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EVEREADY FLASHLIGHT

TRADE-MARK

FOR

.

STRONG! . . . Made of
special fibre sheets, tight-
ly laminated in 5 layers,
the tube is tough and
hard. It will give long
years of service!

This new

moisture,

METALS HAVE GONE TO WAR!
But metals or no metals, Amer-
ica needs flashlights . . . at home,
in business, on the farm, in the
factory ... needs them for a thou-
sand vital civilian uses.
And America shall have them!

Thisnational need—made more
pressing than ever by wartime
emergency conditions—has been
answered by the world’s largest

=3

The word "Eveready” is a registered trade-mark of
National Carbon Company, Inc.

FRESH BATTERIES LAST LONGER .
Look for the DATE-LINE

Keep flashlights loaded with de-
pendable fresh DATED “Eveready”
batteries—and have an extra set on
bhand for your light in case of long-
continued use,

Made of special 5-ply fibre, new laboratory-
tested design saves copper, brass, nickel,
chromium and other metals vital to war use!

WATER-REPELLENT!

Eveready”
flashlight is protected by
a special water-proof
coating which seals out

NATIONAL CARBON COMPANY, INC,
30 East 42nd Street, New York, N. Y.

Unit of Union Carbide and Carbon Corporation

CIVILIAN WARTIME USE!

LONG LASTING!
. « « Drop it on concrete
floor—this flashlight case
can ‘‘take’ ordinary
abuse. It’s actually more
durable than millions of
flashlights now in use.

flashlight-and-battery laboratory.

Here it is—the new “Eveready”
flashlight made of tough, 5-ply
fibre—tested and proven under
severest laboratory conditions.

Yet it is made virtually without
the use of metal. Soon available
at all dealers!
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You’re a good loyal American; you want to do your part!
All of us can’t be soldiers, or sailors, or air pilots, but we
can serve. One way to do it is to master a trade or vocation
which will help win the war and at the same time prepare
you for a good position after the war is over.

CRIME IS AN ENEMY

Training which enables you to thwart crime within our own
borders will help to win the war with the Japs and other
foreign foes. You’ll get such training through the I.A.S.
Course in Finger Printing and other Crime Detection Meth-
ods, and you can Jearn right at home, in spare time, at small
cost.

For 26 years the I.A.S. has been preparing ambitious
men to fill responsible positions in Identification Bureaus
throughout America. Today over 43 per cent of all the

Il Am Ready t0 Nation’s Identification Bureaus are run by our graduates.
HELP YOU Fascinating —Thrilling — Profitable

Scientific crime detection offers excellent opportunities now
He,p . . . and the future promises even greater possibilities. A
recent Gallup poll shows that 69% of America’s population

WlN THE WAR wants every one in the U.S. to be finger printed right now.

Hundreds of Defense Plants are now finger printing em-

ployees. The potential value of finger print training grows
Director day by day.

TOELETINT  NOW’'S THE TIME TO START

: Now ... when the demand for our graduates is greater than

‘AT HOME |l ever before . .. when new Bureaus and National Defense
: bl are finding need of more and more trained finger print

Turn those precious hours SXPerts... makes the present time the ideal time to get

you may be idling away into this pleasant, profitable, thrilling work.

arocid thee fiouke o mites INSTITUTE OF APPLIED SCIENCE

less knowledge which will 4q55°gunnyside Ave.  Dept. 7966  Chicago, Iil.

serve you all your life.
FREE “BLUER?Iag,I,( L8 Send For This Great Book Now
INSTITUTE OF APPLIED SCIENCE

Gives the case histories of famous crimes
and how they were solved by experts. l 1920 Sunnyside Ave., Dept. 7966, Chicago, lil.
This book has been an “eye-opener” to Gentlemen: Without obligation, send me the “Blue
thousands. It told them how they could Book of Crime” and complete list of over 840 bureaus
prepare themselves at small cost and in °m"“gf“‘g LA.S. graduates. Also give me information
short time to fill good-pay, responsible [ Fe83rding cost and terms. :

i positions in Identification Work, Send I (Literature sent only to persons stating age.)

for it FREE today, stating age.

This May Be Your Opportunity for
HELPING To WIN THE WAR!! Address c ovseessasnssasiinsssesiesssssssssessesossossee

CitYevoveosovssvsesesrevveseosnocoses State........uu..n

Name.ciississshsssssososssncanasesavessss AZOiisssssrn
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A Complete Book-Length Novel

THE MURDER
PROPHET

Featuring Tony Quinn, Nemesis of Crime
By G. WAYMAN JONES

Ruin Stalks a Newspaper when a Sinister Prophet Predicts Murder
Before it Happens! Follow the Black Bat as He Takes the Trail of a
Mysterious Horde of Killers. . ..... o e -

OTHER GRIPPING STORIES
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MOWLAGY, ... oo s .Arthur J. Burks 95
The First Money Was Hot but the Second Batcb Was—Bloody

PUNKJOB.. ... .Henry S. Lewis 101
Wztb Hxs Life at Stake Dave Pa]met Must Bteak a Law

AND
OFF THERECORD. ... ... .ciac .o .. ... ... ..A Depariment 105

BLACK BOOK DETECTIVE. Published every other month by Better Publications, Inc., at 4600 Diversey Ave., Chicage, TIL
N. L. Pines, President, Editorial and executive offices, 10 East 40th Street, New York, N. Y. Entered as second-class
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IF you still have a low pay job—if
the War has cut instead of jumped
your pay—or if you now have a War
job that you know won't last—take
a tip from the hundreds of men who
have jumped their pay by training
at home in spare time to become
Radio Technicians. Today these men
enjoy good ecivilian and military
jobs in a field with a bright peace-
time future.

Here Is a Tested Way
to Begin Earning More
Money Quickly

Radio offérs you the opportunity to make $5,
$10 a week extra fixing Radios in spare time
a few months from now and to prepare for
good full time Radio jobs paying up te $50 a
week. MAIL THE COUPON. Get the facts
about how to learn jobs like these at home.

Why Radio Technicians
Can Make $30, $40,
$50 a Week

The Radio repair business is booming because
manufacturers have stopped making new home

L~
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Men likely to go into military service,
soldiers, sailors, marines, should mail the
Coupon Now! Learning Radio helps men
get extra rank, extra prestige, more in-
teresting duty at pay up to several timesg
a private’s base pay. Also prepares for
good Radio jobs after service ends. IT'S
SMART TO TRAIN FOR RADIO NOW!

and auto Radios and the country’s 57,400,000
sets are getting older, requiring more repairs,
new tubes; parts. This is opening new oppor-
tunities for full time and part time Radio
Technicians to get goods jobs, or to open their
own Radio repair businesses. Radio Techni-
cians and Operators hold good jobs in the
country’s 882 Broadcasting Stations and in
Aviation, Police, Commercial, Marine Radio.
Loud Speaker Systems give good jobs to
many. The Government is calling for Civilian
Radio Operators and Technicians. Military
orders for tremendous quantities of Radio
equipment are keeping Radio factories busy,
opening more good job opportunities. Men who
know Radio are in line for extra rank and
pay in the Army and Navy. Radio develop-
ments such as Television and Frequency
Modulation, held back by the War, make
Radio a live-wire fleld for the future.

Beginners Soon Learn to
Earn $5, $10 a Week
Extra in Spare Time
Due to the boom in the Radio repair busi-
ness, practically every neighborhood offers op-

portunities for a good part time Radio Tech-
nician to make extra money fixing Radios. I

NATIONAL RADIO INSTITUTE,

train me for them.

EARN A RADIO TECHNICIAN'S PAY

TRAINING MEN FOR VITAL RADIO JOBS
THIS BOOK HAS SHOWN HUNDREDS

m ” HOW TOMAKE GOOD MONEY
Mr. J. E. SMITH, President, Dept. 2J09

ashington, D. C.

Mail me FREE, without obligation, your big 64-page book
about present and future opportunities in Radio and how you

sesersseenesensesnee

Age.
Name....... cescessrenesanse Svsearase
Address. covessessncnsasecessssnssesons
CIY st vnie R S e State

give you special training to show you how to
start cashing in on these opportunities early.
You get 6 Big Kits of Radio Parts and in-
structions for conducting experiments and
building test equipment to help you do better,
faster Radio repair work. My 50-50 method—
half working with the Radio parts I send you,
half studying my lesson texts—makes learning
Radio at home interesting, fascinating; gives
you valuable practical experience. ?

Find Out How I Train You
at Home for Good
Pay in Radio

MAIL THE COUPON. I’ll send my 64-page
Book FREE. It tells about my Course; the
present and future jobs in different branches
of Radio; the many calls for Radio Techni-
cians today, Read letters from more than 100
men I have trained so you can see what they
are doing and earning. MAIL THE COUPON
in an envelope or pasted on a penny postal.

J. E. SMITH, President
Dept. 2J09, National Radio Institute
Washington, D. C.




Plays on Radio

“I am happy to tell you
that for four weeks I
have been on the air over
our local radio stations.
So thanks to your institu-
tion for such a wonderful
gourse.”

*W. H. 8., Alabama.

Found Accordion Easy

“I’'ve always wanted to
play the pianoaccordion,”

writes *H. . from
Canada. “ButthoughtI’d
never learn it. Then I
read about your lessons.
I don’t know how to ex-
press my satisfaction.”

* Actual pupils’ names on request.
Pictures by Professional Models.

DO YOU PLAY?

Say “Yes” Next Time They Ask!

Surprise your friends! Learn to play

the piano or other musical instru-
ments this quick, easy way. First
lesson starts you playing real tune.

Y OU’VE often been asked that question :
“Do you play ?”’ Everybody looks at you
expectantly, waiting for you to sit down
at the piano and entertain the crowd. Are
you compelled to embarrass yourself and
tthow cold water on the party by saying
“No” ? s

What a difference it would make if you
could say “Yes”. Think of the good times
and popularity in store if you could only
play the piano or some other musical in-
strument—the guitar, violin, accordion,
saxophone or whichever one happens to
be your favorite.

Well, you CAN. You can learn to play
any musical instrument you please. You
can do it by a method that’s EASIER AND
QUICKER than you perhaps ever thought
possible. It takes only a few minutes a
day at home, at your own convenience.
You save the expense of a private teacher,
so the cost is trifling.

Thousands Now Play Who
Never Thought They Could

Does it sound too good to be done? Then remem-
ber this: thousands have learned to play by this
amazingly easy method. Thousands of men,
women and children in all walks of life—in all
garts of the world. People who had never played
efore, who knew nothing about music and had
no special talent.

TImagine their joy, when, in a remarkable short
time, they found themselves actually PLAYING!
Imagine the astonishment of their friends! No
wonder the fame of this amazing method spread,
until today, over 700,000 people all over the world
have enrolled for it.

Music Made Easy as A=B-C

How is it possible to learn music so easily? What
is this famous U. 8. School method of home in-
struction? Here i the secret: this modern, short-
cut method skips the tedious drudgery of old-
fashioned methods. Instead, it starts you playing
—a simple, popular tune in your very first lesson,
another in your second lesson and so on. Fasci-
nating print-and-picture lessons make everything
clear. You see what to do—you can’t go wrong.

Send For Booklet With Print and Picture
Sample
If you would sincerely like to play a musical in-
strument, you will be thrilled by the free illus-
trated booklet and Print and Picture Sample that
tells how easily you can learn. Mail the coupon
or write for them today, mentioning the instru-
ment in which you are interested. (Instruments
supplied when needed, cash or credity) Address:
U. 8. School of Music, 2949 Brunswick Bldg.,
New York, N. Y. 2

Forty-fourth -year, (Established 1898)

U. S. SCHOOL OF MuUsic,

| 2949 Brunswick Bldg., New York City. 1
| I am interested in musie study, particularly
in the instrument indicated below. Please ]
| send me your free booklet, ‘‘How to Learn ]
Music at Home,” and your Print and Picture 3.
| Sample: (Do you have instrument....... ) ]
I Piano Saxophone Cornet
Violin Trumpei Piano Accordion . ]
I Guitar Tromhone Plain Accordion
Cello Tenor Banjo  Hawaiian Guitar ]
l Mandolin Ukulele Other Instrument ]
I ST AP ) G S ]
l 1535 (T M eSS S R RS Fegra LR s Ve Ta ]
I Gty v e e State. .. 555 l
I NOTE! If under 16 years of age, parent ]

must sign coupon.
L_._.._._.__.___._._..___

Save 2¢ — Stick coupon ‘on penny postcard
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America’s Greatest
“‘Builder of Men”

Among all the phys-
ical instructors and
“‘conditioners of men’”
ONLY ONE NAME
STANDS OUT. That
name is Charles Atlas!

In every part of the
country Charles Atlas
is recognized as
“‘America’s Greatest
Builder of Men.”” Al-
most two million men
have written to him.
Thousands upon thou-
sands have put their
physical development
into his hands!

And now that the
call is for men capa-
ble of helping Amer-
ica meet and conquer
any national emer-
gency, many thou-
sands of others (even
those already in their
country’s Army and
Navy) are calling up-
on Charles Atlas to
build the kind of men
America vitally needs.

Here's PROOF Right Here!

‘‘Results come so fast by
your method that it seems
Jjust as if some magician put
on the pounds of solid muscle
just where you want them.’’

—W. L., Missouri

“‘Feel like a million dollars
and have a 44" normal chest
—A 2” GAIN!”

—L. A. 8., Illinois

‘My doctor thinks your
course is fine. Have put two
inches on my chest and %
inch on my neck

. L., Oregon

“My muscles are bulging
outand I feel like 2 new man.
My chest measures 38 in.,
an increase of 5 in., and
my neck mcreased 2 in.”

—G. M., Ohlo

15 Minutes A Day

w4 //I porove
Jcam miake you

o WEW MAW

’M “trading-in” old bodies for new! I'm taking men

who know that the condition of thelr arms, shoulders,

chests and legs—their strength, “wind,” and endurance—
is not 100%. And I'm making NEW MEN of them.

I don’t care how old or young
you are, or how ashamed of your
present physical condition you may
be. I can add SOLID MUSCLE to
your biceps—ves, on each arm—in
double quick time! I can broaden
your shoulders, strengthen your back,
develop your whole muscular sys-
tem INSIDE and OUTSIDE! I can
.add inches to your chest, give you a
vise-like grip, make those legs of
yours lithe and pawerful. I can
shoot new strength into your old
backbone, exercise those inner or-
gans, help you cram your body so
full of pep, vigor and red-blooded
vitality that there’s not even “‘stand-

ing room’ left for weakness and *

that lazy feeling! Before I get
through with you I’'ll have your
whole frame ‘‘measured’”” to a nice,
new, beautiful suit of muscle!

I Was a 97-Ib.
Weakling

All the world knows I was ONCE
8 skinny, scrawny 97-pound weak-
ling. And NOW it knows that I won
the title, ““The World’s Most Per-
fectly Developed Man." Against all
comers' How did I do it? How do

work miracles in the bodies of

other men in only 15 minutes a day?
The answer is ‘“‘Dynamic Tension,"”
the amazing method I discovered
and which changed me from a 97-
pound weakling into the champion
you see here!

What 15 Minutes a
Day Can Do For You

Are you ALL MAN—tough-mus-
cled, on your toes every minute, with
all the up-and-at-'em that can lick
your weight in wildcats? Or do
you need the help I can give you—
the help that has already worked
such wonders for other fellows,
everywhere?

In just 15 minutes a day, right
in the privacy of your own home,
I'm ready to prove that ‘“Dynamic
Tension’” can lay a new outfit of
solid muscle over every inch of your
body. Let me put new, smashing
power into your arms and shoulders
—give you an armor-shield of stom-
ach musele that laughs at punches—
strengthen your legs into real col-
umns of surging stamina. If lack
of exercise or wrong living has weak-
ened you inside, I'Il get after that
condition, too, and show you how
it feels to LIVE!

THIS FAMOUS BOOK THAT TELLS YOU
JUST HOW TO GET A BODY THAT
MEN RESPECT AND WOMEN ADMIRE

Almost two million men have Isent for and read my book, ‘‘Ever-

lasting Health and Strength.” It

tells you exactly what ‘‘Dynamie

Tension” can do. And it’s packed with pictures that SHOW you what
it does. Results it has produced for other men. RESULTS I want
to prove it can get for YOU! If you are satisfied to take a back
seat and be pushed around by other fellows week-in, week-out, you
don’t want this book. But if you want to learn how you can actually
become a NEW MAN, right in the privacy of your own home and in

only 15 minutes a day, then man!—get this coupon into the mail to me

as fast as your legs can get to the letterbox! CHARLES ATLAS, Dept.
77-Y, 115 East 23rd St., New York City.

MAIL THIS COUPON NOW!

{5l 14 AR AR S SR
--—_———---

Y AN AN DN SRR eSRER SRR
CHARLES ATLAS, Dept. 77-Y,

115 East 23rd St., New York City

I want the proof that your system of “Dynamic
Tension’”’ will help make a New Man of me—
give me a healthy, husky body and big muscular
development. Send me your free book, ‘‘Ever-
lasting Health and Strength.”

(Please Print or Write Plainly)

RARINEE ol s v oAk st S B e I



LET'S BET
THIS
STRAIGHT

THIS WAR is being fought by

a big Army. It’s an army that is
called the United States.

Millions of us are in uniforms
and many more millions are not,
but how we happen to be dressed
isn't what’s important.

What is important is whether
every one of us is in this fight,
giving it everything we have.
Any less won’t win.

Whether you're a soldier on
the firing line, or are backing him
up as a soldier on the production
line, you're fighting for the same
things.

The decision, whether or not
we are to live in a decent world
as free men in the years to'come,
is in the making now. It's up to
you, Soldier.

Colonel, G.S.C.
UNITED STATES ARMY



Electricity is the mighty power behind our Vice
tory Program. Trained Electrical men are needed.
PREPARE FOR YOUR PLACE this amazingly
easy way. “‘Learn By Doing’’ in 12 weeks. You
don't need much money— I’ll finance your
training. READ EVERY WORD OF MY
MESSAGE ON THIS PAGE AND SEE HOW
YOU CAN DO YOUR PART EITHER IN
THE ARMED FORCES OR INDUSTRY.

How Can You Best Serve Your Country Now?
How CanYou Best Serve Your Country After the War?

IF YOU'RE DRAFTED IF YOU'RE DEFERRED

If you enter the Army as a trained electrical man, you are
eligible to apply for higher rating and bigger pay. In both the
Army and the Navy, rated Electrical Workers hold mighty
important jobs—just as skllled Electrical Workers hold vital
jobs in civilian life. AND THIS IS IMPORTANT: There
will be a TREMENDQUS NEED for trained Electrical
men after the war. By getting your Electrical Training
NOW, you will be ready for a BIG PAY, BIG FUTURE
JOB after your service in the Army is over.

Everyone cannot serve in our Armed Forces . , . Some may
be too young . . . others too old . . . others with dependents
.« « « and others with some physical defect. If you cannot
serve, don’t be discouraged. FROM 16 to 50, EVERYONE
WITH PROPER TRAINING CAN SERVE IN WAR IN-
DUSTRY . . . turning out weapons and materials. And re-
member: Electricity in war time is essentially no different
from Electricity in peace time. After the war you’ll be an
all-around SKILLED ELECTRICIAN ready for a good-pay

Peace-time JOb

Get the Facts

This school is 43 years old—Coyne training is tested and
proven. Mail the coupon and let me send you the
big, free Coyne book. This does not obligate you. So
act at once. Just mail coupon.

M.ctewss. COYNE ELECTRICAL SCHOOL

President
500 S. Paulina St. Dept. 62-84 CHICAGO, ILLINOIS

CET YOUR TRAINING
NOW ... PAY FOR
IT LATER !

- p— - -
H. LEWIS, President

COYNE ELECTRICAL SCHOOL Dept. 62-84
500 S. Paulina St., Chicago, I11.

A C L W% Coyne Training fs EASY, PRACTICALI

You LEARN BY DOING. No dull books. Send me your Free Book a.nd tell me about your plans

No baffling charts. No reciting. Don’t let to help me.

lack of money stop you. You can get

training first—then pay for it in easy AL

monthly payments after you graduate. | NAME..... Ry S e i R v R
If you need part-time work to help OUt § ADDRESS.........o0ieiiseniniiseeiineinineenn .

with living expenses, I'll help you get it.
CITY
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FOOT ITCH

ATHLETE'S FOOT

Send Coupon
Don't Pay Until Relieved

At least 50% of the adult population
of the United States are being attacked
by the disease known as Athlete’s Foot.

Usually the disease starts between
the toes. Little watery blisters form,
and the skin cracks and peels. After a
while, the itching becomes intense, and
you feel as though you would like to
scratch off all the skin.

BEWARE OF IT SPREADING

Often the disease travels all over the
bottom of the feet. The soles of your
feet become red and swollen. The skin

. also cracks and peels, and the itching

becomes worse and worse.

Get relief from this disease as quickly
as possible, because it is very conta-
gious, and it may go to your hands or
even to the under arm or crotch of the
legs.

DISEASE OFTEN MISUNDERSTOOD

The cause of the disease is not a germ
as so many people think, but a vegetable
growth that becomes buried beneath the
outer tissues of the skin.

To obtain relief the medicine to be
used must first gently dissolve or re-
move the outer skin and then kill the
vegetable growth.

This growth is so hard to kill that a
test shows it takes 15 minutes of boiling
to destroy it; however, laboratory tests
also show that H, F. will kill it upon
contact in 15 seconds.

DOUBLE ACTION NEEDED

Recently H. F. was developed solely for the
purpose of relieving Athlete’s Foot. It both
gently dissolves the skin and then kills the
vegetable growth upon contact. Both actions
are necessary for prompt relief.

H.F. is a liquid that doesn’t stain. You just
paint the infected parts nightly before going
to bed.

H. F. SENT ON FREE TRIAL

Sign and mail the coupon, and a bottle of
H.F. will be mailed you immediately. Don’t
send any money and don’t
pay the postman any -
money; don’t pay anything
any time unless H.F. is
helping you. If it does
help you, we know you
will be glad to send us
$1 for the bottle at the
end of ten days. That's
how much faith we
have in H.F. Read,
sign and mail the cou-

pon today. f
r—-—---——_

GORE PRODUCTS, INC.
814 Perdido St., New Orleans, La.

Please send me immediately a bottle of
H. F. for foot trouble as described above.
I agree to use it according to directions. If
at the end of 10 days my feet are getting
better, I will send you $1. If I am not en-
tirely satisfied, I will return the unused por-
tion of the bottle to you within 15 days from
the time I receive it.

NAME
ADDRESS
CITY
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don't Wor
Rupture

® Why put up with days . s - months ; s s YEARS of dis.
comfort, worry and fear? Learn now about this perfected
invention for all forms of reducible rupture. Surely you
keenly desire—you eagerly CRAVE to enjoy life’s normal
activities and pf;asures once again. To work , . + to play
..Ltolive.. .tolove...with the haunting Fear of Rupture ban-
ished from your thoughts! Literally thousandsof rupturesuffer-
ers have entered this Kingdom of Paradise Regained. Why not
you? Some wise man said, “Nothing is impossible in this
world”—and it is true, for where other trusses have failed
is where we have had our greatest success in many cases!
Even doctors—thousands of them—have ordered for them-
selves and their patients. Unless your case is absolutely
hopeless, do not despair. The coupon below brings our
Free Rupture Book in plain envelope. Send the coupon now.

Patented AIR-CUSHION Sup-
port Gives Nature a Chance
to CLOSE the OPENING

Think of it! Here’s a surprising yef'simple-acting invention
that permits Nature to close the operting—that holds the rup-
ture securely but gently, day and night, at work and at play!
Thousands of grateful Yetters express heartfelt thanks for re-
sults beyond the expectation of the writers. What is this
invention—How does it work? Will it help me? Get the
complete, fascinating facts on the Brooks Automatic Air
Cushion Appliance-—send now for free Rupture Book.

Cheap—Sanitary—Comfortable

Rich or poor—ANYONE can afford to buy this remarkable,
LOW-PRICED rupture invention! But look out for imita«
tions and counterfeits; The Genuine Brooks Air-Cushion
‘Truss is never sold in stores or by agents. Your Brooks is made up, after
our order is received, to fit your particular case. You buy direct at the
ow “maker-to-user” price. The perfected Brooks is sanitary, lightweight,
inconspicuous. Has no hard pads to gouge painfully into the flesh, no
stiff, punishing springs, no metal girdle to rust or corrode. It brings
heavenly comfort and security—while the Automatic Air Cushion con-
tinually works, in its own, unique way, to help,Nature get results! Learn
wwhat this patented invention can mean to you—send coupon quick!

SENT ON TRIAL!

No . . . fon't order a Brooks now—FIRST get the complete
revealing explanation of this world-famous rupture invention.
THEN decide whether you want the comfort—the freedom from
fear and worry—the security—the same amazing results thou=
sands of men, women and children have reported. They found
our invention the answer to their prayers! Why can't you?
And you risk nothing as the complete appliance is SENT ON
TRIAL. Surely you owe it to yourself to investigate this no-
risk trial. Send for the facts now—today—hurryl All cor-
respondence strictly confidential.

C. E. BROOKS,
Inventor

FREE! Latest Rupture Book Explains All!

Sent You in

pememeicneJUST Clip and Send Couponsp
Brooks Appliance C0.,182D State St.;Marshall,Mich.

Where's YOUR Rupture?

Proof of the value and outstanding
merit of the BROOKS APPLIANCE
is clearly shown by the fact that over
9000 doctors have ordered it for them-
selves or their patients. Onedoctor alone
has ordered for his patients over 400
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I used to go crazy in liquor
stores, trying to decide which
brand to buy. So many brands!
The confusion is terrific for the
layman liquor layer-inner.

Capt. Turnbull (1806 =1900) — like other old salts of his
day — rocked a keg of whiskey under his rocker. Its roll
tesaptured the motion of the wave-tossed ships on which
he’d mellowed many a barrel of whiskey.

From Mellow Whiskeys
“Rocked in the Keg” came the
Idea for Rocking Chair!

Then a friend told me his
system. He said “I’ve settled on
Old Mr.Boston as MY brand
—no matter what type of fine
liquor I want.”

L]
Me—I have too, now.

It turns out that Old Mr. Boston
is the one brand name under which
you can buy almost every known
type of fine liquor. Other big com-
panies make many liquors, but they
give them many different names.
It’s baffling! 1¢'s befuddling!

In the Old Mr.Boston line you
can buy 30 different liquors, all
under the one name, and all easy
on the palate and pocketbook.

Get acquainted with

mellows a whiskey’s flavor.
So he achieves Rocking
Chair’s richness by con-
trolled agitation in his
special blending process.

Rocking Chair’s smooth-
ness! Buy a bottle—enjoy
the mellow taste that made
keg-rocked whiskeys so fa-
mous. The price is low!

85 Proof (80 Proof in some States)
75% Grain Neutral Spirits
Ben-Burk, Inc., Boston, Mass.

You know Boston. And you
know its fine old reputation
for craftsmanship. Well, you
can smack a taste of the old
town’s 300-year-old reputation
for quality in every drop of
every Mr.Boston product,

So why not try the Old Mr. Her-
old plan and use Old Mr. Boston
“as a handle by which to call your
shots” when you want fine liquors?
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The speeding truck hurled
Lark’s body like a broken rag
doll across the gutter.
(Chapter 1)

THE MURDER PROPHET

A Complete Book-Length Novel Featuring
the Black Bat, Masked Nemesis of Crime

By G. WAYMAN JONES

CHAPTER I Publishing an extra was a radical
departure from the conservative
A Tardy Murderer policy of the Sentinel, as was the

line type proclaimed the type. For, more than a million seri-
startling news: MILLION- ous-minded citizens regarded the
AIRE MORDEN MURDERED. The seventy-year-old news sheet as a sym-
bold word, EXTRA, also topped the bol of accuracy and convention.
- first page of the evening’s Sentinel. Accordingly, when this standby of
i3
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Tony Quinn Battles to Halt the Ruthless

three generations of older readers an-
nounced that Millionaire Morden had
been murdered, no one could doubt
that it was the truth or a sensation
warranting an extra.

Yet, Mrs. Harrington, buxom house-
keeper for the fourth-floor tenants of
the Greenwich Village studio build-
ing, more than doubted the veracity
of the staid old newspaper,

Noting the glaring black headline,
she gulped, swallowed hard and
leaned against the corridor wall for
support.
at the huge banner of type which
plastered the front page of the copy
of the Sentinel which was spread out
in front of the half-open door of
studio B-9.

She lifted widening eyes and peered
into the apartment. There was but
one Millionaire Morden rating such
an outburst from the conservative
newspaper. He was Clifford Morden,
the longtime tenant of studio B-9.

And Clifford Morden, lean and ath-
letic for a man in his late fifties, was
seated before his easel. He was plain-
ly visible to Mrs. Harrington through
the partly open door.

In addition Clifford Morden was
very much alive. He was engaged in
mixing colors on the palette in his left
hand with a spatulate tool held in his
right hand.

His clean-cut profile was clearly re-
vealed by the powerful white light
falling upon the easel, and presum-
ably upon his model who was beyond
Mrs, Harrington’s vision being situ-
ated around an angle of an inner par-
tition. :

Only partly recovering her compo-
sure, plump Mrs. Harrington picked
up the Sentinel extra with trembling
hands. Irish though she was, and
given to trivial superstitions, Mrs.

Then she glanced once more ~

Harrington did not believe in visions
and ghosts.

Anyway, a ghost would be silent.
Mr. Morden was slapping colors on
the palette with a vigor that made lit-
tle sounds. Moreover, he coughed a
bit, then rubbed the back of his right
hand across his chin, a habit he al-
ways had.

Mrs. Harrington saw that Mr, Mor-
den’s chin was smeared, as usual, with
mixed colors of his paints. That set-
tled it.

“Mr. Morden ain’t been murdered,”
whispered Mrs. Harrington on an ex-
haled breath of relief. “But it’s my
duty to tell him he is being greatly -
misrepresented.”

HE stepped just inside the door-

way, the newspaper held before
her as if the amazing falsehood might
bite. She coughed slightly.

“I beg your pardon, Mr. Morden—"

Mr. Morden turned instantly, a
frown furrowing his brow.

“What is it, Mrs. Harrington?”

The millionaire, whose one hobby
was painting, did not like to be dis-
turbed. Moreover, Mrs. Harrington
noted that he glanced, as if much per-
turbed, toward the model whom Mrs.
Harrington could not see.

Mrs. Harrington started to turn the
newspaper so that Mr. Morden could
read the astounding headline. For a
brief instant of time she was aware of
shadowy movement at the open win-
dow by the fire escape before the
studio lights blacked out and a dark
shape rushed at her.

Only Mrs. Harrington’s oldfash-
ioned, coiled coiffure prevented her
from having her skull cracked as her
assailant struck. It also warded off
complete unconsciousness when she
fell, too paralyzed to move.

Ruin Stalks a Newspaper when a Sinister

S



Activities of a Mysterious Killer Horde!

Vague sounds penetrated the thin
veil of her consciousness. She heard
a low groan and the clattering of Mr.
Morden’s mixing palette upon the
floor. After that the easel pitched
from its stand.

She did not hear Mr. Morden’s body
strike the floor. Yet her woman’s in-
stinct for such things may have caused
her to detect the movement of small
feet, and to see the brief flashing of a

THE
BLACK BAT

little light resembling a cigarette
lighter,

The small feet moved hurriedly
away. A door opened and shut. There
could be only one and that led to the
kitchen of the studio. An outer portal
of the kitchen opened on the hallway
near the rear stairway.

Cold fear clutched at Mrs. Harring-
ton’s heart. She was powerless to
move, but her mental sense became

more acute. The shadow at the open
window was recalled, yet she heard no
movement toward the fire escape.
Suddenly the inner kitchen door
opened and closed again. A metallic
click drilled sharply through the
silence that followed. Heavy feet

shuffled momentarily. Then came a
popping explosion that sounded very
much like the crackling of a cap on
a toy pistol.

A door slammed once more as the
housekeeper stirred, trying to rise.
From the street four floors below came
the sudden, high-pitched wailing of a
police car siren.

Mrs. Harrington’s memory was still

keen because of her cold terror. She
recalled a young man she had passed
in the corridor before she had seen
the murder extra at Mr. Morden’s
doorway.

Prophet Predicts Murder Before It Happens!




Flames from the fire bomb abruptly

cut off the Black Bat from Captain

McGrath and his raiding policemen.
y (Chapter 1X)

He had been a tall, dark-haired good
looking young man. She had seen him
on two other occasions in Mr. Mor-
den’s studio. Once he had arrived
with Mr. Morden and the housekeeper
had heard them discussing paints, At
first, she had regarded him as a sales-
man, a peddler of paints. But when
she had seen him only minutes ago
in the hallway, he was bare-headed
and disheveled and looked as if he had
been drinking. /

Whether he had come from Mr.
Morden’s studio then, she did not
know.

16

The black headline had erased the
matter from her mind until now.

ETTING ponderously to her

hands and knees, Mrs. Harring-
ton heard feet pounding along the
corridor,

“Come along, you!” There was
stern authority in the gruff command.
“We’ll see where you came from!
Maybe you paint pictures with your
fingers or you fell in a paint pot some-
where!”

“Here it is, sergeant!
Flash a light!”

Studio B-9!



The studio switch clicked. Piti-
less white light flooded the apartment.
It showed buxom Mrs. Harrington
standing dazedly with the newspaper
still . clutched in her hand.

Crumpled on the floor, his face
smeared with vivid colors, one hand
stretched across a canvas as if to con-
ceal a partly sketched in outline of a
woman’s head, was Clifford Morden,
noted millionairé.

Millionaire Morden had been mur-
dered! Just as the conservative Sen-
tinel stated in its story. There was
no mark of violence,

Hiré

Morden had died of swift poison,
later to be identified as deadly, quick-
acting strophanthus. It was in the
paint he had smeared over his chin
and his lips.

The Sentinel’s traditional reputa-
tion for telling “Nothing But the
Truth” was confirmed, even as to the
cause of death.”

The homicide captain whose face
was so red he seemed about to ex-
plode, was one Captain McGrath.

“He’s dead all right!” he growled.
“It looks like poison just as the Sen-
tinel extra tells it! Only we haven’t
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been here until just now!”

He rubbed blunt fingers across his
sweating, red forehead.

“That’s what the Sentinel says,”
suggested another homicide man, “It
says—look! The woman’s got one of
the extras! It states that the police

report murder by poisoning, and one
suspect has been taken into custody

“Shutup!” Captain McGrath roared.
~ “That Sentinel extra was on the street
half an hour ago! Twenty minutes
passed before we realized that no one
had been out on this case, and that no
such report had been made at the pre-
cinct! Hey, is that all you got, frisk-
ing this lunatic?”

Captain McGrath took a wallet and
'notebook from one of his men. He
glared at the black-haired young man
whose eyes were bloodshot, and whose
mouth quivered and drooled over
mumbled words. McGrath slapped the
young man’s cheek hard, rocking his
head.

“This your name, brother? Are you
Michael Doran? If you are, what do
you know about this?”

The young man’s eyes closed. His
knees buckled and he collapsed down

- at Captain McGrath’s feet.

“Get everything here, every blasted
print! I'm taking the other end of
this! T’ll find out how the Sentinel
can print an extra giving all the de-
tails of a murder that hadn’t hap-
pened, and ringing in the police de-
partment as well. Also, put in a‘call
and have Frank Lark held. Put him
in a cell where no one can possibly
get to him!”

The homicide men were getting
Mrs. Harrington’s amazing story as
Captain McGrath called Commis-
sioner Warner at headquarters.

“The Sentinel is the place to start,
Commissioner!” he said. “I’m having
Lark held for questioning.”

Commissioner Warner and Captain
McGrath, confronted by the most bi-
zarre murder in the department’s
homicidal history, were on their way

to the editorial rooms of the Sentinel

a few minutes later.

BOUT this time one of the city’s

ace police reporters emerged
from a bar not far from a precinct sta-
tion. He carried a copy of the Sen-
tinel extra detailing the murder of
Clifford Morden and was reading it
as he crossed the sidewalk.

He seemed to have had several
drinks, but he was walking straight.
A man came from the bar behind him.
This man walked rapidly along the
sidewalk. He flicked a hand toward
the police reporter as he passed a
small truck parked at the curb.

Words issued from the corner of
his slanted mouth. “That’s the guy
with the paper! Don’t miss!”

The small truck started away from
the curb. The reporter, eyes upon the
sensational headline, strode along, his
movements stiff and oddly uncertain.

He walked directly past a parked
sedan and right in front of the small
truck. There was a crashing thump
of a metal bumper meeting flesh and

bone, then the speeding truck hurled

Lark’s body like a broken rag ‘doll
across the gutter.

Leaving him limp and lifeless, the
truck weaved into traffic and roared
away in a burst of speed.

The order for the detention of
Frank Lark, trusted veteran police
reporter of the Sentinel, was out. On
Captain McGrath’s word he was not
to be permitted to communicate with
anyone until quizzed by the police.

But Frank Lark never would be
quizzed and no one would have com-
munication with him now. The extra
carrying the weird, prophetic story of
the Millionaire Morden murder, was
clutched in his dead hands.

And in the old building that housed
the . Sentinel, Captain McGrath and
Commissioner Warner passed direct-
ly among clattering typewriters, and
grey-haired copyreaders building new
headlines, to the office of George
Drake, managing editor.
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Drake, a fat little, bald-headed man,
looked as if he wished he could take
the place of the dead Clifford Mor-
den.

“I tell you, Commissioner, it
couldn’t have happened that way,” he
said, his voice hoarse. “Good grief,
gentlemen! If it could be as you say,
why—why it’s the death of the Sen-
tinel itself.”

“It is as we say, Drake,” murmured
Commissioner Warner, his features
grave. “A detailed story of Morden’s
murder was printed an hour before it
happened!”

CHAPTER II
Blind Man’s Bluff

EVER before in the
history of the Big
Town had there been
such a story about a
story.  Rather, .t
was the blazing
story of a  great

' newspaper that took

precedence over a
senisational murder.

The headlmes of other newspapers
hopped upon the most amazing yarn
that had ever been published—the an-
nouncement of the murder of one of
the city’s wealthiest citizens, given in
all detail, even to the arrest of one
suspect, which had gone to press at
least an hour before the murder ac-
tually took place.

Several fast editions of other news-
papers subordinated the Clifford Mor-
den homicide to the story of the
prophetic extra that had hit the streets
too soon:

SENTINEL MURDER MADE TO
ORDER

SENTINEL SCOOPS ITSELF
WITH MURDER

Naturally all the rival sheets
had been scooped by the Morden mur-
der extra. For the first time since its

founding the stalwart, conservative
Sentinel had dabbled into a new and
bizarre manner of presenting: the
news.

On top of scattered copy and wire
baskets reposed the front pages of
other newspapers with their condemn-
ing headlines. It was the broad, flat
desk of Bunt Preddy, conceded to be
the toughest news editor in the big
town.

At the moment, Preddy’s craggy
features were hollow with strain and
worry, All the hard-boiled exterior
of the news editor appeared to be ooz-
ing in a steady sweat of misery from
his pores.

“I tell you it was a regular call from
Frank Lark, our own man, and he’s
never slipped,” groaned Bunt Preddy,
ruffling his grey hair with nervous
fingers. “Jackson here took the call.
It was almost on five-star deadline. I
pulled back the front page for a re-
plate. Jackson jammed out the story
fast and I took a chanceé on plastering
it as an extra. It couldn’t be wrong.”

Carl Jackson, a tubby, moon-faced
rewrite man, pulled at his unbuttoned
collar. Tears actually squeezed from
his eyes as he looked from the head-
lines on the news editor’s desk into
the hard faces of Commissioner War-
ner and Captain McGrath.

The usual clatter of typewriters had
ceased. It was like the lull of ma-
chine guns in some battle.

George Drake, the managing editor,
perspiration covering his bald spot,
waved his small, plump hands help-
lessly.

“It seems to have been regular cov-
erage, Commissioner Warner,” said
Drake. “It’s something that might
have happened to any newspaper. If
only Mr. Rowland were here.”

“But it’s never happened to any
other newspaper!” roared Captain Mc-
Grath, his stocky body shaking with
rage. “Others have sometimes roasted
the police. They’ve betrayed confi-
dences, they've jumped the gun on
stories, but—"
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“Take it easy, captain, “interrupted
Commissioner Warner, his temper bet-
ter held, and his shrewd brain seeking
to judge calmly in an unprecedented
situation. “By the way, Drake, where
is Mr. Rowland?”

RTHUR ROWLAND, in his

early sixties, had been publisher
of the Sentinel for thirty-two years.
His accounting for the policy of un-
failing accuracy to its old family
stockholders had always been unques-
tioned.

“Mr. Rowland went up to his Con-
necticut farm last night to stay over
the week end,” said Managing Editor
Drake. “I have wired him, but have
had no reply.”

Commissioner Warner nodded ab-
sently. He glanced from the veteran
copyreaders a round the big horseshoe
desk, over the long rows of typewriter
desks, and up to the walls.

Framed portraits of past editors, of
the founders, of famous reporters of
the past bore faces that looked grimly
down upon the hushed room.

“As soon as we have Frank Lark’s
own version of this, we may get some-
thing to bite into,” Warner stated.

“I’'m afraid you’ll never have that,
Commissioner!”

A crisp, resonant, yet somehow bit-
ter voice rang throughout the big edi-
torial room. There was the creaking
sound of a gate opening in the railed-
off space of the news room. It was fol-
lowed by the sharp tapping of a cane,

striking first the floor, then desks at
either side.

“Tony Quinn?” exclaimed Commls-
sioner Warner, striding toward the
tall, whiplike ﬁgure of the man feeling
his way with his cane. “What brings
you here? Have you read—have you
heard what has happened?”

Warner took the arm of Tony
Quinn, once the battling district at-
torney, but now very apparently a
blind man whose sightless eyes held
no life and were ugly to see.

Years before, a mobster’s act in

throwing acid to destroy evidence, had
sent Tony Quinn from his high of-
fice back to the seeming uselessness of
a blind man’s private life.

Chunky Captain McGrath glowered
and his face grew redder than it had
been.

“Tony Quinn here?” He grunted,
half under his breath. “Then I’ll bet
the Black Bat’s not far away.”

For a long time Captain McGrath
had been honestly and earnestly seek-
ing to scotch the shadowy wings of
the famed Black Bat, wanted as a
crook though admitted to be the ruth-
less pursuer of criminals. At times
McGrath was convinced that Tony
Quinn must be the Black Bat.

Regardless of the promotions from
sergeant to captain his persistent hunt
of the Black Bat had brought him,
McGrath had sworn he would bring
the nemesis of criminals and the thorn
in the hide of the police department
to ‘justice if it was the last thing he
would éver do.

Tony Quinn paused ‘bes1de Bunt
Preddy’s broad desk, his sightless eyes
apparently staring at nothing more
definite than the brass tube of the
pneumatic copy chute over the desk.

His cane tapped Preddy’s head, and

he apologized instantly.

ROM the managing editor to the

youngest cub reporter, every man
looked with vast respect at Tony
Quinn’s erect, hard-muscled figure. It
did not seem possible that a blind man
could keep himself in such perfect
physical trim.

Captain McGrath had an inner re-
spect for the ex-district attorney, but
he kept it from showing. He took up
what had been said as Tony Quinn had
made his unexpected entrance alone.

“Don’t tell us, Quinn, that you've :
heard something from 'the Black Bat,
and he’s in on this crazy murder, too?”
demanded McGrath. “And what makes
you think we’ll not question Frank
Lark?”

Fine, little scars about Tony



THE MURDER PROPHET 21

Quinn’s eyes only brought out the
clean, fighting features that had dis-
tinguished him as district attorney.
His face was no longer handsome, But
when he smiled there was something
that held and warmed most men.

“Frank Lark cannot give his ver-
sion of the Morden murder story be-
cause he is dead,” responded Tony
Quinn softly. “His body is on the
way to the morgue, I judge. He was
identified as the victim of a hit-and-
run car on Twenty-Third Street a
few minutes ago just as I arrived
downstairs.” &

“Frank Lark dead?”

News Editor Preddy and Editor
Drake gulped out the words together.
Carl Jackson, the moon-faced rewrite
man, his eyes still squeezing out tears,
groaned.

“Lark’s been killed?” His round
face went white. “He can’t be dead.
He phoned in the Morden story—"

“Take it easy, Jackson,” Preddy ad-
vised, nervously pawing his grey hair
again. “There may be some mistake.
Mr. Quinn, how did you—?”

Several telephones seemed to be
ringing at the same time. They were
on a desk next to that of Bunt Preddy.
The man at this desk was Compton,
the city editor.

He was called “Baldy” Compton by
one and all. Probably it was because
City Editor Compton’s head was as
hairless and as smooth as a billiard
ball. He was answering one phone

while rewrite men were picking up

¥
others. It soon developed that several
sources had the same report to make.

Baldy Compton put down his phone,
got up and came over to the group
about Preddy’s desk. There was a
choking sound in his throat when he
spoke. ,

“Tony Quinn made no mistake,” he
said. “Frank Lark has been fully
identified at the morgue. It would
seem that our one means of discover-
ing the origin of the Sentinel murder
scoop has been removed.”

Bunt Preddy’s head was in his
hands. As news editor, perhaps he
could see the end of his newspaper
career. Carl Jackson’s moon face was
contorted. Anger had its stormy way
with his emotions.

“Hang it all, Preddy!” he exploded.
“Can’t you see it! Frank Lark might
have been drunk when he phoned!
And then he blundered into a car! I’ll
be the goat for this!”

UINN turned his face toward
Jackson, but glanced several feet
away from him.

“What makes you think Frank Lark
was drunk when he was killed?” he
queried gently.

“Why—well, I thought he’d had a
drink or two,” stammered Jackson.
“But I didn’t think anything of it,
seeing the big yarn he had. He talked
straight enough.”

“Could someone perhaps have been
persuading him to talk, to give the

[Turn page]
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Sentinel the Morden murder story?”
persisted Tony Quinn.

“Wait a minute, Quinn!” rapped out
Captain McGrath. “We are still the
police, or has your friend, the Black
Bat, tipped you off to something
more?”

Tony Quinn smiled gently. His
features remained calm and unruffled.
~ “I’ve had a slight tip, Captain Mc-
Grath,” he said patiently. “But you’re
still the police. I’'m only the attorney
for the one outside the Sentinel office
most affected by the murder of Mor-
den. I came here to find Commissioner
Warner on behalf of my client and
your only apparent suspect, Michael
Doran.”

“Since Doran has been putting on a
phony act, pretending he was doped,
just how could you be engaged as his
mouthpiece?” demanded Captain Mc-
Grath.

“Not mouthpiece,” corrected Tony
Quinn. “The matter of my retention
isn’t important. But I am going to bat
for Doran. I intend to see him and
order a thorough examination to es-
tablish the cause of his condition.”

Actually Quinn had not been re-
tained by anyone. He had neither
seen nor spoken to Doran. But short-
ly after reading the Sentinel extra,
he had heard a radio bulletin confirm-
ing the killing and stating that Doran
had been taken into custody. ‘

He had immediately decided to
plunge into the case because it in-
trigued him and because of an appeal
he had received from an unusual
source. Believing he could secure
-valuable information by pretending to
- represent Doran, whom he planned to
question later, Tony had hastened to
the newspaper office where he knew
the police would convene.

A telegraph messenger entered the
room and handed George Drake an
envelope. Scanning the telegram
briefly, the managing editor’s face sud-
denly grew troubled.

“That’s strange,” he murmured.
“Mr, Rowland did not go to his Con-

necticut farm last night. The care-
taker states he has not appeared.”

Tony Quinn’s face did not change
expression, though conflicting emo-
tions rolled along his nerves.

“I’'ve already checked on that,” he
declared. “I contacted Clifford Mor-
den’s attorneys as soon as I was en-
gaged, seeking a motive for Morden’s
killing and the peculiar scoop of the
Sentinel.

“lI have discovered that Morden
might soon have had a considerable
block of the newspaper’s stock. More
than two millions, I would say. Mor-
den was known to have had dinner
with Mr. Rowland last night at the
Queen’s Club.”

“Rowland and Morden were close
friends, Tony?” asked Warner. “Then
where is Rowland today?”

“I would like to know where Row-
land is myself,” stated Tony.

HE ex-district attorney constant-

ly played a little game that might
have been called “blind man’s bluff.”
He was far from blind. True, he pos-
sessed acute faculties developed when
he had been without sight, but his
sight had been restored with addi-
tional vision that enabled him to see in
the darkness.

Pretty, blond, blue-eyed Carol Bald-
win was responsible for the miracle.
Carol Baldwin’s father, a policeman,
had been dying of a gangster’s bullet
in the Middle-West, /

A skilled genius, a country surgeon
now dead, had transplanted the living
cornea of the dying man’s eyes to the
orbs of Tony Quinn. As for Carol
Baldwin, she was now one of Tony
Quinn’s cleverest aides.

With Jack (Butch) O’Leary, former
heavyweight pugilist, a rough crusher
of crooks, Carol was waiting at this
moment for a call from Tony, or the
Black Bat, telling her how she and
Butch O’Leary might get into this
bizarre Sentinel murder case.

One of Quinn’s reasons for repre-
senting himself as having been mys-
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teriously retained as counsel for Mi-
chael Doran, suspect in the Clifford
Morden murder, was that he convinced

him other lives might be endangered..

He realized that a blow had been aimed
at the historic reputation of the truth-
ful Sentinel. . :

That would undoubtedly mean some
insidious purpose, which probably in-
volved the financial fortune represent-
ed by the newspaper.

Tony had not called Clifford Mor-
den’s attorneys, as he had stated. He
had long known of a personal debt of
two millions existing between Cliff
Morden and Arthur Rowland, the mat-
ter having come to his attention when
he was district attorney.

Tony Quinn’s present game of blind
man’s bluff was directed at seeking a
murderer. And now he was scruti-
nizing the faces of these men respons-
ible for the columns of the Sentinel,
watching their reactions.

"CHAPTER III

Death Goes H unting

ONY QUINN had
decided before his
arrival at the Senti-
nel office that a new

N call had come for the

“Black Bat. He had

that he was entering
this weird affair as
attorney for Michael
Doran. The real motive behind his
' appearance was that he had received
a phone call from a dead man.

The veteran Frank Lark had cov-
ered the D. A's office for several years.
Tony had known him to be thoroughly
trustworthy.

Frank Lark had called Tony Quinn
at his West Side residence shortly
after the Sentinel extra had hit the
- streets with the murder scoop.

Frank Lark was too loyal to accuse
anyone. He was a newspaperman to
the roots of his hair. All that he had

invented the excuse -

said to Tony Quinn was this:

“Tony, there’s a Cliff Morden mur-
der story in the Sentinel. You were
once a good friend of Morden’s and of
Arthur Rowland, my big boss. At this |
moment I’m on the spot. I don’t know
the mugs. I overheard it said that a
Michael Doran will take the Morden
murder rap.

“He may be guilty or innocent.
Tony, if you’ll do something for an
old friend on your béat, get into this
case up to your ears. I’ll meet you at
Rooney’s Bar, Twenty-Third Street,
if you're in time. Silk Kirby will spot
me for you.” ‘

That had been all. Tony Quinn
drove recklessly to Twenty-Third
Street. Norton Kirby, better known
as “Silk” Kirby, his first lieutenant in
the Black Bat role, was with him. A
crowd was around a body in the gut-
ter when they arrived. Frank Lark
would never talk.

Silk Kirby, once as smooth a con-
fidence man as ever ran a two-bit grift
into a ten-grand shake-down, had
stayed close to the body. He might
spot someone watching.

Afterward, he was under orders to
go to the Clifford Morden studio and
keep an eye on everything. Tony
Quinn expected to visit that studio.
When he did, he would be the ruthless,
hard-hitting, crook-hating Black Bat.

The news he had divulged about
Arthur Rowland, the publisher, had
a direct purpose behind it. Perhaps,
only Commissioner Warner knew that
Tony Quinn could see as well as any
man, or even much better.

Captain McGrath suspected it, but
never had pinned it upon Tony, any
more than he had convicted him of
being the Black Bat.

The others in that hushed and
breathless editorial room of the Sen-
tinel, believed they were listening to
a blind man. But Tony was the Black
Bat even now, with the eyes of a bat,
piercing, fathoming the emotions of
those grouped about the news editor’s
desk.
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Peering at Bunt Preddy, the Black
Bat recalled that he had known the
man when he was a court reporter, and
his hair had been black.

It had turned grey almost overnight
when Bunt Preddy had accompanied
a D. A. investigator to the scene of his
only sister’s brutal murder.

Preddy now was apparently under-
going torture. As news editor, he was
the man responsible for replating the
Morden murder story and rushing out
an extra on an edition deadline. It
might have happened to any news edi-
tor, but Preddy was taking it very
hard. -

EORGE DRAKE, small, bald and

pink-faced, had an air of help-
lessness and defeat. Long managing
editor, and next to Arthur Rowland,
the publisher of the Sentinel, he stood
to be ruined by this incredible hap-
pening. There was nothing in his
expression except weariness and an
apparent wish to be alone.

Carl Jackson, the 'rewrite man,
could only be regarded as a go-be-
tween. A reporter phoned in he had a
murder. The city editor switched the
call to rewrite. Jackson had happened
to take it, and it had been the Clifford
Morden story from Frank Lark.

Baldy Compton, the city editor, was
as far-seeing on angles of a story as
his nose was long. That was what
made him a good city editor.

When Frank Lark phoned he had a
juicy murder yarn, Compton’s first
duty was to secure details quickly, get
the story to rewrite, then determine
the extra angles on which to assign
special reporters and photographers.

The Black Bat saw that Baldy
Compton was not one to show the
white flag under the attack of other
newspapers. There was defiance in
his studious, far-seeing eyes, a fight-
ing urge simmering in his brain.

“Well, Tony Quinn, you've opened
up some angles for us, at least,” said
Compton, “I have known for some
time that Mr. Rowland and Clifford

Morden had once planned a business
partnership before Mr. Rowland be-
came publisher of the Sentinel. They

. were at college together, I believe.

“However, I did not know that any
recent finances were involved, or that
they were even friendly in recent
years. I had understood, on the con-
trary, that some sort of grudge ex-
isted between them.

“If Mr. Rowland was with Morden
last night, as you say, and failed to go
to his farm, isn’t that a matter worth
investigating?”

Tony Quinn was well aware that
any good reporter is one hundred per
cent detective. And a city editor is
simply a graduated reporter, who
usually wishes he were back on a news
beat. '

“That’s a point, Mr. Compton,”
agreed the Black Bat. “I’'m not at all
certain that Rowland’s absence is
linked to the Morden murder. And for
the present, I'm thinking only of my
client.”

The Black Bat turned to Commis-
sioner Warner.

“How about the medical examiner’s
report on the exact cause of Cliff Mor-
den’s death?”

“He should have something by now,”
responded Commissioner Warner.
“Give him a call, Captain McGrath.”

McGrath scowled, but went to a re-
porter’s booth. Tony smiled a little.
He knew that McGrath would much
rather have kept an eye upon one Tony
Quinn, to make sure that he did not
turn into the Bat before their eyes,
and vanish into the black shadows.

A snappy voice spoke behind Tony
Quinn, and a friendly hand touched
his shoulder.

“How are you, D. A.? Remember
me? I'm the little guy who always
used the mugs you didn’t want in the
paper, and passed up the easy shots
you wanted to promote.”

“Owl Brennan, too red-headed, too
smart, too freckled and too short in
person and pocket to get anywhere
with the gals,” said the Bat, “Your
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SILK

hair’s thinning out some, or it doesn’t
give off the sparks it once did.”

HE Bat had apparently been look-
ing away over the red-headed
cameraman’s head as he spoke.

“Nuts, Tony!” laughed Owl Bren-
nan. “You call it a sixth sense, but
I’ll bet you can see. Can’t fool the
eyes of an owl or a bat, you know.”

Although he spoke as he did, the
Bat was sure Owl Brennan did not
really suspect that he could see. But
he caught something in Owl Bren-
nan’s tone that conveyed a message.
It was as if Owl Brennan had the de-
sire to see him alone.

Owl Brennan made it specific a min-
ute later, standing close to the Bat.

“Listen, Tony,” he whispered.
“When you get a chance, have some-
one show you to the dark room. I've
got something to tell you.”

The Bat merely nodded. Owl Bren-
nan walked on. The Bat saw that he
had a camera strapped over his shoul-
der, and there was a bright new flash-
light gadget attached to it,

At that moment Captain McGrath
returned from the phone. If ever a
man smirked with satisfaction, Mc-
Grath did now.

“Well, my fine, feathered friend,”
said McGrath, “so you want us to be
sure and have no bruises on your
client, Michael Doran. Too bad we
will not need the bruises. It turns
out your client is a chemist. This was
a little matter of murder. Our police
chemist discovered something he calls
strophanthus, a very deadly poison,
was in paint smeared over Clifford
Morden’s mouth.”

“Yes,” said the Bat, fairly sure what
was coming. - “And by the strangest
coincidence, I'd wager your chemist
discovered there was also this stro-
phanthus, which is a virulent glyco-
side, about my client’s clothes, or per-
haps upon his hands.”

“How did you know that?” snapped
McGrath. .

“Point number one for Michael
Doran,” stated the Bat, “That’s exact-
ly where someone might wish to have
poison discovered, if Morden died of
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that particular variety, and precisely
which my client would have been care-
ful to avoid if he were guilty.”

“But that holds your client, my
friend,” said McGrath almost vicious-
ly.

“You bet it does,” declared the Bat.
“And I wouldn’t want him running
around loose under any circumstances
at this stage of the nice, little game of
murder I believe has just started. If
necessary to hold Michael Doran, I
would, as his attorney, sign a murder
complaint myself.

“Since I am handicapped by lack of
sight, I like to keep my clients where

I can put my hands on them without

having to enlist the help of the
morgue.”

The Bat heard a startled gasp. He
did not appear to look. But he saw
the girl, anyway. She had blue eyes,

* too big and too innocent, and hair too
much the color of real honey to be
hiding behind the typewriter of a girl
reporter.

Something he had: said about Mi-
chael Doran had greatly disturbed her,

Phones were jangling. Since the
Sentinel was an afternoon paper, its
day was over. The Morden murder
scoop had been its regular last edi-

tion. Its next issue would be published"

the next morning around noon.

ET members of the staff were

sticking around. They conversed
in low-voiced groups. As with all
newspaper people, the news sheet was
their life. They would sweat and
work long hours, and complain about
their sad lot—and love it.

And so, to each newspaper K em-
ployee here, this incredible thing that
had happened was something per-
sonal. The honor or the dishonor of
the newspaper was their own,

The Black Bat's inner sight saw
these things, while his apparently
blind eyes watched the blue-eyed girl
hunched behind her typewriter, Some-
thing connected with Michael Doran
had hit her hard.

“A little job for Carol,” reflected
the Bat. Then, aloud: “Will someone
direct me to the reporters’ booths? I
have a call to make.”

The news editor and the city editor,
Bunt Preddy and Baldy Compton,
were making a pretense of cleaning
up their desks. George Drake, his bald
spot still sweating, hurried over.

“I’ll show you, Tony,” he said.

All of these older editors had
known Tony Quinn long, and affec-
tionately. Commissioner Warner
looked as if he would have liked a
word with the Bat, but he would wait.

“Come on, Captain McGrath,” he
urged. “Tony, you can talk with your
client when you’re ready.”

In the phone booth, dialing his
West Side home number, Tony riveted
his attention upon the blue-eyed girl.
She was wearing a light, grey-green
spring coat. Her white face was
turned, following his movement to the
phone booth.

Tony got Carol Baldwin on the
wire. He gave her quick directions
to come with Butch O’Leary and meet
him outside the Sentinel building in
a few minutes.

“I may arrange with the managing
editor for you to have a job as a re-
porter on the Sentinel, Carol,” said
Tony .

As he closed the door of the booth
the blue-eyed girl reporter was talk-
ing with another girl of about her
own size, Tony saw the reporter hand
the other girl a ring of keys.

He read on the reporter’s lips a few
words.

“Better take my coat, too. It’s get-
ting chilly outside.”

The grey-green coat was shrugged
off, and the other girl took it over
her arm. She went out and the re-
porter slumped into her chair again.
Her eyes turned once more upon
Tony.

George Drake, the managmg editor,
had waited courteously. Tony men-
tioned a girl friend, meaning Carol.

“Anything for a friend of yours,
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Tony,” said Drake, “and as long as
I have this job, which may not be
long.”

Tony did not probe now. He was
merely an attorney to George Drake.
He had always regarded Drake as a
rather futile editor, but a good yes-
man for Arthur Rowland, the hard-
working, clever publisher.

“If youw’ll show me to the photog-
raphy rooms, I'd like a talk with my
old friend, Owl Brennan,” said Tony.

He said this, although he could see
Owl Brennan waiting at a doorway,
watching him. He started across the
big room with Drake,

Suddenly above the even harmony
of the traffic roar some six stories
down, came a shattering, heavy crash.

Tony saw the blue-eyed girl re-
porter spring to her feet, almost as
if the crashing sound had been a blow
striking her personally.

CHAPTER IV
Who Expected Murder?

UINN’S lightning
senses told him that
someone in this edi-
torial room had ex-
pected that crash,
which came from
the street below.
But which one?

Baldy Compton

% had jumped to his
feet instantly. He had glanced all
around the tense news room before
his hand automatically picked up a
phone. That was a natural reaction
for a city editor.

Bunt Preddy whirled his swivel
chair, his hand digging into his thick,
grey hair. His eyes, too, traveled
about the room. Then he lunged to
his feet and moved swiftly across the
big room toward a window. Reporters
followed close on his heels.

George Drake uttered a harsh ex-
clamation,

“What in blazes was that?”

“Someone’s always beating the
lights,” said Tony quietly, but de-
tected a vague note in George Drake’s
voice that might have signified that
he was thinking of more than a traffic
crash.

Carl Jackson, the moon-faced re-
write man, knocked a paste pot off
his desk as he swung around. And
he was looking at Tony Quinn, as if
he thought Tony might have some-
thing to do with the crash.

“It’s very odd, Drake,” said Tony.
“Everyone here seems to be expect-
ing something bad. You've got an
edgy staff.”

Drake laughed nervously, and
nodded. :

“I guess I was thinking of what
happened to Frank Lark,” he said.
“I’'ve been putting off going over to
the morgue, which is my duty.”

Tony smiled a little. He was look-

ing at Owl Brennan, the short, red-
headed cameraman, Owl Brennan had
started across the room toward the
blue-eyed girl reporter. Now he
stopped so suddenly that his feet
skidded.
- Then Owl Brennan glanced around,
and over at Tony, as if he feared his
intention to go to the girl reporter
had been observed.

Preddy turned from the distint win-
dow to yell across the room.

“It’s an actident! Looks as if some-
body was smashed up by a car right in
front of our building. Can’t see much -
on account of the crowd.”

Baldy Compton scowled, and his
voice barked out sharp orders.

“Mason! Owl Brennan! Get down-
stairs on this fast! Grab a shot be-
fore the cops mess up things!”

Owl Brennan went into the photogs’
room, and came out. Tony spoke to
George Drake.

“I’ll be back later, Drake. I think
I'll move along now.” Then Tony
added, “Have one of the boys take me
down: I’'m rather helpless in a crowd.”

Tony went down quickly. As he left
the room he saw the blue-eyed girl re-
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porter sitting rigidly in' her chair,
staring at him as if she were fighting
back a desire to follow him, to tell him
something. He let that go for the
moment.

HE girl in the light, grey-green

spring coat was frightfully
crushed. Her body was caught be-
neath a shattered coupé. The car had
a press sticker on its windshield. Tony
Quinn, weaving through the knot of
spectators being pushed back by two
policemen, realized this was the grey-
green coat belonging to the girl re-
porter upstairs.

And the dead girl still held a ring
of keys gripped in her dead hand. She
had borrowed the grey-green coat and
the coupe, and she had inherited awful
death.

A huge empty newspaper truck had
its high hood and bumper rammed al-
most through the coupé. It had struck
while the girl was entering the vehicle.
- Tony could see the open front of the
Sentinel’s truck-loading platforms
half a block from the main building,
in another structure across the nar-
row side street. He saw roughly
dressed truck driver’s of the news-
paper crowding around.

A policeman had cornered two of
the drivers. Tony listened.

“I'm tellin’ you, copper, some guy I
never saw before jumped into the
truck and tried to make a getaway!”
said one driver. “The fool didn’t know
the street wasn’t wide enough for a
U-turn, I guess! He was tossed out,
and he ran off before any of us guys
got wise to what had happened!”

“Couldn’t make a U-turn, huh?” The
policeman was tough. “That’s the
same old stall! I'm notifying all of
you truck drivers to report to head-
quarters! You’re covering up! This
looks like homicide!”

“So help me, copper!” said the
other Sentinel driver. “Buck’s tellin’
you the truth! This is Blocky’s
wagon, and here he comes!”

Blocky was as short and as tough

as the copper. He was swearing
fluently. He had proof he was off
his truck when it was grabbed.

Tony saw Owl Brennan getting his
shots. He noticed that the red-headed
cameraman was using some kind of a
flash that showed no visible light.
Tony guessed that was a new infra-
red light just coming into use since
the outbreak of the war. It was black-
out stuff.

Reaching Owl Brennan,
touched his arm,

“I heard your box click, Owl,” he
stated. “The crowd is saying it’s a
woman. Has she been identified?”

The freckles stood out upon Owl
Brennan’s square face. He spoke
through tightly clenched teeth.

“Sure, Tony, I know,” he said un-
easily, “She is—she was Margaret
Ripple, from our society staff, That’s
just what I wanted to talk to you
about. The coat Margaret Ripple is
wearing was borrowed from Jane Lon-
gren, one of our reporters. That coupé
also belongs to Jane. Whoever did
it, must have thought Margaret was
Jane Longren.”

“Let’s get out of here, Owl,” Tony -
urged. “We’ll find some quiet place
for a few minutes. You have your
shots.”

“Yeah, and I'd rather cut off an
arm than watch what will come out
on the plate,” groaned the photog-
rapher. “All right, Tony. I certainly
could use a long drink.” :

Tony

OVING along the street, they

left the throng gathered about

the dead girl and entered a bar some
distance away.,

“That’s the second try at getting
Jane Longren, Tony,” declared Owl
Brennan, downing a stiff drink in the
quiet rear booth they occupied. “The
other one was an accident, too. A
nice fire bomb that didn’t go boom-
boom went off in Jane’s hotel room
two days ago. She was supposed to
be asleep, but I had just happened to
wake her up with a phone call.”
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“Your girl, Owl?” queried Tony
Quinn gently. “I thought you were
carrying the torch for Léla Ramer,
second ex-wife of Lloyd Ramer, the
night club owner. Is she the reason
for your recent heavy gambling at
some of the night spots? She must
have expensive tastes.”

Quinn saw the photographer’s red
head lift up, and his eyes narrowed
with bright displeasure. Then he
laughed a trifle uneasily.

“So you know about that? You cer-
tainly get around,” said Owl. “Well,
there’s nothing serious about Lela—
I mean, Mrs, Ramer. But Jane’s dif-
ferent. She’s new on the Sentinel and
I wish she were my girl. I can’t tell
you much more than that. -

“She comes from some country burg
she refuses to talk about. I fell hard
the first day—me and all the other of-
ficee wolves. However, she hasn’t
given me much encouragement.”

“Jane Longren hasn’t given you any
reason why she might be wanted out
of the way, Owl?”

“None, Tony. She’s just a scared,
little country girl or—well, not quite
that. She’s afraid, but she’s game.
And she swears no one has threatened
her, that she hasn’t written any stories
involving this kind of trouble, and she
can’t imagine why anyone would want
to kill her.”

If Owl Brennan could have known
that Tony’s sightless eyes were study-
ing him, perhaps he would not have
kept glancing about, as if he feared
someone might also be lutking around
to hand him the business.

Owl was showing every evidence of
being as fearful of his own safety as
Jane Longren might be of hers.

“Describe your girl, Owl” said
Tony thoughtfully.

He gave no heed to the description.
It was more important to have estab-
lished that Owl Brennan, with all of = g2
his wise-cracking spirit, was afraid. ’

One foot trapped by the clutch pedal, the
driver hung upside ,down .while:'the ‘iruck
plunged toward destruction. (Chapter V)
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Owl was choosing his words carefully,
and that meant he was holding back
something. J

“But where do I come in, Owl?”
said Tony suddenly. “I’m in this only
as a blinid attorney, seeing a chance,
perhaps, to help a poor devil caught
in a jam. Say, you heard I intended
helping Michael Doran? Just what is
Michael Doran to Jane Longren?”

Owl’s quick start told Tony he had
rung a bell.

“Why, I didn’t say—well, yes.
That’s why I wanted to talk with you,
Tony. I've seen Jane meet Michael

Doran, but she won’t talk about him.

Sure, I asked her. I’'m that way. She
just said he was from her home town,
and not to ask her any more.”

“You wouldn’t imagine this Doran
is one reason you don’t get places with
the girl, would you, Owl1?”

“Hang it all, Tony! They say you're
blind. You can’t be. Or perhaps
you’re psychic. If you’re in this for
Michael Doran, I should be against
you and him. But I'm not. If Doran’s
really a friend of Jane’s, that’s good
enough for me.”

“Owl, that’s square shooting,”
stated Tony slowly. “Even if you are
holding out plenty. What is it you’re
not telling that’s a lot more important
than what you’ve spilled? Come all
the way, Owl.”

‘ I WL was swallowing hard. He
UV oulped more of his stiff drink.
He was sweating from every freckle.
And that wasn’t like the Owl
“There’s not another thing I can
tell, Tony,” Owl replied flatly. “Any-
thing more would only be guessing.
It might involve Jane in more trouble.
Forget all the rest of it, Tony. Just
do all you can for this Doran guy.
We'll say I've a hunch he’s been
framed for the Morden murder.”
“Okay, Owl, We'll let it ride. Mi-
chael Doran has been framed. I haven’t
any doubt of that. So obviously
framed that it sticks out. It follows
that it was meant to appear as a frame,

possibly to implicate some other per-
son.”

“I’ve got to get back or Baldy Comp-
ton will be yellin’ his head off,”
grunted Owl suddenly, standing up.

Tony glanced out through the main
entrance. He saw Carol Baldwin and
big Butch O’Leary in the front seat
of a sedan parked across the narrow
street.

No doubt they had spotted and fol-
lowed him, They would make no con-
tact until he gave a signal. He was
sure that Owl Brennan now realized
he should not have told as much as he
had, without being prepared to tell
a bigger something he was holding
back.

There were three customers at the
bar, and only one bartender. As Owl
was swinging his camera strap over
his shoulder, a big newspaper truck
suddenly nosed up at the front en-
trance, :

One glance showed it was a Sen-
tinel truck, It carried a current sign.
The advertising made an impact upon
Tony’s brain.

The sign read:

You’ll Find What You Want In
WHAT WILL HAPPEN

Read It in the Sentinel’s Column
BY THE PROPHET

That sign seemed somehow curious-
ly interlinked with today’s weird hap-
penings. Since he was supposed to be
blind, Tony did not speak of it to Owl
Brennan.

Two burly men came from the truck
cab, slouching into the bar. Tony’s
quick vision noted that Carol Bald-
win and Butch O’Leary, their view
of him cut off by the Sentinel truck,
were moving ahead.

Butch O’Leary evidently intended
to drive the sedan to the end of the
block, and perhaps circle to a better
spot, not having seen Tony Quinn
move.

Nor had Carol and Butch given any
special attention to the two men from
the news truck. What happened came
so quickly that Tony was caught un-
prepared.
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Both men from the truck ordered
drinks. Owl Brennan was standing.
Tony arose, tapping with his cane.

“Hey, so you're in here lappin’ up
hooch, and the boss lookin’ all over for
you!”

One of the big truckmen pivoted.
His coat pocket was shoved into Owl
Brennan’s side. The other truckman
laughed for the benefit of others in the
bar,

“Always know where to find our
red-headed cameraman!” he said.

CHAPTER V

Runaway Death Truck

=r ARDLY expecting to

| see tough Owl Bren-
nan so easily sub-
§ dued, Tony Quinn

remained motion-
less, his mind a tu-
mult of conflicting
emotions. What had
happened to Owl
Brennan? He ap-
peared to be frozen by fear.

Tony heard the man with the coat
pocket against Owl grind out low
words between his teeth.

“Just as soon blast you here, broth-
er, as argue about it! Come along
and maybe you’ll live! Tell your blind
friend I mean it! Get going, both
of you!”

The other man-at the bar spoke
loudly.

“Look in the Sentinel for the pic-
ture he’s got in that box! First edi-
tion tomorrow!”

Owl Brennan apparently had not
frequented this bar, the bartender
laughed with the others. And Owl
was walking out. Tony debated if he
could beat a possible slug by a light-

ning play.
'  Yet some subtle, intuitive sense
warned him that this was just another
link in a deadly chain of events that
had already brought sudden death to
two people.

Any attempt at resistance now
might send a bullet smashing into the
photographer. Perhaps, Tony rea-
soned, he could learn more by string-
ing alone. Besides, the ldughing thug
over by the bar wasn’t holding a to-
bacco pipe in his own side coat pocket
where it stuck out, unobserved by
others, pointing straight at Tony,

' “Owl, what’s happening?” Tony’s
voice was weak and uncertain. He
gave every evidence of being a totally
blind man lost in a situation he could
not understand.

Not often was Tony so trapped by
circumstances that only betraying his
ability to see would extricate him. If
it had not been for the incredible
crimes that must have their inception
on the inside of the Sentinel office,
Tony would not have been forced into
this doubtful position.

But he had to remember that some-
one, or perhaps more than one, in the
newspaper’s editorial rooms must have
known of the last murder committed,
the mistake that had killed another
girl when it had apparently been
meant for the mysterious Jane Lon-
gren,

Owl’s own reaction decided him.

“Tony! I'll go along,” said Owl, his
voice quivering.

“Shut up, and come on with that
box! Hey, Barker! Show his blind
friend to the street!”

Owl Brennan strode toward the
street doorway. Tony kept up his
pretense, tapping along with his cane,
until the other man gripped his arm.

Tony hoped he had delayed long
enough for Butch O’Leary to drive the
sedan all the way around the block,
although he knew Butch would have
to contend with the heavy traffic of
Broadway for one of those blocks.

Owl Brennan was with the man
ahead of Tony, reaching the sidewalk
beside the big Sentinel truck. Tony
could only judge that these two thugs
must be regular Sentinel drivers.
Otherwise, they could not have been in
possession of the vehicle.
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\7ITHOUT moving his head,
Tony shot a glance along the
narrow street. Butch O’Leary’s car
had not made it all the way around.
Then, so abruptly that Tony had no
time to act, Owl Brennan jerked to
one side, swinging with a hard right.
The thug’s head rocked back. Tony
saw very little of what happened after
that, for his attention had been di-
verted just long enough for the other
man’s hand to jump from his arm. A
fist snapped up with a paralyzing blow
that caught him just under the ear.

Dizzied, Tony swung his cane. It
never connected. But the thug’s knee
rammed into his groin with such bru-
tal force that Tony was flung off his
feet. Then a knuckled fist smashed
into his face, sending him to his knees.

How Owl Brennan got there, Tony
did not know. But the red-headed
cameraman was lying on the sidewalk,
flat on his back. Evidently he was out
cold.

Almost unconscious from the ter-
rific agony doubling him up as the
result of the kneeing he had suffered,
Tony was unable to try for one of his
own guns.

Even while he fought desperately

to clear his head, a heavy metal ob-

ject battered him between the eyes.
Abruptly the nearby lights of Broad-
way were converted into millions of
colored stars that vanished in utter
blackness.

A heavy, rumbling noise akin to
thunder pounded through Tony’s head
after a long, blank interval and
brought him back to reality.

Words ran like brilliant lights
through the vision of his mind. They
formed patterns:

WHAT WILL HAPPEN!

BY THE PROPHET!

It was something to read in the Sen-
tinel, that staunchly conservative
newspaper that had always played
down sensational neéws, and made
real, vital happenings more important.

The lights faded. Tony felt as if
he were in a great, hollow box hurt-

ling through space. A girl’s pretty
face appeared. Pallid lips pleaded.
They became whispers.

“You've got to help Michael Doran
—you’ve got to help Michael Doran—"

Perhaps, that did it. His eyes
opened. In the blackness inside the
speeding, bouncing truck, he could see
more distinctly than a man of normal
vision in the brightest daylight.

He was in the Sentinel delivery
truck. Two big men were on the broad
seat of the cab. The cab opened into
the interior for the handling of news- .
paper bundles.

One of the men spoke, his voice jar-
ring Tony’s ears.

“I don’t know why, but that’s the

orders! I'm hoppin’ off at the next
corner! You be sure to bring the
box!”

“Yeah! You stay out of it! I'll be
seein’ you at the Red Feather!”

Tony picked the speech out of the
truck’s rumbling. His acute auditory
sense could hear the ticking of a watch
in a crowded room. The box must
mean Owl Brennan’s camera. There
was a Red Feather night club in the
Forties.

HEY had knocked cut Owl Bren-
nan, for Tony had seen the pho-
tographer lying on the sidewalk. Yet
here he was, Tony Quinn, alone in the
truck. What had they done with the
redhead? Why would they leave Owl
and take his camera? And why had
they taken him, Tony Quinn, alone?
These men could not know he was
the Black Bat. Or could they?
It was a queer business. He was up
to his ears in this tangled murder case,
and he had not yet employed his strik-
ing power as the Black Bat. Thus far,
his talented fighting aides had been
given no definite assignments.
Only Silk Kirby was watching over
a murder studio, waiting for him to
appear. As for Carol Baldwin and
Butch O’Leary, they had just missed
making contact with him.
“All right, hop off!” the driver of
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the truck growled to his companion.
“I think that car is taggin’ us. If it
comes too close, I’ll do it another way!
Too bad Tony Quinn happened to
know the boss too well! Makes it
tough, but maybe it’s doin’ a blind guy
a favor at that!”

“Yeah! What does he get out of
life! Okay! Hold ’er!”

That was one relief. These men had
abducted Tony Quinn, and had no sus-

~ picion he was the Black Bat. So that

did not enter into it. But who was this
boss the thug was speaking about?

It might be anyone of several peo-
ple. For example, he had known every
older member of the Sentinel staff, in-
cluding Owl Brennan, for many years.

The truck slowed. One man swung
off. The truck picked up speed again.
It was on a downhill street. Gloomy
warehouses drifted by like shadows.
Tony raised himself cautiously.

He felt terribly weak and sick. His
hand encountered one of his concealed
automatics. Then he had not been
searched. They had accepted him as
really a helpless blind man who knew
someone too well.

He saw the dimmed lights of a car
following. That must be Carol and
Butch. But the lights kept a meas-
ured space behind. That meant they
must be tailing the truck only on a
hunch.

Butch and Carol could not know
certainly that he was in the truck.
There would have been fireworks by
this time from the loyal, fight-loving
Butch. Then again it might not be his
aides. Perhaps, the boss was follow-
ing his own men to see that they car-
ried out their instructions.

Lifting himself up carefully, Tony
saw the graflex camera on the seat be-
side the burly driver.

There was no reason to hesitate
any longer. He would jam the gun
into the driver’s back, and that would
be that. There would be some an-
swers, obtained as only the Black Bat
knew how to get them.

Unfortunately, he had waited just

33

McGRATH

a second or so too long. The truck
dipped so sharply forward it unbal-
anced him. The big tires were whis-
pering over planking.

EADED lights ahead warned
Tony the truck was starting
down the jump-off to one of the rivers,
probably the Harlem where dead-end
streets were bitten off at the water.

Tony threw himself forward, the
automatic stabbing into the driver’s
back.

“Hold it! Right here or—"

The thug who so calmly planned to
relieve the monotony of a blind man’s
drab existence had, of all things,
nerves. More than that, he was filled
with yellow fear.

As the burly man screamed, Tony’s
keen eyes peered ahead, revealing the
reason for the man’s terror. The
gleaming surface of the river was
just a few yards away, glimmering at
the end of the planked street grade.

The driver must have realized that
he was trapped. With his scream, he
half-jumped and half-rolled. But as
he went over, one foot was pinched
by the clutch pedal, and he hung up-
side down while the truck plunged
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toward destruction.

Tony dropped the gun and seized
‘the camera. The truck’s tail end
reared up. Its nose was already diving
when he did an acrobatic turn.

He landed with a thump that jolted
the breath from him, but in time to
hear the resounding splash as the big
Sentinel truck dived into the tidal
current.

This was the Harlem river where it
separated from the Hudson to cut off
Manhattan from the mainland and
make it an island.

Tony saw the lights of the trailing
car come on faster now. But he had
no time for that. Perhaps, the key
to much of the Sentinel murder mys-
tery was down there with the truck.

He thrust the wanted camera of
Owl Brennan aside where it would
not be spotted. Shedding his coat, he
ran forward and dived in. The tidal
current was on a fast ebb, swirling
him around until he found the front
of the submerged truck.

The driver had vanished. Caught
in the current, either alive or dead,
he had been carried away from the
truck.

Tony came to the surface. His
piercing gaze scanned the water along
the flowing stream. There was no
sign of a head bobbing up or of a
swimming man.

“Tony! Tony! Butch! I tell you
I saw him! Butch! He was in the
lights! I'm going after him myself!”

Tony thrilled at the note of keen
anxiety in Carol Baldwin’s voice. He
shouted just as big Butch O’Leary
was in the act of leaping into the
river.

“Hold it, Butch!
Carol! Coming up!”

The blond girl threw her arms
around his soaked figure and kissed
him.

“I was sure you were in the truck,
To"ﬂy:” she $aid tremulously when he
had quieted her. “But Butch said
you prohgblg wanted to be there, and
we should wait and see.”

I'm all right,

“That was right, Butch,” Tony
agreed, noting the woeful expression
on the ex-pugilist’s ring-scarred fea-
tures. “And you're just in time to
share in a night of real work. First,
home fast for a change of clothes. I’ll
tell you your spots on the way.”

“The Black Bat flies tonight,
Tony?” queried Carol.

“That’s the answer, Carol,” said
Tony. “And it must be quickly.”

CHAPTER VI
Startling Evidence

=8 CAR tissue was the
X only thing that
~ marred the once
handsome face of
Tony Quinn. “And
these marks about
the eyes served to
make his features
stronger and more

striking.

Tony was in the laboratory of his

e

own big house on the West Side-

Drive. This was concealed back of a
fireplace that swung out like a door-
way at a special touch.

There had been no word of Owl
Brennan, and Tony dismally con-
cluded the redhead was either dead
or being kept a prisoner for some
obscure reason.

The light of his laboratory dark
room was red and vague. But as
Tony lifted one plate he had taken
from Owl Brennan’s camera out of
its developing bath, the horror it re-
vealed was all too clear.

There was the crumpled figure of
the girl who had borrowed a coat, car
keys and death from Jane Longren.
As Owl Brennan had shot this one
close-up with his infra-red flashlight,
the camera’s unfailing eye had re-
corded faces of those closest to the
murdered girl.

One face was tilted sharply, the
eyes looking straight at Tony Quinn.
It was as if the owner of that face



THE MURDER PROPHET : 35

had caught the presence of the cam-
eraman and looked directly into the
lense while the shot was being
snapped.

The face was handsome in a rugged
way. The features were bony. The
forehead was high, and the eyes were
set under cavernous, jutting brows.

Perhaps, Tony was seeing more of
the face than the camera really out-
lined. For, it was a face with which
he had long been familiar.

Arthur Rowland, the missing pub-
lisher of the Sentinel, had been at
the murder scene! His hands were
partly lifted as if he had made a last-
minute effort to shield his features,
but had been too late.

TONY took another plate from the
bath. It had been with two more
in the carrying box attached to Owl
Brennan’s camera. Upon this the
figure of Arthur Rowland was shown
bending over the dead girl in the grey-
green coat.

Tony put a strong glass over one
“face on the negative.

“If he were witnessing the murder
of someone close to him, Rowland
couldn’t portray greater grief,” ob-
served Tony softly. “There is some-
thing more revealed in his features
than merely discovering that a girl of
his newspaper staff has been killed
violently.”

The bony countenance of the pub-
lisher mirrored utter despair.

But it was the negative from the
third plate in Owl Brennan’s camera
that puckered Tony’s mouth in a low
whistle, Tony was seeing a picture
which, from other angles, had been
on the front page of every evening

newspaper.
“Owl was ‘'surely holding out
plenty,” said Tony grimly. “I think

Carol should attach herself as closely
as possible to Miss Jane Longren
without delay, and not permit that
interesting young woman to get out
of her sight for even the slightest mo-
ment.”

T the moment Tony was looking

. at a view of the interior of the
Clifford Morden studio. It was a
clear-cut shot, undoubtedly made with
the infra-red light.

There was the fallen easel and the
canvas in its frame. Morden’s body
lay partly under the easel, with one
arm stretched across it protectwely
Mrs. Harrmgton, the buxom house-
keeper named in the first news stories,
was lying on the floor a few feet from
Morden’s body.

But what caught Tony s keen eyes
was the window opening on the fire
escape. A man’s sho;;ldr:r and one
leg, and the side of his face were
revealed, the profile showing under a
snap-bnmmed hat.

From the position of the furtive
figure in the fire escape “Window, it
was impossible to judge whether he
was entering or leaving the murder
scene. Although only the profile was
visible anyone of thousands in the
Big Town would have instantly iden-
tified the features of %rthur Rowland
hands on these photos, and there will
be the dickens to pay,” mused Tony
thoughtfully. “Owl Brennan must
have rushed to Morden’s studio as

_soon as he saw. that extra to get shots

like these. He must have arrived
right after the murder, just before the
police arrived on the scene, and
snapped the pictures in the dark, tak-
ing a chance on what they’d reveal!”

The phone extension in the labora-
tory buzzed. Silk Klrby was on the
wire. The one-time confidence man,
who had first met Tony Quinn when
he had entered the then blind man’s
house to rob him, and who had stayed
to become as great an enemy of crooks
as Tony himself, had been instructed
to call every half hour.

“If you have ideas about the Mor-
den studio, sir, I wish to report the
police have finished, locked the place
and departed,” reported Silk. “They
have left one policeman on guard. He
is at the front door. There ds a rear
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entrance. Also there is the fire escape.”

“Stand by, Silk,” said Tony. “We
are on the move. Tell me, did you
note if the artist’s canvas or anything
else has been removed?”

“Only the body, sir.”

“Right, Silk. Keep close watch. If
anyone attempts to enter and remove
anything before I arrive, intercept
him quietly without attracting the
police.”

“That I will, sir.”

Tony emerged into his warm living-
room. Carol Baldwin and Butch
O’Leary were eagerly awaiting or-
ders. They were issued quickly.

Tony gave Carol the address of the
downtown hotel where Owl Brennan
had said Jane Longren had narrowly
escaped death by fire. He watched
the little sparks of excitement dance
into Carol’s blue eyes.

HE girl who had given Tony

Quinn his eyes, his almost in-
vincible armor as the Black Bat, was
happiest when she was helping him
fight dangerous crooks.

Carol had other ideas about Tony,
too, but‘he held these off, chiefly be-
cause of the bright danger of the
life he was leading.

“Stick by Jane Longren wherever
she goes, and be careful,” was Tony’s
only instruction.

“Jane Longren is as good as walk-
ing with two shadows,” said the
blond girl.

“Butch, I have a tough assignment
for you,” declared Tony. “One Sen-
tinel truck was seized and used for
murder tonight. Another truck, as
you know, probably was stolen and
also intended for a murder, only that
one back-fired. The truck drivers
hang around some bar near the load-
ing rooms. You will find what you
can hear.”

Butch O’Leary’s ugly, battered face
showed some disgust. He surveyed
his calloused knuckles.

“Ain’t much chance of a scrap
there, boss,” he complained.

“Fights are where you find them,
Butch,” murmured Tony with a smile.
“And you usually do. I want espe-
cially to learn what the truck drivers
may have to say about this murder of
Clifford Morden. Also, if any driver
mentions the Red Feather Club, in
the Forties, make talk with him.”

Tony had remembered one man on
the intended murder truck had said
he was drifting over to the Red
Feather. It seemed a queer place for
a man of his type. The Red Feather
Club was a high class night spot.

Tony knew that it was owned by
one Lloyd Ramer who rated high as
being on the up-and-up. No gam-
bling. No off-color stuff. Just good
food and drinks and entertainment at
the usual quadrupled prices, all legiti-
mate.

It occurred to Tony that Owl
Brennan’s disappearance might be
linked to the club, and he decided to
look into the matter later.

“I should have thought of this
sooner,” Carol stated, producing a
newspaper clipping. “I was reading
the Sentinel while we waited for you,
Tony. I came across this in that “‘What
Will Happen’ column, written by The
Prophet. Like the murder extra to-
night, it seemed strangely radical for
the Sentinel.”

Tony took the clipping and read
swiftly.

If a certain owner of a night club with
the name of a feather learns that Bart
Nemoss, ex-racket czar, is frequenting a
certain gambling spot not far from his
legitimate nighterie the heat may be turned
on suddenly.

The owner of the feathery night spot is
supposed to have long ago forsaken the
business of rackets, but Nemoss once was
prominent in the divorce affair by which
the nighterie man dispensed with hi~ num-
ber two wife.

Fireworks might be expected at any
time. It is reported that the night-spot
man has a piece of that gambling place
and that Nemoss is trying to muscle in on
the feathery night club.

Tony’s mouth was hard as he
tucked the clipping into his pocket.
That thinly-veiled accusation in The
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Prophet column was almost as out of
place in the Sentinel as the Morden
murder scoop had been.

“I wonder just who The Prophet
can be, and how that stuff slipped by
without being checked by the higher-
ups,” mused Tony. “That column
might as well have named Lloyd
Ramer of the Red Feather.

“Add the fact that one of those
truck drivers, working with some
tough mob that has attached itself to
the Sentinel, was headed for the Red
Feather Club and you have quite a
pattern of crime.”

However, Tony Quinn decided that
angle would have to keep for the
present. It was possible that had he,
as the Black Bat, struck first at the
suggestion of the scandalous item of
The Prophet, an open killing, and
later a weird delayed murder might
have been prevented.

But the Black Bat had another ob-'
jective now.

When he left the house with Butch
O’Leary driving, he was clad in
sombre black from head to toes. A

BUTCH

slouched, broad-brimmed black hat
concealed his face, _

Presently, he would don the dis-
guise that made him the shadowy,
hard-hitting terror of the underworld,
and the bane of Captain McGrath’s
eventful life in the homicide bureau.

As the big car glided downtown and
Carol alighted near the brightest
lights of Broadway, Tony was at-
tempting to keep an open mind in
respect to Arthur Rowland, Sentinel
publisher.

Two camera shots had been con-
demning, so far as Rowland was con-
cerned. Yet, Tony recalled that in
the newspaper office several of the
higher-ups had acted strangely when
Margaret Ripple was killed by a
truck. It was as if one of them had
actually anticipated the -murder.

He thought of George Drake, the
managing editor; of Bunt Preddy, the
news editor; of Baldy Compton, city
editor; and of Carl Jackson, the re-
write man who said the dead Frank
Lark had telephoned the Morden
murder yarn.
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Of them all, only Bunt Preddy had
seemed to act in a purely natural
manner, rushing to the windows to
investigate the sounds of the crash.

The others had remained where
they were, oddly motionless and ap-
parently more intent upon watching
each other. For newspaper men, that
was decidedly queer.

Yet, even Preddy’s actions could
have been a cover-up Tony realized,
though something about the man
forced him to discount the theory.
Preddy seemed to be a straight-
shooter.

Then there was Owl Brennan. How
did he fit into the scheme of things?
And what had become of him? These
were the questions which plagued the
Black Bat as he sought to unravel the
baffling skein of mystery.

CHAPTER VII
Trapped by Police

EEPING a
vigil at the head
of the fourth-floor
stairs, Silk Kirby
could see the bulky

i figure of a sleepy
policeman in a chair.
The officer was on

guard before the

. doer of the Clifford

Morden murder studio.

- Unseen by the policeman, Silk Kir-
by signaled with a gesture. What
seemed to be the figure of an enor-

mous bird of darkness floated silently
past him and into the studio apart-

ment hallway.

Had the policeman looked that way,
he would have missed the shadowy
Black Bat moving silently along the
hallway wall. Tony Quinn, all in
black, with a ribbed cape that could
strangely take the form of the wings
of a giant Black Bat, was noiseless
as he made quick work of a door.

This was the rear-door, leading into
the kitchen of Studio B-9. Inside

sharp

the kitchen, the Bat was invisible,
blending with the dark. He required
no light. His uncanny vision in the
gloom showed him the smallest de-
tail of his surroundings.

He saw bits of glass sparkling on
the floor near an inner doorway lead-
ing to the studio itself. Then he held
the metal base of a bulb, marked with
tiny letters. He smiled grimly.

This was an infra-red light bulb,
dropped and broken. The Bat knew
too well the origin of that bulb. Owl -
Brennan must have let it fall after he
had snapped that incriminating shot
of the murder studio.

The body of the slain Morden was
recorded on that plate. So was the
furtive figure of Arthur Rowland. It
was in the Bat’s mind now that Owl
Brennan probably had no idea that
Rowland was in that shot taken by
that invisible infra-red flash in the
darkness.

Could Arthur Rowland himself be
the killer? And had he somehow sus-
pected or definitely learned that Owl
Brennan had appeared on the scene
to snap pictures before the murderer
could get away?

The Black Bat was perplexed. He
couldn’t conceive of the publisher as
a killer. Yet, one of the photog-
rapher’s shots revealed Rowland’s
presence.

Had Rowland come to visit Morden
only to.arrive immediately after the
crime? And had Owl arrived just in
time to snap a picture in the dark
which showed the publisher escaping
by way of the fire escape for fear of
being implicated in the case?

It was a bewildering set-up and the
Black Bat was far from satisfied with
developments. One factor definitely
cast suspicion on the publisher. ' And
that was his failure to appear publicly
and help his own newspaper in its
hour of distress.

Whoever the criminal was, the fact
remained that the two tough thugs
who had attacked Tony and Owl in
the bar, had seemed to know the cam-
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era carried valuable plates, and they
were intent on keeping the camera.
But who had hired them?

HE Black Bat thrust his somber

reflections aside, and stepped into
the studio. There was a chair on the
model’s stand. It set the Bat’s mind
to wondering who had been seated
there when Morden died. What wom-
an with a clear conscience would have
fled the murder scene before the po-
lice arrived?

The canvas upon which Morden had
been working lay untouched beside
the fallen easel. The Bat needed no
light to follow the lines of sketched-
in head and shoulders, a profile in-
complete as to detail or color.

An inner sense told the Bat he had
seen that profile before. It was the
outline of a girl’s features from hair
to throat. The small nose was slightly,
impudently tilted, and the forehead
line showed a length that denoted in-
telligence.

Suddenly he recognized that pro-
file. It was obvious now why Owl
Brennan had withheld so much from
Quinn. The profile on that canvas be-
longed to pretty, blue-eyed Jane Lon-
gren. The girl whose life was men-
aced, and for whom another girl had
died, had been Clifford Morden’s
model!

“Does that mean Jane Longren
knows the identity of Morden’s
killer?” the Bat asked himself. “And
does Owl know, too Had he with-
held this information from Quinn to
protect the girl or someone else?

“Or, is Owl himself in some man-
ner linked with the murder gang?
. And was there some sinister reason
behind his swift arrival upon the
murder scene to snap a picture which
condemned Arthur Rowland, his own
boss?”

The Bat’s mind was in a turmoil.
Anything was possible. Men killed
for strange reasons. Yet, both Row-
land and Owl Brennan were old
friends of the Bat’s, and he could not

bring himself to believe they were
actually involved in the killings.

Grimly he determined to keep an
open mind. He glided through the
dark studio room, then came upon
something which was linked with the
chief incriminating evidence against
Michael Doran, the man he had de-
clared he was representing.

Peering at the fallen canvas, the
Bat noted a rusty, brown blotch on
its surface. More of the same stain
covered the floor. And there was the
chalk line which showed the position
in which Morden’s body had been
found.

“He fell as he died,” decided the
Black Bat softly. “He must have
struck his nose on the easel frame.
It bled profusely. The police report
he died from a quick-acting poison.
This may give me the opportunity to
pass up a demand on Captain Mc-
Grath.”

Cutting the brown stain from the
canvas, the Black Bat placed the seg-
ment in an inner pocket. All indica-
tions had been that Morden had suc-
cumbed from strophanthus communi-
cated through paints smeared upon
his mouth. However, the Bat had his
own ideas about that.

Abruptly the Black Bat was aware
of a rustling, scraping movement out-
side the wide window. Someone was
ascending the fire escape. The win-
dow was closed, but the Bat’s ears
were as keenly sensitive as his eyes.

He moved quickly behind an angle
in the wall. The noise from the vicin-

ity of the fire escape had ceased. An

old-fashioned desk stood in a corner.
The police evidently had cleared it of
letters or papers.

XAMINING the desk thoroughly
he found a concealed drawer
built into the back. It had escaped
the police. Listening for the renewal
of the intruder’s climb on the fire

-escape, the Bat looked at a faded pho-

tograph that was wrapped in fine
white silk.
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“That might have come from a wed-
ding dress,” mused the Bat.

The fine writing penned on the back
of the photo was difficult even for his
amazing eyes in the darkness. He
could make out only a few words:

“It is best this way—"

There had been more, and a name.
But the paper of the photo had been
torn and the name was gone. The
photo paper was thick.

“Just what this adds up to may be
the one link that will remove suspi-
cion from Jane Longren and Owl
Brennan.”

As the Bat uttered this whisper,
putting the photo into a hidden pock-
et, the fire escape window creaked.
A formless shadow, the Bat moved
into position beside the window.

He was motionless as two men,
clearly visible to him, opened the win-
dow and came through together. The
interior of the studio was shrouded
blackness to the intruders. They
whispered.

“Fasy with the light. That copper
at the door may be awake. The boss
said it must be in the old desk—
there—"

The ray of a pencil flashlight shot
out. A husky, commanding whisper

came from the shadowy figure, that

seemed like 2 monster Black Bat hov-
ering by the wall.

“Don’t move, either of you! What
is it you seek? The Black Bat speaks!
You haven’t a chance to resist!”

Hoarse grunts came from the sur-
prised intruders. The fellow holding
the light flicked it off instantly, no
doubt believing that concealed them
from the feared Black Bat.

The Bat’s fist lashed out, clipping

the one man cleanly on the chin as he
was snapping out a rod. The second
man, unable to see, threw himself flat
on the floor, a gun streaking into
sight.

The Bat smashed the man’s gun
wrist with his hard kick, and the gun
.bounced across the floor. Unfor-
tunately, all this action had happened

so suddenly that the Black Bat was
unable to prevent noise.

From the kitchen behind him came
a clear, shrill whistle. He heard Silk
Kirby’s signal, followed instantly by
thudding blows. Whether these were
delivered by Silk or others, the Bat
had no time to discover.

The front door of the studio burst
open. The hard voice of none other
than Captain McGrath himself ex-
ploded into the room. McGrath had
the light of the hallway behind him,
but the studio was still black to his
eyes.

That was a mistake, for as the Bat
considered his position and was mov-

ing with flashing speed toward the
fire escape window, he saw the in-
truder he had knocked down roll over.
Orange flame lanced from a gun in his
hand, aimed at McGrath in the lighted
doorway.

@ POLICE positive blazed in an-
other man’s hand beside Mec-
Grath. The shot was well-placed, evi-
dently aimed at the ‘explosion of the
other rod. The man shooting at Mc-
Grath groaned once, then his weapon
fell from his hand.

From the kitchen doorway behind
the Bat the beam of a powerful flash-
light bored across the room. The Bat
heard ‘McGrath’s roar of pain and
rage, and saw the captain holding
bloody  fingers where the intended
killer’s slug had crossed his hand.

“Are you there, Captain?”

The strident call came from behind
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the Bat. He knew then that Mc-
Grath’s sudden, inexplicable raid
upon the murder studio was a com-
plete trap. He wondered if this had
been caused by the men coming up
the fire escape?

But there was no time for specula-
tion. It seemed he was caught in a
net from which there was no escape.
If he could divest himself of his Black
Bat garb, and become merely blind
Tony Quinn, he might have some thin
excuse for being here in the murder
studio.

But that was impossible now. The
Bat thought of diving for the window
and the fire escape. However, that
would put him squarely into view as
a target for at least half a dozen po-
11ce guns.

It was as tight a spot as the Bat had
ever been in. In addition, there was
the bad luck of Silk Kirby probably
having been trapped by the police
coming from the rear.

The man from whose hand the Bat
had kicked a gun was still flat on the
floor where he had thrown himself.
Now the Bat moved with a fast back-
ward leap toward the policeman with
the flashlight.

He heard McGrath shout as the
beam cut across his webbed, black
cape and his flying figure.

“The Black Bat! Get him! Imight
have known he would be in it!”

Because he was a phantom target,
and he could see the others clearly,
the Bat was out of the light beam
before a gun could flame. Moreover,
he was between two groups of Mc-
Grath’s men, and one man was smart.

“Hold the fire! He’s between us!
Grab him!” :

The flashlight beam darted about.
It outlined the Bat again. The Bat
sent the light clattering to the floor
with a smash to the policeman’s jaw.

There was an explosion of blinding
light. It did not come from a gun.
It filled .the murder studio with a
fierce, white blaze, driving back Mc-
Grath’s men and enveloping the Bat.

CHAPTER VIII
Murder in a Morgue

ILLIAM BLACK,
senatorial candidate,
wore greying side-
burns which made
him look benign. He
had a massive chin,
and his voice was
deep and convinc-
ingly eloquent.

Carol Baldwin had
seen newspaper pictures of William
Black with an honorable before his
name, He had probably invented the
title. He looked like a much worried
man,

Carol was in the corridor of the
sixth floor of a second-rate hotel in
the Forties. She had engaged a room
and registered. By her own conniv-
ance her door was just across the hall
from a room occupied by Jane Lon-
gren, girl reporter of the Sentinel.

Jane Longren had been in her room.
Carol had not seen her, but she had
a good description and her door had
opened on a slight crack.

As she saw a stout figure and heard
a rap at Jane Longren’s door, Carol
opened her door and stepped out
fully dressed for the street.

She appeared not to notice the Hon.
William Black, if such he was, Yet
she marked his quick, apprehensive
glance at her, his scowl and the hasty
turning away of his benign face.

The elevator was nearby, and Carol
only pretended to press the button.
Her quick ears heard a low, musical
voice.

“You, Mr. Black?

I didn’t expect

“Let me come in,” interrupted Mr.
Black hastily. “I must see you at once,
after what has—"

Carol lost the rest of it. She ob-
tained only a passing glimpse of Jane
Longren’s pretty face. Queerly, some
woman’s intuition made her like the
brief view. Carol was clever, an ef-
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ficient aide to the Black Bat, but like
all women, she worked a great deal on
her emotions, '

Carol returned quickly to her room.
She wished she had been able to get
accommodations on either side of
Jane’s, but this had failed. She could
hear only the faintest murmur of
voices,

Taking a chance, she crossed the
hall, and placed an ear to the door be-
hind which the Hon. William Black
apparently had some urgent reason to
see Jane Longren,

She could detect nothing definite,
but she did hear Mr. Black’s voice
rise as he was about to leave.

“T'll wait for you in the lobby!
You're sure old Mac will do it for
you? I tell you, it’s the only way,
Miss Longren!”

Carol already was headed for the
downstairs lobby. Whatever this
meeting of the well known politician
and the girl reporter might mean, it
was not too intimate. Mr. Black had
called Jane by the respectful Miss
Longren,

Carol expected a tough job of trail-
ing d car when she followed Jane Lon-
gren and Mr. Black from the hotel.
But it was simple. Moreover, it had
become puzzling.

For, as Jane emerged from the ele-
vator, Mr. Black had arisen from a
lobby chair and went out ahead of her
to the street.

When Carol followed Jane through
the door, she observed that Mr. Black
apparently had no intention of being
seen in public with the girl reporter.

T was even more mysterious to
Carol that Jane and Mr. Black
walked instead of calling a taxi. And
they were going in the direction of
the Sentinel building!

“It would seem that Mr. Black
doesn’t intend to leave any possible
witness to his little jaunt with a girl
reporter,” mused Carol.

There was more of this mystery at
the entrance to the Sentinel building.

Only one elevator was operating be-
cause it was off-time for the after-
noon newspaper. Carol watched Jane
pass Mr. Black at the Sentinel build-
ing entrance and take the lead.

Mr. Black waited half a minute..
Then he glanced about furtively. For
a man of his dignity, he was certain-
ly doing a sneak act.

Carol noticed that Jane had avo1ded
the elevator. The girl reporter had
taken the open stairway. Mr. Black
took this same means of ascending.

Carol was puzzled for a moment how
to trail the pair safely. She gave Mr.
Black time to disappear on the first
turn of the stairs. From there she fol-
lowed cautiously by the creaking
sound of Mr. Black’s shoes.

Since Tony Quinn had informed her
of a possible position, she resolved to
make a bold entrance in the event
Jane and Mr. Black were headed for
the Sentinel news room. :

She would ask for Mr. Drake, the
managing editor. If she found him,
she would say Tony Quinn had sent
her, that she was a friend for whom
he had spoken,

In the “graveyard watch,” that in-
terval between the afternoon final and
the next morning’s first edition, all
of the humming life goes out of a
newspaper. It was more so tonight
than usual on the Sentinel.

For, it seemed truly a graveyard
shift to the few old copy-readers with
their green eye-shades, and the half-
dozen rewrite boys, telegraph editors
and emergency reporters kept on duty
in the news room.

There was the usual penny-ante
game, but no one had any heart in it.
Lights were blacked out in most of
the big room, and the corridor of the
sixth floor was filled with shadows.

Perhaps the darkness seemed ripe
with brooding death, for the few on
the graveyard shift were not telling
the customary shady yarns, or kidding
each other.

Bunt Preddy, the news edltor was
hanging around, as was Baldy Comp-
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ton, the city editor. George Drake,
the managing editor, had been in his
office for a while, but he came out and
wandered away to one of the other de-
partments.

ALDY Compton and Bunt
: Preddy seemed restless. Preddy
went out and came back from the
“morgue” on the same floor, at the
back of the long corridor.

He spread out numerous clippings
and past photos dealing with stories
that had affected the dead Clifford

. Morden,

Baldy Compton swore when he saw
these.

“I’'m going out and try and drown it,
Bunt,” he said. “Want to join me? I
hope I have such a hangover I can’t
show up in the morning.”

“No dice, Baldy,” Preddy answered.
“I’m hoping we’ll have some word
from the old man.”

He meant Arthur Rowland, the pub-
lisher. In spite of the plate in the Bat’s
possession that showed Arthur Row-
land to have been on the murder scene
downstairs when Margaret Ripple had
died, he had not come up to the edi-
torial offices.

“And if I get my hands on Owl
Brennan, he’s through!” snapped
Baldy Compton. “Why would he duck
out on that pix, even if it was—well,
what it was?”

Baldy Compton took his overcoat
and hat, and stormed out of the news
room.

So it happened that Carol Baldwin,
reaching the sixth floor closely behind
the soft-footing William Black, sena-
torial aspirant, and Jane Longren who
had preceded him, found it easy to slip
along after them without entering the
editorial department.

At the dark rear of the corridor,
William Black disappeared from view,
Carol crept forward. She came to a
swinging door which opened into a
dark connecting hallway.

Not being sure of what was beyond
this, or how far Jane Longren and

William Black had preceded her, she
paused, listening.

She was about to risk passing
through the dark hallway when she
heard the mutter of a man’s voice.

From the sound she judged that
someone was pacing the floor and
talking to himself. This blocked her.
So far as the mysterious mission of
Jane Longren and William Black was .
concerned, she had to wait until the
muttering ceased.

It might have been three minutes,
or five minutes, or longer, as the time
dragged on. Then suddenly Carol
heard hurrying footsteps. The mut-
tering had ceased abruptly.

Carol shrank into the darkest
corner. She saw William Black come
from the dark hallway, almost run-
ning, but trying to proceed noiseless-
ly. He peered nervously over his
shoulder while he stuffed papers into
an inside pocket.

For long minutes there was silence,
except for the distant voices in the
news room and the faint clicking of
teletype machines, grinding out the
night’s grist of filler copy for the
early edition.

SOMETHING warned Carol that
Jane Longren should have come
out with William Black. An inner
impulse of fear sent her into the dark
hallway, hurrying. !
She was remembering what Tony
had told her about Jane Longren be-
ing threatened, and how the other girl
had died by mistake in Jane’s grey-
green coat.

Having been a newspaper woman,
Carol instantly identified the open
door leading into the morgue. In there
were archives of the Sentinel, cover-
ing past generations. Pictures and
stories in thousands of files.

Stories of the oldest families and
the newest. Pictures of society lead-
ers, and photographs of major crimi-
nals, Thousands of happenings in
lives of the past and present.

In a word, it was the newspaper
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morgue—a terrible weapon which
could be wielded against many per-
sons if it ever fell into the wrong
hands.

Only a few light bulbs were burn-
ing at scattered spots, Carol listened,
heard no one, and stepped inside. Her
hand flew to her lips in time to sup-
press a little scream.

“0Old Mac,” a genial, seventy-year-
old man, had been the keeper of the
Sentinel morgue for years. A long
time ago he had been a brilliant re-
porter, then a city editor, then a copy-
reader, and finally keeper of the
morgue,

That was his pension. No one ever
heard of a newspaper man drawing
any other kind of an endowment.

But Old Mac was through with pen-
sions, through with the world. His
thin, white hair was matted with
blood. His eyes were open and star-
ing. He was looking at the ceiling,
but not seeing it.

Carol had been long enough with
the Black Bat to have cool nerve. She
thought first of William Black, and
his furtive departure, and next of Jane
Longren,

She had not seen the girl reporter
come out. Holding her breath, her
hand gripping the little automatic in
her handbag, Carol edged along a
shadowy row of high steel files, her
eyes seeking for movement,

Just beyond the last light in a dark
corner, she noticed the huddle of
bright cloth that was Jane Longren’s
dress. Fearing the worst, but forget-
ful of herself, Carol ran forward
quickly.

She saw Jane’s white face and her
honey-colored hair. The girl’s bosom
was rising and falling with her breath-
ing as Carol bent over her. Then it
was that hands like steel probed from
the darkness of a space between the
steel files,

They choked a scream in Carol’s
throat. A sapper or some other weapon
thumped her cruelly into complete
oblivion.

AROL thought she had just

closed her eyes. But when she
opened them she was in a nearly dark,
quiet room. The smell of hot metal
filled the air.

Her head was aching. When she
moved she discovered her hands and
legs were stiffly bound.

Her fingers touched iron plates of
the floor on which she lay. Machines
like monsters loomed ghostlike about
her. At one side was an immense pot
above which hung a slight glowing of
fire.

She knew now where she was, This
was a stereotyping room. It would
be the one department of the Sentinel
that would be vacated for several
hours between days.

Carol found her breathing ham-
pered. Tape pasted across her mouth
caused that, She saw a vague figure
moving in the semi-darkness near the
huge cauldron of liquid metal from
which the press plates for the news-
paper were molded in the machines
ranged about the big pot.

Carol moaned, trying to scream. She
could not see the face of the man who
bent over her. But she heard the cruel,
flat-toned voice.

“I’'m removing the tape. If you tell
why you are here, and who sent you,
you'll not be hurt. If you scream now,
or refuse to talk, the bottom of the
metal pot will be tapped. That metal
will pour out over you like a river of
fire. You and this Longren dame.”

The tape was ripped from Carol’s
mouth. She repressed a cry of pain.

“Now who sent you here?” de-
manded the hard voice. “Don’t lie.
Did you come from the Black Bat?
I’ll ask but once. I have no time to
waste.”

Carol was thinking rapidly. Her
captor must be someone on the inside
of the Sentinel. The murder of Old
Mac, the morgue keeper, was evidence
she might expect no mercy, even if
she talked,

“I don’t know what you mean,” she
murmured. “I’'m a friend of Jane Lon-
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gren’s. I saw her come upstairs. 1
wanted to see her, so I followed.”

A cruel hand slapped Carol’s cheek
brutally. The man lifted his head,
listening.

“That you, Pointer?” he demanded.

“Yeah, it’s me,” grunted a voice, An-
other man emerged from the shadows.
“We’ve got to beat it. Some of the
truck crew are burnin’ up. One guy’s
on his way up here, The boss said to
bring the reporter dame, and shut up
the other one.”

“Okay,” said Carol’s immediate cap-
tor hastily. “The freight elevator
clear?”

“Yeah. That’s the way I came up!”

Carol tried to scream. But her
mouth was closed by cloth that almost
strangled her as it was stuffed into
her throat. The new arrival picked up
the light figure of Jane Longren and
started into the shadows.

Carol saw the other man step over
to the huge pot of liquid metal. There
was a grinding of steel as an iron cap
opened at the bottom of the big con-
tainer.

Carol saw metal running out across
the iron plates. She could feel the
‘reflected heat several yards away.

“Too bad youre not important
enough to keep around because you’re
a swell looker,” said the cold killer.
“When you’re found, it will teach a
few persons we’re not fooling. So
long, beautiful.”

CHAPTER IX
‘Black Bat’ Seized

LAMES from the fire
bomb set off in the
Clifford Morden
murder studio cut
off the Black Bat
abruptly from Cap-
tain McGrath and
his raiding police-
men. The blaze was
apparently of mag-

nesium and thermite in a small quan-

tity. But it would have seared a man’s

eyes in a few seconds.

The Bat grabbed up some pillows,
flinging them upon the bomb. But
even as he did so, he knew he could
not hope to smother the flames. If
there were a flower box with sand in
it, he’d have a chance. But there was
nothing available.
~ Grimly he realized that nothing
could save the studio from destruc-
tion. Perhaps, all of the old-fashioned
building would go. But that was not
of immediate concern. For, the liv-
ing intruder who had exploded the
small bomb was already in the win-
dow leading to the fire escape.

The man who had wounded Mc-
Grath and had, in turn, been shot by
one of the policeman apparently was
lying in the center of the swiftly
spreading fire. It occurred to the Bat,
then, that the bomb was meant to pre-
vent identification.

Hoarsely shouting policemen
backed away from the blaze. The Bat
jumped for the escaping man in the
open window, while bullets from
police guns riddled the air about him.
He reached the intruder while he was
still on the fire escape platform out-
side.

With his spreading cloak and hiss-
ing voice the Bat must have appeared
as a terrible, gigantic bird of the night,
a half-human, half-animal bird of
prey. Desperately the man turned,
throwing up his arms across his face.

The Bat recalled his kick had like-
ly fractured one of the man’s wrists.
But it was no time for kindness. He
drove knockout knuckles to the man’s
jaw, catching him in his arms as he
fell.

The intense heat flaming through
the window compelled the Bat to move
fast. Suspecting the fire escape must
be guarded by McGrath’s men four
stories below, the Bat started up in-
stead of down the fire escape. He could
see the edge of the roof of the six-
storied old building.

“You’ve got it coming, friend,” he
said softly to the sleeping man in his
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arms. “But if I left you, it would
only be to burn, and that would give
no answers.”

Since the building was, for the most
part, inhabited by artists, the Bat
judged he might find his way from
the roof through a skylight.

Before he passed to the escape lad-
der of the sixth story, the dead weight
of the unconscious man slowed his
movements.

Then the sudden blossoming of
flames from other windows close to
the murder studio on the fourth floor
told him that most of the building
might be doomed before the fire de-
partment could gain control.

The white light under him outlined
his climbing black figure. The spread
of his ribbed cloak, like bat wings,
shielded the burden of the man in his
arms, but he was fully revealed to
some of McGrath’s men.

Through the crackling of the fire
sounded snapping explosions of po-
lice guns. Slugs whined off the iron
of the fire escape too close to be
pleasant. He gained the roof edge,
however, without being hit.

ESTING the weight of the un-

conscious man, the Bat had a
look ‘around that was far from reas-
suring. No other building seemed to
join this one on the same level.

“Every fire escape and probably
every stairway inside will be blocked
by McGrath,” said the Bat, as he
heard fire department sirens. This
calls for strategy, unless I want to
walk right into McGrath’s arms. And
with that wounded hand he’ll not be
softened up any.”

Only seconds remained now. Po-
lice would be swarming up the fire
escapes where the blaze did not block
them. They would be coming through
roof trap doors as soon as the word
was passed that the Black Bat had
been seen,

“But I'm sure McGrath did not
know there was anyone but myself
in the studio,” mused the Bat. “He

probably isn’t even aware that he was
shot by another man who is being
cremated. And he wouldn’t know I
put on the rescue act for this other
fellow.”

This gave the Black Bat a sudden
plan, a ruse that might be made to
work, if he could get the unconscious
fire-setter off the roof. There were
several art studios skylights but only
two trap doors.

Transporting his prisoner to the
nearest studio skylight, he smashed
out glass and found that one side
opened.

He could not see the distance to
the studio floor inside, but he swung
the other man through the opening,
holding him by the wrists until his
feet were extended downward.

“May be tough on the legs, my
friend,” he said whimsically. “But
murder and arson get you into spots
like this.” .

He swung in and dropped almost
as soon as the limp man thudded on
the floor. He got a hallway door
open. The corridor was empty in this
ell of the building, and he saw the
rail of a stairway going down.

By this time the spreading fire had
jumped across all of one side of the
building. He had carried the uncon-
scious man to the door when he saw
and heard two policemen at a corner
leading into the corridor.

Then he got a break. A command
was called out.

“Hey, you fellows! Don’t take a
chance on going up! McGrath has
ordered everybody down! The old
trap’s going up fast!”

As the two men disappeared, the
Bat reached the back stairway. He
carried his victim down three flights.
But at the third floor, a sudden blast
of fire from a crashing wall blocked
him away from the only inside stair-
way at that end.

NE side of the building was still
: clear, Upper floors were appar-~
ently deserted. The Bat smashed a



THE MURDER PROPHET 47

flimsy door open with his shoulder
and got into a third-floor room, clos-
ing the portal behind him.

He was at the window opening it
when a fleet of clanging fire trucks
appeared in the street below.

Looking out cautiously, he saw ten-
ants of this third floor at other win-
dows. They also had been cut off

from flight on inside stairways.
Women and men were screaming.

Ladders were run up to some win-

Firemen began swinging two

dows.

chance that this will work.”

Working rapidly, he divested the
unconscious man of hiseouter gar-
ments, thankful that the fellow was
of about his own size.

In another fifteen seconds the
sleeping man was wearing the dark
clothes and the ribbed black cloak
of the Bat.

The Bat slipped into the light grey
suit the man had been wearing. Then
he held the figure of the other man
upright in the open window and
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life nets. A woman jumped into one
and was helped out safely.

From a nearby window two men
plunged to safety into the other net.
The Bat chuckled as an idea occurred
to him. He could see more uniformed
policemen than usually were to be
found at a fire.

“McGrath certainly believes he has
the Black Bat this time,” he mur-
mured. “And he may be right at that.
However, there just happens to be a

waved his arms. The firemen moved

the life net over. The Bat gave the
unconscious man a shove that made it
appear he had jumped.

Watching only long enough to see
that the man wearing his Black Bat
cape had landed squarely in the life
net, he moved back into the smoke-
filled hallway, shielding his face.

He fought his way to another studio
several doors away and smashed his
way in.
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When he appeared at the window,
the Black Bat had smudged his face
with the ever-present black dust of
the studio furniture. He pulled the
other man’s snap-brim hat down over
his eyes, leaned from the window and
began waving and yelling.

Plummeting to the life net below, he
had an advantage that he himself had
created. A short distance away, it
seemed that half the police depart-
ment of this precinct was crowded
around someone in the street.

He could almost hear Captain Mc-
Grath gloating over having the Black
Bat delivered right into his hands.

The Bat kept a hand rubbing over
his face, pushed away helping hands,
grunted he was all right, and faded
from among the firemen into the
crowd held on the fire line. In half
a minute he was all the way around
the block, where Silk Kirby had left
his car.

E was a little sick and fearful
that Silk Kirby might have been
knocked out and left behind by the
police, although they would likely
have brought him from the burning
building. Then a hand touched his
shoulder.

“Great snakes, sir! I saw you jump
and I thought they had you sure!
How did you—?”

“The same goes for you, Silk,” re-
plied the Bat quickly. “Get the car
moving, and tell me about it as you
drive. I must fix my face. Tony
Quinn has a quick call to make on a
client who is in jail.” :

Silk Kirby had learned never to be
surprised at the Black Bat’s sudden
and unpredictable actions. This speed
and abruptness had saved their lives
and the Black Bat’s identity too many
times.

“I whistled a warning, sir, and laid
out two of McGrath’s men cold,” Silk
informed him. “I would have come
in to help you, but I was blocked.
Then that fire busted loose.

“I’d about given you up, sj‘r, when

I heard them saying the Black Bat
was on the roof. Then I saw you
jump from that window.”

“You're too old at the confidence
game to believe everything you see,
Silk,” chided the Bat. “Head for
police headquarters. By the time
Captain McGrath has announced his
capture of the Black Bat, I hope to
be either with Commissioner Warner
or interviewing my adopted client,
Michael Doran.”

On the drive across town to head-
quarters, the radio interrupted a pro-
gram to give out a bulletin:

Another queer tragedy was added to-
night to the strange circumstances involv-
ing the Sentinel newspaper. John McPhail,
in charge of the morgue at the Sentinel
building, was found murdered.

Apparently he was killed by someone
who entered the Sentinel morgue. No ar-
rests have been made.

It was also announced by the police that
the mysterious crook known as the Black
Bat broke into the studio where Clifford
Morden was murdered this evening.

The Black Bat was captured after the
building was set afire, and he was forced
to jump from a window. Jane Longren, a
reporter on the Sentinel, is missing and is-
being sought by the police.

CHAPTER X
A Stubborn Suspect

GAIN restored to the
personality of the
supposedly blind
Tony Quinn, the
Black Bat uttered a
startled exclamation
at the closing line of
the terse radio bul-

& letin.

“Jane Longren
missing? That means Carol either
missed her or has trailed her some-
where.,” His face turned grim and
bleak. “That may be far from good.
Another murder? Old Mag, in charge
of the Sentinel morgue? Silk, do you
realize what’s in such a newsaper
morgue?”’ '

Silk Kirby was too old a hand at
the confidence game to miss the an-
swer to that one.
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“It’s a morgue with enough dead
ones, meaning stories and pictures, to
probably ruin hundreds of persons or
blow millions right out of their pock-
ets, sir,”” was Silk’s reply. “Perhaps,
that is what the shooting’s all about.”

“You may be right, though I think
that’s only part of it. The Morden
murder goes back a long way. I
would say it might be connected with
a wedding of many years ago.”

“A wedding, sir.”

Before Tony replied, his fingers
found something in the pocket of the
suit taken from the man now being
held as the Black Bat. He gripped a
book of matches.

“Red Feather Club,” he murmured
as he read the printing.

-His hands went through other
pockets. He found and unfolded a
typed note. It stated:

Destroy this at once. Don’t wait for
second murder extra. Item in The Prophet
column is enough. Put Nemoss ahead for
tonight. Change order on girl. Unharmed
to bait father.

“Doesn’t make much sense, sir,”
grunted Silk Kirby. ‘“Wait! Nemoss
is the old booze racket czar from
Chicago who came to town again last
week. I recall there was some trou-

ble between Nemoss and Lloyd Ramer °

when the latter was running the old
speakeasy on Forty-sixth street. Re-
member?”

“Silk!” exclaimed Tony. “For a
respectable gentleman’s valet and a
reformed character, you certainly
keep in touch with things. And why
should I remember a speakeasy run
by Lloyd Ramer in the old days?”

“I thought, sir—you know in those
days—well, didn’t all law officials
know what speaks were paying? I
mean—"

Not often was Silk Kirby’s non-
chalance disturbed. But now he
stammered and halted in confusion.

Tony Quinn laughed in warm
amusement.

“All right, Silk, forget it,” he said
easily. Then his features turned
grave. “This Nemoss business may

prove very important. That Prophet
column I told you about mentioned
Nemoss was prominent in a divorce af-
fair between Lela and Lloyd Ramer.
Know anything about that?”

Silk Kirby nodded, his pale fea-
tures sober and pensive. :
“Sure. Nemoss was supposed to
have been running around with Lela,
Ramer’s No. 2 wife, before they split
up. Rumor has it that Lloyd was get-
ting tired of Lela anyway. Nemoss
and Ramer had a run-in about it, and
Ramer passed around some threats,

but nothing ever developed.”

“And now the Prophet—whoever
that scoundrel is—has hinted that
Nemoss is trying to muscle in on
Ramer’s Red Feather Club,” said
Tony. “Looks as if things are ripe
for more bloodshed. Where does
Nemoss hang out?”

“Well, I heard he’s been running a
game for himself at the Four Owls
Club,” responded Silk. “It is rumored
that the Four Owls is the bad little
brother of Ramer’s Red Feather Club
and that Ramer has a piece of it.”

PREVONY Quinn snapped his fingers
and the depth of his breathing
quickened.

“Silk, we’ll only be a few minutes
with Commissioner Warner,” he said
quickly.

“All at once we’re adding more
angles than the world has wars onto
the Sentinel puzzle. In a little while
you are to find this Nemoss and stick
to him for his own good.”

Reaching headquarters a short time
later, Silk led his employer into Com-
missioner Warner’s office. The latter’s
usually humorous smile was missing.
Hard lines were around his mouth
and eyes.

“Sure, Tony, you can see Michael
Doran right away,” he replied in an-
swer to Tony’s request. “F'm expect-
ing Captain McGrath to report any
minute now on his capture of the
Black Bat. I thought perhaps you
would like to hear how it happened.
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Hang it all, Tony! I don’t feel good
about this.

“I had other ideas about the Black
Bat. I had even hoped he would get
into this Sentinel mess and pull at
least one real murderer out of the
bag.”

Commissioner Warner had long
suspected that Tony Quinn was the
Black Bat, although he never ad-
mitted it openly. .

Tony’s dull, apparently sightless
eyes were now staring over the com-
missioner’s head.

“I'll be glad to wait, Commis-
sioner,” Tony agreed politely, flash-
ing a faint smile.

Captain McGrath pushed into the
office. As he opened the door, he did
not look like a man who had just ap-
prehended a clever crook who had
been giving him a run-around.

Pausing at the door, his face turned
to a man behind him for the moment.

“Take him to the morgue!” he
roared angrily. “I get the Black Bat
and he turns out to be nobody but
Slick Morgan, a cheap hired killer.
Then he croaks himself right under
our noses!”

The man behind Captain McGrath
was a police medical examiner.

“I don’t think he killed himself,
begging pardon, Captain,” said the
M. E. “I saw him when he started to
have convulsions. I would say he
hadn’t been conscious after he hit that
life net. But it was undoubtedly a
cyanide that got him.”

“Whatever it was, what do we get
—what did you say?”

McGrath seemed to realize the enor-
mity of what the M. E. had just said.

“You mean to say you think he was
murdered right under our noses? It’s
impossible! Anyway, his being the
Black Bat doesn’t—"

McGrath glimpsed Tony Quinn and
Silk Kirby at Warner’s desk. His eyes
dilated and anger flushed his cheeks
with a tide of blood. Time after time,
McGrath had been sure he had cor-
nered the Black Bat, and that he was

Tony Quinn.
“You—Quinn?” McGrath swal-
lowed hard. “When did you get here?

Where did you come from?”

“Why, Captain, you seem upset,”
said Tony cheerfully. “I heard over
the radio at home that you had caught
the Black Bat. Seeing I wanted to
interview my client, Michael Doran,
I took the occasion to come along
now and congratulate you.”

McGRATH fumed, experiencing

unusual trouble with his
speech.
“Commissioner! Quinn’s been here
how long?”

“He arrived a few minutes after you
got the Black Bat, captain,” replied
Commissioner Warner. “He dropped
in to see his client. I’'m having Doran
brought here.”

Seldom had Captain McGrath ever
been at a loss for words. He seemed
to go into a muttering monologue.

“I got the Black Bat—the Black
Bat—"

The medical examiner confirmed
what had been said. The man the Black
Bat had tossed into a life net had died
a few minutes later, evidently from a
virulent poison. Yet, he had seemed
to be unconscious all of the time.

“Could someone in the crowd about
him have used a hypo?” asked Tony.

“I’'m afraid that’s just what hap-
pened,” replied the medical examiner.

“I got the Black Bat,” grumbled
McGrath, “and he turns out to be a
cheap, hired killer.”

The police captain broke off and
glared suspiciously at the blind man.

“You say you were home when you
heard the Black Bat was caught?” he
demanded tersely. “Then how come
you smell of smoke? That’s it! You
and Silk Kirby both smell of smoke!
T’ll bet you two were at that fire!”

Silk Kirby’s bald head glistened,
and there was an unholy smile on his
smooth face.

“I told you sir, you’d be found out,”
he said, to Tony’s amazement. “Now
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you’ll have to invite Captain McGrath
and the commissioner to try one of
your charcoal broils. I have to send
out a suit every time you mess around
with a steak on that charcoal thing.”

Captain McGrath stayed alive and
conscious by grim effort. Commis-
sioner Warner spoke hastily.

“Doran will be right along. We'll
‘leave you alone with him here, Tony.”

McGrath vaoted and went out.

“Anything more on the latest Sen-
tinel murder?” Tony inquired idly.

“Nothing except that Old Mac had
his skull fractured, and Baldy Comp-
ton reports the girl reporter, Jane
Longren, is missing. By the way,
Compton found Old Mac’s body and
we haven’t many details. They don’t
want to talk much in the Sentinel
office. I suggest that you go over
. there with me as soon as you’ve talked
to your client.”

“Gladly,” assented Tony. “I want
a talk with Arthur Rowland, and
there’s another matter, Commissioner,
that may mean more trouble. But it
will keep a few minutes, I hope.”

“Can’t say about Rowland, Tony,”
said Comissioner Warner, his face
hardening again. “We have a quiet
pick-up out. Rowland hasn’t come
back to his office.”

EFORE Tony could digest this
information, along with the
other pressing matter of an old-time
racketeer and gambler named Nemoss,

the client, Michael Doran, was
brought in.
Tony spbke quickly with Silk

Kirby, at one side. He directed him
to pick up Butch O’Leary and go at
once to the Four Owls Club.

“Another murder may be in the
making,” he told Silk.

Tony Quinn could see only stub-
bornness in the brooding, black eyes
of Michael Doran.

Tony’s scarred and vacant eyes
looked at nothing. He appeared not
to see the expression upon his client’s
tightened features.

“I don’t want to seem ungrateful,
Mr. Quinn,” Doran said tensely. “I
don’t know who sent you. If I
wanted a lawyer, I've heard enough
about you to know you would be good.
But I've nothing to say now. I didn’t"
ask for any help.”

“That’s the trouble, Michael,” de-
clared Tony gently. “But you are on
the spot, you know that?”

“I have nothing to say, Mr. Quinn.”

Tony lowered his voice. Doran’s

black eyes were bloodshot. His fin-
gers still showed stains of paint.
. “You were working on some new
paints, something for Clifford Mor-
den, weren’t you, Michael?” persisted
Tony.

“Not today—I hadn’t seen Mr. Mor-
den—no! I'm saying nothing.”

Tony tried a different tack. He
spoke of Michael Doran being a chem-
ist. But his adopted client now took
refuge in silence. Doran listened a
minute or two, then uttered a flat
warning.

“I’ll only listen until they take me
back, Mr. Quinn. It’s no use.”

Tony seemed to fumble in his
pockets. He held a faded photograph
so that the face was partly turned to
Michael Doran.

“The studio may be burned and the
sketch that Morden was working on
may be destroyed, but there may be
other means of proving the identity
of the girl who was the model,” said
Tony quietly.

The tense, desperate lines abruptly
drawing Doran’s mouth, and the ter-
rible look in his black eyes told Tony
more than words might have revealed.
Still, Doran refused to speak.

Then Tony shot the works.

“You see, Michael, the girl who was
the model sent me to you,” he said.
“Jane Longren doesn’t want to see
you burn, even if some friend or some-
one close to her committed the mur-
der.”

“I don’t know her!” Doran’s words
were emphatic.

Doran was looking at Tony’s sup-
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posedly blind eyes. Tony saw him
crouch, his teeth clenched. Then
Doran rose from his chair, silently as
he imagined, and lunged, grabbing for
the photograph in Tony’s hand.

Tony could have summoned instant
help. He preferred to make Doran
just miss the photograph. A quick
twist of Doran’s elbow sent him to
his knees. Tony held him there,
writhing helplessly.

“You misjudged the hearing of a
blind man, Michael,” he said calmly.
“You just said you didn’t know Jane
Longren. Then why the attempt at
taking the photo, which is so much
like her it is probably Jane Longren’s
mother?”

“I’m not saying another word!”
grated Michael Doran, and he didn’t.

CHAPTER XI
Death at Four Owls

AMES ran to high
stakes in the Four
Owls Club. It was
the kind of enter-
tainment that you
went up four flights

# of stairs to find. A
pair of hard-eyed
men took your meas-
ure at the foot of
each flight, after you had passed in-
spection at the door.

Silk Kirby was adept at a few dis-
guises. From old cronies he had the
password of the Four Owls. In ap-
pearance he was a gawking, country
yokel, with every evidence of money
that new, loud clothes could give him.

Ugly Butch O’Leary was spotted
across the street from the Four Owls.
Silk had picked him up at the Sentinel
truck platform, where Butch was on
the verge of landing himself a driv-
er’s job.

“You know, Silk, the guys on the
truck that went into the river were
really Sentinel drivers,” Butch in-
formed Silk. “But they hadn’t been

on the job long. I heard they’ve been
on two drunks in a couple of weeks
and went joyriding in a truck both
times.” '

“That’s something to know, Butch,”
said Silk. “And you haven’t seen or
heard anything of Carol after she left
to trail Jane Longren?”

“Haven’t seen her since,” admitted
Butch. “But word came down after
that old morgue guy was bumped off,
that none of the Sentinel men were
to talk to reporters of other news-
papers. It seems something happened
up there besides the murder, and that
maybe Jane Longren was snatched.”

“But Carol was supposed to be
sticking with Jane Longren,” re-
minded Silk. “I don’t like it. There
are too many things happening. Right
now I want you to be sure to spot who-
ever may come out of the Four Owls
Club suddenly, if something cracks up
there.”

Silk and Butch were greatly wor-
ried about Carol. But they never
altered Tony’s orders unless com-
pelled to do so by unusual circum-
stances. Silk’s job right now was
to keep an eye upon an old-time
racketeer, Nemoss, and see that he did
not get murdered.

The Four Owls had several varie-
ties of games in what had once been
an open one-room loft. About a hun-
dred suckers were being taken for a
ride at the various games.

Having used the right password, in-
dicating he wanted a good play, Silk
Kirby planted himself where the
ivories were rolling. From the outset
he lost good money, though he dls-
liked the idea.

“If I'd just palm my own ivories
once, Id get even,” he muttered under
his breath.

But he realized that one smart play
like that would place him under sus-
picion. This game wasn’t meant for
that kind of sucker luck.

He saw Nemoss at the other end of
the table. TFhe one-time blg racketeer,
who had misplayed the game with one
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of the wives of another small-time
shot of several years before, was
blessed with a nose and eyes like those
of a weasel. His face was narrow.
His senses were sharp. -

Silk decided that Nemoss either was
standing in with the house, or had
been deliberately baited into thinking
he could win big money at the Four
Owls.

It was cash play and the Nemoss
pile looked as if it should be inside
a bank cashier’s window.

ILK edged closer to Nemoss. He
had taken in several faces that
might be expected in such a place as
the Four Owls. He saw no one who
looked as if he had killing on his mind
at the moment. :

A friendly fellow touched Nemoss
on the shoulder. He laid a newspaper
clipping in front of the old racketeer.

“Did you see this in the Sentinel,
Nemoss?” he asked.

It was undoubtedly the same clip-
ping that Carol had showed to Tony
Quinn. Tony had told Silk of the
item in The Prophet’s column. Silk
The old gambler
either had no nerves or he was skep-
tical.

“Those column guys get around,”
said Nemoss, loud enough for Silk to
hear. “Ramer won’t like that state-
ment about Lela.”

Nemoss pushed the clipping aside
and went on with his play when the
dice came around. He was hot. Any-
one who can roll a nine and make it,
then roll another nine and make it,
and do it the third time is more than
hot.

He’s under suspicion!

Silk was watching that. Something
drew his attention to another table.
He had often seen pictures of Arthur
Rowland, the publisher of the Senti-
nel.

Now, in spite of all that had become
a menace to the character and fortune
of the Sentinel within the past few
hours, Arthur Rowland apparently

was intent only upon seeing where a
little ball would drop, as he piled
greenbacks on a number.

That was just before there was a
sudden commotion at the door.

“You can’t come any farther!”

One of the hard-eyed guards issued
the curt warning. Silk had a glimpse
of as pretty a girl as he had seen in
a long time. She had honey-colored
hair and baby blue eyes.

“But I must get in!” her voice rang
out desperately.

Silk saw Arthur Rowland jerk his
head around. Rowland whirled from
the table where his money was riding,
taking one stride toward the door.

Whether the lights went out before
or after the shot, Silk could not de-
termine. A man groaned, and a body
thumped to the floor in the sudden
blackness.

Silk remained motionless for sec-
onds. The gun flash had come from
a spot close to where the girl was
arguing with the guard.

The man who fell was Nemoss, the
old racketeer. Silk’s position close to
Nemoss as he groaned, then gurgled
in his throat, informed him of that.

Also bright and clear in Silk’s mind
was the position of the door, and that
of Arthur Rowland, the publisher,
Although there had been a weird
Prophet column warning that Nemoss
might meet with sudden extinction,
Silk realized something else that
might have happened.

AS ARTHUR ROWLAND turned
from the roulette table toward
the doorway, he had been in almost a
direct line between the girl and Ne-
moss. Silk Kirby had played many
little games that involved a sort of
blind man’s buff,

He had the faculty of fixing details
of persons and surroundings when-
ever lights went out suddenly. He
was sure he could not be mistaken.
That slug could have been meant for
Arthur Rowland!

He heard the girl utter a little
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scream that was instantly cut off.

Silk acted upon impulse. Smashing
heedlessly against other people, he
stormed across the room. When he
collided with the burly guard at the
doorway, he' discovered that the fel-
low was holding the girl.

“Stay put, chum!” growled the
guard.

No reply came from Silk, but his
snapping fist was aimed slightly be-
low the sound of the guard’s voice.
The blow traveled only six or eight
inches and bone crunched.

Silk had been frisked on entering,
and had prepared for it by toting no
gun. But now he grasped the weapon
of the fallen guard, and his fingers bit
into the girl’s soft shoulder,

“Out, sister, and fast!” ordered Silk.
“If you're who I think you are, you've
been attending too many murders!
Let out a squawk, and I'll rap your
lovely chin and carry you!”

Then a man’s deep voice cried in
panic.

“Martha! Martha!”

The girl might have been Martha,
and she might have replied, but Silk
forestalled that with a hand over her
mouth.

He had no time to identify the per-
son who had called the girl. He
rushed her down the first flight of
stairs in the darkness.

One of the two men there inter-
posed. Silk took a long chance. He
had heard that Lloyd Ramer, owner of
the Red Feather, owned a piece of the
gambling club.

“The boss said to get her over to the
Feather if she showed up,” chanced
Silk. “There’ll be heck to pay if she’s
in on the Nemoss thing.” -

“Who are you?”

Silk thought instamtly of the note
from the pocket of the man who had
turned out to be Slick Morgan, the
McGrath Black Bat catch,

“Slick, you fool!” snarled Silk.
“You think I’m hangin’ around for the
cops! Nemoss rode out!”

“Okay, Slick,” the guard replied.
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“Say, we'd better lam through the get-
away! Come on! The regulars will all
be out before the cops get a buzz!”

This was a break. If only somebody
didn’t turn on the lights suddenly.
The girl was moving without resist-
ance now. The obliging guard seemed
to fade through a wall with Silk fol-
lowing closely in the blackness.

The door in the wall closed. They
were in a room of a building next door
to the Four Owls. And there was a
light in the room. The guard started
to turn his head.

£ EEPING a grip on the girl with
one hand, Silk’s other hand
slammed his gun down on the back of
the guard’s skull. He heard the girl
gasp, and he removed his hand from
the pinching grip he had kept on her
mouth. :

“You go with me quietly, or do I
have to hand you one?” said Silk. “I
think I've heard you described. You
wouldn’t be this Jane Longren, of the
Sentinel?”

The baby blue eyes got to Silk. He
never liked to see a woman cry. The
tears welled up, tracked down smooth.
cheeks. The girl was nodding des-
perately.

“Then give me the gun, sister,”
pleaded Silk, “We’ll leave it here
after it’s wiped. Hurry!”

“The gun—that shooting, you mean
—why I haven’t a gun and I didn’t—"

“Come clean!” Silk had dealt with
the soft ones before, and usually they
had tiger claws. “Possibly you’re the -
Prophet that writes that Sentinel col-
umn. You write murders, and then
make them happen. Is that it?”

“You're not—not the police?”

The girl’s anxiety was genuine.

“In a way yes, and in a way very
much no,” retorted Silk, then put in
some more he thought might get to
her. “Why did Rowland start to you,
just before someone shot him?”

“Shot? You said shot—oh—"

It was a complete fade-out. That
was also genuine. Silk picked Jane
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Longren up in his arms, and opened
the door of the room into a hallway
with a stairway showing. He could
hear voices somewhere on the floor be-
low, which would be the second.

Silk didn’t debate his next move.
There was a red light over the window
at the end of the hallway. That meant
a fire escape.

Anyone would have believed the
Donnybrook fair was going on at the
foot of the fire escape. Not having
seen Silk Kirby emerge, big Butch
O’Leary was doing his best to lay out
all those who emerged from the Four
Owls Club.

‘Butch had piled half a dozen or
more tough mugs around him. Silk
hailed him from the fire escape. He
was carrying the unconscious figure
of Jane Longren. She was as nice a
bundle as Silk had ever held so close
to him.

“Lend a hand, Butch!” called out
Silk. “The cops will be here any min-
ute now.”

A call had been put through. Sirens
announced police arriving from sev-
eral directions at once.

Swiftly Silk placed the sleeping
girl in the rear seat of their car. They
were moving fast when another ma-
chine shot away from the side en-
trance to the Four Owls,

“Follow that grey sedan, Butch!”
snapped Silk. “Don’t lose it! And if
it’s fight you're wanting, I think we
may be in for it!”

Silk had seen Arthur Rowland, the
publisher, in the front seat of the grey
sedan beside the driver.

Whether Rowland was leaving will-
ingly or otherwise, the sedan was
filled with men who had lately been
attached to the Four Owls Club.

8 SILK directed Butch to keep

the Rowland car in sight, he was
trying to get everything straight in
his mind. Recalling the shot which
had killed Nemoss, he decided that
the slug could either have just missed
Rowland, or it could have come from

Rowland!

If the girl had fired the shot, she had
ditched the weapon quickly.

“At the first chance, Butch, run that
sedan off the street,” ordered Silk.
“But don’t smack us up too much.
Remember the girl.”

A pair of flame-spitting guns made
spidery lines in the windshield.

“Here we go!” Butch yelled, feed-
ing the car more gas.

As two men in the rear of the grey
sedan started shooting, their driver
slowed down to turn into a side street.

Butch neither slowed down nor
made any attempt to turn. He shot
their car ahead with all it would take.

The front bumper sliced through
the back of the grey sedan. It car-
ried the other machine all the way
across the intersecting street and a
sidewalk, smashing it against the high
stoop of an old brownstone house.

The driver of the sedan and Arthur
Rowland stayed in the wreckage.
Four other men scrambled out and
started away. Still another man lay
on the pavement with the back of his
head too flat to be of much use to him.

Silk leaped to the pavement beside
Butch. They pulled Arthur Rowland
from the wrecked sedan. He was
alive. But his face was bloody and he
was unconscious.

The crash had snapped up windows,
started women screaming. Somewhere
in the distance a police siren was
sounding when Butch had their own
car backed out of the tangle and
started away.

At Silk’s direction, Butch parked
the car a block from headquarters a
short time later.

“I’ll contact Tony and see what he
wants us to do now,” said Silk. “You
keep an eye upon Rowland and the
girl. Don’t be tough, but make sure
Rowland sticks around. As for the
girl—"

Silk emitted a combined gasp and
oath. He was looking into the rear of
their car. Perhaps, she had recovered
at the time of the crash with the other
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car. They had been busy then with
Arthur Rowland.

But Jane Longren, the girl reporter,
was no longer there!

CHAPTER XII
Motive for Murder

Y WHATEVER

means the elusive
Jane Longren had
escaped those who
had removed her
from the Sentinel
building, only to
show up later at the
Four Owls Club,
and then again dis-
appear from the car of Silk Kirby,
it had seemed that Carol Baldwin
had been left to die horribly in the
Sentinel stereotyping room.

Even with the public announce-
ment of the murder of John McPhail,
the morgue pensioner, no word had
been given to the police concern-
ing Carol. And for this there had
been a definite reason.

Editors and members of the Sen-
tinel staff were fighting desperately
to prevent rival newspapers from
learning more  than the law com-
pelled them to admit.

So it happened that while homicide
men were making their routine in-
vestigation of old Mac’s murder,
no one had occasion to question the
bandaged hands of one of the editors.

When Carol Baldwin, gagged and
helpless, had seen the rivers of liquid
metal streaming across the steel
plates of the floor toward her, she
had struggled desperately to free her
hands, to force the gag from her
mouth.

Her frantic effort loosened the
cloth stuffed into her mouth. She

screamed. Her wild cries for help

reverberated through the deserted

stereotyping room as the hot metal

flowed closer to her bound body.
Suddenly feet pounded across the

floor and the tall figure of a man
wearing a topcoat and hat loomed
above her.

Only a few minutes before this
time, Baldy Compton, city editor,
had discovered the murder of Old
Mac, pensioner of the morgue.

“Good grief, another one!” Comp-
ton had howled dismally. “We
haven’t enough trouble on our
hands! You’d think this was some
mob hangout instead of a halfway de-
cent newspaper shop!”

In the stereotyping room the man
in the topcoat bent down over Carol.
He swore sharply when he lifted her
up, for his hands had come into con-
tact with the running metal that had
seeped close to her bound body.

His own hands seared, Carol’s
rescuer got her out of the metal room
into the gloomy corridor where he
shouted for help.

“Hey, Bunt! Jackson!
you boys! Come here!”

Ready and willing hands were
quickly freeing Carol. She saw the
stern face of her rescuer. His hat
had been swept off and his head was
as shiny as a billiard ball.

She heard him called Baldy, and she
realized she had been saved by Baldy
Compton, the Sentinel city editor.

Bunt Preddy, the grey-haired news
editor, suggested carrying Carol into
the news room. But Baldy Compton,
nursing his seared hands, was quick-
thinking.

“No, boys,” he said. “I don’t know
who she is or how she happened to be
out there. Except for her screaming
just in time, we would have had more
than straight murder on our hands. I
think we are up against a mob of some
kind. For the moment take the girl
into Mr. Rowland’s office.”

“But if she’s hurt—"

Some of

EORGE DRAKE, the timid, in-
decisive managing editor, started
to speak. Carol was quick to under-
stand what Baldy Compton meant.
The city editor was trying to keep
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as much as possible from the police
and the public.

“I’'m all right,” she assured them.
“I have Mr. Compton to thank for
my life. I’'m Sue Sharpe, a friend of
Tony Quinn. I was told to see Mr.
Drake, the managing editor, about a
reporter’s job.”

George Drake breathed easier, but
his eyes were troubled and much puz-
zled. Bunt Preddy ran his long
fingers through his hair.

“What were you doing back in
the stereotyping roomﬁ, Miss Sharpe?”
demanded Preddy. You say you came
up here to see Mr. Drake? If you
were back there, did you see—did you
know we have had another—?”

“There has been a serious acci-
dent, Miss Sharpe,” interrupted
Baldy Compton. “Perhaps, you were
back there and saw—"

Carol judged the best thing to do
was get in her version of what had
happened.

“I came up to find the news room,”
she said. “I saw a girl reporter, Jane
Longren, I’ve known on the outside.
I thought she could direct me to Mr.
Drake’s office. So I followed her back
along the corridor.

“Just as I got to a dark doorway
back there, someone threw a cloth
over my head and knocked me down.
I’ve still got a bump on the back of
my head.” 3

Carol had decided to reserve what
she really had seen for the Black Bat.

“Then you didn’t see—you didn’t
know someone was killed, Miss
Sharpe?”

Carol showed proper alarm.

“Someone killed—you don’t mean
Jane Longren? Why, the men who
tied me up and tried to burn me to
death took Miss Longren away. I
heard them say someone they called
the boss wanted her.”

The editors and several reporters
were staring at each other. Then
a short distance down the corridor
the elevator disgorged a squad of
policemen:

“Take Miss Sharpe into the private
rest room of Mr. Rowland’s office,”
directed Baldy Compton. “Since she
isn’t important to the cops right now,
maybe we can learn the truth about
this business before we have the Sen-
tinel displayed in all the headlines as
some kind of torture chamber.”

No one had mentioned finding the
murdered old man in the newspaper
morgue, so Carol decided to let her
own story ride as it was.

She realized that the body must
have been discovered or the police
would not be here.

Then she heard George Drake, the
worried managing editor, voice his
great anxiety. Also she learned by
what luck she had been rescued.

Baldy, just how much will we tell
the cops?” asked Drake.

“Exactly what happened, leaving
out this little matter of Miss Sharpe,”
retorted Compton. “I started out to
get a drink. I saw the back of a man
I could not identify, hurrying down
the stairs.

“At the same time I heard a
scuffling sound in the direction of the
morgue, and went back there. Shortly
after that a scream came from the
stereotyping room and I went down
to investigate. That was Miss Sharpe
here yelling for help.”

“But what about that Prophet
column?” demanded Drake, his fea-
tures haggard with strain. “By this
time everybody’s seen that blasted
item about Nemoss and Ramer. The
cops will surely ask how that got
by.’)

ALDY COMPTON scowled, his
lips settling in a savage line.
“We’re licked there,” the city edi-
tor admitted. “I wish I knew how
that slipped into type. Everybody
here says they didn’t see the proofs.
Jackson was supposed to handle the
column, but he says he forgot about
it. Yet it got in anyway. Something
tells me we've got a skunk, and maybe
a killer right on the Sentinel.”
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The homicide detail rushed into
the news room. Bunt Preddy, the
news editor, took Carol’s arm.

“Come on, Miss Sharpe,” he sug-
gested gently. “Suppose we hide you
in Mr. Rowland’s office before the
police see you and ask questions.”

Carol had another and better idea.
She had quickly fixed up her face and
hair. Now she smiled at the others.

“I’'m accepting the reporter’s job I
came to get,” she murmured. “And
as a reporter I'll not be noticed. Per-
haps, the police will want to look in
Mr. Rowland’s office anyway.”

“I think you have the makings of
a good reporter, Miss Sharpe,” said
Baldy Compton quickly. “She has
the idea, boys. All right, Miss
Sharpe, you haven’t asked Mr. Drake
for a job yet, but I'm hiring you my-
self. Just mix around. You’re a cool
number.” :

Carol was sure that Baldy Comp-
ton was too smart to believe all of
her story. But it gave her the chance
she wanted. Several policemen hur-
ried toward the doorway of the
morgue where Old Mac kept his last,
long vigil over the archives of the
newspaper.

Carol easily kept from coming into
prominence. She heard the homicide
men saying that Captain McGrath
would be “burned up.”

It seemed that McGrath and some
other men were at the moment en-
gaged in a further investigation of
the Clifford Morden studio.

The editors and the graveyard
shift members of the staff were
clustered around the doorway of the
morgue. A sergeant in charge was
shooting questions. Carol listened
for a moment.

“I discovered the body,” she heard
Baldy Compton say. “I was on my
way out after a drink, and I saw the
back of a man wearing a grey overcoat
as he hurried down the stairs. I
would have followed him, but I heard
something like a scuffling sound back
here, and I came back. Old Mac was

lying just like that, inside the door.”

“What is this report about a girl
reporter, Jane Longren, being lost?”
said the sergeant.

Carol saw Bunt Preddy, the news
editor, produce a cigarette case.

“All we know is that Jane Longren
was seen to come into the building by
the elevator operator, and to come up
the stairs,” said Preddy. “This is her
cigarette case. It was lying a few
feet from the body. But no one saw
Miss Longren leave the building.”

As Carol had predicted, the ser-
geant in charge ordered an immediate
search of the sixth floor, including
all of the private offices.

“And with all that has happened
to the Sentinel, has Mr. Rowland re-
turned at any time?” the sergeant
demanded brusquely.

“I'm afraid he hasn’t,” replied
Baldy Compton. “I understand there
is a quiet police pick-up out, just in
case something might have happened
to Mr. Rowland.”

AROL moved away, unobserved.

She recalled there must be
another entrance to the morgue, other
than that reached through the cor-
ridor and the main doorway.

Surely, Jane Longren and she had
been carried from the morgue that
way after they had been knocked out.

She found the small door near the
rear of the long room filled with file
cases. All attention being for the
moment upon the body, and the pre-
liminary inquiry, Carol reached the
inside of the morgue without being
detected. ;

It was simple enough to find the
place where she had seen Jane Lon-
gren on the floor just before she her-
self had been knocked out. And here
she saw the front of one of the steel
filing cabinets pulled out the fraction
of an inch.

“Black,” she read on the little card.
Then, “From T to Z.”

Carol opened the filing case noise-
lessly. The letter ‘W’ was between
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T and Z. She found the letter ‘W’
which would be the first letter for
William and several other names.

The thick manila envelope that had
contained clippings and photos re-
lating to William and other Blacks
whose first names started with a
‘W’ was the only empty container in
the file.

Hearing someone moving through
the long room, she crumpled the en-
velope and thrust it inside her dress.
She knew now why William Black,
candidate for senator, had paid his
furtive visit to the Sentinel morgue.

Five minutes later, in a quiet cor-
ner of the big news room, Carol knew
something more of why the Hon. Wil-
liam Black, politician, had sought the
files of the Sentinel.

In emptying that manila envelope,
the candidate who had been brought
here by Jane Longren had missed one
thin, newspaper clipping.

Carol glanced at this, drew in a
quick breath at what it implied, and
- figured that her next move must be to
put this information in the hands of
the Black Bat. For, she had seen why
there could have been a motive for the
respected William Black to commit
murder, if need be, to recover the con-
tents of that single envelope.

Yet, Carol could not at the moment
make any move that would bring sus-
picion upon her. She might have con-
tacted the Black Bat, had she known
that he had at this time arrived at
police headquarters.

Carol’s reluctance to take positive
action now included any move to leave
the Sentinel building.

For one thing, the police had or-
dered all persons to remain on the
sixth floor until their investigation
was completed.

But chiefly, Carol had a feelmg that
some member of the Sentinel staff had
been detailed to watch her.

She noticed a moon-faced writer
who had been near her ever since she
had made that. quick trip into the
morgue.

Carol had no means, then, of know-
ing his identity. But Carl Jackson,
the rewrite man who had done the
Clifford Morden murder yarn, was
watching her closely. She recalled
noticing him with the others when
Baldy Compton had first rescued her.

HE tried moving casually from

“one part of the news room to an-
other. She had been correct. The
moon-faced writer sauntered across
the room and seated himself at a desk
near her.

There being a typewriter on the
desk before her, Carol made a pre-
tense of working. Nearly everyone
in the news room had been questioned.

But Carol’s strange role in the tragic
happenings inside the office had been
kept covered from the police.

It was the strangest situation in
which she had ever been placed. And
the following hour or more was like

[Turn page]

NO FINER DRINK...

| for Sales

irl—or Sailor



60 BLACK BOOK DETECTIVE

the unreeling of a fantasy to Carol’s
keen mind.

Here were leadmg editors of the Big
Town’s most conservative newspaper
trying desperately to conceal facts
that might enable other newspapers
to further attack the Sentinel.

Gradually other news items came
flashing into the office. From the
sharp comments made around her,
Carol learned in quick succession of
the night’s startling happenings, all
of which tied up with what she al-
ready knew.

“The Clifford Morden studio is
burning. Captain McGrath captured
the Black Bat.”

Carol heard Baldy Compton, the
city editor, swearing lustily. She was
sick and faint over this first news.
Then—

“The Black Bat has been identified
as Slick Morgan, a gunman.”

Carol felt like crying out with re-
lief. The moon-faced man was still
not far away, keeping her under his
eye.

The police had made no more prog-
ress toward solving the murder of Old
Mac, the morgue keeper. But here
came more sensational news.

“Nemoss, old-time gambling and
racket czar, was murdered at the Four
Owls Club tonight,” yelled a reporter,
reading a bulletin from the teletype
system, “His death was virtually pre-
dicted by the Prophet in the Sentinel,
in which trouble with the owner of
the Red Feather Club was hinted.”

Bunt Preddy and Baldy Compton
swore in futile rage, while Drake be-
gan to pace nervously up and down.
Everyone of them was tremendously
upset.

“Now we really are in a jam!”
moaned Compton. “Another killing,
and the Sentinel will be held respon-
sible.,” Then his eyes flashed angrily.

“I’ll find out who wrote that Prophet

column and how it slipped into print
without anyone seeing proofs if it
takes me a week!”

Carol felt like screaming out what

she knew. Then another item came
in on the teletype machines.

“Arthur Rowland, publisher of the
Sentinel, was seen at the Four Owls
Club just before Nemoss, the rack-
eteer, was killed.”

Bunt Preddy ran his fingers through
his grey hair and snorted in disgust.

“Now how do you like that?” he
snorted. “So Rowland’s been running
around loose all this while, leaving us
to hold the bag!”

George Drake said nothing, but his
face was a mixture of strange, conflict-
ing emotions, and Carol thought she
detected a furtive gleam in his eyes.

Then a faint, startled gasp escaped
from Carol’s throat when she saw Jane
Longren walk quietly into the office!

CHAPTER XIII
Wheo Is the Prophet?

AROL BALDWIN
* was dumfounded
when Jane Longren
§ walked into the Sen-
tinel news room.
She saw the moon-
| faced writer who
§ had been watching
her glance quickly
about as if he ex-
pected some 1mmed1ate action.

The yellow-haired, blue-eyed girl
reporter had a slight bruise on her
right temple, Otherwise, she appeared
uninjured and thoroughly at ease.

Before she seated herself at a desk,
the girl looked straight at Carol, as if
she had never seen her before.

Come to think of it, Jane Longren
never had seen her.

Carol watched Bunt Preddy, the
news editor, start up. But Baldy
Compton, the city editor, pulled him
down.

While Jane had been mentioned as
having been seen just before Old Mac
was murdered in the morgue, Carol
realized that the few policemen still
hanging around probably did not




THE MURDER PROPHET 61

know the girl. .

Carol noted that, .except for that
slight bruise, Jane bore no evidence
of having been mistreated. Carol
judged now was her time to get out
from under the eye of the moon-faced
guardian and contact the Black Bat.

This was made unnecessary. A cane
tapped on the floor and along the
desks. Then the cane ceased to tap.
Blind Tony Quinn, conducted by the
bland, unsmiling Silk Kirby, came
across the news room.

“You see the girl, Silk?” Carol
heard Tony say. “Take me to her.”

Jane Longren half started from her
chair, but sank back, staring at Silk
Kirby. It was quite obvious that she
recognized the man who had forcibly
removed her from the Four Owls Club.
But she was game.

Tony Quinn saw the blue eyes
widen, but they swiftly narrowed and
became hard. The eyes of the edi-
torial group, of the members of the
staff, and of the few policemen were
upon Tony Quinn.

None but Silk Kirby knew that the
Black Bat’s greatest relief when he
had entered was in seeing Carol Bald-
win there unharmed. Beside Jane
Longren’s desk, the Bat paused briefly.

He permitted words to slip from the
side of his mouth.

“Meet me outside as soon as I leave
here, Jane. I have word for you from
Michael Doran. Understand?”

While his eyes did not appear to
register, the Bat saw that his words
had struck home. The girl winced as
if she had been struck a physical blow.

“You will wait for me at the south
entrance,” added the Bat, and then he
was moving along.

Silk Kirby steered him past the desk
where Carol was seated. Only a ma-
gician would have seen the passing of
the folded paper from Carol to Silk,
and from him to the Bat.

The Bat had it palmed, unfolded
and read before he reached the main
group of desks, although he did not
appear to move his hands.

IO OTHERS the typed words on
the paper would have been mean-
ingless jargon. But the Bat read the
letters Chinese fashion, from the bat-
tom right-hand side upward, and then
across.
Straightened out, that which Carél
had been idly tapping out on the ma-
chine before her, read:

Hon. William Black—Jane Longren—in
morgue murder—W. Black file gone—have
convict clip—moon-face next desk watch-
ing me—find Hon. Black—

George Drake, managing editor,
rubbing his hands nervously, was the
first to greet Tony Quinn.

“I’'m sure glad to see you, Tony,”
bubbled Drake., “I gave your Miss
Sue Sharpe a job, as you requested.
She’s over there.”

The Bat smiled and nodded. Just
then the harsh voice of Captain Mc-
Grath broke in, coming from the ele-
vator entrance, as another squad of
police rushed in. 2

“So, Quinn, you beat me up here!”
McGrath was fuming. “All right, you
men! We want Arthur Rowland! He
was seen to come here right after
Nemoss was bumped off! And maybe
he knows something about the mur-
der of Old Mac, too!”

The Bat turned at a little scream.
It came from Jane Longren. She was
on her feet.

“Old Mac? He was killed?
mean, Old Mac of the morgue?”

“You ought to know!” It was a
roar from McGrath, “I heard you
were up here when Old Mac was
bumped, Miss Longren! So you know
all about it! And from a description
we have, you were also about to meet
Arthur Rowland at the Four Owls
Club when Nemoss got the works!
It’s about time we had a showdown!”

The Bat saw Bunt Preddy, the news
editor, start up, his greyish face work-
ing. Baldy Compton, the city editor,
spoke first. ‘

“Hog-wash, McGrath! Have you
got a warrant to come breaking into

You
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our news room shooting questions?”

“I don’t need a warrant!” snapped
McGrath, anger having its stormy way
with his emotions. “This is murder.
Someone here—and maybe it’s you—
is responsible for this Prophet column
which predicted the Nemoss killing.”

Grimly, the police captain extended
a copy of the Sentinel, the pages
turned to the scandalous column,

“You can’t pin that on me!” fumed
Compton, his face flushing.

“No?” McGrath’s voice was low and
ominous. “Who wrote that? I aim to
find out if I have to sweat every one
of you in a third-degree chamber.
This newspaper seems to be running
a murderer’s communication and in-
formation bureau. In fact, maybe the
killer is one of you. Talk, before I
lock all of you up on suspicion!”’

The city editor sputtered in anger
and confusion, then finally got a grip
on his temper,

“We know as much about it as you,
McGrath,” he said. “Jackson, over
there”—he indicated the moon-faced
rewrite man—"has been handling the
column off and on, but he says he
didn’t write it. In fact, we've been
leaving it out some nights.

“I plan to conduct my own investi-
gation to find out who wrote it and
how it got in print. Our make-up
editor is out with a cold, and the ex-
tra man we hired can’t be reached.
None of us here saw any proofs on
the column, but somebody downstairs
let it go through.”

“It sounds fishy, Compton,” growled
McGrath, “but I've never known you
to lie. The police will look into this
if we have to question every Sentinel
employee.”

IHE Black Bat.saw that Jane Lon-

gren was trembling. He moved
suddenly, tapping with his cane and
came beside her.

“I’'m Michael Doran’s attorney,” he
said loudly, then quickly lowered his
voice. “He doesn’t want you to talk.
And Arthur Rowland is waiting for

you at a hotel. See this?” |

The Bat was holding an old photo-
graph at his side so only the girl could
see it. It was the faded picture taken
from Clifford Morden’s desk.

“What is this?” McGrath exploded.
“Your client, Quinn? You can’t go
around picking up clients like that!
For her own good, I demand that Miss
Longren tell where she has been since
lunch time today?”

Tony was compelled to admire the
cool nerve of the pretty, blue-eyed
girl. He knew only part of the strain
she had been through within the past
few hours. But she had proved a
tough young woman to handle.

She played up now even better than
he expected.

“You'll have to ask my attorney
where I’ve been since lunch time, Cap-
tain McGrath,” the girl answered

quietly. “I can’t remember every-
thing.”
“Say! You’re not her mouthpiece,

any more than you were Michael
Doran’s!” shouted Captain McGrath.
“Quinn, if I thought you were really
blind, there might be some excuse—"

“Let it go at that, McGrath. As Miss
Longren’s attorney, Tony has the
right to prevent her from answering
questions.”

It was the cool voice of Commis-
sioner Warner., He had come up be-
hind the small group. Then Warner
divulged some information that really
startled the police captain.

“You may be interested to learn
that a small sticker of a printed Black
Bat was found on the inside of Slick
Morgan’s collar, evidently put there
by the Black Bat himself. That means,
of course, the Bat was really in the
fire but tricked us by changing clothes
with Slick Morgan.”

“I'm arrestmg Miss Longren here
on suspicion and as a material wit-
ness!” shouted Captain McGrath,
snorting in rage. “When I get her—
say? Where is she? She was right
here!” :

As Commissioner Warner had en-
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gaged Captain McGrath over the lit-
tle matter of having nabbed the wrong
Black Bat, Tony had given Silk Kirby
a quick signal.

For the second time tonight, Silk
was holding the soft and desirable
figure of Jane Longren close to him.

This time Jane was unresisting. In
fact, she helped Silk to shield her from
McGrath’s distracted eyes with his
light topcoat as they reached the Sen-
tinel corridor and went toward a back
stairway.

“Miss Longren will be produced at
the proper moment,” stated Tony. “In
the meantime, I am suggesting to
Commissioner Warner that a few
hours be granted by the police for
Arthur Rowland to recover from
minor injuries sufficiently to put the
department straight on what may be
some vital clues to the wanted killers.”

ALDY COMPTON, the city edi-
tor, confronted Tony, his lips
set in .a hard line.

“Look here, Tony!” he said bellig-
erently. “What is this? I'm for the
law all the time! But the good name
of the Sentinel is at stake now. It is
imperative that our next editions start
clearing up the tragic scandal attached
to our newspaper.”

“That’s right—that’s right,” agreed
George Drake, the managing editor.
“If you have found Mr, Rowland, we
have every right to know about it. We
demand—"

Only Bunt Preddy was staring
wearily at Tony Quinn and saying
nothing. Then moon-faced Carl Jack-
son, rewrite man, got up and came
over.

“I’'m not an editor, but I'm involved
in that Morden murder story, and I
have something to say about this!”
exclaimed Jackson. “More than that,
Tony Quinn here was the last person
seen with Owl Brennan, the camera-
man. And who has seen Owl Brennan
since then? Maybe Quinn can explain
his disappearance.”

Baldy Compton stopped Jackson

'concluded.

with a grip on the side of his neck
that whirled him around.

“Shut up, Jackson, and keep out of
this!”

Quinn looked up and spoke quietly.
He told of the attack on Owl and
himself, but said nothing about sal-
vaging the graflex camera.

“I’m worried about Owl myself,” he
“When I came to in the
truck he was gone. If I knew where
he was and how I could help, I'd go
there instantly.”

“He may be in the hands of the
killer gang that is trying to wreck the
Sentinel,” declared Bunt Preddy.
“Though why they’d want him I can’t
understand.”

ALF an hour later, Jane Longren

was sleeping in a hotel room
especially engaged by Tony Quinn.
Only Tony and Silk Kirby knew the
secret of the long sleep she would
have, Silk having administered a seda-
tive,

Commissioner Warner was with
Tony and Silk, in Tony’s car.

“Tony, I figure it would be a break
for the police if the Black Bat did take
a hand in this case,” murmured the
commissioner. “We seem to be up
against a stone wall, and there may be
more trouble ahead.

“We have Arthur Rowland, suffer-
ing with concussion and out of his
head, under guard and with special
nurses. You have this mysterious
Jane Longren, also safely sleeping for
many hours.

“You seem to think that Michael
Doran did not kill Clifford Morden,
and we know he couldn’t have killed
Margaret Ripple, Old Mac or Ne-
moss.”

“That’s right, Commissioner,” Tony
agreed. “If I knew the Black Bat, I
would certainly have him visit several
places. In the meantime, the police
should forget the whole thing. First,
when court opens, I suspect one or
two libel suits will be filed against the
Sentinel.” -
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“Libel suits, Tony?”

“Yes, Commissioner. Clifford Mor-
den has a stepson, named Grannan. A
murder story might be construed to
have caused the Morden murder. You
see the Sentinel story was faithfully
followed out.”

“I hadn’t thought of that, Tony.”

“Then there’s Lloyd Ramer, Com-
missioner,” went on Tony. “You see,
he was virtually named as part owner
. of the Four Owls Club, and in the
Prophet’s column it was mentioned he
might have a wish to see Nemoss, the
old racketeer, removed because of
previous wife troubles.”

Commissioner Warner nodded.

“But that’s crazy,” he said. “Ramer
is in no position to sue.”

“Anyone’s in a position to sue, Com-
missioner,” contradicted Tony. “And
within twenty-four hours, I’ll venture
to say that many of the old-time stock-
holders of the Sentinel will be dump-
ing their holdings.”

“Tony, you believe that’s what is
behind all this?”

“I wouldn’t be at all surprised,” was
Quinn’s quiet reply. “In fact, I have
an idea a certain prominent politician
may have been paying through the
nose to cover up for his past mis-
deeds.”

CHAPTER X1V
Murdered but Alive

ARLY on the morn-
ing of the third day
following the fatal

§ shooting of Barry

» Nemoss, Butch
O’Leary telephoned

Tony Quinn while

the latter was enjoy-
ing his breakfast

coffee in his West

Side home.

“I’m worried about Carol, boss,”
grunted Butch uneasily. “She’s gaily
playing the part of a reporter although
the killers may strike again any time.

I'm stickin’ close by, but if the mob-
sters are in the Sentinel, how am I go-
ing to know when they strike?”

“I’ll call Carol out of the place soon,
Butch,” promised Tony. “In the
meantime, stay on duty and do the
best you can.”

There was a sudden, insistent buzz-
ing at the door. Silk Kirby was
pushed out of the way by the figure
that burst in. Silk wasn’t one to be
pushed about either. The visitor was
a spectacle.

His freckles stood out sharply.
Dried blood caked his forehead. His
red hair was hatless. His lips were
swollen and his shirt was torn.

This was the figure presented by
none other than Owl Brennan. He
came in and stood before Tony Quinn.
His voice trembled wtih anger and
anxiety. He looked as if he hadn’t
eaten since his disappearance.

“Okay, Tony! What have you done
with her? You win! I’ll tell you all
you want to know—all that I know!”

“Sit down, Owl,” said Tony calmly.
“Have some toast. A cup of Java is °
indicated. I take it that you either
broke out, were thrown out, or you’re
putting on a show. I would be grieved
if it is a show. I rather liked you,
owl.”

“For Pete’s sake!” shouted Owl
Brennan. “You’re not hooking me
up with what happened that other
night, or are you? I didn’t know any
more than you did—"

“Okay, Owl,” interposed Tony.
“Coffee? Then we’ll talk. About the

‘shot you had of the killer—of Arthur

Rowland getting out of the Cliff Mor-
den studio—"

“Rowland? The Morden studio?
Tony! You're crazy! He wasn't—
why, he couldn’t have been—I mean—
yes, I know I was there. But I didn’t
see Rowland. I didn’t see anyone—
that was a shot in the dark—and I
couldn’t talk—”

“Because Jane Longren was the
model who ran away when Morden
was killed, Owl,” snapped Tony.
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“Yes, I know. Also, by this time you
are aware that the Sentinel has been
sued for two millions by Curt Gran-
nan, a step-son of Morden, and for an-
other half million by Lloyd Ramer, of
the Red Feather Club. And all the
suits seemed to have been prepared
ahead of the causes, Owl.”

Owl Brennan’s short figure col-
lapsed into a chair.

“I don’t know about those things.
“What’s more I don’t care!” he
shouted. ‘“Yes, I kept back about Jane
being in Morden’s studio. I don’t
even know why Morden was painting
her portrait.”

“And I didn’t see Rowland or any-
one else when I shot that infra-red
flash. Heck, I just thought it was a
good idea to have it. But why would
Morden want Jane’s portrait?”

“Swell alibi for you, Owl,” mur-
mured Tony. “Or even a better touch
for extorting money from Rowland—"

WL BRENNAN jumped across
the room. Tony’s apparently
blind eyes looked on past him, ignor-
ing the clenched fists, the swing Owl
almost completed. Finally, the pho-
tographer swore and dropped his
hands.
“If you only could see!” Owl
laughed uneasily. “Hang it all! I see

your trick now. You were just goad-.

ing me. I crawled through a sewer
getting out of a trap! I'm here be-
cause I found a way out of a stinkin’
warehouse. I came right to you for
two reasons.”

“What are they?” Tony inquired
gently.

“First, Jane Longren! She wasn’t
in on that Morden murder. She
couldn’t talk, that’s all! But most of
all, there’ll be another Prophet mur-
der, and it has to happen within the
next four or five hours! It will be an-
other Sentinel murder scoop!”

“Who, Owl? Perhaps we can stop
this one,” said Tony, a strange eager-
ness, roaring through him.

“You can’t even try, Tony!” Owl

tore at his freckled skin as if it were
burning. It was reddened in patches.
“I don’t know who the woman will be,
but I heard the thugs who held me
prisoner say the murder scoop would
be in the Prophet’s column in today’s
first edition.”

ILK KIRBY answered the buzz at

the door. Commissioner Warner
himself strode in, a newspaper folded
in his hands.

“Tony, for heaven’s sake! Look at
this! You don’t think this could be
true?” :

Tony smiled wanly.

“You forget, Commissioner,” he
said quietly. “I can’t look. But I can
listen. Read it.”

“It’s another murder prediction by
the Prophet,” said . Commissioner
Warner. “This is what it says:”

Lloyd Ramer, owner of the Red Feather
Club, knows that Lela Ramer, his second
wife, has been murdered and will die within
the next three hours.

Mrs. Lela Ramer, No. 2, may be walking
along Fifth Avenue at this moment. Yet,
she was murdered about one hour ago.

Her death from burns cannot be pre-
vented. Perhaps, it is but a part of the
double murder, of which Nemoss, noted
racketeer, was one victim the other night.

If ever a man seemed to be staring
bleakly with sightless eyes, it was
Tony Quinn.

His lips moved and uttered slow, re-
flective words. : v

“Commissioner Warner, you had
the report that Clifford Morden may
have died of strophanthus poisoning
because of traces shown in his stom-
ach?” inquired Tony, apparently di-
verging from the imperative subject
at hand.

“Yes—yes, Tony!” exclaimed War-
ner. “But for grief’s sake, Tony, this
Prophet says a woman is about to be
—has been murdered—and you stop
for an inane question.”

Tony Quinn nodded his head, his
features firm and implacable.

“I am simply trying to discover a
medium by which death can be made
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certain so swiftly that no one can pre-
vent it,” he stated calmly. “It appears
that this crime is being laid at the
door of Lloyd Ramer who has al-
. ready sued the Sentinel for half a
million.”

“Forget all that!” blazed the com-
missioner. “We need action right now
to stop this new killing—if it isn’t too
late already. The police have ques-
. tioned almost everyone at the Sen-
tinel, but we still don’t know who
wrote that Prophet column about
Nemoss or how it got into print.

“Compton and Drake have threat-
ened a complete shake-up in the ster-
eotyping and makeup departments,
trying to get to the bottom of the mat-
ter. Anyone finding type or proof for
the column was to notify them at once.
And yet, here’s another column—as
deadly as the other!”

ONY didn’t even seem to hear

what Warner was saying. He in-
sisted upon returning to his original
subject.

“It wasn’t poison in the stomach
that killed Morden, Commissioner,”
he stated firmly. “It was cyanide in
his blood, injected by a hypo. When
the medical examiner examined Mor-
den he was careless, being satisfied
with the evidence of strophanthus in
the paints smeared on Morden’s
mouth.

“But cyanide really did the job.
You see, I had some of Morden’s
blood on canvas. The analysis showed
the real cause of death. So it might
be intended to strike at Lela Ramer

in the same manner, even if she is on’

the street at the time. It makes it
more dramatic and terrifying.”

“Also, it would permit Lloyd Ramer
to sue the Sentinel for all the millions
he could find, providing his alibi is
good, sir,” suggested Silk Kirby, who
had been an interested listener.

The door opened suddenly and Cap-
tain McGrath, his face flushed with
anger, strode inside. In his heavy
hand he held the same Prophet pre-

diction which Warner had just shown
to Tony.

Quinn arose, groping suddenly to-
ward Owl Brennan. He had been ob-
serving Owl’s face and throat, the
puffiness of his eyes.

“Stand still a moment, Owl,” he di-
rected. “I can’t see you, but I have
acquired a keen sense for the body
temperature of those near me. Owl,
are you ill? Are you suffering with
a fever?”

“I don’t know! I feel as if my face
and hands are being scorched, if that’s
what you mean.”

Tony was touching Owl Brennan’s
reddened, fiery skin.

“Owl, you heard that Lela Ramer
was to be murdered,” said Tony. “Or
you heard there was a woman to be
killed, and this Prophet column names
the former wife of Lloyd Ramer.
Where have you been a prisoner?
Were you tortured and was there a
woman at the place?”

Captain McGrath broke in upon
Tony’s questions.

“Commissioner Warner! What are
we wasting time for here? We have
a woman to save, or the whole depart-
ment will be on the pan with the Sen-
tinel!”

“One minute, McGrath,” snapped
Tony. “Owl, answer me. Were you
tortured? Did you hear a woman at
any time while you were prisoner?
And if possible, where were you
held?”

WL BRENNAN groaned, his fea-
tures twitching in agony.

“I was tortured,” he admitted.
“They tried to make me tell what I
had on one of my camera plates. But
the torture was like being poisoned,
I guess. That’s what’s wrong with my
face. >

“First I was either knocked out or
handed a Micky. When I woke up
my face was burning fiercely, and they
had my hands tied so I couldn’t touch -
15,

“That nearly drove me crazy—but I
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couldn’t tell them what was on a plate
I hadn’t developed. I did hear a
woman moaning—I was in a basement
—I got through a sewer a long way to
Central Park—"

“Tony!” Commissioner Warner was
becoming desperate. “This is getting
us nowhere! I'm acting now. First,
I’'m ordering every member of the
Sentinel staff taken into custody. We
will get this Prophet, whoever he is.”

ROPPING his hands from Owl

Brennan’s face, Tony shook his
head, and spoke in a fatalistic tone.

“I’'m afraid the Prophet is even
more sure of this murder than of
Morden and Nemoss, Commissioner,”
he said. “Note that the item says Lela
Ramer has been murdered, was killed
about an hour ago, and will die in
about three hours.

“Wherever you find the woman, if
you do, I fear nothing can be done.
Gentlemen, this is a frightening
crime, if my conjecture is right.”

“We have an alarm and a descrip-
tion out for Lela Ramer,” stated War-
ner. “What will we do, Tony, if we
find her?”

“Quinn’s out of his mind!” exploded
Captain McGrath. “He seems to have
private information on this case. If
he is the Black Bat—and I'd like to
prove that—he may know more than
he’s telling us.”

Tony smiled sadly. It was terrible
to stand here, knowing that some-
where a beautiful woman was soon to
die horribly. Perhaps, she was already
dying. :

Nothing on earth could prevent the
murder.

“Gentlemen, go ahead and find Lela
Ramer if you can,” stated Tony sud-
denly. “There is only one bit of ad-
vice I can give. Do everything to
relieve her agony, for death may be
slow. I say that, realizing that the
first physician who sees her undoubt-
edly will know at once what has hap-
pened and will do all he can to prevent
her suffering.”

Tony was moving, groping toward a
table, ignoring the others.

“I'm asking two of you to leave,”
he said. ‘“Commissioner, if you will
go with Captain McGrath, I would ap- °
preciate it. Owl Brennan will stay
here a little while. You see, gentle-
men, I'm afraid I have found the
truth. Lela Ramer is already as good
as dead. She has been murdered by
the simplest of all. means, complete
sunburn.”

“He’s stark, raving crazy!” blurted
Captain McGrath, unbelieving. “How
could any person be—?"

“Owl here suffered the same treat-
ment hours ago, while he was knocked
out by a drug or physically,” Tony
pointed out impatiently. “He was
awakened four or five hours later with
his hands bound so he would suffer
and perhaps talk.”

“Tony!” exclaimed Commissioner
Warner. “It’s unthinkable! That
couldn’t be done! Why the worst sav-
ages wouldn’t contrive that sort of
torture! It would be—"

“Worth all the millions the Sentinel
or Arthur Rowland could produce,”
stated Tony. “Don’t forget, the
Prophet virtually accuses one man,
Lloyd Ramer, of knowing this murder
already has taken place.”

“We’ll round up every man on the
Sentinel—"

Tony Quinn had never before seen
Commissioner Warner come so near
to losing his head.

“The worst move that could be
made,” interjected Tony. “Again, if
you can find this woman, do what—"

Silk Kirby touched Tony’s arm.
Silk had been listening to the low
muttering of the radio.

He turned a knob, increasing the
volume. :

A news flash came over the air.

Police searching for Lela Ramer, once
the wife of Lloyd Ramer, have a report
she was seen entering a taxicab on Fifth
Avenue near the Public Library a few min-
utes ago.

An alarm is out for the hackman whose
name and number have not been learnéd.
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CHAPTER XV
Owl’s Queer Escape

UBBING a soothing
lotion on Owls
burned skin, Tony
Quinn studied his
photographer friend
closely behind the
apparent blindness
of his eyes. It was
obvious the redhead

~ was experiencing

more than physical pain.

“I don’t care what happens to me,
Tony,” he said dismally. “I just want
to get Jane Longren out of all this.
Where is she, Tony?”

“I assure you, Owl, that she’s safe.
You can serve her best by staying
right here. I’ll give you a ring, and
it will be you who will put the finger
on the Prophet.”

“But there is no one Prophet,
Tony,” protested Owl.” That column
was contributed to by many of the
staff, and by outsiders. In the office
sometimes one man got it together,
and sometimes another.”

“And the last one handling it,
Oowl?”

“It has been Carl Jackson’s job re-
cently,” Owl revealed. “The column
was one of George Drake’s pets. . I
think the managing editor originated
it. It’s about the only original idea
he’s ever had.” .

“Drake started it?” mused Tony.
“Okay, Owl. Stick here. I’ll give you
aring as soon as I can use you. Don’t
get away from the phone. You got
out of a sewer manhole in Central
Park, Owl?”

“Yes, but I had made many turns
getting there,” said Owl.

Less than five minutes had passed
since the departure of Commissioner
Warner and Captain McGrath. Bul-
letins continued to come in concern-
ing the failure to find Lela Ramer, the
living murdered woman, last seen get-
ting into a taxicab on Fifth Avenue,.

“You see, Owl,” had been Tony’s
logical explanation. “Your face was
burned badly with a mercury sun-tan
lamp while you were unconscious.
Half an hour would do it. But there
was no heat, and the burn did not take
effect until four to six hours later.”

Even hard-bitten Owl Brennan was
sick when he realized the implications
in that last statement,
~ “You mean Lela Ramer was put un-
der a mercury lamp and left there?”
he gasped.

“I’'m afraid that’s what I mean,
Owl,” replied Tony. “Possibly she
had been with someone she knew and
trusted. She was given a drugged
drink. One hour would be enough.
She might have recovered and found
herself back where she started, imag-
ining she was out for only a few min-
utes.”

Owl swore, rubbing his hand across
his seared face. A strange, fathomless
glitter crawled into his eyes. Grimly
Tony continued.

“If her whole body was exposed to
a mercury lamp, it would have no im-
mediate effect, but by this time—"

“Tony,” cut in Owl. “There’s an-
other angle—something I don’t even
like to suggest—but Bunt Preddy, the
news editor, has been going around
with Lela—the former Mrs. Lloyd
Ramer. “You said she might have
been with someone she knew well.”

“And,” said Tony quickly, “Bunt
Preddy gave the word that finally put
through the Morden murder scoop.
Owl, don’t leave this place!”

The radio had brought no more
word of the missing Lela Ramer.
Tony issued quick instructions to Silk
Kirby out of Owl Brennan’s hearing.

“T’ll have Carol get out of the Sen-
tinel office and meet you, Silk,” said
Tony. “Pick up Butch O’Leary.
Have Arthur Rowland brought over
to the same hotel with Jane Longren
and have Carol stay there. See that
no one from the Sentinel trails you,
or discovers the whereabouts of Jane
and Rowland.”
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OR three days now, Jane Longren

.and Arthur Rowland had been
constantly guarded in two quiet ho-
tels. In spite of the furore created
by their absence from the Sentinel of-
fice, Tony had kept the girl reporter
and the publisher under the care of
nurses.

Now Tony added a few words that
caused Silk Kirby to gasp.

“You may as well know now, Silk,
that Jane Longren is really Martha
Rowland, the daughter of Arthur
Rowland. The girl had been at school
since her mother died when she was
a little girl.

“Rowland has set notions, and one
of them was that he didn’t want his
daughter to become a newspaper
woman. But Martha told me she was
equally stubborn.

“She left Rowland flat in his West-
chester home, sneaked down to the
city and landed a job on her own fa-
ther’s paper under an assumed name.
She’s been living in the city, and has
been fortunate in avoiding Rowland
in the office.

“Also, Silk, it was perfectly all
right for her to sit as a model for Clif-
ford Morden. You see, Rowland’s
wife, the mother of the girl, had been
a sweetheart of Morden’s many years
ago, and Rowland had won out. The
girl was like her mother.”

“But, sir, about this Michael Do-
ran?” Silk didn’t like working in the
dark. “By analyzing that Morden
blood, you’ve about proved he didn’t
poison Morden. Why won’t he talk?
And why has Jane Longren been so
mysterious, running out on the Mor-
den murder, and never saying a
word?” £

“You might add why has Arthur
Rowland been dodging around, as if
he were the killer, Silk?” said Tony.
“I won’t answer that now. But I have
a photo plate that would rate the hot
seat for Arthur Rowland. But there
is another person who wants that
plate, and wants it badly enough to
commit another murder to get it.

“So when you have made sure Carol

is with Jane Longren, and that Butch
is helping look after Arthur Rowland,

you will wait for me near the Sentinel
office, Silk.

“The Big Town’s greatest news-
paper is about to have a visit from
what Captain McGrath regards as the
Big Town’s most dangerous crook.”

“The Black Bat intends to visit the
Sentinel?”

“Perhaps in an hour,” said Tony.
“In the meantime, Silk, call this num-
ber. It is a Central Park West pent-
house apartment. At this hour, I am
fairly sure that the tenant is at home,
and that he is making sure his pres-
ence cannot be disputed by continuing
a party that’s been going all night.”

IONY was clad in somber black

with a dark, slouch hat when Silk
joined him a few minutes later, enter-
ing their car outside.

“Lloyd Ramer is at home, sir, and it
sounds as if his party is now going
full blast,” Silk informed him, “There
is no further word, sir, of Lela
Ramer.”

Tony made quick phone contact
with the news room of the Sentinel.
Talking to Carol Baldwin, he gave her
what would have sounded to a switch-
board girl as a simple message. He
had asked for Miss Sharpe.

“I am sending the interview you
requested, Miss Sharpe,” said Tony. .
“The messenger will be there in about
twenty minutes. Would it be conven-
ient for you to call me in three min-
utes from the booth of the drugstore
downstairs? I’ll wait here.”

He gave her the number of the pub-
lic phone he was using.

“Why, yes, I’ll call you from out-
side,” she said, a note of tense excite-
ment in her voice.

Tony was not trusting any wire in-
side the Sentinel news room at this
time. Then Carol was talking again.

“There are a number of policemen
in our office just now on account of
that Lela Ramer trouble. I’ll prob-
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ably have to get permission to leave.
Just a minute—"

Then Carol was suddenly disobey-
ing instructions in reference to talk-
ing openly by phone from inside the
Sentinel office!

“Tony! William Black just walked
into the office! The reception clerk is
trying to stop him! Tony! Black’s
shot—1!”

There was a smashing sound as if
the phone had been knocked from Car-
ol’s hand. Tony jiggled the receiver
vainly. Then he hung up and tried
dialing the Sentinel switchboard
again,

As the phone was apparently ripped
from Carol’s hand, Tony caught the
sharp echoes of two distinct shots.

His hand was shaking when he
dialed the Sentinel number again. But
this time he was rewarded by only
a busy signal from the switchboard.

He was to learn within the next few
minutes the startling and tragic rea-
son for the shots and Carol’s being ab-
ruptly cut off from the telephone.

CHAPTER XVI
A Politician Turns Killer

LUNGING wildly
across Carol Bald-
win’s desk, a heavy
body crashed into
her, sending the tel-
ephone clattering to

7 the floor and ab-

ruptly terminating

her conversation
g with Tony Quinn.
Carol repressed a scream. She saw
the moon-like face of Carl Jackson,
the rewrite man, as Jackson rolled
from the desk to the floor. Another
shot cracked out, and a bloody furrow
jumped across Jackson’s forehead.
Scarlet fluid was already pumping
from a mortal wound in Carl Jackson’s
thick neck. The rewrite man who had
claimed he took the Clifford Morden
murder scoop from the dead Frank

Lark was beyond speech when he
struck the floor.

The dignified William Black, can-
didate for senator, stood just inside
the news room railing.

An old-fashioned revolver smoked
in his hand. His dignity was lost in
crazy, bloodshot eyes and disheveled
hair.

Blue smoke curled from the muzzle
of the gun. Carol watched copy read-
ers start from their places around
their horseshoe desk. She saw Bunt
Preddy, the grey-haired news editor,
rise with a grim look on his face and
hurl himself headlong toward the
crazed politician,

“Drop that gun, Black!” he roared.

William Black ‘laughed loudly, in-
sanely. For a big man, he side-
stepped lithely, striking Preddy’s face
with the barrel of his weapon. The
news editor fell and lay still.

Carol saw that William Black was
looking at Baldy Compton. The
shrewd-eyed city editor had not
moved from his chair. Then the door
of George Drake’s office across the
newsroom snapped open.- Carol saw
the managing editor, his hands waving
foolishly, step outside. She saw Wil-
liam Black’s eyes turn upon George
Drake.

Although there were police guards
spotted here and there about the news
room, the whole shooting took place
so quickly that none of the guards in
the busy room had been given a chance
to determine where he was most
needed.

William Black’s deep voice, once
unctuous and wholly political, was
now like the roaring of a maddened
bull.

“So you have the Prophet visit me,
Drake! It wasn’t enough that I paid
all I could raise, but your Prophet,
the scum I just killed, had to call in
person on my wife! You think, Drake,
I didn’t know it was you—you who
found out I had done time?”

Bunt Preddy lay on the floor where
Black’s gun had knocked him. For
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the seconds that William Black’s ac-
cusing words rang through the news
room, everyone seemed paralyzed.
Only George Drake cried out sud-
denly,

“No! Black! You’re crazy! I don’t
know what you’re talking about!”

The old-fashioned revolver ex-
ploded again. The glass in Drake’s
office door cracked and splintered.
There was another sharper shot. Wil-
liam Black started to turn slowly, his
gun hand dropping.

He kept on turning until his legs
corkscrewed and let him down. His
head struck a desk, but he felt no pain
from that. There was a round hole
a little above and back of one eye.

Baldy Compton had not moved from
his desk. He sat there with a wisp of
blue smoke coming from the auto-
matic. he had taken from a drawer.
Carol saw George Drake, the manag-
ing editor, collapse. But she knew it
was from shock and not from a bullet.

OMPTON rose from his chair.

One of the police guards rushed

over at last. Compton extended his

weapon to him. His voice was cold
and steady.

“Sorry, but I had to do it,” he said.
“Who would have expected a cool
politician like Black to go nutty?
Here, fellows, let’s get going on this
one. If the Sentinel has to have all
the murders in town, at least we won’t
let the opposition beat us on our own
yarn.”

Carol had been around newspapers.
She thought she had met cool num-
bers.

But Baldy Compton was displaying
about the coldest nerve she had ever
seen. She watched him walk calmly
across the room toward George Drake,

Carol realized that Baldy Compton
could not be held for what he had
done.

The Hon, William Black had vir-
tually committed murder and suicide.
She kept in the back of her mind what
Black had said about Carl Jackson,

the rewrite man.

“He called him the Prophet ” she
whispered. “He said Jackson had
called on his wife after he had paid
all he could raise. I must reach Tony
before someone thinks to detain me.”

Carol succeeded in getting out of
the news room. All attention was for
the moment centered upon the two
dead men, upon Bunt Preddy, who had
been knocked out, and George Drake
whose life had just been saved by the
calm, straight-shooting Baldy Comp-
ton.

Shutting herself in a telephone
booth of a drugstore downstairs, Carol
called the number Tony had given her.
Tony made no comment until after
she had related the complete story.

“Okay, Carol,” he said finally. “Get
outside and walk up Broadway on the
south side to the first corner. Wait
there for Silk. So, William Black was
being blackmailed, and he seemed sure .
of both Carl Jackson and George
Drake? Be careful, Carol. Silk will
be right along.”

Carol stepped from the drugstore
into Broadway.

Both men who walked up alongside
her were smiling, well dressed, and
polite. They might have been friends
she had come there to meet.

“Don’t scream, and don’t try to
move too quickly,” said one in'a low
tone. “The needle just touching your
arm won’t make a sound. Neither will
you if I give it one little jab. We
have the car waiting, sister.”

It could be a bluff. But then Carol
had learned a great deal about the
silent effectiveness of little needles,
especially in the hands of cool, polite
strangers.

She walked directly to the blue
sedan waiting beyond the first corner.

Carol sent cautious glances about,
hoping to see Butch O’Leary. Unfor-
tunately, Butch had been among per-
sons in the street who had heard the
smashing of shots from the high win-
dows of the Sentinel building.

He had immediately raced to the
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building, to investigate the disturb-
ance. A moment later he had been as-
cending in one elevator as Carol had
descended in another.

A sense of forlorn despair struck
Carol when she realized she was hope-
lessly trapped. She yearned for a
sight of Silk, yet it was almost too
soon to expect him.

Inside the sedan, in the rear seat,
the man beside Carol spoke suddenly.

“It will be better this way.”

His hand dropping over her mouth
and nostrils, held a handkerchief or
small square of cloth.

Carol’s instinctive resistance was
quieted before the car rolled out of
the block and headed uptown.

CHAPTER XVII

The Daylight Bat

OVING along the
swanky avenue,
Tony Quinn was a
somber, black-clad
figure. In five sec-
onds, if he so de-
sired, he could trans-
form himself into
the Black Bat. Hav-

: ing learned of the
latest tragedy in the Sentinel office,
it became more important than ever
that the Black Bat must strike
quickly.

Through Silk Kirby he had con-
firmed his belief that an all-night
party was still being continued in a
penthouse apartment.

“A party worth possible millions to
the host,” murmured Tony, as he
neared the ornate entrance to the big
apartment building. “I wonder how
the two killings at the Sentinel will
fit into this?

“It is certain that one vital witness
has been removed, even if it was by
chance. Then Baldy Compton stops
William Black from more talking.
That, too, might have been by chance
or design.”

He was thinking of Carl Jackson,
the rewrite man, who had said Frank
Lark had phoned him a story of the
Clifford Morden murder. Bunt
Preddy, the news editor, had admitted
passing the story in a hurry to make
the paper’s five-star final that evening.

But it was Carl Jackson who could
swear, truthfully or falsely, to having
taken the Morden story from Frank
Lark. Now Carl Jackson was dead,
and by the hand of an apparent black-
mail victim of the highest prominence.
Jackson had been recently in charge
of the Prophet column, according to.
Owl Brennan.

What was it Carol had repeated of
William Black’s words before Black
was killed? Oh, yes, he recalled it
now, Black had said that Carl Jack-
son had been sent personally to see
his, Black’s, wife,.

“As neat a setup for getting rid of
Jackson as could be, if it happened to
be known that William Black was on
the point of murder, which he un-
doubtedly was,” mused Tony. “And
then he tried to get George Drake?
But Baldy Compton shot first. No.
Carol said Compton shot and killed
Black only after he had missed a first
shot at George Drake.”

Tony thought of Carol’s account of
Bunt Preddy’s rash attempt to halt
Black. On the face of it, there was
nothing suspicious in that. Any man
might have acted impulsively in the
same manner,

Yet, Owl Brennan had informed him
that Preddy had been going around
with Lela Ramer, which might or
might not be significant.

All over the Big Town radios, prowl
cars and every possible police device
were being employed to find Lela Ra-
mer. Tony felt a little sick as he
thought of what must be the truth.

Then he saw the blue taxicab come
slowly from a driveway in Central
Park. Tony was in the entrance of
the big apartment building as the taxi
came into view. He could just see the
outline of a passenger inside the cab.
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HE hackman driving the blue

taxicab was a short, swarthy fel-
low. He had black eyes, and now they
were filled with worry. He turned,
speaking over his shoulder, to the pas-
senger.

“Have you made up your mind,
lady?” he said. “You've got three
bucks on the meter now. You said
you’d pay me, and then you said your
husband would pay—"

There was a queer, strangled cry
from the shapely woman in the taxi.
The swarthy hackman undoubtedly
had been worried some over the
mounting fare, His eyes jerked all
the way around.

“Lady! Listen! What is this? You
can’t do that to me!”

The hackie narrowly missed bump-
ing another car, and his brakes
squealed as he tried to pull over to
the curb. The nicely formed woman
in the taxi was moaning terribly. She
tore at the front of her thin dress,
ripping it to shreds.

“Take me there!”
screamed. “Right over there!
Do something! Hurry!”

“Lady! Honest! You can’t do this
to me!”

The worried hackman was shouting.
The woman was ripping her dress
from her neck. She was clawing at
her own flesh and beginning to scream
like some animal in pain.

Now the hackman could see that his
woman fare was more than red-faced
from drinking as he had at first im-
agined when he had picked her up on
Fifth Avenue. Her small face was
distorted and appeared to be enor-
mously swollen.

She sprang up, her head striking
the roof of the cab. Scream after
scream came from her. The hackman
reached back, sought to restrain the
woman, thinking she must have gone
suddenly crazy.

TFraffic was speeding past at the
usual clip on the open avenue along
Central Park,

Before the hackie could push her

The womén
Oh!

back into the seat, the woman shrieked
wildly, jerked open the door and
dived rather than jumped into the
street.

A heavy car skidded as the driver
attempted to miss the rolling, scream-
ing woman. Then there came the
solid thudding of the wheels over the
whirling body.

The terrible cries ceased after that.
Traffic piled up. The frightened hack-
man started calling upon everyone
nearby to witness that the woman had
jumped to her own death.

The Black Bat, alone of all the wit-
nesses, knew that Lela Ramer had been
given a merciful break just at the fin-
ish,

The tragedy and the screaming of
traffic horns emptied the lower corri-
dor of the big apartment house.

“She tried to come home to him at
the very last,” murmured the Bat.
“Perhaps, in the interest of exact jus-
tice, it is to be regretted Lela Ramer
couldn’t make it.”

NNOTICED, the Black Bat was

a silent, shadowy figure, ascend-
ing the back service stairs of the high
apartment building. He discovered
that reaching the roof was a simple
problem. At least, some penthouse
owners believed in fire escapes.

The wild party seemed to have been
considerably tamed. Rather, the Bat
noted that numerous guests had passed
out in various rooms of the big pent-
house. He flattened against one wall.

W ith his black, ribbed cloak, he was
not unlike a claw-footed bird of the
night, clinging inside its cave. Pass-
ing slowly around the penthouse, he
heard some drunken guests shouting.

“Hey, Lloyd! You just lost her,
Lloyd! It’s on the radio! And right
on Central Park West!”

The Bat reached a wide, screened
window. He could hear a low-tuned
radio inside a dimly lighted room. He
saw a tall man, with a beaked nose, a
long chin, and beady eyes that glowed
like bits of jet.
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This much the Bat could see of the
man who was half-crouched over the
low-tuned radio. Then the Bat’s keen
ears easily picked up the news bul-
letin;

.. . all efforts of the police had failed
completely.

Then the Ramer woman, the second wife
of Lloyd Ramer, jumped from a taxicab
on Central Park West. She was killed by
a passing car before which she fell.

First reports say the woman was fright-
fully burned all over her body. Thurston,
the taxicab driver, is being held. He de-
nies the woman was burned or injured in
any way while in his cab.

He says she appeared to have been drink-
ing and insisted on riding through Central
Park so she could look at the Grayling
Apartment house. Her former husband,
Lloyd Ramer, owner of the Red Feather
Club, resides with his fourth wife in a
!uxurious penthouse on the Grayling build-
ing.

It was announced more than three hours
ago, in the Prophet column of the Sentinel,
that Lela Ramer would be murdered, or
had been murdered.

In the meantime, William Black, candi-
date for senator, has been discovered to
be a former convict of the same name, con-
victed twenty years ago for forgery. He
was killed by the city editor of the Senti-
nel, after Black had shot and killed Carl
Jackson, and attempted to kill George
Drake, the managing editor. The publisher,
Arthur Rowland is missing . . .

At this juncture the hawk-nosed
man turned the radio off.” Some
drunken guests came singing to an
inside door.

“Get out of here, and shut the door!”
rapped out Lloyd Ramer.

He walked over and clicked a bolt.
He came back, rubbing beads of sweat
from his forehead. Opening a drawer
of a big desk, he took out a paper in a
legal-appearing blue folder.

Lloyd Ramer had this open before
him when a voice that was half-hissing
spoke from behind him. The lights
went out. The window drapes closed,
throwing the room into utter dark-
ness.

“Slip the paper to the desk, Ramer.
Don’t move. The Black Bat needs no
light, Ah, yes, murderer, I read the
paper from here—you have this libel
suit prepared and waiting—"

CHAPTER XVIII

Deadly Gun-trap

IKE the swift flitting
of the winged bird
of the night, the
Black Bat swooped
toward the night-
club man and
snatched the legal
paper from the desk.

Hawk-nosed
@ Lloyd Ramer,
caught in almost total darkness when
the Bat had snapped the window
drapes shut and the lights had winked
out, stood motionless.

The very lack of defensive or star-
tled effort on the part of the night
club owner, virtually accused of the
horrible murder of his former wife,
Lela Ramer, warned the Bat.

Only Ramer’s long fingers snapped.
The Bat had an advantage of which
Ramer could not know. He could see
every detail of the dark room includ-
ing, as he had said, the title of the
legal paper he had snatched and
quickly secreted in his clothes.

Instead of expressing fear, Ramer
drawled out calmly.

“Even the great Bat should look be-
fore he pounces. Move and you’ll die
without a chance.”

Then it was that Lloyd Ramer him-
self doubled, bending his long body
below the level of his heavy desk. The
Black Bat saw them appearing. From
all sides of the room came men with
guns ready in their hands.

Strangely enough, the Black Bat
had been prepared for just this. He
had been certain a trap had been set
for him., And that trap confirmed the
angle that he had wanted. It much

- more than proved Lloyd Ramer’s im-

plication in the slow-burning murder
of his wife.

Knowing the trap should be here, if
he had guessed right when he made
arrangements to visit Lloyd Ramer,
the Bat was ready.
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His enemies, at least eight gunmeﬁ,bv
were sure they had him cornered.
They had known their boss would |

drop below shooting level.

Only they did not know the Black; b
Bat could see them plainly. And they

did not see the Bat glide soundlessly
away from the desk and pass directly
between two of them. The Bat was
over by one wall before he spoke.

The ambushing gunmen had almost
reached the big desk, alert to en-
counter their victim. Then the Bat’s
hissing voice seemed to come from all
corners at once.

“Don’t turn any of you, or I’ll kill
your boss first! I’ll get all of you
with this!”

Sudden fire streamed from a rapid-
fire automatic held low in the Bat’s
hand. Its slugs peppered the floor
and the feet of several thugs who
started hopping and groaning. -

“Blast him down!” yelled Ramer.
“He’s over there!”

“I wouldn’t try it,” warned the Bat,
his voice coming from a different spot
than had the muzzle flare of his pistol.

At least two gunmen lost their
heads. Their rods flamed at the sound
of the Bat’s voice. But the Bat was
close to a door and about to go
through. He cut down on the two men
shooting. Both fell.

“Hold it!” rasped out Ramer. “The
girl! Bat! Look!”

HE beam of a flashlight leaped

out. Its circle revealed an open
door. Her face white and strained,
her young body tense, Carol Baldwin
was held rigidly in the doorway by
several hard-eyed men.

But it was the gleaming, silvery
hypodermic held poised with its point
touching Carol’s neck that drew the
Bat’s fascinated gaze.

“Okay, Bat!” said Ramer. “You see,
we knew and were prepared for your
visit! We were told that Tony Quinn
was sending you! So, if you don’t
want to see the little lady die sud-
denly, you will drop your guns, and

return that paper to my desk! You
will live and the girl will be freed, if
ou tell what we want to know!”
~The Bat was set back sharply by
the appearance of Carol. He had been
prepa‘red for the trap he was sure had

"fbeen baited for him. But this sudden
“presence of Carol appeared to check-

mate his play.

Yet in a split-second he had de-
bated all of the chances. He knew
exactly what was wanted. Two men
had been sent to Clifford Morden’s
studio to secure something they had
been told would be hidden in Mor-
den’s old desk.

That something was a note against
Arthur Rowland for two million dol-
lars. In a battle, the studio had been
destroyed by fire. And the killers
believed the Black Bat had taken
that two-million note.

They were correct. The Bat had
taken the note Arthur Rowland had
renewed from year to year with Clif-
ford Morden. Only he had not known
at the time that he had it in his pos-
session.

This went through the Bat’s mind
in a flash. And he knew that he might
live until the note was found, but that
Carol and he had to die. That was
unalterable.

“Well, Bat?” Ramer was impa-
tient. “You will be unmolested if you
start walking over here with the
paper you took from my desk!”

“You hold the winning hand,” said
the Bat, his vague winged black
figure appearing, as if moving toward
the center of the room. “Let the girl
go_”

The automatic at his side cracked
in the middle of his slow sentence. A
man behind Carol screamed.

The gleaming, silvery hypodermic
disappeared as if by magic. A man’s
head bobbed into view as one of
Carol’s captors cursed wildly and
jerked back his bloody hand.

The automatic cracked again, so
quickly it seemed as if the two shots
had been fired together.
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This time the flashlight glass was
smashed.- And in that sudden total
darkness, the Bat was speaking again,
with cold menace: :

“Tell them, Ramer, to let the girl
go or I’ll split your spine so you’ll
never walk again. Tell them, Ramer!”

A choked sound came from Ramer’s
throat, The Bat spoke sharply.

“Down, Carol! Flat on the floor!”

The Bat’s command was accom-
panied by the cracking of guns in both
of his hands. He was down behind
Ramer’s desk. The stream of slugs
was circling the dark room, and none
were missing the suddenly screaming,
shooting gunmen.

AROL had obeyed the Bat’s

order and thrown herself flat

on the floor. Now the Bat saw another

door opening. Men with rods spilled
into the room.

It appeared that most of Ramer’s
party guests were members of his
own mob, or the mob that the Bat
now realized had been combined
under a double leadership.

Then there came a roaring voice,
and a sharper one.

“Bat! Where are you? We’ll take
’em !”

That was big Butch O’Leary. Silk
* Kirby was first to appear with a gun
in each hand. Both were belching
fire. Outside where O’Leary had
shouted, there were smashing blows.
A number of Lloyd Ramer’s party
guests may have been outside of his
little mob of killers. But Butch
O’Leary’s swinging fists were not par-
ticular about whom they cut down.

Lloyd Ramer made a desperate
move to twist away from the Bat.
His head clunked under the metal
of one of the Bat’s guns, and Ramer
lay still.

Then bedlam broke loose outside
the penthouse. The Bat heard the
harsh voice of Captain McGrath.

“The Black Bat’s in there! Don’t
let him get away this time!”

Sounds of assault upon outside

doors and windows were followed by
daylight beginning to stream into the
room.

The Black Bat whirled swiftly,
gesturing to Carol, Butch and Silk.
They followed him to the window
opening upon the fire escape. He
slid through and came face to face
with a policeman.

It was no time for politeness. The
Black Bat did not fight the police,
but he had no choice now. His right
arm shot out like a striking snake,
and his knuckled fist found its mark
on the other’s jaw.

Catching the policeman as he
sagged, the Bat placed him on the
platform, then moved down the steps
at a hurried pace. Two floors below
Ramer’s apartment, the Bat found a
vacant suite.

He forced the window catch, slid it
open and dropped into an empty room.

Silk explained how he had been for-
tunate enough to spot Carol’s captors
as they were getting away, and had
trailed them.

“Butch,” said the Bat crisply.
“You and Carol stay here until the
coast is clear, then get out as best
you can.” While he spoke the Bat
was removing his cloak and once more
becoming the personality of blind
Tony Quinn. “Take my cloak along,
Butch. Silk and I will now visit
Ramer’s place again.”

The lock on the apartment door
gave Tony Quinn no trouble. In a
few moments Silk led him into the
Ramer apartment where Captain
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McGrath’s homicide detail was con-
ducting a frantic search for the
Black Bat. '

“Where is the Bat?” yelled
McGrath. “Search every place. He
was in here. I heard someone shout
his name.” The captain whirled
when he saw Quinn. “Tony Quinn!
How did you—?”

“Hello, Captain,” said Tony with a
smile. “It seems I am a little late. I
can smell gunpowder, and I heard
shots from the street. There was
trouble here.”

“Heck, boss, the place is a sham-
bles,” said Silk. “Several dead
mobsters. Chairs and a table over-
turned. If the Black Bat was really
here as we heard Captain McGrath
say, he certainly must have put up a
scrap. You should see how this apart-
ment looks.”

McGrath was angry, and his face
was full of harsh bitterness.

QQBLAST you, Tony, the Black
Bat was here, and I've a
hunch it was you. You certainly
showed up opportunely.”

“Not at all. When that Prophet
column came out and later radio bul-
letins announced the police hadn’t
been able to locate Lela Ramer, I
thought it might prove enlightening
to speak with Mr. Lloyd Ramer. Is
he—?”

“He’s got a slight bullet wound in
the side, but he’ll live,” rasped
McGrath. “My men are holding him
in another room.” McGrath scowled
as a policeman with a lump on his jaw
staggered into the front room. “Riley,
what happened to you?”

The policeman rubbed his chin and
anger had its way with him.

“It was the Black Bat. He came
out the window. There was someone
else behind him. I tried to pull my
gun. Before I could get it out, he
slugbed me. When I came to I was
lying on the fire escape and he was
gone.” :

McGrath swore violently and

flashed a suspicious glance in Tony’s
direction.

“Let me see your hand, Tony,” he
requested quietly. :

Tony Quinn extended it, all at once
thankful that the skin on his knuckles
was hard and firm, and had not been
skinned by the blow he had been
forced to strike the policeman.

McGrath let Tony’s hand drop.
Tony was without his customary
cane, but the captain was too over-
wrought to notice its absence.

Homicide men were moving all
about. Several mobsters had been
captured before they could flee.
Others who had been killed were
dragged out of the room.

“Captain,” said Tony suddenly.
“I’d like to ask a favor.”

“A favor?” McGrath’s tone was
truculent. “You pick a bad time. I
still think you were in this room
right before we came. Some day I'm
going to trap the Black Bat.” He
broke off and added thoughtfully: “I
was called. Somebody warned us
that there would be trouble here.”

“I had a hunch that you’d be
called,” responded Tony quietly, an
odd eagerness singing through his
blood. “The favor is that I want
Lloyd Ramer brought to the Sentinel
office at once. I will personally ac-
cuse him of killing his former wife.
But in the meantime I wish to have
him talk with some editors, especially
the Murder Prophet.”

Captain McGrath was about to
voice a protest when the tall figure
of Commissioner Warner entered
the room. He nodded his head to the
captain, signifying that Tony’s re-
quest should be granted.

“All right, you win,” admitted the
captain. “To the Sentinel he goes.”

Tony turned and spoke in a very
low tone to Silk Kirby.

“Bring the others to the news-
paper as quickly as possible. I’ll call
Owl Brennan. He'll want to be in
at the finish especially with Jane
Longren, or Martha Rowland, safe.”
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CHAPTER XIX
Amagzing Revelations

N THE big news
room of the Sentinel
typewriters clacked
steadily. = Veteran
reporters carried on,
although their faces
were grim and tired.
Aging copy read-
ers with green
shades over their

eyes pencilled copy and built head-
lines, hurrying to make the next edi-
tion, even though they expected the
newspaper might be kicked out from
under them before another edition
could be begun.

A cynical copy reader passed a sug-
gested headline over to Bunt Preddy,
the news editor. Preddy tugged at
his heavy grey hair and nodded.

“Might as well be that as any,” he
said. “It’s getting to be a habit.”

The headline was:

MURDER IN SENTINEL OFFICE

Another old copy reader con-
cocted a drop head to go under the
banner line. He passed this to
Preddy.

WILLIAM BLACK KILLS
PROPHET; IS SHOT FA-
TALLY BY CITY EDITOR

Preddy pushed the headline over
to Baldy Compton.

“Okay with you, Baldy?” he said.

“It’s the news, and we still print
the truth,” said Baldy Compton.
“About this Lela Ramer death, and
that item in our column, I expect to
get a new lead on it.

“According to our assistant make-
up editor who has now vanished, no
one but Carl Jackson seems to have
checked proof on that Prophet
column this time. But Jackson is
like Frank Lark., He can’t talk.”

George Drake, the managing edi-
tor, came across the room with a sheet
of copy in his hand. He was white-
faced and his hands trembled.

“We’ll run this in a box, a turn-
rule box on the first page of this edi-
tion,” said Drake. “It announces that
the Prophet column will no longer ap-

pear in the Sentinel. If Mr. Row-
land would only—"
George Drake’s eyes bugged.

Arthur Rowland, his bony face like
a hard mask, headed a little proces-
sion coming from two elevators.
Behind Rowland came Tony Quinn,
holding his cane, being piloted by
Silk Kirby.

Pretty, blue-eyed Jane Longren
was next, with red-headed Owl Bren-
nan holding one arm protectively
around her shoulders.

With a wrist handcuffed to a homi-
cide man and closely followed by
scowling Captain McGrath and Com-
missioner Warner, hawk-nosed Lloyd
Ramer, night club owner, shuffled in
with his head down.

“Drake!” The voice of Arthur
Rowland was sharp. “I will see you,
with Preddy and Compton, in my
office.”

The publisher’s deep-set eyes went
slowly over the big news room. The
typewriters had hushed suddenly.
The only sound was a copy tube
bouncing into the desk basket from
the brass piping.

“All right, boys,” said Rowland
with hard calmness. “This edition
will go out on time. Carry on. Tell
the composing room to be ready for
a fast replate.”

No one would have thought that for
two days the oldest stockholders of
the Sentinel had been dumping their
holdings, or that the value of the
stock had slumped twenty points.

None would have guessed that
Arthur Rowland believed himself
through as a publisher, just as the
conservative Sentinel was washed up
with fifty per cent of its old line cir-
culation.
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ONY QUINN remained standing

beside Silk Kirby in Arthur Row-
land’s office. The others were grouped
about Rowland’s desk. Jane Longren’s
pretty face was stained by tears. Owl
Brennan stood beside her chair, and
she gripped his hand tightly.

Tony Quinn’s apparently sightless
eyes looked at an outside window.
Captain McGrath fumed, waiting.

“Well, let’s get on with it,” said
McGrath. “The Black Bat paid a
visit to Lloyd Ramer and escaped, or
so it seems. But I'm not so sure.”

Tony Quinn smiled slightly.

“I’m afraid he escaped, captain,”
he said. “Silk, read the paper you
found under Ramer’s desk during the
confusion while the police were hunt-
ing the Black Bat.”

Ramer started to speak, but clicked
his teeth shut.

“I’'m not up on all these legal
terms, sir,” murmured Silk Kirby.
“But as I get it, this paper was all
ready to be filed in a new libel suit
against the Sentinel.

“It says the Prophet falsely and ma-
liciously accused one Lloyd Ramer of
having guilty knowledge of the mur-
der of Lela Ramer, his former wife.
And it asks a cold million in damages.
Think of that! Ready for her to die!”

Bunt Preddy, the news editor, was
staring at Lloyd Ramer, and digging
at his grey hair.

“Preddy,” said Tony Quinn tersely.
“I understand you've been seen
around with the former Mrs. Ramer?
Is that true?”

Captain McGrath moved closer to
the news editor.

“Yeah, it’s true,” Preddy admitted
slowly, his eyes shifting to Arthur
Rowland. “I was with her twice since
Lloyd Ramer sued the Sentinel for
half a million on account of the Ne-
moss murder. I thought Lela—that
is Mrs. Ramer might know some-
thing—and—"

“Let it go,” snapped Tony quickly.
“It is interesting to note that Ramer
is conveniently supplied by the

Prophet with libel items that enables
Ramer to sue for a million and a half,
at the same time Curt Grannan, step-
son of Clifford Morden, is suing for
half a million.

“It is still more interesting when
I tell you I have discovered that
Ramer has been picking up odd
blocks of Sentinel stock for some
time.”

“That’s a lie!” yelled Ramer, his
eyes feverish.

“A mere matter of record, Ramer,”
stated Tony. “Now perhaps you will
explain how you were working with
someone on the inside of the Senti-
nel office to bring about these disas-
trous damage suits? This at a time
when Clifford Morden, holder of a
note for two millions for his lifelong
friend, Arthur Rowland, was about to
be murdered?”

Lloyd Ramer ground his teeth.
Baldy Compton started up from a
chair, changed his mind and sat down
again.

Tony Quinn seemed to spot the
movement.

“Compton, did you happen to know
that Jane Longren was really Martha
Rowland?” shot out Tony. “And that
she was posing for Morden, who was
painting a portrait of her? And that
a Michael Doran was apparently a
friend of Jane’s and of Morden’s, and
often visited the studio.”

ALDY COMPTON'’S eyes were

small and hard, as if his thoughts
were gimlets, boring into those about
him.

“Yes,” he replied slowly. “I knew
about Jane’s identity. And I knew
she was having a portrait painted by
Morden, because of her resemblance
to her mother with whom Morden was
in love years ago. But I knew noth-
ing about Michael Doran.”

“Compton,” said Tony so quietly
that none suspected how he would
finish. “Did you kill William Black
because he was about to name the real
murder Prophet? And did you know
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that Carl Jackson was in on the
scheme? We have proof of that from
Black’s own statement that Jackson
had been the one collecting the black-
mail from him.

“It’s my guess Jackson was paid
for the story of the Morden murder
which he claimed he took over the
telephone from Frank Lark.”

Baldy Compton reared to his feet,
his fists clenched.

“You can wvoice your theories,
Quinn,” he rasped, “but don’t try to
make it appear that I'm in on the
deal, too.”

Commissioner Warner gripped
Compton’s shoulder. Tony smiled.

“It’s this way, gentlemen,” he mur-
mured quietly. “Ramer and one Sen-
tinel man were conspiring to ac-
complish one of two things. By dis-
crediting the paper and having it
broken by libel suits, its control could
have been taken over—especially with
Arthur Rowland crowded out as pub-
lisher because of a two-million note.

“With control of the Sentinel and
its morgue, a great wealth of material
would have been seized—material
that could be used as an almost end-
less' means for extorting huge sums
of money from prominent people with
shady pasts. Once in control of the
Sentinel, these men would have used
the paper as a front, not caring what
happened to the circulation, for car-
rying on their blackmail activities.

“As far as Curt Grannan is con-
cerned, my investigation has con-
vinced me his libel suit was insti-
tuted in good faith and out of right-
eous anger, though it did help the
killers.

“The blackmailing of Wailliam
Black was only the first in what no
doubt would have been a chain of ex-
tortions. And while some of the
murders appear to be incidental, not
even linked with the grand scheme,
they really do have a definite connec-
tion.”

Tony Quinn turned in the direction
of Jane Longren, looking over her

head with his apparently sightless
eyes. '

“Jane, tell us why you toock William
Black to the morgue.”

The girl’s face was set, but her
voice was calm.

“Because he proved to me that
someone in our office was blackmail-
ing him, and I hoped to find out who
was guilty, for my father’s sake,” said
Jane. “But I was knocked out and
taken away.

“Then I was released, and came
to my senses on a side street. I had
heard one of the men say the next
trouble would be with Nemoss at the
Four Owls Club, so I went there.”

“But Jane, why did you run away
when Clifford Morden was mur-
dered?” queried Tony suddenly.
“Did you see who killed him?”

HE girl’s face reddened, and she
shook her head.

“I didn’t see who killed Mr. Mor-
den, but I can’t tell why I ran away,”
the girl declared firmly.

Arthur Rowland spoke then.

“Did you know I visited Morden’s
studio and ran into the murder? That
I saw the murder scoop in my own
paper, and naturally rushed over to
the studio only to see Morden alive
and well? And that I heard the out-
cry and went back to walk right into
a dark studio, as the police were arriv-
ing? Did you know that, Martha?”

“No, Dad, not until Tony Quinn
showed me a photograph of you leav-
ing by the fire escape,” answered the
girl. “I can’t tell why I ran away. I
was—well, I was badly frightened.”
She paused and added, “I hope you'll
forgive me for going off from home
to get a newspaper job against your
wishes.”

“Yes, Martha,” was the gentle reply.
“I'm just glad to know you’re alive
and safe.”

“I presume you stayed away from
the Sentinel, trying to get an outside
lead on what was happening,” said
Tony to Arthur Rowland, “And that
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took you to the Four Owls Club.”

“Yes, it took me there,” replied
Rowland quietly. “In fact, I thought
I saw one of my own men go there,
after I had read the Prophet item
about possible harm to Nemoss. How-
ever, I didn’t see him after I entered.
Later, Nemoss was killed, and I was
seized and taken away.”

“That’s right,” said Tony. “And
Silk Kirby here rescued you from the
men who took you away, Mr. Row-
land.”

Tony halted and lifted his voice.

“Now, gentlemen, I have told one
angle of this. I think there is a dou-
ble motive. Compton, knowing Jane
Longren was the daughter of the pub-
lisher, did you have an idea of marry-
ing her?”

“Why, you_”

“Let it go,” said Tony quickly. “I
judge that Owl Brennan had the in-
side track, or so it appears.”

His face turned toward Owl Bren-
nan and the girl, but his eyes were
vacant,

“Owl, you did have some hope,
didn’t you?” he said.

“Putting it that way, Tony, sure I
had hope,” admitted Owl, a smile on
his puffed and swollen face. “I told
you that at first.” '

“That’s right, Owl, you did,” stated
Tony. “And that brings us to the
managing editor. Drake, why did Wil-
liam Black try to kill you, saying you
were behind the Prophet?”

“You’re accusing me, Tony?” he
gulped. “I swear I know nothing—”"

“Black accused you,” broke in Tony
sharply. “It would have been a nice
set-up, too, if Curt Grannan, who has
already sued the Sentinel, had wanted
to crack down with that two-million-
dollar note, and you or some other
person happened to have gained pos-
session of the note.

“Grannan might have been made to
split the value of the note or possibly
even blackmailed into helping gain
control of the Sentinel. And any
threat on Grannan’s part to go to the

police might have resulted in his be-
ing taken care of in the same way Mor-
den or Nemoss were gotten out of the
way. Can you see it, Drake?”

CHAPTER XX

The Murder Prophet

P UNTIL this mo-
ment George Drake
had never displayed
spirit amounting to
anger. He flashed it
now, showing it in
his narrowed eyes
4 and sharply-pitched

1t!” he shouted “This murder Prophet
could have benefited in two ways. One
was to use Lloyd Ramer’s mob to get
control of the Sentinel—valuable in
itself despite lost prestige and the de-
creasing value of its stock.

“¥f that angle didn’t work, the
Prophet might have figured on marry-
ing Rowland’s daughter. But the big-
gest motive, as you mentioned, must
have been to use the inexhaustible
data in the morgue for blackmailing
prominent people.”

“That’s exactly the way the real
Prophet saw the chances,” said Tony,

. an ominous note in his quiet, yet in-

cisive voice. “However, he failed to
secure Rowland’s note, Also, he didn’t
know that Jane Longren, whom he had
learned was Rowland’s daughter, was
already married to a young chemxst
named Michael Doran!”

Tony half-turned, his blank eyes ap-
pearing to gaze out past the window.
He was facing the red-headed camera-
man when he resumed suddenly.

“You didn’t know Doran was Jane’s
husband when you tried to frame him
for the murder of Morden, did you,
Owl?”

The question hit the photographer
with the impact of a physical blow.
He started to whirl toward the outer
doorway. Tony did not change the
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direction of his blank gaze.

But now he took one swift step for-
ward, stuck out one foot, tripping Owl
Brennan to his knees. Silk Kirby then
leaped in and got the cameraman in a
firm grip before he could rise to his
feet again.

“There’s your murder Prophet, gen-
tlemen!” intoned Quinn. “Owl Bren-
nan, probably the first killer to learn
the value of infra-red light for taking
pictures that would incriminate oth-
ers and clear himself.”

“Is it true you're really married to
Doran?” demanded Rowland, his face
scowling with displeasure, heedless of
the astonished gasps which followed
Quinn’s accusation.

“Yes, Dad,” the girl replied stoutly.
Then she shot a puzzled glance toward
Tony. “You knew all the time that
Michael Doran was my husband?”

“There seemed no other logical rea-
son for both you and Michael being
so stubborn about talking,” responded
Tony with a smile. “I followed it up
and found a record of your marriage
in a small Connecticut town.”

“It’s true,” she admitted. “Dad ob-
jected to my seeing Michael. He—"

“I’'m afraid I was a fool, Tony,” said
Rowland, smiling now. “I wanted
Martha to marry a wealthy man in her
own social circle, She defied me in
that and in the business of her becom-
ing a reporter. But now it doesn’t
matter so long as she is happy.”

Owl Brennan was struggling furi-
ously in Silk Kirby’s grip. His harsh
voice lashed at Quinn.

“Tony, you’ve gone completely
crazy!” he raged. “Tell this fool,
Kirby, to let me go.”

OMMISSIONER WARNER, his
features troubled, broke into the
conversation.

“Tony, are you sure you're not mak-
ing a mistake in accusing Owl? You
left him at your house today.”

“Yes, I left him there, after making
it clear I might possibly visit Lloyd
Ramer’s alibi party in the murder of

\

Lela Ramer. Owl Brennan heard Silk
tell me of a call made to the Lloyd
Ramer penthouse.

“He also heard of another call which
resulted in a girl being seized as she
left the Sentinel building.

“Owl had Ramer all set to trap me,
but it seems the Black Bat got there
first. Owl even tipped off the police,
probably hoping there’d be a shoot-out
and the Ramer might be killed, leav-
ing Owl at the helm of the shady deal.”

“It’s crazy,” blustered Owl. “I was
a prisoner myself until this morning.
I was burned by the same mercury
lamp that caused the death of Lela—
of Mrs. Ramer. You can see my
face—"

“I could also see your hands, Owl,”
interjected Tony. “At least half an
hour was required to burn your face
like that, You said your hands were
tied.

“You were careful to burn all of
your face and the back of your neck,
but you kept your hands out of that
light instinctively. Also, you claimed
to have just come out of a sewer, and
you had your burned face covered with
ointment to ease the pain.

“Then, when you tried to put sus-
picion upon Bunt Preddy today, you
spoke of the murdered woman sud-
denly as Lela, proving you had been
more or less intimate with her. You
said you climbed out of a sewer man-
hole in Central Park. There are no
sewer manholes in Central Park.”

“I don’t know what it all means—
why I warned you that Jane Longren’s
life was in danger!” raged Owl Bren-
nan.

“That’s right, you did,” agreed
Tony. “But when Jane Longren was
in the hands of your men and she
might easily have been killed, you saw
to it that she was released unhurt.
You still had an idea that if you
couldn’t find that two-million-dollar
note, or otherwise work out a scheme
to get control of the Sentinel you
might still be able to marry Jane or
Martha Rowland.
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“You know something about chem-
icals. When Michael Doran tried some
new paints, you planted poison in
them, fed Michael Doran a knockout
and left him with some of the paint
on his hands.

“However, the poison that killed
Morden was injected into his blood,
and was a cyanide used in photog-
raphy.”

“Captain McGrath!” fumed Owl
Brennan, a desperate glint in his eyes.
“I demand to be released. Quinn here
can’t prove a word he’s saying.”

“Can’t I?” snapped Tony before
McGrath could answer. “You always
did have a weakness for gambling and

_to Owl.

eled slyly around to Lloyd Ramer,
looking dark and uneasy in the oppo-
site corner of the room.

“That’s a lie!” snapped the photog-
rapher.

“What do you say, Ramer?” de-
manded Tony. “You'll fry for killing
Lela and having that second libel suit
all drawn up before she even died.
Are you taking the rap for all those
killings, including Morden’s?”

“I didn’t kill Morden. It was Bren-
nan!” Ramer yelled frantically.

“You dirty skunk—after I gave—"
Owl broke off, cursing.

“You owed me plenty,” said Ramer
“I told you I wanted the
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for hanging out with shady charac-
ters. Silk Kirby, who has some under-

world acquaintances, found out you've -

been gambling heavily at the Four
Owls for weeks.

“You owed Ramer more than ten
thousand dollars, and Jackson who
went along with you sometimes, was
also in the red. Ramer began to press
you for the dough. That’s when you
got the bright idea of interesting
Ramer in grabbing the Sentinel and
using the morgue for blackmail pur-
poses, to save your hide.”

Brennan snorted, and his eyes trav-

B e e

dough or else. Then you tipped me
off to your proposition about grab-
bing the Sentinel, killing Morden and
framing Doran. You handled that
yourself. It was you who picked out
William Black as our first extortion
victim.”

WL BRENNAN said nothing
now, but his face was a black tide
of insane fury.

“Sure,” said Tony. “And because
Carl Jackson also owed you money,
Ramer, Owl dragged Jackson into it.
Jackson did the actual writing of the
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Prophet column under Owl’s orders,
and he was the contact man in han-
dling Black.

“I found out Jackson was over-
drawn on his salary several weeks.
Yet, an examination of his bank ac-
count—in the bank where most Senti-
nel people have their savings — two
days after the Morden killing showed
a deposit of a thousand dollars. A nice
fee for handling the Morden murder
extra edition of the Sentinel.

“And Jackson, in turn, bribed the
make-up editor to see that the first
Prophet column went through. I
checked on the make-up man and
found he’d left town without leaving
a forwarding address. His closed-out
bank account showed a deposit of two
hundred dollars for the same date
Jackson deposited a thousand.”

Commissioner Warner glanced
sharply at Tony Quinn as the latter
paused, and asked a blunt question.

“How do you explain Barry Nemoss’
death?”

“It’s my bet Nemoss found out about
the deal between Owl and Ramer, and
tried to muscle in just as he attempted
to buy into the Red Feather,” said
Tony. “Am I right, Ramer?”

“Yeah,” snapped Ramer, resigned to
his fate. “He had a killing coming to
him. Lela must have spilled the beans
to him.”

“And how did she find out?” de-
manded Captain McGrath suddenly.

“From Owl Brennan!” raged Ramer.
“The blasted fool was never any good
with liquor or cards. He got plastered
one night and told her. I know be-
cause she visited me, and threatened
to tip off the cops if I didn’t come
across with a big hunk of dough.”

“So you and Owl killed her—had
her burned with a mercury sun lamp,
and used the murder as another scoop
for the Prophet in the Sentinel—a
scoop which would just about ruin the
paper,” Tony concluded tartly.

There was a strained silence in the
room for a moment. Only Owl’s dis-
turbed breathing broke the stillness.

T

Then Police Commissioner Warner
spoke up.

“Tony, with all this talk about a
two-million-dollar note, what ever be-
came of it? You say two men were
trying to find it when the Morden
sudio burned?”

Tony took an old photograph
wrapped in silk from his pocket. The
face was almost identical with Jane
Longren’s.

“My wife!” Arthur Rowland ex-
claimed. “Taken on our wedding
day!”

Tony thumbed the thick paper of
the photograph, It separated into two
sheets. A small paper lay between
these sheets. It carried a brief mes-
sage written in a scrawling hand.

In memory of one I loved, and of a life-
long friendship, I hereby cancel any and
all indebtedness to me, my heirs or my as-
signs, owed by Arthur K. Rowland.

I have had a good life and have but one
person to whom I feel I owe a debt. I,
therefore, bequeath half of all my estate
to Michael Doran, husband of Martha
Rowland. To a stepson, Curtis Grannan, I
leave the rest of my estate.

THE brief will was signed by Clif-
ford Morden. It was informal, but
it had been regularly attested by two
witnesses and bore a notary seal.

“What about the death of Margaret
Ripple, and the attempts on Jane
Longren’s life?” queried Baldy Comp-
ton.

“Margaret Ripple was killed by mis-
take—the murderers mistaking her
for Jane,” Tony informed him.
“That was some of Ramer’s own work.
He evidently didn’t trust Owl’s
tongue when it got well lubricated,
and was afraid the girl knew what
was going on, especially when she was
spotted with William Black.

“Of course, when Owl found out
about Jane’s capture he had her re-
leased. That attack upon himself,
his disappearance and sunburning
were part of an elaborate alibi.

, “And Lark was killed to keep him
from airing his suspicions about the
Morden job. Old Mac was undoubt-
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edly killed by Ramer’s mobsters who
kidnapped Jane from the morgue.”

Captain McGrath growled. He was
glad that this baffling case was broken,
but the fact that the Black Bat had
once more eluded his clutches, filled
him with displeasure.

“I suppose all I can do is turn

. Michael Doran loose,” he said. “I just
wish I knew where the Black Bat went
after he got away from Ramer’s pent-
house apartment.”

Martha Rowland’s blue eyes were
suddenly shining. The door had
opened and tall, dark-haired Michael
Doran stood there.

“Maybe the Black Bat called at
headquarters and had Doran freed,”
said Silk Kirby with a sly, amused
grin.
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“No, Silk, you're wrong,” said the
commissioner. “It was merely on
Tony’s advice that I instructed that
Doran should be brought over here.
I had no idea Tony’s revelations
would result in Doran going scot-free
as he is entitled to do.”

Silk grinned and turned to Tony.
Slowly he led his employer to the
door of the news room.

Typewriters were clacking there
and the tall figure of Baldy Compton
brushed past them.

The city editor’'s voice boomed
across the room.

“Come on, you guys! We've got a
replate coming up! Get Martha Row-
land’s own story. Do you think we
want to be beaten on our own murder
yarn?”

FURTHER EXPLOITS OF TONY QUINN, MASKED NEMESIS OF CRIME, IN

THE BLACK BAT'S BATTLE

COMPLETE BOOK-LENGTH MYSTERY NOVEL IN THE NEXT ISSUE
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going's really tough,

These Thin Gillettes sure have the stuff,
They skim through stubble like a breeze—
Give slick and thrifty shaves with easel



The fire was burning fiercely when the cops and guards ran up

WHERE THERE’S SMOKE

By FREDRIC BROWN

Finding Himself Without Matches, Harry Wilkins Starts

from Scratch on the Hottest Case in His Fiery Career!

CUPPED the match in my
l hands, but the howling wind blew

the flame into oblivion before I
got the end of my cigarette even near
it.

My last match, too. I threw it
down so hard, it probably bounced—
it was pitch-dark there under the tree,
so I can’t say for sure—and threw the
cigarette after it.

Again I turned my eyes across the
street and resumed that long and use-
less vigil, staring up at the one lighted
window. I wanted a smoke badly.
But if I walked three blocks to the all-
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night drug store, it would be just like
the boss to drive by to see if I was on
the job.

I glanced at the luminous dial of my
watch. Twelve o’clock, six hours be-
fore Westphal would relieve me. Six
hours standing here, cursing myself
because I hadn’t checked my match
supply before going on duty.

I heard footsteps coming along the
sidewalk toward me and saw it was
Corrigan, the beat cop.. I'd showed
him my credentials as a Jayvee opera-
tive two nights ago, so that part was
all right. But Corrigan didn’t smoke.
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There ought to be a law making every-
one carry matches.

“Hullo, gumshoe,” he said. “Any-
thing doing?”
“Not much,” I admitted. “Some

bombing planes flew over and dropped
a few ash-cans. Outside of that, it’s
been quiet.”

He stepped into the dark shadow of
the tree that formed my own pro-
tective coloring.

“Bombing planes ain’t nothing to
joke about,” he said.

“The English do and they ought to
know. Say, I read in the paper about
a slight fire they put out yesterday
out at the Murrison Powder Works,
right in the ash-can department, too.
What was the inside on that, Corri-
gan?”

“It was an accident. This sabotage
talk is mostly scare stuff. With the
precautions they take out there, no-
body could pull anything if they
wanted.”

“Don’t be too sure, pal,” I answered.
“There is a lot of loose spy talk, may-
be, but where there’s smoke there’s
fire. Which reminds me, have you by
any miracle got a match? Or were
you a Boy Scout and learned how to
make fire by rubbing two sticks to-
gether?”

E grunted. “T’ll bring you some
next time around. Couple hours.
When are you going to loosen up and
tell me what you’re watching 7243 for?
I keep my mouth shut.”

“Even when you eat? Honest, Cor-
rigan, I don’t know myself. The boss
iy funny like that about some jobs,
and this is one of them. Just like I
told you, I gotta watch the house and
report what goes on. I don’t follow
anybody. I just stand here all night
and wish I was a mailman.”

“It’s a respectable house,” he said.
“The Willems have lived there only a
couple months, but he’s a nice guy.
Sells insurance.”

“He must be. Nobody’s gone in or
out of that house between ten P. M.

and six A. M. for two nights now.
I can write my reports on a cigarette

. paper, but if I rolled a cigarette out

of it, I still wouldn’t have a match.
Don’t forget them, will you?”

“All right! All right!”

He strolled on.

Across the street another light went
on upstairs, Probably Willem, who-
ever he was, was going to bed. I
wished I could, too. I tried to keep
my mind off wanting a smoke, began
to wish the door of 7243 would fly
open and a few gangsters with tommy-
guns would come out and start shoot-
ing at me, just to break the monotony.
If they killed me, I wouldn’t want a
cigarette any more. If I killed them,
at least one would have matches in his
pocket. Or maybe the house would
catch fire and the firemen would come
and one of them would—

The door opened. A man in a dark
suit and thick-lensed, tinted glasses
and a little, black goatee came out.
I'd never seen him before. From the
description that had been given me,
though, I knew it was Mr. Willem, I
glanced hastily at my watch to time
his departure for my report. It was
12:21.

He came briskly down the walk and
got into the gray coupé parked at the
curb. The license number was already
in my notebook, so I stepped farther
back behind the tree to be sure I'd be
out of sight. The coupé slid away
from the curb, gathered speed and shot
around the corner like he was going
some place in a hurry.

I leaned back against the tree and
watched the house again. Business
was picking up. A surveillance job
isn’t so bad if there’s something to
watch, time and report. It’s watching
nothing all night long that gives you
the screaming meemies.

At 12:50 an orange cab slid to a stop
in front of 7243 and a guy got out.
He was bareheaded and bald and there
was a long, red gash across his fore-
head, running up into where his hair
should have been. It was still bleed-
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ing. He handed the cabby a bill and
started up the walk to the house. I
saw then that he was limping.

It was lucky I'd taken the number
of the cab as it drove up. I was so
startled, I'd never have remembered
it otherwise. When the guy had got
out of the cab, the light had shone
square on his face. I'd have recog-
nized him anywhere.

It was Murrison himself, owner and
manager of the biggest industry in
our town, the Murrison Powder
Works, the Jayvee Agency’s client on
almost half of all the work we did.
What could he be doing at this time of
night at the house of the mysterious
Mr. Willem?

As he reached the porch steps, the
door of 7243 opened and I saw a short,
heavy-set man peer out. He said
something I couldn’t hear, then held
the door open. Murrison went in.

Y mind started to go in circles.

I took a cigarette out of my

‘package and put it in my mouth. Then

I reached for a match, remembered
and threw the butt down.

It didn’t make sense. Why should
he be coming here alone in the middle
of the night to see the guy he was
paying to have watched? And injured,
besides. That cut across his forehead
hadn’t been from shaving, and it was
fresh. He’d limped, too.

For just a moment I began to won-
der. Then I dismissed the doubt. You
might as well start suspecting J.
Edgar as Roger Murrison. His plant
rated third in the country in the manu-
facture of munitions. He watched
every detail of it, knew almost every
worker by name. Aside from all that,
he was making more money out of
making munitions than he could spend
in seven lifetimes and he gave most
of it away.

But the heavy-set mug who’d let
him in the door had seemed to know
him. Well, all that was no skin off my
nose. It'd go into my report and
others would know what it meant.

Murrison certainly must have known
he’d been seen going in there by a
Jayvee operative. Come to think of it,
he’d even know it was me. He’d have
read my reports for the past couple of
nights, signed with my name. Besides,
I’d reported to him personally on half
a dozen cases.

Yet I couldn’t conceive of any in-
vestigation that Murrison himself
would be taking a hand in. He
wouldn’t take a foolish risk like that.
He wouldn’t have to. The F. B. I. was
his first line of defense, the Jayvee
Agency his second. He used us for
stuff the F. B. I. didn’t have time or
men enough to handle. He didn’t over-
look any bets when it came to playing
safe, and you couldn’t blame him. His
plant was literally dynamite. :

Just in case, I took my police posi-
tive out of my pocket, looked to the
priming and put it back at an angle
where I could get at it quickest. With
Murrison himself in there, anything
might happen. But nothing at all hap-
pened until 1:45. Then the lights
went out. First the downstairs light,
finally the one upstairs, a couple min-
utes later.

The more I thought about it, the
less I liked it. Murrison had gone
in there. He’d gone, as far as I could
tell, voluntarily. But he’d been in-
jured. Now the house was dark.
Maybe he’d called to see Willem on
business of some sort, not knowing
Willem himself wasn’t there. But the
kind of business Murrison would be
mixed up in isn’t conducted in the
dark.

I’d been told not to go away from
the house, but I hadn’t been told not
to go into it. The Jayvee always ex-
pects its ops to use a reasonable
amount of initiative. If something
had happened to Murrison it was my
business to find out, now, not tomor-
row, when it might be too late.

I walked half a block south, so I
wouldn’t be seen crossing over if any-
one was watching from a window. I
sneaked back between two houses and
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climbed over the back fence. The
moonlight was pretty bright in the
yard and against the side of the house,
but I took a chance that the neighbor-
hood was asleep.

I crossed over and tried a couple
of windows. They were locked, but I
saw that the door at the side was fast-
ened with an old lock that my maiden
aunt could have picked with a hairpin.
A minute later I was inside the house.

STOOD listening for a minute.

There wasn’t a sound. I took out
my vest-pocket flashlight and ran its
beam around the room. It was a per-
fectly ordinary kitchen. I moved the
flashlight over to my left hand. With
my right on the butt of the gun, I tip-
toed from room to room through the
whole first floor. It was a plain house
with plain furniture.

In the hallway there was one flight
of steps leading to the cellar and
another leading up. I hesitated. There
had been no light in the cellar since
I'd been on duty, but there had been
one upstairs. If Murrison was being
held against his will, that was where
he’d be.

The steps were carpeted and they
didn’t creak. I drew a blank on the
first bedroom I tried. The moment I
eased open the door of the second,
I heard the sound of breathing.

I’d turned off my flash before open-
ing the door. Now I slid into the room
and partly closed the door behind me.
I could make out a bed, but that was
all. I held my flashlight with my
fingers masking the lens, so that only
a faint, dim radiance would show
through my fingers. I turned it on.

For a moment I felt foolish. Dim
as the light was, I could see it was Mr.
Murrison, sound asleep. There was a
strip of adhesive tape across his fore-
head, where I'd seen the cut. A
woman, also asleep, lay on the other
side of the bed.

I snapped off the flash and started
to retreat. Then I stopped. Murri-
son wouldn’t have hired us for this.

And if not Murrison, who? The Jay-
vee Agency didn’t handle marital rela-
tions cases and we certainly wouldn’t
have undertaken to run down our best-
client to enable his wife to divorce
him. Without Murrison’s business,
the Jayvee would be out of existence
when the first of the month rolled
around.

There was another thing wrong
with the picture, too. I'd got just a
glimpse of the woman while the flash-
light had been on. Her hair was
coarse and stringy, the body under the
covers fat and unwieldy. She fitted
the description I'd been given of Mrs.
Willem and that made less sense than
ever.

Murrison’s hands began moving
against the covers. His head lifted
off the pillow. He was awake. I
couldn’t get out of the house before
he’d raise an alarm. My only chance
of staying out of trouble was to iden-
tify myself before he yelled burglar.
Then, if his being there was on the
up and up—

I switched on the light again. He
was leaning on one elbow. With his
other hand he was snaking a revolver
out from under his pillow.

“Drop it!” I snapped, holding my
police positive forward in the light
so he could see it. When he found
out who I was, he wouldn’t shoot, of
course. But until I exlained, I'd have
to take advantage of having the drop.
I spoke softly but swiftly, not want- -
ing to awaken the woman. “Murri-
son, it’s me, Harry Wilkins of Jayvee.
I saw you come in here, hurt. When
you didn’t come out, I came in to see
if you were all right.”

I flipped the flashlight so its beam
shone full up in my own face, then
back again. His hand was still on
that gun, even if it wasn’t lifted, and
I wasn’t taking any chances.

“But what —” His voice was a
hoarse whisper. He looked at me in-
tently, dropped the revolver and
swung his feet to the floor. “Come
downstairs. I'll tell you about it.
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Don’t want to wake her.”

I stepped back as he stood up, slid
my gun into my coat pocket and kept
my hand in there with it. With the
flashlight I motioned him to lead the
way.

Just outside the door he paused, as
though trying to orient himself, or to
decide where to take me. I remem-
bered seeing, as I had come upstairs,
that the switch for the hall light was
right beside the door. I reached out
quickly and flipped the switch. The
hall light went on suddenly.

That quick hunch of mine had been
right. The man in front of me wasn’t
Murrison! g

His head was bald, as was Murri-
son’s, but in that bright glare of light
I could see that it was bald because it
had been shaved. In his face there
were minute differences that could
have been covered by make-up. Fully
awake and with his hat on, his resem-
bldnce to Murrison would have been
practically perfect.

But I'd called him by Murrison’s
name. He’d told me to come down-
stairs and he’d explain. He’d pretended

to know me when I'd told him who I.

was and flashed the light in my own
face. I’d just begun to smell a rat
when it jumped me from behind.

My gun was out in my hand. I must
have jerked it from my pocket in that
startled instant after I'd flicked on
the light. Suddenly the arm that held
the gun seemed to weigh a thousand
pounds. The woman, Mrs. Willem,
had all her weight on that arm, drag-
ging it down.

The gun wasn’t pointing at any-
thing, yet. I tried to pull the trig-
ger, just to make a noise. I didn’t
know what I'd walked into, but I'd
be better off if some neighbor heard
shots and called copper. I pulled
hard. Nothing happened but a muffled
squawk from Mrs. Willem, She had
a finger inside the trigger guard, back
of the trigger.

I saw the man’s fist swinging up for
my jaw. It was a roundhouse wallop

I could have ducked easily under ordi-
nary circumstances. But having two
hundred pounds of ungentle feminity
dragging on one’s right arm isn’t or-
dinary circumstances.

I saw stars when that fist landed,
but I'd turned my head and taken it
on the side of the jaw instead of on the
button. And I let go of the police
positive, not having time to do any-
thing else, and jerked my right arm
free of Mrs. Willem.

I heard a door jerk open farther
down the corridor. Another man came
running. It was the short, heavy-set
man who had opened the door for the
man who looked like Murrison. Ap-
parently he’d been sleeping in just the
trousers of his pajamas. He was
naked from the waist up and his
muscles bulged like a wrestler’s.

He came charging in without stop-
ping to ask questions, his arms out,
He looked strong enough to handle
a dozen like me, but I didn’t have time
to think about that. Mrs. Willem was
bringing up my revolver. I batted it
out of her hand before she could aim.
Then I started a swing at Murrison’s
double, knowing that whatever chance
I had against the other guy depended
on reducing the odds before he got
there.

E side-stepped and swung. We

both missed. My momentum
took me toward the railing by the
staircase. An unexpected and unlady-
like kick from Mrs. Willem shot me
through the railing.

I crashed to the hall below, but I
gritted my teeth and hung onto the
shreds of consciousness. I tried to
move and couldn’t. My right arm was
doubled back under me. My legs
didn’t seem to move when I told them
to. But I could still see and hear,
though everything seemed to dance
around strangely and the sounds came
from a long way off.

“Karl!” yelped Mrs. Willem. “He
was a detective, watching the house
here? Then—"



WHERE THERE’S SMOKE ; 91

“Tonight!”+ His voice, tight and
clipped, didn’t sound at all now like
Roger Murrison’s slow, friendly
drawl. “We must do it tonight. To-
morrow this man will be missed. It
will be too late. Gott!”

Something that I finally decided was
Mrs. Willem’s face was leaning out
over the broken railing.

“Is he dead, Karl?
sure.”

“You go, Killer,” Murrison’s dou-
ble growled. ‘“Finish him. We get
dressed.”

I heard the heavy tread of bare feet
coming down the stairs, a door slam-
ming upstairs and drawers being
pulled out hurriedly. A half-naked,
hairy figure came obliquely into my
range of vision. He didn’t carry any
weapons, With hands like those, he
didn’t need them. The man upstairs
had called him “Killer,” but had there
been a touch of amused contempt in
his voice?

The hands were reaching for my
throat. My vocal cords were tight.

“Spy!” I snarled.

The hands touched my throat, but
hesitated.

. “Huh?” he said.
that?”

“They’re spies,” I blurted hopefully.
“They’re going to blow up the Murri-
son Powder Works tonight. They’ve
been stringing you along to strong-
arm for them.”

His eyes glared.
a bank job.”

“He was sent because he looks like
Murrison. He and Willem—"

“You’re nuts. That is Willem.”

Again the hands reached for my
throat. I saw a whole lot in an aw-
fully short time. The man I'd seen
leave in the coupé and the man I'd
seen come back in the taxi had both
been Willem. He’d had an accident
in the coupé, lost the goatee and
glasses he used as Willem and had to
come back without them. He must
have had the coupe towed in some-
where.

Better go be

“Where’d you get

“You're a liar. It’s

Murrison had learned that there was
a new resident in town who, except
for glasses and a goatee, looked
enough like him to be his twin brother.
And Murrison, with his usual thor-
oughness, had put us on Willem on
the off-chance that the resemblance
wasn’t purely coincidental.

We’d run down a thousand off-
chances like that for Roger Murrison.
One thing about suspecting everybody
and everything is that once in awhile
you're right. And when you’re run-
ning a place like Murrison’s, you can’t
overlook even the long-odd bets.

“Wait!” I said. ;

“Haven’t they ever talked in another
language so you couldn’t under-
stand?”

T was a silly argument, of course.

Millions of people in the United
States speak another language besides
English, but I wasn’t dealing with a
keen analyst. He straightened up.

“T'll see. If you're lying—"

I didn’t know what he was going
to do, except that for the moment he
wasn’t going to strangle me. I heard
him going up the stairs—just as Wil-
lem’s door opened.

“Finish him off, Killer?” Willem
asked. Again there was that faintly

_ironical twist to the pronunciation of

the nickname.

“Sure. Say, do I get dressed and go
along, or—"

He never finished the questlon.
From the hallway above came three
puffs of a silenced pistol. The thud
of the falling body seemed to shake
the house as Killer rolled down the
stairs to within arm’s-length of where
I lay. The hair on his chest almost
concealed the three round holes
spaced two inches apart. He opened
his mouth, but blood came out instead
of words. He jerked convulsively,
then stiffened.

I cursed myself bitterly. I'd found
what could have been a way to get
word to Murrison, and I'd let him get
killed uselessly.
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The Willems were hurrying to get
ready and leave. I had only one ace
in the hole. The thug had told them
he’d killed me, so they thought I was
dead. But they were so near right
that I didn’t know what good it was
going to do me. I could move my left
arm now, and that was all. My right
arm, bent behind me, I knew was
broken.

I had a vague notion that I’d prob-
ably been injured internally and was
dying. What seemed worst of all—
so hazy was my mind at that moment—
was that I was going to die without
getting the cigarette I'd been wanting
for hours.

I had the cigarette, too, if I could
only find a match.

Painfully I lifted my head and
found that my neck still worked. I

.looked around, saw something that.

made me forget even that smoke. My
legs weren’t broken.” When I'd fal-
len, I must have landed on a heavy
sofa standing in the hall. I'd knocked
it over and the whole weight of it lay
across my legs, just above the knees.

Experimentally I flexed my toe and
ankle muscles. It hurt, but they
worked. I could move my knees only
a millimeter or so, yet I could move
them. It was only the weight of that
heavy sofa that had made me think,
before I'd looked, that my legs were
useless.

“Given time, I knew I could work my
legs out from under it, or shove it off.
But the Willems, I could tell from the
sounds above, were nearly ready and
that sofa would tip back with a cfash.

“Hurry, Velma!” I heard Karl Wil-
lem call. “I’'m ready!”

I knew there wasn’t time for me to
do anything but play dead. Then
maybe I could phone the powder
works in time to head them off.

I heard high heels click into the up-
stairs hallway. They’d be coming
down in a moment. But what if Wil-
lem gave me a slug from that silenced
pistol, just to be sure? Hastily I
reached acrdss with my good hand,

rubbed my fingers in the pool of fresh
blood that had formed beside the body
of the man they’d killed. I smeared it
across my face and scalp.

HAT was all I had time to do be-

-fore the footsteps started down the
stairs. But it was enough. From the
'landing, Willem must have played a
flashlight on my face. I heard a mut-
tered “Gott!” Then the light, blind-
ing even with my eyelids closed,
moved away and the footsteps fol-
lowed it.

They went toward the back of the
house. I heard a low conversation
about something that I judged was an
incendiary bomb in the garage. Then
the back door slammed.

When I sat up, my head throbbed
so hard, I nearly lost consciousness.
The pain in my right arm convinced
me it was really broken. But I braced
my good hand against the sofa and
pushed, gritting my teeth against the
pain. With the bulk of the weight off
my legs, I wriggled them free. I stum-
bled to my feet and stood clutching
the knob of the banister. :

After a moment I opened my eyes
again. My flashlight was lying on the -
stairs. Miraculously it still worked.
Holding it in my left hand, I stag-
gered through the house, hunting for
the telephone.

My fruitless search ended in the
kitchen and left me so discouraged
that I leaned weakly against the wall.
I knew I’d have to scare some neighbor
half out of his wits by waking him up,
and use his telephone. I didn’t have .
the strength to do it, but whether I had
the strength or not, it had to be done.

I pushed off from the wall, did some
fancy footwork, found myself draped
across the kitchen range and slid to
the floor. My hand had instinctively
clutched at something on the stove.
It was a box of matches.

I tried to resist the temptation, but
I was so dizzy that it didn’t work.
Maybe a puff or two of a cigarette
would give me strength to get out of
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- that door. The fresh night air ought
to do the rest.

I put the matchbox down carefully
where I could find it again, got the
package of cigarettes out of my
pocket, pulled out a cigarette, put it
between my lips and slipped the
package into my pocket again. Then
I groped for the matchbox, found it
and clamped it between my knees
while I slid it open.

It was empty!

I was so mad, I got up off that floor
and walked right out of the door. I
was mad enough to have walked
through the wall, if the door hadn’t
been there.

I got down off the porch and took
a step toward the house across the
way, intending to wake them up by
gently heaving a rock through the
window. Then I heard a sound that
made me freeze in my tracks.

A car was starting up in the garage
behind the Willems’ house. It had
never occurred to me, while I'd been
hunting for a phone and trying to light
a cigarette, that maybe they hadn’t
left yet.

I remembered that fragment of con-
versation about “it” being in the
garage. If “it” was, as I guessed, an
incendiary bomb, then it hadn’t been
quite finished. While I'd staggered
around the house, Karl Willem had
put the finishing touches on what-
ever he intended to take into the pow-
der works under cover of his resem-
blance to Murrison.

DARTED back, crouched by the
porch steps as the car rolled slowly
around the curve in the narrow drive-
way. It wasn’t going over five miles
an hour when it passed me. There was
an empty luggage rack that stuck out
beyond the spare tire. I wondered
swiftly whether I should stay behind
and head them off by phone. Climb-
ing on seemed better.
I hooked my good arm through the
spare, got a death-grip on the front of
my own coat lapels with my left hand.

‘We hadn’t gone a block before I re-

alized what a fool I'd been to try it. I
didn’t fall off, but I bounced around
with a broken wing and an assortment
of bruises. There are several gaps
in my recollection of that ride. I think
I must have fainted from the pain, but
I hung on, anyhow.

We took a roundabout way, prob-
ably because they had not fully talked
out their plans for the getaway and
they wanted that settled first. My
barging into the house had forced
their hand before they were ready.

We pulled in at a little all-night
gas station at the edge of town.

“Fill it up,” I heard Willem say.

When the attendant came around
the back of the car, I was ready for
him. There wasn’t enough light for
him to see the blood I'd smeared on
my face, or he might have yelled. I
clapped my hand over his mouth, whis-
pered who I was. ' Then I released
him and flashed my badge, motioning
him to start working.

“They’re going to blow up Murrison
Works,” I explained as he unscrewed
the gas tank cap with shaky hands.
“Another Black Tom. Phone the
cops the second we pull out. Then
call John Varney of Jayvee Detec-
tive Agency and Roger Murrison. But
get the cops first.”

I thought he had it all, but I couldn’t
be sure. I had to risk it and stay with
the car in case we got there before the
cops did, as we probably would.
Though what I could do, one-handed
and without a weapon, I didn’t know.

He hooked the nozzle back on the
gas pump and came back to screw
down the cap. His face looked white.
I hoped Willem wouldn’t notice it.

“Got a gun here?” I whispered.

He shook his head, then slipped a .
wrench out of his overall pocket and
handed it to me. It was comfort-
ingly heavy. I slid it quickly into my
own pocket, hooked my arm through
the spare and got ready for more
agony when the car started again.

That wrench was comforting in
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more ways than one. His giving it to
me showed that he’d taken my badge
at face value and accepted my story.
He’d call the cops the minute we went
on.

The car slid out into the road. Wil-
lem still drove slowly. I could hear
him and the woman talking heatedly.
But slow or fast, we weren’t doing any
more undecided driving. We were
heading directly for the Murrison
plant.

MIFTEEN minutes later we were

‘riding along the barbed wire fence
that marked its boundaries, then slow-
ing down for the main gate. Slowing
down was all. We didn’t stop.

An armed guard stood on either side
of that gate, but they’d think it was
Roger Murrison in the car. As we
turned in the drive, I heard Willem
call out something about being in a
_hurry. “Okay, Boss,” I heard one of
them sing out.

Then we were through the gate and
driving back toward the group of
buildings where the explosives were
made. We must have been about
twenty yards back from the gate when
one of the guards saw me on the back.
He shouted and fired his pistol over
the car, as a signal to the man he
thought was Murrison to stop.

But Willem, of course, didn’t know
I was hitching a ride, so he didn’t
guess why the guard had fired that
shot and why both of them had left
their posts at the gate and were run-
ning back toward him. Naturally he
doped it out wrong. He could have
kept the car rolling, but he probably
thought they’d shoot a tire and stop
him, anyway.

No matter how he figured, he
jammed on the brakes. A second later
I heard a ping and there was a little
round hole in the back window of the
car, over my head. One of the run-
ning guards stumbled and then fell
headlong.

The other one must have thought
the bullet came from me, for he

stopped short, sighted his pistol care-
fully in my direction. Then there was
another ping from inside the car. The
pistol dropped from his hand and he
grabbed at his arm. I saw the startled
look on his face. He’d been sighting
on me and knew I hadn’t fired that
shot.

Willem, not knowing I was there,
couldn’t have realized that his marks-
manship had saved my life. Hed
stalled the motor in stopping so sud-
denly. I heard him step on the starter.
As he did, I heard the welcome wail
of police sirens. I didn’t know whether
I really had, or it was a hallucina-
tion from wishful thinking, and a
touch of delirium.

But Willem heard them, too. I
heard him curse when the stalled en-
gine didn’t respond right away. We
were perhaps a hundred yards from
the building. I heard him jerk the
door of the car open, shout excitedly
to the woman to start the car and
turn around while he took “it” over
and threw it through a window.

My heel was wedged tightly be-
tween the bars of the luggage carrier.
It took me seconds to pull it loose.
When I got around the corner of the
car, Willem was almost halfway to
the building. He carried a black va-
lise which, from the way he handled
it, must have been quite heavy. But
despite its weight, he was running.

I yelled and started after him. He
was armed and I wasn’t, but I knew
that somehow I had to stop him from
reaching that building. I'd been in
there and knew what it contained. A
fire in there meant millions. It also
meant a staggering loss to my coun-
try in terms of delay, which couldn’t
be measured in money at all.

'HE sirens were swinging nearer,
shrilling through the night, but
they’d be too late. I had to stop Wil-
lem. Even at the cost of my life, I had
to gain the precious seconds that
would enable help to get here in time.
(Continued on page 103)
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By ARTHUR J. BURKS
The First Mbney Was Hot but the Second Batch Was—Bloody

like an animal, hiding in the

thicket near the old man’s shack.
He had come out at night to steal food
from cars in the freight yard, and to
find out just what was going on in the
world—and to curse himself when he
found out.

That bank-knockover job had been
well done, no
doubt about that.
But his usual bad
luck had stayed
with him. He’d
picked up new
)money, and they
had the numbers
of the bills. He
couldn’t spend it
anywhere, not for
years, maybe.
And there were
forty thousand
dollars’ worth of
it. If he could
get away to Chi-
cago and make
the right connec-
tions he might
get two thousand dollars for it. But
Chicago was a thousand miles away.
It might as well be a million.

So, he couldn’t spend the money, he
couldn’t replace those tell-tale shoes
of his, and he couldn’t very well go
barefoot—not at his age. And if they
ever caught him with these shoes on!

Yes, he’'d left a footprint in a muddy
place near the curb when he’d run out
of the bank. He'd known about mou-
lage, and that footprints could be
checked on as well as fingerprints.
But he hadn’t noticed that film of silt,
left by a recent rain, when he’d gone
into the bank. Hadn’t given it a
thought when he’d run out, got into

FOR weeks Jake Darter had been

95

the stolen car, and got away with the
money. He’d left the car and doubled
back in his tracks, keeping to the hard

concrete of the road. :

Then he had gone into the woods
to hole up. He had grinned when he
had first read the newspaper account
about the fellow who had sworn he
had been held up by the bandit and
forced at pistol’s
point to take him
a hundred miles
away from Janis-
ville. Jake Dar-
ter hadn’t held up
anybody. He had
just crawled into
the brush and
hidden, like a
sick animal. And
he had held onto
his hot money for
dear life. He
hadn’t killed any-
body to get it, but
he had a record
and they’d give
him life, anyway.

But not if he
could really get away. '

And he had that figured out, too.
This old man in the shack in the
clearing, at the edge of the lake. The
old guy was a miser. He hid his
dough under the floor of his shack.
He took it out every night and riffled
it through his fingers. Had some
jewels, too. And he started at every
sound, and clutched at his money as
though it had been his heart’s blood,
which maybe it was.

Jake Darter knew, because he had
looked through the window one night
and seen him playing with the money
and the jewels. But Jake hadn’t been
interested then, That was before he



96 BLACK BOOK DETECTIVE ' .

knew the dough he had stolen was

listed, and the police had a cast of

his right foot.

. He’d simply slunk down to the
shack to see if there were any food
to be had,

But when he saw the miser he knew
there wasn’t. The old man starved
himself to save his money. Darter
didn’t know how he got the money,
and he didn’t really care.

Darter knew all about the series
numbers and the moulage, for he had
managed every night to get the local
newspaper. - Someone threw it into
the trash cans at the end of the street-
car line. He’d seen the enlarged pho-
tograph of the moulage. Also his last
picture, taken when he had been in
stir. :

Tonight, he decided, would be a
good night for it. The sky looked
threatening. If he knew anything
about weather there would be plenty
of rain and it wouldn’t be a nice night
to be out in the weather. But rain
would wash out footprints. He was,
he realized, getting an obsession about
footprints.

Darkness came, with flurries of
wind, rattling the leaves. Jake Dar-
ter had made up his mind to get the
old man’s dough and get away to some
big city where he could handle the
hot money, and have something to
live on while he was at it. There
wasn’t much that the old miser had—
probably not more than a couple of

grand, at the outside. And the jewels

were likely family heirlooms that
weren’t worth anything.

One nice thing about it, nobody
ever came to see the old guy—nobody.
And if he had any friends he didn’t
go to see them, either. The set-up
was perfect. Maybe it would be a
week before—but no, the old man
would probably go for the cops right
away. He wouldn’t telephone, for he
didn’t have a telephone.

Darkness came down, and Jake Dar-
ter set out for the shack. Rain was
beginning to fall, and the wind had

risen almost to the intensity of a gale.
It would be soft tonight. There’d be
nobody around, anywhere. People
would stick close to their homes.

The light was on in the old shack.
Bentham Rice, the faded letters said
on the mail-box at the end of the trail,
though he'doubted if the old man ever
got any mail. He’d never seen him
even look in the box. ;

Jake Darter didn’t have a knife or
a pistol. But of course he could han-
dle an old man easily. It would be a
cinch,

T WAS pouring down rain when

Jake Darter reached the shack.
He would have to fix it so he could
spend the night in the shack. The
old gent could stand being tied up
that long. And Jake Darter wouldn’t
be spending the whole night out in
the rain. He circled one end of the
lake, and wondered as he did so why
Bentham Rice had built his shack
practically on the beach..

He looked through the window.
The old man had his dough out of the
hole in the floor. His face was a grin-
ning, bewhiskered mask. He looked
like a nut of some sort. And his lips
moved, as though he were talking to
himself.

Jake Darter didn’t see any sense in
wasting time. He shoved the door
open and went in, kicking it shut be-
hind him. The rain came down harder.
It literally roared on the shingled
roof, as though it had just waited for
him to get inside.

“Never mind putting the dough
back in the hole, Pop,” said Jake Dar-
ter. “I’m going to borrow it. I may
even pay you interest!”

That was a good joke, but the old
man didn’t see it. The old man, he
was sure, never went anywhere, so it
made a cold chill run down his spine
when the old man spoke in a kind of
whistling, frightened voice.

“Jake Darter! The man they’re
lookin’ fer! And gittin’ set to mur-
der me! Well, go right ahead and
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murder, Jake Darter! I'd rather be
dead than lose the money I've spent
my life slavin’ fer!
enough outa Janisville
Bank?”

“Yeah, Pop, but it’s hot money.”
Jake felt better. After all, it didn’t
really matter that the old man knew.

Jake felt he must have realized from
the beginning that he was going to
have to kill the old codger to get away
with this. He had accepted it now as
inevitable. And old Bentham Rice
gave him no choice, practically. He
flung the canvas sack with the money
and jewels in it, back down the hole.
He was surprisingly fast in his move-
ments. He grabbed up a poker in his
hand and rushed Darter.

“No hoodlum is going to rob me,
Jake Darter!” he screamed. “I’ve
slaved too many years!”

The old man swung the poker. Jake
Darter ducked, but the old man had
good coordination. Even as Jake
ducked, he shifted the arc of the blow
with the poker, and it struck Jake
Darter alongside the head. Jake saw
stars. A cold, savage anger burned in
him. He caught the poker in his big
right fist and yanked it away from
Rice. It slipped from his own hand
and flew through the dirty window.
The sound of the rain and wind came
in, louder than before.

The old man attacked him fren-
ziedly with fists and feet and teeth.
Jake Darter, blood streaming down
his neck where the poker had broken
the skin, tried to reason with him.

“Take it easy, Pop! T’ll give you
twice the amount in hot money. The
bank will fix you up, sure.”

“Won’t do it! You mean to kill me!
I can see it in your eyes!”

County

IS nails were scoring Jake Dar-

ter’s face, ripping, tearing. Jake
drove a left to the old man’s nose.
Rice went skittering back, trying to
get his heels on the floor, and came
up hard against the far wall. For a
moment it looked as though he were

Didn’t ya git.

out. But Darter hadn’t got the money
bag out of the hole before the old man
was right back at him.

Jake noticed that water was seep-
ing into the hole where the sack was.
The money would get wet if left in
there. He tossed it into a corner as
the old man came on. The old guy
wasn’t much more than half Darter’s
size, but he was surprisingly strong.
He tried for Jake’s eyes with his
thumbs. He got his heel behind Dar-
ter’s knée and spilled him.

Mad clear through, Jake slugged
him again, harder this time, with a
left and a savage right. The old man,
seeing the blows coming, got his
hands about Darter’s neck and hung

~on. And Darter couldn’t shake or

slug him loose. He tried, savage,
drumming blows. The old man’s ribs
were like a washboard, and they gave
with every blow of Darter’s fists.
Darter’s eyes began to dim. Of
course, it may have been the kerosene

.lamp. Realizing he couldn’t break the

old man’s desperate grasp on his neck,
Jake shot his own hands to Rice’s
neck, locked his fingers behind the old
fellow’s head, and started squeezing.
But Rice didn’t let go, not yet. In-
stead he seemed to clutch even tighter.
Darter began to shake the thin old
body, like a terrier shaking a rat.

Still the frail body hung. Darter
concentrated on choking, choking, un-
til the old man should simply fold up,
go limp. He tightened his grip, kept
on shaking—and wondering why the
light should keep on getting dim.
Probably the old guy didn’t put more
than enough kerosene in it to keep the
wick wet. And then, the light went
out entirely, and things got pretty
hazy for Jake Darter. So hazy that
he didn’t know even that he kept right
on squeezing and shaking.

When Jake Darter regained con-
sciousness the roaring of the rain was
of cloudburst proportions. It ham-
mered on the roof, a deluge. The
wind shrieked about the eaves. And
the skin of the old man’s neck, still
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tightly gripped in his two hands, was
cold. It was difficult for Darter to
release his stiffened fingers from
about the scrawny neck.

He got up in the dark, fumbled in
his own pocket for his waterproof
matchbox. He could hear water, in-
cidentally, gurgling under the floor
of the shack.

He lighted the lamp. It flickered
and smoked, but when he found a
small kerosene can, its spout stopped
. by a potato jammed over the end, he
filled the lamp, and the light burned
higher. No need worry about light
through'the windows. A man a dozen
feet away couldn’t see the light
‘through the rain. Perfect weather for
a getaway.

AKE DARTER looked down at
the old man’s face, holding the
lamp so that the light was right on
him. The old boy was grinning, as
though the last thing he had done in
life was to chuckle over some joke—
some joke on Jake Darter. Jake got
the money and counted it. Five
grand, a lot more than he had ex-
pected. Good, usable money. He
wouldn’t get that much out of his hot
dough.

The stones were small diamonds, he
thought, though he didn’t know much
about rocks. If he were smart he’d
throw away the hot stuff, and go on
with what he had now.

But he didn’t. He’d already robbed,
and he might as well get what he could
out of it. Whatever it was, added to
the old man’s cash and stones, he
could keep going for a long time on it.
Give people time to forget about that
moulage business, that footprint he
had left in front of the bank.

He opened the door, cupping the
top of the chimney with his left hand.
The wind almost blew him backward
across the floor. The lamp almost
went out. But he had seen enough.
Black water swirled about the house.
The house was up or rocks, but the
water must be within a couple of

inches of the floor. It looked as
though the night itself were one big
lake.

Of course the water wouldn’t be
deep, and he could wade through it.
But could he? He knew this terri-
tory, these lowlands. With water
over it, that ground in front of the
door would be quicksand. He’d sink
out of sight if it grabbed him. He
didn’t dare risk it.

He shut the door, went to the other
side of the house, held the lamp high
and looked out the window. Back
water there, too. Moreover, the shack
was jittering a bit, as though the
ground under it were being eaten
away. Not that that would matter
much. The floorboards were solid
enough. Even atop quicksand they
would stay up, hold him safe.

But he couldn’t go out—not until
the rain stopped and the water from
the lake went down. That shouldn’t
be long. It had a good outlet, and
when the rain stopped the lake would
drain fast enough. :

Save for personal discomfort—and
he had found himself able to stand a
lot of that, these last few weeks—he
could wait until the coast was clear.

‘He couldn’t leave, but by the same

token nobody could come to him.

Meantime, he could start figuring
things out. He took a look at the old
man’s shoes. If he could exchange
. . . but no sooner had he looked than
he knew it useless. The old man had
small feet. Nothing here to help
him. He had to stick to his own
shoes. He blew out the light and sat
down in the only chair. He wasn’t
very nervous, but there was no sense
in looking at the white-whiskered face
of the man he had killed unless it were
necessary.

HEY’D be after him, the law
would, when Rice was found. But
who would they be after? They al-
ready had figured Jake Darter a thou-
sand miles away from here. He could
travef’a mere fifty miles away and be
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safe as in a church. With five grand
to use until he could fence the hot
money. "

The hot money! He took that out
of his clothes and riffled it in the dark.
It felt good. He could take his time
while he spent the five grand. Chances
were nobody in the world knew that
Bentham Rice had all that money.
There’d be no description of Rice’s
dough broadcast. Cops and dicks had
to know about money and sparklers
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The creaking of the chair was dismal.
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bling of the house and the swirling of
black water about the foundations
kept him awake a long time. But
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IN ACTION

NOW ON SALE loc AT ALL STANDS

R R R e RN R N NN

before they could send out descrip-
tions. ‘

Everything was going to work out
all right. His conscience didn’t bother
him in the least. After all hadn’t the
old man attacked him?

Gosh, how the rain hammered. It
smashed against roof and the surface
of the lake—the lake was all around
the house now—making a terrific
racket. Water leaked through the
roof and spattered on the floor. Warm
rain went down the back of his neck,
and he moved away from the leak.

for Jake Darter while they lasted. So,
he slept.

He slept hard. Maybe he wouldn’t
have if he hadn’t slept so badly for
the last week or two, on the ground,
or on pine needles, when every sound
had snapped him awake.

It was the cessation of the rain
that wakened him. And it was still
dark. But he began to get himself
together. Made sure of the money.
He listened for sounds of water.
None gurgled about the shack now.
The lake’s draining stream was tak-
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ing off the surplus fast enough. It
would soon be time to go.

Had he left any fingerprints any-
where? He was sure he hadn’t, ex-
cept maybe on the old man’s neck,
but he had squeezed him with his
fingers outside the shirt collar. The
canvas bag wouldn’t retain prints.
The poker had gone out the window,
had probably sunk through to China
by now. :

LL he had to do was wait until
dawn began to come through the
sky from the east. Then he’d be on
his way, through the woods and
across roads; traveling fast to get far
enough away that he could take a
chance on showing himself, and with
money enough that he wouldn’t have
to touch the hot stuff.

He could scarcely wait. Now that
it was time for him to be going he
realized how tough it had really been,
even while sleeping, to be spending
time there with the man he had killed.
He’d probably feel, for a few weeks,
as though Bentham Rice were chasing
him, calling for the cops with every
step, trying to give him up to justice.

Lighter and lighter the world be-
came. He could now see the face of
the murdered man, there on the floor.
Jake Darter opened the door when he
could see the lake, and that the shore
of it was now fifteen or twenty feet
away. Then a horrible realization
dawned on him.

For a long time he stared out, his
heart turned to stone. Far away he
could hear voices of people coming
this way. Not that it mattered when
they caught him, so it might as well
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be now or a year from now. For
catch him they certainly would!

Fury at the trick fate had played
on him made him a little crazy. He
cursed as he scattered the hot money
all over the murder room, throwing
it wildly everywhere. Some of it fell
on the old man’s face. Rice seemed
to be peering at him, with horrible
coquetry, from below a ten-dollar bill
—one of those ten dollar bills with the
publicized serial number.

What had happened was something
he should have foreseen. Anybody
should have foreseen it. Especially
after what had already happened to
him—the moulage of that one foot-
print,

He was trapped!

Time had nothing to do with it.
The sun coming up, drying the
ground, would merely set the evi-
dence as solid as concrete. Sooner
or later they would find him.

He couldn’t throw his shoes away.
They’d find them if he left them in
the shack, or in the hole whence the
money had come. If he went barefoot
they’d run him down through the first
person who saw him barefoot.

He read his own doom just outside,

.all around the shack. No matter

what he did, he doomed himself with
the first step he took. And yet, there
was nothing outside, really, that he
hadn’t expected to see. -

Except, all around the shack, and
extending out from it for many yards,
there was a two-inch layer of silt, as
though spread there for the sole pur-
pose of recording the footprints of a
murderer whose right foot was, in
moulage, part of his police record!

Two Complete Novels in Every Issue of

DETECTIVE NOVELS MAGAZINE

Now on Sale—10c at All Stands




PUNK
JOB

By
HENRY S. LEWIS

Dave Palmer Worked
for the Law—but He Had
to Break a Law When
His Life Was at Stake!

FOUND myself a seat at the bar,
l parked my cigar in an ash-tray
and ordered a Scotch and soda.

I was sitting there sipping my
drink when I noticed a lean, gangling
fellow, who had followed me into the
tavern. He’d taken the seat next to
mine. There was an odd look on his
face, and he seemed to be sniffing at
something. Presently he got around
to what was on his mind.

“Pardon me, pal. Ain’t you Mr,
Dave Palmer, of the D. A’s office?”

I looked the fellow up and down.
I didn’t particularly care for his close-
set eyes, the unhealthy pallor of his
face.

“That’s right,” I told him.
thing I can do for you?”

He began to grin, slowly. His lips
turned up at the corners—in a sneer, I
thought. But he saw the sudden ques-
tion in my eyes and broke into a
humorless laugh.

“You sure can, Mr. Palmer.
sure can.”

He edged closer to me. His harsh
voice dropped to a whisper. We were
seated at the end of the bar, near the
door. His right hand was in his coat
pocket, and I detected a suspicious
bulge.

“That’s right, "pal,” the pale man
smirked. “I've got a gun aimed at
your guts. A thirty-caliber pistol—

“Any.

You
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with a silencer. You don’t remember
me, eh? But I never forgot you!

“You've grown a little stouter in
eight years You wear better clothes.
But you’re still the Dave Palmer that
sent me up the river!”

I remembered then, as my heart
began to pound. This was Roy Sher-
man, a nasty little punk from the East
Side, a gangsters’ errand boy who’d
been arrested eight years before on a
robbery charge.

The evidence hadn’t been too
strong, But I'd looked into his
record, made a thorough investiga-
tion. It was one of my first prosecu-
tion cases, and I didn’t mean to lose
it. 3

I’d had Sherman sent up for twelve
years. Thinking back now, I remem-
bered the way he’d cursed me out in
open court when senternice was pro-
nounced. x

“You can’t get away with this!” he’d
shouted. “I’ll get even with you!”

All of that seemed ages ago. Now
here he was again. Sweat came out
on my forehead, and I glanced about
covertly for help.

“No funny stuff, pal!
you have it, right here.
let’s scram!”

In a daze, I left a bill on the bar

Or I'll let
Come on—
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and went out the door, Sherman di-
rectly behind. He nudged me hard
with the gun, and I had to fall into
step beside him.

“Eight years, I've been waitin’ for
this day!” he snarled. “I finally got
out last week, for good behavior.
. So now we have a little date, pal. I

bought a car—it’s parked up in the
Bronx. Then I took the subway into
town, and waited for you outside
your building.

“I wasn’t dead certain it was you,
pal, until I smelled that punk cigar in
the saloon. That’s your trademark
all over. You smoked it eight years
ago, you smoke it today. It smells!”

FORCED a short laugh, but in-

side I was hot with apprehension.
Humor this killer, I told myself.
Play along with him. He’s got a
silenced gun, and he’ll use it. Play
the game his way—and maybe you’ll
find an out.

“You’re the second guy tonight
who’s made cracks about my cigars,”
I said. “A boy as smart as you should
be more original.”

That tickled his ego. He broke into
a crooked grin, as he prodded me
toward the Eighth Avenue subway,
several blocks west.

“You're not such a bad guy after
all, Palmer,” he smirked. “Maybe I'll
let you off easy. Maybe I'll just blow
your brains out after we' get up to
Westchester.”

He meant it, too—every word. My
brain was racing with frantic plans,
as we got on the Bronx subway. My
brows must have knit in concentra-
tion, for Sherman’s voice rasped sud-
denly in my ears.

“Don’t think so hard, pal. You’re a
gone goose. One break from you, and
I squeeze the trigger! Just one
break!”

That was the second time he’d said
that. 1 sat frozen in my seat, sweat-
ing, fighting the fear within me, forc-
ing my wits to get to work.

BLACK BOOK DETECTIVE

And all at once, as my eyes swept
up and down the car, I had the answer.
There was a sign on the opposite win-
dow. I glanced at it for the smallest
moment, and then I prayed. It was
a desperate gag, but—it might work!

When the train reached the Bronx
and braked to a halt, I reached for
my cigar and stuck it in my mouth.

“That smelly thing!” Sherman
glared at me.
“Aw, come on! Be a sport,” I

kidded, heart in my mouth.

We left the train, and I forced my-
self to halt and light up. Then
anxiously, as casually as possible, I
raised my eyes. No, it wouldn’t work.
It was too much in the laps of the
gods. No luck.

There he was—a cop, buying a paper
at the platform newsstand. He turned
around as Sherman forced me over
toward an exit. The cop’s eyes grew
round. He came striding up almost
instantly.

“No smoking in the subway!” he
barked. “Can’t you read?”

“Nuts!” I said it very slowly, very
deliberately — and with a fervent
prayer.

“Oh—wise guy, eh?” The cop grew
red in the face and laid a heavy hand
on my arm. “You come along to the
station!”

This was it! Desperately I shook
his grip free, whirled on the open-
mouthed, astounded Sherman and let
him have it, flush on the jaw.

He went down like a pole-axed
steer, his trigger finger contracting
with reflex action. There was a
muffled click! and a bullet sliced the
policeman’s trouser cuff.

“What the—!” he yelled, jumping
back.

I bent down, yanked the pistol from
the little punk’s pocket and handed it
to the cop.

“Okay,” I said. I took out my hand-
kerchief, mopped my steaming brow.
“Let’s all go to the station. That’s the
only place I'll feel safe tonight!”



WHERE THERE'S SMOKE

(Continued from page 94)

I shouted again and ran, pulling the
wrench out of my pocket. I was too
far to use it even as a missile, espe-
cially with my left arm. I figured,
though, that at that distance he’d take
it for a gun and stop to shoot it out
with me. ‘

The sirens were swinging in at the
gateway. I saw him: jerk his head
around and look back over his shoul-
der. I stopped short and leveled the
wrench, as though it were a pistol.

He whipped up his own gun and
tried to fire back at me without stop-
ping. It was a fatal error. He stum-
bled and went down. I saw him swing
the black valise upward, trying to
shield its fall with his own body.
But it slipped from his grasp and
thudded against the hard-packed
ground two yards from where he had
fallen.' o

I staggered backward, dropping the
wrench to shield my eyes from the
fountain of white-hot fire that sprang
up as the valise struck. Bits of in-

candescent metal geysered into the air.
Some fell just short of where I stood,
which meant that, since he’d been
less than halfway between me and the
building, the munitions plant was
safe.

I heard the skidding tires of auto-
mobiles. Headlights bracketed me
as I turned to face away from that
fury of heat and fire. The bomb was
burning fiercely when the cops and
guards ran up.

Then things must have caught up
with me. The next thing I knew, I
was lying flat on the ground, staring
up into a ring of faces that were look-
ing down.

I must have been out for quite some
time. The incendiary bomb wasn’t
blazing any more and there was a fire
apparatus spraying the side of the
main building. But the men were
working leisurely, so obviously the
danger was over.

I recognized my boss, John Varney,

[Turn page]

PROVES MAN IS GOD

A strange method of mind and body control, that leads to immense powers
never before experienced, is announced by Edwin J. Dingle, FR.G.S,,
well-known explorer and geographer. It is said to bring about almost un-
believable improvement in power of mind. Many report improvement in
health. Others acquire superb bodily strength, secure better positions, turn
failure into success. Often, with surprising speed, talents, ability and a

more magnetic personality are developed.

This startling method was found in remote and mysterious Tibet,
formerly a forbidden country, rarely visited by outsiders, and often called
the land of miracles in the astounding books written about it. Here, be-
hind the highest mountains in the world, Mr. Dingle learned the extraord-
inary system he is now disclosing to the Western world.

He maintains that all of us are giants in strength and mind-power,
capable of surprising feats, from the delay of old age to the prolonging

of youth, and the achievement of dazzling business and professional success. From childhood, how-

ever, we are hypnotized by a false idea of what we

really are.

Most of us know that God is everywhere, but never realize that God cannot be everywhere with-
out being also in us. And if He is in us, then all His wisdom, all His power — unlimited knowledge
and infinite power — is likewise in us. If God is everywhere, then there is nothing but God, and

we also are that — a completely successful human
Holy Spirit of the Bible is an actual living force
in man, and through it we too can do ‘'greater
things than these.” The method found by Mr.
Dingle in Tibet is said to be remarkably instrumental
in freeing our minds of the hypnotizing ideas which
blind us to the vast power of this living force
within us.

The Institute of-Mentalphysics, Dept. A-10,

life being the expression of God in man. The

A nine-thousand word treatise, revealing
the startling results of this system, is now
being offered free to anyone who quickly
sends his name and address. Write promptly
to the address below, as only a limited num-
ber of the free treatises have been printed.

213 So. Hobart Blvd., Los Angeles, Calif.
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Now the men have chanued
towards me.
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SHORT MEN

HERE'S WHAT MANY DOCTORS ADVISE
New, Safe, Quick and Inexpensive
At last! Here’s something new that gives amazingly simple aids to
height increase. Thousands of short men all over America are now
addln inches to their appearance — and increasing their popularity
any doctors enthusiastically recommend this book for all
uuderhelght persons,
Acclaimed & Endorsed Everywhere
Thig is the great new book doctors have been reading about in
leading medical reviews. (Illinois Medical Journal says: ‘Pages
packed with height helps, instructions, pracuces Answers all ques-
tions on height-increasing methods.”” Ohio Medical Journal says:
““The first book of its kind.” Wisconsin Medical Journalsays: ‘“There
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size apparently.”’ Southern Medicine says: ‘‘A unique book with
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ete. mple directions. foetlme results,
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and the real Roger Murrison. Varney
was talking and slowly his words be-
gan to register.

“That was swell work, Harry. Don’t
try to talk yet. We can get the story
later. The ambulance is coming.
That busted arm gets you a three
months’ vacation, son.”

“Vacation?” Murrison cut in. “It
gets him anything he wants. Just
name it, Wilkins, now or when you’re
feeling better.”

I remembered then. I got my left
hand into my pocket and brought out
the pack of cigarettes. There was one
left. I put it between my lips.

“Mr. Murrison,” I said, “I’ll settle
right now for a match.”

L4

NEXT ISSUE'S NOVEL

THE BLACK BAT'S
BATTLE

You give to
someone you know
when you gwe
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OFF THE
RECORD

A DEPARTMENT FOR READERS

QOR years Tony Quinn, known
Fto a few of his friends as the
Black Bat, has been fighting
crime in all its forms. Crooks and
gangsters have learned to fear his
very name, and the more superstitious
among them are inclined to credit him
with supernatural powers.

With the United States in the
World War, it was only natural that
Quinn should feel the urge to put his
powers to work for his country. But
since everyone thought him blind, he
could not volunteer his own services.
So it was that the Black Bat entered
the war against enemy espionage and
saboteurs.

Greater Than Crime

And the Black Bat was fighting
something greater than crime. He was
fighting men who sought to dominate
the world. Ruthless, murdering
hordes of shouting, heiling robots who
were sent to their deaths so that oth-
ers might live and conquer. Tony
Quinn, alias the Black Bat, swore it
would be a fight to the finish.

Months after the treacherous attack
on Pearl Harbor had plunged this
country into war, the law-enforcement
authorities were puzzled. They knew
that hundreds—possibly even thou-
sands—of enemy agents were in the
country, working cleverly and tire-
lessly to bring about our ruin. Yet

[Turn page]
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May Be
Inside
These
Pages!

One has only
tostudy the
news about
business expansions, war production, new taxes
and regulations to see that wherever businessis
busy accountants are busy. For remember: this
isthe profession back of the financialsuccessand
progress of all other enterprises. And account-
ancy incomes of $2,000 to $5,000, or more,
yearly, certainly aren’t earnings to be dis-
missed lightly!

WHAT ARE MY OPPORTUNITIES?

Frankly, they are important ones—and numer-
ous. Beginning opportunities as bookkeeper,
cost clerk, billing clerk, time clerk. Advanced
_opportunities to serve in big and small business
firms; advising on finance, analyzing costs,
helping to shape policies, Opportunities to
qualify in the Governmental accounting jobs
that are opening up more and more. Oppor-
tunities in private practice, as a cost consultant
or C.P.A.

THE BEST ANSWER OF ALL

These are facts that invite your thorough investiga-
tion as to what LaSalle Training for this profession of
many opportunities has in store for you.

Complete information—a survey covering this sub-
ject from different angles—is what you should have
now, before making any final decision. You'll find it
in this 48-page book. And it is aptly titled ‘“The Pro-
fession That Pays” . .. for, as the official Journal of
Accountancy has pointed out: “If there be a pro-
fession in which the average compensation is higher,
it is not known to us.” So, if you really are in earnest
—and willing to study seriously—fill in and mail the
coupon for your copy today, Your future may lie
inside its pages!

LASALLE extension unversiTy

A Correspondence Institution
Dept. 9329-HR Chicago, Il

1 want to see what Accountancy offers for my future.
Please send me your FREE 48-page booklet, ““Account-

ancy, the Profession That Pays,” and full information
about your economical, spare time training.

Age

Name.
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nothing had happened—nothing big
—and that fact interested the law—
and the Black Bat.

What was the enemy waiting for?
What were the really big shots in his
organization doing? There had been
many minor bits of sabotage, but noth-
ing worthy of the fiendish resources
of the men who must be in the country
—men whose only desire it was to
strike a powerful blow for the lunatic
of Berlin,

Tony Quinn knew there was an an-
swer, spmewhere—an answer that it
was vital for America to discover.
With his three trusted allies—Carol
Baldwin, Silk Kirby, and Butch O’-
Leary—the Black Bat set himself the
task of finding it.

A Mighty Battle

G. Wayman Jones has written the
story of Tony Quinn’s dangerous self-
assignment in THE NAZI SPY MUR-
DERS, a gripping full-length novel
that will appear in the next issue
of BLACK BOOK DETECTIVE.
Regular BLACK BOOK DETEC-
TIVE readers have read plenty of ex-
citing stories about their favorite
crime-buster, but we’ll wager they’ve
never quite seen the equal of this yarn.

Approved by Parents and Teachers!

TRUE ADVENTURES OF THE WORLD’S GREATEST HEROES!

eall ETEE

CORIGS

IO¢

Now ON sALE 1O¢ EVERYWHERE
®

I's New! It's True! I¥s Different!
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Working under cover and individu-
ally, the four friends unearth a vast
system of espionage with tentacles
reaching across America. And the
circumstances make it necessary for
the Black Bat to fight the ensuing
battle alone.

It is the greatest battle of his career.
He fights for a great cause and is
pitted against a ruthless, cunning en-
emy whose slimy scheming taxes even
the Bat’s uncanny powers. But with
the entire future of his country at
stake, Tony Quinn fights on.

We don’t want to spoil the story
for you by telling you just what hap-
pens. But if you have enjoyed other
stories of the Black Bat and his three
friends we know that you will agree
with us when we say that this is the
best of them all.

Remember — THE NAZI SPY
MURDERS in the next issue of
BLACK BOOK DETECTIVE!

In the same issue, of course, there
will be the usual fine selection of fast-
action short stories.

The Mailbag

We want to thank all you readers
who have sent us so many fine letters
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Colon Troubles Explained
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If not satisfied after 20 days free trial money refunded. American
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Get Tough Quick

For personal defense and counter- attack
. . . no system is more powerful! Almost
unbelievably efficient. You don’t need big
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only your bare hands, even if they are
armed. Get ready now for any emergency
—protect your loved ones. This amazing
new self-study course teaches you double-
quick Startling low price. Satisfaction
guaranteed or your money back. FREE
DETAILS. Write today sure . . . time is
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What many Doctors do for it

When excess stomach acid causes gas, sour stomach or
heartburn, doctors prescribe the fastest-acting medicines
known for symptomatic relief — medicines like those-in
Bell-ang Tablets. Try Bell-ans yourself at first sign of dis-
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since our last get-together. As we’ve
said before, getting your opinions on
the stories that appear in BLACK
BOOK DETECTIVE helps a lot in
our job' of giving you the kind of
magazine you want. Here’s hoping
that we continue to hear from you.
Address your letters to The Editor,
BLACK BOOK DETECTIVE, 10
East 40th Street, New York, N. Y.
Obv10usly, we can’t print_ all the let-
ters we receive. But we try to pick

a few representative missives to pub-
lish in every issue.

Here’s one from Leonard E. Holley,
of Draper, N. C.:

I live in a peaceful neighborhood, but
but when I bring home the latest issue of
BLACK BOOK DETECTIVE there’s a
regular Blitzkrieg over who is going to
read it first. After a hard fight, I usually
turn out to be the victor and get first crack
at reading about the Black Bat’s hair-
raising, blood-tingling adventures.

I think THE BLACKOUT MURDERS
was the best of all the Black Bat’s adven-
tures so far. I couldn’t put the book down
until all the words of that great story dis-
appeared before my eyes. Keep up the
good work and make the stories more ex-
citing than ever. That’s what I like!

Thanks a lot for these kind words,
Leonard. We thought THE'BLACK-

The World’s Greatest Sleuth
Tackles a Baffling Case of
Mysterious Death

in
MURDER
CUTS DIAMONDS
‘e
A Full Book-Length Novel

Featured in the September
Issue of

THE PHANTOM
DETECTIVE

10c

ON SALE
NOW

AT ALL
STANDS
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OUT MURDERS was a darned good
story, too.

And here is one from Carl Sander-
son, of Great Falls, Minnesota:

I have just finished THE FACELESS
SATAN in the July issue. Believe me,
that was one of the best Black Bat stories
you have ever published. There was plenty
of action in it, but what is more important
there was a real mystery, too. It sure had
me guessing, and was I surprised at the
end.

T11 sure be looking forward to THE

MURDER PROPHET which you say will-

appear in the next issue. From now on,
Mr. Editor, you can count on me as a
steady reader and a real Black Bat fan.

The Faceless Satan story, published
some time ago, proved popular with
most of our readers—but here’s a dis-
senting voice, that of Daniel Curwood,
of Trenton, N. J.:

Sorry, but I do not think THE FACE-
LESS SATAN, by G. Wayman Jones, was
quite up to standard.

The Faceless Satan himself was implau-
sible enough. But when the Black Bat
began running around in the nightmare
costume of his, seeing perfectly in the dark
and all that sort of stuff, I was really fed

up.

I like good detective stories and I don’t
object to a bit of wildness in the plots,
now and then. But why not keep them

[Turn page]

BUY

UNITED
STATES

Cut Down or Quit

SMOKING

Follow These Quick Simple Methods

Do you smoke too much? Have you an irritated throat, cigarette
cough, stomach uleers, or jumpy nerves? If you want to cut down
on your smoking, do what thousands of others in America have done.
Follow these latest methods of famous smokers and non-smokers.
They are SIMPLE and QUICK. And you’ll feel like a new person —
more pep, more work, and more zest in everything.

e - -
Nothing Like This Anywhere

These amazing methods are given in the sensational book, “So
You’re Going to Stop Smoking,”” by J. C. Furnas, whose articles
appear in Reader’s Digest, Saturday Evening Post, etc. (The author
himself, an extreme tob addiet, fully quit smoking.)
All you do ig follow these simple directions on how to cut down
or cut out altogether the tobacco habit quickly. They cover ciga-
rettes, cigars and pipe-smoking, They show you practically and
easily how to save money, save your health, breath, nerves, etc.

SPECIMEN CONTENTS
Smoking Before Breakfast, Smoking After Meals, Denicotinized
& Mentholized Cigarettes, Tobacco Hunger, Nicotine Addiction,
Cigarette Filters & Holders, Pipe & Cigar Smoking, Tricks,
Inhaling, Drugs & Pills, Treatments & Technique, etc., etc.

SEND NO MONEY

BUT ACT QUICKLY — QUANTITY IS LIMITED
sy S S5 SESe NI oS S GET SUS S5 SONS oSIUn SUms
HARVEST HOUSE, 70 Fifth Ave.,, Dept. K-91f, N. Y.
Send “‘So You’re Going to Stop Smoking’ in plain package.
l On delivery I will pay postman 98 cents plus few cents

postage. If not satisfied I may return it within ten days
I and my 98 cents will be refunded. l
l Name .....cccovncecoccesocncseense cssscsusssesan eoesnse l
l AAOPOEY .o . . i cocsiaionssossonnssniasavetrayinassanin l

D CHECK HERE if you want to save postage.
' Enclose $1.00 with coupon and we ship prepaid. |
‘“an anv aae e D GES EED SN WED SN GEES ENGD EED UIES-SERN S

Nyt T

A BLTZKRIEC tor MR )
SALES and PROFITS PRk~

Sensational, soft as glove leather Military
Style Oxford selling like wildfire. Making tre- &
mendous proflts for Victor salesmen. This is :
one of over 250 specialty shoe styles for
dress, sport, work, including new Zip-
per and Air Cushion Insole Shoes
for men and women. Prices low as
$2.98. Biggest commissions. Write
today for FREE Outfit of Actual
Sample Shoes. Reserve your ter- - -
ritory. ACT NOW. <
VICTOR THOMAS SHOE CO.
610 W. VAN BUREN ST, DEPT. V-2I, CHICAGO, ILL.

MUSIC %

TO POEMS
Send poem for consideration. Rhyming pamphlet free.
Phonograph electrical transcriptions made, $7.00 from

your word and music manuscript. Any subject con-
sidered, Patriotic, Love, Home, Sacreg, Swing.

KEENAN’S MUSIC SERVICE
Box 2140 {Dept. TF) Bridgeport, Conn.

Entertainment on Every Page of

CARTOON HUMOR

Twenty-five Cents At All Stands

FALSE TEETH

Save money by or- AS LOW AS
dering beautiful

life-like MARVEL $7-95
plates, by mail.

Send for illustrated PER PLATE
folder shawing many

styles, including popu- ==
lar transparent. FREE |90 Days Inall
impression material sent

with instruetions on taking your own mouth
impression. Write Today.

MARVEL DENTAL COMPANY
SEND NO MONEY! Dept. 53-8, 343 S. Dearborn St., Chicage

109



i somewhere near the realm of possibility?
EYE GLASSES BY MAIL THE FACELESS SATAN went beyond
\ ounds.
The short stories in your July issue
weren’t bad. I believe you should print
more of them every issue.

Choice of the LATEST STYLES—remarkably LOW PRICES. ; :
SATISFACTION GUARANTEED or your money back. If you are Sorry, Curwood. Here’s hoping the

not satisfied—they will not cost you a cent. current story pleases you!
SEND NO MONEY xm;:faﬁﬂjlﬂmoxtmv Now, a note that takes authors to
our many styles and LOW PRICESIf-oc | task for committing errors of gram-
mar. Unfortunately, the writer him-
"g?zA:Ci Spicm self is guilty of a slight error, too. He
S e completely forgot, or deliberately re-
fused, to sign his name.

Complete home-study courses
Sl ot e e AT I 1d % . hould &
jects. Money.back “guarantee. Cash t would seem that writers shou d know
pald for U e Sa.pres mee. | English well before daring to put forward
gain catalog FREE. grite todayl | their clumsy efforts. A study of elementary
500 Sherman, Dept. J-227, Chicago | grammar would be good for most of them.

For instance one of the common errors

MWITH GOD 50'1'1 s AT oslble ear; | is their use of “the other alternative” or
Worry About the War? Unhappiness for Hel?lg'd% I?';gfxya.rremgb!iesl; “he faced two alternatives” and “the ter-
of any ki 1 . . I} . .
you behevedm mﬁ Po:{gg tOF PfRAp’:uRI vge mvtllte yoll)l to clip t?ls rible alternative.” An alternative is one
essaqo and mail wit stamp for full Information about our win- i
derful NEW WAY of Meeting Life’s Problems Through Prayer! of two, as every writer should know.’
LIFE-STUDY FELLOWSHIP Box 3509 Noroton, Conn.

To which we are tempted to add:
(SIDELINE Salesmen and Agents) |Of course. Why not? An alternative
Sell our Illustrated Comic Booklet, and other novelties. Each booklet

ize 4% by 2%. Ten different sample booklets sent for 50¢ or 25 as- | 1, 3
:of‘ged 4fory$1.6'0 Set?ippedrglep:%dD%Vh%‘iesgl: !:f:velt(s)frprlzeofist s:rsn 25 ope Of tWO, and one Nt bOth may be
with order only. No C.0.D. orders. Send Cash or Stamps. Print terrxble. OI‘ are we crazy? Anyway,

name and address.

REPSAC SALES CO., | West 13th St., Dept. 4409, New York city | we wish the writer of that letter had

CASH FOR UNUSED STAMPS |chosen the alternative of signing his

U. S. Unused postage wanted at 90% face value for denominations 12¢
faeving MALE SAES BRI st en e k. |
ace value. oney sent by return mai S ok 2

GARBER SERVICE, 72 Fifth Avenue, Dept. 4409, New York City We have just about time enough for

one more, this time, so let’s see what

SONG & POEM WRITERS Paul Evans, of Los Angeles, Calif.,

NEW SONGWRITERS in great demand. Send us your Poems. We s
get them to music FREE, Hear your song on a record. Send for has to Say
FREE Folder today.

CINEMA SONG CO., P.0. Box 2828, Dept. B-9, Hollywood, Callf.

I am working in a war factory and have
a long ride on the train twice a day. I

(Concluded on page 112)

An enchanting perfume of irre-
sistible allure, clinging for hours
with- ineffable, fascinating fra-
grance. Just a tiny drop is
enough. Full size bottle 98¢ pre-
paid, or $1.32 C.0.D. Dlrections

B o bl YRS 1 ActionThrills on Every Page

Box 124 Dept. 205

Huntington S'I-uﬂon. N. Y. 0 f Our Companion Comics
Y - E HOLLYWOOD .
= ENLARGEMENT Magazines

TN g, ¥ PHOTO -
Iolg/:/lgﬂlncqnaintedowe,wﬁ nﬁe a FREE PRDE'?S- - THRILLING COMICS 5

Hullywood En!argement of any snapshot, pl

eye:‘;lﬁu?r aﬁ;élg{m: m‘ég:gl:;ggn:‘ilon on uhlif‘ez-?l SLDI?: ec: m_:':g EXCITI N G C OM I CS
30c for retgn'.m:xlmwppmocg;ogld:;:-n&w%sc{b 3 o ux;‘ .nA':

7021 Santa Monica Bivd., Dept. 418, Hollyvluod. Calif. STARTLING COMICS
BEST CRIME MYSTERIES IN : AMERICA'S BEST COMICS

THRILLING DETECTIVE :

ONLY 10¢ AT ALL STANDS Each 10¢ At All Stands
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Keep Faith with

Join the work of the
Navy-Relief Society and BACK UP
THE NAVY’S FIGHTING MEN

T O HELP THE NAVY MAN and his
dependents, his widow, his" orphaned
child and his mother, is the purpose of the
Navy Relief Society. Now, with the risks of
war, and a greatly expanded Navy, with a
larger Marine Corps and the inclusion of the
Coast Guard Welfare, the Society needs your
help.

No amount is too small. None too large.
Every contribution will help to free from
worry more than 500,000 men in our Navy,
Marine and Coast Guard* Services.

#through Coast Guard Welfare

President Roosevelt says . . .

“There is nothing finer than to build up this fund
for the Navy Relief Society. I urge you to do
your utmost, and do it now!”

CLIP ENROLLMENT COUPON,
_below, and send it to the Navy
Relief Society. Give all you
can—and give todayl

—— — — g p— — p— p— p— — —f— — — — —

Checks should be made payable to Navy Relief l
Society and sent to National Citizens’ Committee,
730 Fifth Ave., New York City.

T want to help the Navy men and their families. l
Enclosed please find my contribution of $.......... l
Name ...... B AP SN :

Street ... vt e e e e e I S ]

111

DRAI-"TSMEN

P Industry is clamoring
ior more draftsmen, for
e job can’t start un-
B til plang are drawn Buildings, air-
planes, machines, guns, tanks, bridges,
all 'start on_the draftmg board, so it’s no wonder that
every good draftsman has a fine job. Yes, more draftsmen
are needed NOW. The pay is good and the opportunities
for advancement great.

Learn at Home in Spare Time

Begin now to turn spare hours into money. Be a draftsman,
the connecting link between & mechanic and an engineer.
Enjoy the wonderful opportunities for promotion that exist
now. No experience or artistic talent is needed. You don’t
have to leave your present jobwhilelearning, Use spare time.

mployment Service Included

Stude 8 who take our home study dmnlng course are enﬁtlm

to our employment service without extra e, e in

onstant touch with many great ﬂrms needing men, and ln times

ike these I m School

advanced studen
The to

aduates.

is low and the monthly payments are
?r Write today for free bulletin outlining our instruction

and giving you the details of our selective employment service.

No obligation of any kind., Write today.

AMERICAN SCHOOL

Drexel Avenue at 58th St. Dept. GC-58 Chicago

SONG POEM

tsand

WANTED
TO BE SET TO MUSIC

Publishers need new songs! Submit one or more of your best poems

for immediate consideration. Any subject. Send poem. RECO

INGS MADE OF COMPLETED SONGS.
FIVE STAR MUSIC MASTERS, 611 Beacon Bldg., Boston, Mass.

S5th YEAR

Buy where thousands have
been satisfied. We make
FALSE TEETH for you from
your own impressions.

Low

y AL

90 DAY TRIAL
MONEY.BACK GUARANTEE of
SATISFACTION protects you,

SEND NO MONEY Bookletand Material
J. B. Cl.EVELAND DENTAL PLATE CO.

Write Today for Free

DEPT. 2-M EAST ST. LOUIS, ILLINOIS

WORK FOR THE

§
GOVERNMENT

31260 to $2100
Year

Hundreds war
positions. Mail
Coupon
Today!

é,FrankIm Institute, Dept. M253. Rochester, N.Y.
O Sirs: Rush without charge (1) 32-page book

£ with 1ist of V.8, Sorrnmpnt Jobs. (2) Tell
one how to qualify fi

Address e




EASY WAY ...

" This remarkable CAKE discovery,
TINTZ Jet Black Shampoo, washes out
dirt, loose dandruff, grease, grime and
gafely gives hair a real smooth JET BLACK
TINT that fairly glows with life and lustre.
Don’t put up with faded dull, burnt, off color hair

2 minute longer. TINTZ Jet Black Cake works

gradual . . .each shampoo leaves your hair blacker, lovelier, lofwr.
easier to manage. No dyed look. Won’t hurt permanents. Full cake
$0c (3 for $1). TINTZ comes in Jet Black, light, medium and dark
Brown, Titian, and Blonde. Order today! State shade wanted.
SEND No MONE Just pay postman plus posts
age on our positive assur-
ance of satisfaction-in 7 days or your money back. (We Pay Postage ,
if remittance comes with order.} Don’t wait —Write to
JINTZ COMPANY, Dept. 701, 207 N. MICHIGAN, CHICAGO.
Canadian Office, Dept. 701, 22 College St., Toronto

ROLLS DEVELOPED

Two 5x7 Double Weight Professional Enlargements,
8 Gloss Deckle Edge Prints.

COIN

CLUB PHOTO SERVICE, Dept. 15, LaCross, Wis.

Salfer Varico,e

i IFyousuﬁerDmnand misery of Varicose Ulcers,

or Ope: Sores, send away at once for FREE‘
Booklet THE LI PE METHODS FOR HOME USE.”

Tells all about this 40-year-old method, praised and en-

dorsed by thousands. Liepe Me! hods, Dapt 2-1,

3284 N. Green Bay Ave., Milwaukee, Wisconsi
2
! ] il
|

“\ " 1 )

Write foday for free Booklet cut.
lining profit sharing plan.

ALLIED MUSIC
Dept. 32, 204 E. 4th St., Cincinnati, 0.

LET THE STARS BE YOUR GUIDE!

*

Your Day-by-Day Horoscope for
All Zodiacal Signs

Appears in Every Issue of

EVERYDAY ASTROLOGY

EVERY MONTH 10C EVERYWHERE

STORIES OF ACTION THE
WORLD OVER IN

THRILLING
ADVENTURES

Now on Sale 1OC at all Stands

7

OFF THE RECORD
(Concluded from page 110)

read the newspapers at home, so on the
train I concentrate on detective stories. I
guess I have read about every one on the
newsstands, and you probably know how
many there are. Well, after trying them
all, I still think that your BLACK BOOK
DETECTIVE is tops. There is some-
thing about Tony Quinn, the Black Bat,
that sets him apart from the other char-
acters of the same type. He is different,
somehow.

His friends are a good bunch too. Like
Silk and Butch, but Carol Baldwin is my
idea of a real girl. I only wish that they
would have more to do in the stories.
Carol and Silk, working together, would
be almost as smart as the Black Bat.
Butch isn’t very smart, but he sure can
fight. I like it when he bumps heads to-
gether. That sure is his specialty.

I’'m looking forward to the next issue
and have told my newsstand man to save
me a copy. He says it goes fast.

Before we say so long until next
time, we want to remind you again
to keep on buying United States War
Savings Stamps and Bonds. Buy as
many as you can—and then a few
more just to make it stick.

We’ll be seeing you next issue,

—THE EDITOR.

Jhe Biggest Parade of
Brand - New Puzzles
bvon Assembled !

J

BEST
CROSSWORD
PUZZLES

Twenty-five Cents at all Stands
NOW ON SALE!
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Power Without

Horses

Uncle Sam Is Going All-Out
on Gliders—Men Needed!

HE United States Army is now going
all out on gliders. The deadly tech-
nique of landing companies, regi-
ments and even full divisions of men
silently from the sky which the Germans
used so successfully in Crete last year is
to be turned against them when the great
invasion of Europe finally gets under way.

The advantages of glider attack are ob-
vious—the ships are economical to build
and easy to replace—the element of sur-
prise is immense, for no detector can pick
up the approach of a motorless plane and
gliders can be released from a towing ship
while miles away from their objective and
still hit it on the nose.

What is needed are men—for a man’s
job,

As this force—exact numbers, naturally
cannot be given—is planned to number
about a hundred thousand men, the field is
wide open. Here are the qualifications for
membership:

The applicant must be a citizen of the
United States between the ages of 18 and
35 years, inclusive. He must be able to
pass the physical and mental requirements.
Formerly, prior flight training was consid-
ered essential, but these restrictions have
been removed in order to give everyone a
chance to qualify as a glider-pilot, regard-
less of the extent of previous experience.

He must be in reasonably good condi-
tion—though the bars are a bit lower than
for the regular Air Forces—reasonably
well educated and intelligent and must be
up to general Army requirements. He will
be given training, first at a CAA school
on light planes with emphasis on dead
stick landings, then get down to intensive
training with gliders themselves.

Those who graduate successfully, be
they civilians or Army men, will be given
at least staff sergeant’s rating with full
flight pay. And, as it is a new service,
commissions are going to come more eas-
ily than in other services at least until
officer ranks are filled.

As we just said, it’s a man’s job and a
great privilege—a chance to get in the
first whacks at the Axis—and the rewards
are great. Let’s go, fellows. Keep ‘em
gliding!

FOR VICTORY

Buy
UNITED STATES WAR

BONDS « STAMPS

TIGHTENS

FALSE TEETH

or No Cost!

OUR AMAZING OFFER
Don’t suffer embarrassment and discomfort caused

dental plates. Apply CROWN RELL
iike new and stays that way up to 4
heating to burn your mouth. Just squeeze CROWN from tube and
put your teeth back in. They’ll fit as snugly as ever. Inventor

is a recognized authority in dental field. A patent has been ap-
plied for CROWN RI NER to protect you from imitators.
you reline your platg wich CROWN, take your false teeth out for
cleaning without affecting the CROWN RELINER. CROWN RE-
LINER is guaranteed . . it’s harmless. NOT A POWDER OR
PASTE! If not satisfied, even dfter 4 months, return partly used
tube for full refund.

.

J. Clements of Algonac writes: ‘My plates
were 80 bad they rattled when I talked.”
“Now 1 can eat steaks or corn on the cob.’
Reline your plate with CROWN. It's taste-
less. Has that natural mk color, Order a Ji
tube of CROWN RELINER today . . . enough [if'4
to last a year. We include FREE a tube [V
of CROWN plate cleaner. SEND NO MONEY. |

. Pay postman P

plus
send cash and we pay postage Act at once |
and enjoy this new happine
CROWN PLASTICS CO.. Depi. 6409
4358 W. Philadelphia Ave., Detroit, Mich.

POEMS WANTED %

triotic, Comic or any subject. Don’t delay—send us your ‘oem at once
for Immediate Consideration and FREE RHYMING DICTIONARY.
RICHARD BROTHERS, 74 Woods Building, Chicago, lllinois

730 SHAVES FROM BLADE

AMAZING NEW
BLADE SHARPENER

New sharpener for all makes of
double-edge razor blades performs
mlracles' “‘Not necessary to change
B Dblades,”” writes one user. Another says,
% ‘‘Have used 1 blade over 730 times.’
’ RAZOROLL really sharpens
4 la,des because it strops on leather. Gives
keen, smooth shaving edges. No guess-work.
Blade held at correct angle and proper pressure
—automatically, Just turn crank to sharpen
blade. No gears. Well made. Handsome-—
compact—in attractive case. Weighs few ounces.
Will last years. Makes ideal gift.

SEND No MONEY' Write today- Pay post-

man only $1.00 plus few
ents postage. Use Razoroll for 5 days and if you’re not
delighted with smooth, velvet shaves you get, retum RAZOROLL
and we ll return your dollar. Hurry—order tod:

RAZOROLL CO., 620 N. Michigan, Dept. 208 Chicago, 1lI.

Quit Using Tobacco! [100,000
Wme for Free Booklet and Learn How. 2ods
esults Guaranteed or Money Refunded sat|5fled
THE NEWELL COMPANY Users
152 Clayton Station St. I.oms. Mo.

ANY PHOTO ENLARGED

Size 8 x 10 Inches or smaller if de-
sired. Same price for full length or c
bust form, groups, landscapes, pet
animals, etc., or enlargements of any'
part of group picture. Safe return of
original photo guaranteed. 3 for $1.00
SEND NO MONEY Justzzil phoo o
snapshot(anysize)
and within a week you w1ll recexve your beautiful
guaranteed 47c plus
postage—or send 49c with order and we pay postage. Big |
16x20 inch enlargement sent C. O, D. 78c plus postage
orsend80c and wepay postage. Take advantage of this amaz-
ing offer now. Send your photos today. Specify size wanted.

STANDARD ART STUDIOS, 113 S. Jefferson St., Dept. 402L, Chicago
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1 Ann doesn’t cry easily—but that night I
found her in tears! “I can’t help it,” she sobbed.
“All the things we were going to do—buy a
car, build a home-—remember? And here we
are—married three years, and just barely mak-
ing ends meet! I thought our dreams might
come trug—but it’s no use.” I made up my
mind right then to “have it out” with the boss.

2 “Look here!” he said. “I
can’t pay you more unless
you’re worth more! And
frankly, John; you lack the
training a bigger job needs.
Ever hear of the International
Correspondence Schools?”

3 When I learned the boss
was a former I.C.S. student,
I signed up quick! And what
a difference it nmiade in my
work! I'd never realized until
then how Iittle I knew about
the business.

4 I'm happy, and Ann’s
happy, and I guess the boss
is happy. (At least I’ve had
two “‘raises” in the last year!)
And here’s the very same
coupon that I mailed, staring
you in the face!

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SGHOLS

HELPING "'TO TRAIN AMERICANS FOR VICTORY

BOX 3967-V, SCRANTON, PENNA.
Without cost or obligation, please send me a copy of your booklet, “Who Wins
” . ‘

and Why,” and full particulars about the course before which I have marked X:
TECHNICAL AND INDUSTRIAL COURSES

[] Contracting and Building [J Marine Engines

O Cotton Manuf i ] Mechanical Drafti

O Diesel Engines

[J Electrical Drafting O Mine Foreman

[ Electrical Engineering O Navigation

O Electric Lighting aFr king [Pl

O Foundryman  [] Heating [J Practical Telephony

O Heat Treatment of Metals [] Public Works Engineering

O Highway Engmeenng O Pulp and Paper Making

{0 House Planning O Radio, General

[ Industrial Metallurgy O Radio Operating

[ Locomotive Engineer O Radio Servicing

[ Sanitary Engineering
[J Sheet Metal Work

[ 8hip Drafting
[J Shipfitting

[ Steam Electrio
[0 Steam Fitting
[ Structural Drafting

[ Structural Engineering
[ Surveying and Mapping
O Telegraph Engineering
[ Telephone Work

[ Textile Designing

[ Air Brake

O Air Conditioning

O Airplane Drafting

[ Architectural Drafting
[ Architecture

O Auto Engine Tune-up
O Auto Technician

O Aviation [J Aviation Mechanio
D) Boilermaking

] Bridge Engineering

[ Chemistry

O Civil Engineering

[0 Mechanical Engineering
[ Shop Practice
[ Steam Engines

[0 Coal Mining 0O Machinist O R. R. Section Foreman 0 Toolmaking 0 Welding
[0 Concrete Engineering [0 Management of Inventions [J] R. R. Signal O Refri [0 Woolen M
BUSINESS COURSES
1 Accounting [ Advertising O College Preparatory [ First Year College O Railway Postal Clerk
[0 Bookkeeping [0 Commercial [ Foremanship O French [ Salesmanship
[ Business Correspondence [0 Commercial Illustrating O Good English [ Secretarial [J Spanish

{0 Showcard and Sign Lettering

[0 Cost Accounting [ High School
i O Traffic Management

O C. P. Accounting [0 Managing Men at Work
HOME ECONOMICS COURSES

O Home Dressmaking ¥

{0 Professional Dr

[] Business Management
[ Cartooning  [J Civil Service

[] Advanced Dressmaking [0 Tea Room and Cafeteria

[0 Foods and Cookery, king and Desi Management, Catering
Neame. Age. Address.
City State Present Position.

Canadion residents send coupon to International Correspondence Schools Canadian, Limited, Moniredl, Conada
British residents send coupon to I. 0. 8., 71 Kingsway, London, W. C. 2, England




Learn
This
Profitable,
Fascinating

.

Profession in 90 Days, at Home

Hundreds of Men and Women have found Independence this way

If you are looking for a new and better way to make a living, take up Swedish Massage, a DIGNIFIED
FASCINATING, PROFITABLE PROFESSION, and one of the few still open to men and women without
college training. Hundreds of graduates of our home study course, either have fine positions or a private
practice of their own. Many report minimum earnings of $50.00 per week, while H. C. Crittendon, who

received his diploma January -1st, 1930, reports averaging $60.00 per day. Right now the Army and Navy

need hundreds of Men and Women trained in Physio-T herapy.

(Massage)

Plenty of Opportunities Open

This interesting, big pay profession was for years
available only to a few. Its secrets were guarded
jealously and fabulous prices were paid for in-
struction. This same instruction is now ayailable
to you at a mere fraction of the former price, and
iou need not leave your present work until you

ave qualified as an expert and can command an
expert’s é)ay. There is a big demand for trained
men and women from beauty shops, hospitals,
sanitariums, clubs, doctors and private patients:

. Prepare for this profitable profession now.

A Dignified Profession

The expert in Swedish Massage is recognized as
a professional of the highest type, commanding
the respect of everyone in his community. Here
is a profession, now open to you, -which malkes
you a public benefactor; for the skill we teach
you is of great aid in many human ailments as
well as in building beauty—it offers you posi-
tion, both professional
and social, it offers
you! independence,
freedom from worry
and the respect and
admiration of your
neighbors and friends,

YOII Can Learn ét Home

Turn spare hours into money. Use spare time at

MissE.A.Chi

D. H. Beam, Calif.

Miss H. Swatn, Ardz.

Large Incomes from Doctors,

hospitals, sanitariums, clubs and private patients
are bound to come to those of our graduates who
profit by the thousands of opportunities available
to make money. Mr. Charles Romer, Wisconsin,
writes, “‘At times I have had to turn away peobple;
have been so busy the depression never touche
me.” Miss Childs, Baltimore, Maryland, says,
“I already have over 40 patients, I hope many
others take your course and profit financially and
socially as I have.” Hundreds and hundreds of
graduates have written similar letters. Get_into
Swedish Massage through our “Right in Your
Own Home” Plan.

Regular Diploma Awarded

When you have completed our home study course
(high school training not neededgl, you will be
awarded THE College of Swedish Massage Di-
ploma. This diploma is a badge of honor, a war-
ranty to the public that you have qualified as an
expert and should be accepted by them as proof
of your proficiency in your chosen profession.
Enroll now, before it becomes necessary to spend
years in intensive training to qualify for a permit

to practice.

Anatomy Charts and
Booklet of Photographs

Write now for our amazing offer
of Anatomy Charts and Booklet
of Photographs and letters from
graduates. Medical Dictionary,
Patented Reducing Roller and
Hydro-Therapy supplies are all
included in our course without

bome to master a profession which has made
thousands of dollars yearly for ambitious men and
women. _Many graduates have completed this
training in just a few months, but you can take
your own time. It need not interfere with your

prepared by the teachers in our well known resi-
dent school—the same material is used and a

diploma is awarded upon graduation. pates.

Experts in Reducing

Many of our students become specialists in reducing.
Thousands of men and women pay huge sums to take off fat.
Enroll now—get the benefit of instruction by the teachers in
our famous resident school This course includes lessons in
Dietetics, Reducing Diets, Hydro-Therapy, Anatomy, Medical
Gymnastics, in fact everything you need to know to qualify
for a Diploma.

These photographs are coupon now—there is no cost or
representative. of hu n- obligation,
dreds received with
o 3 : by letters l;)ft_nrz\ises:znd reﬁ-
other work or pleasure. nstruction ha: ommendation. nd the H

B E i has-been ORI oI ORT we will ins THECollege of Swedish Massage
clude a booklet of names ¥
an;i photographs of grad.

one cent of extra cost. Send the

Dept. 663, 30 East Adams St., Chicago

(Successor to National College of Massage)

Use this Coupon for FREE information

THE College of Swedish Massage,
Dept. 663, 30 East Adams St., Chicago, Illi.

You may send me FREE and Postpaid Anatomy Charts,
Illustrated Catalog, Booklet of Successful graduates and com-
plete details of your offer. &

Name...c.oous
Address. ...
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- @2 Short Stories of DE MAUPASSANT

s

It's really true! These TWO best-sellers FOR
ONLY §1.39. Not $1.39 for each, but for
BOTH! And you pay nothing in advance. And
nothing AT ALL if you decide not to KEEP the
books after examining them., No strings attached
to this offer. Send FREE EXAMINATION
COUPON below (without money) NOW!

INGS ROW-—sensational best-seller which

strips the masks from an American town !
KINGS ROW—the town they talk of in whis-
pers! KINGS ROW-—now thrilling millions in
the exciting movie, as it thrilled thousands in
the original novel at $2.75! Reveads the secret
thoughts, suppressed passions, pent-up de-
sires of people in a small town—where every-
body THINKS he knows everybody else.

A human face can become a “mask’—hid-
ing love. hate, ambitién. But 14-year-old
PARRIS MITCHELL took people at face
value! He liked affectionate Renee ; loved
girl-crazy Drake McHugh ; trusted Jamie
Wakefield, who wrote poems and whom
peoplesecretly called “tooprettyforaboy.”

Cassie Tower, the town’s prettiest girl,
he thought “strange.” She was always
kept home by her father, a physician
living mysteriously well without pa-
tients. But PARRIS feared cold-faced

N ADDITION to KINGS ROW, you

ALSO get (for $1.39) this 502-page
volume—the greatest works of litera-
ture’s most daring story-teller! Here,
eomplete and unexpurgated, are the
frankest stories of their kind! Tales
of love, hate, intrigue, passion, mad-
ness, jealousy, heroism—plots that will
Stie.le vou with horror and amazement !

Nearly 100 Stories!

Read of “BALL-OF-FAT,” demi-mon-
daine who alone could save a party of
more respectable people in German-
occupied France—and what she did.
Read FORBIDDEN FRUIT—in which
Henrietta, tired of being married, begs
her husband to take her out for an

evening as he would a mistress!
Would you like more bargains like
this? You ecan—IF YOU WISH TO—
get a double-bargain every month!
105,000 people are doing so now ; build-
ing two libraries (of modern best-sellers
and great classics) for only $1.39 a

ACTUAL VALUE $3.75
674 Thrilling Pages.

w Coast-fo-Coast Best-Seller
at $2.75!

Over 330,000 Sold—And Now It's America’s Smash-Hit Movie!

Dr. Gordon, whose patients’ hearts were so often
found “‘too weak for chloroform.” Once Parrig
heard (and never forgot) frightful sereams
from a farmhouse, when Dr. Gordon was there!

“A Powerful and Passionate Book”

Through his gensitive reactions, PARRIS developed
the intuition of a born doctor; discovered that each
person’s protective mask hid a gnawing fear, paralyzing
inferiority complex, or cherished vice, And later, as
DOCTOR Parris Mitchell (trained as a psychiatrist in
Vienna) he stripped oft their masks!

How their masks were removed, how tangled lives
met in thrilling conflict, is an extraordinary story—
gripping in intensity, exciting in action, fascinating
in suspense. ‘A truly great novel—packed with
Kings Row’s passions, loves, hates, hypoerisies,
tragedies, comedies and, sometimes, name-
less herrors! The N. Y. Times called it
“a grand yarn, full of the sap of
life.”” N. Y. Herald Tribune
said, ‘‘Emotional, powerful,
passionate.””

month !

cept this offer!
US OR NOT, AS YOU
PLEASE. But, in any case,
Kings Row and de Mau-
passant are YOURS, to
send back if you wish—OR
to keep for ONLY $1.39,
if you're delighted with
them.

Examine BOTH BOOKS Free
Send No Money—No Obligation

You don’t have to send any money to
receive Kings Row and Short Stories of
de Muu}l)‘assant for FREE EXAMINA-
TION. The coupon will bring them at
once. Pay nothing to postman. If you

the books, send only $1.39, plus
few cents postage and handling costs.
Remember, $1.39 for BOTH books! IF
NOT ABSOLUTELY PLEASED, RE-
THE BOOKS; PAY NOTHING ;

BE UNDER NO OBLIGATION WHAT-
EVER. (And there’s no further obliga-
tion even if you accept the books and
pay for them.) We have only a limited
supply for thig liberal offer. When these
are exhausted, offer will not be repeated.
Send coupon today! BOOK LEAGUE
OF AMERICA, Dept. T.G. 9, Garden
City, N. Y.

But YOU ARE. UNDER NO
OBLIGATION WHATEVER if youac-
YOU MAY JOIN

E) Rachel—who avenged France because
of just one German kiss too many!

r-————— e S e W e e R SR SN AR RS O

BOOK LEAGUE OF AMERICA, Dept. T.G. 9, Garden City, N. Y. {

] Without further obligation, send KINGS ROW and SHORT I
STORIES OF DE MAUPASSANT for FREE EXAMINATION.
l For this $3.75 double-value 1 will send only $1.39, plus few cents
postage and handling costs. But if I do NOT like the books I will
' return them after this 5-day free examination and pay nothing.
l My acceptance of this offer does not obligate me in any way to
Join or to take any books, and no one is to call upon me about it!
You may, however, mail me literature so that I may, IF I
l CHOOSE, join the Book League and be entitled to similar bar-
l gains each month.

MR.
MRS.%‘.. ............. veesesihasetesseavesnnsanansisans o saet
MISS
I ADDRESS. .0ueevacssossssecscsssssascsssnsesnsnsss seseanans
l OITY  voolio saiporoscsdiiansnonnsciassnssses TATE. .ccvaseanecs

)
In Canada: 215 Victoria St., Toronto
I D SAVE Postage—Check here if you prefer to send your check or
money order for $1.39 WITH this coupon and we will prepay
all postage costs. Same 5-day return-for-refund privilege applies.
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