
eyes staring down the road. Then he 
frantically turned Silk over and slid a 
hand beneath his coat to find the gun 
in its shoulder sling. He drew it, squat­
ted there beside the form of his friend.

The murder car, rolling faster and 
faster, was set to careen off the high­
way and smash into Quinn. The blind 
man dropped his cane, lifted the gun 
and appeared to be listening to the in­
creasing roar of the car motor. Sud­
denly the gun in his fist began to kick.

He couldn’t shoot straight without 
revealing that he wasn’t blind, but he 
could make those bullets come danger­
ously close by appearing to shoot at the 
sound of the car. One slug hit the wind­
shield, another smashed into che hood 
and Quinn was prepared to put one dead 
center through the brain of the driver.

But that driver had enough. Even a 
blind man might get in a ’ucky shot. 
The sedan hadn’t left the cement high­
way as yet and now it moved to the left 
slightly and the driver stepped hard on 
the gas pedal. Quinn, turning as the car 
whizzed by, pumped four more fast 
shots. They all missed by wide margins, 
as he intended they should. He wanted 
to kill that man. Riddle him for what 
he’d done to Silk, but throwing away the 
ruse of his blindness simply to stop him, 
wasn’t worth it.

OUINN had identified the driver.
He’d seen him before, with his 

loud suit and near yellow shoes, leaving 
Captain McGrath in Bill Cravath’s 
room to die in flames.

Quinn turned his attentions to Silk 
now. The shots were almost bound to 
draw someone from the sanitarium and 
Quinn fervently hoped so. Silk's face 
was covered with blood. There was a 
bad cut behind his ear, another streaked 
jaggedly and redly across his forehead. 
Some blood came out of his nose and a 
little ran from the corner of his mouth.

Quinn slid a hand beneath Silk’s 
shirt. The heartbeat was there, not too 
strong but quite steady. His breathing 
was labored, as if it pained him even 
in his unconsciousness.

Tony Quinn could do nothing but 
wait. No cars were coming by, every­
thing seemed peaceful and serene. But 
a situation like this was what someone 
like Chief Anderson might be hoping 
for. If Quinn showed that he could see, 
under the stress of this awful moment, 
the Black Bat might be lost.

Quinn kept sensitive fingers against 
Silk’s pulse. If it became thready, he 
was determined to get help even if it 
meant the whole world discovered he 
was not blind.

Far back in his mind rested a memory 
photo of the driver of the car. That 
would-be murderer was going to be 
brought to swift justice somehow. If 
ordinary legal ways wouldn’t work, the 
Black Bat would have to use some 
methods of his own.

Someone was moving just inside the 
fence about fifty yards behind the road 
shoulders. Quinn called out plaintively. 
Called and called for help.

CHAPTER XI

A Killer Comes Calling

SING great care, they 
carried Silk to where 
the car was parked. Dr. 
Fox took over then and 
the car was driven to 
the sanitarium. Dr. Fox 
was efficient and ca­
pable, though he left 
the actual examination 
and first aid work to an 
interne.

The sanitarium was equipped with 
X-ray and the plates showed no frac­
tures. Dr. Fox commented on this later, 
in his private office where Quinn had 
been installed.

“He’s extremely fortunate, Mr. 
Quinn. There is a bad concussion. He 
may remain unconscious for some time 
—perhaps days. The cuts and bruises 
aren’t bad. A few stitches were taken 
in the one behind his ear. He was given 
tetanus injections because the wounds 
were filled with dirt. I’m sure, though, 
that he is going to be quite all right.”



“I’ve been doing a lot of praying in 
that direction,” Quinn said softly. “That 
murder attempt was aimed at me, you 
know. Silk saw the car coming, pushed 
me out of the way and took it himself.”

Dr. Fox leaned back in his swivel 
chair and brought the ends of his fin­
gers together. “I don’t know if Silk 
mentioned it—certainly you could not 
see it—but there was a sign on our gate 
telling any new arrivals to use another 
entrance. That is the one and only gate. 
Mr. Quinn. The sign was a fake.”

“Silk told me about it.” Quinn seemed 
to marvel. “He was getting very suspi­
cious when we didn’t find he second 
gate, but that car came too fast for him 
to take any precautions. They appar­
ently knew we were coming, beat us to 
the gate and put up that sign so we’d 
park the car and walk along the high­
way. It wasn’t a bad trick, Doctor Fox.”

“Who knew you were coming?” Fox 
asked. “Flora did. She phoned me to 
expect you. But who else?”

“Ramsey overheard us, I believe. No 
one else, though we could have been fol­
lowed and when wre headed this way, 
they guessed where we were going.”

“At any rate,” Fox said, “things 
aren’t as bad as they might have been. 
We’ll take care of Silk—give him the 
very best of care. But you, Mr. Quinn— 
how will you get along?”

“I telephoned Captain McGrath. He’s 
on his way now. McGrath will take over 
for Silk. I need someone who knows 
killers and who can shoot fast and
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straight. I doubt they’ll stop because 
their first attempt on my life failed.”

“Why should they be trying to kill 
you, Mr. Quinn?” Dr. Fox asked.

"I don’t know. I’ve nothing definite 
on anyone, but apparently I came too 
close at one time or another. Can you 
supply me with a driver, Doctor? I’d 
like to visit Silk and then go back to 
town and check in at the hotel, McGrath 
is meeting me there.”

“I’ll drive you in myself,” Fox said. 
“Come along. We’ll see how Silk is. 
Don’t expect much though. He’s pretty 
badly banged up.”

Quinn nodded and gripped his cane 
tighter as Fox took his arm. “Perhaps 
there are certain times when a man 
doesn’t mind so much being blind.”

Silk was cleaned up, bandaged, but 
there wasn’t much difference between 
the color of his face and the pillow 
against which he lay. Dr. Fox bent over 
him for a few moments.

“He’ll do,” he told Quinn. “The pulse 
is stronger. Perhaps tomorrow or the 
next day he’ll come out of it. With luck 
he’ll be able to leave in a week’s time.”

Dr. Fox had an orderly drive Quinn’s 
car to the Ram’s Head Inn and he drove 
Quinn there in his own modest sedan.

“Flora told me about Cravath,” Fox 
said with a trace of bitterness. “She 
was wrong, though I’d never let her 
know I thought that. She paid him five 
hundred dollars merely because she 
didn’t want me upset. Women are

[Turn pape]

A GALA SELECTION OF MYSTERY HEADLINERS!
Five Top-Flight Detective Novels-—CLAIM OF THE FLESH­
LESS CORPSE by George Bruce, MURDER SUSPECT by 
Frederick C. Painton, MURDER UNDER WRAPS by Norman 
A. Daniels, THE HOUSE OF FROGS by Westmoreland Gray 
and THE CASE OF THE ASTRAL ASSASSIN by G. T. Flem­
ing-Roberts—all in the Winter issue of our new companion 

magazine—

FIVE DETECTIVE NOVELS
NOW ON SALE—ONLY 25c PER COPY AT ALL STANDS!



strange, Quinn. Even though that shot 
tr ade me out to be one of the worst types 
of killers our modern day world knows, 
even though she must have believed the 
photo, she wanted me to have peace of 
mind and nearly drove herself crazy 
keeping it from me.”

“She’s in love with you.” Quinn 
smiled a little. “I could tell that from 
her voice and the anxiety she betrayed.”

“But to pay blackmail for something 
she didn’t even know' I'd done I Oh well, 
it’s finished with anyway.”

“I wouldn’t be too sure,’ Quinn said. 
“The man to whom she gave that black­
mail was murdered and another man 
who loved your wife as if she were his 
daughter, not merely a niece, tried to 
take the blame for it.”

DOCTOR FOX removed his foot from 
the gas treadle and half twisted in 

the seat to look at the blind man beside 
him. “Quinn, in heaven's name, are you 
trying to tell me that Flora killed that 
blackmailer?”

“No,” Quinn said quietly. “But she 
could have, and an investigation is 
bound to involve her.”

“I see.” Fox got the car rolling again. 
“I suppose I should have expected this, 
though I never gave it much thought. 
Things have moved rather fast for me. 
Last night I was compelled to take the 
place of the Black Bat.”

“I heard about that,” Quinn said. 
“Personally, I’ve always found the 
Black Bat a valued friend. He doesn't 
—ah—operate exactly as I am allowed 
to approve, but he gets results.”

“The way he gets them,” Dr. Fox 
chuckled. “Chief Anderson almost had 
apoplexy when he removed the black 
hood from my head. He was so sure he’d 
captured the Black Bat and then to find 
me. I'll never forget his face.”

Dr. Fox stayed with Quinn until he’d 
checked in at the Inn. Then he excused 
himself and turned blind Tony Quinn 
over to a willing bellhop. Quinn was 
taken to a room on the second floor. The 
bellboy meticulously described the room 
and showed him where each pieoe of 
furniture was located.

Ten minutes after the boy left, Quinn 
stood near the door listening. His ex­
tremely sensitive ears picked up the 
rustle of a dress and the familiar tap­
ping of Carol’s high heels. He opened 
the door and she swept into the room 
without pausing.

He closed the door and she came into 
his arms. “I heard what happened to 
Silk, Tony. There are all sorts of ru­
mors. How bad is he?”

“Bad enough, but in no danger of dy­
ing.” Quinn wasn’t pretending to be 
blind any longer.

“He deliberately pushed you out of 
the way and knew he’d never be able to 
avoid being hit. Tony, I’m very proud 
of Silk.”

“For that matter, so am I. Silk did 
push me away and fully believed that 
the attempt was being made against my 
life. But it wasn’t, Carol. I think even 
Silk knew it just before he was hit.”

“What do you mean, Tony?”
“The attempt was on Silk’s life, not 

mine. The driver of that car could have 
pulled the wheel and aimed at me. There 
was time and distance enough for that 
but instead, he stepped on it even harder 
and drove straight at Silk. Oh, he came 
back to finish me off and I had to do 
some fancy blind man shooting to scare 
him away, but my death was secondary 
in importance to Silk’s.”

“But why, Tony?”
“I wish I knew. Silk has something 

on his mind. It’s been bothering him 
since yesterday, but today it grew even 
stronger. Whatever it was, he couldn’t 
have been sure. He was waiting for 
some kind of a development and murder 
came at him too fast.”

“Perhaps when he recovers con­
sciousness, he’ll be able to tell you,” 
Carol said.

“I’m not banking on any fast recov­
ery for Silk. Dr. Fox has indicated that 
it may be days before he even regains 
consciousness. Meanwhile, I sent for 
McGrath. Had to because someone must 
lead me around and there was no one 
else.”

“But, Tony, how will you operate as 
the Black Bat?"



*‘I don’t know yet. One idea came to 
me. McGrath always eats heavily and of 
things he isn’t supposed to have. Espe­
cially wnen he’s away from home. It 
gives him indigestion every time and he 
takes a tablet before going to bed.”

Carol nodded. "Captain McGrath 
could be made to sleep well. Is that it, 
darling?”

“Yes. Have Butch go to New York 
alone, by train. Have him pick up a bot­
tle of sleeping tablets from the medicine 
cabinet in my house. I haver’t used 
them for years and I wouldn’t recom­
mend those things to anyone, but this is 
an emergency and I doubt they’ll hurt 
McGrath. Also have Butch drive back 
in the coupe and park it behind vhe 
Inn.”

“I’ll send him off right away,” Carol 
promised. “Tony, I’ve made a little 
progress. One of the houses offered me 
is the home of that very handsome at­
torney you warned me against. It seems 
that Robert Gray, barrister, is on the 
verge of bankruptcy.”

OUINN whistled in surprise. “The 
last time I saw him he drove up 

in a town car. We’ve got to consider 
him, Carol. A man who enjoys and is 
accustomed to wealth, hates to lose it 
and might resort to dangerous meas­
ures to keep himself in the money. Bob 
Gray never did adhere too closely to 
ethics and complete honesty.”

“He’s taking me to dinner,” Carol 
said. “I went to look at his house and 
he gave me to understand he was selling 
because he was tired of it. The real es­
tate agent said the bank was tired of 
Bob Gray’s stalling. At any rate, he 
thinks he impressed me.”

“Good. Find out if he knows any­
thing about St. Louis. That’s where 
Cravath came from. The history of that 
blackmailer shows he was a type who 
liked to play a sure thing and take few 
chances. He rarely left home because 
he knew his way around there, so some­
thing very impelling brought him here. 
Or someone—very convincing.”

"Don’t worry,” Carol said. “Bob 
Gray will tell me. I find it hard to make
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him shut up, and even harder to listen 
to his prattle. His use of the first person 
singular gets monotonous.”

“Another thing,” Quinn said, “we’ve 
got to maintain contact somehow. When 
Butch returns, either you or he should 
be in the lobby. But until he comes back, 
we’re a bit handicapped.”

“I’ll tell him to get started,” Carel 
said. “Then return here and stay with 
you, Tony. Butch won’t be gone too long 
and then we can arrange some sort of 
vigil so one of us will be on tap all th? 
time.”

"That’s a good idea,” Quinn agreed. 
"Frankly, it’s a bit lonesome without 
Silk, and inconvenient because I’m sup­
posed to be blind and helpless.”

Carol went to the door, opened it and 
took a quick look up and down the cor­
ridor. She gave Quinn a smile and dis­
appeared. In ten minutes she was back.

"Butch is on his way,” she reported. 
“He wanted me to tell you that if he 
ever did you a favor in the past, now is 
the time you can repay him. Butch 
wants a crack at the man who ran down 
Silk.”

“Not if I meet that man first,” Quinn 
said in a tight voice.

They discussed the case then, for 
more than half an hour. Made certain 
plans and talked about suspects.

Quinn said, "Frankly Carol, I don’t 
even know what this is all about. What 
these people are after. There must be 
something—and it runs much further 
than plain blackmail. Also, I can’t un­
derstand why Cravath was murdered. 
Or why they had to kill Paul Garvin.”

“Unless they figured that Garvin’s 
death might be attributed to suicide or 
his heart condition,” Carol ventured.

“No, because they must have been 
fully aware that the real box of tablets 
would be delivered and the first delivery 
shown to be a fake. They didn’t care, 
Carol, if it looked like murder, or they 
were so desperate the importance of 
killing Garvin warranted the risk.”

“Could it be that Cravath was horn 
ing in on something? Muscling his way 
into a racket?” Carol asked.

"Perhaps. He was small time and 



there is nothing small about whatever 
lies behind these two killings. We have 
a few ideas. This man Ramsey, who 
lives at the Lee home as one of those 
guests who never leave—well, he’s a 
fake of some sort. Silk swears he never 
saw Australia except on a map and I 
think so, too. Then we have Chief An­
derson who seemed mighty glad to have 
the help of Tony Quinn, but who re­
sented the Black Bat so much he went 
all out to capture him.”

“I’ve talked to Bob Gray about the 
case, of course,” Carol said. “That’s all 
anybody in town talks about so I wasn’t 
different. Bob told me that Dr. Fox does 
little medical work except that con­
nected with his sanitarium. He isn’t on 
the hospital staff here. In fact he point­
blank refused to join the staff in any 
capacity.”

“Maybe he figures his sanitarium is 
in direct competition with the general 
hospital—” Quinn suddenly stopped 
talking and listened. By the set expres­
sion on his face Carol knew he was 
hearing something that her ears would 
not detect for seconds yet.

HE lowered his voice to a whisper.
“Having a visitor, I think. There’s 

a shower stall. Hide there, quickly.”
There was a knock on Quinn’s door 

as Carol hurried away. “Who is it?” 
Quinn asked.

“Message from Matt Taylor, Mr. 
Quinn,” a man’s voice said. “He wants 
an answer.”

Quinn masked his eyes with that 
blank look of the blind. He hesitated 
only a moment before tapping his way 
across the room to the door. He was 
quite certain that Matt Taylor had no 
idea he’d checked into this hotel and 
that the man outside the door was mere­
ly working a ruse to get the door 
opened. Quinn had to go through with 
it.

He turned the latch, then the knob 
and pulled the door wide. The man who 
stood there, grinning broadly, was the 
man he’d seen twice before. Once as the 
Black Bat when this man had left Mc­
Grath to burn. The second time was as 

Tony Quinn, when this killer had 
manned the wheel of the car that ran 
down Silk.

“Yes?” Quinn sounded impatient. 
“The message, please.” He extended his 
hand. “I’m blind. Put it in my hand, 
please.”

“Sure,” this man growled. He slapped 
the fiat of his hand against Quinn’s 
chest and pushed him back into the 
room. Quinn reeled back and almost 
fell. The man closed the door and 
laughed at him.

“What a set-up,” he exclaimed. “I 
could knock you off without any trouble 
at all. Maybe I will.”

“Who—are you?” Quinn asked queru­
lously. “Who are you? What are you 
talking about?”

“I'll make it plain so even a blind 
dope like you can understand. You’re 
leaving town, is that clear? You’re 
packing up and getting out, before to­
morrow morning.”

“You can’t intimidate me,” Quinn 
cried and stumbled toward the table 
where the telephone was placed.

The man grabbed his arm, whirled 
him around and slapped him hard across 
the mouth. Then he pulled him across 
the room and threw him onto the bed. 
Quinn’s blank eyes apparently could see 
nothing, but the appearance of that 
killer was being etched in his mind with 
almost the same searing pain that the 
acid had eaten into his flesh years ago.

Quinn thought he’d never seen a man 
with colder eyes or a more uncompro­
mising mouth. This was a man who’d 
been born to kill because a conscience 
hadn’t developed along with his body. 
A deadly dangerous man who would fol­
low orders to a certain point but if he 
felt like killing, he’d kill.

“What do you want?” Quinn asked 
plaintively. “I’m helpless. You don’t 
have to hit me.”

“I like hitting you,” the mar. said 
happily. “I hate cops and I hate D.A.’s 
even more. Maybe before this is over, 
I’ll slap you around until your brain 
goes silly. Yeah, that would be a good 
idea. Only I’ll give you a chance first. 
Are you getting out?”



“No,” Quinn said.
The man smiled that erooked smile of 

his and advanced on the blind man. 
Quinn was seated on the edge of the bed. 
He was knocked over like a ten pin with 
a savage blow to the jaw.

The man said, “Maybe this will con­
vince you. This afternoon you nearly 
got bumped off and your pal got 
smeared good. I was driving the car that 
did it. You began shooting—some fancy 
stuff for a blind man. Got me thinking 
maybe you ain’t blind.”

He leaned over the bed, seized Quinn’s 
necktie and pulled him into a sitting po­
sition. He reached into his pocket and 
brought out a lighter. He snapped it on. 
Holding Quinn’s head so he couldn’t 
move, he brought the flame closer and 
closer until it reflected the dullness of 
Quinn’s right eye. The man laughed and 
pushed the flame nearer. Quinn tried to 
jerk his head back.

“So you ain’t blind,” the man ex­
claimed. "You’re scared of flame, but 
you got to see fire to be scared of it.”

CHAPTER XII

Human Target

UICKLY Carol Baldwin 
had opened her small 
handbag when she 
heard the first sound of 
a slap. She extracted a 
compact little auto­
matic and flipped the 
safety to the off posi­
tion. Her determination 
to help Quinn grew 
greatei' as his visitor 

became more violent. She told herself 
that Quinn could take that sort of pun­
ishment easily enough. So far, it wasn’t 
worth exposing herself for. Once she 
did, that visitor would either have to be 
killed, or kidnaped and kept quiet. 
Either idea would mean too much 
trouble.

She heard Quinn struck on the jaw. 
Heard his visitor warn him to go away, 
tell how he was the man who’d almost 
killed Silk. Then she heard him mentioc 

flame and the fact that Quinn moved 
away from it because he wasn’t blind.

Carol stepped out of the stall shower, 
gun level. She was actually hoping that 
man would either go for a gun himself 
or think she was bluffing and try to take 
this automatic away from her.

Then she heard Quinn’s voice. “You 
idiot, a blind man doesn’t have to see a 
flame when it’s searing his flesh. What 
are you trying to do, burn ma alive?”

The killer grimaced, recognizing the 
fact that Quinn was prooably telling 
the truth. But just to make certain he 
drew the lighter flame a foot away and 
then suddenly pushed it forward until 
Quinn’s eyelashes and eyebrows were 
singed. The blank eyes remained blank.

The killer put the lighter back into 
his pocket. “I’m paying you a visit in 
the morning.” he said. “If you’re here, 
I’ll kill you and then go get that pal of 
yours at the sanitarium. I’m a fussy kind 
of a guy. When I start out to knock a 
man off, I like to do it complete. So long, 
you funny looking excuse for a D.A. 
What a laugh! The guy can’t see and 
they made him a D.A.”

The killer swaggered toward the 
door, laughed again and went out. Carol 
was at Quinn’s side in less than three 
seconds. He was speaking as she ap­
proached him.

“I want that man,” he said savagely. 
“I want him right. It’s dangerous, but 
trail him, Carol. Come back and tell me 
where he holes up. Don’t lose him and be 
careful he doesn’t spot you.”

Caroi nodded. “You’re all right, dar­
ling? He didn’t hurt you?”

“Not a bit except possibly my pride. 
But he did his best to murder Silk and 
that I won’t forget.”

Carol tossed the gun into her bag, 
waited a few more seconds and then 
hurried out of the room. She slowed up 
near the corner and when she turned 
it, she was walking slowly and sedate­
ly. The man who’d just left Quinn’s 
room gave her a sharp glance.

The elevator came at that moment. 
He stepped aside and she moved past 
him into the car. At the lobby he went 
out first and hurried off. Carol knew
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he’d be suspicious. She went over to the 
desk, inquired about mail and then went 
to one of the writing desks and sat 
down.

Through the windows overlooking 
the street, she saw the man standing at 
the curb. Carol slid a plain piece of pa­
per into an envelope, went to the tobac­
co counter and bought a book of stamps. 
She pasted one onto the blank envelope, 
went to the big lobby mail box and 
dropped it into the slot. Then she 
started for the elevators again.

Nearing them, she looked around. 
The man was gone. She hurried to the 
street in time to see him walking brisk­
ly east. Carol let him turn the next cor­
ner and then started trailing him. She 
knew what was at stake. Perhaps 
Quinn’s life, most certainly Silk’s, who 
would be at the full mercy of this cold­
blooded killer.

Apparently he’d lost all ideas that he 
was being followed for he never tried 
any evasive tactics, just kept walking 
rapidly along with a destination in 
mind.

Carol stayed as far behind the man as 
possible, wishing she’d worn a black 
dress instead of this white one. It was 
dusk, but that white dress was as vivid 
as in mid-afternoon. She wasn’t sur­
prised when the killer turned down a 
street along which there were nothing 
but good-sized estates. He proceeded 
along this for about half a mile and then 
he reached into his pocket for keys, 
walked up a fairly long path and onto 
the porch of a large house.

HE unlocked the door and went in.
Carol waited a few minutes be­

fore approaching the place. No lights 
had been turned on. She reached the 
porch, stepped out of her shoes and 
walked on tip-toe up the stairs and 
toward a brass name plate below the 
doorbell.

As she bent to study it, a bell jangled 
somewhere in the house and made her 
jump nervously. Then she heard that 
killer talking on the phone. Carol read 
the name plate and emitted a gasp of 
astonishment. This was the home of 

nearly bankrupt Attorney Robert Gray. 
The house he wanted to sell.

Carol turned and beat a hasty re­
treat, only stopping to pick up her shoes. 
When she was on the sidewalk behind 
the tall hedge which half concealed the 
premises, she stopped long enough to 
pull on the shoes again. Because she 
wasn’t on the move, she heard the front 
door stealthily opened and through a 
small space in the hedge saw the killer 
emerge with a gun in his hand.

Carol wondered what sort of a chance 
she’d have in a gunfight with such a 
man. And it would serve nothing even 
if she killed him, for then Tony Quinn 
would lose a probable source of informa­
tion. Carol thought that retreat was any­
thing but ignoble under the circum­
stances.

She realized, however, that getting 
away from him wasn’t going to be easy. 
In fact, she might not make it. Once he 
saw and recognized her as the girl he’d 
been suspicious of at the hotel, he was 
bound to take drastic action. Carol saw 
him begin prowling around the side of 
the house.

Suddenly she thought she knew what 
that phone call had been about. While 
she followed this man, someone had fol­
lowed her and phoned the killer that 
he’d been spotted.

Carol opened her purse to reach for 
the gun and saw the book of stamps. An 
idea came to her. Perhaps it would be 
best to insure the fact that her informa­
tion reached Tony Quinn. She carried 
more of the hotel stationery in her 
purse, mostly to make notes on. She 
found a pencil and wrote the name of 
Robert Gray and this address on a piece 
of paper. She put it into an envelope, 
sealed it and wrote the name of Janet 
Lash, care of the Ram’s Heaa Inn, add­
ing her own room number. Janet Lash 
was the name she was registered under.

Then she affixed a three-cent stamp, 
added five more of them and printed 
Special Delivery below the row of 
stamps. She recalled seeing a mail box 
just down the street and she moved 
quietly toward it. There was still enough 
light so that she could read the time



table for collections. Another would be 
made within an hour.

She reached for the slot, pulled down 
the cover and the rusty mail box emitted 
a mighty squeal. She raised the en-. 
velope and then an arm curled around 
her throat and a hand snatched the en­
velope from her grasp. She was pushed 
against the mail drop and held there.

The killer was grinning at her. “Well, 
well,” he said, “if it ain’t the doll who 
rode down in the elevator with me.”

“What do you mean?” Carol said in­
dignantly. “I’ll scream for help.”

He stepped back, reached beneath his 
coat and his hand came out with a gun. 
“If you do,” he said, “I’ll give them 
something to find. You—with a bullet 
through your beautiful face. Why did 
you trail me?”

“Trail you? Why on earth should I?”
“I’m asking you. And while I’m at it, 

what’s in this envelope?” He turned it 
over and the cheap glue hadn’t con­
gealed yet. He lifted the flap easily and 
t .ok out the sheet of paper, read it and 
grinned.

“You saw me go into that house so 
you write down the address and try to 
mail it. That’s okay with me. See, I’ll 
show you.”

He moistened the flap, sealed it and 
dropped the letter into the mail box. 
“That’ll be delivered in a couple of 
hours. Meantime you can come into the 
house with me and tell me all about it.”

“I think you’re insane,” Carol 
snapped. “That house you just waved 
the gun at, happens to interest me. I 
want to buy it. I know Mr. Gray who 
owns it. If he is inside, I’m sure he will 
explain.”

“Nobody lives there except me. Gray 
ain’t got the kind of dough it takes to 
keep a place like that going. But we’ll 
go in anyway. You can walk in if you 
like or I’ll slug you and carry you in. 
I don’t care much either way.”

CAROL moved away from him. “I 
prefer to walk,” she said stiffly. 

“It also happens that you made a bad 
mistake in mailing that envelope. I 
addressed it to myself at the Inn where
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l am staying. My chauffeur will get it, 
recognize my writing and know I meant 
the letter for him. He will open it and 
come here.”

“Yeah,” the killer said in that oddly 
happy voice of his. “I been figuring on 
that. I want to see who does answer it. 
Get moving.”

The front door was ajar and Carol 
pushed it open. When it slammed shut 
behind her, she made a play for the gun 
in her purse but she forgot that there 
was still enough light left in the sky 
to faintly illuminate the house. As she 
got the handbag open, the killer struck 
her with the muzzle of his gun. Struck 
her a blow across the back of the neck. 
Carol slumped to her knees, clutched at 
the stairway bannister and then col­
lapsed with a weak moan.

She thought she was being crushed 
to death when she opened her eyes 
again. It was very dark now. She found 
it hard to breathe and realized she was 
very firmly tied up and lashed to some 
sort of a post.

Gradually her eyes focussed again 
and she saw that she was in the hallway 
at almost the exact spot where she’d 
been struck down. She was tied to the 
tall newel post at the bottom of the 
stairs and she faced the front door 
squarely.

Her mouth was covered with strips 
of adhesive and when she struggled, she 
only pulled the knots tighter and 
aroused the killer who’d been sitting in 
the darkened dining room off the hall­
way. He came in to stand before her.

“See what it gets you—going for a 
gun like that. What’s a nice doll like 
you traveling around heeled for? Just 
to look at houses you want to buy ? Lady, 
real estate agents do the hijacking and 
without guns. They don’t expect their 
clients to get a low rent or price by shov­
ing a persuader under their noses.”

Carol gurgled and struggled again. 
The killer laughed at her.

“Look,” he said, “I could be wrong 
about you. I been checking up over the 
phone while you been sleeping off tha+ 
tap I gave you. Seems you really are a 
rich doll looking for a big house like



this and the place was mentioned to you. 
Maybe rich dames go around carrying 
guns. I don’t know. But I’m going to 
find out. Know how?”

Carol gurgled and stamped her feet. 
He lit a cigarette, holding the match 
close to her face for a moment.

“You sure don’t look like no lady cop­
per,’’ he admitted. “Well, we’ll soon see. 
That letter you mailed is at the hotel 
about now. You say your chauffeur will 
get it and come here for you. If he does, 
okay. I’ll do a quiet powder out of here. 
This is just a hideaway for me. But if 
anybody comes with a gun, if the cops 
show or that chauffeur of yours is set 
to blast me, you’re going to be in a mess 
you made all by yourself.”

He puffed on the cigarette for a mo­
ment before resuming. His eyes had 
gone cold and grim as he spoke now.

“You’re squarely in line with the 
front door. It ain’t a very thick door. 
Bullets will smash through it easy. 
When somebody comes, I’ll be watching. 
I’ll throw a slug at them. If they are 
armed and start blasting, I’ll get down 
the end of the hall and shoot through 
the door. They’ll shoot back—through 
the door. Only you’ll be in the way of 
their lead, not me. Think about it. If 
you want to talk, make noises and I’ll 
take off the gag.”

Carol stayed silent. She was too hor­
rified to make a sound. For Butch might 
come alone and be killed when he tried 
to crash down the door. Or Quinn might 
come with Captain McGrath, who’d 
shoot at the lock and through the door 
panels if he was fired upon. Or the 
Black Bat might come alone, set to shoot 
fast.

Carol had heard that professional kil­
lers have very few brains, but she was 
beginning to think this cold-blooded 
creature was shrewd and clever enough 
to perhaps get away with this.

Somewhat grimly she relaxed and 
tried to locate the rope knots with her 
fingertips. She wasn’t having much luck 
with it. Minutes crawled by. The killer 
was kneeling beside the dining room 
window, never taking his eyes off the 
street.

DETECTIVE
Suddenly she heard him make a move 

and he whispered to her:
“Better start praying,” he said. 

“There’s a guy heading up the walk and 
he don’t look like a chauffeur to me."

CHAPTER XIII
“Get Out of Town"

NCE more alone in the 
room, Tony Quinn 
looked himself over to 
see how badly he’d been 
hurt. Except for a 
slightly swollen chin, he 
could find little damage. 
He checked the big suit­
case he’d brought 
along. Secreted in it 
was his black regalia 

and he had an idea he’d be using it soon.
It was rare that Tony Quinn’s rage 

took such complete possession of him. 
Being slapped around didn’t bother him 
but the callous attempt to murder Silk 
made his anger cold and calculating. 
He'd hated to send Carol after a man as 
dangerous as that killer but there’d 
been no one else available and she would 
have gone anyway.

Half an hour went by before there 
was a sharp knock on the door. He as­
sumed his blind pose, unlocked it and 
Butch came in. He handed Quinn a bottle.

“These are the sleeping pills,” he said. 
“I parked the coupe behind the hotel in 
a nice dark spot. Everything okay?"

“No,” Quinn said curtly.
“You don’t mean Silk is—is—dead?” 

Butch asked in horror.
“He was doing all right when I left 

him, Butch, but the man who tried to 
kill him came here to intimidate me 
into leaving town. Carol followed him 
and I haven’t heard from her. You’d 
better go downstairs and wrait in case 
she calls you.”

“Yeah,” Butch said. “We had it 
rigged so if she wanted me she’d have 
me paged. Soon as I know, I’ll come 
back up here.”

“Be careful though. Captain M®- 
Grath is on his way."



“One thing.” Butch turned as he 
neared the door and his wide, almost 
ugly face was a study in quiet anger. 
“When you go after the mug who sent 
Silk to the hospital, I’m asking to go 
along.”

“You have my promise, if you’re 
around and it can be arranged. First, 
though, we have to find this man and 
that means Carol must report.”

“I’ll get on the job right away,” 
Butch said. “We can’t take any chances.”

Five minutes after Butch left, Wil­
fred Lee telephoned Quinn and asked 
him to come to City Hall at once. Quinn 
demurred, saying he needed someone to 
guide him there and Lee agreed to send 
a man.

It turned out to be Matt Taylor who 
looked very worried. He closed the door 
after Quinn let him in.

Taylor said, “They’re raising the roof, 
Tony. Anderson is getting it in the neck 
because he hasn’t showed results and 
I’m being put on the spot for keeping 
you here. They say my swearing you in 
proves I don’t think I’m capable of 
handling things myself.”

“What sort of nonsense is that?” 
Quinn demanded. “Certainly I’ll see 
them. I expected Captain McGrath to 
be here before now but you can escort 
me there. Who, by the way, are these 
men who want to see me?”

“The City Fathers,” Taylor grunted. 
“That’s our name for them. Super-effi­
cient men brought here from out of 
town and hired on the strength of their 
records and certain written examina­
tions. The whole group is powerful and 
our eminent City Manager, Mr. Wilfred 
Lee, generally goes along with them.”

Quinn said, “I don’t believe Lee will 
this time. Matt. He and I have a mutual 
respect for one another. Just take my 
firm, please. I’ll leave word downstairs 
for McGrath.”

Passing through the lobby, Quinn’s 
eyes were blank and empty as usual. 
They gave no sign that he saw Butch 
make a slight negative motion with his 
head to show that he hadn’t heard from 
Carol. That worried Quinn and he had a 
hard time not showing it. Carol had
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been gone too long for a simple job of 
shadowing a man.

Matt Taylor kept up a running con­
versation and Quinn had to concentrate 
on it. Taylor said, “This meeting to­
night was primarily called to vote on a 
bond issue. We’re going to really do this 
town over. To the tune of four million 
dollars. I don’t think a town ever had 
better prospects for raising such a sum. 
You see, the issue will be floated by the 
bankers and brokers who make their 
homes here. Naturally they’ll profit a lit­
tle on it too, so everybody is quite 
happy.”

THEY reached City Hall, walked 
up the stone steps and into the 
building. The meeting was being held 

in City Manager Lee’s office. As Taylor 
led his apparently blind companion into 
the room, a burly man shouted Taylor’s 
name. Taylor left Quinn standing just 
inside the door and hurried over to the 
long conference table.

Another man said, “So you’re Tony 
Quinn. Come in, man. Sit down. We 
can’t have you standing there. . . . Well, 
blast it, I clean forgot you’re a blind 
man, Quinn. I’m sorry. Let me help 
you 1”

Quinn was escorted to a seat at the 
long table and introduced to the men 
around it. The burly one who’d called 
Taylor, was Assessor. The man who’d 
helped Quinn was Water Commissioner. 
The Park Commissioner, Tax Collector, 
Head of the School Board, a health offi­
cer, the fire chief, two male stenogra­
phers and City Manager Lee were there.

The burly assessor was named Bab­
cock and he seemed to possess a par­
ticularly acid tongue. When everyone 
was seated, he started the meeting with 
an open thrust at Matt Taylor for 
swearing in Quinn.

“While I know Mr. Quinn’s reputa­
tion for honesty, I don’t believe he is 
capable of operating here. In the city, 
with plenty of assistants at hand to 
serve him, he may do well. But we must 
consider the fact that he is totally 
blind.”

“He certainly didn’t do much to help



that butler or—ah—valet, or whatever 
he was," the town's tax collector ob­
served, dryly.

‘‘Call him my friend," Quinn broke in 
smoothly.

“Very well, your friend then. He was 
almost killed in saving your life. Worthy 
of him—he deserves a medal—but I’m 
driving at the fact that we’ve got to be 
frank and a blind man is a liability.”

Quinn had a feeling that he was the 
target of a great conspiracy. He fer­
vently hoped so. Someone was bound to 
slip.

The tax collector, a lanky man with 
a hammer-head chin, used the voice he 
reserved for tax delinquents. “In my 
opinion, Mr. Quinn, for all his great 
reputation, actually brought a crime 
wave to Lakeview with him. Garvin 
was murdered, the Black Bat invaded 
our limits, Chief Anderson was made a 
fool of and now this man of Quinn’s is 
nearly killed. If you call that some kind 
of a record for a crime specialist, I’d 
hate to see him operate when his luck 
wasn’t good.”

Quinn moved restlessly in his chair. 
“In other words, gentlemen, you want 
me to retire from the investigation. You 
resent the fact that an outsider has 
been called in. May I remind you that 
all of you gentlemen are outsiders, too?”

“We’ve been here a long time!” Bab­
cock cut in angrily. “We became per­
manent residents of Lakeview. It is now 
our town and we want to keep it serene 
and law abiding. Personally, I believe 
that Garvin took his own life. He tried 
it in New York and failed. It was to be 
expected he’d try again.”

Quinn made no attempt to qualify or 
deny these statements. He looked vague­
ly in the general direction of Wilfred 
Lee who so far hadn’t done much more 
than grunt.

Quinn said, “Mr. Lee, this problem 
might well be left to you. If you believe 
I have accomplished enough to warrant 
my staying here and helping Matt Tay­
lor, say so.”

Lee cleared his throat. “I believe you 
should go back to New York where your 
efforts are more acceptable. I’m order­

ing Matt Taylor to revoke your appoint­
ment as an assistant district attorney. 
The sooner you leave, the better we’ll 
like it.”

Their fangs were really showing now. 
Even Lee had turned against him. 
Quinn gave them one final blast.

“Not long ago a man with a gun came 
to see me. He told me if I didn’t leave 
town, he’d kill me. He actually beat me 
up some. He bragged that he drove the 
car which almost killed Silk Kirby. You 
gentlemen, and this hoodlum seem to 
have a great deal in common. You are 
all afraid of what I might find out. In 
his case I can see a reason. In yours, 
I cannot. But perhaps I shall before 
this is over with.”

WILFRED LEE turned his usual 
beet red. He arose slowly. “Mr. 
Quinn, if you tamper in this case again, 

we shall be compelled to take action. 
You would do well to leave town at 
once.”

“Oh, no I won’t!” Quinn shouted. “I’ll 
stay here until Silk Kirby is released 
from your son-in-law’s sanitarium! Un­
til the authorities you take such pride 
in have captured the murdering scoun­
drel who ran Silk down! And if you 
don’t catch him, I shall take steps to 
see that the State Police are called in. 
Matt, will you take me out of here, 
please?”

Taylor, his jaw set pugnaciously, 
helped Quinn to arise and piloted him 
to the street. He apologized for the 
treatment but didn’t try to alibi it.

“Those professional vultures can’t 
stand having anyone take any glory 
which they might share. They are send­
ing you away because they’re afraid of 
you, Tony, not because they don’t be­
lieve a blind man could do a good job 
here. I’m quitting as soon as this mess 
is over with.”

“Don’t do that because of me,” Quinn 
said. “They are right, in a way, you 
know. In New York I have a whole staff 
to help me; to be my eyes. Here, I have 
no one since Silk was run down. I am, 
however, greatly surprised at the way 
Wilfred Lee acted. I thought all along



he was on my side. He certainly en­
couraged me up until the moment of 
the meeting.”

"Lee takes his orders the same as any­
one else,” Taylor shrugged. “He wants 
to stay as City Manager and he knows 
that unholy alliance of every other citv 
official could smear him until he was 
fired. I’ll keep yoii posted. If you want 
any kind of an investigation made, let 
me know and I’ll try to handle it.”

“Thanks,” Quinn said. They walked 
faster now until they reached the hotel. 
Just inside the lobby door Quinn offered 
Taylor his hand. “I’m very grateful. I 
can manage from here on. Good luck, 
Matt, and I’ll do all I can to help you.”

Taylor hurried off and Quinn tapped 
his way across the lobby. It had grown 
drrk outside. His staring, blank eyes 
looked straight ahead but the moment 
he stepped into the lobby he scanned it 
for any sign of Carol. He saw Butch 
waiting near the elevators, impatiently 
plodding up and down, his chauffeur’s 
coat unbuttoned and wrinkled.

Quinn roue to his floor, knowing that 
Butch would soon follow. He made his 
way down the corridor, stopped in front 
of a door and passed his fingertips 
across the metal numbers. He went on 
to the next door and this one was his. 
He opened it with a key, half expecting 
that he might be met by that stony- 
faced killer.

Butch came as quickly as he dared 
and he had a letter in his hand. “This 
was delivered special a little while ago,” 
he said. “They called Carol’s room and 
when she wasn’t there they put it in 
her mail slot. I told them I’d been or­
dered to open it when it arrived. Take 
a look at what it says.”

Quinn read the few words. “Robert 
Gray’s residence at Twenty-two-Oh- 
Seven Tremont Drive.” He crumpled the 
letter and thrust it into his pocket. Then 
he went to the clothes closet and pulled 
out the big suitcase.

“That note was written by Carol and 
I doubt it was done under duress. But 
it could have been found on her by that 
killer and mailed here to see who’d an­
swer it and fall into a trap.”
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Butch headed for the door. ‘You'll 

find me there,” he said simply.
“No, wait!” Quinn was already re­

moving his clothes. “This job calls for 
two men. Carol must be in a jam or 
she’d have phoned before now. If she 
has been captured, she is bound to tell 
a story which jibes perfectly with the 
pose she nas assumed of a wealthy girl 
looking for a big house in town. She 
might even say that her chauffeur will 
answer that letter.”

“Yeah,” Butch said shortly. “He will. 
Look, this guy nearly bumped Silk and 
tried to rub you out. What do you sup­
pose he’ll do to Carol? He’s a killer. H? 
probably likes to kill.”

“You’ll wait,” Quinn said sternly. “Or 
perhaps walk into something even you 
can’t handle.”

In less than five minutes Tony Quinn 
had disappeared and the black clad, 
black hooded crime fighter was slipping 
a pair of guns into shoulder holsters. 
Butch went on ahead, to scout the way 
out of the hotel. They used the stair­
way and the basement exit.

Butch had stopped at his own room 
long enough to exchange his uniform 
coat and hat for regular clothing. He 
started the coupe, swung it around and 
drove past the rear exit. A shadowy 
form moved silently through the gloom 
and the coupe picked up speed as the 
Black Bat closed the door beside him.

CHAPTER XIV
Fists in the Dark

JUND, helpless and 
tense with dread, Carol 
Baldwin heard the 
heavy footsteps coming 
up the walk. The killer 
passed by her with a 
harsh curt laugh and 
sped further into the 
house where he could 
lay in wait in the dark­
ness. Carol tried to fig­

ure out who this could be. She wished 
then, that she had Tony Quinn’s ao- 
normal hearing.



The killer had taunted her with his 
plans for the last hour, and even acted 
them out so he’d be able to move fast 
and smoothly. He intended to let any 
visitor ring the bell. If that visitor went 
away, nothing would happen. If he made 
any attempt to get in, the killer was 
going to fire through the door.

From his position far down the cor­
ridor he was quite safe but Carol, 
lashed to the newel post squarely in 
front of the door, would be a prime 
target in an exchange of shots.

When the newcomer crossed the 
porch, Carol was certain it must be 
Butch because of his noisy approach. 
Butch would crash through the door in 
a moment if he thought anything was 
wrong and if he did, Butch would die.

Even his great bulk would be no 
match for the bullets that killer would 
start firing into him. Carol heard the 
doorbell ring. There was a moment of 
silence, broken only by the killer’s 
harsh breathing. Then the bell rang 
again, a long ring this time, followed 
by a series of short rings indicating the 
insistence of the visitor that someone 
must be home.

Carol raised one foot to stamp it hard. 
Perhaps it would warn Butch. Certain­
ly it would draw a bullet from that 
killer lurking back there in the gloom, 
but she was doomed anyway and if 
Butch got clear, Carol wouldn’t mind.

The doorknob was turned roughly 
and the door shaken hard. Then a fist 
pounded against it, hard, fast, and very 
noisily. The killer crept a bit closer, his 
gun level, finger tight against the trig­
ger. The racket was getting on his 
nerves.

Butch began kicking the door at the 
same time he pounded it. The killer’s lips 
were drawn back now. He was going to 
shoot, though he wasn’t certain if this 
noisy visitor was after him or not.

Suddenly a gloved hand moved down 
before his face. Fingers with the tenac­
ity of steel, wound around his wrist and 
gave it an expert twist. The gun crashed 
to the floor. An arm curled around his 
throat and a knee was driven hard into 
his back.

He was dragged along, hauled 
through a door and into the kitchen of 
the house. The killer heard a mighty 
crash and knew the front door had been 
smashed down, knew also that the con­
stant racket had been made for the sole 
purpose of covering the sounds made by 
this man who now held him in a back­
breaking embrace.

The clatter of high heels reached both 
men, followed by the lumbering steps 
of Butch. Then there was a grim silence. 
The killer was suddenly hurled against 
the wall. He hit it with his arm out­
spread and the collision knocked the 
wind out of him. He leaned weakly 
against the wall but his mind was clear 
and his strength was rapidly returning. 
In a leather sheath, below his belt, he 
carried a knife and he meant to use it.

Turning, he tried to identify his ene­
my but there was only a darker blur in 
the gloom. The killer bared his teeth 
again. The fool should have finished him 
off. Now it was he who would do the 
finishing. With a wild yell he hurtled 
across the kitchen toward the dark 
form.

A gloved fist hit him in the face. An 
impossible blow, delivered only by sheer 
luck for if he couldn’t see this man, how 
could he in turn be seen?

The killer wiped blood off his chin 
with the back of his hand. Then he low­
ered that hand and drew the knife. A 
voice came out of the darkness. It chilled 
him to the bone.

“If you come at me with that blade, 
I’ll kill you !”

The murderer warily stepped back. 
This man, whoever he was, could see 
every move he made. He had eyes that 
swept away darkness. The killer let out 
a cry of terror. Only the Black Bat could 
see in darkness.

THE Black Bat moved forward slow­
ly. He dodged the killer’s rushing 
attack, whirled and leaped at the man 

before he could turn and raise the knife 
that he’d slashed through the air.

The Black Bat hit him again in the 
face, smashed a hard blow to the heart 
region and then leaped for the knife



hand. He wrested the blade loose and 
threw it into a corner. Then he ad­
vanced slowly, ducked a wild blow and 
doubled that killer up with two punches 
that buried deep into his stomach.

The killer, bent over in pain, stag­
gered away until he stumbled against 
a tall metal stool. He seized this, swung 
it high and rushed in. His eyes were 
used to the darkness now and he could 
detect the dim form of the Black Bat.

The descending stool struck the 
Black Bat’s shoulder and the killer 
howled in glee, dropped this clumsy 
weapon and bore in fast. He succeeded 
in landing one solid punch and then he 
gave a strangled howl as a fist hit him 
in the throat and another landed against 
the tip of his nose.

He turned and started to run. There 
were quick steps behind him. A hand 
landed on his shoulder, brought him to 
a halt and twisted him about. He was 
hit again full in the face.

He screamed in pain, put his back 
against the wall and kept on screaming. 
The Black Bat slapped him hard and the 
killer’s yells subsided. He began to speak 
in a croaking gasp.

“Don’t hit me again. Don’t hit me. 
I can’t stand it. I’ll die. Don’t hit me, 
please. I’ll tell you anything you want 
to know. I’ll tell you who hired me. 
Yeah, who my boss is.”

“I’m listening,” the Black Bat said 
coldly.

“It was the Big Shot in town. The 
mayor or whatever he calls himself. He 
gave me a grand to get rid of that blind 
D.A. from New York.

“Who killed Paul Garvin?” the Black 
Bat commanded.

“I don’t know. Honest, I don’t- know.
I never heard of the guy.”

“Who killed Bill Cravath? He was one 
of your breed. You knew him.”

“Honest I didn’t. Me, I’m just a 
strong-arm punk from Philly. I get paid 
to do what I’m told. You could kill me 
and I’d not be able to tell you anything 
more.”

“You tried to kill Tony Quinn.”
“No, honest. I was just throwing a 

scare into him but that guy he was with
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got in the way. I didn’t mean to hit 
him.”

“Wilfred Lee paid you to do that too?”
“He didn’t say how I was to get rid 

of Quinn. Just get him out of town. 
I was trying to earn my money.”

“Where is the car you used?”
“I—I drove it into a pond.”
A terrific slap across the face rocked 

the killer. He bleated a more honest re­
ply. “I left it in a parking space near 
the hotel. I was afraid to keep driving 
it. The fender was bent bad.”

“Is it your car? Registered in your 
name ?”

“It’s got phony plates on but it’s my 
car. The real registration is inside. My 
name is Walton. You can look and see. 
I’m telling the truth. Let me get outa 
here. I won’t come back, honest.”

“I think people would prefer that you 
stayed awhile,” the Black Bat said. He 
pushed a fist into Walton’s midriff, dou­
bled him up and straightened him with 
a hard left hook. As Walton came erect, 
the Black Bat cocked his right and de­
livered it from a point near the floor. 
Walton dropped like a wet sack and 
with hardly more noise.

The Black Bat bent over him, strip­
ping necktie and belt off. He used these 
as bonds to tie the man’s arms and legs. 
Then he removed a sash cord from a 
living room drape, looped this around 
Walton’s neck and rigged it so every 
time he moved, the noose became tight­
er.

HE hoisted the man to his shoulder 
and carried him through the back 

door. The coupe wasn’t far away and he 
threw Walton into it. Then he gave a 
low whistle and Butch and Carol hur­
ried toward him from an arbor beside 
the house.

The Black Bat said, “First I’ll dump 
this carcass in front of Police Head­
quarters with a little note telling them 
where they can find the car he ran 
down Silk with. They’ll tie him up to 
that car all right. Later, I’m going to 
the sanitarium to see Silk.”

Butch said, “How about me taking 
one poke at this guy?”



“One more and he’s likely to die. Car­
ol, start circulating when you get back 
to the hotel. Somehow have the various 
city officials pointed out to you if they 
show up. Buy a small camera and start 
taking pictures of these city officials. 
Right from the City Manager down to 
the dog catcher. Let them see what you 
are doing. I want to know their reac­
tion to having their pictures taken.”

Carol stepped closer and whispered 
to him, “Tony, be careful. If this man 
you captured is a sample of the people 
hired by our murderer, the danger is 
only beginning.”

“Take care yourself,” he replied soft­
ly. “The job you and Butch will be do­
ing is important and dangerous too.”

“Do you know what this is about?” 
Carol asked.

“I believe so. Silk can prove it for me 
if he recovers consciousness. That’s 
why I’m going to invade that sanitari­
um tonight and try to reach him with­
out anyone knowing it.”

She smiled at him and then joined 
Butch. He watched them walk away and 
disappear at the next corner. Then the 
Black Bat returned to the coupe and his 
still slumbering prisoner. He prepared 
a block letter printed note explaining 
about Walton, tied this around the kill­
er’s neck and drove slowly past Police 
Headquarters.

Certain he was not observed, the 
Black Bat pushed Walton out and left 
him lying in a huddled heap on the lawn 
beside the entrance to the building.

CHAPTER XV
Midnight Foray

HE Black Bat parked 
the coupe and made his 
way into the hotel by 
the same route he’d 
used in leaving it. He 
quickly changed clothes, 
phoning the desk as he 
finished dressing.

There was a tele­
gram from McGrath
saying he would ar­

rive at ten o’clock. It was almost that 

now, but Quinn was under the wire by 
a safe margin. If McGrath had arrived 
to find Tony Quinn not in his room or 
near the hotel, he would have ample 
reason to wonder how a blind man could 
move about a strange town unescorted.

W’hile he waited for McGrath, Quinn 
sat down near the window of his room, 
loaded a pipe and smoked slowly. There 
was a definite shape to all those devious 
trails now. They all led to one place.

The attempted suicide of Paul Gar­
vin and his perjured confession to the 
murder of Cravath were easily ex­
plained. Garvin was taking the blame 
for the sake of his niece, whom he loved 
so much. Garvin might not have adopt­
ed these desperate tactics except for the 
fact that he was very ill and knew he 
hadn't long to live anyway.

But a complication had arisen in Gar­
vin’s simple plan for taking the blame. 
He’d removed the gun from near Cra- 
vath’s corpse, reloaded it with old car­
tridges and tried to use it on himself. 
Undoubtedly he had figured that if the 
gun he used for his suicide was the same 
gun that killed Cravath, there could 
be little doubt as to his guilt.

Yet that gun had been stolen, along 
with Garvin’s suicide note. The gun had 
then turned up beside Cravath’s corpse. 
Quinn tried to figure out the answer to 
that one. There seemed to be only a 
single motive for the return of the gun. 
Whoever was responsible didn’t want 
Garvin blamed for the murder. Quinn 
asked himself why and firmly believed 
that the master minds behind all this 
wanted someone else to be blamed.

Wilfred Lee’s sudden change of 
heart and tactics were difficult to ex­
plain. He’d been highly co-operative, 
only to reverse himself and side with the 
other city officials who wanted Tony 
Quinn to leave town and abandon the 
investigation.

Chief Anderson’s bulldog determina­
tion to get the Black Bat could be ac­
counted for in the same manner that 
Captain McGrath had sworn to arrest 
this marauder in black. Furthering An­
derson’s motive was now the fact that 
the Black Bat had made a fool of him.



Anderson could be a crooked Chief of 
Police but if he was, he certainly didn’t 
live up to any of the usual big profits 
from graft. If he was honest, he still 
remained a dangerous enemy of the 
Black Bat.

Quinn gave some thought to Attor­
ney Bob Gray, the sartorial splendor of 
Lakeview and a man living on a bluff 
that was catching up with him. Bob 
Gray might go to extremes to maintain 
his usual lavish standard of living, but 
somehow he didn’t seem to possess 
enough brains to handle whatever deal 
prompted murder and near murder. 
True, that killer named Walton had 
found easy refuge in the home Gray had 
abandoned, but that didn’t prove Gray 
was implicated.

Even Matt Taylor came in for a cer­
tain amount of suspicion. He’d been al­
most too quick to enlist the aid of Tony 
Quinn. Perhaps because he wanted to 
indicate to the whole town that he 
wanted this mystery cleared up and 
didn’t mind asking for help. And now, 
when the Black Bat had also moved in 
and things were getting a trifle hot, 
Matt Taylor could have set the stage to 
force Quinn to leave town.

Quinn thought about Flora Lee Fox 
too. She was involved somehow. Ram­
sey, the everlasting boarder at the Lee 
home, was in an excellent position to 
direct all this. Certainly he was a crook 
of some kind.

Dr. Fox came in for his share of sus­
picion too, though he seemed to be noth­
ing more than a hard working, ambi­
tious doctor who wanted to establish 
his own sanitarium and build up both 
a business and a practice. He’d been 
willing to help the Black Bat escape 
though Quinn recalled with a chuckle 
how Silk had offered the opinion that 
Dr. Fox had almost conned the Black 
Bat into removing his hood.

Up to a certain point, Tony Quinn 
had established the theory that all of 
this stemmed from a blackmail plot. 
When a killer named Walton had de­
liberately run down Silk, Tony Quinn 
changed both his mind and his tactics. 
Walton had been so intent upon killing 

Silk that it was evident his orders con­
cerned Silk first. Furthermore, Silk had 
been highly suspicious of something. 
Unsure enough of himself not to offer 
an explanation; but whatever he had 
learned, those men behind the scheme 
knew it and ordered Silk’s removal.

Walton had to know that Silk and 
Quinn were headed for the sanitarium. 
He had to reach it first, set up the fake 
sign which would lead them back to the 
highway on foot. Three people knew 
that Silk and Quinn were headed for 
the sanitarium. Ramsey had overheard 
Quinn telling Flora Fox about it and 
Flora had phoned Dr. Fox, her hus­
band, informing him of it.

Quinn realized that others might have 
learned of it through either of those 
three people, but the speed with which 
Walton worked was an indication that 
very little time had elapsed between the 
moment Quinn had stated his intentions 
of visiting the sanitarium and the time 
when Walton had received his orders.

ALSO the same time element was 
present in the murder of Paul 

Garvin. Dr. Fox had phoned the drug 
store to send over a certain prescrip­
tion. The killer had worked so fast that 
he’d beaten the drug store messenger. 
Therefore, the killer had been told very 
quickly. This again meant that Dr, Fox 
could have issued the murder orders. 
Or it could have been Matt Taylor, or 
perhaps Flora or 'Wilfred Lee whom Dr. 
Fox phoned.

A sharp knock on the door broke up 
Quinn’s reverie and he called out a com­
mand to enter. McGrath came in, stand­
ing there in the light from the hallway 
and trying to peer through the dark.

"You there, Tony?” he asked.
"Why, of course I’m here.” Quinn 

stood up. "What’s the matter? Mac, I’m 
sorry. The lights aren’t on. I rarely 
think of lights. You can see how em­
barrassing it would be for me if I moved 
about very much without someone like 
Silk or you.”

"How is Silk?” McGrath snapped the 
light switch, closed the door and went 
around turning on other lights.



“They tell me he will live, but he is 
still unconscious. Mac, I’m very grate­
ful to you for coming here to help me.”

McGrath snorted, “Why shouldn’t I? 
We’re friends, aren’t we? To be truth­
ful, I was plenty surprised you asked 
me, Tony. And maybe my reasons for 
coming are more selfish than you think. 
Suppose I’m standing by to help you. 
Suppose you’re the Black Bat. How can 
you operate? I’m curious to know if the 
Black Bat goes to work while I’m at your 
side."

“Do you think I’d have asked you if 
I were the Black Bat?” Quinn asked, 
then laughed. “Mac, I’m very hungry. 
There’s a tap room in the lobby, they 
tell me, and the food is very good there. 
Suppose we go down and discuss this.”

“Now you’re talking.” McGrath nod­
ded happily. “My wife keeps me on a 
diet. Says I’m getting old and I can’t 
handle food the way I used to. That’s a 
lot of nonsense. I’ve got a strong stom­
ach. I can eat anything and I’m hungry 
enough to try.”

McGrath removed his coat, hung it 
on the back of a chair and washed up. 
Quinn extracted a fiat tin of tablets 
from McGrath’s coat pocket, emptied 
it and compared the shape and size of 
the sleeping tablets with the pills Mc­
Grath brought. They were close enough 
so he’d hardly notice any difference. 
Quinn filled the tin with the sleeping 
drug.

He was seated near the window, 
smoking another pipe of tobacco when 
McGrath was ready. They went down 
to the lobby and into the tap room. Mc­
Grath selected a booth, consulted the 
menu and began ordering. Quinn didn’t 
think he’d have to talk McGrath into 
eating anything more to give him a case 
of indigestion. There was one thing 
about McGrath. He always ran true to 
form.

They began with onion soup, heavily 
spiked with parmesan cheese. There was 
a salad somewhat more redolent of 
spices than Quinn went for. Then Mc­
Grath tackled a huge steak, practically 
raw and hidden under a blanket of 
onions. This was backed with a gigantic 

schooner of beer and assorted vegeta­
bles. McGrath finished pie, ice cream, 
two pots of coffee, and gave a long 
drawn out sigh of complete satisfaction. 
He fumbled in his pocket, took out the 
tin box of pills and laid one of them be­
side his glass of water.

He leaned back and said, “Tony, 
you’ve been here for awhile now. What’s 
it all about? How do you account for 
the fact that Garvin claimed he tried 
to kill himself, very probably did too— 
and was promptly murdered as soon as 
he was brought here?”

Quinn went into detail. He rarely 
held anything back from McGrath, who 
was astute and often as deep into a 
mystery as Quinn. McGrath listened 
and made some intelligent comments.

“Looks to me,” he said, “as if Gar­
vin tried to protect this niece of his. 
But you can’t tell me it was from a 
blackmailer who had a picture of her 
husband bending over a dead man.”

“I think,” Quinn said, “that we’ll vis­
it Mrs. Fox tomorrow and see if we 
can’t make her talk. I’m also anxious 
to find out why her father turned against 
me so suddenly.”

MCGRATH picked up the pill, rolled 
it between his fingers and bent 

across the table. “Know what I think? 
That something a lot bigger than a man­
slaughter rap against her husband, kept 
Mrs. Fox quiet. I think her father found 
out what it was too and it scared him 
into trying to get rid of you.”

Quinn nodded. “Sounds logical, Mac. 
Perhaps he was even ordered to get 
rid of me. But how can you explain why 
all the city officials feel the same way?” 

“They follow the boss,” McGrath 
grunted. “If Lee says you go—they slap 
him on the back and agree. Well, let’s 
hit the sack. I’ve got the room next to 
yours.”

“Fine,” Quinn said. McGrath had put 
down the pill and didn’t pick it up as 
he left the table to help Quinn arise. Mc­
Grath escorted him outside for a short 
walk and complained about a burning 
sensation in his stomach. He thought a 
beer or two would cool it- off so he had 



three at the hotel bar.
He even pulled down Quinn’s bed be­

fore he said good night. Quinn sat down 
near the window and wondered if Mc­
Grath was going to take one of those 
sleeping tablets. McGrath awake and 
on the prowl would be decidedly danger­
ous to Quinn’s plans. And yet he 
couldn’t postpone them.

At eleven-thirty he rolled out of bed 
and put an ear against the wall of Mc­
Grath’s room. He could hear the steady 
rumble of a heavy sleeper and nodded 
in satisfaction. Ten minutes later the 
Black Bat left the hotel, reached the 
coupe and drove quickly away.

At midnight, Captain McGrath’s 
telephone rang. He answered it sleep­
ily. The hotel phone operator said, “It’s 
midnight, sir. You wanted me to call 
you then.”

“Thanks,” McGrath said. "Thanks 
very much.”

He arose, stretched and grinned at 
the box of what he thought were diges­
tion pills. He was sure now that his wife 
was all wrong. His stomach was as 
tough as he was.

McGrath strode rapidly through the 
lobby of the hotel, giving heart palpi­
tations to Butch and Carol who were 
posted there. After McGrath left, Butch 
hurried to Quinn’s room, let himself in 
with a pass key he’d prepared for him­
self and saw that the room was empty, 
that Quinn’s clothing was there, and 
that it had been the Black Bat who left.

Butch hurried to the lobby again. 
"He’s gone,” he told Carol. "And Mc­
Grath is either wise or he wants to make 
some kind of an investigation on his 
own. I think Tony is headed for the 
sanitarium.”

"Then get over there as fast as you 
can,” Carol urged. "I’ll stay here in case 
you need help. Hurry, Butch.”
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CHAPTER XVI
Rifleman
INDING a suitable place, 

the Black Bat drove the 
coupe off the highway 
half a mile from the 
sanitarium, shut off the 
headlights and guided 
it between trees until 
the car was complete­
ly hidden but still 
ready for a fast get­
away. He checked his 

brace of automatics, stowed the wide- 
brimmed hat away and put on the close­
fitting black hood.

He approached the high steel fence, 
examined it without coming into con­
tact with the metal and decided it was 
wired to start an alarm if touched. He 
found tiny wire terminals close to the 
ground.

Moving rapidly now, for it was mid­
night and he had to cut this as short 
as possible, the Black Bat sought some 
means of getting over that fence with­
out sending a signal to any guards post­
ed in the sanitarium. He discovered a 
tree growing close to the fence. 
Branches which would normally have 
hung over onto the grounds, had been 
carefully cut off but there was still a 
chance.

He climbed the tree quickly, moved 
out along the stump of one of the lopped 
off limbs. When he could go no farther, 
he stood erect on the limb, holding onto 
branches above him. Then, still hold­
ing these branches, he swung out, sailed 
over the fence and landed with his knees 
bent. He rolled over twice and then lay 
perfectly still for a moment while he 
listened for any sounds that would indi­
cate he’d been heard.

Finally he arose and peered through 
the darkness. Now that uncanny ability 
to sweep away the night, really served 
him. He moved forward, toward the 
rear of the sanitarium and then came 
to a very abrupt halt. He was close 
enough to see half a dozen kennels. 
There were dogs and they’d hardly be 
pets.



He retreated quietly, praying those 
dogs slept well. He made a wide half 
circle and came at the building again 
from the opposite direction. There were 
a few lights on. The back door led into 
a large kitchen and he passed through 
this.

Pushing open the swinging door he 
gazed into a large dining room, where 
the table was already set for break­
fast. Then he saw a white uniformed 
man saunter past the door to the hall­
way. Only one thing about him detract­
ed from his role as a hospital guard. 
He wore a bolstered gun on his hip, 
quite openly, as if he didn’t worry about 
any of the patients coming downstairs 
to see him.

The Black Bat was forewarned and 
promptly drew one of his automatics. 
He reached the door, peered along the 
empty corridor and silently moved to­
ward the stairs. He went up them, 
staying close to the wall where the 
boards would be more firmly nailed.

At the top he headed for Silk’s room. 
There was no one on duty at any point 
on the floor. There was only that weird 
institutional silence broken now and 
then by a low moan from some room 
or heavy snoring. The Black Bat reached 
Silk's room and listened outside it for 
a moment. He tried the knob and found 
the door locked, but only by one of 
those old-fashioned locks with an open 
keyhole.

From an inner pocket he drew a com­
pact kit of tools, selected what seemed 
to be a thick key. He worked this into 
the door, withdrew it and studied the 
faint marks made by the lock mech­
anism. Now he examined several master 
keys in his kit and selected the right 
one. The door opened easily and he re­
locked it after he was inside.

The room was in darkness, which 
meant nothing to him. He moved to the 
side of the bed and bit his under lip. 
Silk looked paler than ever. The Black 
Bat bent over him. Silk’s eyes were 
wide open and staring as blankly as 
the eyes of blind Tony Quinn.

The Black Bat hastily pulled down 
Hie covers, pushed up the sleeve of the 

hospital gown that Silk wore and care­
fully studied both arms. He saw two 
points where injections had been made, 
both old. Silk wasn’t being kept drugged 
by hypos at any rate and the Black Bat 
knew that concussion cases often acted 
as if they were drugged.

He put his lips close to Silk’s ear. 
“Can you hear me?’’ he whispered. 
“Silk, can you hear me?”

T'HERE was no response although
the Black Bat thought he heard a 

faint scratching sound. He tried again 
and this time he noticed Silk’s right hand 
moving very slightly across the starched 
linen. When the Black Bat straightened 
up, the hand turned over and the fin­
gers slowly uncurled. It required a full 
two or three minutes before the palm 
was exposed and on it lay three small 
white tablets.

The Black Bat picked these up and 
put them into his pocket. Silk’s fingers 
were scratching against the sheet again. 
He was trying to move his hand. He 
succeeded in raising it and he curled 
all fingers under except the index fin­
ger which remained pointed at the 
small table beside the bed.

“All right,” the Black Bat whispered. 
“I know you want something on that 
table. Is it the glass of water?”

The hand didn’t move.
“Is it the glass sipper? The napkin? 

There’s a safety pin.”
The hand fell to the bed. The Black 

Bat picked up the safety pin, opened 
it and placed it in Silk’s hand. The fin 
gers closed around it as if in a gesture 
of thanks.

The Black Bat said, “They’ve got 
you under a hypnotic, Silk. I know the 
symptoms. You can’t talk. It’s a won­
der you can move your hand. If you 
want me to stay, scratch with your fin­
gers.”

There was no sound. The Black Bat 
nodded. “I’ll come back, Silk, They won’t 
dare hurt jrou. We’re making progress. 
I think I know what you wanted to tell 
me before you were run down. I found 
the man who drove that car and I beat 
the daylights out of him. He’s locked 



up now—or should be—unless Chief 
Anderson is as much a crook as this 
killer.

Silk’s fingers were scratching. The 
Black Bat chuckled softly under the 
hood. He didn’t feel mirthful. Seeing 
Silk helpless like that, completely a 
prisoner, gave him a near case of nerves, 
but he didn’t dare move Silk now. It 
might give away the whole game and 
being so close to the end of it, the Black 
Bat didn’t want to risk losing.

He thought Silk was trying to tell 
him something. The scratching was 
slow, weak but insistent. The Black Bat 
bent over Silk again.

“Do you want me to stay? Or take you 
away?”

The scratching went on.
“Do you want me to leave?”
Instantly the fingers stopped their 

moving. The Black Bat nodded.
“Have they something rigged so that 

my presence may be known? Am I in 
danger?”

The fingers scratched, a trifle faster, 
as if Silk were trying to make it very 
plain that danger existed.

The Black Bat whispered, "They’ve 
got a microphone, perhaps. Don’t wor­
ry, Silk. I hope they try to get me. I’ve 
been hoping for that for a long time. 
And you’re going to be all right. I’m 
sending Captain McGrath here as soon 
as it can be done.”

The Black Bat laid a gloved hand 
across Silk’s forehead for a moment. 
Then he moved rapidly to the window 
and peered out. He saw four men hur­
rying off into the night, each one rifle 
armed. He heard the muffled excitement 
of the dogs, which he didn’t like at all. 
They knew he was here all right and 
they were going to see to it that he never 
got beyond the steel fence.

He went to the door and unlocked it 
quietly. The hallway was just as desert­
ed as before, but he knew they’d spring 
their trap as quickly as possible. Cap­
turing him inside the sanitarium would 
be quite simple and they were bound to 
attempt it.

But the Black Bat had noticed some­
thing else when he peered out of the
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window in Silk’s room. From a room 
down the hall, there was a sloping roof 
over a delivery entrance easily reached 
from the window of that room.

NOW he moved fast and silently.
The door to the room that he 

wanted was not locked and there was 
no patient in it. He raised the window 
softly and stood beside it to listen. The 
dogs were yapping, but they’d appar­
ently been taken as far from the hos­
pital as possible so that patients would 
not be too much disturbed.

The Black Bat’s strange night sight 
enabled him to be certain that no one 
lurked close by to pick him off no mat­
ter if he emerged from a door or a 
window. It seemed evident that they 
hadn’t fully mustered their forces yet 
and were bent on covering all exit points 
away from the building first.

He crawled through the window, slid 
down the sloping roof and gave himself 
added impetus with a hard shove that 
sent him hurtling off the roof, through 
the air to land on soft lawn. It wasn’t 
much of a drop and he landed lightly, 
was up fast and sprinting toward the 
shelter of trees and brush.

Still there wasn’t a sound. Even the 
dogs had stopped their whining. The 
Black Bat sensed the danger that was 
closing in around him. They had expect­
ed this visit and prepared for it. They 
had wired Silk’s room. Then the Black 
Bat had betrayed his presence, by whis­
pering, and they started to spring the 
trap.

Only the darkness was his friend now. 
His enemies could shoot him down on 
sight and never be called to task for it. 
He was an intruder, an outlaw. There 
was a price on his head in the under­
world and a warrant for his arrest 
lodged with the police. He could depend 
upon no help. Silk was beyond call. Carol 
and Butch were probably at the hotel 
and wouldn’t move without orders. Mc­
Grath was sleeping off his enormous 
meal and his sleeping pills.

The Black Bat drew one of his guns. 
He had an idea he was going to need 
it.



Off the main driveway to the sanitari­
um, a man lay prone in a shallow gully. 
From his position he had a clear view 
of the approaches and there was a 
sweeping lawn almost all the way down 
to the gate. This was the easiest exit 
and one the Black Bat might very prob­
ably use.

The man lying there, picked up a rifle 
with telescopic night sights. He squint­
ed through the telescope and nodded in 
satisfaction. If he got the Black Bat 
in that sight, there’d be a dead man be­
neath that black hood.

Chief Anderson of the Lakeview Po­
lice, was feeling quite elated about the 
whole thing. He had suspected the 
Black Bat would visit Silk. He knew 
he was probably on the premises right 
now because sanitarium employees had 
begun moving around quickly, as if to 
take up prearranged positions.

Chief Anderson patted the stock of 
that deadly rifle and smiled. In a very 
short time, with luck, he would cut 
down the Black Bat and nothing else 
seemed more important,

CHAPTER XVII

Narrow Escape
[KE a flitting shadow 
the Black Bat scam­
pered across an open 
area of about twenty 
yards. Nothing hap­
pened. He decided to 
head for the main gate. 
They would expect him 
to seek what he would 
believe to be a more de­
serted section of the

premises. Perhaps he’d have a chance 
there.

A dog set up a blood curdling clamor 
very close by. The Black Bat snapped 
the safety off on his automatic. Men 
were running in this direction now, 
bringing up more dogs. They would 
form a circle about him if he didn’t move 
fast.

He broke cover and sprinted down 
the grassy slope with the sprawling 

sanitarium well behind him now. A gun 
cracked. He didn’t even hear the whine 
of the bullet and decided they were 
shooting at shadows. He did a nose dive 
beneath some bushes and lay there un­
til he stopped panting.

The dogs had picked up his scent and 
things were moving rapidly. There was 
nothing in his favor except the dark­
ness and the dogs overcame that. He 
didn’t know how many men were clos­
ing in, but he thought there might 
be enough to trap him securely.

There was a long portion of open 
lawn ahead of him, If he could nego­
tiate that, reach the brush near the 
entrance gate, he might have a chance. 
It was impossible to double back to veer 
off to the right or the left. They were 
driving him toward the gate, probably 
depending upon the men posted there 
to stop him.

The Black Bat felt the first twinge of 
worry and a fine film of sweat was 
forming under his hood. This was 
a time to take chances. He was rested 
now and ready. Rising, he moved for­
ward, again utilizing that uncanny 
night sight so that he stepped on no 
dry twigs nor brushed against any 
branches to give away his exact loca­
tion to the dogs.

It seemed ten miles to the next shel­
ter or darkness and trees, but he had 
to risk it. He would be a wide open tar­
get but because none of the men were 
really close, perhaps he would also be 
an elusive one. Waiting would only 
shorten his chances. He took a long 
breath, bent double and began running.

He had the advantage of moving 
downhill, which lent him speed, but 
while he didn’t realize it, he was pro­
ceeding straight into the path of Chief 
Anderson’s rifle and telescopic sights.

Anderson saw him as he broke from 
the shelter and the rifle rose to be pushed 
hard against his shoulder. He squinted 
through the sights. The running figure 
was coming closer, well in the sights, 
but another second or two wouldn’t mat­
ter, only bring him within better range. 
Anderson’s finger began to squeeze the 
trigger.



He held his breath. This was it! The 
moment when he’d avenge the embar­
rassment he had suffered when he had 
swaggered up to the hooded man in the 
lobby of the downtown office building. 
When he waited for a good-sized crowd 
and then dramatically yanked off the 
black hood, only to find that Dr. Fox 
was his prisoner and that the Black 
Bat had made good another incredible 
escape.

A slow smile came over Anderson’s 
face. He had never wanted to shoot a 
man down so much in his life. Then the 
Black Bat suddenly seemed to vanish 
from sight. A blaze of light came from 
the fringe of brush almost opposite. The 
Black Bat had taken a header and was 
no longer silhouetted. He had vanished 
in the maw of darkness.

Anderson cursed the man who fired 
that shot. But he could wait. The Black 
Eat had to get started again and very 
soon. The figure in black arose and An­
derson wet his lips. He began squeez­
ing trigger again.

Something cold was pressed against 
the back of his neck. He almost screamed 
in horror. A voice, as cold as the metal 
of the gun, spoke softly in his ear.

’‘Cowards use an ambush, Chief. 
You’re not fit to wear the badge of your 
uniform.”

ANDERSON started to turn his 
head. A gun butt crashed down 

on his head. He slumped forward and 
lay still. Captain McGrath grinned 
tightly and picked up the rifle which 
Anderson had dropped. He sighted it, 
but not on the Black Bat.

Someone fired another shot from 
across the open expanse of lawn. Mc­
Grath swung the telescopic sights in 
that direction and pulled the trigger. 
There was a wild scream.

McGrath hesitated a second and then 
he laughed. From a pocket he took out 
an envelope and extracted from it a 
small sticker fashioned in the shape of 
a bat in full flight. It was a souvenir of 
one of his many encounters with the 
Black Bat, for this was the insigne 
that marauder left behind him so no one
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else would be blamed for his law break­
ing.

McGrath wet the sticker and past­
ed it in the middle of Anderson’s fore­
head. He whispered, “Let’s see you ex­
plain that away, chum.” Then he scam­
pered through the brush, still clutch­
ing the rifle.

He saw two men dart out to inter­
cept the Black Bat. McGrath promptly 
knelt and fired. One man did a header. 
The other turned and fled. The Black 
Bat hadn’t checked his speed at all.

From this point, McGrath overlooked 
the main gate and saw the three men 
waiting there, armed with revolvers and 
clubs. They knew all this activity was 
rushing at them, for the sanitarium 
guards were calling to one another now 
and closing in on the gate.

McGrath knelt once more, peered 
through the sights and waited. The 
Black Bat realized someone was back­
ing him up, though he had no idea who 
it might be. He also knew that the most 
most dangerous part of his- escape was 
just ahead of him, but he couldn’t even 
pause for breath.

He saw the three guards, backs 
against the high iron gate, guns raised. 
He had to charge straight into the path 
of those weapons, for the rush of feet 
behind him indicated he would soon be 
trapped.

He dodged off the driveway, plunged 
through the brush, and when he broke 
free of it, both his guns were ready 
to open fire. He barely checked his trig­
ger fingers in time. For two of the men 
had dropped their guns and were 
clawing at their throats.

Butch stood on the other side of the 
gate, his enormous hands rapidly chok­
ing two of the men into unconsciousness. 
But the third guard was turning and 
ready to shoot. The Black Bat’s guns cut 
loose. The third guard grabbed at the 
fence and slowly slid down until cross 
bars broke his grip. Then he fell heavily.

The Black Bat didn’t check his ad­
vance, but he stowed the guns away just 
before he made a leap at the gate. He got 
a foothold on the cross bars, hoisted 
himself up and at that moment he was



as clear a target as a clay duck in a 
shooting range.

The dogs had been freed and were 
tearing toward him. They cringed away 
as the Black Bat fired at two men who 
had revolvers in their hands. Butch was 
still busy with the pair he held. The 
Black Bat needed both hands to main­
tain his grip on the gate.

A rifle cracked. One of the pair who 
who were ready to shoot, doubled up 
and fell. The other man swerved to the 
left, trying to find a target. When he 
saw nothing, he fled for the shelter of 
the brush.

At the top of the gate the Black Bat 
took time to turn his head and survey 
the grounds. He saw the form of the 
rifleman who had backed him. There 
was no question about his identity. Cap­
tain McGrath, it seemed, was paying 
the debt he owed the Black Bat for res­
cuing him from the fire in Cravath’s 
room.

The Black Bat cleared the top of the 
gate, jumped and landed safely. Butch 
pushed both his captives two feet away 
from the gate, yanked them back and 
hit their heads against the bars. He 
let go, grinned hugely and went after 
the Black Bat.

BUTCH had the rented town car 
parked nearby. The Black Bat 

piled into it and Butch drove him 
toward the spot where the coupe was 
waiting. The Black Bat said, “That was 
McGrath back there. I owe him my life, 
Butch.”

“So that’s who it was,” Butch grunt­
ed. “I figured maybe Silk was okay and 
had slipped out to give you a hand.”

“Silk is drugged. I’ve got to go back 
to the sanitarium as soon as possible. 
Head for the hotel and have Carol 
stand by. McGrath will hurry back too 
and I’ve got to be there ahead of him.”

“Carol and me,” Butch said, “did 
like you wanted. We looked up the big 
shots in town and started taking their 
pictures. You know, I never seen a 
bunch of shyer guys. Every time Carol 
would raise the camera, they'd turn 
away.”

“Good," the Black Bat nodded. “I ex­
pected a reaction like that. I wanted to 
be sure. Slow up here, Butch.”

The Black Bat leaped out of the slow­
ly moving car. Three minutes later he 
was guiding the coupe onto the high­
way and speeding toward town. He 
passed Butch near the outskirts, tool: 
to darker streets and soon he was park­
ing the coupe behind the hotel.

He let himself into his room, stripped 
off the black clothing and put on the 
business suit he wore as Tony Quinn. 
He sat down near the telephone table 
and made a long distance call to St. 
Louis. There he talked with a captain 
of detectives on night duty.

“This is Tony Quinn, Special D.A, in 
New York,” Quinn said. “As you may 
have learned from the New York po­
lice, a blackmailer named Cravath was 
murdered here. We think he was killed 
because he had something on someone 
who also came from St. Louis. I’m 
going to read off a list of names. If any 
of them is familiar, please tell me.”

“Go ahead, Mr. Quinn,” the detective 
captain said. “I talked to your Captain 
McGrath about Cravath. He was a cheap 
con man.”

Quinn read off the names of everyone 
so far implicated in the case, including 
all the city officials of Lakeview. None 
seemed familiar to this detective. Then 
Quinn added the name of Dr. Howard 
Fox.

“Now wait a minute,” the detective 
captain cried. “Let me check my rec­
ords.”

It took him less than five minutes and 
he seemed puzzled when he came back 
on the wire.

“Dr. Howard Fox is dead. He was 
what we call a doctor to the under­
world. He was killed during a raid to 
capture several bank robbers about 
four years ago. Fox was taking care of 
two of those robbers who had been 
wounded.”

“You’re very certain?” Quinn asked. 
“The Dr. Fox I refer to graduated from 
Washington University in Nineteen- 
Thirty-nine, and from an Illinois Med­
ical School in Nineteen-Forty-three.”



"That checks with the record we 
have on this Dr. Fox -who was killed;’’ 
the St. Louis officer exclaimed.

"Thank you,” Quinn said. “I think 
you’ve just helped me solve two mur­
ders and one of the biggest contem­
plated crimes I’ve ever come across.”

When McGrath knocked later on, 
Quinn sat in the chair near the window, 
turning the air blue with pipe smoke.

CHAPTER XVIII

Explanations

)T a trace of emotion 
showed on McGrath’s 
face as he pulled over a 
chair and sat down. 
“Been a little excite­
ment at the sanitarium, 
Tony,” he said. “Seems 
the Black Bat paid Silk 
a visit and got himself 
into a neat trap. 
Blasted his way out 

and got clear, I think. Even Chief An­
derson was there taking spot shots at 
him. Just thought you’d like to know.” 

“What about Silk?” Quinn asked 
quickly.

“I saw him after the excitement was 
over. He’s unconscious, Tony. Dr. Fox 
was called from his home and came 
while I was still there. He told me Silk 
was coming along and it was just a mat­
ter of time.”

Quinn gave a sigh of relief. “I can’t 
help thinking that Silk being run down 
that way meant more than just a plan 
to get rid of me. Mac, in my opinion 
Silk knew something and someone else 
realized this.”

"But I thought that car was aimed at 
you.”

"Maybe it was. I couldn’t see, of 
course, but I can hear extraordinarily 
well. Silk pushed me onto the highway, 
not off it, because the oncoming car 
must have been shooting off the road 
too. Why then, if the driver wanted to 
kill me, didn’t he pull back onto the 
road? I just stood there, helpless.”

McGrath pushed his tongue against
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his under lip. "You got something there, 
Tony. But what could Silk have known 
that you didn’t know—or he wouldn’t 
tell you?”

“I wish I had even a hint,” Quinn said 
sadly. "Possibly Silk wasn’t sure, or 
thought I’d believe he was being silly. 
Mac, suppose you and I go to see Silk 
tomorrow morning. Early!”

"That’s a good idea.” McGrath fum­
bled in his pocket and took out the tin 
box of pills. "AH the excitement up 
there gave me shooting pains. Or it 
could have been the French fried onions 
at dinner. One of these will fix me up 
nicely.”

He swallowed the pill without water, 
got up and said good night. Twenty 
minutes later Quinn phoned McGrath’s 
room. There was no answer. The sleep­
ing pills had finally worked.

Quinn changed back into the garb of 
the Black Bat. It was almost two o’clock 
in the morning when he approached 
Wilfred Lee’s home. There was a light 
in the study and he risked a quick look 
into the room. Wilfred Lee sat there, 
a highball in his left hand, his right 
covering his face as he bowed his head.

The Black Bat investigated the 
garage, saw that Dr. Fox’s car was not 
there and found the back door open, ap­
parently for the doctor’s convenience 
when he returned home. The Black Bat 
moved silently through the house, 
stepped into the study and closed the 
door behind him.

At the snick of the latch, Lee looked 
up. He dropped the highball glass and 
leaped to his feet.

"Don’t be alarmed,” the Black Bat 
said. “You know who I am. Sit down, 
Mr. Lee. We’ve a great deal to discuss.”

"You can’t talk to me,” Lee cried. "I 
refuse to let any masked man question 
me. You’re nothing but a cheap crook!”

"Sit down,” the Black Bat snapped 
imperiously and advanced toward Lee. 
The City Manager obeyed, bending to 
raise the glass he had dropped. The 
Black Bat stood above him.

"It has come to my attention, Mr. 
Lee, that you had a sudden and very 
mysterious change of heart about the
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investigation of your brother-in-law’s 
murder. Will you tell me why?”

“I’ll tell you nothing,” Lee snapped. 
“Not one thing!”

“Very well,” the Black Bat shrugged. 
“Tomorrow morning you’d best turn in 
your resignation as City Manager and 
surrender to the police on a charge of 
withholding evidence' in a murder case. 
If you do not do so, Quinn is prepared 
to have you locked up.”

“Quinn? He’ll leave town. I warned 
him already.”

“Quinn doesn’t warn, Mr. Lee. Don’t 
let his blindness fool you. Tonight I de­
livered to your police department a man 
named Walton, a professional thug 
whom I can just about prove attempted 
to kill a police officer. Not here, where 
you can protect him, but in New York 
where Mr. Quinn is in charge. This thug 
also ran down Silk Kirby. He is going 
to get himself a very long prison term 
and his kind is always willing to dicker. 
He will talk, Mr. Lee.”

“What can he talk about?” Lee de­
manded. “What’s this to do with me?”

“Not as much as it concerns your 
daughter,” the Black Bat said quietly.

LEE gulped and wet his lips. “How 
much do you know ?” he asked.

“First of all there is your gun to ex­
plain.” The Black Bat carried over a 
straight backed chair and straddled it. 
“Garvin swore he used it to try and kill 
himself. He actually did and it was 
stolen by a man who fully believed Gar­
vin was dead.”

“And why on earth was that done?” 
Lee asked, “I understood they found 
the gun near that blackmailer.”

“That’s true. The man who stole it 
from Garvin put it there and I’ll tell 
you why. They didn’t want Garvin to 
take the blame for killing the black­
mailer. They wanted to pin it on some­
one else. Garvin, they believed, was dead 
and his death would be listed as a mur­
der. But Garvin lived and talked and 
would have talked more. That is why 
they sent those poisoned tablets to him.”

“Do you know about my daughter, 
Flora?” Lee asked.

“I know that this dead blackmailer 
came to Lakeview quite often and re­
turned well heeled with money. He got 
that from your daughter.”

Lee nodded. “Well, I can’t deny it. 
There was some sort of a picture show­
ing Flora’s husband near the body of a 
man who’d been killed by a hit-and-run 
driver.”

“No,” the Black Bat said softly. 
“That picture was a fake and Dr. Fox 
could prove it was a fake. The black­
mailer had more than that on Fox. 
Much more. Otherwise why would your 
daughter have shot that blackmailer to 
death?”

“Shot Cravath? That’s not true!” 
Lee half arose. He saw the glitter of 
those cold eyes through the slits in the 
hood. He dropped back into the chair. 
“What’s the use? You know every­
thing.”

“Not quite. I know your change of 
heart so far as Tony Quinn was con­
cerned was induced by something that 
came up rather suddenly. Only one 
thing could have made you knuckle un­
der to this band of crooks. Your daugh­
ter’s safety. What did they show you? 
Another picture?”

Lee nodded. He arose and went to a 
table, pulled open a drawer and came 
back to hand the Black Bat a large 
photo. A very startling photo. It 
showed Flora facing Cravath. There 
was a smoking gun in her hand 
and Cravath was doubling up ready to 
pitch headlong to the ground.

“That,” Lee said, “isn’t faked. I asked 
Flora about it and she confessed. They 
had driven her mad, Black Bat. Paul 
Garvin knew and tried his best to save 
her. Paul was a dying man. It didn’t 
work. Finally, Flora told me. She said 
she had been ordered to show me this 
picture and tell me to order Quinn out 
of town. I—did. I had to.”

“Would you let me talk to Flora?” 
the Black Bat asked.

“Of course. She wanted to go to the 
police before. Howard—Dr. Fox—said 
he’d never permit her to face all that. 
He’d rather take her far away, beyond 
the reach of this blackmailing gang. I’ll



ask her to come down. I know she isn’t 
asleep. She hasn’t slept for clays.”

Flora, dressed in a silken white robe, 
seemed as pale as the gown. She looked 
at the Black Bat with eyes set deep in 
hollow sockets.

“Dad told me you know,” she said.
"I’m glad. I couldn’t have gone on.”

“Tell me just what happened,” the 
Black Bat said in a kindly voice. “Re­
member that I’m not a policeman. All 1 
want to do is help you.”

“This man—Cravath—came to see 
me. He had this picture showing my 
husband near the body of a man who’d 
been killed by his car. Cravath said he 
only wanted money enough to live on. 
I gave him some.”

“Did you ask your husband’s advice?” 
the Black Bat asked.

“Yes,” she said. “Howard advised me 
to pay and stall off Cravath until he 
could check on the man and perhaps 
get the negative.”

“Your husband did not deny he was 
the hit-and-run driver?”

“He—admitted it.”
“You paid then—and kept on paying. 

Something else happened. You can tell 
me about it.”

FLORA nodded, wiped away her tears, 
and took a deep breath. “This man 

Cravath insisted that I get together ten 
thousand dollars and he’d give me the 
negative. I refused and he threatened 
me by saying my husband would be in 
much more trouble than merely a hit- 
and-run driver. He hinted about mur­
der and impersonation. I told him 1 
would meet him and he made the date 
at the old brickyard. —I took along 
Dad’s gun.”

"Before you continue,” the Black Bat 
said, “was the gun loaded when you 
found it?”

“No, but there was a box of bullets 
beside it and I put six bullets into the 
chambers.”

“Can you show me where the box of 
bullets is now?”

“Of course—right in that desk.” She 
went over and pulled open a drawer, 
rummaged around and returned hold-
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ing a familiar box of bullets in the palm 
of her hand.

The Black Bat asked, “Was this box 
unsealed when you found it?”

“No. I had to cut the seal. What has 
all this to do with it?”

The Black Bat opened the box. There 
were twelve cartridges missing. He 
placed it on a table, took out his kit of 
tools and selected a pair of small pliers. 
He worried loose the leaden slug and 
then spilled the powder onto the table.

“It’s beginning to make sense,” he 
said. “Who took a picture of you shoot­
ing down that blackmailer?”

“I don’t know,” she said. “Cravath 
was drunk and ugly. He wanted the 
money, and he said I’d have to get more. 
He said he could send Howard to pris­
on. He came at me, leering at me. I was 
frightened and desperate. I had the 
gun. I warned him but he laughed and 
kept coming. I pulled the trigger until 
—until the gun didn’t go off any more. 
Then I turned and ran.”

Lee said, “Apparently this man 
Cravath had friends who didn’t care 
if he was killed and took a picture of 
Flora shooting him. I—went up there. 
The body was under a pile of straw. 
Paul Garvin had been there before me 
and taken the gun. I dragged the body 
to a shed, hoping it wouldn’t be found 
for a long time. I wanted to protect 
Flora.”

“You showed poor judgment in your 
methods,” the Black Bat chided him. 
“But perhaps I have news for you. Gar­
vin also took six bullets from this box 
of cartridges. He fired one at himself 
and it didn’t kill him because the 
cartridges were so old they’d lost their 
potency. Therefore, Mrs. Fox, you did 
not kill Cravath.”

“But I shot at him!”
“True, and he probably doubled up as 

the bullets hits him, but he wasn’t badly 
hurt. There was no force behind the 
slugs. You dropped the gun and ran. 
Then somebody else came along, put 
good slugs into the same gun and this 
time Cravath really died.”

“Who—who could have done that?” 
Lee cried.



The Biack Bat took a long breath, 
“I'm afraid I shall have to temper good 
news with bad. The murderer is Dr. 
Howard Fox.”

Flora sat down and covered her eyes. 
Lee sat aghast for a moment. Then he 
said, “V7hy, man, what are you talking 
about?”

“Did Dr. Fox ever practice here? Did 
he ever perform an operation, for in­
stance?”

“No, he didn’t. He said he hated that 
kind of work.”

“Let me ask another question. Many 
of your city officials are fairly new here, 
aren’t they?”

“Why, yes. Most of them are.”
“And isn’t it true that the city is in 

the midst of obtaining a large bond is­
sue?”

“Four million dollars.” Lee frowned. 
“The deal has been floated already and 
the money arrives tomorrow.”

“Four million!" the Black Bat said 
in an awed voice. “No wonder they 
didn’t stop at murder. Mr. Lee, will you 
telephone St. Louis right now? Ask for 
the Chief of Detectives. Ask him what 
he knows about Dr. Fox.”

LEE nodded and went over to the 
phone. In a surprisingly short 

time he had his connection, identified 
himself and made his request. He hung 
up a few moments later and turned 
around, a sorely puzzled man.

“Dr. Howard Fox is dead. He was 
killed by police in a raid on the hide­
out of some bank robbers. The man we 
know as Howard Fox must have this 
dead man’s diplomas and papers. It’s 
pretty hard to take.”

“Until now,” the Black Bat said, “I 
didn’t know your Dr. Fox came from St. 
Louis but I knew that Cravath did and 
that Cravath had something on Dr. Fox. 
Something much more than being a hit- 
and-run driver. Dr. Fox probably gave 
Cravath that photo after allowing his 
head to be superimposed upon the body 
of the man bending over the corpse. I 
expect that Fox told Cravath your 
daughter could pay far more, and to use 
that shot to get it. Cravath did that but 

he became greedier and he had to die. 
When Flora shot at him, Fox saw his 
chance. Or the men who were with Fox 
did.”

“The picture! They must have been 
prepared to take it!”

“But not for what Flora did. What 
they wanted was a black light shot of 
Cravath getting blackmail. That would 
hold him in check. But they got some­
thing even better. I can prove that. 
Flora, who else knew you were going to 
meet Cravath at the old brickyard?”

“Only—only Howard.” She raised 
her head. “I’m all right now. I’ve sensed 
something wrong with Howard lately. 
I've been almost afraid of him.”

The Black Bat moved toward the 
door, “If he returns say nothing of this 
to him. Shortly, Tony Quinn will arrive 
accompanied by Matt Taylor and some 
policemen. They will pick you up and 
take you to the sanitarium. Silk Kirby 
can throw further light on this affair. 
I’m bowing out. My work is done. All of 
this Quinn will know when he arrives. 
You can trust him.”

CHAPTER XIX
Confidence Men

ARLY the next morn­
ing the party to visit 
Silk Kirby started out. 
Flora and her father 
were silent as they rod? 
with Quinn and Mail 
Taylor toward the sarii 
tarium. A carload of po­
lice armed with tommy- 
guns followed. Nea-’ 
the sanitarium, Mali

Taylor gave the police lieutenant in 
charge orders to round up every man 
on the grounds. Then Taylor drove his 
car up to the entrance to the building.

Taylor guided Quinn up the stair.
Two detectives followed. Flora and her 
father trailed behind the others. Dr. 
Fox came out of his office and stared 
at them in surprise.

Quinn said, “Dr. Fox? I thought I 
recognized your footsteps.”



“Yes, Mr, Quinn. What in the world? 
Flora? Mr, Lee?”

"We want to see Silk Kirby,” Quinn 
said. "It’s very important.”

"But he isn’t conscious,” Fox pro­
tested. "I can’t allow him to be dis­
turbed.”

Taylor growled, "We’re going to see 
him. Is that clear?”

Fox shrugged and led the way to the 
elevator. They all crammed into the 
car.

Fox kept watching his wife in the 
mirror beside the elevator controls 
which he was operating.

They filed into Silk’s room. Quinn 
asked to be led straight to the bed­
side.

Matt Taylor looked down at Silk.
“His eyes are open, Tony,” he said. 

“I think he knows us.”
“Pull down the sheet,” Quinn or­

dered.
Taylor obeyed. Silk’s right hand 

clutched the safety pin. Under that hand 
lay a stiff piece of paper. It w’as an ordi­
nary store bag which had apparently 
been pinned to the side of the bed for 
ready disposal of tissues.

"Is there some sort of paper there?” 
Quinn asked.

Taylor gently moved Silk’s hand, lift­
ed the paper and studied it. “Yes,” he 
said. “It looks as if Silk was sticking 
pin holes in it.”

"Please lay the paper flat on the bed,” 
Quinn said.

Taylor obeyed and Quinn put his 
right hand on the bed, moved it until he 
encountered the paper and then his fin­
gers began tracing the pin holes.

"This happens to be crude Braille,” he 
said. “Silk knows it. He taught it to me 
long ago. You see, the Black Bat was 
here and realized that Silk was 
drugged. But not completely. Silk man­
aged to pretend he was totally uncon­
scious. They used pills to dope him be­
cause too many hypo marks might look 
suspicious. But Silk didn’t swallow the 
pills. He gave them to the Black Bat. 
They were hypnotic tablets, to keep a 
man in deep sleep.”

Taylor could contain himself no
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longer: “If that’s Braille, what does it 
say?”

"That Dr. Fox deliberately kept Silk 
under drugs. That he ordered a trap set 
in case the Black Bat appeared. That 
Silk recognized the set-up in this town 
as something called the Big Store. That 
is confidence men’s parlance with which 
Silk is very familiar, having been a con 
man himself. Your city officials, Mr. 
Lee, are all con men. They were afraid 
Silk would recognize them and stayed 
out of his way.”

"By heavens,” Taylor gasped. “Yes­
terday Quinn, Silk and I went to City 
Hall and I wanted to show them around. 
Not one of the city officials was in his 
office. Now I see why.”

"They sent a man named Walton to 
kill Silk. He almost succeeded and I 
expect that Dr. Fox would have com­
pleted the job,” Quinn said. “What is 
your true name, Fox? And don’t tell 
me you’re a doctor because I know bet­
ter. So does your wife and your father- 
in-law.”

FOX made a break for it and got as 
far as the door. One of the burly de­
tectives shoved him back inside the room 

and then followed to search him. Fox 
was unarmed.

Quinn said, "In a confidence game, 
sometimes years and thousands of dol­
lars are spent to set the stage for a big 
steal. In this case they promoted a four- 
million-dollar bond issue. When the cash 
arrived it would have vanished and so 
would all your city officials. But Cravath 
showed up and began spoiling the deal. 
He was done away with and the blame 
placed on Flora very neatly. So well was 
it done that Paul Garvin moved in and 
further upset things by trying to accept 
the blame.

“They had Garvin followed. His gun 
and suicide note were stolen by some 
con man who thought Garvin was dead. 
Then Fox had to begin taking risks, for 
Garvin was brought back here. When 
Fox learned of it, he knew Garvin 
would want medicine for his heart, or 
could be persuaded to ask for it. Fox 
then arranged with one of those con 



men to pose as a drug store messenger 
and deliver poison instead.”

MATT TAYLOR frowned. “Tony, 
can you prove this?”

“I think so. The poison which killed 
Garvin was an ordinary type but all 
poisons are hard to get, especially in 
capsule form. A doctor would have some 
on hand, or could get them quickly. Fox 
had to have set the stage because it was 
done so fast that I knew it was pre­
arranged. Only Dr. Fox could have 
planned it because only he could have 
rigged the affair so his plan would be 
carried out.”

“Then you knew it was him all the 
time?” Lee asked.

“I suspected him. I also suspected 
your Chief of Police, the lawyer whom 
Garvin called in, even Ramsey who lives 
with you. Because Ramsey is a sort of 
confidence man himself.”

“I know,” Lee nodded. “He didn’t fool 
me long. But despite the fact that he 
lied and sponges on me, I like him and 
he keeps me company. Ramsey wouldn't 
harm anyone.”

“I can understand that now,” Quinn 
said. “But he was pretty high on my 
list. So were you, Mr. Lee—and you, 
Matt, I wondered if you hadn’t been a 
trifle too anxious to keep me here, so 
you’d know what was going on.”

Taylor grinned. “That’s exactly how 
I felt. What about this thug who was 
turned over to the police bv the Black 
Bat?”

“He is a cheap gunman. He told the 
Black Bat that Lee was his boss. When 
a man like this gunman says that, he 
means just the reverse.”

“He was talking fast and heavy when 
I saw him last,” Taylor said. “And he 
was using the name of Fox instead of 
Lee.”

Fox gave a contemptuous shrug of his 
shoulders. “I can’t deny all this, of 
course. I'm too easy to expose. But 1 
killed no one. Walton, the gunman, did 
the killing against orders. Silk is un­
harmed. I wouldn’t have injured him. He 
had the best of care.”

“The best of drugs,” Quinn said soft­

ly. “If I could see, I'd Lave the satis­
faction of beating you up. As it is, I’ll 
have to be content with watching you 
sent to the electric chair. You tried to 
frighten me into quitting the investi­
gation. You called me on the phone at 
Lee’s home. You were upstairs in the 
same house. Flora had just been told 
of Garvin’s death and she’d fainted. So 
you called the number of your own 
phone, warned me in a stage voice and 
then sent somebody to enter my home 
and double the warning by printing a 
message on my mirror. To back this up, 
you had Silk and me almost killed by 
one of your men—most likely Walton. 
No one else knew I was at Lee’s home. 
Lee was with me and so was Ramsey, so 
it had to be you making that phone call.

“The picture found in Cravath’s 
room was planted there by Walton so 
his death in Lakeview could be ex­
plained and the threat against Flora 
furthered. After all, this entire deal 
was to place Mr. Lee in such a position 
that he could do nothing to stop these 
crooks. Lee was the fix. In this case a 
forced fix, but no con gang operates 
without someone to front for them. 
Chances were good you'd discover their 
scheme to loot the city, but you’d be in 
no position to tell anyone or take any 
sort of action.”

“But how did they get the picture 
of the man who’d been killed by a car?” 
Lee asked.

Quinn said, “I’m not sure. I wouldn’t 
doubt but that one of the con men ran 
this victim down. Or at least witnessed 
the accident. Anyway they had one of 
their number pose so that any face could 
be superimposed later if they needed to 
intimidate anyone.”

Matt Taylor said, “I’ll have a real 
doctor take over here and bring Silk 
out of it. I’ll take Fox, or whatever his 
name is, back to town and round up our 
precious city officials. What about Chief 
Anderson? I understand he had a row 
with the Black Bat.”

Quinn said, “Anderson showed bad 
judgment, that’s all. To him the Black 
Bat was just another crook. Some police 
officers learn the hard way.”



CAPTAIN McGRATH wasn’t very 
happy about the whole affair. 

Later he told Quinn, "I don’t under­
stand how I slept so well. Guess I must 
have been very tired.”

“After all that food you ate,. Mac, I’m 
surprised you slept at all,” Quinn said. 
“I wouldn’t mind having some of those 
stomach pills you use.”

McGrath put the tin of sleeping tab­
lets on the table beside Quinn. "Take 
them all. Nothing like them. Eat any­
thing I like and sleep like a babe. Silk 
is okay, Tony. They? brought him out of 
it very fast. I suppose we’ll all be going 
home now ?”

“As soon as Silk can travel,” Quinn 
said; “You seem sad about it.”

“I am—a little. They fired Chief An­
dersen and there were a few strong 
hints that I might fit in nicely.”

“And why not?” Quinn asked.
“Not me. No, sir., I’d have to give up 

my hunt for the Black Bat. As of now

I owe him nothing and some day—s® 
help me—I’ll trap him!”

“When you nail him,” Quinn said with 
a laugh, “bring him before me. Is® see 
that he gets nothing short of life.”

McGrath curled his under lip. “Yeah 
—yeah, sure. Right now I got a date 
with another steak. I can pick up more 
of those pills at any drug store. I’ll see 
you later, Tony.”

Ten minutes after he left, Carol Bald­
win: slipped into the room. She sat on 
the arm of Quinn’s chair, glad to be 
close to him, happy that they could find 
a few moments together. She rars her 
fingers through his hair while he talked 
about the case. After awhile he didn’t 
talk any more.

They had to seize these precious mo­
ments. The Black Bat’s crusade would 
go on, for crime never slept for long. 
Somewhere, soon, a gun would bark. A 
man would die and the Black Bat would 
be prowling the night again.

"You Got Somethin’ Coming Quinn, and Here It Is I"

THE big, ugly man. yanked the deer of the Black Bat’s car open and said, 
“Well, well, if it ain't Tony Quinn! The big shot who ain’t got eyes but likes 

to put people in stir for years and years. Remember me, Quinn?”
Tony Quinn seemed startled-. ”1... ean’t see you. How can I recognize you. .. .”
“My name is Hunt. Petey Hunt. Now maybe you remember.”
“Yes,”’ Quin® replied tightly. “Two years ago I prosecuted you and sent you 

to prison, for a long term. . . .”
"That’s right. You were responsible and you got somethin’ cornin’, Quinn— 

somethin’ I saved up while in stir—”
Quinn’s eyes didn’t flicker, he didn’t try to dodge the punch. He just took it, 

full in the face. The pain made him giddy—but it was one punch Quinn was glad 
to take and he let his assailant get away with it! Because it gave him an idea— 
an idea that helped him solve the strange ease of the BLUEPRINTS OF CRIME 
in the exciting novel of that name by G. Wayman Jones coming next issue!

It’s a. smash novel featuring Tony Quinn and his aides at their best—as they 
tackle an entirely new type of mystery! Look forward to BLUEPRINTS OF 
CRIME for a detective yarn that’s “different” and packed with thrills from start 
to finish!
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CHAPTER I
Gramps’ Giveaway Guess

IF there is a dent and a long scratch 
on the bottom panel of the Pearly

Gates, Grandpa Waldo and I did that one 
day when we brushed it with a wingtip. 

Gramps claims that if he hadn’t banked 
when he did we’d have flown right 
through without pausing to ring the 
golden bell. I was too scared to hear



"Coms bn!" B u f c h 
snarled. "Bianco wants 
to talk with you guysl"

F. E. RECHNITZER

When they discover the corpse

at Elbow Lake, Gramps Waldo

and Calvin must know all the

answers ... or else!

anything but my own yelling, but 
Gramps still insists he heard harps mak­
ing with sweet music as we went by.

With Gramps at the controls of his

Slickwing Aircruiser, we w'ere on our 
way to Elbow Lake w’hich could only be 
reached by air and, as a consequence 
they claimed, was full of fish as a freshly
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soldered sardine can.

After checking a town wedged in a 
railroad junction I penciled a ring 
around Lawrenceburg and settled back. 
Lawrenceburg meant the lake would be 
pushing over the horizon some time with­
in the next half hour or so. I must have 
dozed off then. The next thing I knew 
Gramps was nudging me. I woke up ex­
pecting to see Elbow Lake. But instead, 
there was a very ominous cloud tower­
ing right across our course.

“You’re gonna fly around it, aren’t 
you ?” I asked, hoping I didn’t know the 
answer already.

Grandpa is stubborn about a lot of 
things. But the thing he’s most mulish 
about is weather. According to him, any­
body who allows weather to prevent 
them from doing something they had 
planned is a blue ribbon pantywaist. In­
stead of answering he pointed his white 
tuft of chin whiskers at the approach­
ing storm and braced his feet against 
the rudder pedals.

Whether the storm hit us or we hit it 
I’ll never know. All I recall is being in 
the clear one minute and then being 
wrapped up like a Christmas present 
in a swirling mass of woolly stuff. Some­
thing reached out of the soup and 
snatched the controls away from Grand­
pa. Even with him pushing the wheel 
forward I could feel we were going prac­
tically straight up. Just before it got 
black as the underside of a crow’s wing 
I caught a glimpse of the altimeter. It 
was reaching for the high numbers as 
fast as the speedometei' needle on a high 
school kid’s hot rod. I had no means of 
checking it, but I’ll bet a jet job would 
have seemed to be standing still com­
pared to the way we went up.

Then that cloud suddenly pulled the 
string and opened its whole bag of 
tricks. Lightning streaked past us and 
tied up the job of scaring me. Thunder 
appeared to be trying to shake the uni­
verse right off its foundation. Gramps 
had always bragged on how he had never 
been scared in his life. So when he 
switched on the instrument panel lights 
I expected to see him calm and collected 
as if he were about to sit down to sup­

per. But right then his white chin whis­
kers were bobbing like the last view you 
get of a rabbit disappearing into a briar 
patch.

BUT Gramps wasn’t a quitter. He 
kept fighting back. Every time he 

yanked on the control wheel the wings 
of the little cabin job groaned like they 
were ready to drop off. I’d like to have 
fainted when he yelled, “Nothin’ I can 
do, Calvin. We’re in the hands of the 
Almighty now!”

When everything we had stowed in 
back began waltzing around my ears 
I figured we were done for. So I did what 
came natural. I closed my eyes tight and 
yelled. I didn’t open my eyes until I 
heard Gramps yell, “Glory be! We just 
squeaked past the Pearly Gates, Cal­
vin.”

All I could see through the plexiglass 
was a revolving blur. Then as Gramps 
fought the controls the spinning top 
gradually slowed up.

“There we are,” Gramps said poking 
me with his elbow. “Hit it right on the 
nose. Wouldn’t been here yet if I’d been 
sissy enough to fly around that storm.”

At the moment I wasn’t too interested 
for I was battling to keep my breakfast 
where I had put it that morning. When 
my eyes began to focus, I saw a big lake 
forming a blue V in the barren terrain 
below us. It resembled a crooked elbow 
all right. But according to the map the 
point of the V should have been point­
ing east instead of west. I was about 
to mention the fact to Grandpa when 
he nodded toward a cluster of cabins 
and a wharf. He slid the panel on his 
side open and waved to a man who waved 
back and jumped into a rowboat. Open­
ing the panel on my side I stuck my head 
over the edge and commenced feeding 
the bass they said could hardly find el­
bow room in the lake.

Gramps was grinning while he banked 
and came into the wind. “Some navigat­
ing, eh, Calvin?”

I swallowed and blotted my lips with 
the back of my hand. Right then was 
when I realized I hated these radio raf­
fles where somebody gives with a stupid



answer to a fourth grade question and 
wins everything from a package of pedi­
greed pansy seed to maybe a third in­
terest in the Cleveland Indians,

Sure I know more people than voted 
in the last election sit close to their tele­
phones every night hoping it will ring 
and offer them a crack at one of the 
super-duper jackpots. Used to do it my­
self. But that was before Grandpa Wal­
do, on my mother’s side, won himself a 
stack of merchandise ranging from an 
automatic needle threader to the brand 
new Slickwing job with Edo floats. But 
after what happened to Gramps and me 
at Elbow Lake I get. goose pimples every 
time I accidentally tune in a quiz pro­
gram.

We used to be what a psychiatrist 
would probably call a normal family ex­
cept maybe that we were all a little crazy 
about radio. Pop bent an ear to every 
commentator, the more pessimistic the 
better. Mom spilled tears over every 
soap opera while Sis went up to her 
room and huddled starry-eyed over her 
little portable while some goon made 
noises like he needed the slack in his ton­
sils taken up. While I studied I kept one 
ear cocked on sports programs.

My favorite was the Wednesday eve­
ning session about fishing and hunting. 
I'd get bug-eyed whenever some lucky 
guy recounted how he had landed a rec­
ord breaking fish. After that I usually 
hit the sack and dreamed of catching 
something larger than the white perch 
we caught in the University pond. A 
six-pound smallmouth was my favorite 
dream.

When I said we were all normal I 
was forgetting about Grandpa Waldo. 
Although he was head of the zoology de­
partment at Clayborn University just 
outside of town and an authority on 
herpetology, snakes to you, Gramps was 
daffy about whodunits. He read every 
story he could lay his hands on about 
detectives and gangsters and listened to 
everything from the Thin Man to the 
Fat Man. The tougher and gorier the 
better.

If only he'd been satisfied with read­
ing about these characters or listening
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to their highly Actionized counterparts 
on the radio. But no. Gramps had to go 
and develop a sort of Dr. Jekyll and 
Mr. Hyde neurosis. When he thought he 
was alone he’d commence pretending h® 
was a private eye about to crack down 
on the current Number One toughie.

His room was right next to mine and 
some of the solo conversations I over­
heard would curl the fuzz off a plastic 
monkey. Mom must have heard him too. 
I heard her talking to Aunt Minnie about 
it one day. They had it all figured out 
that overwork was causing his brain 
molecules to skid slightly.

Once Mom tried pleading with him to 
give up his interest in underworld char­
acters. Forgetting he had just read the 
first installment of a super thriller, 
Grandpa would promise and then 
promptly forget the minute he spotted 
the second instalment on a newsstand 
rack.

WHEN these dizzy give-away pro­
grams began cluttering loud­
speakers Gramps had company. With 

over twenty thousand bucks to be won 
by just answering a phone call it was­
n’t long before we were all balmy as a 
Caribbean zephyr. Even after Gramps 
had proved mathematically how big the 
odds were against one of us ever being 
called, we kept on listening in hushed 
expectation for our phone to ring. And 
when the Slickwing Aircruiser was add­
ed to the jackpot of the “What’s Mak­
ing this Noise?” program I began ex­
perimenting with everything in the 
house in the hope I would be able to 
recognize the mysterious sounds they put 
on the air. With one eye on the mink 
coat they were offering Sis began to 
help me figure out weird sounds.

It was just our luck Aunt Minnie's 
birthday supper had to fall on the night 
that gabby announcer picked our tele­
phone number out of a basket. But Aunt 
Minnie’s birthday supper was a family 
tradition. Only Gramps had an excuse. 
He claimed he had papers to mark. I 
knew better though, for I’d seen him 
sneak the latest issue of Smart Detective 
up to his room.



After supper we all crowded close to 
the radio in time to hear the "What’s 
Making this Noise?” program come on. 
The announcer began to get hysterical 
as he read the list of prizes they were 
offering for whoever could put the tag 
on the queer buzzing sound they had 
been broadcasting for the past month. 
Starting with the automatic needle 
threader the list included a deep freezer 
full of T-bone steaks, a completely 
equipped modern kitchen with a Zero­
case refrigerator, a chest of Sterling 
silver, a mink coat, a True Temper bait 
casting rod and an anti-backlash reel 
and of course this Slickwing Aircruiser 
and flying lessons.

AFTER some moron said he thought 
the New Deal had come into power 

in 1776 they put the mysterious sound 
on the air.

"It’s an eggbeater,” Sis squealed. "I 
just know it is.”

I didn’t say anything, but I had it 
doped out. Anybody who had ever done 
any fishing would recognize it as the 
noise made by a reel if a cast was made 
with the drag on.

We all started arguing about the noise 
when Aunt Minnie let out a squeak like 
the time she found a dead mouse in her 
dish of rice pudding. “Clara!” she 
gasped at Mom. "It’s your number 
they’re calling!”

You could have heard a humming­
bird’s breast feather fall into a bowl 
of whipped cream while we listened to 
the announcer repeat our number. Mak­
ing a game try for that mink coat, Sis 
rushed to the phone and tried to wheedle 
the operator into switching the call over 
to Aunt Minnie’s wire. But it was no 
soap.

Sis was bawling by the time Grandpa 
answered the phone.

Helpless, we listened while the an­
nouncer tried to explain who it was. 
"Guess maybe you got the wrong num­
ber,” Gramps said. "Yup . . . Yup this 
is the number. . . . You say you want 
me to identify some fool racket you’re 
makin’. Okay. Make you feel any better 
I’ll listen.”

They put the noise on again. “Hey, 
there, young fella!” Grandpa interrupt­
ed. "You got that thing in a cage? Bet­
ter be careful if you haven’t. ’Course I 
know what it is. That’s a diamondback 
rattler. Seven rattles an’ a button I’d 
say.”

That tied it as far as I was concerned. 
I didn’t bother listening to the an­
nouncer’s corny routine of making 
Gramps think for one short moment he’d 
come up with the answer. Then my heart 
tangled with my tonsils as the M.C. 
yelled that Gramps had correctly iden­
tified the sound and then gave a recap 
of the prizes he had won. Mom and 
Aunt Minnie were heading out the door 
before he was half way down the list. I 
was right behind them,

GRAMPS winning those prizes start­
ed a beautiful family rhubarb. It 

would take a book to list the cousins 
alone who phoned or wrote to tell 
Gramps how much they loved him and 
wanted him to come to their house to 
live. Everybody but Mom started advis­
ing him how to split the loot.

Things were sure hectic!
Grandpa didn’t say much for about a 

week. Then he sprang a real surprise 
by stating that he was arranging to take 
flying lessons with one of the instructors 
at the University flying club. That still 
gave me a chance, so I concentrated on 
the fishing gear and got it. Mom got the 
new kitchen and the deep freeze. Aunt 
Minnie got the automatic needle thread­
er and Sis had to settle for the chest of 
silver to put in her hope chest. The mink 
coat, Gramps said, would have to be sold 
to pay the income tax on the other stuff 
he’d won.

It didn’t take too long before Gramps 
was taking off from the lake and setting 
down like a Navy ace, His learning to 
fly was proof, Aunt Minnie insisted, that 
Gramps had gone completely off his trol­
ley.

But Mom was satisfied because he 
seemed to have forgotten about his pri­
vate eyes and gangsters. She didn’t even 
seem to mind his Rogering and Wilcoing 
all the time.



THE JACKPOT SPILLED DANGER
CHAPTER II 
Just a Gag

HORTLY after he’d got 
his license Grandpa an­
nounced his intention of 
flying to Elbow Lake 
during his summer va­
cation to spend a couple 
of weeks fishing. A Pro­
fessor Trenholm had 
friends who owned a 
fishing camp on the lake 
and he was fixing it for

Gramps to visit them. When I hinted 
about going along, Gramps said it would 
be okay with him if. Then he added the 
gimmick. He’d take me if I graduated 
with my class which, at the moment, 
seemed a very doubtful possibility. Did 
I pass? Give you three guesses, and the 
first two don’t count.

Everybody in town came down to the 
landing to see us take off that morning. 
Well everybody but Aunt Minnie who 
was still peeved about only getting that 
needle threader. Just before we were 
ready to climb aboard, this Professor 
Trenholm hurries up and grabs Gramps 
by the arm.

“I had no intention of telling you, 
Waldo,” he said. “But my wife insists 
I’d better. These Lewises are gagsters.”

Gramps’ eyes popped. “Gangsters, eh. 
What’s their racket?”

Professor Trenholm shook his head. 
“I said gagsters. You know, folks who 
take delight in playing jokes on a strang­
er. They’ll go to no end of trouble to rib 
a newcomer to their camp. Don’t take 
them seriously. No matter what they try 
io pull, play along with them. If they 
see you’re a good sport they’ll let up and 
show you a royal time. Remember, I 
warned you, Waldo.”

Still scared after being storm bounced, 
the warning slipped my memory com­
pletely while I watched the man row' out 
toward where Gramps had just landed. 
When I saw a 30-30 rifle resting close 
to his knees I poked Grandpa and point­
ed. He gave me a big wink. “Don’t for­
get what Professor Trenholm said, Cal­
vin. Be ready for anything.”

These Lewises must have gone to a 
lot of trouble to find a tough looking mug 
to act as our reception committee. This 
guy looked like something you might see 
in a Frankenstein movie.

“You de Perfesser?” the character 
growled when he nudged his boat against 
the pontoon on Gramps’ side.

“Expectin’ anybody else, chum?” 
Gramps grinned.

“Nope,” the character said. “But we 
wasn’t expectin’ youse fer a while yet. 
How come youse got here early?"

“Took a short cut,” Gramps scowled. 
“Any objections?”

“Okay by me,” the big guy muttered. 
“But Bianco had a letter from Barney 
sayin’ youse was havin’ trouble gettin’ 
a pilot to bring you out.”

“I got one, see,” Gramps jerked his 
thumb at me. “Where’ll we tie this kite 
up?”

The ugly looking bird motioned with 
his rifle toward a log anchored a few 
yards off the end of the little wharf. “I'm 
Butch,” he mumbled. “Guess youse has 
heard about me.”

When we began transferring our gear 
to the rowboat Butch unbent a little. 
“Played it like youse was startin’ on 
a fishin’ trip, didn’tcha ?”

“Yeah,” Gramps said out of the cor­
ner of his mouth. He looked over the 
cabins and grinned. “Nice little layout 
you got.”

Butch was looking at me so hard I 
felt goosebumps breaking out. “Didn’t 
Barney tell youse how Bianco won it 
from a sucker in New York?” His eyes 
came back to me. “Are youse de pilot?” 
he asked suspiciously.

I caught the wink Gramps tossed me 
and nodded. If Gramps wanted me to go 
along with a gag, I’d do it.

Butch shrugged. “Bianco don’t run no 
kindergarden outfit. So don’t try actin’ 
wise. Understand?”

“Don’t worry.” I grinned. “Pm just 
the professor’s chauffeur. Say, how’s 
fishing around here?”

Butch just gave me a dirty look and 
started to row toward the wharf. When 
we reached it he said to Gramps. *A 
couple of de boys will unload dis junk 



and take it to your cabin. Come on wid 
me, Bianco’s waitin’.”

We were about half way up the rocky 
path leading to the main cabin when 
Butch jerked his rifle to his shoulder. 
I nearly crawled out of my skin when he 
fired. “I got him,” he growled and point­
ed the rifle barrel toward a headless 
rattlesnake squirming in the path ahead 
of us. “It’s crawlin’ wid dem things 
around here. We all got the jitters.”

The sight of the snake brought a 
light to Gramps’ eyes. “That why you 
carry a rod, Butch?” he asked.

“There’s other kinds a snakes,” Butch 
leered. “A Fed would git a hunka lead 
around here quickr’n one of dem buzz­
ers. But de Feds don’t know where 
Bianco’s hidin’ out. Ever meet Tony 
back in da big town?”

GRANDPA looked up from the snake 
and shook his head.

“I forgot,” Butch said leading the way 
toward the main cabin. “Tony said 
youse is one of dem specialist guys dat 
works by hisself, Dat right?”

Gramps slid a look on his face like 
the one he used to practise in the mirror 
back home. He sure looked mean when 
he snapped. “You’re doin’ a pile of talk­
in’, Butch. I came here to listen to Bi­
anco.”

Butch was a first-rate actor too. He 
put on a scared look and turned to 
Gramps. “Excuse me, perfesser. Guess 
I’m all hypoed on account of dis is de 
biggest deal Bianco ever cut me in on. 
I figure he’s doin’ it on accounta de clean 
job I pulled when I rubbed out Gimpy 
Orlan for him. Besides I’m kinda hot 
for him to leave me in town. But even 
wid Orlan’s boys an’ de cops lookin’ for 
me I’d rather be back East. Gits terrible 
monotonous way out here wid nothin’ 
but snakes to bump off. You can have 
de west. I’ll take Third Avenue any day.”

Faces peered at us out of the big win­
dow. One of them was grinning like he 
was getting a wallop out of the gag. I 
had already decided somebody had 
tipped them off about Gramps being 
nuts about detectives and gangsters.

When the cabin door opened a stocky 

guy, dark complexioned with a pencil 
mark mustache, stepped out. He looked 
slippery as a can of gear grease.

“Howya, perfessor?” he said. When 
he stuck out his hand I saw the butt of 
an automatic sticking out of a shoulder 
holster. “I’m Tony Bianco.”

“Howya, Tony,” Gramps said and 
grinned back. “Meet my pilot, Cal, meet 
Tony.”

Bianco gave me a look that had me 
feeling like a scroll saw had been drawn 
across my eyes. “Come on in an’ meet 
the rest of my boys,” he said.

Some boys! There was a plug-ugly 
Bianco called “Dingo,” another one he 
tagged “Jo-Jo”, a bird called "Monk”, 
and a leering character he labeled 
"Lewie the Finger.” From the way 
Lewie kept grinning I put him down in 
my catalog as the bird who owned the 
fishing camp and liked to pull gags.,

“Bourbon?” Bianco said reaching to­
ward a bunch of bottles on a side table. 
I noticed him give Gramps a hard look.

"Never touch it,” Gramps said, and 
scowled.

Bianco smiled sheepishly. “Just test­
ing you, Perfessor. Barney said you 
never hit the bottle. Bad for close work, 
ain’t it?”

The way he looked up at the ceiling 
I figured Gramps was trying to dope an 
angle of his own on the gag. "Didn’t 
Barney tell you I was on my way?” he 
finally asked.

“Mail’s kinda slow out here,” Bianco 
said pouring himself a slug. "Last I 
heard from Barney he said you might 
be held up a couple of days. Said the 
Government boys were tailing you so 
close you might have trouble getting a 
pilot. I expected you to come in a bigger 
plane, How many will that one carry?”

“Four,” Grandpa said. “Maybe five 
with no luggage.”

"But we’ll have luggage,” Bianco 
growled. “Say, how’ about eatin’ an’ 
talkin’ business after?”

Most of the meal came from cans. 
The only thing that didn’t was a fish 
that practically blanketed a two foot 
platter. "What kind is it?” I asked Butch 
who squeezed in next to me.



Butch shrugged. “Lewie catches one 
like dat every morning on a line he’s got 
tied to the wharf. Youse would think 
everyday was Friday here.”

“It's a bass,” Gramps said kicking me 
under the table to keep my mouth shut. 
“All right if my pilot does a little fish­
ing?” he asked Bianco.

“Okay by me,” Bianco said. “Long’s 
he doesn’t let a plane spot him.”

“Youse better keep your eyes peeled 
for snakes,” Butch broke in. “Gotta 
rod?”

“Sure,” I said before Gramps kicked 
me again. “A True Temper.”

“One of dem foreign things,” Butch 
sneered. “It better shoot straight around 
here if you don’t want a snake to n'p 
ya.”

“He’s not afraid of them,” Gramps 
spoke up to change the subject. “He’s 
seen me handle them too often for that.”

A look of revulsion came to Dingo’s 
face. “How come you handle them?” he 
asked taking a quick drink.

“I study them,” Gramps said going 
out of character for a moment.

Butch nodded toward Dingo who was 
having himself an encore on the drink. 
“Rye is the best thing fer snake bites, 
ain’t it, perfesser?”

Gramps shook his head. “Only make 
it worse. I depend on serum. Carry a kit 
wherever I go.”

“If one of us was to git nicked,” Butch 
demanded, “would dis serium stuff cure 
us?”

“If you came to me in time,” Gramps 
said and smiled.

WHEN we had finished eating, Bian­
co called Gramps to one side. I 

could see he didn’t want me around so 
I said I was going to our cabin to get 
my rod.

“I’ll tag along,” Butch said. “Always 
wanted to git my mitts on one of dem 
fancy rods. Betcha it won’t outshoot 
mine.”

I came near laughing in Butch’s ugly 
face as he followed me out of the cabin. 
I was wishing they’d give up this dumb 
act.

While I sorted through my tackle box 

for a plug I thought one of those big 
bass might hanker for, Butch sat around 
and asked dumb questions. I’d lost in­
terest in the stupid gag, so I kept still.

“Da perfesser sure picked a clam in 
youse,” Butch grumbled as Gramps 
came in. Gramps jerked his head toward 
the door. “Leg it, Butch. We got busi­
ness.”

Butch gave Gramps a wink. “Gonna 
work over here so we won’t bother youse. 
That it, perfesser?”

When Butch closed the door Gramps 
began to chuckle. “Now all we have to 
do is wait for the pay-off,” he said to me.

I snapped a Doodleflash to a bronze 
leader. “Be more fun fishing. Gramps, 
do you suppose Aunt Minnie got this 
Professor Trenholm to tip them off 
about you going for this detective and 
gangster stuff?”

“Wouldn’t be surprised,” Gramps 
said. “Look at this.” He handed me a 
slip of paper. I’d never bought one but 
I recognized it as an Irish Sweepstake 
ticket.

“They’re pretending to be a bunch of 
counterfeiters,” Gramps said with a 
grin. “Claim they’re ready to turn out 
bales of queer tickets and make a big 
cleanup. Trying to build me up as some 
phony counterfeiter from New York 
known as the Professor. According to 
the way they are playing it some blank 
copper plates and engraving tools are 
arriving by mail from this man Barney.”

“Yeah,” I said handing the ticket 
back. “How long’s this going to go on?”

“Maybe they’ll pull the snapper to­
night,” Gramps said. “Wouldn’t surprise 
me if we weren’t raided by a bunch of 
phony FBI men tonight. I’ll be pointed 
out as the leader of the gang. Then’ll 
come the big laugh. Golldarn it, Calvin! 
I’ve just got to figure out a way to turn 
the laugh on them. Got any ideas?”

“Only about fishing,” I said.
Grandpa pulled his bait casting rod 

out of its aluminum carrying tube. 
“Maybe I’ll think of something while 
we’re fishing.”

“Didn’t they slip up about getting this 
stuff by mail?” I asked.

“Post office at Preston,” Gramps said.



"Run down a couple times a week in that 
runabout I saw under the wharf.”

Fishing wasn’t too bad. I got four 
nice ones and Gramps latched onto six, 
one a five-pounder. But what burned me 
was this Butch character following us 
along the shore with that rifle of his. 
Every time I looked up I saw his homely 
face peeking from behind a rock.

Gramps nodded toward a rock behind 
which Butch had just ducked. "Can you 
imagine a dumb bunny like him trying 
to make us believe he was the one who 
bumped off Gimpy Orlan?”

"Was there a Gimpy Orlan?” I asked.
Gramps snorted. “Couple of weeks 

ago the papers were full of how he’d 
been found in a cemetery with his hide 
looking like a sieve.”

“Just the same I’d hate to find myself 
in a cemetery with Butch shooting at 
me,” I said. "Remember how he popped 
off that snake’s head ?”

Gramps gave me a quiet smile. "He 
wouldn’t have the nerve. Just a big bag 
of wind.”

"Gramps,” I said after a while. "Let’s 
call it quits.”

"Not till they spring the gimmick,” 
Gramps said stubbornly. "Besides, if we 
start squawking, they’ll think we’re poor 
sports. Wait an’ see. Tonight will come 
the big laugh.”

Instead of a big laugh, the angle they 
added that night scared the living day­
lights out of me. We were in the main 
cabin after supper. Gramps was over in 
a corner trading tough talk with this 
guy who called himself Bianco. I had 
found some dog-eared comic books and 
was trying to read one when I happened 
to look up in time to see Bianco nod to­
ward Dingo. Then he winked at Butch 
while he pointed his fingc_' and made 
his thumb go up and down like us kids 
used to do when we played “Cops and 
Robbers.”

"How about a game of Chinese check­
ers, Dingo?” Butch yelled across the 
room. "Fifty bucks a game.”

"Make it best three outta five for half 
a grand,” Dingo sneered.

"Okay,” Butch said. "Catch ya cheat­
in’ I’ll kick your teeth in.”

“You’re too dumb to catch anybody 
cheatin’,” Dingo growled while Butch 
put the board on a little table and began 
arranging the yellow marbles.

I dropped the comic book and went 
ovex’ to stand behind Butch and watch. 
Gramps caught my eye and grinned. I 
knew he was thinking what I was as 
Dingo made the first move with the blue 
marbles. Tough guys wouldn’t go for a 
game like Chinese checkers. As to play­
ing for five hundred, well they didn’t 
look as if they could dig up the price 
of a 11/2 cent stamp to mail a Christmas 
card. What a gag!

CHAPTER III
Something Goes Sour

NGO won the first game. 
Then Butch took the 
second with marbles to 
spare. I thought they 
were spoiling the act 
when Dingo suggested 
their raising the ante to 
a thousand dollars.

Even when I was cer­
tain the game wasn’t on 
the level I got itchy

pants as Butch’s marbles began to 
arrange themselves in a pattern which 
would result in Dingo’s clearing the 
board if Butch made a mistake and 
moved just one marble into the right 
hole. Disliking the guy as I did, I still 
wanted to give Butch a warning nudge 
about that key marble. But he just went 
along and, like a dope, kept getting set 
up for Dingo to spring the trap.

When Dingo began squirming I knew 
he had spotted it too. Then Butch moved 
that yellow marble. His fingers were 
hardly off it before Dingo was jumping. 
He went clear around the board and 
ended up leaving just two yellow mar­
bles and both of them blocked.

"Remember, I ain’t got no cuff on this 
shirt,” Dingo sneered.

Butch stared at the board for a mo­
ment. Then his arm moved. I thought 
he was going for his wallet. But instead 
of a wallet Butch’s hand came up with 



an automatic. His mouth twisted in a 
snarl. “I saw you pick up that marble, 
Dingo. Don’t say I didn’t warn ya.”

When Dingo jumped to his feet and 
reached for his left arm pit, everybody 
got in the act. They hit the floor just like 
they do in the movies. I guess Gramps 
and I were the only ones left standing 
when Butch fired three fast shots. Dingo 
got a silly look on his face and crumpled. 
“You shouldn’t done that, Butch!” he 
said hoarsely. He dug his fingers at his 
chest like a flea was biting him. I felt 
like retching when red stuff began ooz­
ing between his fingers. I turned to 
Gramps to see if this was the expected 
gimmick.

Gramps stretched and yawned. “Come 
on, Cal. We’ll leave the boys to play 
charades.” With that he steps over 
Dingo, who was still now, and walks 
"with me to the door.

“Jeepers, Grandpa!” I said when we 
reached the cabin and I had my knees 
and chin under control. “Imagine killing 
a guy over a game of Chinese checkers. 
Let’s get out of here, Gramps. Please."

“And let them give us the horselaugh 
when we reach the dock,” Gramps said 
and grinned. “No siree. I can go along 
with the gag as long as they can.”

“But Dingo!” I argued.
“Probably laughing himself sick right 

now over the way you turned green,” 
Gramps said starting to undress. “That 
gag’s moldy.”

I didn’t get it and told him I didn’t.
“Well,” he said running his pocket 

comb through his whiskers like he al­
ways did before hitting the sack. “When 
a bunch of crooked gamblers have 
hooked a sucker for a wad of money and 
want a guarantee against his squealing, 
they rig a phon.y murder. The sucker, 
thinking he’ll be implicated in a killing 
takes it on the lam and keeps his mouth 
shut. It’s an old gag.”

“But the blood?” I asked.
“Ketchup in a little rubber sack,” 

Gramps assured me. “Dingo broke it 
while he pawed at his chest. Now go to 
sleep. I’m getting up early to hunt rattle­
snakes. Might be fortunate enough to 
find an albino around here.”

Even when Gramps blew out the oil 
lamp on the table by his bed I could still 
see that gooey red stuff trickling be­
tween Dingo’s fingers.

“You awake, Calvin?" Gramps called. 
“I just happened to think of something. 
Don’t get nervous if a bunch of strang­
ers come trooping in.”

“Will it be another gag?” I asked 
wearily.

“Probably,” Gramps replied. “Might 
have it fixed for a fake sheriff to drop 
in to investigate a murder. Good night, 
Calvin.”

There wasn’t a thing good about that 
night. I lay wishing a fake sheriff would 
show up just so I’d have something to 
help pass the time. I hoped, too, that 
would end it and leave us to our fishing. 
Toward dawn I heard voices outside. 
Then a little while later the sound of 
a motor.

It woke Gramps. “It’s the runabout. 
Likely heading down the lake to Preston. 
Guess I’ll get up and hunt snakes!” He 
yawned.

When Gramps left with his sack to 
hunt snakes, I decided to go down to 
the wharf and have a look at Lewie’s 
set line. As usual, and with the rifle in 
the crook of his arm, Butch suddenly 
appeared. When I sat down Butch sat 
down beside me. “You and de ole man 
is a cool pair,” he said after a while.

“How come?” I asked looking at our 
plane moored to a log a few yards from 
the dock.

“De way youse took what I did to 
Dingo last night," Butch said. “Did 
youse know it was a frameup?”

“Of course.” I felt of the set line and 
let it fall slack.

“Gosh,” Butch murmured. “None of 
de others did. Lewie’s next. Bianco says 
we got to cut down on de crowd so we 
can all pile into your plane when we’re 
ready to head outta here. Youse and da 
perfesser, Bianco and me and maybe 
Monk. Youse can take five, can't ya?”

“Yes,-” I snapped, fighting the impulse 
to tell him I was wise to the foolish gag.

“Gettin’ edgey over last night, huh?” 
Butch grinned. “Maybe youse and de 
perfesser don’t like no rough stuff like
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dat. Make youse feel any better I’ll take 
care of Lewie when youse is fishin’.”

IWAS about to answer when a whop­
ping bass broke water over by the 

rocky point. I marked the spot for a try 
that afternoon.

"Dis perfesser got a screw loose or 
somethin’?” Butch suddenly asked. "I 
mean dis catchin’ snakes. Or is it a 
gag?”

"He’ll be back before noon with a 
bagful of rattlers,” I assured him.

Butch shuddered. “I don’t like dat 
angle. Others don’t either.”

"That’s swell,” I frowned. “Maybe if 
you fellows will lay off, he will.”

"Lay off what?” Butch demanded. "I 
getcha. No more rough stuff.”

Butch bored me so I got up. "Want to 
come with me and look for the profess­
or?” I asked him.

"Not me!” he blurted. “I’m not foolin’ 
around that rockpile behind de cabins. 
But if youse and de perfesser wanta 
hunt snakes, it’s all right by me.”

When Gramps came back he had four­
teen nice rattlers. One was an old lunker 
with eleven rattles. He found some quar­
ter inch wire netting in the shack behind 
the cabins and soon had built a sturdy 
cage for the hissing snakes. After put­
ting the cage under the rear window of 
our cabin, he dumped in the snakes and 
latched the lid with a wedge of wood.

It took me an hour after lunch to drag 
him away from that cageful of snakes 
and get him started toward the wharf. 
Tailing us was Butch and that blunder­
buss of his. I told Gramps about the big 
bass I’d seen over by the point so we 
headed there first. We tried an assort­
ment of lures without even getting a 
strike.

Finally Gramps took a thermometer 
from his tackle box. He’s one of these 
scientific anglers who believes moon’s 
phases and water temperature has a lot 
to do with whether fish like to be caught. 
He lowered it over the side on a piece of 
string and let it hang a while. When he 
finally took a reading he said the water 
was too warm and we’d have to fish 
deeper.

After rummaging around in his 
tackle-box he came up with the fanciest 
hunk of piscatorial hardware I’d ever 
seen. It flashed in the sun like a pinball 
machine running wild.

"It’s a Flashoreno,” Gramps said 
proudly. “Paid five dollars for it.”

Gramps cast and after letting the 
shiny gadget sink, reeled in slowly. On 
the third cast his rod suddenly bent 
double. I thought he had connected with 
a whopper until Gramps said, “Dang it! 
Snagged on a rock or something.” He 
gave a couple of gentle tugs and shook 
his head. He handed his rod to me. “Hold 
it while I dive down and free it.”

We only had shorts and sneakers on, 
so it only took him a second to dive over­
board. If you think Grandpa Waldo was 
too old for diving you got another think. 
When he wasn’t too busy back at the 
University, he helped coach the swim­
ming team. I held the line taut while he 
went down. With only about twenty feet 
of water under us I figured it would be 
a cinch.

The splash he made had hardly settled 
before he hit the surface and came 
thrashing back to the boat. “Couldn’t 
you locate it?” I asked while he clung 
to the side of the boat and stared up at 
me.

“I—I located it, all right,” he chat­
tered.

“Was it a log?” I asked and wondered 
if the water could be as cold as he seemed 
to be making out.

Gramps took a deep breath. "I’m 
hooked into Dingo, Calvin. And believe 
me he hasn’t got any ketchup on.”

Here we go again I thought.
"Don’t just sit there!” Gramps sput­

tered. “Drop that fool rod and help me 
into the boat.”

Certain he was working up a new 
angle I helped him over the side. But 
when he cut the line I knew he wasn’t 
in a gaggy mood.

“Is Dingo really down there?” I found 
the courage to ask.

"Deader’n a quick frozen oyster and 
tied to a stone,” Gramps said looking 
bug-eyed at me. "Dang it, Calvin, I’ve 
gone and talked you into a fine kettle of



trouble. We must have landed at the 
wrong eamp.”

Then I recalled how the point of the 
V shaped lake had seemed to be turned 
around. "Whjr in thunderation didn’t you 
teM me?" Gramps said after I’d toki him. 
“We went and landed at the wrong end 
of the lake.”

I finally got my tongue untangled 
enough to ask: “Do you think this Bian­
co and the others are real gangsters, 
Gramps?”

“Sure as shooting, Calvin,” Gramps 
said, putting his sneakers on. “I remem­
ber reading about a Tony Bianco once. 
Used to be in the Capone gang.”

GOOSE PIMPLES were shoving each 
other around trying to make room 

for themselves on my hide. “Jeepers, 
Gramps,” I said. “There’s Butch watch­
ing us with that gun of his. And you 
said he wouldn’t have the nerve to kill 
anything bigger’n a snake.”

“I know—I know, Calvin.” Gramps 
said, reaching for the oars. “We haven’t 
time to discuss that now. We’ve got to 
get out of here, and fast.” He swung the 
boat toward our plane. “If Butch says 
anything, we’ll tell him we’re just going 
to test the motor. Soon’s it’s warm you 
hop out on the float and cut the mooring 
line. We’ll head down the lake to Preston 
and tip off the authorities.” A grin broke 
over his face. “Calvin, can you imagine 
what they will say back home when they 
learn how we were instrumental in cap­
turing a gang of counterfeiters?”

With Dingo tied to a rock at the bot­
tom of the lake and Butch watching us 
from shore with that rifle on the alert, 
my imagination was in high gear. But 
it didn’t include any hero stuff.

“We’re going to test the motor,” 
Gramps called when Butch walked out 
on the dock. “Cylinder missing when wre 
came in yesterday.”

I began to breathe easier when the 
starter whined. The motor sputtered and 
caught. “Get ready to move fast when 
I nod,” Gramps said. “I’ll start taxiing 
while you scramble in,”

We were both sweating while we 
watched the temperature needle quiver.
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Then as Gramps began easing the throt­
tle forward I suddenly went cold. For 
there, coming around the point at full 
throttle was the speedboat. Bianco was 
standing up waving to Butch and then 
pointing at us.

The boat roared up, swung in a tight 
circle that brought it up to the side of 
the Slickwing. “Should have warmed her 
up by taxiing,” Gramps said as he looked 
down into the barrel of Bianco’s auto­
matic. Monk was leaning in the door 
pointing a gun at me.

“Come on, get outta here!” he snarled. 
“Bianco wants to make talk with you 
birds.”

Gramps killed the motor and motioned 
for me to get out. “In here with me,” 
Bianco ordered and pushed his auto­
matic against Gramps’ ribs.

When we reached the dock, Bianco or­
dered Jo-Jo and Monk to tow the Slick­
wing under a big pine tree that leaned 
out over the lake. “They’re looking for 
that plane,” he said with a scowl. “Tie it 
good so it don’t drift out.” Then he mo­
tioned us to start walking toward the 
cabin. “And put that fishin’ stuff in their 
cabin,” he called over his shoulder.

“Dey was just testin’ de motor,” 
Butch said after we had entered the 
cabin. “Wot’s wrong wid dat?”

“Shut up!” Bianco barked. Then he 
turned to Gramps. “Now what’s your 
game? Are you and this squirt cops?” 
he asked nodding toward me.

I didn’t like the way Butch’s trigger 
finger twitched when Bianco mentioned 
cops.

“It’s all a mistake, Tony,” Gramps 
said with an unconvincing grin. “We 
thought we were landing at Lewis’s fish­
ing camp. We’d been warned they w’ould 
likely try to play a joke on us. So we 
thought you and the others were part 
of a gag. We were only trying to play 
along. Why I even thought rubbing out 
Dingo was part of the act.”

“How do you know it wasn’t?” Bianco 
shot back.

When Gramps hesitated, Butch spoke 
up. “Where’d you plant Dingo dis morn­
ing, boss?”

“Over by the point, in about twenty



feet of water,” Bianco replied.
Butch looked intelligent for a mo­

ment. “Dey was fishin’ over dere. Sud­
denly I sees dis ole geezer dive over­
board. Right away he comes up and dey 
lam outta there and head fer de plane. 
Maybe dey spotted Dingo.”

“Did you?” Bianco demanded.
When Gramps nodded, Butch grinned. 

“Want I should give Dingo company?”
Bianco shook his head. Taking a news­

paper from his pocket he tossed it on 
the table. “Lucky thing I wrent to Pres­
ton today.” He motioned us up to the 
table with the gun. “Read that.”

Under a big black headline was a 
story about how some underworld char­
acter called Barney the Gyp had escaped 
after a runing gunfight with a couple 
of FBI men. The story concluded by say­
ing it was thought that Barney and a 
well-known counterfeiter known as the 
Professor had headed for a Jersey air­
port and were heading west in a plane.

“Talk about gags!” Bianco said and 
grinned. “Lookit this.” He flipped the 
page over and there was a picture of 
Gramps and me. The paper said we 
were missing on a flight out west and 
then went on to tell how it was Gramps 
who had won the big “What’s Making 
This Noise?” jackpot.

“It was a million-to-one shot,” Bianco 
sneered. “Some hick college perfessor 
turns up when we’re expectin’ this pal 
of Barney’s.” Bianco’s face suddenly 
darkened. “Maybe this is a gag, Butch. 
Things like this just can’t happen.” He 
whirled angrily on Gramps. “Come 
clean. Are you with the FBI?”

“Of course not!” Gramps insisted. “I 
told you we got twisted up in a storm 
and blundered in here by mistake. Let us 
get out of here and we won’t say any­
thing about having been here or having 
seen you. I promise.”

MY knees had been shaking plenty 
but when Butch began to raise his 

rifle and said, “Now, Tony?” they turned 
to jelly.

“Hold it, you dope!” Bianco growled. 
“Barney’ll be showing up soon. Maybe 
he’ll have an idea.”

“Ya need any ideas when I around?” 
Butch said with a hurt look.

“Dontcha get it?” Bianco said. 
"They’re lookin’ for these mugs. I want 
them to be found. But not around here. 
And the sooner the better. Maybe Bar­
ney’s pilot can rig it so the plane crashes 
about fifty miles from here with them 
in it.”

Butch pondered the idea a moment 
and then grinned. "You mean dis pilot 
will take dem up already conked. Den 
he jumps out wid a parachute, just like 
I hear dem do on a radio program oncet. 
You’re smart, Tony. How about me conk­
in’ dem now?”

“Got to make it look natural,” Bianco 
frowned. “No slugs for the cops to find. 
We’ll wait for Barney.' So take ’em over 
to the cabin. Keep a guard on them. Un­
derstand?”

"Don’t worry,” Butch smiled and ca­
ressed his rifle. “Oh, I come near for- 
gettin’. I ain’t had a chancet to take care 
of Lewie yet.”

“Skip it,” Bianco said. “Maybe Bar­
ney an’ the Perfessor will come in a 
bigger plane. But keep your eyes on 
these two.”

A worried look flashed to Butch’s face. 
“Okay if I let Lewie take over after it 
gets dark? We wouldn’t miss him so 
much if one of dem snakes was to make 
a pass at him.”

“All right,” Bianco muttered impa­
tiently. “Get going.”

CHAPTER IV
Too Many Bullets

CLIEVE me, I know now 
how a condemned man 
feels as he spends his 
last few hours in the 
Death House. That cab­
in w’as the quietest and 
lonesomest place I’ve 
ever been in. Gramps 
didn’t have much to say 
to me and I had less to 
say to him.

“There ought to be a law against quizz 
programs,” I said after a while.



“Perhaps," Gramps nodded. “Might 
be a good idea to do something about 
folks who are dumb enough to give the 
correct answers. We wouldn’t been in 
this fix if I'd been smart enough to be 
dumb.”

“Yeah," I couldn’t help retorting. 
“And you thinking you were an expert 
on gangsters hasn’t helped any." An 
idea hit me and I went over and sat 
down beside Gramps on the bed. “Look, 
Grandpa. These detectives you’re always 
reading about and the ones on the radio 
—they’re always getting into tight spots, 
aren’t they? Can’t you recall one who 
got out of a fix like we’re in?"

Gramps laid his hand on my knee. 
“I been thinking about them until my 
head aches, Calvin. But not a situation 
seems to fit the predicament we’re in.”

I got up and went to a portable phono­
graph on a table in the corner. I tried 
the spring and found it worked. There 
were plenty of needles but onlj’ one rec­
ord. For want of something better to do 
I started playing the two sides in rota­
tion.

“That music sounds mighty dreary, 
Calvin," Grandpa finally remarked. I 
shut the thing off and sat down.

When it got dark Grandpa lighted the 
oil lamp. We sat watching a moth flutter 
around the hot chimney and listening 
to Butch walking around the cabin. Then 
Lewie appeared. I heard them talk for 
a few minutes and then the only sound 
was Lewie’s feet crunching gravel as he 
took up his tour of guard duty.

I felt sorry for the moth when it 
finally got too close and fell into the 
flame of the lamp. With nothing to 
watch, the sound of Lewie’s footsteps 
seemed to reach us more distinctly.

It was past midnight when the crunch 
of Lewie’s feet finally got me. I began 
playing the record again. The squeaky 
record was hard enough to take, but the 
thought of what they wanted to do to us 
in the morning made me grab for the 
needle and yank it out of the groove. 
In doing it the arm slipped and the 
needle dug into my thumb.

“Did it go deep?" Grandpa asked 
when he saw me sucking my thumb.

I showed him the puncture. He 
reached for the bottle of iodine he al­
ways carried in his tacklebox. His hand 
stopped in mid-air. “Let me see that 
again, Calvin. Say!" he murmured while 
he examined my thumb. “Might pass 
for the bite of a one-fanged rattler."

Disgusted over his picking a time like 
that to let his interest in snakes take 
priority over the jam we were in I 
started to yank my hand away. But I 
saw’ a look in his eyes that meant some­
thing was noddling around inside his 
head. “Bring me that envelope of 
needles,” he ordered.

GRAMPS got out his pocketknife— 
the one that’s a miniature ma­

chine shop—and opened it to a thin 
gadget like an awl. Then he took a prac­
tise plug out of his tacklebox and began 
boring two tiny holes in the thick end. 
He had to try a lot of tricks before he 
was able to make two of the phonograph 
needles stick solidly in the holes which 
were spaced about a quarter of an inch 
apart. He hefted the plug in his hand. 
“Needs a little more weight I think," 
he said and began to wrap a couple of 
strip sinkers around the plug. He tried 
the needles and nodded. “Get me my rod, 
Calvin. They left it over by the door.”

I was certain the strain of waiting 
had set Gramps wacky, but I got him 
the rod and watched him tie the plug to 
the line. “Even Dick Tracy would never 
have thought of trying this one," he 
grinned as he picked up the long alumi­
num tube he carried his rod in and 
walked over to the rear window’. Hold­
ing the lamp in one hand and the tube 
in the other he called softly for me to let 
him know when Lewie was out front.

When Lewie appeared around the cor­
ner I gave Gramps the signal and wait­
ed. I could hear Gramps struggling at 
the back window’. Then there was a soft 
thud. I thought he had jumped out and 
turned in time to see him blow out the 
lamp. Then as I watched him silhouetted 
against the open window I heard the 
snakes rattling like mad in the cage out 
back. “Lewie!" Grandpa called softly 
as our guard reached the rear of the 



cabin. ‘"Be awful careful out there. I 
think the snakes have escaped. Look out! 
There’s one right at your feet.”

I heard a loud whirr and then Lewie 
squeaked. Then he yelped. "He got me. 
He got me in the leg. What’ll I do?”

"Quit yelling,” Grandpa ordered as 
he lighted the lamp again and tossed his 
bait casting rod over on my bed. "Come 
in here quick, Lewie and I’ll give you a 
shot of snake serum.”

White-faced and sweating in terror,. 
Lewie burst through the front door. 
“How much time have I got, perfessor?” 
he babbled.

"Shut up!” Gramps ordered. "You’ve 
got to be quiet if you wish to prevent 
the venom from spreading through your 
whole body. Lie down on the bed while 
I get things ready. I’ll pull you through.”

Lewie collapsed on the bed. Moaning, 
he pulled up his pants leg to look at 
the two punctures high on the calf of his 
right leg. Gramps took a bottle and a 
metal case from his traveling bag. I 
knew the case contained serum and a hy­
podermic needle. I didn’t know what the 
bottle held until Gramps had given 
Lewie three capsules and handed me the 
bottle. I couldn’t recall ever having heard 
Gramps mention sleeping pills being any 
good for snakebite.

While Gramps fiddled with his hypo­
dermic needle Lewie kept weaving his 
automatic around and telling us not to 
escape. Gramps assured him he had but 
one thought in mind and that was to pre­
vent his dying a horrible death. I 
thought Gramps was kind of clumsy in 
taking so much time to get the hypo­
dermic out of the lid clamps.

"Won’t need it after all,” Gramps said 
nodding toward Lewie. Lewie was sound 
asleep and beginning to snore when 
Gramps disengaged his fingers from the 
automatic. "Dick Tracy or the Fat Man 
have got nothing on me, have they, Cal­
vin?”

"You clipped him with that plug,” I 
grinned and pointed to the bait casting 
rod. "When those two phonograph 
needles went in he thought sure a snake 
had him.”

“You should have seen him dancewhen 

I began to reel in,” Gramps chuckled. 
“He heard the plug rattle against the 
stones and thought another one was aft­
er him. I’d pushed the cage over to start 
the real snakes rattling good. Would 
never have thought of it if you hadn’t 
stuck yourself. Say, it’ll be morning 
soon. We better see about getting the 
plane started.”

I was heading for the door when he 
grabbed my arm. “Listen!” he whis­
pered. "There’s Butch calling for Lewie. 
Quick, help me roll him under the bed.”

When we had shoved Lewie out of 
sight Gramps tiptoed to the door. 
"Butch!” he called softly. “The snakes 
got out of the cage. Don’t go around 
back whatever you do. One of them 
just got Lewie. Come to the front door.”

Then he began making motions for 
me to hand him his fishing rod.

I HEARD Butch moving cautiously 
along the path leading to our cabin.

Then Gramps’ arm lashed out. With the 
drag on, the reel made a nasty sound, 
especially if your mind was on snakes.

“One got me!” Butch suddenly 
squealed. He hit the porch and the door 
in one jump. “I’m gonna die. Oh, the 
pain is somethin' awful.” He grabbed at 
Gramps’ arms. "You gotta help me, per- 
fesser. I was only kiddin’ about bumpin’ 
youse off. Honest. Please, perfesser, give 
me a slug of dat serium youse was tell- 
in’ us about. Quick, de pain’s gettin’ 
worse. I’ll die if de poison gets to me 
heart, won’t I?”

"If you’ve got a heart,” Gramps said 
under his breath while he led the pan­
icky man to the bed and ordered him to 
lie down. He handed him three pills and 
a glass of water. "Take them,” he said. 
Then he began his fumbling routine 
with the hypodermic case.

When Lewie moved under the bed, 
Butch sat up bug-eyed. "Wofs dat?” he 
demanded clutching his rifle close. "Is 
one of dem snakes under da bed?”

“May Be a snake under there,” 
Gramps said quietly. “But I suspect you 
are beginning to hear strange sounds. 
That’s a symptom of snake bite.”

"Am I gonna croak, perfesser?”



Butch blubbered. “Tell me de trut.”
“Not from snakebite,” Gramps said 

soberly. “More likely be from high tem­
perature in the seat of your pants.”

It seemed an eternity before Butch 
closed his eyes. Gramps watched him a 
moment and then handed me the rifle, 
“Okay, Calvin. If we aren’t interrupted 
again we’re on our way.”

Nobody appeared to bother us while 
we worked to shove the Slickwing out 
from under the tree and turn it around.

“This time we’ll warm it up while we 
taxi out.” Gramps said as he got in, 
“Better make it fast. It’s beginning to 
get light.”

Any othei’ time I might have thought 
the streak of pink in the east pretty. 
But not then.

Grandpa was reaching for the start­
er button when Bianco began bellowing 
for Butch and Lewie. “Yell all you’ve 
amind to!” Grandpa muttered. “ Behours 
before they get back from dreamland.”

When Grandpa started the motor 
Bianco got wise to what was up. He be­
gan blazing away at us with his auto­
matic. Then Jo-Jo came out and started 
shooting. It was light enough now to see 
the slugs kicking up little geysers 
around our plane. I ducked when one 
hit a strut and whined away into the 
dawn.

By the time Gramps had taxied out on 
the lake Bianco and Jo-Jo were down 
on the dock. Monk was shooting at us 
from the path with a gun like the one 
Butch had owned up till a short time 
before.

“Shoot back at them,” Grandpa yelled. 
“Drive them to cover.”

I didn’t know how to work the safety 
so I couldn’t shoot back. I didn’t think 
it was necessary because Bianco was 
making motions toward us like he’d gone 
completely batty over our escaping. 
When Gramps poured on the coal the 
Slickwing really started moving.

“We made it, Gramps!” I yelled “We 
made it!” Believe me, I felt better than 
I did when I got my final marks and 
knew I had finally graduated.

We were in a climbing turn when a 
loud wash made me duck. When I looked

97 
up Gramps was pointing to a big gray 
two-engine plane banking ahead of us. 
And maybe his whiskers weren’t twitch­
ing.

“It must be Barney and the Profes­
sor!” He shouted. “Look out! Here they 
come again."

Why that other plane didn’t smack 
us I’ll never know. Gramps claims he 
outmaneuvered the other pilot. Then a 
second later a long gash appeared in the 
plexiglass in front of us. Crash! Some­
thing smashed into our motor cowling 
and I was scared all over again.

“They’re shooting at us,” Gramps 
yelled as if I didn’t know it. “Here, you 
take the controls. Keep kicking rudder.”

To say I took control would be an 
overstatement. I just hung onto the 
wheel and kicked the rudder pedals 
while Gramps emptied a clip from the 
automatic he’d taken from Lewie. When 
onljr clicks came, he threw the gun out 
the window.

I tried my best to zig-zag dowm the 
lake. Only when I zigged the other plane 
was zagging right ipto us like the pilot 
didn’t care where he was going. A couple 
of times Gramps had to grab the wheel 
to keep us from stalling.

GRAMPS suddenly grabbed the mike 
of the Slickwing’s two way radio. 

“May Day! . . . May Day!” he yelled. 
“May Day! This is Professor Waldo. 
We’re being attacked over Elbow Lake 
... If somebody wants to captured Bar­
ney and the Professor they’re here with 
Tony Bianco. Hurry before they shoot 
us down . . . May Day! May Day . . . 
We’re headed toward Preston.”

Gramps took over and realty started 
throwing the Slickwing around. In be­
tween zooms I tried to get my safety 
belt buckled. When I finally succeeded, 
I fastened Gramps’. When they weren’t 
shooting at us, they were trying to get in 
close to force us dowm.

Gramps did all right. But that other 
plane was faster and although Grand­
pa will still argue the point I suspect the 
other pilot was a little more experienced. 
He kept forcing us closer and closer to 
the water. And with somebody taking



pot shots at every opportunity it wasn’t 
long before our pontoons kissed the wa­
ter at the end of practically every 
maneuver.

My heart bounced and then looped 
when our motor sputtered at the top of 
a zoom. I thought sure our fuel tank had 
been ripped by a bullet. But Gramps 
nudged me and pointed to the fuel gauge 
and I saw we had run dry.

"I’m going to attempt to set down 
close to the far shore,” Gramps yelled as 
the big gray job bored in again. ‘‘Be 
ready to jump.”

It was a good try. But Gramps admit­
ted afterwards that he had cut it a little 
fine. We set down close to the beach all 
right. But we bounced twice and kept 
right on going. We hit the sand and piled 
smack into a clump of cottonwoods. Talk 
about a racket! You should hear a Slick­
wing tearing into a couple of trees. 
Wood, metal, plexiglass and instruments 
pinwheeled around us. But when we 
finally settled all we had to show for the 
crash was a flock of bruises and a couple 
of scratches.

Gramps was saying something about 
being glad he had the plane insured 
when we heard the speedboat. ‘‘Where’s 
that rifle?” he yelled. “Here comes 
Bianco and the others.”

Grandpa crouched behind a rock and 
waited. I was behind another rock mak­
ing the sand fly. I’d made up my mind 
to dig a deep hole, crawl into it and then 
pull it in after me.

I peeked around the rock as Grand­
pa let go. I didn’t see any splash. But 
when the speedboat swerved sharply I 
knew he had put the slug Butch had been 
itching to put into one of us into the 
boat. Bianco shook his fist at us and then 
headed back to the wharf.

“Where’s the plane?” Gramps called 
to me.

“It’s circling above us,” I replied.
Grandpa looked up and then jumped 

from behind the rock. “That’s not it. 
That’s a National Guard plane. Remem­
ber, that newspaper said they were go­
ing to commence searching for us this 
morning. Look, there’s another across 
the lake. It’s forcing down the one that 
was after us. And here comes an am­
phibian from down the lake.”

SPEECHLESS, I stood beside Grand­
pa and watched another plane appear 

and immediately go to the aid of the one 
which was trying to force the big gray 
job down on a level stretch behind the 
cabins. After a few scattered shots and 
a lot of yelling I saw the amphibian 
land and nose up to the dock where 
Bianco, Jo-Jo and Monk stood with their 
hands high above their heads. A little 
later a group of men appeared from 
behind the cabins.

“The Professor’ll probably get a de­
gree out of this,” Gramps told me and 
smiled.

“A degree?” I asked while I watched 
the speedboat head across the lake 
toward where we stood. This time it car­
ried friends.

“Yup,” Grandpa chuckled. “A third 
degree. Maybe a neckpiece to go with it. 
Soon’s we’ve showed them where Dingo 
is, we’ll gather up our luggage and fish­
ing tackle and get somebody to take us 
to Lewis’s. I promised you some good 
fishing, Calvin, and dangit, you’re going 
to get it. But heaven help ’em if 
they try pulling any of their gags 
on us.”

I endorsed that with a silent amen. 
Having come safely out of the mess I 
was already feeling a little kindlier 
toward everybody—well, everybody but 
gabby quiz program announcers and 
ail' wave jackpots.
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The true story of Jacob

Hays, the one-man police

force who swept New York
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of hoodlums back in 1820!

OLD Jacob Hays strolled slowly 
down New York’s Water Street, 

twirling his short, thick staff of office in 
knotted, powerful hand. Ship chandlers 
stood in the doors of their tarry-smell­
ing shops and greeted him with smiling
faces, 
shiny 
coats, 
these

Portly citizens, respectable in 
beavers and white-piped waist- 
paused in their hurry through 

malodorous precincts to breathe 

sighs of relief at the comforting pres­
ence of the law. Others, less respectable 
and shabbier of dress, smirked sheepish­
ly at old Hays’ approach, or slunk down 
neighboring alleys in stealthy haste.

High Constable Hays returned all 
greetings; accosted by their names even 
those whose faces were averted. It was 
his boast that he knew everyone in New 
York—honest man and rogue alike; and



his memory had been never known to 
fail. In spite of casual stroll and idly 
twirling staff, however, old Jacob’s 
sharp gray eyes darted keenly from the 
fringing stores and waterfront taverns 
to the grimy sailing ships that swung at 
anchor on the river. There was trouble in 
the air—and old Jacob’s Roman nose 
was said to sniff it from afar.

But even his sensitive nose could find 
nothing wrong in the present scene. 
Aside from the usual oaths and cries 
from the ships, the normal haggling in 
the shops, not a single wayfarer was 
being stabbed to death, not a solitary cry 
of “Stop, thief!” disturbed the air.

Old Jacob shook his shaggy, massive 
head distrustfully. “It can’t be!” he mut­
tered. “There’s something brewing. I 
ain't been wrong yet. But where—when ? 
... Aha 1”

The Alley of Discord
A little, weazened old man came run­

ning out of Coenties Alley, spun on his 
heel and raced blindly toward the High 
Constable.

“Mr. Hays! Mr. Hays!” he gasped. 
“There’s mayhem—riot-murder being 
committed down the alley, I—I—oh, my 
heart 1”

4,Take it quietly, Mr. Van Wyck,” old 
Jacobs advised. “You say someone has 
been murdered?”

“Hundreds!” cried the trembling old 
man. “They’re using dirks and clubs.” 
He covered his face. “Oh, it’s terrible!” 
he moaned.

“Ah, you mean there’s a gang fight.” 
The High Constable gripped his staff 
and started down the cobblestoned 
street.

“Hey, where are you going?” the old 
man called after him in alarm. “They’ll 
kill you, too. You ought to get help— 
call out the militia!”

Jacob Hays turned momentarily. Hu­
mor glinted in hia frosty eyes, but his 
voice was grave. “I’m surprised at you, 
Mr. Van Wyck. Why, if I send for the 
military, they’re liable to kill some one. 
That means trouble. Then there’ll be the 
trouble of burying him; and that’s the 

greatest trouble of all! Remember me to 
your charming daughter.”

Then, at an unhurried pace, he turned 
the corner and vanished into the dark, 
forbidden alley. The old man started aft­
er him, openmouthed; and walked away 
as fast as he could.

A Hundred to One
Once inside the narrow thoroughfare 

the High Constable quickened his step. 
Down the other end, sandwiched between 
musty warehouses, milled a howling, 
flailing, struggling mass of men. The 
pale gleam of sun that trickled down 
recoiled from uplifted knives and 
quenched on crunching clubs. Huge cob­
blestones, torn from the street, thudded 
into warehouse walls. There were 
groans, cries, oaths and yelps of pain.

“Ha!” said old Jacob grimly. “The 
Knuckle Dusters and the Water Rats 
are at it again.”

These were the two toughest gangs in 
a city notorious for its tough gangs. New 
York in the year 1820, especially along 
the waterfront, was the haunt of bully 
boys, cutthroats, picklocks and alley 
lads.

Yet, without a moment’s hesitation, 
the High Constable waded into the very 
thick of the struggling, murderous mob. 
He had no other weapon with him than 
his staff. He never carried a gun, or 
even a loaded billy.

Exerting his tremendous strength, 
and with a twist of broad shoulders and 
elbowed arms, he flung the rioters to the 
left and to the right. A dirk gleamed and 
lunged down at him. He flicked his staff 
deftly. The dagger flew in an arc to im­
bed itself quivering in the nearby wall. 
The owner of the dagger cried out as he 
clapped good hand to the damaged wrist.

“Cripes!” rose a startled shout. “It’s 
old Hays!”

“Yes, it's old Hays!” said the High 
Constable equably. “Now get out of here, 
you men, before I lose my temper. I 
mean you, Lumpy! And you, Strangler! 
And you, Bully Tom!”

The two gangs, mortal enemies only 
a moment before, coalesced. There was 



an indecisive pause. Hays knew he had 
to act fast. They were a hundred to one, 
and the Strangler had sworn to get him 
ever since he had put the Strangler’s pal 
away.

Staff of the Law
His staff swung out, darted like an 

adder’s tongue. Bowler hats and peaked 
caps rose from their owners’ heads and 
fell beneath their trampling feet. Invol­
untarily the surprised toughs bent to re­
trieve their precious headgear. As they 
stopped, old Jacob shoved with brawny 
shoulders. Caught off balance, they went 
down like tenpins, rolling, tumbling and 
clutching vainly at each other in the 
alley mire.

Like a youth half his age, the High 
Constable vaulted over the intertwined 
barrier, straight for the stunned and 
startled Strangler. He caught him by the 
collar, twisted. With his other hand he 
laid hold of Bully Tom.

"All right, you two!” he said calmly. 
“Do you call off your bully boys or do you 
want to spend the next five years at the 
city’s expense?”

The two gang leaders glared at each 
other and at old Jacob. He twisted a 
little harder. They gasped, choked, splut­
tered. "You win,” wheezed Bully Tom, 
“Leggo—I can’t breathe!”

"Aw!” whined the Strangler, "why’re 
you always buttin’ in ta spoil th’ fun?”

"Fun’s fun, in its place, my lads. New 
York just ain’t the place—not ’s long 
as I’m High Constable. Now git!”

The rival gangs got! And old Jacob re­
sumed his quiet stroll, twirling his staff, 
greeting every passerby by name.

That was how Jacob Hays, High Con­
stable of New York, controlled the 
toughs and evildoers of a turbulent city. 
He was a one-man police force and one- 
man detective bureau rolled into one. 
His fame was world-wide, and Scotland 
Yard in England called on him for help 
when criminal trails led to America.

Jacob Hays was born in the little town 
of Bedford in 1772 of an old Jewish fam­
ily. His grandfather, Benjamin Hays, 
who had farmed there since 1720, was 
known to his Christian neighbors as 

"Uncle Ben, the best Christian in West­
chester County!” David Hays, Jacob’s 
father, played a dramatic role in the 
American Revolution, while his uncle, 
Judah, commanded a 16-gun ship with 
conspicuous gallantry during the French 
and Indian War.

Jacob Hays, who had seen George 
Washington many times at his father’s 
home, was first appointed Marshal by 
Mayor Varick of New York in 1798. In 
1802 he became High Constable—the Po­
lice Commissioner of that day. But it 
was a titular office without any police 
force, except for half a dozen men whom 
Hays hired to assist him.

Until his death, for nearly fifty years, 
he held the difficult post, ferreting out 
crime, breaking up gangs, bringing 
criminals to justice. Whenever some 
particularly dastardly murder was com­
mitted, the good citizens of New York 
would cry: "Setold Hays on it!” and go 
about their ordinary business with the 
comforting thought that their High Con­
stable would eventually ferret out the 
perpetrators and dangle them from the 
gallows.

And old Hays usually did. His suc­
cesses were remarkable. Single-handed, 
without all the modern aids in crime de­
tection, he would search for clues, solve 
seemingly insoluble riddles, go after his 
desperadoes into dangerous dives and 
pluck them forth from the very midst 
of their criminal cohorts with no other 
weapons than his light staff, his ready 
wit and tremendous strength.

Even the underworld respected him. 
For old Jacob was never brutal. He em­
ployed no third degrees. He broke no 
heads nor clubbed his prisoners, even 
when attacked with knife and gun. He 
relied solely on the quickness of his 
splendidly coordinated muscles to dis­
arm and capture his antagonists.

And he was fair. No man could ever 
say that he had been framed by Jacob 
Hays. Even after a court conviction of 
his man, if he had the slightest sus­
picion that there had been a miscar­
riage of justice, he did not rest until he 
had unraveled the truth, found the true 
murderer, and freed the man he had 
first arrested.



One famous case of the day points this 
up in particular. A band of skilful 
forgers had been victimizing New York 
banks for a long period. Old Jacob en­
tered the case. Knowing the underworld 
as he did, he suspected three men. One 
of them, Jack Reed, he came upon sud­
denly in front of the old City Hall. The 
High Constable was alone, while Reed 
was surrounded by his pals. Hays waded 
in. Reed drew a dirk. Hays dodged the 
blow and pinned the forger against the 
wall. Reed’s pals jumped upon old Jacob. 
Holding his prisoner firmly with one 
hand, the Constable whistled his staff 
about him to such good effect that the 
confederates fell back in dismay. Then, 
as citizens came hurrying over, they re­
treated sullenly, and Hays marched his 
prisoner off to jail.

The next man On his list was a man 
named Stephens. Learning that he was 
in hiding in a dingy hotel that made a 
practise of harboring desperadoes, Hays 
marched boldly to the door and demand­
ed admittance. Stephens made no an­
swer, whereupon Hays put his shoulder 
to the door and crashed in. Stephens was 
waiting for him, crouched, pistol in 
hand.

In one bound old Jacob was upon him; 
and, before the startled felon could pull 
the trigger, had knocked the gun from 
his hand, and marched him off to join 
Reed in the hoosegow.

The third man on Jacob’s list was a 
chap named Hollgate. But, while the 
Constable was trying to track him down, 
another man named Redmond was ar­
rested for the forgeries.

Redmond protested his innocence. But 
he was positively identified as one of the 
forgers by both the cashier and the tell­
er of one of the victimized banks. They 
swore without hesitation that Redmond 
was the man who had presented the 
ferged checks to them; and his appear­
ance tallied exactly with the description 
they had previously furnished to the po­
lice.

It was an open and shut case, of the 
kind that a detective dreams about. Red­
mond was indicted and brought to trial. 
The evidence was overwhelming, the de­

fense weak. The jury went out, and there 
was no question in any one’s mind that 
they’d soon be back with a conviction.

But old Jacob had not been satisfied 
from the very beginning. He still felt 
that the third forger was Hollgate. It 
was mere intuition, and nothing else. 
Even while the trial of Redmond was 
progressing, he was feverishly trying to 
find Hollgate, whom he knew only by 
hearsay and not by sight.

Hays Gets His Man
On the day of the trial, following a 

tip, he located his rtian in a cellar hide­
out on Chatham Street. Dragging him 
out, he hustled his struggling prisoner 
down one cobblestoned street after an­
other, while passersby gaped in amaze­
ment. Breathlessly he rushed him into 
the courtroom where judge, lawyers and 
spectators were waiting for the jury to 
return.

With a gasping exclamation, old Jacob 
flung the bedraggled Hollgate clear 
across the room toward the astounded 
witnesses.

“Look at this man!” thundered Jacob, 
“and tell me now if Redmond is your 
forger.”

The dignified cashier, the prim teller, 
rubbed their eyes. The judge gaped. For 
Hollgate and Redmond were as like as 
two green peas in a pod.

It had been just another case of mis­
taken identity.

The jury was hurriedly recalled. Holl- 
gate, in mortal terror of old Jacob, broke 
down and confessed. Redmond was 
freed; the three forgers whom Hays 
had arrested were put on trial and con­
victed. The High Constable, by his de­
votion to duty, by his super-detective 
instinct, had saved an innocent man 
from disgrace and jail.

When Jacob Hays finally died, at the 
ripe age of seventy-eight, the whole city 
trooped to the synagogue where the 
services were held. No other detective 
or police chief in the history of this 
country had ever such a following of 
dignitaries to his grave; no other has 
since equalled him in single career.



Thubway Tham s 
Funny Money

TJiam made for 
♦he subway en­
trance with Crad­
dock close be­

hind him

When the little dip picks 
up some old coins, 
it's a toss-up between 
him and the law!

AS he strolled along the street toward 
the small restaurant where he usu­

ally ate breakfast, Thubway Tham, the 
little lisping pickpocket who had earned 
his sobriquet by working in the crowded 
subway, was feeling mighty low.

For Tham, the last fortnight had been 
decidedly on the dark side. If there was 
any white meat in life, he had missed it 
during the past two weeks. He had 
called repeatedly upon his generally 
buoyant spirits to rescue him from the 
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depths of ill fortune, but the spirits had 
failed to hear his call.

It had started when word had been 
whispered that the heat was on. The 
Big Brass of the Police Department, 
irked by many complaints from citizens, 
had issued orders to sweep the city clean 
of pickpockets. Extra men had been de­
tailed for the work. Policemen in civil­
ian garb had exhibited fat wallets— 
stuffed with sheets of paper—in the 
hope of attracting a dip to his doom. 
All the old tricks like that—and there 
had been some captures.

But Thubway Tham had escaped by 
the simple expedient of neglecting to 
follow his calling for a time. If the cops 
were after dips, it followed that Detec­
tive Craddock, who had been after Tham 
for years, would be hot on the trail. And 
Tham knew the hot spell would end in 
a short time, as all hot spells did. The 
cops would forget dips presently and 
turn their earnest attention to some 
other species of malefactor.

The thing had hit Tham immediately 
after a rather disastrous poker game, 
and caught him low in funds. And, as 
the heat died down to only a warm glow 
and Tham began making plans to re­
coup his fortunes, he experienced a se­
vere attack of flu that kept him in bed 
five days in the room he rented in the 
lodging house operated by “Nosey” 
Moore, retired burglar.

Doctor’s fees and medicines cost 
Tham considerable cash. Now, well 
again and able to go forth and do his 
work, Tham found himself in the posi­
tion of a man forced to break his last 
five-dollar bill to pay for his breakfast.

Tham went to the restaurant, ate and 
paid his check, indulged in repartee with 
the smart blonde cashier, took several 
toothpicks out of the bowl, and went out 
upon the street feeling better.

And he strode into fresh misery.

STANDING beneath an awning was 
Detective Craddock. The officer’s 

eyes gleamed under the brim of his 
derby; and a stream of fragrant smoke 
ascended from the fat cigar in one cor­
ner of his mouth.

“Howdy, Craddock!” Tham greeted, 
as if this meeting pleased him greatly. 
“Fanthy theein’ you here, Bithineth 
thure mutht be good with you. The 
thmoke of that thigar tellth me that it 
mutht have cotht many penth in coin 
of the realm.”

“It’s a good smoke,” Craddock admit­
ted. “I like it.”

Craddock’s manner made Tham slight­
ly nervous. The detective was his old 
friend-enemy. Craddock liked Tham as a 
person, found the little dip’s lisp amus­
ing at times; but he w'ould grab him and 
take him in as a felon the instant he 
caught him with the goods, and Tham 
knew it.

Stopping beside Craddock beneath the 
awning, Tham got out a cigarette and 
lit it. The aroma from Craddock’s fra­
grant Havana engulfed him pleasantly. 
But the detective’s manner gave him a 
slight chill.

“It occurth to me that I have not theen 
you for thome time, Craddock,” Tham 
suggested.

“Nor have I seen you, Tham. Where 
have you been?”

“I have been in bed motht of the time.”
“Nice work if you can get it,” Crad­

dock commented. “Rich enough from 
your ill-gotten gains to retire and stay 
in bed at all hours, are you?”

“I have been very thick,” Tham ex­
plained.

“Sick? Really, Tham?”
“I can give you the name of the doctor 

and thow you my empty medithin bot- 
tleth, if there ith any doubt lurkin’ in 
your mind,” Tham said. “I had the flu, 
but bad.”

“Yeah? You’ll have worse than flu if 
I ever catch you at any of your tricks!” 
Craddock warned. “Keep your fingers 
out of other people’s pockets. If you 
don’t, you’ll soon find yourself where 
doctors and medicine come free.”

“Thankth for the advithe,” Tham re­
turned. “Jutht what ith the matter with 
you today, Craddock? You theem to be 
thourea on life. Could it be that thome 
of your thuperior officerth have been 
callin’ you on the carpet?”

“Could be,” Craddock confessed, “and 



is. They seem to think it’s my fault that 
all you dips aren’t caught and sent away. 
So I’d better make a few good hauls.”

Tham eyed him. “Are you meanin’ 
that you are goin’ to pethter me today. 
Craddock?”

"That depends, Tham. What is on 
your agenda for today?”

“Agenda!” Tham exclaimed. “How 
you do thling big wordth around, Crad­
dock. Let me conthult with mythelf. I 
may go uptown and take in a newth reel. 
Maybe there will be thomethin’ ecthitin’ 
in it.”

"If you journey uptown, no doubt you 
will travel on our well known subway.”

“And why not, Craddock? It ith 
thwift and thure. And it ith the poor 
man’th limouthine,” Tham explained.

"True, Tham. But some men of at 
least moderate wealth also ride on it 
occasionally. And such carry wallets 
containing what the vulgar call folding 
money. To lift a leather, extract the cur­
rency therein, and then ditch the leather 
for reasons of security—ah, Tham, some 
men take a delight in it.”

“They do?” asked Tham.
“They do. But not the cops, Tham! 

To speak frankly, the cops don’t like it. 
And one assigned to the pickpocket de­
tail, which is my poor lot at present, 
dislikes exceedingly to have his captain 
bawl him out continually because dips 
still dip their fingers into wrong pockets. 
Do I make myself clear?”

“Perfectly, Craddock. I athume that 
your captain ith a thtern man.”

"You’ll find I’m one, too, if you don’t 
mend your ways. Personally, Tham, I 
like you. Professionally, you’re a pain in 
my neck. So friendship ceases here and 
now, Tham. I am going to catch you 
with the goods.”

"And thend me to the big houth up 
the river for a long thtretch—I know,” 
Tham completed for him. “I have heard 
you thay that for what theemth to be 
a thouthand tirneth, Craddock. Even the 
pooretht dithk jockey will change a rec­
ord now and then.”

DETECTIVE Craddock scowled at 
the little pickpocket.

“Lead the way, Tham.”
“Thir?”
“I’m going to tag at your heels, lad. 

I’m going to watch your nimble fingers. 
I’m going to glue to you so closely that 
you won’t be able to steal an extra whiff 
of air without me feeling the breeze. 
Pick your route and lead on, Tham. Fm 
right with you.”

Tham shrugged his shoulders in resig­
nation. "Jutht tho you pay your own 
fare,” he said.

If Tham had been in funds, so to 
speak, he might have amused himself 
for several hours by leading Craddock 
a merry chase, dodging and doubling 
back and all that, but allowing the de­
tective to keep on his trail and maintain 
pursuit.

But, being in desperate need of the 
ready, Tham knew it was imperative to 
shake Craddock off as soon as possible, 
if he expected to replenish his depleted 
purse. So he struck off down the street 
toward the nearest subway station, and 
Craddock kept at his heels.

The detective ruefully tossed his good 
cigar into a gutter and followed Tham 
down to the platform, muttering, like 
many other men, against the regulation 
that said no smoking in the subway. 
They caught an express train for up­
town.

Tham remained just insidg the middle 
door of the car they had boarded, and 
which was crowded. Craddock stood a 
few feet from him. Tham squirmed and 
wiggled as the train sped through the 
bore, and unobtrusively managed to get 
three or four persons packed between 
himself and Craddock.

The first stop was Penn Station. There 
was a rush of men and women to get 
out of the car and another rush by those 
hurrying to get in. Thubway Tham 
allowed himself to be shoved aside ruth­
lessly—which got more persons between 
himself and the watching Craddock and 
allowed Tham himself to get at the open 
door.

There he stood until the doors of the 
train began closing. At just the proper 
moment, Tham thrust out an arm and 
exerted his greatest strength against 



the closing door. He held it an instant 
as he slipped through to the crowded 
platform. The door snapped shut as 
Tham released it, and the train started 
moving as Craddock fought to get 
through the aisle and at the door.

Tham grinned and waited. He guessed 
that Craddock would leave the train at 
Times Square and watch for him. Tham 
boarded an uptown local instead of wait­
ing for an express, secluded himself in 
a corner seat as much as possible and 
matle no effort to leave the train at 
Times Square. Instead, he remained on 
rhe local and journeyed on to Seventy- 
second Street.

He had bypassed Craddock and shak­
en him off. But he knew Craddock would 
be furious, and that it would serve Tham 
well if he dodged the detective for the 
remainder of the day. Such a thing 
looked easy, but was not. Craddock knew 
Tham’s habits and knew the subway, and 
Tham knew he did.

Up the steps Tham went and into the 
open air for a few minutes of sunshine. 
Then he returned to the subway station 
and loitered at the entrance, acting as 
if waiting for someone. But what he was 
waiting for was a prospective victim.

Nobody who entered looked as if he 
had a fat wallet. Then came a man who 
did, but one glance was enough to sat­
isfy Tham he would not be a good risk, 
being of the keenly alert type. Then, as 
Tham was about to descend to the plat­
form, he spotted the man he considered 
a likely prospect.

He was a small, gray-haired, rather 
prosperous-looking and timid-looking 
man. With him was a woman somewhat 
younger. They stopped a few feet from 
Tham, and it became apparent that the 
man was going to descend the steps 
alone and the woman go elsewhere.

“You have the money safe, Elmer?” 
the woman asked.

“Don’t worry. I didn’t forget to bring 
it, Eleanor," the little man replied. “I 
have it in a wallet in my hip pocket.”

“Try to finish your business and be 
back as soon as possible. I’ll go home as 
soon as- I get through at the beauty 
parlor."

They looked like prosperous people, 
Tham decided. Possibly father and mid­
dle-aged daughter. The woman’s attire 
had cost plenty of money, Tham judged, 
and she had spoken of going to a beauty 
parlor. So the theft of a few dollars from 
the man would probably work no hard­
ship on anybody.

They parted, and the man descended 
the subway stairs, and Tham followed 
him. The victim caught a downtown ex­
press with Tham at his heels. In the 
crowded car, Tham pressed closely 
against the other, and felt the wallet in 
the man’s left hip pocket. Anybody' who 
would carry a wallet in a hip pocket de­
served to have it stolen, Tham thought.

Tham knew there would be the usual 
elbowing at Times Square station. And 
he feared his prospective victim might 
decide to quit the train there. So he pre­
pared to do his work. As the train slowed 
at the station and the crowd in the aisle 
struggled to get to the doors and out, 
Tham’s clever fingers got the wallet and 
transferred it to his own large coat 
pocket.

He was through the door in the midst 
of the hurrying throng, leaving the vic­
tim behind. There was no hue and cry. 
Tham jostled his way along the plat­
form, helped by the fact that a crowd 
of delegates to some convention hap­
pened to be there.

Tham’s nimble fingers opened the 
wallet in his pocket and explored it. And 
he suffered something like a shock. This 
did not seem to be the usual wallet.

No currency was therein, no papers. 
The wallet was lined with something 
soft. And Tham’s fingers encountered 
only four coins. He removed the coins 
and kept them in his hand, and in the 
midst of the jostling crowd took the 
wallet from his pocket and dropped it 
on the platform. He was rid of the in­
criminating “leather.”

SLOWLY Tham went up the steps to 
the street. He slipped the coins into 

a pocket of his vest, and when he came 
up to the street was busily extracting a 
cigarette from a pack. He stepped to 
the curb and ignited a match, and in



turn lit the cigarette and gave a prelim­
inary puff.

“So we meet again, Tham!” said the 
voice of Detective Craddock in Tham’s 
ear.

Tham turned slowly. “Howdy, Crad­
dock!” he greeted. “What happened to 
you ? I thought you wath goin’ to follow 
me clothly all day.”

“None of your lip!” Plainly, Craddock 
was angry. “Where have you been, and 
what have you been doing?”

“I jutht took a ride uptown,” Tham 
explained. “Then I thought maybe I’d 
get off and go to thee the newth reel. 
But I don’t feel like it, Craddock. Maybe 
the flu ith cornin’ back on me. I think 
I’ll jutht go home and take it eathy.”

“I’ve a notion to search you,” Crad­
dock said.

"I wouldn’t do that, Craddock. You 
have no right to thuthpect me of doin’ 
anything wrong. Did you thee me under 
thircumthanceth that leadth you to be­
lieve I have committed a crime?”

“Turned lawyer, have you? Illegal 
search, huh? I could take you in on 
suspicion, you know.”

"Thuthpithion of what?” Tham de­
manded.

“If you’re going home, Tham, I’ll ride 
along. I’m going downtown myself.”

“But I wath goin’ to walk around for 
awhile and take the air.”

“If you feel another attack of flu com­
ing on, boy, you’d better go home. You’ll 
be a walking, sneezing menace to other 
citizens. Let’s go.”

They descended the stairs and caught 
a downtown local. Craddock eyed Tham 
with hostility until they reached Tham’s 
station. He got off with Tham and went 
with him to the lodging house of 
Nosey Moore, and watched Tham mount 
the stairs.

In his own room, Tham locked the 
door and sat on the edge of the bed and 
took the four coins from his pocket. He 
never had seen money like this before. 
Funny money, he thought. It looked old. 
On one of the coins, he could make out 
the date, and it startled him.

“A good thing Craddock did not 
thearch me,” he muttered. “What thith
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thtuff ith, I don’t know, but it would 
have had no buthineth in my pocket.”

He went down to the office, where Mr. 
Moore was alone reading the sports page 
of his favorite newspaper. He told Nosey 
his story and exhibited the coins behind 
a locked door.

“You may have somethin’, here, 
Tham,” Nosey said. “Sometimes, old 
coins like these are valuable. Collectors 
pay big prices for them,”

“What are theth worth ?” Tham asked 
cautiously.

“Don’t know, Tham. Maybe five or 
ten dollars each. You take them to a 
numismatologist.”

“I take ’em to a what?” Tham de­
manded. “Say that again.”

Nosey repeated the word. “Means an 
expert and dealer in old coins,” he ex­
plained. “There’s one in the next block 
on the other side of the street. He’s a 
shady character, so it might be safe to 
show the coins to him. Give him a yarn 
about bein’ broke and havin’ to sell these 
old coins that’ve been in your family for 
a long time.”

"Numithmatologitht,” Tham said, 
carefully.

“That’s it. Old coin man,” Nosey said.
Tham waited for an hour, fearing 

that Craddock might be lurking in the 
vicinity. But finally he went out, glanced 
up and down the street carefully, and 
made his way to the establishment of 
the numismatologist.

A stoop-shouldered, hawk-faced man 
behind a dirty counter blinked at him 
when he entered the shop. “Well, sir?” 
he asked Tham. “What can I do for 
you ?”

"I’m buthted,” Tham explained. “Got 
to have thome money.”

“Don’t we all? Are you begging, by 
any chance?”

“I am not athkin’ for a loan,” Tham 
retorted, with much dignity. “I have 
thome old cointh that have been in my 
family for a long time,”

“Ah, that is different! You want to 
sell them? Kindly show them to me. I 
doubt you can have anything of much 
value, but I’m not busy now, so I’ll take 
a look.”



THAM put the coins on the counter.
The man behind it adjusted his 

thick spectacles and looked. Tham 
caught a gleam in his eye, but it was 
extinguished promptly. The numisma- 
tologist got an eye glass and screwed it 
into his eye after removing his spec­
tacles and inspected the coins carefully.

“Old.” he admitted. “But not rare.”
“How much will you give me for ’em?” 

Tham askea.
“I'll have to get the latest quotations 

by ’phone. Wait a moment, please. You 
may inspect the curios in this showcase.”

The man behind the counter retreated 
to a battered desk and dialed a number. 
He muttered into the transmitter, and 
Tham could not understand his words. 
The conversation went on for a couple 
of minutes, and then the phone was re­
placed on its cradle and the old coin man 
went back to Tham.

“As I thought,” he said. “Of some 
value because of their age, but not 
scarce. If they were scarce, I probably 
could give you a lot of money for them.”

“How much?” Tham asked. He want­
ed to complete the deal and get out of 
the shop. If Craddock was still in the 
neighborhood and saw him in such a 
place, he might investigate.

“If you’re really badly in need of 
money, I’ll stretch the price a little. 
‘Live and let live’ is my motto. I’ll give 
you fifteen dollars for the coins.”

“You thtrech the prith in the wrong 
directhion,” Tham told him. He picked 
up his coins. “I think I’ll go to another 
numithma—whatever it ith.”

“Wait a moment. How do I know those 
coins aren’t stolen?”

“You thertainly are try in’ to thteal 
’em now,” Tham accused.

“How much do you want?”
“What ith your limit?” Tham asked.
“Well—fifty dollars. Take it or leave 

it. You see, I may have to keep them in 
stock a long time before I can sell them 
at a little profit.”

Tham considered a moment only. He 
wanted to get out of the shop. And fifty 
dollars was better than nothing. It would 
tide him over until he could lift a leather 
with real folding money in it.

“It ith a deal,” Tham said, “even if I 
do know you are thimply thwindlin’ me. 
But I need money right now. However, 
after thith I’ll do my buthineth with an­
other—whatever it is!”

The dealer counted out soiled currency 
and Tham gave him the coins and 
hurried out into the street. He felt that 
he had sold at perhaps half the value of 
the coins at the market. But at least he 
had eating money for a few days.

Tham went to a nearby restaurant 
and partook of a steak, then returned to 
the lodging house and told Nosey Moore 
of his transaction.

“Tham, you’ve been taken,” Nosey 
said. “That’s old Samuel Sleazy. He’s a 
fence, and a crooked fence at that. If he 
gave you fifty dollars for those coins, 
it’s an even bet they’re worth five hun­
dred.”

“Why, the dithonetht thcoundrel!” 
Tham exclaimed.

“He’ll think they’re stolen, and he 
won’t keep them in his place. Knew what 
those coins were, all right. ’Phoned, did 
he? Probably made a deal to get rid of 
’em at a profit. I’ll make a bet with you, 
Tham—that after he shuts up shop this 
evenin’ he’ll carry those coins and peddle 
’em to somebody else. The man he 
phoned, of course.”

“The thkunk!” Tham ejaculated.
“Tell you what, Tham. Go into that 

vacant room in front and watch this 
evenin’. Trail the cuss if he leaves his 
shop. See where he goes.”

“I’ll do that!” Tham decided. “But 
I’ll thee thith Thamuel Thleathy firtht 
and give him a chance.”

“You made a deal, Tham. He offered 
fifty and you agreed and took it.”

“Yeth, but he knew what thoth cointh 
were worth, and I didn’t.”

“It’s just guess work on my part, 
Tham—knowin’ Sleazy as I do. Maybe 
the coins are worth only a hundred and 
it’s a fair split.”

“That,” Thubway Tham replied, “ith 
thomethin’ I doubt.”

HE went to his room and stretched on 
the bed to rest. Tham was irked.

Being played for a sucker did not appeal 



to him. The more he thought of squint- 
eyed Samuel Sleazy, the more he dis­
liked him. Loss of money was bad 
enough, but being duped was fully as 
reprehensible, to Tham’s way of think­
ing. He would have his revenge!

As dusk descended upon the city, 
Tham turned on his little radio to listen 
to a broadcast of police reports. He did 
so almost every evening as a matter of 
business. A lot of the usual stuff this 
evening, he found—accidents, lost chil­
dren, a daylight burglary or two.

And then Tham suddenly sat up 
straight on the bed, and his eyes bulged 
as he listened to the broadcaster:

“—either lost in the subway or stolen, 
four old coins valued at more than a 
thousand dollars. They were being 
carried to a collector—”

Tham got up and paced across the 
room and back and glared at himself in 
the chipped mirror over his wash stand. 
He slapped on his hat and went down 
the stairs, past Nosey Moore’s office and 
to the street, and hurried along it to 
Samuel Sleazy’s shop.

Sleazy was behind his counter, taking 
trays from his showcase to put into the 
safe for the night.

"So it’s you again,” he said to Tham. 
"Got more old coins to sell?”

"You thwindled me,” Tham accused, 
his eyes ablaze. “You knew thoth cointh 
were worth a thouthand dollarth. I jutht 
found it out. I want more money.”

"You made a deal, mister.”
"You give me more money, or you’ll 

be thorry!”
"Easy, lad! I’ve got a gun under the 

counter. Could plug you and say you 
tried to hold me up.”

“Why, you—you rat!” Tham almost 
choked with rage.

"Lifted those coins, didn’t you? Good- 
by, mister! If you think I’ve swindled 
you, tell the cops—if you dare!”

Thubway Tham had a feeling of futil­
ity. He glared at Samuel Sleazy again 
and went from the shop. He knew he 
could handle the old coin fence phys­
ically, but he remembered the gun un­
der the counter.

Back in the lodging house, Tham went
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to the dark vacant room in front, from 
the window of which he could watch 
Samuel Sleazy’s shop. For an hour he 
watched, but lights still burned in the 
shop and a couple of men went in and 
out—men disposing of stolen goods to 
the fence, Tham supposed.

Then, the lights were extinguished. 
Tham continued to watch the shop close­
ly. And finally he was rewarded by see­
ing Sleazy emerge and lock the door and 
start up the street.

Tham hurried down the stairs. Sleazy 
was half way up the block, and Tham 
trailed him at a distance. Sleazy was 
making for the nearest subway entrance. 
Nosey Moore had guessed correctly-—the 
fence was going to dispose of his loot to 
another.

Tham followed Sleazy down to the 
subway platform. The crowd there was 
thin, and Tham took refuge at the end 
of the newsstand to keep Sleazy from 
seeing him. He turned when he heard 
somebody approach, and saw Detective 
Craddock grinning at him.

“Howdy, Tham!” Craddock greeted. 
“Saw you leave your abode. Outguessed 
you this time, boy.”

“How ith that?” Tham asked.
“Thought maybe you’d lay up the rest 

of the day and come out at night when 
you thought I’d be off duty. Going up­
town to mingle with the theatre crowds 
a little later, huh? Bound and deter­
mined to get your fingers in other peo­
ple’s pockets, are you?”

Tham’s heart sank. How could he trail 
Sleazy, watch him and possibly have his 
revenge with Craddock at his elbow? 
But he could only try to put on a front 
now.

“It ith gettin’ tho a thitithen can’t 
move without you copth annoyin’ him,” 
Tham blustered. “You jutht tag around 
after me all you pleath, Craddock. 
Thtick your little noth in my buthineth. 
I feel better, and thought maybe I’d run 
uptown and thee that newth reel after 
all.”

“Why run uptown? There’s a news 
reel theatre only three blocks up the 
street,” Craddock reminded him.

“They do not have the latetht newth,” 



Tham said. “Jutht tag along, Craddock, 
all you pleath. I can walk the thtreeth 
ath long ath you, even if you are a flat- 
foot.”

NOISILY the train came rushing into 
the station. Tham watched Samuel

Sleazy make for a car, and chose the 
one behind it for himself. It was slack 
hour on the subway, and the cars were 
not filled, and Tham did not w'ish to 
have Samuel Sleazy see him.

Craddock followed Tham into the car. 
Ignoring the detective, Tham watched 
the car ahead at every stop. At Times 
Square, Sleazy got off, and so did Tham 
—and so did Craddock.

Sleazy led the parade up Broadway, 
passing slowly through the opposite cur­
rent of the theatre crowd commencing 
to gather. Tham kept the fence in sight, 
and Craddock kept a few feet behind 
Tham. Craddock had no idea Tham was 
following the stoop-shouldered man a 
short distance ahead.

Sleazy finally went into the lobby of 
an office building and got into an eleva­
tor. Tham stopped at the curb and lit a 
cigarette. Craddock went up to him.

“Might as well cal! it a day and go 
home and stay there, Tham,” Craddock 
said. “I’m going to stick right with you 
until you’re tucked into bed for the 
night. And I’ll pick you up tomorrow 
and do the same. I’ll starve you out, 
Tham. I’ll see that you don’t lift enough 
to live on.”

Tham did not reply, except with a 
glare. He pretended to be watching the 
passing throng. But in reality he was 
waiting for Samuel Sleazy to emerge 
from the building.

And he was undergoing a mental 
struggle. Samuel Sleazy had swindled 
him. There no longer was honor among 
thieves—if there ever had been. It would 
irk him for the remainder of his life if 
he did not outwit the fence. And if he 
could outwit Craddock at the same time, 
and get hold of real money while doing 
this double outwitting, life would again 
be perfect for a time.

If Sleazy was trading those coins now 
to some shady dealer for big money, and 

came to the street again with that money 
on his person, Tham wanted to get it, 
Craddock or no Craddock. If he did, and 
Craddock or any other cop pestered him, 
he would simply refrain from his nefari­
ous calling until they got tired of it, 
living meanwhile on the proceeds of this 
night’s work.

Tham got out a fresh cigarette, 
yawned, popped the cigarette into his 
mouth and glanced up and down the 
street. But his real interest was in the 
office building lobby, though Craddock 
did not realize it.

The roar of Broadway drowned the 
rumbling in the skies. Down the Hudson 
was coming one of those terrific summer 
storms which would cause a short down­
pour and minor deluge when it struck 
the city. Tham felt a few drops of rain 
strike him. In a few minutes, he knew', 
the crowds on the street would be rush­
ing for shelter.

Then he saw Samuel Sleazy step out 
of the elevator with three other persons. 
The three hurried out to the street, but 
Sleazy stopped a moment near the maga­
zine stand as Tham watched. Sleazy’s 
eyes were glowing. He looked at and 
counted some currency in his hand. 
Tham quickly held cupped hands to his 
cigarette as he lit it, and turned his face 
away slightly.

But Sleazy was not looking at him. 
He was gloating over the money he held. 
And now he rolled the bills and snapped 
a rubber band around the roll and 
slipped it into the left hand pocket of 
his coat.

Tham turned away when he saw in 
which direction Samuel Sleazy was head­
ed. He brushed against Craddock.

“I am gettin’ thick of thith,” he said. 
“If you are goin’ to keep on pethterin' 
me ath you thaid, I am goin' home.”

“I’ll go right along with you, Tham, 
and see that you’re tucked in for the 
night,” Craddock assured him.

Tham followed Sleazy through the 
crowd hurrying to theatres and cafes. 
Craddock kept close behind Tham. 
Sleazy, Tham could tell, was making 
for the nearest subway entrance.

“The dirty crook!” Tham muttered.



"Thtealin’ from an honetht pickpocket! 
Ain’t got the nerve to go out and lift 
a leather for himthelf.”

Then the rain came. The sudden down­
pour commenced. Sheets of rain smashed 
against the pavements and on the walks. 
People squealed and fought to get be­
neath awnings, into doorways, anywhere 
to find shelter.

Tham began hurrying also. A drench­
ing might not be so good after his attack 
of influenza. The doctor had warned him 
that a relapse might be dangerous.

CRADDOCK also hurried, keeping as 
close to Tham as he could. But peo­

ple were continually getting between 
them, and even Craddock, used to forc­
ing his way through crowds, had trouble 
keeping within twenty feet of Tham.

Sleazy made for the subway entrance 
with Tham close behind him. The en­
trance was crowded with people. Al­
ready, the floor and upper steps of the 
stairs were wet and slippery. And that 
gave Tham a quick idea.

He elbowed and jostled and got closer 
to Sleazy, who was thinking of getting 
down to the subway platform below and 
not taking the trouble to look behind. 
People coming up the steps were jam­
ming because they could not get through 
to the street. Tham finally got directly 
behind Sleazy, with Craddock a short 
distance in the rear.

A sudden surge in the crowd gave 
Tham the opportunity he wanted. He 
tripped Samuel Sleazy deftly, and Sleazy 
lurched forward and knocked two people 
against the wall, and a woman tottered 
and began screeching as she felt herself 
starting to fall down the steps. Men 
grabbed one another as the crowd surged 
again.

Sleazy fell to his hands and knees. 
The slippery steps betrayed him, and he 
rolled over and bumped his head against 
the wall. Tham pretended to slip and fall 
beside him, sprawled across Sleazy’s 
body, got the roll of bills without diffi­
culty, and as other persons sprawled on 
and around them, smothering Sleazy, 
Tham got to his feet.

In the commotion, it was an easy mat-
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ter for him to slip the rubber band off 
the roll of bills and put some of the bills 
into his vest pocket and the remainder 
in a hidden pocket beneath his belt. He 
turned to see Craddock trying to get to 
his side.

People were yelling that a man had 
been hurt, and Craddock saw Sleazy on 
the steps and tried to get forward.

“One side—I’m an officer!” Craddock 
shouted.

Sleazy managed to sit up on a step 
and brace himself against the wall. He 
was dazed and bewildered. The crowd 
surged again, and Craddock was thrust 
aside and Tham forced up against 
Sleazy. The other glanced up and recog­
nized him. The fence’s hand had gone 
to his pocket, and Tham knew he real­
ized his loss.

Tham bent forward quickly, acting as 
if trying to help Sleazy to his feet.

“Tell it to the copth—if you dare,” he 
hissed at Sleazy. “They’d want to know 
where you got the dough. They’d check 
everybody in that offith buildin’. Under- 
thtand? Thith thquareth uth, you thwin- 
dlin’ weathel!”

Tham let people surge between them, 
and got to Craddock’s side.

“Let’th get out of thith,” Tham told 
him. “Nobody bad hurt. I am goin’ home 
and thtay there for the prethent. If you 
want to tuck me in come along.”

“I’ll see you safely home, boy,” the 
determined Craddock replied. “You 
won’t step out again tonight in this 
downpour ”

“I thertainly thhall not,” Tham prom­
ised. “Thith rain might bring back my 
influentha.”

Later, in his room in the lodging house 
of Mr. Nosey Moore, Tham chuckled 
as he counted his swag. An even two 
hundred dollars. Added to the fifty Sam­
uel Sleazy had given him for the coins, 
it made a nice tiding-over amount.

Tham would take it easy for a few 
days, and spend plenty of time going 
around and seeing the news reels he 
liked. And if Craddock felt like it, he 
could tag after him. As far as Samuel 
Sleazy was concerned, he could mourn 
his loss.



TOO
DUMB

to
KILL

by
C. K. M. SCANLON

Lang want hur­
tling down to land 
si* stories below

It takes more than murder to spoil Johnny Glenn's appetite!

JOHNNY GLENN was tired—both 
mentally and physically weary. 

When you drove a delivery truck for a 
furniture store some days were usually 
tougher than others, even though you 
were young and husky. This had been 
one of those days-—mostly all heavy 
stuff, and Hogan laid up with a sprained 
back so there was no one to help Johnny 
with the lifting.

Coming home now at the end of the 
day the voices of the children playing 
in the block seemed shriller than usual, 
and the sound grated in his ears. The 
rows of old walk-up apartment buildings 
that lined either side of the street had 
a drabness about them he had never 
noticed before. They huddled in the 
shadows as though afraid of light.

“Hi, Johnny,” a voice said as Johnny 
reached the worn stone steps at the en­
trance of the apartment house in which 
he lived. “Nice night.”

“Yeah, fine.”
Johnny stared at the stocky, bald- 

headed man who sat half hidden in the 
darkness at the side of the steps. It was 

strange about Dan Webb. For the past 
three weeks he had been sitting there 
waiting every night just around the 
time Johnny came home. They usually 
said a few words as Johnny went on 
into the house, and that was all.

Ma usually learned quite a lot about 
the other tenants in 372 and told her 
only son about them, but aside from 
knowing that he had a three-room apart­
ment—66 on the sixth floor, where he 
lived alone, she knew very little about 
Dan Webb. Johnny was surprised. His 
mother must be slipping. She could do 
better than that in gathering gossip 
about the neighbors.

“Can you spare a few minutes?” Webb 
asked as Johnny started up the six stone 
steps. “I want to talk to you, Johnny.”

Johnny hesitated and then turned 
back. He was much earlier than usual 
tonight. Ma wouldn’t be expecting him 
for a half hour yet. She probably hadn’t 
even started to get dinner ready. He 
dropped down on the top step, and drew 
a package of cigarettes out of his pocket. 
Across from him Webb’s bald head 



looked like a huge egg in the shadows.
"Talk about what?” Johnny asked. He 

thrust a cigarette in his mouth and 
struck a match.

"Could you use an extra hundred 
bucks?” Webb kept his voice low.

"Who couldn’t?” Johnny said as he 
bghted the cigarette. "What’s the gim­
mick?”

"You know Fred Kenney, who lives 
up on the sixth floor here?”

"Not to speak to, though I’ve seen 
him around. Big, dark haired man, isn’t 
he?”

THE man with the egg-shaped head 
nodded in confirmation.

"That’s right,” Webb said. “He owes 
me four hundred dollars that I lent him 
a while back. He is bigger than I am 
and tougher—an ex-prize fighter.”

"Middleweight,” Johnny said, remem­
bering what Ma had told him about 
Fred Kenney. “He quit the fight game 
about three years ago, and has some 
sort of business now. Works for a jew­
elry firm I heard.”

"He does,” said Webb. “And makes 
good dough. That’s why I’m burned up 
about him not paying me back the four 
hundred.”

"Where does the hundred bucks you 
were talking about at first come into 
this?” Johnny asked.

"You’re young and husky,” Webb 
said. "I thought maybe if you were to 
see Kenney and tell him you were col­
lecting that dough for me he might come 
across. He just laughs at me when I ask 
him for the money. I’m willing to give 
you a hundred of the four hundred if 
you collect.”

"The job pays pretty well,” Johnny 
said. "But you forget that Kenney was 
a middleweight and probably still packs 
a good punch. I’ve never fought in the 
ring.”

"I know,” Webb said. "That’s why I’m 
afraid to get tough with Kenney. I 
haven’t anything to prove I loaned him 
the money either—not even an I. O. U.”

"What am I supposed to do?” Johnny 
asked. "Go up to Kenney’s apartment 
and when he comes to the door tell him
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that he owes you four hundred dollars, 
and to hand it over or I’ll knock his block 
off?” He finished his cigarette and 
punched out the burning tip of the butt 
on the step beside him. "Is that it, 
Webb?”

Webb moved restlessly before he an­
swered. Something slipped out of one 
of his trouser pockets and rolled along 
the step toward Johnny like a marble. 
The bald-headed man didn’t appear to 
notice it. Johnny grabbed up the tiny 
gray-green object and dropped it into 
his pocket as he got to his feet.

"You better get yourself another boy 
for that job,” Johnny said. “Try looking 
in a shoe repair shop. That’s a good place 
to find a heel.”

He went on inside before Webb could 
say anything further. There was some­
thing decidedly fishy about the whole 
thing in Johnny’s estimation. Webb 
hadn’t been sitting there on the steps 
every night for three weeks just waiting 
to get up enough nerve to ask Johnny 
to do some strong arm work in collect­
ing a loan of four hundred dollars. There 
was more to it than that.

Johnny went to the row of mailboxes 
built in the wall of the lower hall of 
the apartment building. Ma didn’t like 
climbing the stairs any more than she 
had to, and she expected Johnny to see 
if there was any late afternoon mail.

He drew out his keys and unlocked 
their box and peered inside. Nothing 
for them. Ma would be disappointed. She 
was expecting a letter from Aunt Tillie 
telling her about Cousin Jean’s new 
baby. But maybe that had come in the 
morning mail. Ma always looked for 
that when she went out to do the mar­
keting.

Johnny turned the key in the lock and 
then glanced along the row of boxes. 
There was a box that was open, the key 
dangling in the lock. He walked over to 
see who had been so careless. The name 
on the box was Fred Kenney—Apart­
ment 63.

There were other keys on the same 
key ring with the mailbox key. A door- 
key, a car key and a couple of others. 
Johnny frowmed as he stared at them.



You’d think that Kenney had discovered 
those keys were missing, and started 
looking for them. There was quite a lot 
of mail in the box, too.

“Maybe I better lock the box and take 
the keys up to him,” Johnny decided. 
“The way the kids play around down 
here in the hall they are likely to pull 
those letters out of the box and scatter 
them all over the place.”

He locked the box and dropped the 
key ring into his pocket without a sec­
ond glance at it. As he went up the 
stairs he was remembering what Ma 
had told him about Fred Kenney. A 
former prizefighter who was now in the 
jewelry business. Had a wife and two 
children but they had been away for the 
last week on a visit to the wife’s mother 
and father. Ma thought they were a 
nice family.

JOHNNY reached the door of his 
apartment, and let himself in with 

his key. He would take those keys up to 
Kenney as soon as possible, but he had 
to let Ma know he was home first. She 
always worried when he was late.

“’That you, Johnny?” she called as she 
heard the door open.

“Yes, Ma,” he called back.
He went on through the hall. She was 

waiting in the living room, small and 
gray-haired, but the brown eyes were 
bright behind the glasses. A little sad­
ness in her face that had been there ever 
since Dad had died three years ago.

“Fred Kenney left his keys hanging 
in the mail box downstairs,” Johnny said 
as he kissed her on the cheek. “I thought 
I’d better take them up to him.”

“Of course,” Ma said. “Better do it 
right away, Johnny. Mr. Kenney might 
need the keys and not remember where 
he left them.” She smiled. “Dinner isn’t 
quite ready yet anyway.”

“All right. I’ll take them up now, Ma.”
Johnny hesitated in the hall of the 

apartment. It was a bit -warm tonight, 
unusually so for early fall. Still it had 
been a long hot summer. He drew off 
his suit coat and hung it on a chair. 
Kenney wouldn’t mind if a neighbor 
came calling in his shirt sleeves.

Four more flights of stairs to the sixth 
floor where Fred Kenney’s apartment 
was located. Johnny went on up, still 
tired physically but a lot more awake 
mentally than he had been when he first 
came home.

There was no one in the sixth floor 
hall. Apartment 63 was over there on 
the left. The door standing open just a 
little way. Kenney certainly was care­
less about doors and keys.

Johnny went to the door and rang the 
bell. There was no answer, even after 
he waited a moment and rang again. 
He peered in through the crack of the 
door. There was a light in the hall and 
what looked like a pair of shoes on the 
floor. Nice tan low cut shoes, but there 
was something wrong about them. You 
couldn’t make a pair of shoes stand up 
on the back of the heels like that with 
the toes pointing toward the ceiling. Not 
unless there were feet in them, you 
couldn’t.

Johnny pushed the door open wider. 
Fred Kenney was lying there flat on his 
back on the floor of the hall. His eyes 
were closed and he looked peaceful. Sur­
prisingly so for a man with a kitchen 
knife sticking in his heart. Johnny sud­
denly felt very sick, but he fought 
against it.

The door of an apartment across the 
hall opened and a husky dark haired 
man stepped out. He saw Johnny stand­
ing there and glared at him. He was a 
stranger. Johnny had never seen him 
before.

“I’m Detective Sergeant Lang,” the 
man said, and he flashed a silver badge 
and thrust it quickly back into his pock­
et. “I’ve been watching and listening 
from across the hall and I heard the 
whole thing.”

“That’s good,” Johnny said.
Lang scowled. “I saw you ring the 

doorbell, then Kenney came to the door. 
You told him that you wanted four hun­
dred dollars. When he started to argue 
about it you got tough, shoved him back, 
stepped into his apartment and banged 
the door shut.”

“I did not!” protested Johnny. “I 
came up here a few moments ago to 



give Kenney his keys that he left hang­
ing in the mailbox downstairs.”

Lang stepped around him and peered 
into the hall of Apartment 63. Then he 
uttered a startled curse.

“I thought maybe you might have 
beaten him up a little in order to force 
him to give you the money,” Lang said. 
‘‘But I didn’t think you'd murder him 
with a saw-edged bread knife.” He drew 
a .38 revolver from his pocket and cov­
ered Johnny with the gun.

“So that’s why Webb was sc anxious 
to have me try and collect the four hun­
dred bucks for him," Johnny said, glanc­
ing at the corpse. “Only the man who 
killed Kenney would know that knife 
has a saw-edge. All you can see is the 
knife handle now.” He looked hard at 
Lang, “You're no more a detective ser­
geant than I am.”

“Sez you!” growled Lang. “You saw 
my badge.”

“I saw some kind of a badge,” Johnny 
said. “My uncle is a detective sergeant 
and he carries a gold badge—not a silver 
one—in a case.”

“You would have to get smart,” Lang 
said, drawing the door of the Kenney 
apartment closed from the outside. 
“Now we'll have to do this the hard 
way.”

“Do what?” Johnny frowned. “I don’t 
get it.”

“You will,” Lang said grimly. He nod­
ded toward an iron ladder at the far end 
of the hall. “Go on, move! We’re going 
up on the roof of this building.”

JOHNNY knew if he tried yelling for 
help, Lang might be able to shoot 

and kill him and get away before anyone 
appeared. He walked toward the ladder 
and Lang followed with the gun. They 
went up the iron ladder and out onto 
the roof. The roof was flat with a low 
wall around the edge. There were clothes 
lines strung around, wash moving like 
strange white ghosts in the shadows.

“I saw you as you came out of the 
apartment after killing Kenney," Lang 
said. “You ran, and I chased you up here 
on the roof. We fought and I just had to 
shoot to kill.”

“You’re not going to try and bluff the 
police with that detective sergeant gag, 
are you?” Johnny asked quietly. “They’ll 
wonder what a stranger was doing in 
that apartment bn the sixth floor."

“That’s Dan Webb’s apartment," 
Lang said. “I’m a friend of his and 
have been visiting him for the last few 
days and nights.”

“Sure,” Johnny said. “The two of you 
knew that Kenney was a salesman for 
a jewelry company, that he sometimes 
carried samples, valuable jewels, with 
him when he came home at night. Webb 
watched and waited, sitting out in front 
of the house night after night. He knew 
Kenney’s family was away, so you killed 
him tonight. But you needed a fall guy 
and Webb picked me.”

“Yeah,” Lang said. “He figured you 
were all muscle and no brains.”

Johnnj' glanced toward the entrance 
to the roof. A head appeared there—a 
head that looked like a huge egg. Dan 
Webb coming up on the roof. Abruptly 
Johnny lunged forward. He caught the 
wrist of the hand in which Lang held 
the gun and twisted it.

The .38 roared, the muzzle pointed 
toward Lang’s body. Johnny snatched 
the gun out of his grasp as Lang stag­
gered back against the low wall of the 
roof, meanwhile clutching at his blood­
stained chest.

“I—I’m shot," Lang muttered. “Got 
to get away—might shoot again.”

Some crazy impulse made him swing 
his legs over the wall. Johnny tried to 
grab him but wasn’t close enough. An 
instant later Lang went hurtling down 
into the air shaft to land six stories 
below.

Johnny swung around, gun in hand 
as Webb came toward him.

“Stay back, Webb!” Johnny said. 
“Come any closer and I’ll shoot to kill."

Down below a woman’s scream rose 
high and shrill. Someone had heard the 
thud and seen the body that had fallen. 
There was little chance that Lang was 
still alive.

Johnny circled around Webb, backing 
toward the entrance to the room. The 
bald-headed man stood motionless— 



afraid of the .38 in Johnny’s hand. Evi­
dently Webb had no gun.

“You can have these,” Johnny said, 
tossing the ring of keys at Webb’s feet. 
“Kenney won’t need thetn any more. You 
must have had them after you killed 
him, wanted to get rid of them, so you 
unlocked the mailbox and left the keys 
hanging there. Kenney wouldn’t have 
unlocked the box and then not even 
looked at the mail in it.”

Johnny reached the iron ladder and 
then deliberately threw the gun on the 
roof some distance away from where the 
bald-headed man stood. Webb uttered an 
excited shout and dashed for the gun.

Before he could pick it up, Johnny had 
gone down the ladder.

Johnny closed the roof door and bolt­
ed it from inside. There was no way of 
Webb getting off the roof now, or back 
into the building. The police would be 
here soon. They would ask a lot of ques­

tions when they found Webb up there 
on the roof with the gun that had killed 
Lang, and the keys that belonged to the 
murdered man.

“Bet he even has more of those unset 
diamonds in his pocket like the one that 
rolled across the steps when I talked to 
him in front of the house tonight,” 
Johnny said, finding the stone in his 
pocket as he reached the sixth floor hall. 
“I don’t think the police will believe his 
story about my killing Kenney. Why 
would a dumb truck driver do a thing 
like that?”

He went down the stairs. It was easy 
to see why Webb and Lang had tried to 
frame him for the murder. That way no 
one would suspect them and they could 
hang around and get rid of the jewelry 
when they were good and ready.

Johnny moved faster down the fourth 
floor stairs. Ma always worried when he 
was late—and besides he was hungry.

THE CRIME QUIZ

HERE’S your chance to see how much you know about crime 1 Give yourself 
10 points for each question you answer correctly. A score of 60 is good

80 ranks you as an amateur detective. If you are 100 per cent correct—you’re a 
super-sleuth! The answers are on Page 130—if you must look!
1. Everyone has heard of fingerprints. Name two other kinds of prints a criminal 

may leave behind as clues.
2. How can the direction in which an automobile has traveled be ascertained from its 

tracks 1
3. A thief who breaks into a house and steals is called a burglar. What is a thief who 

steals surreptitiously from a store during business hours called?
4. Which is better liquid in which to douse a bomb—water or oil ?
5. Right or wrong? An ink’s property of dissolving in water may be put to use in 

determining its approximate age. A drop of water placed on recent writing will 
immediately dissolve the ink.

6. In order to determine which gun has fired a bullet, police laboratories examine ques­
tioned bullets with a—a. comparison microscope? b. tintometer? c. spectroscope?

7. Sound travels 1100 feet per second. How fast would you say a .45 caliber bullet is 
traveling when it leaves the muzzle of a gun? a. 500 feet per second? b. 1100? 
c. 1800? d. 4200?

8. When can you boast of having committed a murder, and nothing be done to you 
about it?

9. For what $150,000 reason can’t counterfeiters hope to equal the perfection of the 
fine lines on U.S. money?

10. Chloral hydrate is more familiarly known as k--------------drops.



V V

Schloss reached over the 
counter and grabbed the 
clerk by the coat lapel

When murder stalks, Detective 
Lieutenant Max Pebble points 
a finger at—a walking corpse!

By J. BENSON

1 WALKED over as the car pulled up 
to the curb. “I thought I’d drive 

down and see how you were doing on 
it,” the chief said to me. “What did you 
find so far?”

I leaned over to his car window and 
pushed my hat back on my head.

“Well,” 1 said, “the man’s name was 
Dixon. Niles Dixon. He had a police 
record.”

The chief rubbed his fat thighs for 

a moment and twitched a heavy eye­
brow. “I don’t remember any Dixon. 
He’s not local, is he?”

“No. He came from Kingsfield. Small­
time gambler. Has a petty larceny con­
viction.”

“Find anything on the body ? Papers, 
wallet, laundry marks?”

“No, nothing,” I said. I pointed 
through the darkness. “The body was 
dumped right over here on Arthur Dix­



on’s front porch. No hands. Looks to 
us like they were chopped off with an 
ax.”

“What about that note pinned to the 
body?”

I told him there was a message cut 
from parts of a newspaper and pasted 
on a piece of cardboard. It said, this 
WILL KEEP HIS HANDS CLEAN.

“We haven’t found the hands yet,” I 
added.

“I don’t like Kingsiield hoods using 
our town to dump bodies,” the chief 
said. “How’s this Arthur Dixon taking 
it? Bad?”

“It wasn’t a pretty sight. After all, 
Niles was his brother.”

“Yes, it’s bad,” the chief said. “When 
you running over to Kingsfield?”

“Tomorrow,” I said. I looked across 
the sidewalk, over the patch of lawn 
and over to the lighted windows of the 
house. “Right now I’m going back in 
there and talk to Arthur Dixon again. 
He may be feeling a little better by this 
time.”

“It’s past midnight,” the chief said 
as he motioned to his driver. “Don’t 
work too late, Max. You know how Ef­
fie gets when you come home these 
hours.”

“I keep telling her it’s only one more 
year before I retire,” I grinned. “Some­
times that holds her. Other times it 
doesn’t.”

“I know,” the chief said. “Then she 
calls up and blasts me. There must be 
an easier way of making a living.”

“It’s a fine time to find out,” I said 
sarcastically.

I watched the big car drive off and 
I went through the reporters and pho­
tographers and over to the knot of cops 
on the sidewalk. I spoke to Detective 
Sanders. Then I went up the walk. The 
house was shabby and rundown and 
needed a coat of paint. On the porch, a 
man in coveralls from the Central Lab­
oratory was covering the floor with a 
sheet of tarpaulin.

I went by him and put my forefinger 
in the bell.

I waited. I heard the tap of high 
heels inside and the door rattled and 
swung open. A tall, attractive, red­
headed woman looked out at me. She 
had a sullen, vividly painted mouth, 
and she was wearing a tightfitting, 
flowered housecoat over a well devel­
oped body.

SHE peered at me a moment. I took 
off my hat.

“Oh, Lieutenant Pebble,” she said. 
“Come in. With that white hair of 
yours, it’s hard for me to think of you 
as a homicide detective.”

“I thought your husband might be 
feeling a little better now, Mrs. Dixon.”

“It’s been a terrible shock,” she said. 
“Please don’t press him too much.”

“I’ll be as brief as possible,” I said.
I went in through the doorway, past 

the hall, and into the living room. The 
furniture was old and worn, but the 
man sitting on the over-stuffed daven­
port was well dressed. He was wear­
ing a brown suede jacket and suede 
shoes beneath gray flannel trousers. 
There was a stubble of a beard on his 
face that made him look older than his 
thirty-five years. He blinked at me 
through tortoise shelled glasses and his 
eyes were red and watery.

“Sorry to bother you again, Mr. Dix­
on,” I said. “But the quicker we get 
started on it, the sooner we can wind 
it up.”

He looked at me dully without an­
swering.

“Maybe I’d better come back tomor­
row,” I said gently.

“What do you want to know?” be 
asked in a flat monotone.

I sat down in the club chair opposite 
him. “You say you heard a car drive 
by the house about ten o’clock tonight. 
Just then there was a heavy thud on 
the front porch. You ran out and saw 
the car disappearing. Hadn’t the ear 
stopped ?”

“No.”
“And you can’t give us a description 

of it?”
“All I could see were the tail lights.”
“You saw the note pinned to him. 

Do you have any idea what it means?”
“No.”
“Your brother have any enemies?” 
"I don’t know. Niles didn’t tell me 

much about his business.”
“See him often ?”
“About once a week. He’d drive down 

from Kingsfield and have dinner with 
Doris and me.”

"What kind of business was he in?”
"I don’t know whether he was in 

any kind of business,” Dixon said hesi­
tantly. “He followed the horses a lit­
tle.”

"Make money at it?”



“Off and on. He played cards, Some­
times he won at that.”

“Older than you?”
“Younger by a year. He was thirty- 

four.”
“There’s a close resemblance,” I said.

“What’s your business, Mr. Dixon?”
“I run a small patent medicine busi­

ness. Mail order.”
“Where is that?”
“Four Three Two Nine Flagstead 

Avenue. It's called Doctor Burns’ 
Elixir.”

I wrote it down. “What are your im­
mediate plans, Mr, Dixon?”

“I really don’t know," he said dubi­
ously. “Niles and I were both born up­
state in Coreyville. Our folks died some 
time back and there’s nobody left. I 
want to send the body back there for 
burial as soon as they release it.”

“That shouldn’t take long,” I said, 
“Then what?”

“I’m going away with Doris for a 
long time.”

I got up. “I don’t blame you,” I said. 
“I’ll keep a police guard around your 
house so you won't be bothered.”

“It’s not necessary,” he said. “We’re 
not seeing anybody.”

“You don’t know reporters,” I said.
I said good by to him and went out 

to the hall and spoke to Mrs. Dixon. 
Then I went outside on the porch. De­
tective Sanders was waiting there for 
me. His young face looked at me 
glumly.

“Find anything more?” I asked him.
“No, sir. We searched all the 

grounds.”
“You look tired,” I said. “Post a 

twenty-four hour detail around the 
house and go home to bed.”

“Yes, sir,” he said. “You look tired, 
too, lieutenant.”

“When you get as old as me, Sanders, 
you look like that all the time.”

IWAS in Kingsfield early the next 
morning. I went down to the Police 
Headquarters and spoke to the local 

cops for a while. Then I drove down to 
the Hotel Braemore with a short, thin, 
gray-haired detective, named Herman 
Shioss.

“This is where they hang out,” 
Shioss said as we went into the lobby. 
“The big wheel is a character named 
Gibbett. Moon Gibbett. He fits good 
with the local politicians and we’ve 

never been able to hang anything on 
him. We know he runs some big games 
here, but every time we show up he’s 
been tipped. There’s always some small 
fry left around to take the rap for 
him.”

“This Niles Dixon ever have any 
trouble with him?”

“Dixon was out of Moon’s class, lieu­
tenant. Still, there’s a rumor around 
that he sat in on a poker game with 
Gibbett ano a few others two nights 
ago. They say it wound up yesterday 
morning and Dixon walked out of here 
with fifty grand or more. If that rumor 
is on the level you’ve got a motive.”

“I’ll know a little better,” I said, “aft­
er I talk to Gibbett.”

We went over to the desk and waited 
a few moments until the clerk con­
tacted Gibbett on the house phone. 
Shioss took the mouthpiece and spoke 
into it, making a wry face at me. We 
left the lobby and went up the elevator 
to the eighth floor.

The man who opened the door was 
dressed in slippers and silk robe and 
he was yawning. He was a big bulk of 
a man with tousled hair and a heavy 
florid face. He looked at us with sleep 
lidded eyes.

“Shioss,” he said. “You get up too 
early.”

“I work for a living,” Shioss said. 
“You ought to try it.”

“Who’s this?” Gibbett asked him. 
“Your bodyguard? Or is it the other 
way around?”

“Neither,” Shioss grinned. “This 
man here is from Eastern City. He 
wants to ask some questions.”

“You mean he’s a cop? He looks 
more like a retired banker.”

“He’s Detective Lieutenant Max 
Pebble.”

“Come on in and sit down,” Gibbett 
said to me. “I’ve heard of you, but your 
appearance fooled me.”

He waved me over to a modernistic 
lounge chair. I sat down.

“It’s getting harder and harder to 
fool people these days,” I said.

“There’s still one born every min­
ute,” Gibbett said. “You can ask me. I 
know.”

“Sorry to have disturbed you so 
early,” I said.

“It’s okay,” Gibbett said. “Care for 
a drink?”

“It’s a bit too soon for me,” I said 



I took the police photo of Dixon’s body 
out of my pocket and handed it over to 
him.

“This man was murdered in Eastern 
City last night,” I said. “Do you recog­
nize him?”

Gibbett looked at it and handed it 
back to me quickly.

"It looks a lot like Niles Dixon,” he 
said.

“He was hit over the head and 
thrown out from a car onto his broth­
er’s front porch. The hands were miss­
ing from the body.”

“Too bad,” Gibbett said.
“Seems like he was in a little card 

game with you the other night. There 
was some money lost.”

"I wouldn’t know.”
“Niles Dixon won a lot of money in 

that game,” I said. “When we found 
the body there wasn’t a quarter on him. 
There was a note pinned to his coat. 
It said ‘This Will Keep His Hands 
Clean.’ ”

“That’s cute,” Gibbett said. “Some­
body had a sense of humor.”

“His brother doesn’t think it’s so 
cute, Mr. Gibbett. We don’t think it’s 
cute either.”

“My apologies,” Gibbett said, bow­
ing. “You must have a crime wave over 
in Eastern City. Maybe you should get 
back there and attend to it, lieutenant.”

"Sometimes the crimes originate 
somewhere else,” I said mildly. “Some­
times we have to come to the source.”

“You won’t-find the source here, lieu­
tenant. Now if you’ll excuse me, I’ll 
take my bath.”

“I’ll wait,” I said, settling down com­
fortably.

HE frowned. “You’re wasting your 
time,” he said. “The door is right 

behind you. Close it gently on the way 
out.” He turned and nodded to Shloss. 
“So long, Herman.”

“I’ll still wait,” I said.
"What do you mean you’ll wait?” he 

asked.
“That’s what I said, Mr. Gibbett. If 

you won’t talk here, maybe you’ll talk 
down at Police Headquarters.”

“Don’t make me laugh. I throw a lot 
of money around Kingsfield. I don’t 
know what a police station looks like. 
Ask Shloss, he’ll tell you.”

“I didn’t mean Kingsfield,” I said.
“You going to wrap me up and take 

me to Eastern City, lieutenant?”
“That’s right,” I said.
"All by yourself?”
“If I have to.”
He looked at me carefully, then 

stared at Shloss. Shloss grinned.
“What are you laughing at?” Gibbett 

asked him.
“I think he can do it,” Shloss said.

“It’s something I’d enjoy seeing.”
Gibbett eyed him for a long second. 

He turned his head back to me. Then 
he shrugged his shoulders and sat down 
on the arm of the divan.

“Maybe his reputation scares peo­
ple, Herman,” he said. "You certainly 
can’t tell by looking at him.”

“Maybe you’d like to try bucking 
him?” Shloss asked hopefully.

“Not me, Herman. I’ve got a hunch 
you’re right. Okay, lieutenant, it’s your 
deal. What do you want?”

“I’ll want an alibi for last night, Mr. 
Gibbett,” I said. "Say between eight 
and eleven?”

“I was in a little card game right here 
in my suite.”

“Can you prove it?”
“I wasn’t playing solitaire. There 

were five others. Want their names?”
“Yes, later. Did Niles Dixon take you 

for much the other night?”
“Twelve thousand. Johnny Burgos 

lost fifteen. Altogether Dixon grabbed 
more than forty gees.”

“Dixon was supposed to be a small 
timer,” I said. “It’s not right. It doesn’t 
fit.”

“I’m not complaining.”
“It was a frame,” I said. “Plow did 

he do it?”
Gibbett laughed shortly. “An old 

chestnut, lieutenant. Marked cards.”
“That’s kid stuff, Mr. Gibbett,”
“Sure. But he played it real cute. He 

made a deal with the clerk at the cigar 
counter.”

“How?”
“We sent down for fresh cards when 

the game started. Those cards had the 
seals steamed off the packs. The cards 
had been marked and sealed again. Of 
course we found out right after the 
game. By that time both Dixon and the 
cigar clerk had left town in a hurry.”

“I’ll want the clerk’s name,” I said.
“Fred Clapper. Let me know when 

you find him. I’d like to talk to him, 
too.”

“You told me you had an alibi for



last night. Does that include all your 
friends?”

“I’ve got a lot of friends, lieutenant.”
“Maybe I’ll get around and talk to 

some of them.”
“Good luck to you.”
“One more thing,” I said. “Did you 

kill Dixon?”
He smiled. “I was waiting for you to 

ask me that. No. I sure would have if 
I’d caught up with him first.”

“Thanks for the information,” I said. 
“I might be back this way again some­
time.”

“I’ll be watching for you, lieuten­
ant.”

“Good-by,” I said.

WE left the Braemore and drove 
over to a cheap hotel on West 
Sixth Street. We got the key from the 

room clerk and went up to Dixon's 
room. Shloss and I spent a good hour* 
going through it. We found nothing. 
We went down to the lobby again and 
back to the desk.

“How long did Dixon live here?” I 
asked.

The room clerk ran a finger nervous­
ly over his thin moustache.

“About eight months, sir.” 
“Always pay his rent?” 
“Sometimes he was a little slow with 

it”
“Was he in a hurry when he checked 

out?”
“I don’t knowr, sir. He checked out 

yesterday at three in the morning. 
There was another man on duty.”

“Do you have a specimen of his 
handwriting around?” I asked.

“I guess so. I could dig up one of his 
laundry slips.”

“I’ll have it,” I said.
He went out back. We waited. He 

came in again and handed me a yellow7 
slip of paper. There was a hole through 
the middle of it.

“I had it on a spindle,” he said apolo­
getically.

“This will do fine,” I said. “Now7, one 
more thing. How often did the girl 
come here?”

He blinked. “What girl, sir?”
“You know,” I said. “The girl. The 

tall redhead.”
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“You must be mistaken,” he said 
stiffly. “It’s not that kind of a hotel.”

Shioss reached over the counter and 
grabbed him by the coat lapel.

“The lieutenant wants to know about 
a girl,” Shioss said softly. “Tell him.”

The clerk reddened and cleared his 
throat.

“She’d come during the day,” I said. 
“How often?”

“About once a week, sir.”
“That’s better,” I said. “Where did 

Dixon garage his car.”
“There’s a public garage across the 

street.”
“Thanks,” I said.
We went out of there and across the 

street. The car was a thirty-nine Plym­
outh club coupe. We found nothing in 
it and Shioss used the office phone to 
call for the print men. I said good-by 
to him and left him there. Getting back 
into my sedan, I drove the thirty-five 
miles back to Eastern City.

It was just past noon when I headed 
over to 4329 Flagstead Avenue. I
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pulled up in front of a grimy, sooty 
gray, limestone building that had seen 
better times. I went up to the seventh 
floor in a rickety elevator and walked 
by a dental laboratory, an embalming 
school, and two chiropractors. I came 
to an open door that said Doctor Burns’ 
Elixir. I went in. The office was shabby 
and the few pieces of furniture were 
cracked and peeling.

A thin wisp of a girl with a sallow 
face, straggling mousy hair and spindly 
legs was pasting some stamps on some 
small brown cartons. She had a brown 
coat on.

I showed her my leather folder with 
the badge pinned to it. She stared ac 
it and dropped the stamps. I picked 
them up for her.

“Closing up shop?” I asked.
“Uh-huh. Mrs. Dixon phoned this 

morning and told me to. It’s been a 
terrible tragedy, hasn’t it?”

“Yes,” I said. “Isn’t Mr. Dixon com­
ing in to wind things up?”

“I don’t think so. Mrs. Dixon told me 
he’d mailed me a money order with two 
weeks pay. She said the tragedy had 
affected Mr. Dixon badly. They’re go­
ing awaj' for a long time.”

“Would you know if Mrs. Dixon has 
an income of her own?”

“You mean where would they get 
the money for the trip? I suppose she 
must have. This business never paid too 
well.”

I looked around. “I can see that. Tell 
me, does he always pay you by money 
order?”

“Oh, no. He has a checking account 
at the First National. It’s only a small

[Turn page]

“Saved my Life
A God-send for GAS-HEARTBURN”

When excess stomach acid causes painful, suffocating gas, 
sour stomach and heartburn, doctors usually prescribe the fast­
est-acting medicines known for symptomatic relief—medicines 
like those in Bell-ans Tablets. No laxative. Bell-ans brings com­
fort in a jiffy or return bottle to us for double money back. © 

BELL-ANS for Acid Indigestion 25c
Learn Profitable Profession 
in QO days at Home

: MEN AND WOMEN, 18 TO 50. Many Swedish 
A Massage graduates make big money I Large full time 
1 incomes from doctors, hospitals.sanatoriums, clubs or 

■' private practice. Others make good money io 
epare time. Prepare for future security by train- 
ingathomeandqualifyingf  or Diploma. Anatomy 
Charts and 32-page Illustrated BookFREEl

The College of Swedish Massage
Dept, 0638, 41 E. Pearson, Chicago 11

Sow™ HYPNOTIZE
Amazing eel f-fl tudy lessons... in simple, easy 

/ to understand language. How to select a Bub- 
» ject—how to hypnotize by telephone—how to 

make money from hypnotism—mental tele­
pathy—fltaf-o hypnotism—solt-hypnosis: how modern 
hypnotism is used U> conquer inferiority complex, 
fear, battle fatirroo, timidity, etc. Clear helpful pic­
tures show operating poaitions^movements. Money- 
back RUS ran too. Only 91.95* postpaid—Off COD, 
plus postage. Write today!

Nelson-Hall Co», 1139 S. Wabash Ave., Dept B-6, Chicago 5, HL

WORK HOME or TRAX^EL. Experience unnecessary*
DETECTIVE Particulars FREE. Write
GEO. T. H. WAGNER, 125 W. 86th St., N. Y.

rr/suiT yours
EARN CASH SHOWING TO FRIENDS!
Write at once If you want this fine made-to-measure suit! Too 
can get it by taking a few orders from friends, and earn up to 
S1O, $12 in a day. Your bonus suit helps you take more orders 
with latest style, made-to-measure guaranteed suits at amaz­
ingly low prices. Also complete line of Ladies' Tailored Suits. 
No experience, no money needed. Write TODAY for FREE 
SAMPLES—telling about yourself—age, etc. No obligation! 

PIONEER TAILORING CO.
Watch Repairing Pays
Big Money Learn at home

Watch makers tn great demand. Train Btep- 
by-step, under experts. We furnish tools. No 
interference with present job. Opportunity Co 
get in business for yourself, 10 easy Ies«»». 
Low cost. Send for FREE book today._______

WATCH REPAIRINGI'S?* A"

1950 GOVERNMENT JOBS!
AS HIGH AS $3,351 FIRST YEAR

RAILWAY POSTAL CLERKS
Veterans Get Special Preference

Many other Z”' ~ r''ri™
Government / FRANKLIN INSTITUTE

T«L. Citv and Z DEPT* Z-94, Rochester 4, N. Y.
> (Not Government Controlled)

Rural Carriers X Sirg. Rush me, withoufc charge, copy of
Postoffice Clerks j 40-papre book, “How to Get a U. S. Government 
Meat Inspectors Z Job,” list of positions, and full particulars telling

Accountant—S<c / how to for them-

nographers —Typists
•—etc. Prepare now for 

1950 Examinations. /

Name.

Address. Vet?



New For 1950

MIDWEST

30 PAYS TRIAL
FACTORY-TO-YOU 

COMPLETE CHASSIS <md CONSOLES

ADDRESS.

NAME.

CITY

MIDWEST RADIO & TELEVISION CORP.
Sept. X183, S59 Broadway, Cincinnati 2, 06fo

I

20M1_____ STATf.

l MASTER MIND!
Learn Short-Cut Mathematics » 

JuktkIo fiRTircfl, do baffling number trick*. 
Make people rasp at your marvelous ligki- 

nino-Qttick mind. Multiply 4 figure* by 4 figures 
•without using old-fashioned multiplication I Bnr 
cloth-bound volume; fully illustrated course. In­
cludes worked-out problems, nnswcrs, etc. Sensa­
tional bargain, only $1.49, postpaid — or COD pin* 
postage. Satinfaction guaranteed or refund. Order 
this amazing "Short-vuC Mathematics” today I

NELSON-HALL CO.,1139S.Wabash Ave. $1.49 
Dept. 2B-6 Chicago 5, III. Complete

ARTIFICIAL EYES
• Large assortment glass or 
plastic eyes sent to your home 

lor free inspection. Low prices. Book and color 
chart free. Established 1906. Write...

DENVER OPTIC CO., 1141 Univ. Bldg., terror 2, Colo.

i7,WAR SURPLUS VALUES!KZipper Field Jacket — Water repellent 
wool linerf, action back, sizes 32-42 $2.45

Army Woof Pants C28-3S waist) ..... 
Army Wool Shirts {sizes 132/2 to 15? 
Army Jaffcet <34-42) H.B.T. . ....................
Army Pants {23-36) H.B.T....................
Army Wool Blankets................................... ...

Army Raincoats (Rub.) 36-46. .....
Army Combat Boots, slues 6-1 1 . . .

2-25 
1.29 
1.39 
3.95 
1.95 
3.95

SEND FOR Satisfaction Guaranteed or Money Back
Send money we pay postage or Send

deposit, balance CCD plus postageI fi E. Broadwa*CATALOG UUlLlF, HEW YORK 2, H. V.

Your Daily Horoscope

EVERYDAY ASTROLOGY
NOW ON SALE — 25c AT ALL STANDS

FREE RELIEF FOR 
ASTHMA SUFFERERS
To all who suffer and choke and gasp for breath from at­
tacks of ASTHMA. To all who find it difficult to sleep be­
cause of the agony of breathing. We want to send AT ONCE 
a FREE trial bottle of ASTHMACINE, an effective temporary 
relief for symptomatic paroxysms of bronchial asthma. Re­
gardless as to where you live or what you have tried before, 
send for this FREE trial NOW. Simply send your name on a 
penny post card to:

ASTHMACINE DISTR. CO., DEPT. 15-B
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one. I got paid by check every Friday.
I’d fill it out myself and he’d sign it.’7

“Then the checkbook is here.”
"Wrong again,” she laughed. “He 

kept it in his breast pocket. On Friday 
he’d say, ‘Nora, pay yourself.' Then 
he’d hand me the checkbook. I’d fill it 
out and he’d sign it. It was sort of a 
little joke between us.”

“And you haven’t spoken to Mr. Dix­
on since his brother’s tragedy?”

“Well, I couldn’t expect to. Not after 
that.”

“Of course not,” I said. “You going to 
lock up now?”

“There’s nothing more for me to do.
I’ve taken care of the last of the mail.’7 

She sighed.
“I hope you get another job right 

away,” I said. “If I hear of anything, 
I’ll let you know.”

“Thank you.”
“What did you say your name w'as?’7 
“You didn’t ask me. It’s Nora Mar­

der.”
“Would you mind giving me your ad­

dress, Nora?”
“Not at all. Forty-Three Parkview

• Street.”
I wrote it down. “You’ll hear from 

; me,” I said.

IT was almost five o’clock when I got 
back to the Dixon house. I left the 

sedan at the curb and spoke to the 
uniformed patrolman on the front walk. 
Then I went up the long narrow con­
crete and onto the canvas covered 
porch. I stood there and looked around 
for a moment before pressing the bell.

Mrs. Dixon answered the door, She 
was wearing a short fur jacket and a 
hat with a bright feather in it.

“Any news?” she asked me.
“Yes, there’s news,” I said.
I went by her and into the hallway. 

There were three pieces of luggage on 
the floor.

“Leaving so soon?” I asked. I went 
into the living room and looked around.

She followed me in. “Yes. I’ve made 
arrangements for an undertaker to 
ship the body back to Coreyville.”

“When are you coming back?” 
“Our plans are very indefinite.” 
“Mr. Dixon around?”
“He’s out back somewhere.”



“I’d like to speak to the both of you 
together.”

“I’ll get him,” she said.
She went out of the living room and 

I sat down. The red, waning sun 
streamed in through the torn window 
curtains.

They came back in together. Dixon 
was freshly shaved and I could still 
see the talcum powder on his heavy 
jowls. He was wearing a tan polo coat.

“Sit down,” I said to them. Mrs. 
Dixon hesitated, then sat down on the 
davenport. Dixon took his glasses off 
and moved down beside her.

“You caught us just in time,” he said.
“I guess I did,” I said.
“We were just leaving town. What 

was it you wanted?”
“I want to bring the both of you 

downtown and book you for murder.”
He looked at me without answering. 

Mrs. Dixon arched her eyes.
“I think I misunderstood you,” she 

said.
“No. You heard me correctly.”
“You sure you have the right name, 

lieutenant?” Dixon asked.
“Niles Dixon,” I said. “That’s cor­

rect, isn’t it?”
“This isn’t your idea of a gruesome 

joke?” he asked. “I happen to be Ar­
thur Dixon. Niles was my brother.”

“I don’t joke,” I said. “Not in this 
business.”

“I’m sure I don’t understand what 
you’re driving at,” Mrs. Dixon said.

“Yes, you do,” I said. “You’ve been 
playing games with Niles here. Maybe 
your husband’s poverty got you down. 
Maybe you were fascinated by the kind 
of life Niles led. Anyway, you had a 
habit of sneaking off to Niles about 
once a week.”

“I won’t be slandered like that,” she 
said. “My husband won’t let you get 
away with it.”

“Your husband is dead, Mrs. Dixon. 
You and Niles killed him last night. 
You went so far as to cut his hands 
off.”

“That’s the craziest thing I ever 
heard.” Dixon said.

“It took somebody with a crazy 
streak to do it,” I said to him. “The 
way it looks from here, you wanted to 
make a quick cleanup and blow town

[Turn page}
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with Arthur’s wife. You framed that 
card game. Then you came here with 
your winnings and changed identities. 
You killed Arthur and cut his hands 
off. You put that note on his body, put 
it on the front porch and called the 
police. Arthur and you looked pretty 
nearly alike and it could have worked. 
You thought we’d figure it as a gang 
killing.”

“You sure you feel all right?” Dixon 
asked

“No, I feel rotten,” I said. “Well, it 
nearly worked, Dixon. You had Gib­
bett and the rest of them buffaloed. I 
guess each one figures the others had 
something to do with it. But you had 
to go and make mistakes.”

“What mistakes?”
“Oh, several of them. You claimed 

Niles Dixon was thrown onto the porch 
from a speeding car. That takes a lot 
of throwing when you consider the 
porch is a good twenty feet from the 
curbstone. Second, there’s Nora Mar­
der, Arthur’s secretary. You knew 
she’d recognize his signature and so 
would the bank. That’s why you paid 
her by money order. That was wrong 
because Arthur always paid her by 
check. Third, you were in too much of 
a hurry to leave town with the body. 
That’s because you knew people would 
have recognized you if there was a 
local funeral.

“Fourth, you cut off his hands. You 
didn’t want there to be any fingerprints 
to cheek. But that’s what got us to 
thinking. Now we’ll have your prints 
and a specimen of your handwriting 
and a specimen of Arthur’s. We have 
your car impounded and Arthur’s of­
fice padlocked and there are a lot of 
people who can identify you. I guess, 
all in all, it’ll be enough.”

I got up and put my hat on. Mrs. 
Dixon was sobbing into a lacy hand­
kerchief. Niles Dixon stood up. His 
eyes darted wildly around the room.

“I wouldn’t try it,” I said to him. 
“I’ve got a feeling against a man who’d 
kill his own brother. I guess it would 
give me pleasure to put a bullet into 
you where it would hurt bad. So don’t 
tempt me.” I waved my hand at them. 
“You two can come along now. I’ve got 
a car and some men waiting outside.”

We left the house and went down 



che walk. When we got to the car, De­
tective Sanders opened the door and 
looked out at me.

“You don’t look well,” he said.
“It’s a dirty business, Sanders. In 

all these years I’ve never gotten used 
to it.”

“You’ll be retiring soon, lieutenant.”
“One more year,” I said. “Maybe I’ll 

ask the chief to put a uniform back on 
me and put me over at the playground. 
The kids there have dirty hands, too. 
But it’s a different kind of dirt.”

OFF THE RECORD 
(Continued from Page 8) 

free—free to organize another bunch of 
thugs—and we’ll still be nowhere!” 

But, meanwhile, down below, the van 
was disgorging its load of armed killers, 
each with a machine gun to block the 
Black Bat’s path of escape.

It was as perilous a situation as the 
hooded fighter against crime had ever 
faced! ... Was the Black Bat trapped? 
Clever as he was, could he be a match 
for a half dozen deadly killers—each 
armed with a machine gun?

That’s only one of the countless thrill­
ing situations in BLUEPRINTS OF 
CRIME, by G. Wayman Jones, master­
ful, complete Black Bat novel in our next 
all-star issue!

How does the Black Bat escape from 
the warehouse? How, singlehanded, can 
he hope to trap not only a killer crew 
but the Big Brain behind it all—a Big 
Brain who has devised the most ingen­
ious method of disguise ever revealed in 
detective fiction?

What is this unusual disguise? You’ll 
find the answer to that question, as well 
as many other astounding revelations 
as you follow the exploits of Butch, Silk, 
lovely Carol—and the Black Bat in 
BLUEPRINTS OF CRIME! Truly, one 
of the most remarkable action novels of 
the decade!

More Thrills Ahead 
Besides this great Black Bat novel, 

our next issue will also feature MY 
[Turnpage]
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STATEMENT OF THE OWNERSHIP. MANAGEMENT, 
CIRCULATION, ETC., REQUIRED BY THE ACT OF 
CONGRESS OF AUGUST 24, 1912. AS AMENDED BY 
THE ACTS OF MARCH 3, 1933, AND JULY 2, 1946, of 
Black Book Detective, published quarterly at New York, 
N. Y^ for October 1, 1949. State of New York, County of 
New York, ss. Before me, a Notary Public in and for the 
IState and county aforesaid, personally appeared H. L. 
Herbert, who, having been duly sworn according to law, 
deposes and says that he is the Business Manager of the 
Black Book Detective, and that the following is, to the 
best of his knowledge and belief, a true statement of the 
ownership, management, etc., of the aforesaid publica­
tion for the date shown in the above caption, required 
by the act of August 2L 1912, as amended by the acts of 
March 3, 1933, and Juf^2, 1946 (section 537, Postal Laws 
and Regulations), printed on the reverse of this form, to 
wit: 1. That the names and addresses of the publisher, 
editor, managing editor, and business managers are: Pub­
lisher, Better Publications, Inc., 10 E. 40th St., New York, 
N. Y. Editor, Harvey Burns, 10 E. 40th St., New York, 
N. Y. Managing Editor, None. Business Manager, H. L. 
Herbert, 10 E. 40th St., New York. N. Y. 2. That the 
owner is Better Publications, Inc., 10 E. 40th St., New 
York, N. Y.; N. L. Pines, 10 E. 40th St., New York, N. Y.

3. That the known bondholders, mortgagees, and other 
security holders owning or holding 1 percent or more 
of total amount of bonds, mortgages, or other securities 
are: None. 4. That the two paragraphs next above, giving 
the names of the owners, stockholders, and security hold­
ers, if any, contain not only the list of stockholders and 
security holders as they appear upon the books of the 
company but also, in cases where the stockholder or 
security holder appears upon the books of the company 
as trustee or in any other fiduciary relation, the name of 
the person or corporation for whom such trustee is acting, 
is given; also that the said two paragraphs contain state­
ments embracing affiant’s full knowledge and belief as to 
the circumstances and conditions under which stockholders 
and security holders who do not appear upon the books of 
the company as trustees, hold stock and securities in a 
capacity other than that of a bona fide owner; and this 
affiant has no reason to believe that any other person, as­
sociation, or corporation has any interest direct or in­
direct in the said* stock, bonds, or other securities than 
as so stated by him. H. L. Herbert. Sworn to and sub­
scribed before me this 1st day of October, 1949. Eugene 
Wechsler, Notary Publie. (My commission expires March 
30, 1950)

LIFE TO GIVE, by Norman A. Daniels. 
Gregory Owen, a nightclub owner, was 
deeply disturbed when his wife con­
fessed to him that her brother was in 
the penitentiary and about to be execut­
ed for a murder he had not committed. 
Gregory decided right then and there 
that he would leave no stone unturned in 
a fight to save this innocent man. . . .

What happens before this fast-paced 
action novelet comes to its smashing 
climax is enough to curl your hair—and 
we don’t mean in the hot seat.

But before we give any secrets away, 
let’s stop by merely saying: MY LIFE 
TO GIVE will give you the surprise of 
your life!

Yes, as always, there’ll be many other- 
exciting short stories and special fea­
tures in our next great issue. All the 
nation’s topflight mystery and detective 
story writers regularly bring their out­
standing work to our pages, which is 
why you make a date with reading 
pleasure when you ask for—BLACK 
BOOK DETECTIVE I

LETTERS FROM READERS

ONE of the most rewarding parts 
about publishing a magazine like 

BLACK BOOK DETECTIVE is the

r join
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hundreds of letters we receive each 
month from you readers telling us how 
much you enjoy our stories. Yes. and 
we’re equally happy to get letters tell­
ing us what you do NOT like about the 
magazine, for it’s only by such criticism 
that we can keep on making BLACK j 
BOOK DETECTIVE really YOUR mag­
azine—and the best of its kind on the 
newsstands today!

Dear Editor: Just a word to compliment you 
on the latest issue. The Black Bat is now the 
only series detective character who conceals 
his identity by use of a mask or hood. Ten 
years ago when he made his debut, there 
were hundreds. To weather such a storm is 
quite an achievement. A character has to be 
good to do that.—Rex Ward, 305 East Maple 
Avenue, El Segundo, Calif.

Thanks for the kind words, Rex. Now 
here is a letter from a faraway reader 
who has some interesting suggestions to 
make.

Dear Editor: I have been reading detective 
books for a few years, and I read nearly all 
I can buy. BLACK BOOK DETECTIVE is 
one of the most interesting. THE PHANTOM 
DETECTIVE is one of my favorites, too. I 
agree with Vernon Jerrold who said it would be 
a good idea if the Black Bat and the Phantom 
worked together sometimes, as they are both 
very good detectives.

The three who help Tony, play quite a big 
part in the stories, but I think Carol should 
sometimes have a chance to use her gun and 
not get caught every time. It is not necessary 
that Tony and Carol get married, for then no­
body else will have a chance with her. Tony 
knows that he will get her someday, but when 
he does I don’t think it will interfere -with his 
work much.

One improvement that you could make is 
sometimes let the Black Bat get caught by the 
crooks and not by McGrath, but don’t let them 
take his hood off or he will have to shoot them 
straight away. Let Carol or one of his as­
sistants come and free him when he can’t 
escape. Well, I hope to buy many more of 
your interesting magazines and am looking 
forward to the next—E. R. Dickason, Wood­
row, Salem, S. Africa.

What do you other readers think of
[Turn page]
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opportunity fields of ELECTRICITY or RADIO—TELE­
VISION. Thousands of graduates in industry. New develop­
ments mean even greater opportunities in the future. Prepare 
quickly in the great training shops of Coyne. Mail coupon for 
facta about these TWO BIG OPPORTUNITY FIELDS.

ELECTRICITY
, INCLUDING INDUSTRIAL ELECTRONICS 

Big future in Power Plant Work, 
Motors, Armature Winding, Home 
and Factory Wiring, Appliances, Re- 
irigerationj Maintenance,. Illumina­
tion, etc. Electricians arc in demand 
everywhere — lifetime job service. 
Many earn while learning. Send for 
BIG FREE BOOK.

RADIO-Television
A great field now, even greater 
growth ahead. Here at COYNE 
you're trained for Construction, 
Testing. Trouble-Shooting on Radio, 
Public Address, Sound Units. Train­
ing includes FM, Television Service. 
Many Coyne Trained men owrrwell- 
paying radio and television busi­
nesses of their own.

Not a "Home-Study" Course!
You get actual shop w<Srk on full-size equipment plus neces­
sary theory. Whether you had previous experience or not 
makes no difference at Coyne.

50th ANNIVERSARY YEAR
Approved for G. I. Training

NON-VETERANS WHO ARE SHORT OF MONEY 
can finance most of their tuition and pay it in 
easy monthly payments.

MAIL COUPON
FOR FREE BOOK

Mail coupon now for new illustrated Coyne 
book on either Electricity or Radio—Television 
or both. No obligation—no salesman will call. 
Do it TODAY. 

these suggestions? Please write us and 
let us know. Here is another Black Bat 
fan, who is also a fan of the Phantom. 
As you may know, THE PHANTOM 
DETECTIVE is one of our popular com­
panion magazines. If you have never 
read it, make its acquaintance!

Dear Editor: Have been a reader of BLACK 
BOOK DETECTIVE and THE PHANTOM 
DETECTIVE for a long time and enjoy them 
better every issue. I have just bought my 
latest BLACK BOOK. I haven’t read it yet, but 
if it is anyways near as good as the other 
Black Bat stories, it will be a knockout.— 
James F. Hunt, Malden, Mo.

Would you like to see BLACK BOOK 
DETECTIVE come out oftener? This 
Black Bat fan would!

Dear Editor: Having been reading BLACK 
BOOK DETECTIVE for some time now I just 
want you to know how much I enjoy it. If only 
you could put the magazine out more often, as 
I have to wait such a long time until it comes 
out. Keep un the good work, and good luck— 
as you are tops.—Mrs. A. Munson, 68 Astor 
St., Newark 5, N. J.

Thank you very much, Mrs. Munson.
We’ll be back again next issue with 

another batch of mail, so why not drop 
us a letter or postcard that we can in­
clude among those we publish? Kindly 
address all letters and postcards to The 
Editor, BLACK BOOK DETECTIVE, 
10 East 40th Street, New York 16, N, Y.

Here’s a tip for thrills—readers who 
follow sports will like “The Big Wheel,” 
the Mickey Rooney film about the In­
dianapolis Race Classic, just released by 
United Artists. Jack Dempsey is one of 
the co-producers and the whole picture’s 
swell. You’ll enjoy it—as we did.

So until next issue—happy reading to 
everybody, and thanks for writing!

—THE EDITOR.
B. W. COOKE, President
COYNE ELECTRICAL and RADIO SCHOOL
Dept. 10-84K
500 S. Paulina St., Chicago 12, 111.

Send me your BIG FREE BOOK — for the course checked 
below. This docs not obligate me and no salesman will call.
□ ELECTRICITY □ RADIO-TELEVISION

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

ADDRESS.....................................................................................................

CITY................................    STATE...................... ....

Answers to Questions on Page 116
1. Footprints. Teeth prints. Tire prints. 2. Dust ant’ 

are thrown up by the tires to one side of the trac' 
in the direction the car is traveling. 3. Shoplifter 
5. Right, 6. Comparison microscope.. 7. 1800. 
having once been tried and acquitted of th 
9. $150,000 is the cost of the geometrical lathe 
making U.S. currency engravings. 10. Knockout



NEED MONEY? HERE’S PLENTY!

That's right — I plan to give it to you for absolutely 
nothing — FREE. You don’t invest a penny, now or ever! 
Rush the coupon Today — be in this splendidly profitable 
business next week.

You can be the direct factory man han­
dling the line of this 46-year-old mil­
lion-dollar company — the Leader in 

its field.

FIT MEN AND WOMEN
Over 150 smart styles in Comfort-Fit­

ting shoes for value-wise men and 
women. You handle this superb 

line of dress, work, sport shoes 
with scores of exclusive fea­

tures. Expanded new wom­
en’s line opens BIGGER 

profit opportunities — 
more sales per call I 
Leather jackets, rain­
coats, sport shirts bring 
extra income.

Here's Why It's BETTER
Everybody wears shoes. You can start your business by 
Belling a pair to a friend, your brother, father, mother, 
sister or wife — get a pair yourself. That will prove the 
fine quality leather — superb craftsmanship — exclusive 
features — fashion-right styling — money saving value 
— and the UNEQUALLED comfort-FIT!
From then on your income is up to your own ability and 
determination. Every day is Big Earnings day for happy, 
established Mason Shoe Salesmen who are fortunate to 
work with the LEADING line in the field.

Here's What You Get
• Powerful National Advertising
You get the benefit of big, powerful ads in magazines like 
the Saturday Evening Post, Good Housekeeping, etc. 
People know Mason, are eager to get the Special Personal 
Fitting Service we advertise for your benefit. Remember, 
we pay for all this advertising to make you known as a 
Mason Certified Shoe Fitter — it doesn’t cost you a cent.

• Helpful Sales Training
Whether you have experience or not, our potent program 
of continuing selling help and training is devoted to 
putting more money in your pocket — Complete Sales 
Outfit: Sales Getting Ideas prepared for you by 5,000 
Successful Salesmen;, Door Opener Gifts for Prospects; 
Special Selling Events and Prizes each month; advice 
from the most successful men in the organization. All 
are YOURS when you-tie up with the Leader.

BIG CASH PROFITS
LEO DE MATO, who averages six sales 
per day, says: “I have over G45 cus­
tomers. The Mason Line with commis­
sions up to $3.00 a pair is really 
SWELL!” And L. D. Van Gundy says, 
**I have averaged $5.00 an hour profit 
for every hour selling”. These exceptional

men show the way to really BIG EARNINGS — 
what they can do, you may dol

HORSEHIDE
LEATHER JACKETS
Plenty of buyers waiting 
in.your neighborhood for 
these fine leather jackets, 
at far-below-store prices, 
kaincoats, too.) Included 
in your FREE Sales Out­
fit. Simply mail Coupon.

VELVET-EEZ
AIR CUSHIONS
Exclusive Velvet-Eez Air 
Cushion shoe cradles foot 
on 10,000 tiny air bubbles. 
Ten-second demonstration 
practically Guarantees 
profitable Sales. Demon­
strator included in FREE 
Selling Outfit. Mail cou­
pon today.

REMEMBER . . .
Mason Velvet-Eez Shoes 
are backed by the Good 
Housekeeping Guarantee 
Seal, so neither you nor 
your customers can lose a 
dime — and you have 
everything to gain. Mail 
Coupon Today.

RUSH THE COUPON NOW!
MASON SHOE MFC. CO.
Dept. M-499, Chippewa Falls, Wis.
Put me in a “shoe store business”. Rush me 
great FREE Sample Outfit featuring Air Cush­
ion shoes. Leather jackets — other fast-selling 
shoes and garments. Show me how your Na­
tional advertising makes more customers and 
profits for me. Send everything free and pre-

paid. (My own shoe size is

M SHOE MI G. CO.
Dept. M-499, Chippewa Falls, Wis.

State.



Calvert

It's Smart to Switch

Calvert
Smoother..Tastes Better

CALVERT RESERVE CHOICE 8LENDED WHISKEY-85^ PROOF- 

GRAIN NEUTRAL SPIRITS. CALVERT DISTILLERS CORP.. N.Y.C.

RESERVE^

A. C. Guinn, Spring- Richard S. Reed, Edward W. H 
field, Mo., switched Spokane, Wash., Cairo, III., switched 
to Calvert because switched to Calvert to milder Colver; - 
it testes better. fortodoy's best buy. and is glad he did1

DENVER, DALLAS, DREXEL HILL

SPRINGFIELD, SPOKANE, CAIRO, ILL

Wherever ygugo-lt's good toknow

TO

Lighter..


