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HEN a man dies under seem-
ingly normal circumstances
it’s quite simple to get a death

certificate and go ahead and bury him.
When, however, the man who dies hap-
pens to have been the key witness in
sending a ruthless killer to prison, and
now stands as the one obstacle to that
killer’s freedom—it’s a slightly different
matter.

Furthermore, if the murderer could, by
some mysterious means, kill while he was
still behind prison bars, how much more
dangerous would he be to anyone else
who opposed him—after he had been re-
leased, and was free to come, go, and act
as he pleased?

That’s the ticklish circumstance that
confronts Tony Quinn, the famous,
“blind”, Special District Attorney, in
the great new Black Bat novel, THE
COILED SERPENT, by G. Wayman
Jones. It’s a powerful story of suspense,
spine-chilling thrills, and action, Action,
ACTION.

Tony Quinn, more than ever, is de-
pendent on the unswerving devotion of
his loyal helpers, beautiful Carol Bald-
win, rough, tough Butch, and clever Silk
—or he, too, will fall victim to a strange
curse that, once the ball starts rolling,
leads to murder and more murder.

A MEDICAL MIRACLE

It all begins when wealthy manufac-
turer, Walter Frazier, lies desperately
ill in an oxygen tent. Some days before,
he had suffered a cerebral hemorrhage,
and he was still as close to death as a
man could be and still breathe. Yet,
strangely enough, he was on the road to
recovery!

“It’s amazing,” Dr. Fleet told the ill
man’s wife. ‘“But it seems that the clot
of blood that was bringing pressure on
his brain is now being absorbed. Your
husband is going to get well!”

Mrs. Frazier smiled with wonder and
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joy, and the doctor turned to his patient,
moving aside the flap in the oxygen tent
so the man might hear.

“Frazier, you old faker,” he said, “I'll .
let you stay under this tent and save
you the trouble of breathing very hard
for a couple more days. But you're
going to get well.”

A LEGAL VISITOR

The doctor then examined the auto-
matic apparatus on the oxygen tank and,
taking Mrs. Frazier’s arm, led her down-
stairs. Hardly had they come into the
living room, however, before a visitor
arrived. He was a lanky man of about
forty, and Mrs. Frazier introduced him
as Ira Blake, an attorney who had been
trying to see her husband for the last
four or five days.

“Seven years ago,” the attorney ex-
plained, “Mr. Frazier was instrumental
in sending a client of mine to prison.
At the moment, I am trying to effect the
release of this convict. His name is
John Dubin. Of the three surviving wit-
nesses who identified him as the man
responsible for a rather brutal murder,
two have about made up their minds they
were wrong in their identification. Your
husband is, therefore, the only person
who stands in the way of this man’s free-
dom.”

However, on being told that he couldn’t
see the ill Mr. Frazier for at least a
week, Attorney Blake readily acquiesced
and left. Dr. Fleet, too, took his leave,
but hardly had he left the house than a
frantic call from Mrs. Frazier brought
him back.

For she had gone into her husband’s
room and suddenly found—that he wasn’t
breathing!

A quick examination with a stetho-
scope proved she was right. The doctor
straightened with a sigh,

“He’s gone,” he said simply. “And I

(Continued on page 8)
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The Black Bat and His Aides Pit Themselves

a cop than a movie version of one.

The door he approached was lettered:
ANTHONY QUINN, SPECIAL DiIsTRICT AT-
TORNEY. McGrath’s features seemed more
determined than ever as he stepped into
the main office and nodded agreeably to
the staff. He was instantly admitted to
Tony Quinn’s private quarters.

The man who opened the door for him
was of medium stature, with unusually
clear blue eyes that were deadly cold.
His smile of greeting was unctuous and
he bowed slightly.

“Hello, Silk,” McGrath grumbled and
kept on going until he stood facing the
desk.

Behind it sat a rather odd-looking
man. Sturdily built, and very well
dressed. His eyes were staring—those
of a blind man—and around them were
deep pits, as if they’d been seared there
by acid or fire.

This was Tony Quinn, blind attorney
who was now a special district attorney
in charge of handling cases which were
apt to give the D.A. himself, a night-
mare of headaches. Quinn’s record in
solving these difficult tasks was ex-
cellent. For a blind man it was almost
uncanny.

“Hello, Mac,” Quinn said. “How’s it
going?”

McGRATH sat down and chewed
the end off a cigar. He applied
flame, his eyes riveted on Quinn’s
face every moment. “You know darned
well how it’s going,” he said. “It’s stand-
ing still—stalled, and I can’t see a single
chance of pushing it.”

Quinn nodded. “I thought we’'d find
that, Mac. When two days go by after
a murder, and we don’t dig up the
faintest clue, we begin to realize that
perhaps this case will join the select few
in our unsolved file. Give me a rehash
of it.”

McGrath puffed slowly. “Two nights
ago John Powell was found dead in front
of 1121 Wakefield Avenue. He'’d been
shot through the head twice, through the
heart twice and two more bullets landed
in his stomach. The heart wounds were
contact. The others were fired into his
body as he lay across the sidewalk. No-
body saw it done. Nobody heard the
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shots. They came from a small caliber
pistol and may have sounded like six
fast backfires.”

Quinn said, “We can, and have, as-
sumed it was a murder caused by intense
hatred. All that shooting is proof. But
we can’t find that John Powell ever had
an enemy in his life. He was one of the
few men who are universally liked.”

“There’s no trail—nothing,” McGrath
said. “Not a soul was on the street. I've
interviewed everyone who lived close by
the scene, and they swear they saw or
heard nothing. There isn’t a known mo-
tive or the remotest suspect. This one
is never going to be solved, Tony.”

Quinn leaned back. “Perhaps you're
right, Mac. I doubt even the Black Bat
could find a clue.”

“Is he going to try?”

“Why ask me? I'm not the Black Bat,
even though you insist that I am. The
Black Bat, Captain, has two excellent
eyes. In fact I’ve heard he has the ability
to see in utter darkness. Now, me, I'm
stone blind. I live in darkness.”

“Let’s skip it,” McGrath-said quickly.
“I've batted my head against the stone
wall of this murder for two days. I'm in
no mood for arguing and I'm sure the
Black Bat wouldn’t get far with it either.
What’s the next move?”

Quinn shrugged. “Is there any? You
can’t investigate a clueless, motiveless
crime. Mac, in interviewing neighbors
did you come across an elderly lady
named Lydia Barr who lives on the
ground floor of number 1125 Wakefield
Avenue?”

“I didn’t see her, Tony. I talked to her
grandson and some old guy in a wheel
chair, They told me the old lady was too
sick to see anyone. They didn’t know
a thing about the murder and had never
heard of John Powell.”

Quinn reached for his pipe, and lit
the heel that was in it. Through the haze
of resultant smoke, he said, “I wonder
why the old lady phoned me to come see
her then? She made it sound very urgent
and I wasn’t to appear until after dark
tonight. Of course it may be something
else, but living so close to the scene of
the crime—well, I'll go see her anyway.”

McGrath rose. “Let me know if she
has any dope, Tony. I'll be home. My
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Powell was an important man with con-
siderable influence. You heard what Mc-
Grath told me. There isn’t a speck of a
clue.”

Someone began opening the office door
and Quinn’s eyes instantly went blank
and blind looking. A clerk brought in
some papers. Silk accepted them, settled
down and read them to Quinn who picked
up a dictating machine mouthpiece and
began talking into it. Silk Kirby acted
as his eyes, when anyone was around, for
Tony Quinn had to keep up this pre-
tence of being stone blind.

At eight-thirty Silk pulled up in front
of 1125 Wakefield Avenue. It was a resi-
dential section of huge apartment build-
ings. Lydia Barr lived on the ground
floor behind heavily-barred windows.

A man of about twenty-six let them in.
He had pink cheeks, a smooth complex-
ion and rather small blue eyes and looked
like a perennial juvenile. He introduced
himself as Edward Ware,

“Lydia is my grandmother,” he ex-
plained. “Frankly, she shouldn’t be
allowed to see anyone now. But you're
an attorney, and perhaps she wants to
make some changes in her will. Please
come this way.”

He led them through a beautifully-
furnished living room of brocade-seated
chairs and divans, of twin grand pianos
and an organ. The floor was covered by
an amber colored rug with piling that
crept up around the ankles. Whatever
Lydia Barr was, she wasn’t poverty
stricken.

Quinn held Silk’s arm with one hand
and kept a white cane slanted out to en-
counter unexpected obstructions with
his other hand. They passed a thin-
faced, white-haired man who occupied a
wheel chair. Quinn, of course, pretended
that he hadn’t seen the man.

The occupant of the wheel chair had
an irascible voice. ‘“Edward, who are
these people?”

The young man stopped and Quinn
bumped into him, murmured a word of
apology and let Silk help him to move
aside.

Edward Ware said, “This is Attorney
Quinn. Mr. Quinn, this is Bernard
Rogers, a cousin of Lydia Barr.”

Quinn murmured some polite phrase.
Rogers glanced at him. “Blind, aren’t
you? What good is a blind lawyer? Who
said Lydia wanted to see him?”

“She did,” Ware said. “She told me

to expect him.”

Quinn’s features were set in stern
lines. “Lydia Barr phoned me and made
this appointment, Mr. Rogers. I'm sorry
you don't approve of an attorney who
cannot see. Perhaps Lydia Barr does not
feel the same way.”

“She’s half out of her mind,” Rogers
said angrily. “The woman is dying. She
is an obstinate, proud, self-centered
woman who doesn’t know enough to give
up when it’s her time to go. Well, take
them in to see her, Edward. I'm sure I
have no business with a blind man.”

They entered a room which Quinn saw
at once had two windows on a level with
the street out front. From these windows
the murder of John Powell could have
been seen as nicely as a fifth row aisle
seat at a play.

The room was illuminated by a dim
table lamp. It showed a woman lying in
bed. She looked a hundred. Thin, wasted
and frail. Her white hair was carefully
fashioned into pigtails with ribbons on
the ends of them. Her eyes were closed
and she breathed very lightly.

“Grandmother,” Edward Ware said
softly, “Mr. Quinn is here.”

HE old lady didn’t open her eyes.

“Get out, Edward. Get out and stay
out. Who is this man with you, Mr.
Quinn?”

Tony Quinn noticed that her eyes
were slitted now. He said, “His name is
Kirby, madam. He works for me, and is
my friend. I'm totally blind and I must
have someone to accompany me.”

‘“All right, if you trust him, then I
suppose I can. Kirby, make yourself
useful, Walk softly to the door and yank
it open. If my grandson, my cousin, or
any of the servants are listening out
there, give them a swift kick. Close and
lock the door, put your back against it
and stay there.”

Silk suppressed a smile as he helped
Quinn into a chair beside the bed. Then
he obeyed her command. Nobody was
listening outside the door.

Lydia Barr pulled herself into a sitting
position. Her eyes were wide open now.
They were faded, watery, but still keen
enough to appraise this man who sat be-
side her.

“So you’re blind,” she said. “Good! I
don’t mean that the way you’re probably
thinking I do. I’'m glad you can’t see me
because I used to be a handsome woman
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who had backed up until he struck the
side of the building. Quinn stood there,
cane half raised, staring eyes wide in
the fear only a blind man can endure
under circumstances like this,

“Shell out your dough,” the attacker
spoke in a hoarse whisper. “Come on,
you mole, hand over your money or I'll
bust your head wide open.”

He stepped a little closer, certain that
Quinn was blind and could see no move
he made. The club was upraised. As he
approached, Quinn saw what gave the
attacker such a startling appearance.
There was a hood drawn over his head.
A bed pillow cover with two small slits
torn in it for the eyes. A simple and
effective mask for all its crudeness.

Quinn saw something else too, minute
dark marks near the hem of the pillow
case. That would be a laundry mark.
He had to get closer to make it out. With
a shout for help, he threw himself for-
ward. For a blind man he acted just
right. He missed the attacker except for
his shoulder, but the blow put the man
off balance. Quinn’s arms went around
him and held tight.

He could have maneuvered a trifle and
broken that man’s back if he chose, but
that wouldn’t be in keeping with his
blindness. So he contented himself with
holding the man there for a second or
two while his eyes studied the marks on
the slip.

Then he was given a hard shove back.
Whoever was behind that hood, was no
weakling. Quinn caromed against the
building wall. But his shouts had drawn
some attention. Up the street a woman
was screaming for the police.

The attacker closed in, club upraised
again. There wasn’t much question but
that he intended to commit murder.
Quinn’s cane started a fast arc, low and
aimed at the man’s legs. It hit the left
leg and then, as if quite by accident,
slipped between both legs. Quinn gave
it a hard twist.

The club sailed toward him, but the
attacker was falling as he swung. The
club missed and its wielder fell heavily.
Running feet could be heard. Moreover
Silk was trying to get up and Quinn
stood there with his back against the
wall, swinging his thick cane back and
forth.

The hooded man got up, glanced
around and then raced for an alléy. He

. went down it as fast as he could travel.

Once he tripped, cursed and fell, but
was up again.

UINN, fumbling around, located
Silk and helped him up. Silk was
dizzy and massaged a swelling lump on
the side of his head. A patrolman ran
up and recognized Quinn at once.

“He went down an alley,” Quinn said.
“I heard his steps on the sidewalk, and
then they echoed between walls, There
is an alley nearby, isn’t there?”

The cop said there was and hurried
down it, his flashlight stabbing the dark.
Quinn spoke softly to Silk.

“It was nothing but a cheap stickyp,
which the whole thing was staged to
resemble. That is for the patrolman’s
benefit. For yours, it was a deliberate
attempt to murder me. Now, what do you
think of old Lydia Barr’s story?”

“Right now,” Silk said mournfully, “I
can’t think. My head hurts too much.
I'd better get you home,-sir.”

When the policeman returned from a
fruitless search, Quinn explained what
had happened, classifying it as a holdup
man’s work. Then Silk drove him home.

He parked the car in front, helped
Quinn out and led him along the short
path to the porch. This was an ex-
clusive neighborhood and the foot of
a dead-end street. The house was in a
small estate, set back about a hundred
feet and well shielded by trees and
shrubbery.

Silk unlocked the door. Quinn en-
tered, used his cane to move toward the
library which was far down the hall-
way. There he waited until Silk drew
the window shades and then Quinn
moved rapidly toward a book-lined sec-
tion of wall. He touched a hidden con-
trol and a narrow door opened. He
passed through it and into a large, white-
tiled crime laboratory.

This was the headquarters of the Black
Bat and its existence known to only two
people beside Quinn and Silk. Once
Quinn had really been blind. As a cru-
sading district attorney he’d battled
crime savagely and created an excellent
reputation as both a prosecutor and in-
vestigator,

Then he’d tried to defend certain docu-
mentary evidence against attack by
crooks and been blinded from acid
thrown at the evidence he was trying to
preserve. Quinn had gone instantly blind
from the searips corrosive.
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Black Bat—respected him, too, as a man
who kept his promises of either help or
revenge. They knew he was a crack shot,
an expert with a knife, and he could
fight with the best of them.

They did not know that the Black Bat
also possessed the ability to see in dark-
ness as well as in daylight. That was a
phenomenal side-result of the operation
on his eyes. How it came about was
unexplainable, but he could move in com-
plete darkness and spot any impediment
which might have trapped a man with
normal sight. He could read fine print
in a blackened room, distinguish faint
colors. This, added to his increased sense
of hearing and smell, made him a for-

midable enemy even without his fists or
~

guns,

Now Tony Quinn hurried to a steel
locker in the lab and removed one of the
somber outfits. He stripped off his own
clothing and donned the regalia of the
Black Bat. He slid an automatic into a
shoulder holster and a compact kit of
fine burglar tools into a pocket.

As he dressed, he explained for Silk’s
benefit. ‘“I’ve got to know whether or
not someone at Lydia Barr’s home wants
to prevent any investigation of Barr-
town, If that man who attacked us came
from her apartment, we may expect
trouble and also realize that there is
something radically wrong in that town.”

“But how can you tell?” Silk asked.

“I closed with that footpad, or what-
ever he was. He wore a pillow slip as
a hastily fashioned hood and mask. The
slip carried a laundry mark. If I see
similar marks on laundry in the Barr
apartment, we can be certain the attacker
came from there. He could be that grand-
son or the cousin in the wheelchair, Per-
haps he’s using this act merely as a prop
to hide his real activities. Or one of the
servants may be planted there as a spy.
We've got to know.”

“I'll drive you,” Silk offered.

“Fine, but first contact Butch and
Carol. Have them come to the lab and
wait until we return. We’ll use the
coupe.”

The hood, which distinguished the
Black Bat, went into Quinn’s pocket and
he placed a wide-brimmed hat on his
head.

Silk made his phone calls. The Black
Bat opened a trap door, dropped into a
tunnel and made his way beneath the
rear of the estate, to a garden house

where the tunnel came out. He and Silk
stood there in the gloom while the Black
Bat’s uncanny sight surveyed the neigh-
borhood. When he was certain no hostile
eyes were watching, he left the garden
house, hurried to the side gate and went
through it,

A cheap, rather dilapidated coupe was
always parked at the curb of this side
street, which was more of a lane than
a thoroughfare. No one else used it
except Quinn. Silk got behind the wheel
and they drove quickly to the vicinity
of Lydia Barr’s apartment.

Along a dark section of the street,
Silk pulled over to the curb and the
Black Bat got out. He was a dim shadow
crossing the sidewalk and then he was
swallowed up completely by the black-
ness of an alley—the same alley down
which the attacker had disappeared.

By following it, Quinn learned that
anyone from the Barr apartment could
have used this means of exit or entrance.
All that was necessary was the scaling
of a low fence. A simple task except for
a man like Bernard Rogers, confined to
a wheelchair.

Quinn entered the apartment building
through the service entrance, made his
way to Lydia Barr’s door and used a slim
bit of metal on the lock.

This was a noiseless, though none too
rapid, operation. He pushed the door
open a crack and stood there listening
intently. Not a sound reached him. He
stepped into the reception hall and
moved softly toward the living room.
He crossed it, reached the door of Lydia
Barr’s room and opened it.

He saw her sitting in a chair beside
the window. He didn’t want to alarm her
for he realized that she hadn’t lied about
her physical condition. So he tapped
softly on the wall.

“Lydia Barr,” he said, “please don’t
make any outcry. I'm the Black Bat.”

HE GAVE a visible start of excite-

ment. ‘“Ah, then Quinn sent you.
I was sure he would. Though I wasn’t
certain Quinn had been convinced when
he left here. Now let’s got down to
business.”

“Exactly.” The Black Bat carried a
chair over and sat down beside her.
She peered through the darkness to make
out the sleek outlines of his hooded
head.

She said, “Are you convinced I'm not
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CHAPTER III
City Without Crime

HE Black Bat moved
silently through the
apartment. He located
the linen closet and
opened it. Inside were
sheets, towels and pil-
low cases. On them
were laundry marks
identical with the one
he’d seen on the hooded
¥ man’s mask.

This indicated that
he had come from this apartment.

The Black Bat stepped into a study
and closed the door. He went to the
phone and dialed long distance. Speak-
ing in a whisper, with his lips close to
the transmitter, he said, “ A long distance
call to Barrtown was made from this
number a short time ago. May I have
the charges and the time?”

He waited a few moments and then
got his information. Somebody had
phoned Barrtown at 9:05, talked for
eight minutes. The Black Bat was given
the number to which the call had been
made. He hung up and left the apart-
ment by the same route he used to enter.

In three minutes he was at the mouth
of the alley, pressed against the build-
ing wall where the shadows were thick-
est, and waiting for Silk to drive around
the block.

Silk hardly saw him until the car
door opened and the Black Bat was in-
side. He gave Silk an outline of what
had happened.

“So,” he concluded, “we know we are
not wanted in Barrtown and the spy at
the apartment thought the matter urgent
enough to transmit to somebody in that
town, Which means we are going there.
Openly, and if our intentions are guessed
or known, let them be.”

Butch and Carol were waiting in the
lab. The Black Bat stepped behind a
screen and removed his dark clothing,
replacing it with the tweeds Tony Quinn
usually wore. Then he sat down on a
leather divan beside Carol and quietly
informed her and Butch as to what had
happened.

Carol listened with intense interest,
nodding now and then to show she un-
derstood what her mission was to be and
its importance. Butch was given very

different orders.

“Drive up to Barrtown tonight,”
Quinn said. “Check in at a moderate
hotel and tomorrow move around as
much as possible. Act like a crook on
the make for a good job and try to con-
tact other local crooks. See what the
reaction is to that. You'll find Silk and
me at the biggest hotel in town. But
don’t approach me directly. Silk will
be looking for you in the bar.”

“I'm on my way,” Butch said. “I
think I'm going to like this job. Crooked
politics is the kind of stuff I like to
bust.”

Quinn smiled. ‘“Trouble is, Butch,
we’re not certain what we’ll find there,
but you get a line on things the best you
can.”

Butch left the lab by the tunnel exit,
slipped away from the neighborhood and
proceeded to the garage where he kept
his car. He drove to his tiny apartment,
packed a bag, and an hour after he’d
been given his orders, he was rolling up-
state toward Barrtown.

It was dawn when he reached it. From
atop a hill overlooking the city, Butch
realized that this was no small town
easily dominated by a band of avaricious
crooks. It was a city, and a roadside sign
attested to the fact that Barrtown had a
hundred and forty-three thousand citi-
zens. A mob which ruled a community of
that size had to be clever and ruthless.

Besides that, Barrtown was the amuse-
ment center for all the farms, towns,
villages and small cities within seventy-
five miles. ‘

Butch rolled on into town, put his car
up and checked in at a cheap hotel. He
dozed until late morning and then went
out on the prowl. He looked up cheap
taverns and bars, faked a lot of drinking
and passed out hints that he wasn’t
averse to making an easy dollar or two.

One barkeep swabbed the moist bar
with a towel and leaned closer. “Pal,”
he said, “take my advice and blow. No
rough stuff in this burg. You keep ask-
ing around and you might get your skull
caved in.”

Butch made a derisive sound. “Yeah?
Show me the guys who want to try.
What's the matter? Is there a monopoly
or something?”

“Nix. There’s just one answer. No
crime. Mugs are tossed out of town fast
and if they come back, it’s just too bad.
We ain’t had a burglary or stickup in
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nine years. Get that? Nine years! The
only guys who see the inside of our city
jail are traffic violators and some poor
slob who helps himself to the bosses’
catch., But no violence. Not here.”

“You’re off the beam,” Butch grunted.
‘“There ain’t a town like that any place.
There’s an angle to this. What is it?”

“Look, pal, I been in stir myself.
That’s why I'm tipping you off. There
ain’t any angles. This just happens to
be a good town. You try to pull any-
thing and things happen fast. To you,
my advice ‘is blow. Don’t even stop to
get your shoes shined.”

UTCH turned on his heel and

stalked out. He spent an hour
checking on the bartender’s incredible
story and discovered it hadn’t been wild
imagination. Barrtown really was a good
city. Crimes of violence were practically
an unknown quantity.

Newspapersin the public library at-
tested to this fact. The cops were burly,
rough looking individuals, but they were
beautifully uniformed. Clothes were
clean and pressed, gloves were spot-
lessly white on the traffic men.

Butch discovered only one thing which
might be construed as illegal. A man
could lay a bet on anything that ran,
fought, wrestled, wielded a polo stick,
a golf club, a baseball bat, or a tennis
racket. It was all done openly, right
under the noses of the cops who didn’t
seem to care.

Butch drifted back to his hotel finally.
In a little while he had to get in touch
with Silk, but he had little to offer in the
way of information. If this city was
dominated by a gang, there was certainly
no evidence of it. ;

Butch unlocked the door of his hotel
room and stepped in. There he froze.
Two men were waiting for .him, one
seated on the bed, the other occupying
a chair. They were both burly and
looked like fighters. Both displayed
some concern over Butch’s size though.

Butch made a natural mistake. He
thought he’d broken the ice by his in-
guiries and these two had been sent
to initiate him into the way crime was
run in this city.

Butch stuck out an enormous fist.
“Well, well, boys, I'm glad to see a
couple of right guys.”

For Silk that blow was the
One of the men arose and took Butch’s end ‘ 3;1 A'ﬁe ﬁ?me

fist. Then he raised one leg and pinned
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and turn quickly toward the door. Then
he subsided and his impassive face in-
dicated nothing wrong. Finally they
managed to tear themselves away, but
Matt Deering insisted on providing a
police car and in riding to the hotel
with Silk and Quinn.

EERING was smooth if he was dis-

honest. Clever, if honest. He said,
“We're very proud of our city, Mr.
Quinn. I'd like to take you around and
explain the various things we’ve done
here. Do you happen to be interested in
boxing?”

“I used to be, when I had my eyes,”
Quinn smiled. “Even now, with Silk
along to explain things, I imagine I'd
find it fascinating.”

“Good! Excellent, because we'’re
holding a state championship heavy-
weight match tomorrow night at our
stadium. Tickets were sold out days
ago, but I can scare up a couple. Good
ones—with my compliments. I'll send
them around.”

“Thank you, Mr. Deering. I'd like
to attend. As for showing me the town,
well—I'd prefer to take it in my stride.
No conducted tours.”

“Of course,” Deering said affably.
“Anything you want. Call on me any
time at all.” .

He shook hands in the hotel lobby.
Silk took Quinn’s arm and piloted him
toward the elevator.

Silk spoke without moving his lips. A
whisper that only Quinn’s highly sensi-
tive ear could hear.

“Coppers. Planted here. I can pick
’em out a mile away. We moved into
something, sir.”

They reached their suite and the mo-
ment Quinn was comfortably seated,
Silk began an intense inspection of the
room.

He reported that there were no indi-
cations of microphones yet.

Quinn said:

“What startled you at headquarters,
Silk? I saw you jump.”

Silk didn’t draw the window shades.
They faced a court and there were many
windows from which they might be ob-
served. Silk began unpacking the suit-
cases and being careful about it to try
and judge if they’d been searched. He
spoke while he worked and kept his
back toward the windows. There were
such things as lip readers who could

very likely be provided with power field
glasses.

He said, “I saw this man and I
thought he looked familiar. Then he
spotted me and got out of there fast,
because he knew darned well I'd recog-
nize him as Roper Sterling. An old
time con man and one of the best. His
nickname, Roper, fits.

“In the con game a roper is a man who
is good at roping the mark. In our
lingo that means lining up a victim for
a touch. Roper Sterling could make a
man hand over solid gold for its equiva-
lent weight in lead and convince him he
was getting the best of the deal. And
Roper never bothered with anything but
the very biggest stuff.”

“Hmm,” Quinn murmured. “Interest-
ing. Mainly because he was an accepted
member of the group at headquarters.
And how did you like their neat trick
to make a fool of me?”

“I thought the whole thing was a
plant, sir, though I can’t seem to under-
stand the significance of it.”

“Photographers took a picture of me
being led away by the cop and with that
tin cup hanging off a button on my
suit. They’ll print it, big and clear.
They’ll also print an apology, but every-
one will get a laugh out of it. A D.A. be-
ing pinched as a blind beggar. Oh,
they’ll laugh all right. And how can I
conduct an investigation, gain confidence
of people who might help me, when
they’ll think of that photo?”

“So that’s it.” Silk had a sour expres-
sion on his face. “Neat work.”

“Effective too. We've run into some-
thing, Silk. It’s invisible now, but
mighty big. In half an hour I'll go to
bed. You can saunter around the lobby
and look for Butch, but be careful how
you contact him. Be sure to lock up
well and you might leave the key on the
inside of the door. Turn it with a pair
of our special pliers so the door seems
locked from inside. If they come hunt-
ing, that will stop them and they’ll be
certain I'm inside.”

“You're going to start things moving
right away, then?”

“The Black Bat is going to fly high,
Silk. And don’t forget this. In our own
town we’re constantly menaced by Cap-
tain McGrath. Here, it’s a hundred
times worse. Let them discover that
Tony Quinn is the Black Bat and we're
finished.”
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already wearing the clothes of my other
identity beneath those I have on. The
makeup I can apply in any deserted
place. Now what are my orders?”

“The same as last night. Find out all
you can about tonight’s fight. Try laying
bets on either man. Substantial ones.
See how fast they are taken and with
what kind of enthusiasm. Get talking
about the fight Bill Hanray was in some
weeks ago, just before he vanished. I'd
like details of that too. Take Hanray's
side and see what happens.”

Silk was gone fifteen minutes later.
The waiter came for the table and Quinn
let him in, He watched the man handle
the table and dishes and got the idea this
was the first time he'd ever done this
sort of work. There was a suspicious
bulge on his hip and he might as well
~ have been wearing his detective's badge.
He was very slow and tip-toed twice to
peer into the bedroom. Finally he was
gone and Quinn enjoyed a quiet laugh.

He turned on the hotel radio, sat down
and smoked peacefully. Any observer
would swear this was just a blind man
listening to his favorite radio programs.

Quinn scarcely heard them. His mind
was busy going over the whole string of
weird events from Lydia Barr’s strange
oifer to solve the murder of John Powell
if her home town was cleaned up. A
city that, on the surface, needed less
cleaning than any municipality Quinn
had ever known.

He thought of the way a spy in Lydia
Barr’s household had warned somebody
that Tony Quinn was investigation bent.
Someone who lived at the Barr residence
and could be Duke Barr or Lou Varden
who had married into the Barr clan.

They’d gone into action immediately,
making a fool out of Quinn so that he’d
be hampered in his investigation. Who
would have confidence in a blind man
who’d been mistakenly arrested as a

beggar and then found to be a District

Attorney?

ORE direct action had been taken
A immediately after the Black Bat’s
visit to Lou Varden and Duke Barr.
It placed one or both of them under a
cloud of suspicion because only they
knew the Black Bat was bound to call
on Hanray. The evil influences at work
here had then callously killed one of
their own number to provide bait for a
trap and a good motive for the police

to wipe out the Black Bat as a murderer.

Lydia Barr, he felt certain, held the
whole secret behind those thin, tight
lips of hers. She must have a substantial
reason for not granting either Quinn
or the Black Bat the boon of her knowl-
edge. She even insisted they begin from
scratch, Why? The answer to that ques-
tion would go a long way toward a solu-
tion.

Quinn turned his thoughts in line
with the sports this town boasted. That
they had something to do with the de-
signs of avaricious men, was evident
now. It was natural that a city of this
type, dependent upon the manufactur-
ing and sale of sporting equipment,
would be sports mad. He believed the
city always had been.

But he wondered why crooks with a
large scale plan would stop at other
forms of thievery. They were in an en-
vious position to milk the city dry. He
was certain most city officials were either
in the pay of the gang, or an integral
part of it. They dominated everything
and yet chose to make their city almost
crime free except for their own crooked
plotting.

At one-thirty, Quinn picked up his
cane and went down to the dining room.
A bellhop escorted him there and every
movement Quinn made was that of a
blind man. He sat down, asked the waiter
to read the menu and ordered lightly.

He was in the midst of his meal when
he saw Lou Varden enter, look around
and then walk rapidly over to the table.

The visitor said, “Mr. Quinn, my name
is Lou Varden. Lydia Barr is my moth-
er-in-law. May I sit down?”

“Of course.” Quinn stretched out his
hand vaguely. Varden took it in a moist
hand-shake. He pulled out a chair and
sat down. He ordered a sandwich and
coffee, put both elbows on the table and
leaned across it.

“Mr. Quinn,” he said, “I talked to my
mother-in-law this morning. She knows
you, doesn’t she?”

It was a trick question. Quinn an-
swered it in line with some fresh plan-
ning he’d done. “Yes, I do know her.
A remarkable woman. I'm very sorry
to know that she is so ill.”

“Don’t feel sorry for her,” Varden
urged seriously. ‘“Few people have lived
as she has done. But I'm told you have
a specific reason for visiting our city.”

“That’s quite true.”
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CHAPTER IX
Fixed Fight

UTCH left the hotel
without being stopped
and he took elaborate
pains to make certain
he wasn’t being tailed.
Then he stepped into
a phone booth and
called Maloney.
“This is a pal of
yours,” he said.
Maloney’s reply was

laconic. ‘“Hang up,
punk. I'm not giving -out any tips.”
“Maybe you would to me, huh,
Chuck?”

Maloney gasped. Then he said, very
deliberately, “ What’s this Chuck stuff?”

“My pal. Chuck Malloy. I got half a
mind to turn you in. There’s a four year
stretch waiting for you, Chuck, and no
busted nose or caulifiowered ears are
going to make any difference. Not so
long as you got ten fingers and they
make prints. Know what I mean?”

“Who is this?” Maloney wasn’t so
sure of himself now.

“Steve McHale. Now listen, I got out
of stir a couple of days ago. I had a little
dough put away, but not enough. I'm
putting it all on you—to win in not more
than six rounds. You wouldn’t let an old
pal down, Chuck?”

“Get the dough. Listen, I can’t talk
over the phone. Come up here and see
me.”

“Tell you what,” Butch said, “I’ll
send along my favorite boy. He could
tear you in half without trying. Tell
him. But about the fight, my dough is
placed and I’'m not moving it. You better
win, Chuck, or some boys in blue are
going to put ink marks all over your
fingertips.”

Butch could almost hear Maloney
sweating, He hung up, chuckled, and
hailed a cab. He paid the driver off far
from Maloney’s apartment and took a
bus to a point close by.

The apartment lobby was full of avidly
talking fight fans who were waiting for
Maloney to show up. Butch got through
them, climbed three flights of stairs and
brushed aside a pair of ex-pugs who
blocked the door. He rapped hard on the
panels. Maloney’s voice wanted to know
who it was.

“Steve sent me,” Butch said. “About
them tickets.” ' i

The door was unlocked. It appeared
that Maloney had ejected everyone from
his handlers down. He locked the door
after Butch came in.

Butch said, “You know, pal, Steve
didn’t like the way you acted on the
phone. He says you always could fight
so he put five grand on you. Now if
you happened to lose.”

Maloney sat down and rocked slowly
in the agony of his own thoughts. He
looked up. “Tell Steve to get that dough
off me. This is a fix.”

Butch’s eyes narrowed. “It’s too late
to switch. The only switch can be made
by you. Don’t take a dive. Get it?”

“Sure, but it’s worth my life not to.
The whole thing is rigged. I have to hit
the canvas in the ninth. That’s the way
it’s got to be.”

Butch studied the tips of his fingers.
“Steve is in town with about seven of
his boys—including me. Now we all hate
old pals who double on us. And we know
how to hate a guy. You ought to remem-
ber, Chuck. Now be a good boy and bat
the ears off this bum you’re fighting.
You can do it.” :

“But I can’t,” Maloney wailed.

“Steve says you can and Steve knows
fighters. He checked up. Hudak is a
bum.”

‘““Hudak is putting on an act,” Maloney
cried. “So the suckers will bet on me.
I smear Hudak all over the ring until
the ninth and then I accidentally get in
front of a steam roller he’s throwing
wild. He wins, but by an accident, see?
It’s got to be that way.”

UTCH got up. “So long, Chuck.

Tomorrow morning you'll read the
papers on how you lost the fight on a
fluke. Tomorrow night you'll read ’em
all about how some guys with badges
threw you in the sneezer on a parole
jumping charge. No bail for that. You
go back without even a trial. Your pals
can’t help.”

“Either way I turn it’s the finish,”
Maloney said.

“You make up your mind,” Butch
said. ‘“Of course, going to prison ain’t
like losing your life. If that's what the
other boys have in mind. But before
you go up, I think Steve will pay you
a visit. With all his boys. Me too. I
put five hundred on you, Chuck. I'd hate
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ered up. The clean government is a mask
of course. No crooks or big gambling
are allowed here. Not because the
thieves who run this city object to
gambling on cards, wheels and dice. Not
at all, but they simply don’t want the
pcpulace spending money on such things.
The more cash around, the heavier the
betting on these sports affairs, the bigger
the take when such an event is rigged.”

“You have an idea, perhaps?” Dubin
was hopeful.

“I think so. It will require work on
the part of you and your men., First
of all, I want the telephone in this suite
changed so there is an outside wire. I
want it possible to connect several out-
side phones to this new wire also. Those
of the Police Chief, the Mayor, the Cor-
poration Counsel, the editors of the two
largest newspapers, the phone in Lou
Varden’s factory office and the one in
Duke Barr’s office. All this must be
done by late this afternoon. Can you
do it?”

“W ith the help of the phone company,
yes,” Dubin answered. ‘“Most of the
work can be done right on their master
switchboards at the phone exchange.”

“Good,” Quinn said. “And trust as
few phone company men as possible. You
might hook in on my wire, yourself, and
listen. It’s going to be very interesting.”

“I'll let you know the moment the
stage is set,” Dubin said.

Quinn and Silk took a stroll im-
mediately after Dubin left. Two men
followed them all the way, but withdrew
after they returned to the hotel.

“Good,” Quinn said. “They are con-
tent to watch us only when we go out.
Now we’ll wait for word from Captain
Dubin.”

At three forty-five Dubin phoned. The
hotel switchboard was by-passed, he re-
ported, and it was possible to ring up the
various people Quinn had mentioned.

“Fine work, Captain. Keep the wire
open. In a short time, I'll signal by
raising my phone. When I do so, get all
those other men on the wire. They won't
hang up, I assure you.”

Quinn sent Silk to Butch’s room with
orders to bring Hudak up. This was
done via the fire stairway and the opera-
tion went unnoticed. Hudak was well
tied up and sported a swollen jaw which
hadn’t come from Maloney’s gloves.
Butch had scraned knuckles on his right
hand. '
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They sat Hudak in a chair very close
to the phone. Silk moved behind him
and quietly lifted the phone off its
cradle. Hudak didn’t notice; didn’t see
that the instrument was placed so that
it would pick up anything he said.

Quinn was seated opposite Hudak and
bending forward so his voice would go
into the phone too. He said, “Hudak,
you took a bad beating last night.”

UDAK'’S language wasn’t the type

customarily allowed over the tele-
phone. Butch slapped him across the top
of the head. Hudak slumped lower in
the chair.

Quinn said, “It was arranged that Ma-
loney take a dive last night. You’d come
out the winner with a crack at something
bigger. But Maloney double-crossed
you. Is that correct?”

Hudak’s language was still objection-
able. Quinn silenced him. “You can
talk to me or go the way Maloney went.
He was killed last night. Did you know
that?”

Hudak was suddenly interested. Silk
handed him two newspapers. The fighter
read the articles, looked bleak and threw
the newspapers on the floor.

“Now you know what happened to Ma-
loney because he double-crossed you.
But Hudak—supposing Maloney didn’t
pull the double-cross? Supposing you
did? You were supposed to hit him and
failed to do so. Maloney was blamed, but
the people who slit his throat know
better by now. They’ll be after you
next. Do you wish to talk about it?”

“YI don’t know what it’s all about,”
Hudak growled, but there was a tremor
of uncertainty in his voice.

Quinn said, “If you are turned loose,
you won’t get more than ten feet out of
this place before they’ll pick you up.
Silk—take Mr. Hudak to the bedroom
window which overlooks the street. Let
him see for himself that there are men
waiting and watching for him.”

Hudak went, mainly because Butch
propelled him. When he returned, he
looked bleaker‘than ever. Silk reported,
‘“Those same two men are out there, sir.”

“You see Hudak.” Quinn’s voice was
calm. The lulling sort he used on juries
so often. A soothing, compelling voice.
“If you tell me the truth, I'll see that
you are protected. If you don’t, we'll
have no other course open but to let you
go free.”
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Hudak had recognized the pair in
front of the hotel. What he didn’t know
was the fact they were watching Quinn
and didn’t even realize Hudak was in the
neighborhood.

The fighter was weakening. Quinn
went to work on him. He told how Ma-
loney had been found, what he looked
like huddled in the clothes closet with
his throat cut. He mentioned the crema-
tory on the city’s outskirts. He told of
all the fixed fights, and how sometimes
the men involved in them disappeared
and were never heard from again.

Hudak broke. He knew little except
the fact that he’d been ordered to throw
several fights and to break training open-
ly for his bout with Maloney. He told
how Maloney was supposed to shove his
chin in front of a roundhouse and go
down for the count, but Maloney never,
did that. Hudak swore he’d carried out
his part of the bargain. What happened
was not his fault. He told how his en-
tire local boxing career had been handled
by a real estate operator named Deering
and that he took orders from him.

Quinn was satisfied that every word
had gone over the wire clearly. At the
end of it Silk quietly replaced the
phone on its hook.

Five minutes later, half a dozen state
police arrived and took Hudak in tow.
They carried drawn guns as they brought
him out to a waiting car.

Silk watched the proceedings from the
bedroom window.

Quinn talked to Captain Dubin briefly.
Then he rubbed his hands, and told Silk
and Butch what his plans were.

“Whoever listened to that conversa-
tion must realize now that, with Hudak
in State Police custody, their scheme
may be running out. Hudzak menticned
only Deering, the real estate man, but
the others will wonder if Hudak knows
who they are, too.”

“But they know you were question-
ing Hudak,” Silk said. “They’ll figure
maybe the whole thing is a set-up.”

“That’s what they’ll think, only they
won’t be certain. They will also believe
some friend arranged things so that my
questioning Hudak was literally broad-
cast by telephone. The fact is, they’ll be
so excited they won’t give any time to
thinking of much beyond saving their
empire of crime. They’ll call a meeting.
That’s the logical thing to do. And that’s
what we’ll be waitine for.”

CHAPTER XII
The Final Meeting

AYOR Sylvester of
Barrtown didn’t retain
much of his official dig-
nity as he slipped into
the locker room of one
of the big high schools.
He was a furtive, ter-
ror-filled figure. Deer-
ing, who sold real es-
tate, arrived next. Then
came all the others.

There were fourteen
of them when they were all finally as-
sembled. The locker room contained no
windows and only two doors. The entry
and the door to the shower room. A
husky detective was placed on guard
duty outside.

The meeting was called to order by
the man who dominated and led this
strange assembly of thieves. He began
questioning each member. Finally he
addressed them.

“We should have killed Quinn the
moment he arrived. Or even while he
was on the way here. But he worked
too fast. We were unable to get set, and
then it was too late. Putting him out of
the way once he’d established himself in
town would have been disastrous. We'd
have had every state policeman, New
York City cop and F.B.I. man on our
necks. For many years we've worked
our little scheme and no one ever tum-
bled. No one who lived to tell about it.”

Deering spoke up. ‘“But Hudak talked.
He mentioned my name. How do I wrig-
gle out?”

“We’ll find a way,” the leader said
smoothly. “Our first objective is Hudak.
And if we fail there, which is possible
so long as Quinn has the reins, we can
eradicate all traces of our success, stand
pat on the record we have accomplished
in governing Barrtown and defy Quinn
to prove anything. Hudak is nobody.
He has no real evidence. We're safe,
I tell you.”

Mayor Sylvester wasn’t satisfied.
“What T want to know is who rigged the
telephone system from Quinn’s room
so that we ail listened in? Was that a
favor or was it part of a trap?”

The leader started to answer that and
stopped. The door to the outside was
opening. Framed in it was the burly
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might be going on.”

Silk, watching the road, made no com-
ment. Quinn asked, “Am I boring you,
Silk?”

“Keep talking,” Silk pleaded. “I lis-
ten and forget to think of what would
happen to us if a tire blew. Did you
know Varden was behind it?”

“Yes, from the moment he reacted to
the name of John Powell when he felt
secure in the belief I was blind and
wouldn’t notice. He was too relaxed,
too sure of himself in the company of
a blind man. It wasn’t evidence. Not
much was, though once I had him on the
end of my hook, I knew I couldn’t be
wrong. One other item tripped him up
though even he couldn’t imagine what
it is. TI'll tell you about that later. If
we’re in time to save Mrs. Barr, I think
she deserves to know first that she really
put me on the right trail without know-
ing it herself.”

“If we're in time,” Silk said stonily.
“I had to slow down to fifty-five when
we went through that last town. It's a
darn good thing you’ve got an official
plaque on the back of this bus. Other-
wise, we’d be trailed by half a hundred
motor cops by now.”

They were silent for about ten miles,
covered in hardly more than as many
minutes. Silk’s knuckles gleamed white
as he clutched the wheel, and he seemed
to be frozen there. They left the out-
skirts of a small town and began rolling
once more.

“I should have sent Butch on ahead,”
Quinn berated himself. ‘“But naturally
I couldn’t foresee Varden’s escape. How
much longer do you figure, Silk?”

“When we top the next grade, we
should see the glow of lights from New
York. Then we slow down some. Did
Varden have a fast car?”

“A low slung coupe. Perhaps not
souped up, but very fast looking, and he
had a ten minute start on us. Next time
we hit a straight stretch of road, I'm
converting back to the Black Bat. There
may be plenty of action called for when
we teach Mrs. Barr’s place and it
wouldn’t seem right for blind Tony
Quinn to shoot it out with Varden and
his assistant.”

“Who do you think worked from in-
side Mrs. Barr’s place?” Silk asked.

“Most likely it was Eddie Ware.
Young and brash. Lazy and wanting
money which Varden would willingly

supply. Hold her steady. I'm crawling
into the back seat.”

CHAPTER XIII
The Story of Murder
AROL BALDWIN,

clad in a nurse’s uni-
form, stepped to Lydia

Barr’s bedside and
smiled down at her.
“Comfortable, Mrs.
Barr?”

“No,” Lydia an-
swered. “I'm too wor-

ried to be comfortable.
Haven’t you heard a
v word from the Black
Bat?”

“He can take very good care of him-
self,” Carol assured her. “Don’t worry.”

“What about Quinn? He’s stone blind
and pitting himself against men who
have no compunction against murder.
What can a blind man do? I should have
told him the truth and not sent him up
there. Trouble with Quinn, he forgets
he’s blind.”

“I know Mr. Quinn also,” Carol said
calmly. “He is blind, but he keeps well
protected. Now suppopse you close your
eyes and try to sleep.” .

“Sleep? I'll be sleeping forever in a
few days. At my stage of life you just
don’t pay any attention to the rules.
I'll not sleep until the Black Bat re-
turns.”

“Sometimes he never comes back,”
Carol warned. “When his work is done,
he simply vanishes.”

“I’'ll haunt him if he doesn’t come back
and tell me what happened. I liked that
man even if he did wear a mask. I wish
I'd known him years ago. I'd have made
him remove that mask. That is, if you
weren’t around.”

“Why me?” Carol humored her.

“Because you're in love with him and
he knows it. So do you. Every time I
talk about him, your eyes get soft and
blurry. And when he told me about the
nurse he’d send, his voice went down
a notch or two and lost its harshness.
You don’t fool an old woman like me
very easily, my dear. What time is it?”

Carol glanced at her watch. “Nearly
eleven.”

“Turn on the radio,” Lydia Barr or-
dered. “Things should be happening up
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walked out. Just walked right out the
door. There was a car close by. I heard
it start. He must have had it waiting.”

“Now hold on,” Mike argued. “I saw
that man hit. Twice—both times smack
in the face. That was a Colt’s Woods-
man the killer had. A target pistol used
only by guys who hit what they shoot
at. It doesn’t throw a big bullet so you
have to be good with one of those. Both
slugs hit him. He was dead, Fred. Dead
as a man could be.”

“He got up—walked out,” Fred said.
“I didn’t even see any blood on his face.
Look at the floor. No blood there. May-
be we dreamed it all.”

ERGEANT HIGGINS, fifty, bulky

and very efficient, had a gleam in
his eye that seemed to indicate he be-
lieved the same thing.

“A guy plugged twice through the
face falls down and doesn’t move for
awhile. Then he gets up and strolls out.
Mike—were you drinking ice-cream
sodas or Scotch?”

There were more repercussions. Hig-
gins only half believed the story. When
- Mike phoned Anderson back, he was

again accused of drinking too much but
the story was already on the presses.
A brief bulletin that would have to be
backed up. Mike walked away from the
phone and straddled one of the high
stools at the prescription counter. Fred
Morely was removing his white coat.

“I had enough for one night,” he said.
“I'm closing up.”

“Wait a minute, Fred. Come clean
now. That guy didn’t get up and walk
out. He was carried away and any traces
of blood mopped up. All this happened
while I was telephoning. Tell the truth
—he was carried out.”

Fred mopped his face. ‘“Mike, I tell
you what I saw. I can’t say anything
else.”

“He didn’t get up and walk out,” Mike
reiterated. “You're holding back for
some reason. But I can’t make you talk.
And what’s worse, I can’t even figure
your angle because I've known you only
a short time. But your story is a lie,
Fred.”

“Get out of here,” Fred mumbled.
‘““Can’t you see I want to close up.”

Mike walked out, kept going to the
corner and then came to a stop. He
stepped into a darkened doorway and
stayed there. He saw the lights of the

store dim and then go out. He heard the
door slam and a key turn. Then Morely
walked off with short, fast steps that
gradually faded. Mike didn’t move for
five minutes. Then he approached the
store and took shelter in its darkened
doorway. '

Twenty more minutes went by while
he thought the whole thing was going
to fizzle out. There wasn’t much to go
on. Mike knew there had been a murder
and the body had been carted off. Fred
Morely knew this too and must have wit-
nessed the scene. But Fred seemed
grimly determined to stick to his story.
Sergeant Higgins half believed him, even.
granted there might have been a shoot-
ing, but there was neither corpse nor
killer to prove the tale.

Without one, or both, of these ele-
ments, Higgins was hardly inclined to
go much further. Cops have enough to
do without chasing phantom murder
victims., If the dead man walked out,
there hadn’t been a killing. Just a shoot-
ing affair which didn’t demand as deep
an investigation as an out-and-out mur-
der. Whoever carried off the corpse was
well aware of this fact.

Mike possessed one faint hope. The
murdered man had expected to meet a
girl named Ann, a blonde, dressed in
white. She hadn’t appeared, but she
might. Mike put a cigarette between his
lips, reached for a match and decided to
do without the smoke.

Half an hour went by. He spent that
time trying to figure out why Fred had
actually witnessed that murder and then
made up a wild yarn about the victim
arising to walk out of the store. It was
incredible and quite impossible. Fred
had seen those two bullets hit. He knew
the man had to be dead. True, there
hadn’t been a speck of blood on the
floor and no signs that Fred had hastily
mopped any.

HEN Mike Lloyd saw her. The
blonde dressed in white. It was a
white linen suit and as she passed be-
neath a street lamp, he noticed that she
was pretty, about twenty and she moved
with a studied grace. She approached
the drugstore and when she made out the
name on the sign and saw that the place
was darkened, her shoulders drooped
noticeably. She had been sadly disap-
pointed.
Mike stayed in the deep shadows of
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phoned the Gray Man twice. The first
time he gave orders that Mike wasn't
to be harmed, only held until noon to-
morrow. Then he’d phoned again and
given a command to kill Mike.

Why? Could the caller be the man
who’d been eating ice-cream in the drug-
store and suddenly realized his prisoner
was also one of two witnesses who might
identify him? That fitted smugly
enough; but somehow Mike wasn’t satis-
fied with it.

In such an event the assassin would
have ordered his death on the spot. Per-
haps come down to do it himself and
be certain. No, there was more to it than
that, Paul Jonay, perhaps? He could
have set this trap. Or that rather vague
lawyer the apartment clerk had talked
about? Or—Ann Mason herself?

Mike didn’t know, couldn’t figure it
out. He didn’t have enough to go on
and right now there were very few
angles which he could check on and im-
prove his knowledge. Ann Mason was
the best bet. Perhaps she had come
home. It was already dawn and time
was running out. Mike drove back to the
vicinity of the fashionable apartment
house, but he parked on a side street
and used the delivery entrance.

This entailed walking up enough
stairs to make his nerves start on an-
other rampage. At the top he had to sit
down and compose himself again. He
crushed out a comforting cigarette be-
neath his shoe, shook himself and walked
briskly down the corridor, looking at
the neat name plates beside the doors.

There weren’t very many apartments
on any floor in this house. The one bear-
ing Jonay’s name was well to the front.
Mike paused and listened. There was
light coming from beneath the door, but
no sounds. Mike put a finger against the
bell.

Jonay let him in. He took his time
answering and he wore a silk robe,
rumpled pajamas and tousled hair. He
had a sleepy, half irate expression on
his face and began venting his rage at
the sight of Mike.

Mike pushed him into the apartment
and kicked the door shut. ‘“Where is
Ann Mason?” he demanded. “Unless she
is found, somebody will die this morn-
ing. Ann knows the answers.”

Jonay gave him a curious look. ‘“What
are you talking about?”

*“This morning, before noon, some-

thing is scheduled to happen. It con-
cerns Ann some way. What are her
plans for this morning? What is she
going to do, whom will she see, where
will she go? Talk, man, we haven’t much
time."”

“Wait a minute,” Jonay said. “I'll get
dressed. Ann is staying at her attorney’s
house. She phoned me around three this
morning.”

“Step on it,” Mike advised. “I'll be in
the lobby. There’s a party down there
I owe a little something to.”

The desk clerk really gaped when
Mike walked out of the elevator and to-
ward the desk. Mike stepped close,
reached across the desk and grabbed the
clerk by his crimson and yellow tie. He
jerked him half across the desk and
planted a healthy punch against his eye.

“I can keep this up all day long,”
Mike said. “I will, until you talk. You
set that trap for me last night. Some-
body paid you. You accepted ten bucks
from me to sing and you’d do it for other
people. So open that money-hungry
mouth of yours and start talking. For
free this time.”

HE clerk made one sustained at-
tempt to get away and received a
poke on the nose for his pains. He sub-
sided and lost all his belligerence.
“Honest,” he said, “I don’t know wha
paid me. All I was supposed to do was
check on phone calls that Jonay and
Ann Mason received or sent. And if they
had any visitors, I was to call a certain
number.”
“What number?” Mike demanded.

“It's a phone booth someplace. Find-
ing it wouldn’t help you. It started when
I got a call one night and a man told me
I'd get twenty dollars for every item I
reported. I had plenty of use for the
dough so I did it. I'd get cash in the
mail the following day.”

“Ann Mason called Jonay at three this
morning. Did you tap that call and make
a report?”

“Yes,” the clerk moaned.

. Mike hit him again, left him dangling
across the desk and went to meet Jonay,
who was somewhat awed by what he’d
witnessed of the procedure. Outside,
they entered Mike’s car and Jonay gave
an address. Mike explained the events
as they rode across town,

Ann’s attorney was a small man with

bright eyes and a bird-like manner. Ann
LA
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78 BLACK BOOK DETECTIVE

nounced himself as David Kinley, a well
known broker, was on the wire.

“Sergeant,” he said, “I've been trying
to locate your brother Michael. His
office doesn’t know where he is and he
doesn’t answer his home phone. I
thought perhaps he might be with you.”

“I haven’t seen him since this after-
noon,” Bill replied. “Is there anything
I can do?”

“No,” Kinley said slowly. “No, I
think not. You might tell him to call
me up. I'm a client of his. And tell
him that Conant was here. Just left, in
fact. Mr. Malloy wanted to know.”

Bill grunted acquiescence and hung
up. At eleven-thirty he went to bed. At
twelve-fifteen the phone rang again and
this time he knew it was important by
the way the operator at the downstairs
switchboard kept the bell humming.

It was Inspector Delaney at Head-
quarters. ‘“Bill, I’ve got bad news,” he
said. “Very bad. Your brother Mike was
found at the bottom of a cliff. He’s dead.
I'm going out there. Be ready for me in
ten minutes.”

Bill’'s hand felt clammy after he hupg
up. He sat on the edge of the bed for
a moment, trying to smoke an unlighted
cigarette. Usually he had pleasant blue
eyes, warm and fun-loving. Now they
had changed. They had become chill and
hard—hard as flint. He hurled the cig-
arette on the floor, jumped up and shed
his pajamas. In three minutes he was
dressed. In six he was on the sidewalk,
pacing up and down and cursing Delaney
for being so slow.

HEY used the siren in getting out

of the city. Delaney sat beside Bill
in the back seat. A uniformed driver
snaked the police sedan through traffic
and really let it out when he hit the high-
way.

Delaney said, “It's tough, Bill. At
ten o’clock a fellow and girl pulled off
the highway and drove to the edge of this
cliff. To look at the moon, no doubt.
They saw Mike’s car. There was nobody
in it. The motor was running and they
got suspicious. They looked over the
cliff and saw him lying on the rocks be-
low. A doctor got there fast. He said
Mike had been dead no more than twenty
minutes. Couldn’t tell if it was murder
or accident. Head caved in. Might have
resulted from the fall. You know any-
thing?”

“Yeah,” Bill said slowly. “Yeah. It
was murder and Gus Conant did it. He
wouldn’t have delegated anybody else
for the job. Killing a cop, even a private
eye, is bad stuff. He couldn’t afford to
have anybody else know.”

“Conant, eh?” Delaney squinted out
into the passing darkness. “Now there’s
a tough one. He’ll be alibied and white-
washed like a farm fence.”

“He’s taken care of it already,” Bill
said. “That’s why I know it was him.
A certain man he’s been tapping, phoned
me at ten o’clock and said he was trying
to find Mike, that Conant had just left
his house. The man is lying. Conant
made him lie as partial payment of black-
mail. We'll never break the guy down.
He’s got too much to lose. Conant knows
a safe one when he sees it.”

They reached the cliff. Bill talked to
the young couple who’d discovered the
crime. He examined Mike’s car and or-
dered fingerprint men to go over it. He
was quite certain that Mike had come to
this remote spot with a client and that
this client was supposed to meet a black-
mailer for the payoff near the cliff. He
knew that the whole thing was nothing
more than a lure to get Mike into posi-
tion for a quick and clean kill. Finding
the fake client might help some but it
still remained a hopeless proposition.

There might be something in Mike's
office as a clue, but Bill doubted it. Mike
kept few records until a case was closed.
Bill talked to the doctor who’d arrived
soon after it happened.

“It could be murder, yes,” the doctor
admitted. “Hard to tell. He—landed on
his head. Some of the crushing blows
could have come from an instrument in
the hands of a killer. But how can we
be sure?”

Bill snorted. “A doctor couldn’t be,”
he said. “A cop might be. He was my
brother and I know he was murdered.
Thanks anyway, Doc.”

Bill Malloy didn’t go to the bottom of
the cliff. He couldn’t do anything to help
there. Instead he began looking around
the desolate area. It was eight miles
from town, rather far off the highway
and the quarter moon didn’t do much to
relieve the darknesg. It was hot, too,
and sticky.

Bill stood beside his brother’s car.
Men were working on it for prints.
They weren’t finding any, not even
Mike’s. Bill saw something against the
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