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*■* T~'t< you’re that man, here’s something that will 
I M interest you.

JL A Not a magic formula—not a get-rich-quick 
scheme—butsomethingmoresubstantial, more practical.

Of course, you need something more than just the 
desire to be an accountant. You’ve got to pay the price 
—be willing to study earnestly, thoroughly.

Still, wouldn’t it be worth your while to sacrifice some 
of your leisure in favor of interesting home study—over 
a comparatively brief period in your life? Always pro­
vided that the rewards were good—a salary of $3,000 
to $10,000?

An accountant’s duties are interesting, varied and of 
real worth to his employers. He has standing!

Do you feel that such things aren’t for you? Well, 
don’t be too sure. Very possibly they can be!

Why not, like so many before you, investigate 
LaSalle’s modern Problem Method of training for an 
accountancy position?

Just suppose you were permitted to work in a large 
accounting house under the personal supervision of an 
expert accountant. Suppose, with his aid, you studied 
accounting principles and solved problems day by day 
—easy ones at first—then the more difficult ones. If you 
could do this—and if you could turn to him for advice 
as the problems became complex—soon you’d master 
them all.

That’s the training you follow in principle under the 
LaSalle Problem Method.

LASALLE EXTENSION UNIVERSITY 
A CORRESPONDENCE INSTITUTION

417 South Dearborn Street, Dept, 12329-H, Chicago 5, Illinois
I want to be an accountant. Send me, without costor obligation, the 48-page book,“Accountancy.
The Profession That Pays,” and full information about your accountancy training program.

Name..

Address.

Position.

You cover accountancy from the basic Principles 
right’up through Accountancy Systems and Income Tax 
Procedure. Then you add C. P. A. Training and pre­
pare for the C. P. A. examinations.

As you go along, you absorb the principles of Audit­
ing, Cost Accounting, Business Law, Statistical Con­
trol, Organization, Management and Finance.

Your progress is as speedy as you care to make it— 
depending on your own eagerness to learn and the time 
you spend in study.

Will recognition come ? The only answer, as you know, 
is that success does come to the man who is really 
trained. It’s possible your employers will notice your 
improvement in a very few weeks or months. Indeed, 
many LaSalle graduates have paid for their training— 
with increased earnings—before they have completed it! 
For accountants, who are trained in organization and 
management, are the executives of the future.

Write For This Free Book
For your own good, don’t put off investigation of all 
the facts. Write for our free 48-page book, “Accoun­
tancy, The Profession That Pays.” It’ll prove that 
accountancy offers brilliant futures to those who aren’t 
afraid of serious home study. Send us the coupon now.

Over2300 Certified 
Public Accountants among 

LaSalle alumni

City.

Age.
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City of Hidden Death
By G. Wayman Jones
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repute—but underneath the righteous, innocent 
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J i ' g " ' I will also send you
i f .J? my Lesson, “Getting Ac-

!'?•-'■ > qualnted With Receiver Servicing,”
FREE, to show you how practical it 

is to learn Radio at home in spare time. It’s a 
valuable Lesson, Study it — keep it — use it —with­

out obligation 1 Tells how “Superhet" Circuits work, gives hints 
on Receiver Servicing, Locating Defects, Repair of Loudspeaker, 
I.F. Transformer, etc. 31 illustrations. Mail Coupon below !
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See For Yourself How l Train You 
At Home To Be A Radio Technician

Do you want a good-pay job in the 
fast-growing Radio Industry—or your 
own Radio Shop ? Mail the Coupon for 
a Sample Lesson and my 64-page book, 
“How to Be a Success in Radio—Televi­
sion, Electronics,” both FREE. See how 
I will train you at home—how you get 
practical Radio experience building, 
testing Radio circuits with BIG KITS 
OF PARTS I send!
Many Beginners Soon Make Extra 
Money in Spare Time While Learning

The day you enroll I start sending 
EXTRA MONEY manuals that show 
how to make EXTRA money fixing 
neighbors’ Radios in spare time while 
still learning! It’s probably easier to 
get started now than ever before, be­
cause the Radio Repair Business is 

booming. Trained Radio Technicians 
also find profitable opportunities in 
Police, Aviation, Marine Radio, Broad­
casting, Radio Manufacturing, Public 
Address work. Think of even greater 
opportunities as Television, FM, and 
Electronic devices become available to 
the public! Send for FREE books now!

Find Out What URI Can Do For You
Mail Coupon for Sample Lesson and 

my FREE 64-page book. Read the de­
tails about my Course; letters from 
men I trained; see how quickly, easily 
you can get started. No obligation! 
Just MAIL COUPON NOW in envelope 
or paste on penny postal. J. E. Smith, 
President, Dept. 7N09, National Radio 
Institute, Pioneer Home Study Radio 
School, Washington 9, D. C.

I TRAINED THESE MEN 
AVERAGES BETTER THAN 
, $3,0*0 A YEAR

“I now hare a shop and 
am doing fine. I average 
better than $3,000 per year, 
and certainly give NRI 
much of the credit.”— 
RAYMOND F. DAVIS. 
Ashburn, Georgia.

MADE $612 IN 12 MONTHS, 
SPARE TIME

“Soon after I finished my 
experimental kits lessons.
I tackled my first Radio 
service job. I made $612 in 
past 12 months in spare 
time.”—J. W. CLARK, 
Wilmington, N. C.

VETERANS
You can get this training right 
in your own home under G. I. 

Bill. Mail Coupon.

Build Radio Circuits Like These With Kits I Send Good for Both FREE
• MR. J. E. SMITH, President, Dept. 7N09
J National Radio Institute, Washington 9, D. C.
. Mail me FREE, your sample lesson and 64-page book. (No sales-
। man will call. Please write plainly.)

Address.........

b Name...M..M..M.M....M..«MWMUMUW»...~~~H^~.~...~......Age................



OFF THE RECORD •
A DEPARTMENT WHERE READERS 

AND THE EDITOR MEET

WHEN 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 

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)



WHICH ONE WOULD YOU
PICK FOR THE IOB?

Dear Sir J
I saw your ad in the 

Times and hasten to 
answer it. That’s the best 
job offer I’ve seen in a 
long time.

I’ve been knocking 
around from job to job 
in hopes of finding one 
that suits me. This looks 
like it!

Let me know if you can use me. 
I’ve got eight years’ experience in all 
kinds of repair shops.

What more can you ask?

Yours

Dear Sir:
I have the practical 

experience—eight years 
of it. What’s more, an 
I. C. S. Course in Auto­
mobiles has given me a 
thorough working knowl­
edge of automobile con­
struction, maintenance, 
operation and repair.

This training has carried me to the 
top in my present position. Two years 
ago, I was put in charge of our three- 
man repair shop. My employer will 
tell you I’ve done a good job.

Yours truly,

■ou’d pick the man with training, of course. Most employers would, 
too. In fact, training is one of your biggest assets when you’re looking 
for a new job — or aiming toward advancement. I. C. S. can help you 
obtain the training you need to get ahead. Mail this coupon TODAY!

' INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS |(JS
BOX 3968-K, SCRANTON 9, PENNA.

Without tost or obligation, please send cne full particulars about the course BEFORE which I have marked X:

Air Conditioning and 
Plumbing Couraea

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

Chemistry Courses
□ Chemical Engineering
□ Chemistry, Analytical
□ Chemistry, Industria I
□ Chemistry, Mfg. Iron & Steel
□ Petroleum Refining □ Plastics
□ Pulp and Paper Making

Civil Engineering, Architec­
tural and Mining Courses

□ Architecture
□ Architectural Drafting
□ Bridge and Building Foreman
□ Building Estimating
□ Civil Engineering
□ Coal Mining
□ Contracting and Building
□ Highway Engineering
□ Lumber Dealer
□ Reading Structural Blueprints
□ Sanitary Engineering
□ Structural Drafting

□ Structural Engineering
□ Surveying and Mapping

Communications Courses
□ Electronics
□ Practical Telephony
□ Radio, General
□ Radio Operating
□ Radio Servicing
□ Telegraph Engineering

Electrical Courses
□ Electrical Drafting
□ Electrical Engineering
□ Electric Light and Power
□ Lighting Technician
□ Practical Electrician

Internal Combustion 
Engines Courses

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

Mechanical Courses
□ Aeronautical Engineer's, Jr.
□ Aircraft Drafting
□ Flight Engineer
□ Forging □ Foundry Work
O Heat Treatment of Metals

□ Industrial Engineering
□ Industrial Metallurgy
□ Machine Shop
□ Mechanical Drafting
□ Mechanical Engineering
□ Mold-Loft Work
□ Patternma king—Wood, Metal
□ Reading Shop Blueprints
□ Sheet-Metal Drafting
□ Sheet-Metal Worker
□ Ship Drafting □ Ship Fitting
□ Tool Designing
□ Toolmaking
□ Welding—Gas and Electric

Railroad Courses
□ Air Brake O Car Inspector

Diesel Locomotive
i j Locomotive Engineer
□ Locomotive Fireman
□ Railroad Section Foreman

Steam Engineering Courses
□ Boilermaking
□ Combustion Engineering
□ Engine Running
□ Marine Engineering
□ Steam Electric □ Steam Engines

□ Cotton Manufacturing
□ Rayon Weaving
□ Textile Designing
□ Woolen Manufacturing

Business and
Academic Courses

□ Accounting □ Advertising
□ Arithmetic □ Bookkeeping
□ Business Administration 
□ Business Correspondence 
□ Certified Public Accounting 
□ Commercial
□ Commercial Art
□ Cost Accounting
□ Federal Tax
□ First Year College
□ Foremanship
□ Good English
□ Higher Mathematics
□ Motor Traffic
□ Salesmanship
□ Sign Lettering
□ Spanish
□ Traffic Management

□ French 
□ High School

□ Postal Service 
□ Secretarial

□ Stenography

Name____________________________________________________________________ Home Address__________________ .

City___________________________________________________________________________________________ State-------------------------------------------------------------------- ------------ -

Age_________ Present Position ______________________  ___ Working Hours--------------------A.M. to-------------------- P.M.

Special tuition rate to members of the Armed Forces.
•• Canadian residents send coupon to I nternaBonaTCorrespondence "Schools Can*fiian,l.TI., Montreat, Canada.



Frank Medico pipes have ihfl 
replaceable filler that 
• absorbs |uices 
• collects flakes 

and slugs
/ • reduces longue bite 
Only these patented
filters have the 66 baffles that whirl smoke 
cleaner and cooler info your mouth. Replace 
filter when discolored.

MEDICO
FILTERED 

SMOKING

frank Medico Standard Quality, still. . JL

Si A. FRANK & CO

Frank Medico V.F.Q.( Very Fine Qualify) 
Bowls of rich-grained beauty. Wide 84) 
variety of shapes. With 10 filters............. ii

STUDY AT WflMF trained men win higher post-•■ywife tiona and bigger success in business 
and public lite. Greater opportuni ties nowthan ever bef ore. 
More Ability: More Prestige: More Money KJ
can trata at hornet during snare thne. Decree of LL.fi. We furnish all 
text material. InclBdinz 14-volume Taw Library. Low cost, easy 
terms. Get our valuable 48-pago "Law Training for Leadenhio" 
and “Evidence” books FREE. Send NOW, 
LASALLE EXTENSION UNI VERSIT Y.4 A South Dearborn Street 
A Correspondence Institution Dept. 12329-L, Chicago 5, ILL

INVENTORS 
iS!!?, iLk0 you.r invention. Secure -Patent Guide" to- efltber with Record ot Inreutlon' form—without obligation.

CLARENCE A. O'BRIEN & HARVEY JACOBSON
„ „ Registered Patent Attorneys
F«-K Pi»M«f Nstleiwl Blds, ■ Washington 5, D. C

OFF THE RECORD
(Continued from page 8)

was so certain he’d pull out of it. Just 
one of those things.”

Mrs. Frazier seemed stunned, bewild­
ered. “But it was so fast. Was he get­
ting enough oxygen?”

Dr. Fleet went to the oxygen tank and 
turned the control off. “He was getting 
oxygen. Though, if he had been deprived 
of it, we could expect something like 
this to happen.”

Mrs. Frazier pointed. “Look,” she 
gasped. “That book on reptiles on the 
table beside his bed. I was reading from 
it to him. He liked for me to read all 
sorts of things to him. He seems to have 
reached out for it.”

THE COILED SERPENT

Dr. Fleet picked up the book. To do 
so, he had to straighten out the dead 
man’s fingers, for they had crumpled be­
tween them one of the pages of the 
book.

“That page which Walt crumpled in 
his fingers,” Mrs. Frazier said. “It shows 
a snake of some sort, coiled and ready 
to spring. Walt meant something by it. 
He used all the strength and effort he 
possessed to get that book off the table 
and open it to the page he wanted. Be­
cause it should tell us something.”

Mrs. Frazier suddenly recalled having 
heard the vague sound of footsteps up­
stairs. Sound of those footsteps, more 
than anything else, had caused her to 
hurry upstairs again to her husband’s 
side, and that was when she had found 
him dead. Quickly, now, she hurried to­
ward a door that lead toward a back 
exit. That door, which under all circum­
stances had been kept locked, was now 
unlocked.

“I’ll phone the police,” Dr. Fleet said.
But Mrs. Frazier checked him with a 

motion of her hand. “No—not yet,” she 
said. “We can wait.”

And that was a serious mistake. . . .
Several days later, the hearing was 

held before the parole board regarding 
the prisoner named John Dubin. Dubin 
was represented by his attorney, Ira

(Continued on page 10)



HThey Never Knew 
11 Was SO EASY To Pl ay

Thousands Now Play Popular Songs 
Who Didn’t Knoiv a Note of Music Before

You, foo, can learn your favorite 
instrument at home, without 

a teacher, this quick, 
easy, money-saving way

'T’HINK of the fun YOU are missing! The popularity, 
-*• friendship, good times! Why? Because you think it’s 
hard to learn music. You have an idea that it's a slow, 
tedious task, with lots of boring drills and exercises.

That’s not the twentieth-century way! Surely you’ve heard 
the news! How people all over the world have learned to 
play by a method so simple a child can understand it—so 
fascinating that it’s like playing a game. Imagine! You 
learn without a teacher—in your spare time at home—at a 
cost of only a few cents a day! You learn by the famous 
print-and-picture method—every position, every move be­
fore your eyes in big, clear illustrations. You CAN’T go 
wrong! And best of all, you start playing real tunes almost 
at once, from the very first lesson.

No needless, old-fashioned “scales” 
and exercises. No confused, perplex­
ing study. You learn to play by play­
ing. It’s thrilling, exciting, inspiring! 
No wonder hundreds of thousands of 
people have taken up music this easy 
way. No wonder enthusiastic letters 
like those reproduced here pour in 
from all over the world.

Sound interesting? Well, just name the 
instrument you'd like to play and we’ll 
prove you CAN! (Instruments supplied 
when needed, Cash or Credit.) Mail the 
coupon or write. Do it now I

See for ySurself how thi§ Wonderful 
self-instruction method works. Sit

U. S. SCHOOL OF MUSIC 
29412 Brunswick Bldg.

New York 10, N. Y.

Music is the magto key to friendship, fun, 
romance. The person who can play a musical 
instrument is always sure of a welcome. Why 
not let music open up a new world tor you. 
Thousands have discovered unexpected pleasure 
and profit in music, thanks to the unique 
method that makes it amazingly easy to learn.

Send for FREE Booklet and 
Print and Picture Sample

down, in the privacy of your own 
home, with the interesting illustra­
ted booklet, "How to Learn Music 
at Home.” No salesman will call— 
decide for yourself whether you want 
to play this easy way.

Learned Quickly at Home. “I didn’t 
dream I could actually learn to play 
without a teacher. Now when I play 
for people they hardly believe that I 
learned to play so well in so short a 
time.” *H. C. 8., Calif.

U. S. SCHOOL OF MUSIC
29412 Brunswick Bldg., New York 10, N. Y.

I am interested in music study, particularly In the instru-
ment indicated below. Please send me 
"How to Learn Music at Home” and

your free booklet.

Invited to Parties. "Be- Well Worth Money, 
fore I took your course "The course is fully 
I didn’t know one note self explanatory. When 
of music. Then three one is finished with it 
months later I started there is little one need 
to play for dances. I’ve learn. It is well worth 
been invited to many the money and I fully 
parties. The course is believe you have the 
easy and interesting.’* finest course on the 
•B. M., Vancouver, market today.” R. E.
B. C. G.» Clarksburg, W. Va.

Surprised Friends. 
"People who hear me 
play don’t understand 
how I do it. They ask 
if I haven’t had lessons 
from a teacher. To 
their surprise they find 
I haven’t. I’m glad to 
be a student of your 
School.” *M. H., Athol, 
Kans.

Picture Sample.
Piano
Guitar
Hawaiian Guitar
Violin
Piano Accordion
Saxophone
Trumpet, Cornet

the free Print &

Name-

♦Actual pupils’ names on request, Pictures by Professional models

Reed Organ 
Tenor Banjo 
U ku I ola 
Clarinet 
Trombone 
Flute 
Piccolo

(PLEASE PRINT)

Modern 
Elementary 
Harmony

Mandolin
Practical Finger 

Control
Have You
This Instru. ?_____ _

I

Address.--------------------------------------———-----

City___________________________________State._______
Note: If you are under 16 yrs. of age, parent must sign coupon.
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ORDER BY MAIL

POSTPAID

Available in 2 collar 
styles:

Non-wilt collar (no 
starch needed)
Soft collar with stays 
to prevent curling

MONEY

Tailored For
CUSTOM FIT

These handsome 
shirts are made exclu-

i sively from sanforized fabrics. 
'NOTE THESE IMPORTANT FEATURES:
• Mercerized fine quality combed 

broadcloth
• Full-bodied—Full length—Full cut 
• COLLAR GUARANTEED TO FIT 
• Form fitting—no wrinkles across 

shoulders
• One piece sleeve
• 6-button front
Neck sizes 14-17 Sleeve sizes 32-35

BACK GUARANTEE
We guarantee our shirts for fit, quality, and work­
manship. Money cheerfully refunded if not completely 
satisfied before wearing.

When ordering specify neck size, sleeve length, 
collar style, and quantity desired.

Sent postpaid when check or M.O. accompanies order. 
C.O.D.'s accepted—you pay small postage and C.O.D. 
charges.

MANN & CO., Dept. T
505 —5th Ave.New York 17, N, Y.

High School Course ] 
at Home____ ________ 'Many Finish in 2 Years 

Go as rapidly as your time and abilities permit. Course 
equivalent to resident school work — prepares for college 
entrance exams. Standard H. S. texts sapplied. Diploma. 
Credit for H. 8. subjects already completed. Single subjects if 
desired. High school education is very important for advancement 
in business and industry and noclally. Iton’t be handicapped all 
your life. Be a High School graduate.. Start your training now- 
Free Bulletin on request. No obligation.

American Schaal, Dept. H-9SS, Prax.l «tS8th,Chlaiao 3T

Stehieique Hone’s heed, hone shoe 
end 4-Leef Clover desian. Hendsom*. 
*Y formed from solid SUrfiea Silver. 
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I Western traffrmen Omaha 2, Hebr.
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HOM HMWS HOLLYWOOD Hill STUDIOS
Jost to get acquainted we will make b beauti­
ful 5x7 enlargement of any picture or nega­
tive. Be sore to include color of hair, eyes and 
clothing and get our bargain offer for having 
your enlargement beautifully hand colored In 
ell and mounted in your choice of handsoma 
frames. Please enclose 10c and your original 
picture or negative will be returned with thfl

ENLARGEMENT
f your Fawr/se Photo

free 5x7 enlargement postpaid. Act now I Limit 2 to a customer. *

HOLLYWOOD FILM STUDIOS
7021 Sonia Monks Blvd., Oept, 371, Hollywood, Calif.

OFF THE RECORD
(Continued from page 8)

Blake, and was opposed by Tony Quinn. 
But Quinn, apparently, preferred not to 
make much of a fight of it, much to the 
surprise of his aide, Silk Kirby, and the 
disgust of Captain McGrath of the De­
tective Bureau.

“Tony,” he accused, “you’re letting 
that killer walk right smack out of pris­
on. What’s the idea? I don’t get it.”

“Have patience, Mac,” Quinn said. 
“You’ll understand.”

OUT ON PAROLE

A few moments later, just as Quinn 
expected, the chairman of the board an­
nounced that John Dubin was free on 
parole. Dubin walked up to Quinn and 
stuck out a hand. Then he smiled crook­
edly.

“I forgot you’re blind, Mr. Quinn,” 
he said in a fairly loud voice. “I just 
wanted to say I got no hard feelings. 
You had a job to do and I guess maybe 
you thought what happened was right.”

His hand closed around Quinn’s and 
pumped it heartily. He moved just a 
trace closer and dropped his voice to a 
whisper.

“And the next time we meet, you blind 
bat, I’ll kill you. So stay out of my way.”

Quinn’s expression never changed. But 
to himself—surprisingly—he was chuck­
ling. This was part of his game. This 
was exactly how he wanted it!

Such is the amazing beginning of THE 
COILED SERPENT, featured Black 
Bat novel in the next issue of BLACK 
BOOK DETECTIVE. Dubin is a crafty, 
bestial killer without one redeeming fea­
ture. Why would Quinn want him set 
free? And what of the mysterious death 
of Walter Frazier—had Dubin really 
manipulated that while he was still in 
prison? And what of the picture of the 
snake about to strike that the dead 
Frazier held clutched in his death-stiff­
ening hand? Did it point out a killer?

A BAFFLING CASE

Tony Quinn soon finds himself con­
fronted by a case even more baffling than 

(Continued on page 110) :
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A Black Bat Novel

Silk stepped on it and shot away as the Black Bat moved to the running board of the other car (CHAP. X)

CITY OF HIDDEN DEATH
By G. WAYMAN JONES

Bantown looked like a model community of spotless repute, 
but underneath the righteous and innocent expressions of 
its leading citizens Tony Quinn saw the ugliness of crime!

CHAPTER I

The Bargain

THE MAN who stepped out of the 
elevator was chunky. He had a 
bullet-head and a closely-clipped 
mustache below a nose with flaring nos­

trils. His clothes were correct, as cor­
rect as any twenty-eight-fifty men’s shop 
could make clothes for that price. He

wore a derby, set squarely on top of his 
head, and a perpetual scowl.

In his pocket was a leather case in 
which he kept a gold badge that read: 
Detective Bureau—Captain.

His name was McGrath, and he was 
one of the most energetic, honest and de­
termined men on the biggest local police 
force in the world. He maintained that 
he looked like a banker and nobody could 
persuade him that he looked more like 
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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 District 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 

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



Against an Unseen and Mysterious Menace!
wife says she hardly knows me any more, 
I’m working so much. See you.”

He walked out. Silk Kirby closed the 
office door, sat down in the chair which 
McGrath had occupied, and smiled. A 
strange thing happened to Tony Quinn’s 
eyes then. The blank look slowly dis­
appeared and the eyes seemed alive and 
healthy. He reached for fresh tobacco 
without fumbling.

Silk Kirby said, “I finished my check­
up on the Lydia Barr woman, sir.” 

she went back to using the name of Barr 
because it was so well known in that 
town.”

QUINN rubbed his chin. “She seems 
to be the end of a dynasty, then. 

Who runs the town now?”
"Her son-in-law. Fellow named Lou 

Varden. He’s capable, efficient and hon­
est. At the present time Mrs. Barr lives 
near the scene of the murder which 
occurred two nights ago. I doubt very

THE BLACK BAT

“Good. What did you find out, Silk?” 
“Her life is practically a history of the 

northern part of our state, sir. She’s 
over eighty. She was born in Barrtown 
which her father had started and built 
up. Upon his death she inherited every­
thing. The banks, or most of them. The 
three large factories which make all 
sorts of sporting goods, the library which 
her family had maintained as a public 
institution for years. In short she was 
Barrtown. She’d married when quite 
young, had two children of whom only 
a daughter survives. She has a couple of 
grandchildren. When her husband died, 

much she knows anything about it. This 
John Powell, so far as I could determine, 
had never even been in Barrtown and 
knew no one there.”

“Mrs. Barr might still have seen some­
thing,” Quinn argued.

“I didn’t finish, sir. She’s dying. They 
say she won’t live more than a few days.”

Quinn said, “We’ll have dinner out 
tonight. A leisurely one, and then we’ll 
pay a call on Mrs. Barr right after dark, 
as she requested.”

Silk sighed. “I hope she knows some­
thing about the murder, sir.”

' ohe’d better or we’re sunk, Silk. John 



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.”

THE 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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and new I’m dried up, withered, like 
last year’s rose petals and ready to blow 
away.”

Quinn chuckled. “You certainly don’t 
sound withered.”

She laughed. “First of all, I want you 
to understand this, Mr. Quinn. I have an 
inoperable cancer. The best doctors mon­
ey can buy have given me about two more 
weeks of life. Before I die, there is 
something I want you to do for me. You, 
and a friend of yours.”

“A friend of mine?”
“The Black Bat,” she whispered. “Oh, 

I know he works with you. That kind 
of news gets around. Between the two 
of you, what I want accomplished, can 
be done. There is grave danger, espec­
ially for you, because you are blind and 
your opponents are utterly ruthless.”

“Please go on,” Quinn said and showed 
none of his disappointment. He had been 
practically convinced that Lydia Barr 
would provide the badly needed break in 
the John Powell murder case. Now it 
seemed she had summoned Quinn for 
purely personal reasons.

She said, “I’m dying, that’s true, but 
I have more energy left than I let them 
know. I can still get up and walk about, 
after a fashion. But, to our business. 
My father founded and built up the city 
of Barrtown. When he began, it was 
occupied by two hundred and fifty peo­
ple. Now there are more than a hundred 
and fifty thousand souls living there. 
My father controlled its mayor, its banks, 
schools, libraries, hospitals and, most of 
all, the large factories. When he died 
I took over all of it'and did a good job, 
if I do say so myself.”

“I can well imagine you did,” Quinn 
acknowledged.

“Thank you. Things are different 
there now. I want you and the Black 
Bat to go there and clean it up.”

"Clean it up?” Quinn asked vaguely.
“That’s what I said. I can give you 

no details. On the surface that town is 
a model of civic efficiency, but under­
neath it’s shot through with crookedness. 
It has to be ripped open at the seams and 
sterilized. That is what I want you to 
do.”

Quinn whistled softly. “But such a 
matter isn’t for me to undertake. I have 
no authority in your city. If conditions 
are that bad, the governor might be per­
suaded.”

“The governor, my hat,” she snapped.

“He could send a hundred investigators 
there and they wouldn’t learn a thing ex­
cept to believe I’m out of my mind. 
Perhaps you believe that too, Mr. Quinn. 
I’m not. I’m quite sane and I know what 
I’m doing. Barrtown needs to be cleaned 
up. You’re the man to do it. You and 
your friend the Black Bat. You have 
two weeks to find out what is going on 
there, uncover the man or men behind it 
and expose them to justice. Two weeks 
—because by then I’ll be dead and I 
won’t be able to pay you as I intended.”

“Pay me?” Quinn frowned.
“You don’t think I’d ask you to do 

this for nothing, Mr. Quinn? Oh, I 
know you’re a wealthy man and need 
no money. I don’t intend to pay off in 
cash. You do as I say, come back and 
prove to me you have been successful— 
and I’ll tell you who murdered John 
Powell.”

Quinn exhaled slowly. “So you do 
know that.”

SHE NODDED briskly. “I can’t 
sleep. What good is sleep to me 

when that’s all I’ll be doing until eter­
nity pretty soon? Nights I sit in the 
window and think. That night I was 
there. I saw John Powell come into 
view and the person who killed him was 
there too. Want me to prove I know 
this?”

“I’d be interested.”
“I have read every newspaper. There 

isn’t a line about the viciousness of the 
attack on Powell. Nothing about how 
many bullets were fired into him. Well, 
there were six. The killer emptied the 
gun. First the killer shot Powell through 
the chest—twice. Then he stood over 
him and fired two more bullets into his 
head, the last two into his middle. It 
was a revolver, not an automatic. The 
time was 3:52 a. m. John Powell wore 
a light gray topcoat, a brown suit, brown 
shoes, tan hat.”

“That’s enough.” Quinn held up his 
hand. "You saw the crime committed all 
right. It’s your duty to tell me who the 
murderer is. You know that.”

“What do I care about duty?” she 
countered quickly. “I see in this a meth­
od of cleaning up a city which is as much 
a part of me as my own head. I can’t get 
this done by ordinary means. Hiring 
private detectives would do no good. I’ve 
thought of you, and the Black Bat, a 
thousand times and wondered how I 
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could get you interested. Now you’ll do 
my bidding or you’ll never find out who 
killed John Powell.”

“I could place you under arrest.” 
Quinn said half-heartedly.

She laughed. “Arrest me? Mr. Quinn, 
I’m beginning to think you’re more of a 
fool than your record indicates. Arrest 
someone who will die in a matter of 
days. You’re wasting time. Take it or 
leave it.”

“What, exactly, is wrong up there in 
Barrtown?”

“That’s for you to find out. I won’t 
tell you because I can’t. There are rea­
sons. And it’s better if you cut the first 
spadeful of dirt. You’ll be more apt to 
continue the investigation.”

“Suppose you die while I’m up there?” 
Quinn said.

“That’s your hard luck. You could try 
praying for me to last a couple of weeks. 
I’ll last, Quinn. I’ve got more will pow­
er than you can imagine. I’ll last because 
I want to see my town properly cleaned 
up and put back into its former position. 
You will do this for me?”

“It looks as if I have no choice,” 
Quinn said. “You refuse to give me any 
leads at all?”

“I’ll send you to my son-in-law. What 
he does to help you is his affair. Per­
haps he doesn’t even know what is going 
on. I’m tired now. You’d better go. 
Don’t come back until you can tell me 
Barrtown is fit to live in once more.”

She lay down, closed her eyes and dis­
missed the visitors. Silk came to help 
Quinn and they were halfway across the 
room when she spoke again, without 
moving anything but her lips.

“Be careful. They know everything. 
They’ll know you’re coming and they 
will try to kill you. Don’t relax your 
vigilance for a single instant or you may 
be dead before I am.”

They left the room. Nobody was out­
side to meet them. Silk led Quinn to the 
front door. As he opened it, he said, 
“Boy, is that old lady nuts.”

“No, Silk. Her mind is as clear and 
sharp as yours or mine. She’s a crafty 
old lady. Something is wrong at Barr­
town and she’s blackjacking us into 
going there. She knows who killed John 
Powell. I’m sure of it because she isn’t 
a bluffer.”

“Do you mean you’ll go to this town?” 
Silk asked incredulously.

“Yes, I think so.”
.102—2

They were at the street door when 
Silk came to an abrupt halt. “Hey, our 
car has been moved. It’s way down the 
street.”

“Watch it, Silk,” Quinn whispered. 
“I don’t like this.”

CHAPTER II

The Spy

LAYING his game for 
all it was worth, Tony 
Quinn held tightly to 
Silk’s arm and allowed 
himself to be piloted 
along the street. His 
cane tapped the side­
walk, too, and he gave 
every appearance of 
being totally blind. 
Whenever danger 
threatened, Tony

Quinn had to exert every effort to act 
his role. Once it was established that 
he could see, circumstances would rapid­
ly point him out as the Black Bat, that 
hooded crime fighter who was wanted by 
both the police and the men who lived 
by wits, guns and plunder.

The street, for all its fancy residents, 
wasn’t too well lighted. Small trees, not 
more than ten or twelve feet high, had 
been planted and their outspread 
branches were thick with foliage and 
obscured what little glow came from the 
street lamps.

The car evidently had been pushed 
down the street, but not otherwise mo­
lested. Why, Quinn asked himself, 
should anyone have wanted to move the 
car? The answer was quite simple. Some­
body wanted him and Silk to be forced 
to walk down the street and expose them­
selves to an attack.

It came when they passed the service 
entrance to one of the big buildings. 
Quinn, whose hearing was abnormally 
acute, heard the service entrance door 
open and then padding footsteps over­
take them. He nudged Silk who turned 
quickly, but a trifle.too late. The man 
who approached was already swinging 
a club. It looked like a baseball bat. The 
club clipped Silk a glancing blow, slid 
off the side of his head and landed 
against his shoulder. For Silk, that was 
an abrupt end to the battle. He went 
down.

The man swerved to encounter Quinn,
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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 alley. He 
went down it as fast as he could travel.

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

QUINN, 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 stickup, 
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 searing corrosive.



He’d resigned as D.A. and set out to 
find a surgeon who might cure him. Being 
wealthy, he had traveled the world over 
in search of such a doctor, but had met 
only discouragement. Returning, he had 
settled down for a lifetime of darkness, 
but he’d tried to make the best of it. He 
had learned Braille. His fingertips had 
become his eyes. With them he had 
learned how to distinguish objects.

Slowly he had taught himself how to 
differentiate between footsteps until he 
could recognize people before they 
spoke. But all of this was a poor sub-, 
stitute for the life he’d formerly ledC 
Silk had helped a great deal. Once a 
smooth and notorious confidence man, 
Silk had first approached Quinn with 
the intention of robbing him, but had re­
mained to become his servant and best 
friend.

Then Carol Baldwin had come into 
Quinn’s life. She had appeared at the 
house one night with a strange propo­
sition. Her father was a police officer 
who lay dying of a gangster’s bullet. 
He’d followed Tony Quinn’s career in­
tently, and now, on the brink of death, 
believed he might be of some help. A 
doctor had agreed to transfer parts of 
the corneas of Carol’s father’s eyes to 
Quinn’s acid-eaten eyes.

Quinn, desperate enough to attempt 
anything, underwent the operation and 
it proved to be successful. Since then, 
many cures have been effected by similar 
processes, but Tony Quinn’s cure was 
kept a strict secret.

As District Attorney, Quinn had 
learned, the hard way, that the law’s red 
tape, ties the hands of the investigator, 
but never the criminal. Sc he had be­
come the somber-garbed, black-hooded 
criminologist known as the Black Bat, 
a man as daring and ruthless as the best 
crook, a crime fighter who battled crim­
inals with their own weapons. He broke 
the laws often and without the slightest 
qualms.

He had assembled this crime lab and 
studied criminology in all its ramifica­
tions until he was a master at it. In his 
role of the Black Bat he dressed in jet 
black clothing with a tightly fitted hood 
over his head. While this lent a spec­
tacular effect, it was primarily intended 
to shield the tell-tale, acid-caused scars 
around his eyes.

Carol Baldwin joined his band and 
proved that she was clever and cour­

ageous. She was also possessed of a rare 
beauty and Tony Quinn had fallen in 
love with her long ago.

The fourth member of the little band 
was a brute of a man named Butch 
Leary. While his mental powers were 
not as acute as Silk’s, for instance, Butch 
was faithful and a powerful ally. He 
looked like a pug and was one. He had 
practically no neck and a massive head 
that seemed to sit squarely in the middle 
of enormous shoulders. His arms were 
long, and his hamlike hands were incred­
ibly powerful. Butch was no man to 
tackle with bare hands.

IN THE course of tracking down 
criminals, two individuals had come 

to suspect that Tony Quinn was the 
Black Bat. The Police Commissioner was 
one of these, but he realized the astound­
ing benefits resulting from the Black Bat 
and was content to let him operate.

Captain McGrath, on the other hand, 
had taken an oath to run down the Black 
Bat, expose and arrest him. He was con­
fident that Tony Quinn was the marauder 
in black and accused him of it frequent­
ly. But McGrath had no proof and, some­
times, a great deal of doubt. Quinn en­
joyed McGrath’s insistent checking on 
him, was wary of his suspicions and very 
often declared a truce and worked be­
side the doughty, fighting detective.

The Underworld knew and feared the 



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. x

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.”

SHE 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 



a foolish old woman gone balmy on my 
death bed?”

“I think you’re a practical woman, 
blackjacking Tony Quinn into acting for 
you. I respect that sort of a person. He 
summoned me and after listening to his 
story, I never doubted your good inten­
tions. Nor does Mr. Quinn, now. You 
see, somebody tried to kill him when he 
left this apartment.”

“No!” she exclaimed. “Then it’s as 
I feared all along. They have somebody 
watching me. They never did trust me 
because I know too much, and they’re 
afraid because I’m honest and they are 
not.”

“What’s it all about?” the Black Bat 
queried.

She gave him a slow grin. “I’ll tell 
you nothing, and for an excellent reason 
which I will likewise not divulge. But 
in Barrtown is a ring of crime that out­
does anything New York has to offer. 
Both in magnitude and in profits. In 
cleverness it has no equal anywhere. 
Certain men control tl;e town and use 
it for their owfi benefit. How, is for you 
to find out.”

“You are not being very generous 
with information,” the Black Bat com­
plained mildly.

“I can’t talk too much. And remember 
this. Work fast, because I haven’t much 
longer to live and my end of the bargain 
is the truth about a murder that took 
place outside my window. If I’m dead, 
naturally I won’t be able to relate what 
took place.”

“Quinn told me,” the Black Bat said. 
“It’s a hard bargain, but he accepted it 
and so will I. Quinn is going to Barr­
town. I’ll be there also. But we must 
have something to start on.”

“Very well. I’ll give you this warning. 
The men to watch are the Mayor, the 
Chief of Police and his whole force of 
men, the city’s corporation counsel who 
is a smart lawyer, and a real estate man 
named Deering who owns more prop­
erty in that town than I do. I have a 
son-in-law, Lou Varden. He lives with 
my daughter. Then there is my brother, 
Duke Barr. Perhaps he will put you on 
the right trail. But he is not to know 
I sent you.”

“Very well,” the Black Bat arose. “As 
for yourself, I think you will keep your 
end of the bargain—if you can.”

“If I am alive, I’ll tell Quinn who shot 
John Powell to death.”

“Perhaps you may not live as long as 
you think, now that someone here real­
izes you are sending Quinn to Barrtown. 
If this person was willing to risk an 
attack upon Quinn, he may also attempt 
to kill you.”

She laughed harshly. “Anyone who 
would kill me quickly would be doing 
me a favor. I have absolutely nothing to 
lose. But you’re right, of course. I 
probably do need protection. Not for 
my sake, but for Quinn’s. Can you sug­
gest something?”

“A nurse. A girl I trust and who has 
done a little work for me in the past. 
She is capable and certainly has plenty 
of nerve. She’ll be armed and she is a 
crack shot.”

“I’d like to meet her,” Lydia Barr 
chuckled. “Send her along. She re­
minds me of myself in the days when I 
was young.”

“Do you suspect any specific person in 
this household?”

“I suspect them all. My grandson is a 
lazy, pampered hellion who can locate 
more trouble in one evening than anyone 
I’ve ever known. He expects to inherit 
a lot of money from me. Or maybe he 
knows all the strings I’ve attached to his 
inheritance. If he does, he’s apt to obey 
the commands of the crooks from Barr­
town.”

“And—how about your cousin, the in­
valid?”

“I don’t know,” she said slowly. “Ber­
nard seems to like his wheelchair too 
much for an invalid. He can get out of 
it, but for how long I’m not sure. We 
have a male chef also, who used to work 
in a gambling house I ran in my day. 
He’d be very amenable to a little bit of 
bribery.”

“I’ll remember them,” the Black Bat 
promised. “Now I think I’d better leave. 
The nurse will arrive in the morning. 
Say the doctors sent her and insisted you 
keep her.”

Her age-wizened head moved up and 
down slowly.

“Yes—and I shall. I’ll be grateful for 
her services.”

She suddenly realized she was talking 
to herself. The dim blob which had been 
the Black Bat, was gone. She leaned 
back, began to rock gently, and a slow 
laugh came from between her thin, color­
less lips. Old, dying Lydia Barr was 
content.

She was fighting back at last.



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



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.”

BUTCH 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.

Newspapers \in 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
quiries 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.”

One of the men arose and took Butch’s 
fist. Then he raised one leg and pinned

For Silk that blow was the 
end of the battle 

(CHAP. II)



26 
a knee against Butch’s middle. Butch 
tore his hand free, wound up a punch, 
but didn’t deliver it. He’d been held 
just long enough for the second man to 
get around behind him and ply a heavy 
blackjack.

He used plenty of strength behind the 
blow and Butch went down.

There were cuffs encircling his wrists 
when he woke up on the floor. He moved 
his head and saw two pair of feet planted 
beside him. One foot kicked him on the 
temple, and for a moment he thought 
he was heading back into the blackjack 
induced dreamland.

He steadied his spinning senses and 
sat up, unmolested this time. “What’s 
the idea?” he demanded. And then he 
pretended to notice the cuffs for the 
first time. “So that’s it. Coppers.”

“Yeah—coppers,” one of the men 
snapped. “While you were bye-byp, we 
printed you and right now the files are 
being checked. If there’s a record, smart 
guy, you do a hitch that’ll turn you into 
an old man.”

“Smart guy,” Butch grumbled. 
“That’s me. Say, what kind of a town 
is this? A guy makes a play and bingo 
—the cops are on his tail. I don’t get 
it.”

“You will. I’m Sergeant Lanahan and 
my friend is Detective White. We’re a 
reception committee. We’ll show you 
the whole town—on your way out of 
it.”

The phone rang and Lanahan an­
swered. He listened mostly and then 
hung up. “Okay, so you never served 
time or been pinched. Not in this state 
anyway. Get up, you big lunkhead. 
Pack your bag. We’re leaving.”

Butch wondered if he could take both 
of them while his hands were cuffed. 
He decided against it. Mostly because 
he’d learned what he wanted to know, 
and even if he was kicked out of town, 
he’d soon be back. By attacking this 
pair, his return might be made more 
difficult.

He decided to play it close.
They took him downstairs and put 

him in a police car. They drove to the 
garage where his own car was parked. 
He noticed it had been thoroughly 
searched. A uniformed cop, picked up 
from his beat, drove Butch’s car, fol­
lowing Lanahan and White to the out­
skirts.

When they passed the city line, Lana­

han stopped the police car.
He reached into his pocket and took 

out the blackjack. He bent it, slapped it 
against the heel of his hand and grinned 
at Butch.

“You look like an unreasonable guy 
to us. The kind who has to be shown be­
sides told. Take him, Joe.”

Lanahan started to pound him about 
the face with the blackjack, but Butch 
managed to reach out and fasten both 
hands around his throat before Detec­
tive White in the back seat plied his 
sap. He used it energetically and with 
a will.

Things became hazy, but still Butch 
held on.

Lanahan, at least, was going to re­
member a few things too and not just by 
being told.

Lanahan wasn’t slapping him any 
longer. He was tearing at Butch’s 
hands and getting nowhere. Then White 
landed a hard one. Butch’s head lolled 
to one side and he started slipping 
down. Lanahan breathed for the first 
time in a full two minutes. Then he got 
out of the car, dragged Butch out and 
over to a ditch.

THERE was a highway fence in front 
of the gully and they propped Butch 

up against it. Then they went to work 
with their fists.

Finally they tossed him over the fence 
and left him there. Lanahan, out of sheer 
hatred, let the air out of two tires of 
Butch’s car.

Somewhat vaguely, Butch was think­
ing things. There was dirty water in 
the gully and it felt good. He thought 
that Barrtown was a wonderful spot to 
live, but not healthy for an outsider with 
ideas about larceny.

He got up, at last, staggered over to 
the car and studied the two flat tires. 
He grinned out of one side of his mouth. 
It wasn’t a grin that indicated any amuse­
ment. If Sergeant Lanahan could have 
seen that smile, he wouldn’t have slept 
for a week. '

Butch got out a pump and went to 
work. He felt a million years old, sore 
from head to foot and his clothing was 
plastered with blood. His head ached 
hard and his eyes were as bleary as a 
common drunkard’s. But Quinn would 
want a report and Lanahan or not, Butch 
was going to get back. He had plenty to 
tell.



CHAPTER IV

Reception Committee

UINN made all of the 
necessary arrange­
ments to take a few 
days off. By late 
morning he and Silk 
were driving upstate. 
Carol had already re­
ported, by outside 
phone, that she was in­
stalled in the Barr 
household and been 
generally accepted as 

a nurse with no suspicion directed to­
ward her.

Quinn said, “Silk, it’s the darndest 
thing. This town we’re going to happens 
to have one of the best law enforcement 
records in the country. It’s well and 
efficiently policed, taxes are medium, 
elected city officials go back into office 
every election day and appointed em­
ployees settle down to their jobs as if 
for a lifetime. In most cases it seems to 
be. Local elections, even when tied in 
with state and national elections, are a 
thing apart. No local candidate rides 
into office on the coat tails of a governor 
or senator.”

Silk pursed his lips. “You know, sir, 
the name of that town is just odd 
enough to stir my memory. In the old 
days, when I operated as a confidence 
man, I worked it twice—with very un­
satisfactory results. All I recall about 
the place is the fact that it was the bet- 
tingest town I ever came across.” 

“Betting? On what?” 
“Sports mostly, sir. The town is 

sports crazy and it used to draw cus­
tomers from every outlying area. Miles 
of it.”

Quinn was watching the countryside 
as they whizzed by. Here, in the privacy 
of the car, he made no pretence of his 
ability to see.

“In a way,” he said, “that can be ac­
counted for and explained. The town 
has three huge factories and every one 
of them is engaged in the manufacturing 
of sporting goods. They make baseballs, 
footballs, bats, tennis rackets, play­
ground equipment. It’s natural that 
people who work in these factories have 
an earnest interest in sports.”

“Lydia Barr’s father started those 
factories. Is that rights sir?”

“He began the whole town and, at 
one time, owned the whole place from 
its banks down to its pool rooms. The 
family still owns most of it.”

“But what,” Silk asked, “is Lydia 
Barr’s game? What does she want 
cleaned up in a city that’s run honestly 
and is clean?”

“There must be something. Further­
more, Lydia Barr knows what it is, but 
she has a good reason for her reluctance 
to talk. She wants us to discover this 
crime, or whatever it is, and wipe it 
out. She heard, or guessed, that the Black 
Bat worked with me and she informed 
me that she expected the Black Bat to 
take a hand. She also issued a pretty 
grim warning about the danger in­
volved.”

“And somebody in her house knows 
you’re on your way,” Silk mused. “That 
makes it bad if they do have something 
to hide. You don’t think, sir, that Lydia 
Barr’s mind might be slipping? After 
all, she is very, very ill. ”

“Her mind is as clear as a bell. And 
she has us over a barrel. It’s a strange 
way of solving our purely local murder 
of John Powell. But she knows the 
killer, saw him commit the deed and to 
make her talk, we must satisfy her that 
conditions in Barrtown have improved.”

“How can you improve a perfect 
town? That’s what I’d like to know.”

Quinn disregarded that sally. “She 
also told me of two relatives. Lou Var­
den who is married to Lydia’s daughter, 
and her brother Duke Barr. We may 
contact them, but not right away. We’ll 
simply check into a hotel, sit tight and 
see if they make the first move. If they 
try anything, we may be able to deter­
mine from their actions, just how des­
perate they are.”

The largest hotel was a fifteen story 
edifice bearing the name of Barr Inn. 
Half the places in town used the name 
of Barr in some fashion. Quinn eyed 
the policemen carefully.

“Nice l®oking group of men,” he said. 
“Tidy and efficient. You can tell a lot 
about a town by its cops. These boys 
are right on their toes. And those I 
have seen so far, appear to have one 
thing in common. Did you notice?

“They looked like just cops to me, 
sir.”

“They’re all big men. Powerful and 
athletic. Several have broken noses and 
cauliflower ears are as common as 



badges. I’d say they were, for the most 
part, old-time athletes. Boxers and 
wrestlers. That may mean something.”

THEY were gracefully received at 
the hotel and assigned a suite of 

rooms on the fourteenth floor. The mo­
ment they were installed, Quinn sent 
Silk on an' exploring mission. Silk re­
ported that there were two stairways 
leading to the rooftop, an emergency fire 
escape ladder leading off the roof and 
down to within close range of the ad­
joining building which was four stories 
lower in height.

After dinner in the dining room, 
which was comparable to some of the 
best New York had to offer, Silk and 
Quinn went for a stroll. On Silk’s arm, 
holding the white cane with his other 
hand, Quinn moved along slowly and 
while his blank eyes were those of a 
blind man, they observed many things. 
For one thing, he’d never seen so many 
slot machines in his life. Nor machines 
that got a bigger play. There were so 
many he judged they must be protected 
by local ordinance.

After half an hour of this, they turned 
back. Along a busy street, they passed 
a large building and it seemed that 
some sort of a meeting had just broken 
up. Men streamed out onto the sidewalk, 
making walking difficult. Quinn was 
rudely shoved and Silk got himself 
caught between two men. He was pulled 
away from Quinn’s arm. Silk wrested 
himself free and in doing so drove an 
elbow into somebody’s midriff.

Instantly a big hand dropped on his 
shoulder and he was spun around. A 
tough looking pug frowned at him and 
muttered something about not liking 
being shoved around. Silk tried to 
escape. He realized this must be some 
sort of a trick. Quinn was still moving, 
being pushed along by the crowd, and 
Silk was helpless to serve him.

Silk tried to extricate himself again, 
but he was quickly pinned against a 
wall and lectured at length about man­
ners on the streets of Barrtown. Quinn, 
meanwhile, allowed himself to be carried 
along by the throng. He saw a man 
move up to him. The man was carrying 
a tin cup with a looped wire attached 
to the handle. This he wrapped around 
a button on Quinn’s coat. Before he 
took half a dozen more steps, someone 
dropped a coin into it. Then more coins 

clanked into the bottom.
Quinn stopped abruptly with a puz­

zled look on his face. He passed a hand 
down the front of his suit and encoun­
tered the cup. A burly man came close.

“Okay, buddy,” he said, “I feel good 
tonight and I’m no cheap skate.”

A five dollar bill went into the cup. 
Then, as suddenly as it had begun, the 
street was fairly clear. A uniformed 
patrolman on the next corner saw Quinn 
apparently for the first time. He left 
his post and moved fast toward the 
blind man.

He took Quinn’s arm. “Look,” he said, 
“I hate to do this, but we’ve got an 
ordinance against begging. This is a 
pinch so just take it easy. Hey—you 
really blind?”

“I’m terribly confused,” Quinn said 
nervously. “I’m no beggar. Someone 
seems to have hung a tin cup onto my 
clothing and people are putting money 
into it. But I assure you I’m not a 
beggar.”

“Yeah, yeah, it’s okay,” the cop said 
in a kindly voice. “We’ll just amble 
over to headquarters and you can ex­
plain to the lieutenant.”

A car pulled up as they walked down 
the street. Two men jumped out. Both 
had cameras and they quickly maneu­
vered into position. Flash bulbs popped, 
and then the men were gone.

“Boy,” the cop said, “what a town. 
Notice what those reporters just did?”

“I’m afraid I didn’t,” Quinn said in a 
plaintive voice. “I can’t see.”

“I forgot. Well, the reperters as­
signed to cover local crime never have 
anything to do. They got to earn a liv­
ing so they play up little arrests. Like 
the one I’m pulling on you. They just 
took your picture.”

“Oh—that’s bad. Very bad,” Quinn 
said.

“What’s bad about it? Even if they’re 
not very good pictures, you won’t be 
able to see them. Anyway, before 
they’re published, you’ll be out of town. 
We just don’t go for grifters here, even 
blind ones. Nothing personal, mind 
you.”

QUINN maintained a stony silence 
until he was led into police head­

quarters. It was a large, well appointed 
room. There wasn’t even the usual smell 
of antiseptics which had filled every 
police station Quinn had ever been in.



And there seemed to be a large num­
ber of people about. The patrolman led 
Quinn up to the desk. He saluted the 
lieutenant. “I found this guy panhan­
dling, Lieutenant.”

The lieutenant didn’t appear very in­
terested. “Bail two hundred dollars. 
Lock him up.”

“Just a moment,” Quinn said tightly. 
“It’s customary to allow a prisoner 
time to reach into his pocket and pro­
duce the bail set. And courteous to 
permit a prisoner at least a word of 
explanation.”

The lieutenant still looked bored. 
“What’s there to explain? You were 
begging, and that’s a misdemeanor in 
this town. Don’t worry, you’ll be treated 
well.”

Quinn removed a leather case from his 
pocket, reached out and felt along the 
edge of the desk. He snapped open the 
case. The lieutenant gulped, his eyes 
widened and he gasped aloud.

“Well! Imagine that,” he said. “A 
New York D.A.’s badge. Listen, where’d 
you get this?”

“My name is Quinn. I’m a Special 
District Attorney. I doubt very much, 
that you can make a begging charge 
stick, sir.”

Someone ranged himself alongside 
Quinn. A tall, expensively dressed and 
important looking man. He had thin­
ning gray hair, a narrow face and mild 
blue eyes.

He said, “Somebody pulled a boner, 
Lieutenant. I’ve seen photos of Tony 
Quinn. This is he. Blind or not, he 
happens to be one of the smartest D.A.’s 
in the business. If you wish, I’ll vouch 
for him or even go his bail.”

“There’s no bail. No charge or any­

thing else.” The lieutenant took Quinn’s 
hand and folded the fingers around his 
badge case. “All I can say, Mr. Quinn, 
is that I’m sorry, and this is an apology 
from the whole police department. Now 
I wonder why that tin cup was hung on 
you? Maybe it was just a joke. Some 
people get the funniest ideas about what 
is humorous.”

“Don’t they,” Quinn said tightly. 
“Now I’d like to go back to my hotel. 
My valet seems to have disappeared.”

Silk came pounding into headquarters, 
his face crimson, his nostrils flaring in 
anger. He went up to Quinn’s side and 
glared at everyone around. The tall 
man who had sided with Quinn, nodded 
pleasantly.

“Everything is quite all right,” he 
explained. “There was just a little mis­
take. I’m Matt Deering. In the real 
estate business and on the police com­
mission incidentally. Which fact makes 
me thoroughly ashamed of what has 
happened. Mr. Quinn, if all is forgiven, 
I’d like to have you meet Chief Long, 
head of our local Police Department.”

A bulky man in civilian clothes seized 
Quinn’s hand and wrung it energetical­
ly. “My, my,” he chuckled, “what will 
happen to me when I go down to your 
bailiwick, Mr. Quinn? I’m very sorry.” 

“It’s quite all right,” Quinn said. 
“I’m happy to meet all of you.”

He shook hands with a little man who 
had sandy hair, a sandy mustache and 
wore sandy-colored clothing even to 
shirt and tie. He proved to be Felix 
Felice, the city attorney. He joked 
wonderingly about whether Quinn in­
tended to sue the city.

Quinn noticed Silk give a sudden start 
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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,

BEERING 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.”



CHAPTER V

Telephone Number

ILK stepped into the 
corridor, looked around 
and then moved up 
close to the door. A 
pair of fine pliers went 
into the keyhole and 
grasped the key. He 
turned it. Now a 
prowler would be cer­
tain that Tony Quinn 
was inside the room.

At that moment, 
however, the room was empty and the 
Black Bat was maneuvering across the 
roof top for a quick descent along the 
ladder to the roof of the adjoining of­
fice building.

Silk took the elevator to the lobby, 
bought a newspaper and some cigarettes 
and then strolled into the bar. This 
was where he’d meet Butch if the big 
man were able to keep the date.

Butch was there, hunched over the end 
of the bar and giving a pretty good 
imitation of a lone drinker who liked 
only his glass for company. Silk sidled 
up to him.

He saw Butch’s battered face and 
winced at the sight of it. Both he and 
Butch were trained to speak with a min­
imum use of their lips. Butch’s didn’t 
seem to move at all.

He said, “What a party! They threw 
me out of town. No crooks allowed 
here, but there’s something wrong. You 
get a line yet?”

“No. They’ve taken clever action 
against our friend. We’re being watched. 
You can reach our suite through the 
building next door. Get to the roof, 
spot a fire ladder and climb to the roof 
of the hotel. We’re in 1420."

Silk picked up his glass, eyed Butch 
as if he didn’t like to be near him, and 
went to another part of the bar. Butch 
meanwhile was studying the big bar 
mirror. He caught the reflection of 
Sergeant Lanahan, the detective who’d 
all but maimed him for life.

Butch rubbed his chin. There weren’t 
any specific orders on how to act, and 
he was glad of it. He put the glass down 
very carefully, walked across the crowd­
ed room and touched Lanahan’s shoul­
der. The burly detective looked around 
and his face drained of color. He 

reached for the gun under his arm.
Butch’s fingers closed around Lana­

han’s right wrist and twisted it. He 
ripped open the detective’s coat, send­
ing buttons in all directions. He pulled 
out the gun, broke it open and threw the 
bullets far away. Then he handed the 
gun to a bystander.

“When he wakes up, give it back to 
him,” he said amiably.

Lanahan was struggling, but Butch’s 
grip was secure. Butch pushed the de­
tective against a table, grinned widely 
and held him there a second or two.

“Me," he said, “I don’t like guys who 
use saps. I don’t like guys who enjoy 
busting a handcuffed man’s skull open. 
I don’t like you, but I owe you some­
thing. And I pay my debts.”

He dusted Lanahan’s nose with a gi­
gantic fist, pulled back the hand and 
drove in one punch. Lanahan rocketed 
ten feet away and sat down on the floor. 
He didn’t topple over. Somehow he was 
balanced, but he was totally uncon­
scious.

Butch pulled down his sleeve, looked 
around the room and then strolled out. 
In the lobby he saw two men coming at 
him. Butch drove into a charge. With 
both hands, he stiff-armed the pair and 
sent them hurtling aside. Then he 
sprinted onto the street, toward the of­
fice building next door and was inside 
before anyone reached the sidewalk. 
Butch felt good. The aches and pains 
in his body had subsided the instant 
his fist smacked Lanahan.

SILK got out of there, too. He real­
ized Butch would probably head for 

the suite and he’d never get in. Silk 
rode to the fourteenth floor and un­
locked the door. He sat down to wait 
and wondered what luck the Black Bat 
was having.

That shadowy figure was then in the 
act of burglarizing a house on the out­
skirts. The nameplate indicated this 
was where Duke Barr, the brother whom 
Lydia trusted, lived.

Duke Barr, about ten years younger 
than his sister, was a substantial, im­
portant looking man. He was bald, wide­
faced and had a ruddy complexion. He 
wore shell-rimmed reading glasses and 
was hard at work over the desk in his 
study. He saw a shadow materialize on 
the further wall and sat erect. One 
hand moved toward the middle desk
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drawer where there was a gun.

“Don’t be alarmed,” a quiet voice said 
behind him. “I’m the Black Bat.”

Duke Barr turned around slowly. He 
scanned the black-clad figure and there 
was no trace of fear in his eyes. Like 
all the Barrs, he was afraid of nothing.

“What do you want?” he asked. 
“Frankly, I don’t like talking to a man 
who hides behind a mask.”

“There are plenty of people in this 
town who wear masks,” the Black Bat 
said. “You can’t see the mask, but they 
are there, shielding the truth inside 
them. They consist of righteous and 
very innocent expressions. Underneath 
is something highly sinister.”

“Why are you here?” Duke de­
manded.

“Your sister sent me. Lydia Barr.”
Duke’s attitude changed. He leaned 

forward. “All right. If she sent you, 
there’s a reason for your being here. 
My sister is a remarkable woman. Hale 
and hearty at her age. In full possession 
of her mental facilities.”

“Mentally she is very sound, Mr. Barr. 
Physically, she is dying. Have I passed 
your little test?”

“Apparently.” Duke reached for a 
cigar. “Is she suffering?”

“She won’t admit it if she is. As you 
know, she hasn’t much longer to live, 
and before she dies she wants this city 
cleaned up. Ste implied that you could 
be trusted.”

Duke put flame to the cigar and puffed 
slowly on it for a full minute. Through 
a cloud of smoke he said, “Lydia has 
always insisted something is wrong 
here. Myself, I don’t believe it. Nor 
does Lou. Lou Varden, my brother-in- 
law who really gets around. Still, Lydia 
has never been a fool. Have you learned 
anything?”

“I arrived only a very short time ago 
and came directly here, Mr. Barr. I 
hoped to get some information out of 
you. Your sister gave me no indication 
of what to expect.”

“Do you wish me to call Lou? He 
lives here also.”

“I think,” the Black Bat said, “that a 
conference is in order.”

Duke arose and walked to the closed 
door. He turned and shook his head 
doubtfully. “I wish you’d remove that 
mask. Talking to you is like doing busi­
ness with a phantom. But I suppose you 
have reasons. I’ll get Lou.”

He returned in three minutes accom­
panied by Lou Varden. Lou was about 
forty-five, slim, serious faced and toler­
ant looking. His manner was brisk and 
efficient. He had thick brown hair and 
dark, shrewd eyes. For one bare instant 
he seemed alarmed at the sight of this 
black-clad, black-hooded man. Then he 
recovered his poise and sat down.

“So you are the Black Bat,” he said 
slowly. “I thought you were nothing 
more than a legend. Of course, you 
can’t expect me to trust you. Anyone 
could hide behind a mask. ”

“Lydia Barr implied you would be co­
operative, Mr. Varden. I’m here to find 
out what is wrong with this city. I in­
tend to do so, with or without your help. 
It doesn’t make a particle of difference 
to me where the trail leads or against 
whom I have to take action.”

VARDEN glanced at Duke. “You 
know, Duke, I believe him. Mask 

or not, I think we should do all possible 
to assist him.”

“In what?” Duke asked impatiently. 
“He comes here and says he wants to 
uncover something sinister in this city. 
Do you know of anything wrong?”

Varden crossed his legs and ran two 
fingers along the crease in his trousers. 
“Our city, Black Bat, has the lowest 
crime record in the state, maybe the na­
tion. Our taxes are not excessive. Our 
people seem to be happy and prosperous. 
Now does that give the slightest indica­
tion of anything wrong?”

“It does not, and I admit it. Your 
city officials are elected over and over 
again with hardly any opposition. Muni­
cipal financial statements are in perfect 
order. There is no graft.”

“Then what do you expect to find 
here?” Varden demanded.

“Whatever worries you, and Duke 
Barr and his sister. The reason why one 
of the cleverest confidence men in his­
tory happens to be very friendly with 
your so-called excessively honest Police 
Department. Why, when crime is at 
such a low ebb, you have the longest 
list of missing persons I’ve ever seen 
for a city this size. In five years more 
than thirty people have vanished and 
never been found. ”

“People vanish everywhere,” Duke 
objected.

“But there is usually a concentrated 
effort to find them,” the Black Bat said.



“Here they are reported missing, some 
routine questions are asked and that 
ends it. Why?”

Varden uncrossed his legs. “You’re a 
detective of sorts. Why don’t you find 
out? Duke and I don’t know.”

“I intend to, and it seems, without 
your assistance. Lydia was wrong in 
having faith in you two.”

“Now see here,” Duke protested, 
“our family began this city and built it 
up. I’d do anything within my power to

“Perhaps. I don’t remember,” Duke 
said. “Most of our young men are ath­
letes, We import a lot of people good 
at sports too. The city is sports crazy, 
but you can’t blame them. Their liveli­
hoods depend upon sports. The more 
we can promote here, the better.”

Varden started to say something, but 
at that moment the lights went out, 
Duke gave a sharp cry and jumped to 
his feet. Varden didn’t move. They 
heard a window open and then there was

SILK

see that the people are protected. But 
they are. You ran investigate for years 
and find no one with a complaint. How 
can we help you under such circum­
stances?”

“By telling me the identity of some­
one who disappeared recently. That 
would be a starter.”

Duke shrugged. “We don’t know 
these people. They aren’t important. 
I recall that a man named Hanray 
dropped out of sight a couple of months 
ago. He worked at the snow mill. We 
call one of our factories by that name 
because it manufactures sporting goods 
for winter use. He was an amateur 
boxer and did some wrestling too. Not 
very good at either.”'

“And the others? Were they athletes 
too?”

silence. After a moment Duke went to 
the light switch beside which the Black 
Bat had been standing. He snapped it 
on. They both blinked and looked 
around the room. They were the only 
people in it.

Varden said, “He makes dramatic 
exits. What do you think, Duke?”

“I don’t know,” Duke said. “Person­
ally he frightens me.”

“Do you think Lydia really sent 
him?”

“No, I don’t. She has more sense. But 
that man, whoever he is, can turn this 
city inside out. I’m not sure whether or 
not I look forward to the prospect.**

“Nor I,” Varden commented. They 
both walked out of the room and as 
their voices receded, a figure in black 
stepped from behind full length and 



heavy draperies.
The Black Bat went over to the desk 

at which Duke Barr had been working. 
He bent down and looked at the tele­
phone on the desk, especially at the 
phone number placed under its plastic 
shield.

It was the same number someone 
from Lydia Barr’s apartment had 
phoped.

CHAPTER VI

Corpse Bait

HE Black Bat kept to 
the darker streets. He 
felt safer in this town 
than in New York for, 
as Tony Quinn, he 
wasn’t as well known 
here. With the hood 
replaced by the black 
hat, he looked like any 
ordinary citizen from 
a fair distance. At
closer range, the all 

black clothing would have aroused some 
interest, but the Black Bat took care that 
no one came too close.

He found a small tobacco store, closed 
for the night. He stepped into the door­
way, manipulated the lock with a slim 
piece of flexible metal and soon had the 
door open. He went in, relocked the 
door behind him and moved unerringly 
through the darkness to the phone 
booths. There he checked the phone 
book for the name of Hanray, unusual 
enough so there wouldn’t be many. 
There was only one. He also found a 
city map and studied it, getting a good 
idea how the city was laid out and the 
location of Hanray’s last address.

He wondered how Silk and Butch 
were getting along, but resisted the 
temptation to phone the hotel. The 
wire might be tapped. It was after 
midnight now, and about all he had to 
guard against were patrolmen. People 
seemed to retire early here.

On his way to the Hanray address the 
Bat saw posters announcing the fight 
bill at the stadium. He passed that 
building on his way, and marveled at 
the size of it. And through his mind 
filtered the idea that everything seemed 
to hinge on sports. The welfare of the 
town, the amusement of its citizens, the 
fact that some of the missing people 

were engaged in sports.
He guessed that while gambling 

houses were strictly taboo, there was 
probably more betting here than any­
where. Almost every night some sports 
event was in progress. He recalled the 
many slot machines and wondered about 
them. If more important gambling 
wasn’t allowed, why these machines? 
Was the control of them that mysterious 
something which caused Lydia Barr to 
force an investigation? The Black Bat 
doubted it. While slot machines were 
a source of enormous profit, he had an 
idea the stakes behind whatever .was 
wrong with this town, would be much 
greater.

Hanray’s address proved to be in a 
modest, quiet section. The street was 
lined with small one-family homes. The 
yards were cluttered with toys, sprin­
klers and canvas chairs. It was a typi­
cal workers’ settlement, clean and 
friendly.

At this hour nothing stirred. The 
Black Bat was practically invisible as 
he slipped through the darkness. He 
stopped behind Hanray’s white and 
brown home, to tuck the black hat away 
and replace it with the hood. He also 
took time to check his gun.

He knew every move he made from 
now on was filled with danger. The spy 
at Lydia Barr’s apartment had phoned 
the house where Duke Barr and Lou 
Varden lived. Both of these men knew 
the Black Bat was very apt to investi­
gate this man Hanray, who’d been miss­
ing.

The Black Bat found a window open 
at the rear of the bungalow. He raised 
it higher, swung up and over the sill 
and found he was in a living room. It 
was dark and empty. He reached the 
tiny hallway and saw two hats hanging 
on a clothes tree. One was battered and 
oily, as if worn to work. The other 
was a cheap felt, fairly new, and both 
were the same headsize. Whoever wore 
them had a small head.

The Black Bat moved toward the 
rear of the house again where he knew 
the bedrooms were located. One had the 
door wide open and someone was 
stretched out on the bed. The Black Bat 
stepped up to it and wakened the sleep­
ing man by gentle taps on the cheek.

THE man opened his mouth to let 
out a screech, but the Black Bat’s 



gloved hand covered his lips. He said, 
“Take it easy. I’m not here to harm you. 
I wantz to help in finding the Hanray 
who disappeared.”

The Black Bat removed his hand. 
Though the darkness he was examining 
this man carefully. It was now two in 
the morning and if he was a hard work­
ing sort, he must have been in bed for 
three or four hours. Yet he didn’t look 
too sleepy. Being awakened like that 
would naturally make any man wide 
awake, but there’d be traces of sleep in 
his eyes, at least faint marks of the pil­
low on his face.

“Who-who are you?” the man asked.
“The Black Bat. I want to find Han­

ray, the man who vanished. Are you re­
lated to him?”

“Brother. How come you’re interested 
in him?”

“There is no time for questions. What 
were the circumstances under which he 
disappeared?”

“He-he was a boxer. Never got fur­
ther than the prelims, but he was fairly 
good. Five weeks ago he battled Ziggy 
Trent. He lost. He never came home. 
Just disappeared. He told me he tried 
to win real hard, but Ziggy was too 
good for him.”

“He did,” the Black Bat commented 
dryly. “Now if he vanished right after 
the fight, how did he happen to tell you 
he tried to win? Do you know where 
he is?”

“No. No, I don’t know. He disap­
peared, that’s all.”

“I think you do know. Your brother 
is afraid of something. You’re afraid 
of the same thing. He might talk to me, 
and I can remove the cause of this fear. 
Where is he?”

“You ain’t a cop or anything like 
that?”

“I assure you any police officer would 
be delighted to arrest me. Talk!”

“He’s hiding at the old inn just over 
the city line. It’s called the Iron Kettle, 
but it got on fire a couple of years ago 
and it was never fixed up. Honest, I can’t 
tell you anything more. I bring him stuff 
to eat. He won’t say a word to me. Just 
says it’s better if I don’t know.”

“Thank you,” the Black Bat said. 
“Keep this quiet.”

He stepped out of the room, closed 
the door and hurried toward the window 
through which he had entered. On his 
way he glanced at the hats in the hall- 
'102—5/' 

way. They certainly were not meant to 
fit the head of the mdn he’d just in­
terviewed. There was a mild grin trac­
ing the Black Bat’s lips.

This alleged brother was someone 
planted there. The Black Bat was being 
tricked into a visit to this abandoned inn 
at some outlying section. He saw the 
garage at the rear of the house and en­
tered it. There was a cheap sedan in­
side. Its radiator was very hot. With 
another grin, he opened the garage doors, 
got behind the wheel and stepped on 
the starter. He drove away, made plenty 
of noise doing it and went around the 
block. When he came past the house 
again, it was still in darkness. The man 
he’d talked to must have heard the car 
being stolen and yet he’d raised no alarm.

The Black Bat remembered from his 
study of the map, how to reach the 
North Highway out of town. He and 
Silk had driven into town via the South 
Highway and he’d noticed no abandoned 
inn so he reasoned it was to the north.

When he passed the place, it was at a 
fifty-five mile an hour clip but he had a 
good look at it—a two story wooden 
structure with its rear gutted by fire. 
He pulled off the road half a mile 
further on, left the car there and made 
his way across fields and pasture land 
to the rear of the inn.

>/EVERYTHING was eerily quiet. He 
i drew his gun and snapped the safety 

to the off position. Getting into the 
place was simple. The whole back of it 
seemed to be wide open.

The Black Bat purposely knocked 
down an old burned through board. 
Then he ducked and his eyes swept out 
over the night enclosed area to the rear. 
He saw nothing move. If this was a trap, 
they were being very cagey about it.

He was soon blocked by a closed door. 
One that seemed to have been installed 
since the fire because it bore no traces 
of the flames’ ravaging. And it was 
stout. The Black Bat turned the knob 
and discovered the door was not locked. 
He opened it and picked up a bit of 
charred wood to use as a wedge. This 
held the door wide in case he had to 
make a fast exit.

Then he saw the man seated near 
one of the front windows. He was 
merely outlined, and to average eyes 
would have been unrecognizable. The 
Black Bat made out his features, hair
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coloring and even the color of his wide 
open and staring eyes.

The man seemed to be quietly wait­
ing, but the Black Bat knew he was 
dead. Quite automatically, the Black 
Bat started toward the corpse, but 
stopped cold. In approaching, he’d come 
within range of the window and he had 
an idea once his silhouette flashed across 
the window, that would be the signal 
for all hades to break loose.

Therefore, he doubled up and kept 
below the window, even resorting to a 
crawl as he neared the body. The man 
had been stabbed to death, and he was a 
stranger. The Black Bat managed to 
rifle the pockets. He found enough to 
identify the man as Roper Sterling, the 
con-man whom Silk had recognized.

Sterling, the Black Bat guessed, was 
a better con-man than a psychologist, 
for the moment he revealed that Silk 
would and probably had, known him, he 
was doomed. Now, more than ever, the 
Black Bat realized that some very im­
portant scheme lay behind the camou­
flage of perfect government and a crime­
less city that represented Barrtown.

There was nothing among the dead 
man’s possessions which revealed in the 
slightest what this scheme was. One 
thing was quite certain, Hanray could 
not be hiding here. The chance that he’d 
committed this kill was remote. In the 
first place, anybody like Roper Sterling 
wouldn’t have made a rendezvous of a 
deserted, burned out building. Second­
ly, Hanray would have left some trace 
of his presence and there was none.

The Black Bat backed away quietly. 
From a distance he surveyed the scene 
again. Somehow this was a trap and 
ready to be sprung. He was meant to 
give away his presence by tripping a 
signal of some sort. His uncanny vision 
penetrated the gloom, looking for what­
ever trigger had been arranged.

Then he noticed that the corpse was 
seated in a chair which tilted backwards 
a trifle. Under the front leg of the chair 
were bits of wood. If it was approached 
from the front and the corpse handled 
from that angle, the chair would tip 
over. Only the fact that the Black Bat 
had worked from the side and operated 
with gentle hands, had saved him from 
setting off the alarm.

Someone would be outside, waiting 
and watching. When the corpse moved, 
so would the lurking killers outside.

It was crude but effective enough, the 
Black Bat realized.

He reached the door which he had left 
open and peered outside. If the place 
was surrounded, the men hugged the 
ground hard for he saw no signs of them. 
They were probably concentrated at the 
front of the place and depending upon 
quick action to get the Black Bat, rather 
than attempts to surround him. Per­
haps they even knew of his proficiency in 
spotting situations like this and took 
pains that no clues would be scattered 
around for him to detect.

The Black Bat saw an old keg lying 
on its side. He moved it into position 
and set the thing rolling in the direction 
of the chair. A nudge -would topple it 
over. Then he raced away into the night, 
as silently and invisibly as a spectre.

He was fifty feet away when the guns 
opened up. The deadly chatter of ma­
chine-guns, was interspersed with the 
duller boom of riot rifles, and all the 
bullets were concentrated upon the vi­
cinity of that front window.

THE BLACK BAT laughed harshly 
as he kept on running to where his 

car was parked. The trap had been 
sprung without a victim and it would 
take those men a little while to discover 
that fact. While they were discovering 
it, the Black Bat had something to do.

Driving away at high speed, he lo­
cated a side road, went down it and cut 
back to the main higliway. In fifteen 
minutes the car was parked near the 
home of Hanray, the missing pugilist. 
The Black Bat used the same means of 
entry.

This time there were lights in the 
kitchen and the front hall and a third 
hat hung from the clothes tree. It 
matched the others in size and was also 
worn and dirty—a second work hat.

• Taking no chances, the Black Bat drew 
his gun, opened the kitchen door and 
after the man at the kitchen table had 
a look at him, the lights went out.

“Keep your voice down and don’t 
move,” the Black Bat warned. “Take 
your hand off that bread knife. I can 
see every move you make. I’m the Black 
Bat, and this is the second time I have 
been here tonight.”

“The—second?” the man questioned 
vaguely.

“On my first visit I found someone 
supposedly asleep in your bedroom. Do
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you keep boarders?”
“Somebody asleep. . . . Look, no one 

was in here.”
“You work late, don’t you? If you’d 

returned earlier or my first visit had 
been later, I think you’d have been 
knocked out. There was such a man 
here and he sent me on a chase which 
ended in a trap. You are the real broth­
er of the fighter called Hanray?”

“Yes. He is my brother Bill. I’m 
Hank.”

“Good. What happened to your broth­
er?”

"I don’t know. I think he ran away. 
Before his last fight he was scared of 
something. Acted very nervous and for 
awhile I didn’t think he was even going 
into the ring.”

“What happened the night of the 
fight?”

“I don’t know. The odds were on 
Bill. He wasn’t so bad. Not a first rater 
maybe, but okay for the next to last 
bout. He stopped one after about two 
minutes of the first round, and he went 
down like a log. He ran smack into the 
punch. It wasn’t even meant to floor 
him, but it did.”

“And the betting was all on your 
brother?”

“No. The heavy stuff went on the other 
guy. My brother was getting a little old,

flabby and winded easy. But I figured 
he could take this palooka without much 
trouble and so did he—at first.”

“Do you think he lost the fight pur­
posely?”

“No, sir. The way I see it he was 
ducking a left jab and ran smack into a 
roundhouse right. One of those punches 
wound up and swung more for effect 
than the damage they do on account of 
the other guy can see ’em coming a mile 
away.”

“So your brother may have lost the 
fight accidentally and the betting was 
on him. What odds?”

“Three to one. What are you driving 
at, mister?”

“I don't know yet, but what you have 
told me may provide the opening wedge. 
Your brother didn’t come home that 
night?”

“I never saw him after they lugged 
him out of the ring.”

“No letters, phone calls? He had no 
specific reason for ducking out of sight?”

“None. I waited a couple of days and 
then I told the cops. They said they’d 
look around for him and hinted he might 
be hanging around bars and staying 
drunk after being beaten like that. Only 
he didn’t drink. He acted like he did, 
but that was because he’d been punched 
around too much.”



“Very well,” the Black Bat said. “Now 
understand this. If certain people know 
I have interviewed you, or even guess 
it, I wouldn’t give a dime for your life. 
I haven’t been here, you have no idea 
someone was in your home posing as 
you. All you do know is you came home 
from work, made yourself something to 
eat and then went to bed. Nothing hap­
pened.”

“Sure. I understand. And I’m taking 
your advice. I read enough about you 
to know you don’t bluff or lie. You think 
my brother was knocked off, maybe?”

“I’m quite certain of it.”
“And I had a feeling all along. Yes, 

sir, I said Bill never stayed away like 
that. I figured maybe he was dumped in 
a lake or something. I don’t want any 
of the same treatment so I’ll be care­
ful— Hey—hey, where are you?”

Hank Hanray had been talking to him­
self for the last minute or two. He 
shuddered, snapped on the lights and 
went back to his food. But he had no 
appetite. He sat there, staring at the 
table.

CHAPTER VII

Man Who Lied

IA THE roof and lad­
der route, the Black 
Bat was soon at the 
hotel. Silk and Butch 
were waiting tensely.

Stripped of the som­
ber regalia which Silk 
promptly secreted in 
a cleverly constructed 
slot in the largest suit­
case, Tony Quinn sat 
down and relaxed. He 

gave them a full story of what had hap­
pened.

“I didn’t see the men who sprung that 
trap,” he added, “because the neighbor­
hood was distinctly unhealthy, and I 
went away as fast as possible. But be­
cause of the types of guns used, I’m sure 
they were local police. It would have 
been a perfect set-up. The dead con- 
man and the Black Bat riddled. The 
local cops could say they were tipped 
that the Black Bat had murdered a man. 
That he was trapped, fought back and 
was exterminated.”

“They certainly mean business,” Silk 
said acidly.

“Indeed. Butch, what happened to 
you?”

Butch related his experience with the 
two detectives. Quinn thought that over, 
adding it to his store of information.

He said, “They don’t want crooks and 
crime here under any circumstances. 
You asked around, acting like a crook on 
the make. This was reported and you 
were escorted out of town on a figurative 
rail. They’re trying to keep the town as 
crime free as possible and doing an 
excellent job of it. They have a reason 
for this.”

“I know what it is,” Silk said. “They 
want no competition.”

“In a way, yes. Mainly though they 
wish to keep the citizens happy and con­
tented. Appreciative of good govern­
ment so the same people will be elected to 
office over and over again. Why? The 
official positions of these politicians are 
necessary to the promotion of what­
ever scheme they operate, and I think I 
know what it is.”

“If you ask me,” Butch broke in, “it 
has to do with sports. I never saw such 
a sports nutty town in my life. Men­
tion a fighter’s name and six guys will 
give you odds on his next scrap.”

“Yes, that’s quite correct,” Quinn ad­
mitted. “I believe that your confidence 
man friend, Silk, was brought here to 
supervise or organize the crooked angles 
of the scheme. His usefulness was used 
up long ago and when he offered danger 
because you might know him, he was 
sacrificed.”

Silk smoked quietly for a moment. 
“Sterling was perfect in rigging big 
stuff, laying the groundwork for some 
colossal gyp. He knew just how people 
would react, and he could pick a sucker 
better than any man I ever knew. In 
some way the people of this town are 
being gypped and they don’t even know 
it.”

“We’re going to tell them,” Quinn 
said quietly. “As soon as we have the 
facts. Which are sadly lacking to date. 
Their plans concern sports. The massive 
arena, the very natural instinct for sports 
in this town, all add up to^this. There 
have been an unusually large number of 
people reported missing of late. Almost 
all of them men and a large number 
were fighters or wrestlers. I think they 
were probably done away with.”

“But you can’t hide all those bodies,” 
Butch orotested.



“You could if you had the right kind 
of backing. Remember, these people run 
this town and supervise everything in 
it. That probably includes cemeteries.”

“I ran across a crematory yesterday,” 
Butch said. “Big place near one of the 
graveyards.”

“Then, possibly, we have the answer. 
We need the proof. Getting it will be 
hard and dangerous. They know we’re 
here and why we came. They have al­
ready pulled a few strings and they’ll 
go much further to stop us. Therefore, 
we have to take the initiative.”

“You name it,” Silk offered hope­
fully.

“There is a fight tomorrow night. 
Butch, you have to move carefully. It 
was bad business slugging Lanahan, but 
I hardly blame you. Silk, you will help. 
Both of you will wander around tomor­
row, getting the low-down on the fight. 
I want to know what sort of men are 
fighting the main bout. What the odds 
are and who the favorite is. The quick­
er I have that information, the faster 
we can plan our strategy.”

Silk shook his head from side to 
side. “It would be risky for me to ask 
too many questions, sir. Unless you 
mean I should put on one of those dis­
guises I used to wear in the old days 
when I made my living as a con-man.”

“That’s exactly what I mean, Silk. 
You wore those so -often they became 
second nature to you. They are more 
of a personality than a disguise. So 
get them out. You will recall I told you 
to bring them along.”

“They are in the same secret slot with 
your black clothes,” Silk said.

“Good. Butch, you’d better stay here 
for the night, but get going before dawn. 
Find a hideout until things begin buzz­
ing around town, and then start your 
campaign. Report here after dark but 
early enough so that we can take meas­
ures if we decide tomorrow night’s fight 
has anything to do with what we’re try­
ing to find out.”

WHEN Tony Quinn woke up the 
next morning, Butch was gone and 

Silk was busy supervising a room service 
waiter who brought two breakfasts. It 
was after ten o’clock. Quinn took a 
shower, put on a robe and sat down to 
eat. He rumpled his already mussed hair 
and grinned at Silk.

“You slept late, sir,” Silk said.

“We’re on a vacation. Besides, I’ll 
bet you weren’t up too early yourself.”

Silk passed over the morning news­
paper after first glancing at the window 
shades to be certain they were drawn 
far enough so no prying eyes could see 
blind Tony Quinn reading.

Squarely in the center of the front 
page was the shot of Tony Quinn, held 
by a cop and with the tin cup hanging 
from the coat button. It wasn’t a very 
flattering picture and the expression on 
Quinn’s face was pathetic.

“My gosh,” Quinn grunted. “Do I 
look like that? And the article! Silk, 
it’s a brief masterpiece of sarcasm. It 
relates how I was hauled to the police 
station, how I received official apologies 
and then, as the final punch, it goes on 
to say that the police were quite proper 
because I am a blind man.”

“Nasty stuff,” Silk opined. “The edi­
tor who passed that has a heart made 
of dry ice.”

Quinn laid the newspaper down and 
tackled his grapefruit with gusto. “The 
editor of that newspaper, Silk, is part 
and parcel of this whole scheme of 
things. They’d be certain to have the 
papers on their side. Read the sports 
pages.”

Silk opened the paper and whistled. 
“Say, fully one half of this rag is de­
voted to sports! Two full pages on the 
fight tonight. Seems this man Maloney 
is the favorite. His picture and that of 
Hudak, his opponent, are side by side. 
Between the pair I’ll take Firpo.”

Quinn looked intently at the pictures. 
“This man Maloney seems familiar. I 
can’t place him, but he’s been around 
and not in very good company. Well, 
he outclasses Hudak in weight and meas­
urements anyway. They make that plain 
enough.”

Silk turned the page. “Tomorrow 
night wrestling and basketball. I won­
der if the movies do any business in this 
town?”

Quinn sipped his coffee, lit his pipe 
and leaned back. “Suppose,” he said, 
“you find out. Work it this way. Dis­
guise yourself, slip out and return as 
a prospective guest. Check in and in 
that way we’ll have a room for Butch 
and also provide you with a reason for 
being around when you’re disguised.”

Silk arose. “I’d better walk out of 
here as myself-. Then, if you have visi­
tors, you can say I’m on an errand. I’m 



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 
offer 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?

MORE direct action had been taken 
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.”



“Do you mind telling me what that 
reason is, Mr. Quinn?”

“Perhaps I do. Why should you ask?”
Varden pursed his lips for a moment. 

’‘Because this is my city, Mr. Quinn. 
Yes, mine. My wife’s people founded 
it and brought it up to its present im­
portant status. Anything that has to do 
with Barrtown or its people, concerns 
me. And when a New York District 
Attorney, noted for his handling of im­
portant crime cases, pays us a visit, then 
something is in the wind.”

“Your mother-in-law told you noth­
ing?”

“Only that you swore her to silence, 
and she was respecting her oath. She 
told me what information I wanted must 
come from you.”

“Did you ever know a man named 
John Powell?” Quinn asked bluntly.

Varden sat erect, as if someone had 
prodded him hard in the back. His face 
became gray, his eyes haunted. He re­
covered his wits by sheer will power.

“I—-do not know such a man,” he lied.

CHAPTER VIII

The Black Bat’s First Move

UINN carefully felt for 
his coffee cup, raised 
it to his lips and drank. 
He said, “I’m here in 
connection with the 
murder of John Powell. 
Official business, and I 
am not in a position to 
release my informa­
tion. I’m sorry.”

“Someone in Barr­
town murdered this

man, then?”
“Perhaps. Let’s say the trail led here, 

and I followed it.”
Varden nodded heavily. “I’ll have 

our police department cooperate in 
every way, Mr. Quinn. Every city official 
is at your service. But how is my moth­
er-in-law involved? Can you tell me 
that?”

“She lives close by the scene of the 
crime. I thought she might know some­
thing. Evidently she did not. As for 
being helped by your police, no thanks. 
I’ve already enjoyed their assistance.”

“Yes, I know.” Varden flushed a dull 
pink. “I’m sorry about that.”

“Tell me,” Quinn asked, “why you 
have undertaken to talk with me and not 
Lydia Barr’s brother. She referred me 
to him, incidentally, and I intend to see 
him soon.”

Varden said, “Because I’m a closer kin 
to the Barr family than Duke. He isn’t 
really Lydia’s brother. Her father adopt­
ed him when his parents were killed 
in a factory accident. Duke legally uses 
the name, but insists that all family mat­
ters be handled by Lydia, my wife or 
myself.”

Quinn asked Varden to signal a waiter 
for the check. Then he added, “Con­
sider the whole matter closed, Mr. Var­
den. I may not need any help from any­
one.”

Quinn paid the check and began to 
arise. Varden put a hand on his shoulder 
and urged him back into the chair. “I’ve 
one more question to ask, Mr. Quinn. 
You know the Black Bat, of course.”

“Yes. It so happens there is a war­
rant for his arrest which I hope will 
never be used. The Black Bat has been
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of very important help to me. Why do 
you ask?”

“The Black Bat is in town. He visited 
Duke and me last night. Is he working on 
this Powell murder case too?”

Quinn showed surprise. “Why, not 
to my knowledge. The case happens to 
be more or less routine, something the 
Black Bat seldom takes a hand in. Did 
he ask about Powell?”

“No. And I’m not at liberty to tell 
you what he wanted to know. I’m sorry 
you don’t want to cooperate. We could 
help you.”

“Perhaps, though I doubt it. Will you 
lead me to the elevators, please? My 
man is doing a bit of work for me, and 
I’m alone.”

Quinn left Varden a frowning, deeply- 
puzzled man. Back in the suite, Quinn 
was puzzled too. Knowing that Duke 
Barr wasn’t a blood relation was inter­
esting, but he thought that Varden had 
been almost eager to impart this news. 
At any rate, he had them guessing.

Half and hour later, Quinn had an­
other visitor. The Chief of Police who 
offered his excuse for calling as a formal 
apology for the tin cup incident. But 
he soon got around to the Powell mur­
der, admitting that Varden had told him 
about Quinn’s mission.

“I don’t want to seem officious,” the 
Chief said, “but up here you have no 
authority, Mr. Quinn. No standing and 
no right to go about questioning our 
citizens. You understand it is for their 
protection that I insist you inform me of 
your intended actions.”

Quinn laughed. “When I’m ready to 
make an arrest, I’ll certainly let you 
know, Chief. I don’t intend to upset the 
routine of your department. And I’d 
like a favor in return for the mistake 
your men made last night.”

“Whatever you like.” The Chief 
looked hopeful.

“Someone asked me if I’d enjoy at­
tending the fights tonight. I would but 
tickets are hard to get.”

“Would you tell me what enjoyment 
a blind man gets out of a fight?”

“Not at all. I could see once, years 
ago. I was a fight addict in those days. 
I like to hear the slap of leather. Be­
sides, my man gives me a rapid-fire de­
scription of what goes on. A blind man, 
chief, can enjoy many more things than 
you’d imagine.”

The Chief got up ponderously. “I’ll 

see that a pair of the best are sent at 
once. And don’t forget—see me if you 
run into any difficulties with this murder 
case. I’d hate to think there was a killer 
loose in town. We haven’t had a mur­
der in years. There was one last night, 
but just beyond our city limits so it 
isn’t our headache.”

Quinn turned on the radio again. Be­
fore long Silk would return with news. 
Then, immediately after dark, Butch 
would appear. That is they might return. 
If they muffed, they were very likely 
never to be seen again. Quinn hadn’t for­
gotten that amazingly long list of un­
solved disappearances.

He also began to realize that the mur­
der of John Powell, until now completely 
alien to what went on in Barrtown, had 
taken a sudden turn and seemed directly 
connected. Perhaps the secret behind it 
explained Lydia Barr’s reluctance to 
talk.

WHEN Silk returned, he had sore 
feet and meagre information. “I 

checked into the hotel as C. C. Rodney 
and I’ve got the key to Room 1021. I 
disguised myself as that straw-haired, 
sun-tanned country boy. I toured the 
city and bet—small sums in keeping with 
my disguise. The odds are on Maloney 
three to one. You can bet on Hudak and 
there seems to be some activity there, 
but Maloney is slated to win.”

“Any specific reason why, Silk?”
“Hudak has broken training. He’s 

been around town drinking and chasing 
generally. He broke training camp four 
days early and was well oiled as recent­
ly as last night. The wise boys figure it 
will show up. Anyway, Maloney out­
classes him.”

“What about other recent fights? Did 
the favorite always win?”

“Fifty-fifty. I looked for any chance 
of fixed fights and I can’t find any, sir. 
If crooks backed all these exhibits, their 
man would always win. The one with 
the long odds. That hasn’t been con­
sistently true.”

“But it did happen?”
“Oh, yes. Many times. Lots of money 

changed hands after every fight. They 
take their sports seriously here.”

“What about other sports?”
“Just the same. Heavy betting and 

always a favorite. The odds are not 
even very often.”

“Well. Butch will be along soon. Per-



haps he learned something more definite. 
He knows the fight racket and how to 
get about with the people who live by 
it.”

Quinn went on to tell Silk about his 
visitors. At seven, Butch returned and 
was enthusiastically grateful for the 
room Silk had rented. He reported sub­
stantially the same as Silk.

“Hudak busted training plenty. But 
for my dough Hudak is the best man. 
This guy Maloney is a punk. The way 
he won his last three fights looked like 
set-ups to me. Hudak wins the hard way 
and he took an awful beating his last 
bout. Busted training then too.”

“He must break training very openly,” 
Quinn mused. “That’s a suspicious an­
gle. What else on Maloney?”

“It cost me a little dough,” Butch 
grinned, “but I found an old-time boxer 
and fed him booze all afternoon. He 

acter and crooked as a pig’s tail.”
It took Silk twenty minutes, but he 

returned with the necessary information. 
Chuck Malloy had been released from 
prison a year and a half ago and then 
promptly dropped out of sight in viola­
tion of his parole. No amount of search­
ing had uncovered a trace of him, and 
he had four more years to do because of 
his failure to report.

He’d been sent up with a gangster­
killer named McHale who was still in 
prison.

Quinn slapped the arm of his chair. 
“The break we needed. The chance to 
prove what I think is happening in this 
city. Butch, can you get to Maloney 
quickly—and privately?”

“Sure, with some luck. He has never 
been fussy about who he sees. I know 
where he lives. Of course, it’s kind of 
close to fight time so he may have a lot
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talked a lot. From what he said, Maloney 
did time once and right after he arrived 
in town, he had some plastic surgery 
done on his face. Funny too, because he 
wasn’t half as battered looking when 
he showed up. Ever hear of a guy having 
his nose busted and his ears spread all 
over his face and paying for it?”

Quinn said, “Silk, hand me this morn­
ing's newspaper and a pencil. Hurry. 
I’ve got an idea.”

Quinn blacked in new outlines for 
the pugilist’s ears and straightened his 
nose with a few lines. Then he studied 
the picture from several angles. Finally 
he reached for the telephone, hesitated 
and took his hand away.

“It’s probably tapped. Silk, go to the 
lobby, buy a newspaper and see if you 
can slip into a phone booth. Or wait— 
they won’t have the line to that room you 
took today wired. Go down there. Phone 
McGrath. Tell him who you are and ask 
if he knows what ever happened to 
Chuck Malloy. Get a complete file on 
Chuck and get it fast. We’re working 
against time.”

Silk hurried away. Butch became very 
intense. “You think this guy Maloney 
was Chuck Malloy, maybe?”

“I’m sure of it. The face looked fa­
miliar, but those blossoms for ears and 
the twisted nose threw me off. It’s Chuck 
all right. He used to be a ham fighter. 
In between stickup jobs. A mean char- 

of the boys around him and he’ll be 
leaving for the stadium in about an 
hour or so.”

Quinn said, “Do this. Take a chance 
and leave the hotel openly. Go to a 
phone outside and call Maloney. Tell 
him you’re Steve McHale and you just 
got out of prison. Tell him you need 
money and you’ve bet heavily on him. 
That he’d better win. That you are send­
ing one of your best boys around to see 
that he wins. The boy will be you. Ma­
loney will be too excited to detect any 
similarity in the voice you use on the 
phone and the one you use as McHale’s 
boy.”

“But I figure that Maloney is bound 
to win anyhow,” Butch said.

“This is a colossal gyp, handled so 
carefully that a hundred and fifty thous­
and people get taken for a ride any time 
the gang wishes it. And they haven’t the 
faintest idea they’ve been cheated. The 
build-up is not for Maloney, but against 
Hudak and I think Maloney has orders 
to take a dive.”

"You mean all the fights and the rest 
of the sports are rigged?”

“That’s what I think and we may prove 
it. Once we do, then our job is to track 
down the mastermind behind it. But 
first we must make certain of our ground 
and that becomes your job.”

“I’m on my way,” Butch said. “And 
I know just how to handle this bum.”



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 cauliflowered 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.”

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.”

BUTCH 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 



to lose it. I’d be sore enough to take you 
apart little by little. Won’t be much left 
for the parole boys to pick up, but if 
that’s the way you want ft.”

Butch walked out, glanced casually at 
the curious eyed handlers outside and 
then continued on to the stadium. He 
had a ticket, was one of the first to en­
ter and made it his business to find a 
spot from which he could easily slip 
down the aisle and reach any corner of 
the ring. He had an idea that if Maloney 
saw him, he’d think twice about losing 
the fight.

Hudak swaggered down the aisle to be 
greeted by cat-calls. It was clear he 
wasn’t the favorite.

Hudak was a huge, big muscled man 
who looked slow. He waved clenched 
hands above his head, seemed to enjoy 
the boos and finally went to his corner. 
Then a vast cheer went up. Maloney was 
being led down to the ring. His smiles 
of greeting were sickly and once behind 
the ropes he seemed to be looking for 
someone. At that moment Butch ambled 
down the aisle. He didn’t wave or call 
out or smile. He just let himself be seen.

BUTCH

There wasn’t sufficient time for Ma­
loney to check up and learn that Steve 
McHale was still behind bars. The man 
was so rattled he’d believe anything and 
Butch knew he’d put it over well.

Half an hour before the first pre­
liminary, the stadium was packed. Well 
down to the front sat Silk and Tony 
Quinn. There were a lot of curious 
glances at Quinn and some smirks. The 
propaganda of those front page news­
paper pictures had been effective.

The preliminaries didn’t drag. They 
were good fights and fast. The crowd 
was getting its money’s worth. The semi­
final was over and the packed auditorium 
seemed to draw a community breath.

The two fighters shook hands, listened 
to the instructions and retired to their 
corners. The bell rang and they came 
out warily. Hudak lived up to his ap­
pearance. He was slow, throwing huge, 
clumsy swings—dangerous if they con­
nected, but the kid in the first prelim 
could have stayed away from them with­
out any trouble. Maloney was much 
faster, with a smooth left that kept jab­
bing at Hudak’s face. Before two min­
utes were up, he’d opened a gash along­
side Hudak's face.

At the end of the second, the cash 
customers were booing and yelling for 
action. Maloney’s punches were being 
planted wherever he wanted to put them, 



but there was nothing behind them. 
Hudak grew bolder by the fourth round 
and started swinging like an ox. Once 
he hit Maloney just over the heart and 
staggered him back against the ropes.

A mighty sigh of despair went up 
from the crowd. Their money was on 
Maloney, and he was turning into a 
bum. Butch moved closer to Maloney’s 
corner during the minute between 
rounds. He made certain Maloney saw 
him and then he turned on his heel and 
went out. Taking long, angry strides 
as if he was in a hurry to report that 
Maloney was double-crossing his old 
pal and ex-prison mate.

SOMETHING happened when Ma­
loney saw Butch stalk out. He came 

from his corner with a rush even be­
fore the bell died away. He pushed 
Hudak against the ropes and methodi­
cally began chopping him down. Short, 
vicious punches that put a ludicrous ex­
pression of pain and bewilderment on 
Hudak’s battered face.

The fight wasn’t sour any longer and 
the crowd howled its head off. Hudak 
bounced off the ropes, swung one of 
those crazy loops and Maloney ducked it. 
Hudak was looking silly now. That wild 
right he’d thrown should have con­
nected, according to all the plans. Ma­
loney was supposed to punish him and 
make it look good, then stick his chin 
in front of a punch and dive.

It didn’t work that way. Maloney was 
in it to win because he was more afraid 
of Steve McHale than he was of the 
crooks who staged these fights. Hudak 
fell into a clinch and he seemed to be 
yelling something in Maloney’s ear.

Maloney shook his head, and pushed 
Hudak away and doubled him up with 
a straight right to the stomach. Then 
he carefully thrust out a slow left, 
moving Hudak’s head into position. Ma­
loney’s right cocked, aimed and let go. 
Hudak hit the ropes, slid to the floor 
and sat there, eyes glazed, chest heav­
ing while the crowd screeched its col­
lective head off.

The referee made the count slow. He 
could have tallied a thousand for all the 
good it would have done Hudak. His 
handlers finally dragged him off and Ma­
loney stepped to the middle of the ring. 
The referee raised his hand and Maloney 
responded to the cheers with the most 
reluctant smile a winning fighter had 

ever shown.
They hustled him away then and the 

stadium began to empty. The cash cus­
tomers had enjoyed their money’s worth. 
The jabbering was still intense. Silk 
and Quinn were among the last to leave, 
for a blind man has no business being 
crushed in a mob.

Quinn’s own car was parked directly 
out front, by special courtesy of the 
Police Department. Silk helped him into 
it, got behind the wheel and drove away. 
He cut down one rather dark and very 
quiet street. Quinn climbed into the 
back seat, shed his outer clothing and 
replaced it with the Black Bat’s out­
fit.

“Butch,” he told Silk, “will watch 
Maloney until he reaches his home. 
There I’ll try to take over. What hap­
pens from now on must involve a lot 
of luck on our side or Maloney will pay 
for what he did tonight.”

“Do you mean that he’ll be slated to 
disappear?”

“I do. They’ll hardly try to take him 
at the stadium. Too many people around. 
And he’ll probably be accompanied 
home, but if I know Maloney, he’ll in­
sist on being alone once he is safe at 
home. Because he’s going to run out if 
he can. That’s why I have to be there 
before he arrives.”

The Black Bat left Silk not far from 
where the fighter lived. Within five min­
utes he had picked the lock of Maloney’s 
apartment door and was inside. He saw 
two bags packed and ready for a quick 
getaway. The Black Bat entered the bed­
room, loosened the electric light bulbs 
in the bed lamp and the overhead light 
and then crouched down behind a big, 
overstuffed chair.

CHAPTER X

Ride to Death

E DIDN’T have long to 
wait. The door opened 
and Maloney came in. 
With him were half a 
dozen friends. Ma­
loney pushed them out 
into the hall.

“No celebration to­
night,” he said. “Hu­
dak plastered a couple 
of good ones and I 
don’t feel so hot. To­



morrow we’ll do the town right. So 
long, boys.”

Maloney closed the door, walked half 
way across the room and turned. He 
went back, opened the door again and 
called out, “Hey—you. I want to talk 
to you.”

The Black Bat saw Butch walk in. 
Maloney locked the door, fumbled in the 
kitchenette and produced a bottle. He 
killed an eighth of it in one long gulp 
and passed the bottle to Butch.

“You stick around,” he said. “I may 
need help. You got me into this. I was 
supposed to take a dive and I didn’t, be­
cause Steve had dough on me and Steve 
is my friend. Understand?”

“What are you worrying about?” 
Butch wiped his mouth with the back of 
his hand and put the bottle on a table. 
“Anybody gets mad at you for winning, 
Steve and his boys will back you up. 
What’s here but a lot of punks.”

“Punks!” Maloney shrieked. “Listen 
—the guys who run these fights don’t 
fool around. You do like they say or 
something happens.”

“What, for instance?”
“I—don’t know for sure. But it hap­

pens all right. Now we’re getting out of 
here before they send a committee over 
to see why I won the fight.”

Maloney hastily threw a few more 
things into one of the bags, closed it 
and reached for his hat. There was a 
gentle tap on the door. Maloney froze 
and turned perfectly white. Butch be­
gan making fists out of his big hands.

The Black Bat stepped out of the bed­
room. He held a gun in his hand. He 
moved up behind Maloney and swung 
the gun once. Maloney started to fall. 
Butch seized him and held the man 
erect.

“In the bedroom,” the Black Bat said. 
“Then you open the door and tell those 
men Maloney skipped out. We need 
him. He’s so frightened he’ll talk his 
head off.”

Butch carried the big fighter into the 
bedroom, propped him against the closet 
wall and closed the door. The Black 
Bat stepped out of sight. Back in the 
living room. Butch picked up the whis­
key bottle, yelled some angry incoherent 
words and the insistent knocking on the 
door stopped. Butch unlocked it. Three 
men came in.

One of them said, “Hello, Maloney.” 
Butch sat down heavily. They were 

mistaking him for the fighter. It seemed 
best to follow through. He raised the 
bottle to his lips and mumbled a greet­
ing.

The spokesman for the trio eyed - 
Butch’s face, still battered from his en­
counter with Lanahan and the other 
detective. He said, “Hudak rammed 
home a few, huh?”

Butch said, “Do I know you guys?”
“Not yet, but you will. Get up, Ma­

loney. A certain party wants to have a 
talk with you.”

Butch got to his feet. For a moment 
he considered piling into the three of 
them but one man, a slim runt, had his 
right hand deep in a coat pocket and he 
waggled the pocket suggestively.

Butch thought he’d better go along. 
He put on his hat and walked out, 
closely followed by the trio. The Black 
Bat gave them two minutes, slipped out 
himself and used a rear exit. Silk was 
cruising about and the Black Bat waited 
impatiently. He saw Butch get into a 
sedan and two of his captors ranged 
themselves on either side of him. The 
runt got behind the wheel.

As their car slid away from the curb, 
another rolled up to take its place and 
one man got out. It was Duke Barr. He 
looked curiously at the disappearing 
sedan and then walked into the apart­
ment house.

SILK came around the corner. The
Black Bat signalled, took a long 

chance and ran out to meet him. He 
settled down beside Silk.

“Follow that sedan just turning the 
corner. Don’t miss, Silk, because Butch 
is inside. A committee mistook him for 
Maloney. It seems that the big boys here 
don’t use local talent when an execution 
is called for.”

“They won’t get away,” Silk prom­
ised.

The Black Bat never took his eyes off 
the sedan ahead of them. It proceeded 
up an avenue and seemed to be heading 
for the outskirts. The Black Bat drew 
his gun and rolled down the window be­
side him.

He said, “Maloney is still inside his 
apartment, but I’m worried about him 
too. Duke Barr just went in. If he 
happens to be the boss of this crooked 
outfit, we may lose Maloney. But Butch 
is in trouble too and he’s far more im­
portant.”



The sedan picked up speed as it neared 
the city limits. The Black Bat’s lips 
tightened beneath the hood. He said 
quietly, “It’s time. This has to be done 
fast. Pull alongside and if they won’t 
stop, crash them. We’ll have a hard time 
explaining how Tony Quinn’s car got 
mixed up this way, but with Butch in 
danger we can’t take any chances.”

Silk nodded, leaned over the wheel and 
the powerful motor began to throb. The 
men in the sedan realized what was hap­
pening. They put on a spurt of speed, 
but Quinn’s car was souped up and 
there was no getting away from it.

One of the crooks threw a bullet at the 
car. Silk gave it a full gun and was 
alongside. The Black Bat could see 
into the car easily. Butch was doubled 
up. One of the men was edging back, 
pointing his gun at Butch’s head.

The Black Bat shot him through the 
chest. He put two bullets past the driv­
er’s head, smashing the windshield. The 
car began to careen wildly, but Silk 
swerved with it avoiding any contact.

The driver of the kidnap car saw a 
figure in black climb onto the running 
board, saw the hood and the menacing 
gun and stepped on the brake. The 
Black Bat waited until both cars were 
moving slowly. He moved to the running 
board of the sedan. Silk stepped on it 
and shot away. Possibly he would get 
away before any of the men could fix 
Tony Quinn’s machine in their minds 
for later identification.

The Black Bat, gun level, said, “You 
two—step out with your hands clasped 
on top of your heads.”

They obeyed. The Black Bat lined 
them up, stepped behind the pair and 
extracted their guns. Then he gestured 
in the direction of the cemetery a hun­
dred yards down the road.

“I’m giving you a chance you don’t 
deserve. If you show up in this town 
again, you’ll live exactly up to the mo­
ment I see you.”

They raced away afoot. The Black 
Bat climbed into the back seat of their 
car. Butch was groggy from a blow 
across the head, but he was coming out 
of it and trying to untangle himself 
from the dead man who had fallen across 
his back.

The Black Bat hauled the dead man 
away. He helped Butch transfer to the 
front seat. Butch managed to summon 
a weak grin.

“I wasn’t expecting to be slugged so 
soon. I figured it was about time to take 
them and then I got it.”

“Start driving back, if you feel able,” 
the Black Bat said.

“I’m okay,” Butch told him. “I never 
was out completely. It was just that I 
couldn’t even lift a finger. That boy 
knew exactly where to slug me or he 
was plain lucky. We were almost at the 
end of the ride. I heard them say there’d 
be nothing but ashes left.”

The Black Bat hauled out the dead 
crook, placed him beside the road and 
affixed a small black sticker in the 
center of his forehead. It was shaped 
in the outline of a bat in full flight. The 
symbol of the Black Bat.

He climbed into the car and Butch 
drove off. The Black Bat said, “They 
were going to take you to that low build­
ing over on the right, Butch. It looks 
as though anyone who double-crossed 
the gang was taken there, murdered and 
reduced to ashes. It’s a crematory, prob­
ably city owned and operated. A handy 
method of removing enemies or traitors 
without leaving a trace.”

Butch shuddered. “Those guys aren’t 
fooling. Not when they rig up stunts 
like that.”

“No, they aren’t fooling. Because they 
have built up one of the biggest gyp 
games on record. We’ll talk about that 
later on. I think this is Silk coming up 
behind us now. I’ll transfer to my own 
car. You drive this sedan into town, 
abandon it and then go back to Maloney’s 
place. If he is there, take him away to 
a safe place and hold him. Contact Silk 
and we’ll be around later to try and make 
him talk. I doubt he knows very much, 
but we can’t afford to let any opportunity 
pass us by.”

IN HIS own car again, the Black Bat 
switched back to the clothing of 

Tony Quinn. Silk made a wide detour 
around the outskirts of the city and 
came back to it from a completely dif­
ferent direction. They passed a motor­
cycle cop who rode beside them for a 
short distance and eyed the car with 
open curiosity.

A hotel employee put the car in the 
garage and Silk piloted Quinn to their 
suite. Once again Silk inspected the 
rooms, searching for a microphone. He 
told Quinn that the room had been 
searched.



“By someone who knows how to do 
it, too,” he said. “It would take an 
expert to tell our things had been gone 
through, but I’m an expert. Especially 
when I arranged everything so I would 
know. And, incidentally, how are we 
doing with this case?”

Quinn sat with his back toward the 
windows. He said, “Not too badly. We 
threw a real scare into them tonight by 
proving their methods aren’t infallible.”

“Suppose you tell me just how they 
work it, sir. I think I know, but there 
are a lot of little things missing.”

“The cleverness of the scheme lies 
in its simplicity. Here we have a city 
operated by a crooked administration, 
but so neatly I doubt a handful of citi­
zens even suspect. First the crooks 
gained control. It wasn’t done in a 
hurry, but well planned. Then they 
proceeded to really clean up the place 
and give it an envious safety and crime 
record. But all the while they built up 
an undercover organization to handle the 
sports.”

“The fights, baseball, football and 
basketball games are all fixed?” Silk 
asked.

“Every one. Some are fixed so the 
citizens will win a little. I expect that 
phase of it came from your confidence 
man friend who was called in to lay the 
ground work. This is nothing more than 
a perpetual con game on an enormous 
scale. Like all things of this sort, ar­
rangements are made for the suckers 
to make a killing now and then. The 
crooks can afford it.

“Even before they took over, this city 
was dependent upon sports for its living 
and everyone here is a sports fan. So 
it was easy to organize properly. The 
crooks forego looting the city treasury 
because what they’d get there is peanuts 
compared to the cut from crooked sport­
ing events.”

Silk nodded. “They draw on the whole 
countryside as well as the city itself, 
sir. But tonight Hudak was built up as 
a bum, yet he was supposed to win the 
fight by connecting with one of those 
crazy swings he threw all over the ring. 
You made Maloney win. I suppose the 
crooks lost a bale of money on that one.”

“They did. By making Hudak such a 
poor bet and yet taking all the money on 
Maloney they could get, gave me an 
idea of what was going on. The good 
citizens see nothing wrong: because the
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city operates these fights and they trust 
their city officials. Why not—when they 
have such an excellent administration, 
such low taxes and all the benefits they 
have received for so long. It’s blinded 
them by the very glow of the honesty 
their elected officers show. And yet, by 
these fixed fights, the crooked element 
must have cleaned up millions. Without 
a hitch! With no recriminations! Few 
mistakes and those remedied by simply 
getting rid of whoever made them.”

“And who,” Silk asked, “do you think 
is behind it?”

Quinn wagged his head. “That I can­
not answer. The corporation counsel, 
the chief of police, the mayor—everyone 
connected with the government has a 
finger in the pie, but I wonder if even 
they know which hand actually directs 
them.”

“No clues of any nature, sir?”
“Only that the spy planted at Lydia 

Barr’s apartment in New York made a 
phone call to the Barr residence here, 
apparently for instructions which 
brought about the initial attack on us. 
We’ve got a pair of suspects at either 
place. The grandson, Edward Ware, and 
the crippled cousin Rogers, who live 
in New York. Lou Varden, the son-in- 
law, and Duke Barr who is supposed to 
be Lydia’s brother and isn’t.”

“Isn’t? I thought—”
“Most everyone believes Duke is a 

blood relation of the Barr clan. In fact, 
he is an adopted son. Lou Varden told 
me that as if he wanted me to know it. 
Varden also told me something else 
though he didn’t realize it. I asked him 
if he knew John Powell, who was killed 
in front of Lydia Barr’s apartment. Var­
den was convinced of my blindness and 
took no pains to hide the surprise and 
anguish that filled his eyes.”

Silk, in the act of brushing a coat, 
dropped the brush with a clatter. “Do 
you mean there is a tie-up between our 
murder and what goes on in this town?” 

“I’ve always thought so, Silk. In my 
opinion John Powell was on his way to 
visit Lydia Barr and somebody stopped 
him—with six bullets. The attack wasn’t 
half as vicious, with all those slugs fired 
into him, as it was definite. The murder­
er wanted to be very certain Powell 
couldn’t even murmur a word when he 
was found.”

Silk picked up the brush and went to 
work again. “Varden or Duke Barr,” he



said slowly. “Take your choice, I guess. 
And that fresh kid Ware or the crabby 
cripple Rogers.”

“And little in the line of clues,” Quinn 
reminded him. “Lydia knows the truth 
and she won’t talk. Why? Answer that 
one and you’ll find a finger pointing 
straight at the man we want. Because 
there is only one real leader. The spy 
living with Lydia just follows orders.”

Someone scratched on the door. A 
signal Butch often used, but Silk took 
no chances. He draped a coat over his 
arm and held a gun beneath it. Then he 
unlocked the door. Butch came in, 
breathless and excited.

“I went back for Maloney, like you 
said,” he told Quinn. “Only I didn’t 
bother to bring him along. On account 
of somebody slit his throat. I found him 
in the clothes closet—dead.”

Quinn was silent for a moment. Then 
his eyes blazed. He said, “Butch, go get 
Hudak, the man who lost the fight. 
Smuggle him into your room and knock 
him cold if he objects.”

CHAPTER XI

Tottering Empire

EFORE Tony Quinn 
finished breakfast the 
following morning, 
Duke Barr was an­
nounced and Quinn had 
him sent up. Duke ac­
cepted a cup of coffee 
and studied Quinn 
closely for a moment. 

“I’ve a confession to 
make,” he announced. 
“When you showed up 

idea you lived on past 
glories and a reputation created before 
you went blind. I’ve changed my mind. 
I think there is very little that gets past 
your attention.”

“Some things do,” Quinn said softly. 
“The color of roses in the early sum­
mer, the winter-killed leaves on the 
trees, even clean white snow. I miss 
very much, Mr. Barr.”

“I mean practical things. You came 
here searching for the murderer of John 
Powell, didn’t you? You visited my sis­
ter and tried to make her tell you. May­
be she knew and maybe she didn’t. I 
doubt she’d have talked. The night you 
visited her, Lou received a phone call 

from the house so we’ve known your 
mission all along.”

“Just as you knew John Powell for 
some time,” Quinn hazarded.

“True. He was a friend of mine. 
Casual, not close, but we liked one an­
other. He bred race horses as a hobby 
and ran a number of them at our track. 
He didn’t like their performances, and 
said so bluntly.”

“Were the races fixed?” Quinn asked.
“I don’t know. I just bet on them. 

Races can be easily fixed no matter how 
good the precautions against it. I want 
the answer to just a single question. Do 
you think I killed John Powell?”

“Should I think so?”
Duke shrugged and put down his cof­

fee cup slowly. “I’m not kidding my­
self, Quinn. You know much more than 
you pretend. For instance, you know I 
was in New York the night of the mur­
der. So was Lou Varden for that matter. 
We’d both visited Lydia, left her house 
together and then went our separate 
ways. I attended a movie. I have no' 
alibi. Lou may have. I never asked 
him.”

“Why should you have murdered John 
Powell?”

“There’s no reason. We were friends. 
I had nothing against him. I owed him 
no favors, and. he was not indebted to 
me.”

“Why should Lou Varden haive killed 
him?”

“Ask Lou. I can’t answer for him, 
though I’ll say I know of no reason.”

Quinn smiled. “Mr. Barr, in my opin­
ion you have been propagandized by a 
reputation that perhaps isn’t all in keep­
ing with its professed greatness. Mean­
ing mine. I did come here to investigate 
the murder of John Powell, and I think 
I shall find the killer. But you are under 
the impression that I think you had 
something to do with it. Frankly, I’ve 
never had such an idea.”

Duke whipped out a white handker­
chief and mopped his forehead. 
“Whew!” he said loudly. “I’d have 
sworn you were breathing right down 
my neck.”

Quinn picked up the morning news­
paper. “There is one question you can 
answer for me though. What were you 
doing in front of Maloney’s home just 
prior to his murder? The Maloney whose 
killing is described on the front page 
this morning.”



Quinn rolled the paper and slapped it 
against his knee, blank eyes staring well 
to Duke’s right. Duke fidgeted slightly.

“You move about, Mr. Quinn. I was 
interested in Maloney. I thought he 
was a pretty good fighter. When he won 
last night, I decided to take him under 
my wing. I went to his home. I found 
his apartment door open, but there was 
no one inside. I waited around for five 
minutes or so and then left.”

“Where did you go then?”
“Home. I thought Maloney could 

wait until today. Martha was there. 
Lou’s wife. I kept her company until 
Lou returned around one in the morn­
ing. May I ask why this murder in­

is in Butch’s room, tne one 1 reserved. 
Butch says he never met a fighter who 
was such a bum. I—rather imagine 
Hudak put up an argument and got the 
worst of it. I haven’t seen him.”

Quinn put the tips of his fingers to­
gether and raised his eyes toward the 
ceiling. “Hudak is our hole card. Dumb 
enough to fall for the trap I have in 
mind. Go downstairs, amble along the 
street and make sure you aren’t tagged. 
Duck into some store and telephone 
Captain Dubin of the State Police. Tell 
him to bring along a dozen men—in 
civilian clothes. Men who aren’t known 
in this town. Dubin is to come here to 
see me the moment he lands in town.”
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terests you? It can’t have anything to 
do with John Powell and this isn’t 
exactly an area your authority covers.”

“There may be a connection,” Quinn 
said. “At any rate if you stick to that 
story and can back it up, you haven’t 
much to fear. Have you heard from 
Lydia?”

“She’s weaker. She has a nurse, which 
helps. I was considerably surprised that 
she finally relented and let them pro­
vide care. Well, I’ll be going. Very much 
relieved in my mind too. Thanks for 
the coffee, Mr. Quinn.”

WHEN the door closed on him, 
Quinn called Silk. “What about

Butch and Hudak?”
“Butch brought him here before dawn. 

Through the service entrance and Hudak 
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By early afternoon Dubin, who was a 
big, rangy man, listened to Quinn’s story 
of what went on in this city of Barr­
town.

“The most amazing thing about it is 
the fact that a hundred and fifty thous­
and citizens have been skillfully duped 
into thinking this is the most honest and 
reliable city government in the world. 
It is, so far as the actual governing is 
concerned, because the crooks get all 
they want from all of these fixed sports 
events.”

Dubin nodded. “There have been a 
few complaints and theories about fixed 
fights and races here. We investigated, 
got nowhere, and forgot the whole thing. 
Now it seems we made a mistake.”

“Your entire force wouldn’t have got 
far, Captain. Things are too well cov­



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 
populace 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?”

“With 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 ri^ht 
hand.

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?”

“I 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.”



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. Hudak mentioned 
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 waiting 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 I want to know is who rigged the 
telephone system from Quinn’s room 
so that we all 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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detective supposed to be on guard. In 
the center of his forehead was a sticker 
fashioned in the shape of a bat.

He stood there for a moment and then 
toppled forward. His descent became 
faster and faster until he hit the cement 
floor with a crash. All eyes followed 
him down. Then there was another 
figure in the doorway. A man clad all 
in black with two guns in his hands. 
A man who spoke in an even, unexcited 
voice.

“Gentlemen, it was kind of you to 
oblige me by assembling in one spot.”

As the Black Bat finished speaking, 
every light winked out. Silk, at the 
master switch, had accomplished that on 
the signal of hearing the Black Bat’s 
voice.

Deering was the first man to break. 
He started running toward the door, de­
pending on the darkness to shield his 
movements. A bullet ripped through his 
shoulder.

Someone in the crowd had a gun and 
opened up with it. But the doorway 
was empty one split second after the 
Black Bat fired the first shot. He was 
somewhere in the room. Everyone froze. 
Then the Mayor, who had his back 
against the wall no more than a dozen 
steps from the door, started shuffling in 
that direction.

“Sorry, Mayor,” the Black Bat’s voice 
seemed to come from several directions. 
The acoustics of this almost empty, high 
ceilinged room were helpful.

But Sylvester was certain that must 
be a bluff. How could he be seen in that 
intense darkness? He crouched slightly 
and started to spring. He went down 
with a bullet through his leg.

The Black Bat said, “Let me warn you. 
I can see every move made in this dark­
ness. Mr. Felice, if you fire that gun you 
are holding, I’ll knock it out of your hand 
with a bullet. You may never have the 
use of that hand again. Think twice.”

THEY were all grouped together. The
Black Bat didn’t like that. He was 

watching the leader of the group nar­
rowly. The atmosphere had an electric 
tension to it. If the leader managed to 
get behind the others, he’d be in position 
to make a break for the door and the 
man seemed to be maneuvering in that 
direction.

Silk was busy calling Captain Dubin 
at the moment and someone had to hold 

these other men here even if one of their 
number escaped. The Black Bat knew 
that if he stalled the leader long enough, 
Silk would be ready for him and Silk 
had been warned to shoot first and shout 
his commands to stop afterwards.

“Varden,” the Black Bat said. “Lou 
Varden, you’ll be the first man to take a 
slug if anybody moves. Killing you 
won’t bother my conscience much.”

Lou Varden, Lydia Barr’s son-in-law 
was scowling, but he stopped that slow 
movement toward the door. He said, 
“Hold everything, gentlemen. This is 
the Black Bat—a worse crook than we 
are and not half as clever because he 
brands the men he kills. He is in no 
position to testify against us. All he 
can do is hold us here until Quinn ar­
rives. But we can also defy Quinn. 
There is no proof against any of us. 
Hudak’s word against ours is a laugh. 
We’ve nothing to fear.”

“What about the penalty for murder, 
Mr. Varden?” The Black Bat’s voice 
came out of the gloom.

“What murder? To prove homicide 
you require a corpse. Have you one? 
Maloney’s perhaps. I defy you to show 
a shred of evidence against any one of us. 
We’re all alibied and not by one an­
other. We took good care of that.”

The Black Bat said, “I don’t refer to 
the murder of Maloney. The killing I 
have in mind was done in New York 
City. The shooting of a man named John 
Powell who caught onto your beautiful 
racket here and was ready to expose you. 
The man whose death Tony Quinn is in­
vestigating. That corpse lies in the New 
York City morgue. It hasn’t been cre­
mated, as all your other victims were. 
What of him, Mr. Varden?”

Varden took his chance then. He sud­
denly stepped behind one of the men be­
side him, wound an arm around his neck 
and dragged the man backwards toward 
the door. Varden held a gun in his free 
hand. The Black Bat fired one shot and 
missed. Varden opened up as the Black 
Bat leaped aside. The bullet sang un­
healthily close.

The Black Bat fired two more shots, 
mainly to warn Silk. He could have 
killed the man Varden held and then 
shot down Varden, but he held his fire 
when there was no hope of getting the 
leader without hitting his captive.

Near the door, Varden flung the man 
aside and leaped. The Black Bat snapped



two fast shots. One of them sent Varden 
reeling until he hit the corridor wall. 
But he recovered and kept going. Silk 
missed him by a minute.

The Black Bat raced along the walls, 
keeping away from the other men. He 
reached the door, went through it and 
slammed the door in place. He locked 
it from the outside and then hurried out 
into the night. Distantly, he could hear 
sirens screeching. Captain Dubin and an 
augmented force of troopers were clos­
ing in.

Silk came into view. The Black Bat 
sped toward him. “Varden got away. 
He knows I can prove he killed John 
Powell. He knows Lydia Barr will talk 
now that the city is cleaned up. So he’ll 
try to kill her. We’ve got to get there 
as quickly as possible to stop him.”

They raced toward the spot where Silk 
had parked the car. The Black Bat was 
stripping off his regalia as Silk sent the 
car roaring away. Again in the clothing 
of Tony Quinn, he drew down the mantle 
of blindness over his eyes. Two State 
Police cars roared by. A third was mov­
ing not quite so fast. At Quinn’s orders, 
Silk blinked his lights and slowed up. 
The two cars met, side by side on the 
highway.

Quinn said, “Captain Dubin?”
“Right here,” Dubin said. “I lagged 

behind a little to meet you as you sug­
gested. Are we too late?”

“You’ll find them trapped in the locker 
room of the high school. I had very little 
to do with it. The Black Bat put in an 
appearance and cornered the lot of them. 
There was some shooting. I don’t exact­
ly know what happened. So far as I 
know, the Black Bat is still there.”

“We won’t catch him,” Dubin said. 
"I’m not even interested because there’s 
one man I’d hate to lock up. Thanks, 
Mr. Quinn. This is a real clean up. The 
whole organization in town is breaking 
to bits. We’ve superseded the regular 
police and troopers are patrolling until 
we completely weed out the dishonest 
local cops.”

“Good,” Quinn said. “My work is 
done here. The leader of them is Lou 
Varden. He’s a slippery customer, but 
I presume the Black Bat trapped him as 
well. I’ll contact you later. Right now 
I have a murder case of my own to 
solve.” '

“Good luck with it,” Dubin said. “And 
thanks again.”

SILK rolled away, not too fast. Not 
until the police car was out of sight. 

Then he pushed his foot level with the 
floorboard and bent over the wheel.

It was a long drive to the city. Varden 
was surely on his way already with a 
good start.

Quinn said, “I told Butch to phone 
Captain McGrath, say he was the Black 
Bat and request that phone communi­
cation with Mrs. Barr’s apartment be 
cut off. So that Varden wouldn’t have a 
chance to contact his spy there. He’ll 
try, and then realize if Mrs. Barr is to 
die, he’ll have to do it himself.”

Silk squeezed another four miles out 
of the sedan already doing eighty. Quinn 
kept talking.

“What a slick scheme they had!” he 
said, “I wonder how many years they got 
away with it? Fooling a hundred and 
fifty thousand people in Barrtown, to 
say nothing of the victims from sur­
rounding areas. It took patience and 
careful planning. First to establish them­
selves as models of good government so 
that their supervision of sports would 
be unquestioned. Why would anybody 
in his right mind even suspect that civic 
officials who constantly lowered taxes, 
kept crime out of the city, maintained 
an efficient and handsome police force, 
would back the fixing of sports?

“Even if someone sensed a gypping 
and raised his voice, it would be like 
crying out in the middle of the Sahara. 
No one would listen because the shout­
ing would sound like the raving of a 
madman. Suppose they fixed two out of 
three fights, races, wrestling matches, 
baseball, football and basketball games? 
People who gamble on sports hardly ex­
pect to win all the time.

“Varden and his men saw to it the 
good citizens won now and then. It was 
well worth the sacrifice. Perhaps they 
garnered no more than say fifty dollars 
out of each person living in Barrtown. 
I’m including everyone, children and 
non-gamblers too, just for effect. The 
profits would be three quarters of a 
million dollars. Add to this the people 
from surrounding areas and you’d triple 
that figure. And most of the people bet 
far more than fifty dollars a year.

“Of course there were expenses. Fix­
ing the contestants came high, but once 
fixed they stayed that way—or else. The 
high list of missing persons, mostly ath­
letes, gave me my first inkling of what 



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. I’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 
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 



there any night. They can’t delay too 
long or I won’t be here. Both Quinn and 
the Black Bat know very well I want to 
live and enjoy the finish of this. Make 
a city of hidden crime out of Barrtown, 
will they? Not while I still breathe.”

News flashes came on shortly. They 
began with a story of the events in 
Barrtown and continued with them while 
the old lady chortled in glee. Carol 
frowned. By now she should have had 
some direct word from Quinn or Silk or 
Butch. She recalled that the phone 
hadn’t rung in hours.

She left the sick room, crossed the 
living room and went up to the telephone 
in the study. The wire was dead. She 
cradled the instrument and looked up to 
find Eddie Ware staring at her from the 
doorway. He said, “How about it, beau­
tiful? Did you arrange for the phone 
to be cut off?”

“I—wanted to call my home,” Carol 
said. “The wire seems to be dead.”

“It’s been dead for some time. Very 
mysterious too. And, beautiful, you’re 
no nurse. Who sent you here? Not Dr. 
Gordon because I asked him, and he was 
very, very surprised to learn you were 
taking care of the old woman.”

Carol slowly arose. She picked up her 
purse, which she took care never to for­
get. It held a .32 automatic and she knew 
how to use it. Ware suddenly leaped. 
Carol did her best to get the purse open, 
but Ware rapped her across the eyes and 
Carol reeled backwards. Before she 
could recover her balance, Ware was be­
hind her and pinning both arms.

“Well, well,” Ware said, “so I was 
right. Just a snooping spy, eh? I heard 
the news broadcast too. I know that 
they’ve probably got Varden and the 
others. I know the phone is cut so I 
can’t be contacted. But you won’t tell 
them about me. You won’t stop me from 
getting out of here. I presume you’d 
like to go on living?”

Carol kicked at his ankles and drew 
a shout of pain. Ware’s grip tightened 
and she was propelled across the floor 
and up the staircase.

“When we get upstairs, you can yell 
your head off, beautiful. Lucky, isn’t it, 
that the old woman rented a duplex 
apartment? As I told you, all I want to 
do is get clear. But I’ll kill you if you 
stand in my way.”

Carol relaxed. “I’ll be good,” she 
promised.

“That’s fine,” Ware said. “Walk up 
the stairs ahead of me. I’ll be holding 
your arm. When we get to the top, stop 
and let me go ahead of you.”

Carol mounted the stairs slowly. There 
was no stalling Ware and she had no 
faith in his promises that she wouldn’t 
be harmed. At the top step she halted.

“Now turn around,” he ordered. “Put 
your hands behind your back. I’m 
going to tie them with my necktie. 
There is no use yelling. I sent the serv­
ants away and Rogers was taken to a 
lecture by some friends.”

Carol turned. The purse under her 
arm dropped down and she grasped it 
by the handle. At that moment she felt 
Ware’s hand in the small of her back. 
She was given a hard shove, but Carol 
had expected this. Her free hand 
clutched the bannister, breaking the im­
petus of the shove. She twisted half 
around and the heavy purse flew up­
wards. It struck Ware on the chin.

The surprise on his face was funny. 
The blow stunned him. Carol swung the 
purse again, this time at his ankles. 
Tottering on the edge of the landing, 
Wade toppled forward. Carol flung her­
self to one side and he hurtled past. He 
made two somersaults on his way down 
and. didn’t move after he landed.

Carol raced down, leaped over him 
and went for the door. It opened be­
fore she could reach it, and Varden 
stood there with a gun in his fist. Carol 
had never seen Varden, but she sensed 
who he was.

Varden said, “You seem to be in very 
much of a hurry, nurse. And what have 
you done to Eddie? Violent sort, aren’t 
you? Drop that purse. By the sag of it, 
I suspect it contains a gun and that 
you’re really an agent of either Tony 
Quinn or the Black Bat. Let me assure 
you, they are both rushing around Barr­
town in a hunt for me.”

Carol let go of the purse. There was 
murder in Varden’s bloodshot eyes. She 
said, “What—are you going to do?”

“Take me to my mother-in-law. I 
want a very brief talk with her, and I 
shall make it one-sided. In fact, I won’t 
talk at all. Neither will she. Take me 
to her.”

Carol bit her lip, contemplated a fron­
tal attack, gun or no gun, and knew she’d 
be dead before she moved a foot. Sac­
rificing herself would help no one.

Then the doorway was filled by a fig-



58 
ure in black. A calm voice said, “Varden, 
you can turn around shooting or drop 
your gun and surrender. I’m not es­
pecially fussy about how you want to 
end this. It‘s up to you.”

Varden chose the hard way. He piv­
oted, his gun flaming and he died before 
he was quite turned around. The Black 
Bat stepped inside and quickly closed 
the door. He bent, examined Varden 
and then held Carol close for a moment 
while he peered through the window. 
The shots didn’t seem to have created 
any alarm. Six shots had been fired out 
on the street not many nights ago and 
no one had heard them—or investigated.

Carol said, weakly, “He was—going 
to kill her, Mrs. Barr. He’d have killed 
me too.”

“I know,” the Black Bat said. “What 
happened to Ware?”

“I knocked him down the stairs. I 
don’t think he’s dead.”

The Black Bat said, “It’s your cue to 
get out of here. Fast! I’ll take care of 
Lydia Barr. And Ware too. Meet me 
at the lab. Butch will be there. Silk is 
waiting outside. On your way now.”

CAROL fled. The Black Bat examined
Ware and tied him up securely. 

Then he walked to the bedroom where 
Lydia Barr was frantically trying to get 
out of bed. When she saw the eerie form 
in black, she lay back with a long sigh 
of contentment.

“Why in thunder didn’t you sing out 
and tell me you won that shooting 
match? Is my son-in-law dead?”

“He wanted to shoot it out,” the Black 
Bat said. “It’s finished. What you de­
manded of Tony Quinn is accomplished. 
The criminal element in Barrtown is 
cleaned out. Every last one of them.”

“Good. Very, very good. Smart, 
weren’t they?”

“Smart because they were contented 
with what they could get by fixing 
sports. If they’d looted the city treasury, 
they’d have been exposed long ago.”

“And Varden. You had evidence on 
him?”

“No. Not the kind to hold until he 
gave the show away himself. I tricked 
the lot of them into a meeting. Varden 
was in command. You knew it was Var­
den all along. You also knew he killed 
John Powell in front of this house. Be­
cause Powell had discovered the truth 
when horses he bred lost races he knew 

they couldn’t have lost honestly. Powell 
was the type to come to you before he 
went to the police. Varden knew it, 
headed him off and shot him.”

“I saw it happen,” Lydia Barr said 
slowly. “I was sitting in the window 
waiting for him. He’d phoned. I think 
that brat of a grandson of mine listened 
in. I wanted to tell Mr. Quinn just 
what happened, but I couldn’t bring my­
self to.”

“Yes, I know.” The Black Bat sat 
down beside the bed. “Quinn told me 
about your attitude. It puzzled him. Me 
too, until I realized your holding back 
the truth was my main clue.”

“How in the world did you figure 
that out?” she demanded.

“I was puzzled between Varden and 
Duke Barr. When I learned that Barr 
wasn’t really your blood brother, he came 
even more under suspicion. And he had 
weak alibis, or none at all, when things 
happened. Then I realized you had 
identified the man I wanted simply by 
holding back his name.”

“You’re guessing and doing a bad job 
of it,” she said.

“No. Not at all. You always fought 
your own battles. Stood on your own 
two feet. You simply are not the type 
to protect Duke Barr, if he was the 
criminal because Duke would have 
shown poor gratitude for what you and 
your father did for him if he looted 
Barrtown. That put Duke out of it, 
left Varden, but without a clue. Then 
I also realized that your position not 
only cleared Duke but fastened the blame 
on Varden. You would hardly protect 
him either but—you would protect your 
daughter.”

She mustered a smile. “I knew you’d 
be too smart for them.”

“Naturally,” the Black Bat went on, 
“you would hardly want your daughter 
to know that you had turned in her 
husband. Even though you saw him kill 
Powell. You Barrs always stood firmly 
together, protecting one another.”

“That doesn’t include my son-in-law. 
Nor even my grandson now.”

“It does include your daughter. She’ll 
never know. You won’t have to make any 
statement about what you saw out the 
window. Ware is a weakling. He’ll talk 
his head off—and there was a faint 
fingerprint on one of the shells inside the 
gun. Not much to go on, but I think 
Quinn can match it up .with Varden’s



prints. Enough to keep you out of it at 
any rate, so that it can never be said the 
Barrs didn’t protect their own.”

“And the city we built,” the old lady 
said quietly. “I think it was more for the 
city that I did it. It was the only way. 
To force you to break up those criminal 
elements by withholding the identity of 
Powell’s murderer until you did. Be­
cause I believed that in cleaning up my 
city, you would also solve the Powell 
murder without help from me.”

“I’ll tell Quinn,” the Black Bat said.
“Stuff and nonsense,” Lydia Barr 

laughed. “You’re Tony Quinn. And 
that pretty nurse knows it. I tested her 
several times. Her eyes softened when 
I mentioned the Black Bat and when I 
talked about poor, blind Tony Quinn. 
She isn’t the type to be in love with two 
men.”

The Black Bat’s laugh resembled 
Quinn’s voice now. “You’re very 
shrewd,” he admitted.

Her withered hand rested on his for 
a moment. “Don’t worry, your secret 
stays with me and I won’t be here much 
longer. I’ve fought death until now. I’m 
sick of fighting. I’m nearly eighty-five 
and I’ve seen and done everything. I’m 

ready for whatever lies ahead and not 
afraid.”

“I can believe that,” the Black Bat 
said softly.

“But I simply wouldn’t give in until 
the situation in my city was cleaned up. 
I didn’t know how it could be done and 
then that precious son-in-law of mine 
murdered Powell right in front of my 
eyes and gave me the hold I needed.

“Now my daughter has no idea I was 
behind it. Ware will talk—yes, indeed. 
He’s a coward. He’ll solve the Powell 
murder for you and without bringing 
my name into it. I won’t have betrayed 
my daughter. No one in my family has 
ever betrayed another and some of us 
have done some fancy things. You didn’t 
build cities on humility and charity. 
And we built Barrtown.”

She closed her eyes. The Black Bat 
arose softly and left the room. She’d 
keep his secret, as she had kept Varden’s. 
He found Ware showing signs of waking 
and hammered home a single hard punch 
to the jaw. McGrath would take care 
of him. He bent beside Varden and 
affixed one of the Black Bat’s stickers 
to the dead man’s forehead, then went 
out into the night where Silk waited.
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SUDDENLY IT'S
CHAPTER I

Summer Night Kill

AT ONE o’clock in the morning, 
this section of the great city 
looked like a sleepy little town. 

Streets jammed with traffic by day were 
now canyons, deserted except for an 
occasional taxi. In another hour the last 
traces of monoxide and oil fumes would 

drift away and for a little while there’d 
be just fresh, clean air tc smell. The 
daytime heat had vanished, too, although 
Mike Lloyd removed his hat and mopped 
a moist brow.

He was used to the nighttime. As a 
reporter on a night shift, he had come 
to like the silence and peace and clean­
liness. Though all too frequently it was 
punctuated by violence that made the 
next morning’s news columns.

This was Mike Lloyd’s night off and,



Hi Mike Lloyd was no detective, 

but when the corpse of a murder 

victim disappeared into thin air, 

he felt he had to solve the riddle 

in this baffling crime novelet!

ANN MASON

MURDER By WAYLAND RICE

as usual, he couldn’t sleep. He walked 
casually toward the corner drugstore, the 
only shop showing lights. It was a per­
fect night for an ice-cream soda. ' Beer, 
he thought, would have been better, but 
with a couple of schooners under his belt 
he’d never get to sleep.

He was tall, rangy and moved with 
long, sure strides. His face was lean, 
too, with dark eyes and black hair. He 
opened the door to the drugstore, saun­
tered in and only glanced at the man 

who sat at the small soda fountain toy­
ing with a plate of ice-cream. He cer­
tainly didn’t seem to be enjoying it.

Fred Morely, who’d owned this store 
for the past two months only, knew Mike 
fairly well. He came from the rear of 
the store, smiling a greeting.

“Plenty hot, isn’t it?” he asked con­
versationally. “How’s the newspaper 
racket?”

“Always good, Fred. Somebody in­
variably decides the night is too peace­



ful and goes to work on the problem. 
Only tonight I’m off. How about a game 
of pinochle.”

“Sure,” Fred said. “It’s very quiet to­
night. See that guy at the fountain? He 
likes ice-cream. That’s his fifth double 
portion, but the way he eats it I’d say 
it would be his last. Come on in back.” 

“Let’s have a coke first,” Mike said. 
Morely went behind the counter, 

mixed the drink and handed it to Mike. 
“A nickel,” he said. “If you please.” 

Mike gave him the coin and smiled. 
One thing about Morely, he never pre­
sented one on the house. Morely stepped 
over to the register. The nickel teller 
was still showing. Morely threw the coin 
into its proper slot and slammed the 
register drawer shut.

“Carry it into the back room,” he 
suggested, “and let’s get this game 
going.”

THERE was a bridge table in the 
room just to the rear of the prescrip­

tion department. Mike carried over a 
chair, found the cards and started shuf­
fling them. Fred Morely was peering 
through the glass window in front of 
the prescription counter. He seemed to 
be worried about something. Mike heard 
the front door open, but it didn’t close. 
He half sensed the trouble that was 
ready to turn this serenity back into big 
town excitement. Mike got up too and 
looked out.

The man who entered was a weird 
looking character in what seemed to be 
a purple shirt, a red tie and a light blue 
sports jacket with tan trousers. He 
looked like a rainbow. There was a 
straw hat tilted well down over his eyes.

He glanced at the man eating ice­
cream and then looked hard in the direc­
tion of the three booths where there was 
table service. He couldn’t see into them 
and he called, somewhat harshly:

“Ann! Ann, are you here?”
Fred Morely walked out to the front 

of the store and the newcomer turned 
toward him. He said, “Have you seen 
anything of a girl about twenty, blonde, 
nicely stacked—blue eyes. She’d be 
dressed in a white suit.”

“Sorry,” Fred Morely replied. “Hasn’t 
been anybody in here like that. Wait 
around if you like.”

“No,” the man said. “No, thanks. I— 
I’d better be going.”

He turned sharply and headed for the 

door. The man at the fountain stopped 
shovelling ice-cream into his mouth, ro­
tated on the fountain stool and there was 
a long-barreled revolver in his hand.

He said, “George—how are you, 
George?”

Then he fired twice. George’s face be­
came a crimson mask. He staggered, back 
a step or two, fell against a counter and 
slowly sank toward the floor. Fred More­
ly just let his knees act like hinges and 
he ducked behind the counter. Mike 
Lloyd burst out of the back room.

The man with the gun trained his 
weapon toward Mike. It was hard to see 
much of his face because his hat brim 
was pulled so low. The gun was very 
steady.

“Hold it!” he said sharply. “Now you 
wouldn’t want to get a slug through the 
puss too, would you?”

The man backed to the door, opened it 
and sidled out. He flashed past the win­
dow and that was all. Fred Morely un­
hinged his knees and stood up. His face 
was ashen. Mike started to maneuver 
past him.

Fred said, “Mike—get on the phone. 
Use the one in the back room. Step on 
it.”

Mike glanced at the form lying face 
down on the floor. He recalled what that 
face had looked like after the gun spoke, 
hurried to the back room and hastily 
dialed.

“Let’s have Anderson,” he ordered 
crisply. There was a moment’s wait. 
“Andy? Mike Lloyd. There’s been a 
killing at Morely’s Drugstore around the 
corner from where I live. I don’t know 
the facts yet, but you could run a bul­
letin. One man shot another—through 
the face. It was cold-blooded, premedi­
tated murder. The killer was waiting in 
the drugstore. I’ll turn in other facts as 
soon as I get them. Sure—in time to 
make the next edition.”

Mike hung up for a moment and then 
dialed the nearest police precinct. He 
contacted Sergeant Higgins, whom he 
knew, and made another brief report. 
Then he hurried out to the store proper. 
He came to an abrupt halt. The dead 
man was gone. Fred Morely was bent 
across the counter as if he’d suddenly 
experienced a wave of weakness.

Mike said, “Fred! Fred, what hap­
pened? Who took him away?”

Fred had a glassy stare. “Took him 
away, my eye. The guy got up and 



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.”

SERGEANT 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 



the doorway. He whispered hoarsely, 
“Ann. Ann—over here.”

She turned quickly and her shoulders 
straightened again. She walked in his 
direction. Pausing, she whispered:

“Where are you? I can’t see—”
“In the doorway twenty feet ahead. 

Saunter past, very close. Don’t come 
into the doorway. You’d be seen in that 
white suit. There’s been a little trouble 
and you’re very late.”

She walked slowly, not turning her 
head but speaking so that he could hear.

“I know. I arrived some time ago, but 
there were policemen around the store. 
I wasn’t sure—so I went away and then 
returned.”

“That was a wise move,” Mike whis­
pered. “Now, what did you wish to tell 
me?”

She came to an abrupt halt. “Tell you? 
Why—why, you asked me to come down 
here so you could tell me about—your 
voice seems different. You’re not the 
man—”

Mike stepped out then and with one 
motion seized her white handbag. She 
let go of it out of sheer surprise. He 
opened the bag, dipped a hand into it 
and encountered an envelope. There was 
a name and an address on it. He put this 
into his pocket.

She came at him with the fury born 
of anger at being tricked. She snatched 
the purse, drew it back and slapped it 
across his face. It was well laden, heavy, 
and the blow stunned him. He recovered 
his wits in time to see her sprinting to­
ward the corner. Mike started after her, 
but a heavy car swung around the cor­
ner, slowed and stopped. A uniformed 
policeman climbed out.

Quickly the girl slowed her running 
steps and turned them into a nonchalant 
walk. She passed the policeman without 
a glance and kept on going. Mike didn’t 
move. He didn’t want the cops in on this 
yet. He’d been laughed at once tonight 
and he meant to see this thing through 
alone.

He walked in the opposite direction 
because Fred Morely lived that way and 
he wanted to talk to him. Mike stopped 
beneath a street lamp, took out the letter 
and read the address.

“Miss Ann Mason, 1123 River Drive, 
City.”

In the envelope was a bill for a wom­
an’s hat. The price of seventy dollars 
made Mike whistle sharply. The girl 

had looked like class and this bill from 
a very fashionable shop was pretty good 
proof.

CHAPTER II

Man With Two Names

E REACHED Fred 
Morely’s hotel, a mod­
est place catering to 
bachelors mostly. He 
had been there before, 
as Fred’s guest when 
they wanted to finish 
their pinochle session, 
and he was known to 
the desk clerk.

“Fred show up yet?” 
he asked. “He left me

a short time ago and said I was to meet 
him in his room.”

“No, sir.” The clerk yawned sleepily. 
“I’ve been here all the time and he hasn’t 
come in. Maybe he will.”

Mike had his eye on the key in Fred 
Morely’s mailbox. He looked around the 
lobby, saw that it was deserted, and 
lazily lounged against the desk. The 
clerk was also switchboard operator after 
midnight and if a call came, he’d have 
to enter the telephone operator’s cubby­
hole, from which he’d be unable to see 
the desk or the mailboxes.

A call came some five minutes later. 
The clerk vanished and Mike hoisted 
himself up until he lay across the marble- 
topped desk. He fished out the key with­
out making a sound, slid back to his 
feet and was lounging again when the 
clerk returned.

“Look,” he said, “I was thinking that 
Fred might have passed through while 
you were at the switchboard. I’ll go on 
up and see if he’s there. Don’t bother to 
phone. I’m killing time anyway.”

The elevator operator was asleep in 
his car. Mike woke him and was taken 
to the eleventh floor. He waited until 
the car dived again for the lobby, walked 
swiftly toward Fred’s door and knocked. 
There was no answer and no light shone 
beneath the door. Mike used the key, let 
himself in and switched on the lights.

For a moment he held his breath while 
he searched the two rooms. He had been 
apprehensive about finding Morely there 
—dead. The suite was unoccupied. Mike 
wentto a cheap walnut desk with a single 
drawer, pulled a chair over and sat down.



He rummaged through the drawer with­
out finding anything of interest. There 
was a trunk in the surprisingly spacious 
clothes closet. The trunk was not locked.

Mike raised the cover, lifted off the 
empty top tray and started to examine 
the papers and odds and ends of clothing 
in the bottom. There was a single docu­
ment that made him blink. It was a di­
ploma from Phoenix College of Phar­
macy. Not surprising, because Fred was 
a pharmacist, but the name on that di­
ploma wasn’t that of Fred Morely. It 
was made out to one Theodore Small. 
Mike appropriated it.

He continued the search without tang­
ible result, left the key on the table be­
side the bed and slammed the door, 
locking it behind him. He went down, 
told the night clerk Fred wasn’t in his 
room and that he wouldn’t wait.

He was wondering about the police car 
which had stopped in front of Fred’s 
store and hurried back. Sergeant Hig­
gins was there, inside the store and on 
one knee while he watched a technician 
apply a chemical to the floor.

Higgins grunted when Mike appeared, 
got to his feet and took Mike to one side.

“Seen anything of the guy who runs 
this store?” he asked.

“I’ve been hunting him too, Sarge. I 
went to his hotel, but he didn’t show up. 
There’s something funny about all this. 
Why did you come back if you didn’t 
believe what I told you?”

“Well—” Higgins gave him an abashed 
grin. “I got thinking that a crime re­
porter can’t afford to be a liar and you’d 
never exaggerated before. Then the pa­
trolman on the beat called in and said 
he’d found some blood spots on the side­
walk. Not just drops, but definite smears. 
I thought maybe, if we checked the 
floor where you said the body fell, we’d 
discover blood had been cleaned off it.”

“Did you, Sarge?”
“No. Not a trace. Can you account 

for that, Mike?”
Mike closed his eyes and thought back. 

He’d seen the man sink toward the floor. 
It would have been a perfectly natural 
gesture for him to have thrown an arm 
across his face as he dropped. A last 
automatic gesture, trying to stop the sud­
den pain or to shut out the sight of the 
killer with the gun.

“He might have fallen so that his face 
was nestled against one arm and the 
sleeve picked up any blood,” Mike said.

“That must have happened because there 
was blood all right. Now Fred is miss­
ing. Sarge, I’m going to use the back 
room phone. Maybe I can locate him.”

THE Sergeant didn’t seem to care 
much what Mike did. The reporter 

went to the back of the store, dialed the 
operator and asked for Long Distance. 
He wanted to talk with the night editor 
of the Allendale Times. The connection 
went through and Mike identified him­
self.

“I’m interested in a man named Theo­
dore Small who graduated from that 
college in your town in June 1939,” he 
explained. “If you know anything at 
all, let me have it.”

“Know anything about Teddy Small? 
I’ll say I do. He graduated all right and 
opened up a store about ten miles from 
here. A year later there was a murder. 
Some jealous husband poisoned his wife 
and Teddy Small sold him the stuff that 
did the trick. Furthermore he knew 
darned well what the guy was going to 
do with the poison and a judge thought 
Teddy Small might get wise to himself 
if he served about four years in the pen.”

“Do you recall what he looked like?”
“Sure. I was a legman in those days 

and I covered the trial. At that time he 
was five feet nine or ten, medium built 
with light brown hair. I can’t remember 
what color his eyes were.”

“Nice going,” Mike said. “Now—did 
you ever hear of anybody named Fred 
Morely?”

“Morely? Sure—because Morely 
owned the drugstore which this Teddy 
Small bought. Morely died and his wife 
sold the place.”

“Let me know when I can do some­
thing for you,” Mike said. He hung up, 
walked over to the prescription counter 
and took down the diploma that hung 
there. It was in the name of Fred 
Morely and from the same college as the 
one listed on the diploma he’d found in 
Morely’s trunk. Under good light and 
at very close range, he saw that the date 
had been altered.

Theodore Small had been sent to pris­
on, very likely had his pharmacist’s li­
cense taken away from him and he’d 
forged this one which probably came into 
his possession when he took over 
Morely’s store. Mike began seeing a 
certain amount of daylight.

He tucked the diploma back into his 



pocket, whistled softly and left the store, 
Higgins was getting ready to lock up 
anyway. Mike hurried to the vicinity of 
his apartment where he kept his car in 
a public garage. An attendant got it out 
for him and he drove straight to River 
Drive and the address on Ann Mason’s 
envelope.

It was an apartment house, as he had 
expected. One of those fashionable 
places with a panelled lobby, indirect 
lighting and soft, colorful chairs and 
divans. Also a clerk who was far more 
alert than the one at Morely’s place.

Mike said, “I want to see Miss Ann 
Mason. I know it’s very late and peo­
ple should be asleep, but Miss Mason 
isn’t. She can’t have been home more 
than a few minutes.”

The clerk laughed. "She isn’t home 
at all. She went out about midnight and 
hasn’t returned. You can wait if you 
like.”

“Thanks.” Mike reached into his 
pocket, removed a ten-dollar bill and 
wound it around one finger. He held 
that finger in the air as if he were test­
ing the wind.

“Ann and I have been acquainted only 
a very short time. What’s her family 
like? Would I get kicked out, do you 
think?”

The clerk looked him up and down, 
politely and efficiently slipped the ten- 
spot off his finger and grinned.

"Chum, her kind wears two-hundred- 
dollar suits and yours is about thirty­
eight fifty. I know because I wear that 
kind too. What’s the gag?”

“Okay. I’m a reporter,” Mike said. 
“Ann Mason is mixed up in something 
that might make a big yarn, but I’m 
checking to see how important she and 
her people are. We have to play it 
safe.”

“I don’t blame you. Ann lives here 
with her stepfather. As I get it, he 
didn’t have much when he married Ann’s 
mother and when she died a couple of 
years ago, he came into half of what she 
left and it was plenty. Ann got the 
other half.”

“Is that all there is to the family—■ 
Ann and her stepfather?”

The clerk grinned. “If you’d rate a 
stepbrother who is in the clink right 
now, as a member of the family, he’d 
make it three. The kid got himself tied 
in with a bad gang some time ago and 
he’s doing a three to five stretch. He 

isn’t a bad kid, just one of those wise 
guys who don’t grow up until they’re 
about forty. Brother, could he swill 
booze.”

“What does the old man look like?”
“Man alive, you want plenty for ten 

bucks. His name is Paul Jonay. Ann 
ne/er was adopted by him. He’s six feet 
two, bald as an egg and skinny.”

MIKE sighed. Certainly Paul Jonay 
was not the man with the Colt’s 

Woodsman who’d plugged the other in 
the drugstore. Neither did the victim 
answer to Jonay’s description. But Mike 
had something important. Fred Morely 
was an ex-con. Ann’s brother was a 
convict right now. Chances were good 
they’d been at the same prison. Perhaps 
there was some sort of a tie-up there.

Mike went over to one of the comfort­
able chairs, sat down and tried again to 
figure it out. There simply wasn’t an 
answer because he didn’t have enough to 
go on.

Half an hour later he saw Ann’s step­
father enter. There was no mistaking 
him, for the clerk had done a good job 
in describing the man. Paul Jonay 
stopped at the desk, listened to the 
clerk’s whisper and then turned slowly 
to gaze at Mike.

Jonay had very cold, very blue eyes 
and a thin, uncompromising line to his 
mouth. He came over and stood looking 
down at Mike.

“Well,” he asked, “would you mind 
telling me why the press is interested in 
my stepdaughter? Or do I presume too 
much?”

Mike arose. “You’ve got a right to 
know, I guess. There was a murder down­
town right after midnight. A man was 
killed, and so far is unidentified because 
his body disappeared.”

Jonay curled a lip. “There was a mur­
der, the corpse vanishes—what are you 
trying to give me? A radio serial for 
kids?”

“Look, Mr. Jonay, I was there. I 
witnessed the killing. I saw a man named 
George—that’s what the murderer called 
him anyway—go down with two slugs 
through his kisser. I went to the back 
of the store to phone. When I returned, 
the body was gone.”

Jonay’s contemptuous grin faded. “But 
how is Ann involved?”

“The dead man came there to meet 
Ann Mason. He asked for her by name 



and later on Ann showed up after wait­
ing until the excitement blew over. 
That’s why I want to talk to her. Be­
fore the cops do. They might not be 
quite as understanding as I’d be.”

Jonay frowned darkly. “Ann phoned 
me a short time ago. I’ve been at a party 
and she knew I was there. She said she 
wouldn’t be home tonight and she would 
explain tomorrow. I thought it odd, 
but now, after listening to your story, I 
feel that Ann must, be in some dreadful 
danger. I think we ought to call the 
police at once.”

“There’s a phone right behind you,” 
Mike suggested.

Jonay blinked slowly a couple of times. 
“No.” He changed his mind. “No, that

He pushed open the doors and stepped 
from the air-conditioned luxury of the 
apartment house lobby to the sweltering 
heat of the street. Then he turned and 
abruptly went back. The desk clerk saw 
him coming and his eyes were very wide 
and large.

“What’s eating you?” Mike asked.
“Nothing. Nothing at all. I just—feel 

a little tired. You wanted something 
else?”

“Yes, I feel I only got about nine 
dollars’ worth. This girl—Ann Mason— 
does she have a steady boy friend may­
be?”

“Well—there’s her father’s attorney. 
Nice looking guy and he comes here 
quite often though it could be in re-
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wouldn’t do at all. We can’t be certain 
Ann is mixed up in this and if she 
isn’t, dragging her in would be a serious 
error. There are a lot of girls named 
Ann. Your murder victim might have 
been calling someone else.”

“What makes you think he just used 
the first name of Ann?” Mike asked. 
“When I told it, I mentioned Ann’s full 
name.”

“Good heavens, you don’t mean he 
did use both names?”

“No, he didn’t, but you assumed an 
awful lot that time, Mr. Jonay. How­
ever, I don’t want the cops in on this 
any more than you do. Not right away, 
because they got the impression I was 
missing a wheel some place with that 
story of the disappearing dead man. So 
we’ll let it ride. When did you see your 
son last?”

Jonay bit his lower lip. “You really 
get around, don’t you? As a matter of 
fact, I haven’t seen him for months and 
I don’t intend to. Good night—whoever 
you are.”

JONAY turned and walked briskly to 
the elevator. Mike took another di­

rection and headed for the sidewalk. 
His wrist watch told him it was after 
two o’clock. He felt no twinge of tired­
ness. He never felt tired until eight in 
the morning, but he did realize this 
wasn’t exactly a night off.
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lation to the estate. It isn’t settled yet.” 
“But no drooling, fog-eyed swains?” 
“Uh-uh. She’s not that kind of a doll.

Never gives me a second look, for in­
stance.”

Mike thought Ann Mason showed good 
sense, but he didn’t comment on it. He 
might need this cluck again. Mike went 
out to the street once more and broke out 
in a big sweat right away. He walked 
toward his car. The street was deserted 
except for two men coming toward one 
another. Mike had the door of his car 
open when the man facing him stepped 
closer.

“Mister, can you tell me how to get to 
Blakely Boulevard?”

“It’s six miles away,” Mike said. 
“You’ll need a cab. Busses don’t run 
there this time of night and the cabbie 
will know—

“But my friend wants you to take him 
there,” a very soft voice whispered in 
his ear and at the same time he felt the 
uncompromising hardness of a gun poked 
against his back. The smooth voice went 
on. “So just get into the back seat, 
friend, and you can tell my pal Joey 
just where to go. He’ll do the driving. 
Got any objections, friend?”

“Not me,” Mike declared fervently. “I 
only object to things that listen. Not 
dumb creatures like a—gun, for in­
stance?”

“You catch on fast. Get in.”
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CHAPTER III

The Gray Man

IKE obeyed. There 
wasn’t anything else he 
could do. So far he had 
seen only the man who 
faced him and this in­
dividual was broad­
faced, with prominent 
red veins along his nose 
and a substantial whis­
key breath. He got be­
hind the wheel.

The man with the
gun was something else. A mousey sort, 
dressed all in gray even to the shirt and 
shoes, which were suede. He had glit­
tering eyes. The eyes of a killer mirror­
ing nothing in the way of mercy or 
kindness. A bad egg—smart and crafty. 
The kind who would pull a trigger with 
no more compunction than he’d use in 
drinking a glass of liquor. Mike settled 
himself in the seat. The car pulled away 
smoothly. Joey may have looked like a 
boob, but he knew how to drive.

Mike said, “My name is Lloyd. Glad 
to know you.”

The gray man grinned. “Got nerve 
too. I like a guy with nerve. You can 
call me Lennie if there is any occasion 
to speak to me, which I doubt there will 
be. Get this—we tell you nothing. Not 
one word, so don’t waste time trying to 
pump me. I’m a well gone dry. I can 
keep my yap shut and I hope you can 
too.”

"Like that?” Mike grunted.
“Just like that. I got one more thing 

to say. I’m not certain whether or not 
you’re supposed to be bumped. Maybe 
you’re not, because we got no orders one 
way or another. But if you squawk or 
make a pass at that door, I’ll make up 
my own orders and you won’t like 
them.”

“I probably wouldn’t,” Mike agreed. 
He closed his eyes and leaned back, ap­
parently quite at ease and relaxed. In 
reality he was set to spring into action 
if there was even a faint opportunity. 
He doubted there would be one. The 
Gray Man was clever enough to handle 
almost anything that came along.

Mike wondered who had arranged this 
• pretty little deal and what it all meant. 
If they wanted him dead, why hadn’t he 
simply been shot there on the street? 

After all, whoever was behind this didn’t 
mind plugging a man in the face inside 
a drugstore just off a public street. It 
looked as if they had plans for him.

Ann’s stepfather could have been re­
sponsible. There’d been time enough for 
him to reach a phone and send for this 
pair of hoodlums. Jonay had been a bit 
too suave about the whole affair any­
way. Mike opened his eyes, twiddled his 
thumbs and glanced at the Gray Man 
now and then. He might as well have 
been looking at a statue. The Gray Man 
didn’t even blink his eyes.

They were heading downtown and ap­
parently meant to stay within the city 
limits, for the driver passed all possible 
cut-offs. Finally he turned into a dismal 
street, slowed and made a quick swing 
into an alley. The car stopped and the 
Gray Man’s gun poked Mike suggestive- 
iy-

He climbed out of the car. The driver 
was already on the ground, a huge re­
volver in his fist. Mike raised his hands 
slightly and followed the driver, who 
backed toward a door. He opened this 
with a key and the rank smell of stale 
beer drifted out to greet them.

-behind that door was a squalid look­
ing room furnished with a table and four 
wooden chairs. A single overhead light, 
swinging from an improvised cord, illu­
minated the place. There were a couple 
of ancient calendars tacked to the walls, 
treasured more for the so-called art they 
represented than as a means of telling 
the date.

Mike sat down. So did the Gray Man 
and he kept that gun ready. Here, in 
good light, Mike took a better look at 
them. Neither was the man who’d been 
eating ice-cream at the drugstore foun­
tain and who had plugged the fellow 
called George.

Joey, with the red-veined nose, was 
intent upon adding a few more veins. 
He disappeared through a door, but re­
turned in a moment carrying a full 
bottle of whiskey and two glasses. He 
removed the cork with his teeth and they 
made grinding noises against the metal 
bottle top. He poured two drinks. The 
kind which could floor an average man. 
He handed one to the Gray Man.

“Here’s to our guest’s very good health 
and may he keep on living on account of 
blood makes me sick to my stomach,” 
Joey toasted, raised the glass high and 
swallowed its contents in two gulps.



Even Mike’s throat convulsed at the 
sight. The Gray Man sipped a little and 
put the glass down. He looked at an 
expensive wrist watch and then moved 
toward a telephone which was attached to 
the wall. He was expecting a call.

“Look,” Mike said, “seeing I’m here, 
and seeing I get tired holding my hands 
in the air, will one of you birds frisk 
me and make sure I’m harmless. Then I 
can relax.”

“You been frisked,” the Gray Man 
said. “I did it when you were climbing 
into the car. You never knew it because 
I didn’t mean that you should. Go ahead 
and relax.”

“Could I have a drink?” Mike asked 
very politely.

“Give him a drink,” the Gray Man 
ordered. Joey shrugged, went out front 
to the bar, returned with a fresh glass— 
a small one—and half filled it. Mike took 
a sip. He wished he’d never asked for 
the drink. It was cheap stuff and fiery as 
a red pepper.

HipEN MINUTES of awkward silence 
elapsed during which Joey gurgled 

two more of those elephant-sized shots. 
He poured another and Gray Man 
promptly put his hand over the top of 
the glass.

“Take it easy, will you? We’re work­
ing tonight and our guest is too quiet for 
me. We need four eyes on that guy.”

The phone rang. The Gray Man 
jumped up as if he had expected the 
call, hurried to the instrument and 
grunted a one-word greeting. He lis­
tened intently, half turned around so he 
could watch Mike. His gun was slanted a 
little, but could be brought up before 
Mike took half a breath. Joey turned his 
back on the Gray Man, sneaked the drink 
off the table and, with a broad wink 
at Mike, killed it.

The Gray Man said, “Uh-huh, I got 
that. We keep him on ice. Noon tomor­
row. Sure, it’ll be easy but if you want 
me in the morning, you’d better send 
another man around. You know how 
Joey is. Okay—I’ll expect him at nine. 
Set? Of course I’m set. Okay—see you 
tomorrow.”

He hung up, returned to his chair and 
sat down as gracefully as a ballet dancer.

“You can really relax, friend,” he 
said. “We don’t shed your blood unless 
you make a play to get out of here. To­
morrow you can go home.”

“How nice,” Mike answered. “A man 
couldn’t ask for more. Joey, how about a 
little more of that rotgut?”

Joey obliged by pouring a third of the 
small glass and taking advantage of the 
situation by slopping another tumbler 
full for himself.

“Joey, so help me, if you go to sleep, 
I’ll slap you silly,” the Gray Man said. 
“We’re working. Lay off the stuff.” 
He glanced at Mike. “Trouble with Joey 
is he never knows when to cut it out. 
He’s a pig with booze.”

Joey took offense to the extent of 
mumbling something, but he also moved 
his chair back farther and pushed the 
bottle to the edge of the table within 
easy reaching distance. Twice, while the 
Gray Man watched Mike, Joey quietly 
eased the bottle to his lips and drank 
as silently as possible.

The bottle was more than half empty 
and Joey was getting a happy expression 
in his eyes. If wishes came true, the 
Gray Man would have been a heavy 
drinker too. Mike was wishing that, but 
the Gray Man took a dainty sip now and 
then, more to wet his throat than to get 
any effects.

Mike tilted his chair back against the 
wall, parked his heels against the lower 
rung and closed his eyes. He was ac­
tually dozing when the phone rang again. 
It startled him so that the chair came 
down with a bang that made even booze 
stupefied Joey give a jump.

“Keep your eye on him,” the Gray Man 
told Joey. “If you can see at all. You’ve 
been hitting the bottle and thinking I 
didn’t know it. I ought to massage your 
face with the flat of my gun.”

The Gray Man walked to the phone. 
This time he seemed to be getting dif­
ferent orders and Mike didn’t like it. 
He could not know what was being said 
by the caller, but the Gray Man shifted 
his glance to Mike and those eyes be­
came hard and deadly. The gun came up 
a bit to almost a level.

The Gray Man said. “It’ll cost you five 
hundred more. You heard me. Five Cs 
happens to be a cheap price. I get it be­
fore I tackle tomorrow’s job. Good— 
it’ll be over in a couple of minutes. 
Yeah, I’ll call.”

He hung up the phone. Joey seemed 
to have caught the gist of the instruc­
tions too, for he reached for the bottle 
and tilted it to his lips. The Gray Man 
walked over, tore the bottle out of his 



hand and put it on the table.
“I said, no more, you glutton. We’ve 

got a job to do and it’s tough enough for 
two sober guys.” The Gray Man faced 
Mike. “Stand up, friend. The deal is 
changed. You get it. Don’t ask me why 
because I don’t know. I never ask ques­
tions of the guy who pays me. Stand 
up!”

Mike arose slowly. “Can’t a man even 
have a choice of dying on his feet or sit­
ting down? That’s what you’re going 
to do, isn’t it? Shoot me?”

“Yes. There’s nothing personal in this. 
Not one thing, friend. It’s just another 
job to me. Just another job.”

HIS EYES said he liked this kind of 
job. They were killer’s eyes now, 

narrowed and icy cold. He was working 
himself up to the pitch necessary for his 
finger to start pulling the trigger. Be­
hind him, Joey stood like a big dumb 
ox, eyes very wide in anticipated horror 
—or whatever feeling would pervade 
that thick skull.

The Gray Man walked closer, to a 
point about five paces away from Mike. 
The gun was level with Mike’s heart. 
Mike felt his own flesh crawl. The hot, 
sultry evening was redhot all of a sud­
den. He could feel sweat oozing out of 
every pore, though he began trembling 
a bit. He’d never faced death before. 
Not this kind of savage, unadulterated, 
determined death.

He said, “It’s tough—this way. Give 
me another drink. Before Joey swills it 
all down.”

The Gray Man’s eyes darted to one 
side, but he couldn’t see Joey. He turned 
his head slightly to see if his orders were 
being disobeyed. Mike gave a jump the 
moment the Gray Man’s eyes were shift­
ed clear of him. Not a jump straight at 
the man, but offside.

The gun roared—and missed. Mike 
was considerably surprised though he 
had no time even to realize he’d been 
thinking that. He was in close, and 
somehow he had the Gray Man’s gun arm 
under his own left arm. He looped a 
right fist upwards. It connected with a 
chin that gave a mild cracking sound. 
The gun went off again and Mike got 
the odor of burning cloth. His own 
sleeve or the side of his coat, he imag­
ined.

He dropped the right, brought it up 
again and the Gray Man went reeling 

off. Joey was closing in, trying to draw 
a bead, but he was too drunk. Mike 
kicked a chair in front of him and Joey 
tripped over it. The Gray Man was get­
ting up. Mike leaped toward him, came 
down on the floor with both feet arid 
raised his right shoe. He kicked out, as 
hard as te could kick. The Gray Man 
uttered a very small moan and sagged 
back against the wall which had been 
supporting him.

Joey was getting untangled from the 
chair. Mike hurled another at him, flung 
the door open and dashed into the alley. 
His car was still there. He got behind 
the wheel, murmured a prayer and 
stepped on the starter. It responded. He 
didn’t take time to turn around, simply 
backed out of the alley as fast as if he’d 
been in first gear.

CHAPTER IV

Death in the Window

OW Mike was on the 
street. He shifted nerv­
ously, stepped on it 
and got out of there 
fast. He was no cow­
ard, but against those 
two killers he’d have 
little chance. The Gray 
Man would now assume 
there was a personal 
element in his vinaic- 
t i v e n e s s and Joey, 

while a blundering idiot, still had a gun. 
There was also little sense in calling 

the police. By the time they got there 
the back room of the bar would be 
straightened up and deserted. Just an­
other case like that of the disappearing 
dead man.

A good five miles away, Mike drove 
into a park. He took cigarettes from his 
pocket and needed both hands to hold 
the match to the butt. He was still 
trembling and he wished he had some of 
that cheap whiskey Joey loved so much.

Gradually the trembling ceased. He 
began breathing easier, not with every 
muscle of his diaphragm. The hammer­
ing inside his chest subsided to a gentle 
patter. He killed the cigarette in four 
lusty drags, flipped it away and lighted 
another.

Then he sat back to do some thinking. 
There were weird phases to this business, 
but the weirdest was the person who had 



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.”

THE 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 who 
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 



came to meet her stepfather and her 
greeting was cordial. It was clear they 
got along well. Then she saw Mike and 
gave a visible start.

“That’s the man who—who snatched 
my purse.”

Mike said, “Okay, I am that man, but 
it was for your own good. Listen to me 
carefully. Time is precious. There’s a 
killer—a grim, cold-blooded, profession­
al gunman with a mission to perform this 
morning. I know he intends to murder 
someone, but I don’t know who his target 
is and I think you do.”

“I?” Ann cried. “But how in the 
world—?”

“Last night—at that drugstore to 
which you were headed—a killing took 
place. A man named George walked into 
the place and asked for you. He even 
described you. Another man sat at the 
soda fountain. He had a gun and used it 
on George. The killer got away.

“I ran to the back room to phone and 
the druggist was intimidated into doing 
nothing while the dead man was re­
moved. We don’t know who he was, but 
he did have a date to meet you. For 
heaven’s sake, Ann, can’t you see I’m 
telling the truth? I want to help you.”

“Please, Ann,” Jonay said, “tell him 
whatever it is. Perhaps this whole thing 
is aimed at you.”

“No, it is not,” Mike put in. “It 
would be simpler if that were true, but 
when Ann phoned you at three this morn­
ing, your conversation was listened in 
on by the desk clerk. He reported what 
he heard. The killer knows where Ann 
has been, but he has made no attempt 
to reach her so we can rule her out as 
the victim.”

Attorney Pike got himself between 
Mike and the girl. He waved an admon­
ishing finger before the reporter’s nose.

“I think this is some sort of a scheme 
by which you hope to profit—”

Mike picked him up bodily and de­
posited him in one of the big chairs. 
The attorney’s wife gave a mild scream 
and ran to his side. Mike turned to Ann 
again.

“What I have to know is why you 
had a date with George at the drugstore. 
And what you, and everyone concerned 
with you, are doing this morning. By 
noontime it will be all over. You can 
ask questions afterward. Just answer 
mine now and help me save someone’s 
life.”

“I—didn’t know the man I was sup­
posed to meet except that his name 
really was George,” Ann said. “He 
phoned me and said he had something 
very important to tell me. He couldn’t 
come to me, but I agreed to meet him 
at the drugstore. He named that odd 
hour, saying it was safer.”

“And what else did he say? Please, 
Ann, think.”

“He told me, as our conversation end­
ed, that he didn’t go for murder. He 
spoke of it as if it were an afterthought, 
the words trailing off. I tried to get him 
to say more but he hung up.”

IKE groaned. He’d hoped for a 
very definite clue in connection 

with her intended midnight meeting with 
George.

“You have things planned for this 
morning,” Mike said. “They concern 
other people. It has to be that. What 
do you intend doing before noon?”

“Why—why, not very much. I’m to 
attend a hearing at Probate Court with 
reference to my mother’s estate. I sup­
pose that’s all.”

“Who is going to be there?”
“My stepfather, Mr. Pike, my attor­

ney, and my stepbrother.”
“The one serving time?” Mike de­

manded.
She flushed slightly. “Yes. They are 

bringing him down for the hearing. Mr. 
Pike thinks his testimony is necessary.”

“Mr. Pike does, eh?” Mike glanced at 
the attorney. “Maybe Mr. Pike arranged 
the whole thing. We’re going to see. 
Now go about your business as if noth­
ing happened. There isn’t a thing wrong 
that you know of. I haven’t been here 
at all. Got that?”

“You—know who is to be—killed, 
then?” Ann asked in a shaky voice.

“I do—and I’ll stop the killing if I 
can. There isn’t a particle of use in 
bringing in the police. The killer would 
merely call it off temporarily and try 
again when we wouldn’t be ready for 
him. Jonay, stay close to Ann. If there 
is any shooting, duck fast.”

Mike hurried away, drove to the next 
corner and entered a tobacco store just 
opening for business. He used the phone 
booth and got Sergeant Higgins out of 
bed. He gave him a long story, hung up 
and returned to his car. His next stop 
was at the hotel where Fred Morely, 
alias Theodore Small, lived.



This time there was nobody on the 
desk. Mike knew the clerks often 
stepped out for a smoke and some air. 
He vaulted the desk, made his way to 
the switchboard cubbyhole and picked 
up all the small slips on which phone 
charges were made for every outgoing 
call. He jammed these into his pocket.

He made his way to the elevator and 
rode to Morely’s floor. He knocked hard 
on the door. Nothing happened for a 
moment and he knocked again. Morely’s 
voice was nervous.

“Who is it?”
“Mike Lloyd. Open up, Fred. You’re 

in a mess of trouble and I’m the only 
person who can help you.”

The key turned, Morely opened the 
door a crack and peered out. He was 
disheveled, worried and a deep frown 
crinkled his forehead. Mike went inside 
and sat down.

“Okay,” he said, “let’s have it all. The 
truth this time.”

Morely shrugged. “I couldn’t help it, 
Mike. They had me pinned against a 
wall. Don’t make me tell what it is they 
have on me. But I had to say the dead 
man got up and walked out. Sure—two 
guys came in and carried him away. 
They both knew me. They knew what 
my secret was. I was told what to say 
and—and I did.”

“How about last night? Where were 
you?”

“Walking the streets,” Morely 
groaned. “Trying to think things out 
and getting nowhere. I’m all tangled up 
in something I did long ago. I have to 
do as they say. Mike—I’m packing. I’m 
going to leave town. They’ll probably 
kill me if I stay.”

“What are they after?” Mike vzanted 
to know.

“Honest, I haven’t any idea. The guy 
who used the gun last night—he was a 
complete stranger. I think he was a paid 
gunman, but I’m not sure. I’m not sure 
about anything except I’ve got to get 
out of here fast.”

Mike arose. “Maybe, by this after­
noon, your worries will be over. I’ve 
been working hard and I have a good 
idea what this is about. If you like, you 
can come with me and see the finish.”

Morely shook his head. “What’s the 
use? The end of those guys will be only 
the beginning of the end for me. Mike 
—be a pal. Don’t bring me in on this. 
Just let me start travelling.”

“But you won’t have to,” Mike argued. 
“If you do run away, the cops are bound 
to get you sooner or later. This way you 
just own up, clear your record and it’s 
over with. Fred, you’re coming with me 
if I have to knock you cold first.”

Morely nodded. “I guess you’re right 
at that. Let me get my hat and coat.”

CHAPTER V

The Time Grows Short

HEY hurried down­
stairs, out to the street 
and into Mike’s car. 
He didn’t have very far 
to go. Before long 
they came into sight of 
the various imposing 
struct ures which 
formed the city’s pub­
lic buildings. People 
were streaming in and 
out of the various 

courthouses. Mike pulled up across the 
street from one of the largest of these 
buildings.

“I know a few things, Fred,” he said. 
“I know your right name is Theodore 
Small and you did time.”

Morely shrugged. “So you know! 
Anybody could find out, I suppose. What 
are you going to do about it? Blab the 
whole thing in the story you’ll be writ­
ing?”

“Maybe. You see, last night I was 
picked up by a couple of hard characters 
and taken to a cheap cafe’s back room. 
One of the pair who snatched me was a 
plain stupid drunk. The other was smart, 
but not half as smart as he thought. 
They got tough, Fred. Very tough. 
They pushed me around and the biggest 
one grabbed me by the throat. Like 
this!”

He suddenly had Morely’s throat and 
pinned him against the seat. Mike’s 
other hand darted beneath the druggist’s 
coat and snaked out a heavy automatic. 
He flipped the safety off and pushed the 
gun into Morely’s ribs before he let go 
of him.

“Ever think what it felt like to die, 
Fred? Did you ever stand helplessly 
waiting for a man to shoot? I did—last 
night. I know how it feels and you’re 
going to find out.”

Morely looked puzzled. “Mike, have 
you gone nuts? I packed that rod in 



case—well, I. felt I needed a gun.”
“Sure you do, but I’ve got it now. 

Fred, you knew the man at the soda 
fountain. You knew why he was there— 
to get George before he could meet Ann 
Mason and spill what he intended to sell 
—or give—to her. You knew the killer 
so well that you didn’t even charge him 
for all that ice-cream he was eating and, 
Fred, that takes mighty close acquaint­
anceship! I’ve never known you to give 
away a penny.

“You soaked me for the coke last 
night and rang up my nickel. The pre­
vious sale was also for a nickel and if that 
killer had paid up after each serving, as 
you usually insist, the register would 
have shown a larger figure than five 
cents.

“You’re a tightwad, Fred, and it 
tripped you this time. Nobody hauled 
that dead guy out. Nobody but you, 
Fred. You lugged him to your own car 
and parked him in the back seat or the 
trunk. That’s why you wanted to get 
away so fast. That’s why you didn’t re­
turn to your room. The dead man had to 
be dumped somewhere.”

Morely’s attitude was changing. He 
snarled, lowered one hand and then lifted 
it again when the gun poked him pain­
fully.

“Keep ’em up, Fred,” Mike warned. 
“Nice and high, like I had to do last 
night. There’s another angle that worked 
against you. The killer who had me at 
the point of a gun received one phone 
call which ordered him not to kill me. 
You figured I wasn’t worth killing and 
I was a good alibi in case things turned 
against you. I could swear you didn’t 
kill George.

“Then there was a second phone call 
and I was to be rubbed out. You dis­
covered I’d swiped the diploma issued 
in your right name and spotted the 
phony which you swiped from the store 
you formerly owned. You knew I was 
getting too close and I was better dead. 
I didn’t die, Fred. But you’re going to!”

Morely gave a harsh laugh. “Who 
are you trying to kid, Mike? You 
couldn’t shoot me in cold blood. You’re 
not the type.”

“In a few moments a car containing 
some prison guards and a prisoner named 
Jonay will pull up before that court­
house. Somewhere in the neighborhood, 
two killers are waiting. Probably with 
a telescope-sighted rifle. They intend to 

get Jonay.
“Why, I don’t know. There wasn’t 

time to go into that, but they are after 
him. He is the only person connected 
with this who hasn’t been close enough 
to you, or your gunmen, to be rubbed 
out before now.”

“Look,” Morely protested. “You got 
this all wrong and I’m on a spot. Sup­
posing what you say is right? Suppos­
ing somebody does get knocked off. I’ve 
nothing to do with it.”

“Oh, you’ve got plenty, Fred. Be­
cause if young Jonay is gunned out, 
you’ll be dying too, as he sinks to the 
ground. When your killers fire at Jonay, 
I start pulling the trigger. That’s the 
situation, Fred. To save your own life 
you must tell me where those two killers 
are holed up. It’s impossible to search 
every place within rifle shot of this 
courthouse. So you’re going to tell me— 
or die when Jonay dies. It’s up to you.”

“Mike, this is crazy—”
“It’s as straight as you’ll find the road 

to hell, Fred. You used your room phone 
to contact those killers. The desk clerk 
made a record of the calls. I know what 
time they were made. I was right there 
when they came through and that’s the 
exact time written on the hotel charge 
slips, along with the right number.

“You wanted to act the part of a man 
caught in the middle, only there is no 
middle. You’re both ends, but there’s 
no squeeze, Fred. Not unless you’re 
ready to die.”

MORELY said nothing. His par­
tially raised hands became tight 

fists. He looked keenly at Mike and saw 
grim determination. Minutes went by. 
Mike never relaxed his vigilance and 
the hand which held the gun was un­
tiring.

Morely’s arms started to shake a bit. 
Mike smiled tightly.

“The strain is tough, Fred,” he said. 
“Any moment now, young Jonay will 
appear and die like George died in your 
drugstore. George, who didn’t believe 
in murder, knew you intended to knock 
off young Jonay and was going to sell 
out.

“Only George was either stupid or un­
lucky. He made the date to meet Ann 
Mason at your store. Maybe because he 
thought you were a right guy, being an 
ex-con. Maybe he came to you with the 
proposition and you suggested using the 



store as a meeting place. He had no idea 
you were head man. The time is getting 
short, Fred. Where are those killers?”

Morely shook his head savagely and 
gritted his teeth. More minutes passed. 
A few pedestrians stared into the car, 
but the gun was hidden and while Morely 
had his hands raised slightly, it could 
have been a natural gesture. Anyway, 
the pedestrians saw plenty of cops 
around. They seemed to be everywhere.

Then a large sedan slid to the curb. 
Morely stared at it. A uniformed prison 
guard climbed out. The gun prodded 
Morely’s ribs harder. Mike wasn’t watch­
ing the tableau in front of the court­
house. His eyes were on Morely.

“When the kid drops, you’re on your 
way,” Mike said between his teeth.

Morely gave a shriek. “He’s on the 
third floor directly across from the court­
house. He’ll shoot the minute the kid 
shows. Mike—don’t kill me. Mike— 
don’t. Please don’t—”

Mike yanked the gun away. Morely’s 
arms came down and he uttered a growl. 
The gun came down to, striking Morely 
across the forehead. He wilted and 
moaned. Mike leaned out of the car win­
dow. Sergeant Higgins came out of a 
doorway. “Right across the street, third 
floor,” Mike shouted.

Higgins blew a whistle. Men armed 
with tommy-guns appeared from parked 
cars. One of the guns rattled briefly. 
Then men pounded toward the entrance 
of a building just down the street. There 
were some more shots. A few moments 
of silence followed.

A pair of uniformed cops emerged 
first, followed by Joey, who staggered 
as if he was still feeling the effects of 
the bottle he’d finished the night before. 
Higgins came over to the car.

“The other one—a guy dressed all in 
gray—wanted to shoot it out. He did 
and we won. This mug is talking. I 
guess we can take Morely off your hands 
now, Mike. We know what it’s all about 
—or can guess. Jonay and Morely served 
time together. Morely told Jonay about 
plans he was making to revive a danger­
ous mob.

“Jonay was with him then, but the 
kid got religion and backed out. Morely 
was afraid he’d talk, discovered Jonay 
was being brought down here for a 
court hearing and decided to wrap him 
up for good.”

“I thought it would be like that.” Mike 
climbed out of the car, took a firm grip 
on Morely and pulled him to the side­
walk. “Make him tell where he hid that 
body, Sergeant. And who he paid to kill 
the man. I’m going to phone in the 
story and then explain things to Ann 
Mason and the Jonays.”

“Sure,” Higgins grinned. “If I was 
your age and the girl involved was a 
trim blonde, I’d want to do the explain­
ing too. But, if Morely hadn’t cracked, 
all of us would be explaining to the 
Commissioner. I was never so scared in 
my life.”

“Morely was bound to be yellow,” 
Mike said. “He hired men to do his 
dirty work and only cowards do that. 
Thanks for believing in me.”

When Black Burton answers the call of his reporter friend, Joe Pryor, 
he runs into a nest of rackets within rackets and comes 

face to face with grim, baffling murder in
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After luring Mike Malloy out to this deserted spot, Conant must have pushed him over the cliff

Without Evidence
By NORMAN A. DANIELS

Blackmailing is Gus Conant's game—but he doesn't mind 
a slight detour into murder when it looks safe enough!

and underneath this inscription were 
two words Private Investigations.

Bill Malloy walked in. There were 
three girls in the outer office. The place 
was fitted with green leather chairs, neat 
mahogany desks, some good copies of 
masterpieces and a crime library that 
filled part of one wall.

The receptionist moved forward to in-

HE DIDN’T look very much like 
a cop. He was tall and lean and 
he had a springy step that went 

more with the winner of the tennis finals 
than with the owner of a sergeant’s 
badge. His name was Bill Malloy and 
he was looking, with slightly wrinkled 
nose, at that same last name printed on 
an office door. The first name was Mike
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tercept him, but quickly stepped aside. 
She’d tried to stop him before. Bill 
Malloy grinned down at her, crossed the 
office and opened the door marked Pri­
vate without knocking.

Mike Malloy was tilted back in a 
swivel chair, his feet were on the desk 
and his eyes were tightly closed. Gentle 
snores came from his sagging mouth. 
Bill slammed the door behind him.

Mike Malloy opened one eye. “Oh, 
it’s you, my good worthy brother Wil­
liam. Take a load off your feet. I'm very 
busy, but I always have time to talk to 
the Law.”

Bill sat down, chuckling. “I guess 
I know the reason you quit the force 
five years ago, Mike. They didn’t pro­
vide an office private enough for you to 
sleep in. How’s business?”

“Not bad.” Mike laughed and slid his 
feet off the desk. “Not bad at all. But 
you didn’t drop in to ask about that. 
What’s up?”

“Look, why not give up all this and 
come on back?” Bill said. “The depart­
ment needs men like you, Mike. Fooling 
around with divorce stuff, tracking down 
missing people, peeking through key­
holes—what sort of a life is that?”

Mike winked. “A great life. I make 
more dough in a month than you make 
in a year. Why, right now I’ve got an 
assignment—”

“Which involves a blackmailer named 
Gus Conant,” Bill interrupted. “Mike, 
lay off him. We’re after that guy too. 
But there are enough of us to take care 
of him and only one of you. He’s poison. 
Deadly poison.”

IKE just grinned. “They say I’ve 
got toxic fangs too. Good gosh,

Bill, you don’t think I’m afraid of the 
man?”

“No. Not that at all. I know you better. 
In fact you’re liable to underestimate 
him. He’s got all sorts of underworld 
connections. He hires gunmen for his 
jobs. We think we know of at least two 
cases where he paid for murders. The 
man is dangerous.”

Mike said, “Bill, I’ve got a client who 
has been paying him for years. He’s sick 
of it, even to the point where he’ll go 
to court, if necessary. And I have an­
other client, brand new, who is also being 
tapped by Conant. They’re going to have 
a meeting soon and if I can, I’ll trap 
that guy. I’ll take care of two clients 
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at the same time and hand you the 
smelliest blackmailer that ever existed.”

Bill wagged his head. “You’re only 
one man. Conant is an expert in this 
stuff. If you stumble, you’ll get a slug 
through the brain.”

Mike laughed. “Look who’s talking! 
You’re afraid I might run into a slug. 
What about you? What of those two 
escaped convicts you’ve been assigned to 
track down? Chuck Torgo and Big 
George Farr are ten times more danger­
ous than any blackmailer. The chances 
are, I’ll go to your funeral before you 
attend mine.”

Bill arose. “Okay. I can’t budge you. 
Nobody ever could. However, if you 
take my warning about Conant, I’ll feel 
better. Pack a rod when you corner him 
and use it. Let me know if you need any 
help.”

“You’ll be the first to know,” Mike 
said, smiling reassuringly. “So long, 
Bill. When I drag down two fees for 
getting Conant, I’ll buy you a drink. 
Which is more than you’ll be able to 
afford even if you grab those two ex­
cons. All you’ll ever get is a pat on the 
back or maybe an elevation to Detective 
Lieutenant which must carry at least five 
bucks a week more pay.”

Bill walked out. Before the day was 
over, he wondered if Mike wasn’t right, 
if being a private eye, working on your 
own time, wasn’t better. Bill had walked 
the streets until his feet burned. He 
had talked to stool pigeons, co-operative 
citizens, to bartenders who might have 
served the pair of escaped convicts a 
drink. He had spent hours looking for 
just one slight trace of the pair—and 
found nothing.

It was disheartening work. There was 
no glamour in being a detective. It was 
just plain hard labor with emphasis on 
the feet. Before he had dinner and 
dropped into a movie, the weight of his 
gun, torch, sap and handcuffs felt like 
a ton.

He checked into Headquarters by 
phone. No word had been received about 
the two convicts except that everyone 
was still positive they were in town. 
Bill went home, to the two-room hotel 
suite he occupied alone. He read the 
newspapers, smoked a lot and thought 
hard trying to determine just where a 
pair of crooks like Torgo and Farr would 
hole up.

The phone rang. A man who an-



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 hung 
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.

THEY 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 darkne^. 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 



faint moonlight. It looked like a wraith, 
spiraling up toward the night sky, a thin, 
flimsy column of something.

He moved toward it, finally, barking 
shins on boulders and getting his face 
slapped by branches. He paid no at­
tention to all of the bumps because he 
discovered that the wraith was nothing 
more than smoke coming from a chim­
ney of a small shack, a dilapidated place, 
but in a direct line with the scene of the 
crime.

In fact, being close to the edge of the 
cliff too, anyone in the shack would have 
had a clear view of Mike’s car and what 
happened in or near it.

Bill listened outside the partially 
opened door a moment, heard nothing 
and pushed the door wide. It sagged so 
much that it scraped against the floor. 
He threw the beam of his torch around 
the single room. It contained two old 
chairs, a rickety table, some old horse 
blankets on the floor and an ancient wood 
stove.

On the table were a few cracked dishes, 
two opened tins of food. On the stove 
were pans containing the food, which 
was hot and still moist. Whoever had 
been in this shack had departed in a 
hurry, and hadn’t been gone long.

Bill’s eyes grew narrow. A rapid de­
parture, with food abandoned on the 
stove, meant the occupants had been 
scared into leaving. Probably someone 
had seen the crime committed and were 
in no position to be caught, even as wit­
nesses.

SERGEANT MALLOY found ciga­
rette butts, two empty whisky flasks 

and, carelessly thrown into a corner, a 
cheap wallet. He opened the wallet. It 
contained no money, but there was a 
driver’s license behind a cellophane win­
dow. Bill whistled sharply. The license 
was made out in the name of Frank Bar­
tell and. Mr. Bartell had been foolish 
enough to pick up a couple of pedes­
trians three days ago. Foolish because 
the pedestrians had turned out to be 
Chuck Torgo and Big George Farr, in­
tent upon putting distance between them 
and the prison from which they’d taken 
French leave.

They had taken the corpse away when 
Bill returned to where Mike’s car was 
still parked.

“Nothing on him which gives us any 
sort of a clue,” Captain Delaney said. 

“The Medical Examiner came, took a 
look and said it was accidental death. 
To make him change his mind we’ve got 
to provide evidence, Bill, and I don’t see 
any.”

“No car tracks, besides those made by 
Mike’s car and the bus owned by the 
people who found the body?”

Delaney shook his head. “Not even 
good tracks from those cars, Bill. The 
road was pretty well grown over with 
grass. You can’t take impressions off 
stuff like that.”

Bill got into his dead brother’s car. 
“I’m going back to town, Captain. If 
there are no clues here, I might find 
some there.”

Delanfey put a restraining hand on 
Bill’s shoulder. “Now, Bill, I realize he 
was your brother and you loved him very 
much. I know very well that you suspect 
Gus Conant of either committing this 
crime or engineering it. But remember 
—no rough stuff with Conant unless you 
have something definite to go on.”

Bill smiled coldly. “I’m a cop, sir. I 
loved my brother, but I also respect the 
badge I wear. If I bring in Conant, I’ll 
book him and have the proof to go with 
it. Roughing him up wouldn’t do any 
good. He’s tough and can take more than 
I’m able to hand out.”

“Good!” Delaney’s eyes beamed ap­
proval. “Keep on using your head and 
try to stifle the emotions this has brought 
upon you.”

Bill stepped on the starter. “That 
doesn’t mean, sir, that I won’t get Co­
nant, because I will. Dead or alive, I 
don’t care which, but I’ll get him.”

Bill drove back to the city, a trifle too 
numb to think. Two ex-convicts had 
more than probably witnessed the kill­
ing. But how could they talk? Espec­
ially since a guard they’d struck, in 
making their escape, was now dead. Even 
the escaped men didn’t know about that. 
Bill, like everyone else, thought it wise 
to keep quiet the fact that the pair were 
now murderers and headed for the chair. 
Two men like Torgo and Farr wouldn’t 
go back to face death. They’d fight it 
out and there was no telling how many 
policemen would be killed.

Right now Bill Malloy was delighted 
that the news of the guard’s death hadn’t 
come out because a plan was slowly form­
ing in his mind. Not the kind of a 
plan a cop should be thinking about, but 
when a cop’s brother is the murder vic-
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tim, anything ought to go, especially 
with a rat like Gus Conant.

Bill pulled up in front of a large Eng­
lish type house far back from the street 
they called Acres Road. Conant lived in 
style. He was no cheap blackmailer, but 
a highly intelligent purveyor of crime 
and agony. Bill walked up a path of 
carefully placed stones, mounted to a 
large porch and rang the bell, almost 
hidden under ivy that climbed up the 
wall.

The man who opened the door looked 
cool and neat and well poised. He 
wore gray flannels and his hair was 
brushed straight back from a rather nar­
row and pointed face. He held a thin 
cigar between his well manicured fingers.

“Yes?” he inquired.
“I’m Sergeant Bill Malloy,” Bill said-. 

“You’ve seen me before. Also a reason­
able facsimile in my brother Mike.”

“Malloy!” Conant stepped back from 
the door. “Come on in. I couldn’t see 
you so well out there. How are you— 
and that brother of yours?”

“I’m sick, mentally, and -Mike is dead,” 
Bill said softly.

Conant’s eyelids dropped just a trifle. 
“Oh, I’m sorry. I didn’t like Mike. Nat­
urally, how could I with him on my tail 
as often as he could be? But I’ve never 
wished death even upon my worst en­
emies. Sergeant, are you under the im­
pression that I killed him?”

“Oh, no!” Bill walked into a very com­
fortable living room. He reflected that 
being a blackmailer paid off far more 
handsomely than being a cop. “Not at 
all, Conant. I have no impression of the 
fact that you killed Mike. I just abso­
lutely know that you did.”

CONANT sat down. “I was afraid of 
that. Mainly because—say, when 

did he die?”
“I'll ask the questions, foolish as the 

whole procedure may be,” Bill said. 
“Where have you been since six o’clock 
this evening?”

Conant rubbed his chin, took several 
puffs on his cigar and bit his lower lip. 
“At six I was dining at the Club Royale. 
I went alone, but I’m known there. You 
can check. I left about seven-thirty or 
quarter of eight. From then on until 
about eleven I—just walked around.”

“Kind of a long hike,” Bill observed 
dryly. “As a matter of fact, Conant, 
you’re not saying where you went be­

cause you want me to get the idea your 
alibi is a type you’d be reluctant to go 
into detail about. That would go big 
with a jury, if you were ever indicted.”

“It might be something like that,” 
Conant said. “Frankly, I was with some­
one, but details might result in embar­
rassment all around. Believe me, Ser­
geant, I did not kill your brother.”

Bill arose. “You wouldn’t refer to a 
man named David Kinley as your alibi? 
He phoned me at ten o’clock and quite 
casually told me you’d just left him. 
Which alibis you because Mike was 
killed fifteen minutes before ten, a long 
distance from here. Therefore the alibi 
would hold.”

“I’m not talking, Sergeant.”
Bill said, “Conant, you’re a shrewd 

article. I haven’t the slightest respect 
for you as a human being, but I admire 
your coolness and the way you prepare 
a crime. Personally, you’re rotten all 
through. Every blackmailer is. He has to 
be.”

Conant smiled. “I don’t even resent 
what you’re saying, Sergeant. I know 
how upset you are. If my brother had 
been killed, I wouldn’t be thinking too 
clearly either. Nor selecting my words 
too well.”

Bill’s voice had icy edges to it. “But 
this is one time, Conant, that you slipped 
for there happens to be a little shack by 
the spot where Mike was tossed over the 
cliff. Two men were in that shanty and 
they had an excellent view of the scene.”

Conant’s eyebrows elevated fast. “So? 
Is it a pinch then?”

“Not yet. I’ve got to locate that pair 
first and they don’t want to be located. 
But they will be, eventually, and they’ll 
talk because I’ll be in a mighty good 
bargaining position so far as they are 
concerned. Maybe they won’t want to 
rat on a guy like you because they’re 
rats too.. Maybe they’ll be afraid of you 
but—they’ll be more afraid of what I’ll 
do to them. I wouldn’t take any trips, 
Conant. Not any at all.”

Bill stalked out of the house, returned 
to his own car and wondered what sort 
of an impression he’d created. He drove 
away but stopped again at the nearest 
open store. There he entered a phone 
booth and called Headquarters.

“I want four men,” he said. “New 
boys who aren’t known. I want one 
dressed in tuxedo, two in business suits 
and the fourth as a workman of some 



sort. Men who can tail Conant and not 
be spotted no matter where he goes. I’ll 
cover him until they arrive. Each man 
in his own car. Step on it.”

Bill went back to the vicinity of Co­
nant’s home, parked and waited until the 
quartette of detectives arrived. He gave 
them explicit instructions and was grati­
fied at their intelligence and willing­
ness. Then he left Conant in their hands 
and drove to the apartment house where 
David Kinley lived.

It was late, but Kinley was fully 
dressed and looked as if he expected 
company. He was a gray man—gray of 
hair and face and clothing. He had fat 
little fingers, stained by nicotine, and 
a rather apologetic, retiring manner for 
a business executive.

Bill showed his badge. “You phoned 
me tonight. Asking for my brother Mike. 
Remember?”

Kinley wetted his lips. “Oh yes, of 
course. I haven’t found him yet either.”

Bill remained standing after he en­
tered the apartment. “You were a client 
of Mike. You are being blackmailed by 
Gus Conant and you wanted Mike to 
haul you out from under without bring­
ing down on you, all the evidence Conant 
holds. You’re taking a devil of a way to 
do it, Mr. Kinley.”

“I—don’t seem to—understand.” Kin­
ley looked like he needed a drink. Two 
drinks.

“Mike was murdered tonight. At that 
time you’ll tell me Conant was here at 
your home. But it won’t work, Kinley, 
because I’m getting evidence on him and 
when it’s complete, you’ll have to tell 
the truth.”

KINLEY just looked at Bill and pre­
tended not to understand.

"You speak in riddles,” Kinley com­
plained half childishly. “Conant is just 
a name to me. He—he wasn’t here this 
evening. I didn’t mean to give you that 
impression over the phone.”

Bill snorted. “You were mighty care­
ful that I did get that impression. If I 
pick up Conant on suspicion of murder, 
he’ll squawk. He’ll say he was here at 
your house. Then, very reluctantly you’ll 
admit that was the case. What was he 
here about? Oh, just some business 
deal, and Conant will back you up. Cer­
tainly two gentlemen like you and Co­
nant wouldn’t be talking blackmail. Oh, 
no! He’s got you over a barrel, Mr. 

Kinley. He’s forcing you to alibi him and 
the worst of it is, he’ll succeed because 
you’re in no position to deny him a 
thing.”

“I’m sorry,” Kinley said, and strangely 
enough sounded as if he meant it. “I 
wish I could help you.”

Bill eyed him critically. “Supposing 
I nailed Conant without your help. 
Nailed him good, I mean. Would you 
come forward and bust his alibi to bits? 
Provided, of course, that whatever Co­
nant has against you is never made 
public?”

“Sergeant, I’m a business man, and 
I’m open to all sorts of deals,” Kinley 
said. “I really mean it when I say I 
wish I could be of help. Your brother 
was a friend of mine. I liked him.”

“Okay, Mr. Kinley. Keep thinking 
about it because when I avenge my 
brother’s murder, I’ll free you from the 
yoke Conant has put upon you and a 
lot of other people like you. When that 
happens, I’ll need your help, and fast. 
Good night. Stay away from Conant.”

Kinley didn’t reply, didn’t even move 
to escort Bill to the door. Bill returned 
to Headquarters, avoided Captain Del­
aney and sat down in his own office. 
Reports from the four shadows would 
start coming in soon.

At one o’clock the first one arrived. 
Conant had left his home and driven to 
a night club. He’d indulged in liquor 
rather heavily for him, but hadn’t got 
drunk by any means. He’d gone for a 
little ride in the country and, oddly 
enough, close by the spot where the 
murder had taken place. He hadn’t 
stopped.

At five in the morning, further re­
ports came. Conant had gone home, 
made a good show of preparing for bed 
and put out all the lights. A half hour 
later he’d almost slipped past the watch­
ers, but they’d got his trail. He pro­
ceeded to a garage where he rented a 
car. This time he drove close to the 
murder scene, hurried toward the dark­
ness and the cliff and spent about twenty 
minutes in the shack.

“Good,” Bill approved. “He’s sniffing 
the bait. Did you tap his phone?”

It was tapped. Conant wouldn’t be 
making or receiving any calls now, with­
out their being recorded. Bill went over 
to an old leather couch in his office and 
lay down to rest. He didn’t sleep. He 
kept thinking too much about Mike.



By the following afternoon, the re­
ports were coming fast. Conant was ex­
tremely busy. He seemed to be touring 
all the tough spots. Waterfront areas, 
cheap cafes and dives. Things were 
working fine.

At nine that night, Bill took over 
personally. They were decent about it 
at Headquarters. Nobody asked any 
questions or stuck their oars in. Mike 
had been Bill’s brother and Bill could 
handle it any way he liked. If things 
soured, he’d take all the blame, too, - 
which worried Bill about as much as the 
flick of a fly’s wings.

Conant emerged from his home at 
eleven. He got out a roadster and roared 
toward town. Bill stayed far behind him, 
but was all ready for any sort of double­
cross. If Conant had the slightest sus­
picion he might be tagged, it was going 
to be hard work.

Conant turned a city corner very fast. 
Bill saw the brake lights go on as he 
approached the same corner. Saw them 
continue to glow a short distance down 
that very dark street and knew that 
Conant had stopped. Bill did some fast 
figuring. They were well uptown, too 
far from the haunts where Conant’s 
mission should take him, and further on 
down that same side-street was a sub­
way station.

Bill whizzed past the corner. A quick 
glance showed Conant’s car already 
parked. He was playing tricks, but Bill 
had a few too. He used the siren a couple 
of blocks further along. That had been 
a local subway station which he was 
certain Conant headed for. Bill pulled 
up at the next local station on the down­
town side.

HE LEFT the car there, dived into 
the subway and made the train.

He stood behind a pole as the cars slid 
past and he saw Conant in one of the 
crowded middle ones. Bill got into the 
last car and stayed there.

Conant switched trains at the express 
stop and Bill was hard put to stay out of 
sight. Fortunately the platform was 
crowded and he succeeded in avoiding 
Conant’s darting glances. The black­
mailer left the subway far downtown.

Bill shadowed him carefully. So much 
depended on Conant’s ease of mind now. 
The blackmailer stopped in a bar and 
emerged through a side door. That didn’t 
fool Bill. He was right after him, a good 

distance away but prepared to close that 
distance the moment it became neces­
sary.

They passed a newsstand. Conant 
didn’t stop, but Bill dropped a coin and 
seized a paper. There was a boxed item 
on the front page stating that the prison 
guard had died and that Torgo and Farr 
were now wanted for murder committed 
while they made their escape from pris­
on. The chair was practically automatic 
in a case of that kind.

Bill threw the paper away. Conant 
was moving slower now. Bill stalked him 
with all the skill eight years of police 
work had drilled into him. He knew 
which shadows might conceal him and 
which were deceptive. He had to think 
as Conant though, even before the black­
mailer did. It was almost necessary to 
contemplate the man’s moves before he 
even knew what they were to be.

Finally Conant came to a dead stop. 
It was along a street which was silent 
as a tomb. Pretty soon an express high­
way was going to be constructed at this 
point. All of the five-story tenement 
houses had been condemned and were 
empty, awaiting the wrecker’s crushing 
tools.

Conant lighted a cigarette and sat 
down on the crumbling outside steps of 
one house. Then he flipped the cigarette 
into the street, arose and let his right 
hand move slowly beneath his coat. It 
came away empty, but he’d been making 
sure a gun was ready for fast work.

Conant crossed the street fast, marched 
up the stairs to one of those houses and 
tried the door. It was locked. He stood 
there for a moment and then went around 
to the back of the building. Bill didn’t 
follow all the way, just far enough to 
hear Conant pry a window open. It 
scraped loudly. f

Bill didn’t go around the corner. He 
just waited a long moment. Then he re­
treated hurriedly and ran down the 
street to the nearest call box which he’d 
located on the way. He gave some terse 
commands over the phone and then sped 
back to the house.

This time he made his way around to 
the back, found the window Conant 
had used and crawled through it him­
self. He stood there, in the silent, evil­
smelling tenement listening very intent­
ly. There wasn’t a sound. He sniffed. 
Someone had been smoking a cigarette in 
here and not long ago. Conant? Hardly,



WITHOUT 
because a cigarette could easily give him 
away.

Bill retired to a corner, put his Back 
against it and drew his gun. There was 
a scraping sound somewhere. It got 
closer and turned into clearer footsteps. 
Someone came into the room though 
Bill couldn’t see who it was.

“That window is open,” a voice said 
harshly. “Chuck, did you leave it open?”

Another man entered. “Not me. You 
couldn’t lock that window, but it was 
shut all right. We’d better get out of 
here. I never liked this rat-trap any­
how. I didn’t like the way you sent out 
word so we’d get dough either. The 
woods are full of two-timing lying stool 
pigeons.”

“They don’t sing on us,” the other 
man growled. “Not now they don’t, 
when we got the chair facing us. But 
you’re right. It’s time to move on, dough 
or no dough.”

Bill heard the pair going up the stairs. 
He gave them two minutes and then fol­
lowed, moving slowly and carefully. 
Yellow light came from beneath a closed 
door. Candle light. Bill wiped sweat 
off his face. Conant was somewhere in 
this building. He might be well aware 
that he’d been tailed here. Maybe he 
wouldn’t show at all. But he had to. 
There was no other way out.

Bill couldn’t let these two murderous 
convicts escape. Not while he still car­
ried a badge. Not even if it meant that 
Conant would escape. Bill moved toward 
the door and drew his service pistol. He 
grasped the knob firmly, turned it all 
the way and kicked the door wide open.

BIG George Farr and Chuck Torgo 
whirled around. Torgo was poised 

to go for a gun that lay on an old box 
ten feet away.

“Don’t do it!” Bill’s gun covered both 
of them. “You’re washed up, both of 
you. If you want to eat lead, that’s okay 
too. Make a move, boys, and you get it! 
It’s up to you.”

Torgo was obviously stalling. It was 
hard for Bill to watch both of them at 
the same time.

“How’d you find us, flatfoot?” Torgo 
said. “I want to know.”

“You were careless,” Bill replied. 
“You needed cash bad and you sent out 
the word. Sometimes that kind of a word 
travels too far. It happened to reach 
the ears of a friend of mine who had a 

mighty good reason to give me a hand. 
It had to be a mighty good reason, be­
cause he jumped at the chance. Maybe 
you boys can give me a hint why he was 
so eager.”

“Maybe we could, but that ain’t say­
ing we will,” Torgo retorted. He was 
getting primed to go for the gun. Farr 
had one too, somewhere in his clothes. 
These two men would far rather die in 
a gun battle than be dragged to the chair. 
They were sure of that and knew that 
Bill was also aware of the fact.

Then there was a step behind Bill. 
Conant’s voice spoke softly. “Drop the 
gun, Sergeant. I’ve got one lined up 
with the back of your neck. You two— 
move a muscle and you die!”

“What’s the idea?” Bill demanded. 
He lowered his gun hand until it was 
rigid by his side. “I thought you were 
on my side, Conant. After all the work 
you did lining things up, I was sure—” 

“Shut up!” Conant screamed. “That’s 
a lie. Not that it makes any difference. 
Drop the gun, Sergeant.”

Bill flashed a quick glance at Torgo 
who stood about six feet directly in 
front of him. Bill’s fingers relaxed and 
the gun started sliding out of his grasp. 
At the last moment he curled his wrist 
and flipped the gun straight at Torgo, 

At the same instant Bill jumped side­
ways. Conant’s gun went off. The slug 
missed Bill and hit Torgo in the chest. 
He was fumbling with Bill’s gun which 
he had expertly caught. Big George was 
whipping out a weapon from his hip 
pocket.

Conant, watching all that went on, saw 
three things at once. Bill was unarmed 
and in no position to attack instantly. 
Torgo was going down, so Big George 
was the only potential danger. Conant 
shot him through the chest twice, shot 
him deliberately. The gun started swing­
ing in Bill’s direction.

“Look out!” Bill yelled.
Conant whirled. Torgo wasn’t down. 

He held the police pistol rigidly. He 
fired it four times, so fast it sounded like 
the explosions of an automatic rifle. He 
fired all four slugs straight into Conant’s 
chest.

The blackmailer staggered, fell back­
wards and hit the wall. His left hand 
groped air, hoping to find some support. 
His right held the gun, but he couldn’t 
raise it. His face was the empty face of 
an old, old man. One leg doubled under



him. He tried to talk, tried to scream, 
but there wasn’t a sound from his throat.

He curled up on the floor and then 
toppled over on his face. Torgo, still 
standing, swayed drunkenly. He pointed 
his gun at Bill and fired, but Bill was 
moving very fast. He made a sliding 
leap toward Conant, hit the floor on his 
stomach and as he whipped past the 
dead man, he snatched the gun out of 
his hand.

Torgo fired two more times, at a very 
elusive target, and missed. Bill didn’t. 
Torgo let go of his gun, staggered to one 
of the soap boxes and sat on it, both 
hands clutching his chest. He was talk­
ing, in a low, wheezy sort of a voice.

“The rat! .He brought cops here so 
we’d get killed before we could talk. 
Yeah, talk about him and the way he 
bashed in that guy’s skull. Yeah, and 
tossed him—off—the cliff!”

Torgo was falling from the box and, 
like Conant, he clutched at air. Maybe 
a dying man sees things to grab at, Bill 
thought. Torgo hit the floor about the 
same time the squad hit the door down-­
stairs.

Captain Delaney came in and stood at 
Bill’s side.

“Nice work,” he said, “getting those 

two killers. But how did Conant get in­
volved?”

“They saw him kill Mike,” Bill said 
slowly. “Conant found it out. He knew 
they were dangerous. He was afraid 
they might use their information to 
strike a bargain with us. So Conant, 
with all his underworld connections, 
started a hunt for tjhe pair and found 
them.”

“But they’re all dead,” Delaney said. 
“How come?”

Bill looked down at Conant. “He had 
to kill them. There was no other out 
for him. Meanwhile, the convicts had 
learned the guard had died and they were 
done for, so they had to kill anybody in 
their way. I was the only unarmed man 
in the room. If there was any shooting 
to be done, Conant had .to aim at those 
two and they at him* I could come later.”

Delaney nodded somewhat glumly. “I 
see. Nice the way it turned out. We 
got rid of two undesirables, and that 
rat, Conant, was killed. He paid for 
Mike’s death although, if we had nabbed 
him, he’d have laughed at us and walked 
out a free man. Funny how fate works 
these things out, Bill.”

“Yeah,” Bill said quietly. “Fate is 
funny that way.”
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The Murderer Stands Mute
By JOHN L. BENTON

Mike Kelly Stumbles into dark pathways of blackmail 
and hateuntil sightless eyes suddenly flash light!

LIEUTENANT Michael Kelly came 
down the wide museum steps, 
paused at the bottom for a mo­

ment and then lit a cigarette. Finally 
he walked along the sidewalk for half 
a block and stopped beside a parked car 
containing four men.

“I cased the reading room,” Kelly 
said. “It’s closed and nobody is in it 
so far as I can see. However, we’ll take 
no chances. Anderson—you cover the 
west door. Martin—take the rear. Cas­

sidy, keep your eyes peeled on the east 
door, Wagner, stay with the car and 
plant her smack in front of the museum. 
There are other men inside and ardund 
the place. They’ll take orders from you 
four.”

Wagner was fifty, big, and scoffing at 
the whole idea. “Mike, you’re paying 
too much attention to a silly phone call. 
What did it say? Just a voice telling you 
there’d be a killing in the reading room 
of this museum at four-thirty.”
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“It wasn’t what that voice said, Wag­
ner,” Kelly clipped. “It was the way 
the guy said it. Like a tax collector 
telling you how much you owe. There 
wasn’t a shade of a doubt in that voice. 
I’m going inside. Watch it now.”

He returned to the museum. A few 
people were wandering about looking at 
the exhibits. The reading room was 
part of a little-used wing. Leather cov­
ered swinging doors cut it off from the 
rest of the museum.

Kelly walked toward a very thick 
marble pillar and got behind it. His 
watch indicated that in five minutes 
this anonymous caller’s prediction 
should come true. There were detectives 
posted at every exit and several were 
mingling with the people inside the 
building. Nobody covered the reading 
room, though. Kelly was certain he 
could do it alone and not scare away any 
would-be murderer.

PROMPTLY at four-thirty, he saw 
a tall, slim young man walk brisk­

ly toward the reading room. He was 
clean-cut, so far as Kelly could see. The 
man’s hat brim was turned way down 
covering his face. But his clothes were 
good and he walked with a springy step 
that indicated sound health and deter­
mination.

Kelly let him go past. After all, there 
was nobody in the reading room and 
murder required two people. When the 
second person appeared, it would be time 
to move in. Kelly stayed behind the 
pillar. The young man pushed open the 
swinging doors and disappeared inside.

Then Kelly heard a stern voice, a 
shout and this was followed by two 
quick shots. He raced for the doors, 
swung them wide and slammed inside 
with a gun in his fist.

There was a man on the floor, all 
sprawled out in the undignified posture 
of the newly dead.

The man on his feet was the young 
fellow Kelly had watched enter the read­
ing room.

“Stand where you are,” Kelly spat. 
“Drop that gun. I’m the law. Drop it or 
I’ll cut you down!”

The young man let go of a .45 auto­
matic and slowly raised his arms. Kelly 
moved around until he could face him. 
He approached warily, kicked the heavy 
automatic to one side and then stuffed 
his own pistol back into its holster.

“I think,” he said, “you’d better start 
talking.”

The young man, with his hands still 
raised, began to stutter. “You-you really 
are a-a detective?”

Kelly showed him his badge. The 
young man gave a very faint sigh, his 
arms came down and his whole body 
seemed to follow along. He fell inertly 
across the man he’d killed, but he only 
stayed there a second. Just long enough 
to get a hand beneath the dead man’s 
coat and whip out the gun nestled there.

The young man jumped to his feet. 
“Sorry, officer, but this happens to be 
how it is. I don’t want to get caught 
quite yet. Walk over and face the wall. 
Put the palms of your hands against it, 
move your feet back and put all your 
weight against your hands pressing the 
wall.”

Kelly took a look at cold blue eyes 
and a white, set face. This man was on 
the verge of the jitters. The type who 
might shoot, though he’d be sorry for it 
afterwards.

“I see you know how to make a man 
foolishly incompetent in the easiest 
way,” Kelly said. “You don’t want to 
talk?”

“I haven’t anything to say. Not a 
word. There are a few questions—but 
no time. And understand me, I do know 
about making a man a prisoner. I 
learned it in the Army and I know how 
to handle a gun. No funny stuff. I hon­
estly would hate to shoot, but I will.”

Kelly nodded. “I believe you would. 
Okay, I’ll assume the position.”

He walked to the wall, faced it and 
put out his arms. Then he leaned for­
ward until he was completely off bal­
ance and only supported by his hands 
against the wall. The young man stepped 
close, slipped a hand over Kelly’s shoul­
der and extracted the service pistol from 
its holster. He tossed it as far away as 
possible.

“Stay like that,” he commanded.
Kelly heard him tiptoe toward the 

door, heard the door swish slightly as 
it opened. The young man would be 
backing through it, keeping his eyes on 
his prisoner—and backing smack into 
half a dozen cops who’d been warned by 
the murder shots.

There was a brief scuffle of feet, a 
thump followed by a sigh and then the 
scraping of a body against the tiled floor. 
Kelly pushed himself erect, went over 



and got his gun and then walked to 
where three of his men stood above the 
prisoner, sprawled out and unconscious, 
with a trickle of blood running down 
the middle of his forehead.

“Take him in,” Kelly said. “Some­
body phone the M.E. and make a report 
to Headquarters. This kid sees nobody 
and the charge is murder.”

Kelly went to where the dead man 
lay. He turned him over and wrinkled 
his nose. The murder was getting a 
nasty aroma already. The victim hap­
pened to be one Monte Cheever, a man 
accomplished in all forms of crime from 
sneak thievery to blackmail; from dope 
peddling to picking pockets. Kelly 
searched him without finding anything 
of interest.

Half an hour later, he’d cleared things 
with the Deputy Medical Examiner, put 
two detectives on duty in the reading 
room and hurried back to Headquarters.

THE young murderer was brought in­
to Kelly’s office. Kelly offered him 

a cigarette, which he gratefully accepted. 
“You acted as if you had a few brains,” 
Kelly said, “but you disproved the whole 
idea in not thinking I had friends along. 
Now suppose you tell me what it’s all 
about and just who you are.”

The young man regarded the glowing 
end of his cigarette before looking up 
directly at Kelly. There was no fear in 
his eyes. “Who I am and what I am, 
makes no difference,” he said. “Why I 
killed that rat is also beside the point. 
I did kill him; I freely admit it and I’m 
ready to pay for it. What more do. you 
want?”

Kelly shook his head. “Like that, is 
it? What branch of the Army were you 
in?”

The young man just smiled crookedly.
“Going to take the attitude of a mute 

now?” Kelly asked.
“No—only when you ask questions I 

don’t want to answer. Ask me what kind 
of a day it is and I’ll tell you. Ask me 
anything you like so long as it does 
not concern this murder I just com­
mitted—or me. Just to get it off my 
chest, I killed that rat for a mighty 
good reason. But why I killed him is 
my business and so is my identity. Now 
you can bring on the spotlights, the rub­
ber hoses and all the stuff I’ve read 
about.”

Kelly laughed. “Read about is cor­

rect. We don’t do things like that, 
really.” He lifted his phone and made 
a call. “Callahan, this is Lieutenant 
Kelly. You printed the kid we just 
brought in. Put a man on the next plane 
for Washington and have the prints 
checked through the F.B.I. They’ll be 
in the file of military personnel. Have 
your man phone me the instant he has 
made the identification.”

Kelly hung up and somberly regarded 
his prisoner whose fingers shook slightly 
as he brought the butt of the cigarette 
to his lips. Kelly threw him the pack.

The young man said, “Lieutenant, I 
forgot all about the fact that they printed 
me when I went into service. All right 
—I can’t refuse to divulge my identity. 
I’m Fred Whelan. I was a paratrooper 
captain. I killed that man in the museum 
because he seemed to typify everything 
rotten I’ve ever known. He just looked 
as if he ought to be killed. You see, 
I’m not well. Mentally, I mean—”

“Stop it,” Kelly said wearily. “You’re 
as sane as I am. You went to the museum 
reading room to meet that punk Cheever 
and you plugged him the instant you 
saw him. We were tipped off there’d be 
a murder in the reading room. Cheever 
must have been hiding somewhere. I 
looked the room over before you got 
there and I didn’t see him, but I watched 
you go in. There wasn’t a word spoken 
—just a yell from Cheever and then 
two shots from that howitzer you packed.

“Now let’s be sensible. Cheever was a 
man who was doomed to be gunned out 
some time or other. I imagine there 
must have been a hundred reasons why 
he should die that way, but I’m only 
interested in the one which affects you. 
How about it? ”

“It’s a beautiful day,” Whelan looked 
wistfully toward the window. '“We used 
to have this kind of weather in France 
and then Germany. Only we hardly ap­
preciated them.”

“I’m beginning not to appreciate 
you,” Kelly snorted. “Maybe with time 
to think, you’ll realize the seriousness of 
your position. Meanwhile I’ll see what 
we can dig up about you.”

Kelly had him taken to a cell. Then 
he phoned the Veterans Administration 
and got a quick line on Fred Whelan. 
He was twenty-three, single and lived at 
an address which Kelly quickly esti­
mated as a boarding house. That neigh­
borhood had little else, but they were all 



nice and respectable places. Fred 
Whelan’s mother was alive—no address. 
His father had died two years ago. No 
cause of death given.

Kelly hung up, hurried to the records 
division and checked through the files. 
What he found there made him whistle. 
Fred Whelan’s father was a suicide. 
He’d stolen a huge sum of money from 
his employer, realized the game was up 
and had sent a bullet crashing through 
his brain. The total of his defalcations 
amounted to almost two hundred thou­
sand dollars and what happened to it was 
a complete mystery. As much an enigma 
as Fred Whelan’s motive for killing 
Monte Cheever.

KELLY ordered a car brought 
around and drove himself to the 

address where Whelan had lived. It was 
a boarding house, just as he’d guessed. 
He talked to the landlady, who was in­
telligent and capable.

From her he learned that Fred 
Whelan shared a room with Vincent 
Raynor. It was really a suite of two 
rooms. Whelan and Raynor seemed to 
have become friends immediately after 
Whelan had moved into Raynor’s quar­
ters. Whelan hadn’t found a job yet, 
and was living on money from his Army 
pay. He led a quiet, clean life, drank 
very little and there were no women so 
far as the landlady knew.

Kelly went to the third floor and 
knocked on the door. Vincent Raynor 
let him in. Raynor was about thirty, 
neatly turned out in a dark purple loung­
ing robe and slippers. He closed his eyes 
tightly when Kelly told him what had 
happened.

“Murder,” he said softly. “Murder! 
So that’s what was on his mind. I knew 
there was something, but murder—Lieu­
tenant, I can’t believe it.”

“I saw it happen,” Kelly grunted. 
“What made you think he was up to 
something?”

“The way he used to stare into space. 
And the way he tossed at night and 
yelled in his sleep. Sometimes I’d glance 
at him when he didn’t realize it and I 
saw hatred in his eyes. He never told me 
much. Only that his mother is very sick 
in some upstate hospital for incurables. 
His father killed himself a couple of 
years ago when Fred was in the service.”

“I know that too,” Kelly said. “But 
maybe not all the facts, and I feel the 

death of his father has something to do 
with the murder Whelan just com­
mitted.”

Raynor sat down slowly. “I know the 
facts. I work at the office where Fred’s 
father was employed and from where he 
embezzled a great deal of money. That’s 
how Fred and I came to team up in this 
apartment. He came to me for informa­
tion, I learned he had nowhere to live 
and invited him to stay with me.”

“Tell me more about his father’s 
death,” Kelly asked.

“It isn’t pleasant, even to recall,” 
Raynor grimaced. “Two years ago the 
firm was in the midst of a strike. The 
plant was closed up and we moved office 
operations to town. That’s how Fred’s 
father got away with stealing so much 
money. Oh, there isn’t any doubt but 
that he did it. He even admitted the 
whole thing to Mr. Abbott.”

“Who is he?”
“The plant manager. The books 

couldn’t be properly checked with some 
of them in the city and some at the 
strike-bound factory so the old man had 
an easy time of it. At any rate Fred’s 
father claimed he’d taken the money to 
pay for the medical bills his sick wife 
was building up.”

“Two hundred thousand dollars?” 
Kelly scoffed.

Raynor sighed. “That’s what we all 
thought. Anyway we never had a chance 
to ask him where the money was. He 
walked out of the office and half an hour 
later he was dead. He shot himself 
through the mouth. Fred came home on 
emergency furlough but had to go right 
back. He’d signed up for duty with oc­
cupation troops.”

“Suppose we go see Mr. Abbott,” 
Kelly said. “I want to be absolutely cer­
tain that Fred’s father did steal that 
money. Naturally I don’t doubt your 
word, but it should be confirmed.”

Raynor hurried into the next room to 
get dressed. Half an hour later he di­
rected Kelly to the fashionable section 
where Hugh Abbott lived. Abbott him­
self let them in. The factory manager 
was a pompous, bald-headed and gimlet­
eyed man of about fifty. He listened to 
Kelly’s story.

“I suppose we might have expected 
something like that,” he said. “Fred 
killing a man and brazenly refusing to 
tell why or anything else about the 
crime. His father was a stuffy, bull­



headed man, too. Why, we had him red- 
handed and at first he refused to admit 
anything. Then he confessed. Verbally, 
but in front of witnesses. Before Ray­
nor, myself and my nephew Ralph Conk­
lin. Ralph is here in the house. I’ll 
fetch him if you like.”

CONKLIN was an insipid looking 
person in brown slacks and a loud 

sports jacket. He looked lazy and almost 
disinterested, but Kelly’s eyes were 
trained to look for the almost hidden 
points and Conklin’s eyes were a give­
away. He was putting on an act, but his 
eyes told that he was worried about 
something. But his story jibed perfectly 
with Abbott’s and Raynor’s. Kelly knew 
that Fred’s father had been a thief.

“All right, gentlemen,” Kelly said 
finally. “I have the background I need, 
though I can’t seem to tie in the murder 
with anything concerned with the thefts 
Fred’s father committed. We’ll see any­
way.”

“You won’t make him talk,” Abbott 
said. “He’s stubborn.”

Kelly winked. “We have methods. No 
strong arm stuff. That’s passe. Now we 
use hypnotic drugs that almost put a 
man to sleep, but not quite. He can an­
swer questions and he tells the truth be­
cause he can’t think hard enough to lie. 
I’ve seen them work. Then we have a He 
detector. Science is a wonderful thing. 
Raynor, can I drive you back?”

Kelly dropped Raynor off at his home 
and continued on to the cheap down­
town hotel where Cheever had lived. 
The room had already been sealed and 
there was a plainclothesman guarding it. 
Kelly went in and started searching the 
place.

He knew just how Cheever’s cunning 
mind would think and he looked for 
clever hiding places. Cheever had been 
just a bit too prosperous. His suit was 
new and cost a hundred dollars if Kelly 
was any judge. He had been wearing 
twenty dollar shoes and a silk shirt. His 
kind would run to silk shirts.

It took a long time, but Kelly found 
what he wanted. An eight inch section 
of the baseboard was loose and behind it 
lay a recess that should have made an 
excellent hiding place, but there was 
nothing in it except a lot of dust. It was 
the molding itself which contained the 
papers and the money.

Cheever had carefully cut away the 

surface of the baseboard, hollowed it 
out and matched it to another piece of 
wood, equally thin and hollow so that 
there was a fair-sized space between 
them. Into this he’d put the papers and 
the money and then sealed the two 
pieces together. It was a trick drug ad­
dicts sometimes used and Cheever had 
known enough to have adopted some of 
their tricks.

The money consisted of nine one hun­
dred dollar bills. There were two docu­
ments. One was a crudely printed letter 
on a piece of cheap paper. A blackmail 
letter. It read:

I know everything and I can make a deal with 
the cops. So you better come through like I 
tell you. I ain’t no hog but I want enough 
to pay me for the way I helped. You know 
how to reach me.

Kelly half expected something like 
this, but the letter wasn’t very enlighten­
ing. It could have been either a copy or a 
first draft. It carried no address, no 
signature and the facts it was concerned 
with were extremely vague. The other 
strip of paper was simply Cheever's way 
of keeping his books. It showed pay­
ments of one hundred dollars every ten 
days. Whoever Cheever blackmailed had 
been worried enough to meet the pay­
ments regularly.

Kelly sent this evidence to Headquar­
ters via the detective on guard duty. 
Then he set out for home. He knew he 
wouldn’t sleep. He rarely did when 
faced by a problem such as this. But in 
the peace and quiet of his home, he could 
think straight. Martha helped too. She 
was gifted with a keen analytical mind 
and an intense interest in all the cases 
Kelly was assigned to handle.

It was after one in the morning and 
Martha, his wife, would be in bed, but 
the night-light in the front hall was 
burning. Kelly turned into the drive­
way, coasting down the slope so as to 
make as little noise as possible. He got 
out, opened the garage doors, returned 
to the car and drove into the garage.

After that things were vague. He 
thought he shut off the ignition. He 
knew he extinguished the lights. Then 
a mountain, which Mohammed would 
have envied, dropped on his head.

KELLY moved one arm—or tried to.
A couple of fingers flexed and that 

was all. He coughed and wondered what 



was wrong. Why was he lying here on 
the garage floor beside his car. Why 
didn’t he get up and go into the house 
where he belonged. He coughed again 
and opened his eyes. Things were 
blurred, he thought, and then realized he 
was in total darkness. The car motor was 
going.

He knew what that meant. It regis­
tered somewhere in a remote part of his 
brain which still functioned, but he 
couldn’t do anything about it. He didn’t 
care any more. It was pleasanter to just 
drift off. The sound of the car motor 
grew fainter and fainter.

Then he heard a scream. It seemed to 
come from two million miles away and 
grow in intensity until it rang against 
his ear drums and he wished it would 
stop. Fresh air reached him. He inhaled 
a couple of times and began scratching 
at the cement floor with his fingers. 
More pure air, and a throbbing began in 
his head. His brain worked again. He 
tried to sit up. Someone helped him. 
Lights flashed on. He looked into the 
worried face of his wife.

Twenty minutes later he was sitting 
on the running board of the car, holding 
his temples and wishing the banging 
would stop. He said, “Martha, I don’t 
know what happened. I stepped out of 
the car and something fell on my head. 
If it hadn’t been for you—”

She shuddered. “It was so odd, Mike. 
I thought I heard you coming toward 
the house about twelve-forty. You know 
the noise your shoes make on the gravel. 
But you didn’t enter the house. I guess 
I dozed then. Finally I thought I heard 
your car roll down the drive. The next 
time I woke up, I knew too much time 
had elapsed and you should have been 
in the house. So I went to look.”

Kelly kicked at a five gallon tin can. 
“That’s the last time I save anti-freeze 
fluid through the summer,” he vowed. 
“And the last time I store anything on 
the rafters.”

Martha gave him a still worried smile. 
“It’s odd though, Mike, how the garage 
doors swung shut. There wasn’t much 
of a breeze. And I thought you always 
turned off the ignition as soon as the car 
stopped.”

Kelly rubbed his scalp. “Boy, I feel 
like somebody hung over for a week. I 
always do turn off the ignition. This 
time, I suppose I didn’t. How about a 
cup of coffeestrong? I think it would 

do me a lot of good, too.”
She helped him into the house. Kelly 

didn’t express his thoughts because 
Martha worried too much about his job 
as it was. But that tin hadn’t fallen on 
his head. He’d been slugged and the tin 
placed beside him afterwards. The 
garage doors just didn’t accidentally 
swing shut nor did he, this one time, 
neglect to turn off the motor before get­
ting out of the car.

One of those things might be con­
strued as an accident, but not all three 
happening at the same time. Still it had 
been a close shave with death and he 
knew it. He also guessed he was hard on 
somebody’s heels. It must concern the 
odd case of Fred Whelan the paratroop­
er captain who murdered a cheap, black­
mailing crook and refused to talk about 
it.

In the morning Kelly took a couple of 
aspirins and felt worse. He ate break­
fast, phoned Headquarters and told them 
he was going to work directly from his 
home and the job would take him out of 
town. By noon he was parked in front of 
the Gaylord Home for Incurables, some 
sixty miles upstate.

A doctor was very co-operative. He 
said, “Mrs. Whelan is doing well 
enough, but she’ll never be completely 
cured. Look, are you going to tell her 
what the boy did?”

»ELECTIVE KELLY thought that 
one over carefully.

“Not if it would harm her in any 
way,” he said finally.

“It would. She lives on dreams now. 
There’s nothing else left, and the boy is 
her biggest dream. We know her hus­
band killed himself and was a thief. We 
know some of the money he paid us for 
her care was stolen. But she doesn’t. 
Mrs. Whelan thinks her husband was 
killed protecting company funds. That 
he was a hero. The boy backed that up. 
Naturally she comes into contact with 
no one not briefed in all the facts.”

“Tough,” Kelly said slowly. “Doc, I 
need a favor. A peculiar favor, but very 
important too.”

“Certainly. Anything I can do—so 
long as it won’t upset any of my pa­
tients.”

“This will only upset a killer, Doc. I 
want you to send a wire to Fred Whelan 
at his Park Place address, so that it ar­
rives about eight o’clock tonight. In the 



wire tell Fred that his mother has just 
passed away and you are waiting in­
structions from him.”

Kelly returned to Headquarters by 
four and spent an hour going over the 
reports of the Identification Bureau and 
the Medical Examiner’s autopsy papers. 
He had a brief interview with Fred 
Whelan who smiled, thanked him for 
more cigarettes and refused pointblank 
to say a word about the crime.

At six-thirty, Kelly was at the morgue 
waiting. Vincent Raynor, Ralph Conklin 
and Hugh Abbott arrived in one car. Ab­
bott was angrily contemptuous of the 
whole affair.

‘‘What’s the idea, Lieutenant?” he 
said. “Looking at a corpse in this place 
is no dinner appetizer.”

“I know,” Kelly agreed, “and I’m 
properly sorry, but it’s necessary. I want 
you to look at the body of Monte Chee­
ver, the man Fred Whelan shot. He was 
hit through the head and isn’t a very 
pretty sight, but I’m sure you men can 
take it.”

Conklin moved back a couple of paces. 
“I don’t like this. I don’t like looking at 
dead people.”

Abbott took his arm. “Come on and 
stop being a sissy. A corpse can’t hurt 
you. Let’s get it over with.”

Kelly led them into the morgue. Ab­
bott was unimpressed, Conklin shivered 
like a leaf and Raynor looked around 
with dull eyes. Kelly lined them up be­
fore one of the big recesses which looked 
so much like a giant filing cabinet. Then 
he pulled out the slab.

Abbott uttered a cry of horror. Conk­
lin’s eyes opened very wide and he 
seemed fascinated by the cadaver. Ray­
nor gulped, moved away a little and then 
quietly folded up in a heap.

Kelly said, “Okay—that’s all there is 
to it. Help me with Raynor. Conklin, 
give me a hand.”

Abbott’s nephew was staring at the 
now closed slab. He shook himself. “Oh 
—oh, I didn’t hear you, Lieutenant. 
Sorry. Gosh, Raynor can’t take it at all, 
can he?”

Kelly got Raynor over to a chair. He 
looked up at Conklin. “I thought you’d 
be the one to cave in. Suppose we take 
Raynor home. I guess his evening is 
spoiled.”

“Mine won’t be too pleasant,” Abbott 
grimaced. “What was the idea, Lieuten­
ant? I didn’t know that man.”

“We have to follow all kinds of leads,” 
Kelly said. “If one of you did know him, 
it would have meant considerable prog­
ress. Ah—he’s snapping out of it. How 
do you feel, Raynor?”

Raynor shuddered. “If I look like I 
feel, I belong here. Get me out, will 
you? I guess I’m an awful sissy, but I 
never could stand anything like this.”

They all rode to Raynor’s apartment 
in Hugh Abbott’s big car. There Kelly 
prepared some coffee, added a spot of 
brandy to it and soon Raynor was feel­
ing much better. Conklin mixed some 
highballs.’ Nobody spoke about going to 
dinner again.

“Well,” Abbott said impatiently, 
“where are you heading with this case, 
Lieutenant?”

KELLY shook his head. “Darned if 
I know. I can’t even tie murderer 

and victim up in any way. Yet Cheever 
must have done something to Whelan at 
one time or another. Something Whelan 
won’t talk about. In fact, he won’t talk 
about anything for fear he’ll slip and the 
truth might leak out. I’d hoped one of 
you might have identified Cheever, but 
that’s finished with.”

“What’s going to happen to Whelan, 
do you think?” Abbott was more at ease 
and had lost most of his belligerency.

“If he’d give us a good reason for kill­
ing Cheever, he might get off with a life 
sentence. As it stands now, this is first 
degree murder. He’ll probably offer no 
defense. He did make a weak attempt at 
claiming he killed Cheever because he 
simply had to shoot somebody. War 
neurosis stuff, but it won’t work. His 
medical history shows nothing of that 
nature. Besides the murder was very 
deliberate.”

Abbott crossed his legs. “I’ve been 
meaning to ask—how did you happen to 
nail Whelan so quickly?”

“Through an anonymous phone call,” 
Kelly explained. “A man’s voice that 
said there would be a murder in the 
museum reading room at four-thirty. 
Sounds weird, doesn’t it? Maybe it was 
Whelan. He acts as if he expected to be 
captured and doesn’t care. Perhaps he 
wanted to be arrested, or maybe stopped 
from committing this crime. I don’t 
know. The whole thing is a bust because 
he refuses to talk.”

They were sipping a second drink all 
around when the telegram came. Raynor 



studied the envelopes “It’s for Fred. Do 
you think we ought to open it?”

Kelly took the wire and ripped open 
the flap. “I’ll accept responsibility. We’d 
have to read it anyway, before he was 
allowed to receive it. I—oh, brother, is 
this going to make the kid feel tough. 
His mother just died.”

Abbott whistled sharply. Conklin put 
down his glass and slumped deep in his 
chair. Raynor groaned and began to pace 
the floor.

Kelly put the wire on a table and Ab­
bott took it for a moment. Then Abbott 
said, “What are we going to do? Who is 
tc tell him?”

“Me, I suppose,” Kelly said. “Of 
course, if there are any volunteers. . . .”

Raynor came to an abrupt halt. “I’ll 
tell him. I’m closer to him than anyone 
else. Only let’s get it over with. If I 
have too much time to think I may 
weaken.”

“We’ll leave now,” Kelly said.
“I’ll drop you off.” Abbott finished 

his drink. “Then I’m going someplace 
and try to forget the whole thing. Man, 
I felt awfully sorry for Fred’s father. I 
guess I rode the old boy when we found 
out he was a thief. But what I felt for 
him is nothing compared to the way I 
feel right now.”

Twenty minutes later Kelly and Ray­
nor walked into Headquarters and pro­
ceeded to the lieutenant’s private office. 
Kelly sat down, scanned the telegram 
again and rubbed his nose.

“I’ll have Whelan brought into a visi­
tor’s room. Hand it to him easy, Raynor. 
With this added to the strain he is al­
ready under, he might crack. I’ll stick 
around if you like.”

Raynor shook his head. “I’d rather 
you didn’t. I can handle Fred. I’ve come 
to know him pretty well. Let’s go, Lieu­
tenant.”

Kelly led him to a small room fur­
nished with two flimsy chairs and a 
small, plain table. Then he sent for Fred 
Whelan 'pnd watched him enter the 
room. Kelly threw away the cigarette he 
was smoking and gave a signal. Neither 
Raynor nor Whelan knew it, but that 
room was wired and could be visually 
observed as well, through cleverly con­
cealed crevices.

Ten minutes later Fred Whelan 
emerged and walked slowly down the 
corridor toward the cell door. He passed 
by an office. A hand reached out and 

yanked him into a darkened room. The 
door closed softly, lights turned on and 
Lieutenant Kelly was facing him.

“Hand them over, Fred,” Kelly said.
“Hand what—oh, what’s the use any­

how?” He reached into his pocket and 
took out a pair of white capsules. He 
smiled crookedly. “It would have been 
a neat way out, Lieutenant. Save a lot 
of trouble all around.”

“Did Raynor tell you your mother was 
dead?” Kelly demanded.

WHELAN’S face was transformed 
into a mask of grief.

“Mother—dead ? ”
“Now wait a minute. She isn’t, but 

Raynor thinks she is and that’s what he 
was supposed to tell you. Sit down, 
Fred. You don’t know it, but I’ve been 
very busy on this mess. I visited the 
hospital where your mother is a patient. 
She’s doing okay.”

“But you said Raynor thought mother 
was dead. It doesn’t make sense.”

“When you know all the angles it 
makes a lot of sense, Fred. Listen to me. 
Someone tipped us that there would be a 
murder at the museum. Even named the 
time. Cheever was already there, hiding 
in the reading room. You came in, saw 
him and opened fire. I don’t think Chee­
ver expected to meet you. He thought 
someone else was coming. Someone he 
was blackmailing. And you believed 
that Cheever was your deadly enemy 
though you’d never laid eyes on him be­
fore. Shall I tell you why you hated 
him, Fred?”

“You’re talking crazy,” Whelan in­
sisted.

“Oh, no. Raynor convinced you that 
Cheever was responsible for your fa­
ther’s death. That ft was Cheever who 
got him to steal the money and then kept 
the bulk of it. Maybe even killed your 
father. Fred—Cheever did kill your 
father!”

Whelan took a long breath, but still 
remained mute. Kelly shook him hard. 
“It happened this way. Your father stole 
some money. Not very much. No more 
than he could have paid back easily. He 
needed it for your mother’s, hospital ex­
penses. But to get this money, your 
father had to mess up the books. Raynor 
found it out and messed them up even 
more and took nearly two hundred thou­
sand dollars out. Your father turned 
into a thief because of sheer necessity.



Raynor was a thief because he chose to 
be. Fred, you’ve got to talk.”

“No,” Whelan said. “Not yet, but I’ll 
listen.”

“That’s to the good, anyway. Raynor 
knew that when the final analysis was 
made of the books and all that money 
discovered missing, your father would 
deny having taken so much. Raynor 
knew your father had already admitted 
being the thief, but he’d made no admis­
sions as to the sum stolen.

“So your father had to die and Raynor 
had to hire Cheever to kill him, because 
Raynor can’t stand the sight of blood or 
death. He proved that a little while ago 
when he fainted as I made him look at 
Cheever’s corpse.” •

Whelan was getting tight-lipped and 
harsh lines were tugging at the corners 
of his mouth.

“Raynor simply couldn’t have killed 
your dad,” Kelly went on. “I reasoned 
that anyone who hired a punk like Chee­
ver to do some dirty work was either a 
fool or driven to it by force of circum­
stance. Raynor never was a fool.

“Cheever did it and then proceeded to 
blackmail Raynor to the tune of ten 
bucks a day. I found a record of the 
transaction and also a copy of the black­
mail note Cheever had written to Ray­
nor. Fred, will you open that mouth of 
yours now?”

“When I came back from overseas,” 
Whelan said, “Raynor looked me up. He 
said my Dad had been murdered and he 
knew who did it. He claimed Dad was 
in cahoots with this crook and the crook 
got all the money and had to silence 
Dad. Raynor said he actually saw the 
murder committed and he showed me a 
picture of Cheever. He said he’d fix it so 
I could meet him.”

“Ah, now we’re bringing the threads 
together,” Kelly grunted. “Raynor sent 
you to the museum. He also told Chee­
ver to be there. You must have told 
Raynor you’d kill Cheever. Didn’t you?”

Whelan nodded. “I was half crazy. 
My service automatic was in my bag. I 
began cleaning it. Raynor knew what I 
meant to do. I hoped to kill him, stay 
silent and never even be identified. My 
mind was confused. I forgot about fin­
gerprints. I hoped my mother wouldn’t 
hear of it. Lieutenant, you meant what 
you said about her?”

“She was doing fine this noon, Fred. 
Now understand this. I had the doc send 
you a wire to Raynor’s apartment saying 
she was dead. I figured it this way—the 
man who engineered all this knew you’d 
never talk so long as your mother was 
alive. Because if you did, she might hear 
the whole story of how your father was 
a thief. But if she died, you’d no longer 
care and you’d talk your head off. The 
faked news of her death nearly flattened 
Raynor and he knew he had to do some­
thing. I left a channel wide open for 
him.”

KELLY lighted a cigarette and 
pulled smoke into his lungs.

“He told me I was going to the chair. 
He said he was afraid someone would 
question my mother. He said there was 
only one thing to do—and he gave me 
those capsules.”

Kelly nodded. “The rat had them 
ready and waiting. Raynor tipped me 
about the murder so I’d be there and nail 
you cold, which I did. Raynor wanted 
you out of the way, and if he got rid of 
you by having you kill that blackmailing 
Cheever, so much the better.

“Raynor even tried to kill me last 
night. One of those things which would 
have probably been listed as an acci­
dent.”

“Thanks,” Whelan said fervently. “I 
almost made a complete fool of myself. 
Of course I killed Cheever and I expect 
to pay for that, but if Raynor pays for 
engineering the murder of my father I 
won’t shed any tears. Not even if I get 
the chair.”

Kelly nibbed his chin, “Look, Cheever 
was packing a gun. Chances are he’d 
have rubbed you out if he recognized 
you. You went there to kill him, but you 
shot in self defense. You won’t get off, 
but there are extenuating circum­
stances.”

Kelly winked, then continued, “I 
wasn’t sure who was behind it until Ray­
nor offered to break the bad—and faked 
—news of your mother’s death. Then I 
knew.”

Whelan jumped up. “Raynor—he’ll 
get away!”

Kelly grinned. “No he won’t. He’s 
locked in that room and probably won­
dering what it’s all about. Suppose you 
and I go tell him.”
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By RAY CUMMINGS

John Worthingham Rawls puts murder on the program

THERE was no one who saw John 
Rawls as he entered the little alley 
behind the Pantheon Theater. He 
was sure of that. It was late in the eve­

ning, a Monday. The small cross-street 
was dimly lighted and almost deserted. 
The narrow alley ran between the blank 
walls of two warehouses and opened into 
a small areaway behind the theater.

Rawls knew the place well. A flight 
of stone steps, with a few barrels stand­
ing beside them, led down into the dark 
cellar of the theater. He knew that the 

cellar door at the bottom of the steps 
was supposed to be locked, but mostly 
it wasn’t.

John Worthingham Rawls was an id- 
congruous figure as he furtively darted 
through the cellar door and carefully 
closed it after him. He was a big fellow 
of twenty-eight, tall, dark, sleek and 
handsome. By profession he was an ac­
tor, and he looked it—immaculately 
dressed, with dark wavy hair and the 
look and bearing of one who is well 
aware of his masculine appeal.



One would have expected to see him 
entering the Pantheon by the stage door. 
But Rawls was well known there. He 
knew that he could never get by with­
out old man Jake Hargiss seeing him. 
And no one must see him here tonight!

The cellar was almost dark. Rawls was 
just a blob of shadow as he crossed it and 
mounted the small flight of iron steps 
that led up backstage. Now he could 
hear the distant strains of the orchestra, 
familiar music as the third act of the big 
musical show was nearing its end.

Valdora would be out there on the 
stage dancing now. He had sat in her 
dressing-room so often just at this time, 
waiting for her, and hearing this same 
music. Or he had sat out in the audi­
torium, watching her lithe exotic figure 
in her specialty dance which was fea­
tured in the show.

A crash of cymbals faintly wafted to 
Rawls as he neared the top of the iron 
steps. In his mind was the vision of 
Valdora out there in the dance—the red 
flowers in her dark hair, the brief Orient­
al costume wrapping her, in the deep 
purple of the spotlight. Now with that 
crash of cymbal^ she was raising the 
glittering dagger, pretending to plunge 
it into her heart, wilting down in death 
as the music rose to its climax.

AWLS could hear the applause. For 
a moment he stood in the darkness 

at the top of the steps to be sure there 
was no one in the little corridor branch 
here, with the door to Valdora’s dress­
ing-room only a few feet away.

Rawls knew he had about five minutes 
now while the girl lay there at the center 
of the stage, crumpled in the purple 
spotlight and the act proceeded to its 
close. Rawls was tense and grim. But 
he had faced all the horror of this thing 
he had to do, so that now there was 
only the cool, calm determination to get 
it done.

There was no one in the corridor 
branch. In a moment more Rawls darted 
across it and into the dressing-room. No 
one was here. Ruby, the young girl who 
was Valdora’s maid, had been sick for 
three days, and the dancer had insisted 
she would rather get along without her 
than have a substitute.

The dressing-room was dark. It had 
just this one door, and one window which 
was a few feet above the areaway fairly 
close to the cellar stairs where Rawls 

had entered. The window was screened. 
Its iiower sash was up, for this was a 
war|n summer evening.

With the door closed, Rawls stood 
tense, drawn up against the wall with the 
door beside him. Just a few minutes 
now, and the thing would be over—just 
one minute, in here alone with the girl, 
and that dagger. Then in only a matter 
of seconds, he would be out the way he 
had come!

His whole life would be changed. He 
wasn’t really an actor. He didn’t have 
what it takes, and he knew it. A year 
had passed now since he had a job; and 
with Valdora the dancer—who was just 
plain Nettie Smith except that she had 
talent maybe, and a lot of luck—loaning 
him money. She did it because she loved 
him. Why not?

But now there was Gloria. The Van 
Allen heiress. She loved him too. It 
wasn’t hard for women to love the suave 
and handsome John Worthingham 
Rawls. Gloria and her socialite dowager 
mother, with half a million between 
them, both of them were crazy about 
him. There was a stake worth playing 
for, that half million!

Rawls’ mind swept back to this after­
noon—how the venom in Valdora’s dark 
eyes had flashed as she disclosed that she 
knew he was engaged to Gloria. For 
months he’d stalled on marrying this 
little Nettie Smith. He’d promised, sure, 
when you get tangled up that way what 
else can you do? . . . Inevitably now, 
there would be no marrying into the 
Van Allen millions! Not with Valdora 
queering it.

If only there were some other way to 
silence this dancer! But Rawls knew 
there wasn’t. He knew it as surely as he 
knew he was standing here grim and 
desperate. Desperate, because his whole 
life would be wrecked. The chance of a 
lifetime that had come to him, and only 
this jealous, venomous girl to wreck it 
with her claim upon him!

Suddenly Rawls was aware that the 
chatter of the girls in the wings as they 
trooped backstage was drifting into the 
silence of the dark dressing-room. The 
act was over. Valdora would be here in 
a moment. He stood like a shadow 
against the dark wall. He heard her 
hand on the doorknob. The opening door 
was a slit of dim yellow light as with a 
patter of bare feet she came in, and with 
a click closed the door after her. She
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was reaching for the wall light-switch.

“Nettie—” he murmured.
There was enough light from the area­

way and the alley so that she could see 
him as he came toward her. She was 
carrying the dagger in her dangling left 
hand.

“Quiet, Nettie!” His finger was to his 
lips. “Listen—I’m sorry what I said 
this afternoon—”

“John—”
“Sure—you were right—I realize—” 

His hand clicked the spring lock of the 
door beside him. He saw the startled 
look on her face. Her eyes, framed by 
lashes beaded with mascara, were wide 
as she stared at him. Don’t let her make 
any noise now! More than everything 
she mustn’t scream! He kept repeating 
the thought.

Just a second or two as he had planned 
it. She must have believed he was throw­
ing his arms around her to sweep her up 
and kiss her. But she felt him snatch 
the dagger. She stiffened and sucked in 
her breath. Her cry was a gurgle under 
his hand pressing her mouth. Then the 
long sleek blade of the dagger slid be­
tween her ribs.

"1WTO MORE to it than that, a moment 
1 \ of chaos and horror when it seemed 
to the panting Rawls that he was hold­
ing up the limp sagging thing by cling­
ing to the buried dagger. A wilting, 
crumpling dead thing now, with horrible 
contorted face and blood welling out on­
to the bare ribs. Then Rawls had dropped 
the dagger handle and staggered back.

An outpouring of sweat bathed him, 
chilled him. In the dimness he saw the 
limp thing go down. But it wasn’t dead, 
not quite! Blood was gurgling at the 
mouth now, and with it, as though by a 
last gasping breath, came a choked 
scream! Ghastly, horrible. Just one, and 
then on the floor with a little ray of 
glow from the window illumining it, 
the thing that had been Nettie Smith 
twitched for an instant and then was 
motionless.

Rawls stood numbed with horror. That 
scream could have been heard backstage. 
It was heard. His escape by the door was 
cut off. Instantly he realizes! it, because 
now out in the little cross corridor, the 
cries of a group of the girls sounded. 
A man was with them, spreading a tur- 
moil of alarm out there so that in an­
other moment they were pounding on the 

dressing-room door. Pounding and call- 
ing.

The stricken Rawls recognized the 
voice of Mackenzie, the stage manager. 
Then the weight of his body thudded 
against the locked little door. Rawls’ 
heart seemed to jump into his throat 
and stick. He was trapped in here red- 
handed. But the door resisted Mac’s 
efforts to break it.

Get out of here! The window—your 
only chance, the window— The panic- 
stricken Rawls had the wits to stoop, 
wiping off the knife handle with a scarf­
end of Valdora’s costume. Then he 
dashed for the window.

But he now found that the lower panel 
of the wire screen was fitted into a nailed 
frame that could not be raised. Franti­
cally Rawls fumbled in his pocket for his 
penknife. He snapped open its blade, 
slashed the screen—a long vertical cut 
down its middle, and a horizontal one 
crossing it at the center.

That would do it! Outside the win­
dow, the areaway was dim with shadow. 
The long narrow alley that led from it 
was a little brighter, with the yellow 
glow of the distant cross-street at its 
other end. Too late to escape this way! 
The alarm backstage had spread so that 
already men had run out the stage door 
and were coming in the alley from the 
street!

In that horrible second, the trembling 
Rawls knew he was trapped here in the 
dark dressing-room! He could shove 
through the cut screen, drop into the 
areaway, but by that time the oncoming 
men would see him, grab him, even if he 
tried to duck into the cellar through the 
areaway door. Trapped!

Thoughts are instant things. As he 
stood there in the room, hesitating at 
the cut screen, Rawls knew that he had 
only one desperate thing to do. With 
the darkness of the dressing-room be­
hind him, he knew that the men in the 
alley could not yet see him.

Swiftly Rawls bent the four big tri­
angular flaps of the cut screen inward, in 
toward the room. It made a hole big 
enough for a man to climb into the room 
from outside in the areaway. Instantly 
he turned and called.

“Nettie! Nettie, what’s the matter?” 
With a cry of horror he rushed from the 
window, stooped over the dead thing on 
the floor. His voice mingled with the 
turmoil out in the corridor and the



sounds of the men who were shouting 
out in the alley.

“Nettie—Nettie—” Rawls gasped it, 
turned, dashed for the dressing-room 
door. He unlocked it, flung it wide. 
Somebody found the wall switch. The 
room flooded with dazzling light. In the 
midst of the turmoil Rawls was gasping: 
“I heard her scream! I cut the window 
—came in. Look! She’s stabbed—get a 
doctor—an ambulance—

Then presently the men outside were 
climbing in the window. And they all 
saw that Valdora was dead. Somebody 
already had phoned for the police. . .

MOPPING his face with his hand­
kerchief, Rawls was talking.

“I was passing out in the street,” he 
was saying, “on my way here to the 
theatre. I knew that this would be the 
third act intermission. I heard the scream 
—ran here to her window. I could just 
see her lying here on the floor.”

It was all a babble of everybody try­
ing to tell the Police Sergeant what had 
happened. Mackenzie, the stage man­
ager, was here. He was a small man, in 
shirtsleeves with vest dangling unbut­
toned. He was always an excited, ve­
hement little fellow. There were three 
or four stage hands, and out in the cor­
ridor the awed group of chorus girls 
milled around, trying to get a look into 
the room.

Rawls knew he was in a nasty spot. 
But what difference? Murder is a mat­
ter of cold proof. Whether they be­
lieved Rawls or not made no real differ­
ence, not in the end. What Rawls was 
saying was entirely possible. The men 
who had come running from the alley 
couldn’t say that he hadn’t dashed ahead 
of them and cut the screen, so that they 
had climbed in through the hole just a 
moment after he had cut it and come 
through.

Sergeant Dorgan was a big, red-faced 
fellow with a bristling crop of hair like 
a brush. He had three or four uniformed 
men with him. A fingerprint man had 
arrived. He was bending now over the 
crumpled body of the dancer.

“Seems like no fingerprints on the 
knife handle,” he said.

A foxy killer, who had wiped off the 
knife handle maybe. So what? From 
out in the coijridor one of the policemen 
who had been prowling around, came 
back. He told about the cellar stairs and
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the lower cellar door which was un­
locked.

“Killer could have gotten in that way,” 
Sergeant Dorgan said. “Stabbed her an’ 
escaped the same way.”

“That he sure didn’t do,” little Mac 
put in. “Maybe he got in that way, but 
not out! Nobody got out through this 
door! I was right at it. Me and some of 
the girls.”

From the corridor several of the girls 
babbled to agree with him. The killer 
hadn’t gotten out the door, and he 
couldn’t have gotten out the window be­
cause Rawls had found the screen uncut, 
and had cut it.

Then where was the killer? No exit 
from this room. Or was there any killer? 
Maybe she had committed suicide. 
Somebody suggested it. Rawls was 
tense, cold inside. But he was trying to 
act puzzled like the rest of them.

“Suicide?” Rawls murmured. “Why, 
that could be so, couldn’t it? That’s her 
knife. She uses it in her dance.”

“But we heard the killer in here!” Mac 
expostulated. “His panting breath, his 
footsteps—”

But in all that excitement, maybe they 
were mistaken.

“An’ wiped her fingerprints off the 
knife handle?” the fingerprint man said 
sarcastically. “Sure. Suicides do that.”

It was as though Rawls already were 
accused. All these horrible eyes staring 
at him so that he was having to defend 
himself. Hold steady now! They can’t 
prove you didn’t cut the screen and 
climb in! That’s all that counts! . . . 
Rawls’ thoughts steadied him.

“You don’t always leave fingerprints 
when you grab something, do you?” he 
said. “If she killed herself—”

“Not with that angle of blow, an up­
ward thrust from around on her side,” 
Dorgan said. “A contortionist couldn’t 
stab himself with a knife thrust like 
that!”

Not suicide. Then a killer was here! 
If he wasn’t here, how did he get out? 
They were all looking at Rawls as though 
he ought to tell them! Hold steady now! 
Don’t let them bluff you!

“So he was here,” Rawls said. “How 
the devil do I know how he got out? 
Are you trying to tell me I’m a liar? 
There wasn’t anybody here with her 
when I cut the screen and climbed in. 
Here’s the knife I cut it with.”

(Continued on page 108)



There was dried blood on the scalpel Benny took from his pocket

SIX DAY MURDER
By JACK KOFOED

Tony Larkin was dead and Benny O'Dell had killed him—and 
so had Liz Shore—but destiny had the laugh on them both!

THE six day bike riders circled the 
track in Madison Square Garden, 
strung out in single file. Their 
multi-colored jersies were soaked with 

sweat. Their shoulders sagged with 
weariness. It was four o’clock in the 
morning, and there were only a few hun­
dred spectators scattered through the 
acres of empty seats.

The two o’clock sprint series was over,

and the men were worn out. They ped­
aled slowly. Some nibbled on sand­
wiches, or drank out of water bottles. 
One even held a newspaper with his left 
hand, and steered with his right. Most 
of them wore bandages on their arms and 
legs.

Benny O’Dell slumped in his seat, hat 
pulled low over his eyes, a cigarette dan­
gling from his lower lip. He wasn’t



asleep. His eyes followed the monoton­
ously circling line of riders. Benny had 
been a six day bike star himself, once 
upon a time. They called him the iron 
man, because he had had so many spills, 
and always came back.

Those falls had broken his knees and 
collar bone, and fractured his skull sev­
eral times. The accidents finished him, 
but he never became quite accustomed to 
being an onlooker instead of a partici­
pant, who always drew the cheers of the 
crowd.

The finish came one night when Tony 
Larkin was making his first real bid for 
fame. The boys were jamming like mad. 
Benny tried to sneak through between 
Tony and Pietro Corri. Tony swerved 
in, his wheel skidded, and he smashed 
into O’Dell. They were near the top of 
the track, and Benny pitched headlong 
on the flat on his head. For a week the 
doctors didn’t think he would live, but 
he did—though he was never quite the 
same again.

Benny often suffered from pains in 
his head, and his memory wasn’t what it 
had been. He couldn’t think very well. 
Something had happened tonight, some­
thing important, but the details avoided 
him. O’Dell didn’t worry about it. The 
incident would come back sooner or 
later.

The cigarette burned out, and he lit 
another. Directly opposite where he sat, 
on the edge of the track, was a little 
booth in which one member of the riding 
team rested while the other was on his 
bike. There were fifteen of these little 
cubicles, but Benny was interested in 
only one.

AMAN lay on a cot in the booth, 
loosely stretched out, eyes closed, 

and covered by a damp cloth. Benny 
didn’t need to see the half hidden face. 
It was sharp-nosed, with a jutting chin 
and with muscle creases from each nos­
tril’s flange to the corners of the mouth. 
A livid scar ran across the forehead, and 
was lost in the curling black hair. A 
strong, hard face, with no compassion in 
it, and much raw courage.

Benny hated the man who lay there. 
The man was Tony Larkin, the best six 
day rider America had ever produced. 
Most of the good ones were Belgians 
and Italians and Frenchmen, but Tony 
was better than any of them. He was 
better than Benny O’Dell had ever been. 
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Besides, O’Dell always thought Lar­
kin had deliberately ridden into him 
that night, which was silly, but that was 
what he thought. The vague memory 
curdled in him. He had always wanted 
to get even with Tony, though he had 
never quite figured out how to do it. 
Something had happened tonight along 
that line, but he could not quite remem­
ber what.

He was punch drunk. At least, that 
was the kindly way to put it. Fighters 
got that way, and people expected it. 
They never thought the same thing 
could happen to six day bike riders, 
though six day bike riders take more 
punishment than almost any other ath­
letes in the world. Even the strongest 
can absorb just so much, and then they 
crack up.

Benny’s cigarette burned his lips and 
he threw it away. He was looking at 
Tony Larkin’s powerful legs, scarred 
from ankles to knees, and trying to re­
call other reasons why he hated the man 
so much. There must be some, but he 
couldn’t recall them. All he could think 
of was how much he wanted to see Tony 
dead. That would settle the score, what­
ever it was.

A blond girl slipped into the next 
seat. Her hair was frowsy and she 
needed lip-sticking, and a touch of pow­
der on her small and shiny nose. Sitting 
around the Garden for hours on end 
doesn’t help a girl keep tidy and femi­
nine.

“Hello, Benny,” she said. “Gimme a 
cigarette.”

The old bike rider fumbled for the 
crushed packet in his coat pocket, with­
out taking his eyes from Tony Larkin’s 
muscular legs. He didn’t look at the girl, 
because he was too busy thinking how he 
hated Larkin, and wondering what it was 
he had done that night. But, try as he 
would, he could not quite put his finger 
on it.

“It’s awful late,” the girl said. “Why 
the devil don’t you go home, and hit the 
hay?”

This time he looked at her. He had 
been drinking pretty heavily, and the 
liquor merged with the fogginess of his 
mind, and made everything pretty hazy. 
He knew the blonde from somewhere. 
Maybe she was one of the tomatoes who 
patrolled Eighth Avenue. There were 
plenty of them, and since Benny walked 
up and down the street twenty or thirty
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times a day, he had come to know most 
of them by sight. No, that couldn’t be. 
He knew her better than that. Then it 
came to him. She was Tony Larkin’s 
girl, Liz—sure, Liz Shore. How could he 
have forgotten?

“Look at ’em,” Benny said, pointing 
to the circling riders. “About this time 
in the old days somebody’d start a jam, 
even if there wasn’t a two dollar ticket 
in the house. Them guys are sissies. 
They want union hours, or somethin’. 
Even Tony Larkin. Busted up as I am 
now, I could run rings around them 
monkies.”

“Go on home,” said Liz. “You’re all 
wore out.”

Benny settled deeper into his seat, and 
lit another cigarette. There was some 
liquor left in the half pint bottle on his 
hip, but he wanted to save it for the mo­
ment when he remembered what he had 
done that night. He couldn’t recall, but 
he would soon, and then he would need 
the whisky. That was for sure.

Let’s see now, he thought. I was down 
there in the infield, visiting around the 
booths, all except the one where Larkin 
lived. I was talkin’ with Goosens and 
Linari and that Senegalese, Nefatti. Nice 
boys, but why don’t they learn to talk 
English right? Then, Beckman took a 
spill that opened up his skull, and I went 
down with the doctor, and watched the 
doctor sew him up. Boy, what a lot of 
tools them doctors have! Nice shiny 
knives and scalpels and things.

The memory of that made things a lit­
tle clearer for a moment. Benny remem­
bered how he looked at the tools while 
the doctor sewed up Beckman’s head, and 
Betkman cursed like a longshoreman. 
Nobody watched Benny. He was a char­
acter, and had been a great rider before 
he became punchy. That’s why they 
gave him the run of the place. So, quite 
unnoticed, he stole a little, sharp pointed 
knife, and slipped it into his pocket. He 
could feel it right there against the 
packet of cigarettes. He must have taken 
it because he thought what damage it 
could do to Tony Larkin’s thick and 
corded throat.

LIZ ran her fingers through her blond 
hair and looked at Benny O’Dell.

“You been up to something,” she said 
accusingly. “I can tell. It ain’t good, 
whatever it is. You better watch your­
self. If they don’t clap guys like you in 

jail, they put ’em in the bughouse.”
Benny scratched his nose.
“Tony won’t bother me no more,” he 

said. “He won’t bother nobody no 
more.”

Liz turned her blue eyes to the booth 
across the track. She saw the wet cloth 
covering Larkin’s eyes, and the thick 
muscled legs. None of the handlers were 
around at the moment. Most of them had 
gone downstairs to eat, or take a nap.

“You crazy bum,” she said. “Tony 
couldn’t help smackin’ into you the night 
you had the big spill. How can you hate 
a guy for somethin’ he couldn’t help. 
Now, if you had the reasons I got—”

Yeah, why did he hate Tony so much? 
Benny squeezed his eyes shut, and tried 
to think. It wasn’t the crash altogether. 
There must have been something else. It 
had to do with a woman. Liz Shore? No, 
it couldn’t be her. He didn’t like blondes 
in the first place, and least of all hard 
boiled ones. A woman! Ah, now it was 
coming to him.

’Way back, when he was a top notch 
rider, he had married Coral Bain. She 
was slim and young, and had hair like 
midnight in a coal mine. Benny loved 
her very much. Tears ran out from un­
der his lashes when he thought how they 
had loved. It was funny he had forgot­
ten, but that’s the way his head was.

They had been married about five 
years when Tony Larkin rode his first 
race, and Coral was in the Garden every 
night. Benny had to admit to himself that 
Tony was sensational, and he was darned 
good looking. Coral kept talking about 
him. At first Benny didn’t mind, but 
then he became suspicious.

“You know,” Benny O’Dell said to Liz 
Shore. “I was crazy about my wife. She 
took care of me when I got hurt, and she 
could cook the best pancakes. She 
shouldn’t have gone off with Tony.”

Liz had been watching the riders on 
their slow procession around the track, 
and tapping her slippers nervously on 
the concrete floor. Now, she turned to 
Benny O’Dell.

“Look, dopey,” she said, “Larkin 
never had anything to do with your wife. 
You got everything mixed up in that 
stupid skull of yours.”

Benny fumbled for the pack of ciga­
rettes in his pocket, and felt the cold 
steel of the scalpel he had stolen. The 
blade was sticky, but he didn’t think 
anything about that. He was trying to



pin down the importance of what the 
blonde had said.

The old bike rider rubbed his hand 
across his forehead. Why couldn’t he 
get that dizzy feeling out of his brain, 
and think things through? He wasn’t 
crazy. They couldn’t say that about him. 
But, if Coral hadn’t run off with Tony 
Larkin, why wasn’t she with him now?

“Maybe you’re right, Liz,” he ad­
mitted slowly. He drew a long sigh. “I 
can’t get anything clear. I don’t even re­
member what happened to Coral. What 
did happen to her?”

The girl looked compassionately at 
him.

“I’m sorry I got mad at you, Benny,” 
she said. “Don’t you remember? Coral 
didn’t run off with anybody. She—she 
—died—”

“Died?” His glance was vacant.
“Sure. She was killed in an automo­

bile accident on the Westbury Turn­
pike. Tony came, and told you. In some 
way you got the idea that he ran off with 
her, or somethin’.”

Benny looked at Larkin’s legs on the 
cot. They had something to do with 
what he was trying to remember. But, 
it was impossible to think of two things 
at the same time, and what Liz had said 
about Coral confused him badly.

TONY LARKIN’S partner, the Ital­
ian, Ruggerio, began looking toward 

the booth. His riding time was up, and 
he wanted rest. One of the trainers came 
up to the booth, and waved to Ruggerio 
as a signal that he would awaken Larkin. 
He lifted the damp cloth from Tony’s 
eyes.

Liz Shore and Benny O’Dell sat look­
ing at this little by-play, and they were 
suddenly very tense, as though some­
thing extraordinary was going to hap­
pen.

The trainer put his hand on Tony’s 
face, then slowly replaced the-cloth. He 
stood there for a second, as though puz­
zled and uncertain what to do. Then, he 
pulled down the booth’s curtain, and 
started to walk away. By this time Rug­
gerio had circled the track again.

“Hey,” he called. “Whadda heck! 
Whose dees Lokkin teenk he is— 
Caruso? Get heem out here.”

“Sure,” said the trainer, “sure, Rug. 
Just a couple a minutes. Tony ain’t feel­
in’ so good.”

Ruggerio waved in a disgusted sort of
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way, and rode on. The trainer stood 
looking at him for a moment, and then 
disappeared.

“What do you think’s wrong, 
Benny?” Liz asked.

Then, Benny O’Dell began to remem­
ber what had happened. The fog cleared 
away, or, at least, shredded so he could 
piece together certain incidents and hap­
penings. The starting point was down­
stairs, when the doctor was sewing up 
Beckman’s scalp, and Beckman was yell­
ing bloody murder, and cursing like an 
old time cavalry sergeant. That was 
when Benny stole the scalpel. It was 
razor sharp, and he thought how easily 
he could kill Tony Larkin with it.

What happened then? O'Dell remem­
bered that he walked out of the clinic, or 
whatever you call it, cuddling the scal­
pel in his coat pocket. He went upstairs 
to the infield. People said hello to him, 
and he said hello to them. Nobody paid 
much attention, because they knew he 
was punchy, even if he had been a great 
rider one time.

Benny had it all mapped out. The two 
o’clock sprints were over, and spectators 
were pouring out of the Garden. All the 
riders wanted to do was take it easy, and 
so did the handlers. They were whipped 
down with fatigue, and not inclined to 
notice much. When Tony lay down on 
his cot, he would fall asleep immediate­
ly. First, though, he would pull down 
the curtains of his booth to shut out the 
light. That was what Benny O’Dell 
counted on.

He would walk casually up to the back 
of the booth, lift the curtain, and drive 
the scalpel into the sleeping man’s 
throat. Nobody would be watching him. 
Nobody watched anybody at that time of 
night. He would just drift away. Maybe 
Larkin would thrash around, and fall 
out of the booth in front of the few peo­
ple who were left in their seats. But no 
one would know Benny O’Dell had 
killed him. That was funny—and that’s 
the way it should be.

Thinking about it now, though, it 
seemed something must have gone 
wrong. The trainer had pulled up the 
curtain, and Tony Larkin just lay there. 
True, his legs had not moved, but. . . .

“Tony’s dead,” Benny O’Dell said to 
Liz Shore.

The blonde stared at him. Her eyes 
were expressionless as marbles, but there 
was a rasping sound in her voice. She



couldn’t seem to quite make up her mind 
what was the proper answer.

“Dead?”
“Yeah,” said Benny. “I killed him. I 

stuck a knife in his throat. Look.” He 
glanced cautiously around, and brought 
the scalpel out of his pocket. There was 
a smudge of dried blood on the blade.

Liz’s eyes grew wider. “You got a 
drink on you?” she asked.

Benny took the half filled pint bottle 
from his pocket, and Liz gulped hun­
grily at the tepid liquor. Then, she be­
gan to laugh a little hysterically.

“What’s the matter?” O’Dell asked. 
“Matter? You killed him! You!

That’s funny.”
The old bike rider rubbed his head 

confusedly. “I don’t know what you 
mean, Liz, that it’s funny I killed him. 
I thought you was his girl.”

“I was—sure, I was, but he gave me 
the brush. Nobody gives me the brush 
without gettin’ it back double. But, you 
wasted your time if you stuck that thing 
in his throat. I put poison in the last 
bottle of coffee they sent up to him from 
the kitchen—enough poison to kill a 
horse.”

BENNY grinned. It was a loose 
grin, without amusement, puzzled. 

He was always puzzled, so there was 
nothing strange about that. But, there 
was a little resentment behind the grin. 
Nobody else had a right to kill Tony 
Larkin, because nobody hated Tony as 
much as he did. Then, he began to have 
the feeling that he had beaten Liz. 
Betcha all the tea in China, Larkin was 
dead before he even had the chance to 
drink that poisoned coffee. Why tell 
Liz? Let her think she did it, if it made 
her happy.

“Howja do it?” he asked, pretending 
an interest he did not feel “You musta 
been pretty cute.”

“It was easy,” Liz said, sobbing a lit­
tle. “I pal with Thelma Dupree, whose 
husband works in the kitchen. She got 
him to switch thermos bottles. I told her 
Tony liked brandy in his coffee, but they 
wouldn’t let him have it.”

The trainer came back with three other 
men, including the doctor. The latter 
bent down under the curtain and stayed 
there a moment or two. Then, he pulled 
out his head, and said something out of 
the corner of his mouth. The others 
rolled Larkin onto a stretcher. Ruggerio

jumped off his bike in front of the booth. 
He had a long lantern jaw, and bulging 
eyes that made him look like a surprised 
fish. His sallow skin turned pale, and 
his hands shook.

Benny O’Dell felt mixed up. He was 
glad Tony Larkin was dead, and he was 
glad he had killed him before Liz Shore 
had the chance, but, strangely enough, 
he was sorry, too. It wasn’t good to die, 
especially when you were as young as 
Larkin was.

“I’m gonna get outa here,” Liz said, 
giving the nearly empty bottle back to 
Benny O’Dell. There were practically 
no spectators left, except a couple of 
sleepy reporters in the press box. They 
were arguing about which one should go 
down, and see what was wrong with 
Tony Larkin.

Benny reached up, and pulled Liz into 
her seat.

“There ain’t no use hurryin’,” he said, 
“Tony’s dead, and now that he’s dead I 
wonder why I wanted to kill him.”

“I know,” Liz said. “I know why both 
of us did. Tony was always hurtin’ 
somebody, whether he meant to or not. 
When he knocked you over in your last 
race, he didn’t intend to do it because he 
might have hurt himself. But, he fixed 
you good, anyway. Maybe he didn’t 
want to hurt me, but he found another 
girl he couldn’t stay away from, and— 
oh, the devil with it! But,” and she cried 
again, “I’m sorry he’s dead.”

Benny shook his head.
“It’s funny about people,” he said. “I 

never hated anybody in my life except 
Tony. Even with him stiff, I’ll keep hat­
in’ him, but it won’t be the same as if he 
was alive.” His voice became querulous. 
“I don’t want to think about him now. 
It wears me out.”

Liz didn’4 say anything. Her hands 
were shaking. The riders continued cir­
cling the pine track. Apparently they 
didn’t know what had happened to Tony 
Larkin. Ruggerio had gone down after 
the stretcher. He was one of the best of 
the European pedalers, a cold, self-cen­
tered man, who would probably shed no 
tears over his partner’s ending.

“I’m scared,” Liz said. “Maybe 
Thelma ’ll tell the cops I had her switch 
the thermos bottles. The cops grab any­
body when there’s a murder. You get 
third degreed to hell and gone, even if 
you didn’t do anything. I don’t want 
nothin’ like that. I bruise awful easy. 
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You oughta seen the way I looked after 
Tony slapped me around a coupla times.”

“He won’t do that no more,” said 
Benny. “I’m still kinda fuzzy, Liz. I 
can’t remember. Tell me honest. Didn’t 
Tony take Coral away?”

“No, you crackpot!” Her voice was 
shrill, and echoed in the almost empty 
auditorium. “But he would have if he 
wanted her, the louse. He was made to 
hurt people—but he could be awful nice 
when he wanted to.” She began to cry 
again.

“Then, why did you poison him?” 
Benny asked wonderingly.

“Shut up,” she said between tight lips. 
“What do you want to do, tell every­
body in the place? He doublecrossed 
me. That’s enough for any woman, ain’t 
it?”

JOHNNY BRADY, the Broadway 
cop, sauntered up the aisle, and sat 

down beside them. He had a sad look on 
his face. Benny liked Johnny. When­
ever wise guys started to rib him, Johnny 
took his part, and shooed them away. 
Once, a toughie took a punch at the old 
bike rider, and Brady knocked him cold­
er than a flounder on ice. Yeah, Johnny 
was all right, even if he was a copper.

“Hello, John,” Benny said, with that 
smile of his, which wasn’t quite a smile. 
He was beginning to get a little afraid, 
himself. There were butterflies in his 
stomach. He had forgotten what Liz had 
said about poisoning Tony Larkin. All 
he could think of was that there was a 
knife in his pocket with blood on it, and 
there must be a slit in Larkin’s throat. 
They would say he had murdered Tony 
—and they’d beat him, and shove him in­
to a cell, and then put him in the chair. 
He began to tremble.

“I’ve got bad news for both of you,” 
the copper said.

Benny O’Dell blinked his eyes, and 
rubbed his hand across his mouth. Liz 
fumbled in her bag for a lipstick, and 
when she had it in her fingers, seemed 
to forget that she wanted it. Her daubed 
mouth trembled.

“It’s about Tony Larkin,” Brady said.
“He’s dead,” Benny O’Dell said. “I 

saw them carry him out.”
“Yes, he’s dead. I know you didn’t 

like him, Ben, but you’ll be sorry, any-
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way. And, Liz—it’s tough on you, bein’ 
his girl and everything.”

“She wasn’t his girl any more,” said 
Benny vacantly. “Tony gave her the air. 
She’s glad he’s stiff.”

Liz gave the old bike rider a murder­
ous stare.

“Shut up, you idiot,” she snapped. 
“You hated him. Everybody knows that. 
I loved him.”

“There’s nothing to argue about,” 
Johnny Brady said. “It’s just sad it had 
to happen. What a rider he was!”

Benny felt in his pocket for the ciga­
rettes, and his fingers touched the blade 
of the scalpel. The detective was just 
playing with him. They could not have 
failed to see the wound in Larkin’s 
throat. Fifty people would say they had 
seen Benny O’Dell around, and they all 
knew how he hated Tony Larkin.

That was the trouble. He had talked 
too much about hating Tony. Everybody 
knew it. Johnny Brady knew it, and 
Johnny Brady just sat there and didn’t 
mention it.

It was pretty funny, at that, Benny 
thought. Maybe he had killed Tony 
without any reason. Maybe Larkin 
hadn’t really wanted to crash into him 
that time. Liz had said he hadn’t cared 
anything about Coral, either. If those 
things were true, there wasn’t any rea­
son for hating or killing. That’s what 
Liz said, anyway. But, even if there 
hadn’t been any reason, they would send 
him to the chair for killing the six day 
bike rider in front of everybody in Madi­
son Garden. f

In his cloudy way, Benny tried to be 
cunning. He couldn’t stand the thought 
of the chair. There was clammy sweat 
on the palms of his hands, and in his 
armpits and on his forehead. Somehow or 
other, he had to get out of this. Liz had 
said she poisoned Tony. She was just as 
much to blame as he was, even if she had 
been too late.

He started to say something about 
that, but then, whatever clearness was 
left in his poor and battered brain, said: 
“You can’t do that. Liz ain’t a bad girl, 
and ropin’ her into this won’t help you. 
They’ll see that wound in his neck, and 
unless you say somethin’, they won’t 
look into his stomach.

“I’m crazy,” Benny thought, “crazier 
than a hoot owl. They don’t electrocute



balmy guys. They just send ’em away. 
That won’t be so bad. It won’t be no 
worse than walkin’ up and down Eighth 
Avenue, puttin’ the bee on guys for a 
buck here and there. And thinkin’ about 
Tony Larkin all the time, and hatin’ him 
until my skin crawls. But, Liz, she’s 
young and no nuttier than most dames. 
I’ll keep her covered. I won’t say noth­
in’ to Johnny Brady about her.”

There must have been three or four 
minutes of silence. The riders were still 
wearily circling the track. Only one 
reporter was left in the press coop, and 
he was fast asleep, head on arms. Johnny 
Brady sat there and waited, and Benny 
could feel him waiting. Maybe Liz 
could, too.

Finally Liz said through stiff lips: 
“What did Tony die of?”

BRADY puffed a little cloud of ciga­
rette smoke from his nostrils. His 

expression did not change.
“You tell me,” he said.
“All right,” Liz said shrilly. “I’ll 

tell you. He was murdered. Benny snuck 
down, and rammed a knife in his throat. 
When he did it the curtain was down 
over the booth, and from the front no­
body could see him.”

Benny thought the girl was pretty 
much of a heel, saying a thing like that 
without even being asked. But he knew 
how people get when they are scared. 
Panic does things to your insides. Liz 
was so frightened she couldn’t think of 
anything but herself. So, he smiled at 
her in that soft, indefinite way he had.

“That’s right, Johnny,” he said. “You 
know I hated Larkin. Everybody knows 
it. What he got wasn’t no more than he 
deserved.” He looked at the chain of 
riders dragging itself around the track, 
and sighed. “I guess this is the last six 
day bike race I’ll ever see.”

Johnny Brady leaned back in his seat, 
and hoisted his long legs over the top of 
the seat in front of him.

“You’re a funny guy, Benny,” he said. 
“Why are you so anxious to pin a rap like 
that on yourself? Sure, you hated Tony 
Larkin, but that doesn’t prove you 
bumped him off. If guys went around 
killing everyone they didn’t like, New 
York wouldn’t be anv bissfer than Hoo-
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sick Falls inside of six months.”
“But, I did it,” the old bike rider in­

sisted. He took the scalpel out of his 
pocket. “I stole that when the doc was 
fixing up Beckman. Look. There’s blood 
on it. It’s gotta be Tony’s blood, be­
cause I wanted to kill him. I’m—I’m 
kinda hazy about what happened, but I 
know I stuck that knife into him.”

The detective grinned.
“You didn’t,” he said. “I was down 

there in the infield all night. I saw you, 
and you weren’t within twenty feet of 
Tony’s booth. Besides, he didn’t have a 
knife wound on him when they laid him 
out on a rubbing table downstairs!”

Benny O’Dell looked at the copper 
with tired and puzzled eyes. “I was 
pretty sure I did it,” he said.

Liz tugged at his arm. “Gimme an­
other drink,” she demanded. Benny 
tilted up the bottle until the last gur­
gling drops had run down her throat.

OKAY,” she said, “now I’ll talk. I 
ain’t scared no more. Look, John, 

this poor bum was just tryin’ to cover 
me up. I don’t know why, and I guess 
he don’t, either, but that’s the way it 
was. I killed Tony Larkin, because he 
walked out on me.”

Brady yawned and scrubbed knuckles 
through his close cropped hair.

“I’ve been on homicide for ten years,” 
he said, “and this is the first time I’ve 
seen two people trying to beat each other 
to the electric chair. So, you killed him, 
eh? How did you do it, Liz, by remote 
control?”

“With poison. I put it in his coffee.”
“They don’t let women downstairs.”
“I gave the thermos bottle to Dupree,” 

she said. “He thought there was brandy 
in it.”

“I know all about that. Dupree told 
me. He thought somebody was trying to 
drug Tony.”

“Then you had me pegged all the 
time?” Liz asked dully.

“Not exactly. Dupree emptied the 
thermos down the sink, and sent up some 
hot milk, instead. Larkin wasn’t stabbed, 
and he wasn’t poisoned, either.”

Benny O’Dell had been listening, but 
he could not quite put the pieces of the 
puzzle together in his addled mind. He 
thought he had killed Tony, but it 



seemed he had just imagined it. Now, all 
he wanted to do was go some place, and 
sleep for a long, long time. He didn’t 
hate Larkin any more. There was a great 
calm inside him.

The shadow of tears left Liz’s eyes. 
Her voice became strident, instead of 
edged with misery.

“Wash it up, copper,” she said. “If 
the coffee was poured down the sink you 
can’t finger me for tryin’ to kill Tony. 
If he wasn’t stabbed, you ain’t got noth­
in’ on Benny, even if there is blood on 
the knife.”

“Benny cut himself, and didn’t even 
notice it in the state he’s in,” Brady 
said absently. “Look at the palm of his 
hand.”

“Blast it, hurry up!” Liz cried, almost 
hysterically. “If Tony ain’t dead, why 
do you want to play around with us?”

“I don’t,” said Johnny Brady. “I’m 
just going to see that Benny is given a 
nice, comfortable home for the rest of 
his life. There’s nothing I can do for 
you, Liz, but you’ll have to get hold of 
yourself. Nobody ever straightened 
things out with knives and poison. And, 
I didn’t say Tony Larkin wasn’t dead. 
Nobody could be more dead.”

“Who killed him, then, if we didn’t?” 
Liz was drawn taut with emotion.

Johnny Brady pulled his long legs 
from over the top of the seat in front 
of him, and rose.

“Nobody Killed Tony Larkin. He had 
a heart attack. It’s lucky for you—be­
cause, if he hadn’t, sooner or later one of 
you would be facing a murder rap. Come 
on, Benny, let’s go.”
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(Continued from page 97)

Dorgan took a look at the penknife 
blade. Then he held a magnifying glass 
over it and looked again.

“Okay,” he said. “That’s the knife 
that cut the screen all right. There’s 
some of the green paint from the screen­
mesh, here on the blade.”

Proof that Rawls was telling the truth. 
He had cut the screen. . . The excited 
babble in the room went on. Sergeant 
Dorgan seemed making no effort to stop 
it. He ignored it, went over to the win­
dow. Out in the corridor the girls were 
milling around, excitedly telling each 
other how they had heard the scream, 
and come running here with Mac ahead 
of them. A policeman stood at the door, 
barring them.

In the midst of it all, Rawls stood 
against the wall, trying to ignore the 
glances that were flung at him. Old Jake 
Hargiss the doorman was here.

“Did you let Mr. Rawls backstage to­
night?” one of the policemen asked him,

“Didn’t see him,” Jake said. “He often 
comes ’bout this time. Not tonight.” 
Jake was positive. “I never left my 
desk there by the door,” he added, “No­
body gets past me.”

“I told you I was late tonight,” Rawls 
said. “I was just arriving when I heard 
the scream.”

No way to disprove it. He was perfect­
ly safe. But what was Sergeant Dorgan 
doing there at the window? His back 
was to the room. He seemed to be exam­
ining the four big triangular flaps of the 
cut screen that bent inward. Then 
abruptly he turned back to the room. A 
cold thrill of fear like a shudder shot 
through Rawls. Why was Dorgan look­
ing so grim?

“What—what is it?” Rawls stam­
mered. Steady now! Take it easy! Don’t 
be frightened!

“You cut the screen all right,” Dorgan 
said. “Your penknife blade proves it. 
So you stood outside and cut it?”

“I told you that,” Rawls said. He 
was aware that the room was suddenly
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silent, expectant. Dorgan looked so 
grim, triumphant, abruptly menacing. 
“Do I have to go all over it again?”

“No, you sure don’t,” Dorgan said. 
“You cut the screen with two long 
slashes and you bent the flaps inward, 
into the room. But you weren’t stand­
ing outside, when you did it!”

“That’s a lie!” Rawls gasped. “You 
can’t prove—”

“Can’t I? Come take a look.” He 
shoved Rawls to the window. “You 
don’t even need a magnifying glass to 
see it.”

“See-see what?” Rawls stammered.
“When you cut into wire mesh,” Dor­

gan said, “all the little prongs of the 
cut wire are bent in the direction of the 
knife-thrust.”

Numbly Rawls stared. Wire screen 
composed of tiny squares. His knife 
blade, cutting through them, left the tiny 
ends of the cut wire all bent at an angle.

“If you’d been outside,” Dorgan was 
saying, “those little prongs would be 
bent toward the room. But they’re not! 
They all bend from the room toward the 
alley! We’ve got you, Rawls.”

Proof of mathematical certainty. 
Rawls stood mute. He knew that there 
was nothing he could say.
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OFF THE RECORD
(Continued from page 10)

he had at first believed, a case so strange, 
so eerie, that you readers are going to call 
this the best Black Bat novel yet. And 
the Black Bat, too, is soon on the job in 
this exciting yarn, using every weapon 
he knows in the battle against sinister 
forces to whom murder is but a trivial 
affair. Lovely Carol Baldwin’s first as­
signment is to get a room in Dubin’s 
hotel, and make friends with him. And 
Butch—Tony fixes it for Butch to go to 
the penitentiary that Dubin has just left 
—on a mission so dangerous that even 
hardboiled Butch’s blood runs cold.

Remember the title: THE COILED 
SERPENT.

Also in the next issue of BLACK 
BOOK DETECTIVE there will be an 
exciting crime novelet, THE LOTTERY 
RACKETEER, by Nels Leroy Jorgen­
sen, and many other highly dramatic 
stories and features. Thrills and chills 
on every page make the next issue swell 
reading. For tops in detective and mys­
tery stories—it’s BLACK BOOK DE­
TECTIVE!

LETTERS FROM READERS

THANKS for all the friendly letters 
and cards you’ve sent our way this 

past month. To those of you who are 
reading BLACK BOOK DETECTIVE 
for the first time, let us explain that this 
is the column where you readers help run 
the magazine by telling us what kind of 
stories you enjoy most—or least—and 
what you want kept the way it is—or 
changed. Whatever it is you have on 
your mind about BLACK BOOK DE­
TECTIVE, let us know, and before you 
know it, you’ll be seeing your ideas and 
your name printed in this magazine, on 
this page.

So—welcome to our new readers, and 
to you long-time fans of BLACK BOOK 
DETECTIVE, if you haven’t written us 
yet, why not do so today? And if you’ve 
written before, let’s hear from you again. 
Like this faithful reader who is paying 
us a return visit:

I wrote you a letter about a year ago, but 
I can’t help writing again to tell you how 



much I enjoyed that man Tony Quinn, the 
blind fighter against crime, in the story DEAD 
MAN’S PLUNDER, I was also glad to see 
another story about Mugs Kelly, by Donald 
Bayne Hobart. That guy sure is funny, Leo 
Marr’s true story was swell—I forget the 
name of it, except that it was about a corpse 
that suddenly became too lively. —Roy Rivera, 
Glendale, California.

Although I’m not a very old fan of your 
magazine, I want to take this time, neverthe­
less, to tell you that I think BLACK BOOK 
DETECTIVE is superb, especially the stories 
of your main hero, the Black Bat. I’ve always 
enjoyed stories dealing with the hero battling 
crime outside the limits of the law under 
the protection of a mask or hood.

May I ask a favor of you, one that would 
please me greatly? Would it be possible to 
have your cover artist reproduce on the 
cover of a forthcoming issue, not the usual 
action-type cover illustrating a scene from the 
Black Bat novel, but instead a posed portrait 
of the Black Bat himself in hooded regalia; 
I mean a full front view type of portrait 
showing him from head to about the waist­
line, with hands at his side, and his body 
arranged so that the usual wording on the 
cover is not written across his body. In this 
way I could cut the unmarred portrait out 
and place it in a suitable sized frame-- If 
this could be done, you would be making me 
the happiest fan you have. —Robert N. 
Federowicz, Lorain, Ohio.
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Thanks for your nice letter, Robert. 
And what do you other fans think of his 
suggestion? Would you like to have a 
portrait of the Black Bat on the cover? 
If so, write us and let us know. If enough 
of you want it, we’ll be happy to arrange 
it. But we won’t know whether you 
want it unless you write.
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cated D.D.D. Prescription. Greaseless,’ 
stainless. Soothes, comforts and checks 
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druggist today for D.D. D. Prescription.

Checked in « JIFFY

You have asked for criticisms, but try as I 
might, I can only think how swell your stories 
are, and that goes for Tony Quinn, Carol, 
Silk and Butch. I would like to obtain past 
issues from other faithful readers. —Jerry 
Stier, Avon, New Jersey.

I have been a reader of Tony Quinn for 
six years now and I really enjoy his stories 
very much. I never miss a book if I can help 
it. I like the short stories too. I just finished 
reading DEAD MAN’S PLUNDER and sure 
:n joyed it. I read every one I can, but I feel 

[Turn page]
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like the other readers do. When are Tony 
and Carol going to be married? I think it 
would be very nice if they did.

I like Butch and also Silk. I think Carol 
is very brave, to go out alone and take the 
chances she does.—Mrs. R. Monnig, Syracuse, 
N.Y.

It’s only the women who want Tony and 
Carol to get married anyway. Love has no 
place in a mystery story like the Black Bat. 
Keep things the way they are—and keep 
women out! —Jack Tinker Jr., Alice, Texas.

What I want to know is, how do these peo­
ple in your stories go around breaking down 
doors—like the policeman on the cover of the 
issue that has DEAD MAN’S PLUNDER in 
it? I’m six feet four inches tall and weigh 
190 pounds, but I can’t splinter a door like 
that. I’ve tried it. Why, the policeman in the 
picture didn’t even get his tie mussed or his 
hat knocked off! Fooey! —Alvin J. White- 
heart, Clarksville, Tenn.

That’s a good idea about getting a Seeing 
Eye dog for Tony Quinn. I agree with the 
other readers who wrote about it. There 
could be a lot of exciting stories with a dog 
in it. —G. C. Craddock, Arkadelphia, Ark.

I don’t recall ever reading any story about
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the lottery racket. This is an evil thing that 
should be exposed, so why doesn’t one of your 
expert writers put his talent to it? —Pearl 
Mae Sukeforth, Wilton, Conn.

Thanks for your suggestion, which was 
a good one, Miss Sukeforth. And writer, 
Nels Leroy Jorgensen has written a swell 
story on the subject for our next issue. 
It’s a novelet called THE LOTTERY 
RACKETEER. Let us know how you 
like it.

We’ll close our department on a poetic 
note this time:

Tony Quinn takes the prize '
As the smartest detective, 
Though he has no eyes;
While the Black Bat, in each new sequel, 
With Butch and Silk, have no equal;
But my favorite of all,
Yes, even more than Quinn,
Is lovely, daring Carol Baldwin.

—Prof. Paul Jasper, Gulfport, Miss.

Thanks, everybody, and please remem­
ber to write. Do it today. Kindly ad­
dress your letter or postcard to The 
Editor, BLACK BOOK DETECTIVE, 
10 East 40th Street, New York 16, N.Y. 
So long.

Be seeing you again next issue!
—THE EDITOR.
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