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A gripping crime chrenicle featuring Secrot Agent ‘X’
as he batties in the most sinister arena of his carser

CITY OF THE LIVING DEAD (Complete Book-Length Novel)
By BRANT House 8

Behind the white fangs of escaped jungle beasts lurked an unssen but

Rideous mensce. A city was shut off from the outside world by e bar-

rier of sheer horror, Death leered in the black skies above a tormified

populace. And to this city came Secret Agent "X.” master man-hunter,
to prode voluntarily ths black secrets of & fearful crime.

NO LIVING WITNESS . . . . . By EMILE C. TEPPERMAN 64
A swift-moving short shore stary

MURDER WHEEL (Complete Novelette) By NoRMAN A. DANMELS 87

Through puavded doors, Death stalked unseem—and left in its toake
killings that turmed men’s feces white with fear.

BOOMERANG BULLETS . . . By JaMes A. GOLDOTEWAMTE 106

Drill Morpan had the savage, icy-nerved scorn of danger of a fighting
rat. He doasted that he had no nerves—didn't know what fear meant
watil—

»THESECRETCOUI\CIL e e e v e e e e e . . 120
Behind the sceres wlth Secrt' Agent "X
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“Ep WiLsoN, there, i one of the most ambi-
tious men in the plant. I notice be never fools
away bis spare time. He studies his Interna-
tional Correspondence Schoals course every

chance be gets,

“It’s been the making of him toe. He hasn't
been here nearly so long as Tom Downey, who
was Jaid off yesterday, but he knows ten times
a9 much about this business.

“I'm going to give bim Tom's job at a raise
in salary. He's the kind of man we want.”
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ow do you stand in your shop or office? Are you
an Ed Wilsoa or & Tom Downey? Are you
going up? Or dewn? No matter where you live,
tha | ienal Correspond Schools will come
to you. No matter what your baudicaps or how
small your means, we have a plan to meet your
circumstagces, No macer bow limited your previous
educarion, the simply written, wonderfully il ss-
wated L C. S. textbooks make it easy to Jeara,
‘This in all we ask: Without cost, withaur obligat-
ing yourself in any way, put it up to us to prove bow
we cap belp you. Just mark asd mail this coupon.

INTERNATIONAL CORRESPONDENCE SCHOOLS |

“The Universal Unioorsity’ BOX 0008, SCRANTON, FENKA.
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in case of automobile, travel, pedestrian and
many other commeon accidents. Can you afford
to have your salary stop, pay doctor and house-
hold expenses in case of illness, such as lobar
pneumonia, appendicitis operation, etc.,, or any
of the many commeon sickmesses covered in this
strong policy?

NOW IS THE TIME TO PROTECT YOURSELF!

Over $20,000,000
PAID IN CLAIMS

A sudden accident! A sudden sickness] Can you
say neither will happen to you? Then don't delay
another dey. Protect yourself by insuring in the
largest and oldest exclusive Health and Accident
Insurance Company in America. Send the cou-
pon NOW for complete information about our
NEW §10 PREMIER LIMITED $10,000
POLICY—and protect your family.

l.ld-louhﬂn Haalth snd Accident

|$10,000 PROTECTION

ACCIDENT and SICKNESS

policy -~

NO MEDICAL

ANYONE 16 to 69
YEARS ACCEPTED

- 10

a yeur

GET CASH—NOT SYM PATHY!

SOME OF THE FEATURES
OF THIS LIMITED POLICY

s 10,000 Principal Sam
sl 0,000 Loss of Hands, Feet,

or Eyesight
®

$25.00 Weekly Benefit for
Stated Accidents or Sickness

" DOCTOR’S BILLS, Hospital Bene-

fit, and other attractive features
to help you in time of need, all as
thown in pelicy.
®

This is a simple and understandable
policy—withoat complicated or mis-
leading clauses. Yon know exactly

- what every word means—and every

word means exactly what it says.
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. the beauty of the Popular
Syltemuthnthmmnotedi-
ous. drawn out lessons . . . 0o
studying .
youdnwmmedmtely . . yOu
draw in genuine, accurate, pro-
fessional style at once . . . no
previous expsrience Necessary
with this astounding, short-cut-
to-success through drawing.

Draw for Profit

or Pleasure!

Eam Up to $10 a Pay

Draw show cards . . . sell them to
buhtommd-mwbtlo s day

ffe. whichever you choose . .
easy through the magic of the “Populsr
System™. The cost & %0 low you canearn
its price on & single drawing.

Write for FREE Booklet

Rush coupon for FREE BOOKLET.
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~ Follow “X” Into Action!

L)

OT by theorizing in his study; not by making deductions
on paper, does Secret Agent “X" fight hia desperste

black depths of the underworld, by meeting murderers, tor-
turers, thieves, blackmailery, extortionists, criminals all, face
to face. By pitting his wits, his courage, his resourcefulness
against theirs in swift, breath-taking action. This is bow he
works!

Human sodiety has its heights and its depths even as the
sea. These levels bear no relation to maney. Crime often hides
behind the gilded front of a millionaire’s mansion. Honesty,
uprightoess, are often found in the bumblest of homes. But
below the calm, sunny surfsce where law-abiding citizens, rich -
and poor, dwell, there are subterranean chasms of darkoess
and horror. '

Here octopuses of crime lurk, blood-sucking monsters with
greedy tentacles, ready to drag their victims down. Here are
emerald-eyed sharks, ravening jawed, waiting to fatten on any
flesh they can rend and tear. Here are spineless, poisonous, human
jellyfish whose only weapon is the venom they distil in their evil
brains. Here are creatures in the semblance of men, crawling
crabwise to devaur their human prey.

Agsnt “X” has come in contact with all such. As a master
investigator, a battler for justice, a brilllant man-hunter, he
knows the haunts and the habits of the underworld. He Imows
elso the ways of criminals who hide behind the cloak of respec-
tability —those vicious walves in sheep dothing who arc often
the worst of the lot.

In the “City of Slecping Death” you see him in action again.
You see him voluntarily going up against an unseen horror that
has no parallel in his whole casebook of crime. The menace
that he meets is the leech-like clutch of an organized band of
criminaly, sucking the lifeblood from a whole community. It
is & story you will never forget.
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" Living Dead

By
Brant
House

Bahind the white fangs of escaped jungle beasts lurked an une.
seen but hideous menace. A e that de c¢ of
men and @omen — sending them cringing to their shuttered
Aomes under the bratal lash of Fear in the Clty of Sleeping
Death. And 'back of the terror of a dread epidemic, Secret
“ gttmpred the shadow of a cHmlaal plot more Rore

rible than any he Aad ever knowa.

BookoLength Novel Featuring Secret Agent “X
8
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CHAPTER ]
UNSEEN INVADERS

JAWS grim, gaze bleakly intent, a
e tn s long-

drove swiftly toward the rich
manufacturing city of Branford.
Mysterious, compelling lights of un-
usual intelligence showed in the depths
of his eyes,

Those eyes searched the black river
past which the highway wound;
searched the road before him, watched
the white-painted fence posts that

—~Phe roarof the
smooth-running engine ceme as a sin-
gle great organ note, a throaty diapa-
son of power, holding the car at its
sixty-mile-an-hour pace. A bend in
the river made the lighted windows



of Branford visible — pin pricks
gleaming in the sable curtain of the
night.

The man’s gaze became still more
intent. His hands tightened over the
wide rim of the wheel.

Staring at those lights ahead he

was visioning something else. Above -

Branford’s roof tops he seemed to
glimpse g hovering, sphinxlike pres-
ence—the bony-jawed spectre of
Death itself with scythe uplifted as a
threat and portent of
" The highway so far had been un-
naturally deserted. The mar had
passed no other cars either going to or
coming from Branford. But, as he
neared the city limits, an air of grim
activity became apparent.

Khaki-clad figures stood in temse
groups. Powerful buff-colored autos
and police motorcycles lined the road.
A harsh voice shouting an abrupt
command slowed the approaching
roadster.

“Halt!
stranger ?”

The man behind the roadster’s
wheel stared into the alert eyes of a
state trooper who stood challenging-
iy, rifie held ready, bayonet fixed.

The stranger fished in & pocket,
drew out a paper and presented it to
the trooper, It bore the name Doctor
Julius Smith, U. S. Public Health
Service, The trooper glanced at it
sharply, nodded and stepped back.

The car leaped forward with a
whine of gears, erossed & bridge, and
entered the city proper.

Lights in houses showed plainly
row, but the streets themselves were
as deserted as tbe highway had been.
Here and there a shadowy figure
moved, walking quickly from one
door to another, as though fearful of
some dread danger. Here and there a
head showed behind a closed window,
peering out furtively at the roadster

-speadi

What's your business,

square,

The state trooper who had admitted -
the man didn't Jnow that his creden-
tials were faked. The city itself had

10 SECRET AGENT “X™

no inkling of the identity of this
night-riding stranger. The few who
stared as he passed penetrated no
farther than the surface of his in-
conspicuous features, little dreaming
that those features formed a marvel-
ously clever disguise,

F they had been told the name this
stranger went by in the high Gov-
ernment circles where his activities
were followed, they would still have
i ‘or-the-man-at-the-

wheel was & hidden hunter of crim-
inals, one who inspired terror and
wonder along the black alleys of the
underworld. A man who had been sus-

_pected and hounded by the police

themselves on many occasions when
his daring methods had brought him
into conflict with the law. A man,
finally, who was an eternally bafiing
enigma to the law and the lawless
aiike—the man called “Secret Agent
[ [N

Tonight the citizens of Branford
had something far more startling to
occupy them than mere curiosity as
to the business and identity of a
strange man in a roadster. An epi-
demic of encephalitis, that mysteri-
ous form of sleeping sickness more
vicious than its African cousin, was
TAgIiDng.

The sinjster malady had broken out
three weeks before. It had spread
from one or two people to dozens and
scores of others, A quarantine of
martial strictness had been drawn
around the city snd its puburbg in &
frantic effort to check it.

To break through that quarantine
line from the inside meant certain ar-
rest and the risk of being shot. All
persons entering Branford were ques-
tioried and checked with an eagle eye.

*AUTHOR'S NOTE: As hu toom disclesad (n other
chrealeles takicn from the recerds of Seeret Am Ly &

the sxact svurce of hls sutharity b anknewn. As & ¢po-
and-sssrel iy he 15 T Ohe cone
hgh Gonrn-m oficial,

Sdency of at leam
The tithe e

of Sectvt Agont “X™ was conferred apma Ma
tima of Bis talents and brilliant and
n-mwuﬁunh agent during the
Werld War, Through o fwwd ralsed for Sim by ten

warlare on crime.



CITY OF THE LIVING DEAD 11

Once having gone in, they must not
get away again. For the sleeping sick-
ness, making of its victims veritable
living dead, carried horror with it
that was like the crawling touch of icy
fingers.

‘The disease had come upon the city
under the most extraordinary circum-
stances. Nipe gorillas had escaped
from the experimental department of
Drexel Institute in the heart of Bran-
ford, where scnent.lm had been usmg
'l'he gonllaa had been moeulated
with encephalitis virus in an attempt
to find the cause and cure for this
most epigmatic of modern diseases,
the germ of which even the finest
collodion filters could not isolate.

Then fate had stepped in with a
horrible jest. The gorillas had broken
Joose. Efforts to control a deadly dis-
ease had resulted in the worst epi-
demic of sleeping sickness the country
had ever known.

Always a rare malady, there were
no more than several hundred cases
now. But an aura of horror advanced
before the spread of the disease like
a ghastly herald of doom. For, in the
first period of encephalitis, its victim
passes through a stage of facial ri-
gidity in which the features are devoid
of all expression—the stage known as
the Parkinsonian Mask. Then comes
the terrible listless coma from which
there is often no awakening.

Secret Agent “X" was aware of all
this. Uneasy questions forced them-
selves upon his mind. What would
happen if the malady spread beyond
the limits of Branford? What if it

reached the teeming, near-by millions.

of New York? What if it sent oeto-
puslike fingers from there te other
great centers of population—Boston,
Philadelphia, Chicago, Cleveland, San
Francisco, Los Angeles?

The answer came with horrible

certainty, Once out of control, the dis- _'The suimmeying,

eage would spread as rapidly as the

licking flames of & prairie fire. Con- -

gested areas would be the focal points
of infection. A hundred cases would

become a thousand in a week. A
thousand would grow to a hundred
tnousand in 2 month.

The United States would be visited
by a plague as ravaging as those of
the Middle Ages, when the mournful
bells of the corpse gatherer's wagons
tolled through the midnight streets of
London, Paris, Berlin, and Vienna.
Worse, the victims of this disease
would be living corpses, waiting for
the rehef of slow death, medxcal aci-

But there WES more even than this.
The whisper of a hideous suspicicn
had brought Agent “X"” through the
quarantine lines to risk death itself.
An intimation of something as terri-
ble as the spread of the malady had
caused him to wire his intentions to
a high official in Washington kmown
in the secret files ag “K9."

For behind the spread of the sleep-
ing sickness Agent “X" had traced
the dim outline of a crime pattern al-
most too startling to be believed.

HE newspapers had stated sin:-

ply that escaped gorillas hzd
started the epidemic. But Agent “X,”
reading and rereading the published
facts, had felt uneasy questions grov-
ing in his mind. Why was it that th=2
great apes were seen solely at night?”
Why had only one of them actually
been shot? And why was it that Bran-
ford's richest citizens had first been
afBicted with the disease?

These items pieced together had
nourished the dark suspicion in Agent
“X's” mind. These were the inde-
cipherable riddles that had brought
him to Branford in search of answers.

Fear lgy like & pall around him in
the quiet, deserted streets. He drove
his ear slowly, eyes glowingly alert.
As he approached the city’s main
square, a weird illumination whitened

the sky ahead.
‘beams of -

questing
dozens of searchlights mounted on
emergency fire and palice trucks filled
the ajr, They were probing through
the vegetation of the square, playing
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over tree trunks and branches, reach-
ing along the faces of buildings, Be-
hind the searchlights, grim-eyed men
held riles ready. The hunt for the es-
caped gorillas was on, as it had been
for many nights past.

Explanations of the apes’ mysteri-

ous disappearance had been put for-:

ward. Some said they had fled to the
sewers for hiding. Others said they
had found refuge in some deserted
building. Still others claimed some
madman had given the great beasts

SECRET AGENT “X"

It was this that appealed most to
Agent “X."” Doctor Traub and the in-
stitute could wait. Horror at the in-
visible invasion of a dread disease,
sympathy for the victims, made him
crave direct action.

He swung away from the square.
The first and only gorilla to be caught
had been shot at that gpot. It seemed
to “X” that the battery of search-
lights would keep the others away. A
gnawing suspicion in his mind made
him seek the section where the city's

“RArdorage.

Yet, wherever they stayed in day-

light, they were still appearing unex-
pectedly at night. And those who met

them and were 3cratched or bitten

came down with the dread disease.
Not only this; mosquitoes, it was now
claimed. inoculated with virua from
hiting human hosts, were also spread-
ing the malady. Thus the threat grew
Lourly worse. And it was into this
living hell that Agent “X” had volun-
tarily come,

Here in Branford, following his
policy of helping men and women to
live in peace and happiness, he was
prepared to face what might be the
greatest crime riddle of his career.
Disguised as Julius Smith of the U. S.
Public Health Service he hoped to un-
earth hitherto unknown facts.

A police car stopped him at the
2dge of the square. His credentials
were looked at again. Then he was al-
Iowed to proceed. There were three
immediate courses open to him. He
couid go to the office of Doctor Traub,
Dranford’s commissioner of health,
and present his papers. From Traub
t= would learn all the latest details.
12 couid go to Drexel Institute and
l:arn the circumstances surrounding
tne gotillas' escape. Or he could take
part in the search for the goriilas
themselves in these first hours of
carkness when the apes appeared to

rich dwelt.

He drove swiftly along a wide ave-
nue, passing only a few other cars,
These were police eruisers, or those of.
doctors marked with green croases.
The night seemed to hold menace and
mystery. The spectre of death still
hovered above Bramford. A dank
miaama of evil seemed to rise from
the lawns and grass plota.

Over his face and hands Agent “X”
rubbed a special solution which would
keep away mosquitoes and night-
flying insects.

E came at last to & street of
stately, high-walled mansions.
In front of them flowed the river.
Beyemd, on the opposite shore, burned
the campfires of National Guardsmen,
stationed there to see that even
wealthy citizens of the town did net
try to escape. A millionalre’s launch
had been surprised and riddled a few
nights before, and its owner killed. A
trooper caught accepting & five-thou-
sand-dollar bribe to let a wealthy mer-
chant through the quarantine lines
had been summarily court-martialed.
Agent “X" parked his car and
prowled ahead on foot. The silence
and loneliness of the city were more
apparent than ever pow. Lighta
showed in the houses ahead, but the
citizens had barricaded themselves 23
for a siege. Windows were clogsed;

e Tiost active, In hiding anparently

during the day, it was just after
nightfall that they went abroad in
quest of food.

many blinds were drawn. Sounds of

human habitation were few.
Somewhere a dog barked, “X”

could hear the faint voices of the
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gnardsmen across the river. The
night air was still. He moved across
quiet lawns, still as a wraith, alert
as an Indian. In his clothing he car-
rizd some of the strange offensive
and defensive weapons that had be-
come & part of his equipment. If he
saw a gorilla he was prepared.
Twenty minutes passed; a half-
hour; three-quarters—and nothing
happened The menncmg sllence of

> - by
that he could not p]ace H.IS nerves
were on edge, The blood in his veins
tingled,

Ahead of him now was the Gar-
wick mansion, a huge yellow brick
house of Fremnch colonial style, sur-
rounded by wide lawns. Victor Gar-
wick was one of Branford's leading
citizens.

As “X” approached. the house, fol-
lowing the secret hunch that had
brought him to Branford, there came
the sudden sound of a high-pitched
human cry.

It was somewhere at the other side
of the big house, and it electrified the
Agent into swift action. He heard the
crashing, rending noise of breaking
glass—then thai terrible cry again.
When he bounded around the build-
ing on the velvet-smooth lawn among
flower beds and ornamentsal shrubs,
he saw a leaping shadow in the
blackness ahead. It was no more than
a flashing blur of darkness, blotting
out for an instant the glint of the
river water,

He gave pursuit, grasping the
small gas pistol that was one of his
weapons. But the shadow had disap-
peared. He did not waste time search-
ing. If what he feared had happened,
it was more important to get into the
house.

IGHTS were b]azmg in Tear win-

volces. some one moamng 'hystenc—
ally. He ran around to the front door,
knocked loudly. When a frightened
servant opened it, he heard some one
talking excitedly on the telephone.

The servant seemed dazed. He
stared at Agent “X” with dark, un-
seeing eyes. His face was dough-
colored.

“I was passing,” said “X.” “T heard
a scream. What's happened? I am
Doctor Smi

The servant stood humbly, did not
answer; but a terrified looking wom-
an came running toward him.

"You are a doctor. you say" Come

pened' One of those apes—"

She did not finish. Her voice broke
in a frightened sob. Agent “X” strode
after her. A big man stood in the

room they entered, staring help-
lessly at a young man who was lean-
ing against a chair, holding his arm.
The young man's face was ashen. He
looked at Agent “X” with fear-glazed
eyes. The woman seized the big man’s
arm, )

“A doctor, Victor! Perhaps he can
do something. Perhaps it isn't—too
late!”

Victor Garwick spoke quickly to
“X,” neglecting even to introduce
himself.

“My son was attacked just now! A
gorilla broke into the house. If you
are a doctor, for God’s sake do some-
thing before—"

“My medicine case,” said Agent
“X." *I left it behind me in the car.”

A groan came from Garwick’s lips.
The woman spoke tremblingly.

“Doctor Allen will come anyway,
Victor—'

“I'll see what I can do,” said “X.”

The younger man, Victor Gar-
wick’s son apparently, seemed too
paralyzed for speech. His father bab-
bled on:

“The ape raised the window. Dave
found him here We scared the beast

: ofare ] bitten
Dave l"

*Let me see your arm,” said Agent
“X.” His tone was profm:onal He
had studied medicine along with
many other sciences. He could do as
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much as any physitian in Branford to
check the inroad of encephalitis.®
David Garwick rolled up his sleeve
and displayed the livid flesh wound on
his arm. With a8 sudden sharp ex-
clamation, “X” drew the boy nearer
a bridge lamp. His eyes began to burn
with a strangely intent light. He
gazed for seconds at the marks on the
young man’s arm, then took a small
measuring device from his pocket, He
bent down, went over the tooth marks
with minute scrutiny. Then he

SECRET AGENT “X” -~

“You mean that David will come
down with sleeping sickmess?’

Her agonized voice touched “X's”
heart, She was a mother——and her
only son had come under the shadow
of the dread epidemic. His voice was
husky as he aaid:

“Doctors are working now to find a
serum. The Public Health Service is
at work—" ]

*At work!” Mrs. Garwick’s eyes
glazed. “They had those horrible apes

oW

“straightened abruptly.

He did not betray his sudden, vio-
lent excitement to the boy or his par-
ents, but he was tingling. Cleverly
simulated as these marks were, they
did not fool Agent “X.” Fang marks
he had seen many times before. And
these were not the abrasions of an
animal's incisors. They were wounds
made by some double-pronged injec-
tion _ins
evidence of the black shadow of crime
that he had already guessed at.

CHAPTER II
Hamry MENACE

{1 OU actually saw the gorilla?”’
Agent “X asked the boy
sharply.

“Yes—and dad saw it, too.” David
Garwick glanced toward his father,
who nodded swiftly.

Myrs. Garwick touched “X's” arm,
raised worried, appealing eyes.

“What is it " she demanded. “Why
don’t you do something. doctor?”

Agent “X” said quietly.

“You zay your own doctor is on tha
way here. It wiil be better for him to

take the case. He undoubtadly knows:

vour 39n’s constitution—which is an
important factor in treating the dis-
ease."”

The womar's

fingars tightened on
his arm.

ALTRORS NOTE: Before leaving for Branford
. thoroaghness.

facts. inctluding the .udies of the disznse made by the
Publie Health Deportment itself ia 1933,

cape. If my son comes down with the
disease—they are to blame!”

Victor Garwick ecried harshly,
“And I was asked to contribute! I

‘helped them financially ! I wish now I

hadn't!”

*The whole city blames the doctors
at Drexel for what has happened,”
said Mrs. Garwick. “They shouldn't
have let those apes get out!”

He could not blame the stricken par-
ents for being prejudiced. He turned
from them to the boy.

“Do whatever your own doctor
says,” he told him. ‘“Keep cheerful
and everything will turn out 0.K.”

“You think then that I will coma
down with—"

David Garwick's quivering lips
could not frame the dread word.
Agent “X" was silent. His discovery
that the disease was being spread. in
some cases at least, by injectionm,
drove all doubt from his mind. David
Garwick had been inoculated with
the germs. His boyish face would be-
fore long set in the terrible contours
of rigidity—the Parkinsonian Mask.

Two weeks was the usual incuba-
tion period; but the germs of this
dread epidemic seemed to be unusua!l-
Iy virulent. In a matter of days or
even hours David Garwick would feel
the clutch of those silent microbe in-
andans.
horrible listlessness from which he
might never be aroused.

Agent “X” was filled with deep,
silent fury—fury against the in-
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human fiends who were responsible
for this.

“You'll come through all right,” he
aaiq huskjly, He wished he could feel
the confidence he tried to put inte
his voice. “I'm going directly to the
institute,” be said. "] understand they
are working night and day there, try-
ng to develop a8 serum, Your own
‘!l:::eﬂy doctor will do all that can be
The lmsxnrd eyes ot the Gamdm

blms aervant in the hnll\vay. went out
into the night., A few hundred feet
from the gate a green-crossed car
roared past him and into the Gar-
wicks’ drive. Apparently their family
doctor had arrived. “X” hoped he
would be able to bolater up their
morale for the ordeal to come.

E strode swiftly to his own car,

climbed in, and retraced his
route back along the avenue. His dis-
guised fentures were set as he drove
through the gloom. Fury had become
a white-hot resolve to fight this hide-
oona evil, For a moment, Agent “X"”
Fressed a hand to his side where an
old scar, received on a battlefreld in
France, gave him a momentary
twinge of pain. Excitement some-
times made th¢ wound throb as
though the piece of shrapnel that had
caused it were freshly imbedded,

It seemed the sign and symbol of
the Agent's amazing courage. For the
scar had drawn the flesh inta the sem-
blance of a crude “X.” Years ago,
rhysicians had predicted that it
might eause hia death; but his ex-
‘raordinary vitality and indomitable
will had cheated the Grim Reaper.
e scar remained as an ever-present
reminder of death—but death was no

Jnger feared by Secret Agent “X.”
e had come to grips with it too
citen. His only fear was ever that
eath might overta
strange hazardous work was donpe.
With horror hovering like a dreadful
chadow over a whole great com-
munity, the “Man of a Thousand

Faces” raust fight as never before.
And, with death on all sides of bim,
he must hold death at bay.

He sped down the street toward
Drexel Institute, The massive white
stone building was set on a slight hill
surrounded by spacious grounds. It
was a temple of science upan which
its founder, Alfred Drexel, had lav-
ished millions until the stock market
crash of '29 had wiped out his for.
tnne

its mndeur, pmdo)dcally bezmng
the name of a ruined man. It had
sucked up the greatest proportion of
Drexel’s wealth and energy. Drexel,
still a resident of Branford, had had
to sell his own huge estate. He lived
in modest apartments in the very
shadow of the huge institution he had
created.

What an ironic blow that the citi-
zens of Branford had turned bitterly
against the very thing that had been
their chief cause for civic pride. The
worda of Mr. and Mrs. Garwick had
shown that feeling against the insti-
tute ran high. Thia was proved too by
the presence of an extra armed guard
of police around the grounds.

They stopped “X” at the gate. His
papers were examined before he was
allowed to drive in. An armed insti-
tute guard asked for his credentials
again at the deor. Then he was shown
into the building and taken to the of-
fice of the director, Doctor Gollomb.

A round-faced, shrewd-eyed man,
with the high forehead of a scholar,
Gollomb gave him a brusque welcome.
Worry had deeply lined the director’s
face. His fingers kept up a restless
tattoo on his desk.

“I've had oniy four hours sleep &
night cince this epidemic started,
Doctor Smith,” he said. “We're still
koping to find a serum—bu with the

t ifficult. What

the people don’t understand is that
the development of serum therapy re-
quires time and patience. I'm helpless.

Not only my apes are gone~but one
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of my best men has disappeared as
well.” _

Agent “X” leaned forward. Tense
interest brightened his eyes.

“Who is that, doctor?”

“Just a student here—a young man
named Hornaday. He's a strange,
moody chap, but close to being a gen-
jus. When he worked at all he had the
patience of Job. With an ultra-micro-
scope and a filter using pdlarized light
he thought he had isolated the en-
cephalitis germ. We .were counting
heavilyon S =
ing on a new kind of serum—a radi-
cal method of treatment consisting of

bacteriophage that would kill the-

virus-producing organisms.”

ECRET AGENT “X" started.

Doctor Gollomb’s words told him
that the student Hornaday had ap-
parently been on the right track.®

“How do you account for Horna-
day’s disappearance?”’ he asked sud-
denly.

Doctor Gollomb leaned forward,
tapped “X's” arm. “He wandered
away once before, I've said Hornaday
was moody, He was the type who
would submit to no discipline or re-
striction. When the wanderlust struck
him he would drop everything and go.
That's the simple explanation.”

“You’ve made no mention of this to
the police or the public?”

“The police—no! Why shnuld I[? 1
kept it from the papers purposely.
They'd be sure to circulate wild
stories. I don't want any more scandal
attached to the institute! It's had
enough as it {s!”

Doctor Gollomb paused. A troubled”

frown wrinkled This forehead.
“There's only one thing that puzzles
me.” he continued slowly. “And it is
another reason for keeping silent on
the question of Horhaday’s—ah—
voluntary vacation. He took all his
—SAUTHOR'S NOTE: Ageai "X.® a sabarriber s &

of dlcal bad fellowrd with (nlersst
the work of Dectors Tahahaski and Rawlins of the
University of Califermia, whe demenstrsted by pelac-
ised l'l.‘lh-l that the Aiterable viruses are shaped like

tiny The work of Prefeme Bre y
bacteriophages was slos Cammiline to u-l"nbﬂlmn in

SECRET AGENT “X”

zn_)te[s and some of his equipment with
im!”

“That's incredible!” snapped the
Agent.

“Yes! And if he reads reports of
this epidemic and doesn’t come back
when we need him so desperately I
shall never forgive him,” said Doctor
Gollomb, “Brilliant as he is, I'll see
him expelled from the institute!”

The director's eyes snapped with
anger, But Agent “X's” glowed for
a different reason. Drexel’s most bril-

§ MiSsing
—staying away at a time like this.
Bhe Agent shot another question:

“Just when did he leave—before
or after the gorillas escaped?”

“About a week before, doctor-—but
if you're trying to insinuate anything,
it's preposterous!”

“X"” raised a hand. “I'm trying to
insinuate nothing. I just wish we
could locate Hornaday. He might"be
most—useful.”

“] agree with you, Smith. But we
have other brilliant men here and I've
sent for Doctor John Vaughton, the
English expert on sleeping sickness.
If only we had some of the gorillas!
Even one would help. I am hoping
hourly that a capture will be made.
I've instructed the health commis-
sioner and the police to do all in their
power to bring the animals back
alive.”

“Rather a difficult feat.” said “X*
dryly, '3ince the gorillas’ claws and
teeth are impregnated with disease
germs. It i3 doubtful if the police will
feel as idealistic about it as you sci-
entists.”

“Doctor Traub, our health commis-
sioner, has the welfare of the com-
munity at heart,” said Gollomb.

Agent “X" roge. “I'd like to take a
look around the institute, Goliomb.”

The director nodded. “I’ll show you

over the place myself.”

E showed “X” the steel cages
from which the gorillas had es-/
caped. The explanation of how the
animals had got out was simple. One
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had contrived to break the lock on his
door. Naturally imitative, he had
opened the doors of the others from
the outside as he had seen their at-
tendant do. Then a window had been
raised and the band of huge jungle
creatures had trooped out into the
night.

“A late spring freeze-up had made
the ground hard,” explained Gollomb,
“but there was no snow. That pre-
vented us from tracking them down.”

teriological room with its glittering
microscopes, centriphages, incubators
and cultures; the vast chemistry de-
partment under the charge of Doctor
Ritchie,

the Institute’s treasurer.

There was a physics department, an-
other devoted to biology.

Agent “X” met the staff, too—or
those of them doing night work.
These were principally in the depart-
ments of medicine, chemistry, and
biology, co-operating now in an ef-
fort to combat the ghastly epidemic.

It was after nine when the Agent

. left. He went directly from the insti-

‘tute to eity hall to see Doctor Traub,
Branford's health commissioner. But
the commissioner was not in his of-_
fice. A weary-eyed secretary told X"
that he was supervising sanitary pre-
cautions in distant parts of the city,
and might not be back until midnight.
Since the spread of the sleeping sick-
ness he had given up all semblance of
regular hours. .

A3 he went down the steps of the
city hall to his roadster, “X"" decided
again to take an active part in the
gorilla hunt. It might be three hours
before he could see Traub.

“Hale! What's
your bulnu.
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His pulses quickened as he slid be-
Lind the wheel. He had a dual reason
for wanting $o capture one of the
Fairy beasts that menaced Branford.

He must if possible gain concrete
proof that the animals were being
trained to carry and use an injection
device leaving a mark like teeth. His
brain hammered at the problem of
why such a device should he used,
since the beasts’ claws and teeth car-
ried the imfection—but that must
wait until he had proof that ng
wae actually being dome. That the
apes could be trained to use such an
injector was a startling but not ut-
terly fantastic idea.*

He must also, somehow, capture

cne of the animals alive and take it -

back to the institute. The lack of
adequate media for experimentation
was crippling the work of those at
the institute. Some sort of serum,
made from the spinal fluid of one of
the apes, on the order of rabies serum,
might save hundreds of lives,

*X" guided the powerful roadster
through Branford’s business section
«nd headed for the suburbs., He felt
he was better fitted than the police to
make a live capture. The police were
armed with death-dealing automatics,
machine and riot guns. “X” had his

ingenious gas pistol.' At short range .

it would knock out an ape as well as
a man. That was the weapon he in-
tended to use.

His eyes gleamed with excitement
a3 he approached the vicinity of the
Garwick mapsion agein. This open
section with its lawns and wooded
patches seemed the logical place for
the apes to prowl. And he was defi-
nitely sure now that the rich of Bran-
rord were being preyed upon.

Accident alone had caused the dis-
ease to spread to the poorer sections;
even the most cunning criminal mind

laden mogquitoes,

'AL‘I'I!O!'! NOTE: Agumt "!' was aware that the
. work we 10 be as dacile
\h and te lin Im- commands, Anthre-

—lu of i1he larger type, gorillas. chimpeneers

erang-cotangs paverss slmart Auman intellixence.

SECRET AGENT “X”

He passed other cars filled with
men hunting the apes. These he
avoided, and parked at last in a dark
side atreet. Unseen, silent, he struck
off across the wide lJawn of a big house
that was tightly shuttered.

“X" slipped a asquare of black
cloth gver his face. He remem-
hered that gorillas were supposed to
be able to see in the dark, With his
gas gun in one hand, a concentrating
r
across many lawnas,

Once a night watchman hailed him.
Agent “X” retreated swiftly into a
clump of shrubbery, half expecting to
hear a charge of buckshot whistle by.
But be saw the watchman turn and
dash into the house. “X” moved
quickly on to a section several blocks
away.

A moment later two police cars
flashed by. They had, “X' assumed,
come in response to the watchman’s
telephone call. He turned his back to
them, continued his own lone way.
Fighting single-handed, he had been
able to achieve some brilliant results
in his warfare on human menaces to
society. Tonight he was pitting his
trained alertness against the instinc-
tive eunning of animals.

At the rear of a group of rich men's
estates “X” paused and tensed. Had
something moved, gver by the low
wall that separated one lawn from
another? He strained his eyes, Yes
—there it was! An instant’s glimpse
of 2 dark silhouette against the star-
studded sky.

He crouched low to the ground to
get @ better view. The silhouette
showed again, an ungainly blob on the
top of the wazll. Then the Agent’s
heart raced. For his straining eyes
made out a massive, furry head.

. He gripped his gas pistol more

e dark

lot against the sky had disappeared.

Had it gone over the wall? Was it

coming stealthily his way? Agent

“X" was not sure, but cautiously he
moved on.
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Close to the wall, at a point fifty . the great ape, or the aslow death of
feet below the spot where he had seen sleeping sickness. For “X" had
the moving shadow, he crouched glimpsed the gleam of metal in the an-
again. Nothing was in sight. No faint- thropoid’s powerful paw.
est sound broke the peaceful stillneas His own hand vised over the crea-
of the night. And yet he was positive ture’s wrist, warding off the deadly
he had not been mistaken. Prickles prongs of the germ-laden injector.
raced along his skin. Alone in the The merest scrape of it against him,
blackness, he was close on the trail of the merest skin abrasion—and all the
one of the great, germ-spreading lknowledge of present-day science
apes, Horror was somewhere ahead of could not save him from the slow ad-
him, watching him perhaps, waiting vance of the encephalitis bacilli, His

ea , £00, would set inexorably in

He moved catlike along the ground
parallel with the wall. He was slowly
approaching the spot where he had
glimpsed the ominous shape.

He felt certain now, that it had
been going over the wall when he saw
it. Yet he had no proof of that. A
windbreak of low evergreens made &
dark line twenty feet from the wall,

the rigidity of the ghastly Parkinson-
ian Mask

The creature’s repulsive breath
fanned bis face. Dimly he saw the
glitter of eyes deep-sunken in ity mas-
sive, hideous head. “X"” lurched aide-
wise, threw the ape off balance. They
crashed to the hard ground in what
seemed a death grip.

The creature might have slipped into Would the gorilla, frustrated in the

“Fhem. The Agent waited, ears attuned

to the infinitesimal sounds of night.
The creature must not get away.
Luck had played into his hands.

Lightly, silently, he placed his feet
on the top of the wall, tensed for the
spring over. Then grass blades
rustled behind him. Out of the black-
ness, from the direction of the ever-
greens, 8 huge furry shape hurtled
at him.

The Agent sensed, rather than saw
it. But the spruces made a back-
ground as black as jet. He raised his
gas gun, fired: and knew instantly
that his aim had beer poor.

For a snarl came from the dark-
ness slightly to his left. And before
he could swing the gun agsin a heavy
paw descended on his arm with para-
Iyzing force, and the weapon was
knocked from his fingers.

CHAPTER III
“ARREST THAT MAN!"

use of the man.made injector, resort
to tooth and claw? That possibility
made “X” battle with frenzied force.
The lives of hundreds, perhaps thou-
sands, were linked up with his lonely
struggle against horrible death.

He panted, jerked sn arm free,
lashed out with clenched fist. The
hairy creature grunted, seemed dazed
for a moment, Then, with a guttural
snarl, it tried to pin Agent “X” to
the ground. For a moment, “X" was
underneath. For a moment his grasp
of the creature’s wrist, the wrist
that held that terrible metal injector,
weakened.

The hairy coat of this inhuman
monster made it hard for “X" ¢o re-
tain his grasp. But he knew a dozen
tricks of leverage. He knew how to
make use of his own strength and
weight. He heaved upward, pushed
back, toppled the creature off him,
still retaining his grip on its arm.

The Agent's pulses were hammer-

IjﬁWERFUL hairy arms enveloped
the Agent's body in a smothering

embrace. In that instant he felt him-
self in the very shadow of death—
either instant death at the hands of

There was that in this ape's actions
that purzled him—caused 2 dark, in-
credible suspicion to leap into his
mind, But it was no more than a sus-
picion. There was no proof yet. There
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could be no proof unless he captured
this fighting fury which sought to
conquer him.

He tried to get his free fingers

around the creature’s throat, But the

ape struck “X” an agonizing blow in
the side with upthrust knee. The full
force of it landed on that puckered
X-shaped scar close to the Agent's
heart. Pain from the old wound blos-
somed into life, gripped Agent “_X"

SECRET AGENT “X"

back to the spot where he had parked
his car. He drove toward the health
commissioper’s office. As he neared,
the Agent tensed. The fear-inspired
quiet of Branford's streets was
broken now, and in its stead sounded
the clamor of an angry mob.
Torches made lurid light along the
block. Swarming hundreds had gath-
ered before the city hall. In their
mxdst a soap-box orator was shout-

agony.

And in that moment, unable to
move or breathe, his fingers on the
great furred paw relaxed. The thing
sprang away into the darkness, raced
across the black lawn toward the
spruce trees and disappeared behind
them.

Panting, the sweat of pain cold on
his forehead. “X" rose to his feet,
By sheer will power he conquered
that wrenching agony in his side. He
dropped to hands and knees, groping
for his gas gun. He found it, and a
moment later his left hand encoun-
tered the cold eylinder of his flash-
light. But the other thing he sought
—the metal, tooth-shaped injection
device, which he had hoped the furred
nmonster had dropped. was nowhere to
he found.

OR another hour, grim-eyed, he
4’ hunted dark lawns and streets. He
had kent the sinister germs of en-
cephalitis from entering his blood, but
he had lc:t in his first real encounter
with this mysterious hairy emissary
of microbe death.

It secemed that his battle with the
{urred creature had driven it and
*he others off for good that night.
Agert “X” wished pow that he had
cerme armed with a real bullet-
shooting gun as well as hls gas pis-

tcl.”

ugly pockmnrked face. there was a
kind of twisted intelligence in the
man’s features. Fanaticiem fed the
smoldering gleam in his eyes, His
voice rose with a harsh note of pas-
sion:

“Are we to stand like dumb beasts
doing nothing while disease spreads
among us and devours our children?
These clever ‘priests of science’—
what are they? Fools! And you are
fools to look to them for help. Who
loosed the scourge among us? They
did—and they must be punished! But
we must be allowed to leave the city
before it is too late!”

“X" shouldered his way through
the muttering crowd. He strode up the
steps of city ball. The voice of the
radical fanatic screeched after him.

“Look—there goes another doctor!
What good are these medical men in
a time of need? They are fools, fools,
fools !

The crowd took up the cry. Jeers
and catealls followed “X.”

A knot of policemen barred his
way, nervously watching the angry
mob. “X's” credentials as Doctor Jul-
ius Smith admitted him. He found
that the commissioner of health had
returned. The commissioner was in
his office in conference with one of
Branford’s harassed physicians, but
he granted “X” an immediate inter-
view.

It wasz after eleven when]e got

" *AUTHOR'S NOTE: Becsuss the Secret Agent’s
policy is te irap c¢riminals by hl- wit, and
marterly shility st disewise, he set perwrully
Lorey letha) weapens. He Waves killing to the -un
and ta crede investigatars ol crime Whew offendive
and defensive technique Bas met beem so bighiy pare
fected a9 his own,

Traub was & ponderously bt
man of the politician type. Small,
shrewd eyes gleamed in his florid
face. “X” introduced himself and
Traub gestured with a fat hand to-
ward the man beside him.
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“This is Doctor Roeber. He's
handling some of the worst cases of
sleeping sickness in the town. He was
telling me about 'em.”

“X"” nodded to Roeber, a forceful-
looking rman whose manner held re-
serve and dignity. Traub's exact oppo-
site in type. Then the Secret Agent
looked up and caught the commis-
sioner staring at him in sharp specu-
lation. “X” had a momentary qualm.
Traub was no fool. Was it possible
he knew there was no D j
Smith in the Public Health Service?
Branford's commissioner spoke
heavily.

“Your credentials, if you don't
mind, doc. In times like these the city
is full of fakers. We've had to arrest
a dozen quacks who risked disease in
their efforts to gyp some of our citi-
zens.”

“ * handed the commissioner his
papers. Traub studied them,
chewing on his unlighted cigar. He
nodded, handed the papers back,
tipped his cigar ceilingward at a
belligerent angle.
“Well, doc—I suppose the Govern-
ment is going to take a hand and fix
things up in a big way.”

There was a thinly veiled sneer in ..

Traub's voice. He apparently resented
outside interference even in this
emergency. He thrust a fat finger to-
ward “X.”

“We're doing evervthing that can
be done now. This thing will have to
run its course like other epidemies.
Qur doctors and health department
officials are working day and night. 1
hope when you go back to Washing-
ton you'll give us credit.”

“X" started to answer, cocked his
head and listened. The cries of the
mob outside were like the tar of an
angry sea a8 the orator whipped his

listeners to an emotional pitch. Agent
the -divecti P

LX". nodded 4
street,

‘“How are you going to deal with
that?* he asked. “Mob violence can’t
be ignored, Traub.”

21

“Oh, that’s that red, Vronsky,” the
commissioner grunted angrily. “He's
a trouble-maker. We tried to arrest
him a week ago—and the city em-
ployees threatened a general strike if
we did. We've been forced to combat
his crazy speeciies with counterpropa-
ganda. I've got something to quiet
them now.”

v The fat commiasioner leaned for-

ward, his voice sinking to a confiden-
tial whisper. He winked at Doctor

“You've heard of Doctor Vaughton,

Smith

The Secret Agent nodded. “You
mean John Vaughton—the expert on
African sleeping sickness?”

“Exactly—and he's in this country
now. Arrived yesterday. He's due to
be in Branford tomorrow. Doc Gol-
lomb of Drexel Institute radioed him.
We're releasing the news through the
press right now. It will be spread
acroas the front pages of the early
morning editions. That ought to quiet
the people.”

“He has a cure then?”

Traub’s eyes became the shrewd
eyey of a politician.

*“No—but the people think he has.
They don't know the difference be-
tween encephalitis and the African
disease caused by the bite of the tsetsa
f.v. They think a germ and a trypano-
some are one and the same. They
didn’t go to medical school like I did
and get educated.

*“We've got to quiet them somehow.
We're letting them think that Doctor
Vaughton is a wizard. We're telling
‘'em everything will be jake when he
arrives, He'll be met at the station to-
morrow with a brass band and every-

- thing, like a hero. He's admitted to

Gollomb he don’t think he can do any-
thing for this kind of sleeping sick-
ness—hut I wired him to keep still

-about that. The citizens of this city
~—hgveFot 1o think Fé's a big medi

cine
man,-1f they don’t we're gonna have
riots and hell to pay.”
Commissioner Traub rose ponder-
ously, waving his cigar. “I can spill
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some mean oratory myself. Watch me

settle those mugs out there right.

now.”

RAUB went to the steps of the

¢ity hall, and Agent “X"” followed,
keeping in the background. The com-
missioner’s big voice boomed com-
mandingly above Vronsky’s hoarse,
impaasioned shouts. The cries of the
mob stilled.

“Go_back to your homes, folks,”
reared Traub, waving Hhis
“We've got a doc lined up now who'll
knock this epidemic for a goal.
Vaughton’s his name—the biggest
sleeping sicknesas shark in the world.
1Vhat he don’t know you could scratch

on the hack of a postage stamp. He's -

eoming to Branford tomorrow. He's
got serum with him that will make
every germ in this city high-tail for
eover!"

Some one in the crowd cheered.
Another voice took it up. The tense,
fear-strained faces of those in the
mob broke into smiles. Here was good
news at last. The angrv cries of
Vronsky, the radical, were drowned
cut. His fiery worda no longer had
the power to sway the mob. One by
cne men left to go to their homes and
spread the good word.

“Poor saps ! said the commissioner
frem his lofty pinnacle of knowledge.
He waved Agent "“X"” back to his of-
Yice with a satisfied smile.

“X'" felt scorn for the man’s tac-
tics. Here was the action of a cheap
politician, not the lofty idealism of
medicine, which Traub was supposed
to unhold. Yet there was some justi-
fication for his act. Something had
to be done to quiet the people. Fren-

zied mobs and strikes inside the-

quarantined city would only add to
the horror. It was Trauh's manner,
rather than his actual hoa_xing, that

missioner’s office, “X’s” eyes betrayed
some of the contempt he felt. Traub
seemed to sense it.

“You high-falutin’ birds from
Washington are all right in the lzb-
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oratory, maybe,” Traub said, “but
you don't know anything about
handling folks. Another of you Publie
Health Service men was here last
week— By the way, be didn't say

-nothin’ about you coming. How was

that?”

The beginnings of suspicion glinted
in Traub’s small eyes. “X" answered
quietly, though his nerves were taut.
Traub, accustomed to associating
with shady politicians, was not an
easy man to fool. j

“I agked permission to come on my
own hook,” the Agent ssid. *“The
Government is worried about this epi-
demic. If it should spread elze-
where—"

Traub's cigar tilted aggressively
again. “It won't! We're gettin’ rid
of the mosquitoes. I got men pouring
oil on every pond and puddle in the
city limits. The police will locate
those escaped apes and put ‘em out of
business.”

“Some of them should be caught
alive and taken back to the institute,”
said “X.” “Doctor Gollomb is handi-
capped by lack of material to work
with,”

“Yeah,” jeered Traub. “We'll put
salt on those monkeys’ tails and just
jead ’em back on a string. I've told
Gollomb if he wants the apes alive he
can go out and get 'emn himself with
some of those science sharks of his.
My men have got orders to shoot ’em
on sight ™

“X" nodded, and rose. He saw that
there were warring elements here.
Traub on one side. Gollomb on the
other. And the angry populace ready
te rise up in rebellion. They were &l
sitting on a powder keg with the con-
stant menace of the terrible disease
overshadowing everything.

'E went to Rranford’s main hotel,
checked in as Junlius Smith, e=-
tablishing headquarters where Traub
and the ipstitute could reach him.
Then he drove blocks away and, un-
der ancther name, rented a cheap
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furnished room. Here he deposited
his make-up materials and other
strange paraphernalia. There was no
telling when a quick change of dis-
guise might be necessary.

There were several people he
wanted to investigate. Vronsky, the
radical agitator, was one. Drexel,
founder of the institute, whose for-
tune had been wiped out, was another.
It was the Secret Agent's policy to
pursue every possible angle of inves-
Tigation until he had a complete pic-
ture of a case. He had established to
his own satisfaction that there was
a human agency behind the spread of
the dread disease. Who was it?

Shortly after midnight he returned
to his hotel again. A grim-faced dep-
utation met him in the lobby. Traub
headed the group. His small eyes
smoldered, the stump of a fat cigar
projected from his thick lipa. Two
uniformed men were at his side; an-
other in plain clothes, who had, to
“X'q” experienced gaze, the look of
a detective.

The Agent’s pulses hammered. A
sudden ominous silence had fallen at
his entrance. Then Traub spoke with
oily ponderousness.

“Let’s see those papers of yours
again, doc.”

Agent “X” handed his credentials
over, eyes flicking with steely alert-
ness from one to another of the men.
Traub passed the papers to the plain-
clothes man.

“There you are, chief” he said
with heavy smugness, “They must be
forged.” He turned to “X,” his face
hard.

“Thig i3 Chief Baxter. I telephoned
Washington long distance, doc. The
jig is up. There ain’t no Julius Smith
in the Public Service line-up. You're
just another damned quack — the
worst of the lot—and you'll caol your

“heels in our jail till the epidemic’s
over. Then they’ll ship you to the
Federal pen for impersonating a Gov-
ernment employee. Arrest him,
chief!”
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CHAPTER IV,
THE LINES OF DEATH

RIMLY the two cops closed in on
Secret Agent “X,” guns drawn.
“We got enough trouble,” continued
Traub harshly, ‘“‘without being pes-
tered by frauds like you. I hope you
get the sleeping sickmess!”

The commissioner touched & match
to the stub of his cigar, puffed furi-
ously, then turned his back
an out.

“Take him down to headquarters,
boys,” asid Chief Baxter. “There’s a
cell waiting.”

For a tense moment the brain of
‘Agent “X” worked desperately. He
had underestimated the suspicious
nature of Branford’s commissioner of
health.

One thing “X” knew—he must not
be locked up. His battle against the
machinations of unseen criminals
must not be stopped. The glow of de-
termination filled his eyes.

One of the cops was going through
his pockets. He found the Agent's

as gun, soarled an oath,

“Heeled, eh? A crook and a lead-
slinger, too!”

The cop's automatic thrust force-
fully inte “X’s” side. “Any funny
business and you'll get a lead pill
yourself,” he blustered. “That’s the
kind of medicine a bird like you
oughta have.”

They led “X" out to the curb where
a police car was waiting. He made
his body tremble as though he were
overcome with nervousness. With one
foot on the police car’s running board
he drew a package of cigarettes from
his pocket. With shaking fingers he
put one to his lips and fished a cigar-
ette lighter from his vest. The cops
stood by impatiently. :

“Get a move on,” said one, “You'll

jug, along with the other quacks
down there.” :

“X" preased the wheel of the light-
er with his thumb. But instead of
touching the flame to the end of his
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cigarette, he moved the lighter sud-
denly in a swift arc. There was &
faint hiss. A jet of acrid vapor
spurted from a small hole in the
lighter’s side. It was concentrated
tear gas under pressure—and it
went directly into the eyes of the two
cops.

One of them made a wild clutch at
“X,” pulled the trigger,of his auto-
matlc But “X" jerked the man’s hand

SECRET AGENT “X”

a tube of pigments. There was no
time for an elaborate disguise now;
but, with so much depending on him,
he could not risk being seen as Doctor
Smith again tonight.

When he emerged from the shad-
ows and crossed the lawn to the next
street, the contours and color of his
face had miraculously changed. He
Was younger now, ruddy-faced. His
mconsplcuous festurea would not

the report sounded The bullet plowed
into the shiny side of the green car.

X" snatched his own gas gun out
of the cop’s pocket. Hurling both po-
licemen away with a sweep of his
arms he leaped into the cruiser. The
cops, utterly blinded and swearing
furiously, made vain attempts to fire
in the right direction.

But, with an expert twist of the
wheel, Agent “X" swung the car
away from the curb and roared down
the block. He pressed the gas button
till the speedometer needle of the
small swift car showed forty—fifty—
gixty-—and the hotel was blocks be-
hind.

Then somewhere ahead a siren
sounded. A telephone call had gone out
from the hotel, of course. Already the
radio patrol had been warned. “X”
switched on the dashboard radio,
Leard the voice of the police an-
niouncer excitedly instructing all cars
to b2 on the lookout for a stolen
cruiser driven by a quack doctor
named Julius Smith.

Instantly Agent “X” drew up be-
side the curb. It was the middle of a
block where shadows lay black. He
leaped out of the cruiser, merged
with the shadows. He strode across a
wide lawn and paused beside a hedge.
There, in the darkness, his quick skill-
ful fingers performed miracles on his

ond tune

He moved boldly along the street
and, a few minutes later, arrived at
his hideout without having been
stopped. Using the key provided him
by his landlady, he went directly to
his furnished room.

He lingered there only long enough
to swiftly pack his suitcase. In ten
minutes he was on the street again,
seeking another hideout in a poorer
section of the city. He hired it under
a new name, and at last felt secure
for the moment. For a short time he
paced the floor of the room in deep
concentration.

HE exposure of Julius Smith was

a blow to his entire plan. It
raised serious difficulties. As Doctor
Smith he had access to the institute.
He could keep abreast of all that went
on in Branford. But now his hands
were tied unless—

Agent “X’s” preoccupied pacing
stopped abruptly as a thought flashed
across his mind. His eyes grew pierc-
ingly bright. To the Man of a Thou-
sand Faces a daring desperate plan
had occurred.

Swiftly he went through his suit-
case, placing in the lining of his coat
any of the equipment he might con-
ceivably need. Then he went forth
into the night again.

He walked without ypausing

The painstaking disguise of Doctor
Smith disappeared. From a hidden in-
ner lining of his coat he took various
small portable make-up devices; a
tube of wvolatile plastic material
which dried on contact with the air,

through the silent streets. Once he
was stopped by an officer who asked
his business. The Agent said he was
an employee on the night shift in the
power bouse, and the officer let him
pass.
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He came at last to a region of rail-
road yards, factories, and merchan-
dise warehouses. Beyond were the
city limits, where grim-faced guards-
men of the quarantine line patrolled.
Agent “X” had no definite plans as
to how he was going to get through;
but get through he must, if the plan
he had conceived was to be put-into
action.

He saw sentries patrolling at the
end of every block. Their bayonets
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Under cover of the gloom, Agent
“X"” strode out into the highway. He
heard the sentries shout; heard an-
swering cries from the highway
guard. An auto’s spotlight came on,
but the Agent was on the other side
of the highway now.

He was certain that he bore ne

germs of encephalitis in his blood.

The furred creature he had fought
had failed to jab the pronged injector
. hi Hi lution bhad

eamed in the light of fires that had
been kindled. Lights had been strung
up at other points. No one could pos-
sibly slip through without being seen.
The sentries had been instructed to
shoot to kill.

But the street with the string of
lights at its end gave “X" his cue. He
ducked through an alley, came back
along the inside of a board fence. Be-
vond was the highway. A camp of
state troopers and police was strung
along for a half mile out or town.

Secret Agent “X” glanced upward,
located the wiring on the emergency
lights. His eves gleamed. Two poles
iad been rigged with wires which
passed down to an underground con-
duit. Pipe covered the wires for a few
feet upward from the earth. Beyond
that they had only their own insula-
tion. It was a short extension line
with an independent fuse.

The Agent took a small pair of nip-
pers from his pocket. They had been
useful in his work before. Now the
fata of a city, perhaps a country,
might hinge upon their effactiveness.

He came around the edge of the
fence, waited till the patrolling senti-
rel’s back was turned, and closed the
rippers over the wire, There was &
groove in the tiny implement, and 3
needle point set in the jaw of the rip-
pers above. The wire fitted into the
groove, and pressure on the handle

Instantly there was a blue spark, &
sizzle of smoke. The overhead lights
winked out—and this particular exit
from the city wag plunged into dark.
ness.

prevented him from being bitten by
any marauding, microbe-laden moa-
quitoes. He could leave Branford with
a clear conscience on that score.

But there was a long journey ahead
of Secret Agent “X.” He must find
some means of locomotion.

CHAPTER V
- THE AGENT GAMBLES

CBEEPING through the darkness
beside the highway, Agent “X
approached the emergency camp of
state police. All those still awake had
run up the highway to help repair
the short-circuited light wire,

new fuse and some fresh bulbs
and the lights would go on again. Un-
less the small puncture in the wire
were discovered there would be mo
proof that it had not been an accident.
“X" had removed the nippers.

His eyes roved quickly, Five trim
motorcycles weve parked on their
metal stands close to some bushes by
the road. Four had police insignia on
them. The fifth was evidently an extra
that had been commandeered foi
service. It was a speedy two-cylinder
Harley-Davidson.

Agent “X”" walked up to it, slid it
off its stand, kicked the stand up.
For a moment he paused. The dark
highway led away from the city on a

engine now would bring a swarm of
police after him. Even. if he -outdis-
tanced them, telephone and telegraph
messages twould flash ahead and he
would be stopped. But if he could get
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away without being seen or heard, the
logs of the motorcycle might not be
discovered until morning. By that
time he wouild be far away.

Holding the machine’s handlebars,
he wheeled it off beside the road. Fifty
feet from the police camp he got into
the leather seat and coasted silently
away into the darkness. The two-
wheeled vehicle picked up speed, slid-
ing under its own momentum like a
silent wraith on its ballbearings.

en the decline i
was a half-mile away from the city
limits.

But still Agent “X"” was cautious.
He wheeled the motorcyele up the next
%111, coasted again to the bottom, and
enly then started the engine, careful
19 keep it muffled.

It bore him away along the dark
road with the apeed of the wind. The
pure night air streaming past his
face was exhilarating after his close
contact with the germ-laden city. He
cpened the gas throttle slowly, bent
forward ovex the handlebars and set-
:led down to his long ride. The blood
tingled in his veins as he swept for-
ward through the night at fifty miles
an hour.*

He took the curves like a racer,
leaning far over; opened up on level
etretches till the two-wheeled machine
beneath him became a thundering
monster of speed and power.

EN dawn came Agent “X”

wvas in New York, his motor-

¢ycle parked in a garage. He did mot

look as though he had spent a sleep-

less might. Dynamic, unconquerable

forces seemed to drive him on. Ilis

€ves were bright, his step quick

There was much to be done within
the next few hours,

The boat bringing John Vaughton,
English authority on sleeping sick-
Tesd, had queRe

dispatels rider had alsp had
wractice
-‘l.w.-uh‘mwnnd
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previous, Vaughton was registered
ina New York hotel. All this “X” had
learned in messages which had flashed
between him and “K 9” in Washing-
ton.

The Agent went quickly to one of
his New York hideouts. When he
came forth again he was well dressed,
with the indefinable air of the pro-
fesaiopal man about him. A card in
his wallet bore the name Warner Bar-
rick, M.D,, of the New York Academy

took out one of many cars he kept on
hand, and drove swiftly to the hotel
where Doctor Vaughton was a guest.

The famous doctor was just finish-
ing breakfast when “X" arrived. A
half-dozen news reporters were in-
terviewing him. In his clipped British
accent, Vaughton offered guarded
opinions on the current sleeping sick-
nese epidemic In America. He was a
white-haired, ruddy-faced Englisk-
man of middle height. Nose glasses
added to his impressive dignity. The
eyes of Agent “X” noted all this in
one swift glance. Then he shouldered
forward to Vaughton’s table.

“Good morning, doctor. I'd like &
word with you if I may.”

Doctor Vaughton glanced at the
card “X"” presented, and nodded.

“What is it, sir?’

“Before you leave for Branford
there are several physiciana of this
¢ity who would like your advice on
an important matter. Would you be
20 kind as to come with me to a cer-
tain elinic™

The Englishman looked at his
watch. “My train leaves in an hour.
There ia little time.”

“I know,” agreed Agent “X.” “But
al) we ask is a few moments.”

Vaughton nodded, got his coat and
hat. “X” guided him out of the hotel
tohis waiting car.

“In unpleasant event that tha"
epidemic in Branford should spread
to this city, doctor, we should like to
make certain preparations. We
thought that your experience in com-
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bating sleeping sickness would make
it possible for you to give us advice
on precautionary measures.”

Doctor Vaughton shook his head
worriedly....

“There is misapprehension in
many--quarters,” hesaid:
has been against the African variety
of the disease—an altogether differ-
ent malady. I tried to meke that clear
to Doctor Gollomb, when he radioed

me to come. I told him I could do
little.”

“You have no serum, then, that
would effect a cure?' “X" asked.

Vaughton spread his hands in a
helpless gesture. “Serum. No! I am
@re ofly in the capacity of investiga-
tor and possible adviser.”.

“X"” nodded. The truth of what
Traub had told him was mow con-
firmed. In combating the inroads of
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encephalitis even the great Doctor
Vaughton would be helpless.

*“X"” was silent until he drew op
before an apartment building.

“This way please, doctor,” he said.

Vaughton looked about him curi-
ously.

“Your clinics here in America are
located differently from ours in Eng-
land,” he smiled.

SECRET AGENT “X”

complish something concrete in his
battle with the hideous human fiends
behind the spread of the disease.
There was less than an hour now be-
fore Vaughton's train would leave.
Never before had the Secret Agent
worked so rapidly on a masterly dis-
guise. Much depended on this dis-
guise. For a few moments he prac-
ticed British speech and characteristic

__The Secret Agent remained silent gestures.®

as he showed Vaughton to an apart-
ment on the fifth floor. He opened &
door, led Vaughton inside. The apart-
ment was empty. It showed no signs
of medical equipment.

“What’'s this?” asked Vaughton
sharply. ‘Do you cal) this a clinic?”

“No, doctor,” Agent “X" said
softly. *“I brought you here under
false pretences. I regret very much
that the step was necessary. You wlll
understand later, perhaps.”

“And what do you intend domg'!"

“This{” said “X" suddenly.

He drew his gas gun from his pock-
¢t and, even before the look of horror
on Vaughton’s face had fully materi-
alized, the Secret Agent fired. The jet
of harmless gas went into Vaughton's
open mouth and nostrils. The great
goctor sank without a groan to the

0OT.

GENT “X” quickly locked the
door of the apartment—which

was one of his secret hideouts. Then
for a moment he looked down at the
unconseious Englishman,’ frowning,
This was the desperate play he had
planned in the dark hours of the
night. It waa daring. Almost it seemed
uncalled for, possibly harmful to tke
interests of the citizens of Branford.
But Agent “X” knew what he was
about. Vaughton, student of the mal-
ady caused by the bite of the Afri-

_disguise of Vaughton,

Then, with delicate instruments, he
made precise measurements of the
contours of Vaughton's face. Satisfied
at last, he set a three-sided mirror on
the bureau, placed a chair before it
and went to work. -

First he removed the brief disguise
of Warner Barrick. This had been
a purely fictitious character which he
had assumed only for the purpose of
leading Vaughbton to the hideout.
Then, for a few moments, Secret
Agent “X's” own features were re-
vealed.

He appeared as he really was—as
not even his few close intimates ever
saw him. The face reflected in the
three-sided mirror seemed boyish at
first glance. But it was a curiously
changeable face. For, as he turned his
head, and tlight fell on it from a new.
angle, maturity and the record of
countless experiences seemed written
there. Here was the dauntless cour-
age of a man still youthful, but with
wisdom and foresight gained in many
strange places of the earth.

His deft fingers began greating the
Carefully
chosen pigments imitated the exact
color of the Englishman's skin. The
volatile materials which were flexible
even when dry built up the contours.
A white toupee came next. Then
Agent “X" lightened the shade of his
irises with an ingenious drug of his

“can tsetse fly had admitted -thathe— 5w mthis—eyes

would be lxttle. if any, help against
the dread encephalitis. Agent “X's”
researches had told him this even be-
fore he had met the masn.

But, disguised as Vaughtom, the
Man of a Thousand Faces could ac-

blue of Vaughton's,
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At the end of fifteen minutes it
seemed as if Vaughton's twin brother
were in that room. Agent “X"” worked
still more swiftly now. He changed
to Vaughton’s clothing, lifting Che
papers from his pocket. Then he took
a slender hypodermic from a small
leather case and injected into the
doctor’s arm a harmless narcotic
which would keep him unconscious
for many hours. He put Vaughton on
a sofa, making him comfortable with

—pillows, apd threw a pket over
hirn, and left the apartment.

Back in Vaughton's hotel, the clerk
hailed him.

“You'd better hurry, doctor, if you
want to catch that train, We took the
liberty of getting your grips all
ready.”

A bell boy with Vaughton's grip
and two suitcases hustled him to the
curb. A spinning taxi took him to the
railroad terminal. And, a moment
later, a distinguished, white-haired
English gentleman settled himself in
a Pullman chair with a sigh of sat-
isfaction. Once again Agent “X" was
started on & journey—a journey that
would carry him back into the City
of Sleeping Death,

CHAPTER VI
'DEATH TO VAUGRTON!

S the train on which Agent “X"
was a passenger pulled slowly
out of the New York termioal an.
other passenger, arriving late, leaped
aboard. This was a blue-eyed, blonde-
haired glrl, her small, fine-featured
face flushed with excitement.
She carried a suitcase in one hand,
a portable typewriter in the other.
Masculine eyes followed admiringly
a3 she hurried glong the car's sway-
ing aisle. Her petite figure was deli-
cately proportioned and the curls e9-
capipg £
hat gleamed like spun gold. She wore
her clothes with an air and she seemed
to radiate youth and vitality.
She passed the white-haired, dis-
tinguished-looking Englishman and
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took a seat fartner along and on the
opposite side of the aisle. As she
moved by him the Englishman gave a
sudden, visible start.

It was the first time in hours that
he had betrayed any emotion. A
strange look flashed in the depths of
his eyes. He stared with wrapt inten-
sity at the piquant profille of the
blonde-haired girl. She turned, as
though sensing eyes upon her. But

slightest flicker of recognition.

A faint gleam of humor appeared
in the eves of the white-haired gen-
tleman. Then it vanished, and was fol-
lowed by a worried frown. What was
this girl’s destination? Was it poasi-
bie that—

For minutes Agent “X"” pondered
the situation behind the mask of his
ruddy-faced disguise, He saw the giri

open a magazine and settle down as

though for a long trip. When the
conductor came down the aisle to take
her ticket, he watched carefully.

The blue uniformed officlal glanced
at the bit of pastebosard in his hand
and shook his head sharply. His face
showed worry as he stooped and spoke
rapidly to the girl. Ageat “X" could
hear a few words.

“No place for you to go—quaran—
tined—better change your mind,
miss.”

The girl’s pretty face, as she looked
up at the conductor, broke Into a
sunny smile. Her answer was too low
for “X" to hear. But he saw the con-
ductor nod somberly, punch her tick-
et and stick it beneath the upholstery
of the seat in front.

The gleam was bright {n the Se-
cret Agent's eves now. He waited un-
til the conductor had ieft the car, then
made his way down the aigle to the
girl. i

“Pardon me, miss—your fa

..

The girl looked up with startled
incomprehension into the white-
haired Englishman’s ruddy face. Her
lue eves studied his features. She
shook her curls.
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“I'm sorry,” ashe said. “I don't
think we've met. There must be some
mistake.”

The man as Doctor
Vaughton amiled. He sat down in the
ather haif of the seat and conmtinued
speaking with a clipped English ac-
cent,

“] am Doctor Vaughton, and I in-
terviewed @ lot of newspaper people

my way to Bran-

SECRET AGENT “X”

would go where there was danger—
and where she eould be of servicel”

The girl’s face drained of color.
Amazement darkened her eyes as she
Msta:edintothefmofthembeside

“I—=I don't understand! You know
my name/”

Seeret Agent “X” smiled. His fin.
gers closed momentarily over hers.

“The Man of a Thousand Faces

thia morning. I'm on |

ford to see about this epidemic of

sleeping sicimesas. I had an idea you

;:re among the reporters at my
tel.”

HE girl gasped. “That's the

strangest thing I’ve ever heard
of !” she exclaimed. “I am a newspa-
per reporter—but I wasn't at your
hotel. The Herald sent a map to see
you. I'm going to Branford myself to
cover the epidemic.”

“But surely your paper didn’t send
you!”

“Not exactly. T—er—volunteered.
I've got an aunt ip Branford. I'm go-
ing to stop over with her, and do &
feature story while I'm there. The
Hercld will be glad to get it.”

“But, my dear young lady, do you
know the risk you’re running

The girl nodded. A determined
gleam shone in her blue eyes, and her
small pointed chin lifted aggressive-

“1 know—and so do the doctors and
nurses working there, If they're not
afraid, why should I be? The rest of
the country ought to be told just
what's going on in Branford. I want
to open everyone's eyes to the danger.
1 want to tell them of the courage of
men like you, Doctor Vaughton—men
who aren’t afraid to fight for the safe-
ty of humanity, They wirelessed you
on the ship. [ heard about it in the

——e w——hin,a«ohm-by—mgstnr_.

Agent “X” spoke softly, “Could
nothing persuade you not to go?”

“Nothing!"’

The man disguised as Doctor
Vaughton spoke strangely then.

“I might have known Betty Dale

Jmows more than just your name. He—
knows that Betty Dale is one girl in
a million—with the blood of her fight-
iog father in her veina.”

The effect of his words upon Betty
Dale was electric. Her lovely eyes
dilated and the fingers holding the
magazine in her lap trembled. Then
her breath caught, The stranger bad
extended one finger and made 8 quick
motion on the cover of the magazine.
His finger tip had traced the outline
of an invisible X, -

Color flooded Beity Dale’s pale
cheeks then. The conflict in her eyes,
where hope had seemed to struggie
with disbelief, gave way to a look of
sheer happinesa.

“I never dreamed I’ she whispered.
“You—you fooled me again!”

In the instant when the man beside
her had revealed himself as Secret
Agent “X,” Betty Dale’s glowing blue
eyes and the deepened flush of her
cheeks had betrayed an emotion she
struggled to master,

For, though she had never to her
knowledge seen his real face, Betty
was one of the few people in the
warld who knew the details of the Se-
cret Agent’s glsmorous, amazing

_career. She was aware of his strange

talents, sensed his dynamic power,
and had proof of his courage. He had
been 2 friend of her dead father’s,
the father who had been a police c:lpl;
"her heart she scormed and hated
criminals with the same intensity that
drove Agent “X" again and again into
danger against them.

And in her heart she loved this
strange man. He made all other men
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seem tame and ordinary by compari- As the train puiled into the Bran-
son. That was perhaps why she had ford terminal, he saw the gleaming
not married, why she had rejected a instruments of a brass band. It was
dozen proposals and had chosen to stationed just beyond tight lines of
make her own career as a clever, tal- armed police that guarded the station
ented newspaper Wwomap—wailing, platform to see that no one broke the
without quite admitting it to berself, quarantipe by boarding the train. He
for the time when Agent “X"” would saw, too, several cars filled with city
finish his battle against crime—and officials; and o sea of faces behind

they might be more to one another them—thousands of Branford's citi-
than mere loyal frieads,————ZoliS, eagaly awalung a sight of the

»

In months past, her one thought great docter, _
had been to help him. She had kept A group of Red Cross workers
her own emotions hidden lest they in. descended from the train first. They,
terfere with his dangerous, desper- t0d, were risking desth to heip com-
ate work. She hid them now, and bat the terrible malady, and their ap-
spoke composedly. pearance was greeted with cheers.

“Why are you going to Branford? Then came Betty Dale, her slight.
Is there some crime there, also 1" golden-haired young figure causing a

4X" hesitated a moment. Then he FiPPle of question and comment
apoke L the strange, enigmatic man. 5008 the onlookers. Lastly, Agent
ner he often used. X" in his remarkable disguise

“If the signs are true, there are stepped to the Platiorm.
wolves as well as apes behind the , At sight of him the cheers rose to 2
plague. If the signs are true, crime irenzy. The band broke into 2 lively
holds the high card in this game of military march. But, as Agent X

approached, even the music was

death.” , -
Betty Dale’s slender fingers be- g;?:::ed ont in a wild clamor of

came tightly interlaced.
“You don’t mean—it can't be—" “Vaughton — Vaughton — Vaugh-
Agent “X” nodded. “But it is! Be ton/
careful, Betty. Say nothing of this to A woman, tears streaming down
anyone—and keep your eyes open her face, ran forward to kiss his hand.
every instant. You understand ™ A man, overcome with emotion,
“Of course! Oh, how glad T am grasped his arm. Doctor Traub's pub-
that [ decided to come,” whispered the licity had taken effect. The people of
girl. “Something seemed to tell me— Branford looked upon Doctor Vaugh-
And now perhaps I can be of some ton as a human savior—a man who
help to you—" would lift the curse of the sleeping
She gave him the address of her Sickness from their loved ones.
aunt. He told her she could reach him Pale strained faces about him
at the Hotel Regls. Then, assuming showed the ravages of fear, of rest-
again his rale of Doctor Vaughton, less nights, of worry. He was heavy-
#X" went back to his own seat as the hearted as he looked about him. He
train rolled ou toward the city over Was fighting for these people—but
which the spectral figure of Death mot ps 4 igy —eoutd:
atch. pierce his disguise, their cheers
. would ture to fury. They would fall
GENT “K* was prépared for tbe upon him, rend him limb from limb.
greeting accorded Doctor His mind raced as he was conducted
Vaughton by the citizens of Branford. through the quarantine lines to one of
Otherwise it might have taken his the official cars, Doctor Traub was
breath away.’ there; the mayor of Branford; two of
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the commissioners, Qther commis-
sioners and a group of aldermen made
up the retinue.

RAUB stood up in the tonneau of
the open car, pulled Agent “X"
to his feet beside him. Traub's hand
wag lifted, asking for silence. The
band ceased playing. The multitude
grew quiet. Traub’s voice boomed

SECRET AGENT “X”

BA*X” “

He was taken into the mayor's of-
fice in the city hall. Traub and the
commissioners and nldema: crowded
around him.

“I want you to kmow, doctor,” said
the mayor, *‘that we are all for you.
We understand that the epidemic in
this city is out of your line, We under-
stand that you're here partly if not
wholly to bolster up the morale of cur
people; to keep t until head-

“My friends and fellow citizens!
We welcome today one who is to per-
form miracles in our midst. We wel-
come Doctor John Vaughton—the
greatest living authority on sleeping
sickness. He'll have our sick cured in
a few weeks, friends. We can rest
easy now, knowing that the tide has
turned—knowing that the black
hordes of disease are about to be
driven back by the white light of
science.”

It was a pretty speech. The crowd
broke into & wild tumult of acclaim.
People cheered and wept. Children
were rajsed to shoulders to get a
glimpse of the great physician. The
mayor shook “X's” hand, moisture
gleaming in his own eyes.

“Speak to them!” he cried. “Brace
up their morale, doctor! Tell them
You're going to cure their sick fam-
ilies!”

Taut with the emotion that racked
him, Agent “X” lifted his own hand
in a gesture for silence. As he spoke
into the tense hush that followed, he
could not keep the hoarseness from
his voice. Incomparable actor that he
"was, the blind faith of these poor
souls affected him.

“I'l do my best,” he said. “Go to
your homes. Be patient. I will work
for you body and soul.”

It was all he could say. Traub
thumped his back. The mayor wrung

his hand again. The people cheered.

When the cars turned toward city
hall, the people followed, shouting
and rejoicing. But it seemed to
Agent “X” that the gaunt spectre of
Death leered down sardomcally from
the skies above.

way has been made. We appreciate
that, and you'll have our eternal
gratitude for anything you can do.”

Traub spoke after the mayor.
“You've got to keep on being a propa-
gandist,” he said. “Don’t let the pco-
ple know that you have any doubts.
Let them think you’ve got a serum
that will fix them up.”

Agent “X" pondered 8 moment. A
mysterious gleam came into his eyes.
A gambler always, he was about ‘to
make a gamble now. For a deep mo-
tive of his own, he was about to make
an assertion that on its face was a
falsehood, yet which held in it the ele-
ments of truth. He studied each face
in the group around him. He spoke in
a low, tense voice:*

“Gentlemen, let us hope the faith of
your citizens in me is not altogether
misplaced. I dared not wire ahead for
fear 1 would be misquoted. But I have
something almost worked out which
will arrest if not cure the disease.
Otherwise I would not have come at
all.”

Cheers broke the startled silence
that followed his words. Traub and
the mayor pumped his hand once
more. An alderman left to give the
word to his family. Another stepped
~ forward to beg Vaughton to visit his
own home, where a case of sleeping
sickness had developed.

_ta-get my bearinga firat
of all,” said “X.” "I want to try and
trace the progress of the disease—
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to study its particular type and con-
fer with the doctors at the institute.”

“A car and chauffeur are at yoar
disposal, doctor,” said the mayor.
“They will be yours while you are
here—at your service day and night.”

“Thank you, gentlemen,” said
Agent “X.” “If I may have the car at
once, 1'l] start going over the ground
without further delay.”

He was conducted down the steps

from which a liveried chauffeur
sprang with quick deference, “X” di-
rected him to drive to the Regis Hotel.
Here he deposited all of Doctor
Vaughton's luggage. It would be safe
until, or if, the real Doctor Vaughton
arrived.

Back in the car again, Agent “X"
gave swift orders through tight lips.

“Drexel Institute first,” he said.

LL that day Agent “X,” as Doc-

tor Vaughton, gathered facts.
Driving up and down the streets of
the city, he got the names of each
family which had been visited with
sleeping sickness. These he noted
down carefully in a small book he car-
ried. He was especially careful to re-
cord the pames of the weelthy, and
the dates at which the malady had
first broken out. In most cases theze
coincided. And all of the earlier cases
had come as & result of an attack by
gorillas,

At dusk he ordered his chauffeur
to drive him back to the Hotel Regis.
A banquet was to be given in his
honor by officials of the city that
evening. After it was over, “X"
planned to change his disguise and
mingle with the city’s poorer popu-
lation.

Vronsky, the radical agitator, was
a character who interested him. The
Tnan seem
the city’s labor unions. There was also
Branford's underworld to be ex-
Plored. Here he might find the roots
of the hideous crime plot.

His swift car swept through fast
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darkgning streets. With the approach
of night, nearly everyone in Bran-
ford retreated to their homes, closed
doors and windows, and stayed inside.
Fear of the gorillas still held sway.

A bridge over the river at a spot
where it cut through the town loomed
ahead. The river divided the city in
balf. Stores and the homes or the
wealthy were on one side. On the
other were factories and the jumbled
crowded homes of workmen and their
families. The uniformed chauffeur,
aware of the importance of his posi-
tion as driver for the great Doctor
Vaughton, sat stifly in his seat. The
big ¢losed car rumbled out on the
bridge. And suddenly the Agent’s eyes
focused ahead.

A truck was coming from the op-
posite end of the bridge. It was a
high-bodied vehicle with huge tires
and heavy bumpers. It seemed to be
approaching at reckless speed. Dust
and grime darkening its windshield
hid the face of the driver. But Agent
“X" tensed as he saw it come plung-
ing on at a swift pace directly down
the center of the narrow road.

His chauffeur honked, expecting
the truck to give way. But the big
vehicle roared on, hogging the mid-
dle. Agent “X" shouted a warning.
The chauffeur wrenched the wheel,
clamped down on the brakes. Tires
screamed on the hard macadam. The
limousine slewed over toward the
concrete railiug at the side of the
bridge.

Then the left wheel and heavy
bumper of the speeding truck struck
the car a heavy, jarring blow. Agent
“X" caught a brief glimpse of an
evil, tense face peering down.

Concrete snapped like brittle glass.
The limousine rocked crazily, twisted
about, and reared up. Its heavy en-

_sidewise hy the full
weight of the truck, burst through the
railing. End over end, its chauffeur
crushed behind the wheel, the big car
hurtled toward the sluggish black
waters of the river below.
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CHAPTER VII
A GHASTLY PLOT

THE catapulting limousine struck
the surface of the river with a
mighty splash. The water was deep
here, The engine’s weight sent the car
plunging to the bottom. Agent “X.”
half-stunned by the shock of his crash

against the car’s side, was fully aware’

of his peril as cold water gushed in
through shattered glass.

plunged at least thirty feet and buried
its hub eaps in the river mud. A roar
like a thousand waterfalls drummed
in the Agent's ears. Death’s icy fin-
gers were clutching for him greedily.
The river water rushing into the car's
front compressed. the air in the space
above till a giant vise seemed clamped
on “X's” lungs. .

Leaning over the back of the front
seat, he turned the beam of his pocket
flashlight on the chauffeur. A ghastly
sight was revealed. The steering gear,
snapping in two, had pierced the
man's body. He must have died in-
stantly.

“X" stood up. In the condensed air
formed by the tonneau of the limou-

sine his lungs were bursting. He -

could not tell whether the roar he
heard was that made by the swirling
black waters of the river or the surg-
ing of his own blood. He lashed out
with his fist at one of the plate glass
windows. His gloved hand, backed by
the air pressure behind it, made the
glass literally explode outward.
Water filled the car and Agent “X”
was sucked out and up in a geyser of
foam and escaping air.

With powerful strokes of arms and
legs he fought to the surface. He was
encumbered by a baggy topcoat, but
he was still able to swim. His head
emerged above the water only long
enough to draw in a deep lungful of
~fresh—air—Then —he—ducked-
again. If there were any watchers,
they must not see him.

He was certain that this' had been
a deliberate attack, Some one had at-

SECRET AGENT “X"

tempted the murder of Doctor Vaugh.
ton. The vicious maneuver of the
heavy truck had given “X” visible
and startling proof that he was at
grips with some criminal organiza-
tion.

There could be only one reason for
wanting to murder the English doc-
tor. Some one feared that his skill
would stem the epidemic. Some one
wanted the disease to spread.

As “X"” swam swiftly to the bank

decision. He would let it appear that
Vaughton had been killed. If the mur-
derer felt he had succeeded in putting
the Englishman out of the way, he
would be less on guard.

The Secret Agent emerged momen-
tarily under the shadow of an an-
chored barge, then swam from there
to a group of dark pilings., He crawled
cautiously out and plunged into the
space between two warehouses. -

There he paused, hearing shouts
and cries of horror, People in a neigh-
boring tenement must have seen the
accident. They were running toward
the river, risking the threat of goril-
las and marauding mosquitoes., A
moment later, a clanging ambulance
approached the ramp leading to the
bridge.

“X" stripped off his soggy top-
coat and stuffed it far under the
foundations of one of the ware-
houses, In the darkness his fingers
moved swiftly, skillfully, removing
the disguise of Doctor Vaughton. He
whipped the white toupee off, stuffed
it in his pocket.

E was no longer an elderly doctor

but a brown-haired young man.

A few deft touches with make-
up material from sealed waterproof
tubes and his own appearance was
changed. But he was still wet. He
kept cautiously to the darkest streets

—down —ag he went back to the hideout ke had

established on his previous visit to
Branford.

There he quickly changed his drip-
ping clothes for a dry blue serge suit.
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He still had Doctor Vaughton's pa-
pers and the list of victims of sleep-
ing sickness that he had collected dur-
ing the ‘afternocon in his rile as
Vaughton,

He studied the list carefully. He
had marked two of the names with as-
terisks. The answers given him by
these two had aroused his curiosity.
Agent “X,” g close student of human
nature, lmew when people were try-
ing to conceal something.*

a rich merchant whose small daughter
was one of the first to contract the
dread disease. The child had been in
a state of coma for weeks. And yet
Stephen Vorse and his wife had not
seemed worried. They had pot im-
plored the supposed Doctor Vaughton
for immediate help, as other dis-
tracted parents had doxe.

Why was this? Had they adjusted
themselves to their daughter’s terri-
Fle malady—to her almost certain
death? Or was there some other rea-
con for their odd manner?

Another of Branford's wealthier
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driver of the truck could prove that
Vaughton had been in the car.

But for the moment Agent “X”
meant to let everyone believe that
Vaughton had been killed. He had an-
other disguise ready; another role
thought out. Before his three-sided
mirror he was already building a new
make-up.

Transparent strips of adhesive
drew the flesh back from his cheeks,
giving his face a hatchet-thin ap-

—More—of-this—velatile-ma-

terial covered the tape. A gray toupee
covered his brown hair. He had te-
come a middle-aged, hawk-faced man.
The blue serge suit lent an air of im-
portance and efficiency.

The Agent selected a card from a
hidden compartment of his suitcase—
a card which certified him as a spe-
cial representative of the governer.
As a doctor of the State Sanitation
Department he would steer clear of
the suspicious Traub, use his card
only to gain entrance to those homes
he wished to visit.

He left the hideout and strode

citizens had acted in the same way. :

Pictavind . quickly down the street two blocks.
Agent “X” in the role of Vaughton qhere he hailed one of the few taxies
had planned h }!eep 2 sharp_eye 0D  <i]l cruising the streets with win-
these two families. He had, in fact, gouws closed to keep insects out. He
intended to return to the Vorse home .4 the number of Stephen Vorse's

directly after the banquet, before
changing hia disguise.

But, as a result of the grim incident
of half an hour ago, tkere would be
no banquet in honor of Doctor
Vaughton. Agent “X" knew what
consternation must now be reigning
in the mayor's home. And he realized
heavily that fear would soon have the
¢city in its grip again.

His lean jaw set. He still held an
ace in the hole. If necessary, he could
give a plausible explanation if it
seemed expedient to have Vaughton
appear again. His chauffeur had been

SAUTHOR'S NOTE: I have remarked belore that
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home, Once again the Man of a
Thousand Faces was in action,

HE Vorse residence was another

huge mansion in Branford’s
“Millionaires’ Row,” facing the river
and almost directly opposite the state
troopers’ camp that guarded the water
exit from the town. A trim maid an-
swered the Agent’'s rirg, and his
sharp eyes studied the girl keeniy.
Her eyes were shining, Her manner
was brisk. Here in this home the
dread of the sleeping sickness seemed
to have lifted.

Afrs—Vorse's ~manner ~when —she
greeted him in the drawing room of
the luxurious home was not that of a
mother who fears the death of her
child. It was even more buoyant than
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it had been when “X" had talked to
her in the rile of Vaughton less than
two hours before. Her voice was
steady, assured. There was even a
sparkle of happiness in her eyes. The
Secret Agent tensed with a heighten-
ing excitement.

“I am here to investigate for the
governor,” he stated. “We are taking
a special census of all sleeping sick-
ness victims. Your little girl was one
of the first, I believe.”

For a moment the woman hesitated.
“Yes, I beli r i
last. “It was dreadful, doctor! Those
early stages—when her little face
looked like a mask—then the terrible
coma—""

“You are more hopeful now. She is
hetter?* “X" shot the question
quickly.

Mrs. Vorse dropped her eyes, then
smiled and met his gaze frankly.
“3uch better. Qur doctor has been
wonderful.”

“I'm glad to hear it! What is your
doctor’s name?”

The woman shook her head.

“I'm sorry—he does not want it
discloged just yet. He has a reason.”

Agent “X” sat silent for a moment.
He was puzzled. The woman was
evading—but her evasions were not
those of a2 person who fears to be-
tray his own guilt, She was under
some sort of constraint—a constraint
that obviously troubled her.

She cast a startled glance at her
visitor as a child's voice rang out sud-
denly upstairs. It was the clear,
strong voice of a little girl. Not the
voice of an invalid—not the blurred
mumbling of a patient in the coma of
sleeping sickness, Agent “X" spoke
quietly:

“You have only one daughter, Mrs.
Vorse. That must have been her
voice, You have been most fortunate
in her recovery!”

—“oat!”
ly. “I can never thank enough the man
who did this for us.”

Agent “X" rose abruptly.

SECRET AGENT “X”

“I'd like to see your daughter if I
may, Mrs. Vorse.”

Tenseness had crept into his tone,
and there was a look in his eyes that
seemed to intimidate the woman.

“Why, yes—I think so. I—I'll
speak to my husband.”

She left the room, returning almost
immediately with Stephen Vorse. He
was a large man, and there was no
.mistaking his good humor. He beamed
at “X"” and extended a cordial hand.

“I understand you wish tao‘ see

I'm sure you will not insist. The child
is still convalescing and must not be
excited. A strange face—"

He finished the sentence with a
gesture that seemed to take for
granted the Agent's understanding of
the matter. But the voice of Agent
“X" became suddenly as firm as gran-
ite. -
“I eomprehend your feelings, Mr.
Vorse., But I'm afraid I must insist.
I promise not to excite the child. 'm
used to dealing with them—perhaps
you forget that I myself am a doctor.”

A panicky note came into Mrs.
Vorse’s voice. “But really, doctor,
you must be guided by what my hus-
band says: We have had such luck so
far—"

With what appeared to be complete
callousness, Agent “X” walked to-
ward the stairs. Mr. Vorse's voice,
calling after him, was harsh instead
of cordlal now.

“I tell you, I won't allow it, sir!™

Agent “X" paused and looked down
at them from the first broad landing
of the curved staircase.

“Perhaps,” he said slowly, “you
have something to conceal?”

HE words seemed to have a quiet-

ing effect on the Vorses. They

stared uneasily at each other, then fol-

lowed “X” up the stairway. The

child’s voice sounded again, guiding
~—himto—a door—which—he—opened.

was a luxurious nursery, and be-
neath the silken covers of a small bed
a little girl was sitting up playing
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with a set of dolls, Her eyes widened
at sight of Agent “X.” He smiled re-
assuringly.*

“The governor of the state wants
to congratulate you on getting well,
Mary,” ke said.

“Qooo—are you the governor 1”
sage. He hopes & lot of other little
girls will get well, too.”
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Its chauffeur
dead, the
erer Agents
car hurtled to-
ward the black
water  befow.

As “X” talked to gain the child’s
confidence, he was studying her. That
she was convalescing was evident.
The horrible traces of sleeping sick-
ness had left and her eyes were bright
and alert, without a vestige of the
fata] drowsineas apparent.

ivering hiy Wes-— “You miust have a good doctor,

Mary'" uxn “id.
Her parents put their fingers to
their lips, but the child spoke quiclgly.
“He cured me, but I don’t like him.
He wears a mask and sticks things in
my arm. He won’t talk to me at all.”
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She turned suddenly to her mother.
“Now I'm well, mummy, I won’t have
to go out and see him any more, will
I?"
The child’'s mother was siient.

“X" spoke quickly. “You have to
leave the house to meet your doctor?”

“Yes! They wrap me in blankets
and take me out at night. And I'm
afraid of the darlk.”

Agent “X"” nodded slowly, “It must
be a very funny doctor you have,
Mary. 1 should think they’d bring

go out at might.”

“Maybe he knows my mummy
wouldn't like him to stick pins in my
arm.”

“It wasn't a pin, dear,” said Mrs,
Vorse. “It was an injection. It drove
all the sickness away.”

The Agent patted the child’s hand,
then motioned to the parents, who fol-
lowed him downstairs. - There he
faced them questioningly.

“l don't like your high-handed
methods, doctor,” said Stephen Vorse.
“I think they’re rather uncalled for.
But you've discovered the truth. We
did send Mary away to be cured by
a doctor in this city smart enough to

have worked out a remedy for sleep- -

ing sickness. He has reasons of his
own for wanting to keep his name
hidden.”

“What are those reasons, Mr,
Vorse?”

“He has only a small quantity of
serum in his possession. Not enough,
I imagine, to deal with the hundreds
of cases which have developed, He has
restricted himself to the early victims
of the disease.”

The Agent's lips grew suddenly
white. He could not hide the fire that
burned in his eyes.

“Nothing to get excited about,”
said Mr, Vorse. “I promised our doc-
tor not to speak to anyone of this.
But you've snooped and ferreted it

SECRET AGENT “X”

“I see,” said the Agent slowly. But
the Vorses did not know that what he

‘saw wene the completed outlines of &

plot too horrible to be believed. These
people were unconscious dupes, They
did not know that they were victims
of one of the most preposterous and
ghastly rackets Agent “X” had ever
uncovered in his entire career.

“You are sure you don't know even
this doctor's name?”’

“No—he called us on the telephone
and said he could cure our little girl.

‘e-thought he was a quack at first.
But our own doctor seemed unable to
do anything. Mary got steadily worse
—passed into the coma. We were des-
perate. When this doctor who would
not give us his name called again, we
decided to comply with his request.
We took Mary out in the car to a spot
designated and parked there until an-
other car came by. The doctor's as-
sistants were in this car. We were
fearful when they drove off with her.
But they brought her back, and she
began to show signs of recovery at
once. She had several more treat-
ments, " and the coma gradually

“I see,” said the Agent again. “I'm
sorry I seemed impertinent, Vorse.
But it is my business to cover the en-
tire field.”

. VORSE laid her hand on his

arm as he rose to go. “You will

not speak of this to anyone?” she

pleaded. “We gave our promise to the-

doctor whose skill cured our little girl.

He say3 he is using the money we gave

him to develop more of the wonderful
serum.”

“T shall not speak of it,” said “X.”
“unless—"

He stopped abruptly, and all three
heads turned. From the street outside
had come a sudden wave of sound. It
was a babble of voices, shrill with ex-
citement. They grew louder and lond-

‘out, His serum is rare, hard 6 pro- ~er. Thed stéps sounded on the front

cure, We are rich—and were able to
make it worth while for him to cure
our daughter.”

veranda of the house and the doorbell
rang violently.
The Vorses’ maid ran to the door.



CITY OF THE LIVING DEAD

They heard her protesting, arguing
with some one. Another voice, gruff
and truculent, rose over her own, She
£ave a little ery. There were footsteps
in the hall, and a figure suddenly ap-
peared in the doorway. It was that of
Vronsky, the radical. He held his cap
in his hand, but his broad, ugly face
was aggressive.

“Sorry to intrude,” he said in a
tone which made an insult of the
apology. “1 came here to find out if it

cured.”

The maid turned frightened, im-
ploring eyes toward the Vorses.

“Mrs. Vorse,” she cried. I didn't
mean to! But when Mary began to get
better—I—I mentioned it to Fred, a
friend of mine. He must have told
this man—""

“*Then it is true!” rasped Vronsky.
“If yow have money—the doctors can
cure you!"

His eyes blazed with fanatical Light.
i\u!r. Vorse made an attempt to quiet

m.

“Mary is not well yet—only better.
Our doctor is working now to perfect
a treatment that will cure everyone.”

But Vronsky had turned and was
striding to the door. Agent “X" fol-
lowed. There was a tense mob of men
and women outside.

“The rich can be cured!™ shrieked
Vronsky. “But the poor cannet! Our
Government is betraying us. Doctor
Vaughton is here in Branford, and he
ia betraying us, too! He is tending to
the rich and neglecting the poor. We
will take Doctor Vaughton prisoner
and hold him hostage until our de-
mands for fair treatment have been
met, He is at Drexel Institute now.
We will go there!™

CHAPTER VII1
MoB oF MADNESS
the mob answered Vronsky's im-
passioned speech. A woman leaped up
on the steps beside him, gesturing
wildly.
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“Vronsky is right! If Doector
Vaughton e¢an cure the rich, he can
cure the poor! Why shauld we stand
for sueh wicked discrimination! We
must demand—"

Vronsky brushed the woman aside
and drowned her out with his great
voice, lashing the crowd to a frenzy
with hig oratory.

“The institute is guarded, but we
outnmumber 4he guards. If Vaughton
refuses to come out, we will burn him

! We'll burn the place down and
drive him out—along with the other
medical rats in there!”

Agent “X"” turned back into the
house and sprang past the white-faced
Vorses to & telephone.

*Police headquarters—and hurry !’

If these people destreyed the in-
stitute they would be destroying their
maip hope. Sooner or later the expert
knowledge of the staff would produce
resnlts. The priceless scientific equip-
ment of the institute would be needed.
The institute must not be destroyed.

When the voice of Chief Baxter an-
swered, “X" spoke quickly:

“A mob is headed for the institute!
They are violent—worked up to a
fever pitch of destruction. Send police
reserves at once. Strengthen all
guards!"

**Who is this speaking ™’

“A representative of the governor.”

Agent “X"” slammed up the re-
ceiver. In his questioning of the
Vorses he had unearthed the ghastly
motive behind the erime plot in Bran-
ford. Greed—incredible, devouring
greed, lay behind it; the awful greed
of men willing to inflict agony and
death in order that they might reap
a golden harvest from human fear.
The identity of the eriminals behind
it was still veiled in black mystery.
But the present emergency must Le
dealt with before anything else.

Agent “X plunged out the door.

~—vas—surging -down the
street now. He ran after it, mingled
in the fringes of the mob. The faces
of its members were weird and bar-
baric in the glow of flickering torches
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improvised from oil-soaked rags
wound around broomsticks and fenca
pickets. They were, he guessed, as
much to drive away the escaped gor-
illas and to smoke out mosquitoes as
to give ligat.

Vronsky headed the mob, turning
from time to time to harangue those
behind him. Someone broke into a
wild, rhythmic song. The crowd took
it up, marching to the time of it.
Agent “X” did not blame these peo-
ple. His sympathies were with them.
“They Were des . BU Yy wer
inflamed beyond the reach of reason.
No words could persuade them that
they were on the wrong track.

The mob swelled its ranks with re-
cruits that ran out to join it. The
news had spread like wildfire that fa-
voritism was being shown in Bran-
ford—that Doctor Vaughton had at-
tended to the rich and ignored the
poor. News of Vaughton’s supposed
murder was still being withheld by
the police.

Agent “X" left the throng. H=
da-hed down a side street and taxied
to the institute. There his credentials
took him past police guards and into
toe presence of Chief Baxter, who
had already arrived.

“I'm the man who phoned the
warning,” said “X.” “The mob i3 on
the way. But there are women among
tham. Instruct your men not to fire.
There must be no bloodshed. Use tear
gas to dispel them if there is no other
way.”

Baxter nodded grimly. “I'll have
five hundred men here before the mon
arrives. They'll never break through.”

Police sirens were wailing from all
sides. Every instant another polize
cruiser arrived, disgorging one or
riore tluecoats, The shrill clanging
of a hell, the shrieking of a siren loud-
er than all the rest, announced the
arrival of an emerzency squad track
carrying a dozen cops.

SECRET AGENT “X~

. the square nose to nose as a barri-

cade!”

HIEF BAXTER nodded again.

As he barked the order, the
voice of the oncoming mob could be
heard. It was a whisper of sound at
first ; hundreds of shouting voices far
off, It swelled in volume like the slow
approach of a storm wind sweeping
across the sea, It echoed and re-echoed
along Branford's dark streets. Heads
appeared at windows. Some. catching

it, risking the night-flying mosqui-
tre3, It was an hysterical outburst,
the violent expression of the city’s
long pent-up fears. Many joined the
crowd without knowing what its ob-
jective was.

Thousands poured into the square
around Drexel Institute, Searchlights
mounted on emergency trucks were
turned on and swept the scene. The
iavender beams spraved light on a
wild sea of faces. Vronsky, the fiery
radical, mounted a box. The crowd
ceased its shouts and cries to listen
to their leader. His  voice echoed
acro3s the square and reached those
on the steps of Drexal Institute.

“We want Dactor Vaughton! We
dernand that he come with us! We de-
rmand that he treat our families as he
has already treated the rich!”

Police Chief Baxter stepped for-
ward with desperate determination.
But his voice was hoarse, angd his eyes
bright with fear.

“Doctor Vaughton i3 not here! he
shouted. “Doctor Vaughton has been
killed !

A hush like the dead silence of a
tomb followed his words. Tiren angry
murmurs arose. A woman gave an
hysterical sob. Vronsky spoke again,
harshly,

“A lie!” he screamed. “You are
feeding us lies again! You are trying
oy > )

Agent “X.” the compelling ring of
authority in his voice, gave another
order. .

“Park the police cruisers around

FOUr_OW =
terests. He has sold himself to the
rich!” - ‘

Chief Baxter shouted fiercely fo
silence. “It is the truth!” he cried.
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“Yon must listen! He was Ikilled to-
night. His car was crowded off the
Weast Bridge in an accident! They are
pullicg it out of the river mow. Go
back to your homes and wait. Try to
be patient! We must all be patient.
No favoritism is being shown. Our
doctors are tending rich and poor
alike. Other specialists are coming in
from outside. We will have the epi-
demic in hand shortly.”

A sound like a snarl came from
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ness, eyes orilliant. If the building
were fired, the staff might be killed,
murdered if they tried to escape. He
had seen mobs before.*

Now it was surging forward in a
yelling, jostling mass. Those with
torches were pushed to the front.
Cries of “Burn the institute” rose
into a mighty dirge.

Chief Baxter barked an order. The
foremost police lines hurled their tear
£as bombs, They fell among the lead-

‘Vronaky's throat.

“The doctors have blundered at
every step. What spread the disease
in the first place? The institute! We
are here to see that no more germs
come out of it. Burn the place down,
my friends! Burn the institute!”

RONSKY was versed in moab
psychology. He knew that what

his followers wanted was violence.
Any reasoning, no matter how
warped, was good enough for them so
long as it led to action. And Vronsky
was drunk with his own power. He
threw up his hands as the mob roared
its acclaim. Women began to creep
back. Men edged forward, These with
torches raised them aloft.

“Burn the institute! Burn the pest-
house!”

Chief Baxter spoke again, his des-
perate voice faint amid the uproar.

“Stand back! We have guns and
tear gas! By God, we'll turn them
both lgose on you if you move another
Step 1

The cops tightened their grim lines,
holding nightsticks and tear gas
bombs ready. They had guns, toe, but
had been instructed not to use them
except as a last resort. They were
willing to obey. Many had friends
among the mob.

But the enraged, milling mass was
like a blind beast now, surging for-

‘to destroy—to express its fear by
zending, tearing, and burning, They
were aflame with resentment agamst
the institute.

Agent “X” watched with taut alert-

ers of the mob, exploded and let Joose
their stinging vapor.

Coughing, choking, shrieking
curses, those at the front of the on-
rushing tide of crazed humanity
clutched at their eyes. The more timid
tried blindly to turn back. But they
were pushed forward by their com-
rades from behind. All the tear gas
in the possession of the police could
not stem this human flood.

The police began swinging night-
sticks. The lead-packed wood cracked
on heads and arms. But the police
wielding them were manhandled, the
sticks wrenched from their hands.

Chief Baxter shouted to the secend
line of police entrenched behind the
barricade of cars. The cops leveled
their revolvers, menacing the mob.

But even the threat of lead had no
effect. Shots fired above the heads of
the crowd were answered by armed
members of the mob. A policeman
went down, a bullet in his shoulder.
The acrid stench of powder in the
nostrils of the besiegers was like a
red flag waved before an angry bull.
TLey went berserk.

The barrier of police cars was be-
ing pulled aside and rolled away. The
top was torn off a car. Men swarmed
over it, shouting wildly. In another
moment there would be bloody war
added to the borror of the plague-

iddep city, . ..

SAUTHOR'S NOTE: While Investigating the Gor-
seeset ewde 4 Werld War, Amgent “X"
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Agent “X" sprang into action.
Mounting the steps of the institute
he faced the crowd, took a deep breath
and made his voice as powerful as he
could. He flung up an arm and pointed
dramatically off across the institute
grounds to where dense evergreens
made a dark line.

“The apes!” he howled. “The apes
are coming! They have been scared
out!"”

For seconds his words made no im-
pression. He repeated his shouted

SECRET AGENT “X”

first words, stared at him uncertain-
ly. “X" spoke hoarsely.

“It was the only way, chief—but
I'm afraid some of them are going to
be trampled.”

The fear-ridden mass of humanity
wa3 like a flood now—a roaring, um-
dulating rapids. The square began
to empty as quickly as it had filled. It
had taken only a sudden change of
mood to break the spell of Vronsky's
words.

warning, A few in the crowd heard
and realized what he was saying.
They stopped in their tracks, yelled
to their comrades. Tear gas and the

threat of bullets had not stopped the,

charge. But the menace of the horror-

inspiring apes chilled their blood. The
foremost men of the crowd echoed
“X's" cry.

“The apes!” they shoub_ed in hor-
ror. “The apes!”

Instantly the tide was turmed.
Frenzied cries of fury changed to
roars of fear. Dread of the germ-
taden anthropoids amounted to super-
stitious horror.

People at the rear of the crowd be-
gan to salink away. They suddenly
wanted to get back to their safe
howtes, out of the darkness and ter-
ror of the night. But fear i3 as catch-
ing as anger.

HE front ranks of the mob not

only stopped their charge but be-
gan violently pushing back. The an-
gry charge toward the white-pillared
facade of the institute turned into a
mad stampede away from it. Men
pushed, swore, jostled one another in
their terrified flight. Vronsky roared
that this was only a ruse to disperse
them. But they had no ears for Vron-
sky now. He was thrust off his soap
box and tumbled to the street. He had
to fight desperately to keep from be-
ing trampled on. ..

Even the police had now taken up
the cry, and with fear-blanched faces
were following the crowd. Baxter,
whn had mounted the steps at “X's"

the scene. He had saved the institute
and possibly the lives of those with-
in it. But his fears were grounded.
Dozens of people were being trampled
by fear-crazed men and women who
had no thought of anything except
to escape from the claws and teeth of
the apes they imagined at their heels.

“Call ambulances!” said “X.”
“Quickly, chief!”

The Agent himself rushed down off

the steps of the institute and made
his way through the barrier of
parked and partly wrecked police
cruisers, There were people limping
painfully after the retreating throng.
Others lay writhing, unable to rise
from the pavement.

On the edges of the almost deserted
aquare a few cops lingered. They
were some of the younger men of the
force and seemed to have had the
courage to resist the impulse to flee.
But their eyes still held fear as they
turned toward the institute grounds.

With a sharp command, Agent “X"
motioned them to him, and enlisted
their aid in moving the injured to
safety. The bells of ambulances were
clanging in the streets now.

“X"” went on toward the outer edges
of the square, stepping over debris
left by the brief battle—nightsticks,
diacarded torches and clubs, and a lit-
ter of broken glass and stones.

rWORFYe exX-

clamation and leaped forward toward

& dark heap on the pavement. A ray
of light had caught the glint of bright
blonde hair, and a terrible realization
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seared the Agent's mind. He stooped
and lifted the slight figure of a girl
in his arms—and looked down into
“ the white, unconscious face of Betty

Dale,
CHAPTER IX
THE HAND oF DEATH

R an instant fear laid its cold
hands on Secret Agent *X.” The
weight of the girl in his arms was no
more leaden than the weight in his

“Betty | Betty !

But she didn't answer, Her golden
head drooped pathetically, her body
remained limp. With expert deftness
the Agent’s tense fingers searched to
see whether any bomes had been
broken; whether the mad, fear-crazed
mob had trampled her underfoot. But
Betty seemed unharmed. He decided
that she had only fainted in the
smothering crush of the stampeding
crowd.

Then he remembered that she was
staying with an aunt in Branford.
He quickly summoned a taxi and gave
the address. Holding Betty on his
lap, her blonde head resting against
his shoulder, he urged the taxi to
speed. With his free hand he took
something from his pocket—a small
vial with a screw cap. He opened it,
put the bottle to Betty's lips, and
forced her to swallow a few drops of a
special concentrated restorative that
he always carried with him.*

A minute passed as the cab raced
through dark streets. Then Betty
Dale’'s eyes opened. Color began to
flood back into her pale cheeks. She
moved her arms, cried out, still men-
tally fighting the mob; mistaking the
jouncing taxi for the surge of fren-
zied people about her.

Agent “X" spoke soothingly, grip-
ping her shoulder tightly.
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“It's all right, Betty!”

The sound of her own name
brought her back to full conscious-
ness. Her blue eyes lifted to the face
of Secret Agent “X.” She became
aware suddenly that a man held her
in his arms. The glow in her cheeks
deepened.

“Who are you?”
*“Where am 1"

The Agent's present disguise was
ag strange to her as the other he had

she gasped.

standing and inteneity in his gaze, the
fact that he had called her by name,
made her gasp again.

“You're not—you can’t be—"

“Yes, Betty—Agent ‘X’ speaking.”

She clung to him for an instant
in 2 way that made his own heart peat
faster; made him conscious of the
beauty, loyalty, and intelligence of
this girl

“] heard that Doctor Vaughton had
been killed in an auto accident. I was
frightened—desperately frightened—
for you—"

“If it had been an accident, I might
have been killed. But it wasn't an az-
cident, Betty. It was deliberate.”

He helped her gently to her own
side of the seat. Her eyes were wide
with horror.

“You mean some one tried to mur-
der you?'

“Yes. What 1 suspected is true,
Betty. There are human fiends behind
this epidemic. The people of Branford
don’t kmow it—but they are fighting
more than germs,”

" “But why did that mob want to
burn the institute? I saw them rush-
ing at it with flaming torches befcre
I fainted. They were like wild
beagts!”

*They were infuriated because they
had heard that Dr. Vaughton was
treating_the rich and peglecting the
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He did not tell her that it was his
own clever ruse that had saved the
day. Agent “X” never.boasted. Betty
Dale laid a hand on his.

“Tell me what it all means,” she
pleaded. “I can’t understand. How
could any human beings, no matter
how low, do such a thing as—spread
disease ?”

“It's an extortion scheme, Betty.
The cleverest and the worst I've ever
neard of.”.

SECRET AGENT “X”

“[t's the most ghastly thing I ever
heard of! Hundreds of people con-
demned to a living death so that some
fiend or fiends can grow rich. I un-
derstand now just why you're here.
Can't I help you? Can't I do some-
thing?”

Betty Dale’s hand gripped his. Her
eyes held tense appeal. But the Agent
shook his head.

“There’s nothing you can do now,
Betty. If I need you I'll call. Just keep

__“Extortion! You mean— But what silent about everything I've told you

good does it do to infect people with
sleeping sickness?”

*The criminals who have the apes
apparently have a curative serum as
well. They can charge for curing their
victims. Only the rich of Branford
wera deliberately inoculated. The
others who caught sleeping sickness
were infected by mosquitoes. That is
something the criminals hadn't
counted on. But they seem callous to
it.n

“I thought encephalitis was incur-
ablet!”

The Agent’s eyes blazed with in-
tensity as he answered.

“In the light of modern science it
is, Betty. That is the horror of it.
Medicine is powerless to aid the vic-
tims of the criminals. But whoever
is behind this has a curative serum.
They are charging thousands to effect
cures—and Branford's rich are meet-
ing their demands.”

“But where does the serum come
from?”

“No one knows, Betty—but a man
named Hornaday, one of Drexel’s
most brilliant workers, has disap-
peared anlong with all his notes and
papers. It is barely possible that this
man is the fiend behind it all—or—"

Agent “X" became silent, He had
outlined the crime to Betty, given her
insight into the horror that lay like
a black pall over the city of Branford,
but he was not .yet ready to put
ward any theories. .

She sat forward, ‘clenching her
small hands, Her eyes were bright as
steel. Her breath came quickly.

—and keep your eyes and ears open.”

“I've wealthy cousins in Branford,
too,” she said suddenly. “My aunt’s
sister’s people, the Channings. Pauls
Channing puts on airs. I never liked
her very well, But still she's my cous-
in. Do you think they ought to be
warned? I was going there tonight.”

HE Agent thought gravely for a

moment, “I think not,” he paid
finally. “If they have been marked by
the eriminals, warning them won't do
any good. And they might apread ru-
mors that would be bad all around,
I'm following a lead, Betty. In a few
hours or days I hope to—"

The Agent did not reveal to Betty
Dale the angle along which he hoped
to strike at the hideous extortion-
ists, He left her at her aunt’s with the
promise that he would call on her if
she could be of any help.

Then he directed the taxi driver to
take him to the Garwick mansion. He
sat back tensely smoking a cigaretta
as the cab lurched forward. After the
battle at the institute, the citizens of
Branford had returned to their homes
like frightened rabbits to their bur-
rows. The streets were abnormally
deserted, empty even of patrolling po-
lice, who had been called to attempt to
quell the riot, and had not yet re-
turned to their regular beats., Hor-
rorhhad won out tonight. The spirit

" be-in-complete

4o
control of the city.
The taxi lurched into a drive, alid
up to the white-columned yellow brick
front of the stately Garwick resi-
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dence. Agent “X"” leaped cut. Another
car was standing before the house,

_a car bearing the green crosses of a
doctor.

A pale-faced servant opened the
door. Fear showed in the man’'s eyes.
His skin was drawn with it.

He ushered the Secret Agent into
the presence of three tense-faced
people—Mr, and Mrs. Garwick and
Dr. Roeber. The woman’s hand
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the dread Parkinsonian Maslk. It was
as though Death had already claimed
him and was drawing him relentless-
ly into that terrible deep pit of sleep
-from which there is no awakening.
Breathing heavily, the boy stared at
the ceiling with eyes vacant of all
human expression.

FOR seconds Secret Agent “X”

gripped the physician’s arm. Agent
“X" caught low pleading words.

“Is there nothing that can be done,
doctor—nothing at all?”

The servant announced “X,” and
Mrs. Garwick turned to him. Her eyes
held no glimmering of recognition.
“X” was a different man than the
one who had come to her on the night
of the ape’s attack. His hatchet face,
gray hair, and alert eyes were im-
pressive.

“I am Doctor Preston of the State
Sanitation Department,’” he said, “in-
vestigating personally for the gover-
nor. They tell me your son was at-
tacked.”

Mrs, Garwick bowed her head mis-
erably. .

“Attacked, yes! And now he has
contracted the disease. He is already
unable to talk—he—"

Her husband stepped forward to
lay a protective hand on her arm. Doc-
tor Roeber stood by dejectedly, with
an air of helplessness. )

“You will ellow me to see the pa-
tient?’ questioned Agent “X.”

Garwick nodded, with the pathetic
eagerness of a despairing man wheo
clutches at any straw of hope.

“Yes! You go with him, Doctor
Rceber. Tell him about the case.”

Following the family physician,
“X” ascended a staircase to the sick
room. One of the servants was there,

gazed at him, pity and revolt war-
Tiog in . -
ber into the hall, and fixed him with
burning eyes. Fierce hatred of the
criminals behind this thing made his
lips white. But he kept his voice
steady. '

“It seems to be a severe case, doc-
tor.”

Roeber nodded somberly.

“It is. The boy’s heart isn't good.
He has always been more or less an
invalid. I have done all I can.”

Roeber started down the hall to-
ward the stairs. But Agent “X”
stepped bhack into the room and bent
over David Garwick. A gleaum came
into his eyes as he noted the boy's
color, his labored respiration, and
shallow, flickering pulse. If he knew
anything about the disease, David
Garwick was rapidly approaching
a crisis.

When he returned to the living
room, Mrs. Garwick confronted him
eagerly.

“What are these rumors that the
Vorse child has been cured?”” She de-
manded. She looked swiftly from
Agent “X” to Roeber and back to “X"”
again. Roeber spoke flatly.

“Sometimes they get better. There
is still hope for your son."”

“I am asking because we received
& phone call tonight,” continued Mrs.
Garwick, “Some one claimed he couid
cure our boy.”

s-almost . The Secret Agent’s pulse quickened,

—acting-as-nurse;
as pale as the starched white dress
she wore,

“X"” felt a wave of horror sweep
over him as he stared into David Gar-
wick’s face. The boy’s features were
set in the first stage of encephalitis—

This was what he had hoped for! The
hideous criminals had made their
second move—had gotten in touch
with the family of their victim.

Mr. Garwick spoke harshly.

“1 told you, Stella, that man was 2
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quack! He was too mysterious—re-
fused to give even his name, I don’t
trust him. The city is filled with
quacks, They are opportunists who
would use this time to make money.”

“What do you think, Doctor Roe-

ber?" Mrs., Garwick’s eyes held ap-
eal. )

P Roeber’s reply wasn't hopeful. He
shrugged. “I don’t know. I cannot say.
We medical practitioners seem to be
helpless ngainst encephalitis. It is
true : he little prae girl hag
recovering, b
cauaed it?"”

“Then you don't think I ought to
have called in this man?*

“0Of course not!” said her husband
harshly. “If our own doctors can do
nothing, why should we put any faith
in a stranger who will not even give
nis name?”’

Roeber shrugged again, turned to-
ward the door. “Keep me informed of
the patient’s condition, I will do all
1 can. Trv not to worry.”

Agent “X,” in his role of Preston,
lingered after the other had gone. A
notebook was in his hand. He ap-
peared to be what he claimed, a repre-
sentative of the governor. He spoke
with sudden urgent authority.

“This phone call, Mr. Garwick—
tell me all about it!”

“It was from a quack, I say—and
an unscrupulous one, too. I wouldn’t
dicker with him. He made some pre-
posterous claim that for a large sum
of money he could cure David. I do not
believe it.”

“I wanted him to try it.” said his
wife. “I am ready to try anything——
spend any amount of money.”

“So am I,” said Garwick hoarsely.
“It isn’t money that's stopping me.
But I won't risk David’s one chance of
recovery by placing him in the hands
of some fraud. The boy's heart is
wealci” —

“Yes!” gasped Mrs. Garwick with
terror in her eyes. “Even the shock of
being attacked by that terrible ape
was almost enough to—"

ut who say what

GENT “X" spoke emphatically.

“It will sound strange,” he said,

“coming from a doctor. But I believe

you made a mistake, Mr, Garwick.

Remedies are sometimes found in

strange places. This man-who called
may have a genuine cure.”

Mrs. Garwick’'s eyes brightened.
“That is what I ssid! Oh Victor,
let's—"" . _

Her husband looked troubled. “You
mean to say you think I should have
gEreed 10 OIN proposil

“X"” gtudied the man {ntently. He
wanted to speak freely—wanted to
warn these people of what threatened
them and the whole of Branford. But
they were on the verge of hysteria—
in a horror of unensiness at the mere
thought of entrusting their son to a
stranger whose very mysteriousness
made him seem sinistar. If they knew
the actual viciousness of the pegple
with whom they must deal they would
be certain to refuse to go through
with it.

And go through with it they must.
Not only to save the frail spark of
life in their stricken son, but because
now was the chance to get into actual
contact with the extortionists. If they
arranged for the delivery of David,
Agent “X"” could wait and follow. His
voice became more emphatic, quietly
reassuring.

“Doctors try everything in treating
a dangerous disease, Mr. Garwick.
You must be ready to try anything. If
this man telephones again, take my
advice and accept his proposal. Do not
ask questions. Pay whatever he de-
mands.” :

He seemed finally to have con-
vinced them. Mr. Garwick nodded.

“l‘lrf you recommend it, doctor, I
will.,” :

“Suppose he doesn't call again!”
exclaimed his wife fearfully.

X replied gprim-
ly. He kept the excitement from his,
voice as' he went on. “If this man has
a special cure, he may ask for com-
plete secrecy. Agree to all demands
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and keep whatever promises you
make—with one exception. Yon must
Jet me know. As a representative of
the governor 1 will be in a position
1o advise yoo on every point.”

Garwick reached out and grasped
the Agent’s hand.

“I'! do that. Just let me know
where you can be reached. I'll feel

safer anyway if there's some one in
authority backing me up. Thank you
for your advice, sir, I feel encouraged,
now that there is some deflnite course
of action to take”

Mrs. Garwicl’s white face lighted
in an eager smile. “Perhaps it will
be the golution to everything! Per-
haps in a few days we will have David
on the way to recovery, Victor !’

The smile faded from her face sud-
det‘x}y as a h.oa.rse. frightened voice

b}

“Mrs. Garwick! Mrs. Garwick !”
Agent “X" turned a startled glance
toward the stairs.

The purse who had been with
David stood on the upper landing,

her face as white as death. She
o

descended slowly, clutching the
railing with trembling hands. At
the bottom she stood motionless,
seeming unable to speak.

Mrs. Garwick rushed forward
and shook the servant fran-
tically by the shoulders.

“What is it, Kate?
What's happened? Is Daviil
worse? Tell me instantly!”

),

Secret Agent “X” gave a
dden. hoarse exclama-
ticn end leaped forword.
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The servant groped for words,
clumsily trying to soften the terrible
news she had to convey.

“I just looked at him a minute ago,
mum. You know David's heart’s al-
ways been bad—ever since he was a
little feller, Mrs. Garwick, and now
he’'s—"" .

“You mean—you don’t mean—"

The servant nodded in dumb agony
—and Mrs. Garwick, with a piercing
scream, sank fainting to the floor.

SECRET AGENT “X*

His fingers clutched Victor Gar-
wick’s arm.,

“Don’t call anyone, Mr. Garwick!
Wait unti] you've heard what I've got
to say—and prepare to be profoundly
shocked.”

Garwick's dazed eyes looked into
his without any comprehension.

“What is this you're saying?™
asked the stricken man. “You can tell
me nothi.ng that will interest me
now.”

“X' ’ ﬂngers tightened on the

CHAPTER X
SIGNALS TO SATAN

GENT *“X,” watching this tab-

leau, felt his heart almost cease
to beat. The death of David Garwick,
itself a tragedy, meant double
tragedy for him. Just when hope of
trailing the criminals seemed closest,
just when he had begun to feel he
might be able to wrest the suffering
city from the grip of this menace,
hope was dashed from his haad.

Kate, the servant, bent over Mrs.
Garwick, tears streaming from her
worn old face. Mr. Garwick turned
wildly to *X.” His face was gray.

“You're a doctor! Maybe Kate's'

wrong! Come!”

He turned and bounded up the
stairs. “X” followed. But a brief ex-
amination of David Garwick showed
that the old servant had been right.
The young man'’s still features showed
the marble whiteneas of death. There
was no pulse. Under the stress of the
shock he had received and the
ravaging germs of the sleeping sick-
ness, his weak heart had ceased to
function.

Garwick was quiet for seconds, his
face contorted, his head bowed in the
terrible silent grief of a strong man.
Then slowly he raised the covers over
kis dead son’s face.

.LlI_

must notity Roeber,” he 3ald
dully- “A doctor is no longer needed.”

It wag then that Agent “X”
spoke, his own voice low and tense.

ﬂllﬂﬂ ST, “ 1§

Garwick! Other lives may depend up—
on your doing so. Listen to me! The
death of your son was not & natural
one. Your son was murdered!”

Victor Garwick seemed to realize
slowly what the Agent was saying. He
stepped back, groping for the edge of
the bed upon which his son’s body lay.

“What madness is this? What are
you talking about?’ he demanded.*

“Just what I said,” snapped the
Agent. “David was murdered by
human beings who have the cruelty of
fiends.”

“Good God, doctor—are you trying
to drive me mad? Didn't he come
down with sleeping sickness? Isn’t
there an epidemic raging? And didn't
the disease and the shock of the ape’s
attack stop his heart?”

“True!” said “X.” “That is all true,
Garwick. But hasn't it ever occurred
to vou that some things about this
epidemic are strange? No—I can see
that it hasn’t! The cunning of the
criminals has fooled you as it has
others, and as it was meant to.

“But I'm telling you now. [ am
telling you that your son was purpose-
ly inoculated with the germs of em-
cephalitis. That he is a victim of one
of the most evil extortion rackets [
have ever come in contact with.”

. “Then why didn’t you warn me
when you_first came? ! 't
you calling the police now ? Supposing
I tell you that I don't believe a word
you say?”

“X"” spoke more harshly still, He
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‘was really inoculated—TI'll devote the

seemed to tower over Victor Garwick,
and he was gazing into the man’s eyes
with that strangely compelling look
of his, filled with the blazing domina-
tion of a powerful will.

“You've got to believe me! Listen!
Stephen Vorse's little girl has been
cured. And how? By this person you

thought was a quack. He called the
Vorses, too, They met his demands. *

He sent his assistants to get the girl.
She was taken out of the house in an

and she has recovered The man who
‘telephoned was no quack He was a
member of the criminal ring behind
this. He could have cured your son
David if the boy's heart had not been
weak, That was why 1 advised you to
follow his instructions if he called
again.”

“But you said nothing about all
this!”

“No! Would you have let David be
placed in his hands if I had? I knew
vour reactions might jeopardize the
boy's life and put the criminals on
their guard, So I advised you without
explaining the motives behind it. I
wanted to save your son and if possi-
ble capture the criminals.”

“And now—it is too late,” said
Victor Garwick brokenly.

HE Secret Agent's eves seemed

to gleam like polished steel. His

low-spoken sords were vibrant, “Too

late to save the boy—yes. But not

too late perhaps to trace these fiends!”

He stared at Victor Garwick for
seconds. The man shook his head.

“I don't know what you mean.
David is dead. If [ sent for them now,
they would become suspicious at
once.”

“Mr. Garwick,” said “X,” “are you
willing to help me ecatch those who
kflled your.son? Are you willing to

or the chair™

Victor Garwick swore harshly and
clenched his fists. “If these incredible
things you say are true—if my boy
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rest of my life to running down the
criminals who did it. Come—we'll
call the police at oncel”

Agent “X” held the man with de-
tsining fingers. “You still don't un-
derstand,” he said, “These are no or-
dinary crooks with whom we are deal-
ing. They are fiends so clever that
they’'ve been able to hoodwink a whole
city. The police cannot cope with
them. Ancl. once wamed that t.he la.w

“What do you adﬂse, then 1"
“Follow my instructions. I know
what I'm about.”

“You are not a doctor? You are a
state detective?”

“It makes no difference what I am.
I came to Braniord to investigate
this thing. Certain odd facts which
had escaped others interested me.”

Victor Garwick frowned. “If the
police cannot cope with the criminals
—how can we hope to catch them?
What is your suggestion ?"

“This,” said “X” tensely. “The man
you thought was a quack must be
summoned. He must not know that
David is dead. His demands must be
met. His price must be paid.”

Victor Garwick sharply withdrew
his arm and recoiled away from
Agent “X.” A flerce look sprang into
his eyes—a look of deep suspicion.

“I—see'” he barked. “You yoursel f
have a motive! You stand to make
something out of this! What if I tell
you I think you are one of the crim.-
inals? You know too much! You want

“me to pay thousands of dollars to &

crook who can do my son no good!”
“The Secret Agent's laugh was shott
and bitter. “Your suspicion is natur-
al, Garwick. I admit that. But here is
concrete proof that I am not trying to
get your money. Here's proof that 1
am as anxious to catch these fiends as

are,

*X" reached inside his coat, to &
deep inner pocket. He drew out &
wallet bulging with bank notes, Fromz
it he drew a sheaf of bills, dozens of
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them, of startlingly high denomina-
tion.* '

“Whatever this man charges,” he
said, “whether it's a thoussnd, five
thousand, ten thousand, or more—I
will pay it. Money means nothing to
me if I can bring these fiends to
justice.”

Victor Garwick stared at the
money, then studied the Agent's de-
termined face. He drew a long breath,
. A man
of affairs, used to dealing in the hard
facts of life, this offer was the last
thing needed to convince him of the
Agent's integrity.

“I'm sorry, doctor,” he said. *“Whe-
ever you really are, whatever vour
motive, I'm with you. And you can
keep your money. It is my son who
has—Dbeen murdered. All I wnnt io do
is help you in any way I can.” .

Garwick grasped the Agent’s hand
and wrung it. Then he shook his head
with a puzzied frown,

“But I don’t understand how you
expect to ouftwit these men by getting
them to treat David! They'll see at
once that he is dead!”

Agent “X” spoke rapidly.

“I'll make my plan clear, Garwick.
Wait here a moment."”

“X" hurried downstairs. He had to
make sure that no one in the house let
news of David Garwick’s death reach
the outside world.

Mrs. Garwick was lying on the
couch in the living room still un-
conscious. The servants were bending
over her. Agent “X" stopped a maid
ip the act of reaching for a phone.

“Not now!" he said sternly. “I'll
take care of Mrs. Garwick. There is
good news. David is not dead. It was
only a heart attack!”

The nurse who had reported his
death gave a ery of thankfulness. The

to_excited exclama- _

-9
tions. This lie was necessary to keep

*AUTROR'S '001'2 All.k( tin
= ema) pal .l"‘.ml it might be

clllnhnhn.

SECRET AGENT *“X"

the news of the young man’s death a
secret. It was the only way for “X"
to carTy out the strange plan he had
in mind. He went back upstairs
quickly and resumed his talk with the
boy's father,

“The man who phoned must be
summoned at once—tonight!” he said.
“Before the death of your son is
known.”

“How?”" ga.sped Vlctor Garwick,

“ d “X.” Thor-
ough in everything he did, Agent “X”
had investigated Garwick's social and
financial connections togetner with
thoee of Branford's other leading citi-
zens. “You are a director on the Bran-
ford Broadcasting Company, Gar-
wick., An order from you would clear
the air so that a message could be sent
out instantly, would it not?”’

ARWICK nodded. “Yes, that ia
true,” he said. “But you said you
wanted to keep this thing under cover.
Any message we send out will reach
everyone in town.”

“Exactly I” agreed the Agent. “But
we will word the message so that only
the criminals will knoow what it
means.”

Quickly the Agent took out a pen-
cil. “Your telephone number, Gar-
wick "

“River Hill 5407.”

Agent “X’s” pencx]ed moved swiftly
over a piece of pa

“Will the man who ca!]ed River Hill
5407 call again at once,” he wrote.
“Circumstances have rendered change
of decision necessary. Vitally import-
ant.”

He handed the note to Garwick,
and said swiftly:

“Not even the servants must learn
of this—unless we can possibly take
the nurse into our confidence. The
others must think David is still alive.

ﬂﬁrhmdem—mtm——cet
them to put that message on the air
at once. If it does not bring results,
‘we’ll have it repeated.”

Anxious now to do anything that
would bring the killers of his son to




CITY OF THE LIVING DEAD

justice, Vietor Garwick sprang to &
telephone., Agent “X" closed and
locked the door of David's room, then
followed the boy’s father. He spoke
to a male servant,

“Help me get Mrs, Garwick up-
stairs at once. I can treat her better
there.”

While the master of the house was
telephoning his strange order to the '

broadca.stmx stahon, t.hey camed lus

man who had helped ln.m, then
called the old servant, Kate, to his

side. A shrewd judge of character, he

eyed the woman long and earnestly.’

She returned his intent gaze without
wavering.

“Why do you do nothing for Mrs.
Garwick?” she asked the Agent. “I
must get back to my patient. Thank
God he is all right. But they'll never
forgive me for giving them such a
scare.”

Agent “X” 1aid his hand on the old
woman's arm.

“David is dead,” he said slowly.
“You must know the truth. But there
is a reason why the others must not
know. You've been with the boy for
years—seen him grow up. You've
loved him. He was murdered, Kate—
I can’t tell you all about it now. But
we're going to try to catch those who
killed him, Qur success depends on
how well you keep our confidence. If
you want to see the devils who mur-
dered David brought to justice, go in
and stay with him. Guard his door
and say nothing of this to a living
soul.”

The woman crossed herself. Tears
rolled down her wrinkied cheeks,

“I’ll pot breathe a word of it. I'll
stay with him, sir, as I did when he
was slive, so help me!”

She turned and walked slowly
away. Agent “X” knew that he could
“4rust-her
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stairs. Agent “X" left him to tell her
the truth about her son—to explain
why they must co-operate with "

tor Preston.”

He went down the stairway again
and turned on the huge radio that
stood in the drawing room.

At first, soft-toned jazz issued from
it. Then suddenly the music stopped
and the announcer's voice sounded.

“We are mterrupﬁng the pmram

an unusnal memge. Hereltu ‘Wil
the man who called River Hill 6407
call agmin at once. Circumstances

_have rendered change of decision

necessary. Vitally important.””

Several times the announcer’s pre-
cise voice repeated the message. The
Secret Agent listened tensely. He
lmew the message was being heard
all over the city of Branford. Wher-
ever there were radios—in homes,
restaurants, clubs, places of amuse-
ment—people were pausing to listen
and wonder at those strange words.
Would it, he wondered, reach the eaxrs
of the criminals for whom it was in-
tended?

CHAPTER XI
DISGUISE OF DEATH

AZZ poured from the radio once

more. Agent *X" quickly turned it
off. He ascended the stairs and
knocked at the Garwicks" door. His
battle with the spreaders of the sleep-
ing death had begun. But there were
strange details yet to be worked out.

Mr. Garwick admitted him to the
room where his wife was sitting on &
chaise longue, her face drawn and
pale. The manner of both parents of
the dead hoy showed that they were
ready to place complete confidence ira
Secret Agent “X."

“Doctor Preston,” said Garwiclc.
“I've told my wife everything you toldl

He took out his small vial of re-
storative fluid and applied it to Mrs.
Garwick’s lips. She was on the point
of returning consciousness when her
husband came slowly back up the

anxious as I anz
that these murderers be caught.”

“I’'ve just heard our call broad—
casted,” said “X.” “Unless I am mis—~
taken we won't have to wait long for~
results.”
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“Suppose the man does call,” said
Garwick, “What will you tell him?
When his assistants get David, they'll
realize at once that they’'ve been
tricked, We might conceivably catch
them, but the real heads of this crime
ring will get away.”

Agent “X" nodded slowly. Garwick,
he could 3ee, had a shrewd analytical
brain.
perhaps skeptical of my plan,” he said
softly. “I intend to pose as your son
and ‘liet the criminals take me away in-
stead.”

“Good God!” Garwick’s exclama- .

tion was one of sheer astonishment.

“*Why, man, you can’'t possibly suc-.

ceed! The criminals must have seen a
dozen pictures of my son. His pic-
ture has often appeared in the social
columns of the Branford papers. You
can’t fool them. They'll only kill you
and escape.”

The Secret Agent held up his hand.
“I ask you to have faith in me, Mr.
Garwick. I know something about dis-
guise. I'm going to gamble that the
criminals will think I'm your son.”

“You mean that you're going to
make up as David?" Mrs. Garwick's
voice held a quaver of amazement and
disbelief. Her face had grown a shade
whiter, too, and X" scnsed that this
would mean an added ordeal for her.
He spoke gently:

“It's the only way, Mrs. Garwick.”

“You'll never succeed!"

Victor Garwick was pacing the
floor mervously now, clenching and
unclenching his hands. Agent “X"
was tense. He couldn’t tell these peo-
vle about himself; couldn't reveal
that the face they thought was his

own was an elaborate disguise, That:

would shatter the belief in him that
he had managed to create.

SECRET AGENT “X"

“But supposing,” said Garwick,
“this man is some one who knows me
—some one who would recognize my
voice! A strange voice answering for
me would cause suspicion at once and
wreck all our plans.”

Agent “X” faced the two. There
was a strange gleam in his eyes, His
lips moved. “This js Vietor Garwick
speaking,” he said. “Yes, I sent out

ight. I am
willing to consider your offer now. My
son is—"

Mrs. Garwick gasped and clutched
her husband’s arm. She stared at
Agent “X" with baffled wonder in her
eyes. Mr. Garwick seemed speechless
with amazement, then said slowly:

-“I see! You have a most remarkable
power of mimicry, Doctor Preston!”

The Agent eyed the man closely, to
see if there was any hint of suspicion
in Garwick’s gaze. He was relieved to
find there nothing but admiration.”

“If T hadn't seen his lips move,”
said Mrs. Garwick, “I should have
been certain it was you apeaking, Vic-
tor. I didn't believe such things were
poagible.” She turned away. “Yan go
downstairs with the doctor so you'll
be near the telephone. I—1'm going to
stay with David for a while.”

As Mr, Garwick descended the
stairs with the Agent, his manner
held a respect that was almost awe.
It was as though the trick of mimicry
had given him new insight into this
strange man’s character. He sensed
that there were depths of mystery
and power behind the calm face of
Dactor Preston.

IN the drawing room, Agent “X"
paced up and dowm. Would or
would not the criminals answer the
broadcast? They must have a radio.
News of the epidemic had been sent

“Let’s go downstairs,” he said.
“WVhen this man-calls, Mr. Garwick,
I want you to let me answer him. The
thing is too close ta you. Your emo-
tion might give you away, Let me
make whatever arra.ngements are
Lecessary.”

cut from time to time. It was almost
certain they would want to use every
possible means of keeping in touch
with all that was going on in Bran-
ford.

He glanced at his watch. It was af-
ter ten now. The hours since his car
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had been run off the bridge had been
filled with excitement. The hours of
the night that still remained promised
to be even more strenuous. If his plan
succeeded, he would before long es-
tablish contact with the cleverest
band of criminals he had ever run
into.

The shrill ringing of the telephone
cut through his thoughts like the

thrust of a sword. He stiffered and "

met the stare of Victor Garwick, whe
rose, his face paling.
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“Hurry,” said “X.” “I assure you
I will co-operate.” .

“That is welll” said the cold voice.
There was a relentless calculation in
it that chilled the Secret Agent's
blood. “You anderstand, that absolute
secrecy must be maintained. I have
only & small amount of my cure left.
Feeling is running high in Branford
tonight. If it should be suspected that
I possessed a cure, I would be at-
tacked and robbed before I couid
reach you. Furthermore, the charge

A maid crossed the hall and entered
the telephone closet. She came to the
door of the drawing room.

“Some one wishes to speak to you,
Mr. Garwick.”

“Who is it?"

“He will not give his pame.”

“Very well, Estelle.” -

When the maid had left Victor Gar-
wick turned to the Agent and ges-
tured mutely for him to take the cail.
The Agent nodded. Silently he crossed
the hallway and enterad the telephone
closet. He closed the door behind him,
picked up the receiver, and his lips
framed the words.

“This is Victor Garwick speaking.
Who is it?” .

There was a moment of ¢complete
silence; then a strange voice sounded.
To the Agent's expert ears the pitch
showed plainly that it was disguised.

*“This is the man who called you be-
fore,” said the voice. “I have heard
your broadecast, Mr. Garwick [ am
listening.”

Agent “X” made his own disguised
voice quaver. “For God's sake, come
at the earliest possible moment. I'm
ready to try anything. David is get-
ting worse. His heart is weak. If you
have a cure—]I am ready to try it.”

A chuckle sounded at the other end
of the wire. It was mirthless, unsym-
pathetic.

—-4T_anticipated
consider, Garwick. Your change of
mind comes soomer than I had ex-
pected, but your son’s condition ac-
counts for that.”

Wil bé high—"

“That doesn’t matter!” exclaimed
“X"” in the broken sccents of a
gtricken father who thinks only of his
sick son. “I will pay what you ask.”

“It must be cash,” continued the
guarded voice. “The charge for the
first treatment will be ten thousand
dollars. Can you have that amount
available by midnight—at which time
you and your son will meet us?”

“Yes, yes!” said the Agent hoarse-
Iy. #Do you guarantee a cure?’

“That is a foregone conclusion.”
said the strange voice. “l am a man
of honor. It was I who treated the
Vorse girl. You must have heard that
she is recovering. I have treated
others. They, too, are now on the road
to health again. My cure is infallible.
That is why my price is high. You
agree to my terms of cash and se-
crecy ?’

‘II Mee!'.

€C"THAT is well. You would not
waat to jeopardize your son's
life, would you, Mr. Garwick?”

The Secret Agent felt a wave of
loathing sweep over him.

“No, of course not,” he said.

“Then have him ready at midnigixt.
Put warm clothing on him so that he
can be taken out. Get your chauffeur
to help carry him to your car. Then

i  Boulevard.

“Have your headlights on,. baut
dimmed. See that the left parking
light is out, the other lighted. If my
assistants have not met you by the
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time you reach the end of the Boule-
vard, turn and come back again.

“When they meet you they will
flash their lights three times. You will
then stop. One of them will open the
door of your car and give your son
the first hypodermic injection of cura-
tive serum. You will give him the pay-
ment, and drive on after he has gone.
In a few days I will call you and ar-
range for the next treatment. That is
all. 1Is everything quite clear?”

SECRET AGENT “X”

“You are going to attempt to cap-
ture them single-handed?”

“No. These men we will see will be
only the assistants of the real brains.
My only hope is to follow them-—and
learn what I can.”

T.he Agent looked at his watch
again.

“Ten-thirty. I've got an hour and a
balf to prepare. Good-by Mr. Gar-
wick. I'll be back shortly.”

S s ”

"QJuite!™ )

The receiver at the other end
clicked up. Agent “X” backed slowly
out of the telephone closet. For thc
first time in his career, his hands were
trembling with excitement. The cun-
ping of these criminals amazed him.
They were using the methods of the
moat expert kidmapers. They were
taking no chances. Like silent, evil
vultures, they were feeding on the
fear of the city, working with smooth
efficiency. _

Victor Garwick's eyes were alert
and questioning as the Secret Agent
returned to the drawing room.

“Well?” he asked sharply.

“It is settled,” said the Agent. “I
have spoken with one of the crimin-
als. You and I are to meet them ac-
ecording to their directions at mid-
pight.”

He outlined the arrangements to
Garwick, and added a warning.

“You will have to play your part,
too—or everything will fail. They will
be watchful. Your manner must not
betray the facts in any way that will
arouse their suspicions.”

“Couldn’t we arrange to have a
squad of -detectives following them—
ready to nab them?

GENT “X” shook his head stern-

ly. “No. That is just what they

have taken precautions against. They
“art 4 1 )

home and sped swiftly to the hideout
he had established in the city. There
he collected his make-up materials
and returned to the Garwick home.
Everything depended on the perfec-
tion of his disguise tonight—and it
was a disguise that must go more than
skin deep. He must appear to be a
man deaperately ill with sleeping sick-
ness, For this reason, he had selected
one of several drugs and slipped that
into his pocket also. )

Back in the Garwick home, his
work of make-up began. He took care-
ful measurements of David Garwick’s
face as the young man lay still and si-
lent on the bed. Then, with the door
closed, he set up his mirrors, took out
his strange materials, and his long,
sensitive fingers roved over his own
features.

The face of Doctor Preston disap-
reaved. For a few seconds Agent “:1”
appeared as he really was, Then, with
the volatile plastic materials, he du-
plicated the face of David Garwicl.

Five minutes later the room har-
bored a gruesome, uncanny sight.
Two young men, twina baving exact-
ly the same appearance, seemed fo be
there. But one was dead, and one
alive.

Agent “X™ went to the door ard
called softly to Mr. Garwick. He
knew the man was in for a shock, and

is not alone— . he wanted to make it as gentle as_

if they have the slightest suspicion of
anything such es you suggest, they
will not even make contact. Only
strategy can succeed in this. They
must be put off their guard.”

poesible. He dimmed the ights in the
reom.

“I have made my preparations,” he
said, his back turned to the older man.
Then he slowly turned, facing the
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other. Pallor spread over Garwick’s the headlights, and to take out the

face as he gazed into what appeared bulb in the left parking light. The

to be the face of his dead son. He other must be on.

swayed a little, lesned against the  “We are to drive slowly along

wall for support. His breath came River Boulevard until a car ap-

hoarsely. proaches and flashes its lights three
“My God—it isa’t possible! I— times. If we don’t pass it the first

Doctor Preston, you amaze me!” Gar- time, we are to turn and retrace our

wick licked dry lips, glancing from . course. Is that clear?’

the-bed where his own son lay to the “Clear. And what will you do after

man who had so faithfully simulated we have been stopped 2

the boy's appearance that the effect  “That” said “X" softly, “will de-

2 W& pend oa the circumstances,”
mustn't let Stella see this! Limow it~ vietor Garwick descended the
would unnerve her. stairs after showing the Agent to an

“You are right,” said “X" gently. empty guest room down the hall from
“Keep her in her room until we have David’s room. In a few moments there
gone.” was the sound of a car coming up

. from the garage. It turned into the

(;,ARWICK continued to 5.‘:'":'9 2t driveway and stopped with running

the features of Agent “X" a3 mgtor before the front steps of the
thotlréh he were s,eemge‘l a g}l{tost.l mansion,

“Remember,” warned “X.” “I am 5.y «X~ oy down on the bed and
supposed to be a sick man. I'm goiUg 1y the covers over him. When Gar-
to wrap blankets around myself now. i and the chauffeur came into the
Then I shall take a small dose of a room, he lay still, his eyes almost
drug to slow down my pulse and res- 5004 The drug he had taken made
piration in case they examine me.” him feel slightly dizzy, but he was

He drew his wallet out and pro- acutely aware of all that was happen-
duced ten thousand dollars in large jng,
bills. He handed it to Garwick. He saw the scared look on the

“The man I talked to demanded & chauffeur's face. “X” had already
first payment in cash. I'm sure you wrapped himself up in blankets to
haven’t this amount on hand. Give it conceal his street clothes. Garwick
to the man who injects the serum into and the man added others, swathing”
me.” him securely. Then they lifted him

“Very well,” said Garwick. “But I and the Agent made his body rigid.
shall insist on reimbursing you later They carried him down to the waiting
for this. I want it to be my donat:iou car and deposited him in the tonneau.
to the cause.” He pocketed the bills,  “Go to River Boulevard. Drive -
and “X” spoke again. . slowly up it,” said Victor Garwick to

“It i3 now twenty minutes 0 the mystified chauffeur. “Stop when
twelve. Does your chauffeur know [ tell you to, and obey any direction I
which room David Is in?" may give you instantly.”

“No.” The car turned slowly out of the

“Good. I shall go into a vacant drive into the road, its one parking
rcom on this floor and lie on the bed. light goggling lopsidedly. Apparentily

You and he will @;nggﬁglﬂ,!ng_nmmummwm_m.-
down to the car. There will probably the Secret Agent’s heart was beating

be a spy watching outside the house. with elation and excitement. At last
Everything must appear right—and he was getting somewhere. At last he
let your chanffeur think I am really felt he was on a trail that would lead -
David. Call him now. Tell him to dim  definitely to the man he sought.
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CHAPTER XIII
MURDERER'S MAGIC

ARWICK and the chauffeur were
silent as the car rolled into River

Boulevard. Secret Agent “X" leaned -

back in the seat, his eyes still half
closed. The drug he had taken had cut
his pulze down so low that if a doctor
had been there to take it, he would
have pronounced the Agent a very
sick man. But all his faculties were

SECRET AGENT “X"

sharply to his chauffeur, “Draw up
beside the road.”

The millionaire’s whole body was
taut. His arm, resting against the
Agent's, trembled perceptibly. “X"
grasped the man’s wrist firmly to
steady him, and to show Garwick
that he was still alert and master of
himself,

The muffled engme of the car
throbbed softly in the stillness as it

cfnn

alert, both mental and physical.

From time to time, Victor Gar-
wick’s gaze swiveled toward Agent
“X.” The look of awe was still there.
Garwick seemed to find it hard to
credit his own senses, even now—
this man locked so exactly like his
dead son.

The car rolled on at a steady pace.
On their left flowed the river, gleam-
ing blackly in the faint light of the
stars. “X" saw the lights of the state
troopers’ camp on the opposite bank.
A grim, faint smile twitched at his
Jips. He pictured the consternation
that would fill the camp with turmail
if they could know of the drama tak-
ing place on the dark boulevard al-
most within range of their vision.

His eyes probed ahead between nar-
rowed lids, watching for the first
glimpse of the criminal’s car. A police
patrol cruiser came around a bend in
the road, shot by and out of sight
without slackening speed. A half-mile
farther along a large closed car
passed. It held three men—a driver
up front, and two in the seat behind.

The Secret Agent’'s keen eyes had
caught the intent stare of the men in
that car. Without doubt, these were
the emissaries of the master mind.

They passed no other vehicle as
they traveled the length of the Boule-
vard. At the end, they turned and
came ba.ck.”In another fifteen minutes

between. the widely strung lights on
the Boulevard, and darkly deserted.
The other car drew up opposite
among the shadows. Its door opened.
A figure jumped out.

Agent “X” watched tensely
through eyes that seemed closed in the
stupor of sleeping sickness. He saw a
man in a long overcoat approaching.
There was a small black case in the
man's hand. The faint glow of the
car’s tail-light revealed that he wore
a mask. It was a ghostly white mask
of the kind used by surgeons to cover

‘the lower part of the face when in the

operating room.

The stranger came close and laid a
hand on the door of Garwick's cas,
wrenched it suddenly open. His voice
czme low and gruff through the folds
of the white mask.

“Your name?”

“Victor Garwick.”

“You have the fee?”

‘Yes”

The man held out his hand. For an
instant, Garwick hesitated. *“X"
realized that he was recalling the in-
structions he had given him to hand
aver the fee after the hypodermic
injection had been made. He nudged
the millionaire with a slight pressure
of his arm. Garwick at once placed
the roll of high denmomination bank
notes in the pa.lm of the stranger '

proaching them from the opposite di-
rection.

Almost as he spotted it, its head-
lights winked three times.

“Stop!" Garwick’s voice rang cut

money after a awﬁt mapectxon of 1t
This callous member of the extortion-
ist band was evidently taking no
chances on bpot getting his money.
Only after he had stowed the bills
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safely away did he open the small
black case he carried .
He withdrew a small hypodermic

-gyringe and unscrewed the cap.

Agent “X,” watching with hawklike
attention, noted at once that the
man’s movements were clumsy. Here
was no expert surgeon or doctor
trained in the use of scientific instru-
ments. This was an uneducated lay-

man carrying out an order that had .

been given him.

The man
lifted Agent “X’s” arm.

“Roll up the patient’s sleeve, " he
ordered gruffly.

CTOR GARWICK complied,
while the chauffeur, half turning
in his seat, looked on in amazement.
When the Agent’s arm had been bared
from wrist to elbow the man holding
the syringe flashed on a tiny light, He
felt awkwardly for the Agent’s pulse,
held it a moment, and seemed satis-
fied. He then inserted the point of the
hypo needle close to a large vein and
pressed the plunger home.
It was not done very dexterously.

'The most unskilled nurse could have

done better. But the serum contained
in the reservoir of the needle entered
the Agent’s blood stream.

And now for the firat time he asked
himself what its effect might he. He
was not a sleeping sickness victim.
Wags it possible that the serum would
bring on a mild attack of the dread
disease?*

The sharp jab of the needle made
a stabbing pain in his arm. He didn't

wonder that the little Vorse girl had -

complained and been frightened.

The man turned away and without
another word strode back to the wait-
ing car, slamming the door of Gar-
wick’s car behind him.

At that instant Agent “X” moved
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with an abruptness that made Victor
Garwick gasp. As the door on the left
of the car closed—the door toward
the other motionless vehicle from
which the masked man had come—
Agent “X"” wrenched open the right-
hand door. He kicked off the blankets
that swathed him apd sprang out into
the darkness. He hissed a low, sharp
order to the astonished chauffeur.

“Drive on! At once!”

He .crouched between the curb and

wick limousine as it rolled away, His
dark clotking, his collar drawn up
about his face, made him indistin-
guishable in the deep shadows.

The man who applied the hypo
needle got into his own car. Agent
“X"” crept across the roadway. Low
to the ground, his body seemed to
blend with the black asphalt of the
Boulevard. He was like a huge quick-
moving spider. Just as the strange
car began to roll, the Agent’s ateely
fingers grasped the spare tire on the
rear. He swung up his legs, hugged
his body close. He was an uninvited
passenger as the car lurched ahead.

Those inside were utterly oblivioms
of what had happened. Once a face
peered out the back window. But
Agent “X” was crouched too low to
he visible.

Seconds passed. The car rumbled
on. Then the Secret Agent reached
into his coat pocket and drew out a
device that looked like a small port-
able camers.

HOLDING himself tightly with
one arm hooked through the tire
case, he opened the cameralike object.
It wasn't a camera, but one of the
smallest, most delicate amplifying de—
vices in existance. Often before it had
served the Agent well. But never had
it been put to more unportant s

than now, _
t-

*AUTHOR'S :l.oﬁfl The distinction Seriweem o

the germa themstiven. The veactions of
of serams are rely differeat.

mmemmm
. dise with a black cord attached. This

was a tiny microphone. There were
two cylindrical dry cells in the box of
the amplifier, placed in a correspond—
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ing poesition to roll films. The inside
of the cameralike thing itself was the
earphone.

Agent “X” placed the whole instru-
nient to the side of his head and, with
the hand that was hooked through
tne tire, he pressed the dise micro-
vhone on its black cord against the
reta) back of the car.

At first only the crashing rumble of

ne whxcle, magnified to the thunder

"—

tiere were rheostats in the tiny in-
«trument. In spite of his precarious
¢linging position and the bounce of
ihe heavy car, Agent “X” managed
20 move them with sensitive fingers,
szlecting sournds according to the .
s.ave-length of their vibrations. The
sumble ' of machinery, coarte and
Jong-waved, was easily excluded,

Presently the confused sound of
men’s veices made the amplifiex’s ear-
rhone buzz. Another turn of the rheo-
«iat and Agent “X” could hear the
voices of those inside the car distinet-
1y. Two men were talking together

.1 the back seat. They were only a
‘oot or twve away. One seemed glum,
harsh.

“I'm gettin' fed up, Lefty. If I
don’t get outa this damn thing soon
T'll go nuts. It's the screwiest racket
I was ever in—an’ with these bugs
makin’ everybody sick it givea me the
c¢reeps.”

“You're gettin’ paid, ain't vou?”
enarled the other. “You get a cut on
everything that comes in, Ten grand
tenight fer squirtin' a little juice into
ihe son of a millionaire mug. It's a
good racket, if you ask me. T don't
l..‘...-'e’ the besses for playin’ it to the

st

T:\.ey’ll gn a ccuple of rounds teoo
’._:.ny. it they don't look out. The
whole ‘o'vnq gettd -1' qﬂk W'hat if

—A SRy &l
L .cknee.-.! I tell 1'on it’s givin’ me the
ereepa.”

“You'll stick with the rest of us,”
the other replied ominously. “Ycu
can't get out of Branford till the

‘tiie car,

SECRET AGENT “X”

bosses are ready to let you go. Quit
yer damn grouching.”

There was a few seconds of silence.
Agent “X" had almost stopped
breathing. His guess that these men
were only underlings had been cor-
rect.

HE Agent eased his cramped
position. It was no mean feat to
cling with 2 single arm to the spare
tire casing, where every irregularity

Jarring vibration. After a moment he
resumed his grip and pressed the am-
plifier to his ear again. The grumbling
veice of the complainer came grat-
ingly.

“Some guy’s goin' to get wise if we
don't quit, ad quit soon. There'll be
dicks after us some night.”

“You can't win without takin’ a
chance. There’s 2 whole bunch of rich
mugs that ain‘t been shaken down
vet. The Chanping girl comes tonight.
Dillon’s goin' after her.”

The Agent's beart leaped. He feit
2 coidness ereeping over him. The
Channing girl! That would be Paula
Channing, Eetty Dale’s cousin—the
girl she said she was going to visit
tonight. The hideous ring of microbe
spreaders had marked her for their
cext victim. She, tco, would be inocu-
Jated with encephalitis.

For an instant Agent “X" con-
sidered dropping off the car and giv-
ing the Channings warning. But he
migkt never have a chance like this
present ozce again. His warning might
save Paula Channing from sleeping
sickness—but it would mean that his
desperate effori to trace the criminals
would fail, The future destiny of a
whole city loy almost within reach
of his hand, now.

All durir.g the time he had clung to
“X" had been on the alert
—40_note ary symptonss which might
2ppear in himself as a result of the
kypao injection. So far there had been
none. This relieved him. Receiving
the serum had been an unavoidable
part of his scheme, but he had been
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more worried than he had admitted
to himself as to the possible effect on
his own system—whether or not it
would produce results which would
make him unfit to carry his plan to
its conclusion.

The car had left the Boulevard,
now. It was threading a series of
dark, winding streets, penetrating
into the heart of Branford’s slums.

Abruptly the car slowed. Dark
buildings shadowed the street ahead.
Closed warehouses; a deserted fac-

&9

He gasped in sheer astonishment
then. The floor and three blank walls
were all that showed up in the beam,
of the light. There wasn't even & amail
door in the rear—no visible exit by
which the men could have left. But
that was not the mystery that baf-
fled him most. It was the big car that
he searched for in vain. That, too,
had vanished as though black magic
had been used to dissolve it into thin

air.
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the night sky like some ungainly mon-
ster. A sluggish inlet of the river
penetrated here. A few empty barges
creaked on their moorings. The re-
gion was darkly sinister, the asir
dank.

The car swung sharply. Its head-
lights pointed toward the door of a
low garage.

Instantly the Agent dropped to
hands and knees on the street, back-
ing off behind the car to the shadow
of a fence,

One of the men got out-and un-
locked the door of the garage. The
door slid back on smooth-running
rollers, and “X"” caught & glimpse of
the interior. It was an ordinary one-
car garage with a cement floor. The
man who had opened the door backed
against a wall as the car rolled in
The roller door slid shut,

The Secret Agent’s eyes gleamed.
He had trailed the members of the
germ-spreading band to their lair, or
at least within close range of it.

He let two minutes elapse before
he crept forward. Then he took a set
of chromium tools from his pocket.
Opening the lock was child’s play
to him. But he listened long and care-
fully with his amplifier before rolling
the door back. No sound of volces is-
sued from within.

C:utiously he slid the door back an

at

every sense alert, and stopped to
avoid running into the rear of the car.
Still there was no sound. The Agent
flashed on a small light.

_ TERROR STRIKES -

GENT “X” stood dumfounded.

With his amall light he con-
tinued to search the interior of the
garage, He hardly believed his own
eyes. It was as though the drug he had
taken to slow his pulse, or the serum
injected into his veins, had affected
his sight. Then he bent forward. A
fresh drop of ol glistened in the cen-
ter of the garage floor—proof that &
car had recently stood there.

“X"” walked around it, tappiong the
cement. It seemed solid, forming &
firm foundation. At the sides and end
of the garage it appeared to be flush
with the wooden framework.

He turned his light upward. It re-
vealed nothing but dusty rafters and
the roof above his head. For a mo -
ment Agent “X” stooped and pressea
the disc of his tiny amplifier to the
hard cement.

A faint, hollow roaring reached
him. Second by second the sound dim -
inished, then ceased altogether in m
barely perceptible jar. Silence fol-
lowed. But the Secret Agent's eyes
were burning with excitement.

Myaterious as had been the disap-
pearance of the car, he believed he
had found the explanation. But prov-
ing it would take time. And just now
minutes were precious. Paula Chan-
ning had been marked for inocula-

m_Bemr_DAles
cousin,

The thought that his blonde ally
would be close when one of the night—
prowling germ-spreaders attac
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troubled Agent “X.” Betty and the
Channings must be warned before
anything else was attempted.
. He left the garage, locking the
sliding doors behind him. He walked
swiftly away through dark streets.
He was definitely on the trail of the
criminals, now. As soon as possible he
would take it up, return to this place,
and systematically search the garage.
The lighted front of a small cigar
hurried toward it. He flipped the
pages of the city telephone directory,
then plunged into a booth. His finger-
tip made the dial snarl as he called
the Channing’s number. The voice of

a servant answered and Agent “X"-

gpoke quickly. .
“Doctor Preston speaking. I be-

lieve Miss Betty Dale is visiting Miss

Channing. I'd like to speak to her.”

The servant's reply was imperson-
ally precise. i

“Hold the wire. I'll tell Miss Dale
you are calling.”

Agent “X"” heard the servant's
footsteps receding. A full minute of
silence passed. The servant did not re-
turn. Thke voice of Betty Dale that
“X” was eagerly awaiting did not
reach his ears, Then, suddenly, some-
thing else did!

Faint at first, the sound spread like
a clutching chill through the Secret
Agent's mind. It was a girl's shrill
scream. The crashing tinkle of break-
ing glass followed it.

Fiercely Agent “X"” clattered the
telephone receiver on its hook. He
cursed the servant. Dread made him
tremble. Long since, he had cast out
fear for his own safety. The strange
and terrible dangers his work led him
into had built up immunity to per-
' sonal fear. But he could not stifle his
'emotions where Betty Dale was con-

cerned. She was the one person, out-

—stde—hiz thief i Washington, who

Jmew the nature of his activities—

the one whose faith and loyalty had
never wavered. He couldn't calmly
contemplate the possibility of danger
overtaking Betty Dale,

SECRET AGENT “X”

Agent “X" slammed the receiver on
its hook and tore out of the booth.
Like a man possessed, he strode

through the dark deserted streets till
he spotted a single cruising taxi.

Leaping in, he pressed a five-dollar
bill into the driver’s hand, gave the
address of the Channing house.

“Step on it! Get there as fast as
you cant”

Passengers scarce in Bran-
ford these days. The heavy cab
lurched forward, whined around cor-
ners, bored steadily ahead. Traffic
regulations were non-existent in the
nightly quest for the gorillas. In the
dark interior of the cab the Agent’s
hands worked miracles, changing his
disguise once more to that of Doctor
Preston.

White-lipped, tense, he waited im-
patiently as the taxi crossed the ecity.
It rolled at last into a short driveway
that led to a handsome brownstone
house. Agent “X” flung the cab door
open and bounded up the steps of the
house.

It was seconds before his ring was
answered. Those seconds seemed eter-
nities to Agent “X.” Then the door
was opened cautiously by a servant
whose hands trembled. His face was
livid and fear writhed like a live thing
in the depths of his eyes.

“X” spoke hoarsely, his fingers
clutching the man’s arm.

“What has happened!”

“Your name, sir?™ whispered the
servant.

“Doctor Preston. I called fifteen
minutes ago,” snapped “X.” “I asked
to speak to Miss Dale on the phone.
You didn't send her. What has hap-
pened ?”

The frightened servant admitted
Agent ™X" into the hall.

“It is terrible!” he gasped. “An-
other doctor is here already. The ape
attacked, sir—just as you called! It
smashed a window. It entered the
room where Miss Paula and her
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friend were talking. Both have been
bitten!”

The man's words cut through the
Agent’s heart like a cold knife blade.
The human horror he was fighting
had struck abruptly, fearfully close.
Betty Dale attacked!

His mind cringed away from the
fact—shuddered as he seemed to see
her face set in gruesome rigidity. All
the vivid life, all the young loyalty .
of her, frozen in the cast of death. A
groan escaped the Agent's lips. This

the impact of gun-lead.

The old wound in his side—the
wound that he had received years ago
on 8 battlefield in France—throbbed
with pain. He had to shake his head to
clear his faculties. That wound in
his flesh seemed the sign and symbol
of the indomitable, driving will that
would not let him submit to defeat.
The wound had not killed him—and
even this crushing blow could be mas-
tered. He would fight—fight for her
sake now, as well as for the humanity
he had struggled for impersonally.

“Where Is she? Take me to her at
once!” he commanded.

“This way, sir.”

The trembling servant led sx”
along a hallway to a room beyond.
Betty and Paula were there. With
them was a doctor, talking to Paula’s
father, Mr. Channing.

The Agent’s throat tightened as his
eyes rested on the sunny gold hair and
sweet face of Betty Dale, She turned
toward him as he entered. She started
—then, even in the terror and distress
of the moment, she remembered not

to” betray him. Nothing could ever

make her do that.

“Doctor Preston,” announced the
servant. “He telephoned you, Miss
Dale, I was coming to tell you when—
it happened. Then I forgot.”

“I heard a scream over the wire,”
said “X.” “L got here as quickly as [
“could”™ "His words were meant for
Betty, and he saw the warm, sweet
look she gave him in return.

Mr. Channing turned a haggard
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face. “James has told you, of course,
doctor. One of the apes came through
Paula’s window. It broke open a shut-
ter. Both girls were —my
daughter and my niece. We need all
the medical advice we can get. If you
have anything to offer, for God's
sake, tell us . ... This is Doctor
Barnes, Doctor Preston.”

“X” nodded to the short, thick-set
physician who was attending the
wounds in the girls’ arms. He looked
efficient, but “X” saw that his fingers

HE Agent lifted Betty’s wrist

and stared at the livid teeth
marks on her white skin. He shud-
dered, knowing that they had been
made with 8 murderous device, The
girl’s eyes met his bravely.

“You find me in trouble again, Doc-
tor Preston,” she said. Then she ex-
plained to the others. ‘“I was caught
in the mob that tried to burn the in-
stitute, as I told you. In the erush I
fainted and fell in the street. Doctor
Preston here happened to ind me and
took me to my aunt’s.”

No one was listening. Paula, her
father, and Doctor Barmes seemed
overcome with dread, each expressing
fear in a different way. Doctor
Barnes was tense, trembling, ab-
sorbed. Channing watched him in
gloomy silence. Paula Channing was
biting her lips and trying to keep
back her tears.

Betty Dale's lips trembled in a
smile that touched the Agent’s heart.
He had seen her smile before in thlze
presence of danger. But never had she
coroe under the shadow of such horror
as this. Already, he knew, the dread
bacilli were circulating in her veins.
Nothing that he could do would save
her. Nothing—unless—

Her voice broke into his desperate
thoughts. “I might have expected it,
[__doctor, coming to Branford as I didl.
I lmew it was a rather foolhardy
thing to do. But think what a story
this will make! Girl Reporter Sleep-
ing Sickness Victim! This is one time
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I'll crash the fromt page of the
Herald,”

Channing gave an impatzent ex-
clamation. But Agent “X” understood
Betty Dale's bravado. She was trying
to keep up her own courage and com-
fort him at the same time. The pallor
of her face showed that she was fully
aware of what that wound on her
wrist signified. She had seen the ef-
fect of the disease in Branford. But
her contact vnth Agent “x” had

SECRET AGENT “X” -

ing the building., He had a theory.
There was only one possible explana-
tion for the enigma of the disappear-
ing car.

Carefully he began a minute
serutiny of the floor, playing his tiny
flashlight around the edges of the con-
crete. There was a two-by-four frame-
work around its base. This overlapped
the cement. He shifted his concentra-
tion to the sill of the door over which
the car had pa.ssed drew out a small

Under pretext of exnrmmng her
wound, he presesed her slim fingers,
noticing their coldness. Betty was
)::ﬁeping calm through sheer power of

ill.

A sudden impatience seized Agent
*X.” A light like a living flame burned
in his eyes. Hatred against the crim-
inale rose in his heart like a red
wave. They had brought Betty Dale
into the shadow of a slow and horrible
death. He must {ollow the one lead he
had uncovered—the lead of the mys-
terious garage.

Before he left the Channing houae,
he drew Betty Dale aside. There waa
a grim smile on his lips as he took
her cold hand.

“Don’t worry, Betty. The men who
@id this have the serum that will cure
sleeping sickness. Tonight I trailed
them close to their hideout—and to-
nighat I plan to follow them farther.”

CHAPTER XIV
‘TRAPPED!

HE Agent’s words had a vibrant
ring in them. They were meant
to reassure Betty Dale, and they did.
He wanted to lift the cloud of fear
from her mind while he followed the
hideous crime trail.
“Ba careful,” she breathed plead-
ingly, forgetful now of herself.

at the snl] At last he rose w:th bnght-
ly gleaming eyes.

Next he searched the building’s in-
terior. His fingers roamed over the
ingide of each beam. His eyes followed
his tlashlight, probing, searching.
Suddenly he stopped, hands tense.

On the inside of a supporting beam,
close to the door, he found a tiny elec-
tric button. It did not control the
overhead lights. The switch of tiat
he had located easily at once. This
one had been deliberately hidden,
tucked away in a place that no one,
unless he searched patiently, would
ever find.

Agent “X"” paused a moment. Was
it a aignal button? Or did it operate
the concealed mechanism that the
Agent’'s keen mind had guessed
existed

He took a chance and pressed the
button. He waited. A second passed.
And then a strange thing happened.
The concrete he wag standing on, the
floor of the garage, began sinking
slowly. With the gradual movement of
a smoothly runming elevator it
dropped below the level of the side
beams that overlapped it

It 1cas an elevator, cunningly sup-
ported on plunger rods beneath—a
wooden platform firished off with a
thick covering of concrete. As it sank,
with the Secret Agent upon it, he

an_avenging seemed to be-going into the bowels of

" nemesis as he went back to that sec-
tion of the town where the mysterious
garage was located. And once again
he unlccked its door. Then, with the
patience of Job, he set about examin-

the earth, The floor had dropped
twenty feet and he was in a dark,
damp well before anything else
showed. Then, at the rear of the pit
left by the elevator, twenty feet below
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the back of the garage, the top of an
underground doorway showed in the
glow of the Agent’s light.

As the concrete platform sank, the
doorway seemed to rise. The eleva.
tor stopped at last, flush with the
bottom of this hidden door. The amaz-
ing cleverness of the criminsls was
proved by this device. These were the
most elaborate precautions against
shadowing that he had ever seen.
Years might go by and no one would

[
looking garage with its sinister pur-

pose.

He found that the door in front of
him rolled sidewise. His fingers mani-
pulated it. A cold draft of air struck
his face. He waited tensely. But no
sound came down the corridor he had
opened up. It was densely dark. The
only noise was the faint purring of
the electric motor that had operated
the cement platform. This was in a
small chamber at the side of the pas-
sage. The elevator seemed to be auto-
matic. It was his pressure on the but-
ton that had started the motor and
made the floor descend.

He stepped into the corridor, clos-
ing the door after him. The elevator
ascended. Its rise was automatie, too,
‘I;rought about by the closing of the

oor.

ARKNESS and mystery lay
shead. Never had Agent “X”

felt so completely alone in any battle
with criminals. Entering this under-
ground corridor he had stepped into
another world, a world of unknown
danger and terror. He had no idea
what he would find. At any moment,
death in some ghastly form might
spring out of the darkness upon him.
He moved forward -cautiously,
groping with his hands along the
corridor walls. The passage was

A
a long curve to the left.
The Agent’s mind was at work. He
had an uncanny sense of direction that
had often stood him in good stead. It

was operating mow. The corridor
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seemed to him to be heading toward
the group of old buildings surround-
ing the big gas tank he had seen.
Every few moments he stopped to
listen, but could detect no sounds, He
took another chance and flashed on
his light,

A hundred feet ahead he saw the
oblong of another door. He ap-
proached this stealthily, ears acutely
attuned to the slightest sound, perves
taut. He rolled the door back. And

7o in front of him Ioomed the big
car that had disappeared. Excitement
made the Agent's heart race. Here
was concrete evidence that he was
progressing toward his goal.

He moved cautiously past the car;
saw a door in front of it in the rear of
this underground garage. The door
was fastened with a lock as elaborate
as that of a safe deposit box. No or-
dinary key was used here.

Secret Agent “X"” took out his kit
of chromium tools. With elaborate
care he set to work. Many tests were
required with one of his small, deli-
cate instruments before he ascer-
tained the exact nature of the lock.
Then he inserted a spidery skeleton
key of resilient steel wire that
adapted itself to the complex tum-
blers. A gentle movement of this and-
the door opened.*

The Agent pocketed: his tools,
groped in the darkness again. His
hands encountered what appeared to
be a flight of steps. He began the-
ascent of these cautiously. He was
coming nearer and nearer the crim-
inals’ hideout, He knew that deatha

"lurled in the blaclkness around him.

Caught prowling here, his life would
be worth less than nothing. But the
strange, burning glow in his eyes in~
creased. He was experiencing the
thrill of the born man hunter, stack—

czil be conlda’t .
Agpest “X.° Ia his wurk ha
“w‘“‘hhﬂhnbnﬂlz.-m
Hhummhhmd;
*rﬂmlm&mhwmu:
lawiess to Justica,



64

ing his wits once again on the other
side of the scale against the desperate
cunning of ruthless eriminals,

He continued to climb the dark
stairs until he had almost reached
ground level. A faint, pungent smell
assailed his nostrils. It was the cling-
ing, unmistakable odor of gas. The
ground around him ereemed saturated
with it. This confirmed his belief as
to the direction the passageway had

like a fortress, was the lurking place
of the germ spreaders, But that there
were other secret entrances and
exits he did not doubt.

HE stairs ended by another door.

This opened easily. He walked
along a chill concrete passageway,
heard the faint sound of voices, They
might be far off, or muffied by thick
walls. He could not tell which, yet. He
moved ahead, and the voices grew
fainter. Back again, and they in-
creased in volume till he passed a
certain point, There must be doors

ahead; but the Secret Agent stopped -

where this murmur of voices sounded
sirongest.

Once again he took out his delicate
amplifier—the instrument that had
plumbed the secrets of many desper-
ate criminals. Quickly he opened it,
pressed the small microphone to the
wsall, put the ear piece to his head,
and fingered the rheostats.

It was a simpler task to isalate
these voices than it had been to hear
in the moving car. There was little
else to interfere. The passages, deep
underground, were strangely still.

Two men were talking. The words
they used were not in gangster dia-
lect. This was the speech of more
educated men. The Agent's heart
leaped. It seemed he was now listening
1o those who guided this hidden and

SECRET AGENT “X"

were arguing fiercely. The deeper
voice was sneering, contemptuous.
“We've gone too far to stop at any-
thing now! At my orders the chil-
dren of the city commissioners, the

" mayor, and the aldermen have been

inoculated, What have you got to

.say to that?”

A furious curse came from the lips
of the other man.

. *“You should have asked me about
3 "

"“It makes no difference what you
told me! I'm running things from
now on. You've lost your nerve, I've
been watching you. I've seen it com-
ing. You're going to take your orders
from me like the rest of them whether
you like it or not. This racket's al-
most washed up. The monkeys are
dying. People will be getting wise to
ug pretty soon anyway. I'm going to
get a big hunk of money and then
slip—that’s why 1 dropped the mayor
a letter this afternoon.”

“You sent the mayor a letter?

“Yes. One of his kids has got sleep-
ing sickness. I offered to sell the city
all the serum we have left for a mil-
lion in cash.”

“My God—you're crazy! They'll
Imow it's a racket. They'll never pay.
You can’t hold up a city.” .

“Why not? They’ll be glad to raise
the money to save their kids, I tell
you. And it will be our last play. After
it goes through, we'll elear out.”

“But we haven't enough serum left
to— The apes are dying, and
Hornaday says—""

A bharsh, cruel laugh sounded.

“Serum be damned! We'll get our
money. We’ll hand out water if we
have to. They'll never know the differ-
ence—until it’s too late.”

Secret Agent “X” tensed with fury.

“The city will raise the funds, 1

hideous racket. He was separated téll you,” the deep voice continued::

from them only by a foot or two of
steel and concrete. One voice was
deeper than the other. The higher-
pitched voise was faintly familiar to
*X.” He listened spellbound. The men

“The hoard of aldermen can do it
There's more in the public treasury
than there is in private pockets.” The
laugh sounded again. “You ean't hack
out now! You've gone too far to save
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your own face, a.nd T've got enough
on you—"

The last words were lost in a
volley of curses, The taunting, deep-
toned voice cut through them. “You
weren't cut out to be a big shot. You
lack guts. And now you're taking
your orders from me."”

Agent “X” strained forward, listen-
ing anxiously to catch every word.
Who were these men? The walls made
thexr -.oxces chstorted Through the
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toot.hlike injector; explained how the
crime ring controlled their movements
and inoeulated the victims they se-
lected,

In a blasting wave of fury, Agent
“X” fought, but there were too many
of them. They rained murderous
blows on his head with fists encased in
repulsive hairy black gloves. Another
spoke hoarsely.

“Don’t kill him! Wait! The bosses
wﬂl want to know about this, They'll

them, and yet
‘Then suddeanly his body stiffened.
A sound had reached him through the

other ear. It was on his side of the’

wall—the sound of movement in the
paszage.

The skin along his scalp tightened.
A sense of danger made him turm
abruptly, muscles rigid. And in that
instant an overhead light flashed on.

Inits glare Agent “X” had the reel-
ing sudden sense of being in the midst
of a horrible nightmare. For a half-
dozen hideous, hairy faces were star-
ing at him. The strong light revealed
them plainly. Creatures that seemed
neither men nor apes, who had crept
upon him as he bent intent over his
amplifier. One of them gave a hoarse
ery. Before the Agent could move,
they leaped upon him.

CHAPTER XV
DEATH 70 THE AGENT

tried to draw his gas gun out,

buat the apelike forms were too
close. They appeared as gorillas antil
a human voice issued from behind one
hideous face.

“Get the rat—kill him.”

The truth of 2 thing that the Agent
had already guessed was now appar-
ent, These prowlers of the night who
had been terrorizing the city, spread-

-ing disease and .
illas, but men dressed up to look like
them.

It explained the strange encounter
he had had on his first night in Bran-
ford, explained the mystery of the

t.gor-_fiends. ... — -

he is.”

In this speaker’s voice was a shade
of fear. The mystery of the Agent’s
inexplicabl€ presence there seemed to
have impressed one at least of these
grotesque creatures,

But they didn't handle him gently.
The futility of fighting was soon
borne home to him, and his heart
leaped at mention of the “bosses.” To
be taken before them, to find out who
they were, was what he most desired.

He collapsed under a shower of vi-
cious blows, lay limp as two of them
picked him up. One had a drawn gun
pressed against the Agent's side.

“Keep quiet, rat—or I'll burn your
gub-”

This was gangster talk. Here were
men of the same calibre as those who
had talked in the car; perhaps the
very same individuals,

Agent “X" made no reply. He was
thrust forward along the dim corri-
dor, thrust through one of the doors
he had seen at the passageway’s end.

The sense of being in a nightmare
persisted. The costumes these men
wore were so lifelike, the hoods over
their heads so hideously real, that they
seemed like apes with the power of
human speech. No wonder a whole
city, seeing them only at night, had
been fooled. Here was more evidence
of the daring and cunning of the

“How didja get in? one of them
demanded hoarsely. But still Agent
“X" remained silent.

They toox him through another
door into a l'ugh-cexlmged windowless
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room which had the chill of steel and
concrete.

He looked around in wonder, ex-
pecting to see the two other men. But
the room held no one save those who
had come in with him.

One of these went to the farthest
wall, Agent “X” saw that it was
formed of steel plates welded togeth-
er. The apelike man rapped out a
series of signals with his knuckles, He
stepped back, and a small slit opeqed

issued, the deep voice of the man
Agent “X” had heard before.

“What do you want?”’

“We caught a guy in the hallway,
boss. He was listening. We got him
here.”

The air of the room became deathly
still. It seemed charged suddenly with
the power of hate—and fear. Agent
“X" could feel eyes fixed upon him—
eyes that bored out through that single
slit in the wall. He understood now
that he was not to see the brains be-
hind the racket after all. They had
taken clever pains to protect their
identity. But the voice sounded again,
harsh with fury and amazement.

“You found him in the passage out-
giq)e. you say ? He had come all the way
in?

“Yes, boss."”

“Bring him closer!”

The men dressed as apes obeyed.
Agent “X” was pushed nearer the
wall, hands pinioned to his sides.

“Turn a light on his face.”

This was done also, and again
Agent *X” had the uncanny sense that
the eves behind the wall were a tangi-
blz force—a force of evil unparalleled
in his experience.

“Who are you?’ the voice said.
“Speak quickly—or you die.”

“An agent of tke governor,” siid
“X,” “I came to Branford to investi-
gate the epidemic.”

“Search him!”

THE Agent’'s pockets were
searched. His wallet was brought
out. In the name place of it was a card
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bearing the words, “Doctor Preston,
State Sanitation Department.” One of
the men passed it through the slit in
the wall. There was another moment
of tense silence.

“And how did you get in here?” the
deep voice abruptly demanded.

For a bare instant the Secret Agent
was bafled. His identity was some-
thing he guarded with his very life.
He did not intend to reveal it now.
Yet how could he explain his entrance

wa!
was not what he appeared? One of the
apelike men, fingering the Agent’s kit
of chromium tools, answered for him.

“He's got house-breaking gadgets
here, boss. He must've picked the
locks.”

The man behind the screen laughed
mirthlessly.

“A doctor who thinks he's a dick,
eh? Pretty smart to get in here—a
little too smart. You're investigating
the epidemic, you say?’

“Yes.”

;’And how much do you know about
it?

“Enough,” said “X” quietly.

His piercing gaze swept the room,
figuring his chances of escape. They
were nil now, All six of his captors
were alert. They had taken his gas
gun from him. To msake a break now
would invite quick death.

“And you are all alone™ asked the
voice.

“Yes.”

“Go to the door and see,” snapped
the man behind the wall to those who
were his underlings. There was fierce
suapicion in his voice. A minute or
two of silence followed while one man
left the room. “X" could hear the
others breathing tensely. The man ra-
turned.

“There's nobody else, bosa. He even
locked the doors behind him.”

_The harsh laughter of the man be-

TUTTTTTTTTTT T hind the steel sounded devilishly. T

“You came to investigate the sleep-
ing sickness, doctor! You shall have
some first-hand experience of it!”

For an instant, he struggled flerce-
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ly. It was an involuntary reaction.
The laugh of the man behind the wall
-yang in his ears.

“That frightens you, doctor! Yoa
prefer to study sleeping siclmess at
long range. But the ideals of medicine
must be upheld. You shouldn’t hesi-
tate to sacrifice yourself in the inter-
ests of science. We've developed cul-
tures which vary in the degree of
their potency. We'll give you grade A.

The men around “X” waited, ex-
cept one who moved close to the steel
wall, A tiny door opened outward be-
Jow the eye slit. One of the strange
hypodermic injectors in the form of
tggth was thrust out by the man in-
side.

“It is ready,”” he said harshly.
“Give our doctor guest a forearm in-
Jection.” i

At that instant time seemed to harg
guspended. The Agent's heart almost
ceased to beat. Anticipating that he
would attempt another break, four of
tke five men held him. Another
pressed a gun at his back. The sixth,
the man with the injector, ap-
proached. :

“Roll up his sleeve?’

HE quick order was obeyed. The
Secret Agent’s arm was shoved
forward, bared to the elbow. With im-
passive cruelty, the man with the in-
3ector thrust the strange thing out. A
thumb lever snapped the metal teeth
open, Agent “X" got a brief detailed
glimpse of this hypodermic instru-
ment that had fooled a whole city.
Then the sharp teeth of it sank into
his arm. The stabbing pain shot to his
shoulder. He saw the hairy, gloved
fingers of the - man squeeze the injec-
tor device. The teeth were with-
drawn. He, too, was now harboring
_the bacilli that had brought terror to
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ably efficient. Its microbes produce the
the most poisonous virus of all. So far
we have pot used it—and I shal] be
. interested to see just how efficacious
it is. Meanwhile, you may wait ard
study your own symptoms. Shall we
provide you with a notebook and pen-
cil, doctor, that your experiences may
not be lost to posterity?”
Agent “X" remained silent. His
bod_y.was rigid, apqan:ently. with fear.

tion. He must make as much use as
possible of the little time left him.

“Take him to room G,” ordered the
man behind the wall. “See that he
does mot have his little piaythings
with him. One of you keep an eye on
him until—"

The Agent's gas gun, amplifier, and
tool kit were removed. His other pocik-
ets were searched and emptied. The
man with the gun gnd two others led
him out inte the corridor. He was
puashed along it to a rusty iron door.
The door was yanked open, the Agent
was thiust inside, and a bolt on tne
outside was shoved home,

There was a small peephole in the
door. The man in the corridor clicked
on an overhead bulb, looked in for a
moment, then walked off. Agent “X"
was alone to face the slow relentless
encroachment of the encephalitis bac-
illi, the germs that would bear him to
the land of the living dead.

CHAPTER XV1
THE FORGOTTEN MAN

E looked tensely around the

room. It was windowless, exit-
Jess, except for that one bolted door.
A couple of old oxygen cylinders were
tumbled in & corner. There was not
even a chair. The room had apparent-
Iy been used 23 a storage chamber in

Branford.

For a moment the room rang with
peal upon peal of mocking laughter
which issued from behind the wall.

“You won't have long to wait, doc-
tor]! Qur grade A culture is remark-

“~former days -by-a nmow defunct gas -
company.

The Secret Agent paced back and
forth. Another man might have given
in, resigned himself to the inevitable,
but the burning, flashing light of bat-
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tle wag still in the Agent’s eyes. Sud-
denly hope flared in his mind.

He recalled the ride along River
Boulevard in Garwick's car;
the injection of serum he had received
as Garwick’s son. Would not that nul-

lify the virulent germs in his blood.

for a while? His body was now a
lalwratory where a horrible battle was
taking place—a battle between a
horde of dread invaders and the
serum.

SECRET AGENT “X*

strong metal socket into which the
slender tools contained in the barrel
could be set: These extra tools had
been selected with the grestest care.
There was a small screw driver, a rat-
tailed file, an auger, and & diamond-
studded bit.

Agent “X” approached the door
and examined it. But there was no
lock. There was no keyhole on the
inside. The old-fashioned bolt that
shuttered the door offered a greater

* ~ YYith the terrible pressure of lack
of time eased somewnat, Agent “X”
could think rmore freely. He went back
over the events of the last hour, re-
calling in every detail what he had

seen—and heard. The man behind-

the screen had mentioned a name that
bad made his blood tingle, Hornaday!
Tke young scientist from Drexel In-
stitute was mixed up in this somehow.

It was more than possible that
Hornaday had provided the serum
with which the criminals were effect-
ing cures. Was the brilliant young
student working willingly with these
fiends, or had they taken him prison-
er? Where was he now? Agent “X”
resolved to find out.

His pockets had been searched and
emptied, But the gangsters dressed as
hideous apes had not known with
whom they were dealing. Nelther had
the man behind the steel wall known,
And in his battles of wit with crim-
inals, Agent “X" always tried to keep
an ace in the kola,

Deep in the linings of his clothing,
nadded with atrip3 of felt, were other
pockets that hadn't been discovered.
The Secret Agent went through these,
taking stock of the things that had
been left him. A tiny cylindrical flash-
light with a buib hardly larger than
a grain of wheat. A vial of anesthe-
tizing drug with a minute needle in-
jector. A few compact, portahle make-

_up materiais. Arother miniature tool-_ could. reach it. And thers_above.the .

kit contained in the hollow barrel
of what appeared to he a fountain
pen. .

This latter Agent “X” fingered. The
pen point of it unscrewed leaving a

obstacle to the Agent than any mod-

ern lock mechanism could have done.

All his detailed studies of tumblers
were futile in the face of it. The fit-
‘tings of the bolt were riveted to the
door, The riveta’ heads came through
to his side.

Given hours in which to work, he
knew he could file these rivets off. But
time was too precious. He had over-
heard the nstoundingly cruel scheme
that the head criminal had outlined.
Knowing that their cards were almopat
played out, they would soon be leaving
Branford; leaving terror and suffer-
ing behind them; leaving Beity Dale
ill with a malady that no doctor could
cure.

could not tell how effective the
serum injection he had received
would be. He could not tell how much
time there was left for him to work in.
He must escape while his nerves and
his muscles were still unimpeded Ly
the onslaught of the disease, before
the paralyzing coma of encephalitis
disabled him. When that happened, ke
would be out of the running for a long
time—perhaps forever.

He studied the door, his quick
brain devising and discarding a dozen
schemes. Suddenly his eyes bright-
ened, He stared at the light buth
above his head. It hung three feet
from the ceiling. If he jumped, he

bulb was wire. Wire—that was the
one thing he needed.

With deft fingers he inserted his
diamond-set bit into the socket of the
tiny penlike tool. He measured the

I
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rivets of the outside bolt with his
eyes, estimated the length of the bolt.
Then he began drilling eight inches
behind it on a line that was parallel

Quickly, expertly, he worked.
Strong alternating movements of his
wrist and the teeth of the bit sank
into the metal, Small curlicues of steel
dropped away beneath it, fell to the
floor. He kept a sharp ear out for
_footstepa in the corridor
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tailed to keep an eye on him was com-
back,

“X” waited until the man was op-
posite the door. Then, almost in one
movement, it seemed, he thrust the
door open and sprang out into the dim
corridor.

The gangster, still clad as an ape,
had the hairy, masklike hood of his
costume thrown back. He gave one
hissing gasp., It was cut short as

The steel of the door was nearly an
inch thick. It took him ten breathless
gﬁlnutes to drill the hole behind the

olt. :

Then he walked back to the center
of the small room under the light. He
leaped up, caught the wire above the
bulb, yanked it from the ceiling. The
room was plunged instantly in dark-
ress. But he had his own small light
for later use. Now he worked ‘in the
stuffy blackmess; tearing off the in-
sulation, drawing out slender copper
strands.

At last he had a wire over two feet
long. He brought the ends of this to-
gether, twisted till the double, foot-
length wires had become as one, with
a small loop left at the end.

He approached the door again, bent
the wire carefully, thrust the loop
through the hole he had drilled.

A minute of careful movement. The
Agent manipulated the wire with deft
fingers. Then he was rewarded. He
had caught the loop over the handle of
the bolt,

A slow, steady pull and he drew the
bolt toward him. It squeaked once. He
waited, listening with every nerve
taut. Another pull, and the bolt’s end
slid out of its socket. The door swung
open.

But Agent “X” did not move. If
they caught him again, he knew he
would-never-have

Agent ? smashed a balled fist
against hig chin. The blow was calcu-
lated, delivered by a man who had had
training as a boxer and wrestler.

Before the gangster -collapsed,
Agent “X"” slipped an arm around
him; pulled him into the dark room.

There he worked quickly, drawing
the man’s strange gorilla costume otf
his body. The gangster was tall, bru-
tal-looking, with a face almost as ugly
as the ape mask be had worn, The
furry costume had made him seem
huge.

Agent “X" flashed his small light
on the man's features. For seconds he
examined them, eyes strangely intent.
Then he drew his hypo needle and his
make-up set from his pocket. He had
a tube of the plastic, volatile material
that he always carried with him.
There was also a thin vial of whitish
pigment, He spread this over the
gangster’'s face till his features ap-
peared gray as death.

Over this Agent “X" spread the
make-up material and quickly molded
it into new lines. He had no mirror.
He was working from memory only.
But the disguise he wore himself was
impressed indelibly on his mind.

Under his deft fingers, the features
of the uncongeious gangster changed.
To the casual glance they became the
features of the man called -Doctor
Preston,

-another-chanee. He-—- - -—--- ——

could win now only by caution and
by the exercise of all the cunning he
possessed. The odds against which he
was pitted seemed hopeless. He waited
inside the door of the dark room until
footsteps sounded. The gangster de-

did not use all of his material.

He saved out as much as he
could, pocketed it. No telling when
he might need it again! Next he in-
jected nearly a gram of his anest_he-
tizing drug into the gangster’s veins,
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malking sure the man would stay out
even after the effect of the punch had
worn off.

Standing up, flashing his light on
his handiwork, Agent *“X" smiled,
grimly satisfied. The man lying on
the floor appeared as Doctor Preston,
with the pallor and rigidity of sleep-
ing sickness upon him.

Agent “X" changed his own fea-
tures as nearly like the gangster’s as
he could, then stooped and picked :p

SECRET AGENT “X” -

walls, In them wers the great, hairy
forms of real gorillas—the anthro-
poids that had been stolen from Drex-
el Institute. Five of the cages were
empty, however. There were only four
of the animals left. These seemed
dazed and sickly.

Heads rolling on slack necks, eyes
gogzling horribly, hairy skin hang-
ing loosely, they clung to the bars and
looked at him. One wrinkled its nose,
snarled gutturally in its furry chest.

‘t‘he M i —IxC
slipped the hood of it over his own
head, closed the zipper fastenings
that the long, dark hair prevented
from showing.

He could see through the eyeholes,
breathe air through the nostrils. A
downward pressure with his chin, and
the gorilla mask responded in a hide-
ous way, opening its mouth, showing
white fangs. No wonder the citizens
of Branford had been terrified and
thoroughly convinced that the thing
they saw was one of the escaped gor-
illas from Drexel Institute.

The Agent’s next moves were pur-
poseful, Before he left this place, be-
fore he made an attempt to capture
the criminals, he must investigate the
mystery of Hornaday’s disappear-
ance, and learn what he could about
the curative serum.

Walking easily, naturally, as
though he helonged there, he moved
along the corridor. The dim overhead
light cast a hideous contorted shad-
ow at his feet—the shadow of & mon-
strous ape.

There were five or six doors along
this hallway. Most of them gave into
deserted, dust-laden storage rooms.
Listening at one before he opened it,
he heard strange animal sounds.
There were rustlings, the scrape of
claws, an occasional hoarse grunt. In
the air, seeping around the cracks of
the door, was a pungent animal smell.

HE apes, he could see, were not
well. No wonder the criminals’
supply of serum was running short.
The anthropoids from which they ob-

-tained it were succumbing to the un-

wholesomeness of this damp, airless.
place. The presence of chill steel and
concrete made the building unfit for
human or animal habitation. Hide-
ous and fierce-looking as these great
beasts were, Agent “X” felt sorry for
them.

The way they had been treated-
was further evidence of the inhuman
attitude of the criminals. At the insti-
tute the gorillas had been properly
fed and cared for. They had been
made as comfortable and happy as
posaible, and used as living labora-
tories only that mankind might com-
bat a terrible disease.

He moved around the room, saw a
cluttered table with bottles and
syringes upon it. These he examined
quickly, interest flaming in his eyes.
But here was none of the finished
product. That apparently was kept
behind the steel wall, in the room
from which the deep-voiced man had
spoken.

The Agent left the apes, entered the
corridor again, stopping before the
next door. This was bolted also. His
heart beat faster. He slid the bolt
back softly. There was no telling what
the room might contain.

" "With tense fingers the Agent un-
bolted the door, stepped across the
sill. Huge iron cages, looking as
though they had been purchased sec-
ond hand from a cireus, ranged the

He groped for and found a light
gwitch bealde the door; clicked it on.
Under the glow of the ceiling bulb, he
saw a skeleton-thin man lying on a
narrow cot.
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Wasted as his face was by disease,
Agent “X” recognized the man. He
had seen pictures of him in medical
journals, and at Drexel Institute also,
in the office of Doctor Gollomb, This
was Hornaday, the worker who had
20 mysteriously disappeared.

Agent “X"” leaped forward. Some-
thing on the man's wrist gleamed in
the light, catching his eye. Metal
cufly, the steel links of which were

did not move again. If anything he
seemed to have sunk deeper into the
strange coma, There were a couple of
rickety chairs in the room. Agent “X”
sat down on one.

SOMEWHERE in the big building
he could hear confused sounds.
The steel walls of the place distorted
them. He kpew the gangsters must be
housed somewhere near—those who

snapped to the bed. Here was mute
evidence of what he had suspected.
Hornaday was a slave of the eriminal

gang.

At first he thought the map was
merely sleeping, Then he bent closer
and horror crawled over his fesh.
Hornaday was sleeping, but not wit
the normal sleep of fatigue. His skin
was grayish, ghastly, showing traces
of masklike rigidity. His pulse was
weak. Hornaday was suffering from
sleeping sickness.

Then the Secret Agent's eyes
lichted on a small syringe on a table.
There was a bottle beside it contain-
Srg a emall amount of colorless liquid.
The covering of one of Hornaday’s
skinny arms was slit to the elbow.

Agent “X” rolled the cut garment
up. On Hornaday's skin several scars
showed, one recent. Evidently the
man had been given injections of the
;grum also., Yet they had not cured

im.

Agent “X"” picked up the syringe
and bottlee. He examined them,
frowned. Intuition made him leap to
a conclusion. He presged the plunger
of the syringe into the bottle until
the reservoir was half filled. Then he
leaned forward and gave the sleeping
man & shot of the fluid.

A faint tremor passed over Horna-
day’s blue-veined lids. A sound like a
gasp came from his lips. But the jab-

. ) " e

_pain-ef
cient to arouse him from the coma.
His gasping whisper stirred around
the walls of the high-ceilinged room
like the haunting voice of some heing
from another world.
Agent “X” waited tensely, The man

had not gone forth into the night on
their deadly, hideous missions.

Agent “X"” knew that before long
he might be lying on a bed aa this man
weas—among the iving dead.

It was nearly half an hour before
Hornaday stirred again. As the min-
utes passed, 2 slow change came over
him. The Agent, alert to small de-
tails, noticed thie. His eyes were
tensely watchful.

The liquid in the bottle that "X"
had injected was working slowly in
Hormaday’s system. It had been neces-
sary for the circulating blood to carry
it around many times. Now its effect
was evidenced in quickened breath-
ing and a slow suffusion of blood to
the deathly skin.

One of Hornaday’s thin hands
moved. There was something ghastly,
nightmarish, in the way his clawlike
fingers stirred. They seemed to be
groping, groping for some hope, some
desired thing that was forever beyond
his reach. A moan came at last from
the man’s lips. He turned his head on
the pillowless cot. Slowly his eyelids
slid down from eyea that still held the
glassiness of his long aleep.

Agent “X" arose, bent over the
man. Second by second the glassiness
faded from Hornaday’s eyes. They
grew hrighter; the man's sickly face
assumed harsh lines of hate and fear
as he stared up into the hooded fea-

H.—4uresof the—-Agent. -His- lips—came

back from his teeth. His hands
clenched. He made a throaty cry like
an doimal in pain. .
“Hush!” the sibilant warning of
Agent “X” sounded étrangely in t}}at
room, coming from behind the apelike
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mask. “I am a friend,” he said softly.

“Friend!” Hornaday echoed the
word harshly. A cackling, fearful
laugh came from his lips. Agent “X"
silenced it with a quickly thrust hand
encased in a hairy glove,

“Listen to me,” he said tensely.
““You are a prisoner of these gang-
sters, You want to escape—go back to
the world you belong in. What if I tell
you I can help you?”

Agent “X" removed his hand.

iet; g up at—
him. Bright, feverish spots of color
flamed in his gaunt cheeks. He
reached forward to clutch the Agent’s
arm, forgetting that his wrists were
cuffed. The steel links brought him up -
quickly, and he cursed with savage
bitterness, .

“Who are you? What are you do-
ing here? Take off that hood and let
me see your face.” :

The Agent shook his head.

“You don't know me; but [ know
you. Doctor Gollomb has told me all
about you. They are wondering whera
you've gone. An epidemic is raging.
I came to Branford to investigate.”

“And how did you get in here?
What are you wearing that costume
for—like the others?”

“I knocked one of them out. He’s
lying unconscious now. I'm wearing
this so that they’ll not suspect.”

“One of them may come at any in-
stant. They will suspect—if they find
you here.”

“I know it. That is why you must
talk quickly and tell me what I want
to know, I gave you an injection of
the liquid in that bottle, It was the
hq_uid that brought you back to con-
sciousness.™

ORNADAY nodded, his msuth
bitter again. “It's a weakened
solution of my own serum,” he said.

SECRET AGENT “X~

tions. The last time I would tell them
nothing. Then they had me tortured.
Look!”

Hornaday thrust a foot from the
cot. Agent “X" saw that the soles of
his feet had been burned.

“They don’t care now whether I die
or not. Tre apes are dying, too. [
warned them that they wouldn't live
in this place. I don't know what it's
all about. It's madness. They must all
be insane.”

—Agent X" tad et the sick Tmam
talk on. Now suddenly he asked a

question, his voice vibrant,

“Who are ‘they’?

Hornaday blinked at him.

“1 don’t know. I've never seem
them. Several times I've been taken
into the room at the end of the haM
where they've talked to me through a
slit in the wall, but I've never seem
them. They seem to know a lot about
raedicine. But they must be insane!

“No, not insanme, in the ordinary
sense of the word, Hornaday,” said
“X” quietly. “They're criminals.
They're racketeers, the worst I've
ever come in contact with. They've in-
jected dozens of Branford's rich citi-
zens with sleeping siclmess, then sold
your serum at exorbitant prices. Do
you get it?"

Hornaday lay for & moment a3
though dazed. His forehead was fur-
rowed in thouzht as he assimilated
the details of the amazing plot. Then
he spoke hoarsely.

“Good God—and you don't know
who they are, either?”

“I'm suspicious of one at least, but
I've ro proof to back my theory.
Caution’s the only thing that will turn
the trick now. A false mova, and
they’ll get wise and clear out—leaving
the peonle of Branford to the ravagas
of this plague. Here's what [ want to
know, Hornaday. Can you develop

“It doesn’t cure, but it brings me back __more of the serum if I get you out of

when they need me, I'd rather bz left
to die.” ‘
“Where's the real serum?”’
“They have it. I never see them.
They only wake me and ask me ques-

hera?*

Hornaday-answered slowly, a fev-.
erish light in his eyes,

“I'm washed up—too sick to work.
But I could direct others. They took
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all my notes when they had the gang-
sters kidnap me. But I can remember
—everything. If the gorillas haven't
died—if they can be taken care of and
put in condition again, er others
bought, more serum could be made.
We'd give the people the cure free.
The institute would pay for it.”

Agent “X” breathed a sound like &
sigh of relief.

“Good! You'll have to do it—to save

73
“What the hell's going on here I” he

Agent “X” fell easily into the jar-
gon of the underworld,

*“This guy made a noise,” he said,
jerking his thumb toward Hernaday.
“I came in to see what it was. He
musta had bad dreams.” A harsh
laugh came from his lips—a laugh
that disarmed the two gangsters.

*" The man who had spoken asked an-

the epidemic from spreading.”

“l will!” Hornaday gasped. “For
God's sake get me out of here if you
can—I'il—"

Fear leaped suddenly into the sick
man’'s feverish eyes. His voice
dropped to a whisper, “Listen! I hear
some one coming. Theyll kill us both
if they find you here!”

CHAPTER XVI1I
SINISTER MISSION

GENT “X" heard footsteps, too.

More than one person was mov-
ing along the hall, coming toward
them. He stooped, whispered quickly
in Hornaday’s ear.

“They may have seen the light al-
ready. I ean't turn it out now, If they
come in—act as though you were in a
coma again. Don't talk or move what-
ever happens. You must live—under-
stand—to save the people of Bran-
ford!”

Hornaday nodded, his face deathly
white. The Agent had offered him
hope; now there was a chance that
that hope might be snatched away.

Agent “X” had noticed that there
wag & crack under the door of this
room. That was why he dared mot
turn out the light. He must depend
upon his wits again in case—

_._The footateps stopped outsife the

door. The door openmed and Agent

“X,” bending over Hornaday's cot,
turned quickly. Two men stood there,
both in gorilla costumes, one with the
hood drawn back. He had the hard
brutal face of a gangster.

other abrupt question.

““What about the other guy in room
G? You was watching him. How is
he?”

Agent “X"” made 2 downward mo-
tion with his gloved hand.

“Out cold,” he grated. “Couldn’t
take it.”

The other man laughed.

“The boss wants to see you,” he
said. “He’s got 3 job he wants done.”

Agent “X” turned, following the
others out of Hornaday's room. His
pulses were hammering, He was go-
ing to hear the voice of one of the
bosses again. And now, playing a dif-
ferent role, in the confidence of this
ruthless gang, he hoped to learn se-
crets that were as yet unfathomed.

The three of them walked along the

" chill hallway, into the room at iis end.

The man who had spoken to “X,”
the man with his hood down and his
sinister face showing, rapped on tre
wall again. A voice spoke presently,
the deep volce of one of the heads of
this sinister ring,

“Yea 7

“The doctor we squirted juice into
has passed out cold, boss. That grade
A stuff works like nohody’s business.”

The grating laugh of the man be-
hind the steel wall sounded.

“That is excellent. We'll have use
for that culture again tonight. Mem-
bers of the mayor's family, and the
families of the aldermen and commis-
sioners have been inoculated, as you
know. Now I want one of the com-
missioners himself ineculated. I'm
speaking of KHeolth Commissioner
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Traub, We cant have him interfering
with our more ambitious plans.”
The laugh of the man behind the
wall was almost satanic.
“This is an important job and I
want it done quickly. I'm going to

send two of you out. Who'll volun-

teer?”’

The Agent’s mind was working
swiftly. This fiend behind the wall
wanted to put Commissioner Traub
out of the way just when the epidemic

SECRET AGENT “X"

the thing right or you’ll have to chise
into another racket. I don't play ball
with men who fall down on a job—
and I dom't hand out money to them
either.” A short laugh sounded, The
metal covering of the eye slit ciosed
with an emphatie click.

Agent “X"” turned. Following the
other gang members he left the room,
headed for one of the building's se-
cret exits. And at that moment a
faint, chill sweat broke out on the

diabolical climax to this fearful crime
wave—bhut behind the move Agent
“X"” read deep significance.

Neither of the two men beside him
spoke. Here was a chance for him to
leave the building unsuspected, but he
l:ept quiet, waiting for a cue.

“There’ll be an extra grand a piece
for those who do it when the job is
done,” said the man behind the wall.

Only then did Agent “X” speak.

“Let me in on it, boss,” he husked
exgerly.

One of the two men beside him also
volunteered at the mention of money.
The other tried to cut in. They began
quarreling fiercely until the stern
voice of the unseen boss silenced
them.

“You two who spoke first,” he said.

Agent “X" waited for further in-
structions. These came quickly. The
small door under the eye slit in the
wall opened. Two of the toothlike in-
jectors were thrust out.

“They are filled with grade A cul-
ture,” the man behind the wall said.
“One or both of you can work on
Traub, It makes no difference o long
a3 he gets plenty of it.”

He gave them Traub’s address,
then added a warning.

“Don't come back till you've done
the job, There’s a special meeting to-
night in the mayor’s office. They're

going ints @ hisddle on o certain mat-— aidermmen seated before him.

ter. Commissioner Traub will be
there. After the meeting’s over, he'll
probably go directly home. Wait out-
side his house and then get him. Do

Agent’s Torebead. For he began to
feel symptoms of weakness, dizziness.
The terrible virus of the encephalitis
bacilli was beginning to show itself in
his blood. Could he keep himself going

"during the next hour to accomplish
.the daring, desperate things that

must be done?

N the office of the mayor of Bran-

ford a group of excited men were
azsembled. They were men whose
faces were haggard with worry,
whose eyes held somber shadows of
fear. The mayor had just read them
a letter he had received by special
delivery less than an hour ago. It was
typewritten, signed by a “Doctor
Blank,” the name also typewritten. It
offered to sell to the City of Branford
serum that would cure the disease of
encephalitis.

The charge would be one million
dollars in cash. In the event that the
offer was accepted, the letter de-
manded the acceptance be made
known by radio broadcast from the
Branford station. To prove that *'Doc-
tor Blank” was no quack, the letter
gave certain references—the names
of persons living in Branford who
had already received treatmeni and
were on the way toward being cured.

The mayor, a small, thin man.
struck the letter fiercely as he eyed
his commissioners and the group of

“I've looked up these references,”
he said. “It's true. Some of our
wealthy citizens have been receiving
treatment. They have been cured.
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This man, whoever he is, is no quack.”
An alderman shot a question.

- *Didn’t these ‘citizens’ you refer to,

give you the doctor’s name?”’

“No. They don't know who he is.
The patients were taken out of their
houees to be cured. The treatmenta
were made in secrecy and the doctor
refused to divulge his name.”

The commissioner of police spoke
hars_h]y. He was bending forward,

'man spoke impassionedly.
#The i

5

‘““Then,” said the mayor, “this quack
or criminal—whatever you choose to
call him—has the upper hand. He has
the only cure that has been found.
Are we going to let our children ge:
worse and die slowly? Or are we go-
ing to vote that the payment be made
from the city treasury?

A moment of tense silence followed
the mayor's speech. Then an alder-

.already.

“Your honor,” he said. “In my opin-
fon the writer of that letter is a
crook—a criminal. This is an extor-
tion racket."”

“You mean he can't really make the
Curea?”

“That is not what I mean. I mean
that he has deliberately spread the
disease 30 that we will be foreed to

buy his cure. It explains a good deal .

of the mysterjes that have puzzled us
all during the past few weeks. It ex-
plaing why the gorillas have never ap-
peared in the daytime. Some man is
Keeping them under cover. The same
man who stole them—the man who
wrote that letter!” : .

The mayor nodded somberly.

“I have come to the same conelu-
siop, commissioner. The proof Les in
the fact that the families of Bran-
ford's officials have now been victm-
ized. This is a holdup, gentlemen!?”’

The room broke into a fremzy of
rxcitement. Aldermen talked furious-
}y. The commissioners crowded close
t0 the mayor’s deslt. Two seized the
arm of the police chief and demanded
that the law take steps to catch the
criminals, The mayor rose to his feet,
held up his hand for silence. His voice
was trembling now.

“The fact remains,” he said broken-
Iy, “that our own children are suf-
ferers. Qur doctors have found mno

Commissioner Traub?™

The head of the health department
nodded. His fat face was twitching
with emotion,

“It is true,” he said huskily.

The treasury is depleted.

Red Croas work, visiting nurses, spe-
cial guards, and additions to the po-
lice have taxed the city heavily. We
won't even consider payment. We
won't pander to this criminal. As a
member of the ¢ity council, I demand
that the police do their duty.”

Two other members of the alder-
manie council turned on him harah-
ly.

“Are you @ married man, Harri-
son?”

“No-"

“Is apy member of your family ill
with sleeping sickness?”

“No, but—"

The others shouted him down jeer-
ingly. But he shouldered his way for-
ward, shook a finger under Chief
Baxter's nose. .

“What do we pay you for, chief?
What is the law doing while this
criminal is at work?”

Baxter’s face turned red with em-
barrassment.

“The law’'s hande are tied,” he an-
swered huskily., “We don't know who
this man is—~don't know where the
gorillas ave being kept.”

“Can't that special delivery letter
be traced?™ .

“Tt was dropped in a corner mail
box. It is typewritten. There are po
fingerprints on it—I have already
looked. If we accept his offer by radio

cast, there is no way of telling
where he is listening in.” -

“Rut if payment should be made,
can't he be traced and caught then?”

“Perhape-~but if he is as clever as
he has shown himeelf to be so far, he



76 ! SECRET AGENT “x”

will devise a foolproof arrangement. [
suggest that we get the serum first,
then hunt him down. I'll gladly con-
tribute a year's salary. My little girl
is il! with sleeping sickness.”

The alderman who had objected to
raiding the city treasury, the man
with no victim in his family, was
shoved aside and shouted down. A
quick ballot was taken. It was voted
by the city council to raise the neces-
sary appropriation at once and send
a-broadcast to“Doctor Blank”

ing his offer.

CHAPTER XVIII
A CRIMINAL REVEALED!

N the dense shrubbery outside

Commissioner Traub’s house tiwo
silent figures waited. Their hairy coa-
turaes and the masks that covered
their heads made them appear as
monstrous, sinister apes.

Beneath the hood he wore, Secret
Agent “X” was fighting a silent, ter-
ribie battle. He was fighting with the
first symptoms of sleeping sickness,
now even more apparent. He was
fighting to retain the alert faculties
that would be needed tonight. For
already he had a plan and a secret
hunch. He did not know yet how
many gangsters were in the secret
hideout he had discovered. He knew
that the police could not succeed in
entering it without his help. And, be-
fore he acted. he wanted to verify a
theory and arrange a course that
would accomplish results. Hornaday
must be gotten out; the gorillas that
were left must be saved: gome of the
serurm must be procured. He had not
forgotter Betty Dale, could not for-
get her. Her face with its sunny
frame of golden hair seemed to hovar
hefore his mind’s eye, Yet what he

}-.ad to do single-handed seemed hope-
es3.

—Nearly-an-hour-passed-beforethey——The tock before him was x yimpte

commissioner~—we can't get him
now.”

Some of Traub’s friends at city
hall had brought him home. He left
them at the curb, walked into his
house alone, but their presence pre-
vented the possibility of any attack
outside. Agent “X” was glad. He fin-
gered the horrible injection device in
his hand, stared at Traub’s house. The
man beside him had no inkling as to
his secret thoughts. But by quiet will

scious of, Agent “X"” assumed the

. leadership.

They crept to the rear of Traub's
house. A light had appeared in a
room there. Commissioner Traub was
not going to ved at once. The events
of the past few hours had set his
nerves on edge. Agent “X” could see
his restless shadow on the drawn
shade. “X"” spoke softly to his com-
panion. L.

“I'll go in and do the job. You stay
out here. Whistle if anybody comes.”

The other grunted, glad enough to
let “X"” take on the dangerous work
of entering the house.

The Secret Agent crept forward.
Behind the hideous ape mask his eyes
were glowing. Even the microbes of
the encroaching disease could not dim
the fire in their depths. And the
serum injection he had received,
coupled with his great will power,
was still holding the bacilli at bay.

YERE was the sort of job he had
had years of experience in. En-
tering a house noiselessly was no new
task for him. He did not go to the
lighted window. There was a door to
the loft of it—the door to a dark
kitchen. This was locked; but the
Agent still had his pen-shaped tool
kit. He removed ome of the hairy
gloves, slid a section of the zipper
fastening in the front of his suit op:rfl.

saw a car approaching along the dark fair. A minute, and he had the door

street. Then Agent “X" touched the
arm of the man beside him.
“There are three others with the

_open and was creeping silently inte

the house.
His heart had increased its beat.



CITY OF THE LIVING DEAD

His whole body waa tense, every sense
alert. More than his companion out-
side realized depended on the success
of what he planned to de. )

He moved down a short hall, came
to the door of the room where Com-
missioner Traub was pacing. The
door was slightly ajar. “X" caught
sight of the commissioner’'s flabby,

worried face. Traub looked older, To- He dropped the

night's development, the letter from
the mysterious “Doctor Blank,” had
apparently shaken him terribly,

. Agent “X” held the tooth-shaped
injector in his right hand. In his left
he held his own hypo needle—the
needle containing the same anesthe-
tizing drug that had knocked the
gangster out earlier that night.

He opened the door quickly, crossed
g; threshold. Traub turned and saw

A loak of utter astoundment made
the commissioner’s jaw drop. He did
not cry out. He stood there, staring
at this hairy apparition that con-
fronted him,

Agent “X,” through the eyeholes

in the gorilla mask, was staring also.
He was stering with the fixed, analy-
tical intensity of a man who was a
brilliant student of human nature. He
was watching every faint, flickering
expression on Traub’s fat face,
. He advanced, holding the toothed
injector in his right hand. Traub
looked at that stupidly for a moment.
His face grew ashen

' “Here—get out 1" he roared. “What

do you mean—'

He stopped speaking, backed away.
Still the Secret Agent advanced. His
thumb clicked the injector open. Its
terrible teeth offered grim menace.
Traub was like a man stricken with
-paley. He leaned-against-his desk;
whole gross body quivering. His voice
came in a terrified bleat.

“Get out! Get out—there's some
mistake—you don't Imow—"

“No mistake,” said “X" icily.

“You've been slated to get it. The boss
told me—"

K/

“Oh!"” Mottled red spread aver
Traub’s face now. His voice came
thi'.ck with fury. “The double-cross-
er!

In that one sentence Traub had be-
trayed himself—and, as his fingers
groped frantically for a gun that he
kept in his desk drawer, Agent “X”
leaped forward.

_tooth-shaped in-
Jjector to the carpeted floor. His balled
fist lashed out, landed flush on
Traub’s jaw. The commissioner’s head
snapped back, He staggered against
the desk, slid to the floor and lay still,
ipert as a fallen sack of meal,

Quickly Agent “X” jabbed the point
of his anesthetizing hypo needle into
the commissioner’s arm. The man-
would stay out for hours now. Then
“X" raised his head and listened.

For seconds he waited tensely, fear-
ing that Traub’s harsh voice had
waked some obe in the house. But
there was no sound. “X" crossed the
room quietly and closed the door into
the corridor. Then he came back to
Traub’s side.

R nearly two minutes he studied
Traub's face from every angle.
The commissioner had bulbous fea-
tures, a complexion that was usually
ruddy. To a man who was the master
of the thousand faces, these charac-
teristics would not be hard to dupli-
cate,

Agent “X” set to work quickly.
When he had conserved his plastic
material in doctoring up the face of
the unconscious gangster back in the
hideout, he had not guessed how soon
he would have use for it himself. Now
he was glad he had conserved it. He
pushed back the ape mask hood of his

costume. - - .
-~enough ~material
left in the tube to accomplish what
he wanted. He selected one of his
small vials of colored pigments, qui.ck-
ly rubbed it over his face, imitating
Traub’s natural complexion. Then be
remolded his features, giving them
the bulbous look of Traub's He
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worked fast, tensely. The gangster
was waiting outside. Any instant
some one might wake in the house.
But he did not rise from Traub’s side
until he had put the last, final touches
to a make-up that was a masterpiece

of creation, considering the short

time he had had to work.

Traub was a fatter man than Agent
“X.” The Agent, resourceful us al.
ways, had already figured out a way

_to_get_around that when the time

came, His face was now molded into
the right, flabby bulbous proportions.
It seemed to be the face of Commis-
sioner Traub, rising grotesquely
from the hairy gorilla suit.

Refore covering his head again .

with the ape mask hood, Secret Agent
“X" crogsed quickly to Traub’s desk.

He seated himself, lifted the telephone

from its hook and called the home of
Chief Baxter. . .

When the chief got on the wire,
Agent “X" spoke quickly, but his
voice was the thick voice of Traub.
For nearly five minutes he talkel,
uttering words that brought gasps
of amazement to Baxter's lips. De-
tailed instructions followed, to which
Baxter agreed. Then Agent “X” hung
up.
He slipped the hood over his head
again, left the room and the house as

quietly as he had come.

Out on the dark lawn, his gangster
colleague greeted him with harsh
surliness.

“What the hell took you so long?”

Agent “X” laughed.

“l went through the commish’s
desk. Thought maybe I could locate a
little extra change, Figured I might
as well kill two birds with one stone.”

“Got him then?”

“Yeah. I knocked him out cold first
so he wouldn't squawk.”

“And you got some money, too?”’

——*Only i
split with you later if you don’t say
nothin’ to the boss.”

IJO.K-?'

The two figures crept across the
lawn. Keeping in the shadows, they

SECRET AGENT “X”

nioved down the block toward the car
that was parked there.

Chief Baxter was tense with excite-
ment. The siren of his special car
wailed in the night as he turned into
the driveway of the mayor's house.

The mayor was just getting ready
for bed. Baxter's furious ring at the
door brought kim downstairs in his
bath robe and slippers.

“Chief!” he gasped. “What the—"
—-Baxter gave the mayor no time Ior
questioning. He spoke hoarsely.

“We’re going to round up that
double-damned crook doctor and his
gang! We're going to save this city
a million dollars—and we're going to
save our kids.”

“When?”’

“Tonight! Traub—don't ask me

‘how—got on the trail of him! He's

got the goods on the doctor. He don’t
know who he is—but he knows where
he and his gang are hanging out,
They're in the old gas works down on
Canal Street. They've got a regular
organization. Traub has given me all
the dope.”

“Why don't you go after them
then?”

“Not for an hour. Traub’s told me
how to get in—but he's going there
flest to oil the way. He's wangled an
interview with this crook doctor.
There’s a bunch of gangsters there
all heeled. There'll be a fight. We're
going to throw a cordon around the
place—an’ we've asked some of the
troopers to help us. There's serum
there. We've got to get that and save
the apes, Traub says.”

Chief Baxter paced the floor. He
could hardly contain limself. Every
fewr minutes he went to the mayor's
telephone, called up one of his {nspec-
tors and balled orders. Silently along
the city’s darkened streets, blue-

; ~MaybeI'Hl-—coated menand wen in plain<lothes

were assembling. And across the
river, in the state troopers’ camp, an
officer was issuing abrupt orders. A
detachment of armed troops was to
be sent into the city, daring the epi-
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demic to catch the fiendish gang be-
hind it. Word was spreading from
_)ip to lip. Men were talking in hushed
voices. Baxter left the mayor's house
ard sped to headquarters.

It was as though the city were
awakening from a deep sleep of hide-
ous dreams. With hope of getting to
the bottom of things, stopping the epi-
¢umic, and finding a cure at last, the
police of Branford twere in a frenzy
of excitement.

of the money, made ng objection. He
handed Agent “X” the injector. With
both this and his owm in his gloved
hand, Agent “X” walked back to the
room at the end of the corridor, in the
wall of which was the boss’s peek-
hole.

Agent “X" rapped on the metal
rartition a9 he had heard the others
do. There was no answer for a sec-
ond. Momentarily he feared that per-
haps the “boss” had gone. Then a

In police radio cruisers, armed
teadquarters’ cars, and huge emer-
cency trucks mounted with batteries
«f searchlights, they moved through
the city toward Canal Street.

But Baxter ordered silence urtil
<7e appointed hour came. He was co-
sperating with Health Commissioner
T"raub, obeying his instructions. If
this raid succeeded tonight, the name
¢f Traub would never be forgotten
21 Branford. But Chief Baxter was
maore than glad to share the honcrs
+ith anyone who could help round
.p this band of fearful extortionists.
Traub, over the phone, had confirmed
-his belief that the disease had been
<pread deliberately. Traub said he
l.a¢ secretly been investigating the
criminals and had unearthed extraor-
dinary facts.

CHAPTER XIX
SHOWDOWN!

IN the strange, evil hideout of the
extortionist ring, Agent “X” was
alco active. Entering with his gang-
ster colleague, he spoke to the man
quickly,

“Let me tell the boss what hap-
pened. Here'

He unfastened the zippers on his
fur suit, rezched in the back of his
coat to 8 hidden pocket and brought
out some bills. These he banded to kis

sleepy, surly voice answered him.’
Evidently the leader of the extortion-
ist ring had a cot where he could take

_naps in the hideout.

“What is it?” His voice came
harshly.

“We got Traub, boss. We only had
to use one of the gadgets. Here they
are.”

“You gave the commissioner a full
injection?”

Agent “X"” laughed.

“All there was in it, boss.”

The small door below the eyehole
opened. A hand appeared.

I* was then that Agent “X” acted
with the suddenness of a coiled spring
abruptly released. He dropped the in-
jectors, seized the hand, held it—
pulling it through the opening.

A harsh cry sounded behind the
wall. Agent “X" had his needle hypo-
dermic out again. He plunged it into
the wrist of the hand he held,
squeezed the plunger. Then suddenly
he realized that the needle was almost
empty. He had used up most of the
drug it contained. .

But he held the man’s hand tensely
till the fingers were beginning to
grow lax. The drug was taking effect
on the man behind the wall. But how
long would he stay unconscious?

Dizziness swept over the Agent.
He was aware again of the bacilli in

—companion.
“Some of the change I picked up at
Traub's,” he said. “Give me that in-
jector gadget. You didn't use it. The
boss will want it back"”
The other, impressed by the sight

his blood. This it was, he guessed, that
had made him forget to fill the hypo
needle. But footsteps sounded outside
in the corridor. He dropped the hand
he held, stepped away from the wall.
Two men, evilly costumed and just



8o

back from some ginister mission,
shuffled into the room.

“We thought we heard some one
yell,” growled one.

“] knocked and the boas didn't an-
swer,” said “X." “I thought maybe he
was asleep and hollered at him. He
ain’t there.”

The others rapped also. There was
no answer from behind the wall

“He'll be back soon,” said one of
the men, “He's stayin’ here nights

_now.”

SECRET AGENT “X”

had taken his watch from him, but be
had possessed himself of Traub's.

He looked at it. Five minutes of
two. The night had gone. It was early
morning. But these fiends who worked
like ghouls in the darkness were still
up. So-were others, Agent “X" knew,
raen he had summoned.

He crept resolutely to the head of
the stairs again. Faint sounds reached
him. Some one was moving along the
subterranean passage. The Agent's
heart beat faster,

They rolled down their hoods,
waited, puffing cigarettes, Agent “X"
looked at them. Here were more of
the vicious scum of the underworld.

They stared at him wondering why’

he did not make himself comfortable
and lower his own mask. He shuf-
fed out of the room, went down the
corridor. But two other costumed men
nassed him. The hideous clan seemed
to be assembling—their work for the
right over,

GENT “X" crept down the stair-

way to the underground garage.
Here was the door, the lock of which
had given him so much trouble. It was
made of steel. It would take the police
too much time to open it—and time
was precious. He left it unlocked,
strode swiftly through the under-
ground passage, unlocking all the
doors he came to. Then he ran back,
climbed the stairs, and tiptoed into
Hornaday's room.

The man was breathing stertorous-
7 again. The effects of the diluted
serum had worn off. He was back in
the dread coma of sleeping sickness.

Agent “X" rolled up the man's
s'eeve and gave him another injection
of _the serum in the hottle. That would
bring Hornaday around by the time—

Feverish impatience possessed the
Agent. Shooting pains were stabbing

J.hrough—hﬂm
progressing in his body. But he was
riot thinking of himself. He twas
thinking of the success of his plans,
thinking of Betty Dale. The gangsters

Then he went to Hornaday's room
again and quickly took off the gorilla
suit. He removed his cloth suit also,
stepped back into the furred one
again, and put the other over it. This
bulked his clothing out, made him look
fatter, gave him the proportions of
Traub. At places where the black fur
came below the cuffs of the other suit.
he cut it off. Commissioner Trayb
seemed to be standing in the room.

A cry sounded somewhere in the
passage outside; then it seemed that
a series of earthquake shocks came.
Through the iron walls, through the
concrete of the old gas works, came
the blows of axes, the shouts of men.
But some of the shouting men were
already inside. The corridor outside
Hornaday's room rang suddenly to
the sharp reports of automatics.
Agent “X" looked out. The place was
swarming with police—the men that
he had summoned.

Gangsters poured out of the room
beyond. Fierce curses sounded, the
crack of sutomatics. A yell went up as
one of the gangsters appeared in his
hideous gorilla suit. Two cops fired at
him point-blank. He fell sprawling
grotesquely, his.hood came off.

“It ain't an ape—it's a man,” cried
a con.

Smoke made the corridor hazy. The
acrid tang of it was in the air. Agent

X" ran out into the corridor. He was

e didn't cire. Theé
gangsters were putting up a stiff re-
sistance. He saw tear gas bomhs In
the hands of two cops.

“Not those,” be shouted. "l‘here
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are real apes here, We can’t take any
chance. That gas is liable—"

“Commissioner Traub{*

The cops’ jaws fell. But Chief Bax-
ter shouldered forward, wrung the
Agent's hand.

" “Good work, Traub! Great! How
the hell did you do it?"

“X" didn’t answer. He snatched up
a pun that a gangster, trying to
plunge past, and dropped by a cop,
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care of the millionaires and swells is
the crook, the big shot behind it all.”

FOR one instant only, Agent “X"
stood staring. Then his questing
eyes searched the room and he leaped
forward. In a glass cabinet was the
precious serum. In another the dread

-virus culture, marked in the degrees

of its potency. He grabbed one serum
syringe, filled it, put it in his pocket.

had let fall With this Agent “X” Whatever happened, he would reserve
“joined the fight. Not often did he use some of that for Betty Dale,

lethal weapons. But time was precious.
What if the drug he had administered
to the man behind the wall began to
lose its effect? The man must not es-
cape. He might take the serum with
him—would in all probability,

Agent “X” fought like a fiend;
winged two gangsters in the shoul-
der; pressed forward toward tbe room
at the end of the corridor, until cops
gasped at the amazing audacity of
Commissioner Traub.

But they followed on his heels. The
gangsters made a last stand, and were
either shot or taken prisoners.

Then Agent “X” shouted an order.

“Bring in the acetylene torches
quickly. Cut through that wall.”

In his telephone conversaticn with
Baxter, talking as Traab, he had in-
structed that torches be brought. Two
big cops from the boller squad, which
had been summoned, came into the
room with the gas and torches,

Slipping their goggles over their
faces, they set to work, The white-
hot flame of the torches bit through
the steel wall that separated this
chamber from the mystery room be-
yond.

Sledge hammers broke out the brit-
tle steel in the panels that the torches
had cut. Agent “X,” Chief Baxter, and
t-t_:'o cops stepped through. Then Bax-

r : N
A man was lying on the floor—a
man familiar to many citizens of
Branford,

“Doctor Roeber!” ecried Baxter.
“Look, Traub! This guy who took

“See that nothing happens to any
of this,” he said. “It's precious., Horn-
aday’s down the corridor in room G.
He'll tell you what to do. He'll—"

Agent “X" stopped speaking, for
the man on the floor, Doctor Roebar,
had suddenly stirred! His face
twitched. He roused himself; thrust
an-arm under him and satup,

A sudden snarl came to his lips as
he saw the faces about him. He rose
unsteadily to his feet, but two cops
stepped forward and held him.

“We've got you, Roeber,” said Chief
Baxter harshly. “Caught you with the
goods. You're the devil who stole the
apes s0 you could bleed the people of
Branford. But we've got you now.
CoPmissioner Traub landed you nice-~

“Traub!”

The name came from Roeber’s lips

like a ery. He turned, saw Agent “X,”
and his mouth dropped. Then the
blazing light of fury came into his
eyes. He raised his hand, spoke with
seething venom.
. *“Traub! He's the man who worked
with me all the time! He's just trying
to save his own dirty skin. He's in the
same boat as I am.”

Eyes turned toward Agent “X.” He
waited tensely.

“I can prove it,” said Roeber, “I've
got letters from him; I know his past!

He's—
the one who found out at the institute
what Hornaday was doing.”

Roeber came closer, dngring the
cops after him. His sneering,
face was close to the Ageat’s.
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“Deny it if you can, Traub!” he
snarled. “You can’t get out of it this
way. You thought you could double-
cross me, but you can't. You know
about me, but I know about you, too.
When you helped me practice in Bran-
ford under a fake mame after I'd
stopped doctoring gangsters; when
you introduced me to all the swells
and said I was a big society doctor,
you didn't do it for love. I forced you
to do it by finding out you were a

SECRET AGENT “X”

He could hear quick-footed cops
pounding along the passages that he
had traversed. The bacilli of the sleep-
ing sickness made him feel weak. He
couldn't run far. They would over-
take him.

He crept away, skirted the gas
house, saw an empty police cruiser
parked in the street. The cops who
had come in it were inside, taking
part in the raid.

The Agent leaped into this. Its

crooked politician and threatehing to
expoge you. I've got pals to prove
that. You're in it up to your neck just
as lam.”

The Agent did not attempt to re-

ply. He could not even afford to sub-

mit to police investigation. He could
see that Roeber's words had already
haf convinced Baxter. He was
hemmed in on all sides, trapped. And
the germs of the sleeping sickness
were becoming more and more ap-
parent.

His quick eye roved over the room.
Rehind Roeber he saw the hidden
exit by which Traub and Roeber had
been in the habit of enteving this
room. _

As Baxter and Roeber waited
treathlessly for him to speak, he sud-
denly leaped forward, shoving Roeber
and the cops who held him out of his
way.

He made the exit in two bounds,
thrust the door openr and went
through. Behind him came shouts, the
stamping of feet. He fled along a nar-
row passage, passed through another
door and another. The sheer abrupt-
nees of his action had given him a

tart on his pursuers.

HE passage seemed to go on end-
lessly. It went downward at a
e'ant. Agent “X" knew he was below
the Jevel of the earth. Then he climbed

door that opened into a little old shed. left it. He thrust it open, stepped back

‘The door to this in turn gave into a
tide street, far from the premises of
the old gas works. But the Agent’s
pursuers were still on his trajl.

transmiasion was not even locked. The
Jaw did not suspect that anyone would
be bold enough to take a police car.

The firat of the pursuing cops came
around the corner of the building just
in time to see the Agent’s actions. A
cry went up. Shots pierced the night.
Traub was a marked man now. In the
sight of the police, his flight had
stamped him as the criminal Roeber
claimed him to be.

Agent “X"” swung the car away
from the curb, headed across the city.
Behind him sirens began to wail in
the night as the chase was taken up.
There had been other cruisers or the
plock, parked also. The pursuing cops
jumped into these.

Clinging to the wheel of the small,
jouncing car, half faint with the
germs in his body, Agent “X” drove
like a fiend. There was the light of
purpose in his eye, battling with the
glassiness of the disease.

He knew where he was going; knew
where he must lead this chase to make
it appear right. But at the last he
turned and saw two cops on motor-
cycles catching up. Even the fleet
cruiser could not outdistance these
two-wheeled speedsters.

He slammed brakes on in front of
Commissioner Traub’s house, leaped

" from the cruiser just as the motor-

cycles slid to a stop. He bounded to-
ward the house, ran around it. The
<till unlocked-2s he had

into the shadows, thence to the shrub-
bery on the lawn.

From this vantage point he saw the
cops enter the house—and he won-
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dered with grim humor what they
would think when they found Traub
unconseious. Suicide would probably
be the explanation, until the man
awoke from the effects of the harm-
less drug and faced his accusers,

Agent “X" slipped off into the
night, his task done. And in his pocket
was the precious syringe of serum
that was destined for Betty Dale,

Six hours later the newspapersaina
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tized himself with a harmless drug?

A third mystery. even more puz-
zling to the newspaper editors of
Branford, was how a reporter for an
outside paper, the Herald, had gotten
hold of the story of the eriminals®
capture 30 long before they were even
faintly aware of it. Chief Baxter

‘claimed he had not released the story

to anyone. The raid on the gas works
had been made in absplute secrecy.

—dozen cities were Scréaming the news
that the sleeping sickneas epidemic in
Branford was being checked. A gigan~
tic extortion racket had been bared, A
society doctor, a former gangster
surgeon, and the commissioner of
health himself were implicated. But
now the staff of Drexel Institute, un-
der the direction of a scientist named
Hornaday, was rapidly producing the
serum that Hornaday had worked
out. There would be enough for all in
a few days. It was as though a holi-
day bad been declared. Parents with
sick children rejoiced. A black pall
gf horror had been lifted from Bran-
ord.

There were two mysteries which
the people of Branford couid mever
understand. Why had the guilty Com-
missioner Traub fled straight back to
his home when the police chased him,

and why had he apparently anesthe- ~

Yet a man, who said he was speak-

ing at the request of Betity Dale, had
telephoned the pews into the Herald
in time to make the early moming
edition. He also told them that the
eminent Englishman, Doctor Vaugh-
ton, could be found at a certain ad-
dress. This ereated another sensation.
It constituted ome of the greatest
‘'3coops” in the history of that paper.
Their circulation jumped a good fifty
thousand copies and Betty Dale was
rewarded with a substantial increase
in salary,
Betty, almost well after the injec-
tion of serum Agent “X" had given
her, could have explained it, but re-
fused to. To do so would have been to
go against a promise she had given
Secret Agent “X”—a promise not to
reveal the amazing, desperate battle
he had waged in Branford—now no
longer a city of sleeping death.

Secret Agent “X” does not rest. He does not live in the glory of past laurels. The
perilous, eztvaordimary work he hes pledged himself to must go on. Nezt
month another amating episode from his secret dossiers will be brought

to you.

In it agent “X” undertakes one of the greatest disguises of his entire
career, He faces situations that taz his courage and resourcefulness
to the utmost, faces the brilliant, scheming mind of a beautiful,
ruthless woman, dangerous as & tigress—as well as the poisonous
plots of a murder gening whose motives seem unfathomable.

——————DUR't Wiiss TRis talz of o crime thot held o whole state ter-
rorized. In the mext issue, omt ome month from today.



No Living Witness

A Clever Short Short Story

By Emile C.

RONIN jabbed his automatle

Tepperman
I'm the guy that pulled the Assogia-

‘C in the man’s stomach. The
street, close to the water
front, was dimly lit, deserted at
night. Cronin’s thick upper lip curled
back mercilessly from discolored
teeth.

“Stand still, guy. Don’t raise your
hands—just keep 'em where they
are. Only don't make no funny
moves, see?” He accompanied the
admonition with a jab of the gun.

The victim was short, lean, and
hard-featured. He evidently knew
all about what a Colt can do to your
insides if it’s fired with the muzzle
against your stomach. For he
stopped perfectly still.

“If this is a holdup, you can have
my dough. There’s a ten dollar bill in
my pants pocket.”

“That’s all I need,” said Cronin.
“Turn around.”

The other turned, very carefully.

Cronin dug his hand into the
man’s pocket and dragged out the
ten dollar bill, keeping the gun
handy. He pocketed the bill, and
suddenly his big hamlike arm encir-
cled the little man from behind. He
almost lifted him off his feet, and
whispered in his ear, “I'm gonna

_knock you off, fella. Jake Cromin
never leaves g living witness!”

The lean man squirmed, his hands
1 clawing at the implacable arm about
his neck. He tried to talk, but only

~8_hoarse cackle-gurgled eut-of-his
larynx.

Cronin’s eyes glittered with kill-
er’s lust. He gloated, his lips close
‘to the other's ear. ““In case it makes
you feel better, you ain’t bein’
rubbed out by any ordinary stickup.

ted Jewelers job. That was a fifty
grand haul. I just gotta have some
spending money till the fence comes
through with the dough for the
swag.”

The little fellow’s face was pur-

. pling. He raised his heels in the air
and drummed frantically at Cronin’s
shins. The sudden pain of the kdick-
ing heels drew an oath from the kill-
‘er’s lips. His arm tightened vicious-
ly. There was a ghastly crunching
snap, and the little man ceased
struggling. Cronin expelled his
breath in a wheeze and dropped the
inert body. It sprawled slackly on
the pavement, the head tilted back
at a gruesome angle.

The man was dead, all right.
Cronin knew a broken neck when he
saw one. Stooping, he started to go
through the dead man’s pockets.
There was an interesting bulge un-
der the vest. But he was interrupted.
Hard heels turned the far corner of
the block, and he recognized the fig-
ure that passed under the street
lamp. It was Detective Sergeant Pell.

Cronin cursed and melted into the
doorway from which he had am-
bushed his victim. He felt his way
through a black hallway, out into a
back yard, over a fence and into an

_alley that led to the street beyond.
As he emerged, he heard the blast of
a police whistle. He grinned. That
—would —be—Pell,—finding ~the —body:
Well, let him find it. They'd have to
chalk up another murder to the un-
known “Strangler’s” account.
He strode swiftly away. A few
blocks west he pulled the brim of his
hat down over his eyes and entered
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a drug store. He bought a couple of
packages of cigarettes, changed the
ten dollar bill, and went into a
phoge booth, He dialed 211 and,
when he got the long distance opera-
tor, he asked for a Chicago number.
He got his connection, and a thin,
rasping voice said, “Hello.”

“This is-—you know who,” said
Cronin, “callin’ from New York.”

“Gott!"” said the voice. *Not .
Cro—" '
advertise it? It's bad enough I had
to call you up. I was sick and tired
of hiding out in that stinking board-
ing house room for five days. And
.o dough. When I gave you them
sparklers, you promised to send me
the cash as soon as you got back to
Chi! Well, where is it?"”

The voice shrilled despairingly.
“Gott! Don’t yell like that! I toid
vou it might take me a couple of
days to raise the money. That's why
vou held out two of the stones. You
were going to pawn them, no?”

“Yes, and all the hock shops were
wised up. I couldn’t take a chance.
If the cops caught on I was In New
York, they'd figure me sure for that
job. I'm supposed to be up in the
mountaing. I had to go out and get
me some spending money on the q. t.
tonight. So well, where’'s the
dough?”

The operator broke in. “Your time
i3 up, deposit ninety cents for one
minute more, sir.”

Cronin thumbed three quarters,
a dime and a nickel into the slots,
and heard the other saying, “I raised
twenty grand for that stuff this
morning, and sent it with a puy
named Gadwin. He's flying to New
York-—started early this morning.
He should be there by now. Hurry
up back and you'll maybe meet him.”

*“You sure you gave this guy Gad- __ “How’d you knoow I was he

Win ‘my right address, Dufchy?”
“Yes, yes. The right address he's
got written down, with that phony
name you're using.”
“Okay,” said Cronin. “I hope you
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ain't 'stringin' me, Dutchy.- If you
are—""
He hung up and strode out, keep-
ing his hat brim low,
H the change of his ten dol-
lar bill, he stepped into a
lunch wagon and downed a plate of
ham and eggs, two cups of coffee,
and a cut of apple pie. He bought a
newspaper and a fifteen-cent cigar,
and strolled back to his rooming

Two-thirty-one Ellery Stre et,
where he was temporarily stopping
under the name of Jonas, was one of
a row of bedraggled, crumbling
four-story houses not far from the
water iront. Each one sported an
eight-step stoop and a “furnished
room” sign. :

With his usual caution, he sur-
veyed the street from the doorway
of the cormer store, and seeing that
it was clear, walked swiftly to num-
ber two-thirty-one and ascended the
stoop. He stepped into the dark hall-
way and stopped, motionless, his
hand arrested in mid-air toward the
shoulder clip where his automatic
rested,

The powerful beam of a flashlight
caught him full in the eyes. A mo-
ment later the hall light was
switched on, the flashlight off, and
his blinking eyes discerned Detec-
tive Sergeant Pell, covering hlm with
a very steady thirty-eight.

“W-what's the big idea?” he
mumbled.

Sergeant Pell was grim, the blea k-
ness of his face denying the levity of
his words, “Well, look who's here!
If it ain’t Jake Cronin in the flesh!
And here I was thinking you were
far away in the mountains!” While
he talked, he frisked him deftly, and
took the automatic.
rn?
Cronin asked, dry-mouthed.

“Just an accident, Jake, just an
accident. I wasn't looking for you.
But now I know you're in town, I'rm
beginning to get ideas about that
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Associated Jewelers holdup, Mon-
day, where the girl cashier was
killed. Looks just like it might be one
of your jobs. Let's ga up to your
room and kind of glance it over.”
Cronin felt a thick sensation in
‘his chest a3 he led the way upstairs
with Pell’s gun an inch from his
spine. The two diamonds he had
held out were pasted to the bottom
of the bureau drawer in his room. A

iandlady or a casual vigitor, but they
would never escape Pell's practiced
search.

“How—how did you find thia
joint?"’ he demanded again, over his
shoulder.

“It’s funny aoout that," said Pell.

1 wasn’t looking for you at all. I

watg looking for a hird named Jonas.
You see, I ran into a guy with a
broken neck down by the water
front. He had a wallet pinned under
his vest, In the wallet was twenty
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thousand berries in big bills, and a
card with a name written on it—
Jonas, two-thirty-one Ellery Street.
So I moseyed over, looking for Jonas,
‘and who comes walking in behind
me but Jake Cronin!”

Cronin stopped short on the stair-
case, hig face gray with the realiza-
tion of what he had done. He turned
qulckly, his arm coming backward
ina short arc. His elbow jabbed Pell

tective was
thrown against the wall. Cronin
faced him snarling. His right fist,
balled into a vicious weapon of hard
knuckles, was coming up in a smash-
ing uppercut, when Pell’s gun began

- to roar. Three times it kicked as he

pulled the trigger. The slugs caught
Cronin in the chest, and he toppled
down the stepa with a frightful cry
that was drowned by the reverbera-
tions of the gunshots in the narrawv
hallway. He was dead when he hit
the landing.
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and loft in its wake flendish murders that bafflecl
i the police, killings that turned
N men's faces white with fear,

Complete
Novelette

By

e dted o Norman A. Daniels

the wall by Conley’s
head. He dove floorward,
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CHAPTER I had, his motions would have hzen
MEN WiTHOUT EYES m‘ffmhhfftei -
WHENT.ieutenant Hagan neg- House.,” The voice was hoarse,

ligently picked up the receiv- strained. “I—I'm going to be mur-

er of the desk phone, he murdered. He wants—wheel—of—"
certainly had no suspicion as to The rest was just a low cry, but
what he was going to hear. If he it held terror in its note. Hagan
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pressed the receiver closer and with
his free hand jabbed a button. He
heard a strange flapping noise at the
other end of the wire and that was
all. The wire was still open, but no
living thing answered his hellos.
To the six-foot, gray-eyed man
who answered the buzzer in the de-
tective bureau, he gave terse orders,
*“Something’s mighty wrong at the
Courtland House—that's one of the

named Dolsen called, said he was
going to be murdered. And if he
wasn't a dying man, he sure gave a
damned good imitation of one. Beat
it out there. Better take along a
couple of men.”

Sergeant Edward Conley of the
Detective Bureau didn’t wait to hear
more. Two uriformed patrolmen
followed when he beckoned to them.
At the door there was a heavy sedan
waiting. Lieutenant Hagan was
efficiency personified. The car
whisked them, siren moaning, to the
LCrive. Before an awninged entrance
it stopped and Sergeant Conley
leaped out, He pushed aside the
doorman, went through the lobby in
six long jumps and to the elevator.

“The floor where a man named
Dolsen lives,” he ordered. “And
make it snappy!”

The two patrolmen had just time
enough to get into the elevator be-
fore the door slammed. At the fif-
teenth floor the lift stopped. *

“It's the apartment at the end of
the hall,” the elevator boy told him.
Conley banged on the door and then

listened intently. No sound came in

answer to his knock.

“Well,” he grunted, *I hope this
isn’t a fake.” _

The two patrolmen knew what
was wanted of them. Together the
three men hit the door. It sagged
-and-they drew back again.
it flew open, hinges ripping away.
Conley went in, gun drawn. e
found himself in a large reception
room, but it was barren of life.
Then he went through the door at
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the end of the room, pansed and
shoved his hat way back on his head.

The study was barren of life too.
On the floor, telephone still clutched
in his hand, lay the body of a man.
There wasn't need for an examina-
tion of the corpse. Nothing could live
with the ugly, gruesome gashes that
covered the face and the neck.
There was something odd about the
face, too, in spite of the deep cuts.

1D
Then he let his chin go out and
gulped.

The dead man’s eyes had been
plucked out as neatly as if with a
surgeon’s forceps!

“This guy must have met the devil
himself,'’ Conley grunted. e turned
to one of the patrolmen. “Get an-
other phone—I don't want to use
the one the dead man’s holding. Call
the office. Send along the usual gang
—fingerprinters, medical examin-
ers, and photographers. And hey—
have 'em send the dead wagon, too.”

Conley went to the door he had
broken. He examined it for a brief
moment. It had been locked from
the inside and bolted twice, at top
and bottom. No manner of ingenuity
could have locked that deor from
the outside. The bolts had been
freshly put on, to00, showing that the
dead man had been afraid of some-
thing. Afraid of what?

He went into the other rooms,
peered out into nothingness from the
windows. There wasn'’t a fire escape
within twenty feet of this apart-
ment. City lights twinkled back at
him from the street below. Nothing
less than a fly could have obtained
entrance to the anartment from any
of the windows. No one could have
locked that single door at the en-
trance to the suite of rooms. And yet
—in the study lay a dead man.

“Thistime —There-wasn't the slightest

that it had been suicide. No man
could inflict wounds upon himself
like those. And how could he have
plucked out his own eyes?

The squad arrived from head.
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quarters and went to work with an
efficient bustie. The medical exam-
iner made a brief examination and
then came to Conley’s side. He
wagged his bald pate from side to
side and curled up his underlip.

“I know why he died,” he said
slowly, “but I'll be damned if I know
what killed him. Whatever it was,
ripped and tore the flesh. The eyes
were dug out and the wounds in
their sockets are emough to kill.

and thenp asked the operator to trace
the call. Only two patrolmen were
left in the apartment. He gave them
terse orders, raced down the hail-
way and jabbed the elevator button
impatiently.

E sent the squad car flying to-
ward North Shore Avenue. It

was on the farther end of the city,
but he made it at & mile a minute.
The address proved to be a huge

“They Ppenetrated the brain. Then
there’s a slash on the throat, almost
instant death there. The clothing is
torn and I'll bet I'll find other
wounds underneath. I want him at
the morgue. Your men finished?"

Conley found that they iere.
Morgue attendants came out of their
Tounging positions to drop the body
foto their basket. Conley brushed
away some of the fingerprint pow-
der from the chair where they had
seated the dead man. He dropped
into it and studied the desk a mo-
ment. One of the men from the
identification bureau sighed.

“Not a print that’s of any use,” he
said. “No marks, no nothing. Take
two aspirins every hour, sarge. It'll
help.”

“Huh?" Conley roused himself.
“Qh, yes—go to hell.”

He replaced the receiver which he
had been examining on the hook, sat
back. The Instrument seemed to
have heen waiting for him to do this,
for it began to jingle instantly. He
liftted the receiver and barked a
greeting. Then his body tensed, his
eyes became alert. A voice, obvious-
ly disguised, hissed a strange mes-
sage over the wire.

“If Sergeant Conley will go to the
home of Samuel Tuttle at sixty-four
North Shore Avenue, he may be able

to prevent a murder similar to the

apartment hotel. The lobby reeked
of wealth and sophistication, but to
this Conley paid little heed. He went
directly to the elevator and gave the
boy orders to take him to Tuttle’s
apartment.

It was on the twelfth floor. Con-
ley pounded on the door, then
pressed the bell, A moment, and &
well-built, gray-haired man opened
the door. He glared at Conley, but
at the flash of his badge, he opened
the door wider and motioned for him
to enter.

“The police?’” he queried with
uplifted eyebrows. “What do you
want with me?”

“Do you know Arthur Dolsen?""
Conley asked.

“Dolsen?’’ Tuttle nodded. “Yes—
I know him well. What's up?”

“He's been murdered,” Conley
told bhim grimly. “Killed in a hor-
rible fashion. I've had a tip from
some unknown source that you are
next on the list. I wanted to—"

“Ah, yes,” Tuttle smiled a little,
“you wanted to question me before
iIr\yas—er—kIl!ed. That's it, isn't
t [

“Hell, no,” Conley grunted. ‘I
want to keep you from getting
killed. If you can give me some idea
as to why anyone would want to
gﬂ;rder Dolsen and yourself, it will

elp” et

one he is mow working on. Great
speed is necessary!”

The receiver at the other end
clicked. Conley flicked the hook of
his own instrument down a moment

ward a chair. “Of course the news of
Dolsen’s death staggers me greatly,
butI'm not altogether surprised. He's
always been a fool. Women have
been his weakness and he showed a
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partiality to married ones. That al-

ways leads to trouble, sergeant. I
can’'t think of any reason why I
should be murdered—not a single
one. I've enemies, of course—every-
one has—but none of them would
murder me. I'm pretty sure that
when you get at the bottom of this,
you'll find it's only a very usual
murder with a feminine angle. Some
_,ealous husband The t:p you re-
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it's—that hideous business of pluck
ing oat Doleen’s eyes. Oh, hell, man,
get out! Let me think!”

Conley nodded, went to the door

. and examined the lock a momen:,

“Better lock up tight,” he told Tui-
tle. “You may feel safe, but remem-
ber that whoever killed Dolsen
went through locked doors as easilv
as a ghoet. I'll have men planted
here in half an hour."

very hkely Ju'lt a stall——to throw
you off the trail.”

It sounded logical, and Conley re-
flected on it a moment. ‘“Maybe
you're right,” he said, '"but some-
how I don’t think so. Jealous hus-
bands use 2 gun or a knife.”

“And wasn’t one of those methods
used on Dolsen?” Tuttle asked.
“What did kill him?”

“l wish I knew,” Conley said
slowly. “Whatever it was, it ripped
hia face to ribbons and—and
Flucked out his eves!”

“Gaod Lord!” Tuttle half rose
from his chair. His cigar fell from
nerveless fingers and his face be-
came the color of chalk. “Plucked
out his eyes, you say.”

“Right,"” Conley said. “I see it's a
shock to you. Why?”

“]—1—"" Tuttle hesitated, passed
a trembling hand over his face and
rhook his head a little. “I'd rather
not say yet. It'a—it's too absurd
even to think of such a thing. Come
back tomorrow. I'll know then. If
I'm right, I'll put you on the trail.
But leave me alone tonight. I—I
have to think."”

“I' wait,”” Conley rose and head-

ed for the door, “but I won't leave

you alone. There will be half a
dozen men all through this building,
.\.Ir.. T'.ml.e. n hav_:e at least one

rignt-outside-yvour door.
any help, sing out, There'll be plenty
of it on the spot. I wouldn’t go out if
I were you. It'a too risky.”

“I won't,” Tuttle promised.

*““Come back in the morning. It's—

phone booth and gnve orders for
the guard. Then he went back up-
stairs and parked himself near Tut-
tle’'s door. When the half-dozen
plain-clothes men came from head-
quarters, he placed them at strate-
gi¢ points,

“Get this straight, Callahan,” ke
told the man who led the squad.
“We're up against something
damned dangerous. I've a hunch
that Tuttle is going to be attacked in
the next day or two. He mustn't get
out of your sight. Nobody goes into
his apartment unless he says so and
vou lock ‘em over before they go in.
I'm going to see if I can follow that
anonymous tip I got over the wire.
I'll te back in a couple of hours. If
you need me, give the radio an-
nouncer a buzz, He'll get me on the
short wave,”

ALLAHAN ncdded grimly and

took up a position where he
could watch Tuttle’s door. Conley
went down in the elevator, into the
street, and climbed into a squad car.
He drove back to Dolsen’s apart-
ment.

The uniformed patrolman at the
door let him in. He picked up the
phone and learned that the anony-
mous call had come from a pay sta-
tion in a down-town drug store. It
was practically futile to get anyone

Teétall thé persons who used the
phone in the large store, but Conley
drove there. Chances sometimes ma-
terialized into great things. He
slowed up for a red light; there was
no great hurry. Then the radio un-
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der the dash broke into life with the
long wailing signal for attention.
.. “Sergeant Conley,’’ the announcer
droned, “Callahan reports he needs
you at once. Something’s gone hay-
wire.”

The message was repeated two
more times, but Conley barely heard
the words above the scream of his
siren and the roar of the motor. He
left the car double-parked in front
of Tuttle’s apartment house, raced

twelfth floor. Callahan was pacing
the hallway, his face grim. He
breathed a sigh of relief when Con-
ley showed up.

“Maybe I'm guts,” he said, “but
I haven’'t heard a peep out of that
bird in there. It's too damned quiet.
And then, ten or fifteen minutes ago,
I'm pretty sure I heard a groan. I
thought he was just snoring and
didn't pay any attention. I didn't
want to bust in the door unless you
said so. I may be wrong.”

“Anybody go in?" Conley asked
as they hurried to the door.

“Nothing more than a germ got in
that door,”” Callahan grunted. *“I
never took my lamps off it for a sec-
ond. No, sir, if that guy's dead, he
bumped himself.”

Conley jabbed the bell, heard it
buzz inside, and waited. No steps
answered the bell, no sound came
from within, He stepped back, nod-
ded to Callahan, and almost four
hundred pounds of muscle and bone
struck the door, It took half a dozen
blows to break it down. Conley went
in, gun drawn.

There was nothing in the living
room. He headed for the closed bed-
room door. It wasn't locked. He
opened it cautiously. Wind struck
him full in the face and with it came
the odor of blood. He pressed the
light switch and then lped

“Tuttle was on the
wearing pajamas md from the
looks of the pillow, had fallen
asleep. Then a horrible death had
come to him. His face was ribboned,
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the bed was saturated with blood.
Hollow sockets where eyes should
have been stared ceilingward. Cal-
lahan cursed and went to the win-
dow. He looked down.

“Now how the devil could any-
body get in this room to do that?’ he
asked. ‘

“Guard the door we busted, Calla-
han,” Conley ordered. “I'm going
through this apartment. Whoever
did this must be in here. There isn't

He searched for half an hour,
delved into- closets, prowled the
whole ptace, and found — nothing.
He went to the window and with the
aid of his flashlight examined it a
moment, Qutside, along the top
frame of the lower window he saw
a faint acratch. It had been recently
made. Whatever manner of death
had entered the room, had come by
way of that window. He looked: out
and shook his head slowly. The-
whole thing reeked of the super-
natural.

“Leave & man on guard here,” he
told Callahan. “Then dust back to
headquarters, I'll get word to you if
I need you, and if I do, it'll be
damned fast. I—"

The- telephone jangled. Conley
reached for it, hesitated. He whirled
to Callahan. “This may be another
tip,” he said: hastily. “Get on an-
other phone and have this call
traced. Get there as fast as you can.”

He waited a moment, giving Cal-
lahan a chance to get out. Then he
picked- up the receiver. The same
;hispering, disguised voice reached

im.
“] am sorry, sergeant, that you

‘were unable to prevent the death of

Mr. Tuttle. May I now inform you
that the policeman you left on guard
at Dolsen’s home has been knocked
unconscious and Dolsen’s safe has

ed, He was been robbed."”

The phone clicked, Conley leaped

‘to his feet. “Mike,” he told the

guard at the door, “keep your eyes
open here. Nobody gets in—under-
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stand? Tell Callahan I'm at Dolsen’s
on a hot tip.”

E raced the squad ecar back to
Dolsen’s apartment. The man-
agement of the place had full
knowledge of the murder, but it had
been kept from the other residents
of the building. Dolsen’s door was
still hanging from its hinges when
he hurried into the apartment. He

duty sprawled on the floor. He was
unconscious and a livid welt stood
out on his forehead. A small wall
safe yawned at Conley.

He went to it and yanked out
aome of the contents. There was at
least a thousand dollars in cash and
some jewels of evident value. What
had been taken? The motive cer-
tainly wasn’t simple robbery.

On a hunch he called Tuttle's
apartment. Callahan’s strident voice
answered him.

“Hell, Conley,” Callahan
groaned. ‘“‘Somebody rapped Mike
on the head, busted Tuttle’s safe
open, but they didn’t take a damned
thing. Now what do you think of
that?”

“They did the same thing here,”
Conley said. “Did you trace that
call?”

*Yeah, and a lot of good it did.
That call came from an apartment
three stories above Tuttle’s. Some-
body picked the lock, walked in and
used the phone. What'll I do now?”

“Stay there,” Conley told him.
*‘Give headquarters a buzz. Tell ’em
I'm on my way back, but if anything
breaks to broadecast it.”

He called the house doctor and-

had the unconscious patrolman
cared for. As he climbed into his car,
the radio burst into life again with
4 message for him.

“Ambulance call at 205 Boule-
vard,” the announcer told him.
“Doctor called here and said a man
had been badly slashed, his eyes
plucked out. They took him to Emer-
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gency Hospital, but they don’t think
he'll live long.”

“Damn!’’ Conley grunted. He
closed the siren circuit, whirled his

- little car about and headed for the

Boulevard. The murderer would try
to open the safe at his latest victim's
home. If he could get there first, be
ready for the fiend, he might close
the case on the spot.

He did. The address given him
was a one-family house, but a huge
ornate place. The house was filled
with light and the front door stood
glaringly open. He went in, looked
around. There was no one there.

“Funny,” he told himself, “they
didn't leave somebody to guard the
joint.” B

He went into the study and
stopped quickly. Spread in the cen-
ter of the floor was the form of a pa-
trolman. He hurried to his side,
knelt beside him and felt the pulse.
The patrolman was alive. Conley be-
gan to straighten up and then he
heard a brief whiz. Something con-
nected with a smack. He saw myriad
stars and then went sprawling
across the body of the man he had
tried to aid.

CHAPTER II
WHEEL OF MYSTERY

E woke vp in the hospital out of
a dream filled with sightless
men. A doctor sat by his side.

“You’ll be okay in a day or two,”
he told Conley cheerfully. “Nasty
crack on the head, flve stitches.
Lucky you didn’t get a concussion.
Your man, Callahan, found you and
a patrolman in the house on Boule-
vard.”

Conley squinted about and sudden
recognition came to him. “This is

cy Hospital, isn't it2" _he.
asked. “Got a man here whose eyes
have been plucked out?”

“Right,” the interne replied. “His
name is Powers and he’s on the floor
ahove you. Two of your men are sit-
ting just outside the door and there
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is a nurse on duty almost all of the
time. She ounly leaves him to eat.

Powers will live, sergeant. Of course -

he's going to be a wreck of a man.
He’ll never be able to appear in pub-
lic, and while it’s a tough thing to
say, it’s fortunate he is blind. If he
ever saw his own face in a mirror,
he'd go crazy. We took thirty or
forty stitches on his cheeks and
throat. He'll be he.re foy wegks

wh

results from the loss of his eyes. By
tomorrow morning he'll be out of it
very nicely and you can talk to him
then.”

“He's unconscious now?” Conley
asked.

“Dead to the world. We gave him
ether so- he wouldn't: wake while
we sewed him up, and he's sleeping
it off. Tomorrow, sergeant, I'll see to
it that you talk to him first thing—
if you feel well enough.”

“Feel well enough, the devil.”
Conley grunted. “If he was awake
now, I'd talk to him if I had to crawl
up to see him. He holds a mighty
important secret, doc. Where's Cal- .
lahan?”

“He’s outside waiting to see you.
You'd better get a little sleep first.”

“Okay.”” Conley was vastly re-
lieved. “Ceallahan will take care of
things. Tell those two guards outside
Powers' room to keep their eyes
open. You never can tell.”

“In a hosptial like this?*’ The doc-
tor snorted. “No ona will get near
him. But I'll tell them. You get some
sleep, sergeant.”

But there was no sleep for Conley.
Two minutes after the interne had
gone, a nurse escorted two men into
the room. Callahan was one. He
dropped into a chair and grinned at
Conley.

“Getting soft, huh?" he laughed.
~“He
you on the nut and send you to the
nospital. I brought along a man who
knows the low-down on these mur-
ders. Mr. Bidwell, Richard Bidwell
—this is Sergeant Conley, in charge
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of the case, but what he can do from
a bed, I dunno.”

Conley peered at the stranger. He
saw a well-built, bronzed man. He
was in his early fifties, but didn't
look it. There was silent character in
Richard Bidwell's face. He smiled
and shook Conley’s hand warmly.

. “I found Detective Callahan at
Powers’ home when I arrived thera
last night,”” ke said, “I—" .

arlsing. “How long have I be2n
here?”

“Six hours,” Callahan grinaed,
“What a sock you must hava golen.
The guy who slugged you calied me
on the phone and told me to come
and get you. He busted the safe in
the house first though.”

“As I was saying,” Bidwell broke
in, “I called at Powers’ home after [
discovered Dolsen and Tuttle were
dead, and of course I learned Pow-
ers was badly hurt. While I'm not
certain, of course, I'm pretty sure as
to why those two men were killed.
You see, I traveled in Nepal and the
outlying territory of Tibet. I know
the country well. Seven years ago a
party of white men sneaked into
Tibet. No white men are allowed to
enter the country, but these four got
through. You can probably guess
who those men were.”

Conley nodded. “Dolsen, Tuttle
and Powers. Okay, go on.”

“There was one more—Hugh M¢-
Kay. They were searching for
tokens of the country to bring nome,
It 3o happened, unfortunately
enough, that they met a little band
of high monastery officials. These
priests were carrying prayer wheels,
They are funny little things, look
something like one of thosa pin-
wheel noisemakers. A pin wheel on
a stick. They rotate the wheals, and

~guy stug——every time the Wheel Turns it means

just that much nearer heaven the
priest has arrived.

“To make my story short, the four
whites attacked the priests and took
from them three prayer wheels,
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Two of these were practically
worthless. The third was the prop-
erty of a Lama—high priest—who
had died. It was considered very
holy and it was worth a small for-
tune. The white men escaped, of
course. From what I understand,
agents have been sent here from
India to negotiate with the white
men for the return of this holy
prayer wheel, Just how far these
agents have gorie, A
“Would the: murder a man by
slashing him horribly and then
pluck out his eyes?’” Conley asked

mly.

“What? Pluck out his eyes?”
Bidwell was aghast. “Good Lord,
man, I don’t know. It isn't a custom
of the country, if that is what you
mean. We’ll have to ask Raj Eliya
about that. He’s a native of the
country and he is here to buy the
prayer wheel. He'll know about
that.”

“I wonder,” Conley remarked
thoughtfully, “just how much he
does know—how far he’'d go in his
—er—negotiations. Do you think
he’d murder to get that prayer
wheel? Is he that kind of a2 guy?”

“If there were no other way to
get it — yes,’” Bidwell was frank.
“That wheel means much in Tibet,
and while Raj isn't a Tibetan, he
does have something to say in the
government of the land and he is
popular there.”

“I talked to that guy already,”
Callahan said. “When I heard you
had been put out of commission, 1
got Johnson to watch the hotel
where he is staying. I don’t mind
telling rou I don’t like his looks.”

“This Raj and T are 'going to have
a little chat soon as I—"

A scream of tecrror cut through
the-quietness-of the-hospi
froze the words in Conley’s mouth.
He slipped out of bed, cursed when
he found that he was clad only in
the hospital nightgown. He yanked
a sheet from the bed and followed
Callakan who was racing madly up
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the stairs. Conley was weak, but in
his excitement he didn’t notice that.

IS lips were tight together and

his eyes were steely. For Ser-
geant Conley knew very well what
he was going to find. A cluster of
nurses on the floor moved aside in
mingled consternation and fear as
they saw the sheet-wrapped form
approach. Conley went into the

directly above his own.

Stuart Powers was there. He lay
in the bed, throat slashed horribly.
A silent group looked down at the
body. In the silence, the flapping of

- the window curtain sounded like the

report of 2 small gun. Conley went
to the window, stuck out his head
and looked up.

“Who is in that room above?’” he
asked. .

“Have to find out,” an interne re-
plied. He went into the hallway,
talked to the floor nurse a moment
and came back. “A mean named
Black. Came in a couple of hours
ago complaining of pains in the
stomach. He had money and we put
bim in that room.”

“See if he’s stil] there, Callahan,”
Conley ordered. He pulled the sheet
closer about his body, glared at the
nurses who were peering into the
room and then he began to search.
For what, he didn’t know, but some-
times little clues dropped. Under
the bed he found a small piece of
fresh meat. He picked it up, regard-
ed it with wide eyes a moment, and
then he held it under a doctor's
face.

“Is this human flesh?” he
queried.

“Human flesh?” The doctor
stepped back a pace, recovered him-

regarded the piece of meat.
“No—that’s beef unless I'm sadly
mistaken. How in the world did that
get in here?”

Callahan came flying down the
stairs. “Hey, sarge,” he cried, “that
guy in the room above beat it al-
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ready. I'll bet my shirt he had some-
thing to do with this killing."”

“Keep your shirt,” Conley re-
plied. “It’s not a fair bet. Of course
he had something to do with the
killing—and the other two murders,
too. Get a description of the guy.

I'm getting dressed. Where in hell .

are my clothes?”

T was early dawn when Conley

and Callahan left the hospital.

Thore—was 3 Car

Callahan drove. They went first to a
restaurant where Conley devoured
a husky breakfast, washed it down
with two cups of strong coffee, and

then sighed contentedly for a man ’

just out of a hospital.

“Where to?"” Callahan asked
when they climbed into the car
again,

“Let's go see if this Raj Eliya is
sleeping the sleep of the just or out
gallivanting around.”

“Sure,” Callahan agreed. “but he
can’t be the guy who faked sickness
to get into that hospital to kill Pow-
ers. No matter how good he was, he
couldn’t make himself two feet tall-
er and eighty pounds heavier.”

The Elite was one of the most ex-
clusive of hotels. Raj would have to
be a wealthy man to stay there.
Conley and Callahan ambled into
the lobby, went directly to the ele-
vator, and told the boy to tale them
to the floor where Raj lived. They
dissolved any trepidation the eleva-
tor boy might have by flashing their
badges. In the hallway, as they left
the elevator, they spotted Johnson,
the man who had relieved Callahan.
He was closely watching the door of
Raj’s apartment-suite. )

“He’s still in there,” Johnson said.
"Must be sleepinz. Haven't heard 2
peep out of him since I came here.”

“Hmm,” Conley mused, “I won-
der.” He went to the door, knelf
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clously selected one and grinned at
Callahan.

“Know what a burglar feels like,
Irish?”’ he smiled.

“You'll know,” Callahan retort-
ed, “if that guy's in there.”

“If he is,” Conley told him, “we”1l
sneak out as quietly as we go in. If
he isn’t there—well then, we’ll have
found something.”

Raj Eliya waan't there. His bed
hadn’'t been slept in, but a knotted

Coaley stuck his head out and
looked down. The sheet-rope ended
one floor below. Raj had evidently
gone down his makeshift ladder,
swung into the window of the apart-
ment below, and escaped. Johnson
began to curse bitterly.

They turned to leave the apart-
ment. Conley was in the lead. He
stopped suddenly as if he ha d
struck a brick wall. Raj Eliya, shoxt
and swarthy-faced, his head neatly
turbaned, stood in the doorway. His
face wasn't pleasant to look at.

“And to what.” he queried cold-
ly, “do I owe this early morning
visit?""

“Where have you been?” Conley
demanded. “You went into your
apartment last night and then you
went out the window. Why did you
do that and where did you go?”

“Am I to assume that I am under
arrest?” Raj asked. He doffed the
light topcoat he wore and then sat
down. “If so, I wish an attorney be-
fore I answer your questions.”

“Hell, man,” Conley tried to
plead with him. “We're trying to
clear up three murders. Three—did
you hear that?”

“Yes—1I am quite normal of hear-
ing. T expected that Stuart Powers
would be murdered. But you can’t
accuse me of killing him.. And I
don’t have to tell you where I have

been. Very true—I did go out the

down and peered into the room window.Idid not wish anyone to be
through the keyhole. There was no following me, My business was quite
key in the door. Silently he pulled a personal, you see.”

bunch of keys from his pocket, judi- “Qkay” Conley sighed. “We
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haven't got enough on you to make
a pinch, but you might as well know
right nqw that you're under sur-
veillance. After all, you were inter-
ested in those murdered men. You
didn't, I suppose, get your prayer
wheel?” ,

“Not yet,” Raj shook his head.
“T see my friend Bidwell has talked.
I shall have the sacred wheel soon
and then I must be free to leave at
cnce. I do not wish to go the way
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McKay sat bolt upright and
paled. “Then — then there is only
myself left,” he said almost to him-
self. “Damn that wheel. Damn T:bet
and all Indo-China too. Why 1 ever
went there—" ‘

“Where's that prayer wheel?”
Conley said.

“Prayer wheel?"” McKay jumped
at the words. “Then you know?”

“I know,” Conley repeated. *I
want to see that wheel. Maybe I'd

of these other three men. You may
have some one accompany me wher-
ever I go, sergeant. In fact, I would
rather have it that way, but please
let me have him at my side. Perhaps
Mr. Callahan here might wish the
job? I promise not to run away or
cause him any trouble. In fact, I
shall treat him as my guest.”
“Your job, Irish,” Conley smiled.
Then he turned to Raj again. “Who
is McKay and where does he live?”
“I do not know him well,”” Raj
replied and Conley knew he was
lying. “He lives at twenty Atlantic
Drive.” )
“We'll see how well you know
‘him,”” Conley grunted. He took
Johnson with him and they went di-
rectly to McKay's home. Conley
rang the bell and held his finger on
‘it until a huge gorilla-like man
opened the door. He was dressed in
the quiet livery of a servant.
“Wake up McKay,” Conley or-
dered. “We're cops. Who the devil
are you?”

“I'm Elkins, sir, Mr. McKay's

man. Mr. McKay is sleeping, sir.

You are sure this is lmportant"'
“Wake him up—you’ll soon see.”
McKay came downstairs, rum-

pling his white hair and rubbing

¢leep from his eyes. He was about’

tifty, but the worried expression on
his face added ten years to his ap-

better take it to Héeadquarters. It
will be safer there. So long as you
haven'’t got it, you'll be safe
enough.”

“Good idea,” McKay seemed re-
lieved. “I'll get the damned thing
right away.”

E went to the fireplace at the
east side of the big room. His
fingers went under the mantelpiece,
pressed a hidden button and a slot,
cleverly concealed in the wall,
opened. It revealed the face of a
small, modern safe.

McKay reached out to twirl the
combination. His hand froze half-
way toward the knob and he
gasped: “Good Lord—the safe is
open!” ’

Conley reached his side in a mo-
ment. He watched as McKay swung
open the door. Inside was a green
plush box. McKay took it out with
shaking hands, opened it, and then
his shoulders drcoped.

“It’s gone!” he said slowly. “The
prayer wheel has been stolen!”

Conley opened his mouth to an-
gwer. Ping! Something thudded into
the wall by Conley’s head. He dove
floorward. Another popping noise
from a silenced gun. McKay stag-
gered back, clutching at his shoul-
der. He groaned and collapsed on
the floor. Conley rose, called John-

-pearance. He nodded to_Conley and gon’s name and g

sat down. .
“You came about Dolsen and Tut-
tle?" he asked. “And Powers?"”
“Powers is dead,” Conley told
him bluntly.

ot no ANSWer.
With a presentiment of horror, he
began to search outside the house
for the detective. He found himin a
few minutes. Johnsen was dead, his
head cracked open like an egzshell
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His hand was still grasping the gun
he hadn’t been able to get out of the
holster. He had died game!

Conley returned to the house with
slow steps. His face was set in a look
of hard determination. A detective
had died. That made it a personal
matter. He saw the big servant in
the doorway, asked for the tele-
phone and called the hospital.

“Send the ambulance,” he or-
wed' " y 1124

He went into the living room and
sat down. McKay was still on the
floor, fear ran kling in his eyes.
Blood streamed from the wound in
his shoulder.

“What do you know about Raj
Eliya?" Conley asked.

“Raj?”" McKay raised his head.
“Why — he’s a wealthy, powertul
potentate in his native land. Not a
man to be trifled with. He probably
hag a seore of servants with him. He
rarely travels alone. Raj is here for
that prayer wheel. He'd do any-
thing to get possession of it. Raj is
a dangerous man if he’s aroused. It
must have been he who tried to
murder us. Oh God, my shoulder!”

“There's a doctor on the way,”
Conley snapped. “Now—how about
Richard Bidwell—know him?"

“Bidwell?"”" McKay gasped and
half rose from his chair. “Bidwell—
is he here?”

“Where did you think he was?”
Conley demanded.

“Why—a—I guess it’s all right.
Bidwell's a high-type man. 1 sup-
posed he was in Indo-China. I won-
der if he came here after that
prayer wheel? He had many friends
in Nepal. Perhaps he was persvad-
ed to get that wheel. Perhaps it is
he who robbed me—stole the prayer
wheel.”~

McKay raised his shoulders ex-
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It's valuable, of course. I imagine
Raj would pay half a million dollars
for the thing—that is, unless he al-
ready has it."

A siren screamed outside. Conley
went to the window, saw the white-
uniformed interne hurrying toward
the house. Conley went to the door
himself, but the interne wasn’t
there. He went into the yard, saw
the white figure returning from the

i the_house and panting heav-

ily. It was the same interne who had
at}ended him at Emergency Hospi-
tal.

“I saw that man who faked ad-
mittance to the hospital last night,™
the doctor cried. “He was runningy
away from the house. Had a big bag
in his hand. Looked to me like he
was taking it on the run. sergeant.
He’s the man, I'm sure. Ugly-look-
ing guy.”

“Tall, wide-shouldered?” Conley
demanded. ‘‘Did he have on a dark
blue suit?”

“That's him!”

“Hell! That guy was talking to
me half an hour ago. Mr. McKay,”
Conley turned to the older man wio
had appeared in the door. "I think
1 know where your prayer wheel
has gone. Your butler—you knew
him well?"”

*“He's been with me six months,”
McKay answered. “Why? Do you
connect him—"'

“Last night he gained admittance
to a hospital where Powers was
taken. Powers was murdered in his
room in the same manner that Dol-
sen and Tuttle were killed. He is the
man we want and I'm going after
him. Doc, you'll find the hody of
Johnson on the north side of the
house. I know he's dead, but iusi
make sure, will you? And take care
of McKay's shoulder.”

“pressively, "You ktiow,” he wenton, —Couniey-began to run toward. the

“I'm not the least sorry that damned
thing is gone. I've been afraid of
something like this happening for a
long time. The others feared it, too,
but they wouldn't give the thing up.

back of the house. Elkins, the but-
ler, had vanished in that direction.
There weren't many homes about
and the land was level. Conley spot-
ted his quarry hurrying up the
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street that lay behind McKay’s
home. He dove for the rear of the
houses, skirted the yards and grad-
ually drew up on the escaping
butler.

Elkins seemed certain that he
wasn't being followed. Conley noted
the huge, almost square bag the man
carried. It was heavy, too, even for a
man of Elkin’s huge size. Conley loos-
ened the gun in his holster, raced
madly to get ahead of the man and

_succe!
hedge waiting, gun ready. He was
taking no chances with such a man as
he knew Elkins to be.

He raised his head cautiously above
the hedge and started visibly. Elkins
had suddenly vanished, e heard a
rustle behind him, turned and stared
into the muzzle of a gun. His own
service revolver he let drop. Elkins
was behind that gun and his face was
a mask of vicious hate.

“Stand up,” Elkins commanded in
a surly voice. “Make a phony move
and I'll drop you in a second. Turn
around!”

There was no denying that tone.
Conley cursed and turned his back to
the man. Suddenly he was pinioned in
a cruel grasp. He struggled vainly,
felt the prick of a needle, and in a
moment his vision became blurred. As
he lapsed into unconsciousness, he
wondered if the needle had been load-
¢d with poison or only a drug.

CHAPTER III
SHAN!

CONLEY awoke to stare into dark-
ness. He ached all over. His
bones and muscles seemed stiffened
unbearably. He was in some foul-
smelling place, When he tried to rise,
h2 found that he was strapped firmly
to an old bed. There wasn't a ghost of
a chance to wriggle out of the straps

that held him. They were-so tight that-

circulation was beginning to leave his
extremities,

. His mouth wasn't gagged and he
gave vent to a loud yell. In answer a
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door opened and a yellow streak of
light blinded him. Elkins stood framed
in the doorway. Thers was & malicious
smile on his face.

“Keep your damned mouth shut,”
he snarled. “or I'll shut it for you. I
hate cops, and I hate you worse
than most of 'em. I didn’t gag you be-
cause in & few minutes I'm going to
enjoy hearing you holler your fool
head off. What a cop you are! Follow
a guy and then let him get the drop

{ Just_lilke—therest—of

them. Your pal was a pipe. I didr't
like to bash imn his head though. I'd
rather have taken him alive and
listened to him yell just like you're
going to do pretty damned soon.”

“So you killed Johnson?" Conley
said slowly. “I'm going to take a per-
sonal interest in arresting you later
on, Elkias, When I do, I hope you try
io get away.”

“Listen, mug,” Elkins laughed
harshly, “when Shan gets through
with you, there won’t be enough left
to carry home. You know what hap-
peuned to the others, don't you? Re-
member how they looked ? Remember
they didn’t have any eyes? That's
how you're going to look, copper. And
T'll laugh louder, the more you yell.
The other guys didn’t yell much. I
had to fix it so that they couldn’t, but
you're way out in the country now.
There ain't & soul within a2 mile, You
can holler your head off and maybe
vou won't do it! Wait until you see
Shan!”

Conley suppressed a shudder. As
far as he could see, he would meet
Shan — whoever or whatever Shan
could be, That he possessed murder-
ous inclinations, Conley didn't doubt.
He wondered if he'd soon look like
those others who had been murdered.
When the door closed, he began to
work vainly on his bonds. Elkins was
no fool; he knew how to strap a man

-down -and ‘keep him ‘there. Things™

looked almost hopeless. /
He lay still, summoning his

strength. Suddenly the door opened

again. This time a masked man stood
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in the deorway. The light was full in
Conley’s eyes and he counld barely dis-
tinguish the form. This was the arch
fiend, he sensed, rather than knew.

Could this be—Shan?

“Meet the boss,” Elkins laughed
barshly, “He's sorry as hell, but ke
can't talk right now, You might rec-
ognize his veice and he don’t want
that to happen. Not that you'd ever be
able to tell anybody, but he says it
would give you satisfaction before

sweat broke out over Conley’s fore-
head. Involuntarily, he closed his eyes
and held them tightly shut.

A hand felt for his face, found it

ahd then went outward, following his
arm.
“Be quiet,” a voice whispered, It
was the zame voice that had called
him on the telephone when Dolsen and
Tuttle had been murdered.

He feit the cold blade of a knife

you died. You'd know who the main
guy Is. You're gonna croak wonder-
ing who he is, see?”

“Gg to hell!” Conley snapped. "I
find out who you are—you devil! 1
know Elkins isn"t the brains of this
outfit he hasn’t sense enough. You
want that prayer wheel — maybe
vou've got it. But listen to this, mis-
ter. When I get ont of here, I'm going
to rip that mask off your face and
then I'm going to bash it in. I'm re-
memberirg Jonnson, mister. He was a
ral of mine, 2 good guyr. Elkins
bumped him without giving him a
break. That was your order and
that’s just what you're going to get.”

“You are a fool,” the masked man
spat out. This was what Conley had
been angling for. He wanted that man
to talk. If he could recognize the voice,
perhaps he might leave a clue before
he was killed. But the masked man
was too clever for that, He spoke only
those four words and they carried no
tone quality, no characteristic that
Conley ' could recognize. The door
closed suddenly and he was covered
with darkness agein.

AN hour passed by slowly. Conley's
hands and feet had long since
ccased to have feeling. He lay there,
like so much clay, to await the hid-
eous death planned for him. He won-
dered what it could be.

and suddenly one hand was free. Then
the other He tay still, scarcely
breathing. Who could this be? His
hands began to throb in pain as circu-
lation rushed back into them. He
heard a faint scraping sound, some-
thing brushed his face lightly. Sud-
denly he knew whe his friend was.

It had been 2 turbaned head that
had touched his face. Then, too, Raj
Eliya was dark, it would be next to
impossible to see him in the darkness
of that room. Whereas a white face—

A snap and his ankles were freed.
He sat up slowly, in time to see the
dim figure ¢limb out of the window.
He wet his lips, chafed his wrists and
then his anklea to restore the circula-
tion. He stood up, tested his strength.

There came a noise at the door and
he went back on the bed, stretching
out his limbs to make it seem he was
still bound. Elkins came in. He was
alene.

“Wake up, you rat,” he snarled.
“Shan will be ready any minute now.
He's anxious to meet you—he wants
your eyes, copper. Think of that!
He'll pick "em out of your head just as
neat—"

But Elkins made the mistake of
bending over his intended victim.
Conley's arms shot upward, came
down and encircled the big man. The
attack was so sudden, so unexpected,
that Conley got in the first blow. His
fist crashed into flesh and bone. He

—-To -his--astute ears_came-a-faint —lmew.he had flattened that protrud-

crackling. He heard metal snap and
then & window opened slowly, quietly.
Some one was coming inte the room.
Could it be the hideous death repre-
sented by the unknown Shan? A cold

ing nose of Elkins® and he breathed a
sigh of satisfaction.

Elkins roared aloud in wrath, shook
his head like some mighty animal and
sailed into the fight. But Conley’s fist
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had broken the mose. Blood smeared denly weary, and then began to trudge
the ugly face and Elkins’ vision was away from the cabin. He had no idea
obscured. Conley got in two more where he was, but he was certain the
blows, straight to the face. Elkins re- murderer had made good his escape.
sorted to brute strength then. He To his ears came the sound of a
closed in, wrapped two steel-like arms starter churning, then a motor
about the detective and began to caught. A car slid into first gear, grat-
squeeze. ed into second, and reared off. The

Conley’s breath came faster. The murderer had escaped aguin!

pressure on his ribs was terrific. He

raised a knee, prodded it hard into
Elkins’ stomnch_and heard _the hig

CHAPTER IV
A DABING Move

man gruuﬁnwn.—ﬂrtﬂed—t}—zm
and loosened the grasp about his body.
His fists began to tattoo on Elkins

ONLEY hailed a2 milk collection
truck and learned that he was

already bleeding £ace. The bigger man  miles out of the city. With the aid of
went backward and Conley was quick his badge which he still had, he man-
to take advantage of the opportunity. . aged to get a lift and got into town
He sailed in, both fists swinging. El- quickly, He hailed the first night-
kins suddenly whirled and dashed hawk cab he found, for which he aban-
blindly from the room. More by a doned the slow-moving milk truck.

senge of direction than by sight, he He svas driven directly to the Elite
made the door of the cabin and ran Hotel. Conley wondered if Raj Eliya

into the open.

Conley raced after him. He wanted
this man, wanted him badly. Elkins,
under proper pressure, would talk. He
was only the tool, but an invaluable
man to capture, He knew the identity
of the murderer, knew the grisly
method used in the killings. Conley
had to capture him,

Suddenly Elkins stopped dead. He
turned a little, sagged downward, and
Conley had time to see the little well
of blood that emerged from between
his eyves. Somebody had shot at him.
The detective threw himself flat on
the ground, erawied for cover.

The arch murderer was hidden
somewhere in the darkness that sur-
rounded this cabin. Elkins had died
at the hands of his former master to
insure his silence. Conley longed for
a gun. With & weapon in his fist, he
could scour the little growth of thick
trees from where the shot had un-
doubtedly come. But he was weapon-

lesa, All he could do was to lie quietly

and hope for the best. ~

Minutes passed. He reached out,
found a stone and fling it toward his
right. No answering plop came from
the darkness. He stood up, felt sud-

actually had been the man who had
saved him, and if he was, why he had
performed this act. It struck him sud-
denly that Raj might have freed him
s0 as to avert all suspicion from him-
self and, incidentally, grasp the op-
portunity that had been offered to
put Elkins where he wouldn't tallk.

Certainly Raj wanted that prayer
wheel badly enough. But so did Bid-
well and this adventurer was one to
reckon with, one to respect. Whoever
brought that precious relic of a dead
Tibetan high priest back to its native
land would profit both in money and
in esteem. The latter meant much to
both Raj and Bidwell. It had to be
one of them,

Callahan was camped in a chalr ont-
side the Indian prince’s door. He was
fast asleep, his snores grating on Con-
ley's already shattered nerves. He
woke the detective with a shake. Cal-
lahan opened his eyes, blinked, and
then grinned sheepishly at Conley.

_“Holy Gosh,” he ejaculated as he
looked at his wrist watch. “I've been
asleep four hours. That's never hap-
pened to me before.”

“And plenty has happened in the
meantime, Irish,” Conley told him
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flatly. “Damned lucky thing I didn't
need you fast. I did, at that, but I
couldn't have reached you.”

“Honest, sarge, 1 wasn't sleepy
when I squatted in this chair, Our pal,
Raj, brought it into the hall for me,
even placed it near the door. Then—
hell—I remember now. I smelled
something sweet, like perfume. That's
all T remember. He must have dcped
me!”

been rescued by this man who had
drugged him so subtly.
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“Raj,” Conley said, “what does

Shan mean in Tibetan?”

“Shan?” Raj frowned. “That is a
most common name like your Eng-
lish name, John, let us say, Tibetans
name their cattle, their dogs, even
their children by that name. I'm sor-
Ty, I can’t help you there.”

“All right,”” Conley said. “But you -

“Swell time to realize that,” Conley

frunted. “Let's see if he's awake yet.
!]]_"

The door to Raj's apartment
opened wide and the Indian smiled
genially at them. He was fully
dressed despite the hour, his head
turbaned as usual.

“Good morning, gentlemen,” he
said lightly. “You're not arguing, I
hepe. May I say, in defense of the
worthy Detective Callahan, that I
found it necessary to insure him a few
hours’ rest. I allowed the fumes of an
Indian drug to reach him. I hope, Mr.
Callahan, that your dreams were
pleasant. It is said that the fumes of
that drug inspire luscious thoughts,
enticirg dreams.”

“You black—" Callahan started to
lunge for the man. Conley stopped him
with his extended arm.

“So,” Canley said quietly, “you did
go out. Where did you go?”

“I am most sorry,” Raj answered
smoothly. “Perhaps at a later date I
may inform you. But now—"

“Well, anyway,” Conley said slowly
and distinetly, “accept my thanks for
saving my life. I'd have been stone
dead—dead without eyes in my head
if it hadn’t been for you.”

If he thought he would get a rise
out of Raj, Conley was mistaken. The
prince never flickered an eyelash. “I
am sorry,” he said apologeticaily,

can help. Raj, you know who the
murderer i8. Why don’t you tell ?”

Raj shrugged. “Perhaps you are
right. Perhaps not! At any rate,
please assume that I should be only
too happy to inform you, provided
that I was in possession of the prayer
wheel of the Golden Patola. I came
thousands of miles to seek it. Other
men desire it also. I must fight to re-
gain it for my people. It is worth—
perhaps thousands of dollars—but
in Tibet its worth cannot be counted
in terms of money.”

‘“You lmow that the praysr wheel
was stolen from McKay’s safe?” Con-
ley asked.

He startled the Indian. Raj gasped
a little, lost his suavity for an in-
stant, and then regained his compo-
sure again. “I shall find it,” he said,
“if it takes my last worldly posses-
sion. Nothing can stop me, sergeant.
Nothing, you understand?”

“Hell, sarge,” Callahan horned in.
“Let’s lock this bird up. He admits he
drugged me and beat it tonight. I dun-
no what the devil happened, but he
must have had a hand in it. Let’s take
him down town and work on him.”

“It’s because of what happened to-
night that we’ll do nothing of the
kind, Irish,” Conley said grimly. “Raj
saved my life. Saved me from that
awful death those other three men
suffered. I don’t know his spot in this

“that I baven’t-the slightest-compre-—affair-too well, but whatever it is,

hension of what you refer to. Now,
may I be of help to you, gentlemen?”

Callahan stood aside, his eyes bulg-
ingz. He didn’t know what it was all
about, but he sensed the idea {hat
Corley had been near death and had

I'm backing him.”

“For that,” Raj bowed low, “accept
my sincere thanks, sergeant.”

“I11 accept your company if you'll
come,” the detective said. “We'll pick
up Bidwell on the way. He knows a
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lot about this. I want to get all of us
to McKay's house as soon as possible.
I've got a hunch we can knock off the
murderer before dawn.” '

“That's in four hours, sarge,” Cal-
lahan reminded him doubtfully.

“It won't take that long. What do
you say, Raj?”

“My car 1 shall summon at once,
sergeant. My secretary will call Mr.
Bidwell so that he will be ready. In
the meantime, step”inside. Liqueurs
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sitting in the living room of my home,
gentlemen, dehind locked doors and
windows. I've had a gun in my hand
every moment. I don’t mind confess-
ing that I'm scared stiff. I—I don't
want that terrible death my friends
suffered. I — I — oh, hell—let's get
this over with. What can I do to help
you, sergeant?”

“Let us go into your living room
where the doors and windows are
locked,” Conley suggested. “I've an

are in.

slug of mellow bourbon, handed the
bottle to Callahan, They refilled their
glasses after the first drink. Conley

motioned toward the door through-

which Raj had vanished.

“Let's drink to a damn good guy,”
he said. Callahan drank, but there
was doubt in his eyes,

AJ was gone a moment or two.
He was dressed for the street
when he appeared and he led the way
to the elevator. A sleek sedan awaited
them at the curb. Without instruc-
tions, the chauffeur drove rapidly to
Bidwell’s apartment, picked up the
husky adventurer and went directly
to McKay's home,

The house was ablaze with light.
McKay, too, had been notified by Raj’s
most efficient secretary. McKay came
to the porch as the car pulled to the
curb. He was plainly worried and his
shoulder was bandaged.

*“Things are happening a little too
fast for me, gentlemen,” he said when
they entered the house. “Elkins has
simply vanished from the face of the
earth. I think I trusted him far too
much. I've about made up my mind
that wherever the prayer wheel is,
he is with it. Damn him!"

“You would, of course,.sell the
prayer wheel to me if you had it?”
Raj asked softly.

—--McKay . whirled -on -him—f"d-give -

you the damned thing,” he cried. “I
wish I'd never seen it, It's brought
death to my friends and I've a hunch
it isn't finished with us yet. I've been

that cabinet.
Conley poured himself a healthy.

strange thing for a policeman to do,
but it's the only way out.”

They seated themselves. McKay
busied himself a moment, served stift
high balls, Conley sipped his, the
others swallowed theirs quickly. A
nertous tension caught them in its
tentacles. Even the suave Raj Eliya
trembled a little.

“The murderer,” Conley said jn
clipped tones, “captured me tonight.
Your man, Elkins, Mr., McKay, was
one of the murderous spies. He
knockad me out, took me somehow to
a cabin miles from the city. The mur-
derer, listen carefully now, came to
see me. From his physical build, from
his voice that he obviously used to dis-
guise his true tones, [ could not rec-
ognize him. However, among us in
this room, is the murderer!”

Callahan gasped out loud. The
others paled perceptibly. Conley con-
tinued to talk.

“How do [ know ? The murderer for-
got one thing. He neglected to remove
from his person one certain object
that betrayed his identity to me. I
know who the murderer is. 1 could
arrest him here and now, but I'm not
going to. The prayer wheel was stolen
from Mr. McKay’s safe; thé murderer
is in possession of it. That prayer
wheel means so much to millions of
natives in a distant land that I am
going to make an offer for its return,
"I shall iethain in this room for the
remainder of the night. All of you will ,
go to rooms Mr. McKay will assign to
you. You will remain in your rooms
until I summon you. In the meantime,



MURDER WHEEL

the murderer will come to me in this
room as zsoon as he is certain the
others are safe within their own
rooms, He will hand to me, or tell
me where I can find the prayer wheel,
I shall then allow him twenty-four
hours to make good his escape. With
airplanes, fast cars and boats, he
should have no difficulty in getting
away. Further, I shall permit each one
of you gentlemen to search me. 1
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chair. Detective Sergeant Conley was
out cold to all appearances.

There came a slight scraping near
the windows, Very aoftly one of the
windows began to work upward. The
curtain flapped a little, On the chair,
Conley opened one eye warily. Any
moment the unknown Shan would ap-
pear. He had a vague idea of what he
was up against, but he wasn’t sure.
Suddenly both his eyes opened wide.

have no weapon—I want none. I prom-
ise the murderer perfect immunity if
he only surrenders that prayer wheel
to me. That is all, gentlemen. You may
search, Callahan, you search me last
and do a good job of it. Turm out
every pocket. You know how to go
over a man; the others may not know
as well.”

There were gasps of astonishment.
Callahan protested feebly and Conley
shut him up with a gesture. Raj
passed his hands over Conley’s body,
stepped back. McKay searched him
next. Bidwell was the most careful of
the three. When he stepped away, he
was very sure Conley possessed no
weapon. .

Callahan was Jast. He spent fully
ten minutes, turning out pockets,
demonstrating his skill at frisking.
Finally the four men left. McKay es-
corted them to their rooms. All re-
tired.

In the big library Conley sat down
weakly. He was dead tired. His hands
and feet, even his head, ached from
the fights and attacks he had been a
partner to. There was a decanter filled
with tempting whisky on the table
and glaszes at hand. He poured him-
self a drink, held it to the light and
then brought it to his lips. But he
didn't drink. Instead he carefully
poured the contents of the glass into
an already sopping wet drawer in the

“The window was open, raised by
unseen hands. Perched on the window
frame was & huge bird. It was a duil
gray in color. Two malignant eyes
were fastened on the quiet figure of
the detective. A beak, inches long
and sharp as any whetted blade, pro-
truded from the ugly head. The beak
was daubed with blood.

The bird hopped to the floor, start-
ed silently toward the detective. Con-
ley kept his eyes slitted, his left hand
was ready. The giant bird came closer,
cocked its vicious head to one side and
surveyed its prey. Suddenly it leaped
to the table, drew a step nearer.

Conley’s hand came up from beside
the chair very slowly. No other part of
his body moved, although his breath
came in gasps of horror. In the hand
an sutomatic gleamed dully. The bird
suddenly sensed that its prey was not
helpless. 1t emitted a screech of
wrath, drew back its great head and
the beak opened wide. Conley fired
streight into the open mouth. The
bird shuddered convulsively, toppled
over and for a moment or two strug-
gled on the floor, its great wings flap-
ping in its death agony. .

Conley heaved a great sigh, wiped
the perspiration from his forehead
and went to the door. He listened
carefully, raised his gun and fired
voint-blank through the thin wooden
panels. A shriek greeted the explo-

-table.His first drink-had-gone there.-—sion. Strangely enough, none of the

E lay back in the chair, yawned
and sighed audibly. Soon his

eyes closed wearily and snores began
to emerge from his throat. His right
hand hung limply over the edge of the

others in the house stirred.

Conley opened the door, stepped
into the hallway, gun drawm On the
floor a man writhed in pain. The de-
tective shoved his gun against the
man’s side and with the other hand
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jerked him upward. Then he dropped
him into a chair.

“Tell me, McKay, you murdering
rat, how long my friends will be out
from the dope you put in those
drinks

Only moans of terror and pain an-:

SW exed him. Calmly he drew the
man’s hands behind him, cuffed them.
He took off McKay's beit, wrapped it
around his legs and pulled it tight. He
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taing. He fed it raw meat, too, to keep
it quiet. I found a piece of it dropped
under Powers’ bed at the hospital.
Elkins worked the job that time, He
got into the hospital as a patient, the
bird was probably passed up to him
by McKay. He let it into the room
where Powers lay aad—well, it did
its dirty worle. There was a light chain
on one leg of the bird so it couldn't
get away.”

Afelt a great satisfaction as he tugged “But the evea?”

at it. He hoped McKay’s legs would be
paralyzed for the short life that lay
before him just as his own had been
1ot many hours before.

It took him an hour to bring the
others out of their drugged sleep. As-
sembled in the living room, they
stared at McKay who was trussed in
a chair., His gide was covered with
dried blood. Sergeant Conley grinned
at their consternation.

l“Meet our pal—the murderer,” ha
sald.

“But—"" the men protested.

“But nothing. DMcKay killed s
three partners to gain possession of
that prayer wheel for himself. Why he
wanted it so badly, I don’t know, but
I've a hunch our friend Raj knows,
Anyway, McKay killed those men,
tried to kill me. He murdered his oamn
right-hand man, Elkins, when he
knew Elkins was of no more value to
him. He even permitted Elkins to
shoot him in the shoulder to divert
suspicion.”

Callzhan suddenly spotted the body
of the bird. It was hidden behwmd a
huge chair. “For the lovamike!” he
gasped. “What's that?”

'That's a vulture,” Conley replied.
“It's McKay's tool of murder. He
opened the windows of the men ha
murdered, from above. He probab!y
used some kind of a hook to do it
with, making sure tha window wasn't
locked-before-he left the house. He
drugged each man he killed, too—s0
t:nat the vulture would have an easy
time of it. Vultures only eat the flesh
of dead people, but I imagine he
starved this one so it would eat any-

“IWhat made it take those?”

“I think, gentlemen,” Raj broke in,
“that I can answer that. This bird was
undoubtedly taken by DMcKay from
Tibet on his expedition there, It is a

* native of Tibet, anyway. Those birds

are used in Tibet to destroy the bodies
of the dead. On tall towers the dead
parsons are placed for these great
dirds to feast upon. Invariably they
first pluck out the eyes as being the
choicest tidbit.”

“Thanks,” Conley nodded. “I waa
wondering about that angle of it my-
self. McKay prepared well for thi:,
even had his right-hand man, Elking,
taicz a pot shot at him while I was
there.”

“The prayer wheel,” Bidwell broka

in. “Where is it? Did McKay rob kis
ovm safe?”

“Of course he did,”"” Conley replied,
“and by doing that he queered him-
self, He hae one of the latest safes
built., Nobody but an expert could
have opened the door of that safe
without using soup on it. The only
man I know who could do it is our
friend Raj, but he didn’t open this
one. He opened three other wall safes
damned neatly when he was trylnzy
to find that wheel. Perhaps McKay
knows where it is.”

“You go to hell!"” McKay groaned.
“I'm dying and you talk about prayer
wheels. Get me a doctor!”

-~ —*You'll get no doector.,”-Conley-said-

grimly, “until you come through with
that information. You can stay there
and suffer, or you can tell us, Talk
fast, McKay—that wound will hurt
like the devil in & few minutes.”
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“Damn you " McKay groaned. “The
wheel is in the safe. I never even took
it out. Oh, go on and open it. I didn't
Jock it.”

AJ leaped, for the safe. With anx-
jous fingers, he pulled the con-
tents out, dropped cash and other
jewels to the floor. A moment and he
had the weird-looking prayer device in
his hand. He grinned delightedly at
Bidwell.

L -
well,” he said. “You sought to keep it
from us. You wanted your world to
see it, to know its beauty. Now it is
mine—ours! It will again rest in the
palms of the Lama’s mummified
hands.”

Bidwell nodded slowly. *“That’s
where it belongs, Raj. If I had got my
 hands on the thing, I would have re-
turned it to you. It isn’t meant for a
white man’s world, not even his mu-
seums. It is worth thousands, I know,
‘but I could never take it now.”

“My thanks,” Raj bowed. “For your
earnest good wishes, I shall reveal to
you the secret of the Prayer Wheel of
the Golden Patola. Look!” .

He twisted the cbject deftly. Part
of it came away. On the table he
poured out & dozen glittering green
objects. Bidwell cried aloud in eager-
ness.
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‘“These are jade gods,” Raj said.
“They are perfect miniature carvings
of the Lamas who went before the
now living one. They are worth, as
Jjewels, a million dollars. That is why
McKay murdered his partners. Evi-
dently he discovered the secret of the
prayer wheel.”

He turned to Conley and nodded
apologetically. “I am most sorry that
I had to render you unconscious that

. time at Powers' house, sergeant, but

-done-that, you-weuld-have

arrested me. I had to be free. I did rob

all those other safes, hoping 1 would
find the Holy Wheel”

“Hey!"” Callahan suddenly leaped to
his feet. “Sarge, where in the devil
did you get that gun — and those
cuffs? I searched you before I went
upstairs. You didn’t have thcse on
you.”

“For once you're right, Irish,” Con-
ley grinned. “While you were search-
ing'me, I picked your pockets. The gat
and cuffs are yours — many thanks.
Well, come on—Ilift McKay to his feet.
We got to get him behind bars :nd
then~—oh boy, I'm going to sleep a
week[”

“And I,” Raj declared solemnly,
“will spin this prayer wheel—spin it
backwards, for the damnation of Mc-
Kay’'s soul!”




Boomerang Bullets

By |
James A. Goldthwaite

41 ain’t goin’l 1
won't!™ he scresmed.

T wasn't death itself that Drill
Morgan feared. No one had a
better reputation of being able to -

take care of himself in a jam where
automaties cracked spitefully in the: .
dark and streaks of flame leaped It was another sort of death that
swiftly from unexpected places. In the Drill Morgan feared. A death in a
open, hand-to-hand or gun-to-gun, small gray room with its one furnish-
Drill had the savage, icy-nerved scorn ing:a heavy wooden chair hung with
of danger of a fighting rat. straps and wirea,

fighting rat. He boasted that Ae had ao serses—dida’t kmow

q; @hat fear meant. But another sort of terrer was gripping his

soul. Terror of mothing definite. Nothing he ceuld aname.
Terver of ghosts!
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And it was this fear that had
gripped him and fastened and grown
on him till he told the district attor-
ney that he would testify, testify to
anything, against anybody, even his
own mother, to save his life.

So they gave him a nominal sen-
tence of five years and turned him
loogse on a pardon at the end of the
first year. At midnight, on the very
day of Morgen's release, Jim Morti-
son, after twelve months of fruitless

chair for the murder of McCracken’s
butler.

Slumped down in his seat in the
train, Drill let his mind run back to
the scene in the courtroom when he
had given his testimony against Jim.

It was he, Drill, who should have
gone to the chair by rights. He had
shot the butler, himself, while Jim
was outside on the lookout.

But Jim would be the one to pay for
the job; there wasn’t any doubt about
that, Drill's evidence had clinched
that. He would be lead into that room,
and when he came out, they would put
him into a cart and carry him away
like a piece of meat.

Drill Morgan jumped in his -chair,
and his hands gripped the wooden rail
till the knuckles cracked. A voice from
over his shoulder had broken into his
thoughts. But all jt said was:

“Dinner i3 now served in the dining
car, Dining car is in the rear.”

Drill straightened himself up in
his chair. He laughed and cursed him-
self for a fool. That was all over now,
all over and past, he told himself for
the hundredth time. The fear of the
chair was out of his life, out of it for-
ever, Only, he had stood sweating and
trembling under its shadow for so
long, it was a habit almost.

Ia the washroom, Drill brushed his
natty gray suit of clothes that he had
ordered in prison at his own expense,
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._seat at a vacant table. After consult-
ing the menu and giving his order to
a watter..he leaned back in his chair
and let his gaze drift negligently and
comfortably around the car.

His ease of mind lasted only a few
seconds. Almost the first thing his
eyes regted on waa a newspaper in the
hands of a man at the next table in
front. In four-inch headlines slapped
clear across the page, the screamer
announced that all appeals in behalf

im Morrison had failed, and that

he must die at midnight. Prominently
displayed in the middle of the page
was a photograph of the electric
chair, bordered in black, with an
imaginary drawing of Morrison
strapped into it.

Drill Morgan shuddered. Furtive!;
he mopped beads of sweat from his
forehead, With the jolting of the train,
it seemed to him that the picture of
the man on the hot spot looked more
like him than it did like Morrison....

He muttered another oath and

.Jerked his eyes off the tabloid. He

wasn't afraid. There wasn't a thirg
in the world to fear now.

All at once, he realized that some-
body was standing in the aisle, lookiny
down at him.

This newcomer was an undersized,
stoop-shouldered little man, with a
thin, wrinkled face, pasty-white from
indoor life, and brown eyes, sly and
shifty as a pair of glass beads, He
was dressed in a suit of sleazy prison
clothes and he wore a derby hat at
least two sizes too large for him.

Drill recognized the man, now that
he came to look at him. Off and on,
for months back in stir, he remem-
tered he had been catching glimpses
of the comical little figure in the bag-
gy uniform shuffling around in the
long, gray queues of prisoners. More-
over, the little fellow had been wait-

‘gleeked back his black hair, polished —ingin the-warden's office only a couple

his neat oxfords with a brush, and
came out whistling, his chin up.

He made his way back through the
train to the dining car and selected a

of hours before when he, Drill, had
passed through on his way to the out-
side. Waiting for his discharge at the
end of his term—
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SEEING that Morgan was looking
at him, the little man sidled over
to the table gnd slid into the chair
oppogite Drill. Seated, his head and
shoulders hardly came above the
table top. But his beady brown eyes
gripped Morgan's like a ferret’s over
the white cloth and silverware.
“Hello. You're Drill Morgan,
ain't you?” wheezed the little man.
Morgan stiffened, His big, cruelly
handsome lips curled in disdain. He -
_looked around for the waiter to tell
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over a deck of cards, faster than the
eye can follow it

The waiter came with the soup, and
Morgan started to eat it.

“Now suppose you spill me some-
thing,” he growled to Meekers after
a8 moment. “What's the big idea? Why

. all the stuff about who I am and shak-

ing hands, Rabbit? Ain’t runnin’ for
Congress or something, are you,
cull >

Meekers hugged himself with both
his skinny, pipestem little arms, He

him to have the shabby little intruder
kicked out, and then thought better
of it. He was in no position, even
though legally clear of the bulls, to-
stir up a scene,

“Well, suppose I am. What of it?’
he replied curtly,

The little man did not answer for
a second. He sat leaning forward to-
ward Drill, mouth half open, and an
expression of awed wonder on his
face that reminded Drill of a dog
watching its master,

“I thought so. I'm Ollie Meekers—
Rabbit dMeekers, you know,” the lit-
tle man finally wheezed back. “I've
seen you around, up—up there—Ilots
of times. I used to watch you. But 1
don’'t suppose a big shot like you
would even bother to notice a runt
like me.”

Meekers pulled one hand up from
under the tablecloth and pushed it
timidly over the cloth toward Drill.

“Maybe I'm all wet to think of it.
but I'd like to—do you suppose—
would you shake hapds, DMr. Mor-
gan?” he blurted out.

Drill Morgan scowled with sur-
prise. He hesitated, started to grow!
out a refusal, and then stuck out his
hand. The people across the aisle, he
saw out of the corner of his eyes,
were getting interested.

The hand that Rabbit Meekers slid
into Drill's big white digits was just

sucked in his Rabby blue lps in &
chuckling grin.

“You're the man that pulled the
McCracken job and got away with
it,” he breathed. “We knew all about
that, up at college. Even the ones that
wag up there before it happened. [
just finished two this time—""

"What's your line, Rabbit?” Mor-
gan interrupted. .

Meekers flushed sheepishly and
dropped his eyes.

*Me? Oh, I ain’t nothing compared
{o you, Drill,” he muttered. “I'm just
a pocket-dipper—a gold watch here,
a piece of coin somewhere else. I tried
to do a couple of box jobs, but I fell
down. Someway, 1 can't seem to get
the hang of it. The last time they
nabbed me on the way in—that’s how
good 1T am.” He laughed cacklingly.

“Guess I'm too dumb to be any-
thing but honest. And I don't even
know how to be that.”

There was a moment of silence.
broken only by the rhythmical click
of the car wheels,

“That was why | wanted to speak
to you, Driil,” the little man went on
wistfully, at last. “Me, I aln’t never
done nothin’ all my life but bum
around and get pinched. I always
wanted to meet up with one reg’lar

. guy. If T couldn’t never pull off a de-

cent job myself, anyhow I wanted to
shake hands with a high-toned work-

what Morgan had expected it would . er, and see -how jt felt. Gee,.yuh_

be, Long and slender and thin-fin-
gered, wonderfully flexible and soft.
The kind of a hand that can move in
and out of a pocket, or back and forth

couldn’t never guess what a ldck I'm
gettin’ outa this! ’

Drill Morgan sat staring at the
comically earnest, wrinkled little
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face in front of him for a moment,
then burst out laughing.

. “Say, you're handin’ me the first
good laugh I've had in a year, no kid-
ding,” he guffawed. “I didn’t know
they let ‘em loose with as few brains
a3 what you've got, Have something
to eat on me, dumb-beil.”

ELAXING from the tension of
the !as_t weeks, Morgan amused

relating to the little man some of the
less serious exploits of his career, and
listening with a certain contemptuous
amusement to the pickpocket's awed
exclamations of wonder.

Finishing their meal, the pair left
the dining car together and went into
the smoker, which happened to be
empty except for themselves. There,
Morgan went on with his anecdotes.

“Gee, you're wonderful!” Meekers
sighed admiringly at last. “What you
goin’ to do when you get back to the
big town, Drill? Got anything lined
up to turn over?”’

Drill's cigar halted halfway to his
lips. He froze motionless as a statue,
his blue-ice eyes drilling the Rabbit
like a butterfly under a pin

“You're askin’ me?” he said slow-
ly. “I been away more than a year,
don't forget. And exactly what dif-
ference does it make to you, anyway,
punk?”

Rabbit glanced up, flushed and
fidgeted in his chair.

“Not a thing in the world, Drill,” he
stammered hastily, “Only, I was just
thinkin'. I suppose you're figgerin’ to
go up to Rosy the fence's some night
pretty soon and pick up the twenty
grrand that mug owes you on the Mec-
Cracken emeralds, ain't you? You
could live on that dough quite a while
without doin’ any work. If you could
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as it rested between them and vised
over it with a clutch that brought
tears to the little man’'s eyes.

“What do you know about Rosy
and the junk-——supposing there ever
was any?” he snarled. “What do you
mean, ‘if I can get it'? What are you
trying to do, muscle in on me, you
shrimp? Come clean and come fast.”

“Cripes, Drill, don’t ge gettin’ me
wrong,” Rabbit whined. “Leggo my

! illin’ me Me musele in
on you? Say, do I look that goofy—
honest, do I, now?”

“Ill find out how goofy you are
after you talk,” Morgan grunted, a
little mollified in spite of himself, “Go
ahead, cull. Shoot the works.”

“There ain’t no use you tryin’ to
stall me that you didn't knock off old
man McCracken’s emeralds that
night that y-o-u—I mean Jim Morri-
son—smoked the butler,” Meekers
said. “And you went and soaked the
junk with Rosy—didn't you, Dril]?”

Drill Morgan laughed. It was not
a pleasant laugh to hear, so smooth,
yet withal so rasping. Like the un-
sheathing of a jagged-edged kmiie
from a satin scabbard.

“Who says so? If you know some-
thing, let’s hear it. But don't go
shoving no cross-examination at me,
Rabbit,”” he purred.

“Who says so?” Meekers leaned
closer to Drill, laughing knowingly
under his breath. “Spike Haggerty
said so. And Spike's in the know,
what I mean. He got up here—up
there at the house, I mean—about
six months after you did. I guess
maybe you never happened to pipe off
who he was. Somebody must have
spilled the works to him—I don*
know who. Spike said that you left
the stuff with Rosy for safe keeping.
He swore to keep dark that he had

getit—=" -

Drill Morgan did nothing to at-
tract the attention of the two men
who had just paused in the doorway
of the smoking car. His big white
hand fell on Rabbit's skinny forearm

—it., -1 you gut-a-long stretch up river,
he promised to keep it in his safe till
you came and got it, if it was ten
years, Didn't he?”

Drill Morgan's breath had started
to come thickly and fast. His face
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grew white, bard and cruel as chis- per. He folded it to the headlines of

eled stone.

“What are you driving at, vou
boob?” he gritted between his testh,
“Are you trying to tell me that
Rosy—"

Rabbit Meekers shrank back from
the killing fury in Morgan’s face.

“He sold vou out, Drill,” he mut-
tered. “Old McCracken put up twenty
grand reward for the return of the
stuff and no questions asked. Rosy
packed it up and some wise mouth-
en and collected the dough. So—"'

His face white and twitching, Drill
plunged out of his seat and started
to pace the floor.

“The double-crossing skunk!” he
raged, hoarsely, “I'll cut his heart out
for this—""

He whirled and stood glaring down
at the Rabbit,

“Curse you, if you're lving to me—
if this yarn of yvours is some plant—"

He stooped and gripped the little
man Ly the shoulder. His fingers
burned through the thin cloth of the
coat like steel hooks.

“What's your racket, anvhow, voa
rat?” he hissed. “What's the idea,
rwuselin’ into the know with rce, and
t':en unloadin’ all this? What husi-
nass is it of yours, anvhow?”

“For the lovamike, Drill, what
d'yuh keep gettin’ me wrong for?”
Meekers swhimpered. “Listen, will
vuh? Yuh had the rocks once, and
when yuh gave 'em to Rosy, yuh was
goin’ to have the dough instead of
‘em. Wasn't yuh? Now vou're sore
hacause yuh think you've lost "em—
rocks and kale, both.” Meekers
drapped his voice. “Wel!, how'd yvuh
like it if yuh cou!d get "em back
atain? Not just the dough. The
dough aitd the rocks, botht”

Inch by inch it seemed. so slowly
did he move, Drill sank back into his
chair again.

an article in the society section and
passed it wordlessly to Morgan.

PROMINENT SOCIETY PEOPLE TO
ATTEND HOUSEWARLING

Members of several of New York's most
prominent families have accepted invita-

+ tions to assist at the housewarming festivi-

ties to be held tonight by Mr, and Mrs. John
Henry McCracken on the occasion of the
opening of their new hunting lodge in the
Adirondacks. Mr. aad Mrs McCracken left
the city yesterday forenoon with a staff of

mthetr New York residence,
arriving at Cedsrcrest in the late afternoon
for the purpose of pleting last minut
preparations for the reception of several
autoloads of friends who followed them
early this marning. Mr. and Mrs. Me-
Cracken will remain at their palatial “camp”
only .two days on this occasion, returning
to the city tomorrow for the purpose of at-
tending the international polo matches, in
which their son, Mr. Jerrold McCracken, will
participate as & member of the Amerizan
team.

RILL MORGAN let the paper
drop iato his lap and sat staring
at Meekers.

“The servants have gone with "em.
There won't be a goul in the place,”
he muttered. “For a show like that,
up in the woods, the missis won't lug
her big junk. It would be a wide-open
lay, only for one thing. It’s a cinch
McCracken has switched the com-
hination of that wall safe since the
job I done on it last year. I knew the
combination that time. It took the old
lady’s French maid six months to
pipe it off for me. But now—" Drill
Morgan shoved a cigar viciously into
his mouth and jabbed a match across
the sole of his boot. “Cripes, what a
lay! And I got to pass it up!”

“There’s another way to g-get into
a safe, Drill, without knowing the
c-combination.” Rabbit’s volce was
stuttering with excitement. “D-did
you ever hear of an acetylene -blow-—

- ~"What-d'yuh ‘meun, ¢all? What are pipe? C-cuts through a foot of steel

yuh drivin’ at?’ he growled.
_For reply, the Rabbit reached into
his pocket and drew out a newspa-

in half an hour—"
“Did I ever hear of my left leg?
Drill grunted disgustedly. “You poor
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fish, where am I going to grab off a
gas gun outfit in three-four hours af-
-ter I hit town, after bein’ away from
the mob more than a year. Huh?”

“] can get you a gas outfit in t-two
hours, or less, Drill,” Meekers chat-
tered, “That is, unless the p-party I'm
thinking of has got pinched while 1
been away. We'll be in and out again
at McCracken’s by one o’cleck, and
then we'll go down to Rosy's. You

you've got the rocks in your pocket.
You can just stick vour gun in his
stomach and tell! him you know how
he doublecroesed you, and to come
acroas with the twenty grand, or
you'll b-blow him to hell. He’ll shell
out, all right. He’s y-vellower than
what I am.” Rabbit chuckled. “And
then we—"

Drill Mora'a.n's steel fingers
gripped again over the Rabbit’s armL
His flat, cruel eyes glowed green as
a.cat's,

“Hold on a mmute. Where do ycu
get that ‘we’ stuff?” he growled.
“'We'll' do this—‘'we'll’ do that
When did I ever tell you you was
mobbin’ in with me om anything,
cull?”

Rabbit's little red eyes blinked
rapidly. His bony Adam's apple flut-
tered up and down in his skinny
throat.

“I guess I forgot myself, D-Drill,”
he stuttered. “I was just thinkin'—
like as if me and you was together on
the job. I kep’ thinkin' and thinkin’
about it so much back at stir—you
know, imaginin’ that we was pals—
wantin’ to work with you so bad—it
sorta seemed like it had come true.”

He leaned suddenly toward Mor-
gan, his seamed, monkeylike little
face fairly twitching with eagerness.

“Gee, Drill, if you only would!” he

-breathed. “Thinlc of it!-Me,-dumb-bell —heart

Rabbit Meekers, in with Drill Mor-
gan on a job! Gosh, I'd never for-
get it. I'd learn more in that one
night than I ever knew in all my life
before. And, at that, Drill, haven't I
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got a little something coming to me ™’
Rabbit went on after a pause. “I'm
gettin’ the gas gun outfit for yuh,
don't forget. And I showed you tie
lay in the paper, didn't 17"

Drill Morgan did not say anything
for a moment, A crafty look nar-
rowed his flat green eyes.

Tt had been on the tip of his tongue
to tell Meekers where he got off. But
suddenly he realized that the very

a
blundering nitwit dazzled out of what
fetwv senses he had by his awe of a
big-time crook really made him all
the more valuable. Priceless, in fact.

Swiftly the details of the plan
clicked into place in Drill's brain. The
second robbery of the McCracken em-
eralds, coming the very day of his
release from stir, would send the
dicks hotfoot on his trail, The first
needful thing was a water-tight alibi.
Drill knew a dozen places in the city
where a ten-minute call before he
went to work would line up a dozen
witnesses who would swear he had
been in the place all night.

The Rabbit would cinch the rest of
it. The Rabbit's fingerprints on the
gas gun left at McCracken's, and on
the safe. Of his own, not a sign to be
found . ... Then with the Rabbit
to Rosy, the fence’s squalid hole.
Not only the twenty grand he had
collected from McCracken, but every
last dollar he had in the place, Drill
would wring out of the shivering
little Jew at the point of his gun.
When he had cleaned him, a bullet
through the heart. And then another
bublet for Meckers’ brain.

But it would be the gun in Rosy’s
hand whose barrel-scratches would
mateh the bullet that had killed Rab-
bit, when the cops found him. Apd
tl'e gteel messenger in the fence’s
_would-be.out of the rod they
would find clamped in Meekers’ slen-
der white fingers. In his pocket, the
Rabbit would still have some of
Rosy’s cash—enough to look plausi-
ble,
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A picture that needed no title, the
silent pair would tell. At the worst,
he, Drill, with time to park his junk
in 3 safe place, would get off with a
pinch on suspicion and a sweating at
headquarters. But they couldn’t hold’
him. They wouldn’t have a thing on
him—not a thing.

Drill turned to the Rabbit with a
grin. He held out his hand.

“T was all wet, what I said -about
your being empty above the ears,
Blhbit"'-h& “ 9, 3
We go and pull those two jobs to-
night, just like you sald. And you
don’'t go just to learn how, either.
Wo split fifty-fifty on the clesn-up.”

Tears of joy stood in the Rabbit’s
eyes as he gripped Drill Morgan’s
hand.

“Gee, Drill, that's sure swell of
you!” he cried. “Me on s job with
Drill Morgan® And a fifty-fifty split,
too! Gosh, I can’t believe it!’

Could the little pickpocket have
read behind the stony mask of the
big man's enigmatic amile, he would
have shuddered with chill terror.

DUSK was thickening around the
shoulders of the skyscrapers as
Drill and Rabbit Meekers atepped out
onto Forty-second Street. At the
cormner of Fifth Avenue, Rabbit
flagged & taxi, The two men got in.
Meekers gave an address several
miles dowan town.

Leaving the car a quarter of an
hour later, the Rabbit plunged into
the maze of curving, crisscrossing
streets to the south and west of
Washington Square. After some ten
minutes of dodging and twisting back
and forth, he turned into a narrow,
half.lighted alley. He felt his way
down this for some hundred yards or
s0, and then stopped in front of a
wooden door leading into a fenced-in
back yard.
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Drill fell back a couple of steps be-
hind Rabbit as they scuffed acroes
the yard to the rear door of the frow-
sy-looking tenement house, Meekers
knocked.

After- a few seconds, the door
opened a crack and a section of face
appeared. There was a moment of si-
lence as the person inside scrutinized
the Rabbit through the slit.

Then the door flew open and a big,
slatternly woman with eagle-keen

hair seized Meekers’ hand.

“Well, if it ain't the little old Rab-
bit, himself, back home again!” she
exclaimed, pumping the little man's
hand up and down. “Say, it's been
years. How are yuh, ldd? When d’yuh
hit town?"’

“Hello, Annie—just came down
from my country estate this after-
noon,” the Rabbit grinned. “Meet my
friend—Mr. Drill Morgan, Anaie
Hope. Annie is Tim's wife,” he ex-
plained to Drill, as Morgan stepped
forward out of the shadow. “She’ll do
anything for me.”

“You bet I will,” the red-haired
woman exclaimed as she held out her

‘hand to Drill. “And that goes for you

too, Mr. Morgan. Any friend of Ed-
die’s is a friend of mine. Haven't I
heard of you somewheres before, big
boy? A big job up on the Avenoo?”"

“Drill pulled the McCracken job a
year ago,” Meeckers said importantly.
“You know—his pal, Morrison, i8 the
one they're putting away tonight.
Drill just got out. T and him are go-
ing to turn over a little one tonight.
We want a room for a few hours, an’
something to eat. And I wanta see
Tim about a couple of gats and—
something else—before we start.”

“Sure—come right upstairs,” An-
nie Hope exclaimed. “Tim’s away till
tomerrow, but I'll fix yuh up for
everything.”

-—“Here's where Tim used-to-be*he -—Prilt- Morgan followed the—other

muttered to Drill. “If some double-
croasing stool pigeon hasa't turned
him up, he's here now. Tim will do
anything for me.”

two into the house. He had never
seen nor heard of Annie Hope be-
fore. but he kmew her type. Those
shifty, yet gimlet-keen, knowing eyes,
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the hall marks of hard-bolled astate-
ness stamped on her heavy, deeply
lined fice were enough to prove what
she was—a woman of the underworld
and the keeper of a crook’s lodging
house,

In the small, comfortable room
where she took the two men, they had
supper. After the meeal, Rabbit ex-
cused himse!f for a few minutes.

“I got to see Annie ‘bout our—-sup-
phes—fot tonight." he mnned

but it m.y tn.ke hera couple of hours
to get hold of the gas gun. I be
right back.”

Drill glanced up from the hand of
solitaire he was playing and nodded
without speaking.

Rabbit returned in about ten min-
utes.

“Everythjng’s jake,” he said as he
snut the door behind him. “She’ll
have the stufl here at ten-thirty.”

Drill tossed his hand of cards on
tiie bed and got up. He reached for
his hat.

“Okay, cull,” he grunted. “We pull
outa here about eleven. You he down
there at that back door at a quarter
of, sharp, and let me back in again,
gee?”

“Why, w-where you goin’, Drill?”
Rabbit exclaimed.

“Just to call on a couple of old
friends,” Drill sald, - offhandedly.
“Nothing to do with our job. Don't
go to sleep and forget to let me back
in again, that's all”

Rabbit did not say anything. He
stood looking worriedly out of his
funny wrinkled face and roving red
eyes while Drill slammed his hat on
his head and went out.

Drill's business took him on a
round of certajn restaurants and
speak-easies, ending with the last
hour spent at a night club whose fes-
tivities were just begioning to get t!
under way as he arrived.

There, Drill circulated among the
waiters, shaking hands and chatting
jovially. He finished off his call with
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& ten-minute interview in private
with the owmer of the place. Upon
leaving, Drill knew that wherever he
might actually be during the mext
three hours, he could prove by over-
whelming testimony in any court in
the land that he had spent them talk-
ing and dancing with the alluring

.‘hosteues at the Lotus Club,

Rabbit was at the back door to let

‘him in on the dot of ten forty-ﬂve He

led . v :
asking any quest:ons na to where
Drill had been. _

He stepped over to the bed and
tossed back a blanket covering a
humped shape. He picked up one of
the two automatics lying on the
spread and handed it to Drill.

Without a word, Drill pushed back
the catch of his gun, shelled the six
grease-nosed, ugly-looking cartridges
out into his palm, grunted, reloaded

the gun, and dropped it into his

“How’s yours?”" he asked.

Rabbit nodded. “The same aw
yours. Loaded, all 0.K.”

A black suitcase lay on the bed.
Rabbit stooped and opened it. Inside
were & pair of polished metal cylin-
ders, with a blowpipe noszle at the
end of connecting rubber tubes.

“The works,” Rabbit grinned.

- “That baby there is 8o hot she'll cut

a hole through chrome steel with her
little finger. Light, too. And neat-
looking. We can shove that under a
bull’s nose and he’ll only think we're
rushing out an armful of dirty
shirts.”

OHN HENRY MCCRACKEN'S

mansfon stood back some fifty
yards from the Drive, on the summit
of a knoll overlooking the Hudsoa.

Keeping in the shadow of the
es- _clumpe of high shrubhery, Drill and .
the Rabbit made a complete circuit of
the house, pausing to listen and peer
in through the windows.

Not a light showed from top to
bottom of the great brick and ce-
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ment edifice. Not a window in any of
the sleeping rooms above the ground
floor was unlocked.

“All clear. Nobody there," Drill
muttered. “Let’s go on in.”

*Here’s an iron I got off of Annie,”
Rabbit whispered. “Let’s see how you
do it, Drill.”

Drill took the ten-inch chisel-like
jimmy that Meekers handed him,

tucked the thin edge into the crack
_of the bhack deor and i

weight sidewise. There was a sharp
snapping sound, and the door swung
inward.

Drill stepped over the threshold
and halted, holding his breath to lis-

ten. Rabbit crowded close to his el- -

bow.

It was utterly still. So still that
Rabbit could hear the blood pounding
in his ears.

*‘S-suppose we're in wrong, Drill?
Suppose there’s somebody here, after
all?” he chattered. “I'm—Im
afraid—"

“Shut up!” Drill Morgan’s voice
growled exasperation. “What the hell
is there to be afraid of, you sap?
There’s nobody here.”

“All right, Drill. Tl keep still,”
whispered Meekers, “Was this the
way you come in the—the other time,
Drill

Drill Morgan muttered an oath.

*I thought you was goin’ to can the
chatter? he snarled. “No, it wasn't
this way. We made it through a side
window that time. Anything else you
wanta know, punk?’

“AlN right, Drill. Don't get sore."
twittered the Rabbit. “Where do we
go next? Where’s the room with the
aafe?"

Driil Morgan took a step ahead in
tne dark.

“Down this way—through the
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Drill pointed out. “That door there
goes into the conservatory.”

‘A few feet farther along, Drill
came to still another door. He turned
the knob noiseleasly, pushed open the
door and stood peering and listening
without making a sound for a long
half-minute. Then, inch by inch, he
glided in over the threshold, with the
Rabbit hugging his elbow.

They were at one end _of a big,

of oak furmiture stood about, dimly
visible in the greenish light of the
moon that shone in through a tall,
narrow window. Shelf after shelf of
books alternated with gold-framed
paintings hung against panelings of
dark, hand-carved wood that covered
the walls., Priceleas rugs of Persia
and China covered the floor.

Rabbit Meekers muttered an oath
and caught his breath. It was like a
chamber in some great cathedral——
the utter silence, the solemn dignity
of furniture and pictures, the
haughty, disdainful faces of the
ladies and gentlemen that gazed
down at them out of the rows of
gilded frames.

Meekers glanced up at Drill Mor-
gan. He was standing motionless, his
eyes sweeping the room from end to
end. A queer expression was on his
face.

If anyone had told Drill that shiv-
ers of dread would run dowm his
spine when he went back into that
room to open McCracken's safe for
the second time, he would have told
the man he was crazy.

And yet it was true. He was afraid.
What of, he did not know. Not of
Meekers, not of being caught again,

" not of the chair.

Maybe it was the picture of
McCracken's father, the old wolf of

' he-muttered.— - —-Wall-Street,-glowering-down-at_him

Dnll in the lead the two men cat-
Toaoted down 8 short passage, through
a door into the kitchen, and out of
that into another passage,

“Over there is the dining room,”

with his blazing blue eyes out of the
massive gold frame over the fire-
place. Maybe it was the memory of
the old butler. Right under the pic-
ture was where he had dropped and
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lain motionless on his back; blood
gushing out of the hole between his
eyes and flooding down over his white,
hair—

Drill Morgan gasped out an oath
and jumped backward. Tingles of icy
terror congealed his skin in goose
pimples. ! :

A loud, jangling uproar had
crashed in on his tense merves—the
booming of the grandfather clock out
in the hall, Stroke after stroke, till
¢ m, the heavy,
measured beats thundered on Mor-
gan's ears and rolled away in throb-
bing echoes through the house.

S the last of the peals faded out
into silence, Drill growled a
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it’s comin’ true. Gee, I'm so nervous
I'm all shaky, Do you ever get the
nerves, Drill? Were you nervous that
~—that other night when you smoked
the butler ?”

Drill Morgan jarred out a gritting
laugh.

“Cripes, how you talk! You're
worse than a woman to chew the
rag!” he flung back at the little man.
“Me, nerves? No—I ain't got any
ner'ves. Shut u

t box.”

“T will, Drill, I willl” Meekers
gulped. “In just a minute.” Awed
eagerness gripped the little man’s
face as he swept his eyes around the
room, “We've got lots of time. Tell me
about that first time, Drill. Gee, I

curse and wiped the sweat from his can't believe it—it was right here.
forehend. Midnight. Twelve o'clock You was cold a8 ice all through, I bet.
and the chair for Morrison. Right If it had been me, I'd have flopped
_now, they would be leading Jim out cold Where was the butler when you
of his cell in the death house. What popped him—here or out in the hall?”’

was he afraid of? It was all over.
They couldn’t burn him now.

He swung around to the Rabbit.

“Let's get to work. The keister is
over behind that picture of McCrack-
en. Go unhook it and swing it out.”

Rabbit Meekers stared up at Mor-
gan, His birdlike little brown eyes
glittered with excitement.

“0Oh, gee=—you're goin’ to let me do
something, Drill 7" he exclaimed.

“I'm goin’ to let you do every-
thing,” Drill grunted back curtly.
“This is your lay—you can spring it.
Go ahead and get busy.”

Rabbit Meekers tiptoed awesome-

Drill Morgan muttered another
oath. With hands that trembled, he
fumbled out a cigarette and lighted
it. A minute back, he had boasted to-
the Rabbit that he had no nerves. But
it was a lie. There was no use fighting
agalnst it. :

Here, in this high-ceilinged, torab-
like old chamber, with the pale green
light of the moon making everything
look drab and spectral, the terror was
gripping his soul again. Terror of
nothing definite. Nothing he could
name. Terror of ghosts . . . .

Down under the edge of the desk,
Drill could see the white-haired old

ly across the room to the painting of butler with the blood trickling out
the father of the master of the house. between his eyes. The great oak arm-
He reached up, felt for the hook that chair over under McCracken's pic-
held it in place, pushed it up, and ture wasthe other chair—from which
slowly pulled the big painting around they were now dragging Morrison's

on the hinges, like a door. Behind it,
the door of a large wall safe gleamed
dully in the moonlight.

* - —R4bbit turnéd back to Drill,
1 can't hardly believe it!” he chat-

tered. “Here I am, workin® with Drill:

Morgan on a job! How meny times
I've dreamed of doin’ that—an’ now

body and carrying it away—
A sudden, irresistible longing
i organ:—if -he
could only talk—if he could just tell
it all once, the way it happened, and
get it off of his conscience—out of
his brain and thoughts~he could for-
get it. Forget the chair. Forget Mor-
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rison. The fear that gripped his heart
would be gone.

Drill burst out laughing. Harsh,
gritting laughter that brought

frowns of troubled bewilderment to
Rabbit’s face. If he had to talk, the
Rabbit was the best one in the world
to spill it to. A man may talk in his
sleep. But a dead man is always
safe . . .

Dnll dropped the g-un back mto hls
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in a slow circle around the combina-
tion lock.

Time dragged away. For twenty,
thirty minutes, neither man spoke.
The snarling buzz of the vicious lit-
tle flame sang in the silence. The
flickering yellow glow of the blobs of
molten metal spattering out from un-
der the tip threw the two faces into
grotesque gargoylelike masks of light
and shadow—the Rabbit's tense,

ers.

“So you got a yen to find out what
happened here that night, have you,
cull?” he said, *“*Okay, then. I'm goin’

to spill you the works. But not till af-.
ter we burn out the keister. Then we.

won't have anything to do but get
out. Now open up that bag and get
out the stuff.”

Rabbit stooped, slipped the catch
on the black box and lifted out the
contrivance of metal cylinders and
rubber tubes. He stood dangling them
from his fingers and looking at Mor-
gan.

“My Afingerprints, Drill—all over
this. I oughta wore gloves,” he ex-
claimed.

“Never mind that now. We'll wipe
'em off afterwards,” Drill replied
carelessly. “Turn on the gas, The one
with A on it first.”

Rabbit turned a button. Drill
struck a match and held it to the
snout of the blowpipe. A threadlike
yvellow flame flickered into the dark.
Rabbit twisted the other lever. The
orange pencil spat into a hard blue,
almost colorless drill of hissing, siz-
z!ing heat.

" Driil pulled a chair up under the
«afe and motioned to Rabbit,

"Tl'.ere you are. Go ahead and open
Fer vp," he said. “Cut a cirele around
the lock. After we get that out, the
rest-won't-be-nething? ——— -

HOLDI‘IG the blowpipe nozzle in
both hands, Rabbit climbed up
into the chair. He turned the flame on
tne safe door and started drawing it

-~—-—when you know-how. Now

gan'’s co]d cymcal gripped in a leer
of gloating mockery.

“All right. That's good enough for
now.” Drill’s voice broke the silence
at last, “Now get out of the way while
I open her up.”

Rabbit stepped down from the
chair and Drill took his place. Drill
had a glittering steel tool in his hand,
Rabbit saw. Also he wore black cot-
ton gloves. -

For a minute or so, Drill worked
with the chisel at the face of the safe.
He pulled away the melted-out lock
and tossed it down into a cushioned
chajr. He stuek his hand into the
opening and pulled it out again. As he

- did so, the remains of the safe door

swung ajar on its hinges.

Drill jumped down onto the floor.

“There you are. Go get 'em,” he
said briefly.

His eyes glittering, Rabbit scram-
bled back into the chair, With a cry
of awed excitement, he pushed his
hand into the safe and pulled out box
after box. His arms full, he jumped
down and ran to a table. He dumped
down the boxes and a flood of glitter-
ing radiance poured out.

Rabbit looked up at Morgan. His
breath came fast, his little brown
eyes were ablaze.

“Well, there it is, Drill—and 1 did
it he exclaimed. “Gee, it’s easy
dowedivs
vy up? What’s my split for tipping
you the lay 7’

Drill waved his hand magnam-
mously.

“We'll take it back to the room and
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aplit it there,” he said. “You carry it
all till then.”

Meekers hesitated, looked sur-
prised, then swept the heap of blac-
ing stones off the table into his hand,
and dropped them into his pocket.

«All right, if you say so,” he mur-
mured. “Now tell me about that night
—the other time, Drill—"

Drill Morgan laughed. The laugh
was jerky, forced. The hand with
which he scratched the match to light
his cigaretts made the little flame

—danice like 3 Will-6-thé-wisp.
“I'm over there at the box, Bee?”
_he began. “I've just got it open, and
T'm hauling out the junk. Morrisen's
out in the hall, listening to see if any-
one comes down the stairs.

“The butler sneaks in through an-
other door and hope me before I'm
wise that he’s within & dozen miles, I
let him have it between the eyes. He
drops like a log.

“Brerybody in the house wakes up
and starts yelling. Jim and me, we
take it on the lam and slide clear by
the skin of our teeth. We hop it back
to my room and finish the night there.
We lay doggo there for a couple of
days. I'm wise that the bulls have got
a line on us, We're on the list. Sooner
or later, one of us is going to get
rapped.

“The afternoon of the second day,
while Morrison's taking a nap, I shift
guns on him. That night we make a
run for it.

“Outside my place, we split. Morri-
-son gets away clean. I'm pinched half
an hour after I've soaked the junk
with Rosy, the fence.

“T've got a .32 calibre gun on me,
the same size as the bullet that's in
the butler, I've got a record. They’re
all set to shove me the works.

] tell them to go pick up Jira Mor-
rison, look at his gat, notice it's a
32, also—and then compare the

_.Scratch-markings on the hullets outof.
<t with the one that killed the butler,

“They do. When they fire test car-
tridges out of Jim's gun and mine,
the marks on the bullets prove that
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the slug that smoked the butler was
shot out of the gat he's carrying, and
not out of the one I['ve got on me.

“So that's all there is to it. Mor-
rison burns, I get five years and then
a pardon.” )

A light of admiring awe glowed in
Meekers’ button-brown eyes.

“Gee!” be murmured. “As easy as

1
that—and you got away with it ("

“Sure, I got away with it,” Morgan
[aughed, It had been the way he ex-

feased, he felt better. His nerve was
back again. “When you've got brains
and nerve, you can get away with
anything, cull,” he said meaningly.

Rabbit did not say anything. He
shrank back from the diabolical ex-
preasion on Morgan's lips. His eyes
bulged. His weak, purposeless face
began to twitch and tremble with
sudden terror. " _

Morgan got up out of the chair he
had been sitting in as he talked, and
pitched his cigarette into the fire-
place.

“Well, now thit you know all about
it,-sap, let’s travel,” he said. *“You go
ahead first—and don't try to lose me,
see?” .

Rabbit started to walk around
Morgan, back toward the fireplace.

“That gas gun—my fingerprints
are all over it. [ wants wipe ’em off,”
he explained.

Morgan grinned. His right hand
slipped down into his coat pocket,
The other hand flicked into Meekers’
pocket and came out with the little

man’s gun,

“You're wipin’ off nothing. Get it,
punk?’ he growled.

“Why—why, Drill, what d'yuh

mean?” Rabbit quavered. His face
was white and horrified. “Yuh—yuh
don't mean you're Zoin' to frame me.
Drill? Yuh sin’t goin’ to put me on

“I mean you're goin’ to jam your
yap and get lammin’ outa here—or
you won't never go,” Morgan growled.
He twitched the gat out of his pocket
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and jabbed the cold snout into Rab-
bit's ribs. “1 smoked one guy here
and another man just took the hot rap
for it. If you don't wanta be another
one, you savvy what’s good for you.
Get movin’, dumb-wit.”

Rabbit did not move. A. stubborn
jicok—the crazy daring of utter ter-
ror—{roze his eshy-white lips.

“I ain’t goin'! I won't!” he
screamed. “You're framin’ me!

for me to get caught. I know.the rest
of it, too. At Rosy's you're goin' to kill
us both and then switch the guns, the
same as you did on Morrison, so it'll
loak like we killed each other.”

The little pickpocket’s shrill voice -
rarped up into a shriek. “You lousy
double-croesing rat, you! Give me my
gun—" .

Screeching at the top of his lungs
in a fronzy of hysterical rage, Rabbit
threw himee!lf onto Morgan. He ham-
mered one puny fist into his face
while with the other he clutched for
nis automatie,

Morgan snaried out a curse. His
face was livid green in the moonlight.
ith one smashing blow of his fist,
he sent Meekers reeling backward.

“Take it, then, you screechin’
‘diot,” he snarled. “How d'yuh like
this—"

Six times in half as many seconds,
Drill jerked the trigger as he drew
bead on Rabbit’s heart.

EVEN while he was still firing, a
dazed, uncomprehending expres-
sion muddled Drill Morgan’s face.
iis jaw dropped. His eyes bulged in
bewilderment.

Six times, fairt empty clickings in-
stead of the roar of exploding pow-
c¢er popped grim mockery inte his
€ars. R

“Those were a!l fake cartridges in
your gun, Morgan.”

A cool, far-away voice that Drill
dimly recognized as Meekers’ cut
through the whirling daze that made

»
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his head spin. The Rabbit’s face,
grinning mockingly, swam round and
round in front of him.

“We had the bullets drawn, the
powder dumped out, and the shelis re-
loaded with galt behind the bullets. It
seemed safer under the circum-
stances.”

Drill ruobed his eyes. Lights were
blazing up in the room. From hiding
places behind the long draperies that

windows, men in uniform, with guns
in their hands, came pouring out,

“Come on, Morgan. The game's up.
Throw up your hands and don't make
eny trouble,”” the foremost one
shouted. “We've got you with the
goods.”

Directly opposite Driil, a young girl
appeared¢ and stood looking at him
with scornful triumph gripping her
face. Drill snaried a curse., She wgs
the sister of Jim Morrison. Day after
day, during the trial, she had sat in
court gazing at him, the speechless
hatred in her blue eyes lashing him
like fiery whips.

The big man in uniform stepped up
and snapped the handcuffs around
Morgan’s wrists.

“Let me introduce you to Eddie
Carmichael, the cleverest detective in
America.” the officer grinned, nod-
ding at the Rabbit. “He apent a dozen
vears on the stage before he went on
the cops. He never does anything by
halves. Maybe you realize that now,
Morgan. He put in a clean seven
months ap at the big house just so you
would get used to seeing him around
2nd not suspect him for a dick when
he finally conned you. Annie Hope is
another one of our cops that got her
experience in the real game before she
went to work for the Secret Service
of the United States. The Government

—just-lent-her-to-us.That house-down_

there we dressed up just for tonight.
1t’s all up with you, Drill. We had six
witnesses behind those curtains lis-
tening to your confession how you
killed the hutler—"
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Drit Morgan burst into wild,
mocking laaghter. .

“You're tellin’ me something?
What good will it do you, you saps?
They burned Morrison half an hour
ago. You can’t rap two men for the
same job—"

“Oh, no, they didn’t burn Morrison.

Not even a little bit,” Carmichael
-grinned. With the laying aside of his
part of the Rabbit, he seemed taller,
straighter. His face had lost its sly,

“simian Tlinings. His brown eyes were
keen as knife blades as they bored -

into Drill Morgan's apoplectic coun-
tenance.

“The Governor granted him a
week’s reprieve, to give us a chance to
try this out on you, But all the papers
got the word that he was going to die
tonight. McCracken’s family are all
upstairs, keeping out of the way. That
society notice in the papers was an-
other come-on plant—just for you.
Cedarcrest Lodge was opened a
month ago.”

The Rabbit—Eddie Carmichael—

- If you want
the
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lit a cigarette and puffed the smoke
in Morgan's face.

“You were a hundred per cent
sucker, Drill, all the way through,”
he grinned. “You bit for everything
like a big hay-and-hen man from the
sticks. And it was & woman’s brain
that doped out the plant. Edna Mor-

.rison here, She’s been to college and
‘studied psycho!ogy—if you know

what that is,

Jhe_m_deteminod_hu—bnother-
shouldn’t die for a job he never did.
She kmew that when a crook goes back
to the scene of his crime, he alwaysa
has a wild craving to talk about it.
It wag her idea to get you here at the
very hour wher Jim was due to go to

‘the chair, and kid this confession out

of you.”

Drill Morgan did not hear what
Carmichael was saying. He was fight-
ing like a wild animal with the burly
figures that pinioned him on either
side. Fighting and screaming through
his foaming lips as they dragged him
away toward the shadow: of the chair.
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The Secret Council
Behind the JScenes With Secret Agent “X"

UR meetings around the coun- For ke it a man who knows his irade,
cil table are growing larger And i in edventure fully paid
every month. Old friends are 15 disguises are very great;

staying with us. New friends are be- Oftén used as extremely good bait.

ing added. There's a reason for this. So the nezt time you're in a crowdsd spacs,
That Te =

larity of Secret Agent “X"—Man of Washington's Ace, who knows all things!
a Thousand Faces, His only rcward, what adventure bringsl

He has the ability to inspire friend- That's a swell song, and we thank
ship on many counts. He fights al- Mjq5 Brennan for sending it in. What
ways for justice, risking death in the gpe savs is true, too. There’s no limit
most hideous hellholes of iniquity t0 ¢4 the daring, uncanny disguises of
protect honest men and women from  this Man of a Thousand Faces who
the sinister shadow of crime. He 1,4 got himself to combat crime. He
struggles like a gallant adventurer in  ha5 made a masterly study of dis-
an underworld of horror. And, 0ut- g iseq: dipped into a dozen scignces.
side his unique powers as a criminal  Wherever criminal plots blossom in
investigator, he posseses those qual- poq ghastly fashion, there Agent
ities that it takes to make a real man «x» i3 Jiable to be found also. And
—two-fisted courage in the face of g omatimes his coming is a warning—
danger, tried-and-true loyalty amid , worning that he has seen beneath
treachery’s webs, resourcefulness un- the surface of some apparently inno-
der the pressure of emergency. The cont circumstance, penetrated to the
black mystery that enshrouds his yerriple yicer of a crime mot yet vis-
identity cannot hide the greatness of jj). 5 honest men—a crime gnawing
his personality, No wonder hisfriends i ecrot at the foundations of so-
are becoming legion! ciety.

And we open the meeting this Such a crime was the ghastly plot
month with a song that one of the .13 those strange happenings in
Secret Agent’s many thousands of ad- the “City of Sleeping Death.” Agent
mirers has contributed. Gergldine “X" read between the lines. Back of
Brennan of Westfield, N. J., is the . spread of a dread epidemic, be-

author of it. Its four verses size up tw g
. een those querantine lines of fear,
the strange, extraordinary character 5. 0 words invisible to any but him-

of Secret Agent “X.” Miss Brennan . .i¢” Murder! Extortion! A :
. . ! ! Appalling
has followed the amazing records of (1 .qness! These were the crimson

his adventures as'they are published 440, emblazoned across the skies of

each month. Here is her song. his consciousness. Because of these
The Man of a Thousand Faces, he did what few great manhunters
IWho's seen in many places! have ever been called to do—fought
He may be a doctor, a lowyer, a thug;——-- human fiends and hidecus, unseen
Gr-maybe-a-begysr-you pass-with &-shrug. . germ invaders.at.the same time .
To the police he's not fully a stranger. And Secret Agent “X” does not

They classify him with the grovest danger. Test. He does not live in the glory of
The urdericorld, too. lives in fear of kim,  Past laurels. The perilous, extraordi-
And oladly supports Ais every whim. nary work he has pledged himself to
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must go on. Next month another
amazing episode from his secret dos-
siers will be brought to you.

The shrill cries of newshoys told
the populace of a great city that a no-~
torious criminal had been captured.
“Killer” Kyle, tvhose vulpine hands
were stained with the blood of a
dozen victims, was in prison again.
His attempt on the life of Governor-
elect Farrell hsd been foxled. A hv
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added a sable hue to the mystery.

If you have enjoyed the “City of
Sleeping Death,” if you have been
fascinated and thrilled by other
chronicles taken from the records of
Secret Agent “X.” you won't want to
miss next month's tale of a crime that
held a whole state terrorized.

In it Agent “X” undertakes one of
the greatest disguises of his entire

_ career. In an effort to get at the cen-

g'uns and tear gu surrounded thls
man who had broken jail five times.
The press was clamoring to know
whether he would escape again. Pri-
vate citizens were making bets. Could
any one hold “Killer’” Kyle?

But Secret Agent *X" was not oc-
cupied with this. Great as the crimes
of “Killer’* Kyle were, Agent "X”
read appalling significance in that at-
tempt on Governor-elect Farrell that
overshadowed them. He saw the ugly
gorgon’'s head of a criminal plot that
threatened to destroy the very safety
of the state itself. He saw that Killer
Kyle was a small cog in a vast ma-
chine that might become a juggemaut
of destruction.

And events began to justify “X' "
remarkable deductions, Death struck
in horrible form. A man’s body was
found with livid spets upon it—spots
that seemed to be bruises made by the
bony knuckles of Death itself, Then
a shot was fired, and a man high in
the politics of the state ran scream-
ing from a room, his throat swollen to
hideous size. No bullet had done that.
The police were bogged in a black
mire of mystery. And the criminal
clutch that threatened the safety of
the state grew tighter, Agent “X"
sensed the presence of a murder gen-
;\;ql whose motives seemed unfathom-

e,

nese, he played the rile of the very
man for whom a hundred police guns
were gsearching. The man for whom
detectives were hunting.

He faced situations that taxed his
courage and his cunming to the ut-
most; faced the brilliant, schemirg
mind of a beautiful, ruthless woman,
danzerous as a tigress—as well aa the
poisonous plots of the unseen mur-
derer himself.

Once again you will meet Betty
Dale, blonde and lovely press re-
porter, friend and ally of the Secret
Apgent,

Thousands of readers throughout
the United States, Canada, and Eny-
land have made a habit of following
Secret Agent “X” every month. Each
of the complete, book-length novels
that chronicle his adventures i3 em:-
nently worth reading. Each is a mas-
terpiece of fast-moving, glamorous
detective narrative,

In this leader among detective-
adventure magazines, you'll come in
contact with the vital intricacies of
police procedure. You'll rub shoul-
ders with a dozen thrilling seiences
as Secret Agent “X” uses them in his
ceaseless warfare on crime. You'll
have hours of absorbing recreatior
as the Agent goes into action on a
front - line defense of civiiization
against the dark forces of the crim-
iral underworld. And you'll learn to

was-this—the stark, impenetrable —tmow intirfidtely a man who always

mystery behind what was happen-
ing—that made this strange chapter
of crime unique in the Secret Agent's
casebook. And the horror of a series
of murders that no man could explain

fights for the right, always takes the
side of the oppressed, always strug-
gles with silent heroism to overcome
evil as it is manifested in its most
appallingly horrible form.
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For tamdreds of years men and women have talked wit!i
bushed voices about “STRANGE PEQOPLE"—men who
are not men—women who are oot women. No one has
ever darvd to talk out in tine open about it. Is it any worn-
der that the shocking, lurid facts of this great social evil
are imknown to the great maiss of men and women? [s it
any wonder that strange nicknamos are commonly used .
to dﬁ:nhe these creatures?

EXOTIS WONLD OF TWILIGNT MEN ARD WONER!

" Now : doctor has dared to tear away the veil of mystery.

[a blunt, rstandable words he bes the unbelievaisie

facts. "STRANGE LOVES—A Study in Senul Abnormali-

ties,” by Dr. La Forest Potter, noted authority, is a document
30 weird, 50 startling, as to amaze the civilieed world.

WOMAN.* Aelul clinical cases reveal the abnermal tiss
and the unnaturel demices sad erwcic r-cnou ol these
twlilght men oand women! 'rhn records Lhat
actually prove that men have hl MADE [NYO
AUNOBMALS. A u
aguinst the falos modevty that bas bean responsidla
Lor the growth of thase fantiatic, atrange amatory
cunyitles smouy savags and civilized reces.

“STRANGE LOVE"

De. Potter tells about the hiddem, secret paa-
siaay thit dominate these women's exotic livee
l‘e ais sbout me teagic dualny of the ef-
womsa He
dsives deep iow |ha ueo—rdns the bestiali-
tias and savagenes practiced by the old
Fayntians, Hindoos, Greeks, Assyrians nd
Romani—tbe ssosuaifty that was ascon
t> the Greek Guode. to Znn. Apolio, Hercul:-
and Jupiter—the growth ruu-h humw lm-
sncisat oouatries o Frane
W its tremendous apread (hmqh the L'nned Swn

MUST THESE SUBJECTS BE OLOTHED I8 SWLENCE FOREVER?
Feardessly, openly, the meaniag of many misusderstood msbjects ig Grought wader
the :;":ﬂ:i"' of truth, Scﬁn—ksv:;l:n‘;?wlu.xe;lib—%alﬂnr—?dg

=Tl m—3aphiam—LUraphm: man and woman refuse
:(umm :m':neh u:nmlhun exin and bave bren practiced through the ages.
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