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Electricall Engineers, Diesel and Aiir-Comdl{idoiing

DEMAND
Ex{pernts,

Buildins, Contracitins and Awuttomuilille Medhamizs, too, have
good chances for profit through BIG DEFENSE PROGRAM

Nn(gv Q}s t;'he ﬁ%‘ﬁg Mery ambitious man to start in
0! e ‘are MOW OMEMITG YD Mew ?@m
in industry. Get the facts needed from our world fa-
mous technical cyclopedias. Use the jiffy index to find

out what you need to in a hurry. Shop foremen
should welcome men who prepare mmﬁlm this
Waiﬁ’ and industry Fight Rew 15 oR the leekeut for
skilled men Whe kRoW Row-: 18 B> VOIHMES
ELECTRICITY

This new seventeenth edition of Y ——

applied electricity has over 3,000
ages—hundmedts. of illustrations.
, motors, power stations,

radio, television and many, man
other subjects all covered. Total
price only $23.80. Sent on trial.

AUTOMOBILE
ENGINEERING
6 Vudhymes

Whether you are a mechanic or helper,
expert or apg:mmirm, auto owner 6
driver, you will find great value ia these
auto books (19th edition) whieh tell you
step by step how to make difficult re-
. 2,500 pages, 2,000 illhusirations,
arine engines, aviation metors, Diesel
engines inelided. Totall price only $24.80,
Sent on trial

BUILDING, ESTIMATING AND CONTRACTING
9 Vallumes

This new 1940 edition
should makeit easy for
sny carpenter to become
acontractor. Invaluable
to builders. Roof fram-
ing, steel aguare, archi-
tectural drawing and
design, estimating,
ainting and decorat-
g. heating, building,
eontracting, somcrete .
‘orms, and, ﬂttanv other aubjects well covered. Total price §29.30.

nt on tFl
AIR-CONDITIONING
6 Valumes

Over 2,000 , 800 illustrations,
cover this new industry includin
heating, ventilating, insulating an:
similar gubjects. otal price $24.80,
Sent ontrial.

e
DIESEL ENGINEERING
6 —

U0l

Volumes
Over 2,500 fofusely illustrated
make Diesel, 3 Peweh_easy to
understand. Learn Dicsel opeiation

(Y -
ateuciion AR Fepatilng thia Way, Tetal

priea $24.80. Santon trial,

Learn to set up and run almost
any kind of machine. MAKE
MORE MONEY NOW, learning
quickly HOW TO DO THINGS
which usually take years of
study and practice. &
MHSSHE 8 BIKG BOOI@ ive you a chamece to qualify
for promotion in the mechamical field. Everybody knows that there
is a shortage of skilled men right now and that there are likely to be
more and more good jobs open. Here are 3,000 pages with nearly
3,000illustrations which cover tool making, pattern making, foundry
work, mechanical drawing, forging, machine shop practice and man-
agement, and hundreds of other subjects. This set, "Mundern Shop
Practice,” should be endorsed fay manufacturers, superintendents
and foremen everywhere, and we believe willgive any mechamic who
dses them an advantage over untrzined men. With each set we wil'
include a big binder of nearly 800 pages with 267 original ehoi
tickets and 1,200111ustrations which show step by step how to set up
and fuh almest any kind of a job. re in addition to the 8 big
books pistuted above, Total prico only $34,80, Semt oil trial,
\d - .
Comesitiiting Semvitee Intotiudied
A year's consulting privileges with our e,tzgineeu will now be given to
each buyer of any sct of these books without extra charge.
mE [’ !
for Exmmiintdion. All you need do to get a set of ** Modem
Shop Practice™ 8 volumes plus binder, “Agplied Electricity™ 10
volumes, “Automulile Engineering” 6 volumes, “ Building. Esti-
mating and Contracting” 9 volumes, “/Alr Conditionlug'* 6 volumes,
“Miesel En%i:eerin ** 6 volumes, for free examination is to send iia
the coupon below. fihe books will be sent to gou promptly. You :z
the delivery charges only. Keep them for 10 days. If not sati

send them back and you willowe us nothing. If satisfied, send only
$2.00 in 10 days and then §3.00 a month until the total price
Aioriean Tochmicar 80ciety, Publishers Home Sty Couresd
rerlean Tee €1 uBlIsSHers— HOMe
Drexel at 5aith SiFeet, Ghicage, imMaels  Dept x%

1mmmn=FEND THIS COUPON TODAY: = = waildis
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Drexel at S8th Street, Chicago, lllllmfs
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§

1esas ot abe of cet ove creresesnas
I will pay the dellvery ehaiges only and if fully satisfied will
send you $2.00 in 10 days and then $3.00 a month watil the
total price of ............0000uuns is paid. If I return the
books in 10 daya I will owe you nothing. You are to include
a year's consulting privilegea with your engineers wiithowt
extra charge.
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A Compdtae Book-langsith Novel

THE BLACK BAT"'S
DRAGON TRAIL

Featuring Tony Quinn, Nemesis of Crime

By G. WAYMAN JONES

A Scourge of the Umidewonddld Pllgys tie Rade of Hovoded Areepger to
Faifl a Murder Masttes's Plans! Tony Quiinm Goes imte Aattinn to Pro-
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OFf THE RECORD

A DEPARTMENT FOR READERS

N the next issue, readers, we bring

you one of the most sensational
cases ever tackled by Tony Quinn—a
bafflifng mystery packed with suspense
and action from the first page to the
last! THE BLACK BAT'S JUS-
TICE, by G, Waythan Jores, is a com-
plete book-leﬁgth thriller that will
make you grip the sides of your chair
tightly!

It's a novel that revolves around
diamonds — those cold, glittering
stones that have meant so much good
and evil in the world. The symbols
of love and happiness. The lure that
has led men to crime and death,

Diamonds—the theme of many a
bloodstained page in history!

The Plane of Death

Sinister forces are at work when
a plane from Europe arrives with
everyone on board either dead or
sleeping strangely! There had been
five million dollars worth of diamonds
on the ship! Five million dollars in
diamonds that apparently had van-
ished into thin air.

The case was so big that Captain
McGrath of the Headquarters Squad
longed for the co-operation of that
mysterious menace of crimedom, the
one man who was an enigma to police
and underworld alike.

The black clad figure known as—
The Black Bat!

Even though it was the dream of
McGrath’s existence to unmask the
Black Bat—to prove that his suspi-
cions of blind Tony Quinn were right
—there were times when the captain
and the whole police force from the
commissioner down needed the Bat's
aid.

Van der Veer's shipment of dia-
monds had been stolen, and his agents
had been found mysteriously mur-
dered. Five million dollars worth of
gems missing. This was a case that

called for all of Tony Quinn’s brains
and daring, for i 8¥ only had the dia-
monds been stole i from a plane while
it was in flight but later Van der Veer
had been found—dead!

All of this is in the action packed
book length novel in the next issue of
BLACK BOOK DETECTIVE, a
novel of surprising revelations and
tense moments from start to ffirish!

The Bliack Bat on the Traill

Tony Quinn and his three compan-
ions, Carol Baldwin, Silk Kirby and
Butch O’Leary go into action, and of
course it is the Black Bat who domi-
nates the scene. In his regalia he as-
sumes a sinister, eerie appearance.
Law-breakers shudder when they hear
his name or see ofie of those small
black stickers which brand the Bat’s
work.

The Black Bat is on the trail!

But the Black Bat is not after petty
crooks. He learns of a number of
jewelry store robberies that have
taken place before the five million
dollars worth of diamonds were stolen
from the transatlantic plane.

Is there some connection between
these events? Why are all the dead
men found with burns on their hands?

These and many other problems
must be answered by the Black Bat!

Sl Kirby's Perl

Two gunmen lead Silk Kirby out
into the nightt—and he knows that
they are taking him to his death .

Si}f tenses his muscles, readies him-
self,

Then, like some great bird startled
by intrusion, a weird figure suddenly
arises from the tall grass and swoops
down on the trio. The thugs*yelp
with fright and start to draw their
guns.

Silk expertly sticks a foot between

(Conbtiddéd on page 9)
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FREE
BOOK
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“MILLIONS FOR DEFENSESE:'. .

Means Thousands of New Good-Pay Jobs!

Out tremendous defense program is
now getting under way. at is more
important o thia program than the
tant force ot Electricity? Electri
8 the mighty power that makes
possible ta carry on the program our
%%!@fﬂmeﬁt and industey has ahead.
s fReans thousands of jobs for Elec~
tiically-trained men.

Get Ready Now for Your
Place in Electricity!

Start training now—at my school—
where you can get your tyaiming
guickly with a very small outlay
of money!

Get Training First ...«
- Pay Tuition Later
Get your training first . . . them
pay for itin 12 monthly ents
starting 60 days after your regular
12 weeks' training period.

Earn While Learning

If you need part-time work to help
you through my school, my employ-
ment department will help you get xt.

Learn by Doing
In my Shops, you learn the quicker,
easler way . .. by doing! You work
on real electrical » innder
guldance of expert instructors at every
step. Coyne training is practical tratn-
ing . .. and easy to grasp.

4 Weeks' Radio Course,
No Extra Tuition Chargel
After 12 weeks' traiming in Electricity,
you can take my 4 weeks' Radio courge

at no extra tuition charge!
Graduate Employment Service
My lifietime free employment serva-
ice has helped hundreds of teg
locate important opportumities in the
fascinating Electrical field. Find out
now how teo make one of these
opportunities yours!

Get My Story!
Coyne training is for any fellow who
wants to get ahead . . . even though
he may have very little ready
money. Fill in the coupon today,
for my big FREE Book, with facts
and pictures on the great Coyne
Sheps in Chicago.

COYNE ELECTRICAL SCHOOL 33/i:5%e"ohe%
fe===== MAIL THE COUPON NOW/-~~-~-

H. C. LEWIS, President, COYNE ELECTRICAL SCHOOL,
500 S. Paulina Street, Dept.11-84, Chicago, 11l

I'm reallly in earnest. I do want to get ahead. Send me

with folll particulars Coyne

' hasn't a lot of money, to get ahead.
Name. .. ... iaiiirarinrsaranns
Address. ..........ccivcniiranaann

training

&gur big free catalog
znd your plana to hellp a fdlvw, wihe
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Costly Work Formerly
kSent Out” by Business Men
Now Done by Themselves
at a Fraction of the Expense

fitits Is a ¢all for mdv exorywinsre to hemdlie
dediigiive agency for one of the most

EARNINGS

One mad Ia California earmed over $1,690 per month for three
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OFF THE RECORD

(Comtlddéd fram page €)
the legs of one man and sends him
crashing down. He lunges for the
other man and the gangster’'s gun
slaps Silk across the tace and sends
him reellfng backwards.

The Black Bat’s gloved fist sweeps
a terrific blow at the gunman’s mneck.
It is a nerve-paralyzing punch and it
works. The thug’s gun goes off, but
Silk hastily rolls out of the path of
the bullet. .

That's jutct a little taste of the ac-
tion in THE BLACK BAT’S JUS-
TICE, by G. Waytah Jones!

It's a rousing novel that races ahead
on all cylindees to a startling conclu-
sion—and in addition to this swell
novel, the next issue of BLACK
BOOK DETECTIVE MAGAZINE
will contain several short stories of
distinetive quality. Be on hand to
enjoy it.

Write the Editer

Keep those letters and postcards
streaming in! Address communica-
tions to The Editor, BLACK BOOK
DETECTIVE MAGAZINE, 22 West
4tith Street, New York, N. Y. Here
are excerpts from our mail:

I think THE BLACK BAT'S TRIUMPH
is one of the best nevels you have had.
G. Waymahn _Ig.?nes is mg favorite detective
weiter and e Black Bat is my favorite
character. Natusally, then, BLACK BOOK
DETECTIVE MAGAZINE is my cheice in
the detective fliall. Llikewise your science
fiction mMagazines are the leaders in their
field and T am a great fan of all theee of
them. Keep up the Feaa werk.—Alfred Ed-
ward Maxwell, Opelousas, Lauisiana.

I would like to say I think yours is a swell
mag, and I like the character The Black Bat
very much. I would like the magazine to
come out oftener.—Melvin Burkhart, Provi-
dence, R. 1,

THE BLACK BOOK IDETECTIVE
MAGAZINE is great. Recently you said
something about a club. I wish you would
start a club.—Bernard Seme, Cleveland, O.

These letters are typical of many
hundreds of others received. Come
on, tell us whether you think we
should inaugurate a club for readers
—and be sure to give us your opinion
of the magazine. I'd like to hear frem
each and every reader. The more let-
ters, the better the magazine—and
we're grateful te all whe write us!

Thanks for listening. See you next
issue. —THE EDITOR.

Dkmulges, Okla,
Hazelton, Pa.
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MAKE YOUR OWN
RECORDS AT HOME

Charlie Barmet with Judy Ellington and Larry Taylor, vocalists in
his band, ilsten to a record they just made with Home Recordo.

Now a unew invention permits you to make a professiomal- like
recording of your own sln% ing or instrument playing.
one ean quickly and essily make phonograph records nnd pla¥
them back at onee, Record your veice or your friends’ voices,
¥ou play an mitrumont you ean m&kﬁ qrmaf and you and
ﬂendi e hear it as often as yeu 1 ou ﬂﬁﬂ alse reeofd of

vorite g l@ pmrams mht air and replay them

whehevet- you wi

Find Oui: It Yon Have Preofessiomal Talent
The movies . . ot stago in both Broadway and Holly-
wood are ever seek
“hsme fewldf‘

e\ar velge 8F } 1 ﬂ-ﬁé m& Fel
‘*‘ i 8%?’ %%‘" Ee %“ ‘1
hS BHF H g F%F JF@S@F BUiReFiteE:
I get a real thrill oul: ot home recoxdln Surprise your
frlends by letting them hear your voieo as it were broad-
cast. Record a snaj talking feature. orcl“gokes and you will
become the life of t| party Great to help train your voice and tn
cultivate speech . . . nothing to practice you start recordl
once. No other meehanmal of eleaficnl devleas needed. Everyfl ing
necessary included. Nothin% else to buy. Just sing, speak of pl
HOME RECORDO unit whiich eperates on_any elecirie or o
type phonograph will do the ﬁe@ g on ﬁﬁecli.l iank records we

fumiah You can immediately play bael as eftan a8 gﬁu
Make yaur home movie a t lﬁﬂjm with HOME RE
GORDO Sitmp ake the reeera wihile rg and play baek
while shewing the ﬁlstufe
T oF 171 ELTBSE K] WONRERRWY
mmmqg s p OPERATES ON
NEW HORE RECORDD]  LEFIELETMC | YOUR AC OR DC
Yes. Bos, ELECTRIC
':anfu :f:’uOf:chS' PHONOGRAPHS
i Goubilhd RECORD
PLAYERS
RADIO-PHONE

COMBINATIONS
old or New Type
PHONOGRAPHS
and PORTABLES

ngEND gdl’ dz{doulgw“ o I:|W d nothi I lse t

is inclu othing else to buy ah ng elge to
oui%%t complete HOME B%CORDN yUNI'I' M‘ll&h gmclude
nmcia record| needle, playlng’ needles, 6 two-sided unbreakable
records (equivalent te 12 records). Also ‘Included guide attachment
combination recording p unit sultable for recording & skit,
voige, insttument of broadeast. Additional 2-sided blank
records cost only $.7 per dozen.

COMPLETE OUTFIT

INCLUDING SIX TWO.SIDES BLANK
RECORDS. ONEW.,veover.vrnireanase ceraees

e ¥ B B N F N B N V-8 35 F 8 ¥ 9 -9 ¥ B B _NB B _N_§_ J
HOME RECORDING CO., Studio KT
54 East Iltihh Street, New York, N. Y.

Send entire HOME RECORDING OUTFIT (mcludlng 6 iwo-
#lided records) described above by return mail. ¥ will pay pestman

$2.98, plus postage, on errival. (Bend ecash or money order new for
$3.00 apnd spavempgomg@) { ney

additional blank records at 8.75 per dozem.
Name....ooover.
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GET READY NOW
FOR 1941 EXAMINATIONS

START
$1260 to $2100 Year

Railway Postal Clerks

Railway Postel Clerks get $1,900 the firstt year regular,
being paid on the first and fifteerith of each raonth. ($79, 17
each pay day.) Their pay is automafically increased yearly
to $2,4560. Advance may be had to Chief Clerk at $2,700 a
year. (§112.50 each pay day.) Age 18 to 35.

3 Days On --- 3 Days Off --- Full Pay

Bailway Postal Clerks on long runs ususlly work 3 days
and have 3 days off duty or in the same proportion. Dur-
ing this offf duty their pay continues just as though they
were working. They tiaved on a pass when on business.
When they grow old, they are retired with a pensgion.

City Mail Carriers, Post Office Clerks
Clerks and Carriers now get $1,700 the first year on
regular ard amtometiclly inciesse $100 a year to $2,100
and $2800. Age 18 to 48.

Ass't Statistical Clerk
Open to Men—wbmeu 18 to 50:

Entrance

ments ag cm in’ tho gepmw
Washington, 3. C., are niade from tiis
examination,

Many Other Positions

Many other positiony aFe obtainable,
siﬂngpthese positions should
prepare at oace.

Get Free List of Positions

Fill guf. the following coupon. Tear it off and mail it teidgewy=
now, a

This smal] investment may result in your getting a big-paid
government job.
LA K § ¥ F "B ¥ §F ¥ J ¥r $§9 ¥ §F ¥ F ° |

FRANKLIN INSTITUTE, Dept. K258, Rochester, N. Y.

Rush to me, emimly free of charge 1y a full desaﬂptton ct .
Govemment Jobs: (2) Free copy of illustrated 32+ age ook
Government Positions and How et Them" & of U Sf
g&&mm Jobs; (4) Tell me what to do to qualm fof ene

Address ..
Use This coupon Beforo You Mlitay ft-. Write of Prmt Flilmy



THE BIG THREE IN COMICS!

Presentiiicy
DR. STRANGE
THE GHOST
- NICKIE NORTON
THE LONE EAGLE
THE WOMAN IN RED

THE RIO KID
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CAPTAIN FUTURE |
DON DAVIS
G-MAN DALTON
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Andl Ottiear !;avoﬁ& Strips
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Do Jag Smile ak the ldoa
of Learning Music by/Mail P>

Ve dixSormo focsTiat #op Saviakisg wfprise

YOU HAVE undoubtedly heard of the U. S. School If you really want to play a musiecal instrument—if
method of teaching music by mail. This remark- ou are willing to devote just a few minutes a day
able system of instruction lias been in operatiom for o learning, not through tedious, old-fashioned prac-
over forty tyem'ﬁt and more tham 700,000 people in tice, but ly actually playing real tumes—them you
all parts of the world have enrolled for ift. Men should mail*the coupon at once. It will bring you an
wonueun and children of all ages and from all walks of interesting illustratmd booklet and free Print and Pic-
life have iaken up their favorite musical instrumem-t  ture Sample that tells all about this wonderful way
this convenient, money-saving way. They kever -w/ Jearn music at home—without any special talent—
studied the piamo, violin, guitar, accordion and, in without any previous knowledge

short. every kind ot popular imstrument. of mu&ie at amazin y litthe & t

Nov Sgeeiiti] Tuiben Reeived Fead 1t csreful] gl @@fﬂéﬁg INSTRUMENTS
Many of these pupils did not know one mumgal nete g&d}. gﬁ% t“he?%oép@ﬂ ﬁé\’gf@fb@@f@f@ s oo
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success. And not a few were ffaﬂkly keptical ore “) BES: 96 l E 8 ipecial disesunt.
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THE BLACK BAT’S

CHAPTER I
Tihe Dragon Strikes

T had been raining lightly. Down
H in Chinatown the wet pawvement
and cobblestones reflected the
lights from a thousand windows and
Neon signs. It shimmered upon

A
Comyplbtte

Boolk-leewaght/a
Novel/

elderly Chinese, with hands tucked
in their sleeves in patriarchial dignity,
shuffling along with a younger genera~
tion in American clothes. It gleamed
upon dozens of others threading their
way 1A and eut of the cafes to blend
with the restless human tide—opulent

Tony Quinm Plays the Role of Hiooded




A str@am of
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gun froam {1
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{Chapter Vi

By G. WAYMAN JONES

e Blaik Bat amt the Togian Huossg)” “The Blatk Batls Triuniphmphedic,

folk in search of food and exotic en-
tertainment, panhandlers from the
slums in search of handouts, and
sharp-eyed, swarthy-faced men with
upturned raincoat collars, hat brims
pulled low over their eyes.

At the narrow entrance to a dim al-

ley one of the raincoated figures, mov-
ing casually as he approached, paused
to light a cigarette. It gave him a
chance to sweep his gaze up the street
in both directions over his cupped
hands and to leok at the diamond-
studded wrist-watch within inches of

Avenger to Foil a Murder Masters Plans!




War-Torn China Is Victimized by a Grim

his eyes. There was a large diamond
stickpin in his tie while still another
stone glittered on a finger of his left
hand.

“Eleven-thirty/” the man muttered
under his breath. “The others oughta
be showin’ up any time now if they
ain't already here. Yep—here comes
one of "&am.”

He turned and stepped swiftly into
the alley, melting into night that was
Stygian. The second man paused a
moment to glance furtively about him,
then he, too, disappeared as though
whisked from sight by an invisible
hand. There came a muffled curse
as he stumbled over some refuse un-
derfoot. The anathema was followed
by a chuckle from somewhere up
ahead.

Within ten minutes several more
men appeared in the alley. Presently
several husky Chinese also approached
and followed on the heels of the Amer-
icans. They made their way along the
alley that was so narrow there hardly
was room for the two big, sleek laun-
dry trucks parked at the back of a
ruined building that was windowless
above. The white placards of a house
wrecking company were pasted on the
red bricks.

From the darkness a voice speaking
in Cantonese from somewhere beside
the trucks directed the Orientals to
the front truck. The American mob-
sters who had gathered got into the
second one. As the last man came in,
a Chinese driver at the wheel of the
rear truck stuck his head out and
again whispered directions.

“If you will open the two back doors
of the truck, Dragon,” he said to one

of the gangsters, “you will find your
friends inside.”

The man obeyed. He crawled in,
fumbling around for a seat. From the
darkness up near the front came a
growled complaint.

“I don't like joinin’ up with a secret
Chinese society one damned bit. This
is the first time the boss has sent us on
a job and not told us what it is. 1
think he’s nuts, if you ask me.” He
sniffed audibly. “Besides I like work-
in’ with guys of my own kind.”

E bespectacled Chinese sitting

at the wheel of the truck turned

in the darkness» He spoke in English

that was eultured, and witheut a trace
of aceent,

“The Chinese members of the
Dragon feel the same way, Flash, ex-
cept myself,” he said. “But they re-
alize that what we are about to do
would be utterly impossible with it
your specialized talents. I still think
is foolish of Duke to endanger the
profitable—ah—laundry business my
little establishment has built up dur-
ing the past two years by joining the
Dragon. But like all Americans he’s
unable to resist a quick clean-up. A
large sum in cash offered by the
Dragon Master for asingle job tonight
fired Duke’s greed. It is indeed re-
grettable.”

“When are we gonna meet this guy
we're supposed to address as ‘Mas-
ter'?” the man called “Flash” asked
complainingly.

But the bespectacled laundryman at
the wheel did not answer. He was too
busy. The truck ahead, in which the
Chinese rode, had begun to roll toward
the opposite end of the alley, and he
was quickly following.

Both shiny trucks rolled out into the
street, and for three quarters of an
hour their drivers worked their way
across town by darkened side streets
until at last they came to a building
sitting alone at the edge of a small
city park. Years before, the park and
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Battens on Disastter!

the building had been the private
grounds and museum of a multi-mil-
lionaire, On his death, it had been
willed to the city.

It was dark with the loneliness of
midnight around the building, near
which the trucks presently stopped.
Up ahead one ot the Chinese got out
and disappeared into the night. Ten
minutes later he returned as silently
as he had come, getting 1a beside the
driver again.

“Everything is quiet,” he informed
in sing-song Chinese. “I saw no-
body. There is a light in the watch-
man’s cubbyhele at the back. Drive
straight ahead without lights and pull
up near the large door at the back.”

Inside the marble halls of the build-
ing an elderly watchman in striped
overalls made his rounds, punching
his claeck at regular stations along the
dimly lit corriders. It was aboiit
twelve-thirty and time for him to
luneh. He punched in the last station,
went baek ameng the glassed in cases
to his little reem at the back, sat dewn
en a beneh in a eerner, and epened his
dinner pail.

As he ate, a new sound sud-
denly obtruded itself. The watchman
patused, cocking an intent ear to listen.
Again it came—a faint clicking from
in back. He could not recognize the
sound, for he eould ot guess that it
was made as Flash probed the vitals
of the lecked doer with an instrument
as delicate and as specialized as those
used By a brain surgeen. Already
Flash Had lecated the wires ef the
alarm system and burned them eut
with a tereh.

The watchman put down his lunch
and hurried out into the main building
agaln, padding along with revelver
in hand. He slipped through a roem
whose walls were covered with mod-
ern paintings and into the hallway
leading to the back. He had aliost
reached the rear deer when a menae-
ifg veiee eame from somewhere be-
hind him.

The Black Bat

“Just drop the roscoe, pal, like a
good guy.”

The watchman whirled, making one
single motion to lift his gua. He never
got it up. The big .38 Police Special
in the hand of the determined man
who had spoken, rose and fell against
his skull. The watchman’s muffled cry
was cut short, and the man who had
attacked him caught him as he
slumped.

He shoved the bleeding watchman
to two other men who appeared dimiy
in the shadows.

“Take him back to his place and stay
with him,” he ordered gruffly. “If he
wakes up whaek him over the head
again. Flash, get a couple of those
Chinese to give you a hand with your
cutting outfit. According to one of
the guys who shows the rubbennecks
around, the vault is downstairs. Come

HE two mobsters each toek the

watehman by a wrist and began
dragging his limp form back along
the polished fitosy. Flash directed two
of the husky Chinese to pick tip the
huge, heavy suitcases econtalning his
acetylene and oxygen tanks. He him-
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selt carried the torch and it was no
ordinary one. It had cost him ex-
actly two thousand dollars.

Down two dark fllights of steps the
party moved cautiously and silently.
Bringing up the rear were several
Chinese carrying ordinary canvas
stretchers. Once they stopped and
held ftadrlights while Flash knelt he-
fore a door and Inserted an instrument
into the lock. After a few moments’
expert manipulation it clicked. They
went down still anether flight inte a
vault reem deep beneath the earth’s
surfaee,

One of the Chinese who made up
one half of the queerly assorted group
loocked dubious at sight of the massive
door of the vault with its chilled steel.
Flash saw the look, and chuckled, low
in his throat.

“Sure, it's burglar-proof, pal, but
don't worry,” he said, and grinned
broadly. "It takes heat to make steel
burglar-proof, maybe you know. So
all you got to do to cut it is to get
something hotter. That's why this
torech cost fme twe thousand slugs.
It was made In Berlin by a screwy
little professor. One of them sclen-
tifie birds.”

“You are quite sure the alarm sys-
tem has been disconnected?” the Chi-
nese who appeared to be in charge of
his coterie asked uncertainly.

“He knows his business, buddy,”
growled a burly gangster impatiently.
“Hurry up, Flash, and get that toy of
yours busy.”

The “expert” put on goggles, stuffed
cotton plugs into his ears, adjusted
the two gauges to more than four
times the ordinary pressure on the
short red and green hoses, and snapped
a flint lighter to the torch. Yellow
flame lashed out, then shortened, giv-
ing way to a blue light with such hiss-
ing intensity that it grated paimfully
inte eardrums, like steel scraped
across glass.

While the others stood around with
palms over their ears Flash Mega, who
long ago had gained a reputation with

the police for the facility with which
he could handle just such a situation,
set to work with the torch. Steel that
would withstand the bite of an ordi-
nary flame as theugh it were nething
bt a lighted mateh soon began to give
way as the torch ate vielously inte
metal. The white->et stuff biibbled
and foamed and ran down te splatter
on the cenerete floor in melten dreps.
For five minutes the eracksman
worked the tere. in a eireular metien
that ate a three-ineh-wide hele deeper
and deeper inte metal.

Only an expert welder could have
cut such a hole more than six inches
deep into metal, due to back heat melt-
Ing the tip of the toreh. Yet pres-
ently the flame ate through, started a
cireular eyt areund the spokes of the
vault deer handle, and cempleted it.
Flash shut off the torech, picked up a
tiny crownar that was almest a jimmy,
pried leese the meehanism, and let it
erash te the fleer, leaving a gaping
hele twe feet in diameter.

The laundryman who had been so
dubious stared in disbelief. Flash
had cut through eighteen inches of
solid burglar-proof steel! The cracks-
man grinned at Chow Seto, the Chi-
nese who on other occasions than this
was known as an innocuous laundry-
man, but said nothing.

The vault door swung open, and the
master cracksman packed up his outfit.
Chow Seto, followed by the others,
went inside the vault. Several small
crates were stacked in a corner. The
bespectacled Chinese laundryman
took a single look at the contents of
one, then nodded to thw others.

“This is it, gentlemen,” he an-
nounced. “In these boxes we have a
treasure worth approximately ten to
eleven million dollars,”

BIG mobster who had been called

Joe—Joe Mega, the brother of
the expert Flash—gave a harsh laugh
as he bent and picked up a green ob-
ject from a box. It was of corroded
bronze.
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“A ceremonial vase of the Shang
Dynasty, seventeen hundred and
sixty-six to eleven hundred and
twenty-two years before the coming of
Christ,” informed Chow Seto blandly.
“One of the few things I learned at
Columbia University before finding
out that the — ah — laundry business
pays better than a knowledge of the
value of things of great anmfiguity.”

“You mean to tell me that dopes
pay millions for this junk?” demanded
Joe in disbelief, juggling the precious
vessel up and down in his hands.
“Well, pal, it's a good thing the Duke
didn't put me wise when I cased this
joint for him or I'da told him he was
autst”

Chow Seto almost winced as he
quickly took the treasure from the
hood’s careless hands. He delivered
rapid orders in Cantonese and the
men brought im the stretchers.
Quickly and effiidiently the Orientals
plcked up the small crates and placed
them on the stretchers to carry to the
walting trucks. In that treasure were
altar pleces from the Sixth Century,
a T’ang filigree gold crown once worn
by an empress, Sung paintings on
sllk that rolled up like papyrus, deli-
cate white Ting Yae pettery, and
other antigues for which a collecter
would have seld his soul. Case after
case was carried up the stalrs and otit-
gide, where it was leaded inte the
guarded trueks.

Two of the mobsters were the last
to come out of the building. They
climbed into a truck and Joe's voice
called to them from the front shamply:

“What abowmtt that watchman,
Manni?”

“You never did know your own
strength, Joe,” came the laconic reply
from the gangster called Manni, who
among his intimates—and to the po-
lice—was known as Manni Torrio.
“The guy's dead, Joe—that's alll"

The trucks got under way, leaving
behind a gaping back door. Silence de-
scended over the place that had be-
come a hall of death for an elderly

watchman whose only crime had been
that he had tried to fulfill his duty.
The Dragon had struck!

CHAPTER 11
The Dragon Strikes Again

HREE quarters of an
hour later the trucks
were back at the
place frem which
they had started.
One of the Orientals
knecked on the back
deer of the heuse be-
slde the alleyway,
and it was opened

shortly by ah elderly Chinese. Lew
orders were veiced and again the
Orientals get busy,

Within short minutes the doer had
swallowed up crates, stretchers, and
men. Chow Seto’'s two trucks rolled
out and departed. The Chinese gun-
man himself, however, did not accom-
pany them.

Inside the building the six Ameri-
can gangsters made their way along
an ordinary passage where ancient
boards creaked underfoot. The art
collection had been taken away hiir-
riedly, ahead of them. The aged
Chinese led them through a deor and
down a flight of steps and aleng still
another passage, the musty air of the
catacombslike place filllag theie lings,
half choking them.

The narrow way was lit by a dim
electric light bulb over another door.
This door, the trained eyes of the
mobsters saw at once was made of
steel.

MWiheree's Chow?” asked Filash,
before they reached the door. I
thought he was with us.”

“Search me,” Joe growled, and
shrugged.

In front of the steel door the party
came to a halt in a single file while the
aged Oriental reached out a foet, uf-
seen, and pressed twice on a thina, puf-
posely warped board. Beneath that
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board was an electric button that
sounded a buzzer inside. Two rings
would cause that door to open. Biit
woe to him who stood before it un-
aware that his welght was seunding
a warning that an enemy was with-
otit!

For a moment nothing was heard ex-
cept the rasping breathing of the men
standing in the cramped, musty pas-
sage, with heads bent to avoid scrap-
ing the rafters abeve. Then there
came a metallie click as an electricslly
operated belt was withdrawn and the
deoF swung inward,

Flash, directly behind the aged
Chinese, gave a muffled gasp of ad-
miration as he peered over the old
man’s head.

Standing demurely with hands
tucked in the sleeves of her embroid-
ered pink silk Oriental costume was
a Chinese girl of hreat-talkimg
beauity!  About nineteen or twenty,
Flash quickly judged.

“The Dragon Master welcomes the
new members, Dragons,” she said in
English, and in a cultured wvoice.
‘You will follow me.”

She turned and led the way.

“Get a load of that baby, Joe,” Flash
Mega muttered to his brother over his
shoulder, “But hands off her! She’s
mine.”

“Nix,” his burly brother grunted,
scowling. “It's bad enough to take a
blood oath in a damn Chinese secret
society without you muffin’ the works
by fallin’ for a good-looking dame.
You go monkeying around with her
and you’ll get in trouble. Dames and
business don’t mix. You know what
Duke’s orders are—keep our moiiths
shut and obey the orders of this
Deagon Master guy we're geln’ to
gee.”

The mobsters followed the girl down
a short fllight of broad stone steps into
the basementlike room, which was
some forty-five or fiffty feet square.
Its floor was two stories below street
level—and stepping into that room
was like stepping into another world.
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The place was decorated like a
secret worship room in some ancient
palace of old China. Rich drapes of
Oriental splendor hung from the walls
and thick rugs of untold value cov-
ered the concrete floor. There were
no chairs. With a wave of her hand
the girl directed the mobsters to sofas.

There were at least thirty Chinese
present, as well as some Americans,
though Chow Seto and the group of
Chinese who had been in the trucks
were missing. Sofe of the Chinese
men were young, with American hair-
cuts, and wearing Awmerican elothes.
These Orientals held various positions
iA private hemes, ifl €afes, and in laun-
dries and art shops threughout the
eity. Others were little shepkeepers
in Chinatewn, and they were the rai-
ment that was their aneient heritage.
And ene Oriental’'s herny Hands pre-
elaimed him a farmer whe, had eeme
frem eutside the &ity.

LASH MEGA'S black eyes

watched speculatively as the girl
moved lightly acress the reem toward
other Broad stone steps leading up te
an epefing in the drapes. joe saw the
leek en the face of his brether, and
guiekly realized its impert.

“Lay off, Flash!” he growled again,
jabbing a sharp elbow. ‘“Dames are
gonna get you in plenty trouble some
of these days.”

The girl who held Flash Mega’s at-
tention to the exclusion of all else
crossed the room tuid ascemded e
short flight of steps. Here was a sort
of stone altar surmounted by a carved
dragon’s head, in whose two eyes
glowed two tiny red electric bulbs.
The girl disappeared throtigh the
drapes.

The red bulbs forming the dragon’s
eyes above the men blinked three
times and it grew quiet in the smoke-
filledl room, the sing-song Camdonese
of the Orientals instantly dying down.
The drapes parted again and a man
stepped through, bowing low in obei-
sance to the dragon altar, his long-
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nailed hands outstretched. Robes of
green silk covered him from neck to
the floor, and a weird green mask in
the shape of a dragon’s head concealed
his features.

He straightened and his eyes sur-
veyed the silent watchers below.
When he spoke it was in a curiously
hign-pitched voice.

“I am the Dragon Master,” he in-
toned. “Tonight the Dragon has per-
formed a great service. Recently
there was brought to this country
from China certain priceless works of
art to the value of many millions of
dollars. The money was to be used as
a war chest to buy badly needed air-
planes for our country in her fight
agalnst an aggressor.

“Eight bankers and other finamciers
looked over the collectiom, and then
formed what was known as ‘Eight In-
corporated’ for the purpose of pur-
chasing the treasure. Howewer, these
finamciers quickly became victims of
their own greed. Their art experts ap-
praised the treasure at only eight mil-
lions of dollars, instead of the ten or
eleven milllons suggested as their
worth by Dr, Ling, whose ability to fix
an evaluatien cannot be doubted.”

The figure in green paused. Flash
Mega spoke to his brother in an aside.
His lips did not move, and his nar-
rowed eyes were intent on the Dragon
Master.

“That guy’s voice is disguised, Joe
—I'd lay a bet on it. There’s some-
thing familiar about it, too. You
reckon that’'s why Duke ain’t here?
You reckon it's him playing this
Dragon business? Or do you think
that the guy in that green thing is
Chow Seto?”

He got an elbow jab and a surly,
low-voiced growl for an answer, and
the Dragon Master went on.

“dit was then that I enlisted the
services of our new Armerican mem-
bers,” the high-pitched voice droned.
“Tonight, with the aid of these new
brothers, we have done the impossible,
We have taken the treasure from a
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vault that was impregnable, and we
will hold it until these evil eight are
made to realize their foolhardiness.
We shall again demand that ten mil-
lions in cash immediately be raised for
its return, the money eventually to be
paid over to proper representatives
of the Chinese government.”

*“Just supposing they call your blutt
like they did on the first note, pal?”
put in Flash Mega, a disdainful grin
crossing his face. Flash was not the
sort to be impressed even by this
pageantry before him.

“You underestimate the new society
of which you are now a blood brother,
Dragon,” the Dragon Master said
coldly. *“Of course they again will re-
fuse. So I have planned accordiingly.
They must be given proof that the
Dragons fmean buslfess. Aleeady 1
have selected the—xiwll we say vie-
tim?—whose ultimate fate will bring
them to their senses. IR this eity lives
one of the evil elght—a blind man whe
onee was a distriet attorney. One
Tory Quinn by name. He lives alene
in his mansien with a single man
servant. Perhaps you have heard ef
him?”

A snarling, bitter curse ruinbled
deep in Joe Mega's heavy chest. Rage
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sent the dark red blood into his
swarthy face, and his merciless eyes
blazed.

“I oughta know the damned district
attorney!” he shouted. *“He sent two
of the mob up the river before his eyes
were put out by acld thrown at him.
One of the guys was a special pal of
mine. Duke’s got it in for him, too—
been swearing to get even with Quinn
ever since!”

A chuckle came from the Dragon
Master, though there was nothing
pleasant in the sound.

“T think Duke need not trouble him-
self to seek revenge any longer. That
will be done for him most efficiently,
and you two may come along to wit-
ness it. As you possibly know, when
the collection first was appraised, Har-
vey Belmont and the other men com-
prising Eight Incorporated presented
Quinn with a little green jade Buddha
in appreciation of certain of his for-
mer public services. It seems that he
had broken uip a gang attempting to
blackmail Mr. Belmont and some of
his friends. Tomeorrow morning
Quinn’s body will be found, his neck
broken and the jade Buddha beside
him., Witapped around the Buddha
will be a note with our demands that
unless the full ten millions, on which
they first agreed, is paid at once, that
the others will suffer a like fate.”

“Supposing they don’t come up with
the dough?” put in Manni Torrio, also
dubious.

“Then one by one the fiiremuiers
whose greed was responsible for
what has happened tonight will die
violently and at once,” the Dragon
Master said without a single change in
the monotone of his voice.

“Listen, pal,” Flash Mega sneered,
“I'm with you to the limit, and I sure
want to be present when that ex-dis-
trict attorney goes on his last ride.
But don’t go getting any foolish ideas
about Commissioner Warner and his
cops. * One false move on your part
and we’ll all end up doing a Chinese
fandango in the hot squat.”

BLACK BOOK DETECTIVE MAGAZINE

The Dragon Master did not answer
that, but clapped his long-nailed hands
twice.

“Observe!” he intoned.

E drapes behind him parted and

the most astounding person the

mob had ever set eyes tipen waddled
through on dwarfed, crooked legs!

The man—or was he actually man?
—was a Chinese not more than four
and one half feet in height, yet weigh-
ing a full one hundred and sixty
pounds. His pinhead with its huge
ears was shaved slick until it glistened,
except for a tiny topknot of black hair.
The creature had no neck. Only a
lump of muscle that looked to be as
hard as iron was humped at the base
of the small, bullet-shaped skull. It
disappeared into shoulders that were
a mass of muscle. The arms were ab-
normally long, almost touching the
floor.

The browm monstrosity was
stripped to the waist, the dwarfed legs
being encased in black silk knee trous-
ers cut short at the huge, knottel
calves. No shoes were on the huge,
twisted feet. Something in the set of
the grotesque and misshapen body
with the long damgling arms was re-
mindful of a giant chimpanzee. The
abnormality looked about with a pair
of keen, intelligent, close-set eyes and
then up at the Dragon Miaster.

“This is Ohmo,” announced the
man in green. “Do not be misled by
his looks, for he is a most valuable
asset to us, Ohmo is a mute and un-
derstands no English. He is quite
harmless if left alone, but will blindly
obey any order given by me."”

“T get it!" The cracksman grinned,
then laughed aloud. “You're sending
this guy to pay a call on that ex-dis-
trict attorney, huh?"

“He will be taken to pay a call on
the honorable ex-district attorney,"”
corrected the Dragon Master, “The
rest of you Dragons will return to
your respective positions throughout
the city, unless you”—he looked di-
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rectly at Flash Mega— “care to go
along. For the rest of you, there is
much work te be done. One Drageni
already has his full instruetions whieh
will be carried out upen word frem his
Dragon Master. That particular
Dragon will know whe I mean, for he
gerves as personal servant te Harvey
Belmont. That is all. Yeu may ge.”

He spoke in Cantonese to the pin-
headed monstrosity and it waddled
back out of sight on short, bowed legs.
The Dragon Master then stepped back
a single step, bowed low to the altar
again, with his long-nailed hands otit-
stretched, and disappeared threugh
the curtains.

The Dragon Master was gone.

CHAPTER III

Monster in the Night

gymnasium of his
hore that eve-
ning Teay Quinn,
stripped to a pair of
white trunks, stood
locked toe to toe,
and struggled with
all his strength to
break the hold of the
man whose e¢leah-sthawem head
gleamed under the eeiling light. The
fRan’s underslung, aggressive jaw was
elamped ti%ht and nething ceuld be
heard but the harsh Breathing ef the
two struggling men. Then the former
distriet atterney relaxed and let his
weight sag.

There was a final grunt, a heave, and
at the moment Quinn stopped long
enough to get a fresh breath he unex-
pectedly went sailing through the air
to land with a thud on the thick wres-
tling mat.

“How did that happen?” he com-
plained, as he sat up, looking startled.

Jack *“Butch” O’Leary, his wres-
tling mate, straightened his massive
shoulders and grinned at the ludicrous
look of surprise on Quinn’s face.

| N the well equipped

“That’'s what you get for not shift-
ing your weight like I've been
drumming iato you, Boss,” he said,
chueckling. The result was no surprise
to a former boxer like O’Leary. *“Just
another case of keeping one Jump
ahead of your opponent,” he sald off-
handedly. “Or, as you’ve heard it
sald — Jack Dempsey’s famous re-
fark, remember?~—fot forgetting to
duck. Yeou learn that in boxing as
well as wrestling. Sefry I had te pull
that ene en you, Bess, but it'll teach
you fiever to be eff guard. Yetu've
learned fast.”

“I've learned enough for this eve-
ning, anyhow, Butch,” Quinn said,
snapping upright in a flijpwp. “As a
ju-jutsu teacher you're tops. Anyway,
it passes the time, doesn’t it? Not
much else to do. It’s been pretty quiet
lately.”

“Quite right, sir,” put in Silk Nor-
ton, Quinn's ever-ready right-hand
man, valet and confidante, who had
been standing by quietly watching the
lessons in the ancient Japanese art of
ju-jutsu. “For myself, I'm satisfied.
There have been plenty of times since
I've been trylng to mastee this rather
strenuous avocation of ours when I've
almost wished for the peace of my for-
mer profession.”

Quinn smiled at that, for before Silk
Norton’s reformation the little man
had been a safe cracker par erxedliance.

Quinn was still smiling as he got
into the glassed-in shower, watching
his unconventiomal valet lay out blue
silk pajamas and a red silk dressing
gown. The little ex-confidence man
who, hungry and desperate, had come
in the night to rob him and had re-
tmained to become a faithful valet and
valued friend would no more be con-
tent to play a role of idleness when it
came to facing the foes of law and
order than the others who made up
the former district attorney’s little
circle. Beneath that high, bald fore-
head and the alr of general slipperi-
ness that exiided from him lay a keen
brain that loved excitement. More
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than a score of times that brain had
proved a valuable asset to Quinm in
the strange role Fate had destined him
to play.

Quinn turned on the water. Seen
under the flying spray his body was
not strikingly muscular, but it was
tall and well built. Strength and speed
were packed into the supple lines that
were deceptive.

To the world that knew about him,
Anthony Quinn, once a virile, upstand-
ing representative of law forces whose
name had held terror for evil doers,
was now an impotent blind man whose
sight had been permanently destroyed
by acld thrown at him in a crowded
courtroorn, and whose face was het-
ribly searred abotit the eyes. Day by
day he could be seen tapping his way
about the grounds of his estate or
aleng the street near his home, seme-
times led by the faithful Silk.

But for a long time he had seemed
to live in a world apart. To those who
paused long enough to give him a fileet-
ing thought, the former brilliant and
public servant appeared to be a retir-
ing man hiding himself from the
world and his former friends because
of deep disgust with life and sensi-
tiveness over his afflliction.

UCH actually had been the case
during the leng menths when
Tony Quinn had lived in a sea of
blackness. But Nature had been as
kind as possible, giving him some-
thing in return for what had been
taken from him. As a result he had
since realized that his senses of feel,
smell, and hearing wekre far mere aciite
than formerly. Under his sensitive
fingers whatever he touched had be-
gun to tell strange new stories. His
gense of smell had sharpened. His
ears had beceme the ears of a hound,
pieking up with ease and sifting mul-
titudinous seunds that onee had been
inaudible,
More months had gone by until, in
the darkness of a lonely night, a girl
with golden hair and blue eyes had
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come in through an open window like
an angel out of nowhere to offer him
hope where eye specialists had said
there was no hope. Through a deli-
cate operation by an unknown small
towh surgeon the corneas of the eyes
ef Carel Baldwin’s policeman father
—dying from parsalysis bretight on by
:{gaﬂgs’tef billet==had been given to

.

An extraordinary thing had oc-
curred. When at last Tony Quinn had
been allowed to remove the bandages
he had been astounded by the miracle
that had happened. His were the eyes
of darkness as well as the eyes of day!

His were the eyes of a—black bat!

Because he had recognized this him-
self it had given the former district
attorney the inspiration for his life
work. And now the name of the Black
Bat that he had taken for himself in a
self-imposed crusade against crime
had become almost legendary. By
night he had become that figure of ter-
ror to the underworld—the Black Bat
whoe prowled wherever evil stalked,
& d met it on 1ts ewn grounds.

Unhampered by the red tape that
tied the h/fids of men who were sworn
to preserve law and order, and with
professional ethics of his former posi-
tion shuffled off, he had become a
shadowy Nemesis of crime who
brought panie to the underwerld,
Gangsters who long had been waxing
fat and rich behind the protection of
high-priced lawyers found themselves
unprotected and at the merey of a
terrible avenger who, unknewn and
often unseen, fought them teeth and
nail. The Black Bat met threat by
actlen, intimidation by retaliatien.

Quinn, fresh and virile, with noth
ing physical to indicate that he was
the Black Bat, came out of his shower,
dressed, and went into the living room
to his favorite chair by the open fire-
place. The damp, early summer night
was warm and Silk Norton had pulled
back the heavy drapes and opened the
French windows to let in the night’s
damp coolness. After Butch O’Leary,
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the other man of the trio who were
Tony Quinn’s two closest personal al-
lies, had gone out through the secret
tunnel to his boarding house a few
blocks away, the slippery little valet
came In carrying a glass of cold milk.

“Could I get you anything else,
sir?" he asked, as he handed it to the
supposedly blind man.

Silk was about forty, and a master
at make-up and voice imitation. His
perfect imitation of Quinn’s wvoice
more than once had fooled Captain
MecGrath, of Homicide, when the keen
policeman, leng suspicious that Quinn
was the Black Bat, had phoned while
the Black Bat was on the prowl.

“You can bring the new book on
Chinese art you got for me, Silk,”
answered Quinn, setting down the
empty glass. “I've become quite in-
terested in the subject. I'm going to
read a few hours before turning in.”

“Very good, sir.”

Silk brought the book from the
library and then retired on noiseless
feet, seeming to glide from the room.
Quinn settled himself deeper inte his
chair to read inte the small hours of
the morning, as was his custerm. The
house grew deadly quiet. Midnight
eafme and still Quinn read en. Frem
somewnere off in the night came the
faint, gleemy beem of a eleck striking
twe.

UINN did not quite know when

the first foreign sounds pene-
trated his sensitive ears and told him
he,was not alone in the room. But the
half raised book suddenly slid down
beside him in the chair. At the same
time there came a strange human smell
to his sensitive nestrils.

Then a huge hand reached over the
back of the chair as he ducked and
shot up, wheeling to face a sight that
sent the hair raising itself along the
nape of his neck.

Standing at the back of his chair
was a grotesque caricature of a human
being, naked to the waist, and look-
ing like some abysmal brute out of the
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Neanderthal Age. Its glistening pin-
head was sunk deep between the
enormously wide shoulders like the
sharp, slick head of a monster sea
turtle protruding from its shell. A
Chinese, undetibtedly, Quinn saw at
that first swift glanee, and the horrible
belng had patuised for a split secend,
the green jade Buddha he had taken
from anether reem elutehed in ene of
the creature’s oversized hands. But
enly for a split seeend.

Now, as Quinn faced it, the Thing
dropped the Buddha and sprang
through the air like a giant chim-
panzee!

Quinn's right foot umcomsciously
had sought the cleverly hidden light
switch that Butch had placed under
the edge of the carpet for just such
an emergency. His slippered foot
clicked out the lights and plunged the
room into darkness.

And the moment the lights went out
Tony Quinn, ex-district attorney, be-
came the Black Bat!

He flung himself sideward as the
Thing cleared the distance separating
them. It struclk the exact spot where
he had stood, a faint whistling sound
emanating from its nostrils as it
landed. He guessed then that the
fmonster was a mute. It wheeled to
pounee again upen its prey but the
prey had beceme a iltidting shadew.
The Bat melted inte the folds ef the
drapes against the wall,

The Thing's keen ears, however,
caught the faint rustle inaudible to
ordinary human ears and it whirled,
leaping toward the spoet. This time
it caught its quarry. A hand with
fingers like steel prongs closed over
the Bat's wrist and crushed dewn.
The bones almest gave way under the

ressure. Quinn had net ealled fef

elp=it had all happened tes swiftly.
Besides, the lessens Buteh had se
painstakingly taught him during the
past weelks were standing him in geed
stead.

He let his weight sag against that
of his attacker for a moment, just as
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Butcli had done earlier in the evening.
An arm shot out at the deformed body.
Then, in the pitch darkness of the
room, there was a flurry of bodies, that
faint whistling sound frem the mute
thug again, and the Thing hit the floor
flat on its back with a jar that shook
the house.

Such a terrific fall would have
knocked the wind from an ordinary
human and broken its grasp, but the
monster’s steel-banded fingers en-
circling the Bat’s wrist only clamped
down the harder—crushed until the
bones threatened to crack. A moan of
pain burst from the Bat’s lips and he
opened them to shout. But before he
could call out, the Thing's other hand
shot out from the floor and grabbed
his ankle with the same crushing
force. The hand jerked, and the
Bat went down. His wrist was re-
leased and a paralyzing blow that al-
most broke his neck caught him just
below the ear.

Ju-jutsul

The whole world spun crazily be-
fore Quinn’s pain-filled eyes. He was
lifted as though he had been a child
and thrown across the Thing’s shoul-
ders. As agilely as a monkey the
Oriental monstrosity wemtt out
through the open French window to
the ground, carrying the jade Buddha
clasped in one huge hand.

It set off at a rocking run across the
grounds, and even in his half para-
lyzed state, Tony Quinn found him-
self amazed that even a half human
Thing like this, with such short,
bowed legs, could move so fast. It
slipped through the shrubbery, peered
furtively about the dimly lit street,
then loped on with its human burden
across a back lot. Presently a large
laundry truck loomed up near a row of
trees,

MAN got out from under the
wheel and stepped to the ground
a8 Quinn was carried to the truck.
There was something vaguely familiar
about this man but, half-dazed as
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Quinn was, it eluded his memory at
the moment. And when still another
man got out of the rear of the trucl,
his looks alse touched sefme cherd of
recognition wneertainly,

Then the ex-district attrney had it
—when he saw the diamonds! These
two were the notorious gangsters
Flash Mega and his brother Joe! He
had reason to remerber them eonly
too well during the time he had been
in office—and te knew the leader of
the gang te whieh they belonged.
“Dukke” Kasini! For seme reasen
Quinn had been kidnaped by a Chi-
fiese thug whe was being aided By
fembers of Kasini's big meb!

Flash chuckled softly in the dark-
ness as he held open the doors of the
truck for Quinn to be carried inside.
Not for a moment did one of those
over-sized hands of the distorted
Oriental relax its grip en the captive’s
pinioned ones, and 1A them was the
strength of a gerilla’s hands. The
Thing straddied his eaptive en the
Heer of the truek, leeking iﬂqw'ﬂ'ﬂgiz
toward the muffled figuire in grees sil
rebes sitting en a seat Aear the frest.
The Dragen Master —theugh Teny
?umﬂ eeuld net yet knew that. He

id, hewevee, reeegnize the man's
speech when he murmured Ris ap-
preval in Candenese.

“Master,” Flash Mega sald with a
chuckle, “I take off my hat to this
monkey man of yours. But he didn’t
kill him—yet—did he?”

“Ohmo never disobeys the orders
of the Dragon Master,” the man ad-
dressed intoned, in a curiously high-
pitched voice. “I ordered him te bring
this man alive, that you might witness
buit one of the many things I have
taught him. Now, to the City Hall.”

Joe Mega got back under the wheel.
The creature now identified by the
name, Ohmo, held Quinn in a deadly
grip as those steel-banded fingers held
his pinioned wrists as in a vise. As
the truck eased away into the early
morning darkness Quinn’s bat eyes
saw the Dragon Master talke a piece of
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paper from his green robes and wrap
it around the jade Buddha, snapping
it snug with a rubber band. A neote
that probably would be left beside his
body, Quinn knew instinetively.

For Teny Quian was certain that
Kasini and his meb, joining up with
some kind of a secret soclety of thugs,
had helped kidnap him enly because
they meant to leave him dead on the
steps of the City Hall, or soemewhere
nearby.

Those two gangsters had good rea-
sons for wishing him dead. Quinn
well realized that. During his term as
district attorney he had prosecuted
hood after hood and sent them up the
rivee. Some of the men had talked.
Ameng things Quinn had learned
was that Duke Kasini fade regular
trips te China te buy Hhiige ship-
mefite of opium and smiiggle it in
By way ef Marseilles and ether Eiire-
pean perts. He was well knewn in
Shanghai where he worked hand in
gleve with dealers in the peppy.

Of course this information had been
passed along to the Federal Bureau
of Narcotics at Washington, but noth-
ing had come of it to date, though men
had been working on the tip assidu-
ously. Knowing that a man was guilty,
and securing enough concrete evi-
dence te bring him to trial were two
entirely different things.

The truck jolted on, working its
way by devious side streets toward
City Hall. Quinn had not moved. By
now Flash had climbed over into the
front seat beside his brother. And by
now the grip on Tony Quina’s
pinioned wrists had relaxed a trifle.

Joe Mega turned around then in the
front seat, and spoke to the sinister
figure in green.

“The City Hall’'s just around the
bleck,” he said. *“But I still think—"
and the mobster, callous murderer that
he was, suppressed a slight shiver—
“that a roscoe would de the job better.
1 den’t mind bumplin’ guys off, but
that ape gives me the creeps.”

The laundry truck swung sharply
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around a corner, swaying. The
Dragon Master spoke in Cantonese to
the half naked Chinese still astride
Quinn’s pajama-clad body. Quinn
moved then. He snapped up and
heaved hard, grabbing at the jade
Buddha beside the green-robed leader.
As Ohme fell sideward and turned
llke a cat, the jade pieece in QuinA’s
hand smashed Him alengside Hhis
shaved head. He fell like a leg.

“Look out,” yelled Flash Mega.
“The guy’s blind, but he's damgerous!”

His gun came up, but Quinn already
had made a headlong dive and landed
atop both Flash and his brother, at
the wheel. The gun went clattering.
Joe Mega fell over the wheel and the
truek lurehed wildly, smashing a front
fender against a street light standard.
The impact threw epen the left deer
just as Quinn grabbed at the handle.
He fell eut ever Mega, tumbling head-
leng te the pavement. He eaught a
brief flash of cencrete eeming up,
heard the sudden wail of a siren as a
pelice ear shet inte view dewn the
street, and then stars expleded in his
Brain.

He was still sprawled unconscious
on the pavement in his silk dressing
gown, with the jade Buddha beside
him, when mere police cars and an am-
bulance arrived. In one of the cars
were Police Commissiones Warner
and Captaln MeGrath, of Homicide.

CHAPTER 1V
Dragen Master’s Ultimatum

T ten o’clock the
following morning
three police cars
conveying two black
limousines drew up
in front of the curb
at Tomy Quinn’s
estate. A number of
men, ineluding twe
Chinese, got out of

the two shiny machines and came up
the walk to the heuse, followed by the
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uniformed police who stopped to wait
outside on guard when the others
entered. Two more policemen pa-
trolled the grounds.

Silk opened the front door and ush-
ered the visitors into the spacious sit-
ting room hung with heavy, expensive
drapes.

“How’s Tony, Silk?” asked rugged,
gray-haired Commissioner Warner as
the valet murmured for them to be
seated.

A worried frown crossed the little
man’s sharp, pointed face.

“A very bad fall he had, sir. But
he’s managed to get out of bed to see
you and give you more details of his
unfortunate experience. Permit me
to thank you, sir, on my own account
for such quick action on the part of
the police after I heard the commotion
and discovered that he was missing.”

Silk disappeared amnd Captain
McGrath, always suspicious of Tony
Quinn, whom he finrmly believed, but
could not prove, to be the Black Bat,
let his eyes rove around the room as
he reached for a cigar. McGrath was
beefy-faced, and heavy-shouldered,
with the tenacity of a bulldog. . Duty
was a fetish with him, and it was for
this reason that he was determined,
sooner or later, to catch Tony Quinn
red-handed at his mnight-prowling
activities, muech as he liked the man.
But stieh was Captain McGrath’s stern
creed that, had such evidence to war-
rant it been placed in his hands, he
would have arrested his own brother
for an infringement of the law as
quickly as he would run in the lowest
eriminal in town.

“Maybe he’s not hurt as bad as he’s
letting on,” the captain grunted, bit-
ing off the end of the cigar. “The am-
bulance surgeon said it was only a bad
lick on the head.”

Before Commissioner Warner could
answer, Quinn, guided by his valet,
came in, tapping his way with a cane.
From beneath the white bandage on
his head his dead-looking eyes stared
lifelessly ahead like two pools of col-
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ored glass. His face was pale and
drawn—thanks to some ministration
on the part of the clever Silk, though
the visiters would never have guessed
this. He looked ready te collapse,
though waving away Warner’s apolo-
gies for having brought him out of
bed in this condition.

“By all means don’t discourage the
captain, Commissionar,” he added, his
voice weak and uncertain as he almost
collapsed into a chair. “By the way,
did he buy that rubber reducing belt
I suggested?”

LAUGH at McGrath’s expense

went around the room. His
rapidly expanding middie was as sore
a spet in his mind as his corns seme-
times were to his feet. He bit dewn
viciously en the unlit cigar.

“Go ahead and laugh,” he growled.
“But here’s something you won’t
laugh off. I'm betting a month's pay
that, after last night’s little affair—
you getting slugged night after we
get news about that big museum being
robbed of millions — that the Black
Bat goes into action again.”

Commissioner Warnee had already
briefly informed Quinn of that huge
robbery, in which Quinn himself had
a personal interest, since he was a
member of Eight Incorporated who
had contracted to buy it.

“And I'm betting another month’s
pay,” the captain added grimly, “that
this time I slap the cuffs on him. Any
takers?”

“Captain, this is too good for an in-
valid to miss, so I'll take both bets,”
answered Quinn, smiling wanly. “And
now, Commissioner, what can a help-
less blind man do to help you gentle-
men?”’

Warner made the introductions,
presenting the two Chinese first.
Colonel Wang was thin, bespectacled,
an army officer who appeared to speak
but little English and ‘this brokenly.
His object in coming to America was
twofold, he had told the commis-
sionef, who relayed the information.
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He had accompanied the fabulous
treasure that had been brought to this
country from China a month before, so
that its sale should help the Chinese
Government to purchase more guns,
ammunition and planes. The Chinese
colonel had been in charge of the
armed Chinese guards whe had
guarded it with their lives. His
second mission here was to select and
test-hop the military planes that were
to be bought and shipped back to
Chifa:

Professor Ling, the other Chinese,
was a scholarly-looking little man in
high white collar and business suit.
With his wispy gray mustache and
thin chin whiskers he looked much
like a masquerading Mandarin patri-
arch who would have felt more at
home in heavily embroidered robes of
gtate, He owned an art antique shop
in Chinatown and at one time had
been curator of Eastern arts at the
museurn where the collection had been
stolen.

Walter Dugro, one of the American
visitors, was still tanned and rugged
in spite of his fifty or so years. Some
time before, he had taken over a bank-
rupt light plane factory and reor-
ganized the business for the produc-
tion of military planes. It was his
deadly new experimental twin-en-
gined bomber that Colonel Wang had
been putting through its paces.

Warner introduced Paul Chivor
next. About thirty-five or so, affable,
and a fllying soldier-of-fortune, Chivor
was a handsome man who appeared to
be well educated, cultured, and who
spoke Cantonese flwently. For the
most part he acted as interpreter for
Colonel Wang.

Naturally Quinn knew the four
bankers. Harvey Belmont, thin and
aristocratic, was their recognized
leader, and the others were Thomp-
son, Harrison and Heffner, When
Quinn had been district attorney he
had broken up a blackmail gang that
had tried to swindle them, though
he had small personal liking for any
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of them. They were all too eager for
profit.

Quinn himself had wanted them to
pay the full ten millions for the
treasure, even though he had intended
to turn over any excess profits he
should make from the transaction to
the Chinese Government when the
treasure later would be sold for a still
higher figure.

That was all an aside now, in Tony
Quinn's mind, for his attention was on
Commissioner Warner whose chief in-
terest, at present, was in what had hap-
pened to the former district attorney
the night before.

“First of all, Tony,” the commis-
sioner said, “you weren't in condlition
to tell coherently what happened when
we brought you home at four this
morning. So I'd like you to relate
everything now to McGrath and my-
self.”

He took from his pocket the green
jade Buddha and put it on the table.

NY QUINN could have told
more the night befere,’ had he
cared to, He had deliberately de-
clined to do so for twe reasons. He
wanited MeGrath to thiak he was mere
badly hurt than he was, and he had
wanted these men to come here, just
as they now had ceme.

He told again of the attack, but
omitted certain details. He did de-
scribe how he had been carried, half
paralyzed, on a pair of naked shoul-
ders to the truck from which he had
eventually escaped. But he made no
mention of having recognized his kid-
napers. Despite the fact that the Bat
usually made every possible effort to
cooperate with the police to the
fullest, he felt on this occasion he was
justified in withholding this informa-
tion. To give it would be to invite a
renewed attempt on his life. He
wanted the killer mob to feel secure
for the moment.

He told of overhearing their plans,
however, of happening to grasp the
Buddha in his struggle with the thug,
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and of his blind dive toward the front
of the truck in a desperate effort
to cause a smash-up. The bulldog
McGrath interrupted.

“How'd you know which end of the
truck was the front?” he demanded
suspiciously. “You were struggling
with this ape Thing and you say you
were confused—"

“McGrath,” gritted Warner in
downright anger, “this is the last
straw. I've warned you time and
again that my patience would run out.
Well, this morning you’re going on a
plainclothes beat in Chinatown to di-
rect the dragnet of officers down
there—captain or not. We’ll see how

this Dragon society which has been
defiant enough to admit they were
responsible for the robbery, I know
we're not up against amateurs.

“Whether or not you wish to pay the
money they demand is your affair,
though I advise against it. I brought
you here to listen to Quinn's story,
so you'll know the risk you're taking.
It’s plain enough to me he was kid-
naped, as the most available of you
members of Eight Incorporated,
meaning to kill him to serve as an
example to the rest of you what to ex-
pect, if you held out.

“It seems unbelievable that an up-
to-the-date vault of burglar-proof
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your feet like that for awhile.”

“But, Commissioner,” interceded
Tony Quinn, wanting the Homicide
captain any place except down there,
“please don’t be so harsh on the cap-
tain. I'm sure he means nothing per-
sonal.”

But Warner stood pat.

“And now, gentlemem,” he said to
the others around him, “you again see
what you’re up against. Naturally
we’re making every effort to recover
the treasure. Suspects at the rate of
nearly a hundred an hour are being
brought in by the police dragnet. So
far we’ve found nothing, nor do I ex-
pect to. After reading the note from

steel has been cut open. But the fact
remains that it has been, that the
treasure is gone, and that the city,
as owners of the museurn, is respof-
sible to the Chinese Government and
its ambassador for several millions
of dollars. And now, Tony, perhaps
you would like to have me read that
note for you.”
He opened the note and read:

To Those Concerned: Homorable greet-
ings and a final warning from the Dragon.
You have been given one chance to pay to
a beleagured country the full value of the
treasure, ten millions of dollars. You have
been glven one warning of what would hap-

en should you fail to do so. Sheuld the

onofable morning papers carry the story



2 BLACK BOOK DETECTIVE MAGAZINE

that the guulty Elﬁht Incorporated refuse
our just demands, then others will suffer the
Death of the Dragon before another day
dawns. Your police protection will be of
no avail.

The Dragon Master has spoken,

A short silence followed. Tony
Quinn sat woodenly, his dead eyes in
his bandaged head staring lifelessly
into space. Finally McGrath spoke
up again.

“Are you real sure you can't iden-
tify something about those guys—
something they said or did?” he de-
manded. *“You didn’'t by any chance
feel a diamond as big as a coconut
on the hand of one of them, did

you »»

UINN had to admire the tenacious

officer. McGrath already had
catalogued every cracksman in town
who might have been able to have
opened that supposedly impregnable
vault. And a legical conclusion had
been Flash Mega, always identifiable
by his diamonds.

“If you're referring to Duke
Kasini's mob, Captain,” Quinn said,
“it wouldn't hurt to look them up.
Though I gather from what my valet
has read to me that they’ve been laying
low since Federal agents from the
Narcoties Bureau recently confiscated
nearly a quarter of a million dollars
wokth of their opium aboard a tanker.
As I understand it, however, it could
not defimitely be pinned on Duke as
the man who had brought it in, so
he was freed again.”

Harvey Belmont spoke up then,
twisting and gripping his thin filngers
nervously. But the eyes that went to
the worried police commissioner were
stubbornly uncompromising.

“Gentlemen, I'm going to speak
bluntly,” he said. *“My colleagues and
myselt—aside from Quinn—are busi-
fness men, not philanthropists. As
chalrman of Eight Iacoeporated, I or-
ganized the coneern for the purpose of
Buying the Chinese art eollection and
helding it for later sale under more

favorable conditions. Naturally I'm
upset that the city must be held re-
sponsible for the loss, since my col-
leagues and myselt always have had
an active hand in affairs ot civic bet-
terment. I, myself, arranged for the
treasure to be placed in that particular
vault, since everyone was certain it
was entirely burglar-proof. It was a
vault which, as most of you know,
was willed to the city by one of my
late biisiness associates.

“But Dr. Ling, here, a foremost
authority on Eastern arts, appraised
the collection at a value of elght mil-
liens of dollars, i1n eompany with our
own experts. 1 am still willing te go
through with the agreement at that
figure. But we are not paying the
money te any seeret soclety of thiigs
who cover theie nefarieus activities
under the cloak of a eemie epera name.
How do we knew we would ever get
the collection baek from them, foF one
thing?”

Dr. Ling spoke up then, nodding his
wise head,

“Mr. Belmont is right. While the
treasure is indeed worth two millions
more under more favorable conditions,
I advised the sale at the other figtire
in view of China’s pressing need.”

Belmont shot him a look tinged
with irritation. In those few words
the banker and the others had been
revealed as men eager for a quick two
millions in profits.

Thompson, however, nodded his
bald head in agreement. He was a
hump-shouldered man with discolored
false plates of cheap make, and sat
with his clammy hands clasped over
his round little paunch. He wore
cheap hand-me-down suits to save
money and was notoriously a miser.
He had objected strenuously to the
others presenting the jade Buddha to
Tony Quian. Quinn could not see it
anyhow, he had argued, so why waste
the money it would bring?

“If the city wishes to gamble ten
millions to get the treasure back,
that's their business,” he grumbled.
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“Anytime they do I'm still willing to
go through with the original agree-
ment to pay eight millions for it.”

Warner’s brow furrowed with
anxiety. That meant a big loss to the
city should the demands of this
Dragon society have to be met. Of
course, there would be the insurance,
but it would nowhere near cover the
two millions extra now demanded,
and which would have to be met by
the city. The morning mnewspapers
already were howling at his heels like
a hungry wolf pack, demanding that
the thieves be caught. Two mil-
lions meant a great deal to already
overburdened taxpayers. City editors
were demanding to know a lot of
things, especially who had been re-
sponsible for the collection being
placed in the vault.

So was the mayor who, oddly
enough, had not been consulted about
it's temporary disposal.

Warner had spent two weary hours
in the chief city official’s office before
calling on Quinn. Publicly, the mayor
could not countenance the paying of
the ransom by Eight Incorporated, but
privately he, as well as Commmissioner
Warner, was hoping that they would
be frightened enough by the Dragons’
threat to do so.

ALTER DUGRO, the plane
manifacturee, had been sitting
quietly, taking little part in the econ-
versation. Now he spoke up.
“Well, gentlemen, this unfortunate
affair is having repercussions in more
ways than one. While it's true that
the emergency bills for home defense
which have been passed in Washing-
ton will soon set my factory to hum-
ming, the delay on this order for my
new bomber will mean a lot to the
employees now not working. Had
this affair not come up, I had hoped
that a quick approval of the new ship
by Colonel Wang would set us to work
on orders to a country I admire for
defending herself against a ruthless
aggressor,

Silk

“But we have no proof that even
after any monies are paid to this
Dragon society, which professes to
have purely patriotic motives, that the
collection will be returned. I can only
hepe, however, that a solution will be
reached seen. China is desperately in
need of those planes, and my laid-off
employees could tise the work that
will take them off Gevernment rellef
rells until ether faeteries get inte full
swing.”

They discussed the matter for
another three quarters of an hour.
Harvey Belmont and the other three
members of Eight Incorporated were
plainly a bit huffed that theie¢ buisi-
ness transaction, with its attendant
two to three milliens in quiek profits,
had been so openly diseussed with
outsiders. QuiAR himself merely
smiled, taking a passive attitude. His
go-tembers were leaving the matter in
Warher's Rands, and demanding full
pelice pretection uAtil the ecemmis:
siener could wipe st the menaee of
the Dragen seeiety and get Baek the
treasure.

Most of the time Paul Chivor said
nothing, though occasionally he bent
over and conversed in Cantonese with
Colonel Wang in a low voice.

Finally Thompson rose to his feet
and reached for his hat where he had
placed it on the table.

“I see no reason to waste further
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time/’ he said to Commissioner War-
ner a trifle coldly. ‘“After all, this is
your affair. Our position in the mat-
ter has been made quite clear. I shall
tell the newspapers flatly that we are
net paying a single cent te this greup
of thugs. Geed day, gentiemen.”

The others rose and went out too,
after shaking hands with Quina who
had tried to rise but could not seem
to make it. He sat with outstretched
hand as each came by. MeGrath was
purposely last, stieking out his ewn
powerful paw, But instead of taking
Quinn’s hand he merely held his ewn
within an ineR of it, heping—as he
did hepe time after time— that he
would get preet that the man He was
eertain was net blind weuld ferget
himselt and elasp it

But Tony Quinn's dead-locking
eyes only stared straight ahead.

“Are they all gone, Silk?” he asked
his valet.

Commissioner Warner
from the doorway.

“Not all, Tony. There's still a stub-
born jackass Homicide captain stand-
ing there hoping you’'ll see his hand—
when he ought to know you're as blind
as a bat.”

“Yeah, a Black Bat,” McGrath said
significantly, following his harried
superior. He turned in the doorway.
“Y’know, Quinn, I'm kind of glad the
chief put me on the Chinatown detail.
I've got a huneh that's where the
Black Bat will show. Seo loag.”

Silk closed the door and watched
until he was sure that all had gone.
Belmont, plainly worried that he
might be a vietim of the Dragon so-
clety, was driven away by his Chinese
valet under police eseort. Police also
went with the others,

Then the nearly bald little man who
posed as a valet turned to Quinn.

“I'm a little worried about McGrath
this time, sir,” Silk said. “With him
in charge in Chinatown this afternoon
he’ll give every officer special orders
to be on the lookout for the Black
Bat.”

answered
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“I wouldn't Wwony too,.much about
it, Silk,” Quinn said carelessly. “The
police know quite well that there's a
thousand to one chance of the collee-
tion being down there, That's prob-
ably the last place it weuld be taken.
By nightfall they'll have all suspects
picked tip and guestioned. It will be
reasenably guiet in Chinatewn by then
=1 hepe.”

“What now, sir?”

“Call in Butch and Carol through
the tunnel.”

ALF an hour later the four of

them sat together in a locked
room. Silk was no longer the obsequi-
ous servant. He never was when at-
tending such conferences, but gloried
in being one of the Black Bat’s trusted
confidential allies. He sat comfortably
in a blg chaie, with one of the high-
balls in which he oceaslonally in-
dulged within easy reach.

Butch lounged in another chair and
watched Quinn like a huge St. Bernard
eyeing its master. Carol Baldwin, the
golden-haired, blue-eyed girl who had
brought back sight to a blind Tony
Quinn, lay curled up like a soft young
kitten on a nearby divan. Her face
was filled with excitement.

“I think this calls for you to make
the first move, Butch,” Quinn was an-
nouncing to the former boxer. “First,
I want you to study the pictures of
Kasini's mob that I have in my private
rogues’ gallery. Take them along
with you if necessary. Go down to
Chinatown this afternoon and play
the part of the panhandler around the
laundries and eafes. You might pes-
sibly be able to spet the laundry truek
tised te kidnap me, though I deubt it.
The lettering was, of course, false; as
were the license plates. But even if
you den’t see it, you may be able t6
stumble onto semething.”

“And I?” asked Silk, sipping at his
cold drink.

“With two policemen on the
grounds, Silk, you’d better stick close
to home. But you can get me Dr.
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Ling’s home address. I may decide to
call on him. Also get all the informa-
tion you can on Paul Chivor—when he
learned to fly, and all that. I'm net
quite sure about him yet. He’s a little
too suave and guiet. As for you, Carel,
you'll be ia Chinatewn, tee—fFer a ren-
dezveus with Butch and myself. And
Aew for a little surprise.”

He reached into a pocket of his
smoking jacket and brought forth
three little silver whistles. He tossed
one each to the three. Carol picked
hers up, examined it briefly, then blew
experimentally.

No sound came forth, but across the
room Quinn put a hand to his ear and
rubbed it. Her face brightened in-
stantly.

“Ah! " So that's it, Tony? These
whistles are pitched too high for the
average human ear. I've heard of such
things. They say that Doberman-
Pinscher police dogs 1n service in for-
elgn countries ean hear these whistles
up to three miles.”

He nodded. “Good girl, Carcl! You
don’t read for nothing, do you? Ves,
Silk and I have been experimenting
with these whistles for two weeks.
During the long months when 1
couldn’t see I had to depend upon my
senses of feel, smell, and hearing, you
know—especially my hearing. I was
astounded to find my ears getting
sharper and sharpee until I've almost
the uncanny hearing that is te be
found ameng certain animals. That's
why I can hear these whistles.

“T can’t hear them as far as a keen-
eared animal could, but I have been
able to hear them, if repeated often
enough, up to a distance of several
blocks. It's a little idea of mine in
case some of you need help. Your sig-
nal will be one blow on your whistle,
Carol. Yours will be two blasts, Silk.
And, Buteh, If you get in a tight spot
blew three times and keep on blowing.
Conceal them o6n your persons ia sieh
a manner that ne erdinary search will
reveal them.”

For more than an hour more the
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Black Bat discussed details of the
crime which he hoped to solve. As he
finished, the telephone rang. Silk an-
swered.

“Just a moment, Commissioner,” he
murmured, “and I'll connect you with
the phone ia his bedroom.”

Quinn went in and picked up the re-
ceiver.

“Tony,” Warner's voice called,
laughingly, “I didn't take that jade
Buddha with me, but left it on the
table.,”

“I"'ll ask Silk about it, Comumnis-
sioner. If it's here—"

“No need to ask,” came the chuck-
ling reply. “That’s why I called you
up. Thompson took it. Picked it up
under his hat when he left and showed
it to me after we got ouit of the hotise,
He says he feels it his ‘duty’ te return
it to Dr. Ling tintil the collection is
found, 1n view of recent events. 1
really couldn’t ask the darned miser
to return it, se 1’m sure yew'll under-
stand.”

“Quite. Think nothing of it, Com-
missioner.*”’

Thompson was more of a miser than
he had imagined, Quinn was thinking
as he hung up, a smile touching his
lips. But he was not giving up that
jade gift so easily. The Black Bat was
going to pay a visit te Dr, Ling’s home
above his art shop and collect a certain
Buddha,



CHAPTER V

Buich Becomes a Panhandler

OWN in Chinatown
Buteh moved along
the narrow, crooked
streets for awhile to
get the lay of the
land, and then got
buisy. Fertunately—
for the appearance
he wished to create
in his panhandler
rele=he had net shaved for a ¢eotiple
of days. That faet, and a teueh of
dirt that had been smudged inte his
whiskers gave him a deeidedly un-
washed appearance. He wore a east-
off suit that 1eng age had seen better
days, and a ragged, erimpled eap.

Inside his coat pocket were the pic-
tures he had been studying in Quinn's
private “morgue,” as such reference
collections are called in newspaper of-
fices. The ex-boxer was fully aware
of his limited mental capacity and that
he could scarcely depend on his un-
supported memory, so was taking no
chance of muffing such an important
mission for the Black Bat.

He walked into an art shop, his
homely face and aggressive, under-
slung jaw making him look more than
a mere panhandler. He looked posi-
tively frightening.

“Got a nickel for a cuppa cawfee,
buddy?” he mumbled to the elderly
Chinese proprietor.

The Chinese waved him out.

“Go ’way!” he shouted. “You get
out or I call police.”

Again and again the same thing hap-
pened. Butch was just begininng to
congratulate himself on not being
forced to beg for a living when a
heavy hand fell on his shoulder from
behind. He turned and looked into the
glowering face of Homicide Captain
MeGerath, whose aching corns had not
improved his acid temper any.

“Beat it,” ordered the captain terse-
ly. “We got a city flop-house for you
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guys. Don’t let me catch you around
here again or I'll run you in.”

Butch mumbled apalogetically—and
obeyed by heading right around the
corner to resume operations. He spot-
ted the Chow Seto Laundry again just
as a man got out of a cab up the street
and entered the place. Butch recog-
nized Joe Mega easily. The “panhan-
dler” unhesitatingly followed him in.

Mega was talking in a low-voiced
tone to a scholarly-looking Chinese
wearing shell-rirnmed glasses. Even
Butch's slow-thinking mind had no
difficulity in recognizing that Oriental
as Chow Seto, whose pictured face was
one of the photographs in the former
boxer’s pocket. On the counter be-
tween the gangster was a tin container
with a slot cut in its sealed top. Print-
ed on the can were the words:

PLEASE HELP THE CHINESE
WOMEN AND CHILDREN MADE
HOMELESS BY THE WAR

As Butch came in he saw Joe Mega’s
fingers dropping a bright object into
the can. A message of some kind,
maybe.

Chow Seto looked up and saw
Butch. It was the second time Butch
had been in this place.

“Get out!” screamed the laundry-
man. “No comee back, I told you all
same—"

“What's eating you, Chow?" de-
manded Mega of the Oriental. “Cut
out the pidgin English with—"

Then he saw that the Chinese was
talking to someone else and turned.

“Come on—get outa here, ya big
ape,” Joe Mega growled at Butch.

In his faithful way, Butch, the slow-
witted, was a man of direct action. He
knew that Joe Mega had been the
driver of the laundry truck in which
Quinn had been kidnaped, for Quinn
had told him so. Mega also had taken
his orders from the mysterious leader
of the Dragon, who had been present
on that death ride.

Therefore, to Butch’s single-track
mind Mega had dropped into the con-
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tainer a note meant for the Dragon
Master.

Buteh acted automatically. He
stepped half to one side and forward
as Mega's hand went beneath his coat,
and let drive with a right hook that
had earried him high in the heavy-
weight division. His iren-kniickled
fist smacked against the mobster’s
gwarthy jaw and Mega fell like a pele-
axed ex. Butch snatehed up the ean
eontaining the message.

UT he had not counted on Chow
Seta. Like a streak of light the
slender Chinese snatched up a small
feplica of an old-fashiened bung start-
er fromm beneath the counter. His
brown hand lashed out and the weapen
eatught Buteh alengside the head. The
can fell and went rolling acress the
floor as Buteh crumpled en tep of
Mega. Choew Seto leaped nimbly over
the 6o .ter, jabbering in Cantonese to
twe o idr Chinese in bacl,

He rolled Butch aside and got Joe
Mega to his feet. The mobster was
cursing savagely.

“T'll get the police—have him locked
up for assault,” said the Chinese.
“Hold him here until I return.”

“Don’'t be a damned idiot!” snapped
Mega. “They might take a fool notion
to search this place, like they've
combed most of the other joints
around here. TI'll just beat this bum
up and throw him out into the . ..
For the love of Mike! Look there on
the floor, Chow!”

He grunted expressively as he
pointed to several objects that had
dropped from Butch O’Leary’'s pock-
ets as the Black Bat's emissary had
fallen.

He bent swiftly, then straightened
up with several rogues’ gallery photos
of Duke Kasini, some of his men, and
some snapshots of several Chinese.
Joe Mega’'s lips tightened menacingly
as he studied the pictures.

“I get it,” he said at last, glowering
down at Butch. “The law says the
cops can't search a place without a

337

warrant. So they sent this big dumb-
loaking bird around as a bum. Come
on, help me lift him in back before
somebody sees him.”

“Do you think he's a Federal man
snooping around?” demanded the Chi-
nese as they carried the recumbent ex-
boxer into the back room. Into his
almond eyes behind the spectacles had
come a look of uneasiness. “Ever
since we lost that big shipment off the
tanker I've been half expecting some-
thing like this. Those Federals never
give up, Joe, don't forget.”

“Well, you can forget that,”
growled the burly gangster. “He's
only a filmttie and he won't be a live
one long. We're in the clear. Stop
beefing. I'm banking nobody saw him
come in here. They don’'t send men-
around on the tails of their own men.”

Joe Mega let Butch O'Leary’s legs
drop heavily, then straightened up,
loeking at Chow Seto.

“I just brought you another custom-
er,” he said. “That was what I
dropped in the can. The bellhop work-
ing for us over at the Lamont Hotel
lined him up. Here, lift up that
trap-deor. We'll shove this bum
down. .. .”

In the meantime, Tony Quinn wait-
ed impatiently until darkness, then
slipped out through the tunnel to the
gatehouse back of his home, leaving
the two unsuspecting patrolmea on
guard about the grounds and Silk Nek-
ton near the telephone. He got in the
coupe that the ex-boxer had parked
for him some distance away, and drove
to Chinatown. At a street corner not
too well lighted he parked and got out,
strolling around with his hat brim
pulled low over his eyes for a leek at
De. Ling’s art shop and the 1iving
quarters above it.

When he reached the place he no-
ticed that a pretty Chinese girl of
eighteen or nineteen had crossed to-
ward the shep from the other side of
the street. He noticed something else,
teo. Flash Mega was tailing her. The
gangster appeared toe be lnterested in
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a window display, but he was not tak-
ing his eyes from that girl.

The Black Bat turned swiftly and
got back to the corner without attract-
ing undue attention. There was a fire-
escape overhead. He leaped, caught
the bottom and pulled himself up.
Slipping up four fllights of the narrow
iron steps of the fire-escape he came
out on the roofs above Chinatown.
From the shadow of a chimney he
looked over the edge of the building
into the street. Apparently the girl
had disappeared inside the red stone
building, for Flash Mega was follow-
ing beldly.

Tony Quinn slipped out of his coat
and put on the Black Bat outfit which,
because of its constructiom, could be
folded into a small, flat package and
carried in a cleverly concealed pocket.
He patted the two .38s into place un-
der the ribbed and scalloped wings,
then like a flliting shadow he cat-
footed across until he came to Dr.
Ling’s roof. To his vast relief there
was a skylight that afforded an en-
trance, thus not necessitating a swing
over the edge of the roof for a try at a
window.

E raised the skyligiht, ears cocked,
then slipped noiselessly into a
roem on the fourth fitant. Apparently
the art curator, De. Ling, was quite
well off, for the room appeared te be
the guarters of two or three servants.
None were here now, however.

Down another flight of carpeted
steps the Black Bat made his way
to the third fitomr. No sounds of life
here, either, and from this vantage
point he could have heard voices from
below. Perhaps Mega had not fol-
lowed the girl inside after all, or had
already been sent packing.

Then to the Black Bat's keen ears
there came sounds from the pad of
feet up the stairs toward where he
crouched in the curtained hallway.

He melted back against the wall,
looking about him. There was a door
behind him and he tested the knob, his
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eyes on the stairs below. A Chinese
woman servant was coming up. The
Black Bat’'s hand twisted the knob and
it turned without difficulty. He eased
himself into a bedroom—a woman’s
bedroom judging from the faint per-
fume in the air.

The Black Bat waited, half expect-
ing someone outside to turn the knob.
But the servant passed on by and as-
cended the last flight to her own quar-
ters on the top flook under the sky-
light. The Black Bat waited a couple
of minutes to make sure.

He opened the door a trifle, and this
time he heard voices below. One voice
apparently was that of the young Chi-
nese girl he had seen on the street.
She spoke in well modulated tones and
in them was the iciness of a frozen
mountain stream,

“What do you mean by coming to
this house?” the Bat heard her de-
mand of someone. Flash Mega, in all
probahility.

“Take it easy, I-tso,” came the
cracksman’s roughly persuasive voice.
“It ain’t every doll I bother to follow
home. How's about you and me for
tonight, baby? You know, some Chi-
nese eats, and—"

“Get out!”

But the gangster did not get out.
He must have come boldly toward the
girl for she started swiftly up the
stairs. Flash Mega's heavy tread
pounded after her.

“Get out, I tell you,” she ordered
again, though there was a touch of fear
in her voice now. Flash was coming
right on up.

“If you don't get out of here, I'll
call the police,” she said for the last
time, and the fear in her voice was un-
disguised now.

The Black Bat looked hurriedly
about him. That this bedroom was
hers, and that she meant to take the
sanctuary from the gangster here he
had no doubt. He looked about him
again for a place of concealment for
himself, but saw nothing promising.
The heavy drapes about the walls
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would not hide him, once the lights
were turned on.

Quickly the Black Bat crossed over
in the darkness, loosened the bulbs
from the two lights, then melted be-
hind the drapes as the doer opened.
The girl tried to slam it shut but
Flash Mega's foot caught it. He
chuckled in the darkness when she
snapped the switch and nothing hap-
pened.

“Listen, baby, you're gonna be nice
to me when I try to date you up from
now on,” he said, a hint of threat in his
voice. “It would be too bad if your
father found out his precious daugh-
ter was a member of the Dragon so-
ciety, wouldn’t it?"”

“I give you one more chanee to geo,”
I-tso sald coldly to the mobster whose
grin could be seen in the dim light of
the hall. “1 knew It was a mistake
to enllst the help of such as yeu in
our cause. Unless you go at once the
Dragon Master will hear of this.”

Flash Mega's answer was to push
her into the room. He grabbed her by
both arms and his voice grew tigly. He
was living up fully te his reputation
for surliness now.

"“Nobody gives a damn about your
Dragon Master,” he said smeeringly.
“That's got nothing to do with you
and me. If it hadn't been for me that
museum vault never woulda been
opened. There wasn't another mob-
ster on earth who coulda cracked
that—"

*“That will do, Dragon!”

LASH MEGA drew in his breath
with a rasping seund and whirled
toward the door. How that green-
rebed figure in the dragen mask had
ot there he could net guess. But the
igure was there just the same. The
fMan in the green rebe peinted a leng-
nailed finger in Flash Mega's face.

“You fool?” the Dragon Master ac-
cused thunderously. *“You stupid,
thick-witted fool! You dare endanger
our cause by a silly infatuation for
one who is a thousand times too good
for your kind? To disobey me means
death—the same kind of death that
was dealt out to one of the evil eight
tonight at dusk.”

The Black Bat looked at that weird
figure in the dragon mask and long,
green silk robes. So he had made good
the threat that had been made in the
note, despite police protection for the
eight? Was it Belmont he meant? He
was the most likely. Had Ohme some-
how slipped throtigh the cordon of
police around Belmont’s guarded man-
sion and dealt out death?

The Bat detected an undercurrent
of murderous rage in Flash Mega's
next words, though he apparently was
trying to placate the Dragon Master.

“Honest, Boss—I mean Master—I
was only kiddin® the dame—"

“Silence! I came here to see if Dr.
Ling was in, hoping he might go to
the remaining evil ones and persuade
them to save themselves by paying the
ransom. There soon will be only six,
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for another Is about to die.”

“Who?” whispered the cracksman
softly.

“Harrison. He ought to slip out of
town tonight in a plane flown by Pauil
Chivor. The plane will take off, yes.
But neither Harrisen ner his foelish
pilet will arrive at the Harrison coun-
try estate allve. But that 1s net all.
Harvey Belmont alse must be taught
a lesson.”

The Black Bat's eyes narrowed. So
Belmont had not been the first victim
of the Dragon society. Who, then?

From beneath his green robes the
dragon-masked man took a sealed en-
velope. He handed it to the mobster
whe slipped it inside his ceat, as the
Dragen Mastee, apparently threiigh
with his chiding for the time being,
gave sofe lew-voiced, hurried instrue-
tions.

The Chinese girl had gone over to
the shaded light beside her bed, fum-
bled at the bulb, and discovered it to
be loose. She screwed it tight again.
The Black Bat knew then that he was
about te be discovered.

He had hoped that things would
turn out differently. It had been his
intention to find out all he could, then
leap across the room in the darkness
and snatch the weird green mask from
the Dragon Master’'s face. Now he
waited, his hands on the .38s.

“In this envelope are sealed orders
for one whose name is writtem,” the
Dragon Master was saying to Flash
Mega. “I had intended sending them
by another. But it is just as well. You
will be interested because it concerns
your friend, ex-District Attorney
Quinn. We’'ll see if we can't complete
the job this time. Now go.”

It was at that moment that I-tso
Ling managed to click on the light.
And it was at that moment that a
voice from across the room said quiet-
ly:

“Gentlemen, stand fast!”

Flash Mega's hand was still under
his armpit where he had placed the
letter in an inner coat pocket. It
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came up with a gun as a startled ery
burst from his thick lips.

“The Black Bat!”

Then gun thunder drowned out the
sound of his voice.

CHAPTER VI
Dr. Ling’s Daughter

NAPPING: reports of
the Black Bat's twin
38s filled the room,
the sound mingling
witth the Chinese
girl's seream. The
gangster had jerked
his ewn gun free, but
the stream of sligs
sent his way ripped
it from his hand. The Black Bat
eould easily have killed the yeunger
Mega. The mobster deserved killing.
He was a thug without a spark of
merey in his heart and had been a
party to the cold-blooded murder of
an elderly watehman. Of that, the
Black Bat was sure, even if Flash had
fnet been the aetual murderer himself
—whieh the Nemesis of the undet-

world knew was a pessibility.

But the Black Bat did not want to
kill Flash Mega. He preferred to in-
capacitate the mobster and make him
talk. Moreover, he wanted him out of
the way now while he jerked the dra-
gon head mask from that weird figure
in green and took him prisoner.

The Black Bat had not counted on
any interference from the girl. But
as his deadly shots sent Flash Mega’s
gun spinning I-tso flung herself
straight at the man in black, with arms
outspread. Behind her the Dragon
Master moved fast, diving through the
door, with Flash Mega on his heels.

“Run, Master!” screamed I-tso Ling,
throwing her arms around the man
whose appearance always sent terror
through those members of the under-
world who had the misfortune to meet
him. ;

The Black Bat flung her aside and
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The Black Bat was grinning broadly
as he climbed the fire-escape to the
roof. He had an idea what would hap-
pen in that Chinese girl’s bedroom as
soon as he left. And, as if the Black
Bat had the gift of second sight, as
well as his actual doiible sight, things
were happening there exactly as he
visioned.

I-tso Ling turned on the lights as
feet pounded up the stairs. MecGrath,
followed by two other police officers,
unlocked the door and yanked it open.
He gave a start at sight of the Chi-
nese giel there alone,

“Where is he?” he roared.

“Who?"” she countered innocently.

“Don’t hand me that!"” snapped the
captain. “You know blamed well who,
young lady. The Black Bat!” He
barged in past her, looking sharply
around. Then he glowered at her. “Go
look in the mirror!” he commanded
sternly.

She went to the mirror and looked.
Squarely in the center of her smooth
forehead was the insignia of the Black
Bat, a tiny black bat with outspread
ribbed wings. She removed it and
turned. McGrath was looking out of
the window.

“What was he doing here?” he
snapped at her.

“I don’t know,” she confessed hon-
estly. “But I do know that I'm glad
he came. A—man—{followed me into
the house.”

She made no mention of the Dragon
Master, but the seeds of suspicion that
the Bat had sown were beginning to
bear fruit. . ..

Reaching the roof unseen in the dim
light, the Black Bat melted into the
shadows like a filseting ghost, thank-
ful that the soles of his specially made
shoes were as soft as felt and made not
a sound. In the lee of the chimmney
again he changed into his light topcoat
with the specially constructed pockets
to conceal his Black Bat outfit, then
hurried to the street by way of the
fire-escape. The change had taken but
a shert time, less than five minutes

having elapsed since he had left I-tso
Ling's home. Yet hardly had he start-
ed toward the corner when a taxi shot
out of an alley a short distance behind
him.

The Black Bat instinctlvely darted
into a doorway, hands near his guns.
He suppressed a start of surprise at
sight of Dr. Ling's daughter and a
man she evidently had hastened from
the back of the house to meet. The
bespectacled Chinese was Colonel
Wang!

Rounding the corner then, the Black
Bat walked quickly toward the heart
of Chinatown for his rendezvous with
Carol Baldwin. No one noticed the
man with the wide-brirmed hat pulled
low over his eyes, at least giving him
ne mere than a casual glance. Least
of all Captain MeGrath who had
barged eut of Deetor Ling’s heuse,
flagged a passing eruiser, and was pil-
ing in beside the twe husky peliee 6i-
fiers.

“To Tony Quinn’s house and step on
it,” the Black Bat heard him order.
*“The only way he’ll beat me there this
time is to fly.”

A young Chinese school boy of
about ten, in rumpled cap, short-
sleeved shirt, and knee breeches came
down the street with a bundle of pa-
pers under one arm. The youngster
waved a paper at the Black Bat.

“Wuxtry! Wuxtry! Read all about
it! Big Banker knocked off in his of-
fice by the Dragon mob! Whuxtry!”’

E Black Bat bought the prof-
fered paper and by the light of a
street lamp saw Thempson’s pictire
on the froent page. The miserly finan-
cler, working late In ¥y~ "¢ office as
was his custorn, had been throttled in
the washroom while his chauffeur and
two uniformed policemen waited ott-
side his lecked door to tale him heme.
There had been fot a seund of a strig-
le from within, but finally the chaui-
Rur, grewing uneasy, had summened
8 guard te unleck the deer. Themp-
sen had been found en the fleer of the
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leaped for the door to follow his
quarry. Flash however, showed light-
ning presence of mind. Before the
Black Bat could reach the door he
heard the click of a key in the lock.
Running feet pounded down the stairs.
The Black Bat was locked in—with a
pretty Chinese girl—unable to pursue
the wily head of the Dragon society
and his henchman.

He sheathed his guns and look at
I-tso. She stood with her back to the
wall, arms outspread, and now that
her impulsive protective movement to
save the Dragon Master was over, a
fear she could not fight down began
to show itself in her soft, almond-
shaped eyes. She shrank back from
the man who so much resembled a
huge black bat.

“What are you going to do with
me?” she whispered huskily.

*“You should be turned across a knee
first, I think,” he answered sternly.
“You have just allowed one murderer,
probabiy two, to escape.”

“What right have you to talk?” she
demanded with sudden spirit. “Why
do you try to thwart a just cause?”

“I deal out justice, instead of work-
ing against it,” he told her, coming a
step nearer. “This Dragon Master is
not a patriot. Patriots do not hire
gangsters. Who is he?”

“I don't know,” she whispered in a
low voice. “No one knows. He has a
way of changing his real voice.”

From outside the door came the
sound of the hurried patter of foot-
steps coming down the stairs from the
upper floor, and the servant’s shrill
voice came in Camtonese. I-tso an-
swered back. The sound of the run-
ning footsteps receded toward the
shop below.

“1 told her to bring the police,” I-tso
said. ""They must have heard those
shots anyhow."

The Black Bat paid no aftention.

*Who is the Dragon Master," he re-
peated sternly. “Your father?”

“No—ne, I swear he isn’t!” she
cried, a note of hysteria in her voice.

“How did he get in here?”

“I don’t know. I dida’t know he was
here until he spoke, Perhaps he told
the truth. Perhaps he did come to see
my father, who left the shop a little
while ago at closing time.”

To the Black Bat’s question about
where the treasure had been taken she
shook her head.

“I think the Dragon Master himself
took it away,” was all she said.

“Where a patriotic cause is con-
cerned, no man commits ruthless mur-
der as this man has done,” he told her
firmly. *“And he intends to commit
more. Such a man would not hesitate
to take your own life once the money
has been paid. You are being duped
—if you will only realize it.”

From down below where the servant
had unlocked the shop door came
voices. Police were entering. A voice
the Black Bat recognized was bellow-
ing down there. McGrath's! The
Black Bat grinned to himself and
raised the window.

E went back, clicked off the light,
and his hands catight the Chi-
nese girl by the shoulders.

*Until this Dragon society is brok-
en tip you and I must be enemies, I-tso
Ling,” he said ffienlky. “But if you’ll
help me I promise that once the treas-
ure is returned, the full amount of its
value will be uised for the purpose in-
tended.”

And with that he was gone through
the window to the roof above. He
wanted to plant the seeds of distrust
of the Dragon Master and his cohorts
in this girl and in any others he could.
Through that he might find a chink in
the masked leader’s armor and thwart
his murderous scheme. But he had to
work fast. Already one man was dead;
according to the Dragon Master, two
more were slated to die in a death
plane within the hour, and there was
to be another attempt on his own life
this night—or at least on the life of
bliad Toay Quinn, former district at-
torney.
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washroom with his neck horribly
twisted. A jade Buddha that was
known to have been in his possession
had been missing.

The killer—Commissioner Warner,
in giving the story to the newshounds
had made no mention of Ohmo—had
made his entrance and exit through
a forced window, despite the fact that
it was three stories above the ground.

It wasn't hard to visualize what had
happened. The deformed Chinese
thug probably had been driven in one
of Chow Seto’s closed laundry trucks
to an alley somewhere nearby. Most
likely Ohmo had made his way unseen
across rooftops, like a huge monkey,
to the top of the squat stone building
housing the offices of Belmont and his
associates. In the gathering dusk, he
had climbed down like a human fly,
opened and wriggled through the win-
dow inte the washroom. There, he
evidently had crept tipon Thompson
from behind and broken the fiinancier’s
neck with a few wrenches of those
monstrous hands with their iron
strength.

“1 wonder if Ohmo took the Buddha
with him, as the commissioner seemed
to think, or whether Thompson al-
ready had sent it to Dr. Ling"s house?”
muttered the Black Bat, as he tossed
the paper into a trash container.

He hurried across the street to a
cigar store on the corner and quickly
located the office telephone number of
the Dugro plant factory. There was
no answer, and he tried the man's
house. Somebody had to warn Dugro
of what was about to happen to that
plane. But again the Black Bat got
no amswer.

“T'll have to go myself,” he said,
under his breath. “I can get there
about as quickly as McGrath can. Be-
sides, I’ll have to detour McGrath else-
where.”

He dialed again and got Commis-
sioner Warner on the wire.

“Greetings, Commissioner,” he said,
smiling to himself, “This is The Black
Bat. I've just missed renewing my
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friendship with my old friend Me-
Grath in the house of Dr. Ling. The
Dragon Master was there, in green
robes and a dragoa mask. So was
Flash Mega, onie 6f Duke Kaslni’s men,
and a cracksman exteaordinary if there
ever was one—as you know. 1 regret
to say that both escaped, buit 1 believe
that’s a clue to the looted museum
vault, though I've heard that MicGrath
also had an idea Flash was involved,
but semehow managed to wriggle out
of the net of suspicion.”

“Where's McGrath now?"” bharked
the gray-haired police veteran.

The Black Bat chuckled. “In view
of his hasty departure in a peolice
cruiser I rather imagine he's speeding
toward the house of former District
Attorney Anthony Quinn. I would ad-
vise, howewver, that you call him by
radio and detour him to Belmont’s
home. In giving orders to Flash Mega,
this Dragon Master mentioned some-
thing about the financier being “taught
a lesson.” Good night, Commmiissoner.™

He hurried out to another phone, not
daring to risk Warner tracing the call.
He had made no mention of the threat
upon his own life, preferring to keep
as many police away from his home as
possible. Those two on guard were
more than a source of worry already.

E dialed a third time and almost
immediately Silk Norten’s fa-
miliar velee answered. Quickly he
told Silk what had happened and that
MeGrath undeubtedly weuld shew up
there sooner or later, He alse told of
the new death threat te himself,

“I'm hurrying to the airport, Sllk,”
he said. “T’ll call or come home as
soon as possible. If MecGrath shows
up stall him somehow.”

“T’1l do my best, sir. Camnisdinnen
Warner called a little while ago. My
imitation of your voice worked quite
well. He’s been checking up on cer-
tain men. What he found out about
Paul Chivor coincides with what an
aviator friend told me a few minutes
ago over long distance from Cali-
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fornia. Chivor’s reputation as a pilot
is hardly spotless, sir. His regular
transport pilot license was taken away
from him out there quite a number of
months ago for stunting a plane while
drunk. He went to China but was pre-
vented by the consul from enlisting
for military service in a foreign army.
I believed he stayed intoxicated most
of the time. A sort of black sheep, as
I understand it, My friend even had
reports he was hitting the junk.”

“Good heavens, Silk! Anything
more?”
“Yes, sir. Chivor might possibly

have met Duke Kasini while in China.
At least word was circulated among
the filying fraternity that he hung
around the hotels in Nanking and
Hankow where the opium dealers
gathered, meochlng drinks, until he
finally wheedled himself inte a job
with the Chinese Government as some
sort of aviatien advisee. Then ac-
cording to what Commissioner War-
ner told me, belleving he was talking
to you, Chivor came over with Colonel
Wang with the treasure as a sert of
assistant te help supervise packing
and shipping the military planes back
te China. Also te act as interpreter.
Sinee them he's stayed in his hetel
mest of the time, d¥inking.”

“And now he’s filying Harrison out
of town to his country estate in a plane
that has been marked for destruction
by the Dragon Master, Silk,” the
Black Bat said grimly. “I’'m on my
Way.”

He hung up and slid out into the
night again. Carol was waiting at the
place he had told her he would park
the coupe. Something in her lovely
face told him she had bad news. She
showed hirm a copy of the paper.

“I know,” he said, nodding. *“Carol,
Harrison is taking off for his private
estate up state shortly in a plane flown
by Paul Chivor. He’s trying to slip
away from this Dragon gang but is
only hastening his death. The ship
has been turned inte some kind of
death trap.”
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“You're going out there now?"
Carol asked amxiously.

“As quickly as possible. You meet
me here when I return. Try to con-
tact Butch in the meantime, as we all
agreec.”

“He wasn’t there, Tony!" Carol
cried sharply. “Oh, I'm so afraid some-
thing has happened to him!”

“We'll have to chance it for the
moment,” the Black Bat said, shaking
his head. “At least until I get this
present important matter attended to.
The place I'm going to is only twe
miles out, and I'll be back almost
at once. I've got to talk to Chiver.
Perhaps he can help us.”

CHAPTER VIiI
Butch Meeis the Duke

ACK in a low cellar
somewhere in the
rabbit warrens of
Chinatown Butch
O'Leary regained
consciousness under
a deluge of cold
water thrown ia his
face a second time.
He blinked his eyes

and opened them as the slender
Chinese laundryman who had slammed
him put down the pail.

Big Butch's head was aching ter-
ribly. There was a peculiar smell in
the air that was foreign to him, but
Butch judged from the appearance of
the place it was some kind of an uf-
derground storeroom. Nearly a dozen
gangsters were crowded in the place
with the Chinese, who seemed to be
in charge.

“Feeling bettenr,, my hulking
friend?” inquired the Oriental, sar-
castically, solicitously,

He came closer to test the bonds
that held the powerful prisoner in a
straight-backed chair that had wooden
arm rests.

“I feel like hell, and I'm net yeur
friend, you slant-eyed hunk of chop
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could still give vent to his feelings.
“And if 1 ever get loose I'm gonna
crack that dome of yours se hard
they'll thiak it’s an earthquake in
Hongkong.”

““You aren't going to get loose,” was
the bland reply. *“But your funeral
shall be worthy of one of your sta-
tion. A cement coffifi t6 preserve you
in the water for years o come, a nice
new laundry wagon for a hearse, a
dozen men here to act as moliraers,
and flowers of a wondrous kind—pop-
pies.”

Joe Mega came over and looked
down at the victim of Chow Seto’s
blow with the wooden mallet. Mega’s
own jaw was still aching from the
stedge-hararaee blow that had knocked
him eold. His open palm lashed out
and caught the helpless Butch a ter-
rifie slap on the cheek, leaving livid
finget prints‘on the dirty skin.

*“Who sent you down here, flattie 2"
he growled anmgrily.

“Go to the devil'™ mumbled Butch,
fightiingz the hardest battle of his life
to keep calm. It was easy to realize
what had happened, when he remem-
bered the plctures they must have
found on him. He had blundered!
But they would get no information
from him.

Joe Mega changed his tactics ab-
ruptly. In an effort to be cumming
he let a genial smile break the lines
of his surly face. He reached out and
patted Butch gently on top of his
shaved head.

“Now look, pal,” he began whee-
dlingly, stroking Butch's bullet-
shaped dome with the palm of his
hand. *“I'm a softie at heart when
you get down to it. 1 wouldm’t hurt a
fly, see? Why, 1 even go out into the
country once Iln a while to Chow
Sete’s brother’s farm just to watch
the birds and the bees, because I got a
sentimental steeak in me. But you
take a guy like Duke now—the feller
I work for. He ain’t got none of them
finer sentiments in him like I have,
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Why, pal, I've seen him stick slivers
whittled from a match under a guy's
fingernaiits and then set 'em afire when
the guy already had spilled, just to
listen te him yell. He'll be here pretty
soen, too. Why don’teha just tell old
ge?e”a few things befere the bess comes
1A

Butch told him plenty—all of which
concerned Mr. Mega's ancestors and
where they tindoubtedly had gone
after the demise. He also suggested
that Mr. Mega could go there,

“And you won't need your winter
underwear either,” the ex-boxer fin-
ished belligerently.

The ring of mobsters roared with
laughter at Joe's expense, and so did
the Chinese,

But Mega stepped back, his swarthy
face contorted with rage. The temper
he had made such a valiant effort to
control had snapped. With a snarl he
yanked out his gun and Sflipped the
barrel into his hand for a handle.
Butch braced himself for a brutal beat-
ing about the head and face by a gun
butt, but he was stubbornly deter-
mined that it would not make him
open up. What difference would one
fmore beating make anyhow? He was
probably doomed already. Unless—

The door opened abruptly and a man
came in from some underground pas-
sage, moving with the effortless ease
of a black panther, He wore an ex-
pensive blue suit, dark shirt, and a
straw hat set at a rakish angle oA his
slick, greased-down black haile. He
caught sight of the prisoner the in-
stant he entered the room, saw what
was aboiit to happen.

“Hold it, Joe,” he ordered sharply.
*Where'd you get him? Who is he?”

OE MEGA grunted an explana-

tony, pointlng to several pictiires
on the table which the new arrival
went over to examine,

“He had ’em on him,” Joe Mega
said. *“Maybe Chow Seto was right,
Maybe this guy is a Fed after all.”

“Well, we'll soon find out,
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answered the mob leader seating him-
self on the edge of the table with a
leg draped over it.

He straightened the crease in his
trousers, took out a gold-plated nail
file and began to manicure his long,
carefully polished fitipganraills. Care-
fully he looked over the pictures,
each of which had the Rogues’ Gal-
lery numbee attached. The candid
photogtaph of himself was a wide con-
trast to the man sitting on the table.

Finally he leaned forward toward
the immobile prisoner. His voice was
gentle but his eyes were those of a
tiger.

“You're gonna talk, brother,” he in-
formed, “whatever and whoever you
are. Before I get through with you
youw'll beg me to let you spill. You
can save yourself a lot of trouble by
doing it now. Wihat were you doing
snooping in Chow’s place?”

“My socks were dirty,” growled
Butch, “I wanted him to wash ’em.”

UKE KASINI—for the dark-

haired man was the notorious

mob leader—sighed and rose from the

table, slipping the gold plated nall file
inte his pocket.

“Blackie,” he ordered one of his
men, “you and Manni lash his hands
palm down to the arms of the chair
where he can’t move ’em. Sharpen ten
matches about an inch long to shove
under his nails one at a time. When
we start lighting the heads he'll talk.,”

Butch felt the cold sweat break out
and begin to bead on his upper lip.
He did not fear the devil himself, and
he knew he would die before uttering
a word that would endanger the cause
of Tony Quinn, but this match busi-
ness was a little hard to stomach.
There would be plenty of pain before
he lost consciousness.

But he refused to let himself be
frightened into a panic,

He threw his weight backward and
the chair tipped. It hit the floor with
a crash and rolled over against several
burlap bundles from which that
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strange odor exuded. Butch’s face
came close to several tins with Chi-
nese writing on them, and one had
been opened. That was why the odor
was so strong, and Butch knew
enough to realize that the stuff was
opium, from which heroin and other
drugs were made. Wihat he was star-
ing at right now meant that the infor-
mation District Attorney Anthony
Quinn had been given by a couple of
convicted mobsters about Duke Kasini
was true. This looked like the
gangster’s storeroom for his contra-
band. But what could Butch O’Leary
do about that now?

The two gangsters who had been
called Manni and Blackie hauled him
upright again, cursing, and shoved
the chair nearer the table. While they
untied one arm at a time and strug-
gled to lash his palms down flat on
the wooden arm rest Joe Mega
methodically begam sharpening
matches to sliver points about an inch
from the headed tip.

Then from somewhere outside there
came the sound of feet hurrying along
a passage. Flash Mega, followed by
Chow Seto’s two partners, came in.
His swarthy face was a trifle paler
than usual.

“I just come from the Dragon Mas-
ter in Dr. Ling's house, Duke,’ he
panted, shoving an envelope at the
sleek mobstee. "“He said give you
this . . . And, Duke—the Black Bat
was there!”

All talking and other noise siid-
denly ceased as Flash Mega babbled
his story of the hooded Nemesis who
invariably appeared when a new crime
wave struck the city. Gunmen looked
at each other nervously. This meant
more than simply dodging the pelice
now. The Black Bat did not follow
the rules laid down for the legally
appointed minions of law and order.
He made his own rules, for there was
no reason for him to have to abide
by legal red tape. Worst of all,
everybody knew he could see in dark-
ness as well as in day.
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“That’s not the worst of it either,”
put in one of the Chinese, his almond-
shaped eyes showing his uieasiness.
“I just heard a short-wave broadcast,
for we've been tuned in on all pelice
calls since last night. The order has
gone out to round up Duke Kasinl
and every one of his meb for qiies-
tieningh”

ASINI showed remarkable cool-

ness. He knew what that meant,

and it was an old story to him. It had

happened again and again 1A his life.

He had been reading the note

brought by Flash Mega, and now a
slight sneer crossed his thin lips.

“Take it easy, you dopes!” he said
coolly. “Don’t we always get pulled
in when something breaks? Haven't
we always got our iron-clad alibis
fixed up in advance? Let ’em pull us in.
They’ve picked up about five hundred
guys all over town teday. Now cut
out playlng old women and listen.”

He took a match from his pocket,
snapped his thumbnail to the head,
and let the flame lick at the envelope
held between the fingers of his other
hand, He dropped the burning note to
the floor, then looked his men over,
one by one. A hard grin crossed his
handsome face.

“Belmont has just been snatched!”
he told them. *“The Dragon Miaster
sent Ohme right in after him when the
Chinese valet squawked and brought
the cops running. Some of us are to
go over and pick up Belmont now.
Then we're to go after Tony Quinn
again, as a warning te the others—all
that are left. They'll pay up soon.”

“You or even that monkey man
couldn’t get within two blocks of
Quinn’s house now,” Flash Mega said
positively. “Why, the whole place
will be crawlin’ with cops!”

“Personally I hope they are there,”
answered the mob leader, with a
shrug. “And at Belmont's, too. You
guys didn’t think we rung in with this
Dragon outfit only because of a cut on
that collection, did you?”
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“Mleaning what, Duke?” asked
Blackie softly.

“Brighten up, Blackie. Every cop
in town will be over in that district
tonight. I knew they would be when
this Dragon business broke. 1 fiigiired
it that way from the start. It's our
chance to settle a little business with
Old Whiislikeiis—oF the Feds who work
for him—and grabbed that lead of

junk off the tankee. Come on!”
CHAPTER VIII
Deathh Plane

NCE out of the
heavier city teaffic,
the Black Bat made
good time toward
the airpert. It lay
less than twe miles
out beyond the city
limits 1A a broad
field justt off dthe
highway. Here, too,
sguatied the low, serrated buildings
of Walter Dugke’s plane factery.
Onee the Held had been a munieipal
airpert until inereased traffie had
necessitated a meve to a larger ene.
New it served merely as a test field
fer Dugre's planes and a few privaiely
hangared jobs.

There were few lights about the
place, except dim ones in Dugro's
factory, which was not yet rummning
night shifts for Government contracts
in the new emergency program. From
somewhere outside of the factory
came the sound of an idling airplane
motor in the night. That, the Black
Bat thought swiftly, would be the
plane that Chivor would pilot, taking
Harrison to his country estate. The
Black Bat must reach them before
that plane toek off!

He leaped from his car and hur-
ried toward a high wire fence that
surrounded the plant, looking this
way and that along the deserted
stretch of buildings. There was no
sign of life, though two or three



THE BLACK BAT'S DRAGON TRAIL

parked cars were down near some
darkened sheds., Probably one of
these belonged to the watchmman, and
possibly another was the car of Paul
Chivor who had unsuspectingly come
out to fly a plane to his death.

The Black Bat tested the fence
and found that it had not been
charged. He had hardly believed it
would be, since the Dugro factory was
not yet actively engaged in building
Dugro's new bomber for the Govern-
ment. Then the Black Bat’s lithe
muscles carried him ip and ever the
fence. He dropped lightly te the
ground and at a swift, noiseless trot
set off for the corner of the building,

Out front the plane motor was still
idling. He rounded the corner and
came onto the edge of the tarmae. A
door in one of the Dugfe buildings
was open and it was frem this that the
plane evidently had been relled befare
being warmed up. Neow as the Black
Bat patised stiddenly, to pender Hhis
next move, he saw a mevement in the
pilet's compartment of the high-
wiR eabin menoplane. A man's
Head was eutlined for a mement—then
the idiing meter suddenly Breke inte
stronger life!

With a roar of power it spun around
on one wheel and taxied off down the
side of the field toward the end of the
runway to turn around for the take-
off. The Black Bat leaped from his
hiding place and tore out after the
trundling plane. For fifty yards he
raced it throetigh the darkness, its twin
landing lights threwing leng fkwers
ahead en the darkened airpert.

The man at the controls saw a weird
figure burst out of the night and come
in under the bobbing wing. A startled
cry broke from him. His hand came
up and jabbed out through the win-
dow. Flame lanced from it. Above
the roar of his moter came the
sharper, snapping reperts of an aute-
fatle pistel. But the Black Bat had
seen him and had diucked aside, his
gry of warning drewned eut.

Then the ship spun around on one
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wheel into the runway, the powerful
motor burst into full life, and under
its eighteen hundred revolutions per
minute the sleek, high-winged mono-
plane went skimming down the oiled
runway and rose gracefully.

The Black Bat could only stand
helplessly panting, and watch there
in the darkness below. The plane
was circling for a safe altitude before
heading off cross country. It was now
a thousand feet directly above the
field. The twin landing lights set in
the leading edge of the wing had been
shut off.

Picking up two small objects his
night-trained eyes discerned lying on
the ground, the Black Bat prommptly
forgot them as a new thought flkashed
through his brain. The radio! That
plane might have a radle. He set ot
at a run for the open dook through
which the plane had been rolled. He
reached the edge of the building again
and hurried along. The lights en the
edge of the reof, shining down en the
tarmae, blinked eut and a nifermed
watchman began relling the deer shut.

E man gave a startled cry as a

weird figure in a black hood and

winglilke appurtenances under its arms
appeared in the epening.

“Quiet!"” commanded the Black Bat,
his automatic out and covering the
watchman. “I mean no harm. On the
contrary, I'm trying to save two lives.
I tried to telephone here to warn them,
but got no answer.”

*“The office is at the other end of the
building™ the watchman said, swal-
lowing hard. “There is no—"

“Never mind. - Has that plane that
just took off got a radio?”

“Y-yes, sir,” gasped the man, still
badly frightened. *“But it's been out
of commission the last few days. They
been meaning to have it fixed, but
haven't got around to it.”

“But there must be some way to get
in touch with it! There's got to be!
That plane is a death-trap, man! The
pilot must be warned!”
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“I'm sorry, sir, but there is no way
I know of. You say there is some-
thing wrong with the ship?”

“More than wrong. You’ve heard of
the Dragon Master who killed the
financieir Thompson in his office only
a short time ago this evening? Well,
that passenger being flown away is
Harrison, Thormpson’s associate, and
Harrison has also been doomed to die!
Something is going to happen to him
and to Chivoe, his pilot!”

The watchman’s face blanched with
horror as he stared at the Black Bat.

“My God, sir, this is terrible!” he
cried. “Mr. Chivor is not filying that
plane! Mr. Dugro himself is at the
controls!t”

It was the Black Bat’s turn to
stare. He grabbed the man by the
shoulders and shook him.

“Are you sure?”

The watchman nodded vigorously.

“Yes, sir. I just talked to him,"

“Where’s that Chivor fellow, the
pilot who was supposed to fly Har-
rison?”

“T think you'd better come with me,
sir,” suggested the frightened man,
hurrying back through the building.

The Black Bat followed him. They
went into the huge interior, through
a big sliding door of sheet metal, and
into a big hangarlike room with an
office at the back. A shiny new twin-
engined light bomber stood before the
door, its three-bladed metal props
glinting dully from the dim lights
overhead. This was the job that Colo-
nel Wang had been testing recently.
The published reports were that it
would do better than three hundred
miles an hour.

“Wait a minute,” the Black Bat
snapped sharply, leaping to the plane
and looking inside the sleek fuselage
toward the two pilots’ seats, “Is this
thing ready to fily?”

“Why—yes, sir.”

“Then come on!” cried the Black
Bat and hurried the man on toward
the office. “Maybe it isn’t too late, if
Chivor is still here. Maybe we can

BLACK BOOK DETECTIVE MAGAZINE

catch them! It's worth a try.”

The watchman, however, merely
stepped inside the office and pointed
to the swivel chair back of a battered
desk.

“There you are, sir,” he ammounced
disgustedly.

Paul Chivor lay sleeping soundly
in the chair, his long legs and scuffed
flying boots outspread on the desk
top. He lay slumped back in the
chair, reeking with the smell of
whisky. His head hung to one side
and saliva drooled from a corner of his
mouth. He was snoring loudly, his
good-looking face anything but hand-
some now.

“He came in about a half an hour
ago — reeling,” the watchman ex-
plained to the Black Bat. “T've never
seen any man with so much in him and
still able to keep his feet. He made
me help him wheel out Mr. Dugro’s
plane, but wouldn’t tell me what he
was going to do. He kept mumbling
something about it being a secret. I
managed to slip away while he was
warming the motor and telephoned
Mr. Dugro on the shop phone.

*“He said there wasn’t time to get
another pilot, so he jumped in his car
and came right out. By that time Mr.
Harrison had arrived. So Mr. Dugro
flew him himself. He—he was going
to spend the night at Mr. Harrison’s
country estate and fly back in the
morning in time for Colonel Wang's
final tests on the new bomber.”

E Black Bat shrugged. He could

de little else. Onece again the man

in the green robe had mmade geed

his insidieus threats, The Black Bat

grabbed Paul Chiver and began o

shake him. Chiver gave a strangled
snore and opened his eyes.

“Uh-agh-w-what is it?” he mumbled.

“Get up!” commanded the man in
black, shaking him again.

"Go ’'way!” mumbled the pilot
sleepily, pushing at the hands on his
shoulders. “Don’ wanna get up. Wanna
go to sleep.”
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The Black Bat turned to the watch-
man and asked if he had any coffee.
The man quickly unsnapped his lunch
pail and brought out a black thermos
bottle. He unscrewed the cap, poured
it full, and handed it to the hooded
man. Five minutes later Chivor was
sitting weakly in the chair, blinking
his eyes and sipping the last of the
coffee. He was sobering up now, the
sight of the grim, hooded figure above
him helping to bring him around.

“Who the devil are you?"” he fiinally
grunted suspiciously.

“The Black Bat,” was the grim
reply. “Tonight you were supposed
to fly Harrison to his estate up coun-
try a hundred miles or so. Why—"

“Well, what of it?”” Chivor snapped
testily. “I stopped in at a cocktail
bar on the way out and took on a
couple too many. I can fly better
when I'm high then when I'm cold
sober, any day. But Dugro came out
here to the field, cursed me for get-
ting blotto, so I came in the office here
for a nap.”

The Black Bat told him then what
had happened, and that Dugro was
now flying a death plane. Chivor’s
face turned dark with anger and re-
sentment.

“*What am I supposed to dio—weep
about it?" he snarled. “It's my neck
I saved. If I hadn't have got crocked
where do you think I'd be in the morn-
ing?”

There was truth in that, and nothing
to be gained by further questions.
The Black Bat stepped from the office
and vanished. It took him only mo-
ments to slip out of his Black Bat
outfit, stow it safely in its special
pocket, and start his car. But all the
way back to town he was frowning
thoughtfully.

“That man was not as blotto as he
pretended to be,” the Black Bat con-
cluded. “I saw a filicker of surprise
in his eyes when 1 first shook him, and
the coffee brought him out of it a
little too quickly.”

As soon as he got back to town he

telephoned Silk Norton. He asked
about McGrath.

*“No, sir, McGrath hasn't put in ap-
pearance yet,” Silk informed, “but
I've some bad news that just came over
the radio. Dugro’s plane exploded in
the air about five miles south of town.
The tail is believed to have been blown
off by a small time bomb. Harrison
was found dead in the wreckage be-
side the highway when two state
troopers dashed up right after it spun
into the ground.”

“But Walter Dugro himself was fiy-
ing that death-trap plane, Silk. What
happened to him?"

“He jumped, sir, after vainly try-
ing to get Mr. Harrison to. But it
seems that Mr. Harrison was too
frozen with fear. According to the
newscast, Mr. Dugro crashed down
through the limbs of a tree and was
injured. The two state troopers who
saw the plane crash beside the high-
way phoned for a police ambulance.”

E Black Bat ccultl see how
clever it had been. Harrisen
had teld his associates that hHe was
being sneaked out of tewn iA Diigro’s
private plane. Semehow the Dragen
Master had found eut abeut it and had
eentrived te have a small time bomb
placed in the tail of the plane, set to
explode right after the take-off.

Who besides the dead man's asso-
ciates knew about it? Only two men
of whom the Black Bat could think
—Paul Chivor and Colonel Wang.
The bespectacled Chinese who had ac-
companied the collection to America
had been at Dugro's factory for days
testing out the new twin-engined
fightet, and quite naturally would
have been iA a positien to know
what was happening.

And now the time bomb had ex-
ploded, the plane had crashed in what
ordinarily might have looked like an
accident, Harrison had been killed and
Dugro had been badly injured.

*Silk,” the Black Bat said to his
eagerly listening valet, “do you think
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you could get through a police guard
that’'s been placed about Harvey Bel-
mont’'s home, and open his private
safe? Just a hunch I'm playing.”

“T should be glad to try both, sir.
As you know, I've been studying the
science of—er—saffes for some time.
But what about Captain McGrath?
Suppose he should show up here
while I'm gone?”

“I"'ve been thinking of that, Silk.
Now listen carefully. I'll get hold of
Carol and send her to you in the
coupe. You meet her in the tunnel be-
neath the gatehouse with your maice-
up kit and a nurse’s outfit yoeu'll find
in the eleset. Make a nurse of her,
She’ll then arrive at my house in the
regular way and explain te the twe
pelicemen en guard that 1'm having a
restless night and that she has esmie
te relieve you, It MeGrath shews up
she'll pesitively refuse te let him dis-
turb me. As seen as she arrives yeu
let her in, then explain te the officers
you’re iea_vm% her in eharge and that
youw're geing fer a leng walk, 8 try fe
shake oH the effects ot a hard night.”

"I quite understand, sir. What am
I to look for on my—er—walk?”

“I’ll try to meet you. If not, see
it there is a record of stock lists, or of
varlous companies Belmont has a hand
in. I eertainly would have less reason
to stispeet a man of being the Dragen
Master if a stoclk list showed his mil-
lione te be anything but paper mil-
tions. 1 den’t suspect Belment par-
tieularly, but he is still alive, and 1
have te tale every pessibility inte een-
gideration. We simply ean’t afferd te
averlook any bets.”

The Black Bat found Carol on the
street corner where she had agreed to
meet him. Her face showed unde-
niable anxiety. She came hastily to
meet him, placing a hand on his arm.

"Tony, I'm frightened albout
Butch,” she told him, low-voiced.
He didn’t meet me here. Further-
tmore, I saw two men I'm positive were
Kasini mobsters come out of the Chow
Seto Laundry around the corner with
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bundles under their arms. Perhaps it
really was their laundry they were
taking home, but they went into a ram-
shackle hotel next dook. Toay, I think
they've got Butch!”

CHAPTER 1IX
Chinese Laundry

UINN wemtt with

Carol back to the

coupe. He got in

and sat down, leav-

ing the deor open.

“Silk is expecting

youw,, darling,” he

told her, and re-

peated what he had

already told Silk.

That was a habit with the Black Bat,

ln order to Ilmpress his instructions.

“You're to hurry te Sllk at once. He'll

meet you 1A the tunnel beneath the

gatehouse with his make-up kit. He'll

alse have a nurse’s outfit taken from

the cleset where we keep such things.

Yeu're to put it en and then come to

the house the frent way, through the

peliee guard. Explain that I'm having

a Festless night and yeu've eeme te fe-

lieve Silk. MeGrath will undeubiedly

shew up. When he dees you're te Fe-

fuse him admittanece te My bedreem

abselutely, oA the greunds that the pa-
tient ean’t be disturbed.”

He started to get out to leave her,
but again she touched his arm.

“Please be careful, Tony,” she said,
low-voiced. “And—haven’t you for-
gotten something?”

He bent swiftly, kissed her, then got
from the car and faded into the night.
He hurried through a dark alley, cut
across a brighter lighted street,
worked his way through the crowd
tiAtil he rounded the corner and came
te Chow Sete’s Laundry.

The front door was locked and the
place dark. The Black Bat, now in
ordinary guise, went on to the corner
and came in through the alley, In
pitch darkness that was almost like
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day to bis bat eyes he slipped from his
light topcoat and donned the Black
Bat outfit. A hundred alley smells
and sounds out of the night penetrated
his keen senses as he leaped over a
high board fence and came iate the
back yard of Chow Sete’s place of
business. He recognized 1t by the
narrow gate where the laundry deliv-
ery tricks backed up te the rear door.

The Black Bat inspected the back
windows, found them latched from
within. Neo chance of entrance there
unless he broke the pane. He replaced
the thin steel tool he had taken from a
scalloped rib of his bat outfit, brought
forth a handful of keys, some of which
were paper thin.

He inserted key after key in the lock
of the door next. Wien he found the
right one he sprung it, and pushed—
ofily te find a bar across the door from
within.

Because the window, tthowgh
latched, was not barred, however, the
Black Bat guessed that someone was
in the place night and day. Either
that, or the very fact that the place
was easy to enter might be a clever
bliad.

The Black Bat looked swiftly about
him. He went to a nearby trash barrel
and brought out a discarded news-
paper, soaking it at a dripping hy-
drant at the back of the ramshackle
building. He pasted the sheets of pa-
per to the window pane near the top.
The dampness made them ¢ling
enough so that when the Black Bat
pushed gently the pane gave way with
btit a falat tinkle. He reached threugh
the hole, unlatched the windew, and
slid threugh.

His night-trained eyes already had
taken in the room before entering. It
was an ordinary back room such as
might be found in any Chinese laun-
dry. There was a gas plate, a table on
which food could be served, and a
bunk in one corner. Shirts by the hun-
dreds hung everywhere on dirying
lines in both the back roem and the
larger one ip froat.
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The Black Bat ducked under the
flapping laundry and began exploring
the front room. A peculiar smell came
to his neswitils—one that he guickly
recognized. He ignered it while hur-
riedly exploring the place, a .38 aiito-
matie in one hand. After all, it was
fiet e6 uAusual t6 pick up the odor of
oplum in a Chinese place like this.
There were probably a hundred or
more pipes near here, belng smoked
this minute by addicts of the poppy.

His eyes at once located the cleverly
hidden trap-door in the back and he
opened it up. A flight of narrow steps
led down about eight feet into a cellar
that was empty except for a few
broken and discarded canned goods
boxes. The concrete floor gave off no
sound and the cracked walls were
bare.

INDING nothing in the cellar, he

went back tipstairs again, grimly
thoughtful. That particular edor was
still strong, and suddenly it gave him
an idea. Many ether things were dene
with epium exeept smeking it in pipes,
in its crudest form.

In a corner of the front room of the
establishment were dozens of pack-
ages of laundry tied neatly and ready
for delivery. The Black Bat went
over there and brought a package
down from the shelf, and the string
made a loud popping sound as {t broke
under his fiingars. He pulled aside the
wrapping paper.

The bundle contained half a diozen
ordinary white shirts, ironed and
folded neatly as only a Chinaman
could de it. But unfelding ene and
shaking it, the Black Bat made a dis-
covery. Sevetal wafer-thin packages
fell out of the collars and euffs and the
front peecket yielded mere. Deope!
Whethet it was herein, merphine,
codein, cocaine or other derivatives of
epium the Black Bat eeuld net tell
from the leeks, but all were egqually
eentraband.

The Bat went through a couple of
other packages of laundry. More pa-
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per envelopes. More white powders.

“So that's the connection?” the
hooded man mumbled under his
breath, a bit startled himself as the
enormity of the schere began to un-
fold itself.

Wihhatever these powders were they
were derived from the alkaloid sub-
stance of opium. Opium smuggled in
by Duke Kasini beyond any doubt!

The Black Bat's unerring diligence
had at last uncovered the distributing
plant of one of the biggest retail dope
rings in the cowntiy!

He had started to replace the pack-
ages on the shelf when two things hap-
pened almost simultaneously. From
behind him through the trap-door
from which he had just emerged him-
self came a movement, and from some-
whete below In that same empty cellar
there came blast after blast on the
high-pitched whistle he had given
Butch.

The Black Bat wheeled with the
speed of a startled cat and was already
falling to the floor when he saw the
Chinese beneath the raised trap-door
pointing a gun at him. His own .38
exploded and the Oriental’s gun went
flyimg. He made a dive forward at the
Chinese who ducked back down the
steep steps.

The Black Bat came in on top of
him almost head first, and togetiher he
and the Oriental he recognized on the
instant as one of Chow Seto’s partners
crashed into the empty cellar. A star-
tled yell came from the Chinese who
had been behind the Black Bat's at-
tacker.

Flame spurts lashed out in the cellar
as the door thumped shut and one Chi-
nese began screaming orders in Can-
tonese. The Black Bat's dive to one
side in the darkness caused him to
stumble over a box underfoot, though
he could see plainly. The clatter made
him a perfect target from less than
five feet.

He saw a gun swing up, and his own
snapping .38s gave back a death-laden
answer. A stream of slugs poured
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into the Chinese dope peddler. He
dropped in his tracks, but the other
partner had leaped in from the side
with a long-bladed knife in his hand.
He thought, of course, that that grim,
hooded figure could not see, and that
error in judgment proved fatal.

HE Black Bat disitesdl to kill at
any time, even in self defense or

in defense of his helprmates, but there
was e eheice new. And he alse knew
the misery and Auman suffering put
upen the world By these dealers whe
had waxed rieh threugh the terrible
held they had upen their vietims.
Sanitariume were filled with sueh vie-
tims trying te fight their way baek te
nermaley er seme semblanee of real
liviag. Se he shet the knifeman three
fimeg and then it was quiet in the eel=
af.

“Butch!”’ he called, searching the
place for signs of a door. *Butch!”

There was no answer. Not in
Butch’s voice—but that whistle was
still blowing blast after blast in the
agreed signals from somewhere back
of those four walls. The sound,
pitched too high for an ordinary hu-
man ear, was coming from nearby.

Then the Black Bat noticed the
place where he had stumbled over and
knocked aside the box, with a result-
ant racket that might have been his
undoing. Beneath it, barely discern-
ible even in daylight probably, was
something that looked like the head of
a ten-penny nail. The Black Bat’s foot
pressed down on it. Almest at once a
block of the concrete wall swung in.
Wihat he had thought, when examin-
ing the place, were cracks in the ce-
ment, actually were the cummingly
concealed outlines of a secret doot.

A short, narrow passage ran back
about twenty feet to another door.
The whistle blasts were coming from
beyond it, and the Black Bat’'s hands
slipped fresh clips into his automatics
as he darted back.

He did not even hesitate. His mus-
cular shoulder hit the wooden door
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and it gave in under the impact. He
almost fell into a low, cellarlike room.

Butch was alone and presented a
startling sight. The massive-necked
former boxer had been tied in an or-
dinary weoden chair but it no longer
resembled one. He stood erect on his
bound feet, the remains of the broken
wood hanging from him in splinters.

wujgxmr” Butch cried. "I knew
W™ you would come—I knew it!”

He grinned delightedly, crow-hop-
ping around on his tightly lashed feet.

“Boy, am I glad to see you!"

“Here, let me get at those bomdis/’
ordered the Black Bat. *“We've got to
get out of here in a hurry. Someone
might have heard those shots.”

“Where's those two Chinese pals of
that Chow Seto guy?” demanded the
prisoner belligerently, flexing his
muscles. “I'm gonna knock some heads
togetier.”

He looked disappointed when the
Black Bat told him that they were be-
yond caring whether or not their
heads were knocked together.

“Lucky for them,” grunted Butch.
“Say, they was workin’ in with Duke
Kasini, Boss. He left them here to
watch me while he took his gang and
went out to do some jobs.”

Quickly he related all he had over-
heard and finished with the informa-
tion that the banker, Harvey Belmont,
had been kidnaped. The Black Bat
nodded.

“1 expected something like that,” he
sald. *“The Dragon Master said in
Ling’s house that Belmont needed a
lesson. I have a feeling though, Butch,
that they’re going to be very careful
Aot t6 hurt him. If Harvey Belmont
really 1s the richest of the group who
were to buy the treasure—as he’s sup-
posed t6 be—this Dragon Mastet is far
too cunnlng to kill the goose that lays
the golden egg. It's goeod psychology
they’re using, too. If Belmoat is
frightened enough, and sees that his
pariners are belng killed, one by ene,
hell put his life before his meney.
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He'll pay up, eventually ... How
did you get loose?”

Butch grinned and wmcomsciously
flexed his iron muscles again.

“They were getting ready to give
me the works with lighted matches
shoved under the fifiggarrills. They
thought I was a Fed, or something
looking for junk. But you know what
them dopes did, Boss? They had al-
ready untied my hands from my sides
and lashed ’em to the arm of that chair.
But when this guy with the diamondis
came ia with some more orders from
the Dragon Master they left those two
Chinese to watch me and hit out.

“Pretty soon these two Chinese dope
sellers hear a noise on a buzzer they
got rigged up and they hit out. That
was you upstairs, of course. Anyhow,
being left alone a minute was all I
needed. I gave one good heave and
split off them chair arms like they
were dried match sticks. The whistle
was in the cuff of my sleeve so I
started blowing while I rolled around
and busted that chair to pieces. I
didn’t know if it was you upstairs, but
1 had a kind of hunch it was, and 1 was
sure hoping se.”

The Black Bat made a hurried in-
spection of the place,

“Think .of the set-up, Butch,” he
pointed out. “Kasini smuggled in the
stuff from China via Mexican or other
ports, and this Chow Seto and his two
partners probably picked it up in dirty
laundry some way. From here the
stuff went out to viectims all over the
city.”

They hurried out through the door
again, anxious to get away from this
place, but sirens already were wailing
to a stop in front of the laundry. They
were likely te be trapped!

“Quick, Butch—out the back way!”
ordered the Black Bat. ‘“Head for
home. Hurry, before they come
around. Someone must have Hheard,
and turned in an alarm as seen as that
first shot was fired!”

He jumped quickly up the steps and
cautiously raised the door an inch.
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Butch crowded behind him, stumbling
in the Stygian blackness. But already
flashlittiss were playing out front, and
there were the sounds of mere pelice
ais dgfchef gruisers jerked to a stop oit-
side.”

“Hurry, Butch!” the Black Bat re-
peated. “It will take them a minute
or two to find theie way up that dark
alley—they can’t make it in the cruis-
ers—and we mtust beat them to !
We've got to be gone before they get
there!”

Even as he spoke in a hoarse whis-
per he was leaping through the hidden
entrance in the cellar wall he had
found, and up the steps to the laundry,
closely followed by the massive-
necked Butch., Hidden by the lines of
drylng shirts, they cat-feeted te the
rear room where the Blaek Bat had
left the windew raised.

The next instant they were cau-
tiously emerging through the window
in the alley where the Black Bat has-
tened away in one direction and Butch
scuttled away in another.

Hidden by a high board fence a safe
distance away, the Black Bat quickly
shed his black, hooded garb. Wiith bis
soft hat pulled down shieldingly low
he slipped into the street where he
found a passing cab, ordering the
driver to an address on Pine Street.

After a time he got out at the ad-
dress given, one in the middle of a
block of residences. He waited until
the taxi's tail-light had vanished back
in the direction of Chinatown, then
walked up the street. Three blocks
away lay the smart home of Harvey
Beliront.

On the next block over, the Black
Bat cut in between two houses. But
the man who emerged only moments
later was an entirely different one. He
had become a hooded black shadow:.

From the back of the Belmont
grounds the Black Bat leaped over a
hedge into the shadow of an arbor.
Only one patrolman was in sight, but
even that alert bluecoat never realized
that a fliigting shadow passed within

fifteam feet of him. The Black Bat
went in through a cellac window,
climbed a flight of stalrs to a large
kitchen and paused. Only silence
greeted his keenly listening ears.

On noiseless feet he moved into the
dining room, then on inte a living
room beyond. A quick search dis-
closed no wall safe, unless one were
hidden back of a sliding panel. Still
as silently as a shadoew he feved oA
Inte a luxurious library, Here, abeve
an epen fireplace, a panel had been slid
back. The safe deer was eragked
partly epen. The Black Bat smiled
grimly behind his mask. And the
sthile Beeame a wide grin when his
keen eyes caught the eutline of a shee
behind a heavy ehaif iR a 66FAEF.

“All right, Silk, you can come out,”
he whispered, chuckling softly
through the darkness,

CHAPTER X

Mysteny Explosion

RINNING:, Silk Nor-
ton rose from behind
the chair. He looked
the part of a typical
yegg in felt-soled
shoes and rumpled
sult. He came across
the froom to the
Black Bat, canying
his teel kit.

“Oh, so it's you, sir,” Silk whis-
pered. “I'd just got the safe doeor
open when I knew someone was in the
house who had no business here. 1
can’t say 1 heard anybody—it was
more like I felt somebody had ceime
ln. I was pretty certain it was yeu,
but when a man is deing a job like this
he mustn’t take chances.”

Silk was taken completely by sur-
prise at the news that Belmont had
been kidnaped. Finding that no one
was here when he had arrived himself,
he had thought that perhaps the
financier had changed his mind and
gone to confer with the others of
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Eight Incorporated, since they now
had such vital matters to confer about.

“l couldn’t listen in very much on
the radio,” he explained, “so haven't
been able to keep up with everything
that’s been going on. One of the two
officers on guard at our place insisted
on belng in the house most of the
time. I kind of suspect it had some-
thing to do with personal orders from
Captala MeGrath, though the sand-
wiches and coffee might have been a
contributing factor. Never have I
seen such appetites! No wonder I was
forced to stay in the kitchen a goed
deal of the time.”

Silk had not taken anything from
the opened safe as yet, so now the
Black Bat began to sift the papers he
saw there, not just certain of what he
would find or what he might learn. He
only knew that from Harvey Bel-
mont's siulte of offices 1A the squat
building where his asseciate Themp-
sen had been threttled, that the bank-
ing genius spun a hnancial web that
spread all ever the eountry, iA varieus
eerperations.

The Black Bat soon found ample
proof of how wide-spread was Bel-
mont's money schermes. The fimancier
kept a sort of record of various hold-
Ing companies, bonding companies,
insurance utllities, and a list of stocks
of other companies in his home safe,
probably copies of others in his offices.

Only two of the list were of more
than passing interest to the Black Bat.
One notation showed that he owned
the controlling stock in the Dugro
Aircraft Company. Another memo-
randum proved the financier to have
been the sole owner of the Asiation
Import and Export Company, of Cali-
fornia.

“Here’'s an odd one, Silk,” Quinn
whispered to the little valet. “Asia-
tion Import and Export. I've never
heard of such a name.”

*Sounds rather unusual, sir,” Silk
commented.

*“A combination of Asiatic and Avia-
tion, I imagine. . , . No—wait a min-
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ute, Silk! It's coming back to me now.
When the revolution first broke out in
Spain there was a scramble on to buy
up good used airplanes suitable for
military service. They were sold to
the Loyalists as well as to Franco, and
some of the outfits like this one got
inte trouble with the State Depart-
ment. 1 reeall this ene new 1A par-
ticular. Hrm! Our friend Belment
gertainly has his fingers in a lot of
pies, but he must have lest a pile of
meney befere he get eut ef this ene.”

Abruptly the Black Bat paused and
went rigid, his restraining hand on
Silk’s arm. Then he heard it again.
Footsteps were creeping through the
dining room. He motioned for Silk to
replace the contents of the safe and
close it. Gun in hand, the Black Bat
slipped like a wraith to the door and
stood watching as a shadowy figure
camme iate the living room. It moved
over to the window, saw the patusiling
officer on duty there, uniconscious that
anything amiss was gelng on in the
heuse he was guarding, then the
wraith erept on toward the library.

It was at that moment that the Black
Bat's voice whispered pleasantly from
nearby:

“Good evening, Miss Ling. Visit-
ing?”

E girl gave a stifled gasp and
turfied to face the weied figure in
the hood—the same she had met in her
own bedroom earller in the evening.
“So we meet again,” said the Black
Bat, coming closer to her. “And still
enemies, I'm sorry to say. What are
you doing, may I ask?"

“I've been hiding and waiting a
chance to get away unseen,” she an-
swered.

“That's not a direct answer, I fear,
though it sounds frank enough. You
should know by now that my interest
is China's interest insofar as this
stolen art collection is concerned.
Why did you come here? Who sent
you? Your murderous Master?"

She shook her head, knowing he
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could see in the darkness.

“No. He did not send me. But you
heard him say in my father's house
why he had come there—to get him to
act as an intermediary for the others.
After he left—"

“—out the back way presumably,
you hurried out and joined Colonel
Wang,” the Black Bat fiinished.

A startled look came over I-tso’s
oval-shaped face. She tried to peer
through the darkness into this man’s
hooded face, even coming a bit closer.
The fear his appearance usually
aroused in others was completely lack-
ing.

“You know everything, don't you?"
she whispered.

“No indeed, but enough to know
that immediately after the Dragon
Master disappeared from your father’s
house you left also, and rode away in
a cab with the colonel. Why?”

“You probably wouldn’t believe me
if I told you,” she answered quietly.

“T'd like to, I-tso Ling. But up to
now you've given me little reason to
do so. You're a Dragon and helped the
murderous leader of that blackmail-
ing crew to escape. He was in your
house. That means that quite possibly
your own father or Colonel Wang was
present.”

“No—no!”" she cried in a strained
whisper. “I swear that isn’t true. They
couldn’t be. You see, since I met Wang
a short time ago we have—well, we’ve
come to mean much to each other. But
my father wants me to stay here in
America. He’s violently opposed to
my marrying someone else and going
back to live in China when he—he al-
ready has another man picked out as
my husband. I've been meeting the
colonel secretly. That's what he was
doing tonight—waiting for me."”

“Where did you go then?"

“We rode around a bit, talking over
our personal affairs, and I fimally came
here—after I left him."”

“But at his suggestiom, possibly.
Naturally he's anxious for the ten mil-
lion to be paid.”

“Of course he is! After all, put
yourselt in his position. He came over
with the treasure and may be held re-
sponsible to his superiors upon his re-
turn. I—I had te do something! So
I eame here to see Mr. Belmont and
beg him to accede te the Dragon Mas-
ter's dernands tomorrow. But no—mno!
—Colonel Wang knows nothing of
that! When I slipped in here, though,
there was an uproar out front. Mr,
Belmont had been kidnaped! From
what I overheard them say, Mr. Bel-
mont’s valet—he is a Dragomn, too—had
sounded an alarm and drawn the of-
ficers to the front of the house. By
the time it was over Ohme had Mr.
Belmont and was away. The valet fled,
too, and joined Ohmeo. I had just come
in, unnoticed, and found myself unable
te leave. I've been hiding here ever
sinee, trying to get away unseen.”

Instinctively the Black Bat knew
the girl was telling the truth. Had she
known of the orders to kidnap the
financiet she would have had no reason
for coming here at this particular
time. And she appeared to be entirely
frank. Under his questioning she told
of how the Dragon society had been
organized three weeks previously by
the man who wore the green robes and
the green dragen’s mask, and that
none of thm knew who he was. She
had been herrified by the murders, and
f6 one had seen the art collection since
the robbery. It had vanished.

AFTIEER talking to her awhile, the
Black Bat was certain that 1-tse
definitely was en his side new. With
hee as an ally he might be able to re-
cover the treasure. He asked her to
help him,

“It will mean death for me if I'm
found out, but I'll do it,” I-tso Ling
told him unhesitatingly. “And I prom-
ise not to tell the colonel or my father.
I think there will be another meeting
of the Dragon society tomorrw night
in the hidden cellar deep beneath
those condemned buildings. I will be
there—and do all I can.”
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There was nothing more to do but
let the girl slip away and let Silk fol-
low, without her having been aware
that the little valet had been hiding in
the library. The Black Bat took I-tso
to the back of the house, pausing at
the door.

“Wait here until the police officer
reaches the front of the house,” he in-
structed. “Then hurry away. Find
out what you can about this man who
calls himself the Dragon Master."

“How can I get in touch with you?
she whispered.

The face beneath the hood broke
into a smile,

“You can't: The Black Bat has no
friends or confidants, But I'll get in
touch with you, We'll meet again—
so don't lock your skylight,"

His method of letting her and Silk
slip away was simple. He went to the
front of the house and slipped out
through a window. He chuckled at
the look of surprise on the face of the
officer when he found himself covered
by the Back Bat's guns.

Presently there came to the Black
Bat's ears two blasts from Silk's
whistle—blasts that the patrolling
police officer could not possibly hear
—informing the hooded man that Silk
Norton was safely away from Harvey
Belmont’s deserted mansion., The
Black Bat left the officer with his back
turned, backed away under the trees,
and then disappeared. He found Silk
waiting and the two of them hurried
toward the estate of Tony Quinn, not
many blocks away,

“It's been quite an evening, sir,”
ventured the little valet, covering his
baggy suit with a light topcoat and re-
placing the cap with a hat. “May I ask
what now?”

“We'll go home now,” the Black Bat
said. “That Dragon Master is a
devilishly cunning man, Silk. So
far he’s made good on every threat
he has made. He said one of Eight
Incorporated would die withia hours
—and Thompson was killed 1A his
office. Harrison tried to pull a sneak
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—and died in the wreckage of the
plane taking him to safety, a wreck
that almost cost Dugro his life also.
Belmont has been kidnaped, and
they're out for Tony Quinn's scalp.
Maybe there's something doing right
now at my house.”

IS words seemed almost prophet-
le, for when they approached
within two blocks of the Tony Quinn
estate the Black Bat saw something
that happened too fast for werds to de-
seribe it 1n the happening. A laundry
truek rounded the corner some dis-
tance away and paised for not
more than five seconds. Its rear doors
opened, then slammed shut again,
Quiekly.

Then it shot away, and from the
direction of Quinn’s house there came
a heavy explosion!

“Silk, follow that truck!” shouted
the Black Bat, “Take that car!” He
pointed to the coupe where Carol had
left it. “Hurry!”

Silk kept running toward the car
and the Black Bat sprinted unseen to
the gatehouse. The little wvalet
jumped in, spun the starter, and was
off as an alert police cruiser shot
around a corner ahead and took out in
pursuit of the speeding laundry truck
with the police cruiser coming up
fast.

The police car gained like a hound
on a rabbit. Silk slammed the acce-
lerator to the floor and tried to keep
up, cutting across a side street with
tires screeching a protest. A couple
of minutes later he came out of a
side street and caught sight of the
laundry truck under the street lights,
with the cruiser coming up fast.

But once again the back doors were
opened from within, and were closed
again almost at once. It was enough.
There was a shattering roar, a flash,
and what had been a shiny new police
car went rolling up over the curb in a
mass of shattered steel with two inert
things inside that once had been men
in blue.



CHAPTER XI
A Blind Mam’s Niaise

ROBABILY the most

I disgusted man in the
entire city at about
I the time the sound

of the mysterious

explosion in Tony

Quinn's house went

rockimg away

through the night,

was Captain Mec-
Grath of Hemicide.

McGrath was dazedly picking him-
self up off the grass outside of Tony
Quinn’s house with his ears ring-
ing and a few dozen stray stars shoot-
ing all threugh the ozone. Nearby
was a hole that looked like a small
shell crater.

In a lifetime of police work it had
been by far his most disastrous day.
It had started with the special after-
noon assignment the commissioner
had given him in Chinatown. His
work had been to direct the efforts of
various cruisers and regular officers
combing that section, while he himself
circulated through the streets with an
eye out for suspicious characters. But
by late afternoon, when nothing had
been uncovered, the hunt had cooled
down and most of the cruisers had
been directed back to their regular
beats.

McGrath had just eased up a bit,
keeping a weather eye on Dr. Ling's
house because of the little Chinese
scholar's connection with the case of
the stolen treasure when he had
answered a servant’s alarm and gone
in with two officers to investigats. The
first thing that had greeted his eyes
when he had opened the bedroom door
of Dr, Ling’s daughter had been a
Black Bat insignia pasted squarely in
the center of her forehead.

This had been too much. McGrath
was tired and in bad humor. His corns
were giving him hell, and to top it all
off the Black Bat had shown up and
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projected himself into the case—and,
as usual, had disappeared before the
captain could lay hands on him.

So the doughty officer had hurried
out, hunted up a police cruiser, and
ordered the officers to drive him to
Quinn’s house. But hardly had he got
under way when that personat broad-
cast to him had come over the pelice
radio, and Comimisslonee Warner’s
volee had dripped sarcasm. It had
net made it easier for MeGrath o
knew that every radie ear in tewn was
tuned in te that sermen and that the
peliceren eceupants of the eafs were
grinAiag.

That realization had made his ears
burn, for his attempts to get the Black
Bat were well known to all the men
in the department. The fact that he
had never yet been able te put the
cuffs on the elusive figure breught
teo much muffled latighter te suit him.

There had been nothing te do but
order the two sober-faced radio
offiicers to drive to Harvey Belmont’s
home. He had arrived just in time te
find the place in an uprear ever Bel-
ment’s kidnaping, and a dazed officer
phoning Headguarters <t&0 bbsaadaast
the alarm that the Dragen Master had
gtruck agaif.

By then MeGrath knew that the
Black Bat—if he was Teny Quifnp—
as the captaln so firmly believed—
probably was safely at home away
from Chinatewn. - But Caprkam
MeGrath was a stubbora man, He had
set out to go te QuiAn’s heuse, and
all hell and high water was net ge-
ing to stop him. He weat, erdering
the twe officers in the eruiser te step
abeut twe Bleeks away.

“Stay here until I get back,” he
grunted, as he got out of the car.
“Keep an eye out for any suspicious
cars cruising around.”

He crossed over to the shrubbery,
started through, and found a gua bar-
rel squarely in his face.

“Hands up!” ordered the alert
officer behind it. *“No monkey busi-
ness.”
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“Never mind — it’s McGrath,”
growled the disgruntled detective,
though he was secretly pleased at such
vigilance on the part of the men he
had personally instructed to keep an
eye on Quinn. *“Just came over for a
routine checkup. Anything new?"”

The bluecoat sheathed his pistol.

“Quinn hasn’t left the house, sir.
One of us has been in the kitchen and
the other about the grounds all the
time. But that pussy-footed valet of
his went out. He sent for a nurse to
relieve him tonight. She’s inside.”

cGRATH'S suspicions promptly

soared. A nurse, eh? Siire,
Quinn had had a bad bump, but not
that bad. He no more needed a nurse
than McGrath himselt did. The officer
went to the front door and was ad-
mitted by a neat woman in white. She
was quite pretty despite her streaked
gray hair beneath the perched cap.

“Yes, what is it?” Carol asked
crisply—thougih he could have no idea
she was Carol.

He bit off the end of a cigar and
looked her over.

“I'm Captain McGrath, of Homi-
cide,” he said. “How's Quinn com-
ing along?”

*“I gave him a hypo a little while
ago,” she murmured, “and he’s finally
dropped off to sleep. He’ll be all right
in a few days. All he needs is plenty
of rest, and not to be disturbed.”

“Maybe I'd better take a peak any-
how,” suggested the bulldog captain.
“You never can tell about those
things. There have been threats
against his life you know, from the
same gang he got away from last
night.”

“No, no, you mustn’t see him,” she
said firmly, shaking her head. “He
can’t be disturbed.”

“I won't disturb him,” said the
doughty McGrath, and stalked into
the house.

He headed straight for 'Tony
Quinn’s bedroom and opened the door
enough to peek in. Carol held her
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breath. But from the bandaged head
visible under the edge of the covers
there emanated regular snores. In
fact, quite loud ones. Butch could
sleep any time, anywhere.

McGrath closed the door, his face
almost registering diisappointment.
But the bulldog in him would not let
him give up. He eyed the nurse up
and down, openly suspicious.

“Say, haven’t I seen you somewhere
before?” he demanded bluntly. *“In
a crowd or on the street or some-
thing?"

Carol blushed prettily and gave
him a coy smile. In doing so she ex-
posed two horrible buck teeth and
a whole mouthful of others capped
with gold. Her jaws looked like a
pawnshop window filled with the stuff.
He restralned his instinetive shudder.

“Why, Officer, you’re rather old-
fashioned in your technique, but then
I guess we can’t be choosey at our
age,” she told him, exposing those
awful hash pounders again. “I'm off
next week, so I could meet you down-
town almost any night. We can have
a good dinner, take in a show, go to
a couple of night clubs, and—"

McGrath’s face changed color. He
almost fled from the house and started
back to the waiting cruiser, reaching
for a match.

The match was never lit, nor was the
cigar. From some place nearby the
very lawn itself seemed to erupt in a
tremendous explesion that knocked
him down and sent him rolling. He
managed to seramble up, but reeled
and fell agaln, choklng en the cigar
that had been rammed halfway down
his throat. Falling oA his face in that
way, he had almest swallowed it. He
was spitting eut the mangled remains
and cursing when Denevan and the
other efficer came FuRRIAg.

“Donovan!’ he bellowed. *“They
threw a bomb or soimethiing!”

"Yee-ow!” yelled Donovan.
at that hole in the ground!”

The three of them broke inte a htir-
ried run to search the grounds, with
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guns out. From down the street came
the wailing of a siren as the two alert
officers he had just left in the police
cruiser glimpsed the laundry truck
nearly three blocks distant from the
house and set off in hot ptirsult on
what was to be their last chase.

McGrath and his men found nothing
in their hurried search. The police
captain’s guess was that someone had
sneaked In along the hedge and tried
to throw a bemb through one of the
French windows, The niirse’s white-
clad figure was there noew, in plain
sight. MecQGrath raced for these win-
dews, biit eeuld net guess that Carel
went celd all ever as the big efficer
dashed in.

HE was flighting the hardest batitle

of her life te keep calm. Always
ghe had dreaded what she feared
would be the inevitable day when
MeGrath weuld find eout the facts
abeut TeAy Quinn, that in truth—as
the bull-deg-minded pelice officer so
keenly surmised—the former distriet
atterney was the elusive Black Bat
Tire after time Captain MeGraih
had missed beating Quinn iAte the
Reuse enly By split seconds, but Carel
fhad knewh that it seuld net aiwa?@ ge
6n like that. The edds had 8 fall the
Bther way semetime.

“What happened?” she demanded
of him breathlessly, as he barged into
the house.

Instinctively she placed herself be-
tween the big officer and the door
leading inte Toay Quinn’s bedrewm.

“An explosion!” barked McGrath.
“Some rat sneaked up and tossed in a
bomb!” His jaw shot out belliger-
ently. *“I want to see Quinn, sister—
now!”’

“You can’t!” she declared defiamtly.
“You mustn’t! He's had too much
of a shock already.”

“Out of my way!” he snapped, shov-
ing her aside. “Hey, Quinn!” he bel-
lowed, pushing past Carol who tried
vainly to cling to his massive arm.

And then the sweetest sound that

BLACK BOOK DETECTIVE NAGAZINE

Carol Baldwin ever expected to hear
in life came from that siek roem.
There was a loud clatter, the stum-
bling fall ef a bedy, and Quinn’s
volee began calling wildly:

*Silk! Silk! Where are
What's happened?”

When Captain MeGrath btirst intoe
the bedroom Quinn, in pajamas, was
down on the floor beslde his bed, get-
ting to his knees. His dead eyes were
staring all about while he fumbled
with outstretehed hands for seme fa-
miliar 6bject that would orientate him.
In the dif glew of the night light en
the medicinetahle Carel ran te his side
and helped him up.

“Is that you, nurse?” he asked.
“Where's my valet? Dida't I hear Me-
Grath’s voice?”

“Here, let me help you back into
bed,” she said soothingly, straighten-
ing the bandage she had fastened so
that it fitted like a cap. “Your valat
went for a walk, Mr, Quinn. And,
yes—Captain MeGrath is here.”

“What happened, McGrath?” re-
peated Quinn dazedly. “I had just
dozed off when the whole hotise shook
as if there had been an explosion. It
almost knocked me out of bed. I tried
to get up—I guess I fell—"

McGrath hurriedly explained, then
strode into the other room of Quinn’s
private suite to the telephone. One of
the officers came 1n to report that there
had been another explesion some
blocks away. The biirly detective of-
dered him to bar all people from coms
Ing inte the grounds, and dialed Head-
quarters. Quimxi cotild hear him ex-
plaining to Commissioner Warner,

“Oh, Tony, I've never been 86
frightened as I was when he came
through that doer!” Carol whispered
breathlessly, as she bent over to
straighten the covers. "My whole
body seemed to turn to ice. Fow on
earth did you de 1t? Buteh was in that
bed asleep only two or three minutes
ag.e.”

“I'm under it now,” came a muffled
voice from below, followed by a

you?
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strangled sneeze. “And I'm not
asleep. That bomb woke me up. He
rolled me out just after it went off.”

“I had my pajamas on under my
clothes, Carol,” Quinn told her, in an
answering whispetr. “I made it here by
a split hair. And, Carol, that was no
ordinary bomb. Silk and I were a
good two blocks from the house when
we saw a laundry truck pull up under
a street light nearly another block
away. All we saw was the back doors
open quickly then as quickly close.
The explosion came almost instantly,
yet the men responsible for it were a
good three hundred yards away.”

“What are you golng te do now?”
she asked quickly.

“I want you to get rid of everybody
as quickly as possible,” was all he
could say then, because McGrath
came back into the room.

/A S the hig officer entered, Quinn

lay flat on his back agala with
the covers tucked up beneath the chin,
around his bandaged head. His dead-
leeking eyes stared straight up over
the foot of the bed.

“] just had Cenumissioner Warner
on the phone,” announced the captain.
“He’s sending tmere guards to patrol
the grounds, though little good it’ll do
now. They worn’t come back.”

“Is the commissioner coming here?”
Quinn asked in a hollow voice.

McGrath shook his head. “He says
he can’t make it, and for me to take
charge. He's having a meeting at
Dugro’s house tonight. They took
Dugro straight there after his acci-
dent, instead of to the hospital. Pro-
fessor Ling and that Wang fellow will
be there for tonight's meeting, along
with sorme others. They’re golng to
decide what to do abotit the ransem.”

Quinn would have liked to ask it
any word of Belmont had come to the
police, but sick and injured Tony
Quinn would not know abetit that kid-
naping yet. Carel, however, instinet-
ively guessed that Quinn might want
te knew the latest developments in the
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case of the fiimancier.

“Oh, Captain,” she said, “I heard
over the radio about that horrible kid-
naping of Mr. Harvey Belmont by his
Chinese valet for the Dragon Master
monster. Isn't it terrible! Has there
been any word of Mr. Belmont yet?”

McGrath shook his head, alsemtly
reaching for a cigar.

“Not yet. But we'll probably hear
soon.” He saw the inquiring frown on
Quinn’s face, and told him the details
of the kidnaping, briefly. “Some-
body’s bound to get word of, or from
Belmont soon,” he repeated. “Prob-
ably with a ransem demand of some
kind econcerning that treasure, for
that's the enly reason for the snatch.
1f they’d have wanted te kill Belment
the Chinese eould have dene it easily.”

As he finished, he lighted his stogy.
Quinn began coughing weakly when
he caught a whiff of the cigar smoke.
That was Carol’s cue to get McGrath
out of the room, which she did with
viger bordering on professional in-
dignation.

“And furthermore,” she told the big
man as he let himself be shooed out,
“I'm locking this door and keeping it
locked the rest of the night! Nobody
else gets in. If your men must make
an lnvestigation of this attempt to
murder Mr. Quinn, kindly order them
to do so quietly. He's a sick man.”

McGrath agreed almost humbly, and
went out. Already half a dozen police
cars were racing up to the curb beyond
the lawn. Uniformed cops were scour-
ing the neighborhood. And it was only
a short time before one drawm-faced
bluecoat had arrived breathlessly with
a story of one thing that had been
found, The face of the big Homicide
captaln was drained white as he lis-
tened. His springy step was gone and
his bull veiee stbdued as he went with
the bitiecoat to the waiting eruiser and
got heavily inte it.

They drove some blocks down the
street to where a curious crowd was
being shooed back by several grim-
faced police. McGrath got out, forced
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his way through the crowd and looked
down at what was left of the new po-
lice cruiser.

The entire engine and front wheels
had been blown away and the rest of
the car was only twisted steel. Mec-
Grath's bulldog jaws clamped down
until the muscles in his cheeks stood
out like iron lumps as he looked at
what was inside. O%dy minutes before
those two mangled hings had been
men who had driven him to Quinn’s
house.

“T'll get ’em, Fitz!” came sound-
lessly from between his clenched
teeth. “I swear to you and Murphy
that I'll get the hell’s spawn who did
this if I have to team up with the
Black Bat!”

CHAPTER XI1

A Raid on My. Whiiskers

URRIEDLY Tony

Quinn got himself

dressed. Except for

that small shaded

light on the medi-

cine table, his bed-

room was dark. As

soon as he was ready

he called in Carol

and Butch and sat

oA the edge of the bed talking to them.

1n his hand was a plain metal disk.

Butch had managed to grab it from the

can with the slotted top before leaving

Chow Sete’s laundry, for oddly

enotgh it had been set in place again

on the counter after being the object

of contention that had almost cost
Buteh O’Leary his life.

Quinn examined the lettering and

numbers stamped on it. They read:

PLEASANT HOTEL, SHANGHA[—
0894-A ROOM 5930

“There's something phony about
this,” announced Quinm, turning the
object over in his hands. “No hotel
in Shanghai has nearly six thousand
rooms.”

“Perhaps it's a code of some kind,”
suggested Carol, her hand on his
shoulder.

“Quite likely. Those last numbers
look like telephone listings. We know
that Chow Seto retails narcotics, and
this may be something that has to do
with it.”

“Maybe it's some kind of a system
like a friend of mine used during pro-
hibition days,” Butch suggested,
brightening. “He used tags like the
shoe repairman gives you when you
leave a pair of shoes to be mended.
You know—he tears it in half and
writes your name on it beside a num-
ber. When you come back after 'em
you got to give him the tag. That's
the way my friend worked it. When
a customer phoned in he had to give
his name and his number, and it had
to check with a file my friend kept
beside the telephone. That way no
cop could phone for a quart to be de-
livered and then pinch my friend
when he showed up with it.”

Quinn chuckled, but his eyes bright-
ened.

“Butch, I believe you've hit it!” he
exclaimed. ‘““Let’s take a look at this
thing again. Pleasant would mean—"

“Placid,” replied Carol promptly.
“The telephone number is Placid five-
nine-three-o. That's down in the
Chinatown district, too.”

*“Chow Seto’s probably.” Quinn nod-
ded and sent Butch for the telephone
directory. He opened it and thumbed
through. *Yes, here it is. Chow Seto
Laundry. Placid fifteenifretinree-o.

“What about the other number
then?” put in Butch. “You mean—"

“The other one is the drug user’s
number. I think it means that a new
customer was added to the huge num-
ber who get their ‘laundry’ done at
Chow Seto’s establishment. His num-
ber is o-eight-nine-four-A. Quite sim-
ple now that you think of it, yet the
average person would never connect
the numbers with anything out of the
ordinary.”

Quinn got to his feet and slipped on
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the light coat that, with the broad
brimmed black hat he wore, always so
effectively served to disguise his fea-
tures to the casual observer.

“I'm going to Dugro’s house to see
what I can find out,” Quinn told his
two aides, again looking through the
directory for an address. “WLuckily
the other car is parked on a side street,
instead of being in the garage. Silk
has the coupe . . . Keep this bedroom
door locked, Carol, and don’t let even
Warner himself come in should he ar-
rive. I rather imagine, though, that
at this minute he’s with Dugro, wait-
ing for the others to show up.”

His final instructions given, Tony
Quinn went out through the tunnel
and came up under the gatehouse. Po-
lice were on guard everywhere and he
had to wait for several minutes before
emerging through the hidden door.

Crowds were gathered along the
streets. The explosion had rattled
windows everywhere around and word
had spread that another attempt had
been made on the life of injured Tony
Quiinn.

“Moust be kinda tough on a guy blind
like that and flat on his back, to have
them go heaving hand grenades at
him,” Quinn heard one man remark to
another.

*“Yeah,” was the reply. “It musta
been some of the mobs he sent up the
river when he was D.A.”

“And you don't know how near
right you are, my friend,” Quinn mut-
tered under his breath as he passed by.

EACHING the parked car, he set
out for Waltee¢ Dugro’s house,
taking a elrculae route across town to
avoid traffic as much as possible. There
was always the chance of some slight
accldent due to some reckless driver,
and of a policeman making a routine
inquiry, asking to see a driver’'s li-
cense. Blind men were not supposed
to have licenses, or to be driving at all.
And Tony Quinn was supposed to be
home, injured, and living in a world of
blackness.
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As he headed the car on a round-
about way along the warehouse dis-
trict along the waterfront, he saw that
the section was deserted. Not even a
watchman was in sight.

“I'd better stop off and phone Mc-
Grath about Chow Seto’s place right
away,” he decided. “It’s possible that
the art collection migiite—"

He broke off with a low exclamation
and slowed down. A hundred yards
away in the Stygian blackness be-
tween two big warehouses there was a
faint glow. But it was not that that
attracted the former district attorney’s
attention so much as did the trucks.
Two of them wefe backed up to an
open door—exact replicas of the truck
ln whieh he had been kidnaped. And
standing of guard at the back of them
were two mobsters with machine-guns.
Others were hurriedly tessifng pack-
ages into the baek of the waiting
trucks.

Quinn rolled his car on past, and
parked unobtrusively at the curb not
far away. Soon a flleeting shadow
merged with the deeper ones around
the building as a hooded figure with
batlike wings under his arms moved
toward the trucks.

Then the Black Bat's retentive
memory clicked. This building was a
warehouse leased by the Government
to store certain types of contraband
goods seized by customs men until
proper dispesal was made. It all came
back now. For months Narcotics men
had been smashing efie ring after af-
other in hatils all ever the country. Ia
the last rald, in the Black Bat's ewn
eity, a guarter of a millien dellars’
worth of stuff had been seized off a
tanker.

It had been discovered that the dope
smugglers had concocted a clever
scheme. In the guise of plumbers some
of them had come aboard carrying
long sections of two-inch pipe to re-
place rusted ones in the ship’s hold.
The new plpes had been installed, the
rusted ones filled with narcoties, the
ends plugged, and the smugglers had
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blandly carried the stuff out past the
customs men. The dope had been
found-—but not the smugglers. Kasini,
who had been suspected, had been
rounded up and questioned but had
had an iron-clad alibi.

“I always thought that confiscated
narcotics were given to hospitals,” the
Black Bat was thinking now. “But
Kasini seems to have reason to believe
that contraband is In that building.
Peehaps his supply 18 getting short
and he’s desperate.”

The two men with sub-machine-
guns stood on guard near the trucks
were talking in low tones.

“Did you see anything?” one of
them suddenly said wuneasily. “I
thought I heard something brushin’ by
me., Serta slithering.”

Already the Black Bat had rec-
ognized that speaker, both by face and
voice. The man was Manni Torrio,
one of Duke Kasini's chief lieutenants:

“You oughta lay off the snow,” the
other man growled to Manni, “Ever
since this Black Bat showed up at old
Ling's house the whole mob's been jit-
tery. Even the China boys were show-
ing it when Duke went with them to
pick up Belmont."”

“I'm plenty jittery,” Manni Torrio
muttered, shifting his short weapon,
“Every cop in town's on the lookout
for us since we lifted that art collec-
tion. They're foaming over the old
duck at the museum getting his head
bashed in by Joe. That's a burn for
everyone of us if we get caught. And
now Duke sends us to knock over Old
Whiskers® warehouse because he got
tipped off his junk the Feds took off
the tanker is still in here.”

E Black Bat had awaited his op-
pertunity and had slipped inside.
He patised beside a stack of crates. So
it had been “Joe” who had killed the
elderly watchman at the museum!
That would be Jee Mega, of course.
Over at the other side of the room
was a monster safe of a kind the Black
Bat had not seen in years, Almost as
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large as a vault, it stood nearly seven
feet high, and presumably had been
installed when the anclent red brick
building was erected. Now Flash
Mega's torch had found it like soft
butter. The cracksman had already
finishedi packing up his outfit while
others hurriedly carrled packages to
the trucks.

The Black Bat filitted toward the
door again, guns out. Someone caught
sight of his moving shadow and cried
out a warning as a spurt of fire lashed
out. Flash Mega's angry curses at the
nervous mobster were drowned out in
the snapping reports of the Black
Bat’s two ,38s. The mobster went down
and hell broke loese in the warehotise
as Manni Tokrio opened up with his
cheppet.

The hail of death sprayed across the
warehouse and the Black Bat dropped
flat. The spray of .45s sieved a line of
holes in the wall across the room,
From outside came shouts, orders,
curses, and the roar of starting mo-
tors.

“You fools!” yelled Mega's rage-
filled voice. “Now you've done it. Get
outa here gquick!”

“It's the Black Bat!"' screamed an-
other mobster. ‘“Come on, you guys!”

But for Mega to get out of that door
was a problem. The Black Bat had
worked his way to a spot where he was
under cover himself, and had part of
them cut off. Mega was behind the
safe, cursing. He made the mistake of
exposing a hand carrying the big suit-
case containing his oxygen tank and
one of the Black Bat’s .38s spanged off
metal as the bullets ripped holes
through leather.,

Mega dropped the suitcases and
broke for the door as the Black Bat’s
guns clicked empty. He snatched out
the clips and replaced them with
loaded ones, but the delay had given
the cracksman the brief chance he
needed. Under a hail of protecting
slugs from Manni Torrio’s deadly
chopper Flash Mega made the trucks.
Back doors were slammed shut.
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Front outside came the waii of a
siren, followed by a second. The Black
Bat looked about for ameans of escape
back to his car. But the car was nearly
a hundred yards away down the street,
and at about the spot where the police
would step. There wasn't a chance
to get back to it and get away without
being pursued.

He ran forward through the pitch
blackness as the trucks pulled out. But
not before he had bent swiftly above
three man he had downed, his hands
brushing them lightly in the darkness.
He wanted to identify his work te the
police so there would be no mistakes.

He leaped at the right rear fender of
the second truck, his own momentum
carrying him up on top of the shiny
big vehicle. The truck shot out of the
gate as two police cruisers came
screaming down the waterfront, fol-
lowed by anothee car. Men leaped
from the thied car and ran inte the
warehouse. It was deserted new ex-
cept for the three dead or wouinded
men 6n the floor.

“The Black Bat,” one of them, a
Federal man. said significantly, as his
flashliglitt played over the insignia
pasted in the center of each man's
forehead. “And he's certainly making
things hot for the Kasini mob, who-
ever he may really be.”

“Yes, but this one is on us, boys,”
commented another Federal agent.
*We're a little late to close the trap.
Through a fluke that wouldn’t happen
again in a lifetime that mob sprung
the trigger and got away without get-
ting caught. Ewver since District At-
torney Quinn tipped us off two years
ago that Kasini was running in narco-
tics we've been on his trail. 1 thought
we had him cold this time. Come on,
let's see how the pelice are making
out.”

'I"HE police were not making out at
all, for the luck of seme evil god
seemed to ride with the drug-running
members of the Dragen soclety that
night. On tep of the truck doing near-
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ly seventy miles an hour the Black
Bat saw the two cruisers coming up
like sleek greyhounds. Then as the
officers opened up with a fusillade,
Manni Terrie opened the back door
of the rear truck and poked out the
short sAout of his sub-machine-gun.
It buirst inte snarllng flame and a hail
of slugs peppered both front tires of
the nearest ear.

It began to skid wildly, there came a
rub-a-dub of deflated tires on the pave-
ment, and the car almost overturned.
The second cruiser coming up close
behind and trying to get around into
the clear, hooked fenders and began
to skid sideward also. It swerved
wildly with a squall of tires, tried to
straighten out, and crashed against the
curb with front wheels bent.

By the time the Federal men arrived
in their own car, the twe trucks had
cut through a side street, shot across
a main stem, ducked into an alley on
the edge of town, then headed eut the
other direction into the country by a
seldom tised narrow road.

CHAPTER XIII
Silk Runs Inte Trouble

AUTIOUSLY fol-
lowing the ttrwck
that had just brought
death to two police-
men in their smashed
car, Sillkk Norten
was horrified at what
he had just wits
nessed. As he drove
with one hand he

took a simple make-up kit frem a hid-
den compartment in the eeupe and
began te werk at his features, wsing
the rear view mifrer.

Porcelain caps cleverly, though hur-
riedly, set in place changed the shape
of his jaws. A rubber pad back of his
lower lip made it full and protruding.
He streaked his hair gray. And a pair
of thin glass eyeecups did the rest,
They changed his pale eyes into snap-
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ping black ones.

As he worked, and sped along after
the death vehicle, he kept tuned te the
police broadcasts on the ecar radio,
tense with dread of what he might
hear, For all he knew Quinn’s hoeme
might be a shambles by fAew, with
Carel and the faithful Butch dead in
lt. But te his relief he seen feund 6ut
differently.

Silk shut off the radio when he
heard the gratifylng news, and sighed
his relief. The bomb had missed the
house, falling shert en the grounds.
No oene had been injured.

For nearly half an hour Silk fol-
lowed the truck that was heading bold-
ly back toward Chinatown. The Chi-
nese driver was clevee. By devious
side streets and dark alleys he drove
slewly, taxing Silk’s wits te the ut-
mest te trail him unneticed. Presently
when the truck eut areund a cerner,
Sitk was faeed with the alternative ot
stepping er beldly fellewing.

He slowed up, and finally drove
around the corner into a dimly lit
street. But the truck had vanished
into thin air!

The little man headed the coupe to-
ward the next corner and pulled up to
the curb. Still no sign of his quarry
going either direction on the cross
street.

Where Silk got out of the car, he
was decidedly puzzled. The driver of
that truck couldn’t have had time to
round another corner a block further
on. Seo Silk stuck his hands ia his
pockets and nonchalantly strolled
back the way he had come. Halfway
down the street he came to an opening
§6 narrow it hardly would admit the
passage of a car. It hadn’t looked like
an alley at a casual glanee.

Silk took a look up and down the
street, then stepped into the little
alley. The narrow space lay between
the backs of several high buildings.
Above him were the faint outlines of
an anclent type fire-escape.

A white card on the wall took his
eye and he ventured a quick look from
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a lighted match cupped in his hands.
The placard was that of a house wreck-
ing company. That told him that these
buildings had been condemned and
were untehanted—wete in the hands
of wreckers.

For nearly a hundred feet the little
valet moved on noiseless felt soles up
the narrow alley in darkness that was
like black fog. Then, without warning,
he came tipon the outlines of the truck
ahead.

He started to melt into a gaping
doorway. Too late he became aware
of a movement somewhere close by.
He wheeled and tried to duck, but
from out of the night the monster al-
ready had leaped. It looked like a bull
ape out of the jungle as fingers that
were llke iron grabbed him by the
throat and sank deep, shutting off his
wind,

He tried to struggle, filailing his
arms in the Thing's steel grasp. But
it merely struck him a paralyzing blow
that left him half conscious, then
tossed him into the truck, where he
was covered by Joe Mega’s gun. He
also recognized the Thing, as Butch
had earliek, since Silk Norton alse had
studied that collection of pictiires
from Tony Quinn’s private Rogues'
Gallery.

HOW,” Joe Mega said, and

chuekled, 'this menkey man
gets better all the time. We could use
him ian the mob after the Dragon
Master gets dene with him.”

Mega threw the rays of a fiadillight
into Silk's face for a moment,

“He's pretty runty for a filuttie,
Maybe he's a Fed. We'll find out all
right when we get inside. Now we carm
make two sing.”

“It isn’t coincidence that two men
were caught prowling after us within
the past hours, Joe,” said the bespec-
tacled Chinese who was Chow Seto,
though Silk did not know that. There
was a note of anxiety in the Oriental’s
volee, '"There’s something in the
wind.”



THE BLACK BAT'S DRAGON TRAIL

Joe Mega's voice took on an ugly
tone. “Sure, there's plenty in the wind.
A cut on a two million rake-off from
that treasure. You're not going yellow
on the mob, are you, Chow?”

The slender laundryman’s voice had
something dangerously razor-edged in
it.

“You know me better than that. I've
worked with Duke’s mob too long. We
were getting along well, just as we
have for two years, until this Dragon
business came up. I knew it would
center the attention of the police on
Chinatown and endanger us. But
Duke’s been getting too confident. It
was stupid for him to send the oth-
ers to raid a Government warehouse to
get back a confiscated shipment. That
doesn't ring true to me. Who ever
heard of Federal men leaving such a
carge in—"

“Forget it,” Mega cut in impatient-
ly. “Let’s get over to the laundry.”

Leaving the deformed Thing who
had attacked Silk in the condemned
building, Chow drove the truck into
the alley behind the laundry and
backed up to the rear door. The doors
that had opened and spewed out death
to twe police officers now opened
agaln and Mega ushered Silk Nerton
out. Silk was bound and gagged with
his oewn necktie and handkerchief.
With his wrists behind his back he
was taken inside,

Chow Seto had lifted a cleverly con-
cealed trap-door in the back room and
descended into the cellar. Silk man-
aged to follow somehow, and Mega
came last. On the floor the Chinese
suddenly stumbled over something
and fell against the wall in the dark-
ness. Mega chuckled but the sound
turned Inte a snarl of hate and fear
as he flashed his light en the flloer, Ly-
ing there with Black Bat insignia 6n
theie foreheads were Chow Seto’s
two partners.

With curses dripping from his lips
the gangster leaped to the other side
of the room and pressed the nail head
that swung the secret wall sectien in-
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ward. The other room was empty—ex-
cept for the scattered remnants of a
broken chair and Duke Kasint's pic-
ture on a table with the insignia of the
Black Bat pasted across it.

Chow Seto looked at it and turned
to Joe Mega. There was a look of ter-
rible fear in the eyes of the Chinese
dope peddler.

“Well, Joe?” he whispered.

Joe Mega covered his own shaken
feelings with a sneer.

*Don’t go off half cocked."

Chow Seto shrugged and picked up
a fike-gallon can of gasoline that was
in a corner. Then the disguised Silk
saw the murderous look that came into
Joe Mega's cruel eyes as the gangster’'s
gun came up, pointing squarely at the
back of the Chinese. Silk could not
even cry out because of the gag that
had been shoved into his mouth.

The Chinese drug peddler was still
turning when Mega shot him. He fell,
and the gangster walked over and bent
down. The gun roared twice more
within inches of the Oriental’s chest.

“You were pretty good in your
way, pal,” the gangster said softly,
straightening with the gasoline can
in his hand. *“I sorta hated to bump
you. But when guys start getting the
chill up their backs they're damgerous
to the mob.”

E began sloshing gasoline over
the table and burlap bags in the
cornee. With a jerk of his head te Silk
to walk ahead of him, he poured a trail
of the liquid in through the passage
to the cellar, up the steps, and inte the
kitchen. Warning Silk to stand pat he
sloshed more gasoline all over the
front room and almost everything in
it. Something seemed to strike him
as funny, for he began to chuckle.
“It’'ll be a joke on the guy who owns
the hotel next door,” he said to Silk.
“All the mob had rooms there for hide-
outs, Most of the time we came in
through another underground pas-
sage. Too bad we can’t stick around to
watch it burn, pal,”
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Prodding Silk outside, he ordered
the little valet into the front seat of
the waiting truck. He climbed in him-
self and started the motor. From his
coat pocket he took out a nondescript
cigarette lightee and carefully pel-
ished it until ne vestige of fimger-
prints could be left, Then he snapped
a big thumb dewn. THhe filaming ebject
arehed threugh the air and fell
through the epen windew inte the

aseline-sealked rear reem of the
aundry.

What followed then was almeost an
explosion. As the truck shot out of
the alley and got away a sheet of flame
went up inside the building and roared
through the two rooms, turning them
inte an inferno. The glassed front
gave way and fire shot through into
the street. Cries began to fill the air.
Semeone raced to the corner and
turned in an alarm just as twe big cars
dashed up and spllled out several men.

Mega, looking back, uttered a curse,
but his tone was a mixture of amaze-
ment tinged with relief.

“Those fellows are Feds, pal, or my
eyes are getting bad,” he muttered.
“Another minute and you’d have been
okay. . . . Hey, don't choke on me
now! For Silk seemed in imminent
danger of doing just that. “Here, Ill
take the gag out—somebody to talk to
anyhow. But you’d better not try
yellin’.”

Behind them now flames threw a
glow into the sky above Chinatown,

“I rather gather,” Silk said dryly,
when Joe Mega had jerked the gag
from his mouth, “that Mr. Kasini's re-
tail business will suffer something of
a temporary set-back.”

“Shut up!” growled the killer beside
him. *“I gotta think. I gotta think
harder than I ever did before in my
life. Every move we've made tonight
has been busted up by that Black Bat.
He nearly got Flash in old Ling’s
heuse. He slid inte Chow's place and
cleaned hotise there. Neo tellin’ where
he’ll show next.”

He drove on with his bound pris-
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oner beside him, half muttering. Silk
knew it would be useless to try getting
the door open and jumping. Mega
could handie him with one hand, or
;heet him 1n the back before he got
ar.

Silk was still turning over in his
mind a possible solution to what had
seemed to him to be a terrible new ex-
plosive weapon unleashed by the
Dragon Mastee. When he first had
been thrown inte the truck by the pin-
headed Chinese thug he had half ex-
pected to find some kind of new iA-
feenal machine there. Actually there
had been niething he could see.

Presently, after they had driven out
of the city, Joe Mega turned the truck
into a dim road that led back among
some trees. Ahead lay a ramshackle
house with sheds and farm imple-
ments scattered about. Beyond was
the flat outline of a small truck farm.
Joe Mega drove up without lights and
braked to a stop behind the Hhotise,
shutting off the moteor.

“All right, pal, it’s the end of the
line for youw,” he growled at Silk, grip-
ping him by the collar and shoving
him out.

A man loomed up out of the night
and spoke sharply in Chinese.

“Talk English,” Joe Mega growled.

“A thousand apologies, Dragon,”
the Chinese farmer replied. “I thought
you were my brother, Chow Seto. I
just caught a police broadcast from
the city. All cars are searching for
the men who robbed a warehouse and
got away. All except three. They
were found with a Black Bat insignia
on their foreheads. One Dragon who
was sent here earlier to me with a
message will help you now.”

ITH Joe Mega's blistering
eurses 1A his ears Silk was
sheved toward a ramshackle barn, He
was thrown inside like a sack of pota-
toes while Joe Mega and the gangster
the Chinese had mentioned menaced
him with their guns.
The place was foul and unsanitary
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beyond description. The rank smell
of manure filled the air, and a lantern
burned dimly. At one of the stalls Joe
Mega placed his burly shoulder
against an old work horse’s hip and
shoved the animal aside. He bent over
the manger, fumbled in the darkness
with one hand, heaved hare and lifted
one end. When he picked up the lan-
tern a narrow flight of stairs leading
down was revealed.

They descended into a cellar below
the barn where Silk was shoved to-
ward a chair. As in the cellar room in
the laundry, burlap bags were piled up
in a corner. Silk’s eyes, howeveg, were
on several small stacked crates. He
would have paid them scant attention
except for their effect uipon Joe Mega.
The gangstee’s jaw was sagging.

Those were the crates that had been
taken from the museum less than
twenty-four hours before!

CHAPTER XIV
Black Bat to the Rescue

IDING atop the cab
of the big laundry
truck the Black Bat
still had held his
precarious position
as the machine sped
out of towm by a
little used road and
entered the country.
Up ahead of him the

leading truck clicked off its lights and
crept on for a short distance, before
finally turning off among a group of
trees. The second truck with the
Black Bat atop the cab followed.
Tensed and ready, the Black Bat
walted until the truck lurched into a
rut, then swiftly slid to the ground.
He arose to his feet and sped toward
the house. His night piercing eyes saw
a third laundry truck parked in back
of a ramshackle house. Aside from
that, there was no sign of life about.
The Black Bat melted into the shad-
ows of the Chinese farmer's home, No
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lights were visible as he slipped inside
the house. The eyes behind the hood
flicked over a small kitchen in a state
of general untidiness. Near the stove
were two objects that gave evidence
the farmer who lived here spent much
of his time in the kitchen. One was
a dial telephone on a stand by a chair
and the other was a high-powered
radio adjusted to pick up poliee calls.

The Black Bat picked up the re-
ceiver and a silk-gloved finger dialed
the telephone number of Walter
Dugro. Dugro’s voice itself answered.

“Good evening, Mr. Dugro,” said
the hooded man. “This is the Black
Bat. I'm calling from the kitchen of
a Chinese truck farmer about three
miles out, I thiuk, and I've called you
because I understand Comnmissioner
Waener 18 at your house. I've just ar-
fived—uinseen—with several members
of the Dragon society after a raid some
of the contingent made on a warchouse
down 1A the doek distriet. I did my
best to break it up, and at least caused
Flash Mega to leave his safe-cutting
equipraent.”

“The commissioner is here with me
now, and has just heard the story from
Headquarters,” answered Dugro.
“Just a moment—he’s cutting in on
a branch phone.™

The gray-haired police official's
crisp voice came over the wire.

“You, Black Bat, what's this about
the Dragon society?”

“They’ve just gone into a barn out
here, Commissioner, that I'm positive
is too small to hold them all and the
loot they're carrying. There must be
an undergeound room of some sort.
Here’s the telephene number of this
place. Teace the address. A ilkfing
sguad of efficers may be able to get out
here and nab the entire autfit. All ex-
cept Kasini and some of the Chinese
members. 1 rather imagine they're the
efes whe have Belment.”

He gave Warner the number and
told the official what had happened
in the laundry in Chinatown when he
had visited it, naturally omitting any
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mention of Butch. And he now
learned that Chow Sete’s place as well
as the rickety hotel next to it had gone
up in roaring flames just as a squad of
Federal men had swooped down. The
fire was still wneentrolled.

“I should have phoned about Chow
Seto sooner, Conumissioner/” the Black
Bat said, with regret in his voice.
“However, 1 don’t suppose it really
matters. If you can get some men out
here 1A a hurry you can nab a number
of the Dragon tembers red-handed.”

The Black Bat quickly hung up the
receiver as a sound came from some-
where behind him. Footsteps clomped
onto the low back porch. Someone was
coming. The Black Bat turned to step
out of sight but stepped on a round
stick of stovewood that acted like a
rollee. Even hls eat-like muscles
eould net save him in time.

He hit the floor to the accompani-
ment of a clatter of rattling pans.
Someone shouted excitedly in Chinese
and a porch switch flooded the kitchen
with light. A husky Chinese farmer
leaped through the door.

The Black Bat came up fast, then
dived at the Chinese as the man
reached for a button hidden beneath a
two-by-four back of the door jamb. A
buzzer of some sort. He caught the
Oriental’s wrist as the farmer began
to scream a warning. The Black Bat’s
hard fist lashed out and silk-covered
knuckles smacked hard against the
man’s jaw. But the heavy Chinese had
the strength of a bull. His hegd rolled
to one side with the blow and he tried
for a ju-jutsu held.

UT such tricks were no secret to

the Black Bat and they went
dewn in a flurry of flylng arms and
legs. A foot sent the table crashing.
The radie went rolling with a tinkle
of broken tubes.

The hooded man tried to get out his
gun but the wily Chinese held his
wrist and was threatening to break it
as he tried to bend it back. Both men
were panting so desperately with the
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exertion that the Oriental was unable
to cry out.

The single warning he had been able
to give, however, had been enough.
From outside came shots and the
pound of running feet. The Chinese
began to seream again, 6 his baek en
the flloor. A brewn hand snatehed up
a stiek of stove weed. It went fihiing,
then beth men snapped te their feet
again. Feor all his bulk, the Chinese
was as guick as a eat. He plunged at
the heeded figure as mere feet hit the
bask pereh, But in deing s8 he laid
himselt epen te the kind of dighting
that the Black Bat had learned frem
Buteh O’Leary. The Black Bat's right
fist eame Up 1A a2 Shert bone-snaping
Blew that numbed it te the elbew. The
Brother ot €how Sete went dewn and
lay still.

The Black Bat wheeled toward the
back door as men dived in. His twin
388 met fire with fire. One wild bullet
shot out the light and chaos broke
loose In the kitchen. A mobster went
down In the doerway and another fell
on top of him. The others who had
coffe running whirled and dived baek
eut inte the night. Once agaln Kasini’s
mob weke sereaming to each other that
the hooded devil was after them. He
eouldn’t be shaken off. They were be-
ginnlng te believe that ne matter
where they went that grimn Nemesis
weuld appear almest at enee.

“That guy ain’t human, I tell you?”’
Manni Torrio was shouting as he ran
for the truck to get his chopper.

Inside the upset kitchen it was be-
ginning to quiet down again as the
last of the mobsters fled out, backing
away and shooting. The Black Bat,
however, was no longer there. He had
ducked out the way he had come in.
His hooded form flitted toward the
truck where Torrio was emerging with
his sub-machine-gumn. Before the mob-
ster realized what had happened the
Black Bat had swung a hard blow at
his jaw and grabbed the weapon, as
ToFrio screamed in fear and fell. Frem
the protection of the truck’s frent the
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deadly weapon begam a staccato
barking.

Crouching under cover whenever
possible the Black Bat began working
his way toward the barn. The mob-
sters themselves had fled te various
vantage polats. But the Black Bat
had to see what was in that barn. As
he reached it, and dodged inside, yel-
lew light was ceming frem an under-
ground reem threugh a manger. The
Blaek Bat slid ever to the manger and
leeked down a lantern-lit epening—
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for their drugs. And the stolep art
collection was brought here! All the
crates are downstairs.”

“Good! McGrath’s on his way out
here now with a filying squad. He can
put a heavy guard over that treasure
until merning.”

“I'm afraid it would do little good,
sir,” the wvalet said wryly. *“There
seems to have been a slight switch
made. When Joe Mega broke open
one of the crates all he found was an
ordinary vase of baked red clay. It’s
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straight into the disguised face of Silk
Norton who was coming up the rough
stairs. Left alone in the comumeotion
Silk had managed to get himself loose
from his bonds.

Swiftly Silk related wihat had hap-
pened. He told tersely of his capture
by Ohmo in the alley, of the murder
of Chow Seto, and of Mega brimging
him to the farm.

“The farmer is Chow Seto's brother,
sir,” the little man said. “I gather they
use this place as a second storeroom

now smashed into about a thousand
pieces. Mega was that angry.”

That clinched the suspicions about
the Dragon Master that the Black Bat
had imparted to I-tso Ling. He had
been sure that the man in green had
no intention of returning the treasure,
but was using the others as dupes. Of
course it was the Dragon Master who
had made the substitution.

““We've got to get out of here in a
hurry, Silk,” the Black Bat said as
they hurried toward the door, “We'll
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take one of the trucks and you drive.
I'll cover us with the machine-gun.”

HEY got away in the same truck
Silk had been breught in. As they
pulled out the Chinese farmer came
staggering out of the house shouting
that he had heard the Black Bat tele-
phoning the police. And at that in-
formation the mobsters were too busy
with their own afffairs to do more than
fire a few shots at the escaping truck.
“We hadn’t been in the barn but a
little while,” Silk finally said, as the
truck sped along far ahead of the
shooting, “until the others showed up
with the loot they’d taken from the
warehouse. And the minute they had
opened some of the stolen cans you
should have heard them yell! Those
tins didn't contain dope, sir—there
was nothing in them but ordinary
mud! Which made me think that the
tip Duke Kasini got about any contra-
band being in the warehouse was a
trap set by narcotics agents.”

“It looks that way. Yet for some
unexplainable reason the Federal men
arrived just a bit too late.”

Silk nodded, his eyes on the road
ahead, *“So it would seem, sir. But
those Dragons were really upset when
they found the treasure was missing.
Mega stormed and cursed. Somebody
suggested that Kasini had double-
crossed and framed his own men. But
they were all wild, sir—and scared to
death.”

The Black Bat nodded and smiled
beneath his hood,

“Things are beginning to happen,
Sillk—pilenty,” he said. . ..

# # % ® #* #’ #*

A group of grim-faced men were in
the living room of Dugro’s home when
Captain McGrath returned from a
dash to the farm of Chow Seto’s
brother at instructions from Commis-
sioner Warner. He reported to his su-
perior that all the gangsters had fled,
though some undoubtedly would be
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rounded up. Heffner, one of the re-
maining members of Eight Incorpo-
rated, angular, bony-faced and with a
clipped gray mustache, sat on a couch,
his mental stress plain in his eyes. Dr.
Ling was there, and the little art ex-
pert had been horrified at learning that
the Dragon Master had been in his
own home. Colonel Wang and Paul
Chivor were also present. Chivor was
mostly silent, as usual, speaking only
occasionally in low-toned Caumionese
with Colonel Wang.

Dugro was in pretty bad shape. His
left ankle was bandaged and rested
straight out on an ottoman in front
of his armchair.. His head was
swathed in bandages that covered a
cheek which had been ripped open by
a broken limb when he crashed diown

through the tree branches in his
parachute.
“Those twenty-four-foot service

chutes weren’'t built for joy-riding,
but only to get a man down safely,”
he explainedl “If I had seen the tree
sooner I could have slipped the chute
and missed it. Lord, what a night!"

“The question is, what is to be done
now,” spoke up Dr. Ling in his precise
English. “In view of the Dragon Mas-
ter's unexpected appearance in my
house to ask me to act as intermediary,
I have decided to assume that respon-
sibility. Some settlement must be ar-
ranged about the treasure, for already
two lives have been taken because of
it, and more are threatened.”

Heffner looked at Caommissioner
Warner,

“What do you advise, Commis-
sioner?” he suggested.

The police veteran shook his head,

“I'm not advising, Mr. Heffner, The
decision as to whether the demands of
this Dragon Master shall be met rests
with the members of Eight Incorpo-
rated who are still alive.”

A pleasant voice came from the
doorway.

“Exactly my sentiments, Commis-
sioner Warner. Good evening, gentle-
men,”
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CHAPTER XV
Lasi Watintag

VERY man ia the

room twisted abetit
to look at the hooded
figure in blaek who
steod in the door-
way. He held an
autematic im omne
hand and the gun
seefned to be peinted
mere in Captain Me-
Grath's direetien than at ahy ef the
ethers. The Black Bat smiled at the
expression on the bBig efficer’s face.

“How'd you get through those cops
out there?” demanded McGrath as the
Black Bat came in and placed himself
86 that he cotild watch all doors.

“It’s not their fault, Captain. Now
that I am here I want to say that I'm
sorry you didn't get those birds out at
that farm before they had flown to-
night. I'm more disappointed about
the treasure. I thought we had it.”

“So did I,” growled the detective
disgustedly. “But there wasn’t a thing
in a single crate but red clay peottery.
But we got the Chinese farmer who
owned the place. Found him hiding
out 1n a diteh in the field. He broke
for it and one of the officers downed
him, He talked befere he died. Said
He had helped the Dragen Master
bring the stuff from semewhere if
tewn and exehange it. Then the leader
in the green rebes teek it away.”

“Unfortunate,” said the Black Bat.
“*That farmer, Captain, was the brother
of Chow Seto, the laundryman from
whose establishment Duke Kasini’'s
drugs were retailed. Chow Seto was
killed by Joe Mega tonight, shet in
the back when the Chinese became
frightened. Incidentally, Captaln, you
can swear out a mtrder charge against
Mega for the clubblng te death of the
fmuseurn watehfman when the treasure
was stelen. Withesses were Manni
Terrie and Blackie, ether members of
the Kasini meb. 1 heard them giseus-
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sing it at the warehouse robbery to-
night.”

“Well I must say that I owe you an
apology, Black Bat,” put in Dugro
warmly. ‘“Had I known of the service
you're rendering in this case I'd never
have fired at you when you tried to
stop e taklng off in that plane,
frightened though I was. Naturally I
thought you were one of the Dragon
Master’'s men, after Harrison. . . .
You think then that these Chinese are
members of Kasini’s mob alse, as well
ag of that Dragen seciety?”

“It’s my theory that only four Chi-
nese in this case are actual criminals—
the three who worked Chow Seto’s
laundry, all of whom are dead, and
likewise Chow Seto’s brother, whose
farm evidently was used as a drug
cache. The rest of the Orlentals have
been duped into belleving they’re
dolng a great patriotic serviee feor
their mothee country. There is one
exception, of course. The menstrosity
knewn as Ohme.”

“That’s the ape Thing that grabbed
Quinn in his house and also got Bel-
mont,” sald MeGrath, biting down
vielously on his ever present cigar.
“According to the officers on duty
when I got there after the snateh, Bel-
moent’s Chinese valet began yelling
frem the frent roem, and they all re-
sponded except one man in the baek,
He turned just as the Thing grabbed
Rirm aned almest brele his neck with a
blew of its hand. it paralyzed Rim.
Then the Thing went en, and a minyte
oF twe later was sut again, ca¥Fying
Belment like a baby. By the time it

et away that damned, doublecssssing

hinese valst Rad run threugh a deeF
leaving the officers in the frent roem,
snapped the 1ack, and then Beat it syt
the Back way Before they ceuld Break
mFB'dg'B”

“That Thing, as you so aptly call
it,” sald the Black Bat, “undiouibtedly
is possessed of hyper-senses and the
cunning of a jungle beast. Further-
more, I'm certaln it of he was the if-
strufent of destruetion that killed
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those two police officers tonight.”

Warner had been watching the
Black Bat with vivid interest, and
now he leaned forward in his chair
tensely.

“Black Bat,” he said tightly, “if you
would tell the police who killed Fitz-
gerald and Murphy and how this
green-robed madman did it, I'd almost
write you a clean slate.”

“Thank you, Commissioner, but I
haven’t been able to solve that riddle
yet. All I'm certain of is—"

E stopped short as from some-

where outside came the veices

of twe or three police officers, followed

by sefme man's voice speaking angrily,

Then footsteps souinded on the front
poreh.

“I’m all right, I tell you,” snapped
Harvey Belmont's voice. “Youw'd bet-
ter remain outside.”

The door opened and the fimancier
strode in. He closed it behind him and
stalked over to Commissioner Warner,
Warner had risen, trying to mask his
surprise at this sudden appearance of
the fwancier. Moreovet, Belmont
looked anything but the victim of a
kidnaping. He was dressed as thotigh
for the office, immaculate and dapper.

*“You were supposed to give me pro-
tection, Commissioner?” he accused
hotly. “What kind of a police force
have we got in this town when a man
is snatched from his own home under
the noses of halt a dozen officers?”

“Sit down, Mr. Belmont,” said the
commissioner quietly. “Suppose you
just begin at the beginning and let’s
get this kidnaping business straight.”

The financier sat down. He pulled
out a handkerchief and mopped his
face.

“It happened early this evening,”
Belmont began to tell the commis-
sioner, twisting his thin, nervous
hands as he had in Quinn’s house. “As
you knew, I had sent away all servants
execept my Chinese valet. Quong, I
knew was leyal—he has been with me
for seven years, 1was getting ready to
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call Harrison and find out If he still
meant to leave town or had declded to
stay., Thean came that horrible—
Thing! I catight one glirmpse of its
pinhead and naked shoulders befere it
almest broke my neek with seme kind
of a ju-jutsu blow. It slung me across
Its shoulders and ran llke the wind
across the greunds te where a laundry
truck was walting in the darkness.”
“Who was in it?” cut in McGrath.
*“I—I saw only some Chinese. That
monster Thing threw me in the back
and jumped right in with me. Some-
one taped my eyes. They kept cursing
the avaricious Americans who were
cheating China in her hour of need.
We rode for quite some time until we

came to a house. I've no idea where,
The tape was never removed from my
eyes. I was cursed and mauled and
threatened but was not harmed other-
wise.”

“What became of your valet?” the
commissioner asked. *“We'll be able
to pick him up easily.”

For the first time, Harvey Belmont’s
eyes showed emotion. Into them came
a look of sorrow. He shook his head.

“They shot him in that house they
took me to, to insure against that very
thing. It seems unbelievable that he
would have been a party to such a
thing as this Dragon business hold-up
game. The poor fellow idolized me.
Why, he’'d even taught me to speak a
few words of Chinese—like good-by
and good morning and things like
that.

I was held in that house and threat-
ened until I finally agreed to their de-
mands. As soon as I did they took me
out agaln and set me loose somewhere
in the eity. Two radie pelicemen
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found me stumbling along with my
eyes still taped and my hands tied be-
hind my back. I made them take me
home first before bringing me here.”

He reached into his pocket and
brought forth a small object that all of
them in that room had seen before. It
was a little green jade Buddha with a
note snapped around it by rubber
bands —the same Buddha that had
been taken by Thompson from Tony
Quinn's house. The fimancier handed
the jade piece to Cammissioner
Warner.

“There are the demands, Commiis-
sioner, to which I've already agreed,”
he snapped, and added bluntly: “What
else can a man do when he can get no
police protection?”

UIETLY the police official took
the note from around the Buddha
and opened it. He read:

To Those Concerned: " This is the last
warning from the Dragon. This is the last
chance for those remaining members of the
evil eight to accede to our just demands.
Ten million dollars in cash must be collected
at once and held in readiness to be delivered
at the prescribed time and place. As soon
as indications are given that these imstruc-
tions are being followed, arrangements will
be made for the return of the treasure and
the money turned over to responsible repre-
sentatives of the Chinese Gowemment.

The Dragon has spoken.

Commissioner Warner passed the
note around for the others to read and
when {t was returned to him he put it
in his pocket. He said nothing for a
moment. Finally he spoke.

*"You say you've agreed to raise the
money, Mr. Belmont?”

Heffner's face expressed angry in-
dignation. He shot the official a hostile
look fraught with meaning.

*“Eight million and not a cent more,
Commissioner?” he snapped. “Threats
or no threats!”

He turned to look defiamtly at the
Black Bat as he hurled his ultimatum,
but the window drapes near which the
man in black had stood hung emptily.
The Black Bat was gone.

CHAPTER XVI
Surprise Visit

HILE Tony Quinn
breakiasted om Sillk's
incomparable waffles
stripped with bacon,
and coffee early the

» following maomnming,
he perused the early
editions of the news-

$ papers. He sat in

z the kitchen in his

dressing gown while the little valet at-
tended to the dishes and kept an eye
out for the two officers on duty about
the grounds.

The papers were filled with the
story of Belmont's kidnaping and sub-
sequent release, though the banker
had been tight-lipped to reporters on
all details concerning the treasure or
any statement concerning payment to
the Chinese society. But there was one
other account of significance. Heff-
ner’s home had been damaged by a
mysterious explosion in the early
hours of the morning! But the only
damage done was to tear away a large
section of an enclosed back porch.

“Did you read this account of Heff-
ner's home being bombed, Silk?* asked
Quinn.

*Yes, sir. I went through the papers
before you got up.”

“I see also where the body of Bel-
mont’s Chinese valet was fished otit
of the river early this morning,” re-
marked Quinn. A barge captain tied
up at a pier saw it and notified the
police. They recovered two bullets for
the ballistic experts.”

“That at least is something, sir.”

Carol padded in from the spare bed-
room she had occupied during the
night, having difficulty keeping a pair
of Quinn’'s house slippers on her feet.
Her pretty face, minus the ¢lever
make-up Silk had applied the night be-
fore, rose above the folds of one of
Quinn’s sitk dressing gowns beneath
which she wore a pair of his pajamas.
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“I'm starved/” she announced. “Fur-
thermore, I think it rude of you not to
awaken me.”

While she ate the breakfast, Silk
quickly prepared for her, Quinn dis-
cussed the case with them both, and
what their next moves should be.
Then Butch slipped in through the
tunnel,

“Nope, no breakfast for me right
now,” he declined, at Silk’s look. “I
had a snack—two plates of ham and
eggs and toast and four cups of . . .
Well, all right, 1’ll drink another cup
of coffee with Carol. What’s on the
fire for today?”

“You, Carol, will stay on here as
nurse,” Quinn instructed. “And, Silk,
I want you to find out where Paul Chi-
vor is staying.”

*Commissioner Warner has already
mentioned that he and Colonel Wang
are at the Hotel Lamont, sir, I be-
lieve it:: not far from Chinatown.”

Later in the morning Quinn and
Butch left the house by the tunnel,
Quinn wearing  his usual broad-
brimmed black hat pulled low over his
eyes, A telephone call to the Hotel
Lament asking for Chiver in Room
Onie Twenty-eight had elieited the in-
fermation that Chiver’s room was Two
Twenty-six and that he was ouit.

Tony Quinn, the Black Bat now that
he was again on the prowl, even in the
bright morning hours, headed his car
in the direction of Chinatown and the
Hotel Lamont.

The hotel at which the flying Chi-
nese colonel and the American pilot
were staying proved to be a brick af-
fair some five stories high. Butch
stopped the coupe a short distance
away and Quinn got out, his collar
turned up. No one paid particular at-
tention to the man whe strolled along
the sidewalk and then suddenly van-
ished. Quina’s lithe muscles carried
hifm up over a board fence and into
a small yard paved with brick. Over-
head wask a fitee . He leaped for
the lewer rung, pulled himself up and
weAt up te the second feer. He

stepped into a carpeted hallway lined
with doors on each side. Two Twenty-
six was three doors down on the right.

UINN’S skeleton keys quickly

extracted a lock’s secret and he

slipped inside of the room occupied by
Paul Chivor,

He began a quick search of the man’s
belongings. The two steamer trunks,
however, were protected by a lock of
some devilish combination so small
that even Quinn’s keys were helpless
against them, He gave it up and looked
about him,

The dresser drawers revealed noth-
ing, so he went to the clothes closet.
A low exclamation came from him as
his sllk-clad fingers felt a small metal
ebject in a poecket of one of the
sults. He brought forth a num-
bered disk, that was an exaet duplicate
of the ene Buteh had taken from Chow
Sete’s place the night befere!

“So Paul Chivor is a drug user,” the
Black Bat said under his breath.
“Probably started hitting the stuff in
China, When he came over here with
Wang and the treasure he had to find a
new source of supply. So he contacted
Chow Seto’s Laundry and this is his
identification whiech—"

He broke off in his soliloguy, his
hyper-sensitive ears warning him that
someone was in the hall,

“No, sir, Mr. Chivor,” he heard a
woman's voice say. “I haven't got to
your room yet but I will right away.”

Quinn stepped into a corner. With
remarkable speed he slipped from his
light coat and hat into the Black Bat
outfit. He rolled his discarded cloth-
ing into a compact bundle and stowed
it away just as the Black Bat rig had
been, Footsteps were coming down
the hall,

But to the Black Bat’s surprise Chi-
vor’s soft footsteps on the thick car-
peting went right on past his own door
and down the hall toward the fire-
escape through which the Blaclk Bat
had entered. The Black Bat risked
cracking the doer a trifle. He saw the



THE BLACK BAT'S DRAGON TRAIL

pilot stop in front of a corner room,
glance casually about, then unlock the
door and step inside.

Paul Chivor was sneaking
Colonel Wang's room!

The Black Bat opened the door
wider, glanced up and down the hall.
The maid’s brooms and linen cart
stood outside a door further down.
From inside the room came the hum
of her veice as she cleaned the reem.
The Black Bat stepped out, beearme a
flittiig; shadow dewn the hall, pausing
before Celonel Wang's doeer.

Gently he turned the knob. He slid
into the room, a .38 automatic on one
hand as Chivor, a cool look on his face,
turned and faced him.

“Goodl morning, Mr. Chivor,”
greeted the Black Bat quietly.

The cool look left the pilot’s face
instantly and gave way to something
resentfully surly. His handsome fea-
tures grew dark.

“¥You certainly seem to get around,
don’t you?" he grunted.

**Sometimes it's unavoidably neces-
sary,” replied the Black Bat. Then his
volce grew suddenly stern. “Why did
you find it convenient to become in-
toxicated the other night when you
were expected o save a man’s life by
flying: him out of town?” he demanded.

*I told you why,” Chivor said
grumpily. *“I stopped in at a bar and
just happened to take a couple too
many.”

The Black Bat smiled beneath the
black hood hiding his scarred features
from this man who was so much of an
enigma.

“I'm afraid 1 hardly can believe
that, Mr. Chivor,” he replied softly.
‘“When I shoek you awake in the chair
in the watchenan’s office out at the
hangar your eyes showed wuhdeniable
surprise at sight of e whea you
opened them. Yeu quickly e¢losed
them te keep frem shewing it, feign-
ing sleepiness due te overingiigence
in aleshol. Further, you sebered u
with remarkable speed en the sgffee
gave yeu.”

into

799

*Which means what?"' growled Chi-
vor, his eyes narrowing speculatively.

*“That you had some reason for not
wanting to fly Mr. Harrisen in that
death plane. You eithee knew that
that plane was carrying him to his
teath or you had some other reasen for
not wanting te leave town.”

Slowly the Black Bat's hand un-
closed. A bright disk was lying in his
black, sllk-gloved palm.

“Mr. Chivor,” he said, looking the
man straight in the eyes, “wotld it by
any chance have been that yeu had
just put in an order to Chow Seto’s
laundry for seme heroin of other dope
earller In the day, and were waiting
around for a new supply of the ‘shew’
te show up?”

Chivor refused to answer.

CHAPTER XV1il

A Call on a Lady

TTER ssiillemc¢e
blanketed the room
for a moment. The
Black Bat was swift-
ly turning over in
his mind the facts
that Silk had found
out about Chivor’s
life in California, of
how the man had had
his regulae transport pilot's license
taken away by a civil aeronauties in-
spector for stunting when he had been
drinking too heavily.

The Black Bat also was remember-
ing that the Asiation Export and Im-
port outfit which Harvey Belmont now
owned was a West Coast concern. Or
had been before getting into trouble
with the State Department over the
shipment of planes to European bel-
ligerents as military figgiders. That
meant Chivor had known Belmont be-
fore seeing him here.

The hooded investigator tried a
shot in the dark.

“Mr. Chiver,” he said, “as you prob-
ably know, Harvey Belmonat owns &
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good deal of the stock in Mr. Dugro’s
present factory, presumably having
been his financlal backer. That means
you undoubtedly knew Mr. Belmont
while you were flylag out on the
Coast, and poessibly Mr. Dugre as well,
since one of thelk prinicipal concerns
out there was the Asiation ExpoFrt and
Import Company. Cetild your present
dislike for Mr. Dugro—which has
been plainly evident te me ever since

ou shewed 16 seneern that he might

ave beed killed in that expleding
Elaa%=have any eennection with yeur

aving been grounded while fying fer
them eut there?”

The pilot’s eyes began to grow hard
and more speculative. Otherwise he
displayed nothing more to express the
evident surprise the Black Bat's ques-
tion had caused.

“T'll say one thing for you, Black
Bat, you really do find out things,
don’t you?” he admitted begrudging-
ly, *“If you want to know the truth I
was flylng for Dugro out there before
he sold the outfit to Belmont. Dugro
went to China to sell new ships to that
Government. But that didn’t pan out,
86 he came back and got in touch with
Belmont agaln. As near as I can find
out, Dugre was sorry about Belmont
lesing se mtueh dotigh in the company
through him. In other werds, Dugro
had seld ships to Spain as fightees be-
fore he realized he was breaking the
law. By the time Old Whiskers cawght
up with Astation Export, Belmont was
left holding the sacl.

“Anyhow,” — he shrugged — “Bel-
mont turned right around and backed
Dugro in this new venture, to get back
the dough he’d lost. This present
Chinese plane order will do it, with
a couple of millions profit for Bel-
mont.”

“If Colonel Wang okays the Dugro
bomber,” supplemented the Black Bat.

“If the colonel okays the ship,” Chi-
vor repeated, nodding. “But I might
as well tell you—that bomber is no
good. It’s a death-trap. I've tried to
tell Wang so, but he’s one of those
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methodical Chinese who's got to find
out things for himself. He'll find it
out, too, if he ever puts 1 :r into a spin
with a load test. She’ll wind up like a
corkscrew. It's in the design of the
wing.”

The Black Bat then asked Chivor
bluntly why he had entered Wang's
room so surreptitiously. But Chivor
only growled something about being
Wang's friend, and refused to answer
further. Under the muzzle of the
Black Bat’s .38, Chiver left the room
and entered his own. As soon as the
pilot had closed his deor the Black
Bat, left in the dim hall, stripped off
his hooded disguise and hastily
donned his ceat and hat, leaving again
by the fire-escape. . . .

“What did you find out, Boss?"
Butch demanded eagerly as the car
was headed back toward the estate.

The Black Bat shook his head and
frowned.

“Nothing of importance, except that
Chivor is the new customer whose
number was added to that of the laun-
dry’s customers.”

“You think maybe he could be figur-
ing on grabbing the dough all for him-
self when it's delivered?” suggested
Butch.

“I wish I knew what has been de-
cided about that pay-off,” was the
Black Bat's only answer.

ERE was only one way to find

out, and as seon as the Blaek Bat

was agaln Teny Quinn, safely heme

and in his bedroom, he called Cominis-
sloner Warner 6n the telephoene.

*“Good morning, Commissionei,” he
greeted, his voice that of the sick man
he was supposed to be. “How are
you?"”

Commissioner Warner’s voice told
how he was. From its tone Quinn
judged that the gray-haired police vet-
eran had not slept much.

“Frankly, Tony,” he told Quinn,
“I'm on edge. With the money to re-
deem that treasure being raised this
morning, and—"
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“How muech?” Quinn interrupted.

“Ten millions. Belmont and his as-
sociates are drawing on banks all over
town. Of course you'll be called on
for your share—it you haven’t been al-
ready. Heffner has changed his mind
most decidedly and is having more
brought in by a special plane this
morning. From out of town banks. He
is frightened stiff. That explosion
which tore off the corner of the back
porch of his house came too close for
comfort.”

“Silk read me the account of it,
Commissionet,” Quinn said. “Wasn't
there any clue of any sort?”

“Not a thing. Just a pile of splin-
tered wood and broken glass. The
grounds were alive with police of-
cers, too—and they didn't hear a thing
until the explosion came. There isn't
a trace of any wiring, or any metal
fragments of a bomb, to be found by
our experts. The thing seemed to
come right otit of thin alr, just as it did
at your place.”

Quinn asked about developments in
the apprehension of Duke Kasini and
his now decimated mob.

“They've disappeared as though
swished right off the face of the earth,
Tony,” Warner informed, and sighed
heavily. *“We've combed this town
with a fime-tooth comb—and not a sign
of them.”

Tony Quinn spoke a few minutes
longer, then waited through the day,
lying in bed and reading, though he
was on tenderhooks, impatient to take
a hand in the game. He was willing
enough te put up his share of the re-
demption money, if there wasn't any
other way, but he much preferred to
get the treasure back.

There would be a reasonable profit
for him and the remaining members
of the Eight, later, even by paying ten
millions, but he wanted that money to
go to the proper channels. He was not
thinking of profit for himself.

As soon as it was dark, the Black
Bat went on the prowl again.

Once more when the Black Bat
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reached the locality, a blanket of dark-
ness lay over Chinatown. Neon signs
from a hundred cafes and other places
threw their iridescent glow against
the night as though trying to push
back its enveloping folds. On the
crooked, cobblestoned streets the tide
of humanity moved on, as ceaseless as
the flow of a river.

From the darkness of a rooftop the
Black Bat stood peering down a mo-
ment. Then on his felt-soled shoes he
moved like a wraith across the roofs
toward Dr. Ling's home,

As the Black Bat had suggested to
I-tso Ling, she had left the skylight
unlatched. That meant that she also
had disposed of the servants tem-
porarily, so that there would be none
to be frightened by the Black Bat’s
sudden appearance. His silk-gloved
fingers raised the lid and there came a
rustling sound as he went down the
steep steps into the upper hall.

He crept on noiseless feet to the sec-
ond floor below. At the door of I-tso’s
bedroom he paused a moment, listen-
ing. From somewhere down in the
shop on the ground floor came a faint
murmue of voices, The Black Bat's
hand turned the knob to the girl’s bed-
room and he went in,

She was not there. But in the dark-
ness his night-trained eyes soon saw
the piece of white paper tucked in the
shaded lamp beside her bed. He
crossed the room and unfolded the
note. There was no need for him to
turn on the light. Her writing was as
plain to his eyes as though it had been
broad daylight. She had written:

Black Bat,
If I'm not in when you come, I'll try to be
in my lather’s shop downstairs,
I-tso Ling.

T‘HE Black Bat took time to burn
the note behind cupped hands be-
fore leaving. As he started down to
the shop floor he discovered that the
stalrs leading down inte the shop came
out on a small balcony lafiding befere
going on dewn. From this the pro-
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prietor could see over his wares from
above, as well as observe any cus-
tomers whe might have entered while
he was out.

From this landing the Black Bat
now looked down to where I-tse Ling,
her patriarchal little father, the pro-
fessor, and Harvey Belmont were
speaking. Strangely eneugh no lights
were on, and the frent shades were
drawn tight.

Harvey Belmont was exhibiting ex-
treme nerveusness, In the darkiess
the Black Bat could see him twisting
his thin hands as he usually did when
under stress,

“T got the message just a few min-
utes ago,” he was explaining to Dr.
Ling. I came right on down alone at
once as I was instructed. There are
1o peliee abeut, the guards all having
been withdeawn from us as the Dragen
Master ordered.”

*“To say that T am horrified at what
you have told me is a weak statement,
Mr. Belmont,” said the little Chinese
art expert. He touched his daughter
on the arm. “And fiow, my chlld, you
will go upstairs to your room. This is
a matter that does not concern one of
sich tender years. Mr. Belmont is
Rere en a very grave mission. Go.”

The girl obediently turned and felt
her way up the steps. She made her
way along the landing toward the sec-
ond short flight leading up to the floor
above. As she did s6 a hand crept out
of the drapes and lightly touched hers.
She gave a faint little gasp of surprise.

Then the Black Bat's whisper came
softly in her ear. “Walit for me in your
room.”

The girl went on up the stairs and
the Black Bat moved unseen down
into the shop. He stood within five
feet of the two men, yet neither were
aware of it.

“But that’s the orders that I re-
ceived, Dr. Ling,” Belmont was say-
ing. "I was to come here to your shop
and leok for the instrictions.”

“May I ask what instructions, gen-
tlemen?” asked a pleasant voice.
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Belmont gave a half strangled cry
of fear and stepped back, almost stum-
bling over a stone Buddha on the floor
behind him. He recovered, however,
as he seemed to recognize their visi-
tor.

“How did you get in here?” de-
manded Dr. Ling crisply.

“A part of my—er—professional
ethics, Dr. Ling. I believe that Mr.
Belmont has been given orders by the
Dragon Master to come here and look
for instructions—right?”

“And I've been warned that if I
make one false move I'll die by being
blown to bits,” the financier said
quickly. “There was no mistaking the
menace in that voice that spoke to me

on the telephone. It sald that I was
to come here to Dr. Ling’s art shop
and look for a little green jade Buddha
that was part of the collection of
stolen Chinese art. It was an exact
duplicate of the one that was pre-
sented to Antheny Quinn.”

“In that case, gentlemen, you need
not bother to turn on the light,” the
Black Bat told them, and moved
quickly away. “If yeu’ll just stand
there for a moment 1 shall be glad to
get it for you.”

It took him less than twe minutes to
find the familiar-looking ilid¢tle
Buddha. It was back ameng a Aum-
ber of other art pieces on a small shelf,
And when the Black Bat pieked it tip,
he discovered that a folded note was
on the under side, held in place by
rubber bands. The Black Bat returned
with it,

“Here it is, gentlesaemn,” he an-
nounced gravely.
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“Now come with me, both of you,”
said Dr. Ling.

N a back room that served as office
for the little Chinese, Dr. Ling
switched on a light. Harvey Belment
took the Buddha and unfolded the
note. The Bat, peering over his shoul-
der, readl:

The Dragon is pleased to see that you
have come to your senses, Mr. Belmont. It
is regrettable that your two foolish col-
leagues were not 86 wise. The money you
have raised today will be placed in a large
sultcagse, You will do this alone and with-
oiit telephoning the pelice. At precisely ten
o'clock aniglht you will return to the Ling’s
shop and deliver this sultcase there. I left
Keuf {nstructions here so that yoeu woeuld

ave no trouble in fAnding the place when
gau haelivef the money. disebey meanis

1]

The Dragon has spoken.

“But, gentlemen,” gasped Dr. Ling,
when he also had read the note, his
almond eyes going first to one and
then the other of his two unusual visi-
tors, “this would appear as though I
myself am a party to this insidious
schermne. And I swear that never has
that jade plece been in my humble
establishment before this night.”

“Quite likely it was left here by one
of the many people who came in dur-
ing the day to browse,” suggested the
Black Bat. “But it shows a devilish
cunning on the part of the Dragon
Master. By the time the money is de-
livered here it will be ordered taken to
some other person. That way only one
person will know where the final de-
livery to the Dragon Master himself
will be made and in what manner.
Very clever, gentlemen.”

“Too clever,” shot back Harvey Bel-
mont, in a rage. “To think that a man
would spend his life building up some-
thing only to have it taken away by
some gangster from whom the police
can’t protect him! It's—"

But he spoke only to an empty door-
way where the Black Bat had stepped
back, for the hooded figure had
vanished.

883
CHAPTER XVIII

Death of a Rat

AUTIOUSLY the
Bat slipped upstairs
and opened the door
to I-tso’s bedroom.
The girl was waiting
in the darkemed

room.
“I'm frightened,
Bllack Bat, very
frightened,” she con-
fessed to him, coming nearer to him
as though for protection. “You haven’t
forgotten I told you there's to be a
meeting of the Dragons tonight at the
regular place deep beneath the block
of condemned buildings sometime

near midnight?”

“I looked for an entrance last night
after leaving the farm of Chow Seto’s
brother, but found only a steel door
two flights down,” the Black Bat said.
“I had a pretty good idea that it is
wired, so I did not go too close to it.
I tried to find another entrance, but
found none.”

“There is one more—which I will
tell you about,” the girl whispered
quickly. “But about this meeting—
only Duke Kasini and Hiis men will be
present, except for the Dragon Mas-
ter. They are to be paid off for open-
ing the vault. The Chinese members
who have been hiding them from the
police have already been disbanded.
The Dragon society is no more.”

“Then why are you frightened?”

“Because,” she said, “at ten o'clock
tonight I have been ordered by the
Dragon Master on pain of death to me
and to my honorable father to take a
certain suitcase full of money and de-
liver it to the home of Anthony
Quinnt”

For an instant that was a startler for
the Black Bat, but he showed nothing
of his surprise. Here was a strange
new twist, but he would be able to
straighten it out all right, particularly
now that he was forewarned.
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“Don’t worry too much about it,”
he told the Chinese girl. “I’ll try to be
around the Quinn house when you at-
rive, s0 I can telephone Commiissioner
Warner as soon as 1 find out where
Quinn 1s golng with that suitease you
delives.”

After a few more words with the
girl he went up through the skylight
again, Down in the street he sought
the nearest telephone booth, and called
the commissionet. The harried police
official was still in his office.

“Good evening, Commissioner,” the
hooded man in the closed booth said.
“This is the Black Bat. Have there
been any new developments in the
treasure ransom case yet?”

“Only one,” answered the commis-
sioner, who was always secretly glad
to cooperate with the Black Bat. “Bel-
mont has been ordered to deliver the
money personally to some other per-
son tonight. He couldn’t—o¥ wouldn’t
—tell me who that person is.”

“I think I can enlighten you, Com-
missioner. The ransom is to be deliv-
ered by Harvey Belmont to Dr. Ling.”

“Ling?” The commissiomer®s voice
was startled. “It doesn’t seem possible
that—"

“And that isn’t all,” the Black Bat
cut in. “Ling doesn't know it yet, but
his own daughter has been ordered,
on a threat of death, to take the money
to Tony Quinn’s house immmediately
upon its detivery to her father.”

An explosive growl came from the
other end of the line.

“The devil you say! But that means
I'll probably get orders through Bel-
mont to pull off the guard around
Quijnn's house—with that Dragon out-
fit after Quinn. If I pull off that guard
I may be a party to Tony Quinn’s
murder!”’

“It's something we'll have to risk,
Commissioner. I can’t imagine who
Quinn is expected to contact with the
money. Have you any knowledge of
Paul Chivor’s whereabouts?”

“] telephoned his hotel—the Lamont
—a little while ago but he’s not in.
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Neither is Colonel Wang.”

“Well, anyhow, here’s some news of
the utmost importance, Cormiissioner.
Tonight the remaining members of
Duke Kasini’s fugitive mob are assem-
bling at the orders of the Dragen
Master. They’ll be in a seeret roem
deep beneath a group of condemned
buildings en Exeter street iR China-
town. If yeu'll wait until they all
gather and then surreund that build-
ing with picked men, yeu prebably
will be able te bag the entire let.
Good 1uek, Connmissioner.”

UINN left the telephone booth
and headed toward Exeter street.
The Chinese girl had given him exact
instructions in the matter of effecting
an entrance through one of the two
passages. He wanted to find the thug
Ohmeo and, if necessary, put an end
to the murderous monstrosity before
it took mere human life. Aad I-tso
had told the Black Bat that Ohmo
lived deep below the bulldings when
not on his grim errands for the green-
robed Dragon Master.

Presently the Black Bat crawled in
through a gaping window yawning in
the night. He made his way along a
erumbling hallway that had felt the
passage of a thousand tenants. The
floor was littered with refuse and
fallen plaster and erumpled news-
papers. Small wonder that the entire
bloek of aneient slum edifices had
been condemned by the clty. Small
wonder, too, that the Dragon Master
had had a meeting room hastily pre-
pared there when organizing the
Dragen society.

And he had taken just the right way
to draw the Chinese members into that
murderous organization. The Black
Bat knew Chinese psychology, knew
how secret meetings, a green-robed
leader, and a just cause to aid the
mother country in her hour of need
would appeal to the Orientals. Though
most of them had taken little part in
the affairs of the Dragon society,
aside from helping i the kidnaping
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of Harvey Belmont. One Dragon had
been a servant in the Belmont house.

The Black Bat moved into the small
kitchen of an ancient flat to an ordi-
nary trap-door that led to a cellar. He
raised it and went down. Through an
underground passage he went on be-
neath three or four of the condemned
tenement houses.

In the last of several cellars he
passed through he paused. He knew
he now was beneath the main building
and somewhere near the meeting room.
A peculiarly offensive odor came to
his nostrils. It came from behind the
next dootr.

The Black Bat's automatic came out
as he grasped the knob. He opened it
slowly, stepped Into a room that he
at once knew was the liviag quarters
£ Ohme, the deformed Chinese, There
was a pile of dirty blankets in a corner
that served as bed, and a conglometa-
tien of feed-stuffs en a makeshift ta-
ble iA anether corner. But the mute
was nowhere abeut.

As the Black Bat looked about the
room, volces came from somewhere
nearby. He went out and turned into
another short passage. There were
heavy drapes ahead. He parted them
with a finger te leok throtgh—and
felt cold chills of surprise at sight of
1-tse Ling talking te Flash Mega in
frent of a makeshift altar surmeunted
by a dragen’s head! Beyend and be-
lew was the main mesting reem.

How could I-tso have reached here
ahead of him, he wondered. Then he
remembered that after leaving her he
had lost a little time making his tele-
phoene call. Evidently she had hurried
here immediately. Why? Had she
come to prepare a trap for the Black
Bat In obedience to orders from the
Dragon Master? Or could she have
gome to help him, in case he ran into
treuble?

The fugitive gangster was far from
the flashy character he had been only
twe days before. His swarthy face
reglstered the fact that he was well
aware that Duke Kasini’s meb was in

885

a tight spot. Even so, at the moment
his black eyes were all for the girl. He
had a coil of fine electric wire in one
hand.

“Listen, baby, I've been trying to
see you,” he was saying to I-tso.
“We're getting pald off tonight. Only
the Dragon guy is giving me and Joe
all the mob’s dough fer wiring this
joint with nitre. He’s gonna blow all
the rest of "em into a thousand pieces.
I aif’t told Joe yet. But do you know
what that means? With all the dough
I'm gettin® tonight it’s South America
for me. But you're gonna be a fugi-
tive, tee=you’re 1A en this Dragen
business—so I've get the eute idea
that I'm taking yeu with me tonight.”

EFORE she could express the

gontempt for the mobster that
was plain iA her eyes a buzzer almest
gver the Black Bat's head seunded
twice. Sefneene was at the steel deer
at the e%peglte side of the reem. The
Black Bat melted bask as Flash
Mega's diamend-studded hand reaehed
inside the eurtains within inehes ef
the Black Bat's face and pressed a
butten. From aeress the reem came
the click of an electrically operated
belt and the deer §WHH§§8 en. Then
the green-rebed figure of the Dragen
Master himselt entered!

He came over to the altar to the
other twa. The girl shrank back in
spite of her obvious efforts to remain
calm,

“What are you doing here?” he de-
manded of her. “Did not I order you
to remain in your room until ten
o’clock?”

“Master, I wanted to be sure of my
instituctipmes—"

“You lie! Your punishment will be
decided later. Go!”

Obediently she went to the steel
door at the opposite side of the room,
pulled back the handle on the elegiri-
cally operated bolt, opened it and dis-
appeared. The green-robed figlire
turned to Mega.

“¥You have wired everything accord-
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ing te my instructions?” he demanded.

Flaeh Mega gave the Dragon Master
a hard grin.

“Everything,” he said boastfully.
“It’'s a neat job toe, pal—I mean
Master. 1 was a pretty good radio
man in my punk days. Bey, are a
bunch of guys in this town gonna get
a surprise tomight!”

The figure in green nodded.

“Miore than you think,™ the Dragon
Master said coldly. “You disobeyed
my orders again by your silly infatua-
tion for ene whe is a thousand times
too goeod for yeuw.” IR a movement
almeost toe swift for the eyes to fol-
lew, he whipped out an autematic,
“You foel—te think I'd let you live
new that yeu're o lenger useful to
met"

The automatic spouted a snake’s
tongue lick of flame and Flash Mega’s
cry of surprise ended in the thud of
his body te the concrete floor in front
of the altar. But from the curtains
over the doorway the Black Bat had
stepped through and now his own .38
added its din to the other, deafening
in the confines of the room deep tinder
Chinatown. The Dragon Master's
gun went spianing from his hand. He
started to bend down after it, froze
rigidly at the sight of the grim figure
whe had smashed all his plans.

“1 think I've got yeu this time,” the
Bat informed him eoolly. "I—"

He broke off as a strange, tinkling
sound came to his ears, It was the
sound of a whistle pitched too high
for ordinary human ears—the same
sort of whistle with which the Black
Bat had supplied his own aides.
And it was coming from inside that
weird dragen mask!

From behind the Black Bat there
came a rush of a body, and he wheeled
just as Ohmo plunged through the
curtains. The Thing took one single
glance at the Black Bat as the Dragon
Master shrieked orders in Camtonese.
Then it sprang through the air
straight at the intruder.

The Black Bat's .38 poured a stream
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of slugs into Ohmo as he ducked aside
to avold that rush. Ohme, however,
grabbed him with one of these iren
hands as he fell. A little bubbling
sound came threugh the gorillalike
nostrils that told of bleed pouring inte
lungs. Yet as they fell togethee, the
Black Bat trying to get out his see-
ond aiitormatie, he knew that unless he
worked leose Ohme would erush the
life frem his boedy, even in dying.

And the pinheaded monstrosity was
dying. The Black Bat could hear the
strangle in the labored breathing. But
the Thing was true to 1ts master to the
last. It had been ordered te kill the
hooded Nemesis, and these terrible
hands were summoning the last of
their fading strength te obey.

hand with fingers of steel closed

over the Black Bat’s right bicep
and worked up to his neck. He fung
Rimself this way and that, knotting his
hard-museled bedy as he strave to get
eut his ether gun. At last he get it
eut, and as that huge hand foeund his
threat, he began pumping bullet after
bullet inte the menster's naked bady.
It gave a Hnal strangled sigh and
relaxed.

Then the Black Bat was iip and
looking about him, sheving in fresh
clips, wondering why the Dragon
Master had not come o his killer mon-
strosity’s ald. But the Dragon Master
wasg geone.

A groan came from Flash Mega.
The Black Bat bent ever the dying
gangster. Flash opened his eyes,
looked up at the hooded Nemesis
above him, and a faint, ironleal grin
broke his hard features.

“Joe always said I'd get in trouble
oen account of a dame,” he mumbled,
and died.

The Black Bat got out of the build-
ing as soon as possible. Where the
Dragon Master had gene he had ne
idea. It was too late t6 hunt for him
now.

He hurried home and went in
through the tunnel. Onee in the house,
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he called in the others and told them
of what had happened. After that
there was nothing to do but wait until
I-tso Ling amnrived.

She came shortly before ten. The
hidden Quinn, watching through a
window, saw a car pull up at the curb
below.

He focused his glasses on the driver,
pulling him up close. The man at the
wheel was Colonel Wang!

CHAPTER XIX
Death Flight

ASTILY interested,

Silk hurried down

and helped the Chi-

nese giel bring up

the sultease contain-

ing package after

package of bills in

the biggest denomi-

nations printed. Silk

bretught the gikl inte

the bedreom where Quinn was tucked

under the ecevers, wearing the eap
made of bandage.

*Mr. Quinn?"” I-tso inquired in her
soft voice, taking the chair Silk
offered her. ""I've been ordered by the
Deagen Master to bring this suitcase
te you with a message.”

“To me?" he asked weakly. “Why
should he send you to a sick man?"

*That I do not know. I only know
that had 1 not obeyed my father
would have paid with his life—as per-
haps you know others have paid for
disebedience to the Dragon Master’s
commaneds. Here is the message I was
to deliver to you.”

She handed him a note which Silk
took from her.

*As you must have been told, Mlss
Ling, Mr, Quinn is stone-blimd,” said
the valet. “Shall I read it to you, sir?”

At Quinn's weak gesture he opened
it and read it aloud. The message
stated:

Gireetings from the Dragen, N, Quinn;
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Knowing your interest in the cause of jus-
tice in spite of the fact that you also have an
interest in Eight Incorporated, I know that
you will be rnost eager to offer your humble
services to China. You are to take this fund
to which you have undeubtedly contributed
and deliver it to Mf. Dugro, who has been
given some instructions, This enclosed leiter
whieh yeu are t6 hand him will give him
further instiuetions absut what te de wiih
the redemption fund, Me. Dugre is waiting
at the awrpert,
The Dragon has spoken.

“Well, of course I shall do every-
thing possible to cooperate,” said
Quinn from his bed. *“Though I had
not expected to be called out of a sick
bed. Thank you very much for com-
ing, Miss Ling.”

As soon as Silk showed I-tso Ling
from the room Quinn leaped up out of
bed and grabbed a pencil and paper.
Hastily he printed a few sentences 6A
it and slipped on his Black Bat otitfit,
Silk already had been told te keep the
Chinese girl talking for a few mintites,
and so It was that when she startec
baek toward the car she was startled
to see the Black Bat appear out of the
night and hand her a nete,

*Act on this immediately,” he told
her in a low wvoice. *“Tell him the
Black Bat will deliver the money. I'm
going to—er—hijack Teny Quinn.”

With Butch driving the coupe, the
Black Bat presently saw the outlines
of Dugea’s plane factory buildings
shape tip. No lights at all showed. An
ale of gloem permeated the place. The
Black Bat erdered the impatient
Buteh te step seme distance away, ah-
neuneing that he would g8 6n alene.

“Aw, Boss,” pleaded Butch, “can’t
1 just go in there with you and crack
sometint)igs head?”

*"Not this trip, Buteh.”

He took the heavy suitcase and,
carrying it easily, went in through the
gate and around the corner. The new
bomber was sittlng on the darkened
tarmae, and Walter Dugro was pacing
up and down net far away. He was net
aware that anyene wag near until the
Black Bat speke pleasantly.

“Good evening, Mr. Dugre.”
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Dugro whirled with an exclamation,
then saw the Black Bat.

“Whew, you gave me a start, Black
Bat! I—I was expecting Tony
Quinn.”

“I relieved him of the money, quite
forcibly, on his way out here,” the
Black Bat said coolly. “I thought it
best to take his place.”

“Thank heaven you have it, any-
way!” exclaimed the airplane manu-
facturer. "1 received telephoned or-
ders a little while ago to wait here
with the ship ready. That was all.”

“Right. I have your orders as to
how and to whom you will deliver the
ransom. If you'll step inside a mo-
ment you can read them,”

UGRO slid back the steel sliding

door for them té6 enter. He
opened the nete and read it by the
light of the match held by the Black
Bat.

“Good lord!” he breathed.

“Bad news?"

“As far as any hope of thwarting
this Dragon Master fellow is con-
cerned.”

“Suppose I go with you?”

Dugro pulled out his handkerchief
and mopped his sweating face. His
hand shook slightly as he returned it
to a pocket.

“It will mean my death to disobey
orders, Black Bat, but I'd feel a lot
safer if you would,” he said in uncon-
cealed relief. “Just promise me you'll
keep down out of sight when we land.”

Dugro showed the Black Bat the
note with the instructions. The air-
plane manufacturer’s orders were to
fly south to the Silverton Country
Club and make a landing on a three-
hunedred-yard stretch of level turf on
the golf course. Here he was to toss
otit the suitcase, then fly back again.

Donning parachutes, Dugro and the
Black Bat went out to the ship. Then
they were in the air, climbing up into
the black night.

Dugro sat in the left hand seat, the
wheel in his expert hands. The Black
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Bat stood further back in the fuselage.

“You say we're to land on the golf
course at Silvefton?” the Black Bat
asked, above the drone of the motors.
“1sa’t there danger of a crack-up with
ne greund lights?”

“I can handle her all right—I think.
She lands pretty slow and I've got
good landing lights in the wings.”

“I supose this Dragon Master would
like nothing better than to know that
the Black Bat was aboard,” the hooded
man suggested, with a dry chuclle,
“With him out of the way the head
of this sweet racket would have noth-
ing te fear.” =

Dugro nodded. “That's right.— The
Black Bat almost spoiled everything
for him. He would never be safe as
long as the Black Bat was alive.”

“Which, I think, is why you were
so eager to let me come along,” the
Black Bat said coolly. “I became cer-
tain of that after noticing that your
compass i8 net pointing south.”

Dugro whirled in the seat, whipping
out his gun with one hand. The plane
lurched wildly. But the Black Bat
had made a fllying dive forward and
grabbed the man who had been mas-
querading as the Dragon Master, pin-
iening his arms.

“Quick, Wang!" he yelled over his
shoulder. “Come up here and get these
controlsh”

With motors roaring the ship went
into a dive while the Black Bat strug-
gled to unsnap Dugro’s belt and drag
him free of.the controls. Leaping from
where he had been lying prone behind
ballast sandbags, Colonel Wang fell
headlong down on top of both imen
and got inte the pilet’s seat.

When the Bat had printed that mes-
sage and given it to I-tso Ling he had
suspected that the bomber might play
some part in this intricate extortion
scheme, after the money should be de-
livered to Dugro, and the contents of
his note to Wang had sent the Chinese
racing to the field where Dugro was
walting. Whea Quinn had drawn
Dugeo inside the hangar to read the
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message it had given the waiting Chi-
nese time to hide himself back in the
fuselage.

Dugro was fighting now like an in-
sane man.

“T knew I should have shot you the
moment you appeared,” the airplane
man panted. ‘“That’s what I was going
to do later—then knock myself out
after returning the treasure to the
proper people.” Somehow he seemed
to be taking a keen joy in making this
boastful clean breast of things.

“You're not trying to say that you
actually intended to return it?” de-
manded the Black Bat.

was subdued now. He lay

on the floor of the droning ship

a8 Wang circled and headed back
toward the field.

*“Yes. It is hidden in some empty
motor crates in my factory. It was this
way—Belmont didn’t know that this
bomber is a death-trap should it ever
get into a spin with a load. I knew
he’d never advance another penny for
some corrections necessary in the
wing design. In his greed to get that
ten million dollar order he kept press-
ing me until T was desperate. I also
knew Wang was going to find out the
truth.

*“So I had to stall them both—Wang
on the tests, and Belmont. The only
way out was to steal the treasure,
force them to pay ransom for it, then
use the money to have a dummy buyer
buy out Belmont’s share after telling
him the plane was no good. That way
I would have got control of my fac-
tory again, would have money to re-
design the wing, and—" He glared at
the Black Bat as he shouted wildly:
“And I'd have done it too if it hadn't
been for you!"

Wang circled the field at less than
five hundred feet and let down the
wheels. He brought the ship in for a
landing. By now the front of the
hangar was lit up, and as they rolled to
a stop the Black Bat saw men emerge
from it
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Dugro moved then, taking the Black
Bat completely by surprise. He
wrenched his right hand free and
caught the hooded man with a terrific
blow along the side of the neck.

The Black Bat's whole lower body
went half paralyzed and his legs gave
way. He tried to get up as Dugro
leaped over him, dived through the
fuselage doar? and broke into a run.

And the Black Bat, trying to drag
himself toward the door, saw him go
—helpless to do a thing.

Then from the pilot’'s compartment
behind him came the snapping reports
of a 9 mm. Luger. Wang shooting
through the open window. Dugro
stumbled and went down, tried to get
up, and lay still as more bullets from
the Luger poured inte him.

A familiar figure detached itself
from the group emerging from the
hangar. McGrath! He ran forward,
poking his head in the doer,

“Well, Black Bat, I knew I'd get
you some day,” he stated in a matter-
of-fact voice to the prostrate figure of
the floor of the fuselage. He browght
out his handeuffs. “You should have
knewn that. Here—stick ’em out.”

A cool voice in broken English cut
in then, its owner lining the Luger
pistol at McGrath’s thick middle.

“So sorry please,” said Colonel
Wang apologetically. “No take him
tonight. Velly good fliend of Wang.”

CHAPTER XX
Checkmated Again

OT ten minutes later
the Black Bat still
sat 1A the doorway
of the plane talking
toe Chivor, Belmont,
Dr. Ling, and Me-
Grath. 1-tse Ling,
whe had come to the
airpert with Wang,
had put in appear-

ia;_l@@ and was up in the pilot’s seat with
1.
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“And so, gentlemen, that's about
how it happened,” said the Black Bat,
finishimg; the long, detailed account he
had been giving. “Dugeo’s Aslation
Export outfit had been exporting
planes to belligerents from Califernia.
He saw trouble brewing and tricked
Mr. Belmont inte buying him eut
while he skipped eut te China until
things guieted dewn. Later he came
back and get Mr., Belment e bask
hira in this present plant. But the
bember was a failure and Dugre knew
it. He had knewn Duke Kasini in
€hina, and when he heard of the art
gollection heing Brolght ever he €8n-
seived the idea of settling all his treu-
Bles By a Big esup. He organized the
Bragen seciety merely as & front fof

Ris activities.”

E Black Bat locked at Paul Chi-
vor who was with the others.

“1 still don't know where you fit into
this, Mr. Chiver,” the Black Bat said.
““Somehow, though I'm coenvinced
you're not such a scoundrel as I was
Inclined to believe.”

“Thank you,” replied the pilot. “As
a matter of fact, I'm with the Bureau
of Narcotics. Before 1 joined the
Bureau I was a pilot. T was filying for
a Callifornia concern—Asiation Ex-
port—when word came from my
superiors that a District Attorney An-
thony Quinn of this city had a lead to
the fact that Duke Kaslni was smug-
gling in huge quantities of oplum
from China. We had been after him
for years. My new assighment was to
go t6 China and try te ferret him out
frem that end.

*So to make it look good I stunted
a plane, got myself fired, and we ar-
ranged to have my regular license re-
voked. After which 1 pulled the drink-
ing act and went to China. It took
months and months, but I finsllly
traced Kasini's shipments to European
ports and finally here on a tankee, We
got that last one, but he was too clever
to put himself in the open. We lald a
trap. 1 got word te Kasini that his

confiscated shipment of drugs was in
an old warehouse, hoping he'd try to
hijack it. I also contacted Chow Seto's
laundry as a customer, to clineh my
evidence.

“We waited and waited at the ware-
house for Kasini to make his play.
Nearly three weeks. He never seem-
ingly took the bait. Finally, last night,
one of our operatives telephoned that
the whole mob had been seen near the
Chow Sete laundry—around the hotel
next deer, We decided to take the
gamble of grabbing them off there and
eonvieting them on the evidence we
already had. Se we raced to the place,
only to find it in frearing Alames. By
the time we got back te the warsheuse
the meb had struelk—a fluke that
weuldn’t happen agaif in a hundred
years.”

“And now we've got them all sur-
rounded down beneath those con-
demned buildings,” Commissioner
Warnee sald grimly. “If they don't
come out we'll get them with tear
gas.”

“No-—no, Commissioner!"™ the Black
Bat shouted, and swiftly told how
Flash Mega had wired the place with
nitroe. A startled look came over the
commissioner's face as he swung to
MecGrath.

“Get on the phone and tell them to
hold off!" he barked sharply, urg-
ently. “Hunry!”

I-tso Ling moved hastily over to the
Black Bat and bent with her lips to
his ear. She whispered something in
it. He turned to Warner and the
others.

*“1t seems that Miss Ling was in-
formed by the Dragon Master—Dugro
—before she went to Quinn’s house
with the treasure that he had ordered
Flash Mega to fix up some kind of
devilish contraption that could be ex-
ploded when Dugro broadcasted on an
ufitised wave length. I'm alse assum-
ing, of course, that after my departure
the Dragen Master came back and re-
moved the bodies of Mega and the
thug se as not to arouse susplelen on
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the part of the others when they as-
sembled to be paid off.”

MCGRATH had disappeared at a
clumpsy gallep, but shertly re-
appeared. He came up to Warner and
shoolk his head.

*Too late, Chief. One of those con-
demned buildings went up about ten
minutes ago. It just rose up a bit and
then settled back again into a mass
of bricks, Headquarters just told me.
Fireman are digging in the wreckage
for bodies. Dugro musta fixed it for
that to happen right after he took off
in the plane. He was a clever guy—
just clever enough that we'll never
know how he managed to almost blow
me to kingdom come. And these two
poor guys, Fitz and Murphy—"

The Black Bat rose to his feet in
the doorway, still wearing the para-
chute.

“1 think I can enlighten you, Cap-
tain,” he said. “You will recall that
after the explosion on Quinn's lawn
only tiny splinters of wood were
found by police experts. I also remem-
bered then that Flash Mega was a
nitre expert. My suspicions took
shape when I found a streng bew and
several arrows in the underground
roem of Ohme, the Chinese thug.
When the metal arrew head was in-
serewed it revealed a tiny vial ef nitre
inside, with a nail plunger sticking
eut threugh the tip.

“Since an arrow has been fired a dis-
tance of several hundred yards it was
an easy tatter to place one on Quinn's
lawn as a warning te Eight Inecor-
porated. The police car was blown to
pieces in the same manner. You will
recelve that peculiak arrow weapen by
messenger tomerrow, Captaia, aleng
with the pistel 1 shet frem the Dragen
Master’s hand in their uwhdergreund
meeting reem tonight.”

He took from his pocket the shells
he had picked up on the airpert the
night Dugre had fired at him as he
took off with Harrisom, Compared
with shells fired frem Dugee’s gun.
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they would be final, conclusive proof.

McGrath took them and shoved
them in his ewn pocket. Automatically
he took out a cigar and bit off an end.

“All right, Black Bat, that winds up
everything,” he said. “All we need to
do is have Mr. Belmont and his re-
maining associates buy the treasure
with all this money they’ll get back—
and maybe buy a new vault door for
the musewnt—and everything is clear.
All except between you and me. I
don't shoot sitting game. But there's
nothing te prevent me hitting the
breeze for Teny Quinn’s house right
now 1A a police crulser to do a little
settling of my own.”

And the doughty officer hurried
away. Belmont had taken little part
in the conversation. He was too re-
lieved at the return of the money. He
looked at the Black Bat now.

“Could I give you a lift to town?"
he asked pallitely.

The Black Bat shook his head,
smiling.

“No thank you. But I'm going to
ask Colonel Wang to see that I get
home. I'm sure he won't mind.”

He got inside the plane and closed
the door. I-tso Ling translated to
Wang in rapid Cantonese, ignoring
her father's gesticulating commands to
come with him at eonce. Wang nodded
and spun the starter on the twe me-
tors. The speedy bomber roared down
the runaway and lifted inte the night.
The Blaek Bat directed Wang to fly
at less than a thousand feet over a cer-
tain section of towh. Even the Chinese
giel, cenfused by being in the alF,
would net khew where he landed.

As Wang shut off the motors only
short minutes later and the Black Bat
braced himselt to jump through the
doer, 1-tso Ling did semething that
was entirely American. She leaned
swiftly and pressed her lips te his
cheek.

“That is from the future Mrs. Wang
in appreciation for saving my hus-
band's ‘face,”” she murmured. *“¥Yes,
I'm returnlng with him te China.
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Wihen I tell my honorable father that I
may be apprehended some day as a
Dragon I'm sure he won’t object.”

Then she said something else that
sounded to him like “Tiangfze.”

“I beg your pardon,” said the Black
Bat.

“It’s one way of saying good-by in
Chinese,” I-tso Ling told him.

He braced his body against the door,
held shut by the force of the slip-
stream, and- tumbled out. A world of
darkness rushed up at him. He
counted five, pulled, and the big chute
snapped him upright four hundred
feet above the ground. As he landed
and hurriedly rolled up the parachute
there came the sound of a distant
siren.

W UCKILY the Black Bat had

landed within twe blocks of his
owh estate, ofi a vacant streteh of
ground. He dashed for the gatehouse
with the chute wadded in his arms,
dropped in the tunnel and sped inte
the house just as Captaln MeGrath
pulled up in front.

“Tony, where have you been ?” cried
Carol.

“T’'ll explain later,” he said, laugh-
ing as he yanked off his clothes that
were over his pajamas and jumped
into bed.

“Here—give me that bandage, and
get rid of those garments. MicGrath’s
outside.”
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The big officer came barging in.
Carol barely had time to open the bed-
room door before he ptished past her
and stopped shert at sight of Quinn’s
bandaged head.

“Well, I'll be—be—dammit te hell!”
said Captain McGrath in most un-
officerlike fashion.

Tony Quinn looked up at him with
his dead eyes and inquired in a weak
voice

“Is that you, MecGrath?
catch the Dragon Master?”

“You know blamed well I did, but
that I didn't get the Black Bat!” yelled
back the disgruntled MicGrath.

“I rather got that impression from
the way you came charging in here. I
believe that means you won a bet from
me in saying that the Black Bat would
show up in the Dragon case. But you
also lost one by not capturing him. So
I gather that we’re even.”

“Don’t worry—we'll meet again,”
was the reply as the disgusted Captain
McGrath headed for the door. I'll get
you one of these days. So long!”

“Tangite¥ ” Tony Quinn said coolly.

“Huh?” demanded McGrath sus-
piciously, abruptly, turning in the
doorway.

“It's one way of saying good-by in
Chinese,” Quinn informed him laconi-
cally.

“Bah!" snapped Captain McGrath,
slamming the front door as he went
out.

Did you
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In his mind's eye, Moram saw Nick being led to the death cell

Detective Joe Moran Wears His Heart on His Sleeve—but
There’s Plenty of Courage in It!

[HE blare of an old-fashioned
player-piano grated on Moran's
ear-drums as he hesitated in
front of Mom Petrelli’s tap-room. He
had a jeb to do—and he didn’t relish it.
But a newly made detective can't de-
eide what arrests are to be made. He
gets his erders, and earries them out.
The captain had said: *“Pick up Nick
Petrelli. We have a tip that he was
mixed up in the Vine Street holdup.”
A policeman had been killed in that
holdup, and Captain Dunn’s voice was
harsh and implacable. Moran wanted
to tell him Nick Petrelli couldn’t have
had anything to do with the crime.
Nick was a swell kid. This kind of
thing wasa't in his line. But one leek
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at the captain’s eyes told Moran there
was no use arguing.

He hesitated in front of the tap-room
just the same. This was his old neigh-
borhood. He’d been a kid here. He'd
pounded the pavement as a harmess
bull.

And all those years he had known
Mom Petrelli.

He liked and pitied the hard-work-
ing Italian woman, with her sparkling
black eyes and beaming smile. She’d
had bad luck all her life. Just when she
and her husband had licked adiversity,
old Nick died. There had been some-
thing of a mystery about the old man’s
death.

No one in the neighboehood ever
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seemed to know just what caused it.
And Mom wasn’t one to talk. She
sorrowed over her husband’s passing,
but confided in no one.

After awhile the folks in that section
forgot all about Mr, Petrelli. All they
knew was that the old lady was making
ends meet through her own unaided
efforts. Mom threw herself into the
struggle for existence—not for herself,
but for young Nick. He was all that
mattered. For him she managed the
tap-room in Arlington’s toughest sec-
tion. Her eagle eye marked the unpaid
beers over the bar. When trouble
started, she threw out the offensive
customers herself.

The men who frequented the place
were rugged, touchy characters—but
they had a wholesome respect for
Mom.

When she counted over the week’s
earnings, she chuckled to herself. They
1wet'e hoarded to send her boy to col-
ege.

That’s where he was now—at Ar-
lington University, coming home over
the week-ends to help Mom around the
place. They said he had a girl at
school, and sometimes a girl is good
for a fellow, and sometimes she’s bad
for him, depending on what kind she is.
Maybe this one wanted things Nick
couldn’t afford — and that’s why he
stuck up the gas station.

It was a clumsy job, anyway, Moran
thought. Nick—if it was Nick—had
worn a mask, but the attendant recog-
nized his red college sweater and cap.
They were Nick’s trademark on that
side of town. There weren’t any other
university boys in the meighborhood.
When Mom bought those articles of
clothing she never thought they might
send Nick to the chair. It was a ter-
rible thing to think of. Why did bad
things have to happen to a good woman
like her, Moran asked himself,

As for Nick, himself, Moran didn't
know whether he was at the tap-room
or not. Probably not—after pulling a
thing like that—but it was the best
place to pick up the trail. It was a
cinch Mon didn’t know anything about
it, because the tip about Nick had not
gone to the newspapers.

That made the job even tougher. It
was like telling a mother her son had
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been killed. Worse, because Mom
would rather have seen her bambino
dead than in a jam like this. She was
proud and strong, but not strong
enough to take such a blow. Ia his
mind’s eye, Moran saw Nick being led
to the death cell.

no use stalling. That'd
enly make it harder than ever.
Meoran had to take Nick away frem
her, and he would rather have etit off
his right hand than de it. Duty! It
was a fine word—a ringing, resenant
word, but new He hated it. The detee-
tive sighed, shook his head, pushed
open the deer, and went inte the tap-
reom.

There was nothing fancy about it—
just a bar, and a dozen tables. Smoke
fogged the lights in the ceiling, and the
narrow confines of the place were noisy
with the chatter of customers. They
were hard people. The percentage of
tough men and criminals was very high
in that section of town. Mom didn’t
care who they were. The money they
spent was for Nick—and that was
enough for her.

Mom Petrelli spied Moran, cried in
her rich Neapolitan voice:

“Yo, Joe! Where you been thisg
week? You no come to see me any
more. Don’t I treat you good, eh?”

Moran leaned on the bar. He couldn’t
meet Mom’s eyes. He’d always been
like a son of hers—next to Nick. He
loved the old lady, and now he had to
take away from her the one thing that
made her life happy.

“I've been pretty busy, Mom,” he
said, trying to sound casual.

“What's-a matt’? You got a girl?”

Moran tried to grin, but it made his
facial muscles seem warped.

“Not a chance. You're the only wom-
an in my life,”

“Huh!” she chuckled derisively. “A
handsome fella like you, and no girl!
I no believe-a that. But wait!” A smile
warmed the rosy face framed in still
beautiful black hair. “I gotta news—"

A lean man, with crooked eyes,
lounged up to the bar.

“Never mind the gab. Gimme a beer
—an’ remember, cops won't do either
you or me any good.™

Moran slanted his gaze sidewise.
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Bugs Malenti, Arlington’'s Public
Enemy Number One. A tough guy. A
killer. Everyone in that part of town
did as Bugs said. There wasnt a cop
on the force who wouldn't have given a
month’s pay to put a rap on Malenti
that would stick, but no one had been
able to do it so far. Meran itched to
smash his fist inte that sneering face,
but there woulda’t be any poinat to it.

So he summoned a smile to hid lips.
Malenti knew everything that went on
in a criminal way. Maybe he knew
about Nick. Maybe he might let some-
thing slip. A smart guy, yes, but a
braggart—and talkers sometimes told
things they never intended to tell
Take it easy. This fellow might be the
solution te the whele job.

“You seem kind of touchy, Bugs,”
he said. “What are you supposed to he
around here—a board of censorship, or
something ?*

“Never mind that, copper,” said Ma-
lenti unpleasantly. “If I don’t want her
to tell you tomorrow is Sunday, she
won’t do it; will you, Mom?"

Mrs. Petrelli shook her head. Ob-
viously she was afraid of Bugs. Any-
body could see that. But then, all the
neighbors were, too. Malenti was a big
shot. If the police couldn’t number the
men he had killed, Little Italy could.

Moran figured he knew what was go-
ing on. Mom had probably intended
telling him Nick was coming home.
Bugs was informing her as plainly as he
eould that he didn’t want her to say
anything about it. But that was where
the whele thing had a phony sound.

Even though Moran was young, he
was a pretty smart cop. Malenti kmew
that—and the way he had shoved him-
self into the conversation meant he
wantet! Moran to know he was shut-
ﬁﬂngOfﬂ up on the subject of young
Niek.

Why? Bugs never left anything to
chance. He always thought things out
in advance. So, why did he make it
plain that he wanted silence?

He wanted Moran to know that he
knew all about Nick! There was a
reason for that. What was it?

The detective shoved his untasted
glass away,

“Were you going to tell me anything
about Nick 7 he asked Mrs. Petrelli,

Mom looked past him, into Bugs'
malevolent eyes. She shook her head.

“No—no. What-a would I say about
him? To a cop. You don't-a have
nothin’ to do with college boys.”

“Sure he don't"” said Malenti. “TIf
he’s smart he don’t have nothin’ to do
with anybody around this joint, either.”

Moran crowded down the anger in
his throat. Wait. Just wait. That's
all, Malenti. I'd trade a lieutenant's
commission to get your scalp. If I
could only do that, and save Mom some
way. If I can’t I'll get you, anyway.

“Okay, Mom,” was all he said aloud.
“Give my regards to Nick as soon as
he gets home from school. I'm going
to use your telephone it you don’t mind.
This is kind of an easy night, and I'm
going to hang around awhile.”

IS hands were sweaty as he felt

in his pocket for a nickel. The
telephone booth was ifn back. He went
inte it.

He dialed the number, and while he
listened to the staccato little whirl in
his ears, tried to figure the thing out.
Maybe Captain Dunn could help him.
The precinct commander was smart.

On the face of it the thing didn't
make sense. Bugs Malenti was push-
ing himself inte the case. Why should
he do that? He wasn’t anxious te have
the cops get anything on him. They'd
be too anxlous for the chanee to geab it.
Moran mentally arranged and re-ar-
ranged the facts, as he knew them.

Captain Dunn listened to what the
young detective said. He gave no opin-
ion. Instead, he asked:

“What do yowr make of it?”

“Of course, it's just a guess on my
part,” said Moran, “but Malenti wants
me to know that he knows all abotit
Nick—and 1is tr iﬂg te cover him up.
That means, in the first place, he wasa’t
anywhere near the seene of the erime,
and has an alibl.”

“Sure he has,” said Dunn, *“Bugs
was here in the station, arguing with
me when the thing happened. I'm his
alibi. Laugh that off.”

“Then he's framing something,” said
Moran. “Could it be that he was trying
to rib me up so I'd forget about Niek,
and tail him? 1f I did, his boys might
help the kid te lam out of hers.”
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“Don’t worry about it,” Dunn said.
“T've got squad cars covering both the
front and back of Morn Petrelli's place.
A flea couldn’t get away without being
seen.”

The detective pondered that for a
moment. He hadn’t been told amything
about other men being on the assign-
ment. The captain must know more
than had been told him. That wasn't
right. If he had to risk his neck—and
break Mom’s heart at the same time—
he should know what it was all about.

“Look, Cap,” he said, “why are you
keeping me in the dark? What's this
all about, anyway?”

“A good cop obeys orders.” Dunn
barked at him, “and doesn’t ask ques-
tions. 1I.can tell you only one thing.
Bugs knows you’re Nick’s pal. That’s
why I sent yoeu over there. He's a big
mouth. He’s like? to say more than
he fmeans te. And, you know as well
as 1 do, that we want to get Malenti—
get him for keeps. Things are moving
on just as 1 figured they would. Go
back there, and rib him into saying
more. But—be careful, Joe.”

Moran hung up. Why couldn’t it just
be Malenti they were after? That
would be a pleasure. He"d be tickled to
death to shoot it out with that thug
any time. But in this case, no matter
how the thing worked out, poor Mom
would suffer. When she found out
what Nick had done she'd die. There
wasn't anything Detective Moran could
do about it. The dice were in the hands
of fate, and Detective Moran’'s heart
was heavy,

Moran opened the door of the booth,
and went back into the tap-room. All
of the customers had gone. Probably
Bugs had warned them away. They
needed only a hint from him.

MALENT[ was still there, hud-
| dled oA a chaifF in a eerner,
ﬁfﬁ_?klﬂg a clgarette very gquiet and
eVl *

“So you're back again, are you, cop-
per?” he asked insolently. “Well, don’t
ask Mom any more questions about
Nick. They make her nervous, don’t
they, Mom?”

Mom was polishing glasses behind
the bar. Her swarthy skin was tallowy.
Her hands shook a little. She kmewr!
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Bugs must have told her., And her
heart was breaking as she tried to oe-
cupy herself with usual tasks. All her
exuberance, all her unbounded gaiety,
were gone. Her face was dark, brood-
ing. Her gaze wandered restlessly be-
tween Malenti and Moran.

A grand old lady, Moran thought.
She idolizes the ground her kid walks
on. She'll fight like a tiger for him,
too. The right or wrong of things don’t
matter so far as Mom is concerned.
Her love goes above anything else.
Nick’s all she’s got, and she’ll tear out
her heart for him—mine, toe, it she has
to see me take him. Niek and I were
pals once, even if he is six years yoting-
er than I am. We fished and hunted
together. Now I'm hufting him.

Moran leaned against the bar and
looked at Bugs.

“Would it make you nervous If I
asked about Nick?” he asked.

Malenti rose, shuffled toward the
bar, his hand resting significantly in the
pocket of his coat.

“Yes, it would,” he said, “And when
I'm nervous, my trigger finger gets
twitchy."”

The detective laughed.

“Save that baloney for soimebody
else. I'm going to have little chat with
Mom—and you're going to pull that big
nose of yours out of what doesn’t con-
cern you. Understand?”

Then, behind the bar, Mo suddenly
stood straight and magnificent, her
arms akimbo, her gaze traveling be-
tween the two tight-faced men.

“You two justa shut up, and letta me
talk,” she cried. *This is my place.
Nicky—he's-a ray boy. Bugs, he say
Nick reb a place—kill a cop.”

There was something deadly in her
black eyes. Both men stared at her.

“Joe Moran, you my friend. No go
try pulling any bad business on me, eq?
You tella me. Bugs—he lie to anybody.
He lie now to hurt me. Telia me the
truth, Joe. Whatta you know about
my Nick?”

The detective’s mouth was dry as
leather. His Adam's apple choked him.
How could he verify what this lousy
rat had told Mom—even if it was true?
How could he strike all the joy of liv-
ing out of her with a word? It would
tear apart the whole fabric of her life
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to say that Nick was a thief and a mur-
derer.

It was too much to ask even of a
policeman. The words trembled on his
lips, and he couldn’t utter them.

“All right, I'll tell her again,” said
Bugs. “After all, I'm the kid’s pal, and
not a lousy cop. Take it with your chin
up, Mom. When I told you Nick stuck
up a gas station down on Vine Street,
and killed a harness bull in the get-
away, I told you the truth. Moran is
here to make the piach. Ain’t you,
Moran?”

Joe's eyes were fixed on Mom. She
gripped the edge of the bar with her
strong hands, gripped it so hard that
the knuckles showed white.

“Nick would not killa anybody,” she
said. “It's a lie. Tella me Bugs is ly-
ing, Joe. Just tella me that.”

Malenti showed his teeth.

“He can’t. It’s just as I told you,
Mom. The whole thing was a little
new to Nick. That's bad, because, as it
turns out, the bull doesn’t even know
anything is wrong.”

“You getta Nick into this,” said Mom
suddenly.

The gangster reached out his hands,
palms upward.

“You got me wrong. I wasn't in on
it. I got witnesses to prove I was on
the other side of town. Do you think
I'd a’ let Nick wear that red sweater
and cap everybody knows he wears, if
I'd been in on it? That’s what tripped
him up. That's why the cops are look-
in’ for him. He might just as well have
left his callln® eard.”

Mom’s vast bosom heaved emotion-
ally. She did not look at Joe Moran.
Her eyes were fixed on the gang leader.

“Looka, Bugs,” she said. “You are
a friend to my Nick, eh? You do for
him what you can, no?"”

“Sure. I'll get him out of this if I
have to kick the police department
apart.”

“Why? I remember you no like his
poppa so much.”

Malenti stiffened. So did Moran.
Moran could see the muscles ridge un-
der Malenti’s coat. He had been taken
by surprise, and was getting himself
ready for anything.

“What do you mean, Mom?” he
asked.

“You know what I mean, Bugs. You
never go for my Nick —why for Nico-
lino?"

“Well, I do. That's enough, ain't
it? You ought to be glad he’s got some-
body to stand by him in a pinch like
this. What in hell are you crabbin’
about, anyway?”’

Mom tightened her grip still more.

“I am notta crabbing, Bugs. But I
want to know—how, if you are not inna
this job—how do you know my Nicky
shoot this cop?”

Bugs shrugged his lean shoulders.

“Everybody knows. Even flathead
Moran here knows about it. The pa-
pers will probably be on the streets in
ten minutes with the whole story.”

Suddenly the whole thing was clear
to Joe Moran. Those few clipped sen-
tences told him everything.

The newspapers didn’t know Nick
Petrelli was suspected of murder. No-
body knew it but the police—and the
man who had tipped them off! That
meantt Bugss, himssif/, had beem the
steall ! And, it also meant that
he had engineered the holdup himself,
or had guilty knowledge of it. He was
engineering this whole thing to have
the blame placed on young Nick!
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cap, so the job could be blamed on
him—"

Malenti’s face went stark, staring
white. He turned Moran’s revolveg on
Caurso.

“Why, you dirty, doeublecrossin®™—"

“Wait a minute. You don’t need to
be afraid of what this cop hears. He
won't be around long enough to tell
anybody. But, ifistead of you doin’ the
framin’, you were the one who was
ffamed Bugs. At the very time I was
stickin’ up that gas station, the pmllce
had Nk Peltredlili at hbaddaisaers)
They were waltin’ for what happened.
When you ealled, and tipped them off
abeut Nick bein’ the killer, they had a
dictaphene recerding of it made, and
you never did knew hew te disguise

auf V@l@@; Bugs. Yel didn’t get that
mﬂe 8n Niek. Yeu pinned it oA
BU selfh

Moran listened to this in absolute
amazement, and ih spite of his aston-
ishment, he was happier than he had
ever been in his life. Caruso was tell-
ing the truth. There couldn’t be any
doubt of it, Nick was innocent, and
there was nothing to break Mom’s
heart after all. But the thlag he
couldn’t figure out was why he had
been sent to arrest Niek, when the
police khew Nick eouldn’t have done it,

At the same time, Moran knew he
was in a tough spot. True, there were
policemen waiting outside, but he could
be knocked off before they came in.
Both Bugs and Caruso had the hot seat
waiting for them. Another killing
could add nothing to their punish-
ment—

Moran looked at Mom Petrelli,
smiled. “It good news for you, any-
way, sweetheart,” he said, “lkmowing
Niek’s not in a jam,”

*I know that all the time,” she said.

Bugs spun around, glaring.

*“What's that you said?” he snarled
“You knew it."

Mom opened a tap and filled a stein
with foaming beer.

“Listen to me, Bugs,” she said in her
throaty voice. ““You hear only half the
story. I tella you the rest. Listen
close, becaiise maybe you don’t like it
so mtich.”’

“Let it go,” said the gang leader,
shuffling his feet nervously.

)

“Nine year ago, Bugs,” Mom said,
“you belong to the Mafia—the Blaek
Hand. You try to get money from fn%/
old Nick. He won't glve. You ki
hira—"

Malenti surged against the bar, his
eyes glaring.

*Yes, you do,” Mom went on. *“No-
body know it. Nobody can prove it.
But I know. And becatise of that you
hate me and my Nicoline. I hear lots
of things around this place. So, I find
out what you gonna do—and 1 seﬁd
Nicky to the district atiorney the night
of that stickup. They know-a he aln’t
got ﬁothiﬁg to do with it. They know
yaiiz havel

Malenti relaxed.

“That’'s what yeuw: think. All right,
Nick didn't have anything to do with
it. But the evidence they get ain’t
enough., 1If you and Meran went on
the stand it might be—but you wen'’t,
becatise I'm geing te kil yeu fight
here. Then, what have they get?”

Moran grinned. *“Sure, you can
knock us off,” he said, bt you can’t
get awa There’s a squad car in front
and back, and you haven’t got a charnee,
It's the chalf for you, Malenti, and
every decent persen iA Afliﬂgteﬁ will
give three cheers for that.”
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By WILLIAM L. HOPSOM

Muthbor of “Dbedwith Whiites the Asasswer,”
“Poee as the Jolkay,” afic.

HE traffic light turned to red.

With an exclamation of impa-

tience I halted and fumbled for
a cigarette. Over my cupped hands
1 neticed the green eges of the girl
dressed in yellow. She was staring
at something to my left. 1 looked in
that direction, but saw neo reason for
the fear mirrored In her eyes. Just
the usual noon-day scene of any busy
ftreet €orner.

At the policeman's whistllee I
stepped from the curb. The girl
lurched against me. 1 got a whiff of
orange blossoms and a quavering,
“Pardon, please.”

I turned to her, smiling. But she
had wheeled about and was fighting

1]

{ forced the gun out of his hand

her way back to the sidewalk. I
shrugged indifferently, inhaled deep-
ly, and shoved my hand into the poc-
ket of my light topeoat. My flingers
closed around an object that had not
been there thirty seconds before. My
steps lengthened then, a usual after
dinner stroll beeame almest a frun.
As the door of my office clicked be-
hind me, I drew from my pocket a
handkerchief through which I could
feel the two soft globular items
wrapped in it. I unfoldled the red
stalned linen. In the palm of my
hand 1 held—iwo glessyy human oyes!
For a moment I was frozen into im-

When a Dynamic Press Agent Discovers a Pair of Human Opties

in His Pocket a Grisly Murder Ring Is Doomed to Destruction!
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mobility. With a shudder I placed
the handierchief on the desk and sank
into a chair. Shaking, 1 drew a bot-
tle of Scotch from the top drawer. 1
dida’t bother with a glass. The bot-
tle gurgled and some of the chill left
fme.

With a trembling finger I touched
my grisly presents. They were hu-
man eyes all right—dull black, blood-
shot. Icy fingers seemed to flutter up
my spine. I tilted the bottle to my
lips again. There was ne doubt in
my mind that those spare parts had
been shoved inte my pocket when the
girl in yellow had jostled me at the
corner. But why?

I was lighting a cigarette when the
door was thrown open. I looked up
and into the maw of a .45 Colt held
steadily in the fist of a huge pock-
marked individual.

“All right, chump,” he growled
“Where's them glims? Ah, hete—"

He stepped forward, scooped up the
handkerchief with the eyes and thrust
the gruesome objects into his pocket.
Keeping the gun leveled at my head
he backed to the door,

“You ain’t seen nothin’, see?” he
said, as he fumbled for the doorknob
behind him with his left hand. *“No
callin’ the Law,”

“I've been asleep all day, Pal,” I
assured him..

He grinned. The door closed be-
hind him as he went out. I reached
for the phone, dialed 6226, Police
Headquarters. Before my ring was
answered I had an idea, The receiver
fell back on the hook. It was on a
spot. I couldn’t call the police!

The Law would be certain this was
a publicity gag. That phony jewel
theft of my client, Colla Colano, the
actress, while giving us plenty of
newsprint space had left me in that
state approaching “bad standing” with
the local flirstt. What was it the de-
tective-sergeant had said?”

*“So help me, one more phony caper
from you, and as sure as your name's
Jerry Jerome I'll put you away."

TRIED hard to get this situation
out of my mind. But why would
a keen-looking girl present a stramger
with two human eyes? 1 shivered a
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bit and tried to lose myself iii the
work piled on my desk.

When I left the office it was dark
enough for the work of two characters
who were loafing near the street door.
One on each side of me they closed
in, shoved their guns inte my ribs.
The one 6n my left was the chap who
had snatched the peepers from my
desk.

“Walk straight out to that car,
Buddy,” he ordered.

At the ear my pock-marked escort
got into the back seat with me. The
other lug, a little round-shouldered
hood, slid under the wheel. Pock-
mark jammed a cigarette into the cor-
ner of his mouth, shoved the pack to
me. Keeping to the quieter streets we
traveled at a moderate speed out of
town.

“Where are we going?” I asked.

“Guess?” cracked Pock-Mark.

The driver laughed.

“Wait,” I pleaded.
taken—Is this a ride?"

“Take it easy, Buddy,” said Pock-
Mark. *“It ain’t gonna hurt you. But
you know too much for the Chief.
It'll soon be over.”

“Now, look—" I began.

“Shut up?’ barked the hood.

Shrugging, I settled back on the
cushions, and with the back of a trem-
bling hand smeared away the cold
sweat on my forehead. Pock-Mark
now drew his hand from his pocket,
grasping a .45. The car slowed, turned
off the main road into a narrow tree-
lined lane. Pock-Mark lurched against
me; then put both hands on the seat
to straighten himself. I decided it
was time to act. I acted.

My left fist crashed against Pock-
Mark’s jaw. He reeled away, bring-
ing up his gun hand. I knocked aside
the gun, smashed my right into his
mouth. The gun roared, sending up
a geyser of fflanee. The car swerved
suddenly. We crashed. Glass splint-
ered and showered over us. I was
thrown heavily int® Pock-Mark.
Whirling darkness, star-shot, closed
around me, . . .

When I opened my eyes it was very
quiet. Except for the lonely croak-
ing of a frog far off on the right there
was no sound.

“Am I being
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Stiffly, I pulled myself erect. In
the moonlight I saw Pock-Mark
sprawled on the floor. The little
driver was slumped over the wheel.
My head ached and T tenderly felt
the large lump over my right eye.
Poclk-mark groaned weakly.

I grasped the handle of the door
nearest me and shoved. It was
jammed. I wheeled about and began
to crawl over Pock-Mark to the other
door. As my hand touched his chest
I felt something hard. A gun! 1
reached into his pocket and found, not
a gun, but a bottle. A wide mouthed
cylindrical bottle. I started to drop
it, hesitated, drew the cork, sniffed.
An antiseptic. 1 put the bottle into
my pocket and crawled out of the car.

The few drivers abroad that night
were not picking up hitch-hikers. My
shoes were new and tight. Before I
walked to the end of the car line my
feet were as sore as my throbbing
head.
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The street car I was riding didn't
pass Police Headquarters, and my feet
were too stiff and painful te walk the
three blocks from my hotel where I
left the ar. In my room 1 put through
a call to Head?uaftefs and asked for
Sergeant Calhill,

“This is Jerry Jerome, Mike,” I said
pleasantly. *“If you're not too busy
you might run out to the first lane be-
yond the city limits on Route Twenty-
five. You'll find a wrecked car, two
men in it. Then come to me for de-
tails.”

*Is this another one of your phonies,
Jerome?” Cahill barked. *“So help me
if it is I'll see that—"

“Listen, Flattie,” I interrupted. “As
a taxpayer 1 don’t want any back wash
from the publie servants. I'm report-
ing an auto wreck, the aftermath of
fmore serieus crimes such as kidnap-
ping, attempted murder, et cetera.
Now, get busy.”

HOPE Nellie, the switchboard

giel, wasn’t listening iA. No nice
giel should ever hear the sulphurous
blast that Cahill stormed at me be-
fore he slammed the receiver. I
laughed as 1 walked away from the
phone,

I removed my coat, dabbed some
iedine en My head, and was soaking
my aching feet when the phone rang.
It was Nellie.

“Mr. Jerome,” she whispered, “a
City detective and our own little sun
ray are on their way up to see you.
I never saw a man as mad as the city
dick.”

*“Thanks, Nellie. Thanks a million."”
I hung up. Outside a bellow sounded
like a bull elephant in pain. It was
Cahill. I locked the door, got my
socks and-shoes, sat on the bed while
I hustled inte them. The door ac-
tually bulged when it was struck,

“Open this door!” roared Cahill,
“You're in there. Open up!"

"Wait a minute, Mouthy,” I called,
as I struggled into my coat.

“T'll teach yow,” Cahill was telling
the world. *“A wreck, eh? A little
glass sprinkled about. A scraped tree,
and some tire marks. Another of your
tricks for some publicity-seekim’ so-

and-se. Open this door?”

I hesitated only a moment longer.
I leaped to the window. From the
fire escape 1 glanced back Intoe the
room as the door was whipped open.
The house dick had sed his pass-key.
Cahill, his honest square face a red-
purple pieture of rage, stormed into
the room. 1 sprinted to the street.
Cahill’s threats followed e, blister-
ing the night aifr,

At the Luray Hotel, over on the
South Side, I registered as Joseph
Sanders and was assigned to a two-by-
four cell on the third fitanr. Alone
in my room I began to undress. As
1 hung my coat over the back of a’udnair
I felt the bottle of antiseptic I'd taken
from Podk-Mark, Curious, I got a
tumbler and pulled the bottle from
my pocket. e bottle tipped up and
8 flvid %ushed into the glass. Msp!

Plap! Two tiny splashes.

1 leaned closer. The eyes! When
I straightened up, the face that stared
back at me from the cracked mirror
of the dresser was dress-shirt white,
except for a touch of green abotit the
mouth. I returned the eyes to the bot-
tle, placed the bottle in my pocket and
started for the door. Cahill would
have to believe this. But weuld he?
What would the peepers prove? Ab-
solutely nething. Any goed press
agent could score for a palr if he
needed them badly enotigh.

I turned out the light, crawled into
bed. But I didn’t sleep. Mentally I
cursed myself for trying te worlk this
thing out alone. But right along with
the horrer and fear that kept me wide-
eyed and sleepless I felt a thrill of
danger, quite new and strangely, quite
pleasant.

When I left the hotel the next day
it was nearly noon. After a quick
light lunch I went to the office of the
Tritunee. Lin Rish, police reporter
and old friend of mine, was busy at
the moment.

I sat down to wait. 1 picked up an
early edition of the paper. The front
pages were devoted to the latest lack
of news abotit the disappearance of
Bart Benton, The reward offered for
his return by George Morse, Benton’s
partner, was a honey—ten grand.

(Cunttingdd on page 103)
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But the story that held my interest
was a short bit abotit Tim Locke,
brother of “Happy” Locke, our lead-
ing underworld character. Tim had
been freed largely because he had gone
blind in prison, and was te6 be sefit by
his brother to a speeialist in New
York. There was a little filler that I
read twice, It teld of a New Yerk
dector’s theery relative te transplant-
ing human eyes.

Lin Rish was glad to see me, but he
could give me no infoemation about
the two hoods who had tangled with
me. My descriptions fitted no loecal
hot shots known to6 him,

“You'll be the death of me, Jerry,”
said Rish, laughing, as he ushered me
out. “Someday you’re going to be in
a real jam and— Waell, remember the
chap who shouted ‘Wolt." Take those
eyes back to the medical school where
you bought them.”

TM‘H angry, I didn't answer.
If Rish wouldn’t take me seriously
what chance was there of me convinc-
ing the Law that I was in a tight spot
and needed help? I walked dejectedly
to the street. A sudden whiff of
orange blossoms snapped me back to
reality. The girl-in-yellow had just
passed! Only now she was dressed in
blue. 1 followed as she hurried down
the thoroughfare.

At the corner she entered a tan
roadster that moved off as the door
shut behind her. A passing taxi gained
a fare as 1 swung aboard.

“Keep that fancy heap in sight,” 1
ordered the driver.

*Okay,” he grunted.

As we left the heavy downtown traf-
fic for the quieter suburban streets,
my driver dropped farther behind.
Near the city line, the car ahead sud-
denly pulled into the curb before a
large brick house, set in the middle
of a large, well-kept lawn. An iron
spike fence enclosed the property.
The girl entered the high gates as we
cruised slowly past. At the corner
I left the cab. The tan car roared by
as I was paying the driver. Seated
at the wheel was—Pock-Mark.

(Qortitiweted on pagee 1Y)
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I sprang back inte the cab.
after that car!” 1 shouted.

Pock-Mark was losing no time. We
breathed his dust for five or ten miles
out of town. Then he turned off the
highway at the Dolla¢ Siga, a high
class roadhouse known as the head-
quarters of the gambling and spend-
ing brotherhood. But we ecentintied
on. At the next curve of the read 1
had the eab headed back te tewn.
Slewly we dreve past the Dollar Sigh,
The tan ear was parked at the rear of
the jeint.

A half mile from the roadhouse 1
left the cab. I wrapped the bottle of
antiseptic in some rags from the tool
Ctﬁitl’l wrote a short note to Sergeant
C .

“Get along, little cabbie,” I said to
the driver, grinning. *“If I don’t con-
tact you by morning see that Cahill
gets this note and package.”

“Okay, Chief,” he agreed, pocketing
the double-sawbuck I gave him.

Then I cut into the woods and
headed back to the roadhouse. I had
a hunch that the answer of the enigma
of the pickled eyes was hidden some-
where within the sinister confines of
that dive,

For several hours I lay concealed in
elder bushes on a slight rise in the
rear of the Dollar Sign. Just before
dark Pock-Mark and another char-
acter came out of the back door
and entered a small out-building. In
a little while I saw them lugging sev-
eral odd shaped boxes to the car.
There was something vaguely fa-
miliar abetit the shape of those boxes.
I had seen boxes like them before. As
the ear dreve off 1 get the mental
flash. These bexes, with the tent-
shaped eenes were the erates in which
large bettles of acid were shipped.

Acid? I felt cold all over as the un-
pleasant answer formed in my mind.

The sun slid down behind the hill
on which I lay. Lights, green, blue
and yellow, from the roadhouse fough
against the approaching darkness with
indifferent- success. Huge neon signs
in red and blue spent themselves reck-
lessly upon the night from all sides of
the Dolla¢ Sign. Cars began to pull
up at the front of the joint. Night

“Get

life was getting under way. So was 1.

I cautiously made my way to the
shed, found the door locked. With a
fist-siizagt] stone I smashed the padieck.
The door closed behind me with a
moan of protest frem the rusted
hinges. A foul aerid eder assailed my
nese.

The flame from my cigarette lighter
threw weird leaping shadows around
the almost empty shed. It was empty
except for several sheets of copger,
stacked neatly in one corner. I had
expected to find copper, but not like
this. I advanced te examine the
stacked sheets. As I bent ever seme-
thing shene ﬂullg from the dirt fleer,
I seraped aside the dirt and expesed
a diamend stickpin., 1 drepped it inte
fmy peeket, and, hearing the squeak
of the Ringes, whirled areund. A Beam
of light stabbed me in the faee.

“Get 'em up!”

I knew that voice—Pechk-Mark. My
hands went slowly overhead. Pock-
Mark let the ray of light play about
the shed: Then he crossed to me.

“Welcome home, PalL.” He laughed.
“We've been worried about you."

E patted me down in a quick

frisk, then herded me ahead of
him into the roadhouse. At a closed
door at the end of the hall Pock-Mark
knocked lightly.

“Come in,” a voice invited.

I opened the door and stepped into a
brightly lighted office. A man sat on
each side of the wide desk. Behind
the desk sat a8 ruddy-faced fellow
about middle age. It was Happy
Locke, Spread epen before him was
a newspaper. He raised his brows, but
sald nething.

*“This was messmi® around in the
shed, Chief, He's the lug that got the
glims,” drawled Pock-Mark.

Happy Locke smiled, revealing a set
of even white teeth.

“What were you doing in the shed ?”
he asked. His voice was soft, pleas-
ant.

“Looking for the body of the man
from whom you’ve taken the eyes you
mean to have grafted into the head of
your convict brother,” I snapped.

Happy Locke threw back his head
and laughed. His laughter roared out



and smothered the sneering cluckles
of the others. He continued to laugh,
and the amused grins of the others
were turned on me. I felt my face
flame as red as that of a school kid giv-
ing the wrong answer on Parent-
Teacher Day.

“I suppose that copper in the shed
isn't a dismantled tank?” I shouted.
"I suppese 1 didn’t smell muriatic?
I suppose a body wesa’t recently de-
stroyed there?”

There was no laughter now.

“Did he have them on him?"” Locke
asked Pock-Mark.

“NO."

“What did you do with the eyes?”
Locke asked me.

“They’'re ia a safe place.” 1
grinned.

Happy Locke leaned back in his
chair. He nodded slightly, and his
teeth flashed in a smile.

“All right, Pock,” he said. *“Take
him out and make him talk.”

As Pock-Mark marched me out
Locke ordered another of the hoods to
tag along. The backdoor opened out-
ward. 1 turned the knob, opened the
door, leaped through and slammed
the doer in Pock-Mack's face. A bul-
let smashed through the door. As I
raced toward the woed, a gun roared
onece=twice, and again, A slug sang
threugh the night at the level of my
éar,

I bent lower and added the last
ounce of speed. I plunged into a
tangle of elders and Spanish bayonet.
Glanclng back, I saw twe men stum-
bling up the slope after me. Heedless
of the sting of briars and nettles I tore
deeper inte the weod. 1 made a wide
halt eirele and struek the highway a
fnile fram the Dolllar Siga.

It would be dangerous thumbing a
ride, since Locke's playmates would
be patrolling the roads looking for me.
But I decided to risk it. Twe cars
sped past ignoring my frantic waving.
The third picked me up.

I parted from my Good Samaritan
downtown. At a drugstore 1 bought
a flladhllight, and got an address from
the phone book. Then 1 was set.

For the second time that night I
was guilty of illegal entry. 1 fiashed

(Canitiueed on page 105)
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my light around the offices 6f Benten
and Morse. A plcture of Benten,
mtch better tham the newspaper
prints, stoed en the desk. 1 peered at
it closely befere putting it iate my

of| ShiFt,

When I had drawn the shades on all

the windows, hung a rug over the

frosted glass on the door, and stuffed
paper into the crack under it I
snapped on the lights. Then I went
to work on the books of the fittm. I'm
not a C, P. A, but once sure of my
ground I checked it all the way.

With a grip of satisfaction I
climbed out through the window I had
broken to get in, and crept noiselessly
down the fire escape. I hunted up a
cab and gave terse orders to be driven
to Headquarters. Then I changed my
mind. Man! If I could clean this up
myself woulda’t Cahill leok foelish
when I called him in at the kill?

*“To your office,” 1 instructed the
cabbie.

T the Red Cab Company offiices 1

found the driver to whom 1 had
Intrusted the eyes. 1 got the package
and the nete te Cahill frem him; put
the bettle in my pocket and tore up
the nete. 1 might have a lot of driv-
ing te de, s6 I inguired for the nearest
Drlve-Tt-Yourselt.

While walking the few blocks to
the garage 1 tried te fit together the
pieces of the puzzle I now held. Part
of it was clear. The eyes were those
of Bart Benten. George Morse, his
partner, had been dipping deeply into
the firm’s till. 1t followed that Morse
mtst be 1A some manner responsible
for Benten’s death. Wiy? To pre-
vent discevery of the thefts, or more
likely, to forestall arrest it Benton
lgad learned of the leak in the cash

0X.

But why destroy the body? There
was only one reason. If Benton were
killed and his body found, his heirs
would demand an accounting of his
estate. But if he disappeared it
would be seven years before the courts
declared him legally dead. Morse
would have a free hand, if that were

case.
hy had the eyes been removed
How did Happy



Locke fit in? Why had the eyes been
given to me? Who was the girl-in-
yellow?

I decided to answer the last question
first. I drove rapidly to the neighbor-
hood of the house I'd seen the girl
enter that afternoon. At a gasoline
station a few blocks from the house I
bought some oil and gas. To the over-
alled youngster who served me I put a
question.

“That big house is Bert Benten's,
he answered, ""the missing million-
aire.”

“That green-eyed girl I saw going
in the house. Who is she?” I asked.

“That's Sheila Kerby, Benten's sec-
retary,” he replied. “Boy! She's got
what it takes, eh? She comes in here
for gas.”

I sheved him a bill and didn’t bother
with the change. The green-eyed
charmer Benten’s secretary? Why,
that didn’t make sense. Or dld it? 1
mopped the sweat from my forehead.
Of course, Benten’s secretary was
George Morse’s flame and she was in
eahoots with the thieving partner,

Suppose I was right; was ffiguring
it right all along the line? 1 could
prove Morse a thief, yes. So what?
I couldn't—the hell I couldn’t! Like
a gleaming light in the dark the
answer to my grief cut through the
fog of questiens, 1 threw back my
head and laughed. -1 had them cold
now,

I pulled into the curb, dashed into
a small store. After I looked up
George Morse’'s address and phone
Aumber, I twisted the dial. At a
shrilled, “G. Morse,” I muttered,
“‘erng Aumber,” and huni . He
was home; and I needed to know that
for my Aext move, 1 dialed head-
guarters, asked for Sergeant Cahill.

*This is Jerry Jerome,” I began.
Cahill began to whoop it up. *“Shut
up, you peanut-brained yokel! I
snapped. “T'm levelling—all the way.
This is big stuff. Get Happy Locke
and his pals under the key. Pick up
Shella Kerby, Benten’s secretary,
then—=""

“Wait a minute,” Cahill roared.
“If you're levellim’ — and the Fates
help you if you ain’t—I can get the
Locke pack. They’re subject to a

feuvninHedd on page 16¥)
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pinch any time. But the Kirby dame
— Nothin’ doin’. I don’t go out on
that limb on your screwy say-so.”

“Okay,” I rapped, “don’t. But when
you've got Happy and his mob safe
bring Locke to George Morse's apart-
ments in the Cunningham on Market
Street. Tell Locke you're holding
him for the Benten killing, and then
button up. Get it?”

*“No, 1 don’t,” Cahill barked. “Ben-
ten ain't dead—or is he?”

“Do as I say, Mike, and come next
Promotion Day your wife will be Mrs.
Litedeeanstnt Calull.”

I heard the deep breath he inhaled
then. He began to outline the dire
consequences to follow if I were wild-
goose-chasing him again. I hung up,
sighing.

URRYING I lost no time in get-
ting to the Cunningfham. George
Morse had the whole secomd floor.
The clerk called his apartment, then
turned from the phone.
“Mr. Morse will see no one this eve-
ning,” he apologised. “I'm sorry.”
“So Morse thinks,” I snapped, tak-
ing a card from my case. On the back
of it I scrawded:

“The AYES have it,” says Benten.

“Have this delivered to Mr. Morse,"
I said, handing the hotel clerk the
card. He shrugged and meotioned
over a uniformed boy who put the card
on a tray and disappeared into the ele-
vator.

In two minutes Morse phoned that
he’d see me. I didn’t wait for the ele-
vator. I raced up the stairs, knuckled
Morse, a bald
head, red face, and barrel belly stuffed
into a gray suit, opened the door.

*“Come in,” he invited, his voice high
and tinny. Ht glanced at my card
in his fat stubby fiingars. “Please ex-
plain this.”

I glanced around the well-furnished
room, crossed to a wide chair, flopped
down and grinned up at Morse who
stood before me.

“What'll you pay for a pair of
slightly used eyes?” 1 asked.

*“Are you mad?" he squeaked. “Who
are you? What do you want?"

I held up three fimgers, crossed my



legs. “Number one,” I drawled, turn-
ing down a ffirgsr. “I'm very sane.
Number two, none of your damn’ busi-
ness. Number three, I want to get rid
of a pair of eyes—Benten’s."”

Morse's retreated farther into the
folds of fat around them. He smiled
crookedly, then shrugged.

“Please leave,” he shrilled.

I sprang up, grabbed him by the
shoulders, swung him around and
slammed him into the chair. I clamped
my left hand on his flabby throat and
leaned over him.

“Listen, Morse —" I began, when
from the side of my eye I caught a
glimpse of motion. I looked up—into
a mirror. Covering me with a small
automatic in a trembling hand, Sheila
Kerby stood in a doorway. I re-
leased Morse, straightened up and
faced the girl.

*“This is he, George,” she said, walk-
ing toward us. “He is the man in
whose pocket I put the eyes when—"

“Shut up, you fool!” screamed
Morse.

Careful to keep out of the line of
fire, Morse moved to the side of
Sheila Kerby He transferred the gun
from her trembling hand to the quiv-
ering fat of his own paw.

“Now, you meddling idiot,” he
shrieked at me. “You’'ll never repeat
what you just heard. I'll call it self-
defense.” The dimples at his knuckles
widened as he tensed for the shot. He
hesitated, took a step back. “Where
are they?” he shrilled.

I had been close to death before.
It took a moment for me to get control
of my parched vocal machinery.

*“Morse, the Law will be here any
minute,” I warned. “Happy Locke is
under arrest. Don’t make it worse for
yourself by—"

An authoritative knock on the door
interrupted me. Morse’s eyes widened.
He turned to Sheila Kerby, who sat
tense and white-faced in a chair at
his right. As I sprang forward,
swinging from the hip, Morse turned
to me. My fist buried itself in the fat-
ness that was his jaw. He spun back
and I grasped his hand and forced the
gun to fly out of it. I hit him again to
quiet him. With a groan he fell,
heavily.

I wheeled around in time to stamp

(Canitivedd on page 110)
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my foot on the gun, bruising the
clutching fingers of Sheila Kerby as I
did so. I picked her up, shoved her
into a chair and pocketed the rod.
Then I opened the door.

Happy Locke, handcuffed and
scowling, was hustled in, Mike Cahill
lumbered in after him. He looked
at the weeping Sheila, then at the un-
conscious Morse. His lips tightened
into a narrow line. He cocked one
scarred eyebrow, opened his mouth,
then noisily clamped it shut.

“Make yourselves at home, gentle-
men,” I invited, grinning.

HILE Cahill prodded Locke to

a chair and settled himself on

the table, I gathered up Meorse, who

was coming around, and dumped him

inte a chair clese to Happy Locke.

ggganl sat down beslde Sergeant Mike
il

There they were: Sheila Kerby.
nervously twisting a hemdikerchmief;
Happy Locke, sullem and alert;
George Morse, moaning a little and
dabbing at the thin trickle of blood
that oozed over his chins. If Cahill

wayt | had any doubts about backing my play
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he didn’t show them.

Rapidly 1 sketched the picture
while four pairs of wondering eyes
centered on me. 1 painted it all in
black. I told them about Morse’s

lundering of the eefngaﬁy funds, and

ow 1 eould praue: it by the records:

Sheila I{efbys part 1n giving me
the eyes, her acknewledgment of it;
L.ocke's demeuntable cepper tub foF
acid baths; the acid seaked fleor of
the shed; the diamend pin that 1 Adew
to be Benten's,

When I fimished I pointed to Sheila.

“I can promise nothing,” I said
quietly. *“But to talk now might be
the detour into the Big House from
the road to the chair.”

She sprang to her feet, her eyes
feral with fear — or hate — or both.
Her hands balled into tiny fists.

Morse gulped, ran a fat finger
around his wilted collar. “Suppose I
talk? Will you promise—" Morse

lo- | began.

“Quiet, damn you!" roared Locke.
Stand pat. They can't prove a thing.



It won't hold up in court.”

Cahill’s heavy hand smashed into
Locke’s mouth. Locke slumped back,
his dazzling smile permanently dam-
aged.

“Talk,” Cahill hissed,
Morse by the shoulders,

Morse nedded in my direction.
“He’s right. 1 did use the company’s
money. 1 used it to pay the huge
debts I ran up at Locke’s gambling
tables. When Benten learned about
it he gave me twenty-four hours to
make good. This was all Locke’s
scheme. I was to pay him twenty
thousand over a peried of two years.
He had Benten kldnapped and—ah—
disposed of the bedy.”

“The eyes,” 1 snapped.
were they kept?”

“I insisted that I be given proof of
Benten’s death and proot that the
body would net turn up. Leocke prom-
1sed Efoef The eyes were his idea of
proot. Preot and alse an effective
warning for me to play falr—I sup-
pose.”

Morse’s head fell
shuddered.

“Why did Shelia give them to me?”
I demanded.

“Don't say any more, Georgie,”
Shella cried. “Don’t!”

Locke called me,” Morse went on,
ignoring the girl, *“and told me the
proof was ready. I sent Sheila. On
the way back te my office, Sheila be-
came panic-stricken when a traffic
officer walked toward her. She put
the eyes in the pocket of a man near
her—you. Loecke had a man of his
trait her. He saw the foolish thing
she had done and followed you. And
yeu knew the rest.”

Morse closed his eyes and leaned
back in the chair. His face was no
longer red; it was a streaked purple.

“So that’s it,” 1 snapped at Locke.
“You sent Poclk-Mark back for me;
and after 1 was taken care of properly
he would have made delivery of the
eyes, eh?”

“Yeah?"” Locke sneered. *Prove it.
These yaps sang, but I wen't. Sup-
Ease T was sucker enough to admit

/pumping Benten? FEver hear of a
corpus delleti, Smart Bey?” He
snofted c@mempmausly

(Canotided on page 112)
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Mike Cahill, a puzzled frown pull-
ing his heavy brows togetier, looked
at me. Bunching his fists he started
for Locke.

“Wait, Mike,” I said.

I produced the picture of Bert
Benten. stood it on the table. The
bottle eontaining the eyes I placed be-
side the picture. I tossed the pin up
and caught it in my hand, fimgering it
while I carried en. Touching the pie-
ture I lald a fitnger on the eyes.

“Here’s the pay-off, Locke,” I
warned. *Ceourtreom pay dirt, toe.
J. Edgar’s bright boys have recently
proved that there is as marked a dif-
ference between the markings of the
human eye as on the ffi s It has
been sald that photegeaph es will
take the place of trmfmﬁ ng. In
time it will.. Okay! Here’s a fine ple-
ture of Benten. Enlarged photes will
bring eut the eyes in mierascopic de-
tail. Here,” I touched the bettle, “are
eyes for comparison. Get it? The
establishment of a cerpus deligti=
which after all means nething mere
than the establishment of a erime.”

I paused. Locke was not sneering
now. He leaned forward, breathing
heavily. I leaned closer to him; held
out the pin. It filashed flive. I touched
the picture, my finger on the stickpin
in Benten’s tle.

“The only way,” I continued, *“to
identify a diamond is by micro-photes.
I found the pin at your joiat. It will
be compared with the one in the pie-
ture. All this with Morse's confes-
sion, youk recerd and reputation, any
tidbits your pals may produce undet
the light hands of the boys at Head-
quairters builds up the State's case.
You'll beat it? You'll fry, rat!”’

After Cahill subdued the raging
Locke with a neat right hook 1 phoned
the order for the Hurry Buggy. As
I turned from the phone 1 grinned at
the doubting sergeant.

“Now yeu can apeolegize, you big
ape, for those earlier harsh words.”

Cahill smiled crookedly, and drew
a folded paper from his pocket. Hand-
ing it to me he observed dirily:

“1 won't be neediint® this now.”

I laughed as 1 toek the warrant
charging one Gerald J. Jerome, press
agent, of Obstructing Justice and Dis-
orderly Conduct, and tore it up.
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That wasn't farr'
B g; We hadda de it aid Mom:

Lee%;a I krew you sinee you_are
little boy, Joe. ¥eou are IfisH. Yeu
shew the feelings tee mueh: I yau
knew, yeu shew your hand: Y u Hp
Bu s off. This Wazv yeu den't new

he ean 566 tha yeu éeﬁt knew:!

But what abeut

Mom threw back er §heulder§ and
legked at him piovdly.

“Onee, longa time age, 1 sing at La
Scala in Mﬂan T am an aetr§§§ Joe=
and if 1 ean't fool that Bu falénﬂ.
then T am no goed at all. To get even
for my N;sk and Ni@@im@, I ean play
aan part!”

oran Yose.

“Den't go,”" said Mem. “In eouple
minutes, Captain Dunn bring Nieky
over. Then we have spaghetti, ne—
End celebrate that Bugs no lenger is

ere.’

Moran sat down.

“Mom," he said, “I thought 1 was
trying to take care of you. It looks
a? th@ggh I better get you to take care
of me!"
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Lemon duice Recipe Ghecks
Rheumatic Pain Qulekl

If you Buffier from rheumatic or neuritis pain, thm
sumple inexpensive home recipe. Get a package of Ru-Ex
Compound, a two week's supply, mix it with a quart of
water, add the juice of 4 lemons. Often within 48 hours
— sometimes overnight il results are obtained.,
If the pains do not quickly leave you, return the emptiy
package and Ru-Ex will ecost you nothing to try. It
sold under an abselute money-hack guatrantee. Ru-Ex
Compound ia for aale by drug Biores everywhere.
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CANNTT COMPETE WITH

No sane person would tackie a machine-gun nest armed with a
smoothbore musket! ® Yet thousands of men try to get ahead in
Business and Industry armed with training as obsolete as a filirtlock
—and wonder why they don't succeed! ® You can storen the fortress
of Success—and achieve it!—only if your training is sound, praeticat
and up-to-the-minute. One way to get that kind of training is through
the International Correspondence Scheols! Theusands of I, C. 8.
graduates have “meved up” Into pesitions of leadership and larger
rewards, because they kaew that, other things egual, /daaFVAg
fmeans eammagk! e This coupon will bring you cemplete infermatien
that's vital to youwr success! Mail it—not tomortew, But Figiht How}
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Buy direct from us and
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Don't wait untill I's ton Inte andl lose your teeth,
Roleiwe hags discovered] it simple home remedy called
I'YRO which hfis astoumdka] the medical profession,
I'VRO awts right at the trouble apd kilis the poisen-
ous pPmis. Ope reasem why PYRO weorks so effica-
eiously 18 heeauge it actwally penetrates the gwme,
thereby kitling the )iferips ingide amd snit. Remémher
pyorthea and tremeh mowth. 1F Hi‘xﬁﬁt‘imdﬁd‘l-. e iits
the infeetion to spred ﬁmakl\t--. ARN hefare yon knew
it, teeth are ratteq Hid Nene cofisitwetion i destreved
and teath falh ouf,

PYRO SAVES
YOUR TEETH
or NO QOST!

You ean believe the sworn affidavits of doctors and
dentists whe luive tried tins new discovery oh must
stubbomn cases of pyormiss, trench mewth anid bleed-

g SUmS.

. ?’Mﬁ@ was used with startling success many limes,
in cases that seemed hopeless .. . where wwonyithing
tlse falled. PYRO Is ulmost uncanny in gyttmg quick
and sure results. It gets to the root of the trouble
because YO has a penetratilonn of % inch In 5 min-
utes and B corrects and heals as it penetrates the dis-
easedl areas. If your gums are sore or bleed when
brusfhedl. . ... If your teeth are loose or gns pockets
have formed, order YO today for quichk wer¥ection
» « « aC¢t now before you lose your teeth antiirely.

A DOCTOR WRITES:—

A well-knowmn physictan . ... a member of the
American Medieall Assm., and many other profes-
sional organiizaffionss, says: “i do net hesitate in
state that this solutiom has saved nie from flie
nightmare of false teeth.”

Read ThisProofl

Mre. W. H. Kirby. 40 East
Gith Sireet, New York, wwrities:
“For a number of years 1 suf-
fered with an adwamced] ease of
pyortiga, econstamt tredtinents
seemed only to ariest {he dis-
ease. I wag told I would lese
my teeth, Them | heard of this
agy remedy. Being desperate,
deeidea i tey it Am Very
haphy  Revw. My gums  gFe
healihy. teethh Eight, and Write
ehis NOpiRg that oathers subfer-
ing ag ¥, wilh Ery i

Don't Lose Your Teeth
Order Noa!

We have 4" pages of affidavits attesting to the
wonderful powers of PYEO., So positive are we thil
it will bring yom the health and happimess you have
been seeking. that we will send it te you without a
singte penny of risk. Rend %2 today for ihe full home
treatmanit or we will send C.0.10. for 32 plus 'ﬁl@mge.
Use PYRO as directed andl it not m&% el e
with results: peturm Ehe uRwsed] Dottle and we will
refund the purehase priee In full,

CABLE PRODUCTS

Dept. 1™
Y01 West 136th Street, New York, N, Y.

B R e o
| Dept, DOM—: .. t.,
, New Yark, N. Y,

fipild e rfyouf; regular size botile of PYRO und el
instructions dar homo wse,

! Send €.0.B. X wlll pay postman $2.00 plu- promme.
Erelosed find $2.00 in fall mpymwent:.
-i il retuen Emply buttle and jeu §ifll refomed ny w -
H T wm e satistien,
if 1 :tm Mi", sui laiau.
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