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THE 

CHINESE 
BOX 

By C. K. M. SCANLON 
..4 Boastful Crook� Clever 
Schem e Boom erangs 
when -Mystery Stalks a 

Night Club! 

M
ARSHALL was nursing his 

second drink at a ringside 
table in the Glow Worm 

Club before Bryan Cleborn appeared. 
Marshall knew a sense of relief. Dur· 
ing the hour he had waited he had 
begun to wonder whether Cleborn 
would show up at all. 

Cleborn was alone, minus the dazzl
ing blondes he had been parading 
around. He saw Marshall, lifted his 
eyebrows in a characteristic gesture 
and came over to the table. 

"Hello," he said. "Can't I go any: 
where without seeing you? You're 
not trailing me, are you?" 

"How'd you guess?" Marshall said. 
He laughed with just the right amount 
of amusement. 

Inside him was a tiny worm of 
fiercer laughter. If Cleborn only knew 
how right he was I But how would 
this rich idler know that the well
groomed and well-heeled Marshall 
was not another rich idler spending 
his life in night clubs by choice, but 
rather a very businesslike crook who 
spent his time where he did because 
his best customers were there? 

Logan Marshall had been patiently 
cultivating Cleborn for weeks, study
ing him. Sooner or later, he knew, 
that cultivation would bear fruit. 

A waiter came up, hung poised at 
Cleborn's elbow. 

6 

LOGAN MARSHALL. 

"Telephone for you, sir. Booth 
Number Seven." 

"See you later, Marshall," Cleborn 
said. 

Marshall got up a few seconds be
bind Cleborn. Carrying his drink, he 
wandered aimlessly in the direction of 
the phone booths. He saw Cleborn 
go into one and shut the door. With 
unobtrusive speed, Marshall slid into 
Booth Six. 

Through the insulated wall he 
heard the faint murmur of Cleborn's 
voice, but could not distinguish 
words. , He drained the rest of his 
drink, letting the ice cube drop into 
his mouth. Then he placed the rim 
of the glass firmly against the wall 
and pressed his ear to the bottom. 
At once he could hear Cleborn's 
words. 

"-not enough I" Cleborn was say
ing. There was anger in his smooth, 
controlled tones. "Listen, Spinner. 
I want twenty thousand by seven 
o'clock tomorrow evening and I don't 
want any argument about it. What? 
All right, see that you do. I'll be 
waiting." 

There was a click as Cleborn hung 
(Continued on page 8) 
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THE CHINESE BOX 
(Continued /rom page 6) 

up. Marshall removed the glass and 
brought it back to drinking position. 
The ice cube was freezing his tongue 
and he dropped it back in the glass. 
After a moment he opened the door 
cautiously and looked out. Cleborn 
was disappearing in the direction of 
the tables. 

SO CLEBORN was getting twenty 
thousand dollars tomorrow night! 

This was the break Marshall had been 
waiting for. There had been some
thing a little strange about that phone 
conversation, about the way in which 
Cleborn had issued his commands. 
But Marshall was not worried about 
Cleborn's morals. If one. of his 
blondes was making trouble and had 
to be bought off, that was Cleborn's 
worry. Marshall was interested only 
in knowing when and where that 
money would be. He had no doubt of 
his ability to handle Cleborn. 

After a moment or two he circled 
around and came back from the direc
tion of the men's room. Clebom was 
back at the table and he scarcely 
seemed to notice Marshall's absence 
or return. He left earlier than usual. 

Marshall made his preparations 
carefully next day. Not that there 
was much to do. It was so beauti
fully simple. He knew where Cle
born lived; he had been a guest at the 
luxurious penthouse once or twice. 
All he had to do was get there before 
seven, watch to be sure Cleborn's visi
tor arrived, wait until he left, and then 
go upstairs and collect. It was quick, 
painless, fool-proof. 

The day dragged. He went out 
and tried to busy himself, but his mind 
was on the coming evening and im
patience drove him home again. When 
he got back, he found the afternoon 
mail had brought him a small package. 
There was no return address on it. 
Wondering who had sent it to him, 
Marshall tore off the paper. 

There was a jade box inside, a small 
flat Chinese box scarcely larger than 
a cigarette case. Its green surface 

.was carved into the most intricate and 
beautiful designs he had ever seen. 
It looked expensive. 

He tried to open it but strangely 
enough it would not open. There 
was no lock that he could see, and a 
seam down one side clearly indicated 
an opening, but it refused to yield to 
all his pulling and tugging. 

"Must be some hidden catch or 
spring," Marshall puzzled. 

He began to hunt through the in
tricate carvings of the surface. 
Wher.e .Chinese dragons were carved 
on the larger sides he pressed the eyes 
experimentally, hunted in the crevices 
of the carving, explored the tiny 
mouths with their tusks and forked 
tongues of jade. Nothing happen d. 

Absorbed in this, he discovered 
with a start that it was six-thirty, 

. time to go. He slipped the box into 
a pocket and his flat .32 automatic 
into another. 

At a quarter to seven he was stroll
ing past Cleborn's apartment house, 
on ·the opposite side of the street. 
His weeks of shadowing proved their 
value now. He knew by sight most of 
the people who belonged there. At 
four minutes to seven, a stranger to 
Marshall alighted from a cab, clutch
ing a brief-case, and went upstairs. 
At thirteen minutes past seven, be 
emerged, bailed a cab and departed. 
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Marshall threw away his cigarette 
and crossed over. He gave his name 
to the doorman and waited while the 
flunky phoned up. There was a mo
ment's hesitation. 

"Mr. Cleborn says to go right up, 
sir." 

There was a private elevator which 
opened directly into Cleborn's pent
house apartment. His living room 
was glassed in like a greenhouse. 
One set of windows looked out on a 
garden terrace, the other on a drop of 
twenty stories to the first ledge below, 
giving unbroken light from all direc
tions. 

Clebom wore a brown tweed suit. 
(Continued on page 10) 
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THE CHINESE BOX 
(Continued from page 8) 

A traveling case stood on the floor 
with a topcoat thrown carelessly over 
it. 

"Glad you dropped in Marshall," 
Cleborn said. "Gives me a chance to 
say good-by. Drink?" 

"Scotch. You're going out of 
town?" 

"One of those business things.'' He 
mixed the drinks with a tinkling 
sound, hanped a glass to Marshall. 
"Sit down. I've got a few minutes be
fore my train." 

MARSHALL sat down. He was 
not nervous, but he welcomed 

a drink at a time like this. Not that 
he anticipated any trouble. Cleborn 
wasn't the type. He would fold up 
at sight of the persuader in Marshall's 
pocket. 

Still, that drink didn't taste right. 
Could he be nervous after all? 

A peculiar numbness was stealing 
through his legs. Cleborn was watch
ing him, smiling. The man's face ' 
blurred, momentarily became double. 

Then Marshall knew. His drink 
had been doped! 

He drove his hand for his gun. How 
slowly it moved! It seemed agoniz
ing hours before his fingers closed on 
the butt. Then it was a struggle 
to lift it out of the pocket. Before it 
cleared the cloth he knew he would 
not be able to press the trigger. 
Strange. His muscles refused to obey, 
yet apart from .that momentary blur 
and double vision, his sight was clear 
enough and his brain was not fogged 
at all. 

Clebom s t i II smiled. Now he 
stepped forward and took the gun 
from Marshal's lax fingers. 

"So you see," he said, "you G-men 
are not so smart after all." 

G-men! Did Cleborn think he was 
a G-man? Marshall would have 
laughed if his face had not been frozen 
immobile. He tried to speak, found 
that he could not manipulate his 

(Continued on page 12) 
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THE CHINESE BOX 
(Continue_d from page 10) 

tongue or lip!J. "You cannot talk," 
Cleborn said, watching his struggles. 
"But you can hear. Listen then." 

He stood in front of the helpless 
man, smiling down at him as he 
talked. 

"Weeks ago I knew you were a 
G-man. You were clever enough to 
discover my-ah-shall I say 'interna
tional connections?' You probably 
were able to discover something 
about the job I have been working on 
here as well. But you have not been 
clever enough to stop it. Tonight I 
finish that job and I leave." 

He gestured towards the suitcase. 
"Tonight also, I regret to say, I 

must kill you and so remove any possi
bility of your making a further nui
sance of yourself." 

DE WALKED to the window and 
stared out . 

"We will wait until dark. Then I 
will slide you out of the window here, 
where there is quite a drop. I don't 
think you will survive it, Mr. Mar
shall. I am sorry. As a matter of 
fact, I had planned quite a different 
end for you. Too bad you were not 
home today. 

"Yesterday I mailed you a lovely 
little Chinese box. It must be wait
ing for you at home now. In that 
box was a time mechanism and enough 
high explosive to demolish you and 
your entire apartment quite ef
ectively. It was set for eight o'clock. 
Too bad it will be wasted." 

A time bomb! That innocent little 
box in his side pocket! Marshall's 
staring eyes took in the face of the 
clock opposite. It was three minutes 
to eight! 

"Darkness is coming," Cleborn said. 
"It won't be long now." 

Marshall strove to speak, strained 
to burst the bonds of this silent 
paralysis that gripped him. But why? 
Why should he warn Cleborn? 

Either. way, there was no way out 
for him. If he warned Cleborn, the 



spy might be able to stop the time 
mechanism in the remaining minute or 
two. But that would be no help to 
Marshall! In a few moments he 
would slide over the window sill to 
hurtle twenty stories onto the ledge 
below. Why speak indeed? 

He was finished, he knew. And in 
his philosophy there were no regrets. 
How better to go than to take this spy 
along wi tb him? 

....,LEBORN must have seen some 
...._, hint of a smile in his eyes. The 
spy halted his pacing to stare down 
into the helpless man's face. 

"What are you thinking, Marshall? 
That there is still hope ? Believe me, 
there is not. The drug will not wear 
off in time for you to save youtself. 
And now I am almost glad the box did 
not get you. For I would rather do 
this myself and be sure-" 

He broke off. From Marshall's 
pocket had come a clear and unmis
takable click. 

Marshall saw his eyes widen, saw 
frenzied realization burst upon him. 
The spy's hands flew out as though 
warding off a blow. An agonized 
cry broke from him. 

"No--no !" 
That was all Marshall saw or beard 

as the world dissolved in blinding red 
flame and darkness closed swiftly 
upon them. 
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THE SEVEDTH COLUmn 
By G. WAYMAN JONES 

Tony Quinn, Mysterious Masked Nemesis of CrifTJe, 
Pits Himsel f Against" the SlimyHirelings of the Axis! 

CHAPTER I 

Murder Pageant 

T
HE garden estate of Paul An
derson was softly lighted. In 
accordance with dimout regula

tions, all illumination was masked. 
Yet t!te crowd had no difficulty in 
moving about. 

There was a crowd-more than four 
hundred people-all of whom had 
purchased a thousand-dollar War 

Bond as an admission fee. Servants 
moved about efficiently, and private 
and city detectives were posted at 
convenient places. 

There was a reason for their pres
ence because several million dollars' 
worth of jewels was on display. Dia
mond tiaras, chokers, bracelets, rings, 
all shimmered like living things in 
the shaded lights. 

The accent of the ·party was on 
patriotism. A famous orchestra was 
in the pit before the garden stage. 

A COmPLETE BOOH-LEDGTH BLACK BAT OOUEL 
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The Black Bat Plays a Grim Game of Life 
There were many uniforms present. 
Among them was white-haired Vice 
Admiral Norbert Cooper, retired. Re
tired from active service, that is. 

Each day he was at the Naval H.Q., 
poring over maps of enemy bases, bar� 
bors and cities. Cooper's forty years 
of service with the Navy had taken 
him to every portion of the world, 
and he knew those places depicted 
on the maps. He could have roamed 
the areas almost blindfolded. 

The host, Paul Anderson, was a 
shipping executive with a talent for 
getting the most work out of his men 
under the most satisfactory condi· 
tions. His yards had suffered no 
strikes, no delays. Ships were sliding 
down the ways in such profusion as 
to make Hitler and his satellites gnash 
their teeth in anger. 

At the moment, Paul Anderson 
wasn't about to greet his guests and 
everyone assumed that he was busy 
back stage, getting things ready for 
the show that was to follow a concert 
now in progress. 

A limousine, emblazoned with the 
city seal, pulled up at the entrance. 
Patrolmen and detectives saluted the 
slim, soldiery figure that emerged. 
Police Commissioner Warner nodded 
a greeting, then turned to help an
other man from the car. 

This second man was a striking fig
ure, except for his face. He had 
broad shoulders, the build of ll fighter, 
and was immaculately clad in evening 
clothes. He carried a cane and his 
eyes were blank, expressionless. He 
accepted Commissioner Warner's 
proffered arm gratefully and stepped 
to the sidewalk. 

"Well, Tony," Warner said, "it cer· 
tainly looks and sounds like quite a 
shindig. Got your bond? They 
wouldn't let Secretary Morgenthau 
in here without one." 

Tony Quinn patted his inner pocket 
and grinned. It was a pleasant smile 
that lighted up his face, but it also 

served to emphasize the horrible
looking scars which were deeply 
etched into the flesh around· his life
less eyes. Tony Quinn was blind. 
The scars came from acid thrown at 
him during his service as District 
Attorney. 

THE two men walked slowly down 
a path, showed their bonds at the 

admission gate, and proceeded to 
mingle with the guests. Everyone 
knew Tony Quinn. A few shook their 
heads sympathetically, but most 
greeted him with genuine sincerity 
and paid no attention to the eyes 
which could not see or the scars which 
dominated his · features so prom
inently. 

"Where is Andex:son?" Warner 
asked. "We should pay our respects 
to the host." 

"Sorry, sir," a servant replied. "Mr. 
Anderson is busy back stage. We're 
going to have quite a show, you 
know." 

"I wish I could see it," Tony Quinn 
said ruefully. "I'm depending on you, 
Commissiomr, for the loan of your 
eyes." 

The servant ladled out two silver 
goblets of punch. "I can tell you a 
great deal now, sir. I've had a hand 
in arranging the performance. First, 
there is a tableau of all the conquered 
nations, bowed under the lash of the 
dictators. That's what it says on the 
program, anyway." 

"H'ml" Warner said. "Not a very 
pleasant beginning." 

The servant laughed. "Ah-but you · 
should see what it builds up to. These 
people who represent the conquered 

. nations, rise up. In the end there's 
a gibbet, sir. A regular scaffold. The 
last scene shows old Hitler come Hy
ing down at the end of a rope. It's a 
dummy, of course, but say, wouldn't 
it be some party if the old devil was 
really at the end of that rope?" 

"It would," Tony Quinn chuckled. 
16 



and Death to Save America from Treachery! 

"A very lovely party, my friend. 
Thanks for the information and the 
refreshments. Commissioner, I'd like 
to stand well back, if you don't mind. 
I can bear the sounds, visualize what 
goes on better than when I'm planked 
down with a lot of people all around 
me." 

Warner took his arm. "I see the 
very spot. Right between two big 
evergreens. A regular box seat, Tony. 
Come along. They're getting ready 
to start. Stage Jights are turned on!' 

in your voice, Commissioner, that are 
not pleasant. This would be a field 
day for a gang of clever crooks." 

"You're right, Tony," Warner 
grunted. "I am worried. We're neck 
deep in this war now. Only a small 
fraction of our people ding to old 
habits and beliefs. But among this 
small fraction are cto!)ks. Lately, 
they've seemed to become more ac
tive." 

"So I've been given to understand," 
Quinn said. "You know, I've always 

THE BLACK BAT 

They took· up posataons rather far been interested in crime. Silk reads 
back. Warner surveyed the crowd and me every newspaper story concerned 
noticed with satisfaction that all the with it. You're having quite a per
lights on the estate were not extin· sonal battle here in the city. Crime 
guished. flourishes in wartime, with dimouts, 

"Tony," he said softly, "if your blackouts and police forces short of 
eyes had the ability to see, you'd be man power." 
half blinded by the jewels that are Warner said, "That's very true, but 
here tonight. Hundreds of thousands crime doesn't usually function quite 
of dollars' worth. Why, they're al- as perfectly as it has the last month 
most brighter than the illumination." or two. Not during any war in the 

"And they have you worried stiff," past. Known criminals now travel 
Quinn said. "I can hear certain notes around well beefed with money. The 
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18 BLACK BOOK DETECTIVE 

race tracks are full of them, and they 
make crazy, lavish bets. Easy come, 
easy go stuff, but it shows they're 
prospering beyond all reason." 

Q 
UINN whistled softly. "Say, I 

didn't know it was as bad as 
that." 

"It's worse than any newspaper re
porter has ever dreamed,'' Warner said 
confidentially. "For instance, drug 
peddlers were deprived of their stock 
in trade because of the war and the 
difficulty of importing the real stuff 
that has the bang addicts want. 
Lately, our Narcotic Squad has found 
the peddlers loaded with drugs-all 
potent, evil stuff. They're selling at 
cheaper rates than ever." 

"Interesting, if bad, news," Quinn 
commented. "What else?" 

"The whole thing is organized, 
Tony. I feel confident of it. Jobs 
are bigger, the hauls better and, ap
parently, the crooks enjoy a larger 
split. We can't account for their 
heavily-lined pockets in any other 
way. To make matters even worse, 
we haven't been able to reach first 
base in running down anything def
inite. I . • .  Oh, hello, Admiral. I 
was hoping I'd meet you tonight." 

Vice Admiral Cooper shook hands 
with Warner. He spoke to Quinn 
and took his hand too, thrust out 
rather vaguely. 

"Nice to find you here, Quinn,'' he 
said. "Nicer to see you have the cour
age to come out and face people. A 
lot of men who went through what 
you did, would be too disgusted with 
life to venture out of their own 
homes." 

Quinn chuckled. "I'm afraid you 
have us blind people all wrong, sir. 
We don't give up. Not by a long 
shot. Lots of us are busy doing de
fense wor)t-handling details a man 
blessed with sight couldn't do as well 
as someone who lives in eternal dark
ness. We're not asking for sympathy, 
sir." 

"And you won't get it from me," 

Cooper laughed. "Well, I must be 
moving on. The show starts in a mo
ment. I hope you enjoy it." 

Cooper strode away. The orchestra 
started a fanfare of music and the 
curtain went up on the first tableau. 
Warner described it, but he kept look
ing about continually, watching to see 
that his detectives were on guard. 
Anything could happen at an affair 
of this kind, and Warner had a grim 
premonition. 

The show rolled along smoothly. 
Noted professional actors were doing 
their parts well. Between scenes, the 
crowd chatted amiably and the orches
tra played. Then the last curtain rose. 

On the stage, actors threw off the 
fetters symbolic of their enslavement. 
In the center of the stage was a gib
bet, a real thing too. Its rope was 
hoisted somewhere above the drapes 
decorating the top of the stage. 

. Suddenly that rope moved. A fig
ure came hurtling down, a -blood-cur
dling scream pealittg from its lips. 
The rope stiffened. The figure 
bounced up once and then it started 
to spin. Spotlights were upon the 
scene and a§ the face flashed by, the 
audience first gasped, and then women 
began screaming. 

Tony Quinn had to control himself. 
He saw what had happened. Those 
apparently lifeless eyes of his could 
really see--far better than Commis
sioner Warner's. 

Warner waited only a second or two 
after the grisly incident. He rushed 
away, leaving Quinn alone. Then 
every light on the estate and in the 
huge mansion adjoining it, winked 
out. A jet-black darkness fell over 
everything. 

The women screamed louder and 
oftener. Men began to curse and mill 
about. Pandemonium reigned su
preme. 

TONY QUINN saw something else. 
Something no other person on the 

estate noticed. In darkness, his eyes 
functioned as well as they did in 
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Frosty closed a small switch, and there was an ear-shattering roar as the explosives In the 
vault let go. (Chap. IV) 
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20 BLACK BOOK DETECTI�E 

broad daylight. Even soft pastel- time. That watch impressed many . 
s_haded colors were perfectly visible persons with the fact of his total 
to him. blindness and besides, it was worth a 

Ten seconds after the lights went great deal of money. · out, he saw men move adroitly through The gunman reached into his pock-
the crowd. Harsh-faced men who et and drew out the nippers _with 
held guns in one han� and nippers in which every crook seemeiftQ be pro
the other. The confilsion of voices vided. Unbuckling that wat(�li\Y?uld 
and the knocking over of chairs made have been a simple matter, J.ltt.� ·.the 
words quite inaudible.. Women who destructive impulses of this gunill�'� 
screamed that their necklaces had nature required him to cut it off. · · 
been yanked off, their bracelets nipped He started to slip the nippers be
away from their wrists, were unHeard neath the golci strap. Quinn's hands 
in the babel. came dqwn: Orte,s�ruck the gunman's 

Unheard. to everyone but Tony wrist and the auti)tp.�tic ·fell to the 
Quinn and he was helpless to move. ground. The·other h��'� ··. :jroupd 
He was suppos�d to 'Qeototally blind 'the crook's throat. Qii .. · ilgers 
and keeping up that·pretense meant moved skilfully, ,see��ng a·viilner-.bl�.b. 
more to him thari'stopping t:tJose un-. nerve. He. pressed: hard. The crook····· 
known men from getting their hands gave a strangled gasp and went limp. 
on the jewels. Quinn loo:ked ·around .. Tbe confU· , 

He heard a man shout. Quinn · <sion wa.S still paramount. ·A few 
turned hill head. A strange, bluish-1 flashlights winked briefly, but the.de
white light bounced crazily ·along at tectives who carried them were 
the extreme end of the estate. Sud- quickly disposed of by the in'rasion 
denly that light disappeared. The of crooks. ' ' 
shout was cut off abruptly, too. Quinn Quinn hoisted· the uncf,ms�ious man 
was engrossed in trying to see around over one shoulder, turned and sped 
the plentiful fir trees to find out what rapidly toward a side street bordering 
this by-play was all about. He didn't the estate. "A. -fl_tr'eet seldom used by 
notice a man who approached him- anything like· heavy traffic. Pitfalls 
a man with a gun in his fist. which would have tripped a tnan 

The weapon jabbed Quinn's mlddle . equipped' with ordinary sigh!· \\Tete 
and he twisted his head back, startled. plainly visible to Tony's u.ncanny 

"Just relax, buddy," the gunman eyes. He avoided a fallen chair, 
warned. "Stretch your arms way up veered around a pile of stage props 
and let's see how much dough you and finally reached the s.treet. · 

carry in your pockets." It was bordered by thick shrubs. 
Quinn returned to acting his part He slid the gunman beneath one of 

of a blind man. "I don't understand. these, bent over him and used his fist 
What's going on? I'm blind. I can't once-very effectively. That gunman 
s.ee anything. I . . . " wouldn't move again for at least an 

"Shut .up or you'll be dead," the · hour, 
gunman warned. "Reach, I said." This done, he raced back to his orig-

Quinn raised his arms high. The inal position, assumed the role of a 
gunman started to go through his · blind lOan again and began to wander 
pockets, found a well-filled wallet and about, cane outstretched, hi� voice 
gave a grunt of satisfaction. Then he pleading for assistance. ./ 

spotted a wrist watch on Quinn's 'the lights c�e on shortly. Then 
wrist. A very special watch witho·ut it began all over again when the 
a crystal. The figures were of raised frightened audience saw the grh!ily fig
platinum so that Quinn could let his ure hanging from that gibbet. Quinn 
fingers rest on them and know the ·was close- enough to recognize the 
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contorted features. Paul Anderson 
had played his l�st role of host. He'd 
been hanged on his own gibbet. 

Someone had the presence of mind 
to rush backstage and drop the cur
tain. Someone else began clamoring 
for a physician. Gradually, the excite
ment died away. Grim-faced detec
tives moved about. 

CHAPTER II 

The Mart ;,. Black 
-.1!�-_.�...,.o M MISS ION ER 

WARNER f o u nd 
Tony Quinn shortly 
after. Warner had 
beads of sweat on 
his face. His shirt 
front was soiled, his 
tie undone. 

.. It happened as I 
feared it would," he 

groaned. "Not even the presence of 
all those detectives stopped them. 
Tony, the most colossal job of rob
bery has been committed. It's backed 
up with murder." 

"Murder?" Quinn said. "Good heav
ens, Commissioner! Who was killed? 
And why?" 

"Paul Anderson. It was done so 
skilfully, Tony, that I'm alarmed. 
For the first time in my life I'm 
afraid. The crooks killed Anderson 
only for one reason-to create confu
sion that would cover up the robbery." 

"Was he ... hanging from that 
gibbet?" Quinn asked. "I heard some
one half screaming something like 
that." 

"That's it. Originally a dummy, 
fashioned in the likeness of Hitler, 
was supposed to hang from that rope. 

It was the finale of the stage show. 
A dummy had been propped \JP on 
staging high above the platform. At 
the proper moment a stage. hand pulled 
a light rope and the dummy was to 
have dropped down. But when the 
stage hand foJlowed instructions, it 
was Paul Anderson who was up there 

on the staging, with the rope around 
his neck." 

"Ghastly!" Quinn cried. "It's hor
rible, Commissioner. And you say 
that was done to create such confusion 
that the crooks could mingle with the 
guests and rob them?" 

"Yes. The women-men, too-all 
screamed at the sight o£ Anderson's 
body banging from the rope. He 
screamed, too-rather late. I haven't 
had time to <:omplete my investiga· 
tion, but I think Anderson was 
knocked unconscious before they 
placed him on the staging. The sud
den drop awoke him, an instant before 
his neck was broken. Tony, practi
cally every woman was stripped of her 
jewels. Men were struck with re
volver butts and robbed. It's amazing 
that no more than two deaths re
sulted." 

"Two?" Quinn gasped. "Was there 
someone besides Anderson?" 

"Unfortunately, yes. A d  m i r a  1 
Cooper's body was discovered behind 
a dump of bushes. Seems he must 
have tangled with one of the crooks 
and in the melee his neck was also 
broken. Sorry I can't take you home. 
I'll have one of my men . . •  here 
comes Captain McGrath now. I'll 
have him take you home. McGrath 
looks red-faced enough to resemble a 
boiled lobster." 

Captain McGrath saluted, and then 
eyed Tony Quinn with open malevo
lence. 

Warner didn't notice this. 
He said, "Captain, take Mr. Quinn 

home. Use my car out front. If you 
don't want to leave, detail another man 
to accompany him." 

"I'll do it myself," M c G r ath 
snapped. "I want to talk to Quinn, 
anyway. Come on • . •  here's my 
arm.'' 

Quinn took it and walked beside 
McGrath. The detective c a p t a i n 
moved fast, and several times Quinn 
stumbled and almost fell. McGrath 
just glared and kept going until he 
reached the path leading out of the 
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esta�e. It was thickly lined with 
bushes. 

Very deliberately, .C aptain McGrath 
disengaged Tony Quinn's arm and 
stepped rapidly to one side. lie was 
pressed flat against the bushes. 

"Come .over here, Mr. Quinn," he 
said. "I think I just saw one of those 
thugs ... " 
Q

UINN blu
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. 
d in the gener

. 
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direction of the spot where Mc
Grath stood. He could have gone 
straight to him, but Quinn knew that 
McGrath could have wished for noth
ing · better than that. .Therefore, 
Quinn bungled int� the bushes, gave a 
startled cry and {ell doWn. 

McGrath helped him up with a mut
tered apology and practically dragged 
him to the street. · Radio cars and 
three emergency trucks were pulled 
up haphazardly. A cotdon had been 
thrown. around the estat�, but Me.;. 
Grath and Quinn were ·passed through 
without any trouble. 

McGrath helped Quinn get into an 
official limousine and the detective 
captain manned the wlteel himself. 
He pulled away with screeching t!res, 
which act emphasized the anger that 
burned within him. 

McGrath uttered not a word during 
the two-mile trip across town,· but 
when he reached the quiet, darkened 
street where Tony Quinn lived, Mc-
Grath pulled up to the curb. 1 

Quinn, his b 1 a n .k e y e s staring 
straight ahead, fumbled for the door 
latch and moved it. 

"Thank you very much, Captain." 
"Now wait a minute," McGrath 

snapped. "This ain't· your house �nd 
you know it.'' 

· 
Quinn seemed startled. "But, Cap

tain, when you stopped, I naturally 
thought .. . " 

"Yeah . . • you naturally thought. 
We're a couple of blocks from your 
house, Quinn, but l stopped here be
cause I've got something on my mind .. , 

"Really, Captain. Isn't that a bit 
odd? Unless it happens to concern 

what occurred .at Anderson's party. 
I can't see how a detective could pos-t. 
sibly think of anything else at a time 
like this.'' 

· 
"Yeah, it's the party all right, but 

mostly. it's you. Listen, Quinn, I'm 
through stalling. What I saw tonight, 
washed you and me up-for gl:)(>,d.'' 

Quinn held his breath. . E�r-baps 
McGrath had. witnessed the brieHigllt 
with that gunman. But McGrath;s 
next few words indkated that he sus
pected no such thing. 

"Two men were murdered at that 
party," McGrath went on belligerent
ly. "TV':'o swell guy�i�por�ant men. 
Nearly fifty women w�i�' · r�bbed of · jcewels worth a fortun�; · 1 • · vol.t"know 
that, don't you?" . · · · .  ·•· 

''I didn't have the details," Quinn 
protesteq feebly. . 

"WeU;you got them.now •. So hete 
is what I'm driving at:· I never did 
think yotr were blind. · You, Tony 
Quinn, are the Black Bat. You're the 
guy who goes around in a ·�PQ4 and a 
cape. You're the m� 'crpoks are 
more afraid of than�ey¢f:y:cop in the 
United States, and I'IF ev(m include 
the F.B.I. Xou. fight those rats with 
their o�- w.eapons, and they don't 
like it!' · 

"Captain," Quinn said very patient
ly, "you have accused m� of beii;lg the 

. Black Bat many, many :times ... You 
even tricked me into· having expert 
eye doctors come· upon me suddenly 
and submit me .to :the most exacting 
scrutiny. · They told you I was blind, 
that I'd never see again-and still 
rou're not satisfied.'' . 

"And I never will be, until I corn�r 
the Black. Bat,· rip off that hood he 
wears and show ·him up fQr you, 
Quinn. I thought I was hot about 
doing that before. Sure, the Black 
Bat has helped me many times. I'm 
grateful. Maybe before, HI did trap 
the Black Bat, I might have reneged 
on, my promise to throw him into a 
cell; but now-so help m�it won't 
be a cell. I'll put a bullet right be-: 
tween your eyes.'' 
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A 
WORRIED frown showed on 
Quin't's face as he turned to· 

ward McGrath. "ReaUy, Captain," he 
said, "I've never heard you speak this 
way before. I can't comprehend what 
has caused you to turn against me like 
this. Of course, I'm not the Black 
Bat, but I often enjoyed your little 
game of trying to prove I was." 

"So you want to know what made 
me change, do you? Okay! You 
didn't have to ask because that's why 
I stopped here. Just to tell you. I 
think you are the Black Bat. I think 
you can see as well as I do-even bet
ter. I think the presence of the Black 

At the curb again, Quinn opened 
the door of the car and got out, fum• 
bling with his cane. He turned back 
to face the car. 

"Good night, Captain, and thank 
you for the ride home. I hope this 
time you will really go to work on 
me and satisfy yourself th�t I am not 
the Black Bat." 

Quinn turned and walked slowly to 
the gate. His hand found the latch, 
opened the gate and he tapped his 
way along to the porch. Lights were 
turned on and Silk Kirby hurried 
down the steps to meet him and offer 
his �ssistance. 
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Bat at that party would have pre
vented bloodshed, even sent those 
thugs running for their lives. See 
what I'm getting at?" 

Quinn nodded somberly. "Yes, I 
do. If I am the Black Bat and stood 
there without interfering with those 
murderers and thieves, I do deserve to 
merit your hatred. I agree--the Black 
Bat might have done a great deal of 
damage to those crooks, perhaps saved 
a life or two. If I am the Black Bat, 
then I do warrant your hatred. But 
I'm not the Black Bat. Now please 
drive me home." 

"Okay." McGrath pulled away 
from the curb. "I just wanted to lay 
my cards on the table. Let me warn 
you-from this minute on, I'll do 
everything I can to prove you see 
with those eyes-prove you are the 
Black Bat and that you're a coward.'' 

THE PHANTOM DETECTIVE 
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Silk w a s  thin, of medium height. 
. He had small, somewhat shifty eyes 

and a loyalty for Tony Quinn that 
knew no bounds. 

"That was Captain McGrath,'' he 
s�id. "What's eating him, sir?" 

"He thinks," Quinn answered, "that 
I'm the Black Bat, and he is highly 
agitated over that fact. Seems Mc
Grath believes the Black Bat should 
not have stood aside and allowed two 
murders llnd a great number of rob
beries to take place!' 

"At the Anderson affair?" Silk 
asked. "I heard a radio broadcast 
about it. Are we ... in it, sir?" 

"Right up to our chins," Quinn an
swered. "I don't reject invitations 
like that. After you close the door, 
stay on guard "and watch for McGrath. 
He's really peeved this time, and I'd 
put nothing past him." 
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Inside the house, Quinn dropped 
his pose as a blind. man and sped to a 
telephone. He dialed a number a.nd a
booming voice answered, 

"Butch," Quinn said, "listen care
fully. Drive your car to the street 
that bounds the east·· side of the An
derson estate. Stop at the third tele
phone pole. Choke the engine so 
your car will stall right there. You'll 
find a number of policemen and de
tectives around. Put on a good act. 
When you get the chance, slip into 
the bushes and you'll find a man-un
conscious. Load him into the car, 
bring him to my place here. Blind
fold him, stuff his ears a.nd keep blow
ing cigarette smoke it1to.his face. He 
must not see, hear or smell. l don't 
want him to have the slightest i!lkling 
of where he is. Not even if. he stjll 
appears to be unconscious}' .. 

"Right," Butch O'Leary said 'and 
hung up. 

S
IGHING, T o n y  Q u i nn leaned 

back in his chair. He made one 
more -.-phone call and asked Carol 
Baldwin to come over via a secret 
route. Silk helped him . off with his 
evening clothes, assisted him in don
ning a pair of twe_ed trousers, i sport 
shirt open at the throat and a smoking 
jacket. 

Quinn tapped his cane as he moved 
across the study floor. The curtains 
were raised. Curiosity-filled eyes 
might be observing him so he retained 
his pose as a blind m'an. That pose 
meant the difference between life and 
death to him. 

For Tony Quinn was the BlacJt Bat, 
that mysterious figure which roamed 
the underwofld at times, or merged 
with the shadows surrounding· the 
most lavish estate-or turned up-in
explicably .at some meeting place of 
crooks. 

The hooded and caped figure was 
spoken of in whispers and with a 
note of -dread. The figure could, on 
occasion actually seem as if it were 
in·full flight, with webbed wings be�r-

ing down on a fre$11 victim. 
Gangland feared .tbe Black Bat be� . · 

cause he fought them vyith their owfi 
kind of stealth apd violence. He paid 
no more attention tQ Jaws -than they 
did, and- he possessed •;an- uncanny 
abjlity to appear at the \,\trong place 
at exactly the right time; · . .  

Tony Quinn had once really-been 
blind. For. many monthS lie )ive'd in 
darkness. It all began the day. );I.e 
had been prosecuting a dangerous 
criminal at1d in a struggle to destroy · 
evidenee_ with add, a corrosive sub
stance had been,-�h�U"led into his face 
by crooks, Tony ���nn _h�d gone in-
stantly blind. ·· : . ;, ii."�� - :-·: 

He was possessed of' Jridependent . 
means which enabled . him to travel 
around the world searching for a sur
geon who would attempt an operation 
to . restore his sight. · Tbiit sqrgeon 
W.as not found until one night, when 
he'd given up all hope, Carol Baldwin 
had come to him. 

Carol Baldwin with her steady blue 
eyes, her light-colored hair and the 
face of a goddess. She, had led Tony 
Quinn to a small midwestern town 
where her fa1;her lay dying as a result 
of a gangster's bullet; He sacrificeq 
portion� of his eyes so that t}l�����gllt 
be .grafted to Tony Quirin'� e�i�htl�ss 
orbs. This was do�.e� sliccessfully. 
And Tony Quinn .had seen again
seen with the_eyefof'a .dead man. 

They were unc;lnny eyes, too, be
cause they could penetrate darkness. 
During his months of complete blind� 
ness, Quinn's other faculties had jn-. 
creased to recompense }lim for ' the · 

loss of his sight. His touch. becani.e 
extremely .sensitive, his hearipg won
derfullY acute. 

All this had enabled hit11 tl) operate 
against criminals with methods they'd 
never . encountered before; He had 
become the Black Bat and Carol Bald
win was one of his tl;l.ree aides. 

Silk Kirby had come into his life 
before he'd gone blin.d. Silk was an ' · 
ex-confidence man with a smooth per
suasive tongue, a complete knowledge . 
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of crooks and the ability to disguise 
himself fairly well. 

The third member of the exclu
sive little band was hulking Butch 
O'Leary. His real name was Jack, 
but that had been long since lost. 
Butch fitted him far better for he was 
huge, powerful and faithful. 

The Black Bat and his blind were 
ready to go into operation now. Tony 
Quinn, staring blankly into his fire� 
place, realized he might find the 
toughest assignment of his career 
waiting. The manner by which the 
robbery and the murders at Paul An· 

derson's p-arty had been carried off 
indicated the cleverness of these 
crook�£ the men who directed· 
every move they made. 

And to complicate matters, Captain 
McGrath was on the warpath and Mc
Grath could be aggressive and some
times obnoxious. This, Tony Quinn 
felt, would be one of those times. 

CHAPTER III 

C ra.1h Ddi.,�ry 

OLICE C OMMlS
SI ONER WAR
NER a p p e�r e d  
about an hour later. 
Quinn was in his 
study. Butch hadn't 
returned yet, and 
Tony Q u inn was 
somewhat worried. 
Carol waited in the 

secret laboratory while Silk admitted 
the Police Commissioner and took his 
hat lind coat. 

Warner sat down, lit a cigar and 
said nothing for a moment or two. 
Quinn opened the con versation. 

"You are certainly worried, Com
missioner. I don't have to see to 
know that." 

"Yes, Tony, I am. I can't figure 
this case out. It was done so skil
fully and plotted so perfectly. Listen 
-someone lured Paul Anderson off 
the estate. He was knocked uncon� 

scious and tied up. He was taken 
back stage while no one was around, 
propped on the rafters in place of the 
dummy, and then allowed to drop and 
be hanged instead of the effigy which 
was meant to dangle before the audi
ence." 

"Sounds like an inside job," Quinn 
frowned. "Someone knew the layout 
and every detail of the pageant." 

"But who, connected with 'a man 
like Anderson, would pull a job of 
that kind?'' Warner objected. "Let 
me go on. Every one of my men had 
a certain position which he was to 
maintain. The crooks came quietly 
and unobtrusively. They got my men 
out of the way before they could start 
opposing them. They swept down on 
the audience just as the figure dropped 
to the gibbet and 'as every light went 
out. They mingled with the guests 
and apparently each crook had a 
certain objective which he accom• 
plished." 

· "You have no re-ason to believe the 
robbery was only an attempt to shield 
or motivate the murder of Ander
son?" Quinn asked. 

"Hardly. Ev e r y  attention was 
placed on the robbery and in connec� 
tion with a haul that runs into the 
thousands, murder becomes incidental 
to big shot crooks." 

"Nor to motivate the murder of 
Admiral Cooper?" 

"Tony,'' Warner said sharply, "do 
you know something?" 

Quinn shook his head negatively. 
"Nothing. I only surmise these things 
and mull over them. The way you 
asked me that leads me to believe 
there is something suspicious about 
Cooper's death." · 

"Suspicious is a mild word,'' War· 
ner said. "Just as the lights went out, 
I happened to be looking due north. 
I saw a gleaming mark-like an X
Ooating all by itself through the dark
ness. Then it disappeared. I've tried 
to account for this without any luck 
at all. Then, too, Cooper had � broken 
neck. That came about by his fall, I 
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'. tpink. ,However, , his .riglt:1; .<iU"JJl \V�S informatioh� •J'he Black Bt�t has�,. · also broken'"and .• someone •. removed'· his more than .. once' tt�ken, a,dvantag'� of\�' 
dtess coat �n� t�ok �t- 9��y:J'. · · . · . such informa#on. lf-tbat is coind-t'l: :: . 

''Removed his coatl".Quinp•gtlsped. dence, I like it and I :shall continue to: . -: 
"Qqod.·heavens,, why? Did :he carry ask your advic�:·.· · .. . 
confidential p ap, e r  s in his" .coat "Thank you, -C6mmi.SJioner, If r · 
pocket?;' · · . , . . · , 

. can't p·ass such dope jtlong. to the 
'.$ve checked. and he. did not. l'osi- Black Bat, I can keep thinking it over 

tlvely.not; There was nothing in that in my mind and sonieti�.:Q�s.�l·.make 
coat ·worth ·�tealing. eicept for the sense out of what seems. tQ/� :confu- , 
small -gold' con�en� of his medal� sion. I'll give this case sortie thtitigh.t, : . • 
pe8Jluts'compared to the loot frOJ;ll·.the too. Anyway tbat I can heip • • .  /! . · 
other persons present� ToJl¥; ;t ca111e "I know." Warner started for· the 
to ask you a question." · door. "Only, this time, I haven't 

, ·�rm eagerly listening, >commis- much to offer. Perhaps I'll see you · sion�r..'' · · . · . . later and if .McGrath makes too much 
. ·�you are blind, but· .:four .. ber:t�Jpg'is trouble, let me know. Good night, 

b��te�tllan anyone�Su{�ltngw� ·XS)iJ�yo..ll Tony-and thanks ve�y much." 
hear:· an)'_ : sounds: whkn:�.i�:b�S��()rne Silk. waited �t:'tbe door until War- · .. . 
a �luii? . �.· 'loice , . .:w()rds....::0������1ai\�: .,ner;s cax: pull��:;away. · Then he made 
thll)g'" .r· ;: · -� ' <his w�y' into J;l;le s'tl.l�Y· and began 

�·:N �thing,';;, Qu1nn' �igh�a: , '''Plie straightening liR ·a: .Jable\ � b e;s:i d e 
c()I,lf�sion ,b,egan 'arid. within seconds Quinn's chair. . ' ' 1' 
tui"�d into �' bedl�. Tl;lere W�):'e no "I don't like it, sir. Wa.rncnHs get
si):lgle sounds standing out above the ting too suspicious and McGrath is 
din.'' ready to try any kind of a trick. Re-

WARN;ER closed his eyes in 
resignation. "I'm not too·dis

appointed," h�·.s�id. "I talked to Cap
tain McGrath a short time ago. ·. XIlu 
p:t:.ob'ably know what. it was abOut.!! ' .. 

. "Indeed I do. .. McGratli, as usual, 
belteves me to be the Black Bat. Silly 
premise, but }le' sticks to it .. I'll say 
that· for himi'':.· .. 

"McGrath maintpins that if you are· 
the 'Black Bat, you. violate4 the least 
bit of confidence. he might give you, 
Toriy: . He claims you should have 
t*ched in and landed at least one· or. 
two of ,the crooks." 

''I£ ··l, wet& the :Black Bat," .Quinn 
answered regtetfully, "l wqtild haye 
tried to do exactly that." 

Warner arose. "You know wh'at ,f 
thinkJlbout that, To.ny. .S�metiirtes ,'I 
do beli�ve. you might be the Black 
Bat,. a�d the1,1 I think of thflt acid
your ey.es-the examinations you've 
had and l kno\Y how w.;o�g I must 
be. However, very oftenl· come to 
you for advke and give you certain 

member, sir, that if McGrath does 
catch you, it means prison. The Bl'ack 
Bat hasn't exactly followed the rou
tine and stupidity of the law, sir." 

Quinn laughed, "We'll worry about 
.that

. 
wl;lenethe:,proper tizne .... sQree$; 

FJa�e'Y€lU· beard<{roi:rf ll�tc\l��.r�r-: > : '. · 
··''Yes, sir.· He's d1,1, 'tli�·�lab'. tiow� 

with a prisoner. 1 ��k�d ' to' him over 
the independeht pnO,iut 'system. . He 
had a bit of trouble geftjng the man, 
sir. So many officers about/' 

"Draw the shades, Silk. Then stand 
by in. case McGrath comes snooping 
around." 

After the shades were drawn, Quinn 
arose, thrust, his cane under one ann 
and walked with resolute steps toward 
a wall lined with bookshelves. These 
parted when he touched a hidden con
trol at1d he passed through a small 
door and into a large, well equipped 
laboratory. , 

Carol Baldwin met him, but she 
only took both his hands and held 
tpem tightly. She said nothing and 
i.ndicated, with a nod of her pretty 
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h� the ttook whOm· Quin'n llad 
overpowet'ed:·at ·the· Anaenon party. 

Bqtc\l �the n:ian se�ted in a chair. 
Hi� · :_-fa�t! was. swathed in bmtdages 
hei.Q. :by ·adhesive. Butch kept blow

. ing: {:igarette smoke into his nostrils. 
41Don't worry apout him,'' Butch 

said. "I got his ears plugged with 
chewing gum. But say, there ought 
to be some other way to keep him front 
using his smeller. My mouth. is on 
fire from smoking so rnany cigar· 
ettes." 

Q
UINN grin neil. "It's essential 

that he doesn't detect the odor 
of chemicals in this lab. I'll take care 
of that. Carol, you and BUtch ·:move 
well back out of the prisan.ei•s range 
of vision. Put out all.lights ueept a 
spot which is to be- focussed on his 
face." 

While the lighting arrangements 
were being made. Quinn stepped to a 
steel locker and withdrew a black 
hood. He put this over his head. A 
cape <:overed his smoking jacket and 
he knew the lighting effects would 
prevent his trousers fr�m be�n� seen. 

Then he wad!!ed a bit of ·-cotton. 
grasped it with {otceps: and touched 
it to a yellow liquid contai�ed in a 
glass-stoppered bottle. He stepp.ed 
up to the prisoner and lightly daubed 
his nostrils with the chemical. 

"That,'' he said, "will neutralize 
any odors. Ready, Butch-and you, 
Carol? Keep out of sight now." 

Quinn 11sed the same forceps to reo 
move most of the chewing giun 
wadded into the crook's ears. He 
unwrapped _the gauze £rom his £ace 
lind then stepped back while the pris
oner adjusted his eyes- to the brilliant 
spot that blazed- into them. ·· · 

He said nothing and Quinn sized 
him up, saw a ratty-faced crook with 
sallow cheeks and cold, malevolent 
eye.s. So far as a civilized h\lt!l'an be
ing was concerned, this man 'Was no 

27 
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prize. He was a total &tran,er to the 
Black Bat, who knew alm�t every 
crook worthy of attention in this 
city. 

"Well?" the Black Bat asked in a 
rasping voice. 

The effects were startling. The 
crook squirmed, found hims.elf .too se
curely tied and then gave· a whining 
cry before be spoke. 

"You don't have to tie me up, boss. 
I know I didn't do so hot, but I was 
stripping a fat leather off some blind 
guy when I was slugged. Anybody 
could get into a mess like ,that." 

"But not get out of it," the Black 
Bat said, and held his breath. 

This thug was under the impression 
that be was now in the presence of 
someone he called "Boss." Ordinarily, 
a crook of this type wouldn't talk even 
under an old-fashioned rubber hose 
tteatment, but right now he might 
open up. 

"Just give me one more chance/' 
the crook begged. "Accidents happen 
to us all. I'm ready to ·carry out any 
of the other jobs. Just doh't send me 
away." 

"Do you know what happens when I 
send you away ?" 

"No. None of us do. But I got an 
idea it ain't much fun. I'm on the 
level, honest. Just tell me what you 
want done and rn go out and finish 
the job off right." 

"Ah, yes," the Black Bat said softly. 
"But we do not brook failure. Sup
pose I do give you another chance. 
What job would you pick?" 

"The hardest one," the crook prom
ised. "I'd de it alone if you said so. 
J ust give me a crack at the Leyden
Smith thing. I'll show you I can 
crack a safe-and ' get away with it, 
too. Of course, it won't be so easy 
alone. A joint like that has lots of 
guards around and they'll shoot.'' 

"You'd blunder into the first fusil
lade.'' The Black Bat carried on the 
deception. ..No, I don't think you'd 
do for a job of that kind. Perhaps 
you have other ideas ?" 

The crook bowed his head. "I get 
it. You don't have to draw pictures. 
I'm at the bottom of the heap. Okay 
. . .  I'll start dishing out the dream 
stuff. But I'll work back up. You'll 
see I'm worth a seventy-percent cut. 
I'll work hard. I don't care how hard 
or what chances I have to take. A 
guy can't make a living any more, un
less he works for you." 

"Ah, yes. Such faith and enterprise 
must be rewarded. As you say, it is 
the bottom of the pile until you provt 
yourself worthy. I . . .  " 

·SUDDENLY the crook tried to pull 
away from the chair to which he 

was tied. "There's something screwy," 
he screamed. "You don't talk like • . . him. You don't talk liJce any 
of the boys. Where �m I ? What's 
the idea of this l ight. Why don't you 
show yourself?" 

There was no answer. The crook 
began to sweat profusely and kept try
ing to break his bonds. Then a very 
seft voice whispered in his ear and 
two hands encircled his throat. 

"You're quite right, my cheating, 
murderous little rat," the Black Bat 
said. "I'm not your boss. I have no 
further use for you, because I recog
nize the type to which you belong. 
You'd never talk or lead me one step 
further toward the outfit for whom 
you work. Therefore, it's time for us· 
to part." 

"Who-who are you ?" the crook 
gulped. "Don't choke me ! Don't 
kill me !" 

"I'm not going to choke or kill you," 
the Black Bat answered. "Neither is 
necessary. And just to launch you 
into some pleasant dreams, I'm the 
B lack Bat." 

"The Black Bat?" 
The crook's scream was cut off aa 

powerful fingers squ-eezed certain 
nerves. He wilted forward, sagging 
against the ropes. The Black Bat 
stripped off his regalia and called 
Carol and Butch over. 

"He'll be unconscious for some time. 
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Butch, put him back in the car and 
take him to Captain McGrath's home. 
Dump him through a window at"
Quinn consulted his watch-"exaetly 
eleven-fifty. Then get away-fast." 

Butch grinned broadly. untied the 
man from the chair and hoisted him 
over one shoulder. He moved toward 
a trapdoor, dropped into a tunnel 
which led beneath the house and the 
estate to a small garden house far at 
the rear. From there, Butch could 
make his way through the darkness 
to where be'd p!trked the car. 

This secret tunnel enabled the Black 
Bat to come and go as he wished and 
gave his aides ready access to the 
house. Quinn sat down on a leather 
davenport beside Carol. He looked at 
her warmly and then took both her 
hands in his own. 

"Darling, do you recognize the pos
sibilities in this case? In what our 
crooked prisoner had to say?" 

Carol nodded. ..An unusual band 
o£ crooks. That lug was wide awake 
and in full possession of his semses 
when he started to talk. Therefore, 
the surroundings at the headquarters 

of the gang cannot be much different 
than they wer-e here. Pitch darkness, 
a spot light and a leader who remains 
in the background. Only the differ
ence between your voice and his gave 
the thing away." 

"As astute as ever," Quinn ehuckled. 
"You're right, of course. Yet some
how, Carol, I have a feeling there is 
more than just plain robbery behind 
this. Two men died tonight. One 
was a shipping expert, almost indis
pensable to our war effort. The other 
was an admiral who knew every port, 
every shipyard and every enemy ship 
builder in the world. Why should 
only these two have been murdered?" 

"Tony,'' Carol cautioned, "don't let 
spy scares run off with your cool 
judgment. I know what happened at 
the party. Anderson might have been 
the most convenient person to kill and 
throw the audience into a turmoil. 
There was m�thod in that. The 
screams and cries of horror drowned 
out the further yells as jewels were 
hacked off women's wrists and throats. 
The purpose of the murder was to 
cover up the crime." 
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"All right, I'll grant that. But 
there's also Cooper." 

"Who," Carol reminded hiin; "was 
an old sea dog with more fight than 
sense in his makeup. He might have 
tackled one of the crooks and met 
more than his match." 

TONY QUINN laughed grimly. 
"You're a pretty good ego de

stroyer, Carol," he said. "Figure 
these two things out now. The weird 
bluish-white light which b o b  b e d 
across the estate and the theft of Ad
miral Cooper's dress coat." 

"I wish I could answer that as 
easily," Carol said. "While Commis
sioner Warner talked to you, I lis
tened through the microphone u
ceiver and heard him. There's no 
logical reason why Admiral Cooper's 
coat should have been stolen-yet. 
The bluish-white light is also unex
plainable right now." 

.. Well, at least our prisoner did spill 
some dirt before he got wise to me. 
Did you ever hear of the Leyden
Smith plant, Carol ?" 

"Never," she replied. 
"Then I'll tell you. It's not a large 

firm, but it specializes in making high
ly sensitive instruments for the Army 
and Navy. Irtstruments made of pre
ciOUII metals and held as strict mili
tary secrets. Apparently the gang 
intends to raid this factory. A de
fense plant, the de!ltruction of which 
would be a feather in the cap of any 
spy." 

"There you go again," Carol cau
tioned. "You're so intent in making a 
spy �ase of · this that you overlook 
other possibillties. With your own 
lips you said the plant manufactured 
their goods frotn precious metals. 
Crooks have a peculiar tendenc:y to go 
after pretious metals, my dear." 

"All right," Quinn grunted. "May
be it ·is just another bunch of tlever 
crooks, but that rat mendoned a sev
enty-percent cut. Did you ever hear 
of a mob bose handing over seventy 
percent of the take to some heel like 

that ? No-never." 
"Why don't you visit this Leyden

Smith firm and find out ? "  Carol asked. 
"Oh, I'm going to do that all right . 

Somehow, I have a hunch the job is 
set for the very near future. Possibly 
even tonight. Meanwhile, you have 
work to do. S cout around and see 
what you can pick up about Paul An
derson and Admiral Cooper. Whom 
they were seen with last-where they 
went before the party. Get going now 

. before you demand the privilege of 
watching the factory with me." 

Carol picked up her purse and 
gloves. "I'm on my way. But, Tony, 
just why did you have Butch deliver 
that crook to Captain McGrath's 
house at a certain moment?" 

Quinn said, "I need an alibi. Mc
Grath is out for blood this time. I 
know he'll be home at eleven-fifty. 
McGrath is a creature of habit. Even 
when he is working hard on a case, he 
always goes home for a- few minutes 
just before mi dnight and drinks his 
wife's · coffee. He can't stand any 
other kind." 

After Carol departed, Quinn re
turned to his study and told Silk what 
had happened. At precisely eleven
fifty, he phoned Captain McGrath's 
home and got him on the wire. 

"Good evening, Captaii':," he said. 
"I called to see if you had tracked 
down the Black Bat yet." 

"No, but when I do, you'll know 
about it. Don't worry-when a cell 
door slams in your face, you'll realize 
the Black Bat is finished. Is that all 
you wanted ?" 

"Why, no, Captain. During our 
ride tonight, I-" A crash interrupted 
him. 

"Hang on ! "  McGrath cried. "Holy 
Nellie, I think there's an . . .  " 

Quinn grinned and quietly hung up. 
Ten minutes later the phone buzzed 
and Butch was ort the wire. 

"I did it okay, sir. Tossed the guy 
right through McGrath's window." 

"Fine work," Quinn commented. "I 
was talking to McGrath when it hap-
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pened. What was that horrible cr&Sh 
I heard ?" 

"Well, you see, it's like this. I 
didn't like that guy at all. Could have 
wrung his neck and enjoyed it. Now, 
I don't care about McGrath much 
either, so I kinda forgot that Mc
Grath's living room window was 
closed. I just heaved the guy through 
the glass. Anything else, sir ?" 

"Come down here," Quinn laughed. 
"Perhaps you'll have a chance to 
chuck a few more crooks through 
plate-glass windows." 

CHAPTER IV 

Criminal Raid 

UTCH returned and 
with Silk also pres
ent in the secret 
laboratory, T o n y  
Quinn issued orders. 

"The gang we're 
trying to break up 
has diversified tal
ents. They range all 
the way from ped

dling narcotics to robbery and mur
der. Perhaps we'll discover kidnap
ing and blackmail thrown in." 

"It's going to be hard getting at 
them through all those- angles," Silk 
said somberly. 

"You're quite right," Quinn agreed. 
"We'll have to adopt a policy of whit
tling them down and at the same time 
try to discover who has organized 
them. Who would be willing to hand 
over seventy percent of the profits to 
the men who do the work ?" 

"Show me a couple of rats like the 
one I heaved through McGrath's win
dow, and I'll get some results," Butch 
promised. "Either that, or McGrath 
will be handed more guys to pinch. 
I forgot to tell you-1 put a note on 
that punk. It said he was one of the 
mob who stuck up the Anderson 
party." 

"Good !" Quinn nodded. "I hope my 
phone call, synchronized with your 

delivery of the prisoner, will make 
McGrath's doubts return. He's just 
sore enough to handicap me every 
time I make a move. Now let's get 
busy." 

Silk and Butch brightened percept-
ibly. They were always ready to 
move into battle. 

Quinn said, "Silk, one' of the most 
vicious forms of crime is the d istribu
tion of narcotics, so I'll give you an 
assignment t-0 put a stop to it. There 
is a certain low dive known as the 
Anchor and Hull A cheap night club 
fashioned like the bold of a ship. It 
is frequented by men and women who 
are addicts. A place where these 
crooks who peddle the stuff could 
flourish. You are to give them some 
competition.'' 

"You mean sell those snow birds 
the real stuff ? "  Silk gasped. 

"Ob, no," Quinn answered. "We 
violate the law very often, but we 
don't peddle poison. You are a sales
man deluxe. You take orders only 
and at a price so low the addicts are 
bound to flock your way. Such com
petition will be investigated by this 
mob and • . . well, you may discover 
something about them. If you l ive." 

Silk snorted, "I'll live all ri ght. 
Better get started at once, sir. Places 
like the Anchor and Hull do their 
best business about this time of 
night." 

Silk disappeared, spent twenty min
utes in his room and materially altere d  
his appearance. Silk was no master 
of disguise, but during his days as a 
confidence man he had developed two 
personali!i es which he actually lived 
when he used them. 

One was a stuffed-shirt type, cal
culated to lure unwary visitors to a 
big city. The other was a direct oppo
site, being that of a tanned, cheaply 
dressed person obviously fresh from 
the country. For this particular job, 
Silk selected the fornhrr- disguise. 

Meanwhile Quinn and Butch made 
other plans. 

"Silk may be a bit impetuous about 
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this, Butch," Quinri said. "Therefore, 
I think you'd better follow him and 
make sure thia.gs go right. lie is not 
to know of your presence and you 
must not interfere, unless the going 
gets difficult and dangeroul for Silk. 
Then-bring me back someone who 
looks as though he might talk if sub· 
jected to the proper persuasion." 

"Right," Butch said. "I'll slip out 
of the tunnel and pick up Silk's trail 
when he leaves. You going to be busy, 
too?" 

"I hope so," Quinn replied. "From 
the way our recent prisoner talked, an 
attack will be made on the Leyden� 
Smith Company very soon. Perhaps 
tonight. I'm going there. The three 
of us ought to be able to do something 
to put a crimp in the platls of this 
gang." 

A
FTER Butch departed, Quinn 
donned the costume of the Black 

Bat. He wished that Carol had re
turned, but obviously she was having 
difficulty in c-hecking on Paul Ander
son's movements just before his death. 

The more he thought of the case, 
the stronger became his htmch that 
something besides plain out-and-out 
robbery lay behind it. The Black Bat 
mulJed over the idea that perhaps this 
gang was organized and directed by 
Nazi agents. 

He shook his head at the thought, 
howevtr. Even AJn(;rlcan crooks 
would reject Nazi leadership as some
thing. lower than their own gutter
deep methods. Yet the murder of An
derson and Cooper, both important to 
the war effort, and the intended rob
bery of the Leyden·Smith firm 
smacked of something an enemy agent 
might think up. 

Offsetting this theory, however, was 
the obvious fact that the profits from 
the garden party robbery were tre
mendous. Other m�n present were 
quite necessary to winning the war, 
and no attempt had been made on 
their lives. 

The projected Leyd¢n-Smith job 

didn't actually bolster the theory of 
spy intrigue. That finn really did 
have a vast am�t of precious tnetal 
on band-a lure for any band of 
crooks. 

The Black Bat entered the tunnel 
and made his way to the garden house. 
His uncanny eyes penetrated the dark
ness, saw that the side street was clear 
and he hurried to where a coupe was 
parked. He climbed in, removed the 
black hood and replaced it with a 
wide-brimmed hat. 

The hood was a dead giveaway and 
might be seen. The hat covered his 
features well enough, especially the 
tel1-tale scars around his eyes-scars 
with which every pollee officer in the 
city was familiar. 

The Black Bat wM on dangerous 
ground now. With Captain McGrath 
hot on his trail, impelled by a sullen 
hatred for the black-robed figure, the 
Black Bat might find himself trapped. 
From now on, every move must be 
made with great care. 

The IAyden-Srnith plant wasn't big. 
Just a two.story frame building lo
cated on the outskirts with a large 
cleared space all around it. About 
eighty men were employed in the 
place. 

It was studded with spotlights 
which illuminated every approach, 
and the Black Bat, hidden in the 
darkness, saw uniformed guards mov
ing slowly about. 
The firm showed no reluctance 

about paying many m� to keep their 
store of pre¢ious metals safe. The 
Black Bat counted six guards on the 
sides of the building he was able to 
keep in view. 

He lay prone, watching the place. 
Nothing might happen tonight. If it 
didn't, the Black Bat intend•d to tee 
that the head of the firm knew about 
the intendtd raid. 

Those datknees-pitrdng eyes of his 
fell upon one guard who stood at the 
near corner of the building. There 
was something wrong with tlie picture 
he p�esented. Nothing that regis-
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tered on the Black Bat's brain, but 
still he had a feeling that it existed. 

The uniform fitted the man per
fectly. He acted just like a guard 
who · was utterly bored by his assign
ment and yet . . .  things were not 
quite right. 

The Black Bat suddenly realized 
what it was. The uniform was trim, 
made of dark-blue cloth with a Sam 
Browne belt and holstered gun. 

The Sam Browne belt was hooked 
over the left shoulder, instead oi the 
right. A trifling detail, but it loomed 
big in the Black Bat'a mind. It meartt 
that this man was unaccustomed to 
wearing a belt o£ this type. 

I
T HAD oceurred to the Black Bat 

that looting � modern vault would 
take time, during which the burglars 
must have some kind of protection. 
What i£ the real guards had been 
quietly disposed of and members of 
the gang had taken their places? 

The Black Bat crawled a little 
closer until he was sheltered behind 
a small shed. The man with the im
properly fitted Sam Browne belt stood 
no more than fifteen yards away. Ap
parently his job was to guard a small 
door, for he remained at his post while 
the other guards kept roaming about 
the yard. 

The Black Bat quietly drew one of 
his ·automatics, placed it on the 
ground and found a fairly long stick 
of wood. Using this, he pushed the 
gun into the open where an overhead 
light would shine on it. The blue
black finish of the weapon reflected 
that light quite brilliantly. 

The B lack Bat wanted to draw this 
guard within striking . distance, and 
nothing intrigues a crook quite so 
much as a modern, efficient-looking 
gun. A heap of gold wouldn•t have 
attracted a crook more than this auto
matic. 

The guard kept turning his head, 
watching the lighted area and the 
darkness beyond it. The Black Bat 
saw him give a start, hesitate, and 

McGRATH 

then move rapidly toward the gun. 
When he was sure that his eyes were 
not playing tricks, he actually 
sprinted toward the weapon. 

As he bent d�wn, the Black Bat took 
four long strides toward him. His 
hands fastened around the guard's 
throat and squeezed. There wasn't the 
least bit of a struggle, not a whimper 
of sound. He carried the man behind 
the shed and searched him. 

Now he was satisfied that this guard 
was an imposter. He carried a sm.aller 
gun in a shoulder holster besides the 
heavier weapon strapped on bis hip. 
No real guard would do such a thing. 

The Black Bat waited for an oppor
tune moment and then dashed acrOss 
the lighted area, reached the small 
door, and breathed a great deal easier 
when he discovered that it WH un
locked. A moment later, he stood just 
inside a large workroom. 

Now his acute hearing served him 
very well. He could detect tbe rumble 
of several voices and the click of metal 
against metal. It came from the front 
of the building, and he made his way 
in that direction. 

Moving carefully, and yet with all 
the sp�d he dared risk, he reached 
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a door half of which was made of 
white glass. Light shone through 
this. 

At any moment the guard he'd dis
posed of, might be found. Things 
would happen fast then. The gun 
he'd used to lure the guard with was 
in his hand now. 

He wrapped fingers around the 
doorknob tightly and turned it. The 
spring clicked just a trifle and- made 
his blood run cold. But those inside 
were too intent on their task to notice 
it. 

Finally he managed to open the 
door a crack. He saw a large vault of 
the most modern design. Two men 
were kneeling in front of it applying 
electric drills to the sutface. Another 
was preparing a fuse while a fourth 
held a thin vial of colorless fluid. 

Before the Black Bat could swing 
into action, the drillers finished their 
work and the man with the vial, began 
filling the drill holes. The fuse was 
attached. A fifth man, coarse
featured and yet striking in appear
ance, gave quiet orders. 

Someone said, "Okay, Frosty," and 
the Bla<::k Bat knew where that crook 
had gotten his nickname. His hair 
was an odd white color, like frost in 
the early autumn. 

T
HE crooks moved away from the 
vault and Frosty spoke. "When 

she blows, work fast. This is bound · 
to make a lot of noise and the boys 
outside may not be able to stall the 
cops very long. Get the bags set now 
and as soo� as the smoke cleats away, 
dig into the safe and clean her out. 
Remember we might find a quarter, or 
even a half million dollars' worth of 
stuff in there." 

The Black Bat looked around, 
found the wires which led into the 
offi�e and snipped them with a small 
in&trument he carried. The tootn was 
immediately plunged into darkness 
although lights outside the building 
still burned. 

The Black Bat stepped through the 

door, both guns ready. The crooks 
couldn't see him, but he was able to 
distinguish each one and he looked 
them over rapidly. They were cer
tainly tough-looking mugs, but they 
didn't look like enemy agents posing 
as thieves. 

"Stand as you are," the Black Bat 
ordered. "Don't make a sound and 
above all, do not try to u!e those guns 
you carry." 

"What's the idea?" Frosty de
manded. He backed up a little until 

he stood very close to the vault. "Who 
are you ?" 

The Black Bat didn't answer. He 
looked beyond the group and saw a 
partially open door leading into one 
of the private offices. There were six 
or eight men lying on the ftoor, all 
securely bound and dressed in uni
forms. These were the real guards. 

Frosty started edging away from 
the bi g vault. He'd drawn a gun, de
pending upon the darkness to keep 
this interloper from seeing the act. 

But the Black Bat noticed it and 
he realizeq the danger this young, 
white-haired crook presented. The 
rest of the men were frozen by fear, 
but Frosty, while cautious, displayed 
none of this terror. 

The Black Bat moved too, until his 
form came between a window and the 
men in the room. Weak light filtered 
through that window, picked up his 
form and hurled it in a gigantic 
shadow on the further wall. The out
lines of a huge, birdlike creature 
poised as if to leap into full flight. 

"The Black Bat !" someone yelled. 
Frosty didn't speak. He acted with 

cool del iberation. He was c 1 o s e 
enough to the vault to reach a small 
switch on a table. He pressed this. 
The explosives had already been com
pletely wired. 

There was an ear-�hattering roar. 
The B lack Bat was hurled into a 
corner so violently that all the breath 
left him. Ftosty, who had leaped just 
as he pressed the switch. was thrown 
to the floor, but he'd managed to get 
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within a few feet of the door. 
He arose, stumbled toward it and 

disappeared. The Black Bat pumped 
two bullets at him, but other things 
happened to spoil his aim. 

From two or three places in the 
office, columns of fire were leaping 
up. Through the door left open by 
Frosty in his mad flight, the Black 
Bat could see more flames rising. 

That explosion I:iad set of£ · some 
kind of ineendiary system to destroy 
the entire plant by flames. In little 
short of a few minutes, exery exit 
would be blocked. 

The Black Bat could have pursued 
Frosty and either captured him or 
brought him down with a bullet, but 
there were the helpless guards in the 
next office to consider. Three of 
Frosty's thugs who'd been knocked 
unconscious by the explosion would 
be burned alive unless the Black Bat 
helped them. 

S
TRIDING a c r o s s the room, 
shielding his eyes against the 

brilliant white light of the fire, the 
Black Bat saw that it was caused by 
some incendiary device. Its color 
and fury indicated this. 

He picked up a chair and smashed 
a window. Through it, he saw the 
fake guards running madly toward 
cars which pulled up by pre-arrange
ment. Turning, be rushed back to 
where one of the crooks was sitting 
up, dazed but trying desperately to 
get to his feet. 

"The guards," the Black Bat thun
dered. "In the next office. Cut them 
loose. Get them out." 

"Not me,'' the crook screeched. 
"I'm getting away from here." 

A bullet whined past his ear, almost 
burning the flesh and he changed his 
mind. The Black B�t yanked him to 
his feet and gestured. The crook tot
tered toward the next office. 

The other two men were still un
conscious. The Black Bat seized 
them, one by one, and hurled them 
through the shattered window. Then 

he rushed into the next room. 
The crook he'd sent there was try

ing to untie the ropes. The Black 
Bat brought out a knife and rapidly 
cut them. Bqsy with this, fighting 
against time and the rapid advance of 
the flames, he had no chance to watch 
this crook. 

The man sidled toward the door, 
suddenly began running and did a 
nose dive through the broken win
dow. The other two men had been re
vived either by the fall or the fresh 
air or a combination of both. All 
three ran madly into the night. 

The Black Bat worked furiously. 
One by one the guards were freed and 
told to make their escape through the 
window. When the last one vanished, 
the Black Bat covered his face once 
more and approached the vault. 

The door had been successfully 
blown open by the explosive and it 
hung by one hinge. The Black Bat 
opened it, looked inside and saw 
carefully protected papers. Vital 
documents probably, connected with 
the sort of work this plant had been 
doing. 

He scooped these out, pushed the 
door shut and dragged over seve� 
steel filing cabinets to shove against 
the door and hold it shut against the 
ravages of the Hames. 

Then he moved toward the window. 
The crackle of burning wood pre
vented him from hearing the bang of 
the gun, but the impact of a bullet 
against the window frame was plain 
enough. Frosty must be hidden out 
there, waiting for the Black Bat to 
come out. 

The Black Bat whirled, started 
moving fast toward the rear of the 
building and met a solid wall of flame. 
He could see beyond it a bit and no
ticed that the fire was travelling his 
way. He drew a long breath, covered 
his face with the cape and raced 
straight into the flames. 

Twice he stumbled because even his 
�cute eyesight did him no good now. 
Somehow, he managed to retain his 
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balance and soon he felt cooler air 
circulating about him. He was dose to 
the small door through which he'd 
entered the place. 

The flames were creeping toward it. 
In the distance he could hear the wail 
of fire sirens. They meant both dan
ger and safety to him. Danger be
cause if firemen caught him, he'd be 
done. Safety because the sirens were 
bound to frighten away Frosty, who 
might have slipped around to cover 
this rear door. 

The BI:ack Bat darted outside, 
sprinted across the clearing and 
reached the spot where he'd parked 
the car. Half a minute later he was 
rolling ·away from the blazing fac
tory. 

CHAPTER V 

Men with MotiYes 

ILLIAM LEYDEN, 
owner of the fac
tory which was now 
being r-ap i d l y  re
duced to a s h e s , 
drove into his ga
rage and walked 
slowly toward his 
big house. His head 
was bowed. 

That fire meant catastrophe to him. 
It would take many weeks to rebuild 
and outfit the plant. His orders were 
rush government jobs which were 
bound to be turned over to another 
firm. 

A servant -opened the door before 
he reached it. Leyden looked up and 
shook his head wanly. 

"Pretty bad, Michael. The place is 
in ruins. Couldn't get near what was 
left of the office, but I saw the safe 
and it seemed to be intact." 

"Thank he-avens for that, sir. Mr. 
Spence is on t�e ph�n�. I heard you 
coming so I to)d him tp wait!' 

Leyften e.p.tered his study, closed 
the door and picked up the phone. 

"Hello, Carl,'' he said. "I've jus� re-

turned from the plant. It's gutt�d. 
Or perhaps you know thhi and called 
me to otTer condolences accompanied 
by crocodile t�ars." 

"I don't understand," Carl Spence 
said su'B.vely. "You're naturally very 
upset, Bill." 

"Not too upset to know you'll get 
the orders I took away from you by 
bidding low . and forgetting about 
profits. The government needs the 
articles I manufacture. Needs them 
fast and you're the only other person 
who can fill the order." 

"But Bill," Carl Spence protested 
not too strongly, "you can't blame me 
if I take those orders, can you ?" 

"No. In fact, I'll suggest you get 
them. This is no time for personal 
animosities. Neither I nor the War 
Department cares very much where 
the goods come from so long as they 
are made fast enough. Gear up, Carl. 
You'll get the word to roll tomorrow." 

Leyden dropped the phone on its 
cradle, covel'ed his face with both 
hands and sllt there, utterly dejected. 
He felt aomeone touch his shoulder, 
looked up and saw that all the lights 
in the room had been extinguished 
but the one on his desk. That threw 
only feeble illumination. 

He started from his chair and at the 
same moment reached for anything 
on his desk which might serve as a 
weapon. All Leyden saw was a weird 
figure in black that seemed to sprout 
wings as it stood there. 

"Take it easy, Mr. Leyden," the 
figure said. "I'm the B lack · Bat and 
I'm here to get your help,, not hann 
you." 

· 

Leyden sat down again slowly. 
"What do you want ? How can I help 
you?" 

"By giving me a little information. 
First of all, however, I'll erase a few 
of your greatest worries. I took these 
papers out · of the safe just after the 
fire started." 

The Black Bllt laid heavy envelopes, 
all sealed, on Leyden's desk. The 
man11facturer seized them and gave a 
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BUTCH 

cry of joy. He slit the seals, studied 
the papers for a moment and then 
swept them all into a corner. 

"I didn't even peek, you see," the 
Black Bat laughed softly. "Whatever 
secrets those papers hold are yours, 
not mine. I have no interest in them." 

L
EYDEN looked up suspiciously. 

"But . . .  how did you get into 
my safe?" he demanded. "And my 
house? "  

"Both were extremely simple. A 
band of crooks invaded your faj:tory. 
They blew the safe door open, but I 
forced them to leave before they 
could lay their hands on either the 
documents or your store of precious 
metals. I entered your house by sim
ply forcing a window. Your serv·ants 
do not know of my presence, and I'd 
rather they didn't, if you don't mind." 

"Crooks . . .  blew my safe open 
. . .  precious metals. Say, how do 
you know all thi s ?  What's your 
game ?" 

"Quite the same as yours, Mr. Ley
den. I'm trying to help win this war. 

Perhaps the robbery at your plant was 
not the work of fifth columnists and 
the crooks were only after the metal. 
I'm not sure about that, but on the 
surface it looks like a plain robbecy 
without the flourishes of spy involve
ments. It makes little differem:e, be
cause those crooks would hardly have 
worried if your papers were burned." 

"But the fire," Leyden said hoarse
ly. "It spread so rapidly. I can't un
derstand it." 

"Neither can I,'' the Black Bat sat 
down. "That's one reason I came to 
see you. Were there inflammable sub
stances in the factory ? Chemicals, 
for instance, which might h'ave been 
set afire by an explosion or a con
cussion ?" 

"I don't know," Leyden admitted 
slowly. "We did keep a lot of highly 
dangerous chemicals on hand. I'm 
not a chemist, so I can't be sure those 
substances would act as you hinted. 
Why do you ask ? "  

"I was present when your safe was 
blown open. The explosion set off a 
number of fires all of which see1�E: d 
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to be del iberately prepared at stra· 
tegic places in the factory. I want to 
know if those fires could have been 
set off accidentally, or if they were 
incendiary. I must find out whether 
or not the crooks involved are being 
paid by spies." 

"I can't tell you," Leyden grunted. 
"But I will try to find out. The de
struction of my factory is a serious 
blow to me, but not necessarily to the 
War Department. Another firm can 
take up where I left off and produce 
the goods I held contracts for." 

The B lack Bat nodded. "I assumed 
as much from the one-sided phone 
conversation you just held with a Mr. 
Carl Spence. Who is he ?" 

' '1 ust a rival. I never had much 
trouble with him. We bid for the 
same jobs, but Spence was always 
after the highest profits, so I had no 
trouble underbidding him. Trouble 
with Spence is his desire for money, 
that's all." 

"W auld he go so far as to burn 
down your plant to land the govern• 
ment contracts on his own figure ?" 

Leyden stroked his chin fot' a mo
ment. "I really don't know why I 
should be answering your questions. 
I've heard there is some doubt as to 
the Black Bat's exact position. What 
are you--a crook turned patriotic ? 
Or do you just run down thieves and 
take their profits away from them?" 

"Neither," the Black Bat snapped. 
"I have no financial interest in track
ing down criminals. I only take a 
band where the police have failed or 
are stymied by rules and regulations." 

"And what is your interest in this 
particular case?" Leyden demanded. 
"Why don't you transfer your atten
tions to the band of men who held 
up the Anderson party tonight ?" 

"Were you there?" the Black Bat 
asked quickly. 

B
ILL LEYDEN nodded. "I was," 
he said. "My wallet was stolen 

-more than two hundred in it. And 
I witnessed a superb example of po-

lice inefficiency. Yes-that was it. 
Gross carelessness. You're right, 
B l'ack Bat, in believing the police 
need help. They do-desperately. 
Therefore, I 'll talk all right. I'll trust 
you." 

"Good. Now about Spence again. 
Would he destroy your pl ant to get 
that contract?" 

"I can only answer that in one 
way," Leyden said. "Spence spent 
about 'a year in prison for cheating. 
Some political trick got him paroled, 
and a man like Spence rarely changes 
his stripes." 

The Black B at moved quietly back 
until he was almost invisible. "Re
member," he said, "that I have no defi
nite proof your plant was burned 
down by an arsonist. I'm going after 
that proof if it exists, however, and 
then we'll look into Spence's past and 
present activities." 

"Are you going back to the plant ? " 
Leyden queried excitedly. "Are you 
- Hey, what happened? \Vhere are 
you ?" 

Leyden jumped out of his chair and 
rushed toward the far end of the 
room. A window was open full 
length. 

There was no sign of the Black 
Bat. 

He walked slowly back to his desk 
and sat down. He reached for the 
phone on a sudden impulse to call the 
F.B.I. and voice his own and the 
Black Bat's suspicions. But he didn't. 
Somehow he possessed a rather good 
idea that the Black Bat worked best 
alone. 

The Black Bat, meanwhile, drove 
quickly to the ruins of Leyden's fac
tory. The firemen had finished their 
work and the last truck was rolling 
away. A few persons, drawn by curi
osity, were leaving the vicinity now 
that things had quieted down. 

The Black Bat parked his car, re
placed the broad brimmed hat with 
his hood and drew the cape closely 
around him. As he approached the 
factory, he saw that the northwest 
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corner of it was hardly touched by the 
fire. 

Elsewhere, walls had caved in, the 
roof was almost gone and inside was 
nothing but rubble. 

He made sure no one was around, 
and then entered the ruins, made his 
way past the office where he'd been so 
close to death and saw that the big 
vault had been opened and its con
tents of precious metal taken to some 
safer spot. The Black Bat felt a 
slight glow of pride. At least Frosty 
and his gang hadn't got what they 
came for. 

The Black Bat began inspecting 
what was left of the walls, looking for 
traces of incendiaries. The fact that 
the flames had broken out in several 
places and been synchronized with the 
explosion that had blasted the door 
off the vault, lent more than a prob� 
ability that someone had set the stage. 

Against that theory was Leyden's 
admission of certain dangerous chem
icals in the factory. Perhaps they 
were a type which might explode if 
shocked hard enough. 

The gutted part of the factory re
vealed nothing. The fire had done its 
work too completely, so the Black Bat 
moved slowly toward the corner 
which was more or less intact. 

The intense darkness didn't impede 
him. He avoided dangerous pitfalls, 
deep puddles of water from the fire 
hoses and beams that hung down as 
if ready to drop if they were brushed 
against. 

THE corner of the building con
tained a number of work benches. 

Assembly lines, he judged. There was 
considerable confusion of course, but 
on the whole, things seemed to be 
fairly intact. He recalled that some 
of the j ets of flame had shot from the 
floor, some from the walls. Therefore, 
he beg·an to study this section very 
carefully. 

The floor gave no clue so he tackled 
the walls, saw a wooden cupboard 
nailed above one bench and reached 

toward it. At tl.at instant, his acute 
hearing probably saved his life. 
Someone, moving most cautiously, 
brushed against debris. An ordinary 
man would never have heard the 
sound, but the Black Bat did. 

He instantly ducked and drew a 
gun. Now he could see the approach
ing figure, and the man's appearance 
confused even the uncanny eyes of 
the Black Bat. 

Where a white face should have 
been, was nothing but a blob of 
shadow. The head seemed to have the 
dimensions of a pumpkin. There 
were no signs of ears, a nose, or even 
a chin. The contours were perfectly 
smooth. 

The Black B at moved until he stood 
just to one side of the wooden cup
board above the bench. He wanted 
the intruder to come just a little closer 
before he went into action. 

If that had happened, the Black Bat 
might have made a capture, but the 
intruder suddenly snapped on a flash
light and the ray slit through dark
ness to land squarely on the Black 
Bat. 

Without the slightest hesitation the 
intruder raised a gun and fired twice. 
The Black Bat dodged aside, but an 
instant later he realized the bullets 
had not been fired at him, but at the 
wooden cupboard. Both slugs smashed 
into it. 

There was a mild explosion and then 
a searing white light shot out. The 
Black Bat was looking straight at the 
spot when that light began. It was 
so brilliant, so hot, that he was really 
blinded. Those highly sensitive eyes 
of his were blacked out. 

Another shot crashed and the bullet 
hit the wall just beside his head. The 
Black Bat quickly called to his mind 
a picture of the area. He knew one 
of the benches to his left might pro
vide a shield, so he deftly moved to
ward it. The brilliant light was still 
burning, his eyes refused to function 
and he knew just how bad a predica
ment this was. 
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Apparently, the intruder wasn't 
bothered by the light because he kept 
moving forward. Perhaps he wore 
dark glasses to filter out the intensity. 
of the light. 

At any rate, he was coming closer 
and doser. 

The :Black Bat's gun blazed twice. 
He heard the intruder grunt in sur
prise and dodge aside. Then the slow, 
steady f o r w a r d  movement began 
again. 

The Black Bat closed his eyes tight
ly until the fire had died away. Open
ing them again, everything was just as 
black. He couldn't see a thing, only 
hear-and what his ears picked up 
was ominous. 

The intruder was closer than ever. 
The Black Bat stood perfectly still, 
waiting for the attack. He had an 
idea it would not be made by gun fire. 
Not unless he suddenly got the upper 
hand. 

The� he heard a rushing sound. The 
Black Bat blindly made a wide sweep 
with his gun, missed, and let go of the 
weapon. 

HE fought now with all the strange 
accuracy of a blind man. He 

knew where his opponent was every 
moment, but he did not know how he 
was armed. Perhaps a knife would 
come slicing toward him, or strong 
hands encircle his throat. 

The Black Bat lanced out with both 
arms. His right wrist was gripped 
suddenly. There was a tremendous 
tug that hurtled him forward. His 
right toe struck his opponent's foot 
and he came to an abrupt stop. He 
started to soar upward and his arm 
felt as if it were being pulled out of 
its socket. 

He fell with a terrific crash, but 
he'd gone limp before the impact and 
bounded up again in a ftash. He could 
see slightly now, enough to make out 
the dim form just to his left. 

The Black Bat reached for a second 
gun. As he drew it, the intruder fired 
once, but the Black Bat had noticed 

the gun coming up and sidestepped 
fast enough to become a difficult 
target. 

Positions were reversed now. The 
Black Bat could see through the dark
ness while the killer was handicapped 
by it. 

The sudden ftame had gone out and 
except for a faint reddish glow mark
ing the spot where the wooden box 
had been, there was no indication that 
such a fire had ever existed. 

The killer's flashlight would have 
only served to make a target of him
self. He wisely kept it dark. 

The Black Bat maneuvered forward 
a bit, taking care not to make a sound. 
Trigger finger tensed , gun poised, he 
was prepared to blast the intruder on 
sight. 

Something clattered farther away. 
The Black Bat began running, but he 
was too late. The intruder had luck
ily found a clear avenue of escape and 
quietly retreated until he was near the 
uved-in walls. The Black Bat had a 
glimpse of him run ning madly away. 
In a moment the roar of a car motor 
indicated that the man h'ad made good 
his escape. 

The Black B at stuffed his gun away, 
located the automatic he'd dropped, 
and then went quickly to where the 
wooden locker had been. There was 
nothing left of it, but on the floor he 
found several bits of fused substance. 
He pried these loose, dropped them 
into his pocket and decided to get 
away from the scene himself. 

He drove home by a round-about 
route, making absolutely certain he 
was not followed. He entered the 
house through the tunnel and discov
ered Carol waiting for him in the lab. 

"I hope your luck was better than 
mine." He stripped off the hood and 
grimaced in disgust. "I nearly had 
my hands on the man responsible for 
destroying the Leyden-Smith fac
tory." 

"Didn't you see his face r" Carol 
asked. "That might be enough." 

"It was covered, darling. Seemed 
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to be a stocking cap pulled right down 
over- the face, with slits cut for the 
eyes. Whoever he was, the man hid 
his identity rather well. But I did 
manage to get something." 

Tony Quinn removed the cape and 
walked toward a lab bench. He placed 
the fused substance he'd pried from 
the factory floor, into a glass beaker 
and poured acid on it. The stuff 
fumed and hissed until the substance 
was dissolved. 

WORKING fast, Tony Quinn 
placed the solution through an 

analysis. It didn't take very long. He 

gate the ruins in the morning and this 
murderer wanted to be quite sure 
they'd testify that the explosion at the 
safe started the fire. That seems to 
be the big reason for the killer's re
turn." 

"There's a second reason," Carol 
said. 

"Yes. I visited William Leyden to
night and told him I was going back 
to the scene of the fire. He was the 
only man who knew I wanted to con� 
duct an investigation.'' 

"Leyden ?" Carol opened her purse 
and took out a small notebook. She 
flipped the pages for a moment. "Ley· 

CAROL 

leaned back and nodded at Carol. 
"The fire was incendiary, aJl right. 

Thermite, set off by some kind of a 
sensitive bomb which reacted to the 
blowing open of the vault. That's the 
only answer and it offers two possi
bilities." 

"Yes, Tony . . .  what ? "  
"The man who came to t h e  factory 

might have risked going there to make 
certain every bomb had exploded. 
Fire marshals were bound to investi-

den-yes, that's it. William Leyden 
was at Anderson's party tonight. He 
was one of three or four people who 
last saw Anderson." 

Quinn whistled. "Who else, Carol ?" 
She consulted the notebook again. 

"Let's see-Carl Spence talked to An· 
derson near the left wing of the stage. 
Then Leyden met Anderson as he en· 
tered the wing. A fellow named 
Uchin-he seems to be a Hindu or 
something and wears a turban-was 
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the second to the last man to see An
derson. Some stage hands saw the 
Hindu give a fantastic salute and re
membered him well. Anderson talked 
to him for a couple of minutes, and 
then went to one of the makeshift 
dressing rooms back stage.'' 

"Which is an ideal place to have 
knocked him cold and prepared things 
for the hanging. Go on, Carol.'' 

"The stage hands and the cast were 
finished getting ready and most of 
them were busy at a punch bowl and 
buffet lunch set up for them about a 
hundred yards from the stage. One of 
these hands saw Anderson speaking to 
a man named Julian Butler. That was 
just outside the dressing room door. 
So far as I could find out, this Julian 
Butler was the last man to see An
derson alive." 

"Julian Butler,'' Quinn frowned. 
"You've heard of him, Carol? You 
must have." 

She nodded. "He certainly was in 
the news before Pearl Harbor. Isola
tionist, wasn't he? Preaching that we 
should mind our own business, that 
the J aps had no intentions of attack
ing us." 

"That's right-and they made a con· 
siderable fool of him, Carol. Since 
then, he's shut up, but very noticeably 
he has not come out for our war ef
fort. He was so doggone aggressive 
before that maybe he was being paid 
by enemy interests. That's only a 
possibility, but this whole case is built 
on nothing but possibilities so far." 

Carol's pretty face grew very seri
ous. "Are vie fighting a bunch of 
fifth columnists, Tony? Or active 
spies and saboteurs?" 

Quinn thought that over for a mo
ment. "I don't know. It's extremely 
clear that a gang of crooks is operat
ing. The holdup at Anderson's party 
was neatly done. Anderson and Ad
miral Cooper were murdered, yes
but Commissioner Warner may be 
right in saying their deaths were mo
tivated." 

"How?" Carol asked. 

"W eU, the crooks needed a means 
of horrifying the crowd. Immobiliz
ing them and creating a reason for the 
screams of the women as they were 
being robbed. Anderson �ould have 
been chosen to hang from that gibbet 
beeause he was known to every person 
in the audience, and thus the horror 
would be enhanced." 

"And Admiral Cooper?" 
Quinn shrugged. "Cooper was an 

old sea dog, a born fighter. He could 
be expected to attack and not take a 
robbery meekly. Therefore, he was 
killed. Just a seeond, darling. I 
want to see if either Silk or Butch 
phoned." 

Quinn slid back a panel. Inside 
were a series of small electric light 
bulbs. None were illuminated. He 
closed the panel. 

''If any of the phones rang, one of 
those lights would have flashed on and 
stayed lit. There were no calls, and I 
don't like it, Carol. Silk may have 
run into something too big for him to 
handle, and Butch might have blun
dered into the same mess.'' 

CHAPTER VI 

Salesman of Poison 

ILK, in his disguise, 
walked boldly into 
the A n c b o r and 
Hull. He turned 
over his hat to a 
check-room girl and 
looked around. The 
e n t r a n c e  to the 
d a n c e  floor w a s  
blocked by a huge 

rusty anchor. Silk walked around this 
and while he waited for a headwaiter 
to approach, studied the rest of the 
place. 

It was fashioned like the interior of 
a cargo vessel, with beamed hull and 
heavy timbers rising quite high. Il
lumination was indirect and very low. 
Most of the people who came here 
didn't want to be noticed. 
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An · orchestra was blaring away. 
Dancers packed the floor, but even 
though the dancing seemed to be so 
popular, no more than a third of the 
patrons danced. 

Silk was led to a comer table, which 
suited him well enough. He ordered 
a drink and glanced at the other pa· 
trons within range of his vision. There 
were addicts here. Plenty of them and 
easily picked out. Their eyes were 
a bit too bright, their laughter too 
ribald. 

About four tables away, a huge man 
avariciously cleaned up the last of ·his 
dessert. While one waiter cleared the 
table, another brought a new tray. The 
man was starting on his second full· 
.course dinner. That meant marijuana 
and its strange habit of making ad
d icts develop an enormous appetite. 

Silk sipped his drink and considered 
the situation. Certainly drugs were 
being used in this place and arrange
ments made to buy more. Not that 
the management was in on it. They 
merely al1 owed the procedure to take 
place and profited by the money spent 
here. This club had been raided many 
times. 

Silk k� all about the d,ifficulty in 
getting real dtugs. The supply had 
been abruptly shut off by the war, and 
dope p eddlers couldn't carry anything 
like a heavy stock. Therefore, a new 
supply had been received. 

"How ? With all known shipping 
taken over, with ports of entry closely 
guarded and even remote seashores 
patrolled by wardens, it seemed an im
possibility. 

Silk shrugged. The only way to 
answer his own questions was by 
starting an investigation. He picked 
out a table where two men sat, 
hunched over their drinks. Silk arose 
and walked over. He pulled up a 
chair without waiting for an invita
tion. 

He talked fast, and Silk had a per
suasive tongue. "Nix on the glares," 
he said. "I can furnish you with 
something good." 

44We don't know what you're talk
ing about," one man snarled, "and we 
ain't interested. Scram !" 

"You get plenty of stuff." Silk went 
on. "Sure--but how much do you 
pay? I (;an furnish it at half the 
figure. I represent certain par�s 
who own a big cache Of the stuff and 
want to get rid of i t. Now are you 
boys intereSted ?" 

At the mention of half price. both 
men leaned forward eagerly. Silk 
made a theoretical sale in five minutes. 
He learned that drugs were being dis- . 
pensed in almost any amount, but the 
price was high and sometimes the 
stuff seemed hard to get. 

At least he bad something to report 
now. And developing this clue of a 
great drug supply, might lead to divi
dends. Especially if the same gang 
of crooks was behind it. 

Silk spent two hours in the place, 
knowing that with every second his 
danger grew greater. He approached 
a number of tables and that oily 
tongue of his worked overtime. When 
he finally returned to his own . table, 
two men were sitting there. 

THEY were sleek men with greasy 
hair and obnoxious manners. One 

amused himself by burning boles in 
the table cover with a cigarette, and 
no waiter in the vicinity made a move 
to stop him. The other idly picked 
his teeth and frowned at Siik. 

"Sit down, pal," one said. ..You 
been doing a pretty good business in 
here." 

"Cops ?" Silk asked with consider-
able nervousness. 

"· 
"Naw !  A cop can't get within ·half 

a mile of this place before we know 
about it. How about a drink? No ? 
What are you stewing about, pal ? 
We wouldn't do any more than bust 
your legs." 

"Now wait a minute," Silk said 
frantically. "I didn't know there waos 
a monopoly on selling stuff around 
here. We figured there'd be no com
petition because the stuff is so hard 
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to get these days." 
"Who," the tootb·picker askecl, "are 

'we'?" 
"I'm not saying." Silk licked his 

lipa. "1-I've got to go now. See you 
boys later, huh ?" 

"Glue yourself down !" one man 
snapped. "We got things to talk 
about. The way you have been taking 
orders, you must have a pretty good 
supply. How about selling it to us ?" 

"I couldn't make a deal like that," 
Silk protested. "They'd slit my 
throat. I'll tell them, though. I'll 
come back and talk it over again." 

"No t We'll talk now. Just get up 
and walk between us. We're going 
places. And, pal, what you feel dig
ging into your ribs ain't my finger. 
Move !" 

They led Silk along the wall of the 
dub, heading for a door at the rear. 
A tuxedoed man stood guard there, 
but at a nod from Silk's companions, 
he opened the door and promptly 
closed it again after they passed 
through. 

Silk found himself in a fairly wide 
hallway, lighted even more dimly than 
the club itself. He glanced at the 
men on either side of him and shud
dered. This wasn't what he meant to 
have happen. 

"1-1'11 talk it over with anybody 
you say," he managed . 

"Sure you will-and tell us who you 
work for, too," one man grunted. 
"Then we'll go get your stuff. Maybe 
we'll pay off in folding money, or 
maybe it'll be in hot lead. It all de
pends on how you act." 

They neared the end of the hall
wa:,. Silk wondered if he should take 
a cban�e on bolting for a door which 
he aaw. The idea was good, but very 
impractical, especially with that gun 
jammed against his side. 

When they were within two yards 
of the corner, someone gave a wild 
howl and a huge figure lumbered into 
view from a side door. The man had 
his hat pulled down, and he was obvi
ously very drunk. He saw the three, 

gave another yowl and swept down on 
them. 

"Put that drunk out of business," 
one of Silk's captors ordered the 
other. 

The crook with destructive im
pulses figured this wabbly-kneed hulk 
of a man would offer no more trouble 
than that tablecloth back in the club. 
He drew a gun, took it by tpe muzzle 
and raised the weapon high. 

Suddenly the drunk's right hand 
shot out and gripped his wrist. The 
crook gave a yell of pain. The gun 
fell to the floor. So did the ·erook, 
half a second later. His jaw was dis
tinctly lopsided. 

· 
S

WEARING savagely, the crook 
with Silk removed the gun from 

Silk's ribs and leaped forward. Silk's 
right foot moved. too. The crook 
tripped, st�bled and started running 
under his own momentum. 

He had no chance to use the gun. 
It was knocked out of his hand, and 
then he was lifted from the floor by 
the throat, allowed to kick until un
consciousness swept over him, and 
then dropped like an empty sack. 

Silk, meartwhile, reached the door, 
slid back a couple of bolts and darted 
into a dismal alley behind the club. 
He heard footsteps pounding down the 
steps behind him. 

· 
The big hulk of a man caQle barging 

out and for the first time Silk had a 
good look at him. 

"Butch, you idiot !" he snapped. 
"Hey, didn't I do pretty good ?" 

Butch dragged Silk into a dark cor
ner. "Those babies deserved to be 
pushed around." 

"Yes-yes, I know that," Silk said, 
l'but my idea was to make them take 
me to someone in charge of this rack
et. It's the only way we can get a 
good lead on them. Now you come 
along and spoil it." 

"Gosh," B utch groaned, "am I get
ting dumb !" 

"You've been dumb since the day 
you were born," Silk said tartly. "But 
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perhaps it has worked out for the 
best. I was in a pretty bad spot. Now 
they'll have to meet me under my own 
circumstances. How did you get here 
anyway ?" 

"The boss sent me. He said I was 
to guard you. I saw them two punks 
sit down at your table, and I figured 
they were up to something. I dusted 
out of the place, came back here and 
just walked in." 

"Just walked in,'' Silk sighed. 
"Butch, this place is guarded like the 
United States Mint." 

"Oh, yeah," Butch answered. "There 
was a guy at the back door. I tossed 
him into an ash can over there. I 
think his jaw is busted-1 hope.'' 

Someone came out of the rear door 
and looked around. Silk and Butch 
crouched. Silk put his lips against 
the big man's ear. 

"I'm registered at the Hotel Supe
rior, a dump about five blocks from 

. here. Room three four nine. You stay 
right where you are. I'm going to let 
those monkeys trail me. And, Butch, 
if you interfere again • • .  " 

"Not even if they were slitting your 
throat," B utch swore solemnly. "So 
help me." 

Silk grinned because he knew jus� 
what would happen if Butch ever saw 
anyone even draw a knife on him. 
Silk slipped away, clinging to the 
darkness. Several men were in the 
alley now, all quietly searching. Silk 
deliberately allowed the buttons on 
his coat to scrape against a cement 
wall. Then he reached a gate, went 
through it and walked rapidly away. 

Two blocks from the club he crossed 
the street and managed to look unob
trusively in the direction from which 
he'd come. The two men who followed 
didn't disappear in a doorway quite 
fast enough. Silk smiled and kept 
going. 

He entered the frowsy lobby of a 
cheap hotel, dawdled at a drinking 
fountain, and then approached the 
desk to get his key, calling out the 
number in a fairly loud .voice. He 

walked upstairs to his room, let him· 
self in and immediately pulled the 
curtains. 

He opened a light traveling bag, 
took out two guns and proceeded to 
push one deep beneath the cushions 
of a chair. The other he slipped be
neath the pillow on the bed. 

"Now let them come," he muttered. 
"This set-up is more to my liking.'' 

TEN minutes went by -and then 
someone knocked loudly on his 

door. 
"Air Raid Warden," a voice an· 

swered Silk's question. "We're en
forcing the dim-out, and there's light 
leaking from your window.'' 

"You're crazy," Silk answered. "The 
curtains are down.'' 

"Well you got to let us see,'' the 
voice insisted. "Or else we'll call a 
cop.'' 

Silk grinned. This was just a mod
ern version of an old trick. Yet he 
wanted to let them in. He unlocked 
the door, opened it a crack and was 
flung back when two men pushed the 
door open. 

They were the same two who'd ac
costed him in the club, a little the 
worse for wear from Butch's violent 
methods. Both held guns, and Silk 
promptly raised his hands high. 

A third man sw�ggered in. He 
wore his hllt far on the back of his 
head as if he was proud of the frosty· 
colored hair that showed. 

"Is this him ?" he demanded. 
The other two men nodded vio

lently. "Sure is, Frosty.'' one said. 
"Ain't no mistake about that. We'd 
have had him right, too, except for 
that crazy drunk who busted in on 
us;" 

"Keep him covered," F r o s t y 
warned. "I don't like the set-up. In 
the first place a drunk couldn't h'lve 
polished off two guys as fast on the 
draw as you. And then there's Matty 
to think about. He was guarding the 
back door and hasn't been seen since.'' 

Silk slowly retreated and finally s'3t 
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down in the chair. There was a gun 
within easy reach, but he didn't dare 
reach for it. Not now. Frosty seemed 
a little too suspicious-a little too 
!II!lart. 

Frosty began searching the room 
and he knew j ust how to go �bout it. 
He found the gun under the pillow in 
two minutes. Holding this as if  he 
was ready to start shooting, he stepped 
up to Silk and gestured that he was 
to rise. 

"I don't like the way you sat down 
so fast," Frosty/grunted. "Watch him, 
boys. Ah-ha ! Like I figured. An
other roscoe under the cushion. Nice 
going, pal. New break down and tell 
me -all about it." 

"I haven't much to say," Silk half 
whined. "Sure I carry a couple of 
guns. Got to in my business--just 
like you boys carry 'em. T-ell you 
what-1'11 take one of you to see the 
guy I work for. Maybe you can make 
a deal." 

"Sure--only when we go to see your 
boss, we'll go alone," Frosty snapped. 
"Boys, go through that suitcase and 
look for a black robe and a hood." 

"Black robe and hood?" Silk 
gasped. 

"Sure, that's it. Looking you over 
carefully, pal, you're about right for 
size. Listen, I'm not stupid. The 
Black Bat is operating against us. I 
�w him tonight. He busted up one 
swell job. Now you suddenly show 
up and try to crawl into another one 
of our rackets." 

"I don't know anything about . . .  
the Black Bat," Silk quavered. "Gosh, 
I'm ju�t as scared of him as you 
are." 

"Who says I'm afraid of him ? "  
Frosty roared belligerently. "All I'm 
trying to find out is whether or not 
you are the Black Bat or work for 
him. You're no drug peddler. Why ? 
Because except for the supply we 
have, there isn't enough stuff to go 
around in the whole country." 

"Nothing in the bag," one of the 
crooks reported. 

FROSTY stepped closer to Silk 
and jabbed him in the middle 

with the gun. He grunted, reached 
out and ripped open Silk's vest. It 
was hea.vily padded to lend the ap
pe�rance of extra weight. 

"Well, well," Frosty gloated. "Nice 
going. This mug is disguised. I bet 
he's even got stuff on his face. Get 
over toward the bed. Move, or I'll 
let you have it right here." 

The other two men seemed to know 
exactly what Frosty had in mind. 
They �stripped the bed of its cover
ings. Silk was forced to lie on the 
bare springs and he was quickly tied 
there with strips torn from the bed 
sheet. 

Frosty put his gun away, took a- · 
knife from his pocket and touched 
� button on it. A wicked-looking 
blade sprang out. 

'1So," Frosty declared, "it's the 
show-down. Want to talk now or 
take a Ii ttle treatment first ?" 

"What-what are you going to do ?" 
Silk asked, and this time his fea� was 
genuine. , 

"Well, it all depends," Frosty said 
judiciously� "One thing, though-l'm 
going to mark you up so I'll recognize 
you again. After that, it depends on 
what you tell me. Talk now if you 
like." 

"I haven't anything to say." Silk 
bit his lip. "If you think I'm con
nected with the B lack Bat, you ought 
to go see a doctor. A brain special
ist." 

"Oh," Frosty drawled, "so you're a 
gag-man too. Well, no use wasting 
time. Gag him, boys !" 

A chunk of cloth was wadded into 
Silk's mouth �nd a gag applied. It 
was tied with considerable glee and 
strength. Frosty grinned down at 
him. 

"When you want to talk, just blink 
your eyes. That shouldn't take much 
more than a couple of minutes. I . . .  " 

There was a soft knock at the door. 
Frosty signaled his men and they 
quietly took up positions to att�ck. 
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Frosty threw a blanket over Silk, 

walked to the door and kept one hand 
behind his back. lt held a gun. He 
opened the door and relaxed. 

Another man-of the same breed as 
the two greasy-haired crooks-whis
pered something to Frosty. Then he 
turned and hurried 'away. Frosty 
closed tbe door. 

"Boys," he said, "we're being 
cheated out of a little fun. A certain 
party wants to talk with this guy 
personally. That let's us out. You 
two beat it. I'll stay here until with
in a minute of the time this certain 
party is slated to 'arrive. Meet · you 
at the next corner." 

Silk, half smt.rthered under the 
olank�t. was able to hear most of this. 
lie giimly tested the makeshift ropes 
and found them firm. There was a 
sinking sensation in his stomach. 

Here he wu, tied up and helpless. 
His trick to lure the le'ader of the 
mob to his. side had worked like a 
charm, but what good did that do 
now? His only hope lay in Butch
whom he had berated for butting iri 
before. Chances of help from that 
source were slim indeed. 

Vaguely, he heard the door open 
and close. A very short time elapsed 
and this act was repeated, followed 
shortly by the sound of light foot
steps crossing the floor and the snap 

· of electric light switches as they were 
turned off. 

The blanket was removed. Silk 
couldn't see a thing, but he knew 
someone stood over him. The gag 
was untied. Silk licked his lips and 
mumbled thanks. 

"You must speak," a voice said, and 
it was so soft that Silk had difficulty 
in hearing it. "Who sent you? "  

"Nobody.'' Silk groaned. "I hap
pen to have a lot of drugs on hand 
and wanted to get rid of the stuff. 
If I horned in, ru go somewhere else. 
Just give me a �hance." 

"Not truth. One chance more. Who 
is Bat ? You know." 

"Honest," Silk pl�aded, "that's all 

wrong. The Black Bat would mow 
me down as fut as he would you." 

"Then you die," the invisible man 
said. "At once !" 

He began moving closer to the bed 
until he was bent -over Silk. Dimly 
Silk saw the outlines of a dagger. He 
drew a long breath, ready to yell 
madly, but he knew how long that 
cry would last. Not more than half 
a second. 

CHAPTER VII 

The F4celesJ Man 

IDING behind the 
Anchor and Hull, 
Butch saw Frosty 
emerge. He also 
h e a r d  t h e  n o i s e  
which Silk deliber
ately made to draw 
attention to himself. 
Frosty and the two 
m e n  B u t c h  h a d  

worked on, walked over t o  within a 
few feet of the spot where he was 
concealed. 

"I don't like this," Frosty said. 
"That guy was up to something more 
than just trying to undersell us. Look 
-there he goes now. You two tail 
him. Phone back as soon as he's lo
cated and wait until I come." 

"Why don't you c o m e  now, 
Frosty ?" one of the men muttered. 

"Because I �id this set-up has an 
odor. I can't figur� it out, but I know 
a certain party who can. I'll see him 
first. Now get going." 

In a few moments the rear court
yard was silent again. Frosty didn't 
place a fresh guard at the door, so 
Butch made his way to the street very 
easily. He had an advantage on the 
men who followed Silk. He knew 
where Silk was going. 

Butch hurried to the vicinity of 
the hotel and stepped into a doorway. 
He watched Silk swing into the 
lobby, saw the two crooks trailing him 
and decided that like Frosty, he 
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peeded some advice which was more 
expert than any he could think of. 

B utch entered a drug store tele
phone booth and called Tony. Quinn's 
home. He received an immediate an
swer, indicating that Quinn had been 
staying close to the phone because 
he was worried about Silk. 

"We ran into some trouble," Butch 
said. "Nothing I couldn't handle, 
only Silk is letting those rats follow 
him. He's at the Hotel Superior. I'm 

just around the corner." 
"Good," Quinn said. "Anything 

else ?" 
"Only that a mug they called Frosty 

is going to see somebody he takes 
orders from. Then Frosty plans to 
come and see Silk. Maybe he'll bring 
the big shot with him." 

"That would be too good to be 
true," Quinn answered. "Buttb, lis
ten carefully now. Don't butt in un
less it becomes very essential. Watch 
the place. See who enters with 
Frosty, I'll maet you on the corner 
in fifteen minutes. See if you c'an find 
some way for me to enter the hotel 
without my being seen." 

Butch hung up and hurried back 
to the place where he could keep an 
eye on the hotel. It was early morn
ing now, the streets were silent and 
the dimout made them strangely dark. 
In a few moments, Frosty arrived and 
he seemed to be in a big hurry. 

But�h began to fidget and worry. 
Perhaps Frosty would go to work on 
Silk at once, maybe kill him. Yet 
orders were orders and Butch waited. 

Another man came down the street. 
He was running, but slowed up and 
liltraightenedr his clothes before he 
turned into the hotel lobby. He came 
out in a couple of minutes, and he 
was followed by the two crooks whom 
Butch had punched. Things were 
happening all right. 

To Butch, the passing minutes 
seemed like weeks. If he only knew 
what was happening in Silk's room. 
lf the Black Bat would only arrive. 

Then Butch drew back into the 

shadows agllin. Frosty came out and 
with him was a man in shirt sleeves, 
obviously the hotel clerk or some em
ployee who stayed in the lobby all 
nig_ht. 

Frosty kept gesturing and leading 
the man away from the door. The 
strange silence of the sleeping city 
made voices carry well. Butch he·ard 
Frosty say something about a stolen 
car, and then Frosty laughed and 
stopped walking. He indicated that 
his car was parked ·at the next corner, 
that he'd made a mistake. 

MEANWHILE, Butch saw a man 
whose face was completely 

shielded hurry into the hoteL Two 
minutes later, the Black Bat arrived. 
He came in the cheap coupe and wore 
black clotl;ting and the wide�brimmed 
hat. B utch went · over to the car. 

"Frosty and two of his gorillas 
came out. Frosty took ·a guy out of 
the hotel and tricked him into walk
ing down the street. Another guy 
whose face I couldn't see, went in." 

The Black Bat looked up and down 
the street, signaled that Butch was 
to follow and raced toward the rear 
of the hot�I. Butch caught up with 
him and pointed toward the one 
lighted window of the hotel. It was 
on the third floor. 

"Silk said he had a room on the 
third ftoor. That must be it, so I did 
l ike you said and took a look around. 
The hotel is an old dump and that's 
a fire escape leading up to the window 
of a room right beside the one where 
I think Silk is." 

The B lack Bat nodded. · In a mo-
. ment be was swarming up the fire 

escape with Butch right behind him. 
They came to the window, found it 
' ::_1en a few inches and the Black Bat 
peered inside. His eyes easily probed 
darkness. 

"The room is occupied," he whis
pered, "but we . hav� to go through 
it. Can't afford to waste a second. 
There is a man in bed and asleep. 
I'll throw the cover over his head 

' 
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and you keep him qui�t:· 
Butch nodded. The Black Bat· slid 

the window wide, stepped in and 
made his way to the bed. He care
fully raised the covers and suddenly 
threw them down. Butch pinned the 
astonished, half-asleep hotel guest to 
the bed and slid a big hand over his 
mouth. 

The ' Black Bat proceeded to the 
door, listened a moment and then 
opened it. Butch was having a bit 
of trouble with his man. He bad no 
connection with this business and 
Butch hated to slug him, but there 
seemed to be little else he could do. 

Butch yanked the blanket down, 
clapped his hand over the man's 
mouth again and poised one fist. But 
Butch didn't figure on what a fright
ened, desperate · man might do. The 
hotel guest du� his teeth into the 
fleshy part of Butch's big hand. 

Butch jerked his hand away and 
the man in bed got out one loud yelL 
The Black Bat whirled, startled by 
the cry. When he turned around 
again to look into the ball. a door 
opened. 

He saw a m'an of medium h�ight, 
with his features covered by a stock
ing cap puJled right down to his chin, 
suddenly bolt out of Silk's room and 
rush madly down the hall. 

The Black Bat drew a gun with 
amazing speed. It roared and he saw 
the man give a lurch and emit a weird 
sort of cry. Then he turned the cor
ner and an elevator door slammed 
shut. 

The Black Bat didn't follow him. 
He knew what ll pistol shot would 
do in a hotel of this kind. He darted 
for Silk's room. Butch came up be
hind him, muttering apologies for let
ting the guest cry out. The Black 
Bat found the door unlocked, stepped 
into the room and motioned that 
Butch was to hide elsewhere. 

A muffied groan came from the bed. 
The Black Bat hurried toward it, 
pulling 'll knife from his pocket as he 
did so. In a moment he bad Silk loose. 

O
UTSIDE, guests were milling 

about. An authoritative voice 
began asking questions, and the Black 
Bat knew the police were already 
here. 

"Are you all right, Silk?" he whis
pered. 

"Just a bit shaky in the knees,'' Silk 
answered. 

"Good. I'm hiding in your clothes 
closet. You were mussed up pretty 
badly. When I'm hidden, call for 
help. Hide those slashed ropes first. 
Say someone entered your room and 
robbed you. There were a couple of 
them and they argued about the spoils 
until one drew a gun and fired. Say 
they beat it toward the roof. Is that 
cle'ar?" 

Silk nodded, watched the Black Bat 
disappear into the clothes closet, and 
then he began to cry weakly for help. 
The door burst open. Two patrolmen 
entered. Silk carried on his act per
fectly. 

"They fought between themselves," 
be explained. "One had a gun and 
took 'll shot at his pal. Both of 'em 
headed for the stairway. I beard 'em 
going toward the roof." 

••come on." One cop gestured to
ward his companion. Then he paused 
a moment and addressed the gaping 
crowd of guests. "All of you get 
back in your rooms. That gunman 
may be loose around here, and I don't 
want anybody hurt.'' 

The crowd faded like magic. In a 
moment the corridor was clear and 
Silk opened the clothes closet door. 
The Black Bat darted toward the 
room through which he'd gained en
trance. Silk followed and when they 
reached the room, Butch was there. 

"I didn't know where else to go," 
he said. 

"Down the tire escape.'' the Black 
Bat said curtly. "Make it fast now. 
We've got to be away bdore those 
cops reach the roof or any more show 
up." 

They slipped down the fire escape 
as fast and Q.9iselessly -as possible. 
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At a quiet word of command, Butch 
joined a few people who stood out· 
side the hotel where radio cars were 
pulling up. The Black Bat and Silk 
fled like two shadows and a moment 
later the coupe pulled aWlly. 
Carol anxiously waited for them in 

the lab and shortly after they arrived, 
Butch put in an appearance. The 
Black Bat peeled off his dark costume 
�d donned the smoking jacket he 
always wore. He tamped tobacco into 
a pipe, applied a match and sat down. 
"The cops searched all around and 

then they tried to find Silk," Butch 
said. "Last I knew, they g�ve the 
whole thing up as some kind of a gag, 
except they got Silk's suitcase and 
some of his clothes." 
"Nothing to worry about," Silk 

said. "I made sure not one item in 
that suitcase could be traced." 
"I wasn't worried about it," Tony 

Quinn said. "I know how thorough 
you �re in those things, Silk. Now 
tell me what happened." 
"Not very much," Silk·said ruefully. 

"At least, so far as my getting in· 
formation was concerned. They re
acted as you figured. The moment I 
began taking orders for drugs, some 
of the gang grabbed me. Butch got 
me out o£ that mess. I guess I wasn't 
very gr-ateful, Butch. rm sorry. You 
pro�bly saved my life." 
Butch just f;rinned and Silk went 

on talking. 
"I let them trail me to the hotel. 

Certainly we drew out the leader, but 
I never saw him. He made sure of 
that. Or maybe you saw him, sir?" 

Q
UINN shook his head. "No more 
than I did at the scene of the 

fire. His face was covered. But I 
winged him. Saw him reel a bit, 
heard him cry out, and I noticed a 
faint smear of blood against the cor· 
ridor wall of the hotel." 
"Then all you have to do is watch 

for a man who h'as been shot," Carol 
said. 

Quinn grilUled at her. "I'm afraid 

it won't be as easy as that, although 
I'll make a stab at it. The wound 
must have been slight, bec'ause it 
didn't stop him. Now, Silk, did the 
leader talk to you?" 

"Yes, sir. He had a peculiar voice, 
too. Kept it very low of course, al
most a whisper. Had an accent too, 
but I couldn't figure it out." 
"German? Italian?" Quinn asked 

quickly. "Or Jap?" 
"I couldn't say, sir." 
"What words did he use. Repeat 

them if you can remember. Give 
them the same inflection he did.'' 
"I can repeat them all right," Silk 

answered. "Every one, \because he 
didn't say much. There was no in
flection. He said-and these are ·his 
very words: 'You must speak. Who 
sent you? Not truth. One chance 
more. Who is Bat?" 

''Didn't he say 'Black Bat', Silk?" 
"No, sir-just 'Bat'. There was a 

little more. He said, 'You know. 
Then you die-at once.' Believe me, 
sir, I thought he was telling the truth 
until I heard the guy in the next room 
start to yell. That scared him ·and be 
took off.'! 
"Those words," Quinn said insist

ently. "You are quite positive there 
were no 1Il0re, no less. You didn't 
change any of them? Their sequence 
or substitute other words for those 
he used?" 

"I'll take my oath on it, sir. Why? 
Do those words mean anything to 
you?" 

"A great deal, Silk. More th'an you 
think. but I'm not prepared to elab
orate on that statement right now. 
At least, we have proved something. 
There is a definite connection be
tween the g'ang that robbed and 
burned the Leyden�Smith factory and 
the mob responsible for selling so 
much -dope around town. The man 
called 'Frosty' was mixed up in both 
enterprises.'' 

"All of which meani, what?" Carol 
asked. "Do you think these men are 
enemy agents, Tony?" 
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Quinn frowned and sucked on his 
pipe for a moment. "I don�t know,'' 
be admitted. "The ob11ious fact is 
that the two murders were helpful to 
the Axis and the destruction of Ley
den's plant was something they would 
delight in." 

"Then it seems quite apparent we 
are fighting spies," Carol argued. 

"Except for one thing. I'm sure 
Ameritan crooks robbed the Ander· 
son party guests. I'm equally certain 
American crooks blasted open Ley
den'fl factory safe, and Silk saw no 
indication that the men who captured 
him were anythirtg but Americans." 

''Except maybe the leader,'• Silk 
nodded. 

"Which doesn't mean a thing. Men 
who wish to keep their identitiet hid
den will resort to a monotone when 
spe-aking - use an arrangement of 
words they'd never use in normal life 
and do about anything else to shield 
their identities. Do you see what I'm 
driving at, Carol? You, Butch-and 
you, Silk?" 

"I think so," Carol answered 
slowly, and with some doubt. 

TONY QUINN smiled and 
tinued. 

"It's thh:. Crooks are low creatures. 
They'd do just about llnything so long 
as their pockets were lined. Any· 
thing, I mean, wbieh doeen't require 
much work. We'll grant they are low, 
but-the Axis Powers and those who 
represent them art even lower. 
There's something even below the 
pig·sty which drug sale&men, mur
derers, and other crooks o�cupy. 
There you'll find Hitler, Himmler, 
Tojo and the Mikado. Mussolini will 
be grovelling in the same mud. No, 
American crooks wouldn't stoop to 
aid the Axis. Not even if they were 
well paid for it. I ctln't beUeve that.'' 

Carol yawned and touched fingers 
to her lips. "Well, it won't make 
muth difference because we'll get 
them anyhow. I think we should rest 
now. Heaven knows what those ban-

dits will be up to tomorrow." 4']ust a moment," Quinn �id. "This 
won't take long. We can't simply. sit 
and W7lit for them to strike. We must 
attack first and I think I know a way. 
It entails considerable danger and it 
looks as though you'll be the star 
performer in the ehow, Butch." 

The big man was '1111 smiles. "Just 
tell me," he urged. .. Just chow me 
how I can lay my hooks on a couple 
of those rats." 

"You're going to be arrested, Butch. 
You'l1 ball · yourself out as soon as 
poflsible. We'll arrange an address 
which you can give to the cops. 
They'll go there and find something 
that wHJ lend considerable publicity 
to your name. A phony name, of 
course. 

"To all appearances you will be a 
person a 1 m o s t indispensable to 
Frosty, his gang and the leader who 
opentes behind the scenes. They'll 
contact you and . . . you'll be one of 
them, Butch. We'll start a little fifth 
column of our own. Report here in 
thf: morning, about nine, and we'll 
iron out the wrinkles. Not later, 
though, because I haYe to be at my 
office to take care of another angle." 

CHAPTER VIII 

Dtrngtrous ·MiJsion 

EXT morning, Butch 
and Carol left Tony 
Quinn's hidden lab
oratory together. 
The Black Bat had 
care f u 11 y outlined 
his plans and they 
seell'ted to be fool 
proof. Butch paid 
no heed to the dan-

ger in which they migbt involve him. 
They aeparated and Butch went to 

his rooms. There he packed a cheap 
bag, hired a taxi and switched cabs 
twice. He wound up in a poor sec
tion of the city where he rented a 
room in a boarding bouse that looked 
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seedy enough for his purposes. 
. From the bag he took out ll number 

of newspaper clippings. They'd been 
suppH·ed by Silk, part of whose job 
was a study of all crime stories that 
appeared in the papers. 

These clips concerned half a dozen 
robberies in which explosives were 
invo'lved. Robberies that had never 
been solved. · Butch hid these, but not 
too carefully. They were meant to 
be found. 

He glanced at his watch and real· 
i�ed he had to hurTy. Leaving the 
boarding house, he walked rapidly 
north until he reached � rather busy 
section of the city. 

At a corner he saw Carol. She 
stood at a bus stop and a large hand
bag swung carelessly from her le{t 
hand. Butch grinned tightly, parked 
himself, and waited until he saw a 
patrolman round a corner. 

Then Butch walked swiftly up to 
Carol, made a grab for her purse and 
began running. Carol screamed and 
the cry of "Stop thief" went up from 
the pedestrians. None tried to stop 
this man mountain, however, until 
the patrolman saw him. 

The cop made a lunge. Butch could 
have ftung the man fr� as if he were 
a five-year-old tot, but tnstead Butch 
w"!nt down. struggling without too 
much application of strength. Hand
cuffs circled his wrists, and he was 
yanked up. 

"Got you," the cop gloated. "T·akes 
a pretty fast guy to get away from 
Patrolman Cassidy. Now where is 
the lady who owns this purse ?" 

Nobody seemed to know. The cop 
shrugged and hauled Butch toward a 
taxi. He turned to face the crowd. . 

"If anybody sees the lady, tell her 
to come to Precinct Twenty-three. 
I got her handbag." 

He piled into the cab and in a few 
moments Butch faced a desk lieu
tenant. 

"The charge is snatching a hand
bag," the patrolman said. "Yep, 
yanked it right out of a lady's band 

and started running. But I nailed 
him. Big guy too, ain't he?" 

"Where is the complainant?" the 
lieutenant ask8d. 

"Oh, her. She ducked out. Too 
much excitement I guess, but ahe•u 
be around later and make the charge. 
Anyway, I saw this Tarzan guy 
snatch it and run." 

Butch had maintained a discreet 
silence all this time. Now he spoke 
angrily. 

"They tell me cops are dumb, but I 
never figured they were quite as bad 
lls this guy. I didn't swipe no purse. 
Bo I look like a guy who'd snatch a 
handbag ?" 

The desk lieutenant looked him 
over for a moment. "Yes," he l8id 
judiciously. "Now you were saying 
something about dumb cops." 

"Sure. That purse he just put on 
your desk. It's mine. I bought and 
paid for it. If you look hard enough, 
you'll maybe see the store tag on it. 
Wh'at's more, I got the receipt right 
here in my pocket." 

BUTCH tossed over a receipt and 
it was authentic enough. He 

and Carol had made sure of that. The 
patrolman colored badly. The lieu
tenant sighed and leaned back. 

"All right, this seems to be ()by. 
but why were you running, Mister?" 

"I was chasing a guy I thought had 
robbed the lady. Everybody was run
ning. Then this big palooka in blue 
.comes along and knocks me down. I 
think 111 sue • . •  " 

The lieutenant pulled the blotter 
toward him. "We'll hold you for a 
while," he said. "Then if you sue, 
you'll have a goqd case." 

Butch leaned both elbows on the 
desk and grinned. "I didn't murder 
anybody, so I'm entitled to bail. How 
much, Lieutenant?" 

"Three hu,nd'red dollars. Let's aee 
you ra1se tHat.'' 

Butch grinned more widely than 
ever, took out a fat wallet and ex
tracted .a sheaf of bills. He calmly 



THE SEVENTH COLUMN 53 

peeled oft' six fifties and handed them 
over. The lieutenant grabbed the 
wallet, examined an addre,ss card in
side, and then passed it back. He 
began making out a receipt. 

"All right, you c�n go as soon as I 
finish with this. Be here in the morn
ing, understand? Otherwise, it will 
cost you three hundred bucks." 

Butch nodded, gave the arresting 
officer a deri:sive smirk and walked 
out. The desk lieutenant didn't seem 
entirely satisfied with things. He 
called the detective bureau. 

"Have one o£ the boys check on 
James Trent, 1105 Nicholas Avenue. 
He tells a pretty good · yarn, - but 
there's something funny about him. 
Let me know." 

A detective proceeded to the 
address immediately. He opened 
Butch's newly rented room with a 
pass key and ten minutes later he 
was frantically telephoning. 

"Lieutenant? Hey, that guy is 
really something. I found a .45 rod, 
some T.N.T. and a lot of fuses in his 
room. Also, a bunch of new:sp�er 
clips a.bout half a dozen big robberies. 
In an of 'em T.N.T. was used to blast 
open safes. Yeah, I'll stick ·around. 
Sure l-is be a big lug, with a face 
like a gorilla and no neck? He's 
heading this way. I'll take him." 

The detective hung up, transferred 
a gun to his side coat pocket · and 
casually started to breeze out of the 
rooming bouse. 

Butch W&$ just turning into the 
short walk to the door. He took one 
look and swung around. The next 
corner was only about a do2en of 
Butch's long steps away, -and he got 
around it before the detective could 
extricate the gun from hls pocket. 

Butch kept running. Now the 
dangeroul!l part o£ the scheme was 
ready to take place. The cop spotted 
him again, just as Butch turned an� 
other corner. A bullet chipped a nick 
off the building w'"'ere Butch had 
been h�lf a second before. 

There was a hardware store near by. 

Butch knew all about it. Tony 
Quinn's copious records on crime re� 
vealed that it was used as a mail and 
gun drop by crooks who were being 
sought by the law. Butch darted in
side, kept on going until he re�ched 
the back room and there he ducked 
behind several big cases. 

The hardware dealer began moving 
toward him, fussing with the stock 
as he did so. 

"Are you hot, pal?" he asked in a 
hoarse whisper. 

· 

"Brother," Butch said, "they'll call 
out the fire department any tninute. 
Did you hear a shot? That bullet had 
my name on it, only somebody 
couldn't spell so good." 

Two uni£onned patrolmen came 
into the store and asked ques

tions. The dealer told a convincing 
story of seeing a big man running 
madly down the street. When the 
police had gone, he came into the bllck 
room. 

"Where you from?" he asked. 
Butch grinned. "Say, you're not a 

bad guy. Must have been luck that 
made me run in here. Where am I 
from? No place in particular. I just 
float around. My name is Jim Trent. 
How come you st�lled those cofls for 
me?" 

The hardware dealer smiled. Not a 
warm stnile, but one of cold calcula
tion. 

"You're not heeled, or you'd have 
pulled a gun on me. Now get this
I am. There's a .38 in my pocket. If 
you're okay, you got nothing to worry 
about. Make yourself at home. You 
won't Snd any b�ck door so just stay 
put." 

Butch did, for several hours, but 
he knew his plan was working. The 
storekeeper came into the back room 
with a newspaper. 

"Relax," he said, "You're on the 
level all right. Say, this newspaper 
tells about a lot of jobs you pulled. 
The one in Tulsa was a lulu. You 
can handle explosives, can't you ?" 
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"So they tell me." B utch studied 
his finger-nails intently·. "So they 
tell me. I was afraid the cops would 
find out. Got into a jam this morn
ing, greased my way out, but the cops 
got to my rooms before I did. You're 
a right guy. Show me something 
good, and I'll split." 

'the hardware dealer nodded. "I'll 
show you plenty of good stuff and 
you won't have to split. Guys like you 
work 'alone most of the time, but I 
can get you in with the biggest mob 
this country has ever seen. '.Smartest, 
too. We got a boss who knows every
thing, and the pay-off is you get 
eighty percent of the take with each 
job all lined up." 

"Eighty percent ? "  Butch gasped. 
''Hey, there's a catch to it." 

"Look, my friend, this man who 
bosses us· has about a hundred men 
working for him. He gets the. jobs, 
the ·boys do the work and from each 
job. he collects twenty percent. Why 
can't he afford to be generous? I'll 
send you t-o him if you like." 

Butch ·didn't display any eagerness. 
He seemed to be thinking the matter 
over. Finally he agreed, with just 
the right amount of doubt in his 
voice. 

Things happened fast after that. A 
car pulled up in front, a man got out, 
looked 'around and gaw a signal. 
Butch crossed the sidewalk swiftly, 
got into the car and was driven away. 

THE man who had covered his 
escape grinned at him. He was a 

wizen .. faced runt. 
"I hear you're pretty bot, two ways, 

pal. The cops ;tre after you and you 
pulled some fancy stuff all around 
the country." 

"Yeah," Butch said disconsolately, 
"and the horses pulled same fast 
stunts on me, too--only they were 
too slow. This morning, I stepped 
low enough to grab a purse. Me, 
who works on bank vaults mostly." 

"Yeah, so all the newspapers s-aid. 
Well, you got nothing to worry about 

any more, pal. Wait until you meet 
Frosty." 

"Is he the big shot?" Butch asked. 
"Well no. Not exactly. You see, 

there's another party. Nobody ever 
gets to see him, not even Frosty. He 
wears a mask or something-, they tell 
me. But he's good. Boy, wait'll you 
find out. He especially likes guys 
who lire handy with soup." 

BUTCH grinned as the ear pulled 
into an alley between two big 

buildings. He got out, passed through 
a narrow door and followed his escort 
up two flights of steps. They were 
admitted and Butch looked around in 
amazement. 

This was a hideout deluxe. Ther� 
were g4ltllbijng fables, pool tables, a 
small l:!ar. l)irec::t wires to race tracks 
and several. ��- �ines. About a 
dozen men eyed B utch, but there was 
no unfriendliness in their eyes. Just 
the eternal suspicion which any crook 
harbors for any man he hasn't known 
for years. 

Butch waved his band to them and 
went into a small office. Frosty sat 
behind a cheap desk. Butch recog
nized hi111 im!tantly. Frosty ordered 
the escort to close the door. Then 
he offered his hand. 

"Hello, . T.rent, glad to have you 
with us. It was a piece of good luck 
when you ducked into that hardware 
store. Lucky for you, good for us. 
We need men like you." 

"I'm open for suggestions," Butch 
answered readily. 

"Great. Now I've already checked 
on you. Everything is swell. Sorpe 
day you can tell me about that Tulsa 
job and a few others. Right no.w I'm 
calling a meeting of the boya to in
troduce you. By tomorrow maybe, 
we'll have something on the fire and 
if you need dough-just ask." 

Butch thought of the three hundred 
dollars he'd turned over as bail. Tony 
Quinn's money. He asked Frosty for 
three hundred and got it in a minute. 
Butch hoped they wouldn't search 
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him and find the fat wallet. 
He w'a! led to a larger room, 

equipped with folding chairs ar
ranged in rows like a miniature 
theater. There was a tiny rostrum, 
and Butch took a seat on it. The 
room began to fill up and everyone 
had a curious gl'ance for him. Butch 
returned these with scowls. 

This was exactly what Tony Quinn 
would have ordered for the occasion. 
An entire gang of crooks, all work
ing for the same man. All assembled 
in the same roa<-n. Sutch would soon 
know if these men were adherents of 
the Axis or if the jobs they pulled 

pace and put one hand behind his 
back. He crossed two fingers, but no 
one saw that. 

"Glad to meet you, boys," Butch 
said. "Sure I want to work with you. 
It'll be swell. The more cops we 
knock over, the more dough we steal, 
the better for us. You know . we're 
not like regular people." 

Th�y cheered on that one. Not too 
loud, but whole-heartedly enough. 
Butch went on, reaching the climax of 
his reason for coming here and risk-
ing his life. 

· 
"Guys like us are always on the 

lam. If it ain't * German, it's a cop-
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resulted in more or less accidental 
killingi and burnings. 

Frosty made a abort speech and 
indicated that Butch was to arise. 
Frosty went on. with one hand on 
Butch's big shoulder. 

"Boys, this is Jim Tr�nt. Prob· 
ably the best guy on soup in the coun
try. You all J:ead about the jobs he 
pulled. You know how he fooled the 
cops. Now he's one of us and when 
he gets working, we'll all share in 
bigger profits. Okay, Trent, say a 
few words to the boys." 

Butch arose, stepped forward a 

per, "a sheriff or a trooper. Sometimes 
I think the day Hitler gets over here, 
the better it'll be for us. Why, he 
opens all the prisons every time he 
takes over a country. He lets guys 
out. Guys like you and me. I say 
we ought to . .  :• 

HE STOPPED. Some of the men 
were on their feet. Frosty had 

a grim expression on his face. Butch 

sensed the storm that was about to 
break, and delivered the necessary 
bolt of lightning. He raised one 
hand in the salute that makes any de· 
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cent person grow grey with hatred. 
"Heil Hitler!" he roared. 
His crossed fingers grew white as 

he pressed them together, and be 
hoped what he'd said wvuld never 
reflect on him. 

Then pandemonium broke loose. 
The crooks swarmed toward the plat
form, cursing him. A few swung 
chairs, others were reaching for guns. 
Frosty jumped up. 

"You crazy jerk!" be rasped. "You 
can't come around here beiJing a 
punk like Hitler. We're Americans 
-real Americans. Maybe we live in 
the shadows and maybe we hate cops, 
but we hate Hitler and his g�ng a lot 
worse. Some of us enlisted-those 
without records. The rest of us wish 
we could, and you, you rat, start 
running down the best country in the 
world." 

Butch backed up a little. Those 
chairs might start hurtling at him 
any moment. One thing he knew 
now-these crooks were not at work 
for the Axis. That was as clear as 
the hate written on their faces. 

"Frosty," someone yelled, "you 
ain't going to let a skunk like him 
work with us?" 

"No," Frosty answered. "Not on 
your life. We aren't fussy about a 
man's reputation. but when he starts 
heiling the devil, it's time to dr..w a 
line. Okay, Jumbo - walk off this 
platform. We've got a little room 
downstairs. You won't like it, I hope." 

"Now wait a minute," Butch im
plored. "Hold everything, boys. will 
you? I didn't mean that. It's just 
because . . . well the cops have beeh 
on my tail so long. I kind of lost 
my head. You're right about Hitler. 
Anybody who cottons to him ain't fit 
to live." 

"Then why did you start s:lluting 
him?" half a dozen voices yelled. 

•1Listen, boys," Butch irnplore!f. "I 
been hiding out for months. Part of 
the time I was holed up in a spot 
where a lot of Nazi sympathizers 
lived. They talked that stuff into me 

for days and days, until I almost be· 
lieved it myself. Now I know I'm 
wrong-1 never believed it anyhow. 
You got to t'ake my word for it." 

"Oh. sure," Frosty grimaced, «we'U 
take your word, pal. Come on, let's 
go." 

They weren't even off the platform 
when there was a loud click, a buzz
ing sound and a voice spoke over some 
hidden loudspeaker. 

"Frosty . . .  the new man. Bring 
him to me." 

Butch licked his lips. The owner 
of that voice rnight wan.t to rid the 
earth of a crook who heiled the big
gest crook in history. 

Things were happening 1l bit too 
fast for Butch. But there was noth

_ing he could do. He followed Frosty 
through the scowling gang and won· 
dered what would happen next. 

CHAPTER IX 

Stolen Fingerprints 
O N Y  Q U I N N  ar

rived at his city 
office at mid-morn· 
ing. Silk drove him 
t h e r e  and h el p e d  
him across the side
walk, into the eleva
tor and then to th"t 
office. Quinn's law 
clerk �d secretary 

greeted him warmly. 
Silk read the mail to him and then 

Tony made several phone call11. Carol 
called in to say the job hlld operated 
perfectly and with luck Butch would 
soon be in a position to find out 
whether or not this strange gang waa 
dominated by the Axis. 

Commissioner Warner dropped in 
an hour later, Quinn turned his ap· 
parently sightless eyes in the general 
direction of the Commissioner. 

"Glad to have you here. Anything 
new on the gang which has been turn· 
ing your department inside out?" 

"Nothing, Tony. But I've given the 
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case considerable thought, and I've 
come to a rather startling conclusion. 
So startling I decided to find out what 
you thought of the matter." 

"I'm all ears-if not eyes," Quinn 
answered. 

••This gang pulled off a few jobs 
when they first started," W'arner said. 
"Nothing terribly big, but the last 
two really were something. Two men 
were murdered, both victims being 
rather essential to the war. Then a 
defense factory was gutted by a 
strange fite. It has been proved this 
fire was caused by thermite." 

Quinn tapped fingertips ag'llinst the 
top of his desk. "You're trying to 
suggest that this gang is actually 
coJ:?.posed of enemy agents?" 

"No. Not that. Some of the men 
were seen. One was delivered to 
Captain McGrath via the Black Bat. 
Oh, yes, he's operating on the case 
and, believe me, I'm grateful. We 
need all the help we can get." 

"You were saying," Quinn said 
calmly. "About a spy ring . . .  " 

"Oh, yes. No, the men are not 
enemy agents. That is, not born that 
way, but crooks have a h-abit of doing 
anything for money, and I'm won
dering if it's possible that . . .  well, 
they've been sold out. That they are 
committing what seems to be highly 
skilled jobs of thievery which are 
only a mask for the real motives of 
attack. Motives that concern our 
n-ational defense." 

"You may have something there,'• 
Quinn admitted. "What about the 
man who was turned over to Captain 
McGrath?" 

"A minor character who knows 
very little. Admits there is a leader 
of the mob, but can't identify him. 
Seems nobody has ever seen the man. 
And Tony-just a warning-McGrath 
is like a roaring bull. He•s talked 
about landing the Black Bat before, 
but this time he really means it. I 
tried to pound some sense into his 
skull, but you can't reason with a 
man in his mental state." 

Quinn laughed. "McGrath fur
nishes one of the glowing highlights 
of my rather monotonous existence. 
I wouldn't have him change for the 
world. About your theory-it makes 
sense. If you get anything more 
definite, rd like to know the facts." 

"You will," Warner arose. "I don't 
think you are the Black Bat. Mind 
you, I said 'think'. But even if you 
aren't, your advice often helps. I'll 
see you soon." 

�N minutes after Warner left, 
I two men were announced and 

shown in. William Leyden and Carl 
Spence had no words for one another, 
but they shook hands with Quinn 
cordially. 

Then two more came. Julian But
ler, the super-isolationist, was tall, 
rangy and looked something like the 
blue-nosed, joy-killer depicted in 
Anti - prohibitionist crusades. His 
handclasp was weak and clammy. 

The fourth was Mr. Uchin, a Hindu 
with a turban on his head. He bowed 
gracefully and gave a salute symbolic 
of his race. He did not shake hands. 

Quinn's blank eyes managed to 
study Carl Spence, and he saw a 
pudgy, rather harsh-faced man who 
looked as if he'd steal his grand
mother's gold back teeth. Fle kept 
dry-washing his hands as if 'a few 
pie�es of silver were between them. 

Quinn leaned back. "Gentlemen, 
you probably Wonder why on earth a 
blind lawyer summoned you to his 
office. Frankty, it has nothing to do 
with legal matters. I head a com
mittee which is trying to get war 
jobs for blind people. Jobs that men 
and women without eyes can do bet
ter than normal persons. Yes, that's 
true. We who are not gifted with 
sight develop a sense of touch that is 

""'amazing.'' 
"But what do you want us to do ?" 

Carl Spence asked, and he might as 
well ha-ve voiced his real interest. If 
there were profits involved, he'd help. 
I£ not, he was no longer interested. 
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Quinn said, "I phon�d all of you 
last night. Amazing that I couldn't 
r�� even one ot you, iao't it? I 
called at-let's see-about ten-thirty." 

"I was still at Paul Artderson's 
tragic; g,arty.'' Spence said. He looked 
at �P· "You left long before I 
�� Bill� 

. 

Leydert shrugged. "I was at home. 
You Q�Ust have got· the wrong num· 
ber, Quinn." 

Butler maintained a discreet si· 
leq.s;e. Uchin smiled blandly. 

"This is almost like a third degree, 
g�ntlemen. I see no reason why I 
silp'-'.Ui tell where I was, exc�pt that 
my little jaunt was ratHer baffiing. 
Someone called me by phone and said 
that several countrymen of mine, sur
vivors of a torpedo attack, w�e atay
ing at a cheap hotel, and wanted me 
to come down. I did go there, but 
fot,tnd no Hindus. Only a swarm of 
policemen who were searching for a 
robber." 

Quinn laughed. "I'm sorry. I did 
n<>t mean to require answer_tl. In fact, 
I didn't even ask a question and 
where you gentlemen, were is of no 
interest to me. Now, you men are 
well known and form a cosmop<)litan 
group. Your par·t in this undertaking 
would help blind people �11 over the 
country-help our efforts to defeat 
Hitler and his satelJites, too." 

"I'm for it," Leyden said briskly. 
"Me, too!" Spence glared at Leyden 

because he answered first. 
Uchin, the Hindu, was quite agree

able. but Julian Butler just scowled 
and remained silent. 

"How about you, Mr. Butler?" 
Quinn asked. "We all know you were 
againat our entering the war, but I'm 
afraid the Japs rather solved that 
problem for us. I purposely selected 
you, because your interest would 
show where you really stood, and the 
publicity it would get will certainly 
heiR the cause I represent." 

"I'll have nothing to do with it," 
Butler declared. "It's enough tlmt 
healthy, young men are being killed 

by the thousands. I won't help to 
bring blind people into it. That's 
final, and I'll be going now." 

He arose and walked toward the 
doof. There was some confusion out
side, and Quinn bit his lip in annoy
ance. He heard Captain McGrath's 
voice plainly and a second later the 
red-faced detective burst into the 
room. 

McGRATH stopped short and a 
grin spread across his face. 

"Well, well. Mr. Leyden, Mr. Spence, 
Mr. Butler and Mr. Uchin. A regu
lar nice little knitting bee, isn;t it? 
Four men brought here by Tony 
Quinn. Four men who were among 
the last persons to see and �lk t� 
Paul Anderson. This is no coin
cidence." 

"Captain," Quinn said sharply. "Oh, 
I know it's you. Your voice is -a dead 
giveaway. Would you mind waiting 
outside just until I finish my busi
ness?" 

"Yes," McGrath roared. "It so hap
pens I would mind. You called these 
men together so you could question 
them, find out what they knew about 
the murden of Paul Anderson." 

Julian Butl-er seemed to take a 
much deeper interest in things now. 
He stepped up to McGrath. 

"What are yQu talking about, Cap
tain? I didn't rea.Jize that we four 
did see Anderson shortly before he 
was murdered. It never occurred to 
me. Why should Quinn want to 
question us? He hasn't been District 
Attorney for a long time now." 

"You bet he hasn't," McGrath an
swered. "Want to know the real 
reason why he questioned you? Be
cause he's the Black Bat, that's why !" 

There were gasps of astonishment. 
Quinn just smiled and leaned back, 
wholly at ease. 

"Gentlemen.'' he said. "Captain 
McGrath has a phobia about that 
issue. But it is obvious that the Black 
Bat has the faculty of sight. I b'llve 
not--as any number of doctors will 
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testify. Even those whom McGrath 
sent to examine me. I'm afraid the 
Captain is a bit upset to make his 
accusations in public." 

"Upset?" McGrath rol.red. "How 
would you feel if the Bla-ck Bat, that 
great defender of justice, stood aside 
and allowed two important men to be 
murdered? That's what he did. Quinn 
was at the party and he made no 
move--" 

Uchin coughed politely and spolte . 
.. Captain, this m�st be a mistake. Ail 
of us know that Mr. Quirut i$ blind. 
And, if you will not s�ak for a mo
ment, I can tell you be called us here 
to ask our help in a very worthy 
enterprise." 

Uchin went on to explain. and 
McGrath began to turn purple. Julian 
Butler slowly edged his way up to
ward Quinn's desk. He took a cigar 
from his pocket, snipped the end care
fully and not too much. Butler was 
a frugal soul. He fumbled for a 
match. 

"Have you a light, Quinn?" he 
ub� . 

Tony Quinn reached out, passed his 
hand 'across the surface of his desk 
and encountered a metal desk lighter. 
He snapped it on and held the flame 
vaguely in Butler's direction. Butler 
puffed and thanked him. 

Quinn arose and saw Silk moving 
toward the next room. Silk was 
.finding it difficult to keep from say
ing too much to McGnatb. Picking 
up his cane, Quinn tapped his way 
toward the main entrance of the of
fice. 

McGrath, s o m e w h a t  flustered, 
seemed about to make an apology, 
thought better of it 'and departed. 

Q 
UINN turned around. The other 

four men were standing behind 
him. 

· 

"I'm sorry, gentlemen," he aaid. 
"Captain McGrath is very up$et. 
Really, his accusations in tlie. past 
have been most amusing, but this time 
it embarrasses me. Perhaps we can 

all talk this matter over later." 
"If you let a stupid dolt like 

McGrath confuse you, Quinn," Spetu:e 
said, "I don't believe you're the man 
to head any committee. I'm very 
busy today so I don't mind the post4 
ponement." 

He walked out and Leyden fol
lowed him. Julian: Butler, puffing on 
his cigar, stretched one hand toward 
Quinn who paid no attention to it at 
=all. 

. 

Butler grunted in exasperation ·of 
his own forgetfulness and went. 
Uchin bowed again and saluted even 
though he knew Quinn could not see 
him. 

"Whenever you wish me to call 
and discuss the work," he aaid. .. I 
shall be very willing to come. Thank 
you for including me on the com· 
mittee." I . 

Tony nodded and after they were 
all gene, he walked slowly b�ck to his 
desk. Silk entered and slammed the 
door behind him with considerable 
venom. 

"1 think you let McGrath get away 
with too much, sir. He ought to be 
slapped <!own. Why, if it weren't for 
you, he'd still be a copper on a beat." 

"I know, Silk. McGrath did make 
things difficult. I dgn't exactly hold 
any feeling of ·animosity toward him, 
but if I get the chan�e. I'll see to it 
that he is repaid in kind. What do 
you think of those four?" 

Silk shook his head. "I can't .figure 
them out. The Hindu seems to be 
the best-natured one. Leyden isn't 
so bad, but Spence has a dollar �ign 
where his heart should be and Butler 
-the man gives me the erteps. 1-
what's wrting, sir?" 

Quinn's bl'ank eyes suddenly came 
to life and he looked carefUlly over 
his desk. 

Then he glanced at tbe a·oor for a 
moment. 

"My desk ,Ughter," h' sa«! slowly. 
"It's gone. i gilve Butler a ligbt, so 
I know it was �ere a n'lO.qlent ago. 
One of those men stole it, Silk. Not 



60 BLACK BOOK DETECTIVE 

McGrath. He was never close enough 
to the deak, but when I walH:ed to the 
door, Leyden, SQ&nce, Butler and 
U chin were behind me. Any one of 
them at all could have lifted the 
lighter." 

Silk grm�ned. "Of all times that I 
had to pick to leave the room. Still, 
I don't understand it, sir. Why should 
they want to I teal- a desk lighter ?" 

"Fingerpriats, Silk. They all ... w 
me give Butler the light. One of �em 
wanted my prints and got them. It 
means that when I'm operating as th• 
Black :Sat, I must be more dareful 
than ever. It mows something else 
too." 

"Yes slrP" Silk a1ked hopefully. 
"That one of the men present hen 

is connected with the gang. My 
hunch was right. Perhaps he is only 
a stooge and m�t the leader, but we 
know he mu11t be very important. The 
fingerman, possibly, and what an � 
sortrnent of suspects we have." 

S
ILK nodded gravely. "They're an 

odd buneh all right." 
"Odd, yes - but think of them as 

in.d.ividuals, Silk. Leyden, whose 
plant was burned down by incendiary 
devices strewn all around it. Devices 
he might have pliced himself for all 
we know. Spence, who worships the 
dollar and wanted Leyden's contract. 
Julian Butler who hates war and 
thinks we should let Hitler take over 
the world." 

"What about the Hindu?" Silk 
asked. "He's the only one who seems 
normal." 

"And Innocent. Almost too inno
cent, Silk. He's in the running, too, 
and well out in front. Get a line on 
him, Silk. St�rt on it right away. 
Find out when he came to this coun
try and why. If he ever visited the 
Japanese consulate offices. Let me 
know as soon .u; you di� up anything 
signiiicant." 

.. Yes, sir." Silk grabbed his hat. 
"I'll be coming back to take :you }tome, 
sir.•• 

CHAPTER X 

O L L O W I N G  
Frosty, Butch de
scended a Bight of 
stairs, passed along 
a corridor and both 
of them stopped in 
front o f a door. 
Frpaty knocked and 
received a command 
to allow Butch to 

enter. P'rosty opened · the door and 
gave Butch a shove. 

The big man stumbled Into a room 
illuminated only by the Hght from 
the hall�y. When the door elo.aed, 
he was in jet blackness. Butch fum
bled around, found a chair and sat 
down. He gave a start of surprise 
when a voice spoke almost in his ear. 

''Very happy you come," the voice 
said. "Expert on dynamite, yes?" 

"Yeah, I know something about it." 
Butch was tense, wondering if he 
dared to reach out and seize this man 
he couldn't see. ••I guess I shot my 
mouth oft a little too much upstairs 
though. The boys won't like me from 
now on, so I might as well quit.'" 

"No. There is no reason for that. 
You are very important to us, J'l!l&. 
Perhaps though, you had better stay 
-.way from them. Arrangements will 
be made for your security. Not very 
good for you, but must be. We are 
finished now." 

Butch still fought the urge to 
tackle this man, see his face and then 
trust to luck on getting clear. H e  
was just about ready to 11tart these 
proceedings when the lights in the 
room were turned on. Butch was the 
only man there. 

The door opened and P'roaty came 
in, scowling. He gestured that Butch 
was to follow him. 

.,Now get this,'' be said, aa they 
walked down the corridor, "none of 
us care about yoar company. How
ever, it aeems you are needed, so you 
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stay. I had a little talk with tire boas 
just now--after he left you alone in 
that room. He says you're to be pnac· 
tically a prisoner, so none of the boys 
can get to you. That · means being 
locked up, but you'll be weU paid for 
it. Turn into this room." 

· 
Butch entered a small room and the 

door slammed shut. Butch tried· to 
open it, but he couldn't. -ae .banged 
on the panels, and Frosty growled a 
comm'"d for him to be quiet. 

"Listen, you dope," Butch shouted. 
"I don't mind staying here. but get 
me something tp read. Som,e news
papers that tetl about me. M41gazines, 
too--and a drink." 

Frosty promised to bring them and, 
ten minute1 later, three acowli�g go
rillas opened the door and handed 
Butch new&papen, magazines, club 
soda and a bottle of liquor. None 
spQke a word of peting. 

Butch grinned 11t them. "Jailors, 
huh? Now ain't that so;mething-to 
have three mugs like you lock me up. 
What if I decided to walk out of 
h�re?" 

"You'd get the flat of three guns 
against your head," one of the men 
snarled. "We got orders not to 
shoot, but nobody1 said we could.n't 
knock you silly." 

Butch smiled happily. He looked 
around the room and made certain 
there were no peep holes through 
which he might � observed. Then he 
hastily opened one of the newSpapers, 
took a pencil from his pocket and 
laboriously wrote a message. He re
folded the newspaper and tucked it 
into his pocket. 

A glance at his watch indicated it 
was probably dusk outside. A little 
early for his plans to be put into effect 
so he made himself comfortable and 
read the newspaper stories .OOut Jim 
Trent and his exploits. Finally, be 
poured the whiskey down the sink, 
diJposed of .. most of the club soda and 
then he kicked the door for ten min· 
utes. until someone as1c:ed him what he 
wanted. 

"Another bottle," Butch roared. "I 
get .ane or else."-

He put an ear ag�inst the door and 
heud Frosty · speak. 

"�t him some more. We can't use 
him tonight, and if he passes out, so 
much the better. Only watch that 
guy. He looks like a sap,. but some.
thing tells me he'd be hard to handle." 

BUTCH was ready to give an 
exhibition that would prove 

Frosty's hunch as sound truth. He 
waited until the door was open, llnd 
then took three quick steps forward. 

Ther•- were only two thugs in the 
corridor now. Butch seized each by 
the neck, raised them off the floor 
and brought their head$ tog�ther. 
Neither J:'e&ehed lor a gu:n. Thue 
hadn't been time . . 

Butch dropped them inside the 
room, dusted off his hands as if ·they 
were tainted, and then he strode 
briskly toward tl,le room where he'd 
met the ·unseen leader of this group. 

The room was empty �· Butch kept 
going. He climbed a · flight . o-£ stepS, 
found the exit, and left without being 
noticed. 

Several ,times Butch stopped short 
and looked behind him to be abso
lutely certain he wa• not followed. 
Finally he drew the n,wspaper from 
his pocket, started walking fast and, 
as he passed by a rubbish basket on 
a rather quiet corner, he nonch�lantly 
dropped the paper into it. 

As he rounded the next corner, he 
saw Carol get out of her ear and ap
proach tl;�e basket. In a moment; she 
had retrieved the newspaper and 
Butch felt better. The B lack Bat 
would now know what results he had 
achieved. 

Butch turned his steps back to the 
ganr's headquarters. He was fairly 
certa1n that no punishment would be 
administered, b.cause a.£ his break for 
freedom. He was too genu1nely need
ed by the gang luder. 

Two men were standing outside of 
the place when he drew near. They 



BLACK BOOK DKTECTIVE 

laW him coming and both deliberately 
turned their backs on him. Buteh paid. 
no attentian, opene"'d the door Vld al
most bumped into Frosty. Buteh 
braced himself for a verbal tirade. 

"Been out P" Fr�sty asked in mil<l 
reproof. -·you were supposed to stay 
put, mitter." 

Butch grimaced. f'J didn't join this 
mob to be locked up like a convict. If 
you and the boys ean't atand me 
ll'GUJ'ld, then juat say ao ed I'll get 
out fut.'' 

"�e>w, tah it •••Y·" Frotty li!\ked 
hi6 arm t.mdtr Butch'• and led him to 
a comfortable room. They both sat 
d<�wn and·· FtOftty continued to talk. 
"The bou was just lc�oking after your 
wcMaro. lie firured �orne of the boys 
might IOie their he•da and, pal-we 
need you in our businea11." 

4'Then I won•t be locked up again ?" 
Butch asked hop4£ully, 

''N Q. I spoke to the boye. and they 
rttalize you rp.aybe sbot your tnoutb off 
without thinking. They'll coan� Vo®d 
protty �toon and ..,_ okay. Waif Jnd 
••e. Meantime, the plate it your.s." 

"Swell. but wheq do I go to work? I 
need dough and I need it fast.•• 

Frosty smiled knowingly. "It won't 
be long now. Maybe tomorrow. We 
got a tweet job lined up. Nothing like 
it has heel\ pulled for yeara, and the 
cops are going to eat more aspirins 
than they ever saw before in thoir 
llvn." 

"Yeah ?" aaid Bv.tdJ. ''T•ll me 
more.'' 

Froaty sheok his head. ••we don't 
detail cases untl.l they're ready to be 
sprung. That w�y nobody CQn talk if 
the eopa pick them up. And listen, 
pal, if you get into trouble, we $Ond 
you away until the heat dies down. 
We got a pla�e in the country-like a 
regular hotel. All you do is loaf. p!lly 
carda, or fi.ah if you want to. Thia mob 
take. care of ita bo)'l." 

S
EEMINGLY delighted at the in

fonnation, Butch recalled the 
ratty-faced crook he'd hauled out of 

the hedge at Paul Anderaen'a .estate. 
That man had also .spoken of beittg 
usent away." But his tones bad imti
eated great fear. Frosty outlined 
1omething that anybody would onjoy. 

"Another thing, .. Frosty went on, 
"the boss likea you. Says you're prob
ably the most important guy around 
here, out�>ide of me. So he wants you 
to drop in on him tonight. In three 
bout's you go to 27g2 Weyland Av•
nue. It's a private house. Of eourac, 
you keep thia under your hat, espe
cially the addres.'• · 

"Sure." Butch a n  'I w e r e  d. '1I 
wouldn't spill it to a soul. Say, l1\8f· 
be I'm going to like this outfit. Sounds 
all right. At ftrst, I didn•t care much 
about working for a guy who wouldn•t 
talk to me. except in a dark room, but 
qow he wants to show hlmself. Fino." 

Frosty arose. "I've got 1l lot o.f 
things to do. Just make yourself at 
home end remember-you ean go out 
atty time you want to." . 

"T.hanks. "·Butch pld. "I need' IGme 
smofres, so I may take .a little walk. but 
I'll be at the boss's place on time, doia't 
worry." 

That was a promise Buteh didn'tfn
tend to keep. He woulctn•t be there, 
but a man in a hlaek hood · and· eape 
was bound to show up. All Buteh bad 
to do now ._, get word through to 
Carol. Perhapa the whole gang might 
be broken up by morning. 

Buteh strolled out. Nobody paid 
any attention to him. He aauntned to 
the earner, bought a neWI!paper and 
then ducked into a doorway. There 
he proceeded to write down the ad
dress, the time and all the facts about 
the mysterious leader of the gang. 

· Ten minutes later, be casually 
dropped the newspaper into the same 
waste can and saw Carol heading to
ward it. Butch felt pretty good. In 
plenty of the Blaelc Bat's investiga
tions, B ut�h did nothing more than 
muac.lo work, but thi• time he had a 
chance to use his hraina. Things were 
going along splendidly. he figured. 

That's what Butch kept tl\inking 
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until a car slid to the curb, and he 
saw, Frosty beckon to him. Butch's 
heart sank as he approached. · T.bere 
was nothing else to do. 

That messag.e had to reach tbe Black 
Bat evou if he was forced to submit 
to torture. 

''Get in," Frosty said. ''There's a 
job on. We been looking for you." 

Butch got in, and instantly two guns 
were buried against his ribs. Frosty's 
smile turned to a s�r. 

"Well, sucker;• lie snarled, "what 
are you-a copper? .. 

Butch licked his lips. "A copper ? 
Frosty, you've gone off your top. 
What's this all about ?'• 

"You must have taken us for a bunch 
of fools;• Frosty answered. "You 

passes this ·dope to, but it won't .mat
ter, because somebody.u roing to visit 
Utat address tonight and somebody K 
going to get a neat surpdae." 

BUTCH anitted another groan and 
wondered what his chances were 

of absorbing a couple of bullets and 
staying conscious long enough to 
knock Frosty, his pal, and the driver 
cold. 

"Want to know what•s going to hap� 
pen to this friend of ,yours ?" Frosty 
fished in his pocket and drew out a 
piece of paper. Butch didn't see him 
sigual the other crook. '"Look at this, 
Tarzan., and you'll see a pl�ture of the 
set-up.'' 

But�b bent his bead. The second 
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slugged a couple of the boys because 
you had to get out. You had to report 
to somebody. That's what I figured, 
so I let you go out again. Only this 
time you were trailed. You were 
watched throwing that newspaper 
away, and we saw a cute-looking doll 
go over and get the newspaper." 

"If you do anything to her - •• 
Butch focgot himself for a moment, 
realized it, and gave a long sigh of 
resignation. 

"So you admit it," Frosty said soft
ly. "That's good, because it Will save 
you a lot of pain. You wrote another 
report, didn't you? About that ad
dress I gave you. Nic:e going, because 
that's just what I wanted you to do. 
The girl will be allowed to report, too. 
Maybe we ean•t find out who 'She 

crook brought down a blackjack that 
connected with the back of Butch's 
big neck. It was a paralyzing blow 
that made him fall forward limply. 
Two more smashes with the blackjack, 
and Butch quietly collapsed on the 
floor. 

Frosty threw a bl.nket over him, 
leaneci back anA lit a cigarette. 

"Well, that's that. In a little while, 
we'll know who this big bozo worked 
for, and I'll lay odds it's the Black 
Bat.,. 

The other crook seemed a bit nerv· 
ous about the whole affair. "I ain't 
so anxious to tangle with. that guy, 
Frosty. He ain't human. Bett�r send 
up all ·the boys you can spare.'' 

FrC!�Y grinned. "We don't have 
to send anybody up. The boss will 
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take care of tne Black. Bat. When I 
uport9d that the Bla�k Bat wa1 hom• 
ing in, tho boa• pJ:>gmisec:l me there 
wouldn't bt .ny danger a!ld the boea 
keeps his word. We'll go back now, 
tie this nuan mountain up and wait ua• 
til tb$ boys bring it� th� girl. Betweett 
the two of tbtrn we'll tool' bow the 
truth about all thi�J." 

The other c:rook shook hfa head. "I 
hope so. Say, Frosty, why do you 
auppoae tbis guy atarted to praise Hit
ler and salute him? That's a fulUly 
angle. Yqu don't thhdt the Black Bat 
ia • Nazi, do you ?'' 

Frosty pursed his Jipa and whistled 
softly. "I forgot all about that. It. is 
odd. Can't see any reason for it, but 
things will iron themselves out. We 
did our part and just In time too. 
There's �oing to he a big job tonight." 

"How big ?" the second crook asked 
eagerly. 

"Plenty, but lt'11 just a wanner-upper 
for what's eoil\in( ptett:y tOQn, 't'his 
job tonight will give us e�perience 
for the biggest haul in history. When 
that's OV41r with. \q quit fM a while 
•nd enjoy the dough we've made.'' 

CHAPTER XI 

PMI in the Dtnlr 

USRING to a tele
phone booth as soon 
as she had the first 
newspaper w h i e h 
B u t e h discarded, 
Carol called Tony 
Quinn. 

''Buteh s e e m e d 
unworried," she told 
Quinn, when abe got 

the ccmneetion. ••He wasn•t fotlewed, 
I'm sure of that. His message indi
cates that he talked up Hitler and al
moet got hims�o\1£ r!lObbed. Those men 
may be crooks, hut the7're Rot fifth 
columnists, Tony." 

"I was sure they weren't,"' ttulnn 
answered: "What else does Butch 
say?" 

/ 

"He g()t aw•y with his pose aa �n 
•�pert on JJlploaives, and be met the 
leader 'of the 1anr. A me who talked 
to him in a dark room. Butch waa 
Ul'Ulble to see anything of him. Their 
eonvers•tion had mainly to do with 
Butch's experience. Then they locked 
hi� up - for his own protection, 
Butch waa told. He got out-doesn't 
aay how--but •• eoon aa there is any
thing definite on any plana, he'll let 
us know." 

"Good work," Quinn .aid. "You'd 
better go back and wa.lt again, Carol. 
We rnuat pick up Butch's Information 
tbe moment he can get it to us.'' 

Carol hung up, hurried back to 
where heJ' car was parked and got in. 
She waited a much shorter time titan 
she hoped tor. Butch dropped his 
newsp�per i!Pd hurried away. 

The girl waited until he was out of 
sight and then went over to the rub· 
bltsh can. A,a she walked tow�rd tbe 
iatnt clmc ttore to phone, ah• rMd 
Butch's message and rC!IaU•ed how iut
portant it was. 

ln the _privacy of the bootb she c:on
tacted Tony Quinn, 

"Things are ready to break. l'ony. 
Butch bas been invited to tho rm· 
dence of the gang leader. It's at 2702 
Weyland Av•nue. The leader is due 
to be there about eleven tonight. It's 
your big .ehanee, Tony." 

"It sounds too. good to be true," 
Quina replied. �'It's odd they should 
have given Butch suth informatlOft, 
espeeiall)' after he walked out on them 
the first time.'' 

"Tony, do you think it's a trap ?" . 
"I- don't know, Carol. If it is, they 

probably followed Butch and can be 
OR your trail right now. You'd better 
look around before you leave that 
phone booth." 

f'Wha.t a minute/' Cuol said eurtly. 
"Tony, I think you're right. Three 
men just welked into the store. C!tne 
fa standing by the toba-eco .counter 
!lear the door. Aflother Ia drinking a 
soda, and the third is !coking ov-er a 
magadne raek near me. There's only 
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one phone booth, so be isn't listening. 
I selected tlte store for that reason.'' 

"You're not positive they're after· 
you ?" Quinn asked. 

"No. I couldn't swear t& it. None 
of them seems to be watching me." · "Listen," Quinn said; "Move your 
purse so that the metal clasp bits the 
door window. Not too hard. · If those 
men are really after: you, all theiT at
tention will be on you, a:nd they'll 
jump at any sound you make. Try it.'' 

Carol tapped the glass door and · all 
three men instantly turned their eyes 
her way. Then they turned away 
again; The druggist and the soda 
clerk hadn't heard that noise, bu.t the 
three crooks did becaulk!! they wue 
so intent on being ready. 

�ey're after me all right," Carol 
said. "Tony-what am I going to do ?" 

"Hang up, dial police headquarters 
and tell them thete�s a hol-dup at the 
drug store. When the police arrive, 
just walk out, but as s&Onras· you're _ 
cl�, move fast. Good luck. carol. 
I'd come there to help you if l could-.'• 

�AROL depressed the hook, drop
'-.� ped another coin into the slot and 
dialed the operator. She reported a 
holdup, cut the connection and pre
tended to be still talking. Very gent· 
ly, she moved the door open. 

Within two minutes she heard the 
first wail of a siren and a radio car 
slid up in front of the door. Others 
wet:e coming, with strident 'Wails. The 
three crooks looked at one another 
and moved in a body toward a side 
door. 

The- moment they disappeared, 
Carol emerged from the telephone 
booth and walked hastily to the front 
door. Cops bl()(:ked her way, and blue 
uniforms had never looked so good 
to her. 

While the druggist made franti<: -de
nials of ha-ving called for help, Carol 
managed to glance out the window. 
Her car was parked close by, and ahe 
saw a man standing near it. She · 
slipped out of the drut store as two 

more radio cars pulUtB up. 
She ctoJ&ed the !tree� qt'U£kJr• saw 

a tui coming down and sfrnaled it. 
She was inside in a flaah and �he 
handed the driver a five-dollar bill. 

.. There's an old boy friend of-mine 
pestering me. I want to lose him. 
This is yours if you get away from 
here quickly." 

The driver took the bill. "Lady, 
for five bucks I'd lose your husband. 
Hang on." 

· 
Carol didn't breathe freely again 

until she was pre&S� in a subway car 
and -- roaring do�town. She Wftked 
to Tony Quinn's house aad as she 
neared it, her heart really sauk. A 
man was standing acroes the street, 
half hidden by th� shadows and in
tently watching tJlle place. 

Then she smiled weakly. It was 
Captain McGrath. Carol knew how to 
keep from being seen and very soon 
she was in the secret lab with Tony 
Quinn. 

He was busy at a small desk in the 
lab. � "there were �y newspaper 
clippings before him ad all were con
cerned with F.B.I. raids oil- �y nests. 

"Thank heavens, you got a w a y  
from them," he -said earnestly. "No 
further word from Butch, of course ?" 

"No, Tony. I'm afraid he's been 
taken. What are we going to do?" 

"Butch d�ribed the address where 
the gang is living. They'll leave at 
once of course, but they'll be in ·a hur
ry and may furnish some dues. Mean

time. I'm going to visit the ho�se Oil 
Weyland Avenue." . 

"But Tony, it's bound to, be a trap." 
"I know, but I'm going anyhow. 

I've checked on the person who lives 
there, Carol. In fact, I visited the 
house last night. William Leyden 
owns that hou-se.'' 

"Leyden !" Carol cried. "Then 
you've got something, Tony. Some
thing definite. How will Leyden ever 
explain this?" 

"W-e'll see," Quinn answered. "By 
the way,' did you notice my friend 
McGrath lurking outside? He•s been 
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there since l sot home. For ol'tce, M�:
Grt�th is really g•ttinc into· my heir." 

TONY QUINN opea$! a loeker Qd 
. bctgan drawing very light�weight, 
bli�JJ trousen ov•r hia re&ultr tweeds. 
Then be doq�Jed o blaek shirt, c:.ban1ed 
to blaek erepe..&oltd eboea and care .. 
fully tucked his cape anct hood under 
a mlr coat. Two heisvy autolt\atlcs 
"Vreat into espedally made pockets 
that were more like holsters. 

"Stay bert�," be told Carol. 'fiilk 
knovrt� I'm going out, and he'll stand 
tw tho phone. If I uW him. I'll call. 
Then it's up to you to take aver, be .. 
cause if Butch manaces to c.S,l, ll� 
C>Jue rnuat bo here. Wiab me luck, 
dvling, I thlnlr rm going to need it." 

When the Black Bat emerged from 
the tunnel into the garden bouse, he 
put on the wide-brimmed hat and 
waited until he saw Silk in cme of the 
back windowa. aignali�tg that Me .. 
Grath was still out in front. 

The Black Bat roaehed his ear ed 
drove away. At tto time did Mc:Gtatb' 
see him. He proieetled straight to the 
vicinity of W eytan.d 4vonue, �ked, 
lllld made aure the aeetion was de
serted. 

The dimout helped, too. Some of 
the street lamyu were out while the 
others burned bulbs of much lower 
wattage than uaual. 

The Weyland Avenue house was 
tiarkefted and apparen�IJ' even the 
servet or two which Leyden em
ployed, were out for tbt: night. That 
s�emed significant to the Black Bat. 

He approached the same window 
through wHich he'd gaifted entrance 
b•fore. It was locked. For five min
utes, the Black Bat sat hunched in the 
darkness while his senaltive ears u .. 
tened for the slightest sound, Tlteft 
he went to work. 

First of all� he drew his silk glova 
tighter, took a unall bit of tcm\ptred 
s�el from his pocket and got the 
window lateh open in len the.tt a 
minute. He raiaed tlte window and 
Hateftec! again. 

Finally, he hoil!ted himself up and 
ovtr tbt till. He stood in th� room, 
lUI ey011 pts)!)tr•ting the derkt'less and 
seeing that no one lurked there. wait
inJ to spring •om" kind of trap. 

01m in bed, the Black Bat moved 
aerot�s th� room flftd reached the hall
way. NO'Jir bo did bear a aound-like 
runnlnc wat.,, lt nme f«m1 upsteir•. 
The attraeticm c,f the 1\0lao wu im
pelling, but he perched the first ftoor, 
before he wrmt to tl\e eoconcl. 

In front Qf • c:lo..ct- ®or, th� JUack 
Bat atop�<! to lietea apin. The run .. 
ni"' Wlter Clime from that room. He 
carefully e�unined the cloor to ue 
tbat it wun't wired to some lethal de
vice. ed the� he turned the knob 
gently. 

Fllagbtr the door wide, he stepped 
quickly to ono tide. NothiJlg hap-
pened, He peered into the room and 
saw that all windowa were heavily 
curt•ined. Th4ft Wll a large sink in 
one e0111er, and a ateady stream of 
water from a faueet flowed intci lt, 
making the nolae that Tony had heard. 

The Black Bat realized at once what 
this room was. Leydm must be an 
amateur pMtograpber. The l'Obl\'l was 
equipped with every kirul of device 
for developing ud printinr pictures. 

Walking over to the tink, Tony 
looked d� at a cleop bqil\ used for 
washll\g prints. Two or three pic
tures were ftoatirlg arouqd in the 
water, and bo e'()uld mue out wbat 
they �rotontod eeally. They were 
photographa of large buildin&a. Per· 
haps factofiq, War plant!S l 

The Black Bat looked around for 
something to fish thern out witt,. but 
foUnd no photographer's tmsgt� pr any
thing elae. He drew off a glove. pulled 
up hie 1loeve and reached into the 
water for the picture•. He got them 
out and laid them on a small table. 
They were pietUfll of war fectories 
all right-important anoa. too. 

ITNCONSCIGUSLY. the B 1 a ck 
WJ Bat reaebed for • handy towel 

aftd dried hi• bad. He replaced tbe 
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glove and was . starting to blot the 
prints when he heard a telepl!_one 
jangle. It startled him. and the bell 
kept ringing insiatently. 

The Black Bat hurried to the next 
room wondering if this was all part 
of aome tri�k. He u.amiraed the 
phone sc:rupuloualy and decided to an
swer it. He -.as never ao grateful for 
a hunch before. Carol was on the 
wire. She recogniud his guarded 
voice instantly. 

"Tony, right after you left, a police 
car picked up McGrath. Silk managed 
to follow them in the sedan. He 
phoned that McGrath seemed to be 
headed toward the boule where you 
are now. I took a chance atld c&lled." 

"Thanks," the IDadl: Bat Aid and 
hung up. 

He started down the steps, stopped 
dead and under his black hood he 
turned p<\le. He began to undenta.Dd 
just what kind of trap thia was. 
Nothing spec*ular - juat devilishly 
dever. 

-

The pictures . had been purpesaly 
placed, the water left running to draw 
his attention. As the crooks planned, 
he gave no thought to removing a 
glove and getting those prints out of 
the water. It waa the moat natural 
thing in the world to do. 

But his fingerprints were on them, 
embossed in the wet, soft 1utface of 
the prints. And someone had made 
certain to get a aet of Tony Quinn'• 
prints by stealing his desk lightt't. 

He hear� soft footsteps on the 
porch. That would be Captain Mc
<kath, and he'd most likely come 
alone. M4:Gratb'a greatest ambitiob 
was to capture the Black Bat without 
help. 

The Black Bat raced back to the 
dark room, applied the blotters to the 
prints again until they wer• fairly 
dry. Then he drew a krtife and care
fully cut oft the white edges. He 
knew that he had not touched the 
print& except by those edge•. 

The strips of paper wertt into his 
pocket. but escape seemed to be cut 

off. McGrath apparently knew just 
where to go for be came straight up 
the stairs. 

The detective would have a gun in 
hia hand and be very likely to open 
fire. The BlKk Bat could have cut 
him down in a 1econd, but although 
McGrath'& hatred had grown to an 
aarrning intensity in this case, the 
Black Bat atill liked him. He would 
never have shot down an officer, any
way, no matter bow serious the_ pre
dicament. 

Blat 1omething had to be done-and 
fast. The Black Bat quietly moved 
toward the door, atood against the 
wall, so he'd be hidden when the door 
opened, and waited. Sweat was run
ning down his face. This was one of 
the closest calls of his career, and it 
r.howed up with startling clarity the 
type of man he fought. 

The leader of Frosty's gang knew 
that if be aet this trap and sprung it 
by u1ing �npower, they might get 
the Black Bat, but at a terrific. toll. 

So he merely atl'an&ed matters to 
let the police handle it all. If the 
Black Bat got away from McGrath, 
the fingot"pti.nta wo\lld rem.a4t and 
McGrath would have his man, 

The detective captain pu1bed open 
the door which the Black Bat had pur· 
poaely left ajar. lh snapped on a 
ftublight, and tbe beam roamed over 
the room. McGrath grunted in ex
operation, took a 1tep forward and 
suddenly the gt11l and ftaah •ere berth 
knocked from hie hand. 

-.:.-E WAS husky, knew how to 
.... ftght, and put up a terrifi� 
battle. Once he wriggled fr.a of the 
Black Bat's grip and fttd � a ccnner 
of the room. 

The Black Bat rnoved on him relent
leuly. M.�Orath deserved • mild 
beating. He•d asked for it in Tony 
Quintt's office 'Rhen he made that ac
cueation btfore th• four suspects. 

"So I finally got you," McGrath 
growled. "Just the two of us--in one 
room. I've been waitin&" for this a 
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long time. I'll tear that hood off your 
head, and I'll throw you into a cell. 
A lot of people are going to be sur
prised, but not me. No, sir ! Me and 
Tony Quinn are old friends, aren't we, 
Quinn?�' 

The Black Bat made no answer. He 
just kept edging forward� . keeping 
himself between McGrath 1md the 
door. M�Grath couldn't s.ee him, but 
the det�tive was quite visible to the 
B�ck Bat's eyes. 

McGrath suddenly lubed out with 
both IUts. He thought the Black Bat's 
silence meant that he was <lrawing 
closer and was .ready to stl'ike. M.c
Gratb reached into his hip pocket and 
pulled out a blackjack. He held this 
ready and waited. 

Sti4denly there was a - swishing 
sound. McGrath tried to jump out of 
the way, but he started that maneuver 
mu-ch too late. Two arms encircled his 
legs and he came down to the ftoor 
with a thud that shook the house. 
Then a sledge hammer collided -with 
his chin, and McGrath went to sleep. 

Someone was t;alling his n� 
water rolled between his Ups; and 
McGrath gave a violent twist. Then 
he realized the lights were on and 
that the driver o£ the police car was 
the only other person in the room. 

McGrath got to his feet and reeled 
over toward the sink. He saw the pic
tures on the table near by and gave 
a whoop of delight. He tilted· a desk 
lamp until the ray shone on the sur
face of those -pictures at a sharp angle. 

"There they are," he cried. "Pincer
prints . . The Black Bat left his prints. 
He got away from me, but it won't 
happen again." 

McGrath very carefully wrapped 
the prints in a piece of paper. He 
han�Ued the pictures as though they 
were tb� most precious article!� on the 
fa�e of the earth. 

When he reached his office at Police 
Headquarters, Commillioner Warner 
was wai tlng {or him. 

"I go_t him this time," McGrath said. 
"The B lack Bat ! I got him cold." 

"Explain yourself, Captain," War
ner snapped. 

But even the Commissioner's sharp 
attitude bad no effect on McGrath 
now. 

"This is what happened," he said. 
"I know the Black Bat is Tony Quinn. 
I've s-pent all my spare time watching 
his house. Ob, he's a sly one all right, 
but he didn't get up quite early 
enough this morning. While I was 
watching Quinn's house, a little while 
ago, the Inspt-�;tor sent over a car and 
driver. SeeJnJ JOIDebo<ty phoned in 
and said the Black Bat would be at a 
certain address. If I missed him, may
be I'd find his fingerprints on some 
pictures just printed there. Well, he 
knocked me out, but the pictures were 
there. Give me ten minutes, and I'll 
check these prints with a set I've got 
from Tony Quinn's fingers. They'll 
be the same!' . . 

"Captain." Warner said very sharp
ly, "you're letting this thing run away 
with you. If those are fingerprints, 
as you say, let the regular fingerprint 
men check them and go througb our 
files. 'You might be wrong, and Quinn 
would have an awfully �ood case 
against you." 

"All right," McGrath answered, and 
pushed a buzzer on the desk. 

He turned .the pictures over to a 
fingerprint man who came in anJwer 
to the buzzer. ' Then McGrath sat 
down �nd - seemed to be purring like 
a kitten full qf- cream. 

"Commissioner, no d i a r e s p e -c t 
meant, but I'll proveyou'r-e wrong this 
time. You've always defended Quinn. 
Will you do that if those prints 
check?" 

"No. How could I ?  The B lack Bat 
has violated a do.zen laws a dozen dif
ferent times. Now that you've cooled 
off a bit, tell me j ust when this argu
ment with the Black . Bat ·occurred." 

"At juJt about ten�fifty," McGrath 
grunted. "I looked at my watch be
fore I went into the house. Between 
ten-fifty and ten fifty-five, if you want 
to be very exact." 
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Warner nodded hia head several 
times. "I was afraid of that. Cap· 
taia, at ten fifty--five To.ny Quina 
phoned .my office. It was -Q-uinn. · He 
had a sq&eation to make about tbia 
gang which ia causing ao muc:b trou
ble. Now bow could be be at home, 
talking to me on the telephone, and 
be fighting with you at the aame 
time?" 

"It waa a trick." McGrath answered 
confidently. "He's full of 'em. R• 
member, I was knocked cold. He could 
have uaed the phone in that house and 
juat saitl be wae home. You'd believe 
anything that guy told you, but a 
judge and jury won't. This time I've 
really got him." 

Warner fiuslMd aliglllly. "Well, for 
your sake, I hope so, Captain. While 
you spend time tryiag to prove a blind 
man isn't blind and, moreover, it� the 
Black Bat, more and more crimea are 
being committed." 

Warrter waited until the fin&erprint 
man returned. U. looked at MoGrath 
rather queerly. 

"There were some perfect printa on 
one of those pictures, Captain. I lifted 
them. clat�sifuld them and ran throuch 
our records. The picture and descrip
tion of the man wbo left thoae printa 
ia on that card." 

"Ah," McGrath pi(ked up the card. 
"This is it, The moment I've been 
waiting for-I-hey, what is thia? If 
you're pulling a gag on m.,_" 

"It's no gq," the fthgetpritlt man 
insisted. 

· 
"Now juat a moment." Commis· 

aioner Warner stepped between the 
two men. "Why not let me in on this? 
Whose are these fingerprints? Whose 
description is ·on the �d ?" 

"M·mine l" McGrath glllped. "It's 
my own card. I can't understand it. 
I never touched those pic:turea. I 
never went near them until I _ was 
ready to take thelh. Before that, I 
was unconKioua." 

"Captain,"-.Warner ati6ed a grin
"you used the wrong tense in your last 
statement. You are still unconscious." 

CHAPTER XII 

The Blaclt Bdl's Inning 

RAVING Leyd en'a  
hoWJe through the 
aame window he'd 
used to get in, the 
Slack Bat reached 
his car - and sud· 

- -denly reach-ed for a 
gun. Thim he te• 
laxed, bec;au11e ,the 
man who stood be· 

aide tb4t car was Silk. A nervous, 
worried Silk who gave -a whoop of d ... 
light when he saw hia boss. 

"I couldn't help worrying, sir. In 
another minute I'd have gone in there 
myself. Tbat McGrath-"_ 

"I fixed him," the Black Bat 
chtKkled. "Knocked him out-noth· 
ing elM to do. He knew, 110tnehow, 
that I would probably l�ave fin&er
prints, and he came for thtim. Luckily, 
I guelaed the plot because I -was ex
peQting aometbing like that to happen 
e.ver since my deak lighter was 
stolen." 

"You should have giveh McGrath a 
real beating," Silk grunted. 

"I did worse than that. I've hurt 
his pride. While McGrath was un· 
conseioua; I p-Ut hia own prints where 
he btlieved mine �uld be. I'd love 
to aee hia face when be finds out the 
truth!' 

"So would I,'' Silk laughed. "WbQt 
next. sir ? May I remind you that 
Butch ia still rniaaing ?'' 

"I'm goirtg after - him now. You 
<:orne along, too. There's nothing to 
worr1 about eo far u McGrath is c:on•
c:erned. While he was unconscious, 
I also phoned Commiaaioner Warner 
and pretended to be at home. Me· 
Grath won't figure that out for houra. 
You follow me in the other car." 

The Slack Bat, minus hood and 
�ape, drove sedately through town, al• 
ways c:areful that his face was covered 
by the big hat. When be reached the 
vicinity of the gan&'• bicltout, he 
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parked on a side street. Silk pulled 
up behind him and came forward for 
in•tructions. 

The Black :Bat said, "Our one and 
only chance of findin1 Butch is 
throU:Ch some clue left at this hideout 
of the gang. Most of them liv.ec:l here, 
according to B ut-ch. He'll be gone, 
and so will the gane. When Carol 
made her · escape, they realized the 
game was up. We'll go tmugh this 
alley. Follow me, Silk." 

They came to the side door of the 
building which Frosty had used. The 
door was half open. Inside, the Black 
Bat saw tAbles and chairs flung aside 
as if o-ccupants had left in a mad 
frenzy of speed. Gun ready, he began 
searching the place. 

Upstairs, he and Silk found a nJ,UD
ber of small rooms, used as sleeping 
quarters. There was no sign of Butch. 
The Bla¢k Bat, usin' no lights, in
spected the various rooms and called 
Silk to his side. 

"You can't see this.
.. he explained, 

"but in almost every one of theae 
rooms are old shoes and some rubber 
boots. Old trousers and sweat shirts, 
too. The ahoes, boots. IU;ld trousers 
are smeared with fresh earth. See if 
you can find some envelopes. I want 

. to take samples." 
While Silk b\18ied himself finding 

theae, the Black Bat entered a bath- · 
room and opened the medidne cabi
n�. He took down a bottle of medi
cine b,aring a doctor's name and the 
name of a .dru� stofe in the tlum area. 

The label indicated that the bottle 
could not be refilled without a new 
prescription, indiating that the medi
�ine conta1ned a drug. He sniffe<l of 
it and recognized the dark-brown 
syrupy fluid as cough medicine. 

S
ILK found some envelo,.s. and 
they spent a few moments Krap

ing dirt and mud fl'IOnl the shoes. This 
done, they left in a hurry an41 the 
B lack Bat led Silk to the neighbor
hood where that drug store was lo
eated. He gave Silk the bottle. 

"Go into the store," he ordered. 
"Say this bottle was found on a drug 
addict and that you're a narcotic agent 
investigating the affair. Demand to 
see the prescription blank and get the 
patient's name and address. Do this 
as fast as postible. Every moment 
may mean that Butch is that mU<:h 
nearer to death:' 

Silk carried out the orders and re
turned in five minutes. "It waa a cinch, 
air. Scared the daylights out of the 
druggist. That prescription was 
given to a man named Bittner who 
has a room in a hotel in the next 
block. Room two two seven." 

"That's where we're gQing, then," 
the Black Bat said. "I£ Bittner isn't 
there, we've got to find out who -his 
associates are and start tracking them 
down. One good thing about this mob 
-it's so big, all of the members can't 
operate at the .same time." 

The Black B at arid Silk used a side 
entrance to the hotel and made their 
way to the second floor. 

The B lack Bat donned his hood and 
cape, pressed an ear against the door 
and heard the regular breathing of a 
sleeping man. He gestund to Silk for 
silenc.e and motioned him to stay in 
the _corridor and watch. 

There wu a key in the door. The 
Black Bat forced it out and held his 
breath when it rattled on the floor, but 
the occupant of the room didn't 
awaken. With a small tool, the Black 
Bat slid the bolt back, opened the 
doot and stepped inside. He turned 
on a bedlamp that threw shadows all 
over the room. 

The sleeper sticred, folded an arm 
a�ross his - eyes for a moment, and 
then suddenly sat bo!t upright. A 
scream welled to his lips and it was 
only silenced by the sight of an auto
matic in the gloved hand of the black· 
robed figure. 

"Talk softly, .. the Black Bat or
dered. "Keep your hands where I can 
see them. Bittner I've finally caught 
up with you:• 

"But I-I ain't done -nothing;• Bitt-
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ner protested ahrilly. "Honest, I'm 
innocent." 

"I wonder what of. Not very mucb, 
Bittner. Yoo have just one chance to 
live. - Refuse to anawer rny querniom, 
and they'll tiftd you dead - with a 
Black Bat emblem stuck between your 
eyes. Unless I select that spot for a 
bullet, of courae." . . 

"Wh-what do you want to lmo•?" 
'twhere can 1 find Fr0$ty? The 

truth now. Lying won't do, because 
I know too much. You have about 
thirty seconda. Bittner." 

"He-he hangs out at 65 Waverly 
Place. Honeat, that's the truth.'' 

The B lack Bat knew it wa&, becaw.e 
he'd just come from that addrtsa. 
. .. Ana ·.if he ian't there, where els-e 

would he be foUnd? Mugs like Frotty 
have more than one address." -

"He'll slit my throat for telling," 

free. Thm we,I trail- him. C•n't take 
ehanc:et with the- "WOrd of a Ct()Ok. 
Butch'a life is at atake." 

Silk hurried to a spot where be 
could ...atch the hotel entrance, \\'bile 
the Black Bat maintained a vigil at 
the- aide door. He heard Silk whistle 
once. The Black :Sat ra-ced to where 
his car was parltM, pulled away and 
picked up Silk's tail light in a mo
ment. 

Apparently, Bittner hired a tasi 
and paid the driver Wtll, · because the 
cab rolled fast across town. Bittner 
mri either � sure of himself or too 
frightened to see whether or not he 
-.as being foDowed. The trail was 
quite sitnple. Bitth�r had described 
the hideout well--aU except the ad• 
dress. It waa far from White Avenu�. 

The Black Bat stopped to talk with 
Silk for only a aeeond. 

The Black Bat faces his most formidable foes in n-e� 
issue's exciting complete book-length novel, 

MILLIONS FOR A MURbE){Eit 
Bittner whined, '1ntt I got tci.- Other
wise you'd kill me. Only don't tell 
Frosty. He's bad, that guy. There's 
another spot where some of the boys 
hole up. I never been there, but I 
got orders if things get hot to reach 
the spot fast. It's a private house. at 
the end of White Avenue. So help 
me, that's the truth." 

"If it isn't," the Black Bat said, "I'll 
be baek. Lie down. I'm going to tie 
you up, so Frosty won't get lll1)" m• 
nouncement of my little �'lsit.'' 

.-

WORKING fast, the Black 'Bat 
bound :Sittner to tbe bed, gag• 

ged him and then hurried out. lie 
told Silk about it as they ran toward 
the <:ars. 

"I doubt Bittner told the whole 
truth,'' he added. "tt waa much easier 
to lie, and t could see him scare when 
I said I'd be badt. Bittner can reach 
his clothes at the loot of the bed it 
he tries hard enough. Probably he 
carries a knife and can cut himself 

,;I'm going htside. If I don't come 
out ln ten ptinutes, can the police afld 
say somebody just screamed bloo-dy 
murder in the house. Keep out of 
tight." 

The Black Bat studied the house 
for a moment. It lay at the extreme 
end of �hat seemed to be a small 
estate. A ·high stone wall s�parated 
tbiil estate from the one next door, 
and the 'ftllll ran flush with the sid• 
nf the bou&e. The madt Btt scurried 
for the opposite side, blmded welt 
with the trees and ilhntbs, and ap
proftched the rear door. 

There was a man seated on tht 
porch lnd he had a gun in hit haftd. 
Me was on the alert, too. Appuentl)' 
Bittner had giftn the alarm. That 
meant Frosty 'Would leave u soon a. 
possible, and he wasn't likely to leave 
But-ch behind-alive. 

The Black Bat sprinted across a 
smllll clearing, Battened h i m  s e 1 f 
against the side of the bouse and 
stepped to the corner. The thug on 
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guard fwnbled in his pocket for a 
cigarette and the Black Bat tensed. 
When the crook applied ftame, the 
light would temporarily blind him and 
that would be the moment for attack. 

As the �atch Bared, the Black Bat 
rounded the corner and swept silently 
down on the man. The guard started 
to lift his g_un, but the Black Bat was 
on him before he pulled trigger. An 
automatic butt Bashed- down and the 
crook slwnped. 

The Black Bat hit him again, a 
scientifically placed blow directly be
bind the ear. That thug wouldn't 
wake up for an hour or more. -Then 
he crossed the small rear por<:h, tried 
the door and stepped into a kitchen, 
a huge room equipped with enough 
cooking utensils to operate a restau
rant. 

Voices, muftled quite a bit, reached 
Quinn�s ears. He located them as 
coming from the cellar. With both 
guns in his ban«b now, the Bla<:k Bat 
passed through a dining roOm and his 
eyes penetrated the _ d-arkness to see 
the laviah QTiental paintingJ on the 
walls, the built-in cupboards filled 
with fragile pottery and dishes. 

A lavish Oriental rug covered the 
Boor and it was very thick, �king 
his progrelis absolutely soundless. 

L
OCATING the cellar door was _ easy. Everyone seemed to be 

down there, except for another ruard 
posted in front. The Black Bat saw 
him through . a window. He opened 
the cellar door a bit and listene-d. 

Frosty was speaking. "Take off the 
gag and �·u see if he'll talk. This 
is the last chance. We've got to get 
away from here. Bittner is sure it waa 
the Black Bat who came to see him. 
By giving a phony address, he stalled 
him off, but h�'ll maybe find us. Any· 
way, we're sure now that this big guy 
works for the Black Bat." 

A low moan -reached the Black Bat's 
ears and under the hood; his face 
tightened into banh lines. That wu 
B utch and when be waa only able to 

moan, he was burt badly. 
Frosty began growling questionll; 

but tllere was no answer. The Black 
Bat bad to a<:t now if he lloped to 
save Butch's life. Invading that cellar 
whi-ch coUld accommodate a large 
number of crooks, was risky, but ts
aential. 

He started down the steps, paused 
and saw that electric light wires were 
loosely hooked up within reach. He 
gently seized these wires, held them 
firmly against the muzzle of his gun 
and fired two quick shots. 

The wires were btoken by the bul
l�ts and the teJlar plunged into dark
neatt. The Black Bat went down the 
steps fast. -He ;saw Frosty and about 
eight of his men through the darknft6. 

Frosty had a knife ill his hand. He 
gave this to one of the men standing 
beside a table upon which Butch was 
tied. The crook raised the blade high, 
poised just above Butch's heart; 

The Bla<:k Bat fu:ed once. The lmife 
fell harmlessly to the ftoor and the 
murderous thug dropped on top of it. 
He hadn't uttered a sound. The Black 
Bat's bullet had been aimed for his 
head and hadn't missed. 

The Black Bat surged through the 
startled croOk$, pushing them aside 
until he rea-ched the table. He turned 
this over, aprawUna Butch on the 
ftoor, but out of the way of any bullets 
which Frosty tni&ht send in that di
rection. 

Cool air sw-ept through the cellar. 
The Black Bat whirled in time to see 
several men rush through a _door. 
Frosty had been the first to get out. ·· 

Both of the Black Bat's guns barked 
and slugs ripped into the wall near 
the door. 

"The first man who makes another 
move, gets it," he warned. - "Stand as 
you are." 

Those who were left, obeyed the 
warning. They sensed that the Black 
Bat could �te� them while he himself, 
was quite invisible. A-rms shot ceiling
ward and guns clanged on the cement 
floor. 
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There was a wine cellar to the left. 
The Black Bat ordered all the men to 
&O to it. In a moment, he had them 
locked inside. 

Then he hurried to the spot where 
Butch lay. The big tnan looked up 
at him with a weak grin. The Blac:k 
Bat cut him free and helped Butch to 
his feet. 

"I'm okay," Butch said, and swayed 
a bit. "Just Iemme take a crack at 
those buzzards, huh? Just five min
utes in the wine cellar with 'em. 
Please." 

"They'd make mince meat out of 
you." the Bla-ck Bat said. "Butch, 
yo\1 to_ok a lot to prot�t me. l won't 
forget it. Now go upstairs and walt. 
Rut be careful. _They may not have 
warned the guard at the front door." 

But the guard was gone. Silk ar
rived at the front door, and the Black 
Bat let him in. He motioned that 
Butch was to be taken care of, and 
Silk helped the big man outsicle to 
where the C&l' was parked. 

The Black Bat examined the house 
for a moment or two and stared ·ia 
amazement at the rich furnishings. 
All were of Oriental style. Then he 
picked up the phone and dialed Head
quacters. Captain McGrath was net 
there, so he phoned his home and 
McGrath answered. 

"Now hang onto your t�per, Cap
tain. This is the Black Bat." 

"Why you-you-" 
"Captain, be careful. Remember 

your age and the condition of ;pour 
blood vessels. Now listen to me. 
Listen, will you, and stop shouting. 
Get a squad and come to the address 
I'll give you. Locked in the wine 
cellar you'll find several o£ the gang 
which has been preying · on our city 
and your nerves. That's just to show 
you I don't hold any hard feelings. 
Good-by, Captain, and happy finger
printing to you. Oh, yes, the address." 

The Black Bat gave that informa
tion and beat a haaty retreat from the 
house and the vicinity. McGr-ath 
would send radio <:ara in a hurry. 

CHAPTER XIII 

Tlu Coikd SnJ1«•t 

an appearance .. 

T WAS early morn· 
ing when Carol fus· 
ished attending to 
the b r u i s e s and 
wounds , on  Butch's 
puffed face. Silk was 
somewhere i n s i d e 
the house, preparec1 . 
to warn Tony Quinn 
if McGrath put in 

Quinn sat at the desk, mulling over 
more newspaper clippings. of spy 
raids. 

Carol helped But�h into a more 
comfort�le p.osition on the da'Yen• 
port, then walked over and sat down 
beside Quinn. 

"The men who diet that to ButCh 
aren't human, Tony. They don't de• 
serve to live. And what burns me up 
is that we're still as far from landing 
them as ever." 

Quinn smiled at her. "Do you real
ly think so, Ca_roH I'm glad to say 
you're wrong. I know who leads that 
gang, but I doubt that any member 
of the outfit sharea such knowledge 
with me. But there is someone else. 
who works on the outside and fingers 
all the jobs. He is the firat lieutenant 
of the snake behind all this." 

"A snake probably coiled to strike 
again," Carol said. "If yo.u know 
who be is. why not round him up be
fore someone else is tortured or mur
der-ed?" 

"For one good reason, darling. I 
don't know where to find him and I'm 
sure t-he only person who does is this 
outside man. He is one of four sus
pects. Leyden. Julian Butler, Carl 
Spence, or the Hindu, Uchin. We've 
sorpething -cainst all of them, except 
Uc:hin." 

"For instance?" Carol prodc.ied. 
''Well, Leyden's house was used aa 

a trap for me. Perhap.s he doesn't 
know it, and he was lured away. 
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Spence had a motive for burning down 
Leyden's factory and of the four, 
Spence is the money-grabber� Then 
we have }tJlian Butler, a profound 
and bitter isolationist who even at 
this late date refuses to acknowledge 
we're fighting a just war. Perhaps he 
is in the pay of some enemy group, 
because we must not lose sight of the 
fact that all this may be the work of 
the enemy. Then, too, Butler asked 
me for a light from my desk lighter 
and was in the best position to know 
t·bat my fingerprints were on it." 

"And whoever has the lighter, set 
the trap to snaJ:"e the prints of the 
Black Bat,'� Carol said; 

-

"Yes. Things didn't go exactly ac
cording to -plan, so this man merely 
arranged that Captain McGrath would 
get the prints. Perhaps he waa afraid 
to fa-ce me or even take a chance on 
returning to Leyden's home later on 
to get the prints." 

"And Uc:bin plays innocent?" 
"Yes. There is one thing however. 

Uchin poses as a Hindu. He isn't. 
His features and coloring aren't those 
of a true gentleman from India. I'd 
say Uchin was Eurasian. What's he 
doing in this country, anyway?" 

"I can tell you that,'' Carol said. 
"He is here to sell a lot of jewelry. 
He has been planning to open a very 
e-xdusive st€1re on Carmody Square. 
Maybe be has already opened it." 

"Carmody Square," Quinn - mut
tered, and reached for a street direc
tory. He studied this for a few mo
ments and ttien yawned. 

"We'd better get some sleep. Butch 
can stay here for the night and Silk 
will look in on him from time to time. 
You'd better show up in the morning, 
Carol, just in ca8'e B'Utch needs at
tention." 

BUTCH'S powers of re(;overy were 
amazing, however, and t}),e -next 

morning, he had peeled off most of 
the bandages, eaten a breakfast that 
would have stumped three ordinary 
men and smoked cigarettes chain-

fashion while he mentally belabored 
Frosty and his gang. 

Silk entered with several news
papers. He was in .a high degree · of 
excitement. · 

•'The-papers just came, sir. They're 
full of a story about a new job the 
gang pulled.. They tunneled beneath 
the Gilcl!rest jewelry store and blew 
out th� bQttom of the safe. Escaped 
with thousands in stones and gold." 

Quinn jumped hp. "Get Commis
sioner Warner on the wire quickly, 
Silk. This is what I've been waiting 
for." 

Half an hour later, Quinn was rid
ing in Comniissiol}.er Warner's car. 
Warner was exceptionally worried. 

"Well, they real ly pulled a neat 
trick this time, Tony. You should see 
that jewelry store. They drilled a 
hole- through the bottom of the safe. 
Had plenty of time to do it. Must 
have taken them days. Then they 
shoved explosives into the safe and 
let them go . . They blasted the safe so 
that it hulgea; Some of the litones 
must have been destroyed, bu-t even 
the pieces are worth a lot." 

"It's fortunate no one was lnjur�, .. 
Quinn commented. ••w as it a large 
tunnel, Commissioner? Oh, I know 
I seem like a 

·
.fool to visit the scene 

of crimes, but you never can tell when 
a blind man will tind something 
missed by thoae rifted with aight. 
I'd like to see the tunnel. See it, that 
is. through my banda." 

Warner arranged it and Quinn'a ap-
parently sightleu eya took in all de
tails. The tunnel atarted across the · 
street in the cellar of an abandoned 
building, passed beneath gas mains 
and electric light conduits so skil
fully that the engineer responsible 
certainly must have used a map. 

Quinn ground his shoe sole into the 
soft dirt, walked a few stepa and 'pur
posely banged an ankle against a 
stone. He raised that foot and ca
ressed the -.nkle while he grima�ed 
in pain, 

The dirt, packed against the heel, 

! -
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-fell into his hand. He transfeFred it 
to his pocket and remained with War
ner until he waa ready to leave. 'The 
Commissioner's car deposited him in 
front of his office building, and Silk 
was waiting there to assist him. 

Silk nodded a respectful greeting to 
Commissioner Warner, took Quinn's 
arm and piloted him across the side
walk. As they walked to the elevators, 
Silk spoke in a low voi�e ; 

"You've got a visitor, sir. It's Uchin, 
turban and all. He went in just a few 
minutes ago." 

"So ?" Quinn looked surprised. "I'll 
be glad to see him. Meanwhile, I 
want you to find out what happened 
to Leyden. If you can, that ia. Be 
careful he doesn't find out you're on 
his .trail." 

Silk escorted Quinn to ·the office, 
and then went off on his mission. 
U chin shook hands with Quinn and 
polj.teiy led him to his desk. · ··· "1 - have come to see if there is any
thing I can do in connection with the 
blind people's war program. You re
member-you asked me to help." 

_"Things haven't completely shaped 
up yet,'' Quinn said, smiling. "I'm 
very grateful, , however, espec(ally 
since I've heard how buSy you 'at'e. 
With a new store and all." 

"I am not too busy to aid in any 
kind of defense work," Uchin said 
stoutly. "My own country is threat
ened by the Japanese. Your nation 
and mine must fight them and helping 
here is aa effective as my IMlJJ back 
home would be." 

ft UINN pi<:ked up a pencil and 
't tapped it against his desk. The 
pencil slipped out of his hand, landed 
on the floor, and he and Uchin bent 
down to pick it up at the same time. 
Somehow, Quinn lost his babince. 
Both hands darted out, 'found Uchin's 
•boulders and half pulled him oot of 
the chair. 

· 
They both laughed and l.1 chin re

covered the pencil. Quinn was sure 
of one thing. U chin had no wound in 

his side. The professed Hindu would 
have at least grunted in p.ain if he bad. 

-After a few more minutes of �lite 
con.eraation, U chin departed and 
Quinn went to work, but it was diffi
cult to keep his mind on the job. He 
was more than glad when Silk eame 
to take him home. 

There, in the privacy of the lab, he 
used his chemkal equipment azain. 
First, he analyzed the portions of dirt 
taken from the shoes, boots and trou
ser legs of Frosty's men. Then he 
compared thi-s with an analysis of the 
dirt he'd picked up at the tunnel under 
that jewelry store. 

"I was afraid this might happen;" 
he told Silk, Carol and Butch. �irt 
from various se-ctions, even in a city 
like this. ·shows certain charactfde\ics 
all its own. Frosty's men dui the 
tunnel under that jewelry store all 
right, but they have been digging 
somewhere else too. They have an
other coup ready to null and this may 
be the big one Frosty talked abcNt. 
The one that is-:to pay off enough for 
them to retire." 

"Can't you tell from the analysis, 
what part of the city is invo�vtd ?" 
Carol laked. 

"Hardly, my dear. Silk, w�lt about 
Ley;den." 

"l talked to one of hi,s serpnta, sir. 
I g�ered that LeydeJ) spent the 
night at bia club. A s�g afftlr. The 
servants were given -the · nipt off. I 
checked at Leyden'-a clu&, anA he 
really was there." 

"Someone knew that," Q u i n n 
tnuaed, "and used his knowled� �o set 
the trap for me. Spence would be 
most apt to know all of L.eyden's 
habits. They're in Ute same lhie and 
Spence probably listen� to everything 
he can hellf about Leyden." 

"Tony,'' Carol said. «last night you 
tantalized us by saying you �ew 
what was behind all this. Why not 
break clown and tell us?, 

"If what you know would help me 
lay hands on Frosty," Butch said, "t 
sure want to hear it." 
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"All right, I'll tell you." . Quinu 
twned his chair around. "These 
crimes are not committed whglly for 
profit. Fro6lty and his men are . not 
aware of it, however. Butc:h'• es.
�rieu.c:e with them proves it, other
wise they would have hailed him aa 
one of their own kind when he praised 
Hitlu." 

"You mean it's sabotage? Spy 
stuff?" Butch asked. 

"Yes, juat that. Right after Pearl 
Harbor, F.B.I. ag-ents rounded up all 
the J apaneae in this c:ou11try and in
terned them. They misaed one maQ. 
though-a very danger.oua man who 
wu caught on this aide o£ the Pacific 
when the war began. His name is 
Kuto." 

"Tony, bow in the world did you 
find this out ?" Cuol asked. 

Quinn smiled. "It really beean with 
the murder of Vic:e Admiral Cooper. 
Y gu will recall that his arm was 
brgken. So was his neck. That combi
nation indicates one thing -ju-jutsu 
at which Kuto ia very prcmcient. In 
fact, he is a professional wrestler. I 
didn't pay much attention to this clue 
at first, . but then I met Mt. :Kuto in 
the ruins of Leyden's fac:tol'y. He 
tried to attack me in the same way, 
and then matters clicked." 

"But what's his angle?" Silk asked. 
"And why was Admiral Cooper's 

coat stolen?" CarQl demanded. "And 
what was that strange light Bitting 
acroas the estate before Cooper died?'' 

TONY lighted his pipe and smiled. 
I · "I'll anawer your la11t question 

first, Cacol. The light waa caused by 
the mark of a luminoua pencil daubed 
across Cooper's back. It marked him 
aa a vi�tim for the murde-rer when t.lte 
lights went out. Later, the coat waa 

- stolen 10 RQ one would suspec:t that 
Cc;�oper had been 10 marked." 

"Who in the world did that ?" Carol 
persisted. 

. 

"One of the four men we suapect. 
He really set the stage al'ld murdered 
Paul Anderson, too. Now, as to your 

question about angles. Silk, that ia 
very eaay to answer. Kuto ia a 
tr�ined saboteur. He wants to do as 
much damage as possible, but he hap
pens to 6e in a rather bad positign. 

"A Ja.p can't go abroad freely. 
Therefor.e, Kuto has to work tln'ough 
others, so be selected Frosty's gang 
and even �aused Frosty to augment it, 
I imagine. Kuto baa little financial 
interest in the jobs, and that explains 
why he treats the crooks so lavi&hly. 
What Kuto bas established is really 
a sort of seventh column composed of 
men who don't realize his motives or 
the damage they ar* doing." 

"A Jap," But'h growleci. "Now I 
don't know whetber I'd like to._.t 
his neck or Frosty's." 

"Maybe you'll have a chance to do 
both," Quinn said. "I suspected a Jap 
was involved after Silk reported his 
very brief conversation with · the 
leader of the gang. During his ac
cented speeches, the unknown never 
used the letter '1'. Japs can't prc
noum:e it. He very deliberately 
avoided uaing words whkh included 
that letter, even though they would 
have beel:l much easier to use. 

''That set me thinking. My clip
pings on apy round-ups did the relit. 
Kuto was n.ever located, so he is the 
man who wears a stocking cap pulled 
all the way down over his head. He's 
the man who directs FroMy's moves 
and keeps hidden ewn £rom his own 
gang." 

Butch rubbed his hands. "SwelL 
Now all we got to do is nail him. 
Frosty won't be far away, and I'll 
make it a double-header-or maybe I 
ought to call it necker because, 10 
help me. rm going to get them." 

"There is only one way to do it," 
Quinn said. "Through his front man. 
This latest robbery did not involve 
any destruction which handicapped 
our defense work, but Frosty boasted 
there was one big job all set. That 
one will do damage. The greatest pos
sible amount that Kuto can arranie• 

"We've iOt to act tonight, because 
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Kuto must realize he's nearly at the 
end of his rope. Now gather around, 
my friends, and we'll plot and plan. 
If there's a miss, many people may 
die. Here, and on the various battle
fronts. Kuto is out to cripple us, if 
be can, and do it in a manner that 
won't even be suspected as sabotage." 

CHAPTER XIV 

Tunnel Trap 

O M M I S S I O N E R 
Warner's c a r  w a s  
parked in the drive
way beside his home. 
He came out and got 
i n t o  it. His f o o t 
touched the atarter 
and froze there. A 
pleasant voice spoke 
softly in his ear. 

away, Commissioner. 
There isn't a moment to lose, and I 
nee� your help." 

"The Black Bat," Warner sighed. 
"You need my help ? Good heavens, 
man, I need yours." 

"Yes, I know. Things are comiflg 
to a head. Find some quiet spot where 
we can't be seen-and hurry." 

Warner drove down a blind street 
and stopped at the far end where there 
were no houses. He twisted around 
and saw the Black Bat's almost invisi
ble form in the back seat. The Black 
Bat talked rapidly. ''Tonight-at ten-there is to_ be-. a 
meeting of many of the United Na
tions' best fighting officets at the _ 
Army and Navy Building. Men who 
are goi_ng to plan a second front, 1m 
all-out air attack and ways to cripple 
Japan and Germany. The newspapers 
all carry stories about the meeting
and someone intends to see that these 
men are all killed." 

Warner gasped. "Who is responsi
ble ? Tell me, quickly." 

"I know the man, Commissioner. 
His name is Kuto, a Jap spy trapped _ 
in this country. He is using a gang of 

crooks to carry out his work. Crooks 
wlro haven't the vaguest idea of what 
they are really doing.'' _ _ 

"Kuto ! We're looking for him, but 
without luck so far. Do you know 
where be is?" 

"No. That's why we must work to
gether and bring him into the open. · 
There is another man who fronts for 
Kuto and is equally dangerous. I have 
nothing on him, but there _may be a 
way to force his hand, too, and at the 
same time smoke out Kuto. 

"You recall that burglary last night 
-in which a tunnel was dug under a 
safe ? Kuto's gang plans another raid 
like that tonight, only what the crooks 
don't know is that the tunnel they've 
been digging, doesn't lead to a jewelry 
store, but beneath the Army and Navy 
Building where all these vitally im
portant leaders are going to meet for 
a conference." 

Warner turned pale. "They'll blow 
up the whole building ? Is that what 
you mean ?" 

"Exactly. All the crooks inv-olved 
will surely be killed, but that won't 
injure Kuto's conscience very much. 
Now here is what you must do. It's 
most important, so don't slip anywhere 
along the . line.'' 

Carl Spence was b,usy in the study 
of his home. Seated at a desk be was 
figuring profits-a task that always 
pleased his money-grabbing soul. He 
kept no servants and answered the 
doorbell himself. A burly man rang 
the bell now. He showed a police 
badge. 

"You're wanted, Mr .. Sp.ence. Now 
wait - not for any crime, just for 
some questioning. I don't know what 
about, but you'll have to come along." 

"Something to do with my govern
ment contracts ?" Spence asked. "Yea, 
it must be. I'll come.'' 

A police car drove Spence straight 
to th� Army and Navy Building on 
Carmody Square. He was escorted in
side and told to wait. There were 
three other men in the room and 
Spence knew them all. 
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.... iiLLIAM LEYDEN gave hitn a 
YY quiz.zkal glance. julian But• 

ler · muttered a greettn,, and Ucbi�tt 
the Hindu, became quite affable. 

"We all wonder why we were 
brought here, but now that you have 
arrived, Mr. Spence, I think I know 
the answer. All of Wl were asked to 
serve on Mr. Quinn's committee. Un
doubtedly, we $hall direct some im· 
portant and perhaps secretive work. 
Therefor�. the government authorities 
wish to question us!' 

"Maybe,•" Julian Butler growled, 
"but I'm a busy man. This is uncon· 
-stitutional, keeping us here like this. 
I tried to leave a few moments ago, 
but was shoved back." 

Leyden gave a snicker. "You're a 
hot one to talk about the constitution, 
when you practically invite world 
bandits over here and burn it up on 
us. Pipe down, Butler. It's bad 
enough to have you here, but I'm not 
required to listen to that greasy 
tongue of yours." 

Five minutes later, Commissioner 
Warner entered. "Gentlemen, I'm 
sorry this was handled so secretively. 
I'm also sorry that you will have to 
remain for another hour or two. War 
conditions call upon us to make many 
sacrifices. Consider this as one." 

"Why not tell us what it's all 
about ?" Spenee asked Irately. "Why 
must we waste time here?., 

"It concerns your work aa directors 
o£ a new committee organized by Tony 
Quinn. You must remain because the 
men who wish to question and advise 
you are busy with a more important 
meeting. This is the Army and Navy 
Build�ng. As you may have read, a 
large number of United Nations' lead· 
ers are assembled here. T�r meeting 
was to have taken place two hours 
later, but. the time was advanced., 

"And we have to wait until that 
meeting is over?" Spence asked ner
vously. "That won•t be until eleven 
or after." 

"I'm sorry, .. Warner said. "Please 
be patient." 

"May I phone?" Uehin asked. "I 
had another engagement which I m\lat 
c:ancel." 

"There are phone booths in the cor
ridor.'' Warner nodded. "Help your· 
self." 

Ucbin bowed and walked 11-owly 
out of the room. He stepped into a 
phone booth far down the ball, de
posited a coin, and then noticed two 
men moving toward him. Uchin bung 
up in a hurry, came out of the booth 
and beaded toward the exit. 

lie reached the steps to the street. 
glanced at his wateh and began run
ning. He balled a cab, running into 
the middle -of the climme4 out street 
and dodging other vehicles. The ,cab 
rolled east and made a left tum. TWo 
cars pulled away at the samv tiQle. 
Carol was in one and Butch was at 
the wheel of the other. 

· 
Uchin glanced out of the rear wln• 

dow several timet, but had no realiza
tion that he was being followed. 
Carol and But�h took tw'lls ill keeP" 
ing fairly close so that · Uchin never 
saw the same car behind him contin
ually. He switched cabs just to make 
certain, but Carol and Butch Clung to 
the trail until Ucbin finally pulled 
up a few yards from the bouse where 
Butch had been held prisoner. 

He paid off the driver, look� 
around and didn't see Butch watching 
from behind the shelter of a thick 
bush across the street. Uchin walked 
briskly into the ntate next door, 
veered left and approached the thick, 
solid wall between the estates. A 
second later, he had vanished from 
sight. 

"Where'd he go?" autch whis�red 
to Carol who had joined him. 

"Through the wall," Carol said. 
"They told me something about th• 
big house 1Vhere you were held. It 
used to belong to a prominent J apa
nese importer who has been interned. 
Kuto must be living there and bas a 
secret m.,ans of leaving the place. 
Look, a section of the wall is open· 
ing. Butch, that's Kuto with his hat 
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pulled down and coat collar lifted." 
. "I'm gonna . • ." Butch started to 

move forward, but Carol seized his 
arm. 

"Don't be a .fool, Butch. · The only 
way we can discover where the tunnel 
under the Army and Navy Building 
originate• is by following him. Get 
back to your car. Hurry !" 

N
EAR Carmody Square, a cheap 

coupe was pulled up to the curb 
and the driver appeared to be asleep, 
with his hat tilted down over his face. 
Cacol drove alongside that ear and 
stopped. 

· "Tobacco store on street behind 
Army and Navy Building. They just 
went in." 

The cheap coupe rolled away fast 
and the eyes of the Black Bat sparkled 
dangerously. The street behind the 
Army and Navy Building was quite 
dark and rather iaolated after business 
hours. A stnal1 tobaeco store was the · only place lighted up. 

The Black Bat drew . on his hood, 
affixed the cape into place and m�de 
his way to the store. No one saw 
him-he made sure of that. A middle
aged man behind the counter looked 
up and gave a startled cry .. Then he 
raised both hand& · and be&an shiver
ing violently. 

The Black Bat used a gun butt on 
him, and then searched for the en
trance to the cellar. He found it, de
scended a flight of rickety steps and 
looked around. 

The cellar was pitch dark, but he 
saw everything in it, and there were 
no signs that anyone used this as a 
base for the tunnel that must reach 
well beneath the Army and Navy 
Building. 

There were boxes piled up in one 
corner. He examined these and was 
certain they did not form a shield. 
He bent down and studied the con
crete floor. It bad been recently 
swept, but not all of it. The path of 
the broom led toward an old-fashioned 
furnace in the center of the cellar. 

He found particles of fresh earth aad 
knew he was on the right track. 

In aome way, that furnace must 
swing back, but how? He examined 
it carefuU.y and knew that each wasted 
second placed the lives of many im
portant men closer and closer to the 
brink of death. Kuto would act fast 
now. 

T here was a sharp click. The whole 
furnace moved aside on a rotating 
platform. A man's head appeared and 
then his whole body. It was Uchin. 

He stepped into the cellar, turned 
and reached for the control which 
would send the furnace back into 

" place. It began to move. 
An arm encircled his throat and he 

was lifted off the floor .and held like 
that until his struggles grew weaker 
and weaker. Finally, the Black Bat 
let him drop and slashed a mighty 
blow to the fake Hindu'a chin. He 
dumped him in a corner, walked 
briskly toward the furnace which had 
swung into place again. Through the 
inky darkness; he had seen jWit how 
this trick furnace was manipulated. 

Suddenly, the beam of a ftashlight 
cut away the darknesw and centered 
on him. The Black Bat reached for 
his guns. 

"Don't do that (,lnless you want to 
die quick," .a voice snarled. 

"Captain McGrath !" �e Black Bat 
gasped. "Captain, this is no time to 
argue our differences. You can help 
me now that you're here." 

"Sure !" McGrath moved across the 
floor. "I'll help you into a cell. Foxy, 
aren't you? Well, I knew something 
was up. Heard Commissioner War· 
ner give orders that the four men who 
were gathered in your office were to 
be takeh down to this section of town. 
I guessed you'd show up, Quinn. So 
I took up a post qn top of a building, 
used night glasses and I saw you go 
inte the tobacco store. Now stick out 
your hands and find out what cuffs 
feel like!' 

"McGrath, you idiot," the Black Bat 
said softly, "there is a tunnel beneath 
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this furnace. Right now, it ia fllll 
of crooks who think they are goiq to 
blast open a jewelry store which 
u�hin, the man lyinc at your feet, 
opened a �:Duple of days ago. Started 
it simply to provide the crooks with 
an objective very doae to the Army 
and Navy Building." 

"Yeah?" McGrath grunted. "If thq 
want

-
to blast it, okay, I've got you, 

and that's ali i care about. I can round 
up the crooks later on." 

-THE Black Bat waa desperate. 
"But they're not o r <l  i n  a r y 

i:rooks," be pleaded. "Can't you un� 
derstand, McGrath? Their real leader 
ia a J ap who -.ants to blow up the 
Army and Navr Building. The tunnel 
which those crooks think leeds to 
Ucllin's jewflry &tote, gou beneath 
tbe building. They'll be provided 
with some kind of explosive so power� 
ful it will blow the whole building 
and everyone- in it to biu." 

Mc:Orath laughed. ''That's some 
stoty. I could think of a better one." 

"McGrath," the Black Bat snapped, 
"if you don't put down that gun and 
cooperate, you'll be -finished. I'd dare 
you to shoot. l'd even go for my own 
guns and kill you, if I thought I could 
make it. I can,.t because you'rf · too 
good a shot." 

"Come on;' McGrath ��aid. "Walk 
toward me and keep your hands where 
I �  see them." 

The Black Bat turned alo"Wly and 
deliberately. "Shoot if you wattt to," 
he said. "I'm goiag to . make tbia 
furnace move off its baae. Then, per· 
haps, you'll believe me." 

"If you do, rn put a bullet-" Me• 
Grath stopped taltlng and stared, be• 
atuse the Black Bat had risked every
thing to touch the bidclen contTol. The 
furnace mo•ed around without mak
ing a ioulid. · 

"'Don't apm except in a whisper," 
the Black Bat said, "Now do you see 
I wasn't lying? M.cGrath-l'ttl going 
into that tunnel and stop those crooks. 
If you can arrest me aftenvardt, 

that'll be a feather in yo \It' up ... 
"It's a deal," McGrath 1runted 1Gft

l)'. ''Go ahead." 
The Black Bat descended a ladder, 

airnaled that McGrath muat not use 
his ftash and both of them moved for� 
ward quietly. They could bear voie" 
aft�r a while· and the tunnel made a 
sudden turn to the right. The Black 
Bat put his bead close to McGrath's 
ear. 

"Stay here, Flatten yourself againat 
the wall and cSon't do anything unless 
those . crooks start coming thia way. 
Then aboot. Look fot· a. sl.lort, stocky 
man who will be wearing a awckin' 
cap pulled down to co*'l' � . "Whole 
head. _ That will be KUto; ,-Plua .hiftl 
if .you can.', . 

"'But 'I cab't see an inch in this datk
n..,," Jll:Grath whispered. · 

"Whatever you do, don't use the 
ftasb," the Black Bat warned. "Stay 
here and make no sound." 

The Blac:k Bat crept forward, bent 
double in the tunnel. Fifty f� fUI'· 
ther on be c:oulcl see flickering lights 
and the voic::oa woerc plainer. He ·� 
bofi. guns. 

"Frosty,'J lat ealled out. "Froaty, 
are you there?'' 

"Yeah, who ia it? And atop yelling. 
yqu. fool." Froety called back. 

"FroSty, this is the Black Bat. Your 
leader ls masked because he is a J ap 
ap)'. The explosives you a r e  uaittg 
will kill you and every man wltb you. 
They'll blow up th6 Artny and Navy 
Building-not a jewelry stor,. That 
was just opened by one of the spy's 
men as an excuse. 'l'he tunnel veers 
away from it and you llt'e directly be· 
neath the Artny and Navy Building." 

"Pay no attention," a biasing voice 
urged. "He is trying to bluff us. 
Hurry, rtt th• e:xploaive ready. It 
-will only create a hole in the Boor of 
the jtwflTy atort." 

"Take off hit hood," the Black �t 
called out. "Take it off and see for 
youraelf. Listen tO how he talks. He'a 
•seited now and not ttteful. That'• 
the -voice of tl J ap.'' 
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"The explosives," Kuto howled. 
"Move aside. Let me at them." 

"Stop him,'' the Black Bat called 
out. "He doesn't care if be dies in 
the blast. That's another Jap trait. 
Hold him, Frosty." 

�OSTY'S voice was filled with 
.I"' doubt, but from the way Kuto 
began cursing, he must have been pre
vented from reaching the explosive. 

"I don't get this," Frosty said. 

Did you arrange to bum the factory 
down? A factory which produced 
essential needs for airplane a�bly 
lines? Kuto took care of it. He's 
been using you." 

"Hang onto that guy," Frosty 
snapped. "Bla�k Bat, if you're right 
about this, how do we make out? We 
didn't kill anybody. We're nQt work
ing with Jap spies." 

"You'll pay the penalty for your 
crimes, Frosty, but remember that 
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"Since when does the Black Bat help 
guys like me?" 

''Whatever you may be, Frosty, you 
and the men with you are Americans. 
Remember the robbery at Anderson's 
garden party? Anderson was mur
dered--an important man to the war 
effort of this country. Admiral 
Cooper was killed, and he was impor
tant, too. Did you kill them? No, 
Kuto murdered Cooper and Uchin 
took car� of Anderson. 

"Remember Leyden's factory job? 
How the blasting of the safe started 
many fires which destroyed the plant ? 

you're all Americans. It makes no 
difference what happens to me or you 
or the men with you. All that matters· 
is the saving of many lives, of docu· 
ments and records kept in the building 
above us. I'm not lying, Frosty. You 
know that." 

"Pull off the hood,'' Frosty roared. 
There was the sound of a violent 

struggle, and then a series of searing 
curses. Someone fired a shot. A man 
screamed.. Another voice rose eerily. 
on a note of terror and pai n. 

McGrath heard this and moved for
ward. He bumped into the Black Bat, 
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who gently puahed him against the 
wall $£ the tunnel. 

"No� do you see I spoke the truth; 
Captain r The gang responsible for 
the latest crime wave is trapped in this 
tunnel, They're all yours. Kuto, the 
J ap, is here, too, but I don't think 
you'll find much of him left. That 
won't be murder, Captain. · For once, 
Frosty and his tnen have aeen the 
light. · If Kuto is dead, he waa killed 
in self-defense." 

McGrath rea-ched out and his hand 
encountered the folds of the Black 
Bat's cape. McGrath still nursed his 
hatred for this marauder. He backed 
away very slewly, turned and beg� 
running. He reached the ladder, 
swarmed up it and found the furnace 
open. He closed it hastily. 

THERE were feet pounding on· the 
Boor overhead. L i g h t s  were 

turned on and Commissioner Warner 

and a number of detectives hurried 
down. McGrath found his b r e a t  h 
finally. 

.. 1 .got 'em all-every last one," .be 
gloated. "The whole mob of crooks 
we been after--and liSten to this : · the 
Black Bat is down ther�. too ! In a 
tunnel. The only exit is through the 
furnace which swings back. 

"He's trapped and we'll haul bhn 
--i>ut. Commissioner, ther�'s only one 
thing I ask. Let me take ·M£ the hOod 
that covers his face. Let me show 
you how right I've been when I've in
siat�d that Tony Quinn is the Black 
Bat." 

Uchln, still unconS<:ious, was taken 
away. The tunnel was opened. 
Frosty and his men filed out, hattdl 
high. They were lined up. McGrath 
smiled grimly, drew his gun and 
dropped into the tunrtel. He was gone 
about ten minutes and looked glum 
when he cartte back up the ladder. 

"There's something wrong," he said. 
"All I found was the Black Bat's cape 
down there, fastened �o the edge of a 
rock. He must have slipped by me. 
He i:'Ot away, but he's Tony Quinn. 

I've proved it. He can't do this to 
me l" 

"Captain," Warner said aharply, 
.. I'm more interested in what hap
pened to the Japanese spy · whom 
Frosty told me about." 

"Oh; him ! He's dead. I'll bet you'll 
have to use a derrick to cart him out. 
There's ao much lead in his hide." 

Frosty began to grin broadly. Mc
Grath whirled and atarted running 
toward the ateps. 

"I'll beat Quinn to his house. I'll 
show bim up. He put one over on me, 
but ru turn the tables. 1'11-" 

0Did you call me, Captain?" a quiet 
voice uked. "Silk, pleue take me 
do� the stairs. Captain McGrath is 
shoutinr my name. Perhapa be can 
tell me about Uchin. I can't under
stand thla. U chin was taken out of 
here in handcuffs. You did tell me 
that, Silk?" 

"Yes, sir. They took him away," 
Silk said. "Eaay now-these steps 
are shaky. Two more-that's it. Na. 
you're in tht cellar. CommlatioMr 
Warner is here, t4:>o." -�-

"But Captain McGrath. He's here. 
I heart! bi;a call my name. Captain, 
wbet6 art you ?tt 

M-cGrath edged toward the steps, 
turned and fted up them. One look at 
Commissioner Warner's face told him 
he had better leave. At the top he 
bumped into Julian Butler, Leyden 
and Carl Spence, who were being es• 
corted into the cellar. McGrath apolo
gized gruffly and kept on going. 

Commissioner W a r n e r ordered 
Frosty and hi• gang taken away. Then 
he explained in detail what bad hap
pened. 

"The Blaek Bat deserves all credit 
lot this, gentlettlffl. Who, or what hf 
is, I don't knQW". Captain MeGrath's 
ravings do not mean a thing. The 
Black Bat preven.ted onb of the great
est crim�s l'vt! ever heat4 �I. Yes, he 
visited me and l helped hhn. · It was 
no time to arrest the rtta�L- His mo
tives were patriotic, and this is a time 
to work with anyone who helps defeat 
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men like Kuto and UcWn:• 
Julian Butler moved forward. "Do 

you mean to tell me that a J ap spy 
tricl,ted a gang of Ameri� �;rooks 
into aiding him? That h� intended 
to blow up the Army aqd N01vy lluild
ing, kill scores of peopJt without 
warning?" 

Warner eyed Butler fbafl)ly, '�Did 
you ever he�r of a Jap &i'liJll lftYOne 

a warning?'" 
Butler flushed a bit and walked over 

beside Tony �uirm. ''Mr. Quinn. if I 
can: a58illt your comm.ittae, '"all on me. 
I've been a foot. Like a lot of other 
peoplo, J couldn't "' tbo li�ht btcaqae 
it blbtde4 m�. MOlt oth�ll wbo felt 
q J did • .WOke up in tlru. Now I'm 
awut, too, I..et'5 &•t our meeting 
ttut.d-now:• 

l'wther Excilift1 EA:ploits of the 81«11 &t in  MILLIONS FOR A 
MUIWIRD, Nt�• Is�t�e'a Full Booko�th Novel P�d 

wttla Jlystery. Tlwtlll and Superr.�e em Every Pt��el 
• 

for easy shaves that please the eye 
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You make a saving that i$ real . • • 

And think how grand you look and feel I 



Young Larkin Proves That 
He's of True Police MeU/el 

The sunman In the truek 4;ab yaltkM ovt a mac:hlne.gun and ala .... d ft -� 

THE COLOR OF  MilDER 
By SAMUEL J. BAILEY 

T
ED LARKIN had the accelera- give it to him. Those blasted city 
tor pedal pushed tight against cops! They were awful high and 
the floor. The old Freeland mighty with their flashy roadsters and 

Sbr. was tearing through the night, their snappy uniforms. Larkin shot 
eating up the gentle bends of River a quiet jeer at himself u he thought 
Road with groaning shackles and how hard he had worked to become 
lurching pistons. The invisible wind one of them. He hated their insides 
tore the ribbon from his companion's now. 
hair and whipped the strands out "There !" cried Felice Donovan. 
straight. f'They're on your tail! You'll have to 

"I should never have l�t you · take slow down now!" 
that last drink," she moaned, fright "Oh, yeah?" gritted. Larkin. "They 
staining her cheeks. "W e11 be a drip got to catch me 6a:st." 
of smoking gravy on the river bank if "You'll get a speeding ticket. 
you don't slow down.,. That's--'' 

· 

The -a;cream of the pursuing siren "They can clap me in the clink," 
bit through the damp river air. Ted growled Lar'kin. "That's how I feel." 
Larkin'J . jaw jutted grimly. A city "Oh. Ted I" she wailed. "That laat 
cop, itching .for a cbaee. Well, he'd drink-" 

84 
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. ueold aebn, I'd fetl the llanut,11 he 
cuisured Felice. 

It didn't 1:ake lcng for the powtrful 
R. C� Ill. P. ear to -draw aiongatde. 
Larkin's . F-reeland Six waa of a lesa 
apt_ody vintage. wkin· cieliberately 
tb�bed his nose at the oftic:er. �· 
officer made a movement for h-ia gp� 
and Lar'llln s)lfUgg•ed, euini�P DJl.'lhe 
aeeolerator. 

A couple of �t:�ta later To� Lu. 
kin st�pp.ed !rom the ear .nd. a�td� 
''So wlt4d" 

· Tbe _ _poUee oftieer eyed blm.. "Y ou'te · 
plf.ij�ired�.. . 

. 
·�nen't tur� on the leetqro julu." · 

' Lar�n warned hlrn. "Write a l}�ket 
and beat it.'' , . 

The offic:•r put back. his ·book . .  
"I thint .I�U take ypu ln.'' he said. 

"You�• hi no condition to drive. Ha, 
your giri friend got a lieense ?"' 

4IY ou leave my girl friend out of 
this!" yelle-d f:-.arldn, -swinging IU.r 
de�ly with hiS. dth�., , . · · · · . · · 

Re caught the offti:e\' wltl2 lstJi,kand 
hatf in hia pocket. Tbe officer at.«� 
gered back, almoat getting clipped by 
a ·-hig limousine which waa alowlng 
dq'"'· betide them. 

A MAN lit evenln� elothea get out 
of the lbJl()usille. He appt"oached 

just u the polletman wae about to 
take a swing at Larkin. 

"Just a roinute, officer,'' he ordered 
peremptorily. "I know this boy.'' 

The -ofticer stared. .. Why, Inspector 
. . nonovaJt. Gocd ev•nlng, air. I don't 

believe you aaw him-" 
''I saw the whole thing,'' Inspector 

Donovan eut in ebcrtly. ''It'• all 
right." 

The policeme rubbed his Jaw 
doubtfully. "It l•a•t broken, at least,'' 
he mumbled. 

''How ·long JOU. been on the foreeP .. 
asked DcnoVQ. 

"Two years." 
''How long did Yf'U wor)c to Cet on 

tho force before thatP" 
· "Two more years." 

"Exactly. It was a tour8 schedule.: 

You made the' gr�de �� you"re wear� 
fng the uniform and you're proud of 

·-It, dghd" , · 
The oftilcu· snapped ·to atten�qn.. 

''That�s r.ight, .air<.� . 
"V "rY well. You .can Uflde��d 

maybe· k�w young· L�kln feels. ·· He 
worked lik• _ tlle �911 to. inake the 

' foree and when ever1tlltng was . all _, 
iet, he fell down on o:ne _ little ·thin�. 
One little. thhtg I · I� dl:te.ntt seem im· 
portant �but it w .... ·enirugb ..fo ' keep 
him off the · foree. I told 'him abf)Q.t. 
·it GJtly ,thli aft.er�oonr'and }.:..:.l:,uess . 
�at'�- �ny h.e!s running a little wild · 
tonight.":· · :, 

- · · 
· . · . 

The uniformed · in-Mt swallowed 
hard.. "I see, ab. "'·· 'He·turned �te Lar
kin. "1 t's oka� felta, a�ut the �oek. 
I-I know how -�' must= hel.." -

He get into tpe R.;o.M.:P.· car an,d 
drove off. · · 

Inspector Donovan di�'t speak 
righ� · away . .  Ted Larkin .sbtrlBed �n· 
·comfortably,- loolfing down at the 
road� drawing designs With his toeJ 
Di�Qnally across the river froro 
wheie they stood, the big neon s�gn 
ot: the · P'reelaitd Motor Com'pan1 
winked ·through the mist. , · . . 

Pelice-got out of the· ear e"d walked 
over and stood beside Ted. She was 
sllm and pretty In her long, sumtnery 
dreu. She held hls atm. "Fftther, 
pJeue don't blame T�d too much.'"· . 

*'D·on1t "'orr·y,>' rrowled Dono�.-n. 
�r.m not.'• 

"I'm sober now, htapector:' averred 
Larkin. "I ean drive aU right. 1-1'11 
drive vuy slowly." 

"See that you do," ordered Donovan 
grimly, eying Fellee's. slim figure 
meanin�Jy. "Keep both hands on the 
wheel." 

• Larkin took Fellee'• arm and guided 
her, toward the ear. 

11Juat a minute," anapped Dctnove. 
Larkin tumtd .. -"Since )l'QU'f� not gc
inc to make the cops, maybe yau'r.e 
thinking of getting a Job.?. At least 
until you're inducted into the armyi''' 

Tod Larkin s,wallowed. '1Y-'-yes..
sir ... 
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"Come over here. Meet a friend of 
mine." 

Larkin followed him. The interior 
light of the sedan flashed on, revealing 
a st(lut man who wht!ezed as he leaned 
forward to shake Larkin's hand. 

"This ia Dr. Gleason.'' explained 
Donovan. "Doctor, your;tg Larkin has 
just been turned down for the force. 
He needs work to get his mind off 
things. If you run across anything-'' 

Gleason nodded, eying Larkin care· 
fully. 

;'Looks like a bright young fellow. 
Give me a ring in the morning, son. 
Midville Two-eight two hundred. I'll 
see what I can do . ., 

"Thanks," said Larkin. He didn't 
sound too enthusiaatic. He looked 
at Inspector Donovan. "There-
there's no chance at all? I mean, the 
cops?" 

"I told you how things stood this 
af�rnoon," returned Donovan, impa
tiently. 

"Y-yes, sir." 

L
ARKIN turned �lindly, fumbled 
with the door of his old Freeland 

Six. He threw himself behind the 
wheel and slapped ·the car viciously 
into gear. He was cold sob.er now. 
There were scalding teara in his eyes. 
Felice moved over, tried to comfort 
him. He pushed her away and drove 
straight down the River Road, eyes 
glued to the beams of light that 
sprayed out front. 

The next morning, Larkin dialed 
Midville 2-8200. He wasn't keen about 
any job except a cop job. But that 
was out now, and there was nothing 
else to do. 

Dr. Gleason's wheuing voice came 
over the wire. Larkin explained who 
he was. "Oh, yea. I remember you. 
Let me see. Oh, yes. A lodge brother 
of mine was saying he needed an hon
est young fellow to break into his 
business. Auto accessories. Want to 
give it a try?" 

Larkin hesitated. "I-I suppose 
so.'' he said. For the life of him, he 

couldn't get any enthuaiasm into his 
voice. 

"The name is Grlmby. Number 
Eight, East Park Street. Tell him 
I sent you." 

Larkin stopped in a lunch wagon 
for a cup of coffee, then went to the 
place. It was a narrow store choked 
with gears and bearings, and with a 
few shiny accessories still left over 
for sale. A long black counter ran 
down one wall which was covered 
with wrenches, gaskets, radiator hose 
and a hundred small stock items. 
"Genuine Freeland Motor Parts" were 
advertised on big gaudy posters. 

"You're Ted Larkin?" Grimby, the 
proprietor said. He frowned, gazing 
at the cash register. "You say Doc 
Gleason sent you? Well, I euess 
you're okay. Tell you what�o 
down cellar with a bucket of aoapy 
water and wash the grease off the con
crete ftoor. Then I'll see what else 
you can do." 

There was a heavy feeling in Ted 
Larkin's stomach as he ploddad down 
the stairs. He .felt as if he were go
ing to the scaffold. He wasn't watch
ing and he stepped in a blob of heavy 
black grease and fell with a body-rack
ing thud. He wu too shaken to swear. 
He picked himself up groggily, star· 
ing around at the grease splashed all 
over the floor. There were a dozen or 
so opened drums of thick, black grease 
and most of them were half empty. 

At five o'clock that afternoon, after 
a day of grueling toil, cleaning and 
polishing and mopping, Grimby called 
Larkin into his office. Larkin noticed 
the pharmacy school diploma on the 
wall. Apparently Nicholas Grimby 
had once been a druggist. 

"You'll have to work. tonight, Ted," 
Grimby said. "We're short of heavy 
black grease. You tak� the truck and 
go to the warehouse and they'll 'ive 
you a load." 

"I &Ot a date," said Larkin. "With 
my girl. She'll be waiting at a certain 
corner and I've got no way of getting 
in touch with her.'' ' 
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"You'll have to stand her up," re· 
plied Gdmby, aquinting over his spec .. 
tac:lea at Larkin. "Seems to me you 
young fellowa are rettira' mighty in� 
dependent about joba these days. Even 
if the army i5 ahead of you. You 
have to eat until then." 

Larkin awallowed hard and said 
nothing. 

Grimby rave hlm the address of the 
warehouse. It wa• an abandoned fae· 
tory about fourteen miles out ef town 
on the River Road. It would talre 
all evening to get there and load and 
«•t hack. Larkin's heart sank as he 
pletured Felice standing on a comer 
waiting for him. There waa no way 
of getting in touch with her. She had 
been shopping and would eat out and 
then stop at that · corrter later, confi
dent that he wouldn't miss the date. 

Tb LARKIN'S thoughts were 
l)laek as he gdppetf the whe�l of 

the truek and guided it along 'River 
Road back toward town. J)arlmeu 
had set in. He had already pieked up 
the twelve drums of heavy black 
grease. They were lying in the truek 
right now. 

The warehouse had been closed but 
the drums-bad boen waiting on a dark 
platform for hlm. A man had been 
there, watching them, but Larkin bad 
not had a good look at him in the 
darkness. The drums had been heavy 
and Larkin had sweated, loading 
them onto the truek. 

'He was bowling aloftg at a thirty
mile clip. He came to the interstction 
where Hillside Lane came dOWl'l the 
hill to meet River Road. There was 
a traftie light but no cars waitlnr. so 
Larkin drove straight through. 

Five minutes later an R.C.M.P. 
ear pulled up alongside hlm. waved 
him over. It was the nme police ofti· 
eer who had stopped him the previous 
ftight. The officer rot out and looked 
Larkin over. 

•f&h, it's you!' 
"Yeah," said Itarldn, "it'e me. 

What's the beef?'' 

"You knew you went through that 
red light?., 

Larkin's bant!a gripped the wheel 
t!ghter, hla jaw clamped hard. If he 
didn't watch his atep now, he would 
boll over and murder that blueeoat. 
He said nothing. 

"I say, you know you went-" the 
policeman broke off suddenly, looking 
queer. Then he nodded. "So that's 
the little thing that kept you off the 
eeps. You're color-blbtd !., 

Larkin nodded miserably, looking 
straight ahead. 

The oftieer's lips pursed grimly. 
'1How the devil do you manage to 
drive ?" 

Larkin's throat felt dry. His voice 
rasped. "I-I watch the other can." 

The eop nodded. "And when there 
aren't any other ears, you take a 
chance ?" 

"Yeah." Larkin licked his lips. �If 
I can't see which is the top and which 
is the bottom light; .. 

The officer waved him on. "G'wan," 
he growled huskily. "Beat it out of 
here before I blist loose." 

Larkin slapped the truck into gear. 
The load strained heavily at the 
eluteh as Jote forced the motor to ac
celerate. 

The R.C.M.P. car passed him and 
disappeared in the distance, tailiu' a 
speed•r. 

A few minutes later, at a spot called 
Brewer Point, where River Road 
skirted the very edc• of the water, 
with only a wooden fen� at the. cr•st 
of a steep, high embankment, a fast 
truck whizzed up alongside Larkin 
and crowded him over. He had either 
to atep on the brakes or crash the 
fence. If he had hit that fence with 
that heavy load, he would have 
crashed thr()ugh into the river. Espe· 
cially since it had been raining. · The anger that had been piling up 
brside Ted Larkin since the previous 
afternoon when he'd been turned 
down, was now at a boiling piteh. He 
elimbed slowly frem the truek as one · 
man trotted ,aek from . the speed-
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truck, while the other leane.d out of 
the cab. They were tough-looking 
hoods. He couldn't for the . life 
of him have told why he had that um
brella that had been on the cab seat 
beside him, but was glad even ... of that 
when one of them drew a gun. It 
might come in handy. 

"Okay, buddy, turn your truck 
around and back it up to ours. Roll 
those drums of grease into our truck." 

"What's this ?" demanded Larkin. 
"Hi-jacking a few dollars worth of 
autG grease? You guys nuts ?" 

One of the men laughed shortly. 
The other one gave him a dirty look. 

''Get going," he growled. "Turn 
your truck around." He menaced 
Larkin with the gun. 

The gun pointing at Larkin's ·stom
ach was the one little thing be needed 
to make him boil over. He didt:t't care 
whether hot lead spouted from its 
muzzle or not. He just reached over 
the gun, swinging at the hood's shad
owy fe1ce. The hood pulled the trig
ger and a slug whipped out at Larkin, 
caught him on a rib, glanced to one 
side and ploughed a furrow of bloody 
skin under his coat. The shock of the 
blow to his rib to.ok tha wind out of 
him, but he had already landed the 
punch. 

THE other gunman in the cab 
yanked out a machine-gun and 

slashed at Lark1n. The barrel hit him 
a glancing blow on the side of his 
head, under his ear, and sent him reel
ing back into the cab of the truck. 
That made Larkin thoroughly mad. 
He let out a bellow and hurled him
self at the second gu�man, tearing the 
gun from his hand and lashing out at 
him with hammering fists. The hood 
folded up with a grunt as Larkin 
scored on his jaw. 

Larkin whirled, caught the first 
gunman as he raised the machine-gun, 
not to fire, but for a well-aimed blow 
on Larkin's head. Larkin tapped him 
fast in the stomach with captured gun ' 
and umbrella. doublt�d him painfully 

and then caught his down-streaking 
face with a quick, sluhing uppercut. 
The gunman tumbled from the truck, 
staggered back against th� fence, tpp
pled over into the river. 

Lllrkin swayed groggily toward the 
fence. He heard a step behind hiqt 
but turned too late. The second gun
man bad recovered sufficiently to club 
his hide-out · gun, sneak up and plant 
a well-directed blow on Larkin's head. 
He went down for the count-and 
more. 

By the time he came out of it, the 
moon had risen and he was alone, ex
cept for his truck. It was empty. The 
men had hi-jacked the drums of 
grease ! 

* • * * * 

"You mean you're not going to call 
the copa?" 

Larkin stared incredulously at 
Gtimby the next morning. Grimby 
shook his head slowly, squinting over 
his spectacles at Larkin, an odd look 
in his eye. 

"I don't want_ any trouble with no
body," said Grimby. �ru make up 
the loss. it was onlt grease." 

He didn't�ay this any too convinc
ingly; Lat:kin got the idea that he 
was Il,lOre c,oncerned than he let on. 

Lar,kin shook his head. It burt him 
badly. 

"The first day on the job and I have 
to get into trouble ." 

Grimby picked up the phone and 
dialed. Larkin stood there, listening 
to the dry clicking of the instrument. 
His head was so sensitive this morn
ing that the sounds seemed like blows 
on an anvil. 

Grimby spoke into the mouthpiece 
without preface. 

"Two hoods held up the truck at . 
Brewer Point. Lukin battled it out 
and threw one of them into the river 
but they got away with the load • . .  
Yeah. Well, what would you R-x ? . • .  Sure. Okay. 

He hung up alld peered at Larkin 
over his spectacles. 

"That was my partner. We appre-
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eiate how you battled those two hoods. 
From now on your salary is doubled." 

�'Thanks," said Ted Larkin. 
He held his head. It felt as if it 

were spinning around on his neck. He 
knew he didn't sound as grateful as 
possibly he should. That was beca�e 
there was only one thing in the world 
he wanted to �a cop. He'd · have 
worked gladly for nothing if they'd 
let him join the force. 

"Now instead of picking up greQe 
at that warehouse, it'll be safer if you 
go direct to the bulk station," Orimby 
was saying. "You won't be able to 
find it without help. So listen care
fully. We've made secret arrangep 
ments to fool those hi-jackers, see? 
You listenin'?" 

Larkin nodded, eying Grimby in
tensely. 

Grimby blinked. "Tonight you 
drive the truck to that spot where 
they hi-jacked you. Get there at nine 
o'clock. That's Brewer Point. Wait 
there until a sedan with a green tail
light goes by. · That sedan will lead 
you to the bulk station. A green tail
light will be easy to spot and follow, 
beeause tail-lights are red and . . .  
What are you staring at ?" 

LARKIN shook his head dumbly. 
"N-nothing." 

"You acted like you'd seen a ghost 
when I mentioned green tail-light." 

"It-it's just my head," faltered 
Larkin. "I'll be all right in a little 
while.•• 

"Okay," snapped Orimby. "Remem
ber now-:-keep this under youl' hat." 

"I will," said Larkin. 
The first chance he got during the 

day he called Felice. 
4'1-I'm in a jam," he began. 
"You're darn right, you are." abe 

told him. "I waited on that corner for 
two hours-" 

"I couldn't help it. My new boas 
sent me QUt on a run up the river." 

''Did you have a nice time in the 
moonlight?" Her .oice was taareas. 
tic. 

"Listen, Felice,'' he pleaded. "I got 
conked in tbe mooatiwht." 

..You w/yt/'J 
''Don't. say mythinr: to your £atlter. 

He'll be thinking I'm � awful dope. 
I'll tell yo\l all about it. In the meaap 
time, can you pick up my old jaloppy 
and meet me at Brewer Point at lline 
p.m. ? I've got to have somebody to 
pick a gre'n li&ht out of a million 
red ones atld there's no way to fake 
it." 

''Well," abe nid, her veice aoften. 
ing, . «you eet't•il:dy get into the moat 
pecultar jams of any boy I ever kn....,.'' 

"Will you do it?" 
"I suppose I'll have to," she said re

luctantly. 
"You're swell !" he cried. 

"But lf Yi>U stand me up at Brewer's 
Point," she warned, ''it'll be positively 
the last time !" 

Larkin had not Dt!en waiting long 
before a car pulled up behind the 
truck. The ne:xt mement, Felice 
hopped into the truck cab, dressed in 
a trim sport suit. Larkin explained 
what had happeMd. 

"There may be da.,.ger," he endM, 
"so you .�:an't come with me. You'll 
have to drive back to town as soon lUI 
you spot the green tail�light. Give me 
the licen•e number ao I won't co 
wrong as I follow it." 

Felice wrinkled her nose. '4There's 
something ft5hy about all this. Do 
you &mell itF 

Larkin sllt'llgged. 111 amell a lot of 
things. Hi-jacking grease drums, 
doubling my salary, and so fortlt. But 
I don't care much. A job is a job." 

As he spoko, aa R.C.M.P. car 
flashed by, going in the opposit� di
rec:tion, its white roof - glistenlllK· 
Felice put her hand on Larkin's fore. 
ann. 

"I know how it is,'' she said, a cateh 
in her throat. "So long as it can't 
he a eop job, you just don't giVit a goo4 
hot dam, ell ,� 

Larkin didn't uy anything. lfelice 
jumped. 

"There it ia l A cr"n tail·lipt. 
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Doesn't it look odd?" 
The black coupe had passed, head

ing the way the truck pcrinted. Larkin 
blinked. "It tools like any o'ther tail
light to me," he aaid, and repeated the 
lic�nse number, memorizing it. 

"Yes, that�s it. That black coupe." 
"Okay. ltop out and take my bug· 

gy home." 
She had the door open and was half. 

way out of the cab when a shadow 
materialized beside the truck. A big 
hand pushed her back inside, s,lammed 
the door. A man hopped on the run
ning board, stuc;k a gun through the 
open window. 

"What're you up to with the dame. 
buddy?" he demanded. "Weren't you 
supposed to be alone?" 

"She was just-" began Larkin. 
"Never mind that now," broke in the 

gunman, brandishing his weapon. 
"You were up to some kind of monkey 
bU!;iness, sending her off in that other 
car. S.o now we all ride together. Hop 
after that green tail-light.'' 

LARKIN had no choice but t.o 
throw into gear and send the big 

truck careening down the road. The 
green tail-light had slowed, apparent
ly to let him catch up. He felt Felice 
trembling at his side as he guided the 
'truck along the winding River Road. 
He cursed his folly in allowing her to 
c.ome out here, getting her into dan
ger. He could have picked up some 
bum along the road to spot the green 
light. 

Savagely he ground his teeth. He 
was beginning to boil up again inside. 
Everything was going WTong. Every
tiling was wrong. I f  it wasn't for 
this eye afBietion, he would be weigh
ing in right now and getting meas
ured for a blue uniform with brass 
buttona. 

About three miles farther on, at a 
point where the road veered away 
fr6m the river, the · green tail-light 
dropped off the road, disappearing 
from sight. Larkin stepped on the 
�u, came to a narrow road which 

dropped away from the main highway, 
curving precipitously down the steep 
slope toward the river. 

There were no lights on this side 
road and the heavy truck slewed 
around in muddy ruts. A few hun
dred yards beyond, it curved sharply 
and came to an end at the river, be
side a tow dock buildi'ng, nestling be
neath the huge gasoline tanks of a 
typical bulk filling station, supplied 
by river barge. 

Larkin pulled up alongside the car 
whose tail-light was now out. H� 
climbed stiffiy from the truck, keep
ing a wary eye out. He was filled with 
a kind of seething rage that comes 
from facing something over which a 
man has no control. 

He felt the gun prod his back and 
almost whirled on his captor and the 
devil with slugs. He didn't have the 
right t� carry a Police Positive and 
so he di"dn't ca1'e a hoot about a hood's 
gun. If it hadn't been for Felice, he 
would have taken his chances with 
slugs right there. 

The gunman forced Larkin and the 
girl to climb the five plank ste ps to 
the wharf, then traverse about half 
its length and enter a door. Their 
feet sounded loud on the planking. 
The water slapped hollowly at the 
piles. There was no sign of the man 
who bad driven the coupe. 

Out on the river, Larkin caught the 
low phut-phut o£ a power boat. Far 
across the river, the huge neon sign 
of the Freeland Motor Company 
loomed hazily in the gathering mist. 
There were no other signs of life. 

Inside the building were huge 
valves controlling the flow of gaso· 
line. Over in one corner were a dozen 
or so half-empty drums of heavy black 
grease. 

A man stood facing them, just un
der the bank of valves. It was Grim
by. He had his hands thrust deep 
in coat pockets, a snap-brim felt 
drawn over his eyes which glitter:ed 
beadily. There was an air of murder
ous intent to the set of his lips. H e  
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had .lost the mien of an auto parts 
dealer. 

"Come over here," he ordered Lar
kin ·and Felice. 

The gunman prodded Larkin whose 
back · crawled with the feel of the 
naked weapon. If only Felice weren't 
here-

Larkin had his eyes on Grimby. 
He almost stumbled on some old 
valves and fittings piled on the floor, 
a few feet from Grimby. 

Grimby spoke to the gunman. "You 
think this junk'll be heavy enough, 
Quaine?" 

The gunman called Quaine, eyed the 
pile of old valves, then sized up Lar
kin and Felice. His eyes lingered 
regretfully on Felice. 

"There'll be enough weight to hold 
'em until the fish finish 'em," he said. 

Felice shrank, face blanching. 

GRIMBY eyed Larkin. 
"You thought you were smart, 

getting yourself hired to us, so you 
could run the truck and work a hi
jack. Handing me a line about bat
tling them and heaving one of them 
into the river. You doublecrossing 
rat ! We got a nice soft river bottom 
picked out for you and your girl 
friend stooge." 

"What in blazes you getting at ?" 
demanded Larkin. "I'm on the up
and-up." 

"Yeah?" sneered Grimby. "It's 
funny you run into hi-jackers the 
first night out. We never had any 
trouble with hi-jackers in this racket 
before." 

"What racket?" cried Larkin. "I 
tell you I don't know what you're 
driving at ! And this girl is Inspector 
Donovan's daughter. You're crazy if 
you think she's mixed into-" 

Larkin broke off, staring at the vio
lent change that had taken place in 
Grimby's expression. There was a 
tense silence. Finally Grimby nod
ded. 

"So that's it. Inspector Donovan, 
eh? It's worse than I thought. 

Quaine, this guy's a police stooge." 
"You're crazy !" shouted Larkin. 
Grimby's eyes narrowed with deadly 

intent. 
· 

"You blasted spy ! It's a good thing 
we brought you here. Quaine, truss 
them up and tie the junk to them. 
The boat'll be here soon." 

"Drop that gun !" barked a voice 
from the doorway. 

Grimby's eyes bulged. The gunman 
whirled, raised his arms, dropping the 
gun. Felice gasped with relief at 
sight of the blue uniform. Larkin 
recognized the R.C.M.P. policeman 
who had stopped him the night be
fore. The big bluecoat loomed large 
in the doorway, service pistol leveled. 

"I never expected to find this kind 
of a set-up," he told Larkin, "when I 
followeCl you down that crazy hill. I 
saw you parked down the road a while 
ago and I thought I'd tail you through, 
in case you got into trouble with 
traffic lights. But this is-" 

The twinkle died from his eye as 
a gun barked loud in .Larkin's ear. 
The bluecO'at twisted a little to one 
side, his fingers relaxed, his knees 
bent and he buckled up, hitting the 
floor just a hair after his Police Pos
itive bounced on the rough planking. 

Larkin had seen a lightning move
ment out of the tail of his eye. He 
knew that Grimby had plucked an 
autom·atic from a shoulder holster 
and fired point-blank at the cop. Lar
kin didn't need Felice's scream to ap
prise him of the fact that the blue
coat was badly wounded, and that 
something must be done for him at 
once. 

Larkin was drawing in a deep, rasp
ing breath even as the Police Positive 
bounced on the planking. Something 
tore loose inside him and knotted into 
a stout clog which rose in his chest 
and choked him. He heard a pulsat
ing in his head. For a moment he 
did not identify it as the loudening 
phut-phut of a power boat. The way 
his blood pounded he was oblivious 
to everything but the hand on the 
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planking, outstretched toward the 
Police Positive that rightly belonged 
in those fingers ! 

A wild; inarticulate oath tore from 
Larkin's lips. He whirled and 
smashed his doubled fist full into 
Grimby's mouth. Grimby staggered 
back against the valves, hitting his 
head against the one marked "No. 3." 
The automatic in his hand belched 
fire. 

Larkin ignored the flaming gun in 
the wobbling fingers of the groggy' 
Grimby. He le-aped across the room, 
scooped up the Police Positive. The 
butt of the gun was still warm. It 
belonged in his hand now. His shoul
ders had a peculiar hunch to them, 
his eyes a queer, strained look as he 
aimes;J the Police Positive. He had a 
peculiar feeling he had done wh�t 
any cop should have done. He had 
leaped astride a fallen comrade and 
was guarding him with leveled gun. 

"Get down !" he was barking at 
Felice. "Flat on the floor !'' 

AS HE spoke, the building shook. 
A boat had bumped into the 

wharf. Feet pounded. Shots rang 
out and tongues of flame spat through 
the night, lanced through the door
way from outside. 

Quaine had tried to recapture his 
gun. But Larkin stopped him with a 
slug in his arm. Grimby rallied, 
aimed at Larkin. Larkin let him have 
a slug in his gun wrist. 

Then Larkin leaped to one side, 
flattened against the wall, 'as three 
men came pounding across the dock, 
in the moonlight, guns drawn. Lar
kin fired over their heads. 

"Drop the rods !" he yelled hoarsely. 
The men began to fire. Larkin 

picked them off, one at a time, ignored 
the hot le'ad that tugged at his cloth
ing. A slug ploughed past his ear, 
nicking it. Another pierced his left 
shoulder. He gritted his teeth and 
dropped the third gunman. 

Then he stepped out on the dock 
and ran toward the boat. A shadowy 

figure leaped into the water. Another 
loomed on the deck-house, flames 
spitting from the submachine-gun 
under his arm. 

L'arkin's slug caught him in the 
stomach. He threw up his arms and 
spun, bouncing from the deck-house 
to the gunwale, then into the water. 

The headlights of a powerful 
limousine cut across the dock, picked 
out Larkin's figure. 

"Larkin !" cried a commanding 
voice. "That you, Larkin?" 

L'arkin moved slowly along the dock 
to meet the burly figure of Inspector 
Donovan, flanked by his chauffeur and 
a fat man-Dr. Gleason. 

"Where's Felice?" cried Donovan. 
"She isn't-" 

"Here I am, Dad !" cried Felice, 
stumbling from the building. "1-
l'm all right." 

"You sure?" Don_ovan looked wor· 
ried. 

"Dad ! How did you h�ppen to get 
here?" 

"Dr. Gleason and I were at the 
opera when I got a call from your 
maid who was frightened because 
you'd gone on some mysterious errand 
in Ted's old car. Knowing the kind 
of outfit Ted was working for, I was 
worried too. The old Freeland Six 
wasn't hard to spot by short-wave and 
we were coming out to Brewer Point 
to pick up the trail when we spotted 
the empty R.C.M.P. car up on the 
road. We stopped to check it and 
heard shots." 

Larkin · was frowning. "Inspector, 
what was it you said �bout knowing 
what I was mixed in?" Something 
inside him seethed. He still ha� the 
bot Police Positive in his hand. 

Inspector Donovan looked him over 
carefully. "Where's the officer on 
duty in that R.C.M.P. car ?" he de· 
manded, ignoring Larkin's question. 

Larkin pointed. "He's hurt. Grimby 
shot him. Grimby's inside with a slug 
in his wrist," he added pointedly. 
"Grimby's my ex-boss." 

As he spoke, Grimby appeared in 
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the doorway, the headlights slanted 
across his seething face. Larkin eyed 
Dr. Gleason who was already busy 
working over the wounded policeman. 

"Much obliged for the job. The 
phony job." 

"Just a minute," cut in Inspector 
Donovan, as Gleason started to pro
test. "I want to get one thing at a 
time. You say, Grimby shot the officer. 
Then what ? "  

"Then Ted mowed the rest of them 
down," put in Felice. There was a 
warm light in her eye, though her 
face was p·ale. 

Donovan nodded slowly, still  eye
ing Larkin calculatingly. Then he 
moved over and peered into the hoat. 
He came back, a satisfied expression 

sold in the city, but we had nothing 
but suspicions. What we needed was 
to work an undercover man quietly 
and carefully into the organization. 
But it would have to be done so inno
cently that they'd never suspect. I 
decided you were it." 

"Me !" cried Larkin. "Why I didn't 
know anything about it !" 

Donovan smiled. "Exactly. You 
didn't know anything about it. That 
was Requirement Number One. You 
wouldn't have to do any fancy acting 
·and maybe give yourself away." 

Larkin frowned. "You mean you 
were going to wise me up later ?" 

"Yes. You were an ideal candidate 
for the undercover job for two rea
sons. ·First, you had been turned 
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on his face. He raised his voice. 
"Come over here, Grimby." 

GRIMBY eased the wounded man 
to the planks-he would do un

til an ambulance arrived-and ad
vanced slowly toward the group. 

"Ted," Inspector Donovan said, 
"we've been working with the F.B.I. 
to get a line on a million-dollar leak 
of spare parts from the Freeland Mo
tor Company plant across the river. 
It's worked by a systematic daily 
theft of bearings, carburetors, and so 
on, via what we called the dinner-pail 
brigade." 

"You mean," asked Larkin, "that 
certain workmen would slip parts into 
their dinner pails and take them out 
with them every night ?" 

"Exactly. The · parts were being 

down by the cops, and you were on 
!he verge of becoming a cop-hater. 
The criminal brains would see that. 
Secondly, you were recommended for 
a" job by me, and that is the last thing 
in the world they would expect me 
to do, if I suspected them and wanted 
to place an undercover man in their 
organization. Of course, they had no 
idea you were friendly with Felice." 

Larkin frowned, looking from Don
ovan to Dr. Gleason. Gleason's 
breathing was slightly accelerated, 
but he stood his ground, appearing 
unmoved by the implications of Don
ovan's words. 

"I suspected something," Larkin 
said, "when Grimby, who was an ex
druggist, asked his partner over the 
phone to 'R-x' something. That's 
druggist lingo. And then, I counted 
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some of the dial-clicks. and the last 
three nwnbers were two-o-�the same 
as Doc Gleason's phone." 

.. Ridiculous !" cried Dr. Gleason, 
drawing himself up pompously. "Ab
surd deduction ! It could have been 
any one of -a hundred phone numbers." 

"Our plan was working smoothly," 
went on Donovan, apparently ignor
ing Gleason's remark, "and they put 
you into one of their main distribut
ing stations for the stolen parts. But 
that little hi-jacking party last night 
evidently pulled by some of their 
men who turned against them when 
they didn't get a big enough split, 
threw our plans off." 

"Yeah," said Larkin. "Grimby got 
suspicious and he called Doc Gleason 
and they arranged to dump me into 
the river, thinking I was with those 
hi-jackers who grabbed the drums of 
grease in which the stolen auto parts 
were packed and shipped across the 
river." 

.. You can't tie me in with this I" 
Gleason exploded. "just because 
Grimby belongs to my lodge, doesn't 
m'ake me his crime partner. I acted 
in good faith-" 

"You lie !" yelled Grim by, holding 
his bleeding wrist. "You and your 
smart talk about being solid with In-

spector Donovan and that nobody 
would ever think of suspecting me. 
Why, you dope, I bet Donovan was 
onto you all the time !" 

Gleason lunged at Grimby. Don
ovan pushed them ::tpart. He shook 
his head. 

His voke was pained. 
"Thanks, Grim.by," he said quietly. 

"I was waiting for you to speak up. 
Dr. Gleason, · you're under arrest ! 
Thanks for taking care of our blue
coat friend-but of course you didn't 
know . . .  Put the bracelets on him, 
Officer! ORicer !" 

Larkin's mouth sagged. "You-you 
mean me?" 

"Why not?" growled Donovan. 
"After what you did tonight, clearing 
up this mess, if we can't get you a 
cop's badge, color or no color, 1-I'll 
. . .  I'm going to the commissioner 
in the morning and I'm taking the 
local F.B.I. chief with me. If influ
ence can do it, it'll be done." 

"Boy-o-boy !" cried Larkin, his face 
lighting, the tired look going away. 
"Boy-o-boy !" He beamed at Felice. 

"Why," continued Donovan, "you're 
a born cop. You can't tell the differ
ence between red and green, between 
danger and safety. That's what we 
need in cops !" 
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Red put a hand on 
Luke's shoulder, let 
his fingers slip around 
his partner's t h r o a t 

AIR RAID 
By RAY CUMMINGS 

A Screaming Siren May Be a Harbinger of Violent 
Death, but This Time It Sa ves a Man from Murder! 

I
T was quite by accident that Red he'd seen in three years---t!xcept those 

O'Conner s p o t t e d  Luke, al- they showed in the Pen. 
though Luke had once before The air was raw with fog, the pave

hung around this little town, in be- ment slippery with slush. Luke was 
tween jobs when he wasn't planning coming out of a delicatessen store 
anything. Red wasn't after Luke par- with a paper bag under his arm. Red 
ticularly. That would come later. recognized him at once - the same 
Red had just arrived in town after a bent, shifty-looking figure, the same 
lot of trouble raising the money to get black overcoat, with a greenish, 
here. greasy look to it now, with its skimpy 

He'd taken a room at the little local collar turned up about Luke's stringy 
hotel. In the morning he'd see what throat and an old cap pulled over his 
could be done about renting or buying sandy grey hair. 
an old flivver. Then he'd drive out to He looked pretty much like a down 
see Annie. It was nine o'clock now- and outer. But he wasn't-not by a 
a raw winter evening. Red had left long sight he wasn't-not Luke Luck
the hotel with the idea of going to a ner. You could bet on that. Especially 
movie. It would be the first movie not now, after three years with some-
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thing close to sixteen grand, half of 
it Red's share of the cache which Luke 
had made away with. 

He didn't see Red, sloshed along 
the street, away from the little busi
ness section. Red followed him quiet
ly. At the end of the street, where 
the stores frayed out, Luke turned 
into a dingy section of small shabby 
houses, most of them with "Rooms for 
Rent" signs in the lower windows. 

Halfway down the block, Luke went 
up a dingy stoop and vanished. Red 
was there a moment later. The front 
door was unlocked. From the lower 
hallway, he caught a glimpse of Luke 
disappearing into a room on the sec
ond floor. 

F
OR a minute or two Red waited, 
his heart pounding. Then be 

knocked on the door. There was only 
silence. Red turned the knob slowly, 
found that the door was locked and 
thumped again. 

Luke's voice was audible, muffted 
by the door. 

"Coming, Mrs. Megan." 
The door was opened a little with 

Luke's habitual cautiousness, and his 
voice mumbled. 

"Yes, Mrs. Megan, sure I got the 
rent-" 

Red shoved his foot into the crack 
and pushed. The dim light of the 
inner hallway shone on Red's tall slim 
figure. Luke recognized him all 
right. Over Luke's thin face, an ex
pression of startled · terror crept. But 
he wiped it away as he tried to smile. 

"Why-" he gasped. "Why, Red
why, come ·in." 

"Thanks," Red said grimly. 
The nearest wall was beside the bed. 

Luke backed against it. 
"Come in, Red. S-sit down. Make 

yourself comfortable. I'm just getting 
something to eat-we'll share it. How 
are you ?" 

It was good to see Luke frightened. 
Red put a hand on Luke's shoulder, 
let his fingers slip around his partner's 
throat. Luke broke away, backed to 

the kitchen. Red followed, stood in 
the doorway, surveying the small 
kitchen-a board table, . a couple of 
wooden chairs, a sink and a big gas 
stove. The food Luke had just bought 
was spread around. A pot with water 
starting to boil was on the stove. 

"Just-just goin' to boil some po
tatoes," Luke was stammering. "Sit 
down, Red. So you're out at last. I 
hadn't kept track. That's swell. Say, 
what's the matter with you-can't you 
talk? How are you, Red ?" 

"Fine," Red said. He sat down. 
"Pull that blind down, will you, 
Luke ?" 

Behind Luke, over near the stove, 
the room's single small window was 
closed. But the shade was up. 

"Why sure," Luke said. He drew 
the shade. His hand was shaking, but 
he was smiling as he turned back to 
the stove and put some potatoes into 
the pot of boiling water. 

"Just habit, eh, Red ? We're both 
in the clear, ain't we? No reason why 
people shouldn't see us here together, 
is there ?" A new apprehension came 
into his sniveling voice. "You-you 
didn't tell 'em anything, did you, 
Red? About me, I mean-bein' in that 
last job we pulled ?" 

Always worried about his own hide, 
that was Luke Luckner. 

"No," Red said. 
"No. Of course you wouldn't. 

That's your style, like me, square an' 
on the level. How did you �nd me, 
Red? I'm j us' hangin' out here
nothin' much doin' lately. I was 
wondering-" 

"I got out Monday," Red said. 
"Spent a couple of days borrowing 
money to come up here." 

"Borrowing money ? Why, Red, 
you've got plenty, haven't you ?  That 
place where we left the sixteen grand 
-1 took my half, yours is waitin' for 
you. Couldn't you get to it?" 

I
T was good to see Luke squirm. 

The rat had guilt written all over 
him. Whatever vague possibility had 
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been in Red's mind that something 
else had happened to the money, was 
gone now. 

"I sent Annie after the money,"'Red 
said calmly. "Sent her two months 
ago." 

"Annie ? Ott, yes, I remember. That 
little stenographer down in New York 
that you was sweet on. How is she, 
Red? You an' she was goin' to get 
married, I thought." 

"Yes, .we were." 
Luke was putting some sliced cold 

meat on the table. He was afraid to 
look at Red. -

"An' your-trouble-that was just a 
postponement, eh? So now you're out � 
an' gonna be married ? That's fitie, 
Red. An' she's got your -eight grand 
waitin' for ,you ? Tmit's a swell little · stake for a young married couple. 
What'd you come up here for, Red ?" 

The tortured Luke was holding his 
breath for the answer. 

"Because Annie's up here," l�ed 
said. "Lives on her .mothet'� £aim, 
over in Cayuga County/' , 

Red and Annie had had it all 
planned. Annie's father had died, and 
her mother, who was pretty badly off 
with T.B., 

'
needed h!!lr up there on the 

farm. What Red knew aboUt farming 
you could write i n  large letters on a 
dime. But from what Annie said, the 
forty stony a,cres weren't much good 
anyhow. It would all have - been so 
simple-with Red 's eig})t grand. 

Annie's mother>could keep on liv-' 
ing there in comfort-the farm was 
pretty high up in the hills, about the 
best spot you could get for T.B. Annie 
and Red would be with her. Red 
might do a little with the forty acres, 
and with care the eight grand could ' 
be stretched for years. It .had all 
seemed just. the right layout-no rea,.: 
son in the world why Red would have 
to get in bad with the law again ever. 

All just - right---except that Luke 
had made away with the eight grand, 
so Ann.ie · was trying to _ take care of 
her sick mother and teying at the same 
time to get a job. 

"Oh, she's up here?" Luke .was say- . 
ing. "Well, that's fine, Red." He �s 
relieved because be thought that 
maybe somehow Red didn't yet know 
about the eight· grand. 

"She didn't get the money," Red 
said. 

"Didn't get it !" 
"Because it WIB.sn't there." Red could 

feel a wave of heat rising within him, 
a queer flus& that went into his fingers 
and made them twitch and went up 
into his head so that the figure of the 
sniveling Luke was s1,1ddenly blurre4. 

· "Wasq't there? Why-why, how 
queer. It was there· when I took my 
share. I left it there.'' L1,1ke was on 
his feet. He put down the cup he was 
carrying and backed away from the 
table toward the wall. "Not there, 
Red ? You mean Annie didn't get it?" 

"No, she didn't get it." 
"Why-you didn't tell anybody we 

had money parked there? You 
wouldn't be tb�t�-t foolish,. Red ?" 

Lu_�·s eyes, like a trapped animal 
were ,roving the room. Thete was 

a big kitchen knife on the table, be
tween him,and Red. His ,gaze went to 
it, but Red contemptuously reached 
for it and shoved it .aside. 

"W-what'd you do that for, Red? 
You-you don't expect us to have any 
trouble, do you? My God, do you 
think I took that money ?" 

It had come. Somehow, because 
Red was a little frightened about this 
thing-the strength of that. hot turgid 
flush within him-he realized that he 
had been stalling so -� · not to face 
what he wanted to do to Luke. His 
blue eyes glittered, met Luke's ter
rified gaze. 

"Yes," he said. "That's exactJt 
what I think." 

"But I didn't� Red. I swear it ! 
Listen, I'm pushed myself for money. 
Look at this dump here." 

"You better talk fast-" Red strove 
to hold his voice calm. B ut it seemed 
all wrong. It seemed that he ought 

. to grab Luke by the thtoat. The 
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vision· of· the dingy little kitchen was 
blurring before hill1. - But then he 
could hear Annie's pleading voice, 
Annie, up there in the visitors' room 
at the Pen. 

· 
"�n' when you :get out, Red'-never 

again any violence. . Your temper
don't ever again lef it 'get started. 
Even when .the .other fellow's. wrong, 
you settle it by words, Red; just 
werds." And he bad promised. He 
could seem to hear her now as she had 

. said, so frightened, "Because 'some 
day, Red-that would lead you to kill-. '' � . ' . 

' " 
mg-

"You took it," Red heard himself 
saying. !'You sniveling rat, I cari see 
it on your face. You took it !'' 

·· · 
"I didn't. Red, listEm-'·"' 
"An' now you're going to give""it 

back to nie." 
"Red, listen-you want me" to lend 

you some money ? I would if I could, 
honest I would. But l'm " just about 
broke. A 1otta things been goin' 
wrong with me." 

''Did you , tell ·ahybody vyhere we 
had that money cached ?." ' · 

"No. No, o£ course, · I didn't. I'm 
not such a fool." 

· 
"Well then, only you an' Annie and 

I knew about it . . And she went there
an' " it was gone." 

Luke was completely terrified now. 
He was backed against the wall by 
the stove. . · 

. "Red, don't let . yourself get so ex
cited. Let's talk this over." 

''That's what I'm doing . . By God, 
you better tell me now what you did 
with. the m�ney. An' you'll pay it 
back all right. For me, maybe, I 
wouldn't care so much, but for Annie 
an' her mother with T.B., that's dif
ferent. How much money you got ? 
An' where is it?" 

"Honest, Red, I'm telling you-" 
"Where is it ?" 

· 
"Red, don't be a fool." Then Luke 

evidently . tried to l>!l�due his terror. 
"What's the idea, anyhow ? I tell you 
I'd lend you some money i f  I had any. 
If that-that girl went for your eight 

grand-how do you know she didn't 
tell somebody about the cache ?" 

"She didn't." 
"Well then, how do you know she 

didn't get the money ? How do you 
know she ain't lyirig about-" 

DE never finished the sentence. 
The kitchen blurred before Red 

as he leapt to his feet with the wave 
of heat in him suddenly a raging fire 
in the midst of which the figure of the 
half-crouching Luke was the only 
thing clear. 

"Red-take it easy, Red !" Luke 
tri�d to parry the blow. But the force 
of Red's' fist drove_ through his guard, 
caught bil:n Qn the chin. He went 
down. As he fell; his flailing hand hit 
the handle of the pot in which the 
potatoes were boiling-just a glancing 
tip. The big pot slued around, jiggled. 
Somee of the boiling water sloJ?ped 
over. The gas flame under the pot 
was extinguished. 

But Red was only vaguely aware 
of that. Panting, he staggered back, 
stood ' gazing <:l<'>wn at the fallen Luke. · He was out all right, completely out. 

For a moment Red felt the hot fire 
of his anger still raging in him, Bet
ter finish him up now-why not ? He 
deserved it. In the close air of the 
little kitchen Red suddenly was aware 
of the pungent smell of gas. 

Then · he realized what had hap• 
pened. Un(ler. that pot of water the 
raw gas wa5 on · full. In this small 
room, with the window and · door 
closed, that gas would finish Luke up 
before he recovered consciousness. 
And Luke's own hand had done it. 1 

Red didn't stop to reason the thing 
·out. For another few seconds, he 
stood grimly staring. Then he seized 
his hat and darted from the kitchen, 
closing its door after. him. 

The upper hall of the lodging house 
was dim and silent. Like· a shadow, 
Red went, down the stai�s . and out the 
front door. In the. dim shabby street 
he darted behind a line .. of snow-cov-

(Continued ' on page 104) 
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AMERICA'S SUPREME TASK 

� �essage to the 

Home Fro7!t , 
By 

LT. GEN. BREHON 
SOMERVELL 

T
HIS WAR is going to be won 
by fighting men-by men on 
blazing deserts, on northern 

wastes; by men fighting in the air and 
on scattered seas. Wherever the 
enemy is, our fighting men will attack 
and attack untif victory is won. 

The supreme task of all behind 
the battle lines is to provide the guns, 
the tanks, the planes, the ships, the 
equipment to make our fighting men 
strong and irresistible. They can fight 
and win, if we are certain that no 
second is lost in producing and send
ing them the weapons and the sup
plies so urgently needed now and un· 
til the final shot is fired that destroys 
the Axis. 

A long, hard struggle faces us. 
Some few still talk despairingly of the 
need for greater sacrifices, of the little 
things that we must forego, of 
changes in the everyday habits of 
life of the civilian population. 

Those at home, in factories, in 
fields, in the thousands of jobs the na• 
tional effort requires, are demonstrat• 

ing every day through selfless service 
their willingness and deterinination 
to concentrate all energies on winning 
the war. 

The spirit of America is one of our 
greatest assets. It stems from an abid
ing faith in our way of life which we 
shall preserve and expand. This spirit 
is an asset which the whip-driven 
Axis powers do not possess, and never 
can. Only free men and women can 
own such a precious treasure. 

You on the home front aJld we in 
the Army are a team. Our goal is 
victory. Let us not delude ourselves. 
We haven't had too much success so 
far. Let us not indulge in the luxury 
of wishful thinking. Our foe is strong 
and resourceful. This is no Saturday 
afternoon football game. It is a grim 
and deadly business. 

Sweat, fortitude, unfailing devo, 
tion to daily tasks, no matter how 
trivial they may seem--:the.se are the 
ingredients of victory. 

Our fighting men are on the march 
in far-flung regions of the world, 
striking with unexampled courage at 
the enemy. They won't fail you. , 

Give 'em firepower! 

I.T. c:Dr. UI:HOJI SOMEil'RLL, 
Suvke.s of Supply, 

Comtmuldin1. 



OFF TH£ R£CORD 
• 

A DEPARTMENT WHERE READERS 
· AND THE EDITOR MEET 

I

N th� black night waters off Long. 
Island's eastern tip, a diver slid 
silently over the rail of a blacked 

out boat. Before he could touch the 
water a fast motor boat cut in swiftly, 
a searchlight blazed and machine guns 
poured forth a hail of death. 
The diver crumpled over the rail. 

His companions went down like 
stones-all but one who escaped with 
murder in his heart. This man was 
Thurman Spencer, a millionaire drug 
manufacturer who had the strange 
habit of employing gunmen and hiring 
divers to operate in pitchy darkness. 

Another Thread of Mystery 
A hundred miles away, another 

thread of this weave was spinning 
itself out. Harvey Lansing, escaped 
murdereJ', stood in Tony Quinn's li
brary with a gun muzzle jammed in 
· Carol Baldwin's back. His ultimatum : 
Tony Qu-inn must help Lansing prove 
his innocence or the girl dies. 
Secretly, Tony and Carol were in 

love. But it was not this consideration 
which made the Black Bat listen to 
Lansing's story. Before his tempo
rary blin<l.ness, Tony Quinn had been 
a brilliant district attorney. It was 
he who had convicted Harvey Lans
ing. 
Even then, however, Tony bad been 

troubled by the purely circumstan
tial nature of · the evidence against 
Lansing and . had accepted a s�cond 
degree murder charge which meant 
jail instead of the electric chair. Then 
came blindness. And as Lansing said, 
"When a man loses his eyes he really 
begins to see." 
Lansing had been convicted of the 

murder of a chemist employed by the 
Chemical Latex Corporation. One of 

five men, he insisted, was the real 
murderer. They were all directors of 
the Chemical Latex Corporation. And 
one of them was Thurman Spencer, 
the strange drug manufacturer who 
hired gangsters to protect him and 
divers to do secret work in the night. 

The Bat Takes the Trail 
The Black Bat took up the trail of 

these elusive directors of death. That 
trail led him into places where mur
der brushed their faces · time and 
again with clammy hands. To Tony, 
playing his role of blind man, it 
nearly brought death by gunfire and 
onca- by a horrible, dissolving acid 
which ate human flesh, metal and rub
ber as a fire eats paper. 
To Carol Baldwin it nearly brought 

a lingering horrible death as she was 
sealed in a shining plastic cast which 
when hard could never be removed 
without causing her death. 
There's excitement in every page of 

MILLIONS FOR A MURDERER in 
the next issue of BLACK BOOK DE
TECTIVE. This new Black Bat ad
venture by G. Wyman Jones packs a 
punch you'll rei:nember long after 
you've finished reading it ! Be on 
hand to enjoy it. 

Our Letter Box 
We had many unusually interesting 

letters this trip, but first of all here's 
a letter from a young girl which we 
are privileged to print. She says : 

I belie<ve I was the first one in my fam
ily to read your book. I got your first and' 
every one after that. I believe in Tony 
QuiJUJ because it is almost my life. I be
came blind too after reading your third 

(Continued on page 102) 
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We are otrering a Dew and BETTER service to yon. 
Our complete aervlce lncludee rerialon, completion of 
your song, recordJng, radio broadcaet and marketing. 
Send rour song oraoncpoem today forourUberalolrer. 

SCIIINLAND IICOIDIIS 
lox 1247C tWyw ..... c.Ghnola 
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How do you KN.OW you can't WRITE? 

"So far J llnv.- written around a 
hund.red articlee, many of the ato
rlea about defense ncUvltlea. Lut 
yen I mnrle around $400, and It 
was the ftrst year I !.'('ally started 
to write. Your cour11e le the best 
way to get el<pert lutroetlon lD 
professional writing." 

-T. EDWARD KARLSSON. 
224 Eul 79l.h St.. New York, N.Y. 

HAVE you ever tried? Have you ever at
tempted even the least bit of trainmg, un

der competent guidance? 
Or: have you been sitting back. as it is .10 

easy to do, wai�ng for the day to come when 
you will awaken iill of a sudden to the di&
covery "I am a writer"? 

It the latter coa.r6C 18 tbe one of youz cbooalng, you probably,_ ..m "'""- Lawyera JUuat be law clerlr:a. 
Englneen muat lle dr� We an lr:now �t. ID. 
our tl.lnea, tbe egg doea come before tbe chlclr:en. 

It Ia aeldom tlult So)'one becomea a writer 1mtU he 
(or abe) hae been ,.,"Titlng for Jome tl.me. That Ia wb7 
n many autbon and wrtten 8Prlnlr up oat of the 
Dewspapu bWilneu. The day-to-dar uecesatty of wrltlng-ot ptherlng material about whicll to write 
-develops their talent, tllelr lnelabt, tllelr bact
around and tbelr confidence •• nothlnll' elae j:ould. 

That Ia why the Newapaper lnatttute <1f America 
baaea Its writing lnetructlon on Journ.aiiJm�ntlna
ous wrlting-th<> trolnloa that baa produced ao many 
ance<'SIIfu I author�. 

Copyrlaht 11M2 Newapap� lnatltute of A.mert� .. 
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OFF THE RECORD 
(Continued from page 100) 

book and my brother read the rest to me. 
Now I can see again. 

But Tony gave me hope to see. The docM 
tor said I would be blind for life but I said 
if some people had hope, so would I. 

I hope Tony Quinn stays well. I hope 
you can read this for I do not write very 
well yet. 

That letter is from Mary Mort of 
Manchester, Pa., and we're proud to 
know her. Here we've been admiring 
a charac;ter like Tony Quinn who had 
the courage to fight his way back 
from blindness, thinking he was some
thing almost superhuman, while all 
the time in real life a girl has been 
fighting the same battle quietly and 
alone and winning! We're glad that 
Tony Quinn set an example and gave 
her the courage to win her fight. 
We're proud that we played some 
small part ourselves. 

Now here's a letter of a different 
color from Theodore Stoe of Lan
caste�, Pa. He says: 

In the September issue on page 82, col
umn 2, line 19, Tony Quinn gave bis Black 
Bat identity away or in plain words told 
them that he could see. If Captain Mc
Grath is always so suspicious of Tony 
Quinn being the Black Bat, why didn't he 
notice Tony's statement and comment upon 
itJ He would then know Tony's secret and 
also know who the Black Bat is. 

Tbe Bla.clr. Bat is the best book I have 
ever read and I hope t.o be able to continue 
reading them. I am only one of the many 
readers who must have noticed it. 

Author Jones's face must be red for 
at least one other sharp-eyed reader 
spotted the same thing. K. D. Pfoor 
of Silver Springs, Md., wrote pretty 
much the same letter. 

Well, you know, we're kind of tick
led about the whole thing. It just 
proves what a keen bunch of readers 
we've got. You'll admit that it's quite 
a job for Tony Quinn to keep his two 
personalities separate and not make a 
mistake when he is forced to switch 
back and forth all the time. And it's 
quite likely that even as shrewd a 
customer as Tony might make a slip 
-once. It's just as lucky that Cap
tain McGrath was so interested in 
what Tony was telling him that he 
didn't notice the slip. 

You know, any detective story is 
sort of a contest between writer and 
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reader. The writer tries to keep you 
guessing as long as be can, you try to 
outguess him as quickly as you can. 
Any ·time you find something like 
this, 'that's score one for you. Shoot 
it in to us and make Mr. Jones blush. 
Just address The Editor, BLACK 
BOOK DETECTIVE, 10 East 40th 
Street, New York. We'll print as many 
as we can find space for. 

Finally, here's a letter from a bqy 
doing his bit for Uncle Sam-Private 
Morris Cohen: 

For the past year, I've been reading 
BLACK BOOK DETECTIVE and have 
really enjoyed the stories about Tony 
Quinn. One reason is that they are fast 
moving and never drag. 

I've missed a few of the back numbers 
and I wonder if I can possibly get any of 
them? If you have a list you could send 
me I could pick out the ones I didn't read 
and try to get them. I would be very much 
obliged. 

Sorry, Private Cohen, but we can't 
do a thing for you on back numbers. 
We're cooperating with the govern
ment to conserve paper and we no 
longer keep stocks of back numbers 
or extensive files. 

However, there'll be plenty ·of good 
Tony Quinn stories coming out all 
the time-we hope they'll be getting 
better and better. So watch yot.Jr news 
stands for the next issue with MIL
LIONS FOR A MURDERER. 

That's about all the space we h.ave. 
, See you in the next issue. And mean' 

while keep right on buying your War 
Stamps and Bonds! 

-THE EDITOR. 
P. S.: Everybody-listen to "The Army 

Hour," oftlclal program of the War Depart· 
ment, on the air every Sunday afternoon from 
3:30 to 4:30 P.M., Eastern war time. It's a 
grand program and gives you vital informa
tion regarding our armed forces and civilian 
defenders. It will help you In your own job 
of helping America win the war. 
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AIR RAID 
(Continued from page 98) 

ered ashcans and crouched, peering to 
be sure he had not been seen. 

Suddenly the silent village was 
aroused by a scream-the distant wail
ing of an electric siren-a long wail
ing scream-a little silence, then 
another blast, another and another. 

Air 
·
raid-the All-out Alert I It 

meant approaching enemy bombers 
with a raid expected in five to ten 
minutes! 

Confused, Red crouched motion
less. Up in the Pen he had read 
about this sort of thing. Then he re-· 
alized that around him the quiet vil
lage was bursting into action. Win
dows were going up, people peering 
out. Some were shouting. Down at 
the corner, two or three automobiles 
went swiftly by. Then pedestrians 
were ·there-men running, shouting. 

RED found himself on his feet, out 
by the curb. Within him was a 

weird desire to run. That terrifying 
siren sounded as though it was urging 
everybody to run and do something. 
But everybody was doing what he 
shouldn't ,do. Everybody was in a 
panic. Or was it just excitement? 
Frorn a nearby lighted window, a 
woman was yelling: 

"Where's the 'planes? I don't see 
any 'plaries." 

"Put your light out an' shut up," 
Red called. 

Some of the ·window lights were 
going out now. An overcoated figure 
with a white arm-band was coming at 
a run. A man's voice was shouting. 

"Put out your lights! Get away 

When You Give to tbe U S 0 
lOt 



from the windows! Stay inside. Keep 
calm, everybody.'' 

An automobile with half a dozen 
people in it slued up to the curb. The 
man w ith the arm-band ran at it. 
hustled the people out. They ran for 
the nearest house, thumped on the 
door until somebody let them in. The 
headlights of the abandoned auto
mobile were on full. Red turned them 
off, He found the man with the arm
band beside him. 

"That's the stuff, thanks," the fel
low said. "This street light-1 forgot 
my screwdriver. You better take 
shelter somewhere." 

"Yes," Red said. He found himself 
following the young man, who dashed 
across the pavement and pounded on 
one of the basement windows of 
Luke's lodging house. 

"Mrs. Megan! Oh Mrs. Megan. 
Lemme in. This is Arthur. Where is 
that woman? I remember leaving my 
screwdriver here this afternoon-" 
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The grating door under the stoop 
opened. A stout woman with a shawl 
over her head, peered out. 

"You, Arthur? I done everything 
you tol' me. Where's the planes? It's 
an air-raid, isn't it?" 

"Yes, I guess so. Forgot my screw
driver-" 

"Oh. It's on my cedar chest in the 
cellar. Arthur, where's the 'planes
them Germans-I always knew we'd 
have a real raid. Will we, Arthur? 
What am I supposed to-" 

Her excited voice rec-eded as Arthur 
shoved her back into the house. The 
ignored Red stood by the grating 
door in the areaway under the stoop. 
The screaming air-raid siren had 
stopped now. It made the voices more 
audible.4 A man passing called to 
someone else: 

"I guess it's all over-" 
"The heck it is. The siren isn't 

supposed to keep on." 
An auto came past. Arthur reap

peared. 
"Hey, you l Pull up!" he shouted. 
"Just goin' to Crosby street-we 

live there," somebody called. 
· 

"Pull up here!" 
T h e  c a r ' s  gla r i n g  h e a dli g h t s  

dimmed, b'ut i t  kept on. Then Red 
found himself dashing across the side
walk again with Arthur. 

"Listen, what can I do?" Red de
manded. "Everybody ought to do 
something." 

IT SEEMED suddenly as though 
everything that Red had ever done 

was unimportant now. A lot of things 
in iife had appeared important. Now 
you realized that they weren't-not 
with things like this happening. 

"This street light," Arthur was say
ing. "My job to put it out-forgot 
my screwdriver-" 

The street light, up on its metal 
pole, was glaring above them like a 
beacon of death. Red saw that the 
rest of the street was dark. He stood 
beside Arthur as the . young fellow 
stooped at the metal base of the pole. 
Arthur's hand shook with his haste. 



The screwdriver slipped. 
"That screw?" Red murmured. 

"Lemme do it?" 
"I got it." The screw came loose. 

A foot-square metal plate like a door 
swung ollt, Arthur reached in and 
pulled a switch. The light was ex
tinguished. 

"You tqjnk it's the real thing?" Red 
murmured. 

· 

"Dunno. Maybe - defense plant 
over at the crossroads. Or maybe 
they'd be just heading in an' down 
toward New York." 

"Well, I don't hear-" 
Then they both heard it-the faint 

distant drone of planes. The sky was 
black. Red felt Arthur pulling at him. 

"Come on-shouldn't stay here." 
They crouched, breathless, by the 

open grating door under the stoop of 
Mrs. Megan's. Suddenly everything 
was silent. There was just the faint 
drone of the planes. 

"You think we're in the best place?" 
Red muttered. 

"Guess so. I want to see if any
body comes along the sheet-get 'em 
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inside. What the heck-if a bomb 
hits this little house we won't have 
to worry. The house an' us-we jus' 
won't be here." 

"The planes are getting fainter." 
"Yes. Maybe they're our!:" 
They crouched in the cold darkness, 

silent for a moment. And suddenly 
Red was thinking of Luke. Luke was 
up almost over their head;. Maybe 
he was dead by now. 

The drone of the planes was gone. 
"My job," Arthur was murmuring. 

"See, I got charge of half a dozen of 
these little houses. Buckets o' sand 
up near the roofs-if an incendiary 
should drop-" 

"Yeh. I'll help." 
"The planes are gone," Arthur said 

out of another silence. "Maybe this 
is just another false alarm-or maybe 
our planes chased 'em off." 

"Yeh. Hope so. Won't they sound 
aJl. All Clear?" 

"Nothing to do but wait for it." 

THAT would be funny-if Luke 
were the only one who died in this 

affair. Funny everything was so un
important, one man's life, or another's, 
when the life of a nation was at stake. 
But suddenly; to the tense Red, Luke 
didn't seem unimportant. If he died, 
Red at least would know what killed 
him. 

Red O'Conner would be a murderer. 
Nobody would know it except Red. · 
But he'd know it, always. He'd never 
be able to get away from it-and it 
seemed even more horrible than he 
had ever imagined it could be. This 
air raid-and the only death in it
not by an enemy bomb, but by Red 
O'Conner. � 

"If they dropped any eggs around 
here-most likely they'd aim at the 
plant," Arthur was saying. "I work 
over there--airplane wings-an' we're 
starting precision tools in an adjacent 
building." 

Red felt trapped here in the dark 
basement doorway. If be could only 
get out and get up to Luk�aybe 
there was some way he could think 
of an excuse. 
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The silence of the little village was 
abruptly broken. The siren sounded 
again-a long, continuous blast this 
time. 

"All clear," Arthur said. "Well, 
that's that." 

From inside the house Mrs. Megan 
called. 

"You, Arthur-you out there? Is 
it all right now?" 

Then there was a woman's voice 
that seemed from upstairs. 

"Mrs. Megan--oh, Mrs. Megan-" 
It sounded urgent, frightened. 

Numbed with horror, Red wanted to 
run. As though he could run away 
from his guilt. He couldn't. He'd 
have to live with it the rest of his life. 

"Mrs. Megan - is Arthur down 
there? He better come up. That new 
lodger-1 can smell gas up here." 

There it was, discovered already. 
Every instinct in Red made him want 
to ru,n, but, fascinated with horror, he 

- -

found himself following Arthur up- �----------------
stair!$. Excited people were in the 
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hall and the doorways, all talking of 
the raid-had the enemy planes really 
been somewhere near here? Or was 
it just another scare? Nobody paid 
any attention to Red. 

"I thought I smelt gas," a woman 
was saying. "I do11:'t know-all that 
excitement, you forget everything." 

Silent, his heart pounding, Red 
stood against the wall in the upper 
hall. Arthur was thumping on Luke's 
door. No answer-of course he 
wduldn't get any answer. Then Arthur 
shoved the door open. With several 
of the others, Red crowded forward. 
You could smell the gas now. Not 
very much, but a little-

THEN Red was in\Luke's hallway. 
Why couldn't -he run? There 

would be Luke's dead face-horrible 
-:-most horrible of all to the man who 
killed him. 

"Sure was gas here," somebody said. 
"You can-" 

A startled shout from Arthur 
checked him. Then Red was at Luke's 
kitchen door. And Arthur was bend-
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ing down to where on the floor Luke 
was up on one elbow-not dead-just 
recovering consciousness, and looking 
confused by the people. 

"What happened? Good Lord
looks like he fell!" 

"Is he sick? Maybe he's drunk." 
"I'm all right," Luke was gasping. 

"That siren just now-was that an 
air-raid? What happened? I-I fell 
-hit my head, I guess I'm all right. 
What happened?" 

Arthur lifted him up, sat him on a 
chair; where he wobbled dizzily. 

"One of these gas burners is on," 
somebody said. Mrs. Megan was at 
the door. 

' 

"I shut off the gas down at the 
meter like you tol' me, Al'thur. I did 
it when the first alarm sounded, right 
away-an' I haven't turned it on yet." 

"Lucky you did," somebody said. 
"This fellow lying here-there was 
sure gas here-looks like he got a 
pretty good dose of it even so." 

In all the babble, Red stood silent, 
ignored. That air raid hadn't killed 
anybody. It had done just the reverse. 
It had saved a life-and it had saved 
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Red from what would have been a 
horror! 

Luke was coughing, still choked 
from the gas and dizzy from the wal
lop Red had given him. Then his gaze 
fell on Red, clung for a minute. But 
Luke, with the old instinct, didn't give 
any sign of recognition. His gaze 
shifted to Mrs. Megan. 

"I'm all right," he said. "What the 
heck is all this rumpus? Can't these 
people get out of here?" 

"I got your rent, Mrs. Megan. 
Wasn't stallin' this afternoon-matter 
o' fact I owe a lot of money I can't 
pay-things go right, mebbe I will 
some day. Here's your rent, Mrs. 
Megan." 

"{)h; nonsense, I don't want it now, 
Mr. :Slainey," the ab�shed Mrs. Megan 
said. "I'm sorry you hurt yourself
didn't mean what I said this after
noon." 

Red retreated with some of the other 
tenants. Then he found young Arthur 
beside him. 

"You're a stranger here?" Arthur 
said. 

"Yeah. Just came up from New 
York. My girl lives over Cayuga way. 
I'm lookin' for a job," he added sud
denly. · 

"Ought-' to be easy,'' Arthur said. 
"What can you do?" 

"Well-I can take a car apart an' 
put it together, an' there·wouldn't be 
nothin' left over either. I was thinkin' 
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-that defense business you�re workin' 
at. If I could learn it-" 

"I'll take you over in the morning 
if you like." 

"Yeh-that's swell. That's what 
I'd like." 
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�YBE you've learned that only with proper 
training can you hope to get ahead on your job -
maybe you've often said, "Some day I?ll take an I. C. S. 
Course, and really: amount to something!"--but because 
of the war, you've decided to put it off. Don't do it! 

If you're drafted, you'll be encouraged to continue 
your l. C. S. studies-for the U .. S. Army, like business 
and industry, needs trained men-and pays them well! 
Fu:ithermore, you will have real training hy the ·time 
the war is won, and you'll be ready to step into a bigger, 
better paying job than you have now. 
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