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Are YOU
doing

bookkeeping
"chores"?

BECOME
an

ACCOUNTANT
IFy1 you are doing the “ chore”  work o f account
ing as a bookkeeper, ledger clerk, cost clerk, 
billing clerk, or in one of the other many record 
keeping jobs—

You should consider climbing higher—becom
ing an accountant.

Why be satisfied all your life with a small 
salary and an ordinary job when there is such a 
large future for the man or woman who under
stands accountancy in all its forms and phases?

One big difference between you and the suc
cessful accountant is that he doesn’t do the 
chores. He bosses those who do the drudgery and 
he gets the money and prestige. And he does that 
because he knows the principles behind the rec
ords you keep— can plan those records and in
terpret them to management. He knows what 
you know— and a lot more. ’•

There are two ways in which you can get this 
,'knowledge which will qualify you for an account- 
■ ant’s position.

First— the old way o f day-by-day experience 
on the job. This is the long route— taking many, 

• many years, sometimes a lifetime. Most people 
taking this way never_get anywhere. Why sacri
fice years o f success— lose time; and money— when 
there is a better and easier way?

Second, the LaSalle way o f learning in your 
$pare time— studying and preparing for the step 
.ahead. You learn by doing— you study account
ing principles and solve accounting problems. 
You cover accountancy from the basic principles 
right up through Accounting Systems and Income 
Tax Procedure— C.P.A training if you so desire.

CLIMB , 
HIGHER^

As you go along you absorb the 
principles o f auditing, business 
law, statistical control, cost ac
counting, organization, manage
ment and finance, etc.

This way is not magic. It is not 
easy. It requires giving up certain 
spare time to serious study. How 
long will it take you to acquire 

this accountancy training is strictly up to you—  
you can go as fast or as slowly as you choose. 
But after you have gone part wav (you need not 
wait until you are clear through the training) you 
will find yourself stepping up to better positions.

And once you have mastered this fascinating 
profession— once you have become an accountant 
— then you will have the money and the standing 
to make your dreams come true. You will be a 
respected member of the best paying profession 
and equipped to go out into public accounting or 
to climb to a top management position.

Our free 48-page booklet, “ Accountancy, the 
Profession That Pays,”  tells you what you must 
know to be an accountant and how you can pre
pare in your leisure time at moderate cost. The 
coupon below will bring this booklet quickly 
without cost or obligation. You already have a 
start in this field; now find out how you can 
go all the way. Do it today.

G. L APPROVED

LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY
A Correspondence Institution

Dept. 12329.H 417 5. Dearborn Street, Chicago 5, Illinois
T d  like to  know  m ore abou t your hom e study program to help 
me prepare for  an accounting career. Please send me your free 
48-page booklet, : ‘A ccountancy , the Profession T h at Pays.’*
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Present position ........................................................................................
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I Bend you Soldering Equipment and Early in my course I show you how to You get parts to build Radio Circuits;
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soldering; how to mount and connect It  soon helps yon fix neighborhood Radios now to design special circuits; how to
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K N O W  R A D I O ^ t e #
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show  how  to m ake E X T R A  m oney fix
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because the R adio R epair Business is 
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M ail Coupon fo r  Sam ple Lesson and

m y F R E E  64-page book. Read the de
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OFF THE RECORD
A DEPARTMENT WHERE READERS 

AND THE EDITOR MEET

HEN Willie Wilkerson asked for a 
room and a bath at a second-string, 
uptown New York Hotel, he didn’t 

expect that the rate of four-fifty a day would 
include a murder! But that’s what happens 
in THE CRIME TO COME, the exciting 
Black Bat novel by G, Wayman Jones in the 
next issue of BLACK BOOK DETEC
TIVE. It isn’t long, of course, before Tony 
Quinn, Special District Attorney, has to step 
in to take a hand, and it requires all the in
genuity the Black Bat, Carol Baldwin, Silk, 
and Butch can muster to solve the case.

It all started when Wilkerson, a rather 
puny looking man, arrived in New York to 
buy some critically needed supplies for the 
factory he represented. The hotels were all 
so crowded that he was almost resigned to 
spend the night sleeping on a park bench. 
Then he found the seedy old hostelry up
town that offered him accommodations.

Strange Voices
Wilkerson had no sooner climbed in bed 

than he heard what sounded like a whisky 
bottle hurled at the wall in the next room. 
Now, voices reached him. One, especially, 
was that of an angry man. The other was 
soothing, in a raspy sort of way. Willie 
pulled the covers up over his head and tried 
to convince himself that he could sleep even 
with this racket.

He didn’t sleep. Soon he pulled the covers 
down and deliberately listened while he 
slowly lost all desire for sleep. The angry 
man was still ranting, but it made some sense 
now.

“I tell you,” he shouted drunkenly, “there’s 
a catch in it. There’s got to be a catch in it.”

“Quiet,” Raspy Voice warned. “Every
thing is on the level. You’re just too drunk 

to realize that.”
“On the level, eh? How can it be on the 

level? We’re told to hole up here. For 
weeks. I’m sick of it. We can’t go out ex
cept at night. No drinking unless we do it 
in the room and nobody else must be with 
us. We eat in joints, sleep in a dump like 
this and can’t go anywhere to spend a dime.

Yet we get paid in the hundreds.”
“Shut up,” Raspy Voice warned ominously. 

“We both agreed to take this job and we’re 
sticking. There’s a fortune in it.”

“How many people are we going to have 
to kill?” the drunken man demanded. His 
voice was muted somewhat, but still clear to 
Willie Wilkerson’s perked up ears. “That’s 
what I want to know. How many people do 
we knock off?”

“You’re crazy,” Raspy Voice derided. 
“Whoever mentioned a word about killing 
anyone?”

“Nobody—yet. But get the set-up. We 
don’t know who we work for. We sit around 
and get paid more dough than we made by 
knocking off that last tank-town bank—for 
doing nothing. It don’t make sense and 
there’s got to be something back of it. For 
dough like that, there’s murder. I’m telling 
you/’

Crime in the Wind
Willie Wilkerson swung his legs off the 

edge of the bed. He was trembling slightly, 
but he knew what he had to do. There was 
a crime of some sort in the wind. A very 
important crime, and it was his duty to in
form the police about it. Also, to get a look 
at those two men—if he could.

He got his opportunity a short while later 
when the two men went out for a walk. Out 
in the hall he saw them, but just their backs. 
One was tall and rugged looking, like some
one who might be expected to work in a coal 
mine or some such job where a strong and 
broad back was needed. The second man was 
smaller, slightly stooped and very thin. When 
they had gone down, Wilkerson hurried to 
the room where they lived.

He was fairly certain he hadn’t heard the 
key turn and it seemed he was right for the 
door opened easily. The room was in disar
ray. And, half hidden by clothing in an open 
suitcase, was a heavy automatic.

Wilkerson didn’t need to see any more. 
He hurried downtown to Police Headquar
ters to report what he had discovered.

(Continued on page 8)



L ots o f people want things they 
can’t reach. But there’s little in the 
way o f business success that’s out 
o f reach of the trained man.

And training is always within your 
reach. It’s as close as the nearest 
letter box. Mark and mail the cou
pon on this page and you’re in touch 
with the International Correspon
dence Schools.

I. G. S. has had 55 years of ex
perience in training men and women 
for success. Bring average intelli
gence and better than average de
termination to your studies with 
these famous Schools and you can 
master any subject of your choice 
; . . qualify as an expert in line for 
responsibilities and rewards.

You study in your spare time— 
and the cost is surprisingly low. 
Thousands of successful students 
have demonstrated that today’s 
I. C. S. student is tomorrow’s leader. 
Send for full information. Do it now!

I NTERNATI ONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS
BOX 3970-6, SCRANTON 9, PENNA.
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OFF THE RECORD
( C ontinued  from  page 6 )

But down at Police Headquarters Captain 
McGrath seemed very doubtful of WUker- 
son’s story. Reluctantly, he assigned two 
men to make a check of the suspects in the 
fleabag hotel. He had an idea W ilkerson 
either had a very active imagination or he 
was dreaming.

And an hour later, he seemed even more 
sure of it. McGrath summoned W ilkerson 
and told him to go back to his hotel, that 
there was nothing to his story.

“ There’s no use arguing,” McGrath sighed. 
“ The two detectives found your room. They 
went into the one next door to it and there’s 
an old guy sleeping there. He rented that 
room by the week and he’s lived there for six 
months. He didn’t have any guns, he’s harm
less, and he doesn’t know a thing about two 
gorillas like you described. Next time you 
get nightmares like that, tell ’em to some
body else.”

Enter— Tony Quinn!
Willie Wilkerson still tried to protest, but 

McGrath shut him up.
“ W hat you want me to ?” he asked. “ May

be you ’d like me to go to the Special D.A. 
who handles crime stuff like this. Man, if I 
ever told your story to Tony Quinn, he’d 
laugh me smack into a lieutenancy.”

W ilkerson didn’t argue any more, for the 
captain unwittingly had given him the clue 
he wanted. Outside, he looked up the ad
dress of Anthony Quinn in a phone book. 
Then he went down into the subway that 
would take him to Quinn’s home.

On the subway platform, a man whom W il
kerson didn’t see, tried to shove him in front 
of an onrushing train. Later, from behind 
the hedges near Tony Quinn’s house, a sec
ond attempt was made on the little fellow ’s 
life. By pure luck, W ilkerson escaped both 
times.

In contrast to Captain McGrath, the sup
posedly blind district attorney Tony Quinn 
believed W ilkerson’s story and immediately 
put Silk, his confidential aide, to check on the 
hotel where W ilkerson reported he had heard 
the murder planned. By clever detective 
work Silk solved the mystery of why the po
lice had been able to find no trace of the two 
would-be killers W ilkerson had overheard.

And then Tony Quinn took over. He saw 
at once it was going to be the most unusual 
case o f his career. Ordinarily, crime had 
been committed when the Black Bat under
took an assignment. This time, the crime 
had not yet been committed, and it was up to 
him not only to find out who was going to 
be killed, but to prevent the murder—if he 
could.

(C on tin u ed  on page 111)
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ihousuos now rur
who never thought they could!

Learned Q u ic k ly  a t Home
I didn’t dream I could actually leam to 
play without a teacher. Now when I play 
for people they hardly believe that I 
learned to play so well In so short a time.

*H. C. S.. Calif.

P la ys at Dances
I  have completed your course and your 
lesaons have been most satisfactory. I can. 
play all of the popular songs. 1 have also 
earned money playing at dances.

•B. N. J.. New York.

Wouldn’t Take $1000 for Course
The lessons are so simple that anyone can 
understand them. I hate learned to play 
by note in a little more than a month. I 
wouldn't take a thousand dollars for my 
course. *8. E. A.. Kansas City, Mo.

Fin d in g  New  J o y
I  am finding a new Joy that I 
never experienced before, for I 
have always wanted to play, but 
bad given up hope until I heard 
of your course.

•C. 8. Luoieo, Okla.

Anyo ne  Can Learn
I first thought I wouldn’ t ever 
learn to play by note, but I soon 
discovered that the lessons are so 
simple anyone can understand 
them. I am thankful that I study 
with your school.

•B. P. MAXKY8. Ga.

•Actual pupils' names on request. 
Pictures by professional models.

You, too, can play any instrum ent 
B y  this E A S Y  A -B -C  M ethod

YOU think It’s difficult to learn 
music? That’s what thousands 

o f  others have thought! Just like 
you, they long to play some instru
m ent—  the piano, violin, guitar, 
saxophone or other favorites. But 
they denied themselves the pleasure 
— b ecau se  th ey  th o u g h t  it took  
month* and years o f  tedious study 
to learn.

Leam  In Spare Time at Home
And then they made an amazing 

discovery! They learned about a 
w onderful w ay to learn music at 
home— w ithout a private teacher— 
without tedious study— and in a 
surprisingly short time. They wrote 
to the U. S. School o f Music for the 
facts about this rem arkable short
cu t m ethod . A nd the 
facts opened their eyes!
They were amazed to 
And how easy It was to 
learn.

The result? Over 850- 
000 m en and w om en 
have studied music at 
home this simple, A-B-C 
way. Now, all over the

time at home fo r  less than seven 
cents a day. Never mind if you have 
no musical knowledge, training or 
talent. Just read the fascinating 
booklet and Print and Picture sam
ple that fully explain all about the 
famous U . S. School method. I f  in
terested tear out the coupon now, 
before you turn the page. U. S. 
School o f Mu
sic, 29412 Bruns
w i c k  B l d g .
New York 10,
N. Y. L a rg e st  
s c h o o l  o f  Its  kind In the 
w o r l d .  ( 4 8 t h  
year)

FREE!
Print and Plctura 

Sample

NOTICE
Please don't confine 
our method with any 
systems claiming to 
teach "without music”  
or "by ear” . We teach 
you easily and quickly 
to play real muslo, 
any music, by stand
ard notes . . . not by 
any trick or number 
system.

U . 5 .  S C H O O L  O F  M U S IC ,
20413 B ru n sw ick  B ldg., N ew  Y o rk  10 , Y.
I am interested in muslo study, particularly in the instrument | 
checked below. Please send me your free illustrated booklet j
’ ’ HOW lA  T^iArfi M llr in  ftf U n m a  *' on rl vmii* a T>ric» o r .,.How to Leam Muslo at Home, 
Picture Sample.

world, enthusiastic mu- | Pl*n» 
sic-lovers are en joying I 
the thrilling eatiefac- »*>«!<•» 
tlon o f creating their 
own music. They have 
found the key to good 
tim e, p o p u la r ity  and 
profit
Costs Less Than Te a Day

And that's what y o »  
can do, right now. Get 
the proof that you, too, 
can learn to play your 
favorite instrument — 
quickly, easily, In spare

Saxonions 
Trumpet Cornet

ButterVleJln Tenor Banjo
Plano Aocerdion Ukutela

and your free Print and

Clarlnat Practical
Trombone Finger
Flute Control
Modern Piccolo

Elementary Mandolin 
Harmony

Name.—
(Please print)

Have you 
Instrument?___ _

Address------

NOTE: If you are under 16 years of age. parent must sign coupon.
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One of the Black Bat's hands shot out, and he flung the bullets on the bed (C H A P T ER  V)

WITH MALICE AFORETHOUGHT
By G. WAYMAN JONES

When John Todd is convicted of murder, the case has some 
amazing repercussions that put Special District Attorney 
Tony Quinn in the toughest spot of his entire career!

CHAPTER I 

The Innocent Dead

THE library was a large room, ex
pensively but decorously fur
nished, and with massive leather 

chairs and divans. It was quite obvious
ly a man’s room, and its occupant was a 
man who sat before a fireplace, staring 
with apparently unseeing eyes into the 
few embers that were left.

He was a sturdily built person, and 
would have been rather handsome had it 
not been for those dead, staring eyes of

the blind, and deep, glistening scars 
around them.

A clock, somewhere in the house, 
struck eleven slowly as if it were trying 
to postpone the passage of time to its 
utmost. The man in the chair shuddered. 
Eleven o’clock this Thursday night 
might mean little to most people, but 
this particular hour and this particular 
time of night was something to dread for 
one select group, of which Tony Quinn, 
the man who sat there was an important 
member.

Quinn’s hand clutched the crook of a 
white cane until his knuckles were al-
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most as dead-white as the cane. A  slim, 
almost bald man of about forty-five, came 
into the room carrying a tray on which 
was a bottle of Scotch, soda, ice and a 
glass. He was the blind man’s serving 
man, and closest c o m p a n i o n ,  “Silk” 
Kirby.

“I thought you might need one or two, 
sir,” Kirby said gently. “ I know just 
how these nights affect you.”

Quinn didn’t move. “Thanks, Silk,” he 
murmured. “ I’d like a stiff one, please. 
You know, being a Special District A t
torney has certain compensations which 
I enjoy, but it has one drawback that I 
dread.”

“ I know, sir.” Silk said as he nodded. 
“But someone has to do it.” He glanced 
at an electric clock over the mantel. 
“He’s dead by now, I imagine. They 
work pretty fast up there. And he de
served the electric chair. All you did 
was your sworn duty. If you hadn’t, 
someone else would have done it.”

Quinn passed a hand over his forehead.
“ I know,” he sighed. “I keep telling 

myself that. I keep adding the idea that 
John Todd richly deserved whatever he 
just went through. He murdered his 
own uncle, with malice aforethought. 
An old and kindly man. Yet John Todd 
was a human being, too. I helped take 
his life. It isn’t a pleasant thought. 
Silk.”

SIL K  vigorously stirred the scotch 
and soda, handed it to Quinn and 

then, with a slow shake of his head, 
mixed another for himself. Quinn’s ap
parently sightless eyes flickered. The 
mask of blindness suddenly disappeared 
and clear, shrewd eyes tried to laugh a 
little. He raised his glass.

“Here is confusion to crime, Silk,” he 
said. “Only I wish people would stop 
murdering their fellowmen. In war or 
In peace.”

“Or at least do their killing outside 
the province over which you hold juris
diction.” Silk smiled and was more 
practical in his toast.

They drank a little. Silk sat down. 
He was a servant, but a highly privileged 
one.

“It wasn’t much of a case, sir,” he re

flected. “Just a stupid man who couldn’t 
wait for his uncle to die a natural death 
so he’d come into his money. Now 
what’s he got? Not even his own life.” 

“You’re right.” Quinn answered. “ It 
wasn’t much of a case. John Todd need
ed money quickly. His only source was 
his uncle’s estate, but his uncle refused 
to cooperate by dying, so Todd hurried 
it along. Rather a bloodthirsty method 
he used, too. You’ll remember that W il
bur Stone, his uncle, was accustomed to 
taking long walks about dawn, that Todd 
knew it and arranged to be driving home 
at that time. He deliberately drove over 
to the wrong side of the road and even 
chased the poor old man with his car un
til he struck him down. Then Todd 
backed up, got out, and made certain he 
was dead.”

“Neatly planned and all,” Silk said. It 
would have looked like the work of a 
hit-and-run driver if all had gone accord
ing to plan. But Todd, like all killers, 
couldn’t foresee everything. Like the 
two men who noticed him driving along 
that road just before the accident. Like 
that hunter who was stalking game in 
the woods bordering the road, and saw 
the whole thing. You can’t beat fate, sir. 
Darn few people get away with murder.” 

“Only this afternoon Todd demanded 
a reprieve and swore he was innocent,” 
Quinn sighed. “That would make it 
about the twentieth time. But those-wit- 
nesses fixed him. He couldn’t get around 
them.”

“The witnesses— and the D.A. who 
prosecuted,” Silk observed drily. “Todd, 
or his lawyer, couldn’t get around that 
D.A. either. I think your handling of 
the trial was about the most masterful 
thing you ever did, sir, and I ’ve watched 
and listened to plenty of your cases.” 

Quinn allowed himself a soft chuckle. 
“Lawton Leslie, Todd’s defense attor

ney, darn near had a p o p le x y ,”  he said. 
“ I don’t believe he likes me much, Silk. 
But Leslie would have been bothered 
even more if I ’d brought out still an
other witness.”

“Another?” Silk asked. “I didn’t 
know there was one.”

“Few people did. The circumstances 
were a bit unusual. You recall that Todd
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ran down his uncle along a deserted sec
tion of highway just within the jurisdic
tion of my office. Well, along one side 
of the road was the forest where Brad 
Cowan, the hunter, saw it happen. On 
the other side of the road was a tall 
fence. The limits of a large orphanage.”

“ I remember that,” Silk said.
“ Well, a twelve-year-old boy was

not. Because if they discovered he had 
tried to run away, the orphanage officials 
wouldn’t like him any more. If the case 
went against me, I would have used him, 
but it didn’t. I had witnesses enough, so 
I let it ride. Afterward, I told Attorney 
Leslie, just to convince him his client 
was guilty.”

“ I wonder if he’s convinced now—now

THE BLACK BAT

among those being cared for at the or
phanage. I don’t think he liked it there. 
The morning of the murder he was get
ting set to leave without permission. A 
regular prison break it was. He was in 
the act of climbing the fence beside the 
road when Todd came along in his car. 
The boy got scared at what he saw, 
slipped back to the dormitory and wasn’t 
even missed.”

Silk nodded. “ So that’s the kid who 
came to your office and wanted to see 
you privately,” Silk remarked. “ You 
never did tell me what he wanted.”

Quinn laughed. “ I promised him I 
wouldn’t. He told me the whole story, 
said he’d go into court and tell it to the 
jury if I asked him to, but he’d rather

that his client has been executed?” Silk 
put the empty glasses on the tray and 
started for the kitchen.

Before he crossed the room, the door
bell buzzed long and insistently. Silk 
sighed, put the tray on a table and went 
to answer it. There was nothing espe
cially surprising in a visitor at this hour. 
District attorneys don’t keep regulation 
hours, nor do thieves and murderers.

IN THE library, Tony Quinn’s eyes 
assumed their blank staring aspect 

again. He heard excited voices in the 
hallway, rapid footsteps approaching, 
and when the visitor stormed into the 
room, Quinn saw him. Only his visitor 
didn’t know that.
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The man who came in was tall, rugged- 

looking, with pink cheeks and a tanned 
face. It was twisted in lines of horror 
now, and his eyes were sick-looking.

“I ’m blind,” Quinn said. “I don’t rec
ognize your footsteps so you must be a 
stranger.”

“My name is Raymond Alvin.” The 
man sat down on the edge of a chair and 
twisted his hat nervously. “I— I’m too 
late. I knew that the instant I learned 
the news. John Todd has been— ex
ecuted, hasn’t he?”

“Unless there was a reprieve I. knew 
nothing about. W hy are you interested, 
Mr. Alvin?”

“Because Todd is— was— innocent! I 
killed that old man. It was an accident.”

Quinn’s expression never altered, al
though inwardly he writhed in horror. 
This was the one thing of which any 
district attorney’s nightmares are com
posed.

“Suppose you tell me all about it, Mr. 
Alvin,” he said tonelessly.

“The morning it happened— at dawn 
— I was driving home,” said Alvin. “ I 
— I was under the weather a bit, I guess. 
N o! W hy not fye honest? I was plas
tered. I knew I was driving like a ma
niac. I never saw the old man at all, but 
I felt my car hit something.”

“What kind of a car do you drive, Mr. 
Alvin?” Quinn asked crisply.

“A  Packard. Gray, nineteen-forty-two 
model. Let me keep talking, will you? 
After I felt the car hit, I managed to 
stop, back up and then I got out. I saw 
that the man was dead. I lost my head. 
I drove home as fast as I could, put the 
car away and packed some bags. I— I 
went by train to Canada. Far north, 
where I had a hunting lodge. I had no 
radio, no contacts with anyone. I was 
hiding out. But a man can’t hide from 
his conscience. I knew eventually I ’d 
have to come back. W hy— oh why, didn’t 
I return sooner?”

He closed his eyes tightly and pressed 
both hands against his forehead.

“Keep on, please,” Quinn said quietly.
Alvin looked up, harrow-eyed.
“ I bought a newspaper at the station 

right after I got off the train,” he said. 
“You can imagine how hungry for news 
I must have been. Seven months in the 
wilds. I saw a notice of the execution 
and read it over a cup of coffee in the 
station restaurant. I read that the sup

posed murder victim was Wilbur Stone, 
but I killed him, not Todd. It was a,n' 
accident, not murder!”

“And you came directly here?”
“No. The newspaper story had your 

name in it, of course, but I telephoned 
the prison first. He had— just been—  
killed up there. He died, swearing he 
was innocent, Mr. Quinn. And he was. 
He was! I killed two men, not one. I ’m  
the murderer!”

“Mr. Alvin,” Quinn said, “you fully 
realize the seriousness of this statement 
you have made? I prosecuted Todd, and 
I was convinced that he killed his uncle. 
There were witnesses who swore they 
saw him do it. The jury was convinced 
too.”

“But you were wrong!” Alvin cried. 
“All of you were wrong. I did it! I 
killed Wilbur Stone. My car is still in 
my garage, just as I left it. Bloody 
fender and all. I tell you an innocent 
man died!”

Quinn spoke gruffly now.
“Mr. Alvin, if investigation deter

mines that your statements are true, you 
will be held on an extremely serious 
charge. In fact, you are under arrest 
right now. Silk, get Captain McGrath 
of the Detective Bureau on the phone 
and tell him to come over here at once.”

“N o!” Alvin jumped to his feet. “No, 
wait! I can’t go through with it. I ran 
away in the first place because I ’m a 
coward. Now two men are dead because 
of me. I ’m still a coward, worse than 
ever. Don’t call the police! Don’t, I tell 
you!”

“Get McGrath,” Quinn said stonily.
Alvin reached for his hip pocket. 

Quinn saw the move and could have 
stopped him, but Quinn was supposed to 
be blind and he had to carry through 
the part. Alvin produced a nickel-plated 
revolver and turned it toward Silk. 
Blind Tony Quinn was no dangerous 
enemy.

“If you touch that phone, I ’ll shoot!” 
he stormed. “I ’m not going to give my
self up. I changed my mind! Quinn, 
you’ll send me to the chair, too. I could 
take prison, but not electrocution. I 
couldn’t take that! Both of you— one 
move to stop me and I’ll shoot! W hat’s 
the difference? I ’ve killed two already.”

Silk, hands slightly raised, backed 
away as if to block the door and put up a 
fight. Alvin moved toward him, pistol
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leveled and determination in his eyes. 
Silk, with a shrug, finally stepped aside. 
Alvin backed through the door, tersely 
commanded Silk to follow him and one 
minute later he had left the house and 
was running away into the night.

CHAPTER II

Allies of the Black Bat

UINN was on his feet, 
his face deeply lined 
when Silk came back 
to the library.

“Silk, if that man 
isn’t telling a lie, we’ve 
helped do a ghastly 
thing!” he exclaimed 
tensely. “ I must be 
sure. Get McGrath— 
or wait! Call Butch 
first. Have him come 

over here as fast as he can. Then check 
the address of this Raymond Alvin, if 
you can. He said his car—the one he 
claims killed Wilbur Stone—is still in 
his garage. I want Butch to go over 
there and find it. Look the car over. If 
there is blood on the fenders, have him 
scrape some of it off carefully. And 
bring it here, along with a detailed de
scription of the damage to the car.”

Silk hurried to make the phone call, 
first finding Alvin’s address in the phone 
book. There was only one man listed 
with that name and Silk worked on the 
assumption it was the man who had just 
hurried away.

Silk was waiting when, within a short 
time “ Butch” O’Leary showed up, and 
gave the man precise orders.

Quinn had resumed his chair. In a 
few moments, he realized, this startling 
news would be all over town. There were 
enough people who hated Tony Quinn 
to see that he suffered for it to the ut
most. And Quinn had made up his mind 
that if he was responsible, he deserved 
all the censure and punishment that pos
sibly could be inflicted upon him.

He thought back to those witnesses 
who had been so positive. They could 
be wrong. Witnesses had erred before, 
and while some charitable friends might 
claim that Quinn had only done his duty, 
Quinn realized that his first duty was to 
make absolutely certain a murder charge 
is proved by the truth and not the guess

H
work of witnesses.

He felt about a dozen years older than 
he had at eleven o’clock. Puzzled too, 
because there were certain aspects of all 
this that did not ring quite true. Yet 
he would soon know, and he shivered 
apprehensively in merely thinking about 
it.

Tony Quinn was a Special District At
torney, a post which had been especially 
created for his talents. Once he had 
been the top man-—District Attorney— 
and in full charge. He had proved him
self to be a hard-hitting, crusading pros
ecutor who had built up an excellent 
reputation.

Then one day in court when he had 
been presenting important visual evi
dence against a criminal, some crooks 
had attempted to destroy this evidence 
by hurling acid upon it. Quinn had tried 
to intercept them and the acid had 
struck him full in the eyes.

He had gone blind almost instantly, 
for the acid seared deeply. Not only his 
eyes, but all around them, too, where it 
had been the cause of those deep, glis
tening scars that would remain forever.

Quinn had resigned his position as 
soon as doctors had told him there was 
no hope in recovering his sight. For
tunately he was independently wealthy, 
and had suffered no reverses because of 
his retirement. He had toured the world, 
before war tore it apart, and visited all 
the greatest eye surgeons he could lo
cate. In every case he had drawn the 
same result. No hope! No hope!

Finally he had returned home and 
prepared to settle down to the monotony 
of being sightless. Yet, quite typically, 
he had not allowed his handicap to get 
the best of him. He had learned Braille, 
trained himself to improve his hearing 
until it had become abnormally acute. 
His sense of touch became keen too, and 
he developed his sense of smell to a re
markable degree.

Moving about in this permanent night 
had become easier as he had progressed. 
He had learned how to sense barriers in 
his way and how to avoid them. He 
learned to memorize voices and foot
steps and other sounds which were too 
trivial for a person who could see to 
bother about.

And yet, despite his determination, he 
had been gripped by despair at the time. 
His only comfort had been in his close
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friendship with Silk Kirby. Silk, who 
had once been an extremely clever con
fidence man, had come to Tony Quinn’s 
home one night, long ago, to rob it, when 
his fortunes had been at especially low 
ebb. Instead, after a heart-to-heart talk 
with persuasive Tony Quinn, he had re
mained in the home of the man he had 
intended to rob, with a new purpose in 
life, and had become Quinn’s best friend 
and loyal ally. Silk bouyed up Quinn’s 
spirits to some extent, and took excel
lent care of him.

Then, one night when Quinn had be
lieved he could not feel any more de
pressed than he was, by his blindness, 
he had had a visitor. A  lovely girl named 
Carol Baldwin. She had come from her 
small Midwestern home town with a 
weird proposition.

Her father, she had explained, was a 
law officer who lay dying of a bandit’s 
bullet. He had followed Tony Quinn’s 
career intently and believed he might be 
of service to him. Mr. Baldwin had pro
posed that Quinn accept parts of his 
eyes in the hope they might enable the 
stricken district attorney to see again 
and carry on once more, his battle 
against crime.

QUINN had accepted. The surgery 
had been performed out W est by 

a little known doctor who had been 
sworn to secrecy. That had been several 
years ago and from this first experimen
tal operation had come the modern meth
ods of curing blindness in many cases by 
the grafting of healthy cornea tissue 
to those of blind eyes.

Tony Quinn had returned home. 
Carol’s father had died shortly after
ward, and then had ensued long weeks 
of waiting while the delicate scars 
healed and the grafted cornea grew to 
iDecome an integral part of Quinn’s eyes.

Then, in the night he had removed the 
bandages, he had discovered that he 
could not only see, but that nature had 
granted him an eerie bonus for his 
months of darkness. Tony Quinn had 
learned that he could see in the dark as 
well as a normal man sees in broad day
light !

To his amazement, he discovered that 
in a blacked-out room he could move 
about easily, see every piece of furni
ture, read fine print and easily distin
guish even soft pastel colors from a dis

tance. Quinn had appreciated this phe
nomenon and had put it to good use.

One condition of the sacrifice Carol’s 
father had made was that if the opera
tion proved successful, Quinn should 
carry on his fight against crime. Quinn 
had planned to do so immediately on re
gaining his sight. But when he had been 
District Attorney, he had often railed 
against the red tape that hindered him. 
So he had determined to battle criminals 
in a new manner. By using slyness 
when necessary, or ruthlessness when it 
was demanded of him. To pay no at
tention to the rules of law any more than 
the crooks did.

It would be necessary that he work 
under cover, of course, otherwise his 
life might not be worth much. The 
type of men he intended to fight would 
quickly band together and kill a menace 
such as Quinn meant to become. So he 
had adopted a close-fitting black hood 
which covered his entire head. This 
enabled him to conceal the tell-tale scars 
left by the acid.

He had called himself the Black Bat 
and that had quickly become a name that 
made the underworld writhe.

The Black Bat struck with the sud
denness and force of lightning. He 
killed when it was necessary. Kidnaped 
when occasion demanded it. He broke 
into places like a thief, with the excep
tion that his methods were skilled and
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scientific. Nothing stopped him, not 
even the police. For they soon knew of 
his operations and while they may have 
secretly blessed him, the Black Bat vio
lated enough laws to make himself a 
criminal of sorts, also. So there now was 
a standing order to arrest the Black Bat.

One police officer, Captain McGrath, 
of Headquarters, had taken it upon him
self to see that this order was carried 
out. So far McGrath had tried his best, 
and had failed so often  that capturing 
the Black Bat had become a fetish with 
him.

He was a good officer, a plugger and 
hard worker. He was completely hon
est and except for this passion to nail 
the Black Bat, he was an excellent po
liceman. And yet, even Captain McGrath 
often had doubts as to his decision to 
make the capture. The Black Bat did 
much more good than harm and, more 
than once, McGrath had called a truce 
and worked with him.

Also, Captain McGrath had somehow 
acquired the idea that Tony Quinn was 
not blind, and that it was he who was 
hidden behind the black hood. He had 
openly accused Quinn, and had done his 
best to prove his theory. He had come 
close, sometimes, but not close enough. 
Still, his continued efforts constituted a 
menace to the Black Bat.

Silk Kirby, naturally, knew the whole 
secret and worked closely with the 
Black Bat. Carol Baldwin also had come 
East after her father’s death, and joined 
forces with Quinn and while the Black 
Bat might originally have possessed cer
tain doubts as to her capability in work 
of this sort, he had soon changed his 
mind. Carol was courageous and clever. 
Often it was her work that tipped the 
balance of the scales in favor of the 
Black Bat’s own particular form of jus
tice.

A NOTHER recruit joined this tiny 
band. His name was O’Leary, with 

a first name that had been forgotten 
long ago in favor of the title “ Butch” 
which fitted him perfectly. He was a 
huge man, more than six feet tall and 
heavily built. His hands were the size 
of boxing gloves and his wide shoulder 
spread made his passage through door
ways a little awkward.

Butch was not smooth or clever, but 
he made up for these deficiencies by a
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complete devotion to the Black Bat and 
his cause, as his expression of apprecia
tion of a favor Tony Quinn had done for 
him. His dogged determination to do 
his best and, most of all, his astounding 
strength in the everlasting battle were 
as valuable as cleverness.

Tony Quinn had established a crime 
laboratory in his home. It was entered 
by two ways—from the library through 
a hidden door, and by a tunnel which be
gan in the garden house behind the 
Quinn home. This latter entrance was 
the one used by Carol and Butch, and by 
Tony Quinn when he entered or left in 
the guise of the Black Bat.

The laboratory was complete. Quinn 
had spent a large portion of his fortune 
on it, and constantly he studied all the 
various scientific ways of locating clues 
and running down criminals. The acute 
senses he developed while blind helped 
enormously too. He was now a crime 
stalker with a reputation that had never 
been blemished. The underworld had 
long ago sworn to kill him, but had never 
made any headway.

But right now Tony Quinn was prob
ably more worried than ever before in 
his life. It looked as if he had been in
strumental in sending an innocent man 
to the electric chair!

CHAPTER III

Publicly Accused

ILK announced Cap
tain McGrath shortly 
afterwards. McGrath 
bustled into the li
brary.

He was a compact 
man who firmly be
lieved  a d etective  
should look like a de
te ctiv e . Square-toed 
shoes for foot comfort, 
which was necessary 

after many years of pounding beats, a 
derby hat, and an inevitable cigar which 
he chewed more than he smoked, filled in 
the characterization. He had a scrubby 
mustache and hard, calculating eyes.

Once on a case he clung to it with the 
tenacity of a bulldog.

“ Hello, Mac.”
Quinn stuck out a hand vaguely in 

greeting, McGrath seized it.



“Look here, Tony,” he said, “you and I 
have had a lot of fights in our day. I 
think you’re the Black Bat, and some
time I’ll run you in for it. But I just 
learned what happened. About the exe
cution of John Todd. That guy Alvin 
phoned the D.A. and told him the whole 
story.”

“How does the D.A. feel about it?” 
Quinn asked, with a wry smile.

McGrath sat down.
“ Silk,” he called, “be a good guy 

and bring me a drink. Never mind the 
fixings—just something to warm up my 
spine. It’s gone dead with cold—and ap
prehension. Tony, I ’ll tell you the truth. 
The D.A. has never liked you. He ap
pointed you because of pressure put up
on him by people who know you’re a 
better prosecutor than he is, blind or not 
blind.”

“ I’ve realized that Archer resented 
me.” Quinn said. “ He sends me all the 
tough nuts to crack, hoping I’ll stub my 
toe sometime.”
“Yeah,” McGrath grunted. “ I’ll stub his 

nose sometime too. Well, he’s already 
made a statement to the press. If you 
muffed this, he’s going to fire you.”

“ If I did muff it, I ought to be fired,” 
Quinn groaned. “Has any specific ac
tion been taken so far?”

“Only by me,” McGrath answered. 
“ The D.A. seems content to let it ride 
until your neck is in the noose. But I 
moved in—with not such good results. 
You remember there were two witnesses 
who saw Todd driving his car along the 
road where Wilbur Stone was killed. 
They placed Todd at the scene of the 
crime. Well, they’re both engineers and 
it seems they departed for South Ameri
ca about a month ago. They’re already 
somewhere in the jungles of Brazil, ex
pect to stay there for at least two years, 
and they can’t be contacted.”

“ Score one for the D.A.,” Quinn said 
tightly. “ What about Brad Cowan, the 
hunter who swore he saw the crime com
mitted?”

McGrath took time out to accept the 
drink Silk proffered, to roll some of it 
around on his tongue, and then emit a 
low groan of despair.

“ I thought of him at once and set out 
to get him,” he said. “ I did. I hauled 
him to Headquarters and ran smack into 
the D.A. Cowan was grabbed right out 
of my hands, is being questioned now.”
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“ Well, that’s that,”  Quinn said. 

“Thanks for trying to help, Mac. I ap
preciate it.”

McGrath sipped more of his drink. 
“Look here, Tony,” he said then, “ this 

has the smell of a frame-up to me. You’d 
never make a mistake like that. Well, 
if it is a frame, I ’m with you all the way 
through. And if the Black Bat chooses 
to take a hand, I ’m with him too.” 

Quinn whistled.
“ Coming from you, that’s going all 

out, Mac. If I were the Black Bat, I ’d 
really feel elated and a little proud. But 
I ’m not, you know.”

“A matter of opinion,” McGrath 
grunted. “But let it go. I mean all that 
just the same. Keep in mind the fact 
that even if you aren’t the Black Bat, 
that as Tony Quinn you’ve got a raft of 
enemies. They’d stab you in the back in 
one second if they thought they could 
get away with it. Maybe this is a knife 
in the back, delivered by somebody who 
knows the ins and outs of the fine art of 
doublecrossing. Oh yes, the D.A. called 
in John Todd’s defense attorney. He 
was spitting fire when he passed me by at 
Headquarters a little while ago.”

Quinn’s shoulders drooped a little, 
“ Mac,” he said soberly, “ if John Todd 

was sent to the electric chair by error, 
I wouldn’t even put up a defense for my
self. But if this is some scheme to dis
credit me, I ’m going at them with all 
I’ve got. You can help by picking up 
this man Raymond Alvin. Officially 
now, I order his arrest, I ’ve still got the 
power because I haven’t been kicked out 
yet.”

McGrath arose quickly.
“ I’ll send out an alarm right away,”  he 

promised. “ When he’s brought in, I ’ll 
hold him just for you. Let the D.A. or 
the defense attorney work on him, and 
he’s liable to say anything.”

“ Good.” Quinn arose too. “ I ’ll be 
grateful for that. Let me know as soon 
as you collect him. I’ll either be right 
here or at the D.A.’s office. I ’ve a hunch 
they’ll be sending for me soon. . . .

A N HOUR later, Tony Quinn’s big 
car pulled up in front of Police 

Headquarters. Silk ducked from behind 
the wheel, ran around the car and helped 
blind Tony Quinn out. Holding his em
ployer’s arm, Silk deftly piloted him up 
the wide stairs and through the door.

AFORETHOUGHT I f
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I f  Tony Quinn’s professional reputa

tion was being blasted by all this, his 
personal reputation was not. There were 
greetings on all sides, and offers of help. 
Shortly, Quinn entered the D.A.’s Head
quarters office and sat down. His ap
parently sightless eyes were staring 
straight ahead, but they saw everything 
that went on.

District Attorney Archer was a slim, 
blond-mustached popinjay of a man with 
a tremendous regard for his own ability. 
He had always resented Tony Quinn be
cause of his prowess, and the fact that 
no matter how tough his assignments 
were, he generally came through with 
the solution.

Seated near Archer’s desk was Lawton 
Leslie, pompous and self-important de
fense attorney.

There was a smug smile on his face, 
and absolutely no sign of compassion 
for his late client.

And, nervously wringing his felt hat 
into a shapeless mass, sat the star wit
ness at the trial. Brad Cowan, whom 
Quinn had never liked.

It looked as if the bad news was being 
lined up.

Archer cleared his throat.
“ Quinn,” he said, “ I’m sorry all this 

has happened, but you realize the ter
rible seriousness of it. When a District 
Attorney sends an innocent man to the 
electric chair, steps must be taken.”

“ If the charge is found to be true,” 
Quinn broke in. “ I’m waiting for 
proof.”

Defense Attorney Leslie arose and 
spoke with the sonorous voice he usually 
reserved for a jury. “The proof will be 
furnished, Mr. Quinn, and all facts in
quired into. We shall begin with Mr. 
Cowan, if you don’t mind. Mr. Cowan 
has, more or less, retracted much of the 
testimony he offered in court under your 
prompting, may I point out.”

QUINN’S temper flared.
“He told what he claimed was the 

truth. You worked on him during cross- 
examination, didn’t you? Without 
breaking down one word of his testi
mony?”

“Yes, I admit that. But he has changed 
his story. As attorney for the late Mr. 
John Todd, I hold it upon myself to ex
ert all my talents to get at the truth.” 

“You should have exerted your talents

—if any—in breaking down Cowan’s 
testimony if he lied during the trial,” 
Quinn snapped. “Anything short of that 
is dereliction of duty or plain cussed 
stupidity.”

“ W e’ll have no personal animosities 
flaring up here, gentlemen,” Archer 
butted in to say. “ I am only after the 
truth. Quinn, Cowan told you one story. 
About his being on a hunting trip the 
morning that Wilbur Stone was killed. 
How he had seen the car deliberately 
chase Stone over the road and strike him 
down. How the driver got out to ascer
tain whether or not Stone was dead, and 
when he discovered he was, the driver 
promptly fled. That evidence was what 
put John Todd into the electric chair 
tonight.”

“ You omitted part of the testimony,” 
Quinn said. “Cowan also swore he 
memorized the numbers of the death car 
and that he positively identified John 
Todd as being the man who got out of 
the car.”

“ Yes—yes, of course,” Archer purred. 
“ I was coming to that.”

Quinn thought that the D.A. was 
pretty sure of himself and all but smack
ing his lips over the prospect of finally 
pinning a failure onto Quinn’s reputa
tion.

“ Suppose,” Quinn suggested, “we let 
Cowan talk.”

RCHER shrugged.
“ Cowan, will you repeat what 

you just told us?”
Cowan’s hat assumed an even more 

strangulated shape. He didn’t raise his 
eyes.

“ Well,” he mumbled, “ I was pretty 
sure of those numbers. And I was pretty 
sure I recognized Todd. Only, since the 
trial, I had to go to an eye doctor who 
told me I didn’t see so well.”

“ Isn’t it true, Cowan,” Quinn asked, 
“ that on the morning all this happened, 
you’d had rather good luck hunting 
pheasant and rabbit?”

“ I got three rabbits and two pheas
ants,” Cowan said proudly.

“Then that morning your aim was 
good. You were able to sight your rifle 
in an excellent manner. That doesn’t 
indicate poor eyesight, Mr. Cowan. But 
go ahead.”

“Let me interrupt just a moment,” 
Archer said. “To explain a few things
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and make Cowan’s statements clearer. 
After this Ray Alvin phoned, we quite 
naturally did our best to round him up. 
W e failed, but we did find some pictures 
of him in his office. Cowan was shown 
these photographs. Go ahead, Cowan.”

“ W ell,” the erstwhile hunter gulped, 
“ the man in the picture looked more like 
the guy I saw get out of that car than 
John Todd did. They look a little alike, 
but Alvin is the exact image of the man 
I saw.”

“You were sure that Todd was the 
man, and you saw him in the flesh, not 
just a picture!” Quinn roared. “Haven’t 
you a mind of your own? Or who is pay- 
ing you so that you’ll switch your story 
like this?”

OWAN looked startled.
“Why—why, I consider that an in

sult! Yes, sir, a nasty insult. Maybe 
I ’ll sue you for this. And listen here, if 
you hadn’t put those words in my mouth 
during the trial, I ’d maybe have said I 
wasn’t sure. But you never gave me a 
chance. You asked me those questions, 
and I had to answer. You made me say 
it was Todd. Say I was sure that it was 
him.”

Quinn arose, and Silk was at his side 
instantly.

“ Gentlemen,” Quinn said, “ I don’t pro
fess to know what this is all about. I’m 
being bluntly accused of carelessness 
that resulted in a man’s execution. The 
only evidence you have offered so far is 
the testimony of this witness who seems 
to switch his story with whatever mood 
possesses him.

“The facts of the case haven’t been 
investigated. Where is Alvin’s car, that 
he says struck down Wilbur Stone? 
Where are the other witnesses who 
placed Todd at the scene of the crime, 
despite his testimony that he was miles 
away? Get these facts and then call me. 
Meanwhile, I ’ll exert every effort I can 
to determine for myself just what the 
truth of this entire matter is.

“ I ’ll add only one thing. I have or
dered the arrest of Raymond Alvin. If 
Mr. Cowan persists in his present testi
mony, I shall order his arrest on a charge 
of perjury. That’s all. Good night!”

WITH MALICE AFORETHOUGHT
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CHAPTER IV

Death Moves Fast

OBODY said a word or 
tried to stop Quinn, as 
Silk led the blind man 
out of the office, but 
Archer’s face was a 
mask of rage. Defense 
Attorney Leslie huffed 
and puffed like a wal
rus, and Cowan was 
desperately trying to 
tear his hat into slices. 

“ I had to get out of 
there before I broke a blood vessel,” 
Quinn whispered to Silk, outside. “And 
there are things to be done before 
Archer beats me to it. Home, Silk, as 
fast as you can travel without breaking 
our necks.”

Butch O’Leary was in the laboratory 
when Quinn arrived. So was Carol Bald
win and she went straight into Quinn’s 
arms.

“ I don’t believe it, Tony!” she said 
fiercely. “ I think it’s a deliberate plot 
to discredit you.”

“ W e’ll hope that is it,” Quinn said 
soberly. “ Butch, how did you make out 
about Alvin’s car?”

Butch carefully placed a folded bit of 
paper on the lab bench.

“ It’s there all right,” he told Quinn. 
“The front left fender dented pretty 
bad. Just like John Todd’s fender was 
bent. Dried blood on it. I scraped some 
off. I searched the car too. Nothing 
doing.”

“ Where was the car?” asked Quinn.
“ This guy Alvin is a big shot of some 

kind,” Butch explained. “ He’s got a 
house on Long Island. Maybe fifteen 
rooms in it and all closed up and dusty. 
The garage is in the rear. Just one car 
in it.”

“ Score one for Alvin’s story." Quinn 
sat down on a leather divan with Carol. 
“All right, we’re going to work. Butch, 
keep on with Alvin. Check every fact 
about him, especially how long he has 
been gone, and where he was the day 
Wilbur Stone was killed. If you should 
happen to run across Alvin, kidnap him.”

“Sure. It’ll be a pleasure.” Butch 
grinned.

Quinn faced Carol.
“There was another witness I didn’t

use at the trial,” he said. “A twelve- 
year-old boy named Kip Evans. He’s an 
inmate of the Welfare Orphanage. The 
morning of the killing he was scaling 
the orphanage fence. Go see him. Get 
him away from there if you have to 
adopt him. He’s our one ace-in-the-hole. 
He knows whom he saw that morning. 
On your way, both of you.”

Carol disappeared through the trap
door which led into the tunnel. Butch 
followed, with a confident grin and a 
wave of his massive arm. Quinn re
mained seated for several minutes, his 
mind going over these startling events, 
seeking something in them which would 
point toward a frame-up.

The disappearance of two witnesses 
by their going into South American 
jungles could not be construed as sus
picious. They were engineers, and ex
pected to take on contracts like this. 
The way Brad Cowan had changed his 
story was another thing. It smacked of 
intimidation or bribery. Quinn was by 
no means through with Cowan yet.

Archer, the D.A., was naturally vin
dictive and aching to destroy Tony 
Quinn’s hard-earned reputation to the 
benefit of his own. Defense Attorney 
Leslie’s defense of Todd had collapsed 
with a hollow thud when Quinn had 
gone to work. Leslie had been seething 
with rage and he didn’t appear to have 
cooled off as yet.

Quinn automatically put the D.A. out 
of the running as a man who would ac
tually try a frame-up. No matter what 
his tdents for a doublecross were, he was 
still honest enough to stand by his oath 
as a public attorney. He would take 
advantage of any situation that offered 
itself, but he wouldn’t manufacture 
detrimental evidence against Quinn no 
matter how much he resented him.

But there were others, so far quiescent 
in these post-execution affairs. John 
Todd’s family, for instance. He had two 
sons, about twenty-six and twenty-nine 
respectively. Stanley and Dean Todd. 
They had taken their father’s conviction 
stoically enough, but they were of the 
same breed as the man who had gone to 
the chair. Which meant they were sly 
and treacherous—and greedy.

Philip Ridgely and his sister Eve were 
John Todd’s cousins, and nephew and 
niece of Wilbur Stone. They had stuck 
by Todd through it all, providing cash



and help o f any kind that he needed. 
Quinn remembered them as nice enough 
people, cool toward him, which was only 
natural because he was on the other side 
of the fence.

Quinn gave up. There was not enough 
to go on yet.

He had a couple of channels. Kip 
Evans, the boy from the orphanage, 
shared in importance with Ray Alvin,

’ the self-confessed killer of Wilbur 
Todd. Upon both of these, Quinn in
tended to concentrate most of his efforts. 
The boy was too young to be intimidated 
or bribed. Alvin was so deep in the mess 
that his own neck hung in the balance. 
He was in no position to put up any sort 
of fight.

Q UINN picked up his cane, arose, and 
that mantle of blindness came over 

his eyes once more. He walked to the 
secret door into the library. Silk opened 
it and they filed out.

Silk raised the window shades, which 
were always drawn when the hidden 
door was in use. Quinn sat down in his 
accustomed chair before the fireplace 
and stuffed tobacco into a pipe. He 
looked and acted like a totally blind man. 
It was dangerous to drop that mask for 
even an instant when there was the 
slightest likelihood of being observed.

The phone clamored and Silk went to 
the further end of the room to answer it.

“ For you, sir,” he said. “ I don’t know 
who it is, but he’s plently excited.” 

Quinn tapped his way across the room, 
picked up the phone and spoke. The 
voice he heard was strained and high- 
pitched.

“Quinn? This is Ray Alvin. I ’m at 
the Hotel Montgomery. Hang on to the 
phone. In ten seconds you’ll hear a gun 
go off. I can’t stand it! I killed two 
men. I’ve always been a craven coward, 
and I can’t take it. I’ve thought the 
whole thing over and I ’m merely phon- 
•ing so that you’ll be quite certain I took 
my own life. Ready, Quinn? Here I 
go !”

There was a violent explosion in the 
receiver.

Quinn dropped the phone.
“ Get the car quickly!” he told Silk. 

“Alvin just shot himself. Or he says he 
did. While you’re bringing the car out 
front, I ’ll get hold of McGrath. Snap it 
up, Silk!”

WITH MALICE
McGrath was already in the Hotel 

Montgomery lobby, armed with a key to 
Alvin’s room, when Quinn entered on 
Silk’s arm. They proceeded to an eleva
tor which was being held in readiness.

“ I just got here,” McGrath said. “ Was 
on my way up when I heard your cane 
tapping into the lobby. So he knocked 
himself off, eh? Nobody heard the shot, 
incidentally. I expected that might hap
pen. Dead men don’t talk, eh, Tony?”

“ They are remarkably silent,” Quinn 
agreed. “ Be careful when you go in. 
There might be clues.”

McGrath said nothing more until after 
they were out of the elevator. Then he 
took Quinn’s other arm and as they hur
ried down the corridor, he spoke softly.

“ So you think Alvin was part of some 
frame-up and was murdered? Well, so 
do I. At least, we agree on something. 
Here we are.”

McGrath inserted the key, gave it a 
twist and flung the door open. It was a 
large single room. In one corner was a 
fairly big flat-topped desk. On it was 
the telephone base, and the instrument 
itself dangled off the edge. Alvin was 
on the desk too—-at least the upper third 
of him was. His head lay on the surface 
in a pool of blood that was growing 
wider and wider. His right hand hung 
limply beside him and it loosely held 
that same nickel-plated revolver he had 
shoved at Silk.

Quinn, of course, gave no indication 
that he saw any of this.

“ Mac,” he said nervously, “ I smell 
gunsmoke. What do you see?”

McGrath was making a cursory exam
ination of the corpse. He looked up.

“ The bullet got him in the right 
temple,” he said. “ He must have died 
instantly. Gun’s still in his right hand. 
The door was locked from inside, but 
anyone could have closed it. There’s a 
snap lock.”

“ Leaving a room immediately after a 
shot was fired would have been highly 
dangerous,” Quinn said. “ If Alvin was 
killed, his murderer must have had an
other method of getting out. See about 
the windows. Look for a ledge, Mac.”

McGrath ran up one of the two win
dows and leaned out. When he popped 
back into the room, he was mildly ex
cited.

“ If that was a hunch, it was a good 
one, Tony. There is a ledge right out-

AFORETHOUGHT 23



BLACK BOOK DETECTIVE
side, more than a foot wide. I looked 
up and down. This is the only ledge on 
the building. Sort of an ornament.” 

“Mac,” Quinn said, “go to some other 
room and call the desk. Find out when 
Alvin checked in and see if he deliber
ately asked for this particular room or 
for this floor. Hurry!”

McGrath disappeared, and Silk quietly 
closed the room door after him. Quinn 
dropped his mask of blindness and went 
to work fast. He dropped to his knees 
beside the corpse and, without touching 
a thing, studied the position of the gun 
and the dead man’s grip on it. Then he 
hurried to the window and looked out. 
There was a wide ledge, and to Quinn it 
was the one symbol of hope he possessed.

A N YO N E  could have stepped out, 
crawled along th e  l e d g e  a n d  

reached another window. That is, any
one with nerve enough, and a brand new 
murderer, intent upon getting clear and 
avoiding any chance of being seen, would 
have taken such a risk.

Quinn was standing in the center of 
the room, both hands resting on his cane, 
when McGrath returned.

"The desk clerk’s records show that 
Alvin checked in at eleven-twenty last 
night,” the detective-captain said. “He 
had several bags, went straight to his 
room and came down again within five 
minutes. At eleven forty-five he was 
back, looking as if he’d been very sick. 
He did ask for a room on this floor, and 
especially wanted one at the back of the 
house where he believed it would be 
quieter.”

“Or safer from observation,” Quinn 
mused. “W hat’s directly across from the 
windows, Mac?”

“Blank wall. You’re right. If he chose 
this room because he was told to select 
it, then the man who told him is the 
murderer, because he knew about the 
ledge and the fact that he could crawl 
along it easily. I’m going to check on 
the other rooms on either side of this 
one. Be back in a few minutes.”

As soon as McGrath was gone, Quinn 
went into action again. He seized the 
dead man’s collar and grimly raised the 
head, turning it so that he could stare 
intently at the sagging mouth. He 
gently put the dead man’s head exactly 
where it had been.

“I was looking to see if he had been
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gagged,” Quinn told Silk. “There’s no 
evidence of it. Maybe he was drugged. 
An autopsy will show. Or the killer 
could have merely persuaded Alvin 
this was all part of the same game. 
Even had him actually make the phone 
call and punctuated Alvin’s final sen
tence with a bullet. O f course, this is all 
theory. The whole thing may be just as 
Alvin claimed.”

“Theory, my hat,” Silk grumbled. 
“This is a frame and pointed right at 
you. Only it’s been done so cleverly 
there’s not a trace. Remember, I used to 
be a crook myself. I know how to get 
behind a man, hold him down with a 
hand over his mouth and a knee in his 
midriff and still have one hand free with 
which to use the phone. Clues or no 
clues, I say that Alvin didn’t kill him
self.”

Quinn went over and sat down on the 
edge of the bed. He looked grim.

“No matter how he died, Silk,” he said, 
this puts us in a terrible position. All 
we have left is young Kip Evans and 
now I’m beginning to worry about him.”

CH APTER  V

The Man in Black

cGRATH came back 
and reported that a 
room two doors away 
was not occupied, and 
that the window was 
unlocked, but other
wise there w e r e  no  
clues to be seen with 
the naked eye.

“You’d better report 
this now,” Quinn said. 
“Silk, take m e b a c k  

home. Archer is bound to come down 
here, and I don’t want to face any fire
works at the moment. I ’m tired and a 
little ill about the whole thing. It’s a 
devil of a mess to be in and have to de
pend on other people’s eyes for help, no 
matter how good those eyes are or the 
people who use them. Good night, Mac. 
Tell the story exactly as it occurred.”

Silk maneuvered the car away from 
the curb moments later.

“ Sir, it’s time we started a counter
attack, don’t you think?” he said. “So 
far we’ve only been on the receiving end 
of things.”
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“I ’m thinking of that right now,” 

Quinn replied. “First though, I want to 
talk to Kip Evans and have him tell his 
story to the D.A. and other competent 
witnesses. Kip’s story backs up my 
handling of the case perfectly. I ’m cer
tain that Alvin was murdered. One 
thing convinces me of it. The fact that 
he asked for, and got, that certain room 
on a floor provided with a ledge. Other
wise, his actions were normal.”

“He must have been a good actor,” Silk 
offered.

“ Indeed. Which means we need a 
good line on him. Granting, of course, 
that we’re correct in believing that John 
Todd was not an innocent man when he 
died in the chair last night.”

Returning to the house, Silk at once 
drew the library shades and Quinn went 
to the secret door. Carol was restlessly 
pacing the big laboratory. She rushed 
up to Quinn.

“Kip Evans ran away from the or
phanage two nights ago, Tony!” she 
cried. “He left a note saying that he 
was being adopted by somebody who 
was giving him a pony and taking him 
to a ranch. There isn’t a trace of how he 
got out or whom he met.”

Quinn’s lips tightened into a thin line. 
“So it’s like that! Now I am con

vinced this is some sort of a plot. Kip’s 
leaving so coincidentally simply isn’t an 
accident. He was lured out of the or
phanage and spirited away some place.” 

“But, Tony,” Carol argued, “ I thought 
you never used him as a witness and kept 
his story secret.”

“ I did— up to a certain point,” said 
Quinn. “John Todd’s defense lawyer 
was so insistent about his client’s in
nocence that I wanted to convince him

that justice was being done. So I told 
him about Kip. Heaven knows whom 
Leslie told.”

“That big blabbermouth!” Silk broke 
in. “Maybe he didn’t tell a soul, but 
used the information himself. He’s not 
above it. He hated you before the trial, 
and was ready to murder you afterwards. 
You made a fool of him in open court.” 

“Silk, you’re right to a certain ex
tent,” Quinn said quietly. “Yet we have 
no shred of proof. Not a shred. That 
proof we shall have to dig up and it 
won’t be easy. W e ’ve little time because 
Archer is going to take action as soon as 
he is notified of Alvin’s suicide. Carol, 
will you warm up the coupe? I’ll be out 
there in five minutes.”

When Carol had hurried away to the 
cheap little car that was always parked 
on the side street by Quinn’s home, 
Quinn went to a steel locker and re
moved several articles of clothing. He 
took off the tweeds he wore and in 
their place donned clothing that was all 
black. Finally he drew a black hood over 
his head and studied the reflection, to 
be certain there were no flaws.

Tony Quinn had disappeared, to be 
replaced by the Black Bat. The enemy 
of all crime was now fighting a bitter 
battle to save himself.

He removed the hood, folded it and 
thrust it into a pocket. Next he strapped 
on a shoulder holster containing a heavy 
automatic. A  small kit of burglar tools 
went into a pocket where it lay flat. He 
needed no flashlight, for his eyes func
tioned as well in darkness as in light.

“I’ll be gone an hour or two at least,” 
he said to Silk as he made his prepara
tions. “Archer may show up— and Mc-

[Turn page]
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Grath. Tell them I ’m quite ill over the 
whole thing and that I went to bed, leav
ing orders that I was not to be disturbed. 
It’ll be tough getting rid of them, Silk. 
That’s your part. Wish me luck. I ’ve 
a feeling I shall need every scrap all of 
us can conjure up.”

He slipped through the trap-door, 
made his way along the low-roofed tun
nel, and came out in the garden house. 
It was a dark night and he was in no 
danger of being seen, but he took all 
precautions just the same. Before leav
ing the garden house, he studied the 
grounds carefully, his eyes sweeping 
through the darkness easily.

'WJK7HEN he was certain that no one 
w W lay in observant concealment, he 

ran lightly toward a gate, went through 
it, and popped into the coupe which be
gan moving as soon as he was inside.

“W e’re going to visit Brad Cowan, the 
hunter who first swore he saw Todd kill 
his uncle and then wasn’t so sure after 
he looked at a picture of Alvin,” the 
Black Bat told Carol. “ Maybe Cowan 
scares easily. W e’ll find out. Turn right, 
and as we head for the little town I want 
I ’ll tell you where he lives.”

It was in a modest Long Island neigh
borhood composed of four- and five-room 
one-story houses that all looked alike. 
Cowan was a widower, and lived alone. 
Quinn knew that much.

Carol stopped the car at a convenient 
spot. Quinn whipped off the wide- 
brimmed black hat he wore on expedi
tions of this kind. The hat was merely 
insurance against being spotted. Wear
ing a hood would attract attention, but 
with the brim of the hat turned down, 
Quinn’s features and especially the tell
tale scars around his eyes, were well 
shielded.

He drew on the hood, slipped his auto
matic up and down in its holster a few 
times and then, with a pat on Carol’s 
hand, he was gone, swallowed up by the 
darkness as if by magic.

The Black Bat circled the house care
fully, making sure that Cowan was not 
being protected by a guard of detectives 
assigned from Archer’s office. He lo
cated a window that was open high. 
Through it he could hear someone snor
ing rather noisily. He hoisted himself 
up a bit, parted the thin curtains and 
looked through the darkness. At least

Cowan seemed to have no guilty con
science. He was sleeping soundly.

The Black Bat went through the win
dow easily and took the precaution of 
closing it. The he stepped to Cowan’s 
bedside and deftly ran a hand beneath 
the pillow. His gloved fingers encount
ered a small gun, and he withdrew it. 
The gun was loaded and ready for 
business.

Without making a sound, the Black 
Bat removed the cartridges, replaced the 
gun and shook Cowan awake. As the 
sleeping man sat bolt upright, blinking 
and terrified, the Black Bat snapped on 
the table lamp beside the bed. Cowan 
took one look at the somber-clad man 
and opened his mouth to yell. The 
Black Bat’s hand slapped across it quick
ly and he poked the muzzle of his huge 
gun under Cowan’s nose.

“ None of that,” he warned. “ I ’m not 
here to hurt you. I ’m the Black Bat, If 
I let go, will you keep your voice down?”

Cowan nodded energetically, and the 
Black Bat stepped back a pace. Cowan 
slowly massaged his lips as if the Black 
Bat’s hand had been tainted.

“Wh-what do you want wi-with me?” 
he demanded nervously.

The Black Bat pulled up a chair and 
sat down.

“Just a quiet little conversation. It 
happens, Mr. Cowan, that I have a great 
deal of respect for Tony Quinn. He 
makes few errors. Besides, he is total
ly blind, quite helpless, and needs a 
friend. I have appointed myself to act 
in his interests.”

Cowan got his nerve back.
“ You’re wasting time,” he growled. 

“ Quinn is wrong. He sent an innocent 
man to his death in the chair and the 
D.A. is going to ask that Quinn’s ap
pointment be canceled tomorrow morn- 
mg.

“Naturally we all expected that,” the 
Black Bat agreed. “ It can’t be helped. 
Now, suppose you tell me why you 
changed your story so drastically.”

“ I made a mistake, that’s all,” Cowan 
answered sullenly. “ It wasn’t all my 
fault. Quinn told me what to say, and 
convinced me that Todd was guilty and 
ought to be burned.”

“ You were absolutely positive in court, 
Mr. Cowan,” reminded the Black Bat. 
“You had many weeks to think it over 
and if there were any doubts in your
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mind, you should have gone to Quinn or 
some other competent authority and ad
mitted you might have made a mistake.” 

“ But I didn’t think so until after Alvin 
came back and said he killed Wilbur 
Stone!” protested Cowan. “Alvin was 
about the same build as Todd and he 
drove the same kind of a car. Besides, 
he admitted he did the killing, so 1 must 
have been wrong!”

The Black Bat’s head nodded.
“ So you’re just a little man who doesn’t 

know his own mind. Get up, Cowan. 
I ’m going to search these premises and 
you’re tagging along. Come on—out of 
bed!”

Deliberately, Quinn turned his back 
on the man. He heard Cowan go for the 
gun, heard it click, and he turned around 
slowly. One hand shot out and flung the 
bullets on top of the bed.

“ So you’d really have killed me, 
wouldn’t you, Cowan? That’s an odd 
thing for an innocent man to do,” 

“ You’re nothing but a crook and a 
murderer!”  Cowan raged and dropped 
the gun. “ Maybe you intend to kill me. 
I was only protecting myself.”

“ Of course. Now walk over, face the 
wall and stay that way while I search 
this room. One little move toward the 
door, Mr, Cowan, and I shall promptly 
put a bullet through your leg. Is that 
clear?”

COW AN began trembling, and he tot
tered over to the wall quickly. He 

seemed to be trying to merge himself 
with the array of flowers on the wall
paper pattern.

The Black Bat searched the room, 
dumping the contents of drawers to the 
floor and pawing through the things they 
contained. He stripped the bed, prodded 
the mattress, went through the small 
clothes closet and then, keeping Cowan 
with him, he searched the whole house. 
It didn’t take long and was quite un
successful.

There were a few things of minor in
terest which he memorized. Like the 
mortgaged deed to the house and a let
ter from the bank, dunning for payment 
on the mortgage. There were several 
other bills too, none big, but all well in 
arrears. Cowan seemed to be in need of 
money rather badly,

“One thing more,” the Black Bat said. 
“ Immediately after you saw the killing

those months ago, what did you do?”
“ I—I ran to where Mr. Stone was lying 

and made sure I couldn’t help him. Then 
I went to find a telephone. There weren’t 
any houses close by. I was gone maybe 
ten or fifteen minutes. At that hour in 
the morning there was no traffic at all. 
Then I waited until the cops came.” 

“ On your way to reach a telephone, 
do you recall hearing the motor of an 
automobile anywhere?”

Cowan hesitated and seemed to be 
puzzled whether or not he should lie. 
Two bright eyes were shining through 
the darkness at him and he decided it 
might be healthier to tell the truth.

“Y-yes. I thought I heard a car. I ’m 
not sure though. I was too excited.” 

Cowan raised his head and tried to 
peer through the darkness. He thought 
those eyes had disappeared. He mut
tered something, and moved a couple o f 
steps. Nobody commanded him to stand 
fast. He swept out an arm experimental
ly, and became certain his visitor in black 
had gone.

Cowan raced for the telephone.

CHAPTER VI

Voice on the Wire

AROL drove away from 
the neighborhood fast, 
because there might be 
radio cars in plenty at 
any minute. The Black 
Bat, wearing his wide- 
brimmed hat now, was 
slumped in his corner 
of the car.

“Cowen is a liar,” he 
observed drily. “And 
the little squirt actual

ly tried to kill me when I gave him the 
opportunity. I wonder if he is mixed 
up in this. Or is he simply seeking more 
of the publicity he gloried in during the 
trial?”

“ Then your mission wasn’t much of a 
success?” Carol asked.

“Oh, but it was. Decidedly so. Cowan 
slipped with one little thing that backs 
up a vague theory I’ve been working 
on,”

"May I ask what it is, Tony?”
The Black Bat’s gloved hand slowly 

drew itself around Carol’s shoulders and 
tightened.

27
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“You have to ask such a question, 

Carol?” he said softly. “Of course, I ’ll 
tell you. Alvin struck me as being a 
rather sincere man. I may be wrong, 
but I believe that he really thought he 
did kill Wilbur Stone that dawn. I ’m 
fairly well convinced he did run away, 
actually believing he was in danger of 
arrest. If he did, it was part of some 
scheme. That’s all I can tell you now.”

“ And did he really commit suicide, 
Tony?” asked Carol.

“ I ’m not convinced of that at all,”  the 
Black Bat said soberly. “Head north at 
the next intersection. W e’ll pass Alvin’s 
home—it’s an estate of some size out 
here—and I mean pass it because there 
might be a guard thrown around the 
place. If not, I ’m going in for a quick 
look.”

The large house apparently was not 
guarded. The Black Bat slipped up to 
the back door, examined the lock, and 
went to work on it with a slim bit of 
metal from his kit of tools. The task re
quired almost ten minutes, but finally the 
lock gave way. There were no burglar 
chains impeding him and if there had 
been, a small but strong pair of cutting 
pliers was ready to cut through the 
links.

The house smelled as if it had been 
closed up for months. Dust was thick 
over everything. The Black Bat’s eyes 
scanned the floor, looking for footprints 
and finding none. He checked on every 
room and was certain that nobody had 
entered that house from the moment 
Alvin had left it to run away.

Then his eyes fell upon the telephone. 
It was free of dust. He knelt on the 
floor. At closer range he saw scuff marks 
made by someone who had walked care
fully. The dust was disturbed, but ordi
nary eyes would have had difficulty in 
detecting this fact even in broad day
light.

The Black Bat began to straighten up. 
At that moment, the morguelike quiet 
that filled this dead man’s house was 
shattered by the clamor of the telep^rThe 
bell.

It came so unexpectedly that the 
Black Bat jumped nervously. He hesi
tated a second or two, then lifted the re
ceiver. With his mouth some distance 
from the transmitter, he growled a greet
ing.

He was more than mildly surprised

when a woman’s voice came over the 
wire. It was a low, rather cultured voice.

“ I did as you suggested. There isn’t 
a trace of anything wrong, and anyway 
he would never notice. Do you hear me? 
He would never—”

The Black Bat suddenly dropped the 
phone and dived for the floor. A gun 
cut loose. Two bullets whizzed above 
the Black Bat and slammed into the 
wall. Another did its best to ferret out 
his position on the floor, only the Black 
Bat had wriggled quickly from the spot. 
His own gun was drawn and ready.

There was an open window. The draft 
from it had given him the first hint of 
impending danger. Suddenly, he arose 
and dashed toward it. Hardly stopping, 
he dived through, landed lightly, and 
was up again fast. His eyes searched the 
darkness vainly. All trace of the in
truder was gone.

After a few minutes spent in a vain 
search, he returned to the house, re
alizing he could not remain long. All he 
did was listen at the phone again—to a 
dead wire. Then he studied the floor 
from the phone table to the window 
through which the shooting had oc
curred. He saw a faint trail made by 
someone who had used this unorthodox 
method of entering and leaving the 
house.

Apparently, the gunman had come 
merely to answer the phone and take 
that weird message. He had raised the 
window while the Black Bat had been 
intent upon listening to that woman’s 
voice. Quickly the man had determined 
what was going on and had taken steps 
to end the danger fast. Only the cool 
draft from the window, warning him, 
had saved the Black Bat’s life.

CAROL was in an impatient sweat 
when he reached the car. She held 

a wicked-looking gun in her hand and 
was ready for trouble.

“ I heard the shots,” she said. “Tony, 
what happened?”

“ Enough. Get away from here fast. 
Maybe the man who fired at me will call 
the police anonymously. I—Listen.” A 
siren died away in the distance. “ There 
are radio cars closing in. Head into the 
next driveway or turn off the road and 
park. Shut off your lights.”

Carol quickly obeyed. The Black Bat 
squirmed around, watching the highway
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until he saw two radio cars whisk past. 
Then Carol backed out and stepped up 
speed toward the city.

“ I don’t know who did the shooting,” 
the Black Bat told her, more at ease now. 
“ Before I had a chance to turn around, 
he was firing. Then he departed in con
siderable haste. Maybe he heard that 
the Black Bat can see at night. At any 
rate, he’s gone. There was a telephone 
call though. The darndest thing you ever 
heard.”

you could only tell what happened, find 
out what that phone call meant—”

“ I know, but I can’t. Head for home. 
Silk is probably having nightmares try
ing to fend off McGrath and Archer. 
And, Carol, there’s a woman mixed up 
in this. I ’ll probably need your help 
when I track her down.”

“ My dish.” Carol spoke with satis
faction. “ Just give me the orders, Tony.” 

It was almost dawn when she pulled 
up, and the Black Bat darted from the

SILK

“That’s what he was after then.—the 
phone call?” Carol queried.

“Undoubtedly. It was a woman on the 
wire. She said, word for word, ‘I did as 
you suggested. There isn’t a trace of 
anything wrong and anyway, he would 
never notice.”

“ Odd,” Carol mused. “ What did she 
mean?”

“ I wish I knew,” the Black Bat sighed. 
“At any rate, we’ve got them on the run 
and I ’m surer than ever that this is all a 
plot. Against me. It may be gangland’s 
big effort to get me out of the D, A.’s 
office, or an attempt on the part of some
one who is afraid of me to remove me 
as an obstacle.”

“ It’s aimed at Tony Quinn,” Carol 
agreed. “ We can be certain of that. If

car to the garden gate. A moment later, 
he was in the lab. There was a panel of 
colored lights to warn if any phone calls 
came and were unanswered, or if anyone 
besides Silk was in the house. The board 
was dark.

The Black Bat quickly stripped off his 
regalia, put on the tweeds of Tony 
Quinn and entered the library through 
the hidden door. It was pitch-dark.

Silk’s voice came out of the gloom.
“ You’ve been gone a long time, sir. 

Archer phoned about ten times. The last 
time he all but threatened to hang me. 
McGrath came, too, but he was reason
able, said he didn’t blame you for feel
ing sick over the whole thing. He went 
away nice and polite.”

Quinn chuckled.



“ Perhaps he was giving me a chance to 
operate as the Black Bat. Well, I oper
ated, and with some results. Two people 
tried to kill me.”

“The best news I ’ve heard yet,” Silk 
declared fervently. “As a rule, any at
tempt to kill you is deplorable, but in 
this case it shows somebody is after your 
hide.”

“There’s a woman with a.nice voice 
mixed up in it too, Silk. How or why I 
don’t know, but I ’ll try to find out. 
Nothing new?”

Silk hesitated.
“ Well, you might as well know, sir,” 

he said. “ The morning papers are out 
and full of it. The Examiner is running 
a full column editorial written by Ar
thur King. You know how he hates and 
fights you. That column borders on the 
libelous.”

“ I’ll read it for breakfast,” Quinn 
yawned. “ King is a pretty vindictive 
fellow. He doesn’t dislike me for any 
particular reason except that he has al
ways contended a blind man has no place 
in the office of the District Attorney, but 
I got in anyway. He’s never forgotten, 
and ever since he has looked for an op
portunity to ride me.”

“ I wonder,” Silk half-whispered, “ if 
he hated you enough to cause all this? 
Sounds crazy, I know, but King doesn’t 
stop at much to get his own ends.”

Quinn rubbed his chin thoughtfully.
“ It’s something to mull over, Silk,” he 

admitted. “ In fact, King once threat
ened to get me in one way or another. 
His newspaper has been catering to 
crooks so much I’ve wondered if it could 
be subsidized by the criminal element 
who want to have their own man elected 
to office. Through King, these under
world elements may be starting a cam
paign. We shall see. Right now, I ’m 
going to bed.”

Q UINN passed close by Silk and 
punched him lightly on the chest. 

With a reassuring laugh that Quinn 
hoped sounded as though it came from 
the heart, he climbed the stairs to his 
bedroom. He turned on no lights, natu
rally. He needed none and anyway he 
was supposed to be asleep in bed.

He was tired, too, and in the morning 
he would need to have every faculty 
alert. He stepped into pajamas, ran a 
hand across his chin, and decided to
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shave in the morning. He was aware 
that his head did ache badly, and not 
from excitement. He was used to that, 
the headache came from those long mo
ments of actual worry.

He entered the bathroom. The door 
was almost closed and he frowned. He 
had left it wide open. Silk must have 
been up here.

Quinn swung the medicine cabinet 
door back, reached inside for toothbrush 
and dental cream. Then he sniffed. 
There was a sweetish odor in the air. 
Like faint perfume. A man possessed 
of only average smelling sense might not 
have detected it, but it was there. Quinn 
took down a can of talcum. The odor 
didn’t match that in the bathroom.

He shrugged and decided he must 
have been dreaming. He brushed his 
teeth, drank some water and decided to 
take a headache pill. His hand reached 
up automatically for the bottle which 
always stood in a certain position on the 
third shelf. During his long period of 
blindness, Quinn had acquired the habit 
of being extremely careful about bottles 
and pills.

He dumped a pill into his hand, and 
then he gasped. Through the darkness 
he read the label. The pills in this bot
tle were a poisonous disinfectant. Look
ing up, he studied the array of bottles. 
The headache pills had been moved to 
the spot formerly occupied by the poi
son.

Like a flash of lightning the voice on 
the telephone came back to him: “ I did 
as you suggested. There isn’t a trace of 
anything wrong and anyway he would 
never notice.”

Notice what? That the bottles had 
been exchanged? That a man in Quinn’s 
position might naturally feel the need 
of a headache pill before this case went 
much further, if not this very night? 
And who wouldn’t notice anyhow? A 
blind man, who couldn’t see that there 
had been an exchange of bottles?

There, in the darkness, fine beads of 
perspiration formed on Quinn’s fore
head. This was a deliberate attempt to 
poison him. Whoever had entered the 
house must have done so with a key. 
That meant a first-class crook, well- 
versed in the science of locks. A burglar 
who used face powder. The woman on 
the wire!

It would have worked so easily. Quinn

DETECTIVE
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would swallow poison and perhaps die 
before he could summon aid. The thing 
would be quickly construed as an acci
dent, with plenty of mental reservations. 
Quinn might be well expected to take his 
own life after the ghastly mistake he 
was supposed to have made. And do it 
in such a fashion as to make the deed 
look like an accident.

Tony Quinn carefully inspected his 
bedroom for more booby-traps, then 
checked the whole floor. He didn’t 
bother Silk. The man needed sleep too.

Quinn finally slid between Cool sheets, 
lay on his back, eyes wide open and with 
no pretense of being the eyes of a blind 
man. He stared into the darkness, try
ing to sort out the weird things that had 
happened in the last several hours.

Then he fell asleep quite peacefully.

CHAPTER V II 

Deadline

HE NEXT day was a 
nightm are. District 
Attorney Archer came 
to Quinn’s office and 
made a formal demand 
that Quinn resign. It 
was hard to take after 
all those years of serv
ice , during  w hich  
Quinn’s record had 
been spotless. But this 
case of the unjust exe

cution of John Todd had created a 
maelstrom. The Examiner, especially, 
was vehement in its castigation of Tony 
Quinn and resolutely demanded that he 
be discharged.

Quinn refused to resign.
“This thing hasn’t been fully investi

gated as yet, and until it is, I ’m stick
ing,” he told Archer. “You can exert 
your prerogative and fire me if you 
choose, but should this affair turn out 
differently than you expect, it may be 
you who’ll begin taking it on the chin.”

“Turn out differently?” Archer 
scoffed. “Quinn, how could it be any 
different? John Todd was convicted up
on what seems to be nothing more than 
circumstantial evidence. There wasn’t 
enough evidence to warrant your de
mand for a first-degree murder convic
tion.”

“ The judge and jury thought so,”

Quinn said mildly.
“The judge and jury!” Archer 

shrugged. “You know as well as I do 
that the power of oratory sways them. 
Especially a jury. And you’re gifted 
with the ability to make twelve people 
believe anything. Tell me, how do you 
think anything else will come out of 
this except what has come out already? 
What are you driving at?”

“ I ’m not sure,” Quinn said slowly. 
“However, I ’m still convinced that Todd 
murdered his uncle. Alvin either lied 
or he was mistaken. That angle is as 
dead as Alvin right now, because death 
sealed his lips. Things have occurred 
with such finality, Archer, that they 
seem to be part of some plan.”

“ Plan for what?” Archer was becom
ing irritable.

“ For discrediting me. I have many 
enemies, some of them big and some 
small, but they’d all delight in seeing me 
kicked out of office. Take that hunter, 
Cowan. He switched testimony only 
after Todd had been executed. Prior to 
that, he pointed a finger straight at Todd 
and solemnly swore he was the murderer. 
Todd’s lawyer couldn’t break him down 
and he tried hard enough. W hy not? 
Because Cowan really was certain that 
the man he saw was Todd.”

Archer shrugged.
“ Quinn, I don’t pretend to understand 

what’s in your mind,” the D.A. said. 
“Yet I have a duty to perform, whether 
I like it or not. Unless you present posi
tive proof that John Todd murdered his 
uncle—within the next forty-eight hours 
—I ’ll be compelled to demand your 
resignation. I f I do less, I’ll be criti
cized as badly as you. That’s final. 
Good day.”

He marched out of Quinn’s office. Silk 
emerged from an anteroom from which 
he had heard everything. His face was 
grim,

“ I’d like to go back to my old confi
dence game and take him proper,” he 
said sourly. “He needs to have that ego 
of his deflated.”

“ Forty-eight hours,” Quinn said. “ I 
wonder if I can do it? So far, we haven’t 
much to go on. Just a mysterious 
woman’s voice on the telephone, and an 
attempt to kill me.”

“ They go together,” Silk said. “ Maybe 
it was a trap. The killer saw you in the 
house and arranged the phone call to get
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you in line with his gun.”

“ I’m not referring to that attempt, 
Silk. There was another. Sometime, 
while you and I were busy in Alvin’s 
hotel room, a woman entered our house 
and rearranged bottles of medicine in my 
cabinet so that if I were really blind, I 
should have taken a poisonous pill in
stead of a headache tablet.”

“ Entered the house?” Silk gasped.
“ I detected the odor of perfume or 

scented face powder. She closed the 
bathroom door part way after leaving, 
and the odor remained. This morning I 
examined the front door lock. There 
were a few faint scratches, as if several 
keys had been tried and one or two of 
them hadn’t fit at all, and had slipped 
along the metal framework of the lock.” 

Silk sat down heavily.
“ But for anybody to get by that lock 

with a key means one thing, sir. The 
lock is rather special. The only way a 
key could be worked on it is by testing, 
filing and testing again. That takes 
somebody trained in the art of house
breaking. And a woman—”

“ I know, Silk,” Quinn nodded. “ It 
puzzles me, too. Except for John Todd’s 
cousin, there isn’t a woman involved. 
Furthermore, it means we must be 
mighty careful. The house may be under 
observation and if an intruder should 
ever stumble upon the entrance to the 
lab, it’s all off as far as we’re concerned.” 

“What a time for something like that 
to happen!” Silk groaned. “ Imagine 
how they’d play it up now if they dis
covered you’re the Black Bat! The 
Examiner would really go to work on 
you.”

“ It has me worried,” Quinn confessed. 
“Now there’s a time limit set. So we 
cannot afford to waste a moment. Get 
in touch with Butch and Carol. Have 
them go over Alvin’s car, in the garage 
behind his home, and take it apart if 
necessary. I want to know if it has been 
used recently and they are especially to 
look for fingerprints of a small boy. It’s 
a gray sedan—like the one Todd used in 
killing his uncle—and a gray sedan was 
involved in the kidnaping of Kip Evans. 
Tell Carol and Butch to meet us in the 
lab early this evening.”

SILK turned toward the outer door.
“ I ’ll call from outside,” he said. 

“W e got to be most careful now.”

“ And hurry back,” Quinn cautioned. 
“ It’s mid-afternoon already and we’ve 
things to do. Foremost of which is a 
visit to the home of John Todd. I want 
to see how his two sons and his two 
cousins react.”

“That’s one visit we won’t enjoy, sir,” 
Silk paused on his way to the door to 
say. “ But I supose it’s necessary. I’ll 
be back in ten minutes.”

While Silk was gone, Quinn had a 
visitor. Arthur King, publisher of the 
Examiner, was announced. King stalked 
into the office. He was a tall scarecrow 
of a man with a rough manner and a high 
sense of his importance and power. He 
didn’t sit down at Quinn’s suggestion.

“No, thanks,” he rejected the polite 
offer. “ I ’ll stand, because I don’t intend 
to stay but a moment. You know what I 
think of you, Quinn. Not personally, 
but as a member of the District Attor
ney’s staff. An important member.” 

“Your newspaper editorials are read 
to me.” Quinn inclined his head gently. 
“ I do know your attitude, Mr. King.” 

“ Then you can realize that I’m going 
to fight until you’re thrown out of office. 
It’s been my everlasting contention that 
a blind man cannot take on such a re
sponsibility. A man bereft of his sight 
should recognize the fact that he is no 
longer capable of functioning in such an 
important post. Today’s editorial will 
show that if you’d been able to see, you 
would have known enough to distrust 
the witnesses who helped murder John 
Todd.”

“All right,” Quinn said. “You’re en
titled to print anything you like about 
me so long as it is merely an opinion— 
or the solid truth. But why come here 
to tell me when I could have it all read 
to me for a mere nickel?”

“ Because I ’m handling this thing my
self,” snapped King. “ It’s that impor
tant. I ’m my own reporter and, as such, 
I’m here for an interview. All I desire is 
an answer to one question. What action 
has been taken to put you out of office?” 

Quinn grinned.
“ I was asked to resign,” he answered. 

“ I refused. I was then given forty-eight 
hours to prove that John Todd was legal
ly and rightfully executed as the result 
of honest and correct testimony.” 

“ Forty-eight hours, eh? That’s twice 
too long. What do you intend to do 
about it?”
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to whom I should or should not back. 
Your statement is libelous.”

“ Sue me,” Quinn encouraged easily. 
“Pete Conroy would give his left arm to 
get me out of office, so that his various 
branches of crime could flourish. He’s 
routed elections before, but he always 
needs backing. Someone to front for 
him. I just wondered, that’s all. Good 
afternoon, Mr. King.”

T HE DOOR slammed hard enough to 
make the glass half of it rattle 

dangerously. Quinn didn’t laugh at 
King’s anger. This had ceased to be a 
laughing matter long ago, though he 
tried hard to keep up. a good front. He 
had struck pay dirt with that accusation. 
King was being egged on by Conroy.

Quinn gave considerable thought to 
the idea of Pete Conroy arranging all 
these matters to force Quinn out of of
fice. It was in his line to try something 
like this, especially since every other 
move he had ever made had failed 
miserably.

With his own men in the D. A.’s office, 
Conroy could throw open his gambling 
houses and other such places, smash his 
way into all sorts of legal undertakings, 
and make them give a profit to him. Con
roy had millions at stake, and whatever 
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“ Prove that John Todd was a mur
derer. I proved it once. I shall try to 
do so again. • This time so it will stick, 
no matter how many people come for
ward and claim to have killed Wilbur 
Stone.”

“ Great!” King aproved with scornful 
heartiness. “ It will make excellent read
ing. Thank you—and I wish you good 
luck.”

“Yes, you do,” Quinn chuckled. “Oh, 
Mr. King, do you mind if I ask a 
question?”

K ING turned around as he neared 
the door:

“Ask away. I’ll answer anything I..... >» can.
“ Who are you going to run for D.A. at 

the next election? You know that if I’m 
thrown out, Archer won’t last either. 
There’ll be a clear field, and I was merely 
wondering whom Pete Conroy wanted 
you to back.”

King’s face started to grow pink at the 
jowls and the color kept mounting. His 
hands clenched tightly as if he were try
ing to resist an impulse to lash out at 
this blind man.

“Pete Conroy,” King finally said, “ is a 
crook. I do not associate with people of 
his type. He does not give me orders as
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lay behind this attempt to make an idiot 
out of Quinn was motivated by greed.

A scheme like this was costly and 
dangerous, hardly the work of someone 
who merely hated Quinn, or even feared 
him.

CHAPTER V III 

Booby-Trap

P H O N E  call from 
Captain McGrath in
terrupted Quinn’s train 
of thought. McGrath 
was chuckling good- 
naturedly.

“ Can you imagine 
w h a t  h a p p e n e d ,  
Tony?” he asked at 
once. “Last night the 
Black Bat moved in. 
Yes, sir, he scared the 

living daylights out of Cowan. So you 
have him on your side now. I f you run 
across him, tell him for me that I ’m bow
ing out of my determination to catch 
him. Just for the present though.” 

“ He’ll undoubtedly appreciate that,” 
Quinn said grimly. “Anything else 
that’s new?”

“ I got a report on the autopsy on Al
vin. The medical examiner’s office is 
listing it as a clear-cut suicide. No 
traces of drugs or violence of any kind.” 

“ Then that’s out,” Quinn grunted. 
“ Thanks, Mac. I’ll get in touch with 
you if anything develops. Incidentally 
I ’ve been granted forty-eight hours to 
clear myself or quit.”

McGrath’s language at that point be
came a trifle strong. He had definite 
opinions of District Attorney Archer, 
and expressed them. He was still mum
bling as he hung up.

When Silk returned, Quinn was ready 
to leave. The Special D.A. stared mood
ily ahead while Silk drove to the Long 
Island home of the late Wilbur Stone. 

Silk broke in on his thoughts.
“ Say,”  Silk asked, “ did it occur to you 

that the house where Stone lived was al
so the residence of John Todd, and that 
the place isn’t far from Alvin’s home? 
No more than three-quarters of a mile.” 

“ I realize that, Silk. It probably means 
nothing.”

Silk pulled into the circular driveway 
in front of Wilbur Stone’s elaborate
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residence, got out and helped Quinn to 
alight. He led him up the steps and 
onto the porch.

A stately-looking woman opened the 
door, and her rather severe features be
came brooding and dark.

“ Mr. Quinn, the man who sent my 
cousin to an unjust death,” she said. 
“ Why did you come here? Haven’t you 
tortured us enough?”

“ It’s Miss Ridgely, isn’t it?” Quinn 
parried. “ I want to talk to you—and the 
others. Official business.”

She tossed her head.
“Which means if we refuse to let you 

enter and subject us to questioning, you 
will send the police. Very well, it seems 
there is nothing I can do to stop you. 
Come in.”

Silk led Quinn into a large living room 
and helped him into a chair. Eve Ridge
ly disappeared for a few moments. 
When she returned, her lanky brother, 
Philip, was with her.

“ It’s Philip Ridgely, sir,” Silk ex
plained supposedly for Quinn’s benefit. 
“John Todd’s two sons are not here.”

“They will be down directly,” Philip 
Ridgely said. “ What do you want with 
us, Quinn? I thought by this time you’d 
be locked up for the crime you have com
mitted.”

“Please,” Quinn said patiently. “ I 
didn’t come here to argue. I know you 
have reason to dislike and even abuse me, 
but I have a duty to perform.”

“Duty?” Eve Ridgely snapped. “ I 
think you used that expression when you 
told the jury how you hated asking them 
to send my cousin to his death. Duty, 
indeed. I ’ve had enough. I refuse to 
take any part in this fiasco.”

She stalked out of the room. Quinn 
was frowning slightly and doing his 
best to associate her voice with that of 
the woman who had so mysteriously 
phoned the Alvin home the night before. 
There appeared to be little similarity.

Philip Ridgely sat down primly.
“ Make this as fast as you can, please,” 

he said coldly. “ What do you wish to 
know?”

“ During the early dawn hours of the 
day Wilbur Stone was killed, where were 
you and your sister?” Quinn said flatly.

Ridgely’s eyes opened wide and a faint 
element of fear came over his face.

“Are you trying to connect me with 
the death now?” he demanded. “Aren’t
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you satisfied with sending John to the 
electric chair? Is it your intention to 
send another person there too? I refuse 
to answer questions of that nature, Mr. 
Quinn.”

“ It’s your privilege, sir. I can see that 
we shall get no cooperation here.”

Quinn had begun to arise when two 
pairs of feet clattered down the staircase 
in the hall. The two people who had the 
most cause to hate Tony Quinn came 
into the room.

J OHN TODD’S sons were not much 
alike in appearance. Stan, the elder, 

was slightly overweight and wore shell- 
rimme'd glasses that gave him an owlish 
appearance.

Dean Todd was wide-shouldered, 
thick-necked, and looked hard, with a 
veneer of polish however. He stepped 
up to Quinn, extended his hand, then 
grinned sheepishly when he recalled 
that those dead eyes were blind.

“ W e’re glad to see you, Mr. Quinn,” 
he said. “ Please sit down again. Don’t 
pay any attention to Eve or Philip. 
They’re just bitter about the whole 
thing.”

“And aren’t you?” Quinn asked in sur
prise.

“Well, we didn’t exactly enjoy this, 
but it wasn’t your fault. John Todd 
was my father, and Stan’s. Maybe we 
ought to hate you, but we talked it over 
at considerable length. You see, no man 
could have made such a speech to a jury 
without being firmly convinced my 
father was a murderer. That means you 
honestly believed he was. And those 
witnesses seemed sincere enough too. 
You almost had us wondering if—if Dad 
hadn’t been rightfully sentenced.” 

“ That’s a lot of nonsense,” Philip 
Ridgely put in angrily.

“ Shut up, Phil,” Stan Todd said curt
ly. “ Dean and I are old enough to know 
what we’re doing. Mr. Quinn, I agree 
with my brother. A dreadful mistake has 
been made, but it wasn’t your fault. Not 
entirely. It was the fault of so many 
factors that no one should be blamed.” 

“ Thank you,”  Quinn said sincerely. 
“ I’ll admit I did not expect such consid
eration.”

“About that question Philip so fool
ishly refused to answer,” Dean said. “ I’ll 
tell you. The morning Wilbur was 
killed, Philip was right here in the

house. Eve had gone to the city the day 
before to spend the night. Stan and I 
were here also. Does that satisfy you, 
Mr. Quinn?”

“ Yes, and thanks. If your father died 
unjustly, I’m terribly sorry to have been 
involved. Perhaps before this is all over, 
you may wish it had never begun. I ’m 
warning you, fairly, that I shall try to 
prove your father actually did murder 
Wilbur Stone. If I can’t, I ’ll be the first 
to admit my error.”

Stan Todd looked startled.
“ I—don’t know what to say to that, 

Mr. Quinn,” he said slowly. “Naturally, 
we’ve all been terribly affected by what 
has happened. There was some relief 
when we learned that Dad was innocent. 
Now you don’t intend to let that new 
verdict stand.”

“Who can blame him?” Dean Todd 
said hotly. “ Quinn has every right and 
every reason to prove his handling of the 
trial was fair and just. I ’d do the same 
if I were in his position. Anyway, Dad 
is dead. Proving him innocent can’t 
bring him back. Proving him guilty can 
no longer harm him, and after what we 
went through so far, a little more won’t 
hurt us either. Go to it, Quinn, though 
I ’m afraid I can’t wish you luck.”

“ Gentlemen,” Quinn said, “ I ’m really 
amazed by your attitude. Yet it is very 
welcome because you two, the children 
of the man I ’m accused of sending un
justly to the chair, above all should fight 
anything I might do to further the proof 
of your father’s guilt. Instead of that, 
I find you willing to help me. I almost 
wish I didn’t have to go through with 
this.”

“But you do, for your own sake,” said 
Dean Todd. “ And, frankly, Mr. Quinn, 
we’d like to know the whole truth, too. 
Dad had an ungovernable temper. W e 
do, too, though we try hard to keep it 
down. It is logical to believe that he 
might have become so angry over some
thing that he did kill Wilbur. Mind you, 
we don’t believe it, but the whole thing 
is possible.”

Quinn signaled Silk who took his arm 
immediately.

“ I may have to call on you again,”  the 
Special D. A. said. “ There are certain 
strange ramifications to all this with 
which I’m not at all satisfied.”

“ Come any time,”  Stan said. “ W e’re 
usually home.”
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OUTSIDE, in the car, Silk exhaled 
slowly.

“That was the darnedest thing I ever 
went through,” he finally commented. 
“ What do you think of it, sir?”

“ I don’t exactly know. Those two boys 
—they’re men, really, because the young
er is twenty-six—acted so oddly that 
it almost seemed to be forced. Philip 
and Eve were righteously angry and be
haved as normal people would.”

“W hy did you go there in the first 
place?” Silk wanted to know.

“Mainly to size them up at close range. 
The question I asked wasn’t just an ex
cuse either. I actually wanted to know 
where those people were at the time 
Wilbur Stone was killed. You see, Silk, 
I ’m now rather convinced that John 
Todd had assistance in the murder. 
Whoever helped him, is now intent upon 
proving him innocent and hang the cost. 
W hy? That’s what I want to know.”

“ I never considered it from that 
angle,” Silk said. “ I thought it was just 
your enemies behind it.”

“Perhaps you’re right. Both theories 
could be correct, with the two elements 
working together. I wonder how Carol 
and Butch made out with Alvin’s car? 
W e’ve got to find a clue somewhere. The 
conspirators have Kip Evans, a helpless 
twelve-year-old boy, in their hands. No 
telling what they’ll do to eliminate him 
as a possible witness in my favor.” 

During the remainder of the ride back 
to town, Quinn was silent and busy with 
his thoughts. Reaching home, Silk drove 
around to the rear of the house, used the 
back entrance, and pulled up before the 
garage. It had been raining hard for 
half an hour. The ground was wet and 
spongy.

Quinn climbed out of the car, tapped 
his way with the white cane he carried 
and gave no indication that he was any
thing but a totally blind man. Ever since 
the strange attempt on his life, he was 
extremely wary of being observed.

As customary he didn’t wait for Silk 
to put the car in the garage, but con
tinued along the path alone. He had a 
key to the rear door.

Halfway along the path, Quinn’s steps 
faltered. Through the darkness and the 
rain, his eyes swept the ground before 
him and saw the wire when he was still 
some distance away from it.

It was a plain electric light wire, ap
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parently blown off its insulators. The 
wire which led from the house to the 
garage. Now it had sagged until part 
of it lay directly across the path, so that 
anyone who could not see was bound to 
stumble upon it.

Perhaps the wire only carried a mild 
load of electricity and was harmless un
der ordinary circumstances, but now the 
ground was soaking wet. It would form 
a connection and, at the least, cripple 
the person who came into contact with 
it. The wire was supposed to be in
sulated, but Quinn’s eyes saw that the 
insulation had been stripped away.

It was another subtle trap for him. Ap
parently whoever wanted his life, didn’t 
care whether the results looked like sui
cide or accident. Just so long as Tony 
Quinn died.

Maybe whoever had arranged it was 
lurking somewhere in the darkness wait
ing and watching!

CHAPTER IX

Start of a Trail

EALIZING what he 
was up against, Tony 
Quinn broke out in a 
cold sweat. If he de
liberately avoided the 
wire and there was an 
audience, suspicion 
would arise at once 
that he was not blind. 
And yet, he couldn’t 
possibly risk bungling 

into the wire. There was only one thing 
to do.

Quite deliberately, although there was 
no sign of this, Quinn tripped on one of 
the calcimined rocks lining the edge of 
the path. He seemed to be thrown off 
balance and fell forward with his arms 
outflung. Fingers missed the dangerous 
wire by no more than an inch.

Silk came running up and bent to help 
Quinn. As he arose, Quinn whispered 
news o f the menace confronting them. 
Silk promptly carried out his part to 
perfection.

“ I shouldn’t have let you go ahead, 
sir,” he said, quickly apologetic. “ Now 
look what happened. You’re covered 
with mud. Better come back to the ga
rage and let me wipe some of it off you.” 

[Turn to page .?$]
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“ A good idea,” Quinn laughed. “ I 
thought I knew that path too well to 
veer off it. Let me have your arm, Silk.”

They returned to the garage where 
Silk proceeded to wipe off the dirt. They 
stood close by the big wide-open doors 
of the garage and Quinn’s eyes tried to 
locate some sign of a lurking killer. 
Once he cocked his head as if to listen 
intently.

“ Someone just went over the fence 
into the next yard,” he whispered to 
Silk. “All I hope is that I made the fall 
genuine enough. I f many more of these 
booby-traps are laid for me and I avoid 
them, whoever is responsible will be
come suspicious.”

“Just to make certain, sir,” Silk said, 
“when we head for the house, I ’ll dis
cover that wire.”

Silk went to one of the two cars in the 
garage and took a gun out of a glove 
compartment. He thrust this into his 
belt and kept his free hand on the butt. 
He led Quinn up to the wire, made his 
discovery and helped Quinn step over 
the menace. Inside the house, Silk made 
a quick but thorough survey of the prem
ises. There was no sign of an entry.

Quinn changed clothes and went to 
the library where Silk fussed around as 
an excuse to talk.

“ I saw enough of that wire to know it 
couldn’t be an accident,” he said. “ The 
part that went over the path was stripped 
bare.”

“ It wasn’t done with the finesse of 
switching medicine bottles,”  Quinn con
ceded, “but I ’ll swear the few steps I 
heard were those of a woman. I’m fairly 
certain also that I heard the swish of a 
dress.”

“That Eve Ridgely is vindictive 
enough to try something like this,” Silk 
observed.

“ True, but I find it hard to believe.” 
Quinn shook his head. “ In the first place, 
she certainly couldn’t be bribed to help 
a killer. Wilbur Stone left them all a 
large estate. And she just doesn’t seem 
the type, though I ’ve been fooled before 
in trying to type people. See if Carol 
and Butch have arrived yet.”

Silk left the room and went to the 
kitchen where there was a hidden signal 
arranged to indicate the presence of any
one in the lab. The signal was dark. He 
returned to report that apparently they 
had not arrived yet.
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“ That’s strange,” Quinn frowned. 

“ Their job shouldn’t have taken this 
long. I wonder if they got on the track 
of Kip Evans.”

“ Or blundered into a lot of trouble,” 
Silk added ominously. . . .

He might have been prophetic, for at 
that moment Butch and Carol were in 
the midst of plenty of trouble, but due 
to their own alertness and courage they 
were not the ones who were on the re
ceiving end.

It had been late afternoon when the 
two had arrived in the Long Island 
neighborhood where Ray Alvin had 
lived.

Reaching his estate, they slipped 
around to the back and Butch forced the 
garage door.

They stepped inside and closed it 
quickly behind them. Carol drew a flash
light from her handbag, clambered into 
the car and began poking around, look
ing for a clue.

Butch studied the motor and looked at 
the oil rod. This car was supposed to 
have been in this garage and not in use 
for seven months. It was dusty, all right, 
but the oil in the crankcase should have 
been thicker. The battery had not run 
down, either, for the lights were quite 
strong.

“You can’t tell me this wagon hasn’t 
been used lately,” Butch said, as he 
thrust a head into the tonneau where 
Carol was at work. “Somebody’s had it 
out.”

Carol thrust back the seat cushion 
which she had raised. She sat down and 
held her open hand toward Butch, palm 
upward,

“ Jackpot,” she said triumphantly. 
“ That’s an agate in my hand. One of 
those things kids play marbles with. Kip 
Evans, believing he was being adopted, 
would have packed along all the pos
sessions he could carry, and I think this 
agate was in his pocket. What would a 
grown man like Ray Alvin be doing with 
marbles?”

“ Unless Alvin took some other kid for 
a little spin before all this started,” 
Butch said. “Heck, that’s too much to 
believe. Sure Kip was in this car.”

“ Go outside,” Carol said, “and study 
any tire marks on the driveway. Keep 
down, so the hedge hides you. Donft 
spend too much time at it. You might 
be seen.”
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W HILE Butch complied with this 
request, Carol continued search

ing the car, but she found nothing more. 
There were no signs of fingerprints, an
other highly suspicious feature. She was 
waiting just inside the door when Butch 
came back.

“ There are marks all right,” he said. 
“ This bus was driven out and back just 
once. It’s got pretty good tires, and the 
tread marks still show a little.”

“Then we must assume that this car 
was used in taking Kip away from the 
orphanage,” Carol reasoned. “Now, of 
course, it’s highly possible that Kip was 
taken some distance before the car was 
returned, or he was brought back here 
in it. With the first idea, we can do 
nothing. The second can certainly be 
acted upon.”

“ How?”
“ If Kip was brought here—and you 

say there are no marks of any other car 
on the driveway—then his destination 
was somewhere in this vicinity. Perhaps 
he is being held close by. Butch, we’re 
going to make a little tour.”

“But gosh, Carol,” Butch objected, 
“we can’t just barge around searching 
people’s houses.”

“ I don’t intend to. They'd hardly 
dare risk moving Kip far. By the time 
they reached this garage, he must have 
been growing aware that it was all part 
of some trick. O f couse they could have 
doped him, or hit him hard enough to 
knock him out but, even so, it’s danger
ous carrying around an unconscious boy. 
Especially one connected with Tony’s 
case and whose escape from the orphan
age might bring close police attention. 
That’s also the reason why I doubt they 
took him far. Let’s amble around.” 

They left the premises and walked 
down along the back of the estate. Be
hind it was high grass o f an open field 
and beyond that, a fairly thick clump of 
trees.

They entered the coolness of the 
shade and discovered a narrow, rather 
well-worn path.

Half a mile along this, they came upon 
a small cabin. It was more like a shack 
than a cabin, but habitable.

It was dusk now and the yellow light 
of oil-lamps was flickering through the 
windows.

“ Follow my lead, Butch,” Carol said. 
“ Stay in the background if you can. Act
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like a chauffeur or something. I ’m going 
into this shack. I f Kip is there, be pre
pared for trouble.”

“Prepared?” Butch grunted. “ Heck, 
I ’m looking for it.”

They went up to the door and Carol 
rapped hard on the rough panel. The 
door opened instantly and a hungry- 
looking man with a black patch over one 
eye, glared at them.

“ Whaddye want,” he demanded.
“ I ’m looking for a little boy,” Carol 

said, and watched the man intently for 
signs of guilt. She saw none.

“Ain’t no kids around here. Ain’t no
body. I don’t like people. Go away.”

“ Just a moment,” Carol said quickly, 
as the door began to close. “ It’s my lit
tle boy. I live up the road a bit. He 
wandered off. He’s lost. Perhaps you 
heard him crying,”

“ I ain’t heard a thing. Women ought 
to take better care of their brats.”

H E BEGAN closing the door again, 
and Butch came forward.

“ Wait a minute,” Butch said harshly. 
“ Be careful what you call that boy.” He 
glanced at Carol. “ Ma’am, this man acts 
funny to me. Maybe he’s a kidnaper. I 
think we ought to take a look inside his 
place.”

The one-eyed man promptly popped 
back into the house and reappeared with 
a brand new rifle. As he started to raise 
it, Butch stepped through the door. One 
massive arm shot out to grasp the man 
by the throat. The other took a grip on 
the rifle, and with one twist tore it free. 
Butch threw the gun on the filthy bed in 
the single room.

“Me,” he grunted, “ I don’t like having 
guns poked at me. I ought to break 
your jaw.”

He let go and the one-eyed man fled 
toward a corner of the shack.

“You can’t come in here!” he chat
tered. “ It’s against the law. I had a right 
to shoot you!”

“ One more word and you won’t talk 
again for a month!” Butch roared.

Carol was hastily searching the place. 
She was about to give it all up as a bad 
hunch.when she spotted the cap hanging 
on the back of a chair. It was too small 
to be a man’s cap. She promptly picked 
it up.

“ This looks like the cap my son wore.” 
She waved it toward the one-eyed man.
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“ I ’d like an explanation, or I shall call 
the police.”

“ I found that cap a long time ago,” the 
one-eyed man snarled. “ Is it a crime to 
keep something you find? Go on and 
call the cops. I ain’t done nothing.” 

“Let’s go,” Carol said, and tucked the 
cap into her handbag.

THEY filed through the door and 
Butch pulled it shut. A dozen steps 

along the path, Butch turned and darted 
back toward the house.

He flattened himself against the wall 
beside the door.

It opened cautiously. The one-eyed 
man saw Carol walking away. He had 
the rifle again. Now he brought it to his 
shoulder. The gun was still wavering, 
in the act of being sighted, when Butch 
leaped.

He yanked the gun away, shoved the 
man back into the shack and hit him 
once. Bones crunched from that blow 
and the one-eyed man dropped heavily. 
Butch bent over him for a moment or 
two then, with the rifle stuck under his 
arm, he hurried out to catch up with 
Carol. ~

“ I wanted to do that when I first laid 
eyes on him,” he said contentedly. “So 
I did.”

“ What?” Carol asked, and then grim
aced. “As if I didn’t know. You broke 
his jaw, Butch. All right, he had it com
ing. That was a smart move on your part 
to figure he was going to shoot at us. I 
think he meant only to scare us, but I 
don’t like being scared with bullets. I 
see you took the gun.”

“Yeah—and something else.” Butch 
showed Carol a roll of bills. “ There’s 
hardly anything to eat in that shanty and 
no clothes except what he wears on his 
back. But this is a brand new rifle and 
worth a lot of money. So I searched 
him and I found this. Sixty bucks. 
Looks like the change from a hundred 
dollars after he bought the rifle.”

“ That’s interesting,” Carol said. “ I 
wonder what Tony will make of it. W e’d 
better get back. It’s dark, and starting 
to rain.”

“Just the same,” Butch said, “we didn’t 
do so bad for an afternoon’s work.”

“ If that boy’s cap can be traced, we 
did a lot, Butch,” Carol a n s w e r e d .  
“ Hurry! It’s going to come down hard 
in a few minutes.”
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CHAPTER X 

H om e W ork

ASTENING to where 
they had left the car, 
Carol and Butch were 
soon on their way to 
Quinn’s laboratory.

They made a quick 
trip of it and, reaching 
the Quinn home they 
entered the lab without 
being s e e n .  C a r o l  
closed a switch which 
would signal Silk they

had arrived.
Tony Quinn promptly entered the lab 

and Carol told him exactly what had 
occurred.

“ Good work,” he commended.
He took the cap and carried it over to 

the lab bench. There he placed it be
neath a strong light and turned it inside 
out. Carefully he looked for hair and 
found one short piece.

“ It looks about the same color as I re
member Kip’s to be,” he said. “ I ’m .con
vinced the boy was held in that shack 
and by that one-eyed man. W e’ll get to 
him later. At the moment I have more 
work for both of you. Arthur King, as 
you probably know, is publisher of the 
Examiner, and if you’ve had time to read 
it, you know that he is riding me pretty 
hard.”

“ I read it,” Carol said, jaw tightening. 
“ It’s like hitting a man when he’s down.”

Quinn shrugged.
“ Anything is fair in the game of poli

tics,” he commented. “ It’s my opinion 
that King is tied up, somehow, with an 
underworld boss named Pete Conroy. 
Maybe financially, or perhaps Conroy 
has something on King. Anyhow, Con
roy doesn’t like our present administra
tion. He dipped into politics some time 
ago, and has tried to get his own people 
in office. Which would mean Conroy’s 
illegal enterprises would be wide open.”

“And you want us to find out if there 
is a connection?” Carol asked.

“ Butch had better handle it,” Quinn 
amended. “ So, Butch, get on Arthur 
King’s tail and watch him. Find out 
who he talks to, who comes to his office 
and where he goes. Don’t get involved 
if you can help it.”

“My dish.” Butch rubbed his enor-
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inous hands. “ I’ve been reading them 
editorials too. Now King says the State 
ought to pay Todd’s sons a lot of money 
for burning him when he was innocent.”

“That’s a new development,” Quinn 
answered as he frowned. “ King would 
think of something like that. However, 
if Todd was unjustly executed, I’d back 
up even a man like King. The two Todd 
boys, I understand, get all of Todd’s es
tate. He, in turn, must have inherited 
a lot of money from the uncle he killed. 
I f he killed him.”

“ You sound discouraged, Tony,” Carol 
said. “ Is it as bad as that?”

“ Worse.” Quinn lit a cigarette and 
blew a column of smoke straight up
wards. He left his head tilted back like 
that as he spoke. “ I ’m fishing without 
any bait. Maybe I haven’t even got a 
sinker on my line—perhaps not even a 
line. The people I suspect aren’t such 
great candidates for scheming a plot to 
discredit me.”

“ King has a motive,” Carol reminded 
him.

“ True—and he wouldn’t stop at much. 
Yet, I ’d still be around and know what’s 
going on. Opposition papers would lis
ten to me even if I was thrown out of 
office. King knows I’d go on fighting 
him. Oh, he’d try it. We can safely as
sume that, but he knows his limitations 
—and Conroy’s. It just doesn’t seem to 
be enough.”

“How about Todd’s relatives, then?” 
Carol asked.

“ Well, Eve Ridgely was especially an
tagonistic,” Quinn told her. “A rather 
natural feeling, of course. She refused 
to talk to me. I ’m wondering if she was 
afraid I might ask her some questions 
she couldn’t answer. And, remember, 
there is a woman involved somewhere in 
this maze.”

“ The only one identified with the case - 
is Eve,” Carol said.

“Yes, I know. She and her brother 
have reason to hate me and try to wreck 
my reputation. So have Todd’s two sons, 
even more so than the Ridgleys. But 
what is it going to get them? Proof that 
Todd was innocent? Maybe, but that’s 
small comfort when he’s already dead. 
No—behind all this is something else. 
The key to the whole thing, and it’s still 
missing. W e haven’t enough to go on.”

“ Did you forget Leslie, the defense at
torney?” Silk queried.

“No, indeed. In fact, he’s your assign
ment, Carol. Cover him and watch every
thing he does. Maybe we can dig up 
some specific reason why Leslie might 
profit by proving that Todd was inno
cent. If Leslie is involved, bank on it, 
money is involved too.”

“ W e’ll report in every hour,” Carol 
said. “ Come along, Butch. One thing 
we musn’t forget is the deadline that 
Archer set.”

WJK7HEN Carol and Butch had gone, 
Ww Quinn went to work in his labora

tory. He took the sample of dried blood 
which Butch had scraped off Alvin’s car, 
put it into solution and allowed one drop 
to fall upon a microscope slide. He 
studied this, using a bloodcell-counting 
mesh screen. When he finally straight
ened up, he heaved a long sigh of despair.

“ Silk,” he said slowly, “you recall that 
there was no blood on Todd’s car after 
the accident. Leslie dwelt on that a 
great deal during the trial. I maintained 
Todd had time to clean it off to such an 
extent that even modern blood-detecting 
apparatus would have failed to find any 
trace. There was only that bent fender 
and Todd swore he had dented it long 
before Wilbur Stone was run down.” 

“ What about the blood samples you 
just inspected?” asked Silk. “ Off A l
vin’s car?”

“ It types with that of Wilbur Stone. 
I got details of his blood analysis this 
afternoon from the medical examiner’s 
office. Just because these types do match 
is no indication or proof of Alvin’s guilt 
because it’s a common type of blood. 
Yet it points further to the fact that 
Alvin told the truth.”

“Which only puts us back more than 
ever,” Silk observed.

There was no despair in his voice, for 
Silk had never doubted Todd’s guilt for 
a moment. He was, however, wondering 
if this scheme against Quinn was so per
fect that it couldn’t be broken.

Quinn went over to the telephone and 
called Captain McGrath at Headquarters.

“Mac,” he said, when his call was an
swered, “ I want an alarm sent out for 
Kip Evans, the boy who disappeared 
from the orphanage. I ’ve reason to be
lieve he was kidnaped so that his testi
mony couldn’t be used. I also think he 
may be held somewhere close by. Broad
cast the alarm and keep sending it out* I
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want the kidnapers, if any, to hear it and 
be compelled to keep Kip where he is 
now. They won’t dare lug him around 
if they know every cop is looking for 
him.”

“ I ’ll do it right away,” McGrath said. 
“ Say, I understand you paid the Ridge- 
lys and the Todds a little visit this 
afternoon.”

“ So I did. What of it?”
“ You stirred up plenty of trouble, 

Quinn. Seems the Ridgelys think you 
should be drawn and quartered while the 
Todd boys are sympathetic with your 
troubles. After you left, the four of 
them got into a terrific argument. It 
ended when the Ridgelys packed their 
bags and stalked out in a big huff. 
They’re registered at the Simplex Apart
ment Hotel and it looks like they’ve 
broken off with the Todd boys for good.

“You can never judge what people will 
do,” Quinn observed. “ I thought the 
Todd boys would^ hate me, and the 
Ridgelys might try to tame down their 
hatred. It’s the other way around now. 
Nothing else new, Mac?”

“ Only that I got a line on those two 
engineers who were witnesses to the 
trial. I understand they can be contact
ed by radio and I ’m making the attempt 
to question them that way. It will take 
some time though.”

“Good. Keep trying, Mac, and thanks.” 
“ I wish there was more I could do, 

Tony. Oh, yes, this struck me as aw
fully odd. Those two engineers were 
sought out and hired by a firm which 
Eve and Philip Ridgely practically 
own.”

“That’s more than odd.”  Quinn’s eyes 
narrowed a trifle. “ It’s downright sus
picious. Their removal from the scene 
may have been premeditated. W e’ll at
tempt to find out. Let me know as soon 
as you hear from them.”

Quinn hung up and all the worry and 
care on his face was erased by that news. 
He had something to go on. Not much, 
it was true, but important. He had won
dered how it happened that those two 
witnesses had been given assignments so 
far away at a time when they were so 
vitally needed.

And perhaps he might know more to
night, when he gave a little attention to 
attorney Leslie himself. . . .

At nine-thirty that night, a cheap
looking coupe drove past the suburban

home of attorney Lawton Leslie. It 
slowed a block away where the corner 
was quite dark and a black-clad figure 
moved away from it with such speed 
that even a sharp-eyed, attentive person 
might have believed it was nothing more 
than imagination. The coupe, with Silk 
at the wheel, continued on its way.

The Black Bat reached the rear of 
Leslie’s home and began prowling. 
There were two servants in the kitchen 
and he avoided that side of the house. 
Around to the left, he peered through 
one lighted window.

A TTORNEY LESLIE was apparent
ly doing some home work. Shell- 

rimmed glasses took the place of the 
more formal spectacles he flourished in 
court. He seemed to be deep in a mass 
of papers.

The Black Bat scrutinized the room 
carefully. There was no telephone in it. 
He had suspected that would be the case 
because Leslie had purchased the house 
during the war when phones had not 
been available. Like everyone else, he 
hadn’t been able to get an extension from 
the one instrument that must be some
where else in the house.

The Black Bat moved into the shadows 
and waited. From the darkness he saw 
the coupe coming slowly up the street. 
The Black Bat drew a small flashlight 
from his pocket, one used for signaling 
only. He snapped it on once, briefly. 
The coupe immediately picked up speed.

The Black Bat returned to the window 
to listen and watch. His sensitive ears 
detected the sound of a phone ringing 
somewhere in the front of the house, and 
a servant soon appeared to tell Leslie he 
was wanted on the phone. Leslie hur
ried out.

The Black Bat smiled. That was Silk 
telephoning. He would pretend to be a 
prospective client and keep Leslie busy 
for a little while, at least.

Raising the window quietly, the Black 
Bat slipped into the room, crossed it, and 
gently pulled the door shut. Then he 
hurried to Leslie’s desk and looked at 
the papers on which the lawyer had been 
working.

At the moment, Leslie appeared to be 
busy drawing up a petition asking cash 
indemnity for the unjust execution of 
John Todd. The sum asked was stagger
ing, and certainly would not be granted.
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But a substantial amount might be, if the 
thing was handled properly and present
ed to a jury in the correct manner.

Also, on the desk, was a carbon copy 
of a bill to the two Todd boys which 
Leslie apparently had taken home from 
the office. It was merely for services 
rendered, but it amounted to eight thou
sand dollars.

The Black Bat knew this couldn’t be 
Leslie’s fee for defending their father, 
so something else must have come up to 
require his services. What had it been?

CHAPTER XI

The Initialed Key

OOTSTEPS in the hall 
announced that Leslie 
was retu rn in g . The 
Black Bat slipped be
hind the door so that 
when it was opened, he 
would be hidden. Les
lie slammed it without 
looking b e h i n d  him, 
and returned t o  h is  
desk.

He sat down, and for 
an instant, his eyes rested on the eerie 
figure in black. Leslie paid no attention 
whatsoever for about one second, and 
then he did the best double-take the 
Black Bat had ever seen.

Leslie also tried to do something else. 
He had a desk drawer half-open and his 
hand was frantically fumbling for a gun. 
He stopped that. Silently but eloquent
ly, the automatic in the Black Bat’s fist 
was a warning.

“ Keep your voice down,” the Black 
Bat cautioned. “ I don’t want any serv
ants wondering if you’ve started talking 
to yourself. Put both hands fiat down 
on your desk, lean way forward, and 
stay that way. Good. Now we can talk 
a little business.”

Leslie recovered his wits promptly 
enough, even though an element of fear 
shone in his too-wide eyes.

“ You’re the Black Bat,” he accused, 
“and you’re helping Tony Quinn. I 
know you have helped him before and 
now I am convinced you are two of a 
kind. Crooks!”

A chuckle came from behind the black 
hood.

“ I ’m afraid you’re off the track, Leslie.

Neither of us is a crook. Perhaps my 
methods are, shall we say, unusual? 
They get results though. Quinn, on the 
other hand, is a blind man who needs 
and deserves help. His only interest is 
in bringing out the full truth. If it 
proves he made the serious error of send
ing an innocent man to the chair, he is 
quite willing to face the consequences. 
Do you understand that?”

“The fact that he has retained you to 
help is an indication of desperation,” 
Leslie said, with a sneer in his voice. 
“Of course he sent the wrong man to the 
chair. His eloquence convinced a jury 
and a judge of something which was not 
true. There can be such a thing as too 
forceful a district attorney.”

“Or the defense too notoriously weak.” 
The Black Bat laughed. “ Mr. Leslie, 
I ’ve come to the conclusion that it’s all 
a neat frame-up. Created by someone 
who has something to gain. There are 
several people who would profit by 
Quinn’s dismissal. You are one of them.” 

“ I? ” Leslie cried. “Are you accusing 
me of framing Quinn?”

“Not as yet. But you will profit. I 
read that petition to pay the Todd boys 
a fantastic sum as indemnity. Your cut 
on a thing of that kind would be at least 
twenty thousand dollars. Murder, my 
dear barrister, has been done for much 
less. Frame-ups have been concocted for 
a fraction of that sum.”

“A lot of nonsense.” Leslie raised his 
voice, but toned it down quickly when 
the Black Bat’s automatic centered on 
the tip of the attorney’s nose. “ I haven’t 
even propositioned the Todd boys about 
this. They’ve taken a strange attitude, 
as if they want to drop the whole thing 
so it will be forgotten.”

“ And you don’t because there is money 
in it for you. What about that bill for 
eight thousand dollars? A lot of money, 
Mr. Leslie. And I know it was not for 
defending their father. What did you 
do for the Todd boys that entails such 
a fee?”

“None of your business. A lawyer’s 
work is as confidential as a confes
sional.”

“To ordinary people, Mr. Leslie,” the 
Black Bat said. “ But I ’m not ordinary. 
What’s that bill for?”

“ You can’t make me talk,” Leslie 
snapped. “I object—”

“This is not a court of law,” the Black

43
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Bat said, “ I can make you talk and I 
will, but you won’t like my methods. If 
that bill is accounted for legally, and is 
for honest work you have done, why are 
you afraid to answer me?”

Leslie looked along the barrel of the 
Black Bat’s gun—-from the wrong end 
of it. He sighed.

“ It’s for my work in settling John 
Todd’s estate,”  he said. “There wasn’t 
much at first, but now the amount in
volved is large. My fee is not un
usual.”

“ Then why didn’t you say so?” The 
Black Bat lowered his gun a trifle, “ It 
was a simple question, but you took so 
long in answering it that I wonder if 
you’re telling the truth. Is your re
luctance to talk due to the presence of 
someone evesdropping?”

“ Evesdropping?” Leslie looked hur
riedly around the room. “What do you 
mean?”

“ That door on your left. Where does 
it lead?”

“ Into a supply closet. Nobody is 
there. What sort of game is this?”

“ Someone pulled the door tightly shut 
- about half a minute ago, Mr. Leslie. I 

think you ought to have a look. Go 
ahead. I’ll be right in back of you. My 
gun and I.”

LESLIE gulped, arose, and walked to 
the door. He yanked it open. The 

closet was spacious and very dark. Les
lie stepped gingerly into the middle of 
the doorway. A hand shoved the small 
of his back hard and he catapulted into 
the closet. The door closed, a key turned 
and the Black Bat laughed as he hurried 
to the window. He was through it and 
across the yard before Leslie summoned 
courage enough to begin shouting for 
help.

The coupe picked up the Black Bat 
and he made a quick replacement of the 
hood with his wide-brimmed black bat.

“ Leslie is just intent on making as 
much money as possible out of this,” he 
told Silk. “ He doesn’t offer us much of a 
lead. Consult that map Carol gave you 
so we can find the shack where Kip seems 
to have been held. I want a little talk 
with the one-eyed individual who lives 
there and has to® much money and a 
too expensive new rifle for someone in 
his circumstances.”

“He’ll have a heck of a time talking

after what Butch did to his jaw,” Silk 
said, grinning. “ I know just about where 
that place is. After you pass it, you 
come upon a clearing and a hill. On top 
of this is the Dockerel Castle. Ever hear 
of it?”

“Yes. I understand it was built by an 
eccentric who had enough money to 
cater to his whims. I ’ve heard the place 
is actually large enough to be called a 
castle.”

“ So doggone big nobody will live in 
it,”  said Silk. “ Dockerel died about 
fifteen years ago and the place has been 
idle ever since. I wondered, when Carol 
told of the one-eyed man, if he was some 
kind of a watchman for the place.”

“W e’ll find out. Keep your speed 
down, Silk. McGrath has patrols out 
hunting Kip Evans and we don’t want to 
be stopped. While Mac has declared a 
truce with us, the rest of the Police De
partment hasn’t.”

Silk let the Black Bat out, turned the 
car around and drove onto a side road 
where he parked and extinguished all 
lights. The Black Bat found the trail 
to the shack, followed it, and saw that 
the cabin was illuminated.

He stepped up to the door and 
knocked. There was no answer. He 
tried the cheap latch and discovered the 
door was unlocked. He drew a gun. This 
could be a trap.

If the one-eyed man worked for a kid
naper and he had reported that Carol 
and Butch had discovered Kip’s cap in 
the shack, a return visit by police could 
be expected. But the one-room shack 
seemed to be empty.

There was a heavy smell of cheap 
bacon grease, the oilstove was hot and a 
frying pan had even been set at the back 
of it. There was bacon in the pan, now 
fried to a charred, thin crisp. On a 
nearby table stood an open can of beans 
with an empty pan beside it.

To all appearances, the occupant of the 
cabin had been in the act of preparing/ 
dinner when he had been interrupted, 
had gone outside, and never returned. 
There were no signs of a struggle, so 
the man must have gone willingly. That 
pointed to a visit from whoever had paid 
him to hold Kip. Perhaps the one-eyed 
man would be coming back.

The Black Bat spied a key lying on 
the floor just inside the door. He picked 
up the massive piece of metal. It was
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a strange key, like something that might 
have been used hundreds of years ago. 
The thing weighed half a pound and was 
elaborately wrought, with what seemed 
to be the letter “ D” woven into the de
sign.

The Black Bat moved quickly then. 
He might now have the clue for which he 
had been looking!

He knew exactly where the Dockerel 
castlelike mansion was located. The trail 
was dark and twisting, but as he moved

before he attempted to scale the wall. 
Gates were no invitation to him. They 
only served to outline a target or to 
warn of his coming.

He scaled the fence without any 
trouble, dropped lightly to the ground 
and stayed there, crouched in the dark
ness, while he listened intently for any 
telltale noises. Only the sound of night 
insects reached him. They had a ten
dency to lull him into a dangerous sense 
of security.

BUTCH

along it he saw things as clearly as if 
there were a spotlight over his shoulder.

He burst through the final fringe of 
forest and the castle loomed up. It was 
atop a hill and surrounded by a high 
stone fence, on the other side of which 
a moat might reasonably be expected. 
The place looked exactly like a castle 
in some child’s book of fairy tales. 
There were spires and gables, oblong 
windows and parapets.

The Black Bat stopped at the closed 
gate. It was created in the same design 
as the key he had found in the shack. 
Proof that the one-eyed man must have 
had access to the estate, if not to the 
castle itself. >

Moving cautiously, the figure in black 
made a quick half-circuit of the place

E MANEUVERED his way close 
to the castle. Windows were se

curely boarded up. So was everything 
but the front door, and that stood ajar! 
A neat invitation. To what?

The Black Bat had his gun ready and 
he was using to the utmost every sense 
he possessed. He pushed the door open 
further and swept away the darkness 
with his strange vision. He looked into 
a vast reception hallway, big enough for 
an ice-skating rink.

There probably was not a stick of 
furniture in this huge white elephant of 
a place. Furniture could be turned into 
cash, where the castle was just another 
piece of expensive, unwanted property.

And in this empty house, where the 
lightest sound would have carried even
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hearing detected nothing. Shadows 
meant little to him.

He was certain that no one lurked any
where within sight.

Yet he hesitated, because finding that 
key seemed to him to be part of a trap.
It had been too conveniently dropped, 
and the open door suggested trouble.

Inside the place, he felt as if he had 
been locked in a cold dismal vault. His 
rubber-soled and -heeled shoes made a 
soft squishing sound every time he took 
a step. The silence was so severe it made 
his skin crawl, and there was a dampness 
that seemed to enshroud him like grave 
clothes.

But he went on. I f anything was to be 
found here, he meant to find it.

The first floor was easy to search. It 
contained half a dozen enormous rooms, 
wholly barren, and a big kitchen with 
two old-fashioned coal-stoves. These 
were ice-cold.

The Black Bat returned to the recep
tion hall and started up the straight 
staircase. It seemed extraordinarily 
steep, perhaps in keeping with the archi
tectural period in history this place was 
supposed to represent. He knew there 
were at least two more floors, and he 
meant to inspect them.

Moving up the stairs, he kept close to 
the wall so that squeaks from the old 
wood might be eliminated as much as 
possible. Even so, he was close enough 
to the hand-rail to seize it when the 
fourth or fifth step unexpectedly gave 
way underfoot.

To save himself, the Black Bat threw 
his weight against the hand-rail. Some
thing scraped above him. He looked 
quickly and without the slightest hesita
tion vaulted the hand-rail and landed on 
the floor below.

Down that staircase, as if it had been 
aimed, hurtled a gigantic cement urn.
It hit the stairs about where he had been 
standing. I f he had not been gifted with 
his extraordinary sight so that he had 
been able to penetrate the darkness and 
see that missile coming, he would have 
-been crushed to death by it.

A shower of fragments struck him and 
the noise seemed greater than a pitched 
battle between the biggest howitzers. It 
seemed as though hours were required 
before the din died away and the castle 
resumed its terrible silence.
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Castle of Death

him.

UN READY, the Black 
Bat went up the stair
case again, avoiding 
that treacherous step 
and keeping his hands 
off the rail. At the top 
he relaxed somewhat. 
It had been a trap, of 
course, but he had 
sprung it. Nobody had 
been waiting up there 
to topple the urn at

The huge concrete object had been 
placed on a large flat surface of the top 
newel post and propped against a block 
of stone so that it balanced there, ready 
to fall with the slightest disturbance. 
The Black Bat shook the hand-rail. The 
newel post shook too, so much that he 
knew his own efforts to retain his bal
ance had acted as the trigger. It was a 
clever, neat bit of work, and as deadly as 
a cobra.

Certain now that he would find some
thing, the Black Bat began a search of 
the second floor. Only one door was 
closed, and he regarded it with studied 
suspicion. One trap might mean an
other, yet he had to see the inside of that 
room.

The door was equipped with a massive 
doorknob. His gloved hands closed 
around it and he turned the knob as 
gently as possible, using every precau
tion for silence. Yet the knob squealed 
like a cornered rat. He grunted, gave 
the knob a hard twist, and flung the door 
wide open. His gun leveled and his fiin- 
ger was tight against the trigger.

What he saw did not need shooting. 
It required burial. Hanging from one 
of the rafters overhead, was a body that 
still turned gently as twisted rope 
righted itself. Quinn needed only a look 
at the eye-patch to know that this was 
the man who had lived in that shack, and 
to find whom had offered good possibili
ties of discovering where Kip Evans was 
hidden.

The jaw, swollen from Butch’s punch, 
gave the corpse a macabre appearance, 
as if the dead man were sticking out his 
chin belligerently.

The Black Bat surveyed the rest of the
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room, then stepped closer to the body. 
It was still warm. The man had not been 
dead long, for in this clammy atmos
phere, it would have cooled rapidly.

The Black Bat noticed one tightly 
clenched hand, raised it and pried apart 
the fingers with no great difficulty. 
They were holding a few strands of 
brownish hair. He held these closer to 
the eye-slits in his hood. The hair was 
gray near the roots, indicative of a dye
ing job. And these were hairs from a 
woman’s head.

Eve Ridgely’s head, if the Black Bat 
recalled the color of her hair properly. 
And he had thought it looked dyed. He 
put these grisly souvenirs between two 
pieces of paper and thrust them into his 
pocket.

There was nothing he could do for the 
one-eyed man. He had sold himself for 
money, and had died as most people of 
that sort do. He had ceased to be useful 
and must have been a decided menace 
to whoever murdered him.

A further search of the place revealed 
nothing. Not a sign that Kip had been 
there, but it was such an ideal spot in 
which to hide a kidnaped child that the 
Black Bat was fairly certain Kip had 
been there.

Proceeding down the hallway, the 
Black Bat suddenly lunged to one side 
and his gun almost threw a bullet at the 
fleeting image that seemed literally to 
fly before him. He smiled tightly. This 
place was doing things to his nerves. 
What he had seen was only his own re
flection in a full-length mirror just be
yond one open door.

But he saw something else too. A fine 
film of pinkish substance on the floor 
just below the mirror. Bending, he 
touched the tip of his gloved finger

against the stuff. It clung and he lifted 
it toward his nose. This was face pow
der. The mysterious woman again. The 
Black Bat winced. He was as far from 
learning her identity as he was in prov
ing that John Todd’s execution had been 
justified.

It seemed from these two meager clues 
—hair clutched in the dead man’s hand 
and the face powder—that a woman had 
killed him and then dutifully repaired 
any damage to her makeup before leav
ing this grim place. Such clues might 
easily be as false as they were discon
certing, except for that mysterious 
phone call to Alvin’s home. That had 
been made by a woman.

There was nothing else to be done 
here. The police would have to be noti
fied about the murder, but there wasn’t 
even any hurry about that. Nobody 
could help the one-eyed victim of his 
own avidity.

The Black Bat left the castle and 
shuddered as he passed through the 
door. He had never in his lifetime been 
so glad to leave a place.

S ILK was with the coupe and ready to 
roll. The Black Bat got in and sat in 

contemplative silence for a few moments 
while Silk maneuvered back to the high
way.

“Anything of interest in that place?” 
Silk queried.

“A dead man,” the Black Bat said. 
“The one-eyed man who lived in that 
cabin. Somebody hanged him from a 
rafter. The clues point straight toward 
the murderer as being a woman, and 
somewhat less directly at Eve Ridgely.” 

“ Oho,” Silk grunted. “Looks like the 
trail leads to Wilbur Stone’s house
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again. Where do we go from here?"

“ To Stone’s home. I f Eve Ridgely 
left a comb or brush there, and some of 
her face powder, we’d have definite clues 
to work on. Let me out just this side 
o f the place. It isn’t far from here.”

Once again, the Black Bat melted into 
the darkness and effected a stealthy en
trance to a dwelling. From the front 
hallway, he could hear muted voices and 
a frequent clicking sound. He followed 
the trail to the source of this noise and 
it seemed to come from behind a closed 
door.

An instant later, he recognized the 
sound and the voices. Stan and Dean 
Todd were playing a game of pool. The 
Black Bat remembered that, during his 
visit here as Tony Quinn, he had noticed 
a pool table in the game room.

He tiptoed softly away, climbed the 
stairs, and looked for Eve Ridgely’s 
former quarters.

They were easy to locate because she 
was the only woman who had been liv
ing in the house.

The suite of living room and bedroom 
she had occupied was attractively fur
nished in pink and gold. Obviously, Eve 
liked the better—and more expensive— 
things in life.

The Black Bat went straight to the 
dresser, found nothing, and turned to 
the vanity with a huge mirror hanging 
behind it. The top of the vanity was 
swept clean of the usual array of bottles 
and jars.

He opened drawers carefully. In one 
he found a large white comb. Clinging 
to the teeth were brown hairs. The 
Black Bat helped himself to some speci
mens and put them between the folds 
of some tissue paper he found. Then he 
searched further, with results sufficient 
to satisfy him. There was a bottle of 
hair dye and a box of powder that car
ried the identical scent impregnating the 
powder he had discovered in the aban
doned castle.

He had enough, and it was time to 
leave.

When he reached the bottom of the 
staircase, he realized that the clicking 
of pool balls had stopped. Some sixth 
sense 'alerted him.

He eased the automatic out of the 
holster, took one more step and a gun 
flamed at him.

The bullet missed by perhaps a foot.

The Black Bat gave one mighty dive 
across the hallway for the doubtful se
curity offered by a big high-backed
chair.

There was a faint light to his left and 
he knew it had been sufficient to silhou
ette him for an instant. Now, as he 
watched, Dean Todd stepped cautiously 
out of one room, a heavy long-barreled 
revolver in his hand. The Black Bat 
took careful aim.

“Todd,” he called out, “drop that gun 
or I ’ll shoot it out of your hand.”

Dean Todd didn’t move. His brother 
Stan elbowed himself a bit out of the 
room, to stare over Dean’s shoulder. 
Both had ludicrous looks of complete 
mystification on their faces.

“ It’s pitch-dark where we are,” Dean 
whispered. “ He’s bluffing. He can’t 
actually see us.”

“ Drop the gun,” the Black Bat warned 
again. “ This time I’m not fooling. I can 
see you, and I heard what you whispered. 
At this moment, Stan has his hand on 
your right shoulder and he is looking 
over your left. Stan is wearing a gray 
shirt open at the neck. You, Dean Todd, 
have on a smoking jacket that is too big 
for you. It must have belonged to your 
father. Now—will you drop that gun I”

“ W-w-who are you?” Dean Todd 
stammered.

S TAN seemed incapable of uttering a 
word.

“ This is the Black Bat,” came out of 
the darkness. “ I ’m not looking for trou
ble, but I can handle it.”

Instantly, Dean let go of the heavy pis
tol and it struck the floor with a terrific 
clatter.

He kicked it away.
“ W-we thought you were a-a burglar,” 

he said, in scared apology.
The Black Bat arose and came from 

behind the chair.
“ I can’t say I blame you, gentlemen. I 

don’t announce my little visits, but you 
have nothing to fear from me. Upon your 
promise to behave, I’ll put my gun 
away.”

“ Oh, we wouldn’t try anything—not 
with you,” Stan called back, and attempt
ed a sickly laugh. “ W e’re both too 
young to die.”

“ Good. Then suppose you go back 
into that room. Leave the light out. I 
can see in the dark like a cat.”
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B OTH young men retreated until the 

pool table stopped them. The 
Black Bat leaned against the framework 
of the doorway.

“Now that we’ve met,” he said, “ I 
might as well tell you I’m actively try
ing to prove that Tony Quinn was right 
when he sent your father to the electric 
chair. That’s fair enough warning to 
both of you. I f you want to talk, despite 
that fact, I have a couple of questions 
to ask.”

“All we want is for the truth to be 
known,” Stan cried. “ I f it hurts us, that’s 
okay too. Maybe our father did kill 
Uncle Wilbur. We don’t pretend to 
know. Dad had a vicious temper and, 
before it happened, he argued more and 
more with Uncle Wilbur. What do you 
want to know from us?”

“Your attitude is commendable,” the 
Black Bat said warmly. “ I understand 
that Eve and Philip left this house to
day.”

“ How in the world did you know 
that?” Stan asked. “We were trying to 
keep it hushed up.”

“ But they did leave.”
“ Oh, gosh, yes. We had a terrific row. 

You see, Quinn was here this afternoon. 
Eve wanted to throw him out. Philip 
was a little better mannered, but after 
Quinn left, he exploded. He told Dean 
and me that we had behaved badly, that 
we should resent Quinn as much as they 
did because he put our father in the 
chair. Dean and I just don’t feel that 
way, and we said so. The argument that 
arose practically lifted the roof off this 
old house.”

“ It e n d e d  when Eve and Philip 
packed a few things and left,” Dean 
broke in. “They said they were going 
to the Simplex Apartments. Anyway, 
they phoned to see if there was a vacant 
furnished suite, and there seemed to be 
one.”

“Have you heard from them since?” 
the Black Bat asked.

“No,” Stan answered. “ In fact, we 
telephoned the Simplex and we were 
told that they’d stayed there only a 
couple of hours and then left, bag and 
baggage. We were talking it over while 
we played pool. Seems to us that Eve 
and Phil purposely called those apart
ments to make us think that’s where they 
were going when they had another desti
nation in mind all the time. They cer

tainly must be sore at us.”
“Are you quite certain that they 

checked out?”
“As certain as three phone calls could 

make us. What’s it all about anyway? 
Why are they trying to ruin Quinn? He 
just did what he was paid to do.” 

“There are those who’d argue that 
point,” the Black Bat said. “Did you 
have any visitors tonight?”

“ Why—yes. Attorney Leslie dropped 
in. Say, were you really at his house 
tonight?”

“ I was. Didn’t he appreciate my com
pany?”

HE two brothers laughed.
“Man alive, was he scared and sore!” 

Dean said. “He didn’t get out of that 
supply closet for twenty minutes. Yelled 
himself hoarse.”

“ Why did he come here?” the Black 
Bat asked.

“Oh, something to do with Dad’s es
tate. He gave us a bill for services ren
dered that would knock your eyes out. 
Maybe before this is all over, we’ll have 
Tony Quinn working for us. Wouldn’t 
that be something?”

“W e couldn’t do that,” Stan objected. 
“ It’s going a bit too far.”

“Tell me this,” the Black Bat said. 
“Did Leslie at any time have occasion 
to go to the second floor?”

“Why, yes, he did,” Stan answered, 
“Dad’s old study is up there, and he said 
he wanted some papers from the desk. 
Knew just where they were and we didn’t 
have to bother. That was earlier this 
evening, before dinner. He returned 
later. What in the world has the old 
boy been up to?”

“ I wish I knew,” the Black Bat sighed. 
“Thank you, gentlemen. I appreciate 
everything except the bullet that 
whizzed past my head.”

“ I ’m sorry about that,” Stan said. “ I 
honestly thought you were a burglar. I 
wish I hadn’t been so impetuous with the 
trigger. I might have—Dean, was that 
the door c los in g?”

“ Sounded like it,” Dean said. “ He 
must have gone. Say, do you really 
believe he can see in the dark like he 
said?”

“ W e certainly weren’t spotlighted,” 
Stan answered. “ Come on, let’s finish 
the game. My nerves need some cooling 
off.”
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CH APTER  X III

Three Objectives

T  W A S  around mid
n igh t when T on y  
Quinn called a meeting 
in his hidden labora
tory. Silk, Butch and 
Carol were there. 
Quinn puffed slowly as 
he spoke.

“W e ’ve been han
dling this with one 
idea in mind,” he said. 
“That I am the sole tar
get of the conspirators. 
That ruining my career 

is the motive back of all this. I ’m now 
beginning to wonder if that’s all there is 
to it.”

Butch spoke up:
“ I been too busy tailing guys to know 

all that’s happened. But the way you 
explain it now, this guy King who pub
lishes that newspaper, isn’t mixed up in 
it. That’s wrong. He’s swimming in 
the mess.”

Quinn looked interested.
“I could change my mind again, 

Butch,” he said. “I was beginning to 
believe that King was merely taking ad
vantage of a situation to force me out of 
office, but that he did not create this 
trouble.”

“Maybe he didn’t,” Butch said with 
emphasis, “but if you get heaved out, he 
sure stands to clean up. It’s this way. 
King and Pete Conroy, who runs all the 
rackets, are in partnership. I ran across 
a couple of old pals of mine. They fig
ured I was looking for some kind of 
strong-arm work and they tapped me for 
a job as classy bouncer. They’re lining 
up everybody who will fill that bill, be
cause they expect Conroy to open up all 
his places and run them wide. He and 
King have had several conferences.”

“I thought there might be a connec
tion.” Quinn puffed slowly on his pipe. 
“King was just a shade too vindictive. 
He acted as though he had a lot more 
at stake than merely doing his civic duty. 
King has a motive to get me out of office. 
My dismissal will also wreck Archer’s 
career, and he comes up for reelection 
soon. But I maintain that King and 
Conroy can simply be taking advantage 
of things that someone else began.”

SO
“They’re both no good,” Butch vowed. 

“King’s a smart guy too. He could plan 
something like this to get rid of you. If  
it cost him a hundred grand, that would 
be cheap, because he stands to make mil
lions if he can put it over.”

“Then we won’t eliminate King and 
Conroy,” Quinn said. “Not yet. Still, 
we have other and brighter suspects. At 
the moment we can feel certain that Brad 
Cowan, who hunted pheasant and saw 
murder, has been bribed and perhaps in
timidated as well. He’s a weak link. 
W e ’ll go to work on him soon.”

“Don’t forget Eve and Philip Ridge- 
Iy,” Carol added. “When old Wilbur 
Stone died, they came into a great deal 
of money.”

“I’m not likely to forget them,” Quinn 
said. “A t the moment they have van
ished. The Todd boys didn’t want to 
make any fuss and the Ridgelys were 
desirous of taking fast action against 
me. It led to a quarrel and the Ridgelys 
moved out, went to a residential apart
ment, but didn’t remain there long. Fur
thermore, I have some rather definite 
proof that Eve Ridgely either killed that 
one-eyed hermit, or she was present in 
the old castle when he was murdered.”

“I thought that was face powder you 
were fooling with under the microscope, 
Tony,” Carol said. “ Is your evidence 
conclusive?”

“The one-eyed murder victim clutched 
a few strands of woman’s hair. Dyed, 
exactly as Eve’s was dyed. The same 
hair, in fact. I found face powder in the 
castle. Eve Ridgely used powder of pre
cisely the same brand. In fact, the evi
dence is so darn strong against her, it 
looks planted.”

“But who in the world would want 
to frame the Ridgelys?” Silk asked.

“I don’t know. Besides all this, there 
have been two attempts on my life. 
Rather crude tries, but whoever did it 
believes I am blind, and that great finesse 
was not necessary. Here, too, I find clues 
that point to a woman. Eve Ridgely? 
I don’t know.”

“That lawyer Leslie, whom you told 
me to watch, visited the Todd boys early 
this evening.” Carol switched the sub
ject. “Trailing him wasn’t difficult. He’s 
so preoccupied that he doesn’t see or hear 
a thing.”

“Leslie did go to see the Todds,” 
Quinn said. “Twice tonight, as a matter
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of fact. Perhaps it was on a mission that 
is easily explained. But while he was 
at the house, he went to the second floor 
alone. I ’m wondering if he did so main
ly to get samples of Eve’s hair and some 
of her face powder.

“ Leslie is shrewd, greedy, and angry 
enough at me to take almost any meas
ures. And yet, what does he get out 
of it? For a man to con mit murder, 
there must be a motive stronger than 
mere dislike of a person. And the man 
behind this has murdered two people so 
far.”

CAROL shuddered a little, as she 
looked up at Quinn.

“ Alvin and the one-eyed man,” she 
murmured. “ But Tony, are you positive 
that Alvin was murdered? The police 
and the medical examiner’s office seem 
satisfied it was suicide.”

“The murderer meant them to feel 
that way, Carol. It isn’t too difficult to 
rig a murder so that it appears to be 
suicide. Especially if there is ample 
time to think it all out, and even more 
so, if the murderer is in his victim’s confi
dence so he can approach without creat
ing a racket or leaving clues.”

“ Do you think, then, that Alvin was a 
partner to this scheme?” Carol went on.

“No, I do not, Alvin came to see me 
that night and acted the part of a gen
uinely worried and harassed man in a 
natural manner. He was not faking. It’s 
my belief that he honestly thought he 
had killed Wilbur Stone, that his run
ning away was a natural move on his 
part, and that someone else took advan
tage of it to frame this whole plot. I 
intend to put McGrath to work on that 
angle. Alvin’s place of refuge in Canada 
needs investigating. All of which adds 
up to one thing. This is no time to stop 
work.”

“Anything you say,” Butch offered 
hopefully.

“ We have three important things to 
do.” Quinn counted them off on his 
fingers. “Find another trail that leads 
to Kip Evans. That’s the most im
portant, because a boy’s life may be at 
stake. Next, trace every move that Alvin 
made from the moment his train pulled 
into the railroad station to the moment 
when that shot was fired. Third—cher- 
chez la femme. The woman who so care
lessly spills clues all around the place,

has twice tried to kill me, and with whom 
I once talked on the phone at Alvin’s 
home.”

“ Suppose you assign me to the Num
ber Three problem,” Carol suggested. 
“The woman. If she tried to kill you, 
I’d like to get my hands on her.”

Quinn arose, tapped his pipe into an 
ash-tray and grinned.

“All right. I have a hunch. It may 
not pan out, but it’s worth following. 
Excuse me just one moment.”

Quinn walked to the further side of 
the laboratory which was lined with steel 
filing cabinets. He consulted a card in
dex and studied various folders contain
ing the records of men he had sent to 
prison—or who deserved to go there. He 
returned to the divan with one folder.

“ A dossier on a man named Doran,” 
he said, and patted the folder with the 
tips of his fingers. “Doran is a four- 
timer, He’s doing life right now. I 
sent him up two years ago. At the time 
Doran was almost caught red-handed in 
the commission of a crime. Remember, 
I said almost. Nobody saw him do it, 
but there was enough circumstantial evi
dence to convict him.”

“What are you getting at, Tony?” 
Carol asked.

They were all highly interested, lean
ing forward, and centering their atten
tion full on Quinn. He smiled at them.

“ If we suppose that Eve Ridgely is 
not the woman we’re after, and that she 
is being framed, then there must be an
other woman. But who is she? I reason 
it this way. I f John Todd is officially 
pronounced the victim of my courtroom 
technique and the fact becomes clear that 
he was executed solely upon circumstan
tial evidence, then it is to be expected 
I might have made a similar error during 
my career.”

“ Like the case of Doran?” Silk asked.
“Exactly. Doran has a wife who, at 

one time, was a rather noted crook her
self. And no mean antagonist for the 
police either. When they arrested Mol- 
lie Doran, they had a battle on their 
hands. She hates police and police offi
cials.”

“ I ’m beginning to understand,” Carol 
said. “ The murderer needed help so he 
looked around for someone who had no 
connection with him at any time. Some
one who might benefit if you were proved 
to have sent an innocent man to the
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chair. And Mollie Doran fits, because 
her husband is serving life on evidence 
she may hold as purely circumstantial.” 

“That’s it,” Quinn said. “ Mollie may 
be helping so that she can get her hus
band out of prison. Therefore, as she is 
the only woman with such a motive, and 
talented enough to carry out plans of this 
sort, I believe Mollie should be investi
gated.”

“ Leave her to me.” Carol drew on her 
gloves with considerable force. “ I f she’s 
a tough egg, so much the better. Where 
can I find her, Tony?”

Q UINN consulted the file and gave 
Carol the address.

“ Mollie fits perfectly,” he added. 
“ Whoever arranged the bottles in my 
medicine cabinet, forced entrance to the 
house by using a key. Mollie used to be 
an expert at that sort of thing.”

“ I’m on my way," Carol announced 
grimly.

“Just a moment,” Quinn begged. “ Stay 
away from her, Carol. W e don’t want 
it known that we have tumbled to this 
fresh lead. She can, you know, lead us 
directly to whoever is scheming up all 
o f this.”

“Eventually I’ll get near enough to 
her to swing a fist,” Carol vowed. “ I ’ll 
check in on the phone whenever I can.” 

Carol disappeared into the tunnel. 
Butch edged his chair forward expect
antly. Quinn looked at him, recognized 
the eagerness that filled the big man and 
smiled.

“Your job is Alvin,” he said. “ Now, I 
noticed that in his hotel room were two 
bags. Expensive pieces of luggage, but 
on one the handle seemed to have broken 
almost off. Any redcap at the station 
who handled that bag would recall it. 
Question them. See if you can pick up 
the trail from the train to a taxi. Let 
me know the moment you feel sure you 
have found Alvin’s trail. It shouldn’t 
take long.”

“ Sissy stuff,” Butch grunted. “ But 
okay, I ’ll do it. Only promise me that 
when you locate the place where they are 
holding' Kip Evans, I ’ll be invited to 
go get him.”

“ You’ll be there if it’s possible,” Quinn 
said. “ W ell probably need you to bat 
down a few doors.”

After Butch had gone, Silk entered 
the house to perform some of the house

52
hold duties he had neglected. Quinn sat 
down at the telephone and called Captain 
McGrath.

“Nothing doing yet on reaching those 
two engineers in Brazil,” McGrath told 
him. “But I’ve got absolute proof that 
their work down there is in connection 
with some assets Eve and Philip Ridgely 
own.”

“ Mac,” Quinn said thoughtfully, “you 
know that the Ridgelys have vanished. 
I ’m wondering if it’s possible they sailed 
for South America, just to get out of the 
limelight, or if not, to see about their 
holdings down there.”

“Maybe they took a powder on us,” 
McGrath suggested. “ It’s an idea, any
how. There are a few ships sailing that 
way now. I ’ll study sailings and radio 
their description to any ship they might 
have taken.”

“ Excellent,” Quinn approved. “ There 
is not much time left before I ’ll be 
thrown out of office. W e must work 
faster than ever. And, Mac, I ’ve been 
wondering about Alvin. I can’t make 
myself believe he committed suicide.

“ I hate to believe it myself,” McGrath 
said, “but—”

“ Yes, I know. Still, why not make 
sure? Check the taxi records at the 
Hack License Bureau. You know about 
when Alvin registered at the hotel. See 
what cab brought him there, talk to the 
driver, and find out if Alvin was accom
panied by anyone. Go through the hotel 
again for people who might have seen a 
visitor at Alvin’s door. Study phone 
calls and all that.”

“ It’s as good as done, Tony,” promised 
Captain McGrath. “Let you know later.”

CHAPTER XIV

Midnight Intruder

NCE again, when Tony 
Quinn returned to the 
library, he was the 
blind lawyer, depend
ent upon his cane when 
he moved about. But 
the lines of worry 
which had constantly 
crossed his forehead 
were gone. He even 
hummed lightly as he 
refilled his pipe.

From Carol, Butch and Silk, he had
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learned much. From the activities of 
McGrath, the Ridgelys, the two Todd 
boys, and especially Attorney Leslie, he 
had gained a store of information that 
was percolating pleasantly in his mind.

And these thoughts were gradually but 
certainly centering upon one definite 
objective.

After several minutes of deep think
ing, Quinn called Silk.

“There is one thing left to do,” he told 
Kirby. “The night before the murder 
of Wilbur Stone, Alvin claimed to have 
been intoxicated. Now remember it was 
dawn when Stone was hit. Bars close

long before that, except for roadside 
cafes which might safely violate the law 
or have private affairs going on. Being 
‘good and plastered,’ as Alvin described 
his condition, indicates he had been 
drinking right up to the time he started 
to drive home.”

“ He might have had a bottle,” Silk sug
gested.

“But there was none in his car, though 
of course, he could have emptied it and 
thrown it away. I ’ve another idea, how
ever. Alvin was a member of the Sun
downer Golf Club which is about three
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miles north of where Stone was struck, 
I have an idea that’s where he got himself 
drunk. It’s midnight now, but that club 
keeps late hours. Take a run up there, 
find out if Alvin was at the club that 
night and if anyone else connected with 
this case was present. It won’t take you 
long.”

“ I’ll be gone no more than an hour, 
sir.” Silk turned away, hesitated, and 
looked back. “But you’ll be alone here. 
What if that woman returns with some 
new method of killing you? You’re sup
posed to be blind. You couldn’t defend 
yourself without giving away the fact 
that you really can see.”

“I ’ll take my chances,” Quinn said.
It was approximately forty minutes 

after Silk’s departure when Quinn began 
to wonder if he should have risked stay
ing in the house alone. At his orders, 
Silk had extinquished every light and the 
house was dark.

Seated in his library, fashioning a plan 
of action which he hoped would end 
this mess, Quinn tensed as he heard the 
click of the front door lock. Someone 
was entering. And the only person who 
had a key other than Silk, was that mys
terious woman who had gained entry into 
the house once before to set a death trap.

He bent his head slightly to listen. The 
door didn’t close again, indicating it had 
been left ajar so that a quick exit could 
be made. Then he heard light footsteps. 
Short steps like those a woman might 
make. They were coming toward the 
library.

Quinn quickly moved around in the 
chair so that he faced the door. If any
one entered with a gun or a knife, he 
would have to defend himself, and it 
would be a risky business. Not only to 
save his life, but to keep from the in
truder the fact that he could see.

His eyes penetrated the darkness and 
his hands gripped the arms of his chair 
as he prepared himself for a quick leap. 
Then he got another scare. There were 
two people in the house who didn’t be
long there. One who had entered first 
and was now close to the library door 
and another who had just pushed open 
the front door to enter.

Quinn glanced at a long table halfway 
across the room. There was a loaded gun 
in its drawer, but he could never reach 
the weapon in time.

A head carefully peered around the

edge of the library door. Quinn saw a 
woman of about thirty-six or seven. Not 
a beautiful woman by any means. She 
had scraggly, dyed hair that looked 
stringy as it hung down from a cheap 
hat she wore. Her face was too thin 
and had harsh lines. Bright rouge and 
too much lipstick didn’t tend to improve 
her appearance.

She stepped into the room. Unlike 
Tony Quinn, her eyes could not pene
trate the darkness and she had no idea 
Quinn was in the room. In one hand she 
held an open handbag. The other hand 
was immersed in its contents, fumbling 
around nervously. Quinn wondered if 
it could be for a gun.

BUT what worried him even more 
were the slow, light footsteps that 

followed in the woman’s wake. The other 
intruder might be the murderer. Quinn 
had both feet firmly planted on the floor 
and could spring up in an instant if 
necessary.

The woman moved carefully, feeling 
her way along so that she would not 
collide with any furniture, and she 
seemed to be headed for that long table. 
Suddenly she stopped short and looked 
behind her. She, too, had heard those 
other steps, and they had alarmed her. 
The steps ceased and the woman ap
peared to be more or less reassured.

She fumbled further in the handbag 
and was in the act of bringing some ob
ject out of it when a tornado in skirts 
flashed through the darkness from the li
brary door. It was Carol Baldwin and 
she was swinging her own handbag. It 
was a large one, and Quinn knew it con
tained a heavy thirty-two caliber gun.

Before the intruder could turn to de
fend herself, Carol’s bag swung down 
and struck the woman squarely on the 
head. With a little moan she slumped 
to the floor and lay there, quiet.

“Are you—all right?” Carol whis
pered. “ Tony, are you here?”

“ Everything is under control, and that 
was some wallop,” Quinn said, and hur
ried toward Carol.

Then he knelt beside the woman. 
Looking up, he said:

“ She’ll be unconscious for some time.” 
Carol leaned weakly against a chair.
“ I picked up her trail about an hour 

and a half ago,” she explained. “That’s 
Mrs. Mollie Doran whose husband is do-
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ing life in prison. She came directly 
here and hung around, studying the 
house. There were lights on and she 
didn’t get too close. Then the lights 
went out and Silk drove one of the cars 
down the driveway. You could see he 
was alone in the car. She waited a little 
longer, then entered with a key. Tony, 
I saw her fumbling in that handbag. I 
think she was going to kill you.”

Quinn turned on a small table lamp, 
solely for Carol’s benefit. He was hold
ing Mollie Doran’s bag. He dumped its 
contents on the table. There was no gun. 
Nothing any more lethal than a finger
nail file. He examined a folded paper 
and whistled softly.

“ She didn’t come here to kill me this 
time, Carol. She came to plant some
thing which might interest my enemies. 
It’s a letter typed on one of Philip 
Ridgely’s letterheads, indicating he 
didn’t want to pay me any more money 
for railroading John Todd to the electric 
chair.”

“But what kind of a frame-up is that?” 
Carol gasped. “ W.ho’d believe it? Ev
eryone knows you’re wealthy enough so 
that you’d hardly be interested in accept
ing any crooked money.”

“ Everyone except, possibly, Mollie 
Doran.” Quinn frowned. Suddenly he 
extinguished the light, took Carol’s arm 
and propelled her toward the front of 
the house and the wide-open door. Quinn 
was sure he had frightened away some
one by turning on the library table lamp. 
Distantly, he could hear a car pull away 
hurriedly.

“ I think Mollie was sent here on some 
trumped-up excuse, like planting in
criminating and fake evidence. She did 
only that. The phone call I intercepted 
by that mysterious woman who likely 
was Mollie, simply indicated that she 
had placed something in the house, and 
that I wouldn’t notice it because I ’m 
blind. She could have meant papers of 
this sort.”

“But why?” Carol asked.
“Two reasons. The man who actually 

did attempt to rig those murder traps 
wasn’t even an amateur burglar, and 
couldn’t effect a quiet entrance. He let 
Mollie get in and, while she was busy, 
he may have slipped in and waited. I 
think he was waiting down the street, 
but I alarmed him and he is gone.”

“ I came through the garden,” Carol

said. “ I saw no one. What is your 
second reason?”

Quinn patted her cheek.
“ I ’m not prepared to explain that at 

the moment. Not enough to go on. Any
way, thanks for what you did. It was 
nice work. Mollie has no idea who 
conked her. Silk will be back in a few 
minutes and he’ll take the responsibility. 
I don’t want Mollie to know that you and 
I are associated in any way, so you’d best 
get away from here.”

“ I ’ll go into the lab,” Carol said obsti
nately. “ I f that warhorse recovers, you 
may need help again, and I want to be 
here just in case.”

“ It’s a deal. Hurry now, before she 
awakens. If she does, I ’ll have to tap 
her again.”

CHAPTER XV

Someone to Talk

UST a few minutes 
after Carol reluctantly 
entered the lab, there 
were footsteps rushing 
across the porch and 
Silk came in with a gun 
in his fist. Quinn met 
him.

“ Everything is un
der control,” he said. 
“Mollie Doran paid me 
a visit. Carol was right 

behind her and walloped her a blow that 
would have made Butch envious. You’re 
to say you hit her. She’s in the library, 
sleeping it off, and this time, Silk, we’ve 
got someone who will talk. I ’m sure of 
it.”

They lifted Mollie and placed her on 
a divan. When she awakened, Silk was 
standing above her and Quinn was seated 
in his usual chair near the fireplace. 
Mollie raised herself into a sitting posi
tion and rubbed the back of her neck. 
Her eyes were hard and cold.

“ So I muffed it,” she said. “ Well, why 
don’t you call the police?” .

“ Bring her over here,” Quinn instruct
ed Silk. “ And watch her. If she tries 
to get away, slug her again.”

Mollie gave Silk a half-sick look.
“ So it was you.”
Silk didn’t answer, but helped her up 

and over to a chair facing Quinn. She 
sat down and demanded a cigarette
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which Silk furnished.

“ I really don’t hold much against you,” 
Mrs. Doran,” Quinn said. “You were 
trying to get your husband out of prison 
by planting false evidence in my house 
which showed I dishonestly sent a man 
to his death. Who suggested planting 
that document?”

Mollie blew smoke into his face.
“ You know who I am,” she drawled. 

“You know my husband. Well, I ’m as 
tough as he is. I ’m not talking.”

Quinn clucked his tongue.
“ Too bad, because you’re going to be 

arrested on two attempts at murdering 
me.”

She wriggled deeper into the chair 
and the cigarette dangled limply from 
between lips that started to tremble.

“ Murder? Is this another frame?”
“ It is not. You were in my home once 

before. Perhaps twice. The first time 
someone rearranged bottles in my medi
cine cabinet so that I would have taken 
poison instead of a headache tablet. The 
second time someone pulled down an 
electric light wire, stripped it bare and 
left it for me to stumble against. Murder 
attempts, Mrs. Doran.”

She snatched the cigarette from her 
mouth.

“Listen, I didn’t do either of those 
things!” she snapped. “ Okay—I did 
plant some phony evidence. Once, right 
here in this room, like I was told to do. 
The second time I planted it in one of 
your cars in the garage. Sure, I saw 
you fall that night, but I didn’t know 
anything about that wire.”

“ Let me tell you just what happened, 
Mrs. Doran,” Quinn said, properly sym
pathetic. “ Someone approached you with 
this proposition of proving I had con
nived the conviction of John Todd, and 
that if it was proved, you could insist 
I had also sent your husband to prison 
on purely circumstantial evidence. Am 
I right?”

“ I got to know more about those at
tempts on your life,” Mollie insisted.

“Very well. They actually were set. 
Now you claim to have planted phony 
evidence twice. What happened to it? I 
can tell you. After you left, or even 
while you were still here, the man who 
talked you into this, entered my house 
also. He retrieved the evidence you had 
planted because it was so silly no one 
would have believed it anyhow. Then

he rigged these traps meant to take my 
life. That is, if you didn’t do it.”

She puffed furiously for a moment.
“ I didn’t,” she said then. “And if you 

tell me this, I know it’s the truth. Sure, 
somebody sent me.”

“ Who was it?” Quinn asked gently, be
traying none of the elation he felt.

“ I don’t know.” She dashed his hopes. 
“ It was a man. He telephoned me. I met 
him just once, in a park where it was so 
dark I couldn’t see him. He told me if 
I helped, my husband would get out of 
prison. He said he’d see to it and handle 
the whole thing.”

“ Promises like that are easily made,” 
Quinn said.

“Sure, I know. But this man claimed 
he was a lawyer.”

Silk gave a start of excitement. Quinn 
slowly settled back in his chair.

“A lawyer,” he said softly. “That may 
help, Mrs. Doran. At any rate, I ’m con
vinced you did not try to kill me. That 
you burglarized my home simply because 
you were made to believe it would help 
get your husband out of prison. You 
were just a dope. Later, I shall ask you 
to try and identify the voice of the man 
who talked you into this. W ill you co
operate?”

HE shrugged.
“ What else can I do? I ’ll be in 

jail, won’t I?”
“No, I hardly believe so. Perhaps if 

I ’d been in your position, I’d have done 
the same thing to help someone I love. I 
could see that you get several years in 
prison. You may go free if you promise 
to hold yourself available. Tomorrow, 
perhaps, I shall need you.”

She gaped at him.
“You’re going to trust me?” she asked 

unbelievingly.
“ Why not? If you don’t show up, 

you’ll serve time for burglarizing my 
home and abetting a would-be murderer. 
You have everything to lose by running 
away. Everything to gain by helping 
me.

Mollie Doran arose and crushed out 
the cigarette.

“ I ’ll be around,” she said. “That’s a 
promise. Mostly my promises aren’t 
worth much, but this one is.”

“ Show Mrs. Doran to the door, Silk,” 
Quinn instructed. “Oh, yes. See that 
she gives you the key she fashioned to



let herself into my home.”
When Silk returned, Quinn asked him 

to sit down.
“ Tomorrow,” he said, “ I think we shall 

wrap up more candidates for the electric 
chair.”

“ You know who it is then?”
“ I ’m quite certain of it. Without suf

ficient proof for a conviction, but that 
proof I ’m prepared to get. What I told 
Mrs. Doran was the truth. She was 
merely being used. Perhaps only because 
she knew how to enter a house, but I 
think the reason was more important. 
Those who told her to come here wanted 
clues left which would indicate the pres
ence of a woman. I ’ve noticed that all 
during the case. Mrs. Doran did not 
visit that abandoned castle where the 
one-eyed man was killed. The evidence 
there was simply planted.”

“ Maybe what I found out won’t be 
very useful if you know all the answers,” 
Silk said. “ I know them too, of course. 
It’s Leslie, John Todd’s attorney. Mrs. 
Doran all but slapped him into prison 
with her identification.”

“ What did you find out, Silk?” 
“ Wilbur Stone was killed around 

dawn, when he was accustomed to take 
long, solitary walks. Right up until al
most the time that he was killed, Alvin 
was at the club attending a party, and 
he got himself nicely spiffed. He was 
staggering when he left. And Attorney 
Leslie was at that same party.”

“Anyone else we know, Silk?”
“Yes. The party was something of a 

neighborhood affair. The Todds, Ridge- 
lys and Alvin lived quite close together. 
They were all present. The two Todd 
boys left early. Eve and Philip Ridgely 
dropped in, had one drink and went off 
again.”

“ Everyone was there, it seems, except 
our publisher friend Mr. King. Well, 
tomorrow will tell the story. It must, 
because if I fail, there will be a brand 
new Special D.A. in my office. Let’s go 
to bed, Silk. Carol is in the lab. I ’ll 
tell her the party is over for to
night. . . .”

In the morning before going to the 
office, Quinn talked to Butch who came 
to report. Butch had been unsuccessful 
in picking up Alvin’s trail, and he was 
highly disgusted.

“I know it was a tame assignment,” 
Quinn said, “but I have another for you
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today, Butch. This one is right up your 
alley.”

Quinn walked over to his locker and 
took from it the Black Bat’s regalia.

“ Stay right here,” he told Butch. 
“ Sometime within the next couple of 
hours, Silk or I will call you. The mo
ment he, or I, gives the word, squeeze 
into this costume and go get Kip Evans.”

“You know where the kid is?” Butch 
blinked owlishly.

“ I think I ’ve been fairly certain for 
some time,” Quinn said. “ I ’ll write the 
address on this paper and place it in this 
drawer. You are inclined to be impul
sive, Butch, so don’t look at it until you 
get the ‘go-ahead’ signal. Everything 
depends on timing.”

“ I ’ll go batty wondering,” grumbled 
Butch, “but okay. It’s better that way. 
I hate guys who snatch kids, and maybe 
I wouldn’t be able to wait.”

A N HOUR later, Tony Quinn walked 
into his office tapping the white 

cane he always carried, and escorted by 
Silk. Shortly afterward, Captain Mc
Grath was announced.

“ Things don’t look so good,” McGrath 
said as he sat down. “W e’re putting to
gether a few small pieces, but Archer is 
going to hold that deadline and we can’t 
possibly finish the job before then.” 

“Tell me what you learned,” Quinn 
suggested.

“ Alvin really lived like a hermit up 
there in Canada,” said the police captain. 
“ I had the police check. He arrived 
about the time he claimed he had. He 
received no mail or messages, but just 
before he boarded the train to come back, 
he sent a telegram. What was in it was 
read to me over the phone. It said that 
he was on his way back to face things. 
It was addressed to—Dean Todd.”

“ Do you know what that signified?” 
Quinn asked.

“ Sure. Todd lived with the Ridgelys. 
The wire was really meant for them. I 
found the cab driver who brought Alvin 
to the hotel where he finally knocked 
himself off. He told me Alvin had him 
stop the cab so he could make a phone 
call, so that must have been for the 
Ridgelys.”

“ And the Ridgelys are now aboard a 
ship bound for South America,” Quinn 
mused. “Mac, send four big uniformed 
patrolmen to bring in Brad Cowan. They
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are to handle it as if they were afraid an 
attack might be made upon him. Also 
send for Arthur King, the two Todd 
boys, Attorney Leslie and a Mrs. Doran 
whose address I will give you. I want 
Mrs. Doran here first, followed by Brad 
Cowan, and then the Todd boys. Every
thing clear?”

McGrath nodded and clamped teeth
firmly on his soggy cigar.

“ I know the signs. You’re going to 
pull a fast one. Well, it had better work. 
One thing, we can always yank the 
Ridgelys off the boat. See you later.”

CHAPTER XVI

Frightened Witness #

ORRIED, and in cus
tody of a detective, 
Mrs. Doran was the 
first to arrive. Quinn 
quickly put her at ease.

“ This is where you 
earn your freedom , 
Mrs. Doran,” he said. 
“ On my right is the 
door to an adjoining 
office. It’s hardly more 
than a filing room, but 

you’ll be comfortable there. I want you 
to listen to the voices of every person 
who talks with me. Try to determine 
which voice belongs to the man who 
urged you to break into my home.”

“ I thought you’d changed your mind 
and this was a real pinch,” she said in 
relief. “Okay, if this man shows up, I ’ll 
know his voice.”

“Just one more thing,” Quinn said. 
“You telephoned a number a couple of 
nights ago and made a report. While 
the connection was open, you heard 
shots. Is that correct?”

“ Yes, sir. The man gave me that num
ber to call and a time when I was to 
call. I thought somebody had been 
killed.”

“ Someone was only almost killed,” 
Quinn remarked quietly.

Brad Cowan was ushered in next. He 
was just as belligerent and cocksure as 
ever.

“ If you’re going to try and make me 
change my story, it can’t be done,” he 
announced immediately. “ I ’m telling 
the truth, and I ’d have told it at the trial 
if you hadn’t, put words into my mouth.
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Also, what’s the idea of sending four big 
cops after me? I certainly didn’t do 
anything.”

“ I was trying to protect you, Mr. 
Cowan,” Quinn said smoothly.

“ Protect me from whom? I ’m not 
afraid of anyone.”

“True, but only because you don’t 
know all the facts. I shall tell them to 
you. First of all, let me say that I know 
you are lying, and that you have been 
paid to lie. Naturally, you won’t admit 
it, because I’d send you to prison for 
conspiracy. Despite these obvious facts, 
I hold nothing against you, Mr. Cowan. 
Or certainly not enough to want to see 
you murdered.”

“What are you giving me?” Cowan 
sneered. “ I thought you were too smart 
to try and scare a guy into talking.”

“ I ’m still on the D.A.’s staff,” Quinn 
said. “ In such a capacity, my duty is 
to prevent crime, and by warning you I 
may save your life. Let me talk now. 
It’s for your own good, believe me.”

“Go ahead.” Cowan laughed. “ You’re 
slipping, Quinn.”

“The man named Alvin, who admitted 
running down Wilbur Stone and whose 
story you back up, is dead,” said Quinn. 
“ Suicide, the papers called it, but that 
was because we didn’t release any other 
information. He was actually murdered, 
Cowan.”

“ I don’t believe it,” Cowan said 
promptly.

“ Suit yourself,” Quinn replied. “ Facts 
are facts, however. The murderer sub
dued him, called me on the phone and 
pretended to be Alvin. I wasn’t familiar 
with Alvin’s voice so I was temporarily 
fooled. Then he shot Alvin, climbed to 
a ledge outside the window, and fol
lowed this to another room through 
which he made his escape.”

“Prove it!” Cowan challenged with a 
smirk.

“ Oh, we can do that. Besides, Alvin 
wasn’t the only victim. W e found the 
body of a one-eyed man hanging by the 
neck in an old abandoned house. This 
man had also helped a murderer because 
he was greedy. We got on his trail and 
he foolishly told the murderer how close 
we were. In doing so, he was responsible 
for his own death because the murderer 
realized he was no longer useful and 
might even be a decided menace. So he 
hanged him.”
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Cowan was obviously impressed by 

this story. Quinn opened a drawer, felt 
around in it and took out a grisly pic
ture.

McGrath’s men had snapped it in the 
old castle and it showed the one-eyed 
man dangling from a rope. •

“ This has been described to me,” 
Quinn said. “ I’m glad I can’t see it. 
Have a look.”

COW AN looked, and paled. Quinn 
went on talking.

“ Perhaps now you understand we have 
only your welfare at heart. I ’m not 
asking you to talk because, by doing so, 
you’d only railroad yourself into a cell. 
All I desire to do is see that you are 
not murdered-—as this man was, and as 
Alvin was murdered.”

“ I—I think it’s all a put-up job,” 
Cowan declared, without much force in 
his words.

“ Think as you wish. But remember 
this, Mr. Cowan. You have made a 
sworn statement to the effect that it was 
Alvin you saw, and not John Todd. 
With that statement you have done all 
the murderer wants of you. Like Alvin 
and the one-eyed man, you have ceased 
to be of value to him, and you constitute 
a menace.”

“ Wh-what do you want me to do? 
Remember, this is all hooey to me, but 
I’m interested.”

“ Who wouldn’t be, with his own life 
at stake?” Quinn said. “ All I want is 
for you to stay in protective custody. 
It involves nothing, and must be done 
voluntarily. It isn’t an admission of 
conspiracy. Perhaps you’d like to think 
it over a bit. Yes, you’d better do that. 
Go to the door on my left. It leads to an 
adjoining office. Make yourself com

fortable. Accept my assurance that 
you’ll be perfectly safe there.”

“ I—I guess maybe I will.”
Cowan arose, and walked to the door. 

He opened it carefully, and peered into 
the empty room, then stepped inside and 
closed the door behind him. Quinn 
twisted his swivel chair back to face the 
desk just in time to get a message that 
the Todd brothers were waiting.

UINN lifted his phone, dialed a 
number and said one word: 

“Now!”
Then he sent for the Todd boys.
They shook hands with him and sat 

down. Quinn’s apparently sightless eyes 
were trained on a blank wall directly 
between the two men.

“ W e have come to certain conclu
sions,” he said. “ We need your help 
rather badly. First of all, let me say 
that we have found Eve and Philip 
Ridgely.”

“They never called us,” Dean Todd 
said. “ Where did they go?”

“They left on a ship for South Amer
ica and are en route now. I shall make 
arrangements to have them removed 
soon, and brought back here. Evidence 
against them is piling up. I believe they 
were attempting to frame me. Now I ’m 
going to show both of you a gun. Look 
at it very carefully.”

Quinn opened a desk drawer and fum
bled a bit. He drew out a blue auto
matic and placed it rather uncertainly 
on the desk.

“That’s it. Have a look.”
Stan Todd picked up the weapon, 

looked carefully, then handed it to Dean. 
Both men declared that they had never 
seen the weapon before.
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“But you must have,” Quinn said. 
‘‘Take it over by the window where 
there is more light. This is most im
portant.”

They walked to the window in obedi
ence. Quinn’s phone rang. He excused 
himself and answered it. He listened 
for about half a minute, then swiveled 
around quickly.

“Boys, I ’m having an unexpected visi
tor. I don’t want him to see you. Step 
into the next office. Make it fast. He’s 
already at the door.”

Dean Todd, still clutching the for
midable-looking automatic, seized the 
doorknob and yanked the doo^ open. He 
barged into the next room. Brad 
Cowan, seated in the far corner, jumped 
to his feet and began yelling.

“Don’t ! Don’t shoot me. I didn’t tell 
a thing. I didn’t talk! Honest, I didn’t. 
You’ve got to believe m e!”

A  quieter voice spoke behind the 
backs of both Todd brothers.

“The game is over, boys. Cowan just 
pointed a great big finger of accusation 
at you.”

» EAN  raised the automatic. Stan 
Todd started maneuvering toward 

the man he thought was blind.
“Hold it !” This was Silk’s voice.
Stan Todd turned.
Silk, holding a gun, had stepped into 

the room.
“That automatic you have is unloaded, 

Mr. Todd,” Silk said. “My gun is not. 
Line up against the wall or try to get 
past me. I’d prefer the latter.”

The brothers slowly put their backs 
against the wall. Dean let go of the 
automatic. McGrath entered. W ith  
him came Leslie and King. Quinn 
walked back into his office and called 
Mrs. Doran’s name. She popped out of 
the smaller room, her face flushed with 
excitement. She pointed at Dean and 
Stan Todd.

“The taller one is the man who met 
me in the park. The other one talked to 
me on the telephone. I ’m sure.”

“W hat’s the use?” Dean Todd said. 
“W e should have known better than try 
to avenge our father’s death by framing 
someone like you, Quinn.”

“Avenge isn’t the precise word, boys,” 
Quinn said. “Bring them into my of
fice. You others, please sit down. I’ll 
tell you what this is all about.”
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Justly Dead

B I G H T I N G  his pipe, 
Tony Quinn leaned 
back and stared sight
lessly into space.

“Are you present, 
A rthu r  K i n g ? ”  he 
asked. “Good! It may 
interest you. to know 
that you were quite 
high on a list of sus
pects. The way you 

attempted to aid the 
plot against me indicated you had more 
than the motive of public service. I 
find you are in league with a well-known 
racketeer. Your objective was to get me 
out of office, and put your own man in. 
All this is being investigated. If I get 
the proof, you will be promptly in
dicted. Which ends the matter so far 
as you are concerned.

“Leslie, you rated a high place, too. 
You hated me because I ’d triumphed in 
the case of the State against John Todd. 
And in other cases. Nothing would have 
pleased you more than my dismissal. 
And yet you did more to help me than 
anyone else. Unknowingly, of course. 
All along I have had a staunch ally. The 
Black Bat.

"Through this mysterious person, I 
learned that you were handling first, the 
Wilbur Stone estate, and then John 
Todd’s estate. The work was hard and 
involved. Because John Todd was a 
legal heir of Wilbur Stone until he was 
convicted of murdering him to get his 
share of Stone’s fortune. By murdering 
him, he sacrificed his claim and it all 
went to the Ridgelys who were prepared 
to see that they got all of it.

“However, when doubt arose as to 
John Todd’s guilt, everything was off 
again. Proved innocent, he would have 
been Wilbur Stone’s heir. But John 
Todd was dead. Nevertheless, he would 
have inherited, because he had been 
alive when Stone died. Prove him in
nocent and the estate was his. Upon his 
death it went to his sons. That’s what 
they were after. The same money their 
father murdered his own uncle to ob
tain.”

“You’re right, of course,” Leslie 
gulped. “I never suspected. Really I
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didn’t know.”

“You might have guessed,” Quinn 
grunted. “You’re a bigger fool than I 
thought, Leslie, and twice as greedy. 
Because you could tap the estate for a 
lot of money if things went through. 
But you didn’t know that the Todd boys 
were framing you, too. They told Mrs. 
Doran, who unknowingly aided them, 
that they were attorneys. You, being 
the only member of the legal profession 
involved, became the answer to that 
one.”

Leslie turned beet-red.
“ Curse them!” he shouted. “ They 

actually convinced me their father had 
been unjustly executed.”

“John Todd was guilty,” Quinn said. 
“He knew it, so did his sons, and so did 
you, Leslie. Though as far as you’re con
cerned, I can’t prove it. I shall, however, 
do my utmost to see that you don’t profit 
materially from your mistakes whether 
they were intentional or just dumb.” 

“ What about the Ridgelys?” McGrath 
said. “ How do they fit in?”

“ Pawns, like everyone else,” Quinn 
said. “ Someone upon whom suspicion 
would be fastened if I refused to believe 
this plot was aimed solely at discrediting 
me. Or the boys may have planned to 
kill them when the evidence mounted, 
and take their portion of the estate. The 
Todd boys could work easily. While 
one remained in the house, the other 
could go abroad. They’d alibi one an
other, and they actually did just that.

“The Ridgelys will probably tell us 
their version when they are contacted. 
It would seem that the Todd boys de
liberately created trouble so the Ridge
lys would get out of the house, and for a 
reason I ’ll explain later. The Ridgelys 
were badly affected by the conviction of 
John Todd and they were even more sub
jected to public scrutiny since the whole 
thing was rehashed.

“The Todd boys knew they would go 
away somewhere, actually disappear to 
get out of this unpleasant limelight. 
They did better than the Todds ex
pected. The Ridgelys decided it was a 
good time to see about their Brazilian 
holdings. I’ll also lay comfortable odds 
that the Todd boys manipulated things 
so that the Ridgelys hired those two en
gineers whose testimony helped send 
John Todd to the chair.”

“And Alvin was murdered?” McGrath

wanted to know.
“ Of course he was. To explain his 

strange actions, I ’ll do some theorizing. 
Most of my statements can be backed up 
by facts and proofs. Alvin originally 
was meant to take the blame for the 
death of Wilbur Stone. John Todd 
planned it, and his sons helped. The 
plan s||ould have worked like this.

“Alvin would be made to become in
toxicated. Shortly before he left the 
Sundowner Club, John Todd preceded 
him and killed Stone. Then Alvin was 
supposed to come along and run over the 
body. One of the Todd boys would be 
with him to make certain he stopped, and 
to smear some blood on the fender of 
Alvin’s car. Alvin would then firmly 
believe he had killed the man.

“ That’s how it was planned, but a 
couple of things shot those plans to bits. 
First of all, John Todd intended to have 
an alibi, but the two engineers saw him 
driving down that road and wrecked the 
alibi. Then Cowan, hunting in the forest, 
saw the whole thing. Todd knew he’d 
been spotted.

Q UINN paused a moment, to relight 
his pipe. Nobody spoke.

“But Cowan had to go some distance 
for help,” he went on then. “During his 
absence, Alvin came by, with one of the 
Todd boys accompanying him, Alvin 
ran over the already dead man as sched
uled. He became frantic. Perhaps John 
Todd found an opportunity to talk to 
his son who rode with Alvin. At any 
rate, this Todd boy convinced Alvin he 
ought to run away.

“Alvin didn’t need much encourage
ment. He did run away, to hide for 
months. John Todd was arrested and 
convicted. Then Alvin decided he 
couldn’t live with himself any longer. 
He wired Todd, thinking he was still 
alive, or perhaps one of the Todd sons. 
At any rate, his telegram told when he 
would arrive. It would be after the 
execution.

“The Todd boys knew they couldn’t 
stop it, but they figured out a cute little 
scheme. By proving their father had 
died an innocent man, they could come 
into the estate he was supposed to share 
with the Ridgelys. That’s what they 
attempted and, for a time, things pro
gressed in their favor perfectly.

“ Alvin called them and said he was go
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ing to confess. He came to me here 
and the Todds had another break. A l
vin’s courage dissipated again, he pulled 
a gun on Silk and got away. The Todd 
boys met him. They had him registered 
at a hotel which was necessary for their 
plans. One of them then visited Alvin, 
subdued him and telephoned me, pre
tending to be Alvin. He made his con
fession again and told me he was killing 
himself. The Todd boy then shot Alvin, 
went through a window, along a ledge 
and exited through another room.

All they had to do from then on was 
sit back and let things take their course. 
There was another clue. I told Attorney 
Leslie about a certain twelve-year-old 
boy named Kip Evans who had also wit
nessed the murder and could identify 
John Todd. Leslie, whom did you tell?” 

Leslie hemmed and hawed, then finally 
spoke.

“ I— I felt it my duty— to save my repu
tation, that is. Oh, hang it, I wanted to 
convince the Todd boys and the Ridgelys 
that I ’d done everything humanly pos
sible, and that John Todd was guilty. 
I told them about the boy.”

“Kip Evans,” Tony Quinn went on 
calmly, “was promptly kidnaped. The 
Todds did that too, aided by a one-eyed 
hermit who lived not far from the Todd 
home. The boy was hidden in the old 
Dockerel castle. But the one-eyed man 
was cornered. He went to the Todd boys 
and told them somebody was on his trail. 
They took him to the castle, got the boy 
out of there and murdered the man who 
helped them for the money they gave 
him.

“They sprinkled a few clues about the 
castle to indicate Eve had been there. 
Then, going back to the home where they 
lived, they promptly engineered a big 
fight with the Ridgelys so they would 
leave the place. That was to get rid of 
them so a good spot for holding Kip 
Evans would be available.”

McGrath started for the door.
“ I ’d better find the kid, Tony.”
“ I ’m sure he’ll be here soon,” Quinn 

said. “I doubt they cornered him. He 
was to be a source of intimidation if they 
were cornered. Neither expected to fall 
into a trap like the one they came upon 
in this office. Captain, the Black Bat is 
arranging to free Kip Evans.”

“But he can’t,” McGrath yelled. “It 
isn’t possible. You’re right here and— ”

McGrath bit his lip to stop talking, 
and Quinn allowed a bare smile to come 
over his face.

“So I believe that Cowan will now con
fess he was paid to change his story. 
How about it, Cowan?”

The hunter seemed to be shriveled up. 
He just nodded his head weakly.

“That’s it, gentlemen,” Quinn said. “If 
this wasn’t a plot aimed directly at me, 
there had to be a motive. I found it, and, 
the motive convicts the Todd boys. I ’ll 
prosecute them for two murders, those 
of Alvin and the one-eyed hermit who 
was killed in the castle. John Todd was 
justly executed, and is justly dead.”

There were voices outside the office. 
The door opened and a tow-headed boy 
burst into the room. He ran directly 
to Quinn’s desk.

“ I’m here— I’m here!” he shrilled. 
“The Black Bat came and rescued me.”

“Kip Evans.”
Quinn reached out and found the boy’s 

head. He tousled his hair and laughed.

KIP was crammed full of excitement. 
He noticed the Todd boys.

“That’s them!” he accused. “They 
took me away and hid me. I think they 
were going to kill me. Once I heard 
them arguing about it, but one said if I 
was alive, maybe they could use me if 
you were going to capture them, Mr. 
Quinn. I was tied up.”

“And then the Black Bat came?” 
Quinn chuckled. “You’re sure about it, 
Kip?”

“Sure I ’m sure. He had on all black 
clothes and a black hood over his head. 
Gosh, he was a big guy. He looked all 
around to see if anybody was in the 
house, and I think he wished he’d find 
somebody.”

Captain McGrath issued some crisp 
orders. Cowan and the Todd boys were 
led away. King slunk out of the office 
and attorney Leslie cleared his throat 
and stepped up to Quinn’s desk.

“W e ’ll probably have our disputes 
from time to time, Quinn, but I say let 
bygones be bygones.”

“ Indeed?” Quinn’s eyebrows shot up. 
“It’s a fine time to think of that. I hope 
you defend the Todd boys. I ’ll enjoy a 
session in court with you again.”

Captain M c G r a t h  returned, gave 
Quinn a covert look and gently took Kip 
Evans by the arm. He led the boy to the
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outer office. Quinn lit a cigarette, leaned 
back and smiled. Silk was smiling too.

“Butch fooled the boy neatly and Mc
Grath is about ready to tear his own hair 
out by the roots,” Silk said. “ He can’t 
figure this one.”

“ McGrath was so decent about it all” 
—Quinn chuckled—“that I felt like ad
mitting my dual identity. He’d have 
.kept the secret. But McGrath is a lot 
of fun when he goes on the warpath. I ’m 
glad now I kept it from him.”

“You’ve known for some time that the 
Todd boys were guilty,” Silk accused.

“Well, for a little while only. When 
I visited their house as the Black Bat, 
they did their utmost to kill me. Not be
cause they mistook me for a burglar, as 
they insisted, but they knew I was get
ting close. That gave me ideas and from 
there on, it was fairly clear sailing. 
Their whole plot crumpled to bits.” 

“And you’re clear. I ’d like to see 
D. A. Archer’s face when he learns how 
you proved John Todd was guilty. Say, 
maybe those two boys of Todd’s knew 
where Alvin was and wouldn’t bring

him back because they figured if the old 
man died, they’d get the money.”

Quinn arose.
“ You might expect it of them, but I 

hardly think so. Alvin’s return preci
pitated the whole thing. Let’s go home, 
Silk. Butch and Carol will be waiting 
and we really have something to cele
brate tonight.”

They walked into the outer office, 
Quinn on Silk’s arm. Captain McGrath 
was seated on a bench with Kip Evans, 
asking him over and over again to be cer
tain it was the Black Bat he had seen. 
McGrath looked up, saw Quinn and Silk 
and his face reddened.

“ I ’m telling you,” Kip insisted for the 
tenth time. “ It was the Black Bat.”

Silk murmured that Kip had been talk
ing to McGrath. Quinn threw back his 
head and laughed.

“ Did you hear what he said, Mac? It 
was the Black Bat and while he was 
there, I was here. What do you say to 
that?”

“ I—can’t find the words,” McGrath 
answered in a tired voice.

“ Nobody Believed This Poor Fellow’s Story—  

and Now They’ve Put Him Out of the Way 

by Killing Him!”

THAT was Tony Quinn’s summing-up when the body of William Wilkerson was 
found. But no one shared Tony’s opinion. Wilkerson was dead in Quinn’s kitchen. 

There was no sign of a struggle. Everything pointed to suicide via the gas route. And 
there was a note, written by Wilkerson denying the statements he had previously made, 
statements to the effect that he had accidently gotten wind of—THE CRIME TO COME!

Tony Quinn thought the "suicide note” a forgery. He also implicitly believed that 
Wilkerson had stumbled on a gigantic crime plot, and had been murdered because of 
what he knew! And so Tony Quinn, as the Black Bat, went on the trail of the most 
baffling crime of all—the trail of THE CRIME TO COME!

G. Wayman Jones’ next complete Black Bat novel is a smashingly different yarn that 
will hold you spellbound! It’s action-packed— it’s suspenseful—it's dynamic—it’s THE 
CRIME TO COME!

Tony Quinn and his aides are at their sleuthing best— and 
G. Wayman Jones is at top form—in next issue’s exciting 
masterpiece of mystery, THE CRIME TO COME!



THE EDGE OF DEATH
By RICHARD BRIDGES

Hired by a beautiful girl to solve the mystery of her 
father's disappearance, ex-service man Je ff Ward uses 
Commando tactics to get to the bottom of a grim crime!

CH APTER  I

Blind Ad

J EFF W A R D  ran down the steps 
two at a time. He was a tall, rangy 
man, and moved with the'grace of 

a professional athlete— which he was 
not.

The morning mail had arrived and he 
was interested in receiving a reply to 
the blind advertisement he had an
swered. It had been a strange ad, but 
tailored to fit Jeff exactly. It asked for 
a man, unafraid of danger, young, strong 
and preferably an ex-Ranger. Jeff an

swered all those requirements, except 
that referring to courage. He doubted 
if anyone had been more scared under 
fire than he.

The letter was there, in a plain en
velope. Jeff ripped it open. The mes
sage was brief.

You w ill report to 1169 W hiting Drive this 
afternoon at two sharp. The wages w ill be 
more than ample.

I. Chalmer.

Jeff studied the address again. It was 
in a nice section of the city and spelled 
money in big letters. Jeff wanted some

Before he had joined in the fight
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against the Menace o f 1940, he had been 
private secretary to a pompous stuffed 
shirt. He liked the work, but his hav
ing been a Commando for over four 

ears, then a Ranger, had left him with a 
een desire for something a little less 

humdrum and yet entailing something 
along the lines of work he had been 
trained for in school and at which he had 
worked before the war.

He put on his best suit. He had only 
two, and both were new, for he had 
grown completely out of his pre-war 
clothing. A glance in the mirror of his 
little room reflected a closely shaven 
face, clear brown eyes, and a firmly cut 
chin. He threw a topcoat on his arm 
and hurried out.

At one minute of two he rang the bell 
of the elaborate house which was not 
one whit less imposing than he had im
agined it would be. He expected a uni
formed flunky to let him in, but instead 
a girl opened the door. She made Jeff 
blink slightly, though he was growing 
used to pretty girls again after four 
years of having seen few of them.

But this one was outstanding. He 
thought her eyes were violet, but he was 
wrong. They were a dark blue. Her 
hair was not quite blond, but a soft 
brown, and done in an attractive up
sweep. Her lips were just right. Jeff 
had no other description for them. And 
in a neatly tailored suit she was a dream.

Jeff located his tongue finally.
“ I’m looking for someone named I. 

Chalmer,” he said.
“ You have a letter of confirmation?” 

The girl’s voice was just as he thought it 
would be—rich and soft.

HE PRODUCED the letter. She 
glanced at her wrist-watch. 

“ Good,” she said. “ You’re precisely on 
time, which is something most of the 
others were not. Come in, please.” 

“Then I ’ve got competition?” Jeff 
asked.

“An even dozen men have been inter
viewed so far. Follow me, please.”

She led him into a library. . It had 
French doors which were open, although 
there was something of a chill in the 
air. They overlooked a nicely kept yard.

The girl sat down, idly folding the 
letter until it was hardly more than a 
narrow strip of paper. Jeff grasped the 
idea that she was nervous.

“You were in the war?” she asked.
He nodded. “ Commando,” he said.
“ But that was a British outfit, wasn’t 

it?”
“Yes. You see, I didn’t wait until we 

got in. I served with the Canadians.”
“ That’s quite all right,” she approved. 

“ Frankly, Mr. Ward what we are seek
ing is a man who isn’t afraid. Our refer
ence to a Ranger was only meant to 
bring the proper type of applicant here. 
I suppose you aren’t afraid of—death?”

“ Death? You mean dead people? Well, 
no. I ’ve seen death in a hundred differ
ent forms. I was at Belsen, you see. 
One of the first to arrive. If you mean 
afraid of dying—I’m scared stiff. Every
body is.”

She smiled and Jeff’s head spun craz
ily. That was some smile, he thought.

“ I suppose so,” she agreed. “However, 
I rather believe being scared helps. It 
makes you fight better. W e . . . Oh— 
oh!”

The last “ Oh!” was drawn out as a 
slow intake of breath. Jeff twisted his 
head around. A man was approaching 
him from the rear, a particularly un
savory-looking man and he had a gun in 
his fist. A glittering, blue-black auto
matic. Quite apparently, he had come 
through one of the French doors.

All this Jeff saw and considered in an 
instant. He was suddenly on his feet 
and even before he straightened up, the 
chair he had occupied was hurtling back 
toward the gunman. The man moved 
agilely aside, but before he could regain 
his balance, Jeff was at him.

Jeff’s left hand clipped down in a 
chopping blow that paralyzed the wrist 
of the man’s gun hand. Jeff’s right trav
eled in one brief arc and collided with 
a chin. The impact made a snapping 
sound, like that of a whip.

Jeff grasped the man by the collar, 
spun him around and kicked the fallen 
gun into a corner. Then he grasped the 
man by the seat of the pants, propelled 
him toward the French doors and lifted 
him suddenly. The man went flying 
across the narrow balcony, cleared the 
shrubs and landed on the lawn. He didn’t 
move.

Jeff turned around and stopped short. 
The girl was laughing until tears 
streamed down her cheeks, threatening 
to ruin the light film of make-up she 
used.



“ What on earth?” Jeff exclaimed, 
“You were wonderful!” She arose. 

“ But I ’m afraid poor Jan isn’t going to 
think so.”

“Jan?” Jeff frowned.
“The man whom you threw out. He’s 

Jan Nixon, my handyman and chauffeur. 
Ever since nine this morning he’s been 
creeping up on applicants for this job. 
He was rather roughly handled a couple 
of times, but nothing like this. Inci
dentally, the job is yours, Mr. Ward.” 

Jeff sat down slowly.
“ So that was all a trick,” he said irate

ly. “ I might have broken his fool neck. 
Do you realize that? I ’m trained to kill 
a man in forty different ways. And for 
what? Just so you could see how fast 
my reactions were. Maybe I don’t want 
this job. And where is this I. Chalmer 
I ’m supposed to work for?”

She dimpled. “ I ’m Irene Chalmer, Mr. 
Ward, if you’ll just listen for a mo
ment, I ’ll explain. And I ’ll begin by 
saying I ’ll pay three hundred a month 
and your keep. Is that attractive?” 

“Yes.” Jeff almost added, “and so are 
you.”

“Your task is to open up a house in 
the country. A particularly loathsome 
house to me. It’s a big house, and no one 
has lived in it for eight years. Next door 
is a similar place in which someone was 
murdered eight years ago.”

Jeff sighed. “ I thought it would wind 
up with something like this. What you 
need, Miss Chalmer, is a private detec
tive.”

“ I had one,” she replied with a shud
der. “ Two years ago I sent a private 
detective up there to go through the 
house. He posed as a relief caretaker 
while old McGee was ill. He—didn’t 
do so well. They found him dead. Of 
a broken neck.”

J EFF blinked. Maybe this would be 
interesting at that, but he was 

thoughtful enough to realize there 
would be no future in it, even if he didn’t 
get himself killed. Irene Chalmer 
promptly dissolved those ideas, as if she 
had been reading his mind.

“ I’m not hiring you as bodyguard or 
anything like that,” she said. “ I—I’ve 
got to do something about that house, 
and I ’m afraid to go there. Whether 
you succeed or not, I ’ll promise to keep 
you on as my secretary at the same
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wages, for as long as you care to work 
for me. If you agree, I ’ll tell you the 
entire story, but there must be no back
ing out.”

Jeff crossed his legs. “All right. I ’m 
ready.”

She seemed vastly relieved. “And I’m 
glad,” she told him. “ You’re exactly the 
type of man I wanted. The others were 
—well, not up to my expectations . . . 
Have a cigarette, Mr. Ward. Then sit 
back and listen.”

He lit cigarettes for both of them, re
sumed his chair and puffed slowly while 
she talked.

“ Eight years ago,” she began, “my 
father, Glen Simms, and Edward Bishop 
were partners and operating the Allan 
Hardware Manufacturing Com pany. 
You’ve heard of the firm?”

Jeff nodded. Who hadn’t? It was a 
several million dollar enterprise, just 
now getting back to peacetime work. It 
gave employment to a whole medium
sized city of people.

“ My father and Glen Simms became 
bitter enemies,” the girl went on, “but 
they were held together by the business. 
Their enmity became worse and worse. 
Dad was hot-headed and Glen Simms 
positively vicious. They had several fist 
fights. Once, I’m sorry to say, Dad shot 
at Simms in a moment of frenzied rage.

“ Then, eight years ago they must have 
really had it out. They lived next door 
to one another, in big, elaborate houses. 
This particular night they were in 
Simms’ home. Dad had gone there to 
administer a horsewhipping to Simms. 
Yes, he actually took along a whip. 
Simms was all alone over there. No one 
was ever seen coming out of that house 
again.”

Jeff gaped. “ Do you mean your father 
killed Simms?”

She nodded. “ Don’t think I’m cold
blooded, Mr. Ward. However, Simms 
disappeared and so did Dad. Neither 
ever showed up again. The Simms 
house was searched a dozen times. There 
were no bodies—nothing.”

“But maybe they both went off some
where.”

“ No.” She shook her head sadly. 
“Five months later I received a letter 
from Dad. He admitted killing Simms, 
said he could never come back, and 
would continue to live in obscurity 
somewhere. Last year he was officially
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proclaimed deceased and I came into his 
estate. There was no one else. My 
mother died years ago.”

“ That’s highly interesting, but do you 
fully realize what you are asking me to 
do?”

“Yes. You may discover evidence 
which will prove my father is a mur
derer. That’s what I want—if such evi
dence exists. But I must know one way 
or the other. It is true that Dad wrote, 
confessing he was a murderer. No one 
knows this, of course. Yet I feel that, 
while Dad had a violent temper, he 
would stop short of taking a life. Even 
the life of Glen Simms whom he hated 
so much. I want you to learn the truth.” 

“There is something else behind this, 
though,” Jeff said.

“You are clever,” she admitted. “Yes, 
there is. One month ago a real estate 
dealer named Philip Wharton ap
proached me and said he had a client for 
my father’s home. He offered a price 
that should have made me snatch it. A 
price so big I became suspicious.”

“Who is this client?” Jeff asked.
“Mr. Wharton refuses to divulge his 

identity. Can’t you see, Mr. Ward? This 
means someone may want my father’s 
home to search it, possibly to find evi
dence with which to blackmail me, ojl 
reveal Dad as a murderer.” ~

THE former Ranger nodded thought
fully.

“Logical,” he said, “but you’ve forgot
ten one thing. The murder—if there 
was one—is supposed to have taken place 
in Simms’ home.”

“ That house has been searched so 
often there is no possibility of a body 
being hidden there,” Irene declared 
positively. “Perhaps Dad brought the 
corpse to his own house. He was all alone 
there at the time. No one seems to have 
thought of that. Oh, the State Police 
searched all right, but not as exhaustive
ly as they did at Simms’ place. I ’m get
ting frightened. Something has to be 
done. I haven’t heard from Dad since 
that one letter, seven and a half years 
ago. I think he’s dead. The truth can’t 
hurt him now. I ’m willing to take a 
chance.”

Jeff arose. “Give me the address and 
written permission to enter. I’ll go as 
soon as I pack a few things.”

“ I’ll phone McGee, the caretaker,” she
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said. “He’s an irascible old duffer. He 
used to work in the factory until he had 
an accident. It almost blinded him. He 
has only one eye now. They retired him, 
but after—it all happened, we gave him 
a job watching the house. Good luck, 
Jeff. I shall call you that now, Mr. 
Ward, since you are going to work for 
me.

She extended a slim hand that felt 
familiar in Jeff’s grasp. It was not, he 
knew. It was just an illusion, like the 
moment when he had first seen her and 
recognized her as someone he knew well. 
The girl who had accompanied him 
through Dieppe, Normandy, Salerno and 
a dozen other places. The girl who had 
shared his fox-holes with him, the long 
dangerous trek over enemy occupied 
territory, who had crouched beside him 
behind shell-ripped debris. A phantom 
girl, but to Jeff, as real as the hand he 
clasped.

“Thanks,” he said, “ for calling me 
Jeff.” She just smiled and let go of his 
hand. Jeff turned away with an effort.

CHAPTER II

House of Murder

HE Chalmer House was 
not exactly isolated. 
There was the similar
ly abandoned mansion 
of Glen Sinjms next 
door, and a colony of 
smaller dwellings half 
a mile away. But eight 
years had allowed the 
s h r u b b e r y  to grow 
higher than a man’s 
head and had laid a 

bed of leaves a foot thick over every
thing.

The house itself, like Simms’ place, 
was heavily boarded up. Jeff walked 
around it. Les McGee, the caretaker, 
lived above the garage back of the 
house. It was a long way back, for this 
was a good-sized  estate.

Between it and Simms’ property was 
a high, solid fence. An obvious spite 
fence, now fallen away in several places. 
Jeff smiled wryly at the thought of two 
elderly men who had acted like a couple 
of kids. But the smile died when he re
called that murder may have been the 
outcome.



There were feeble lights in the two- 
room apartment above the garage. Jeff 
banged on the door. A window opened 
above him and he looked up. Framed in 
it, visible because of the background of 
light, was a wizen-faced old man. He 
looked absolutely terror-stricken,

“ I ’m Jeff Ward,” Jeff called. “ Miss 
Chalmer wired you to expect me.”

“ I ’m cornin’ down,” McGee said. “You 
wait right there.”

In a few moments he joined Jeff who 
saw then that the man was about five feet 
nothing, with legs so bowed that if they 
had been straightened out he would have 
risen about a foot in stature. He had 
watery, frightened blue eyes and the 
most subservient manner Jeff had ever 
encountered. His lack of spunk was so 
great that it was amazing.

“ I ’m glad you’ve come,” he said. “ Yes, 
sir, mighty glad. Ever since the other 
one came to take my place the time I had 
pneumonia, I been scared. He was killed, 
you know. By them that lives in the 
houses.”

“ W hoa!” Jeff cautioned. “ Both those 
houses are abandoned.”

“ No, they ain’t. I see lights some
times, through the chinks. In both of 
’em. I know who lives there too. It’s 
Ed Chalmer. He killed Simms, but he 
didn’t run away. He just stays there and 
hides, so nobody can ever find him or 
the body of the man he killed.”

Jeff had a mental reservation about 
this old man’s sanity, but he kept it to 
himself.

McGee furnished a key when they 
reached the Chalmer house. His hand 
shook as he turned it over.

“You ain’t makin’ me go in there.” he 
declared. “No, sir. I ’ll quit first. When 
I went to work for Mr. Bishop, right 
after it all happened, I made him agree I 
didn’t have to go into the house.”

“ Bishop hired you?” Jeff frowned. 
“ What has he got to do with it all?”

“ He had all the money then. After he 
died, the courts took over and Miss 
Chalmer’s been gettin’ her share ever 
since.”

“ After Bishop died? What did he die 
of and when?”

“ Six months after Chalmer killed 
Simms, Bishop died. O f a bullet in the 
head. He put it there himself.”

Jeff idly flipped the key as he walked 
back to the front of the house. He was
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wondering if he had taken on .. ore than 
he bargained for. All three original 
owners of the hardware business were 
dead. At least two were dead by vio
lence, and the third was supposed to be 
a murderer at large. Irene Chalmer 
hadn’t mentioned anything about Bish
op’s death.

Jeff turned the key in the lock. It 
squealed to high heaven. He had to push 
the door open and use considerable force. 
There was electricity on the premises, 
he knew, and his hand reached for the 
light switch. And stopped, without turn
ing it on. His nostrils were quivering.

Faintly, but definitely, he got the odor 
of gasoline and oil. He knew all about 
such things as booby traps. Light 
switches were one thing to avoid if a 
trap was suspected.

Instead, Jeff lit matches. He discov
ered the first heap of gasoline- and oil- 
soaked waste in a corner beside the cel
lar door. There were a dozen others, and 
two of them were heaped around bared 
light wires. All were cunningly camou
flaged. The Nazis had been good at that 
too, Jeff remembered. If he had turned 
that switch, he would have set the place 
afire. It was old, unused, and dry. He 
might not have escaped before the flames 
engulfed him.

Jeff removed all the danger spots, re
paired the wiring and turned on the 
lights. All the furniture, he saw, was 
enclosed in dust coverings, which he was 
supposed to remove. Part of his job was 
to make this place habitable before Irene 
Chalmer arrived.

HE SHUDDERED. The place could 
give a strong, healthy man the 

creeps even if it had no sordid history 
behind it.

Jeff walked across the whole house to 
stare at the gloomy dwelling next door. 
He could only peer through a crack in 
the lumber boarding up each window. 
And he had already seen that the Simms 
place was similarly boarded up.

Jeff went through the house then, from 
attic to cellar. He looked especially for 
signs of anyone having lived here. There 
were none. The kitchen, he would have 
sworn, hadn’t been used since the place 
had been closed up those years ago. 
There was no foodstuff of any kind.

But places to hide a corpse? Or a 
skeleton, it would be now. There were
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a hundred. The fourth, and top, floor 
was provided with servants’ rooms that 
had slanting ceilings, cubby-holes and 
storage closets galore. There was no 
time to investigate them now. I f one 
contained the corpse of a man murdered 
eight years ago, it would keep another 
twenty-four hours.

Jeff selected the master bedroom as 
his temporary quarters. It seemed a 
trifle cleaner than the others. He un
packed his bag, got some old cloth and 
dusted the furniture. Then he stowed 
his things away. It was after midnight 
when he finished.

He was rather grim as he climbed the 
wide, circular staircase to the second 
floor and the room he had selected for 
himself. Sleep in a house of this kind 
seemed impossible, but he was tired. He 
had taken a two-hundred-mile bus trip 
over bad roads with lengthy, tiresome 
stops.

At one-thirty, he crawled between cov
ers that hadn’t been used in years and 
smelled musty. He snapped off the bed
side table lamp, closed his eyes and de
cided that if sleep didn’t come in fifteen 
minutes, he would get up and stay up.

The room was filled with shadows that 
flitted like an assortment of romping 
ghosts and he realized that they were 
formed by the lights in McGee’s quar
ters shining through the myriad chinks 
in the window boards. He was certain 
he would never get to sleep, but one 
minute later he was snoring lightly.

After four years of the most hazardous 
adventuring a man can endure, though, 
Jeff Ward had learned to slumber with 
one ear open. It was a squeak that 
awakened him. He grumbled, started to 
turn over, and remembered, hazily, where 
he was. He had moved to sit up when 
a dark form lunged at him.

The man must have been standing only 
half a dozen feet away because he crossed 
the floor in an instant. Jeff, in the act 
of sitting up, hurled himself to one side. 
An attack like that was made only by a 
man with a knife and this blade slit 
through the bed covers and the mattress.

Then Jeff seized an arm, a firm, hairy 
arm. He gave a tug. It should have been 
a tremendous pull, calculated to throw 
the man across the bed, but Jeff-was still 
half asleep and all his strength was not 
in the maneuver.

Instead of falling onto the bed, the at

tacker lashed out with his left arm and 
clipped Jeff neatly across the cheek with 
a fist that wotmd up against his nose. Jeff 
was hurled back by the force of the blow 
and he let go of the man’s knife hand.

The attacker jerked back from the bed, 
turned and fled. Jeff was out of bed in 
an instant. He snapped the light switch. 
Nothing happened. The main switch 
probably had been pulled.

Fumbling, because the layout of the 
house was not familiar, Jeff reached the 
staircase and went down it cautiously. 
The attacker might be lying in wait, and 
the house was pitch-dark. But now Jeff 
was ready for anything. Wide awake, 
muscles and nerves tense, he almost 
hoped the man would move in again.

Half-way down the steps, he came to 
an abrupt halt. Someone was banging 
on the huge brass knocker on the front 
door. Jeff took a hitch in his pajama 
trousers, wondered if he had ever walked 
across a colder floor, and opened the 
door.

The man who stood there was in
credibly thin. I f he had worn a stove
pipe hat, he would have been an exact 
duplicate of a cartoonist’s dream of an 
anti-saloon league official. He looked 
like a sad undertaker.

“ Who are you?” he demanded in a 
voice that was piping out of fright.

“Maybe I should ask the same ques
tion,” Jeff replied suspiciously.

This could have been the man who had 
tried to knife him moments ago. A 
smart guy would have known that Jeff 
would be in hot pursuit, could have 
reached the porch and promptly and au
daciously turned around to knock at the 
door like a newly arrived visitor.

“My name is Wharton,” the thin man 
said. “ Philip Wharton. This property 
is under my control.”

“You’re a liar,” Jeff said amiably. 
“You’re only a real estate agent who is 
trying to buy this house. Come in. Miss 
Chalmer sent me down here to open the 
place. A moment ago someone tried to 
kill me. Turned off the lights too. See?”

JEFF snapped the hall switch and the 
lights turned on. He felt a trifle 

sheepish, but he was grateful for the 
light. He indicated the library, and 
closed the front door tightly before he 
followed Wharton. The real estate man 
sat down gingerly on one dust-cloth-



covered chair.
“ I was driving by about half an hour 

ago,” he explained, “and I thought I saw 
lights through the cracks in the boards. 
Of course, I told myself I was crazy. 
Yet on my way back, I couldn’t resist 
the impulse to make sure.”

“ Oh, naturally.”
Jeff was wondering what this man had 

been doing way out here at this time of 
night. And also wondering where his 
attacker could have gone.

“ After all”—Wharton was displaying 
all his dignity—“ I have an interest in 
this residence. When is Miss Chalmer 
arriving?”

“ I don’t know,” Jeff said, with a 
crooked grin. “ I just work here. And 
tell me, if you saw lights, why didn’t you 
assume that McGee might be inside?”

“ McGee?” Wharton chuckled. “You 
don’t know him or you wouldn’t ask such 
a question. McGee is afraid of dead peo
ple and places where they’ve been. 
When his wife died seven years ago he 
wouldn’t even go to the funeral. He 
crosses the street when he comes to a 
funeral parlor and he doesn’t whistle 
when he passes a cemetery. He screams 
and runs. So you see, McGee wouldn’t 
set foot in here.”

“But I thought the alleged murder 
took place in Simm’s house,” Jeff argued.

“ It did. But a man was killed here 
too. Murder, some people said. I say 
it was an accident. He was a caretaker 
who was hired when McGee got sick. 
He wasn’t afraid of deserted places and 
came inside for a look. He tumbled off 
the second floor landing and broke his 
fool neck. Murder? Nonsense!”

Jeff did a bit of lying which he be
lieved was called for.

“ Mr. Wharton, I ’m Miss Chalmer’s 
new business manager. She will accept 
my advice on any propositions, includ
ing the one concerned with your desire 
to buy this place.”

Wharton leaned closer and on his 
skinny face was something only he 
would term a smile.

“Listen, my friend, I know a right man 
when I meet one. Help me put over this 
deal and I’ll see that you get a cut.”

“ Who is your client?” asked Jeff.
“ I can’t tell you that.” Wharton’s 

smile faded. “ I don’t even know who he 
is myself. He does all business by phone 
and won’t leave his number. But he is
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willing to pay handsomely. I think Miss 
Chalmer ought to sell.”

“ I don’t,” Jeff said, as he arose. “Not 
yet. Good night, Mr, Wharton. It’s 
chilly down here and I ’m not dressed 
for it.”

Jeff walked into the hallway and saw 
why it was even colder than before. The 
front door was p a r t l y  o p e n .  J e f f  
groaned. His attacker had escaped. He 
himself was slipping, and the only ex
cuse he had was the arrival of Wharton. 
Jeff wondered if the dour real estate 
man had anything to do with it. Like a 
lookout who sensed things had gone 
wrong and had taken action to pave the 
way for his ally’s escape.

Wharton didn’t seem to notice the 
open door. He said something in a gruff 
voice and went on out. Jeff heard his 
car start a moment later.

Jeff locked up—tight—then went back 
to his room. The light was on because 
he had left the switch open. He headed 
for his bed and before climbing in, 
picked up a knife that lay on the covers. 
The attacker had dropped it.

The knife was interesting—sharp on 
both sides, wide-bladed and thin. It's 
handle was covered with fake jewels. 
Jeff put the thing under his pillow.

When he awoke again, it was daylight, 
though in that boarded-up room it was 
difficult to realize the fact.

CHAPTER III 

Tombstone
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IT W AS mid-afternoon 
when a car rolled up. 
The man who drove it 
was the s t o o g e  who 
had come at Jeff Ward 
with a gun. Irene’s 
chauffeur. In the rear 
seat was Irene and a 
slim, strikingly hand
some young man fault
lessly d r e s s e d  and 
faultlessly mannered. 

Jeff went out to greet them.
“ I didn’t expect you quite so soon,” he 

told Irene. “ I have the first floor and 
your room ready though.”

“ Dismal old place, isn’t it?” Irene 
looked with distaste at the surroundings. 
“ And to think that when I was a little 
girl I thought this was a palace. Jeff, I
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want you to meet Zack Bishop. His 
father and mine used to be in business 
together.”

Jeff shook hands. “ I ’ve heard about 
your father,” he acknowledged. “ Do you 
live in the town here?”

Zack laughed. “Good heavens, no. I 
like city life. Irene picked me up this 
morning. She explained the circum
stances and I thought—er—possibly you 
might want to enter the house next door. 
I have a key to it.”

“ I’ll probably tear both places down, 
brick by brick,” Jeff said. “Last night 
I found this house arranged to go up in 
smoke, with me inside. I spiked that. 
Later on, someone slipped in. Don’t ask 
me how. Whoever it was, did his level 
best to carve me into little pieces. With 
this!”

Ke pulled the big knife out of his belt. 
Irene stared at it. One hand reached 
out and lightly touched the jeweled 
haft. Zack was staring, too, in com
plete bewilderment.

“Whose is it?” Jeff asked brusquely.
Irene shifted her eyes to his and he 

saw  that she had gone pale. Without a 
word, she turned and ran up the stairs. 
J e ff thought he heard a half-choked sob 
from her. He started after her, but Zack 
seized his elbow.

“ Wait a minute, old boy. I can ex
plain about the knife and why Irene was 
upset. That knife belonged to her father. 
The night he went over to visit—and 
maybe murder Glen Simms, he took the 
knife along. It has never been seen 
since.”

Jeff hefted the weapon thoughtfully. 
“ It’s an easy knife to recognize all right. 
But why should she be upset?”

Zack lit a cigarette. “Jeff, Irene says 
you’re apparently tactful and under
standing. She believes her father is still 
alive and a fugitive. On the way here 
she was rather bitter about hiring you. 
Just in the event her father comes back 
to—well, hide the e v i d e n c e s  of his 
crime.”

Jeff tucked the blade beneath his belt 
once more.

“ Irene will probably want to cry this 
out,” he said. “ Come into the library, 
Bishop. There are things I ’ve got to 
know.”

Zack Bishop summed up all of Jeff’s 
questions and answered them in a group.

“The arrangement between my father,

Glen Simms, and Ed Chalmer was this. 
They owned a huge, profitable manufac
turing plant. As partners. If one died, 
the remaining two took over. If two 
died, the survivor handled the whole 
business. With one proviso. The heirs 
of those who died had to be taken care 
of out of the profits.

“ I see.” Jeff frowned. “Then Irene’s 
income is from those profits?”

“ Exactly. They run high. Thirty 
thousand last year. Not bad, eh? You 
see, we don’t know whether or not there 
are any survivors. Either Irene’s father 
killed Simms, or Simms killed him. No
body can say, because a corpse has never 
been found. It is clear though that one 
met death at the hands of the other. Dad 
lived a few months after it happened. 
Then I came into possession of the busi
ness. Technically, that is, because Irene 
gets her share. Simms left no relatives.” 

“You and Irene, then, divide the prof
its,” Jeff said. “Have you ever examined 
those premises next door?”

Zack shrugged. “At least a dozen 
times. If a corpse is hidden there, it’s 
certainly in a good spot. State troopers 
dug up the cellar, inch by inch. They 
ripped out the furnace, ran lines up and 
down the spacing between walls and 
ripped up parts of the floors.”

“ Without result,” Jeff commented 
wryly. “ What use is there for me to 
examine that house? I couldn’t do any 
better than that. Just the same, we 
might take a quick look.”

“ Why not?” Zack shrugged. “Right 
now, if you wish. I have the key.”

THEY called upstairs and told Irene 
where they were going. Her voice 

came back with some of its usual cheer
fulness. Zack led the way across the 
estate. It was not more than a hundred 
yards between front doors.

Jeff lagged behind a little. He stopped 
beside a high hedge, where the spite 
fence had fallen completely away. Zack 
had maneuvered through the hedge, but 
Jeff had to look for the opening, and he 
couldn’t spot it. He decided to crash 
his way through and drew back a little.

Something hissed in front of his face. 
The crack of a rifle came and Jeff did a 
nose dive into the brush. He stayed 
there too, for a couple of minutes. Zack 
came running back to the hedge calling 
his name.



“ Hit the sod!” Jeff yelped. “ Someone 
just took a pot shot at me. You could be 
next.”

Zack gasped and fell flat. After a 
moment or two, Jeff crawled back a few 
yards, arose to all fours and listened. He 
heard nothing and began running, bent 
low, in the direction of the shot. He saw 
no one. Looking around, he realized 
that a killer on the ground would have 
had a difficult time seeing him because 
of the high brush, but anyone inside the 
house or in McGee’s quarters above the 
garage, could have spotted him.

Jeff went back to the hedge and after 
a few minutes found the tree into which 
the bullet had ripped. It created a down
ward furrow, proving that the gun from 
which it had been fired had been aimed 
from somewhere above ground level.

“ What on earth?” Zack gulped.
“Attempt Number Three,” Jeff said 

grimly. “ Bishop, somebody doesn’t want 
me around here and I ’m beginning to 
wonder why. What does this person 
expect I ’ll find that the police couldn’t? 
Come on, let’s go into Simms’ place.”

“Do you think we should?” Zack pro
tested. “ After all, it might be dangerous 
and . . . Oh, come on. A man can only 
die once.”

Jeff nodded. “W e seem to be on the 
edge of death right now. At least, I am. 
You can retreat. And while we’re on 
this subject of death, I want to know 
more about your father’s.”

Zack was standing at the front door 
with the key half extended toward the 
lock. He turned, his right hand still 
holding the key extended.

“Just what do you mean?” he de
manded, and there was some color in his 
cheeks.

“Well, your father was a member of 
this ill-fated trio. Not long after Simms 
or Chalmer, or both were killed, your 
father also died. Violently. It might 
be construed that your father killed 
them both and then himself after he 
discovered he couldn’t live with his 
conscience any longer.”

Zack glared. “Why, I ought to—”
“Now wait!” Jeff begged. “ Other 

people have thought of that idea and 
may rehash it. If we can kill the whole 
thing for good you’re better off.”

Zack relaxed a trifle. “ I suppose 
you’re right, at that. Dad really did 
shoot himself. He was dying anyhow.
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An incurable, painful illness. We 
weren’t surprised. He’d hinted that he 
could hardly stand the agony.”

“And there you are,” Jeff said. “ If 
you have such proof, there is nothing 
else to it. Come on, open the door and 
let’s see what’s inside.”

If the Chalmer house had smelled 
dusty and dank, this one was twice as 
bad. There was no electricity, but Jeff 
had provided himself with a flashlight 
and together they toured the first floor 
carefully.

It was in the kitchen that they dis
covered their first clue. A pan contain
ing soup. Just a few drops, but moist. 
Then there were half a dozen cans of 
staple groceries on the shelf. A half
hearted attempt had been made to con
ceal them behind piles of dishes.

“ Irene’s father!” Zack exclaimed soft
ly. “ He’s come back. Who else could 
it be?”

“You may be right,” Jeff admitted. 
“Let’s search the rest of the place.”

They investigated the two upper floors 
without result. If anyone had passed 
along here, they had flown, because the 
accumulated dust had not been disturbed 
in the least.

Finally they walked down to the cel
lar. Jeff’s flashlight swept away the 
darkness and he methodically sprayed 
the floor, looking for footprints o f recent 
vintage, or some sign of a grave. Sud
denly the ray of light centered on one 
wall and stayed there. Neither man 
moved. The only sound was their heavy 
breathing.

A  GOOD-SIZED hole had been cut 
through the high cement wall. A 

hole big enough to have accommodated 
a human body.

“He not only came back,” Zack 
groaned, “but he removed the evidences 
of his crime. Simms’ corpse must have 
been sealed up in the wall and the work 
so carefully done that the police never 
saw a trace of it.”

Jeff didn’t reply. He propped the flash 
against some debris and carefully turned 
over the large sections of cement which 
had been dug out of the wall. It was 
like working a jigsaw puzzle on a huge 
scale, but he finally got the pieces to
gether in fair juxtaposition.

“Take a look,” he told Zack. “ I 
noticed one of the chunks of cement had
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thick black lines on it. Now that most 
o f the pieces are assembled, do you no
tice what has been drawn on that cement 
wall?”

“ It looks like a tombstone!” Zack ex
claimed.

“Exactly. A well done bit of work 
too. Whoever drew this was good at 
free hand drawing. But if you think 
this hole was made since I got here, 
you’re mistaken. The wall was ripped 
down months ago. The condition of the 
cement blocks proves it.”

Zack was growing more excited. 
“ Then someone discovered where the 
body was hidden and drew this tomb
stone to mark the spot. I wonder who 
found it!”

“ I could give a guess,” said Jeff, “but 
I won’t. Not now. Hold the light, 
Bishop.”

Jeff Ward hunted around for a heavy 
instrument. He found a rusted old pick 
and used it to chop the cement slabs in
to smaller pieces. He worked carefully, 
sifted all the cement dust through his 
fingers.

Suddenly he stood erect. Nestled 
in the palm of his hand was a steel- 
jacketed bullet, badly gouged but still 
recognizable.

“Think hard,” he said to Zack. “ When 
was this cement wall installed? How 
long before the murder or murders took 
place?”
- “ Why, I don’t know. But maybe I 
could find out. All three families used 
the same contractor for any work of this 
sort.”

“ Then find out as quickly as possible. 
Go into town now.”

“ If you’d only e x p 1 a i n—” Zack 
pleaded.

“ It’s obvious enough,” Jeff said softly. 
“ Whoever drew that tombstone didn’t 
use it to mark the place where a corpse 
was hidden behind the wall. How could 
the artist have known without tearing 
the wall down? He wanted to mark 
something else. A bullet-hole which he 
believed he recognized as such.”

“ But we thought Chalmer used a 
knife!”

“ We don’t know what happened. Only 
the murderer does. But this bullet-hole 
indicates something. It also explains 
one thing that has worried me . . .  W ill 
you get started and find out about the 
cement?”
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CHAPTER IV 

Graveyard

TARTING out at once, 
Zack  B ish op  took  
Irene’s car and chauf
feur. Jeff went back 
to the Chalmer house. 
Irene was' in the living 
room when he entered 
it, and he sat down op
posite her.

“ That knife, Jeff,” 
she said. “ I ’ve got to 
explain about it.”

“ The knife means nothing,” Jeff broke 
in. “ I think the murder, eight years ago, 
was done with a gun that fired this 
bullet.”

He extended the slug and Irene 
frowned at sight of it.

“ Dad was afraid of guns,” she said, in 
a low voice. “ He never owned one and 
refused to have one in the house. Jeff, 
if there was any shooting done, Dad 
didn’t do it!”

“ Good,” he said. “Then we’re getting 
somewhere. Can you furnish me with 
the name and address of the private de
tective who took old McGee’s place two 
years ago?”

“ I remember it. His name was Folsom 
—Hugh Folsom. He lived with his wife 
and one child at Twenty-two-thirty-five 
Blake Road. In town here. I know be
cause I ’ve been providing for the child 
ever since. I felt I owed that to 
Folsom.”
“ What sort o f  private detective was 

he?”
“ Not a regular one, with an office and 

all. Just a man who did investigating 
as a side line. He’d done some for Dad 
and I called on him.”

“ Thank heaven for a memory like 
yours,” Jeff almost chortled. “ Now, 
how long was he on this property before 
he met his death?”

“ Why, almost two weeks. McGee was 
practically ready to return, Folsom re
ported to me on four occasions, saying 
he had found nothing.”

“ Folsom,” Jeff observed, “was the kind 
of guy who wanted to be certain before 
he reported facts. He found something 
all right. I ’m pretty sure of that. Is 
there a phone here?”

“ In McGee’s quarters,” Irene said.



“Jeff, what’s it all about? Where did 
Zack go rushing off to?”

“ It would take too long to explain 
now,” he told her, “And there are too 
many things to do,”

He hurried into the hallway, found a 
bit of cloth and gingerly dusted the 
floor beneath the second floor balcony. 
Then he climbed the stairs to the balcony 
and studied the rail closely; the floor 
there also. He seemed satisfied with 
what he found—or didn’t find.

Next, he went to McGee’s quarters. 
The old man was puttering around a 
rather extensive flower garden beside 
the garage. He looked up at Jeff and in 
broad daylight Jeff noticed that McGee’s 
right eye was glass. It gave him an 
oddly staring appearance.

“Miss Chalmer has been wondering 
where you’ve been, McGee,” Jeff said. 
“ Don’t you think you’d better go in and 
see her?”

McGee threw down his hoe with a 
shrug of irritation.

“ I don’t see why. I do my work regu
lar. She’s got no kick coming. But I ’ll 
go-”

Jeff watched him walk along the path 
and waited a full three minutes after 
the caretaker disappeared. Then he hur
ried upstairs to McGee’s quarters and 
located the telephone. He found the 
number of the private detective’s home 
and called the widow.

“ I hate to bring up memories,” he said, 
“but Miss Chalmer—ray boss—wants to 
know if your husband had ever taken any 
art lessons.”

“ Why, no,” she said. “ But he could 
draw quite well, I often said he’d made 
a mistake in not following it up.”

“Thank you,” Jeff replied. “That’s 
all we wanted to know. Miss Chalmer 
will undoubtedly look in on you soon 
and explain everything. Thanks again.”

Jeff looked around McGee’s small liv
ing room. It was neat and tidy. There 
were two unusually nice-looking chairs 
in petit point coverings, a small table 
made of several kinds of inlaid wood. 
The old-fashioned roll-top desk was 
ancient. Jeff opened a drawer or two. 
He discovered four bankbooks and 
whistled at the amounts in each. Old 
McGee wasn’t badly off at all.

Then he stepped to the window and 
looked out. McGee was coming back, a 
sour expression on his face. Jeff ran
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downstairs, but too late to avoid being 
seen coming down the stairs that led to 
McGee’s living quarters.

McGee suddenly grabbed an old ax 
handle.

“You were prowling around!” he ac
cused. “Maybe you stole my money. I 
got money hid up there. And that 
haughty girl didn’t want to see me. You 
sent me there to get rid of me f”

J EFF managed to get out of the ga
rage, and backed away from the 

slowly advancing threat of the upraised 
ax handle. He could have tackled this 
old man easily, but he didn’t want to 
hurt him. McGee kept moving forward, 
swinging his club.

Jeff suddenly found himself in the 
flower garden. McGee didn’t seem to 
notice. He took one savage swipe with 
his weapon, missed, and Jeff lunged for 
the club. He missed, tripped and fell 
heavily. He felt something strike his 
hip with enough force to make him dizzy 
with pain. Then McGee was coming at 
him again. Jeff was getting tired of it. 
The old fool should have more sense.

Jeff avoided another swing of the club, 
grabbed an ankle and tugged. McGee 
came tumbling down. Jeff wrenched the 
club out of his hand and hurled it far 
away. He lifted McGee and shook him 
slightly.

“ You idiot!” he shouted. “ I went to 
your rooms to use the phone. It’s the 
only one on the premises and it’s paid 
for by Miss Chalmer. Don’t you think 
she had a right to ask me to use it?” 

Jeff let go of the chastened man and 
stepped back. His ankle hit that same 
object which had collided so painfully 
with his hip. He looked down. It was 
an iron pipe with a screw top.

“ I guess it’s that blamed temper of 
mine.”  McGee was apologetic. “ Been 
living alone too long. Got to thinking 
everything here belongs to me, and I 
should know better. I just work here. 
I been saving my money for years. I 
get a pension from the plant on account 
of this eye. That, and what I get paid 
for watching this place, gives me a 
pretty good income. I don’t get to town 
often and I let the money pile up. I 
been scared for years somebody would 
get it.”

“All right,” Jeff said. “ Forget the 
whole thing. And, McGee, have you
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noticed any lights in the Simms place 
lately? I mean during the past two or 
three days?”

“They were there last night. Scared 
me so I couldn’t sleep. I didn’t see any 
lights for years, until about a month ago. 
Then maybe once a week.”

“ If you see any more, come to the 
house and tell me right away,” Jeff 
warned. “ W e all may be in considerable 
danger and your help is needed. Re
member—any lights, notify me at once.”

“ I ’ll keep a sharp eye out,” McGee 
promised.

Zack Bishop returned soon after Jeff 
was back in the house. He had news.

“The contractor said part of that wall 
had been torn down because they had 
been installing some new intake pipes 
for the oil furnace. They tried to cut 
through and part of the wall caved in. 
That was about two weeks before all 
this happened.”

Jeff nodded. “Don’t mention this to 
anyone,” he said. “And, Bishop, what 
do you know about a real estate dealer 
named Wharton?”

“Tricky. A sly scoundrel. He’s been 
known to put over a lot of shady deals. 
My opinion is that he’s money hungry.”

“He looks it,” Jeff commented. “ Irene 
is upstairs. I think she wants to talk to 
you about selling this place.”

“ She should,” Zack said. “ I wish that 
offer she got anonymously, had come to 
me. I ’d sell in a minute.”

Zack ran upstairs and Jeff strolled out 
into the back again. He smoked a few 
cigarettes, stared at the ground, and 
paced between shrubs and trees methodi
cally.

He ran all details of this mess through 
his mind. Considered them from every 
angle. Zack, he realized, was more than 
suspicious, although Jeff, fairly enough, 
realized some of his suspicion was due to 
the fact that Zack was seeing too much 
of Irene. But Zack now apparently ran 
the factory. His father could have mur
dered both Simms and Irene’s father to 
gain possession of the place. Later, 
when he realized what he had done, he 
could have taken his own life. There 
was only Zack’s word for it that the sui
cide had been because of ill health.

True, Zack was paying Irene her share 
of the profits, but he could be hiding a 
great deal. Then, too, it was through 
his father’s effort and his continued ac-
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quiesence that McGee had been put in 
charge of the premises and was kept 
there. And when McGee was ill and a 
private detective sent to inspect the 
premises, the man had been killed. By 
accident, according to the evidence, but 
Jeff knew better. The man had been 
murdered.

M cGEE, himself, was an odd char
acter. He had a lot of money, but 

Jeff knew he had been pensioned off at 
the plant and also was paid a weekly 
salary for his work on the estate. He 
lived frugally, and could have accumu
lated all that money honestly.

Then there was Wharton, the cadaver
ous real estate agent. His actions were 
definitely tied up with the case. He 
wanted to buy the place for a client he 
claimed was unknown even to him. Yet 
Jeff knew that if Wharton had wanted 
to identify this client, he could have 
done so. And Wharton’s presence at 
the house so soon after the attempts on 
Jeff’s life did nothing to dim the sus
picions against him.

With reference to those attacks, Zack 
could have made them and driven back 
to the city in plenty of time for Irene to 
pick him up.

But what worried Jeff more than any
thing was the question of what really 
happened in one of these houses eight 
years ago. Had Irene’s father murdered 
Simms and actually vanished? The let
ter she had received indicated this, but 
such a letter could easily have been 
forged. Or was it her father who lay 
dead somewhere nearby, with Simms the 
fugitive?

CHAPTER V

Murder from the Past

ALMLY and carefully 
Jeff formulated a plan 
of action. He returned 
to the house and found 
Irene and Zack in the 
living r o o m s .  J e f f  
stood looking down at 
them.

“ I ’m ready to give 
up,” he said. “How can 
I be expected to find 
o u t  w h a t  happened 

eight years ago? There never were any

DETECTIVE



witnesses, nor was there any evidence 
even then. Miss Chalmers, if you want 
my advice, sell this place at once.”

“ But, Jeff—” she began protesting.
He cut her off. “ Suppose I did dis

cover the truth? What then? Would it 
bring the dead back to life? Would it 
do you any good to discover that your 
father was a murderer? Drop the whole 
thing. Let the past keep its victims and 
its secrets.”

“ Exactly what I ’ve been trying to tell 
her,” Zack said cordially. “ Irene, I think 
you should take that advice. And work 
fast too.”

She hesitated, but it was clear that she 
realized both these men were sincere.

“Jeff,” she said, “ I thought, because of 
your background, you’d see this through.
I was afraid I’d renege, but if you kept 
on going, I wouldn’t stop you. Perhaps 
you are both right. Anyway, I ’m tired 
of the whole thing. Do as you wish.”

Jeff didn’t make any comments. He 
merely hurried out of the house and 
around to McGee’s quarters. The old 
caretaker was puttering in the flower 
garden.

“McGee,” Jeff said, “ I ’ve got to use 
the phone again. Miss Chalmer has de
cided to get rid of this place at once.
I want to reach Wharton.”

“ What becomes of me then?” McGee 
demanded irascibly. “After all, the years 
I put in here should count for some
thing.”

“Maybe the new owner will keep you 
qn,” Jeff told him. “At any rate, you’ll 
stay until the place changes hands. That 
won’t be long. Miss Chalmer is eager to 
get rid of it as quickly as possible.”

McGee trailed along and stood listen
ing while Jeff called Wharton.

“ This is Miss Chalmer’s business 
agent,” Jeff told the real estate agent. 
“ I’ve persuaded her to sell. However, 
she insists upon action. Can you con
tact your client at once?”

“ I don’t see how,” Wharton said. “ He 
told me to wait for his call. I swear I 
don't know who he is. All I can do is 
wait. Explain to Miss Chalmer, will 
you?”

“ I ’ll explain,” Jeff said. “But she’s 
temperamental. Right now she wants to 
sell if there is quick action. Tomorrow 
she may change her mind. Do what you 
can and let me know the moment you 
have any news. Call the garage here.”

THE EDGE
Jeff hung up, nodded to McGee, and 

returned to the house. Irene was slowly 
ascending the staircase to the second 
floor and she didn’t turn around as Jeff 
entered. Zack seemed to have disap
peared.

Jeff found newspapers Zack had 
brought along and killed an hour read
ing them. Finally, he prepared food for 
two out of supplies he had brought from 
the town. Irene came down to eat, but 
she had little to say.

Jeff knew he had disappointed her tre
mendously.

T  EIGHT that night, Zack re
turned. Ten minutes after his ar

rival, Wharton appeared, and the real 
estate man was highly excited.

“He telephoned me!” he exclaimed. 
“ Everything is set. I have the papers 
drawn up. All we need is Miss Chal
mer’s signature.”

Jeff placed the document on a table 
before Irene, took a fountain pen from 
his pocket, and handed it to her. Irene 
hesitated, looking around the room al
most longingly. Finally, she wrote her 
name.

“ I don’t even know who is taking pos
session,” she said. “ But perhaps you 
are right, Jeff. You and Zack. Why 
should I keep this place as a memento 
of everything that is sad in my life?”

Wharton all but snatched the deed 
from the table. He pranced out of the 
room and one minute after he had van
ished, Jeff raced for the door. He o f
fered no explanations. Zack’s car was 
parked in front and he appropriated it 
without hesitation.

Zack and Irene looked at one another 
in vast surprise and tried to figure out 
what Jeff’s strange actions meant.

Two hours went by before they knew. 
Then Jeff returned. With him was 
Wharton and old McGee. Both looked 
sullen.

“ Imagine who the purchaser is,” Jeff 
said. “Nobody but McGee. It seems he 
accumulated enough money to make the 
down payment, and wanted the place, 
McGee, how in the world did you hope 
to pay the mortgage installments?”

“ I know somebody who’ll buy from me 
at a big profit,” McGee said angrily. 
“That’s legal, ain’t it? But if you knew 
it was me trying to buy, you’d smell a 
rat and I ’d never get the place.”
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JEFF threw the deeds on the table 
in front of Irene.

“And he still hasn’t got the place,” he 
said. “ I trailed Wharton, and when his 
mysterious client showed up, I collared 
both of them. McGee never signed, so 
the deal is off. I think it ought to re
main off.”

“ But, Jeff”—Irene looked up quickly 
—“ you said it was better to sell. I f Mc
Gee can make g profit, I don’t care.” 

“McGee wanted this place for only one 
reason,” Jeff snapped. “ Miss Chalmer, 
that letter your father sent you seven 
and a half years ago. Where is it?”

“ I—don’t know,” she said slowly. “ It 
disappeared.”

“ Sure it did,” snapped Jeff. “ McGee 
stole it, because he also wrote it. Seven 
and a half years ago you were not more 
than fourteen or fifteen years old. You 
were too young to consider the letter as 
a clue, too young to realize that the 
handwriting was not your father’s. I 
know what happened eight years ago.” 

“ Jeff—what? Tell us. It doesn’t make 
any difference if you prove Dad is a 
murderer.”

“ He is no killer, Irene. It’s true, he 
probably went over to Simms to horse
whip him. But when he got there, Simms 
was more than likely dead, and his mur
derer was ready to kill again. In fact, I 
think he wanted to kill your father too. 
Yes, it was McGee. Motive? He’s a 
sourpuss with a rotten temper. A man 
who couldn’t see that safety rules 
wouldn’t permit him to remain as an em
ployee of the plant after that accident 
which cost him one eye. The pension 
wasn’t enough. He thought he had been 
thrown out, and wanted revenge. He’d 
have killed Zack’s father too, if he’d had 
the opportunity. Look at him now if 
you don’t believe me.”

McGee’s good eye was glaring. His 
fingers closed and unclosed. There was 
a snarl on his lips.

“There’s a good portrait of a killer.” 
Jeff went on. “He had to get possession 
of this place so he could remove the 
bodies. Both bodies, because he killed 
both men. With a gun. He murdered 
them in the cellar of the Simms’ house 
next door. That private detective found 
one of the bullet-holes and meant to 
bring it to the attention of the author
ities, but McGee beat him to it. McGee 
was supposed to be ill, but he was able to

come out here and commit another mur
der. He killed the private detective 
somewhere else. Probably in his quar
ters, after luring him there. Then he put 
the body in the house to simulate an ac
cident.

“ But the victim didn’t fall over the 
railing. A man who does that leaves 
marks—scratches on the floor and the 
railing. Marks where he fell, and there 
were none. Your local police were hot 
up on things like that, and accepted the 
obvious. McGee didn’t want anything 
about the bullet-hole to come out. He 
cut the wall away, but not well enough 
to hide the evidence that private detec
tive found.”

“ But he had such a long time to do it 
right!” Zack argued.

“ Sure he did, but McGee has a con
science too, and a wholesome fear of be
ing in these lonely houses for long. 
Maybe he sees ghosts—of the two men 
he killed.

“He tried to frighten me, or even kill 
me, when I first arrived. Then he took a 
pot shot at me. That shot could only 
have come from the garage. Every win
dow in the house is boarded up so close
ly that no gun muzzle could get through.

“ Why did he want to kill me? I didn’t 
matter, but through me or my death, he 
might frighten Irene into selling. Just 
as by saying he saw lights in the houses 
he gave them the reputation of being 
haunted.

“He stole your father’s knife, Miss 
Chalmer, and kept it. When he attacked 
me, he left it behind purposely, so you’d 
think your father was still alive and 
maybe you’d want to get out from un
der fast. Similarly, he planted evidence 
to show that someone really had been 
living in Simms’ house.”

“But where are the bodies?” Zack kept 
protesting. “ The police found nothing.”

“ They looked only in and around the 
house,” Jeff said. “Just prior to the 
murders, there was a new oil furnace in
stalled. Also a new fuel tank was buried 
out back. The old one was abandoned. 
You discovered that from the contractor 
who told you about the wall, Bishop. 
The cement was still fairly soft there 
and took the bullet. But it gave me an 
idea too. McGee has a flower garden in 
back. A poor one, because he knows lit
tle about flowers and probably doesn’t 
like them anyway.”



T H E  E D G E
S UDDENLY McGee gave a scream of 

rage. He reached under his coat and 
Jeff went flying at him. The tussle was 
brief. When it was over, Jeff held Mc
Gee with one hand and a nickel-plated 
revolver with the other.

“This does it,”  he said triumphantly. 
“ I ’ll bet it’s the same gun that killed 
Simms and your father, Miss Chalmer. 
W e’ll find out by comparing its rifling 
with the slug I took out o f the wall and, 
possibly, bullets we’ll find in or near the 
bodies.”

“ But where, man?” Zack shouted. 
“You must produce those bodies! Skele
tons, now, of course!”

“ I know just where they are,” said Jeff 
Ward. “ Inside the old fuel tank, the 
abandoned tank which was left in the 
ground. It’s the only place they could 
be. McGee dragged them out, cut a hole 
in the tank somehow. Probably that 
wasn’t hard because the tank must have 
been pretty well gone to be left there 
and not reclaimed. McGee started his 
flower garden to cover up the digging,

but if he owned the house, all further at
tempts to find a body would stop. Per
haps that was McGee’s only solution. 
But he’s so afraid of dead men, it’s pos
sible he couldn’t make himself exhume 
them.”

Zack rushed toward the door.
“ I ’m calling the police! They’ll dig 

up that tank. Watch McGee!”
Jeff fondled the gun. “ I ’m almost 

wishing he’s make a break for it.”
Hours later, the whole truth was 

known, augmented with a detailed con
fession by McGee. Jeff went upstairs to 
pack. When he came down, Irene was 
alone in the house.

“ I told you, Jeff,” she said, “ that solv
ing this wouldn’t mean the end of your 
job.”

He shrugged. “That’s just your way 
of thanking me,” he said. “You have 
Zack. He’s all you’ll need.”

She smiled slightly. “ I—sent Zack 
away. Jeff, I need you much more.”

A  few moments later, Jeff knew he 
would remain with Irene—for life.
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AGED but spry and merry Grandfather Trent lifted the glass and 
quaffed its contents—and then suddenly collapsed. A few moments 
later he was dead—and the doctor pronounced it arsenic poisoning. And 
added that the event bore all the earmarks of murder. Stan Bruce, visit
ing the Trent home, thought so too— and his suspicions were directed 
against young Roger Trent. But then death struck again— and this time 
all Stan’s deductions were bowled over like a house of cards. It soon 
became apparent that there was a plot on foot to exterminate all the 
Trents—slowly. And that meant Stan had to act—swiftly! For 
one of the year’s most breath-taking mysteries, look forward to
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Duffy etoopod over the corpse and then held up a white object

A DETECTIVE’S LIFE
IS EASY

By RAY CUMMINGS
So believes Jacqueline Dolan, police sleuth's better half, 
and she immediately sets about the job o f proving it, too!

M Y BRIDE, Jacqueline, is pecu
liar. Mentally, I mean. So far 
as looks go, she’s wonderful. 

Big baby-blue eyes, fluffy bobbed blond 
hair and curves in all the right places. 
I ’m crazy about her. I wouldn’t want a 
nicer little bride. But, mentally, there 
are peculiarities.

For instance, there was this summer 
evening when I decided to take Jackie to 
my chess club, where a visiting celebrity 
was giving an exhibition of simultaneous 
play. Jackie is always obliging. She 
pouted, but that was all.

We got a late start I ’m a police de
tective, and there was some routine work 
—nothing important, but still it was 
about nine o’clock before I got home. I 
had a quick supper, waited for Jackie to 
fix her hair, paint her fingernails and 
such. The club is only about a mile 
across town from our home. It was a 
nice night, so I decided we would walk.

Walking through town with Jackie is 
tough going. We had to stop at almost 
every lighted shop window. Especially 
hosiery, lingerie and stuff like that. 
You’d be surprised how many lingerie



stores there are in ten blocks. Finally I 
couldn’t stand it.

“Aw, come on,” I told her. “ I’m in a 
hurry.”

“ W hy?” she asked.
“ Because we’ve already missed the lec

ture, and the games will have started.”
“ Oh,” she said. “Are you going to 

play, Tom?”
“No, just watch. But I’d like too see 

the openings.”
“ W hy?” she said.
“ Well, because.—”
“ I should think the finish would be 

more exciting than the beginning,” she 
said. “ Oh Tom, look at these darling 
nylons! Tom, please, let’s buy just one 
pair!”

See what I mean? Anyway, we never 
did get to that chess exhibition, as it 
happened. At the corner of State and 
Main we passed the police station, and 
by a freak of bad luck, out of it came 
Captain MacKenzie, on the run toward 
his parked car. He saw us and stopped 
while I introduced him to Jackie.

“ The little bride—well, well!” Mac 
looked his appreciation.

“ Hello,” Jackie said. She beamed on 
Mac. “So this is the boss?” she said. 
“My goodness, you don’t look so cross 
and unreasonable. You look just dar
ling.”

See what I mean? Well, when we got 
that straightened out, Mac announced 
that he was in a hurry because there had 
been a murder out in the West End sec
tion. Mac had just arrived at the station.

“ Sergeant Duffy’s out there now,” he 
said. “ Want to come along, Dolan?”

“ Oh—somebody’s been killed?” Jackie 
was thrilled. “ Take me, Tom! Take me! 
I want to see you working—looking at 
dead corpses and guessing who killed 
them and all that. It always sounds so 
exciting.”

O f course, Mac didn’t know Jackie.
“ Come ahead,” he said.

IT  W AS a big old-fashioned frame 
house of two stories, out in that part 

o f town where the streets are cut 
through, but nothing much else had ar
rived there yet. This was one of the 
original farmhouses, owned by a spinster 
of forty, named Mary Blake. The town 
had grown into her farm property, and 
she had got rich selling it piecemeal.

It was this Mary Blake who had just
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been found murdered. Her companion- 
housekeeper, Jean Grear, had come home 
and found Mary Blake lying on the sit
ting room floor, with a knife in her chest.

“And who did it?” Jackie wanted to 
know, when Mac told us all this. “ W hy 
would anybody stick a knife into her? 
My, but this is exciting!”

“ That,” Mac said, “ is what we hope we 
can find out.”

“ And you’ll just listen,” I told Jackie.
“Oh,” Jackie said.
The Blake farmhouse, from the out

side, was a gloomy sort of place—a big 
square house set in the midst of those 
empty, naked streets, with a few trees 
around. No street lights were in yet, 
and since this night was cloudy, the 
whole section looked just right for a nice 
murder.

There was only one other house near
by. It was dark as we passed it—a new
ly-built, cheap bungalow style affair.

“Mary Blake’s only neighbor,” Mac 
observed. “And Duffy thinks he’ll show 
me how smart he is. He phoned he’s al
ready rung the neighbor into the thing. 
He’s got her over at the Blake house 
now, questioning her.”

She sounded interesting. Her name 
was Vivian Johnson—an ex-chorus girl 
who was supposed to be living here re
cuperating from an illness, and writing a 
book on “ Life in the Chorus,” or some
thing like that.

The Blake house was full of a lot of 
more or less meaningless activity by the 
time we got there, with Duffy’s men 
prowling around to see what they could 
turn up. Dr. Grace, the medical exam
iner, hadn’t come yet. The corpse was 
still on the living room floor, with one of 
Duffy’s men at the living room door.

Duffy himself was in the big, old-fash
ioned dining room, flinging questions at 
the people whom I imagine, he was call
ing his three suspects. They were Jean 
Grear, the thirty-year-old companion- 
housekeeper who had discovered the 
murder. A man named Harrington 
Carse, who had a small real estate office 
in town and was a frequent visitor at the 
Blake place. Duffy had heard about him 
from the housekeeper, had phoned to 
town and had him brought out here. 
Then there was the ex-chorus girl neigh
bor, Vivian Johnson.

“ Well, for an hour’s work, I see you’ve 
been making speed,” Mac observed.
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“ Sure, sure,” Duffy agreed, “ There’s 

plenty stuff around here to go on, but it 
ain’t so simple. Listen, lemme give you 
the dope how it stands.”

I shoved Jackie into a corner out of 
the way. To say that Jackie was excited 
would be the understatement of the 
month. She was shaking. She flung an 
awed glance at the two women and the 
man across the room.

“ Tom !” she whispered. “ One of them 
did it, maybe. Just think, here we are 
right in the same room with a real killer! 
Tom, maybe that housekeeper didn’t tell 
the truth when she said she found the— 
the corpse. Maybe she was here all the 
time and did it herself, and now she’s 
just pretending.”

“Thanks,” I said. “W e’ll keep that in 
mind.”

“And I don’t like the look of that man, 
do you? He looks sneaky.”

Harrington Carse looked shocked and 
nervous, but you couldn’t call it sneaky. 
He was a big, rather good-looking fellow 
of about forty, a little stooped, with thin 
sandy hair and horn-rimmed glasses.

“ And that chorus girl! Tom, she’s 
frightfully made up. I wouldn’t trust 
her. I wouldn’t trust her not to stick a 
knife into anybody, would you?”

“Yes,” I said. “Now take it easy, 
Jackie.”

Jean Grear, the housekeeper, was ex
plaining to Mac how she had found the 
body. She was a large, good-looking 
young woman, simply dressed, with 
brown hair somewhat primly parted in 
the middle and pulled into a knot at the 
back.

“ I was in town,” she said. “ I left here 
about seven o’ clock. Mary was upstairs. 
I was going to the early movies. I told 
Mary I ’d be back about nine o’clock.”

“ Had she said anything about expect
ing a visitor?” Mac asked.

“ No—no she hadn’t.”
“ But listen, Mac,” Duffy put in. “ She 

didn’t go to the movies. She ain’t got no 
alibi at all to prove she wasn’t right 
here.”

“ What did you do?” Mac said to the 
housekeeper.

She hadn’t liked the picture. It was a 
nice summer night, so she had just taken 
a long walk. No, she hadn’t met any
body. Then she had come home. The 
front door was unlocked, as it usually 
was. She had noticed a light burning

upstairs, in Mary Blake’s bedroom, and 
there was a light in the sitting room. 
Then she had found the body, lying on 
the sitting room floor.

M ISS GREAR told it quietly. She 
didn’t look exactly frightened, 

but she certainly was tense and nervous.
“Look,” Duffy said. “ She admits she 

knows that Mary Blake’s will leaves her 
property and cash maybe up to fifty 
grand.”

“ I ’ve been with Miss Blake constantly 
for fifteen years,” Jean Grear said. “Am 
I being accused of killing her?”

“Nobody’s accusing anyone,” Mac said. 
“You, Mr. Carse—when did you last see 
Miss Blake?”

“A couple of days ago,” Carse said, 
“Yes, I think it was Thursday evening. 
W e’ve been friends for over ten years. 
We were consulting on the sale of some 
property for her—I’ve sold quite a bit of 
her original acreage. And we were talk
ing about her investments.”

“ I see,” Mac agreed.
“ Miss Blake was rather a recluse,” 

Carse added. “ I suppose that’s why Ser
geant Duffy thought of me and Miss 
Johnson.” He flung Vivian Johnson a 
glance.

“ I was her friend,” Vivian retorted. 
“ I ain’t afraid to say so.”

“ You came over here quite often?” 
Mac said.

“ Sure I did. Nearly every day. She 
liked hearing about New York. I ’d read 
her parts of my book, and tell her 
things.”

“ But you didn’t drop over here this
evening?”

“ No, I sure didn’t. I was just goin’ to 
bed—I got a rotten headache—when 
policemen come and hauled me over here.

“ She’d been borrowin’ money from 
Miss Blake,” Duffy put in. “ Miss Grear 
says so.”

“ Okay, so what?” Vivian retorted. 
“ She’s been helpin’ me out till I put the 
book over. Is that a crime?”

Beside me I could feel Jackie getting 
ready to burst out again.

“ Why, it’s just like a puzzle, isn’t it, 
Tom?” Jackie whispered.

“Yeah, crossword,” I agreed. “Or may
be a jig-saw.”

“ I just know one of those three did i t !” 
“Unless some tramp wandered up from 

the railroad tracks, bumped her off, and
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is now on a fast freight headed west,” I 
said.

“ Oh,” Jackie said.
I don’t think Mac was any too optimis

tic about pinning anything on one of 
those three in a hurry. He was just more 
or less killing time waiting for Dr. Grace 
to arrive. As a matter of fact, there was 
some basis for just figuring it an ordi
nary robbery and murder by some chance 
marauder. Mary Blake had been wear
ing a ring and a brooch of some value— 
at least Jean Grear said so—and they 
now were gone.

“Let’s go take a look at the corpse,” 
Mac said.

Duffy led us into the living room. I 
kept Jackie behind me. Sometimes a 
corpse that has been knifed is not too 
good to look at. They had thrown a 
couch drape over it. Duffy uncovered 
it.

Mary Blake had been a fragile little 
woman, with fluffy, prematurely gray 
hair. She had a pretty, doll-like look 
about her. In life, especially if she were 
smiling and vivacious, she might have 
looked even younger than her forty 
years. But lying here now, some signs 
of age were obvious. Her face, quite 
pretty, showed very few wrinkles, and 
there were only slight puffs under the 
eyes. But I could see that she had been 
a woman who had been making efforts to 
cling to her youth. Her lips were care
fully rouged, her eyes made up, her hair 
fluffed and artificially waved in girlish 
fashion. \

“ Look,” Duffy was saying, “ there’s no 
signs o f a struggle, nothing like that. 
She was standin’ up—see, there’s no 
chair near her—talkin’ to the killer. It 
was somebody she knew pretty well. 
Ain’t that likely? An’ look at the size of 
her. Either of those two women, to say 
nothing of the man, could have made a 
sudden jab with that knife.”

“ Could have,”  Mac agreed.
The knife was a sharp, thin affair, an 

ornamental paper knife or something of 
the sort. Anyway Jean Grear said it was 
always here in the room. The killer had 
had a thought for fingerprints, which 
maybe wouldn’t be the case with a pass
ing tramp. A narrow scarf from the 
table here had been snatched up, and any 
possible prints removed from the knife 
handle. The little scarf was still loosely 
wrapped around it, lying on the thin

chest of the corpse.
“ I figure it like this,” Duffy was tell

ing us. “ She was upstairs—she heard 
Miss Grear, or some visitor down here, 
or at the front door. So she came down, 
in the pretty negligee thing—”

The sound of an arriving car outside 
made us turn toward the hall. Jackie 
had been standing beside me, gazing at 
the corpse with a sort of thrilled, awed 
horror.

“ What’s that in her hand?” Jackie 
said suddenly.

Mary Blake’s right hand was clenched. 
There was the end of a shiny little white 
metal object sticking out.

“Oh, that,” Duffy said. “ I was gonna 
mention it.”  He stooped, loosened the 
fingers of the corpse a little. “There’s a 
bunch more of them things on the bureau 
up in her bedroom. An’ one of them’s on 
the floor up there at head of the stairs. 
It’s some kind of thingamajig for her 
hair, ain’t it?”

JACKIE was crowding close to us.
“ Why, that’s an aluminum hair 

curler,” she said. “ Before you go to 
bed you—”

“ Do your hair up in curls with them,” 
I said. “ Okay, thanks, Jackie.”

“Then she was up there doing her hair 
up in curlers,” Jackie said. “And maybe 
she heard that housekeeper woman com
ing back from the movies. Or maybe 
the bell rang, and—”

“ Maybe,” I said. “ Okay, Jackie. 
Thanks a lot.”

One of Duffy’s men from the hall 
called:

“ It’s Dr. Grace, Sarge.”
“Good,” Duffy said.
W e were all starting for the hall. 
“ You know,” I said to Mac, “ I ’m in

clined to think this is an inside job.”
“ Me too,” he agreed.
“ The theft of her ring and brooch—if 

there was a theft—that could easily be a 
plant.”

“Tom, listen!” Jackie was clinging to 
my arm as we reached the hall. She was 
positively bursting. “ Tom, if she was 
upstairs with her hair done up in curlers 
and—”

“ If you want to figure motives,” Mac 
said. “ Well, each one of those three has 
one.”

“Tom, listen!”
“ If it was a woman did it,” Duffy said
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as we went along the hall, toward where 
Dr. Grace was arriving at the front door, 
“ I ’m wonderin’ if maybe the angle of 
the knife jab would be different or some
thin’ from what a man would use.”

“ I thought of that,” Mac said. “ W e’ll 
ask Dr. Grace to figure it. That knife 
thrust must have gone into her heart.” 

“ Tom, listen! I ’m trying to tell you—” 
A woman can be annoying, but I al

ways try to hold my temper with Jackie. 
“ Please,” I said, “ take it easy, Jackie.” 
“ But Tom, I ’m trying to tell you—” 
“ Sure. She had her hair done up in 

curlers. W e know it.”
“ That’s what I mean!” Jackie was pos

itively struggling with me, shoving me 
to one side in the hall. “ I’m trying to 
tell you—”

She had me over in a dim corner of 
the hall, by the dining room. There was 
a side entrance here that led outside 
into the garden, I shook off Jackie’s ex
cited grip.

“Jackie, what are you trying to tell 
me?”

“ W hy—why, I ’m trying to tell you I 
know who killed her!”

“You what?”
“Why, it’s so simple, Tom! She had 

her hair done up in curlers, and when 
she came downstairs she was taking 
them out in a hurry. She left some of 
them on the bureau, and one she dropped 
on the floor on the stairs as she came 
down.”

“Okay, so she did.”
“ And one she had just taken out and 

it was in her hand when she got into 
the sitting room. It’s so simple, Tom !” 

“ Is it?”
“O f course it is. A woman wouldn’t 

take her hair out of curlers to come 
downstairs to see another woman! But 
for a man, she would! Women look aw
ful in curlers. There isn’t a woman liv
ing who would want a man to see her in 
them.”

I got it! You couldn’t miss it.
“ It’s that man Harrington Carse!” 

Jackie was saying. “He came to call and 
when he rang the bell, Mary Blake may

£4
be looked out the window, or called 
down to him. And when she found out 
who it was, she—”

I guess in her excitement Jackie was 
talking pretty loud. Loud enough any
way for a shadowy figure just outside 
the dining room door to hear her. It 
was Carse, and what he heard was prob
ably enough to frighten the life out of 
him.

“ Tom, you’ve got him!” Jackie was 
saying.

She didn’t get any further with it be
cause Carse came at us with a rush. I 
guess in an unreasoning panic he was 
making a run for that side door and we 
were between it and him. Anyway, I 
heard him rip out a startled, muttered 
curse, saw his big shadowy figure mak
ing a lunge.

It came so quickly, unexpectedly, 
that he might have got past me, but 
Jackie who had surreptitiously loosened 
an ankle strap, flipped out her foot and 
kicked off her slipper. The slipper flew 
up with a whirl, and with good luck the 
sharp high heel of it hit Carse a smack 
in the eye. He let out a bellow and 
reeled sideward, enough,, anyway, to 
give me a chance to nail him on the jaw.

Which I did—and he went down, with 
me on top of him. Jackie was squealing 
for me to crack him some more. But I 
didn’t have to, not much anyway, be
cause the fight went right out of him.

Then Mac and Duffy came piling on 
us, yanked him out from under me. And 
with Jackie babbling at them, they 
pounded him with questions and accusa
tions about how he had juggled Mary 
Blake’s investments that he was han
dling. Which evidently, because she got 
wise to it, was what caused him to kill 
her.

The sudden windup to the affair cer
tainly caused a commotion there in that 
hall. In the midst of it, I found Jackie 
standing gazing at me.

“ Wasn’t it exciting!” Jackie said. 
“ And so simple! Why, detective work 
is easy, Tom! Is that all you do with 
yourself all day? I wondered.”

Next Issue's Novel

THE BLACK BAT in THE CRIME TO COME



mURDER with COLORED LIGHTS
By CURTISS T. GARDNER

R ED velvet curtains parted to reveal a 
small stage at one end of the long, 
table-filled, hotel banquet room. 

Four men walked out on the stage. Three 
of them wore ordinary business suits. The 
fourth was dressed in a loose-fitting labora
tory coat which was criss-crossed with wires 
and studded with rows of Christmas-tree 
bulbs.

Jim Bartlett, District Safety Engineer for 
Imperial Casualty Company, stepped to the 
footlights. He felt nervous as a cat, but 
didn’t show it. His lean, intelligent face 
wore a smile as he bowed slightly in the di
rection of the raised, head table, where the 
insurance company’s officials were seated. 
More than two hundred pairs of eyes be

longing to Imperial’s Middle Atlantic Re
gion field force turned to him from the 
smaller tables which filled the whole floor 
space.

“Ten o’clock at night, after a full day sit
ting on those hard chairs and after the big 
meal we’ve just eaten,” Bartlett said in his 
easy pleasant way, “isn’t the best time for 
absorbing more instruction. We know you 
fellows must all be tired after two days of 
this sales meeting. So we’ve tried to make 
our little offering entertaining and dramatic 
as well as informative.”

He gestured toward the boxlike apparatus 
behind him. Rows of ordinary light bulbs 
hung from a metal rod. An electric fan 
perched on top of the box, together with a



86 BLACK BOOK DETECTIVE
soldering-iron, a toaster and other electrical 
gadgets.

“We intend to demonstrate,” Bartlett went 
on, “how death can lurk in something as 
apparently harmless as the light socket over 
your laundry tub. How a man can die by 
turning on his electric fan. We also propose 
to show you how such electrical hazards in 
the home can be completely eliminated by 
following a few simple, common sense rules.” 

He now reached out to touch the sleeve 
of the man in the oddly wired coverall.

“Your own Ken Omar of the Renewal 
Sales Division has kindly consented to act as 
our human Christmas tree. The idea is this: 
Ken will wear gloves with a metal contact 
attached to the fingers and connected with 
his trick coat. A similar metal plate on Ken’s 
shoes will act as a ground. During the 
course of the demonstration, we shall have 
Ken touch various electrical devices which 
are improperly insulated or otherwise de
fective. When he does so, the lighting of 
the Christmas tree bulbs will trace for you 
visually, the course the current would take 
through the body of a person who touched 
the same object with unprotected hands.” 

Bartlett nodded toward the slender, dark 
complexioned, black-haired man who had 
seated himself behind the boxlike apparatus.

“In designing the demonstration clothing 
Ken Omar is wearing, every precaution has 
been taken to avoid his receiving an acci
dental shock. But to make a certainty doubly 
certain—always desirable in safety work— 
we have put your Regional Underwriter, 
Charlie Jackson, up here with his hand on 
an emergency switch which can be thrown to 
disconnect the current instantly should any
thing go wrong.”

Bartlett grinned.
“Last, but by no means least, Dave Grant 

of your local office sales force is going to 
act as lecturer or demonstrator, or what
ever you want to call him.”

From the audience someone shouted: 
“What will you do, Bart ?”
Bart laughed.
“I’m taking it easy,” he said. “Master of 

ceremonies, if you like. I want to watch the 
show as one of the audience. If it goes 
off as well as we expect, Dave Grant will be 
putting on similar demonstrations for vari
ous c l u b s  and business organizations 
throughout the territory. Mr. Polk”—he 
bobbed his head in the direction of the head 
table—“thinks it should be productive not 
only of goodwill but of considerable gravy 
business for Dave as well as for you all.”

Cheers and whistles followed.
“Good for Dave. Good for ‘Golden Boy!’ ” 

a girl’s voice cried. The executives at the 
head table joined in the general laugh.

It was easy to see why Dave Grant had 
acquired the nickname of “Golden Boy.” 
Handsome as a matinee idol, his skin was 
beautifully bronzed from long exposure to 
sun on the beach in front of the riverside 
home he had acquired several years before. 
An 'outstanding producer of new business 
for Imperial Casualty, Grant’s income ran 
consistently near the ten thousand a year 
level.

“Okay, Dave, you take over now,” Bart
lett said. He went down steps at the side of 
the stage, finding himself a seat at a table on 
floor level, beside his stout, red-faced assist
ant, “Rudy” Nieman.

KEN OMAR was pulling on the heavy 
work gloves. Dave Grant launched 

into a layman’s explanation of Ohm’s Law, 
illustrated by large-sized charts, showing 
how a comparatively small amount of elec
trical current might be sufficient to electro
cute a man if skin resistance were reduced 
through sweating hands, contact with wa
ter, or other not uncommon circumstances.

“We have here an ordinary pull-socket 
lamp,” Grant continued smoothly. “It has 
a rubber insulated base and looks to be in 
perfect condition. Actually the insulation 
has been damaged—a condition which hap
pens frequently through excessive wear or 
natural deterioration. You will note that 
when Ken Omar touches this, without being 
grounded, no current passes through his 
body.”

As Grant spoke, Omar grasped the socket 
with his metal tipped gloves. The Christ
mas tree bulbs remained unlighted.

“Now suppose,” Grant went on, “that Ken 
was connected in some way with a ground 
for the current. See what would happen 
then!”

Ken Omar set a metal tipped shoe firmly 
on a flat, grounded steel plate on the stage 
floor beside him. Instantly, red, blue and 
yellow points of light blossomed along the 
arm which grasped the lamp socket, across 
his chest and down the side of his leg to
ward the grounded foot.

“You can see that the flow of current here 
would be directly through the heart and 
could very readily result in a fatal accident,” 
Grant proceeded to explain. “Let’s see now 
what can be done to eliminate a hazard of 
this sort. First, we can make sure no socket
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Is located near a possible ground. Then—a 
very simple precaution—we could tie a piece 
of cord to the pull socket, so—”

From his vantage point out front, Bart
lett was watching Ken Omar, noting that the 
renewal salesman did not move a muscle. 
Omar looked rigid as an iron bar. There 
was a staring expression in his eyes, while 
his rather small, sharp features showed 
newly etched lines of strain.

Bartlett felt a sudden constriction in his 
own stomach. He leaped from his seat.

“Pull that switch, Charlie!” he yelled at 
Jackson, the underwriter.

He heard the switch click as he took the 
steps to the stage in two bounds. His as
sistant, Nieman, was right behind him. The 
lights on Omar’s tan-colored coverall did 
not even flicker, but remained lighted bril
liantly.

Bartlett now whipped his belt from his 
trousers, threw it looped around Omar’s 
body. Nieman helped by grabbing the other 
end. Both men were careful to avoid touch
ing the rigid, renewal salesman.

“Come on now, pull, Rudy!” Bartlett 
yelled.

They heaved on the belt. The colored 
lights went out abruptly. Ken Omar, re
laxing as suddenly, fell flat on his face on 
the wooden flooring.

The banquet room was in immediate con
fusion with everyone leaving their tables and 
surging toward the stage. Excited voices 
babbled.

“What happened ? Accident! Ken’s elec
trocuted!”

Regional Vice-President Waldo Polk 
shouldered his way through the crush. Polk 
was a tall, middle-aged man, whose once 
slim waist was beginning to thicken. He 
had a lantern jaw that looked a trifle lop
sided, as if sometime in childhood he’d re
ceived a heavy blow which affected the sub
sequent growth of the bone structure.

“How badly is Omar hurt?” Polk de
manded in his harsh, arrogant manner.

Rudy Nieman had pulled off the prostrate 
renewal salesman’s gloves and shoes, torn 
open the wired coat and now sat astride the 
man’s back, vigorously administering artifi
cial respiration.

He grunted with his effort.
“Can’t tell yet, sir. But it looks very bad. 

He’s not breathing at all.”
“A fine demonstration!” Polk sounded 

furious. “A half-baked idea, Bartlett. It 
would be careless on the part of a cub engi
neer, but when a district supervisor lets a

device like this be used without proper test
ing. The company was on the verge of a 
serious mistake making you regional safety 
manager!”

Bartlett didn’t reply at once. He’d been 
peering into the control box, trying to see 
why the emergency switch had not func
tioned properly. Now he straightened, hold
ing one of the shoes Omar had worn.

“It was tested,” he told the vice-presi
dent quietly. “Naturally! I tried it myself 
not more than an hour ago.”

The sea of crowding faces pressed closer, 
tongues making a babel of sound. Above 
the uproar, Polk’s strident voice cut cold as 
an ice saw.

“Stand back! Everyone outside!” His 
steel-grey eyes sought out a couple of faces. 
“Here you: Smith, Emory! You fellows
take charge of clearing this room.” He swung 
back to Bartlett. “Don’t try to alibi your
self, Bartlett. You’re just making a bad mat
ter worse.”

“Look, sir!” Bartlett said. He held out 
the shoe. “As an added precaution, the in
side of this was insulated with sponge rub
ber. Now the insulation’s been torn out and 
part of the shoe lining, too. The metal 
electrode was bound to press against the 
wearer’s foot.”

Polk sniffed.
“What are you trying to prove, Bartlett? 

Do you think anyone would possibly have 
hurt Omar deliberately?”

Rudy Nieman got to his feet, red face crim
son from exertion.

“He’s worse than hurt, sir. Ken’s dead!” 
“What good was the emergency switch?” 

the dark visaged Charlie Jackson said accus
ingly. “You sure had me kidded, Bartlett, 
that I was doing any good up here.”

“The switch would have prevented 
trouble,” Bartlett said curtly, “if it hadn’t 
been shorted.” He appealed again to Polk. 
“You’ll surely recall, sir, that we’d planned 
a surprise ending for the demonstration. We 
were going to show how an electrical device 
could be rendered fool-proof by use of a 
special ground wire and fuse that would cut 
off the current in event of a short, before 
the operator could be injured.

"We even had a rat trap rigged to go off 
with a bang when the fuse blew for a dra
matic wind-up. But the switch and fuse 
have been shorted around the metal jaws 
of the trap. There are burned spots on each 
side of the wooden base.”

Dave Grant had also been peering into the 
control box.
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“If there was a short in the wiring, what 

caused it?”
“That’s what I’d like to know,” Bartlett 

said grimly. “The apparatus has been tam
pered with.”

“Are you trying to say I monkeyed with 
it?” Charlie Jackson demanded hotly.

Bartlett eyed the dark-faced underwriter 
reflectively. “That’s not what I said, but it’s 
a possibility at that. You didn’t get along 
with Omar, did you? Everyone in the of
fice knows how he’s gone over your head to 
Mr. Polk on several risks you didn’t want to 
have renewed.”

JACKSON’S sallow cheeks were suffused 
with blood. He took a step forward 

menacingly, fists knotted. “You’re accusing 
me of—”

Bartlett glanced at the incredulous faces 
around him and deliberately dropped his 
town-buster bomb.

“I’m making no definite accusations,” he 
said, “but I am saying that Ken Omar’s 
death was no accident. It looks more like 
premeditated murder.”

“Murder!” Vice-President Polk sounded 
ready to explode. “We all make occasional 
mistakes, Bartlett. Yours has cost the life 
of one of our good men. The company 
might overlook your mistake in the long 
run. But what I can’t condone is your ap
parent intention to squirm out of all respon
sibility.”

Bartlett heard a stifled sob behind him. 
It was Bess Travers, the district clerical 
supervisor. Bess had always been able to 
make Bartlett’s pulse beat faster. Her di
minutive figure was definitely professional 
model quality. The way her red-gold hair 
grew into a widow’s peak in the center of 
her high, smooth forehead gave her face a 
heart-shaped contour.

“I heard it all,” Bess said in a strangled 
tone. “How can you do such a thing, Bart? 
How can you try to put the blame on some
one else?”

The look in Bartlett’s eyes was one of 
mortal hurt. But he faced her squarely. 
“Because someone killed Ken Omar deliber
ately, Bess. And because I intend to make 
it my business to find out who that someone 
is.”

She turned away from him to hurry down 
the short steps, joining the subdued remnants 
of the crowd ebbing from the banquet room. 
A lump of solid ice formed in the pit of 
Bartlett’s stomach, although he could see 
how the girl must feel. She had liked Ken

Omar enough to go out on more than one 
date with the renewal salesman.

“Look,” said Charlie Jackson vindictively. 
“Maybe Bartlett tampered with that wiring 
himself. So he’d have a clear field with the 
chick.”

“Stop it, both of you!” Waldo Polk said. 
“I’m not going to have a scandal. The com
pany has spent several thousand dollars ar
ranging this sales meeting. I don’t intend 
to see that money thrown down a rat-hole.” 

“What’s more important?” Bartlett de
manded hotly. “Saving a few dollars for a 
hundred million dollar company, or seeing a 
murderer brought to justice?”

“All this talk about murder is sheer non
sense,” Polk stated flatly. “I want you to 
forget it, Bartlett. You won’t be promoted 
to regional safety manager, naturally, after 
all this, but you won’t be fired, either. Un
less you persist in this idiotic accusation.” 
He left the threat unfinished.

“Get it straight,” Bartlett told Polk. “Big 
boss or not, I’m not letting you saddle me 
with responsibility for this. I’m going to 
Investigate. And you can’t fire me without 
Home Office approval.”

“I shall certainly recommend it to Home 
Office,” Polk announced icily.

“If I can’t prove my point,” Bartlett told 
the man, “you can take my job and throw it 
out the window. If I do prove it, I’ll accept 
your public apology.”

He stalked away, tom between anger and 
despair.

How ironic the tricks life played! This 
visual demonstration of low voltage hazards 
had come to him like an inspiration. Same 
as his previous campaign for guarding punch 
presses in the industrial plants.

The punch press idea had brought much 
favorable publicity to the company as well 
as considerable new business from metal
working establishments. Bartlett’s sugges
tion that Home Office establish a research 
laboratory for the study of occupational dis
eases had also gone over beautifully.

The way Bartlett had consistently blended 
originality and showmanship with his expert 
technical knowledge was what had first at
tracted attention of company higher-ups. 
The result of this was, that he was earmarked 
for promotion to Ed Cooley’s job as regional 
safety manager in the Middle West when 
Cooley got his transfer to Home Office next 
month. Now it looked as if what Bartlett 
had actually been staging, was the finish of 
his own promising career.

He went first to a telephone, reported the
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fatality to police headquarters, emphasizing 
that he wished to make a personal statement 
in connection with the case. Mental upset 
made him almost sick at his stomach as he 
left the phone booth. He felt the need of a 
stimulant, turned toward the hotel’s ornate 
Lotus Cocktail Lounge.

Little groups of Imperial employees clus
tered at the various tables, all of them talking 
excitedly. The conversation died when Bart
lett appeared. No one invited him to join 
them.

He saw Bess Travers with some of the 
girls from the claims and the auditing de
partments. Bess turned her pretty, heart- 
shaped face away, pert little chin elevated, as 
Bartlett came near.

Never before had he felt so utterly alone. 
Like an outcast, a pariah, the injustice of it 
cut him like a sword. Mouth set in a grim 
line, he swerved toward the bar at the far 
end of the gleaming lounge. He ordered 
bourbon straight, filling the glass to the very 
brim.

From behind, a hand clapped his shoulder. 
It was Rudy Nieman who had followed him 
down from the banquet room.

“Tough break, fellow,” Nieman said sym
pathetically. “But it’s not your fault. You’re 
taking it too personally.”

“How can I help that?” Bartlett shoved the 
bottle toward Nieman, motioned the bar
keeper to bring another glass. “You know 
there was nothing wrong with that appara
tus an hour before the show went on. You 
helped me test it.”

“Sure, I know,” Nieman said. "But you’re 
just getting yourself in bad with Polk. Why 
stir up things? You know the big boss 
doesn’t give a hoot about Ken Omar. All 
that worries Polk is the impression his Re
gion makes on the brass hats at Home 
Office.”

“That’s a rotten attitude!” Bartlett re
plied. He tossed off his glass, poured an
other.

“You’ve lived long enough to know the 
facts of life,” Rudy Nieman remarked un
feelingly. “Why I’ll bet Polk’s even secretly 
glad to have Omar out of the way. He’d 
have got rid of the man long ago except 
that Omar’s uncle is an assistant secretary. 
Polk's had Omar on the carpet half a dozen 
times the last few months.”

Bartlett was surprised.
“I didn’t know that. Why?”
Devoting all his time and thought to doing 

an outstanding job in his own department, 
grapevine rumors and office politics were

something in which Bartlett had taken no 
interest. He wondered suddenly if that had 
been another bad mistake.

“Been so much renewal business lost,” 
Rudy Nieman went on bitterly. “Mostly 
personal auto accounts, too. Polk is all in 
an uproar. If it weren’t for Dave Grant’s 
swell new business production, the local of
fice would be slipping badly. The boss had 
an angry scene with Omar and Jackson both, 
just the day before this meeting. Omar 
complained about Jackson’s hard-boiled 
underwriting attitude. They had a reafblow- 
off. Just one big, happy family!”

“I don’t see how this bickering affects the 
situation,” said Bartlett. “Simply makes it 
more obvious that Omar was killed deliber
ately. What would you want me to do, let 
a murderer get away with it?”

R UDY NIEMAN pounded Bart’s back
again.

“You won’t be able to pin murder on any 
of our people,” he said flatly. “Best thing 
you could do is forget that angle. Try to 
play ball with Polk. Look after yourself. 
I don’t want you to get the axe, Bart. I’ve 
enjoyed working with you too much.” 

Bartlett looked up to meet his assistant’s 
eyes. Their coldness belied Nieman’s words 
of solicitude. In a flash of comprehension, 
Bartlett realized how greatly Nieman stood 
to profiit if he, Jim Bartlett, should be dis
charged. Nieman would step into his shoes 
immediately. Into the District job, certainly. 
With the manpower shortage, Rudy Nieman 
might conceivably get the tremendous break 
of stepping clear up into the Regional job.

Bartlett gulped his second drink abruptly, 
turned on his heel. He felt worse instead of 
better. An urgent need for solitude, a 
chance to think this thing out alone, gripped 
him.

Under his breath he cursed the subterran
ean windings of office intrigue as he took 
the elevator to his room on one of the hotel’s 
top floors. How unfortunate advancement 
often stems from skillful flattery of superiors 
and exaggerated attention to surface ap
pearances, rather than from hard, conscien
tious, constructive application to the job. 
This is a fact which the greedy or lazy in 
almost any large organization, strive con
tinually to exploit to their own advantage.

Bartlett reached his room number, twisted 
the key in the door lock. The door did not 
open. Surprised, he twisted the key back 
again. This time the door swung inward 
quite easily. It had been left unlocked.
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Fleetingly Jim Bartlett wondered about 

that. He was sure the night latch was on 
when he left for downstairs after showering 
and dressing for the banquet. Some careless 
chambermaid, no doubt. Inefficient workers.

Bartlett shrugged. He knew the problems 
management faces in finding competent help 
in boom times. Inside the room, the window 
also had been pulled shut and the heat 
turned on. The room, on such a mild Spring 
evening, was like a bake oven. The atmos
phere was stifling and it smelled of the hot 
pipes. Sweat began to make his skin clammy.

The window was wide and high. Bart
lett’s room at the front of the tall structure 
faced a principal business thoroughfare. The 
clang of street cars and the hoot of taxi horns 
rose to his ears from the pavement eighteen 
floors below. He pulled up the window sash. 
A puff of breeze was pleasantly cool against 
his warm-moist skin.

He was starting to turn back into the 
room when a flying body struck him hard 
from behind. Bartlett had no time to see 
his attacker. His thighs struck the edge of 
the window casing, acting as a fulcrum for 
his body, curving it through the opening, 
like a diver beginning a forward one-and-a- 
half.

Surprise and cold terror tore an involun
tary yell from his lips, cut off in the middle 
by a solid grunt as he landed flat on his 
stomach against the small, ornamental rail
ing which formed a part of the stonework 
outside at the room floor level. His fingers, 
clutching wildly, caught the masonry, held, 
as momentum would have rolled him over to 
the sheer drop in front.

With breath knocked out of him, heart 
thudding dully, Bartlett clung to the cold 
stone. His head hung over so his horrified 
eyes gazed straight down into the abyss he 
had so narrowly avoided.

From this height, the two and three story 
shop buildings across the street looked like 
units from some child’s toy village. In the 
light that spilled from their show windows, 
straggling pedestrians on the sidewalks were 
tiny insects barely crawling.

High places always affected Bartlett with 
that queer, familiar urge to leap. Resisting it, 
Bart’s nails dug against the stonework so 
hard that his strained wrists began to ache. 
Suddenly giddy, he shut his eyes. His head 
turned slowly upward.

His unknown assailant, Bartlett knew, 
would probably have lingered to watch the 
body of his victim land, a crushed and pulpy 
mass, on the pavement below. If so, Bartlett

realized he still might die by falling. A 
hand-to-hand struggle at the window would 
be inevitable, with himself at a disadvantage 
and the killer fighting now for his own life.

But the lighted oblong above his head, 
when Bartlett opened his eyes again, was 
empty. The murderer evidently had not 
lingered.

Moving an inch at a time, Bartlett shifted 
his weight with infinite care. His balance on 
the narrow railing was precarious in the 
extreme. Finally he managed to get his fin
gers on the window ledge. A moment later 
he pulled himself across the sill into the 
safety of the room.

His clothes were drenched with sweat, 
while his legs felt as if they were made of 
rubber. From the large pier glass over the 
dresser, his own face stared out at him chalky 
white., enormous-eyed. Limply he dropped 
into a chair to let the numbness drain from 
his limbs and the fog from his brain.

Memory took him back swiftly over the 
past two days of the sales meeting. The 
room at the hotel was a time-saving device. 
Polk had thought it would save a lot of time 
chasing back and forth to the office if all the 
men who had an important part in the meet
ing, would simply live there until the con
clave was over.

During the two days, Bartlett had received 
a number of company callers. Hardly one of 
them had failed to look out the window, with 
some comment on the ornamental stonework 
visible just outside. His potential murderer, 
however, could not have known of the rail
ing or he would have chosen some other 
way to get him out of the way.

Suddenly he had the answer. His lips com
pressed to a hard, thin line. By trying to 
kill him, Ken Omar’s slayer had only suc
ceeded in revealing his own identity. Bart
lett got to his feet, his plan of action clear.

He took the elevator back downstairs. The 
cage paused momentarily at the mezzanine 
level. Bess Travers and a couple of her 
girls from the clerical division got on. They 
were wearing hats and coats, ready evidently 
to go home for the night. Bess met his eyes, 
started to look away. Something in his face 
stopped her. When the cage halted at the 
lobby, she dropped behind the other girls.

“What—what is it, Bart?” she whispered. 
“You look so strange! Sort of dangerous. 
I’ve never seen you look this way before.”

“It isn’t every night that someone tries to 
throw me out an eighteenth story window,” 
he said quietly.

Bess gasped and her lovely eyes widened.
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“They didn’t—oh-h-h!”

Bart nodded.
“If I look dangerous it’s because I am. 

Dangerous for a killer. I intend to trap him— 
and tonight.”

“Do be careful,” she said faintly. “I 
wouldn’t want you to be hurt, Bart. Truly I 
wouldn’t.”

IM BARTLETT gave her a tender
smile.

“My danger is past,” he said confidently. 
“The killer missed his chance. He expected 
my death would be put down to suicide. Re
morse about Ken Omar. Instead, I know 
now who I’m looking for and he doesn’t yet 
suspect that I’m wise to him,”

“Who—who is it?”
He shook his head, gave her a twisted 

grin.
Wait till I have evidence to prove my 

point. You can help me if you will. I want 
to get into the underwriting files at the 
office. You have the keys.”

The other girls were waiting for Bess a 
few steps ahead.

“Go along,” she called to them. “I’ve de
cided to stay awhile yet. See you in the 
morning.”

They went out.
“I’ll go with you to the office, Bart,” Bess 

said then. “I’ll do whatever I can to help. 
I—I’m sorry—”

Her hand touched his. Her skin felt cool 
and smooth.

At this hour of night, the big Regional 
office was silent and deserted. Bartlett flipped 
a switch near the door. Long rows of desks 
stretched half a city block in length to van
ish finally into gloom at the still unlighted 
farthest end. He stopped near a private of
fice whose ground glass door bore the words, 
“Waldo Polk,” Vice-President.”

Just outside the sanctum of the Regional 
boss, was the desk space assigned the rank 
and file of the sales force. Bartlett went 
straight to the desk which had belonged to 
Ken Omar. Swiftly he pulled drawers open, 
pawing through the untidy litter of papers 
and rate manuals inside. In the shallow mid
dle drawer he found something that made 
him straighten with a grunt of satisfaction. 
Bess Travers watched curiously as he opened 
an unsealed envelope, took out an automo
bile policy ready for mailing. He studied the 
typing on the policy declarations for a mo
ment.

“I was right! What a break!” he whis
pered tensely.

“What’s unusual about a policy in a re
newel salesman’s desk ?” Bess asked. “I don’t 
see—”

His finger now indicated two lines of 
typing.

“ ‘Name of insured: B. Huntington Ray
burn!’ ” he read for her. “ ‘Occupation: 
safety engineer for Atlas Weighing Machine 
Company.’ The break comes because I hap
pen to know Rayburn personally. I also 
know he always signs himself Bennett H. 
Rayburn.”

“You know the girls in the policy writing 
unit simply copy the information they’re 
given from the Underwriting Department,” 
Bess said. “I still don’t understand.”

“Of course you don’t,” Bartlett agreed. 
He was grinning broadly. “But you will. Let 
me have the keys to the underwriting files 
now, will you, Bess?”

He spent half an hour rooting through 
various folders, checking frequently with 
other folders in the automobile cancelled 
files. At the end of that time he said: “Okay. 
Got all I need, thanks to you. Now, let’s get 
back to the hotel and have it out with Polk.” 

Inside the vice-presidential suite, ice 
clinked comfortably in tall amber glasses. 
Enjoying Polk’s pre-war Scotch and earn
estly in conversation with the Regional boss 
were ‘Golden Boy’ Dave Grant and Rudy 
Nieman.

They all seemed surprised to see Bartlett 
and the girl. Nieman nodded negligently. 
Grant flashed his customary winning smile. 
Polk’s inquiring stare held no trace of 
friendliness.

“I’ve come,” Bartlett said bluntly to Polk, 
“to prove that Omar was murdered. Then 
I’ll accept that apology from you.”

“W e’ve just been discussing your attitude, 
Bartlett,” Polk answered frigidly. “I’ve told 
Nieman I’m considering him for your job 
and—”

“Don’t count on it too much, Rudy,” Bart
lett advised grimly. “Now, if you’ll get Jack- 
son in here, Mr. Polk, I’ll go ahead and nail 
down my points.”

“Why do we need Jackson?”
“He ought to sit in on this, by all means. 

You’ll soon understand.”
With obvious reluctance, Polk reached for 

the telephone on its small stand.
“If you’ll have him paged in the bar, sir.” 
Dave Grant could not restrain his curios

ity.
“What’re you trying to do, Bart, pin the 

accident on Charlie?”
“It wasn’t an accident,” Bartlett snapped.
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“I’ve said it before and I repeat it. Omar 
was killed deliberately. The insulation was 
removed from that shoe. The wiring on the 
laboratory smock was altered. Furthermore, 
the emergency switch was shorted. Any flat 
piece of metal laid across the jaws of the 
rat trap could have accomplished that last 
result. The killer picked up the evidence 
while we were all watching Omar.”

“I get you,” Grant said. “You mean Char
lie was the one behind the control box all 
the time, so he had opportunity.”

Bartlett didn’t answer. The silence was 
strained for the next few moments until a 
rap sounded on the door and Jackson ap
peared. A cigarette drooped in the comer of 
the underwriter’s mouth, his dark face 
looked slightly flushed.

“Jackson would have had opportunity for 
finagling the safety switch,” Bartlett said 
then, “but he would never have made the 
mistake of trying to push me out my win
dow. Charlie came to see me this morning 
before the meeting started and he com
mented on the rail outside that window.” 

Jackson seemed confused.
“What gives? Why . . . ”
“Omar’s slayer tried to polish me off too 

so there’d be no investigation,” Bartlett an
swered. “That was a mistake because I’d 
have had an almost impossible task proving 
anything. But after taking that dive, I knew 
the real killer must have been someone who 
hadn’t been up to my room. That boiled it 
down to just one person. It enabled me to 
find the motive, too.”

Polk showed sudden interest.
"Go on, Bartlett, I’m listening.”
“You’ve been worried about lost renew

als,” Bart went on. “Omar couldn’t seem to 
hold the auto accounts. You thought he 
was doing a bum job. But the poor fellow 
wasn’t to blame. He was up against a smooth 
racket. Those lost policies never went off 
the books at all. For instance, if we lost 
the renewal of John Doe, we got a new 
account under the name of J. S. Doe, or 
Jane Doe. The same policyholder under a 
slightly different handle.”

Bartlett now swung accusingly to Dave 
Grant.

“No wonder you have such a nice coat of

tan! No wonder you can afford a home on 
the river! With the amount of commissions 
you’ve been knocking down from phony new 
business—”

Grant jumped to his feet, handsome face 
contorted with rage and fear. “That’s a lie! 
My production is—”

“Omar got wise finally,” Bartlett went on 
calmly. “I found one of your new business 
policies in his desk. It had no place there. 
He must have told you the game was up. So 
you arranged it to have him electrocuted. 
You knew the way you’d operated was the 
same as embezzling from the company, if 
you were exposed it meant jail, as well as 
the end of your profitable racket.”

“I’ll never go to jail,” Grant snarled. His 
hand streaked suddenly to the inside of his 
coat, came out holding a flat, ugly-looking 
automatic. “I’ll have to knock you all off 
now. You came up here and I got into an 
argument, Bartlett. Before I could inter
vene, you’d shot everyone.”

The deadly snout of the gun focused on 
Bartlett’s chest at point blank range. Bess 
Travers grabbed the telephone, threw it with 
all her strength at Grant. The short cord 
kept it from striking Grant. But it discon
certed him.

The gun wavered for an instant.
That instant was just long enough. Bart

lett sprang forward. His fist smashed solidly 
against the killer’s jaw. Grant reeled back
ward against the wall. Bartlett dived on top 
of him. He struck again, hard. And yet 
again.

Nieman and Jackson picked Grant from 
the floor. The beefy assistant levered the 
dazed salesman’s arm into a bone breaking 
hold behind Grant’s back.

Waldo Polk relaxed suddenly in one of 
his rare smiles. “Good work, Bart,” he said. 
“You’ll get that apology in the morning 
when I make public announcement of your 
elevation to the Regional job.”

Bartlett met Bess Travers’ eyes and read 
the message in them. She nodded slightly.

“I don’t like to add to your problems, sir,” 
he said, “but I think you’d better inform 
Home Office that you’ll be needing a new 
clerical supervisor in this office before very 
long.”
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Joe Sm a ll steps out w ith  a m ean-looking knife in h is hand

DEAD ON DEPARTURE
By DONALD BAYNE HOBART

Detective Mugs Kelly makes double talk speak volumes!

Y OU take a lug who gets killing ideas 
when he finds a knife handy, let him 
go wandering around with a bunch of 

people he doesn’t like, and what have you? 
I’ll tell you—you’ve got murder, that’s what.

“Mugs” Kelly is my name, and while there 
are some who consider me tall, dark and 
repulsive I don’t take much stock in such 
flattery. I’m a private detective of the old 
school—P. S. No. 10—and while I’m not the 
world’s greatest investigator I get along all 
right.

I am spending a two-week summer vaca
tion down in Atlantic City when I get mixed 
up with this hunk of homicide. There I am 
sitting out on the beach in my bathing suit 
and exhibiting the manly torso when a tall, 
thin man drops down beside me on the sand 
and begins to babble away in double-talk.

“It would be a lovely day if it wasn’t for 
the smatterwilink,” he says. “Now you take 
those clouds out there, if it wasn’t for the 
gregson on the limped they would be lap- 
torial.”

“Go away,” I tell him. “You bother me.”

“I’ve got to talk to you,” he says, looking 
around like he expects the sheriff’s posse to 
come galloping over the hill at any moment. 
“I know that you’re a private detective named 
Kelly.”

“You’re slipping,” I say. “You’re talking 
sense.”

“I know.” He nods. “That other stuff— 
the wistory on the blinken—is just an act.” 
He suddenly looks frightened. “Joe Small is 
my name and I expect to be killed at any 
moment.”

“That’s natural,” I say. “You’re just ask
ing for murder when you go around spout
ing that double-talk.”

“I can’t help it,” says Small. “It’s a habit 
—my public demands it. I’m one of the best 
double-talk artists in show business. Why 
when I go on the radio they avcadory with 
rippleblurts.”

“Forget it,” I tell him. “I’m not your pub
lic—which makes me grateful for small 
favors. What’s this about your being 
killed?”

“I’m with a house party down in Ventnor,”
93



94 BLACK BOOK DETECTIVE
Small says. “Three men and three gals who 
rented a cottage along the beach. I’m one of 
the three men, and ever since we’ve been 
there I’m sure someone has been trying to 
murder me.”

“There’s the Ventnor City Police, the At
lantic City Police and the New Jersey State 
Police,” I remind. “Why don’t you tell them 
your troubles? Out of a resort with so many 
visitors, why pick on me?”

“Because I’m afraid the police would laugh 
at me,” says Small. “Besides, suppose they 
should investigate and I am wrong. I’d be in 
a tough spot with the rest of the gang on the 
house party.”

“Something to that,” I agreed. “But where 
do I come in?”

“I want to hire you to protect me,” says 
this Joe Small, and he seems to have forgot
ten all about the double-talk.

M UGS KELLY has never been one to 
let a little thing like a vacation pre

vent him from earning a little extra dough. 
So when Small offers me two hundred bucks 
to guard him for a week, I take the job with 
all the reluctance of a. hungry fish leaping for 
bait.

“It’s a deal,” I say. “But how about the 
merry little playmates on the house party? 
There’s something about my map that might 
not appeal to them.”

“You’re just being modest,” Small tells 
me, looking me straight in the face. “You 
are not really ugly, Kelly. No, I wouldn’t 
say that—just grotesque.”

“I like tiie double-talk better,” I tell him. 
Anyway we talk the whole thing over. He 

gives me the address of the cottage down ip 
Ventnor, and it is agreed that I will show up 
there that afternoon as an old friend of Joe 
Small’s from New York.

Then Small leaves me and I decide to take 
a swim. It is around eleven A.M. and there 
are plenty of people on the beach and in the 
water. I’m a fair swimmer, so I plow through 
the surf and out beyond the breakers, I get 
out where they are rolling long and easy and 
try floating.

All of a sudden somebody grabs me by 
both ankles and pulls me under. Naturally I 
don’t like the idea of drowning just because 
somebody wants to play rough, so I start 
fighting. I get moving around fast, and get 
loose. Then I see a blurry face beneath the 
water and give it a good shove.

My lungs are about bursting for air, so I 
come to the surface and start breathing 
again. By this time I’m sure that somebody 
doesn’t like me.

The man who tried to drown me doesn’t 
come to the surface anywhere near me, but 
as I wait and watch two men appear, one to 
my right and the other to my left. They are 
both swimming toward the beach and paying 
no attention to me, so I don’t know if either 
one of them happens to be my playful pal,

I head back to the beach, and decide I’ve 
had enough swimming for one day. So I 
walk up to the bathhouse, change into my 
clothes and head for the Boardwalk. I was 
beginning to suspect that the attempt on my 
life is connected with my little chat with 
Joe Small, and that isn’t double-talk.

That afternoon I arrive at the cottage in 
Ventnor by taxi. I am carrying my bag and 
trying to look like I just got off a train from 
New York. I pay the cab driver and go up 
the steps of the cottage—at least that’s what 
they call it, but to me it looks like a good- 
sized stucco house.

I ring the front door bell and in a few 
moments the door is opened and a stout man 
stands there gazing at me. Then he smiles 
and holds out his right hand.

“Why Mugs Kelly,” he says. “This is a 
pleasant surprise.”

I blink and shake hands limply, for as far 
as I can remember I have never seen this 
stout man before in my life.

“Who is it, Dan ?” asks a man’s voice from 
behind my stout friend. “Did you say Mugs 
Kelly?”

“That’s right,” says the fat gent as he re
leases my hand. “But I’m disappointed. He 
doesn’t seem to remember me.” He smiles at 
me again. “Don’t tell me you have forgot
ten your old pal Dan Harper.”

“Oh, sure, I remember you now,” I say 
dazedly. “We went to different schools to
gether.”

“I’ll bet Mugs doesn’t remember me 
either,” says the other fellow, who is big and 
heavy-featured and has thick, curly hair. “I’m 
Craig Carson, Kelly.”

They lead me into the house and along the 
hall to a big living room. Here there are 
three girls dressed in slacks and halters and 
I think I’ve blundered in on part of a musical 
show rehearsal. I don’t see any sign of Joe 
Small around, and his not being there wor
ries me.

“Oh, goody!” cries one of the girls as she 
sees me. “Just what we need around here— 
another man. What with Sally and Nancy 
taking up all of Dan and Craig’s time, poor 
little Dotty has been just so lonely.”

I decided that poor little Dotty is one of 
those coy dames that you never knew 
whether to kiss or kill.



“Where’s Joe Small?” I asked. “He in
vited me here.”

“That’s right.” This Craig Carson nods. 
“Too bad about Joe. He had to leave sud
denly. Was called back to New York just an 
hour ago. He asked us to tell you how sorry 
he was to have to leave without seeing you.” 

“He left a note for you, Kelly,” the stout 
man remarks. He draws a sealed envelope 
out of his pocket and hands it to me. “Here 
it is—I was keeping it for you.”

“I phoned the express company to come 
and get Joe’s trunk like you told me to do, 
Craig,” says the girl one of the men has 
called Nancy. “They said they would pick 
it up this afternoon.”

1  STICK the note into my pocket. I don’t 
want to read it now, in front of everyone. 

Harper introduces me to the girls—Sally 
Lanceford, a tall, pretty blonde, Nancy Ash
land, a good-looking brunette, and Dotty 
Dawson, a redhead.

Harper shows me up to my room and 
leaves me there. I wait until I am alone, then 
open the note from Small. There are two 
hundred-dollar bills in the envelope with the 
note—and the note reads:

Dear Mugs:
Sorry I was called away, but it is a case of 

—-em-Ilik-ot-gniog-era-yeht so I have to leave. 
But I know you will—rorrim ni sdrawkcab 
daer—so thanks for everything.

Joe Small.
I keep looking at the note. It strikes me 

that even for a lug who goes in for double- 
talk Small has overdone it in the note. I 
can’t even pronounce words like those.

“Looks like the man is writing backwards,” 
I muttered, and then I give a start.

I try reading some of the stuff backwards 
and get results. The last part of it reads:

Bead backwards in mirror.

So I try that, and it don’t work. But I can 
read the other line backwards without the 
mirror and it reads:

They are going to kill me.
Since Small has told me he is afraid of be

ing murdered when I talked to him on the 
beach that morning I don’t find the note 
gives me any fresh news. All the same I 
am beginning to suspect he has already been 
killed. As far as I am concerned his having 
been called back to New York in such a 
hurry is a lot of mularkey.

I get my gun and shoulder holster out of

DEAD ON
my bag and put it on. The weight of it 
resting just under my left arm feels good. 
I’ve found that an automatic is a handy thing 
to have around at times.

An idea strikes me. The others are all 
downstairs and I decide that now will be a 
good time for me to take a look at the second 
floor of the house. I slip out of my room 
and into the hall. Just as I do I hear a loud 
groan from the room across from mine.

The door opens and Dan Harper comes 
staggering out.

“Got me,” mutters the stout man, as he 
sees me.

Then he sprawls face downward on the 
hall floor.

His back is covered with blood and it 
looks like someone has stabbed him. I go to 
him and examine him—but he is dead. I get 
to my feet and step into the room he just 
left, my gun ready in my hand.

There is no one in the room. The window 
is closed and a big wardrobe trunk stands 
against the wall. I search the room, looking 
into the empty clothes closet and under the 
bed. Not a sign of anyone. Then I look at 
the tag that is tied on the trunk.

It is addressed to Joe Small, at a New 
York hotel, and the handwriting is the same 
as that on the note I received from the dou
ble-talking man.

Right then, out in the hall, a woman 
screams. I can guess what has happened. 
One of the girls has come upstairs and seen 
Harper’s body lying there. I wait a moment, 
then hear more voices. I drop my gun back 
into the holster and step out into the hall.

Craig Carson and the three girls are there 
—gathered around the body. Sally is crying, 
Nancy is pale and trembling, and Dotty looks 
like she is going to be good and sick. Car- 
son glares at me.

“What happened, Kelly?” he demands. 
“Who killed Harper?”

“Termites, for all I know,” I say. “I heard 
a moan and he came out of the room I’ve just 
been searching. Then he dropped to the floor 
and died.” I look hard at Carson. “Any rea
son for Small hating Harper?”

“I don’t know,” Carson frowns. “I thought 
we were all good friends until we came here 
on this house party, but Small was acting 
strangely before he left.”

“I heard him quarreling with Dan last 
night,” says Sally. “He refused to pay Dan 
ten thousand dollars that Small apparently 
owed him.”

“Small owes me five thousand,” says Car- 
son. “He borrowed it from us last winter— 
claimed he needed it as part of the money to
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finance a show he was going to produce—but 
he never put the- show on. Just yesterday 
I learned that Small lost the money gam
bling.”

“Were either o£ you two swimming this 
morning?” I asked. “I mean up on the At
lantic City part of the beach.”

“No, not this morning,” Carson tells me. 
“But Small went for a walk up the beach in 
his bathing suit.”

“What was the idea of pretending you were 
old pals of mine when I first reached the 
house?” I ask. “You know I never saw you 
or Harper before.”

“It was just a gag,” says Carson. “Small 
suggested that we pretend we were old 
friends of yours when you arrived. He 
showed us a picture of you, along with a 
newspaper account of some case you had 
solved and told us he had invited you here.” 
The big man stares at the body. “It doesn’t 
seem funny now.”

“Take the girls downstairs and phone for 
the police,” I order him. “This is murder 
—and we need the police here. “I’ll be down 
in a few minutes.”

CARSON don’t argue. He herds the girls 
downstairs, leaving me alone with the 

corpse in the hall. I go back into the room 
I have just searched. My gun is again in my 
hand. I take careful aim and fire at the big 
wardrobe trunk. The bullet goes right 
through the trunk with a tearing sound.

I back to the wall as the big trunk sud
denly swings open and Joe Small steps out 
of it with a mean-looking knife in his hand. 
My arm jerks back to cover him, my funny- 
bone hits the wall so hard that the pain 
makes me drop my gun.

“So you were smarter than I thought,” 
growls Small, advancing toward me with the 
knife raised to strike. “I figured you were 
just a dumb private detective when I hired 
you.”

“Oh, sure,” I say. “So you pulled me down

under the water when I was swimming this 
morning. You wanted me to think that one 
of the other men had spotted me talking to 
you on the beach and was trying to drown 
me to keep me from helping you. I guess 
you thought that would convince me you 
were really in danger.”

“Right,” says Small. “ I had them all be
lieving I had left here. Then I sneaked back 
and hid in the trunk. It’s a trick trunk I 
bought from a magician—you can open or 
close it from inside by pressing a button.” 

"Then you planned to kill Harper and keep 
hidden in the trunk,” I accuse. “I was sup
posed to believe that Carson was the mur
derer and had killed you, and found a way to 
get rid of the body, and also that the story 
about you leaving here was just a stall on 
Carson’s part. I might have believed it at 
that, if you hadn’t written the New York 
hotel address on the trunk tag in your own 
handwriting. That tipped me off that you 
really had planned to leave here.”

“You’re smarter than I thought, all right,” 
snarls Small. “But you won’t live long 
enough to tell anybody what you know. Har
per made a mistake in getting tough about 
that money I borrowed from him, so I killed 
him—and if Carson should be accused of 
Harper’s murder that suits me fine. If the 
expressmen took me away in the trunk no 
one could ever prove I was here at the time 
of the killing.”

He lunges at me then, but I duck and grab 
up my gun. I bring it up roaring. Small 
staggers back as the bullet blqws into his 
chest and, drops to the floor, and is still.

“I heard most of it,” Carson suddenly says 
from the doorway. “The rotten killer!”

“As a murderer I’m afraid he was better at 
double-talk,” I say, as I stare at the dead 
killer lying there. “He got the wilump on 
the ratherforjell.”

“Huh?” Carson mumbles blankly.
“Think nothing of it,” I say. “I merely 

remarked he is dead on departure!”
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ODE  G I R L
By BARRY PEROWNE

Framed for murder in Paris, Lois Warren uses her razor-keen
wits to turn the tables on a

THE circle of light from Lois’ torch, 
roaming over the wall, discovered the 
words, Rue des Jumeaux. She took a 

small address-book from her pocket, turned 
the ray of light on the pages. They were 
covered with addresses in her neat handwrit
ing.

As codist in the Embassy service, she 
seemed, 3ince she had come to Paris, to have

clever and resourceful slayer!

been asked by almost everybody she knew 
at home to look up someone or other over 
here.

People were always writing, “Please look 
up my friends!”

She found, now, the entry she sought: 
D’Arzac, Georges and Gabrielle, 8 Rue des 
Jumeaux, near Avenue Malakoff,

“Eight,” Lois murmured, and putting the
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book away, turned into the side street.

It was very dark. She shone the ray of 
her torch up at the houses each side. They 
were massive and opulent, with elaborate, 
wide doorways of glazed glass and wrought 
iron. The numbers were over the doors. 
Four. Six. Eight. . . .

Lois Warren walked up two broad, marble 
steps, pressed a button to the right of the 
door. There was a whir, the door clicked 
open. Inside, she went up four more steps, 
covered now with red carpet. Paris was still 
on reduced electricity—the only light in the 
hall was a small bulb burning over the name- 
indicator. Also, through a glass door bn the 
right, there showed a dim glow which came, 
she guessed, from the concierge’s basement 
kitchen.

Looking for people in Europe these days 
was apt to be chancy business, and Lois 
glanced at the name-indicator with some 
trepidation. But the name was there: D’Ar
zac—Eighth Floor.

The elevator, of course, was without elec
tricity, and Lois Warren climbed the car
peted stairs, using her torch—there was only 
one small bulb burning on each landing— 
and rehearsing in her mind just what she 
was going to say to these strangers.

Not wishing to present herself to them 
with her breathing quickened by the climb, 
she paused when she reached the top land
ing. At that moment, a few paces from her, 
the door of the apartment here opened and 
a man glanced out. The light of the bulb 
over the door scarcely reached as far as Lois 
and, evidently not seeing her, he made as 
though to draw back into the apartment.

“Monsieur D’Arzac?” she said quickly.
He checked his movement. As she walked 

forward, his eyes slid over her trim figure, 
in a belted, tan coat, a tan soft felt hat with 
a jay’s feather in the band.

“I am D’Arzac,” he said lifting his eye
brows questioningly.

H E WAS thirty-seven or thirty-eight, 
with dark eyes, dark hair closely 

trimmed with a small, tight wave in it, an 
olive complexion. He was slender, not much 
taller than Lois herself, and wore a gray suit 
with a double-breasted waistcoat.

“Joan Tracy asked me to be sure and look 
you and your wife up,” Lois 3aid, smiling. 
“You remember Joan?”

“ Of course,” he said.
He made no move to open the door wider. 

His eyes were fixed on her, yet she had the 
feeling that his attention was strained in

ward, toward the apartment.
She felt a tinge of embarrassment.
“I called your telephone number twice to

day,” she explained, “but got no reply. As 
this was my one free night in quite a while, 
I thought if I was going to do as Joan 
asked—”

“Of course, of course!” He opened the 
door wider, smiled at her. “Please come in.”

There was no real reason why Lois should 
have felt, suddenly, that she did not want 
to go in. But she felt that way. She did 
not want to enter this apartment at all. She 
wanted to be back in the Avenue Malakoff, 
back in the broad Bois where she could see 
the lights of the traffic busily circling the 
Etoile. The revulsion disconcerted her.

She found herself stammering.
“No, really—you probably have some en

gagement. I’ve only a few minutes, anyway. 
I just wanted to be able to write Joan that 
I’d seen you.”

“Please!” he said. “A friend of Joan 
Tracy’s?” He was, now, all cordiality. “I 
insist! A minute or two—”

She could not refuse. She went in. . . .
She found herself in a hall walled with 

mirrors, reflecting furniture of Chinese lac
quer. On the parquet floor lay a rug of 
white bearskin. The fragrance of expensive 
perfume, Chanel or Lelong, was in the air. 
Here there was no shortage of light—a crys
tal chandelier and crystal wall-candles shone 
softly.

D’Arzac ushered her, between glass doors 
standing open, into a large lounge with a 
wine-rich carpet, cream-colored deep chairs 
and settees, tall windows with quilted, cream 
curtains closely drawn. He waved a hand at 
the windows.

“You would like our views of Paris,” he 
told her. “This is a penthouse, you know. We 
have a small roof garden.” He pushed for
ward a chair for her, glanced at a gold-chain 
watch on his slim wrist. “My wife—Gabri
el le—will be back soon.”

“She isn’t in?” Lois asked.
“I am expecting her at any moment,” 

D’Arzac said.
“Is that your wife?” Lois asked.
She was looking at a portrait in oils over 

the mantelpiece, a portrait of a girl about her 
own age but as dark as Lois was fair—a girl 
with blue-black hair flying back from a white 
face—thin, bizarre and reckless.

D’Arzac did not answer immediately, and 
Lois glanced at him. He was standing near 
the centre of the room, looking not at the 
portrait but at her—looking not as though
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he saw her, hut with an expression both 
absent yet curiously tense, like that of a 
man working out some intricate calcula
tion. He seemed to recollect himself ab
ruptly.

“Yes, that’s Gabrielle,” he said, smiling. 
“But we must talk about Joan. You must 
give me all her news. It has been so long— 
so much has happened. But first we must 
celebrate—a bottle of champagne! You will 
excuse me a moment? We keep our wine in 
the concierge’s cellar.”

“I’d much rather you didn’t bother,” Lois 
said quickly. “I must go now, anyway. I—” 

He was already on his way to the door. 
He turned and smiled at her.

“I shall be only a moment.”
Reluctantly Lois settled back in her chair 

—and so brought into view, in a mirror on 
the wall between two of the tall windows, the 
reflection of the hall through the open glass 
doors. Thus she saw D’Arzac open a mirror- 
door to the left of the hall, and with a glance 
back toward the lounge, pluck an overcoat 
and hat hurriedly from the closet.

Then he opened the door of the apartment 
and went out.

The moment the door closed behind him, 
Lois sat up. Her heart was going thump, 
thump, thump. Why, she wondered, should 
he have taken a coat and hat—and been so 
furtive about it—merely to go down to the 
cellar? It looked as though the revulsion 
she' had felt against entering this apartment 
had not been so irrational after all. There 
was something wrong here. Not only her 
nerves told her so, but her reason, too.

S HE WAS a codist. She lived by the ex
ercise of her reason. When she had 

been interviewed for her job, they had asked 
her if she had the type of mind that was in
terested in puzzles.

"You see, codes,” they had told her, “are 
subject to mutilation—the result of encod
ing under pressure at the other end, or faulty 
transmitting conditions, all sorts of reasons. 
You’ve got to be able to unravel those muti
lations by deduction—‘snagging,’ we call it. 
You’ve got to be able to see things from the 
angle of the codist at the other end, as well 
as your own, so that you can figure out 
the mistakes she might have made. And 
you’ve got to be able to do it with top pri
ority messages—with the heat on, with First 
Secretaries and even Charges d’Affaires fum
ing at your shoulder!”

Already the trained mind behind her 
charming, youthful face and her candid gray
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eyes was isolating the threads of this puzzle 
concerning the D’Arzac apartment.

Why, just as she had reached the top 
landing, had D’Arzac opened the door of the 
apartment, anyway? It was not because he 
had heard her coming as the stairs were 
heavily carpeted. It was not because he was 
on his way out. He had had on neither hat 
nor coat then. Besides, he had been about 
to step back into the apartment, not seeing 
her, when she had spoken to him.

No, she thought, the reason he had opened 
that door had been to listen—to make sure, 
before he did go out, that there was nobody 
coming up, nobody he was going to meet on 
the stairs.

Her catching him at just that moment had 
merely delayed his departure, delayed it until 
he had thought up the excuse about the bot
tle of champagne. Now she realized why he 
had taken his hat and coat. It was because 
he had no intention of coming back.

It was because, very probably, he was not 
Georges D’Arzac at all!

She was on her feet with a thrill of ex
citement, looking around the big lounge— 
looking eagerly for a desk or bureau the 
drawers of which had been forced, or a pic
ture awry that might conceal a rifled wall 
safe—looking for some sign that a thief had 
been here.

But if he were a thief, his objective must 
have been some other room. Here there 
was neither desk nor bureau, and the wall 
decorations were of Chinese scenes wrought 
delicately on silk and enclosed by cream 
panels. There were calla lilies in a bowl 
on the grand piano. Save for a man’s over
coat and hat thrown carelessly on one of 
the deep chairs, the order of the room was 
unbroken, perfect.

Her eyes rested reflectively on the cream, 
double doors to the right of the mantelpiece. 
She went to them, turned the glass knob, 
opened the doors, and glanced into the room.

The lights were on, and she saw the foot 
instantly. It caught her glance and held it— 
a small foot in a gold sandal, the slender 
ankle bare under a trouser-end of peacock- 
blue silk.

Lois’ heart thumped violently. She moved 
forward a pace, clear of the recess in which 
the door stood.

A girl in peacock-blue slacks and a little, 
gold-embroidered jacket was lying on her 
right side on the dove-gray carpet, one leg 
drawn up, her left hand lying childishly open 
behind her, her white forehead just touching 
the terra-cotta tiles of a fireplace. The tiles 
were splashed with blood.
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For a moment Lois did not breathe. A 
clock ticked industriously in the silence. The 
lights shone with an enchanted, sinister bril
liance.

She did not know how long she stood 
there.

What shattered the spell harshly was the 
sudden rattle of a key thrust into a lock. It 
brought her around with a catch of the 
breath. She went back quickly into the 
lounge.

“Gabrielle?” a voice called.
Lois stopped dead, facing the glass doors.
It was the man she had thought might not 

be Georges D’Arzac. He was in the act of 
closing behind him the outer door of the 
apartment. His hat was in his hand, his 
coat over his arm. He thrust them into the 
closet, turned to enter the lounge, and saw 
Lois.

He looked at her without recognition, 
smiled politely.

“Pardon, I did not know we had visitors,” 
he said, then looked at her more narrowly. 
“Something is wrong?”

Her incredulity, her bewilderment, held 
her voiceless, gazing at him. His eyes 
searched her face for an instant, then he 
walked past her.

“Gabrielle!”
He went to the door of the adjoining room. 

It seemed to Lois, turning to follow him 
with her eyes, that he stood for a long tinie 
in the doorway. Then he went into the room. 
She bit her lip, till the sharp pain pierced 
the numbness of her mind.

“I’ve got to think!” she said to herself, 
“What does this mean? What’s his game?”

D ’ARZAC reappeared in the doorway, his 
eyes fixed on her, brilliant and dark irt‘ 

his sallow, handsome face.
“What happened?” he said. Suddenly he 

came to her, gripped her shoulders, shook 
her so savagely that her hat fell to the car
pet, a lock of blond hair, loosened, brushed 
her eyes. “What happened?”

Strangely his touch calmed, instead of 
frightening her. She looked at him steadily. 

“ You ought to know!” she said.
He looked into her eyes, smiling, his teeth 

tight. Then he thrust her from him, turned, 
caught up a telephone which stood on the 
mantelpiece, dialed a single number. Watch
ing her sidelong, the receiver at his ear, he 
spoke into the telephone:

“Police?” He talked briefly, urgently, then 
[Turn to page 102]
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clicked the receiver back on its hooks.
He glanced at Lois, then did a curious 

thing. He edged the toe of his neat shoe 
under her hat, which lay on the carpet, and 
with his foot flicked it toward the door of 
the adjoining room. He flicked the soft felt 
thus a second time, so that it fell in that 
room. Again he looked at her.

She said nothing. She was calm, but her 
mind raced. She saw his purpose, she real
ised her own position. D ’Arzac had killed 
his wife, and was making a desperate play 
to shift the guilt to her—Lois.

Her mind seemed carried away from him 
now—armored against him, as it armored 
itself against the importunities of attaches 
and secretaries, creating from long practice 
in concentration a stillness of its own in the 
midst of tumult, to unravel the intricacies of 
mutilated code groups.

This was “the heat” as the Embassy never 
had imposed it. She knew that she dared 
not miss a trick. It was her wits against 
those of this desperate man, and the loser 
faced a murder charge.

Her neat mind separated the components 
of the situation as precisely as the groups of 
a code. -

She glanced at the coat and hat lying on 
the chair. He must have flung them there 
when he first came in—thrown them there 
on his way to his wife’s room. The way they 
lay suggested haste, perhaps anger.

Lois’ gray eyes rested on him. A jealous 
man? He looked the type. He had perhaps 
received some information to bring him 
home with his jealousy inflamed—so that, 
going direct to Gabrielle’s room, he had 
hurled accusations at her. In the end he 
must have struck her.

If he believed himself to have entered the 
house without being seen, his first thought, 
when he realized his wife was dead, would 
have been to get out as he had entered—un
seen. It was the first move necessary to the 
creation of an alibi.

So, he had opened the door of the apart
ment to make sure the coast was clear and 
she, Lois, had been there to shatter the alibi 
at its initiation. For if she could prove that 
she had never seen him before tonight, no 
alibi could have withstood her precise de
scription of him, and flight would have been 
a confession of guilt.

So, with his mind desperately preoccupied 
with the need to turn the catastrophe of her 
arrival into some sort of defense, he had 
asked her in. And now, into the picture 
forming in her mind, the pretext of the
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champagne neatly fitted.
He had not gone down to fetch a bottle of 

champagne. He had gone down so that, put
ting on hat and overcoat, he could present 
himself with some trumped-up inquiry to 
the concierge, as though just arrived from 
the street.

D ’Arzac lighted a cigarette. He was watch
ing her warily.

Looking at him, Lois had the feeling that 
her silence, the absence in her o f hysteria, 
worried him. H e had not bargained for it.

He had counted on bewilderment, on tears, 
on terror— on an emotional reaction, not an 
intellectual one. He could not know that 
the very profession of the girl he sought to 
trap was the unraveling, under pressure, of 
intricate problems.

He did not understand her calm. And if 
he feared it, she reasoned, this could only 
be because, however good the story he 
planned to tell, he knew there must exist— 
apparent to her, and her only, if she saw with 
clear eyes— some demonstrable flaw.

She began to seek it—looking carefully, 
meticulously, around the room, re-examining, 
re-appraising— as systematically as, every day 
o f her life, she sought the inversions and mis
placements which led to mutilated code
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groups.
Abruptly, there rose to the silent apart

ment the squeal o f brakes harshly applied. 
“ The p o lice !” D ’Arzac said.
He crushed out his cigarette in an ashtray 

on the piano, strode into the hall to open the 
outer door.

A L M O ST  at once the room  was full of 
men. They looked at Lois, but did not 

speak to her. Several of them went into the 
adjoining room, where the dead girl lay. 
D ’Arzac, after indicating the cream doors, 
was told to remain in the lounge. A  cloaked 
gendarme stood between the glass doors 
leading to the hall and another stood in the 
hall.

A  sense o f panic haste leaped in Lois for a 
second, with the feeling that, if once she were 
taken from this room, the flaw she sought— 
the mutilation in D ’Arzac’s story— might re
main forever concealed.

She exerted her will against panic. Her 
eyes returned to the one point of disorder in 
the room —the coat and hat thrown on to the 
chair. The reason he hadn’t taken this par
ticular coat and hat when he went “ for cham
pagne”  was obvious. He couldn’t have taken
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them without her seeing him, and he had not 
wanted her to see him take a coat and hat 
at all.

No, she thought, there was no help 
there.

The cream doors opened. A short, stout- 
ish man, dressed in a black coat and stripc-d 
trousers, reentered the room. He closed the 
doors behind him. He had a pink face, a 
pink scalp sparsely streaked with hair. He 
looked intently at Lois for a moment, then 
turned to D’Arzac.

“The deceased is your wife?”
“Yes.”
“What do you know about this?”
“Only that when I came in and called my 

wife’s name,” D’Arzac said, his voice 
strained, “I saw this lady standing almost 
where she is now. She seemed dazed, yet 
there was a look in her face that made me 
alarmed for my wife. I seemed to sense 
something wrong. The doors of her room 
were open. I went in and found her lying as 
she is now.”

“And then?”
“I put a hand to her heart and she was 

dead,” D’Arzac said. He moistened his dry 
lips. “My wife had frequently been violent
ly jealous, hysterical. At times her accusa
tions were violent. I will not say they al
ways had been ill-founded. But in this case, 
if she suspected this lady and myself to be 
known to each other, if she made wild accu
sations, she may have caused the momentary 
tussle that—that resulted in her death.

He broke off, with a catch of the breath.
“It is a tragic mistake,” he went on. “I 

have never set eyes on this lady before. I 
do not even know why she came to see my 
wife.”

So that, Lois thought, is his story. She 
studied him. He was acting, lying, with the 
brilliance of desperation. She felt a grudg
ing respect for him. He had suggested to 
the detective’s mind—the mind of a French
man, traditionally receptive to the idea of 
feminine jealousy—a motive for the alleged 
quarrel between his wife and Lois.

She saw the detective looking at her. It 
was at her hair that he looked, at its disarray, 
as though from a struggle. That, too, D’Ar
zac had contrived, very ingeniously.

The detective turned to D’Arzac.
“You touched nothing in the room there?”
“I put a hand to my wife’s heart, as I have 

said,” D’Arzac answered. “I disturbed noth
ing.”

Again, the detective glanced at Lois. As 
surely as if he had spoken of it, she knew
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that he was thinking of the tan felt hat with 
the jay’s feather in the band lying beside the 
dead girl—as though fallen there in a strug
gle.

She felt the web of lies winding about her 
like a cobweb, with nightmare certainty. But 
her mind as stubbornly pursued the snag in 
D’Arzac’s story, as though it were the touch
stone of a mutilated message which she 
sought in the Codes Room of the Embassy 
at midnight.

“At what time did you enter the apart
ment, monsieur?” the detective asked.

D’Arzac glanced at his watch.
“About a quarter after nine, I think. I 

cannot be exact. The concierge, perhaps, 
can tell you.”

The detective glanced across at the gen
darme near the glass door.

“Send for the concierge.”
He turned, then, to Lois. Her name? Her 

address? Her business in Paris? Her pur
pose in visiting the D’Arzac apartment?

She answered the questions quietly, truth
fully.

“At what time did you enter the apart
ment?”

“I don’t know,” Lois said honestly; “I 
didn’t notice.”

“What do you know of this affair?”
Lois told him precisely what had happened. 

As she came to the incident of the hat, the 
contrived disarray of her hair, D’Arzac 
moved sharply, his expression one of utter 
stupefaction. The detective soothed him 
with a gesture.

THE detective looked at Lois. His scru
tiny was searching. She knew that he did 

not believe her. She realized that the very 
silence and watchfulness she had preserved 
was working against her now. It suggested 
she had been preparing her story, manipulat
ing it to fit the revealed circumstances.

The outer door opened and closed. A gen
darme ushered an elderly woman in a black 
dress into the lounge.

“Ah, madame,” the detective said. “A lit
tle question or so. You can perhaps tell us 
at what time Monsieur D ’Arzac came in?” 

“But precisely, monsieur. He called me 
up from my kitchen to the lodge to ask if 
there were any letters for him. It was then 
ten minutes after nine.”

The detective nodded.
“Now, as to Madame D’Arzac? You can 

tell us if she has been in her apartment all 
evening?”
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“That I cannot say, monsieur. The ten
ants come and go, they receive visitors.” The 
concierge shrugged. “If they do not call 
me to my lodge, it is chance if I happen to 
notice. As in the case,” she added, with a 
glance at Lois, “of this lady.”

“You saw this lady arrive?” the detective 
said sharply.

“It was by chance,” the woman said nerv
ously. “I was mounting the stairs from my 
kitchen to the lodge—I had need of a work- 
basket which was on my table—when I saw 
this lady crossing the hall to the stairs.”

“At what time was this?”
“It would be about ten or fifteen minutes 

before nine.”
“Merci, madame,” the detective said suave

ly. “For the present, that will be all.”
D’Arzac looked down at the carpet, but 

not before Lois had seen the flare of triumph 
in his eyes.

If the fact that she had been seen by the 
concierge had come to Lois as a shock, it was 
a slice of sheer luck for D’Arzac. It did not 
prove his story, but it had the effect of 
stfongly corroborating it.

That the detective saw it so was betrayed 
by his tone as he said curtly:

“Mademoiselle, it will be necessary that 
you accompany us.”

It was the moment Lois had been dread
ing. She felt profoundly that, if she left 
this room with the “snag” in D’Arzac’s story 
undiscovered, her chance was gone. She 
never would be able to break through the 
web of falsehood in which he had enmeshed 
her.

She hesitated, seeking desperately in her 
mind for some pretext to keep them all here 
just a little longer. Even so, it was like 
when she was working away furiously at a 
snag in an Embassy message, with people 
jittering over her shoulder.

“Let it go!” they’d say. “The chief’ll have 
to guess at it!”

Many times before she had sought pre
texts for a few precious seconds of delay.

“You also, monsieur,” the detective said to 
D’Arzac.

The glib man did not hestitate. He humbly 
inclined his head, and with the alacrity of a 
man who knew his sole peril lay in that room, 
picked up the overcoat and hat which lay on 
the deep chair.

Lois’ voice broke from her suddenly,
breathless^:

“W ait!” she cried.
Her heart was beating violently. Her eyes 

were fixed on D’Arzac. He stood rigid, the

0
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coat across his arm, the hat in his hand.
Lois felt the warmth in her cheeks.
“Monsieur,” she said to the detective. “I 

beg of you. Will you for a moment call back 
the concierge?”

The detective looked at her steadily, then 
nodded to the gendarme.

Waiting, there grew in Lois that sense of 
excitement, of penetration, she often had ex
perienced when, at last, a mutilated code 
group began to yield to reason.

The concierge reentered the room.
“Madame, we want you to tell us some

thing,” Lois said. “Are the coat and hat 
which Monsieur D’Arzac is holding the same 
coat and hat which he had when he came into 
your lodge at ten minutes after nine to
night?”

The concierge glanced at D’Arzac, shook 
her head.

Lois tried carefully to keep the breathless
ness from her voice.

“There is a coat in the hall there,” she said. 
“Would you mind bringing here the coat and 
hat which Monsieur D’Arzac had when he 
came into your lodge?”

The woman went into the hall. Lois did 
not look at D’Arzac. She did not look at the 
detective. There was not a sound in the 
apartment. After a moment, the concierge 
returned with an overcoat and hat.

“Those are the ones Monsieur D’Arzac had 
when he came into your lodge?”

“Yes, mademoiselle.”

LOIS looked at D’Arzac. “That coat and 
hat you are holding, monsieur—when 

did you put them on the chair there?”
“At luncheon,” D’Arzac said.
“And you wore this other coat and hat this 

afternoon?” Lois asked.
D’Arzac hesitated, but the detective looked 

at him with sudden suspicion.
“Yes,” D’Arzac said.
Lois turned to the detective.
“Believe it or not, monsieur, Monsieur 

D’Arzac was in this apartment when I ar
rived this evening,” she said. “The pretext he 
made for leaving me here alone was that he 
was going to fetch champagne, but I saw 
him take from the closet that overcoat and 
hat which the concierge is holding. When 
he returned to the apartment, he was carry
ing that overcoat and hat. You follow me, 
monsieur?”

The detective nodded. “Yes, mademoiselle. 
Continue, please.”
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“As he was making a pretence of entering 
the apartment for the first time this evening, 
he saw me for the first time,” Lois went on. 
“In fact, he rehearsed the story he has told 
you. It is strange to me that he didn’t come 
in wearing the hat and coat, and take them 
off in the hall. It would have looked more 
convincing. Since he was pretending to have 
come in from the street, why didn’t he wear 
them when he entered the concierge’s 
lodge?” She looked at the woman. “Was he 
wearing them, madame?”

“Why, no,” the woman said wonderingly. 
“He was carrying both the hat and the coat.” 

“This apartment is a penthouse, I believe,” 
Lois said. “Is there a fire-escape?”

“Of course,” the concierge said. “It is the 
law.”

“That’s the way the other man must have 
gone,” Lois said.

“What other man?” the detective broke in 
harshly.

“The man that, when Monsieur D’Arzac 
came in this evening, he expected to catch 
with his wife. He didn’t catch him. But that 
was the cause of the quarrel in which Mon
sieur D’Arzac struck his wife and killed her. 
It wasn’t until he was on his way downstairs, 
on the pretext of fetching champagne but 
really in order to present himself to the con
cierge as though he had just come from the 
street, that he realized how near he’d come 
to surprising the other man. The other man 
barely had time to escape out onto the roof 
garden when he heard the sound of Mon
sieur D’Arzac’s key in the lock.”

“How can you possibly know this?” the 
detective demanded.

“I ’m a codist,” Lois said. “This is like a 
code—just like a code! It can’t have hap
pened any other way. Monsieur D’Arzac 
conceived his plan against me because he 
had no alternative. He felt he could count 
on the other man, whatever he might read in 
the paper as having happened after his es
cape from this apartment, continuing to lie

in
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low and keep out of it. Monsieur D’Arzac 
knew there was a flaw in his story, but he 
also knew that the only person to whom it 
might occur was I—and he evidently didn’t 
think that very likely!”

She drew a long breath.
“Do you think,” she said evenly, “that 

Monsieur D’Arzac could be persuaded to put 
on the hat and coat which he said he was 
wearing this afternoon?”

The detective looked at her for a second, 
then took the hat and coat from the con
cierge, turned to D’Arzac.

“Put down that hat and coat you are hold
ing, monsieur, and put these on.”

D’Arzac seemed not to hear. His eyes, with 
a dark shine in them, were fixed upon Lois.

“Put them on!” the detective repeated, 
dangerously.

D’Arzac dropped the coat and hat he was 
holding. He took the coat and hat from the 
detective. He raised the hat to put it on. 
Then, with a movement of frantic speed and 
fury, he smashed his fist, with the hat in it, 
full into the detective’s face, and came 
straight—lunging and murderous—for Lois.

[T u rn  p a g e ]
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7 APPLIED  i i K f R i C i l Y ;
Here’s a brand neio Bet o f  electrical bools 3

jo e .' in o rS er lo prove bow valuable and P ra ct ic a l t. 
3 Ja j’m  w illing to  g ive y o u a  F R E E  c o p y o f m ? book' 

.bonr* Just fo r looking  oyer th is  s e t .  W rTid hit/ilrAd 47 wo.n'VTTvdftTin# fKia uif

instr
cal b --------and How to Heed Them " Just fo r looking  o ver ttt»» s e t .  Written by the Coyne 
Technical Staff and backed by 47 yenra’  enrxeHence, this set has helped many 
ambitious electrical workers to  bigger psy« b e tter Jobs& adclea opportunity.
O F F E R  L I M I T E D *  AC T HOWS
set Applied P ra ctic a l E le c tr ic ity  I or 7 days F R E E  examination , . .  
with the 150 Shop Prfnt Book. Look the set over 7 days. If yon like It se 
$19.76 cash or tend $3.00 after 7  dayaesq  ~
yoo don’ tw antthe eot. retorn tten d  YOU 
n ow evsr, you k e e p  th e  I S O  S h o p  P r in t ___________________ _
SEND NO

L  M O N E Y !  ranicai Book Ofv., Coyne electrical school, 
00 SYPauiina ttreet 0 e p t .8 6 .T S , Chicago 12, m.

J^ C O Y N E E U C fn c U , SCHOOL, Oopt.e6.T9
1 ' SOOSOUTH PAULIMASTREET, CHICAGO 12,ILLINOIS 1

Seed me that 7 volume M t APPLIED PRACTICAL ELECTRICITY and your I 
FREE ef f t  o f  a copy o f  150 SbopPrint* and How toReadThem  . f f l  either . 
return the eet Ip 7 days end ow e nothing or  eend yon either S3 fn 7 days and ■ 
S3 a mootn outSTST.! U wild or S1&.76 cash. R egard less  o f  whether or n ot I
i  keep  th e  7  V o h ira o B et th e  Ho S h o p  P r in ts  is m ine F R S B o a  a  C ttt. |

■
N A M E _ _ _ ........  ......... i i ■ ............. |

-EONE-— ^TATE-

High School Course
at Home Many Finish In 2 Years

[Go as rapldi7 as your time and abilities permit. COnrs® 
equivalent to resident Bcbool work— prepares for collet t  
entrance exams. Standard H.S. texts supplied. Diploma.

s r H ?-,"bi ..................
b ■

!

jlotin on TOiaest. No ©blisatioo.
American Sch o o l. D ept. H -9 S 8 , D rexa l a t  5 8 th , Chicago 3 ?

D E T E C T I V E S
^ T R A I N I N G -S E C R E T  ' N VEST IO A T IO N S-F I NOE* M IN T S
E a sv  Method — Sh o rt T im e . Horae — T r a v e l — Secre t Code-Booklet 
F R E E  — W R I T E . IN T E R N A T IO N A L  D E T E C T IV E  S Y S T E M , 17 01 -T  

M onroe S t . ,  N . E . ,  W aahington , P . C . 18.____________

If Ruptured 
Try This Out

Modern Protection Provides Great Comfort and 
Holding Security c. •

Withoot Tortuous Truss Wearing
An 4leye*openIngM revelation to  sensible and comfortable re- 

ducible rupture protection may be yours for the asking, -without 
cost or obligation. Simply send name and address to William S. 
Bice, Inc., Dept. 1-B, Adams, N. Y ., and full details o f  the new 
and different Rieo Method will be tent yon Free. Without hard 
flesh-gouging pads or tormenting pressure, here’s a Support that 
has brought joy and comfort to  thousands—by releasing them 
from Trusses with springs and straps that bind and cut. Designed 
to securely bold a rppture up and to whero It belongs and yet 
give freedom o! body fted genuine comfort. For full information 
—write today!

109



New Lifetime Business
KO HOUSE-TO-HOUSE CANVASSING

F̂OUR *15 SALES DAILY 
•  DAY *270  WEEKLY •
Here ere some exceptional profits that 
have been reported b y  our men:— Ferrell,
Georgia, made over 1,000 sales netting 
him $5 to $60 profit each sale. J. H .
Hobiaon, Penna- reported 21,047.58 net 
In 2 weeks. I. J. Keuper, Delaware, made 
{1,000in a month. Big profits 
tor high grade men installing ( 
new business specialty on free 
trial. Heavy cash savings made 1 
for thousands o f  U. S. firms.
$4,707 savings in 3 months foe 
one Kansas firm on $88.60 in
vestment. Leading automotive concern rep
return on $187.50 investment. Nationally 1 _______
Dies among our customers. Smallest business or office l

— l--------------------A— J — .«--------- j o  tim es price paid .
letters from  foremost c

_____  ____  ____  Exclusive agency arrangements;
Available now. T ry  this business without risking a dollar 
o f  your own money. W rite today for fu ll information* ‘

F. E. ARMSTRONG, Dept. 4447-N, MOBILE, ALA.
Address all Pacific Coast mall to 

P. O. Bo* 268, Dept. 4447-N, Monrovia, Calif.

T u n  end 3eK.Analv«is_ani-Holntarritloa" 
8 t  Susm
you how to do 
tfco * c s y  
w a y .

W ill tellit l lM  ’PI
Accvrafe! 

Load* of Fun! 
Foe Parti•», Large or Small!! 

Load* of valuable information about 
yeurealf and your iriends. NOT A FAD but 

an AUTHENTIC GUIDE ba*#d on thirty years ol 
rob. Sond for t o u t  c o o t  NOW. By Mail postpaid 50 CENTS. 

BOND FEATURES. DEPT. B, P.oT BOX 149. NEWARK l  N. t

GET QUICK AM AZIN G RELIEF b y  p la c in g  
D en t’ a T ooth  Gum—o r  D rop*—In cav ity  o r  
ach in g  too th . C avity  tooth ach e freq u en tly  
s tr ik es  w h en  y o u  c a n 't  see dentist.
B e prepared ! A sk you r d ru g g ist f o r i  

c ith e r  com p le te  a id  p ackage. F o llo w  d irection s.

DENTS T O O T H  C U M  
1 TOO TH  DROPS

Locksmith ing
A N D  K E Y  M A K I N G
Now Made Easy!
Practical up -  to  •data course teaches yon
•how to pick locks, de-code, make maaterkeys, 
cVrepafr, Ins tail, service, e t c . Now self-In- 
^ ^ .B tru ctio n  lessons fer every handyman, a  

x  homeowner, carpenter, mechanic, ser
v i c e s  tat icc operator, fix-it shop, hard* 
t ware dealer, gunsmith. 68 easy illus

trated lessons. Low  p r ic e !  Satlsfao- 
tionI fYeedetafts. write NELSON C O ..
1133S.ViatiasbA««.. Deyt.MOS, GhraesS

W H Y  W E A R  
D IA M O N D S
W hen diamond -daaailn* Zircon* J

ba ck s  ,1a) I o  m f t f i  t E xquisite m eant
imes. feee b e fo r e  y o a  b a y . W rite for 
PR E E  c a ta lo g . --------
N ational Z ircon  
C o . ,  D e p t . A  
W h eelin g , W .V « .

Ce,t<u/o'$

FREE!

O U T D O O R J O B S
Study for parte ranger, game refuge and railway m ail exam*. 
Details free. Write Delmar Institute, M4, D*nv*r, Colo.

The gendarme sprang in. His white 
truncheon swung and struck!

Lois pressed her hands to her face.
From far off, she heard the jangle, the 

sudden, vicious snap of handcuffs.
Soon the momentary reeling of her senses 

passed.
When she looked up, it was not at the 

stunned, manacled man on the carpet, or the 
gendarme kneeling beside him, or the de
tective dabbing blood from his lips. It was 
at the portrait over the mantelpiece that she 
looked—the portrait of the girl with blue- 
black hair flying back from a white face, 
poignant and fated.

Gabrielle 1
Lois looked at the portrait. The thought 

shaped in her mind, What am I going to tell 
Joan Tracy when I write?

She drew a long breath that shuddered a 
little, as though she had been crying. With 
a curious, small gesture, like an appeal, she 
turned to the detective.

“I couldn’t do anything else, could I ?” she 
said. “I didn’t know whether the hat and 
coat he took out of the closet were too big 
or too small. I only knew he’d have worn 
them if he could, but he couldn’t. They 
didn’t fit. They belonged to his wife’s lover.”

SEE tic WorU in Picture!

ENTERTAINING. UP-TO-THE-MINUTE 
PHOTO FEATURES ON EVERY PAGE! 

•
NOW ON SALE—10c AT ALL STANDS
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OFF THE RECORD
(C o n tin u ed  fro m  page 8 )

It didn’t take Tony Quinn long to discover 
that there was not one intended victim, but 
several. And that one of the first victims was 
to be himself!

THE CRIME TO COME, by G. Wayman 
Jones, will thrill you as no other Black Bat 
novel has done before. The author is at his 
best in this superb novel of suspense, mys
tery, and hair-raising adventure. Look for
ward to it—it’s a humdinger of a yarn!

Also in the next issue of BLACK BOOK 
DETECTIVE will be a splendid assortment 
of shorter detective stories. You’ll like every 
one of them!

LETTERS FROM READERS
not write us a postcard or letter 

and tell us what you think of BLACK 
BOOK DETECTIVE? It’s only through 
your communications that we know what 
kind of stories you like best, and it’s your 
kindly suggestions that enable us to main
tain the high standards of this magazine.

The first letter selected for quotation in 
this issue comes from the Nutmeg State.

I have been reading BLACK BOOK DE
TECTIVE for two years. I thought the lead 
novel in your last issue, THE MAN BEHIND 
MURDER, was the best yet. I also enjoyed 
the short stories. Why don’t you make BLACK 
BOOK DETECTIVE a monthly magazine? I ’m 
kept in suspense waiting for each new issue.

Here’s hoping you continue your good work! 
—Herbert Osber, West Hartford, Conn.

Now here’s a reader who is also a fan of 
some of the other magazines we publish. If 
you like BLACK BOOK DETECTIVE, why 
not get a copy of one of its companion maga
zines ?

I ’m just Writing to tell you that BLACK 
BOOK DETECTIVE is tops with me. I also 
read some of your other books, and like them, 
too, especially THE PHANTOM DETECTIVE 
and G -M E N  D E T E C T I V E .— R o y  Smith, 
Naches, Wash.

This letter is from one of our newest 
readers:

The Spring issue of BLACK BOOK DETEC
TIVE was the first I ever read. All the stories 
were grand, but THE MAN BEHIND MUR
DER, with Tony Quinn, Silk, Carol, and Butch, 
was the best. Why can’t Carol and Tony be

[ T u r n  p a g e ]

STUDY AT HOME
W IT H  AH  E D U C A T IO N A L  IN S T IT U T IO N

C ourse* In ENGINEERING: E lectr ica l; C iv il; M ech an ica l; D ra ftin g ; 
A rch itectu ral; A u tom otiv e ; Steam ; D iese l; A eron au tica l; R adio; S truc
tu ra l; M in in g ; In du stria l; P etro leu m ; M arine; R e frig era tion ; A ir  Con
d it io n in g ; C hem ical.
C ourses In A R T S  AND S C IE N C E S : P h ilosop h y ; E ducation ; L etters ; 
P sy ch o log y ; P u b lic  H ealth ; M edical Ju risp ru den ce ; S o c io lo g y ; P h y s ics ; 
C hem istry ; G eo log y ; P o l. S cien ce ; T h e o lo g y ; L aw ; B u sin ess  and Com 
m erce ; A ccou n tin g ; M athem atics; S ta tistics ; A gricu ltu re . 
MeKinley-Rooaevelt Inc., 4 6 1 0 -Y 1 2 , Sheridan Rd., Chicago 4 0 ,  I llin o is

in

A U D EIS Carpenters 
and Builders Guides

[4 v © is .$ 6
tnalde Trad* tsformatleia
lot Carp«nt«f9, Builders, Join
ers. Building Mechanics and 
all Wood workers. Thaso 
Guides sivs you the short-eu* 
Instruction* that you want— 
Inciodm* nav methods, ide-ttu 
•elutions. trims. systems and 
money aavlnc succestlona. Ar* 
eaiy prosrseaive course foe the 
apprentice and atudent. A 
practical daily helper and

Inside Trade Information Ons

dn« these Guide 
t Hand to

. .. Work aad Bet
ter Pay. To Crt this assist
ance for yourself, simply Mi 
In end mail the FREE COU
PON below.

f lo w  to  use the eteel square  —H ow  to  file and  se t 
*aw3— H ow  to  bu ild  furniture— H ow  to  use a  
m itre box— H ow  to  use the chalk line— H ow  to  use 
rules and scales— H ow  to  make joints— Carpentera 
arithm etic— Solving m ensuration problem s— Es
tim ating strength o f  tim bers— H ow  to  set girdera 
end sills— H ow  to  fram e houses and roofs— H ow  to  
estim ate costs— H ow  to  build houses, barns, gar
ages, bungalows, etc.— H ow  to  read 3nd draw 
plans— Drawing u p  specifications— H ow  to  ex
cavate— H ow  to  use settings 12. 13 and 17 on  the 
steel square— H ow  to  build hoists and scaffolds—  
skylights— H ow  to  build  stairs— H ow  to  put on  
interior trim — H ow  to  hang doors— H ow  to l a t h -  
lay floors— H ow  to  psint

THEO, A U D E l & CO., 49 W . 23rd St., Now York City
Msfl Audels Carpenters sr.ri Builders Golds*. 4 voir., en 7 d*ys' free trial. If 0  It- 

I will remit SI in 7 day*, and £1 rn^atidy u&tU 20 is p*>d. OlhtnriM I will return tbeja* 
No obligsWoo vales# 1 a s  sausfrd.

OccusaUoa........

• Eetmtce....... PAL

STUD Y AT HOMS for PERSONAL SUCCESS 
and LARG ER EARNINGS. 37 yeara expert in 
struction— orer 108.000 students enrolled. LL.B. 
Decree awarded. A ll texts furnished. Easy pay
ments. Send for FLE E BOOK.
A M E R IC A N  E X T E N S IO N  SC H O O L OF LAW 
Dept 71-T, 645 N. Michigan Ave., Chicago I I ,  III-

/ t c m v
Cheeked in a JIfflt

Relieve Itching caused by eczema; ath« 
late’s foot, scabies, pimples and other 
Itching conditions. Use cooling, medi
cated D .D .D . Prescription. Greaaeiesa; 
stainless. Soothes, comforts and checks 
itching fast, 35c trial bottle proves it—  
or money back. D on’t  suffer. 'Ask your 
druggist today for D.D.D, Prescription.

COMES IN BEAUTIFUL 4-COLOR 
WATERPROOF PERMANENT BOX
Imagine, complet©"with striking window 
garden box. 10 healthy Cactus plants— all 
different varieties, all bloom— can now be.erexui viw icligo, a n  u iw m — v«*u
___3  direct to you at this amazing low price
because o f shipping difficulties to  storeal OiBold < order
now . . .  save od this opportunity!

Lovely hand-painted Mexican pot for window 
F  &%&&* sill with colum nar grower Lace Cactus blooms 
in Durple, Dink, red and yellow flowers. G ift to  prompt 
orders! Hurry— send today. SEND  NO M O N E Y —Oft* 
D E R  NOW— PAY LA TE R. Or mall $1.69 with order, W6

8-1914,148 Monro. Ave., N. W., Grand Rapid* 2, Miohi»»n



Be the Life of the Party! 
MAKE MONEY! WIN 
I SUCCESS and FAME!
f BE A  POPU LAR GAG W RITER— 

7 now it’s easyl No experience or spe- 
r cial talent fa needed. A1 Garry, the 

_  famed writer for  radio stars — Frank 
Sinatra, Abbott and Costello, Phil Bake? 
and others—will show you howl

Ten Easy LessonsTeachYou
Garry’s 10-leason oocrse on RADIO GAG WRITING tells
gag switching; timely gags; developing gags from everydey 
Incidents; script writing from gags, ana manv secrets you 
need to know for gag-writing success 1 EXTRA: yon get E00 
side-splitting, original gags—start yoorown gag file and re
work these immediately for tnoneyl Don’t delay fame, for
tune, fan —START NOW1 Complete, easy-to-learn RADIO 
GAG WRITING COURSE only $3.96. Sand for  It today I 
S A T IS F A C T IO N , O R YO U R M O N EY  B A C K
Look this Coarse over for 7 days. If you’re not 100% satis
fied—If you don’t  put vour friends in stitches with your now 
sparkling wit, return the Coarse and I’ ll refund voar money.
Send $8.96 money order or check NOW— I'LL RUSH THE 
COURSE TO YOU POSTPAID AND GUARANTEED.

AL GARRY, Gagmaster, Dept. 6
, -----  -  IN TH* HEART OF RADIOLAND
4 »  WEST HATH STREET, MEW YORK 1R» N._V.

BE A BAKER
N ationa l Baking School an- I / ^ N
Bounces their hom e study course in com m er- j 
cia l baking. Baking is n ow  on e o f  A m erica ’ s 
high industries in  wages. N o t  a  seasonable 
business, but year-’round good field for trained and < 
experienced men. If you have the desire and apti- \ 
tude. send for F R E E  Booklet, “ Opportunities in . , 
Commercial Baking.*!

N A T I O N A L  B A K I N G  S C H O O L
13158.M lc h i^ t  Ave. a Dept. 1809 : Chicago5, Ilf.

ip B u a
ORDER BENJAMIN AIR RIFLES £ BENJAMIN AIR PISTOLS
from vour DEALER. Send for our FREE FOLDER and Complete 
Specifications TODAY, Both Calibre Benjamin H-C Pellets are 
available now.
BENJAMIN AIR RIFLE CO., 876 MARION ST„ ST. LOUIS 4, MO.

/S T A M M E R ?
I  This new 128-page book, “ Stammering,
A  Its Cause and Correction,”  describes the 
M Bogue Unit Method for  scientific 
m  correction o f stammering and 

|X stuttering —  successful fo r  45 
W freara* Freh—w> cbtigattori.

Ben|am?n N. Bogue, Dept. 4273, Circle 
Tower, Indianapolis 4 , Ind. _______

A M A Z IN G  H A IR  D I S C O V E R Y
TO PREVENT BALDNESS AND HELP BROW HAIR

Men-Women now at horns, can easily and Inexpensively 
stop falling hair! Dandruff. Itchy scalp vanishes I M  
magic! Dull, drab hair becomes silky, lustrous-well

?roomed and help grow new hair on bald areas. For 
ree information write today.

SILKLIKE SCIENTIFIC PROCESS CO.
2 0 0 7  Bergenllne Ave. Pept. K -l  Union City, N« Jt

each order of 50 print* (from your t 
ativas), op to S ite  116, of 2c eoch. larger I 
prints 3c. SmoJIer <lots-T-2'/j<, 3 Vj «. A ll on j 
s p e c ia l v e fo x  p a p e r. M irro to n e  f in is h . 
D 6CXIED  ED G ES. Satisfaction guaranteed.
Wo develop ond print up to 16 pictures on I  
some roll— 2 5 c . W E PAY tETURN POSTAGE, f  
B R I D G E P O R T  F I L M  S T U D I O S !  
Dept. TH-1, Box 2061, Bridgeport, Conn. I

more romantic? Anyway, it’s tops, and it won’t 
be the last one I shall read.—Mrs. Emily Chad
wick, New Bern, N. C.

And here’s another new reader!
I have just read my first copy of BLACK 

BOOK DETECTIVE. I found it very interest
ing. The stories I enjoyed most were the short 
ones. I ’m going to make a habit of reading it 
every issue. Many of my buddies read it.—  
Philip Talbott, East Kelly Field, Texas.

Here’s a vote against having more romance 
for Tony Quinn!

BLACK BOOK DETECTIVE is one of the 
best magazines I have read in the last five 
years, and I have read all the good ones. I 
don’t think Carol Baldwin should marry Tony 
Quinn because there is no time for domestic 
life like Carol would want. Besides, if they 
should marry and Captain McGrath should 
find out that Tony is the Black Bat, then he 
could take Carol along on the arrest. I f she 
doesn’t marry Tony, she could continue to 
carry on if Tony were arrested. So let’s keep 
things the way they are.—Mrs. Ozzie Mae 
Long, Carbondale, III.

Our last letter is from the South:
I am a reader of BLACK BOOK DETEC

TIVE and I think it’s the best detective maga
zine there is. I can hardly wait for your next 
issue.—Roy Stroud, Dadeville, Ala.

Well, thanks, folks, for all your fine letters 
and all the nice things you had to say. Don’t 
forget to keep the letters and postcards com
ing in. We sure appreciate hearing from 
you, so please write us today. Address all 
letters and postcards to The Editor, BLACK 
BOOK DETECTIVE, 10 East 40th Street, 
New York, 16, N. Y. So long until the next 
issue!

—THE EDITOR.

112



BIG MONEY and YOUR OWN BUSINESS

FREE INFORMATION ON BIG
NEW MONEY-MAKING OPPORTUNITIES

Regardless o f  you r age, sex, previous experience, and whether yon  are an ex-servicem an o r  
not, w e w ill send y ou  astonishing fre e  facts about the unlim ited possibilities— in  y o u r  ow n  
business— w ith am azing L IQ U ID  M A R B L E  ?n d  ou r  other m arvelous new  products. T o  
secure this inform ation, absolutely free , fill in  cou pon  below  o r  send a letter o r  postcard. 
N o  salesman w ill ca ll o n  you  now  o r  ever. W rite  T O D A Y  I O ffer  limited.

O  LIQUID MARBLE. Make beautiful artificial Marble Slabs. Pour
from  liqu id  state. G lazed  o r  u n g lazed . T h is  m arb le  m ay b e  
m ottled , ve in ed , m u lti-co lo re d  o r  le ft  in  o r ig in a l sn ow -w h ite  
State. T h e c o lo r  is  actu a lly  a part o f  th e  m arb le! D oes  n o t  
fad e  o r  w ear aw ay. LIQUID MARBLE is  unsurpassed  o n  
k itch en  o r  bathroom  w a lls . Easy to  m ake and  Install.

PLASTIC FLOORING, M ay b e  m ad e in any c o lo r  o r  co m b i
nation  o f  co lo rs . G iv es  a life t im e  o f  w ear. D u stproo f. S ou n d 
p ro o f. V erm in proof. R e s ilie n t  to th e  tread . Lay ou t so lid  from  
w a ll to  w a ll o r  In pattern  d esig n  o f  variou s shaped  b lock s.

© FLEXIBLE MOLDS. F o r  piaster casting. Make your own 
m old s  fo r  few  cents each. 9 1 -0 0  !n  raw  materials w ill m ake 
Up to  9 35 .00  worth o f  finished goods. We furnish names o f

( k  Greatest Opportunities NOW!
V  With reconversion going ahead full speed, NOW is the 

time to line up your own mocey-maXlng business. We o ffe r  y ou  ou r 
BIO THREE money-making opportunities together with other equ a lly  
profitable businesses, (gee paragraph at right.) Get the FREE 
facts TODAY!

e a e g !  E Y T B  A !  write 08 tw n ptlv  we will■ dV C C s * E a A  I include free information about our
other big money-making businesses. These include Cocapo-Tile 
Roofing and Caen Stone, P lastic W ood, Artificial Marble and 
Granite, Stone and Metal Solder, P lastic T ile Cement, Papier 
Macho, and many others.

FREE INFORMATION COUPON!
COMPO-TEX, Box 780-TG, St. Louis, MO.
Please send me free details o f  you r BIG THREE Money-Making 
Propositions including LIQUID MARBLE. Also Include informs* 
tion about the additional new business possibilities given directly 
above.

COMPO-TEX, Box 786-TG, St. Louis, Mo. « C it y ........................................................................ State.

HIRE A HANDICAPPED WORKER— IT 'S GOOD BUSINESS!

631% Prefer Filter Pi
The replaceabla filter In Frank MEDICO Pipes

Cuts down nicotine, whirlcools smoke.
* ~ Reduces tongue-bite, collects flakes 

and slugs, absorbs juices.
Cleaner, cooler smoke enters your mouth. 

Replace filter when discolored,

jA w t£  M E D I C O

* A m erican  Legion  
M agazine S u rvey  No. 2  

The Man W h o W as G I Joe~

S. M. FRANK & CO., Inc., New York 22, N. Y.

Orly these genuine 
filters give you 

genuine Medico-Filtered 
Smoking. Packed only In 
this rcd-and-black box.



The eagle on the quarter says,

Im one bird that 
doesn't have a

_____________ . 1 .  i "

N o wonder the eagle is up in the clouds! 
The value of a quarter is sky high when 
it comes to buying good books. For only 
25c you can obtain the best fiction, 
including top-flight mysteries and west
erns, in POPULAR LIBRARY edi
tions— books of proven merit!

POPULAR
LIBRARY

BOOKS OF 
PROVEN MERIT 

A A T ALL 
STA N D S

A Few Forthcoming Titles
DUEL IN THE SU N ................ by Niven Busch
LUM M OX................................. by Fannie Hurst
THE RED LAW .................. by Jackson Gregory
DIVIDEND O N DEATH..... by Brett Halliday
A VARIETY OF WEAPONS....by Rufus King 
THE CASE IS CLOSED..by Patricia Wentworth



FREE
To N ew  M em bers o f " A m e r ic a 's  B igg est B a rg a in  Book C lu b "

THIS TREMENDOUS 534-PAGE BEST-SELLER!

m w o  o io
6 5 0 ,0 0 0  AOteaSom-̂

T  t OT-BLOODED romance and explosive ad- 
venture on the old Mississippi! The amaz

ing story of Stephen Fox, a reckless red-head 
who fought his way from the gutter to power 
and riches . . . and into the hearts of three 
tempestuously beautiful women !

This fabulous tale of wicked old New 
Orleans— of river-boat card sharps and duels at 
dawn —  is among leading best-sellers. Selling 
everywhere at $3-00 a copy! But YOU can 
have a freshly-printed copy FREE— as a New 
Membership Gift from "America's Biggest 
Bargain Book Club" !

%e FOXES 4  HARROW
’ ’ Love and

lusts and greeds, 
i oodoo. pistols 
at dawn.''— St. 
L o u is  G lo b e -  
Demos rat.

D EVIL-MAY-CARE STEPHEN FOX landed in New Orleans 
with a ten-dollar gold-piece, a pearl stick-pin —  and a 

swaggering audacity. But he gambled his way to wealth —  
won the blue-blooded Odalie —  then her sister, Aurore —  and 
finally, the passionate Desiree. A best-seller at $3-00 in the 
publisher's edition. But now you can read it FREE!

You A lso  G e t EREE Bonus Books 
It costs you nothing to join "America's Biggest Bar

gain Book Club." And every month (or less often, if 
you wish) you may receive the current Selection —  a 
best-seller by an author like Ben Ames Williams, John 
Steinbeck, Somerset Maugham, or Ernest Hemingway—  
a book selling for $2.50 and up in the publisher's edi
tion. But you can get it for only $1.49!

In addition, for every two selections you accept you 
get, FREE, a BONUS BOOK—-a masterpiece by Shake
speare, Dumas, Balzac, etc. These Bonus Books are 
uniformly bound ; they grow into a handsome lifetime 
library.

You Do NOT H ave to T a ke  E v e ry  
M o n th ly  Se le c tio n

You do N OT have to accept each monthly Selection ; 
only six of your own choice during the year to fulfill 
your membership requirement. And each month the 
Club's "Review" describes a number of other popular 
best-^eljcrs; so that, if you prefer one of these to the 
regular Selection you may choose it instead. There are 
no membership dues; no further cost or obligation.

By mailr r the coupon without money, you will re
ceive at once your free copy of The Foxes of Harrow.
You will ALSO receive, as your first selection, your 
choice of any one of these 3 best-sellers:
BEFORE THE SUN GOES DOW N— Amazing Best-Seller 
that won $145,000 in cash prizes!
THE STRANGE W O M AN — Ben Ames Williams* as
tounding story of a "Maine Cleopatra."
THE BLACK ROSE— Magnificent romantic thriller of 
love and adventure— 2 MILLION COPIES SOLD! L1-

Send coupon without money. Read The Foxes of Harrow for 
five days. If you are nut then convinced that this IS "Ameri
ca's Biggest Bargain Book Club," return the book, pay nothing. 
But if you do feel that subscribing to the Book League is the 
wisest move you can make, keep this book as a gift: your sub
scription will begin with selection you chouse in coupon. MaiL 
coupon— without money— N O W ! BOOK LEAGUE OF AMER
ICA, Dept. TC/12. Garden City, X . Y.

Mail this Coupon to
B O O K  L E A G U E  OF A M E R IC A
D e p t .  T G 1 2 ,  G a r d e n  C i t y ,  N.  Y .
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AM AZ ING  NEW
GOLD SEAL POLICY

PROVIDES THIS PROTECTION 
FOR JUST

HOSPITAL 
BILLS PAID!

CASH BENEFI TS BIG
ENOUGH To Be WORTHWHILE!

S I C K N E S S  B E N E F I T S !
Policy pays for loss of time due . 
to sickness, a regular monthly 
incom e for  as long as 3 
months, up to . . .  ..................

A C C I D E N T  B E N E F I T S !
Policy pays for accident dis
ability at rate up to $100 per 
m onth, for  as long as 24 
months, or .............................

A C C U M U L A T E D  C A S H !
Policy pays for accidental loss 
of life, limb or sight up to 
$4,000, accumulated to .........

%

kf t

/ / C  SICKNESS, ACCIDENT 
and MATERNITY

w sp m /M rm p iA /f
Policy pavs "hospitaliiation benefits”  .
for sickness, accident or maternity, in*
eluding hospital room at rate of $5.00 ^
per day, operating room, anaesthesia, , ^
drugs, dressings, laboratory, X-ray, oxy* J  R .  L .  I  I
gen tent and other services, even ambu- T  I
lance service. Total hospital benefits as
specified to over.............  ......................  I I U U i U U
T h e  S E R V I C E  L I F E  I N S U R A N C E  C O .
773-F wU m 1”* O M A H A  2. N E I R A S K A

CASH for Almost Every Emergency!
Now, added millions can afford all-around insurance protection. Here 
is a combination SICKNESS, ACCIDENT &  HOSPITALIZATION 
policy for just a dollar a month that pays in strict accordance with its 
provisions for ANY and ALL accidents, ALL the common sicknesses, 
even nonconfining illness and minor injuries. It pays, disability 
benefits from the very first day. NO waiting period! NO this is not the 
usual "limited”  policy. It's an extra-liberal policy that provides quick 
cash to replace lost income, pay doctor and hospital bills, {6r medicines 
and other pressing demands for cash that 'invariably come syhea 
sickness or accident strikes.

POLICY ISSUED By M ail AT BIG SAVINGS!
NO MEDICAL EXAMINATION!

Ages 15 to 69. Actual policy sent by mail for 10 Days 
Free Examination. NO cost! NO obligation! NO 
salesman will call! See this policy and judge for your* 
self. It's the protection you need and should have &t 
a price you can afford. Just mail coupon below! But 
do it today. Tomorrow might be too late!

.Dfty INSPECTION

The SERVICE LIFE INSURANCE CO.
773-F Service Life Bldg., Om aha l . Nebraska 

SEND w ithout cost or ob lig a tion  your extra- 
liberal ‘ G old  Seal”  S l-A -M O N T H  P olicy  f<y 10 
Days’ Free Inspection .

NAM E____________________________

ADDRESS...__________________ ...______A G E ...  . . . _

C I T Y ______ ___________________ , S T A T E . . . . . . . . . .

BENEFICIARY. . . _______ _____________________ . . . . .


